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Disclaimer

This story is a work of fiction. Any
resemblance of any persons, places, things or events in this book
to any real person, places, things or events is strictly
coincidental.

 


 






Introduction

The Honey Trapp stories are my
none-too-subtle way to introduce climate change to bondage erotica.
It seems ridiculous at first, but there's method, however flawed,
to this madness. Climate change issues put kinky sex in
perspective. Climate scientists have been doing the scientific
equivalent of running around with their hair on fire for decades
warning of the dangers of man made global warming caused by the
massive amount of fossil fuel consumption we as a species are
engaging in. Terms like "extinction event" have been used.

Normally it is science fiction writers who
create "hair on fire" dire warnings to make their stories more
exciting. When it's dull, staid scientists that are running around
with flaming hair, everyone should take note, especially when it's
more than 95 percent of climate scientists who are involved. But
the politicos who have the power needed to make the massive changes
that will be required to fight global warming successfully have
mostly done as little as possible, though there has been plenty of
lip service bandied about.

The peculiar combination of fatalistic
nihilism, determined idealism and sexual abandon that characterizes
the person who is Honey Trapp is a direct response to the times we
live in, and has created what I hope will be a very easy and
enjoyable read.
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The Naked Jungle








 Chapter 1

The thought of money aroused him.

 


The waves of the beach at La Costa Murke
lapped at the shore as the sun shone down on the Generalissimo's
beachside palace.

The Generalissimo sat reclining in his
favorite beach chair, a heavy wooden thing on rollers that sat in
the center of the palace’s enormous beachside veranda. Around him
sat his cronies, about a dozen military leaders and businessmen who
controlled the tiny nation of Las Miserabil on the northern coast
of South America.

“So the Arapunga are on the warpath again?”
asked the Generalissimo. “What is it they want now? Food? Clothing?
Shelter? What do they think we are, Walmart?”

“They are upset because GlobOil is dumping
the waste from their oil derricks into the Cuhanoya reservoir,
which is their water supply,” said Luis Hernango, a Captain of
Intelligence. “Those meddling doctors from Humanity Without Borders
have been telling them it is the oil wastes that are making them
sick.”

“And is it making them sick?” the
Generalissimo asked, idly petting the curvy, naked blonde that
knelt beside him, her hands cuffed behind her back and a ballgag in
her mouth, her collar chained to a ring set at the end of the
armrest. She leaned against the Generalissimo's knee, eyes closed,
soaking in the sun and the total humiliation of her situation in
equal measure. The droplets of drool that oozed out of the corners
of her mouth gleamed like jewels in the sunlight as they oozed off
her chin and rolled over her breasts.

Honey Trapp was her name, and she was
enjoying the petting just as much as she appeared to be enjoying
it, but her ears were wide open.

“Probably, yes, Generalissimo, but they are
indios,” said Hernango. He shrugged eloquently. “GlobOil wants them
shut down, by whatever means. They don't want any connection
between us and them, of course.”

“Fine,” said the Generalissimo. “I do not
care about the indios one way or another, but GlobOil has a lot to
offer … and I presume they have offered us something for helping us
out?”

“One million American,” said Hernango. “Plus
covering the costs of our expenses.”

The Generalissimo nodded. The thought of
money aroused him. Without really thinking about it, he reached
over and grabbed a handful of the blonde's hair and dragged her
forcefully between his legs and yanked the gag out of her mouth.
Then he unzipped his fly and his cock popped out of his
trousers.

Honey Trapp needed no urging. She engulfed
his cock in her moth and went at it languorously, as if there were
nothing else in the world she would rather be doing at the moment
than kneeling naked before all these clothed people and sucking the
Generalissimo's cock with her hands tied behind her back. And it
was true, there was nothing she'd rather be doing. She felt the sun
on her back and it was wonderful. She felt the deep, rich
humiliation of being a naked slut kneeling and sucking the
Generalissimo's cock while others stood by and talked and watched
or didn't watch, and it felt even better than the sun. It made her
pussy drool.

The Generalissimo was in no hurry to cum and
was enjoying Honey's attentions. She was very good with her tongue,
and her unhurried approach to sucking cock really worked for him.
American women often lacked passion, but some of them were such
dedicated sluts that you could not help but admire them. And this
Honey girl, she was such a slut. She would have made a fine Latina,
in another life. But her blonde hair and golden skin declared her
as an Anglo.

Honey worked the Generalissimo's cock
tirelessly. She had sucked cocks since she was a teen, and had
mostly enjoyed it. Some men were such idiots that they could not
even receive a blowjob gracefully, but most of them loved blowjobs
a lot, and that made her feel good, and it made the fucking that
came later, if it happened, so much nicer and longer-lasting.

But now there was just cock sucking and
feeling the sun on on her back and the wind on her skin and the
voices of the big, self-important men she was eavesdropping on. It
was her favorite part of any assignment, being used like this.

“Where did you get the blonde?” she heard
Hernango ask. She of course paid no attention.

“The Bascom Agency,” said the
Generalissimo.

“Ah, yes, I hear good things,” said Hernango
approvingly. The words were music to Honey's ears. This was why
she'd gone through the rigorous sexslave training she had undergone
to get here as a Bascom girl. Well, that and it was fun.

The men talked on, and the Generalissimo
eventually grew very hard in Honey’s mouth and then he came,
gripping her head so she would have no choice but to swallow his
cum. The other people on the patio politely ignored the
Generalissimo’s use of her and her soft moans. She swallowed it
all, then when the Generalissimo thrust her head back when she was
through sucking and shoved her ballgag back into her mouth, she
returned to her place beside him, crawling on her knees alone, then
kneeling head down, eyes closed, but continuing to listen in on the
proceedings.

She leaned against the Generalissimo’s chair
and sighed inwardly. What she had heard meant that her idyllic
assignment would probably be over soon. What a shame.

 









 Chapter 2

“We think we can pass you off as you.”

 


A few months ago she'd been sitting at a
table in the La Quinoa restaurant on a sunny January day in Los
Angeles, having lunch with her handler, Sam Chadsworth. (Honey was
sure the name was an alias and a very poor one.)

“Got a long term assignment for you,” said
Chadsworth as he worked on his free range chicken quinoa bowl.

“I’m not interested,” said Honey as she
toyed with her grilled farm salmon quinoa.

“I think you will be once you hear the
particulars,” said Chadsworth.

“I’m listening,” said Honey
noncommitally.

Chadsworth smiled a thin smile.

“The target is in Las Miserabil, ever heard
of it?” he asked.

“Just barely,” said Honey. “Tiny South
American country, mostly jungle, nothing much ever happens there of
interest to anyone outside the country?”

“Pretty much,” Chadsworth said. “There’s a
few cities and towns on the coast where the mestizos live. The
interior, is as you say, all jungle, inhabited by various
indigenous tribes. Thing is, there’s oil in the interior, and Gulf
Shell has a few platforms there and one of them has been dumping
wastes into the Cuyahona Reservoir, which provides water to the
Arapunga Indians.”

“Indians?” Honey asked.

“Indigenous people, if you prefer,” said
Chadsworth. “The term ‘Indian’ is not considered a slur there like
it is here. I mean, most everyone in Las Miserabil has Indian
blood, and is kinda proud of it.”

“Whatevs, then,” said Honey, shrugging. The
Initiative’s people were generally very correct in their use of
language. Honey didn’t much care herself.

“Anyway, the wastes from the drilling are of
course toxic and they’ve started making the Arapunga tribespeople
sick and a stink is being raised. The GlobOil people who own the
platforms don’t give a rat’s ass about the Arapunga or anything
else other than money, of course. The country’s dictator, General
Diego Sanchez, who calls himself ‘The Generalissimo’ cares about
nothing but all that money and power the GlobOil Corporation keeps
sending his way. We think it’ll come to a head in about six months,
probably in the form of some tragic and stupid bit of militarism
aimed at the Arapunga.”

“And whither the GlobOil goes, the US State
Department and its agencies go,” said Honey.

“Yeah, an old familiar pattern, for sure,”
said Chadsworth. “So we plan to put a stop to it. The GlobOil
platforms hire foreign workers and pay them very well to run the
platforms, but they depend heavily on local workers for support.
And of course they pay the laborers as little as possible, which is
very little indeed in Las Miserabil, and they exploit them
thoroughly of course. As a result, we have a TON of agents working
in the platform who will sabotage the platforms for us until we can
do something more definitive.”

Honey nodded, smiling. “More definitive”
undoubtedly meant some oil executives were going to die in nasty
ways. The Initiative did not fool around.

“We are going to need someone on the inside
to be our ears,” said Chadsworth. “That would be you. The
Generalissimo keeps sex slaves on hand for his use. You’ll be one
of them.”

“The Generalissimo is a dom?” Honey asked,
interested.

“Yes,” said Chadsworth, smiling. “But
there’s a hang-up. He is a very careful dom. He only takes his subs
from the Bascom Agency.”

“Oh, really?” Honey asked.

“Yes, really,” said Chadsworth. “We’d like
to put you through the Bascom Agency training and vetting program
and set you up to be the Generalissimo’s next purchase from
them.”

“You’ve got an identity that will get past
Bascom’s vetting program?” Honey asked.

“We were thinking of using your real
identity,” said Chadsworth. “We think we can pass you off as
you.”

Honey sat back for a moment, thinking.

“Can’t do it,” Honey said. “I mean, I’d love
to, but it’ll blow my cover for all time. I’d have to take on a
fake identity as my real identity.”

“Not necessarily,” said Chadsworth. “So far,
you’ve been able to keep your agent work off everybody’s radar. And
for this assignment, all we need from you is intel. As soon as you
give the word, we go to work, suddenly the Generalissimo has better
things to do than dally with slavegirls, and you slip out of Las
Miserabil and everybody is none the wiser. You come back to the US
with a story about fleeing from all the chaos and you’re still
golden.”

Honey sat back, thinking.

“It could work,” she said. “Tell me more,
maybe I’ll give it some thought.”

“Sure,” said Chadsworth. He knew better than
to push Honey at this point. She had turned down assignments
before. And Chadsworth was very aware that the previous handler who
had tried to force her to take an assignment was dead. An accident,
you couldn’t prove otherwise. But Honey had resources.

But Chadsworth knew she would take it. He
had given her the straight dope on the assignment, and she would
want to be a Bascom slavegirl-for hire.

 









 Chapter 3

“Even the very best PR flack couldn’t keep
stories about beautiful women getting their heads blown off out of
the news, much less the rumor mills.”

 


Three days later, Honey walked into a
discreet office building nestled in one of the hillsides around Los
Angeles. It was an elegant, swank building that didn’t advertise
its elegance to casual viewers – it looked like just another modern
LA office building to the casual viewer on the outside.

But if you knew design and architecture and
money, you could see that all three had been skillfully applied to
the building. On the outside it was just reflective glass and
concrete, tastefully done of course. But on the inside the floor
were smooth and polished with abstract but subtly sexy inlaid
curving designs that teased the eye.

Honey walked over to the receptionist’s
desk, all polished wood and copper inlays, where a woman in a
discreet but subtly sexy uniform sat at a chair opposite a
computer. She was a striking brunette, beautifully made up, as was
normal for receptionists for wealthy companies in Los Angeles.
There were no obvious guards hanging about. There were a couple of
small, discreetly designed and placed videocams, however.

“Hello,” Honey said. “I’m Honey Trapp, I
have an appointment with Reggie Hedgecock,” Honey said.

“Hi, just a second and let me check … there
you are,” she said, her fingers gliding effortlessly across the
keyboard. “Mister Hedgecock is in Room 223, just take the elevator
to the second floor and go left, you’ll see his office on your
right.”

“Thank you,” said Honey. She had expected to
have to do some bullshit sitting around in a chair for no reason,
like most corporations did when you went looking for work with
them. Not that Honey had ever worked a day in her life. But she’d
heard things.

The door to Room 223 was open, and Honey
walked in.

“Nice to meet you, Miss Trapp,” said
Hedgeworth, rising from his seat. He was a short, well-built guy
who looked to be in his thirties, dressed in an immaculate light
gray suit with a blue tie. He had a brown hair, a close-cropped
beard and alert brown eyes. “Thank you for arriving promptly.”

“Do prospective employees often show up late
to meet you?” Honey asked.

“Almost never,” Hedgeworth replied, “but we
always thank them for their promptness. Shows we notice and care,
you know.”

“Good point,” Honey said, smiling.

“Tell me what you know about us,” said
Hedgeworth.

“The Bascom Agency is in the business of
providing escorts who are in essence well-trained sex slaves to
wealthy individuals around the world,” said Honey. “You are very
discreet and very professional. You pay top dollar and you treat
your escorts professionally and straightforwardly. You don’t
recruit under-aged talent and you don’t hire anyone who has the
least hesitation about taking on the job. You have a training
program that is quite rigorous and anyone who goes through it
successfully will know what they are getting into, and almost
certainly be able to handle any request a client might make of
them. That’s about it.”

Reggie sat there silent for a moment.

“That may be about it, but it’s WAY too
much,” he said. “May I ask what your sources were for all this
information?”

“Not specifically, no,” said Honey. “I know
you have NDAs and I don’t want to get anyone in trouble. I can tell
you that I’m socially very active in kinkster circles in Los
Angeles, and rumors fly as fast in those circles as they do in any
others. And you are very naive if you think there wouldn’t be
certain amount of fascinated speculation about any firm with a
business model like yours in kink circles, Mr. Hedgeworth.”

“Touche,” said Hedgeworth. “So it’s all
rumor and speculation, no hard data, then.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” said Honey, shrugging.
“It’s the best I can do. Is it wrong?”

“No, it’s disturbingly accurate,” said
Hedgeworth. “Rumors and speculation tend to be a lot less accurate
than that.”

“I left out some of the more fanciful stuff
I was told,” said Honey. “Like that you implant a tracking and
monitoring chip with an explosive in your girls’ necks, and if they
do something out of line or try to escape an assignment, you blow
their heads off with a remote control. Heard the same about your
collars, only it’s the client who can blow a girl’s head off with a
remote control.”

“Well, you’re right, we don’t do that,” said
Hedgeworth. “It’s a little comic book super villainish for us. Why
did you reject it?”

“Because, as you say, it has a certain comic
book element to it, and because it contradicts your business model
which is designed to keep your organization out of the news and the
legal systems,” Honey said. “But most of all because even the very
best PR flack couldn’t keep stories about beautiful women getting
their heads blown off out of the news, much less the rumor
mills.”

“Well, they did say you were intelligent,”
said Hedgeworth smiling. “Right on all counts.”

“Now that you’ve brought it up, what do you
know about me?” Honey asked.

“Oh, just the sort of thing anyone can
scrape off social media,” said Hedgeworth. “You’re an orphan of a
wealthy family. Your parents died in a snowboarding accident a la
Sonny Bono, you were raised by a loving but distant aunt and uncle
in a wealthy Southern California enclave. You attended private
schools where you had good records as a student but also developed
a reputation as a party girl. Upon your
18th birthday you inherited
your parents’ fortunes, making you independently wealthy. After you
graduated from college with a Bachelor’s degree in Climate Science,
you went full Party Girl but have done so in a very discreet way.
You are an out kinkster, a submissive, and you have participated in
a lot of activities that are normally seen only in adult videos but
have been smart about not being photographed while doing so. You
have had no long-term emotional attachments. You also are decidedly
apolitical. You follow a number of scientific journals related to
climate science, but you make no known use of any of the
information. You don’t post a lot on social media, but people do
post about you a fair amount, mostly photos because of your
extraordinary beauty, but also some texts about you, which is how
we got most of our information. I think that about does
it.”

“That’s pretty good,” said Honey. She would
have been very surprised if that was all they knew about her. They
would have some very good operatives tracing her activities and
making discreet inquiries with friends and acquaintances under
various oh-so-plausible pretexts. You didn’t do a good job of
vetting someone just by scraping her social media.

“So with all that said, why do you wish to
work for Bascom Agency, Honey?” asked Hedgeworth. “You are
independently wealthy. You don’t need the money, that is certain.
So why?”

“Oh, for the slave training,” said Honey. “I
mean, the chance to be the closest thing there is to a real-life
slavegirl for a wealthy and powerful man, that’s good, too, but
really, the closest thing there is to a real slave training
academy, that sounds fun.”

“Ah,” said Hedgeworth. “Then it’s the kinky
thrill of it all for you.”

“Oh, yes, definitely,” said Honey.

“I’m glad you find working with us
appealing,” said Hedgeworth. “Many find the training to be what
they have the most trouble with. It’s quite rigorous.”

“So I hear,” Honey said, smiling
broadly.

“Yes, well, the evidence we’ve been able to
find indicates that you would probably enjoy the rigors of being
trained by us more than most,” said Hedgeworth. “Many of the women
we work with are really in it just for the benefit of having been
escorts for some of our clients, who tend to be very wealthy and
powerful men.”

“So I hear,” said Honey, smiling. “Rich,
powerful men who are very used to getting their way. Not always
dominants, but men who are so used to getting sex any way and any
time they want it from women that they might as well be dominants.
That appeals to me, too.”

“But not as much as the training,”
Hedgeworth said wryly.

“To be honest, no,” said Honey.

“To be honest with you, we have had a fair
number of girls for whom our training is the most appealing
aspect,” said Hedgeworth. “They tend to do very well here, and with
our clients. It’s actually quite a recommendation for you.”

“Thank you,” said Honey.

“Now I do have another question,” said
Hedgeworth. “You got a degree in Climate Science … but to my
knowledge you never did anything about it. Why not?”

“I initially decided to study Climate
Science because it looked like it would be the most important
problem the human face would confront in a few years,” said Honey.
“And I was right, it is. Unfortunately, it became very clear to me
that this was not a problem the human race is likely to solve, not
in a few years, not ever. Beating climate change would require all
the resources the human race can command, and we being who we are,
we’re not commanding much at all in the way of resources to fight
it. In the next hundred years, human civilization will be
destroyed, and the human race is almost certainly going to be
rendered extinct. If not extinct, transformed into nomadic bands of
hunter gatherers … what we started out as. But that’s just wishful
thinking. Being what we are, we are most likely to just die
out.”

“That’s … grim,” Hedgeworth observed.

“Yes it is,” said Honey. “I wish I had never
studied climate science, in one sense. In another sense, I am glad
I did. Knowing every effort to improve things is futile has left me
free to simply enjoy my life as best I can, to have all the fun,
kinky and otherwise, that a girl could want. Because there is no
future to plan for, Mr. Hedgeworth. All the human race has now is
the past and the present. We’ve squandered the future.”

And she smiled brightly at Hedgeworth, and
for the first time he noted the edge of bleakness in her smile.
Just a tiny bit of bleakness that made her smile brighter by
contrast, giving it an almost radiant quality.

“I suppose we all must cope as best we can,”
said Hedgeworth. “In any event, you’re in. Frankly, you were pretty
much in just based on our vetting of you… you’re very much the kind
of prospect we search for, a woman who will enjoy being used as a
slavegirl by a dominant man. Welcome to Bascom. When can you
start?”

“Immediately,” said Honey.

“Immediately?” Hedgeworth asked.

“Yes, I assumed I would be acceptable to
you,” said Honey. “My affairs are in order, I’ve set up automatic
payments for all my expenses, my house is clean and empty, I have
no pets. The only loose end is my car, it’s in your parking lot,
but you can park it wherever.”

“We’ll just send a car for you tomorrow
morning, I think,” said Hedgeworth. “When you come here tomorrow,
bring nothing but your cell phone and a tablet or laptop if you
like. Wear a dress, no slacks. Also no underwear. No jewelry. Don’t
bother to do much in the way of makeup, we’ll take care of that
once you get here. Do you want to discuss pay? I think you’ll find
it quite generous.”

“So I’ve been told, and no, as you’ve
already pointed out, I’m not here for the money,” said Honey. “I’ll
head home and prep for your car.”

“At 10 am we’ll pick you up,” said
Hedgeworth.

When she got home, Honey got the burner
phone she used to talk with Chadsworth and gave him a call.

“Bascom has hired me,” she said after a few
fake pleasantries. “I start work tomorrow morning at 10.”

“Congratulations,” said Chadsworth. “I hope
all goes well for you.”

“I hope” was the code phrase that meant
there were no hiccoughs on Chadsworth’s end.

“Thanks, I’m really looking forward to
this,” Honey said. “Really looking” was her code phrase meaning all
was proceeding nominally. The operation was a “Go.”

 









 Chapter 4

“Yes, Master,” she said to the crotch.

 


At 10 am the next morning a silver-gray BMW
sedan pulled up in the driveway of Honey’s secluded house and Honey
stepped out of the front door, waved to her security guard, and
stepped into the car, thanking the driver. She wore a basic black
dress that went down to mid-thigh, and simple black pumps, and
absolutely nothing else. No underwear at all. She carried a large
purse that held her laptop and her phone and nothing else.

“Keep your legs apart and address me as
Master,” the driver had said once they were both in the car. “Your
legs are not to be closed together unless you are ordered to close
them. You will address all men as Master and all women who are not
obviously slavegirls as Mistress. The exception is the public lobby
of the building and the public hallways, where you will maintain
normal decorum. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said. She liked calling
men ‘Master’ and had had to clamp down on herself to keep from
calling Chadsworth ‘Master’ regularly. She was such a slavegirl at
heart. She didn’t know why she was, but she was.

At the reception desk, she was told to go to
Room 318, and that the third floor was a non-public area.

The door to Room 318 was open and she walked
in.

There was a man in a t-shirt and jogging
shorts sitting at a desk in a corner, with a woman in scrubs
sitting in a chair opposite him, but the room was dominated by a
big exam table and lots of medical equipment.

“Hello, Master, Mistress,” said Honey. “I’m
Honey Trapp, I was told to report here.”

“Good to meet you, Honey, I’m Master Julian
and this is Mistress Valeria, we’ll be conducting your exam this
morning,” said Master Julian. “I’m a medical doctor, she’s a
licensed nurse.”

“Nice to meet you,” said Honey.

“Remove all your clothing, put it on the
counter on the far wall along with your purse,” said Master Julian.
“Then lie on the exam table, face up.”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. She thrilled a
bit inside at the command in Master Julian’s voice. He expected her
to obey.

“This will all be recorded on audio but not
video, and transcribed for our records,” said Doctor Julian. “If
you have any questions you do not wish to answer, say “Banana” and
we will turn off the recorder and deal with the issue. If we have
any questions you do not understand, same deal. And if you have any
questions for us, just ask. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said.

For the next hour or two (Honey wasn’t sure
how long because she had no watch and there were no timepieces in
the room – her time belonged to them now) Honey was subjected to a
very thorough physical exam, the most thorough she had ever had.
Her every orifice was probed. Her blood was sampled. Her urine was
sampled. Her stool was sampled. (They just had her lie face down on
the exam table with her legs spread wide and inserted a plastic
tool up her ass and extracted some poop.)

They also asked her a lot of questions about
her medical history and her sex life. And they did some quite
specifically sexual testing of her. In addition to the standard
treadmill heart stress test, they tied her to a sybian and had her
squat there til she came while hooked up to an EKG machine. They
also took samples of her vaginal fluids afterward.

It was all very scientific, all very
dehumanizing and humiliating, and Honey loved it. It was everything
a medical exam for a slave kennel should be.

During the exam, the nurse and doctor only
spoke to Honey when they had a question they wanted answered or an
order to give. There was no attempt to make small talk. Honey loved
that.

After the exam,, the nurse and the doctor
put leather slave cuffs on her feet and ankles, with slave rings on
them. And they put a leather collar around her neck, that had four
rings in it. They also put a belt around her waist that had four
rings in it at 90 degree intervals.

“This is just a use collar, not a formal
collaring,” the doctor instructed Honey. She knew what he
meant.

A moment later a muscular man in shorts,
sneakers and a T-shirt entered the room.

“Is Honey ready, doctor?” he asked.

“Yes,” said the doctor. “She’s all
yours.”

The man walked over to Honey who was sitting
on the exam table.

“On your feet, girl,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” Honey replied, sliding off
the table.

The man clipped the end of a leash to the
front ring of her collar.

“Turn around and hold your hands together
behind your back,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” Honey replied, obeying. She
loved obeying.

Honey felt her cuffs fastened together
behind her back.

“Open wide, girl,” the man ordered, and
Honey opened her mouth wide. A moment later she felt a rubber ball
thrust into it, and a moment after it was strapped securely into
her mouth. She was ballgagged.

“Heel, girl,” he ordered, and he led Honey
out of the room. She would never see that doctor and nurse again,
she suspected, which was a shame, because she LOVED the way they
gave exams.

The man led Honey down some smooth and
expensive-looking hallways (the carpet was very soft and thick
beneath her bare feet) to an unlabeled door. He opened it and Honey
saw that it was filled with cells, no more than 6 feet by nine
feet. Each cell was just metal bars with wooden dividers between
them. There was a commode in each one and an adjustable easy chair
and blanket in each one. Also in Honey’s cell there were two dog
bowls on the floor. One held water, the other something that looked
like stew.

The man opened the door to one of them.

“Get in,” he ordered, removing her leash.
“Then stand close to the door after I shut it, with your back to
me.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey responded through the
gag. She knew that being gagged did not mean she was not to respond
properly to a command.

She walked into the cage. Sitting in the
chair was her purse. When the door was shut behind her she backed
up to it. A moment later, she felt her wrist cuffs freed.

“You can take the gag off or not, as you
wish,” said the man. “You can use your phone and laptop as well.
Feel free to log onto the Bascom slave wifi net. Password is
‘isubmit’ all one word, all lower case.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey said.

The man turned and left. There was another
occupied cage, where a girl was sleeping. Honey decided to let her
sleep. She pulled the gag off and let it dangle around her
neck.

The man had given her no idea how long she
would be in here or what would happen next. And that was all right.
She got out her laptop and set it up on the Bascom slave network,
then got out her phone and texted. She was happy. She was where she
should be, doing what she was supposed to do.

Some time later (about forty minutes, both
her phone and her laptop had clocks, of course) another man came in
with a leash and leashed and gagged and bound Honey and took her
out of her cell.

Her next stop was Room 412. The man led her
to it and shoved her in when the occupant invited them in. He left
the leash dangling from her collar. For whomever’s convenience, she
supposed.

“Hi, I’m Master Kirk,” said the man, rising
and taking Honey’s leash. “I’m your trainer now. Well more overseer
than trainer, I’ll do some training but mostly it will be
specialists.”

“Yeff, maffa,” said Honey, the gag still in
her mouth.

Kirk sighed and pulled the gag out of her
mouth. “I keep forgetting to do that,” he said, annoyed. He was an
older man, early middle age it looked like. He had brown hair that
was graying a little, and piercing gray eyes and a mouth that
seemed poised between frowning and smiling, His eyes were crinkled
with laugh lines. She suspected Master Kirk mostly smiled. He wore
a T-shirt that hung from his spare frame, and dark jogging pants
and sneakers. Apparently suits and ties did not happen in the
non-public areas.

He led Honey to a chair that sat along one
wall of the room. It was a comfy wooden chair with thick cushions
that was on rollers, and it had a deep vee cut in the center, to
about eight inches from he rear of the chair. Honey’s eyes lit
up.

He sat in the chair and said, “Kneel before
me, slut.”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey, and she knelt in
front of him and then scooched forward on her knees until her head
was as far into the vee as it could go, then leaned back and looked
up at Master Kirk.

“First thing is, slut, you don’t look me in
the eyes unless you are ordered to,” Kirk said. “Look at my cock.
As a slave you don’t look anybody in the eye, not ever other
slaves. You only look at crotches, understand.”

Honey immediately looked down at the baggy
folds of the jogging shorts hiding Master Kirk’s crotch. “Yes,
Master,” she said to the crotch. Master Kirk’s crotch was a lot
less expressive than his face, but there might be a nice cock down
there somewhere under all that material.

“That’s better,” said Kirk. “Many of our
clients are from cultures where only social equals may look one
another in the eyes. Otherwise it’s a challenge, and slaves don’t
challenge. But as a slavegirl, you should think of it as an
acknowledgment that you are ruled by genitals. Your business with
other human beings is to satisfy them, which often means satisfying
their genitals, so you focus your eyes on what’s important for you.
Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. She absolutely
LOVED talk like this.

“OK, the doctor has looked over the tests he
ran today and he’s given us a provisional OK to proceed with
training, with a final OK later when he gets results of your
various sample back from the lab,” said Kirk. “So we can proceed.
First let’s get you officially collared. Raise your chin.”

Honey raised her chin and Master Kirk
removed her leather collar. He lowered a metal collar into his lap
and angled one side upward and she saw that it had words
beautifully engraved on its coppery surface. They were, “Honey,
property of the Bascom Agency.”

“As you can see, we thought you would
probably pass the physical being young and generally healthy,” said
Kirk. “Now, by the rights and powers granted to me as a trainer for
the Bascom Agency, I hereby claim you, Honey Trapp, as a beast
owned by the Bascom Agency, to keep and use as we see fit. If you
agree with this collaring, then speak these words aloud.”

And he placed a small printed card in his
lap. Honey read it, then said out loud, “I, Honey Trapp, do hereby
submit myself to the rule of the Bascom Agency, utterly and
completely, to become their rightless, will-less slavegirl until
such time as they may tire of me and discard me.”

“So be it,” said Master Kirk, snapping the
collar around Honey’s neck.

Honey thrilled, as she always did at a
proper collaring. She loved the thrill of being owned. Naked and
collared and bound and owned, it was all so very nice.

“Ownership has its responsibilities,” Master
Kirk said thoughtfully. “But it also has its privileges.” He
casually reached down and slid his jogging pants down over his
knees, exposing a large cock.

“Now suck my cock, slave,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey, and she quickly
engulfed Master Kirk’s cock in her mouth and began working it with
her tongue and lips. She paid no attention to anything else, though
she did take pleasure in the way her hands were bound behind her
back, and the ballgag resting on her clavicle was nice, too.

It took longer than Honey expected to make
Master Kirk cum. She had given a LOT of blowjobs since becoming
sexually active, many of them with her hands bound. She knew how to
work it. Then again, Master Kirk probably got his cock sucked
whenever he liked, which was probably almost always. That was
Honey’s experience of men, anyway.

Then Master Kirk grew more tense, all over
his body and Honey knew he was about to cum.

“Swallow it all, slut,” he growled, taking a
handful of hair in his hand to prevent her from pulling her head
back when he came.

And he did cum, and she swallowed it all,
and licked his cock clean afterward.

“That was a little test, as you may have
guessed,” said Master Kirk. “You would be surprised at how many
women come here to be trained as sex slaves, allow themselves to be
stripped nude, but then balk when it comes time to have actual sex.
So I generally don’t waste time, right after the collaring I use
them, one way or another. You passed your test, of course. We’ll
work on technique later.”

“Yes, Master, thank you Master,” Honey said
to Master Kirk’s crotch. She rather liked taking to a man’s crotch.
It kept things nice and impersonal. And she didn’t have to hide her
expression at his comment about working on technique later. She had
had a LOT of experience.

“I notice you can’t control your gag
reflex,” Master Kirk added. “We’ll train you to do that.”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said.

“I noticed that you do not like pain,” said
Master Kirk.

“Correct, Master,” said Honey.

“A shame, a good portion of our clients
enjoy inflicting pain,” Master Kirk observed.

“I am sure you have girls who will enjoy the
pain they inflict, Master,” said Honey. “I will not. It’s been
tried.”

“Yes, I imagine it has,” said Master
Kirk.

“You are an exceptional beauty,” said Master
Kirk calmly, with no trace of flattery in his tone. “Many of our
clients like to display their girls as arm candy, I imagine there
will be some demand for you for that reason. Do you have any
problem with being publicly displayed and used?”

“No, with the proviso that no cameras can be
present if I am having sex or my pussy, anus or nipples are
showing,” said Honey.

“Is there a particular reason here?” Master
Kirk asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. “If I am
photographed say, sucking a man’s cock, or posing naked with my
legs spread, or being fucked, I become just another whore or slut
to practically everyone. So long as there is nothing but rumors or
gossip about me doing such things, it doesn’t matter. It’s like the
difference between the Bascom Agency having rumors and gossip about
it providing trained slavegirls to its customers, and having
definitive proof that they do.”

“Would you pose in provocative poses in a
bikini?” Master Kirk asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. “There are plenty
of pictures of me out clubbing in little more than a skimpy
thong.”

“What about public humiliation?” Master Kirk
asked.

“The very best kind, Master!” Honey
replied.

“Ah,” said Master Kirk, nodding. Honey
didn’t see him nod, but she sensed it. She gazed down at Master
Kirk’s quiescent cock and licked her lips a little. Such fun.

“You know your slave poses?” Master Kirk
asked.

“A little,” Honey said. “I’ve been asked to
pose by various Masters and Mistresses, but the names are confusing
… different Masters have different names for the same poses.”

“You are right about that,” said Master
Kirk. “And so we have a place to begin. I’m going to teach you all
the poses a Bascom girl should know…”

For the next two or three hours (no watches,
and Honey’s internal clock had never worked all that well) she
posed in all the ways Master Kirk ordered her to. He had a leather
riding crop that he used to instruct and position her, and of
course he used his hands and voice as well. He did not hit her with
the crop much at all, and when he did it was a very soft hit, more
instructive than anything else.

It was a very calm and relaxed process,
helped, Honey thought, by the fact that she had already sucked
Master Kirk’s cock. There was no sexual tension between them,
because they’d already had sex. And since Honey wanted to be
trained probably more than Master Kirk wanted to train her, they
worked together very well.

At some point Master Kirk pulled out a cell
phone and spoke a few words into it. A few minutes later there was
a knock at the door. Master Kirk opened it, leaving Honey in the
Display pose she was learning, standing with her legs spread wide
and her arms behind her back, her head down. She did not look at
the person who brought in a tray of food and set it on the desk. It
was not a slave thing to do.

It was funny, often Master Kirk didn’t have
to tell her what to do, she just had an instinct for it.

“Lunchtime,” Master Kirk said. “Hold your
pose for just a moment.” Honey obeyed, and Master Kirk walked
behind her and linked her wrists together.

Then he set two bowls on the floor. One was
full of what looked like water (because it was) and one which was
full of stew.

“All right, you may eat, but you must be on
your knees while you do so,” Master Kim said.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. She walked over
to the bowls and knelt, first shoving her head into the water bowl,
then the stew bowl. This was not the first time she had eaten and
drunk from dog bowls with her hands tied behind her back. It was a
thing for some Masters. Honey was ambivalent about it. It was
wonderfully humiliating, of course. But so messy!

It did help in this instance that the stew
was absolutely delicious. She had expected something awful, like
the canned beef stew one Master had served her because “it was the
closest thing to dog food for humans.”

But this was wonderful, the broth was
delicious and rich, the vegetables were fresh and tasty, and the
steak bits were tender and flavorsome. She ate every bit of it and
drank all of the water. (Breakfast had been a cup of coffee and a
slice of buttered toast, and she’d been quite active physically
while learning poses.)

“When she finished she raised her head and
rocked back into an upright position, but remained on her knees.
She had not been told she could rise from her knees. Instinct.

“Feel free to get comfy however you like,”
Master Kirk said, freeing her hands and tossing her a towel.

“Thank, you Master,” said Honey. She removed
the stew that stuck to her face and jaw and hair with the towel as
best she could.

“How did you like the stew?” Master Kirk
asked.

“It was delicious,” said Honey. “The sort of
stew I’d expect to find at a fine restaurant.”

“Yes, most girls are surprised at the food,”
said Master Kirk. “We are training you here, and that includes
training your body. The stew is carefully crafted to provide you
with the nutrients needed to keep you healthy as you train, and to
keep you from losing or gaining weight. How do you keep fit?”

“I do yoga, resistance training, swimming
and running,” said Honey, “mostly running. And I play tennis when I
get the chance, which is often. How did you know I work out,
Master?”

Honey did not mention her self-defense
training in martial arts and shooting, and her experience at both.
She preferred to let it be surprise for whomever she needed to use
those skills on.

“Some of our girls have trouble with bending
and holding position at first,” said Master Kirk. “You had none. I
had you figured for yoga but I didn’t know what else.”

“Yes, my other trainer is excellent,
Master,” said Honey, smiling.

Master Kirk laughed.

“Master, what amuses you?” Honey asked. She
found that when she called men “Master” she often used slightly
archaic speech forms. It seemed to come with the territory.

“You are not the first woman whom I have
trained who was much wealthier than I am,” said Master Kirk. “But
you let me know that about as subtly as anyone ever has.”

“Thank you, Master,” said Honey, smiling.
“But wealth is not the basis of our relationship is it,
Master?”

“No it is not,” said Master Kirk. “But some
of the wealthy girls who come here have trouble understanding
that.”

“And what fun to teach them,” said
Honey.

“It varies,” Master Kirk said dryly.

“What about the less affluent girls?” asked
Honey. “Do they have trouble understanding that things are
different here?”

“Well the poor and middle class ones have
already learned submission to a certain extent,” said Master Kirk.
“They’ve had to work, you know, sometimes at jobs they did not like
at all, generally when they’re young. The middle class families
make a big deal out of job being the first step on the road to true
independence, but really, it’s the first lesson in submitting to
the dominance of their bosses. The wealthy don’t send their
daughters and most especially their sons out for such lessons,
because they know it’s a lesson that will harm them
psychologically. If you learn to submit, you will submit.”

“I never had to work for a living, Master,”
said Honey. “I supposed I was just lucky.”

“Very doubtful,” said Master Kirk. “I’m
surprised you were allowed to major in Climate Science, I would
have thought Finance would be more likely.”

“There was some pressure along those lines
from my aunt and uncle,” said Honey. “But I resisted.”

“Oh, nobody knows how to resist like a
submissive,” said Master Kirk, and Honey could practically see the
wry smile on his face.

Master Kirk paused and spoke into his phone
and put it away and they continued talking for a few minutes until
there was a knock at the door.

 









 Chapter 5

Basically, it’s like our guys are stealing
a fleshlight in the middle of a civil war.

 


A woman in a white lab coat sort of thing
that was smeared with colors walked into the door when Master Kirk
told her to enter.

“Honey, this is Mrs. Congreve, she’s one of
our beauticians, she’ll fix up your hair after its encounter with
the stew, and a few other things,” said Master Kirk. “Mrs.
Congreve, this is Honey, a slave trainee, just starting out. Her
first morning.”

“Hello, Honey,” Mrs. Congreve said
pleasantly.

“Hello, Mistress,” Honey said, smiling.

“She’s all yours, Mrs. Congreve,” said
Master Kirk.

“Collaring, girl,” said Mrs. Congreve, and
Honey, remembering her training, knelt back and raised her chin.
She felt motion at her collar. She was being leashed up.

“Open wide,” Mrs. Congreve said and when
Honey obeyed, which was immediately of course, she felt a ball
shoved into her mouth and tightened into place.

“Stand,” Mrs. Congreve ordered and Honey
rose to her feet.

“Bracelets,” said Mrs. Congreve and Honey
crossed her wrists behind her back and Mrs. Congreve hooked her
wrist shackles together.

“Heel,” she ordered.

“Yeff miffiff,” Honey slobbered.

“I’ll have her back to you soon,” said Mrs.
Congreve.

“Take your time,” Master Kirk said,
smiling.

She was back out in the hallway again, being
marched bound, gagged and naked down hallways and down the elevator
to the second floor. Mrs. Congreve did not speak to Honey, she was
just transporting some goods, Honey supposed.

The second floor room they entered turned
out to be a fully staffed beauty salon, where half a dozen girls as
naked and collared as Honey were being beautified.

Honey had her doubts about being beautified.
She had been to the best salons in the world. They would be hard to
match.

Mrs. Congreve removed Honey’s leash and gag
and freed her wrists.

“The collar and cuffs stay on at all times,
unless a Master orders it, girl,” said Congreve. “Now lets take get
you cleaned up.”

And she led Honey to a hair wash chair and
called Naomi, a short black woman with a relaxed smile.

“Food in hair, and prep her hair for work,”
said Mrs. Congreve.

“I’ll get it,” said Naomi.

The next two hours were a lot like being a
customer in a high-end salon, except there was no tipping and no
one asked her opinion about anything they were doing to her. The
staff talked to her, the usual idle chatter about this and that.
Honey talked easily with them, except of course that she called
them all “Mistress” as none of them were naked and collared. They
called her “girl” but in a friendly and inclusive way. It was a lot
like being in any other salon, except of course she was stark naked
the whole time.

And of course they made up her whole body.
They rouged her nipples and powdered her pussy. They were impressed
by how naked her pussy was. But then when they had her roll over
and lie face down they found some hairs in her butt crack and
removed them after putting her gag back in.

“Makes it easier,” they said, and they were
right, Honey was screaming into the gag when they yanked the wax
out of her butt and then tweezed what the wax hadn’t gotten and it
helped.

When they were through, they stood Honey
before a full length mirror with another mirror behind it so she
could see her backside, and she had to admit, she looked great, in
a slutty sort of way. The sluttiness was subtle, but it was there.
And it totally worked for her, as a slavegirl. Honey was fine with
it. It wasn’t the best look she’d ever had coming out of a salon,
but it was still great.

Then Naomi leashed her and gagged her and
secured her hands behind her back, and another girl took Honey’s
leash and said, “Heel, girl,” and Honey followed her out and took
an elevator to the sixth floor, where she was marched down some
hallways to another room. The girl had Honey carry a large, heavy
case in her hand. Beast of burden indeed, Honey thought.

The room they entered was a photography
studio. There were props and reflectors and camera tripods and
various background screens stacked against a wall.

“This is Honey, a new slavegirl,” said
Honey’s guide and she handed Honey’s leash to a young guy in
sneakers, jeans and a faded T-shirt with a stubble beard and a
mohawk. He had a rough, nerdy charm to him, Honey thought.

“Sure thing, Mindy,” said the guy, and he
took her leash and led her to a chair. He didn’t even say “heel,”
he just expected her to follow, and Honey did of course. Mindy
stayed in the room, opening up the case to reveal it as the largest
makeup case ever.

“I understand you have some preconditions
for photography,” said the man. “Let’s discuss them. My name is
Keith, Keith LaSalle, by the way.”

“Yes, Master Keith,” said Honey.

And they went over Honey’s issues about
being photographed in great detail.

“This will work out fine,” said Keith. “All
I want is to get some beautiful, sexy images of you that we can use
to market you to our clients. We’re not a porn studio. We’ve got
some sexy outfits that will address your concerns just fine. Let me
call Selma in.”

Selma proved to be a Latina wearing a
flattering but professional-looking dress. She took one glance at
Honey and Honey knew that she knew Honey’s every last measurement,
somehow, even if they hadn’t been put in her file by the nurse
who’d examined her.

“There are several ways to go here,” said
Selma thoughtfully, “when you have nicely tanned skin and golden
hair like hers. You can go with contrast and you can go with black
and you can go with beige tones for a nude look. I suggest you try
all three.”

“Sounds good,” said Kieth, hauling out some
background screens.

“Heel,” said Selma, and Honey followed her
over to a huge collection of clothes racks that was dedicated
mostly to the sort of clothing that strippers and pornstars removed
before getting down to business, as well as some tamer stuff. Honey
had worn similar outfits while out clubbing at times.

Selma began sorting through the racks,
looking at clothing that to Honey’s eyes were mere bundles of
straps and bits of cloth, gazing at Honey’s body critically and
then back at the hangars, laying some aside but putting most back
on the rack.

Then she began trying the clothes out on
Honey. She dressed and undressed Honey very quickly, her hands
moving quickly and smoothly over Honey’s body and the clothes. She
was much shorter than Honey (who was normal height for an Anglo
woman, but Selma was short for a Latina). She ordered Honey to
assume various slave poses to make it easier for her to dress
Honey. Honey was beginning to see why Master Kirk had taught her
slave poses immediately.

The first outfit she wore was a sling thong
bathing suit. It just had a patch of cloth to cover her pussy and
anus and two even smaller patches to cover Honey’s nipples, with
elastic bands to hold them in place. (Also, glue of the sort used
on pasties, otherwise the nipple shields would never have held
their place over Honey’s generous breasts.)

Selma also selected some bracelets and rings
and bangles and earrings to ornament Honey’s body, ornaments that
somehow only served to make her look more slutty. Combined with the
makeup it made Honey look like a very slutty slavegirl.

And Honey loved that.

Mindy came over and gave Honey a brief
examination and touched up her hair a bit and nodded. Then Keith
began posing Honey. He started with the standard slave poses, taken
from a standard distance, then started working in earnest, posing
Honey this way and that and taking photos from a variety of angles.
He asked Honey to imagine that she felt sad, or happy, or
thoughtful, but mostly he wanted her to look sexy.

Honey had never been photographed so
intensely before. She had been photographed a lot, but casually.
Mina and Selma helped Keith out with the lights and also suggested
poses and regularly had Keith pause while they adjusted Selma’s
hair and makeup. The three of them were a team, their goal was to
create sexy photos of Honey, and they had clearly worked together
like this before.

Honey enjoyed all the attention and tried to
project the emotions and attitudes Keith was looking for.

“Yeah, put your hands on your thigh, but
curl those fingers a bit like you want to touch yourself so bad but
you can’t,” Keith would say, and Honey would comply, her fingers
curling, imagining herself desperate for relief.

“Look at the camera, look at it like it’s
the most gorgeous cock you ever saw and you want to suck it and
make its owner go straight to heaven,” Keith would order, and Honey
would almost want to suck the camera for real as she projected the
emotion Keith sought.

This went on for hours. A rhythm developed
and Honey fell into it with the other three, and they worked as a
team and it was exhilarating in a way to be part of it. Keith would
occasionally show her particularly striking photos he’d taken and
they were some of the best photos Honey had ever seen of herself
and she’d seen many photos of herself because people photographed
her a LOT, especially when she went out clubbing.

The whole shoot had a certain crazy energy
that Honey just loved, and when it was over, she was a little
disappointed. It had been actual fun, apart from being a
slavegirl.

“Nice work, I think we’ll be able to drum up
a little interest in you based on these images,” Keith said,
running the images from the last SD card he’d used through the
scanner. (Keith had filled several SD cards during the shoot, he’d
taken photos constantly.)

“By that you mean customers will be beating
down Bascom’s doors and shooting cash into the lobby with cannons
to get at me, Master,” Honey said.

“Don’t put words in my mouth, girl, but yes,
I mean exactly that,” he said with a grin.

Selma left as soon as the shoot was over,
and Mina left after packing up her case. A few minutes after Mina
left a muscular guy in a T-shirt came down.

“Through with her?” he asked Keith.

“She’s all yours,” replied Keith.

In a moment he had Honey gagged, bound and
leashed and was leading her down a hallway. Honey realized that
this was how slaves were always transported at Bascom – there would
be no wandering the halls for any of them, including her. It was
probably a tremendous waste of time and effort and staff to do
things that way, and Honey loved it.

The man took Honey back to Master Kirk’s
office, where he sat with a laptop in front of him and two bowls on
his desk with a spoon and a straw.

“Dinnertime, slut,” said Master Kirk,
pointing to the bowls. “You can sit at my desk and eat this time,
we know you can eat from a bowl with your hands tied behind your
back.”

He then freed Honey’s hands and ordered her
to remove her gag.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey, sitting at the
chair next to Master’s desk and digging into the stew. It was the
same stew as before, as far as Honey could tell, and it was still
delicious. It actually tasted better without her hair in it.

“I heard good reports of you from Keith,”
said Master Kirk. “You worked well with him. Some women hate to be
photographed, or they have some opinions about how they look best
and how they look worst, and they make Keith’s job unnecessarily
difficult, but you gave yourself over to him and he got very nice
results from the shoot.”

“It was easy to trust him, Master,” said
Honey. “He respected my boundaries.”

“He’s a pro,” said Master Kirk.

“Yes, I’ve noticed that about everyone
here,” Honey observed.

“Bascom charges top dollar, but it also pays
top dollar,” said Master Kirk. “Our customers generally have so
much money that they don’t really care what we charge, so long as
it isn’t insane. And their need for security and professionalism
and most of all discretion means we have to pay top dollar to get
them what they want. Cheaping out does not work for firms at
Bascom’s level. If our customers want inexpensive women, they can
generally get them in quantity from within their communities.”

“Communities, Master?” Honey asked.

“Nations, cities, governments, whatever,”
said Master Kirk. “They tend to be the ones who run things,
wherever they are, or they are important underbosses of the people
who run things. They get what they want, one way or another.”

“I read somewhere that for people who
achieve a certain amount of wealth and power, the laws that control
ordinary people become mere hopeful suggestions,” said Honey. “I
imagine that would include contract law, too.”

“It would,” Master Kirk replied. “And what
you read is very true. That’s why Bascom is very careful about who
gets on its client list and who does not. There are some EXTREMELY
wealthy men who would LOVE to hire a Bascom girl, but we will not
let them. Sometimes it’s because they’re in a nation that has an
active power struggle going on, revolutions or coups or that sort
of thing. Sometimes it’s because the individual client has a
reputation for killing, maiming, or otherwise abusing girls beyond
what our contracts allow.”

“Has that actually happened to Bascom girls,
Master?” Honey asked.

“When Bascom was first starting out, yes,”
said Master Kirk. “That would have been over a century ago. Bascom
was started by people who were in it for the money and nothing
else, originally. And being a corporation, Bascom still is in it
for the money. But Bascom management quickly learned that letting
their girls get maimed and killed was bad for business. The supply
of topnotch talent dried up very quickly and the best clients
dropped them. They didn’t want to be associated with any of the
things that some of the total sociopaths who hired Bascom girls
did, in any way. So Bascom retrenched, got a LOT more careful and
selective about their clients, and things have gone a lot better
ever since. Not perfect, but Bascom’s reputation is good enough to
attract the cream of the crop.”

“What do you mean, ‘not perfect’?” Honey
asked, trying to sound a little concerned.

“Well, take conflicts for example,” said
Master Kirk. “Bascom has some clout, but we’re not all-knowing or
all-powerful. And we have sent girls into seemingly peaceful places
that erupted into revolution. We try to avoid it, but the world
being what it is, it happens. We keep tabs on the girls and have a
rescue unit on hand if needed.”

“A rescue unit?” Honey asked, all her senses
suddenly alert.

“Yeah,” said Master Kirk. “Say we send you
somewhere peaceful and revolution breaks out all of a sudden, as it
sometimes does. We have on hand, or can send in, people who can get
you out of the situation safely.”

“Well, that’s good to know,” said Honey.
“Does your rescue unit get much work?”

“Very little,” said Master Kirk. “We don’t
even employ them directly, actually, they’re contractors on
standby. The little work they’ve done, they’ve been complete
successes, though, possibly because it’s relatively easy work for
crisis interventionists.”

“I don’t understand,” said Honey. She loved
having a legit reason to play dumb.

“Well, in a crisis, slavegirls tend to
become low priority for everyone involved,” said Master Kirk.
“You’re just there to suck cocks, nobody cares about you one way or
the other. The people who run things aren’t going to waste a lot of
time and effort protecting you or worrying about you, which is good
for you. Because if they thought you had any value, they’d use you
as a bargaining chip, and if they thought you posed any kind of
risk they might kill you out of hand. But basically they think of
you as just a human sex toy and will pay no attention to you
whatsoever until things settle out, one way or the other. Makes it
very easy for our guys to just waltz in and extract you, because no
one is watching you. Basically, it’s like our guys are stealing a
fleshlight in the middle of a civil war. It would puzzle people if
they knew about it. Which they never do until afterward, and not
always then.”

“That’s all very weird,” Honey said.

“It kind of is,” Kirk agreed. “But it works
out in your favor, and in Bascom’s favor, so I’ll take that flavor
of weird any day. Anyway, it rarely happens nowadays. Our
intelligence guys can see the shit approaching the fan from a mile
away most of the time.”

“We have intelligence guys?” Honey
asked.

“Of course we do,” said Master Kirk. “Every
stinking spy agency on the planet has wanted to place a girl in our
agency at one time or another, generally a LOT of one times or
another.”

“Oh,” said Honey.

“Ah, the penny drops,” Master Kirk said,
grinning.

“So you’ve had spies as slavegirls?” Honey
asked. She knew the answer, and she knew that Master Kirk was
listening to her carefully now, looking for anything off.

“Not that we know of,” said Master Kirk.
“Our vetting process is very careful. The guys who founded Bascom
might have been short-sighted about protecting their slavegirls at
first, but they’ve been well aware from the beginning that any
woman who fucks powerful men is a potential tool for his enemies,
and that it’s in Bascom’s best interests not to let their girls be
tools of that sort. So far as we know, the vetting process has
caught every last one of them before we employed them.”

“That’s good to know, I suppose,” said
Honey. She knew that Bascom was almost certainly still vetting her.
She was sure the contents of her phone and laptop had been gone
over with a fine toothed comb. Her house had probably been
searched, or would probably be at some point by someone in Bascom’s
employ. She had security guards on duty during her absence, but she
was sure Bascom’s agents would figure out a way around that. They’d
probably just bribe the guy. (Honey’s security guards were
instructed to accept any bribes they were offered and to do what
they were asked to do short of harming Honey or others, and she
would let them keep the bribe and match it as well, doubling their
take. She didn’t much care what people did to her property, she
just wanted to know about it.)

Honey was cool with that. The only links she
had with the Initiative were her burner phones, which she had wiped
and dumped in an inlet after her phone interview with Bascom. The
oligarchs were none to fond of the Initiative, and that had made
the Initiative’s covert operations arm hypersecure in their
conduct. Burner phones and VPN links via public wifi at coffee
shops with burner laptops and covert face to face meetings were
standard.

They chatted idly for the next few minutes,
then Master Kirk made a call and a few moments later another
muscular guy in a T-shirt and shorts came and leashed and bound and
gagged Honey and hauled her off.

 









 Chapter 6

“If you prefer, it’s because you’re a
dirty filthy sex animal.”

 


“Ready to visit a restroom?” he asked.

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey replied, because she
was. He took Kim to a door with a restroom sign on it and freed her
arms and motioned her inside. Kim was relieved that she wasn’t to
be supervised in the restroom (it would not have surprised her) and
she was even more relieved when she left the restroom, for the
usual reasons.

Honey’s escort didn’t leash her up, he just
grabbed her arm and led her to the next door down the hallway. It
had a simple legend printed on it: “Enema room.”

“Go in there, do what you’re told,” the
guard said when Honey looked at him, puzzled.

Then she realized what it meant, and nodded
and went inside.

It meant Honey was going to get fucked up
the ass soon.

Inside the Enema Room was just the sort of
utilitarian devices you would expect in an Enema Room, and a naked,
collared slavegirl.

“What’s your name, girl?” the slavegirl
asked.

“Honey,” Honey replied, fighting not to say
“Mistress” because this woman was obviously a slave, too.

“Well Honey, go over there and bend over and
spread ‘em for me,” said the slave.

Honey shrugged and did as she was told. The
Master had told her to do that, so she supposed this slave had a
bit of authority by context.

We shall not go into great detail about the
goings-on in the Enema Room, other than that the slave was
efficient at what she did and clearly did not enjoy it at all,
which Honey thoroughly understood. Suffice it to say that Honey was
relieved to leave the Enema Room when she left it. She found the
Master reading his phone. He leashed her up and led her to the
elevator and to a room on the fifth floor of the building. It was
labeled the Rumpus Room.

Honey’s brows went straight up when she
stepped into the room. Half a dozen naked slavegirls were being
thoroughly fucked while completely bound. She felt her blood race
and her pussy warm as she looked around the room at all the
slavegirls getting fucked hard, squirming and moaning like helpless
beasts. It was just what she had dreamed of when she thought of
slave training.

“Stay,” ordered the Master and he went off
to confer with a Master who was standing around watching the
activities. And hearing them. And smelling them. Because there was
a whole lot of that going on too.

Honey saw two girls straddling sybians that
were mounted on posts so that their dangling legs didn’t touch the
floor. Their ankle cuffs were tied to the posts, their hands were
wrapped around each others’ bodies and tied behind each others’
backs. The bondage forced them to lean forward on the sybians and
embrace one another, their pussies pressed hard into the sybians’
rubbery nubbins.

The girls were also sharing nipple chains.
One chain was clipped to the right nipple of one girl and the left
nipple of the other girl, and another chain was clipped to the left
nipple of one girl and the right nipple of the other girl. The
chain between their nipples was quite short, pulling their nipples
and breasts. A ballgag with four sets of straps, one set fastening
behind the neck of each girl, forced the girls to gag kiss one
another as the sybians sent buzzy waves of ecstasy up their
pussies.

The vibrations of the sybian made both girls
squirm and moan, and as they squirmed and moaned they pulled the
nipple chains and their hot, reddened pussies rubbed against the
sybian’s ribbed surface.

It was quite a spectacle, but hardly the
only one. Over against a wall was a bed with red coverlets. A tiny
woman, probably even smaller than Selma, except that she had wide
hips, a round ass and full breasts, was chained to the bed’s
headboard by her collar, on her knees facing the headboard. Her
face was pressed into the surface of the bed because her hands were
cuffed behind her back. She wore a large red ballgag with bubbles
of spit collected at each corner. Her eyes were open but unseeing,
and it was obvious why.

A huge, muscular man knelt behind her, one
massive hand grabbing a handful of hair and pulling her head back,
another on her hips as he knelt behind her and vigorously thrust
his massive cock into her tiny round butt, driving it in and out of
her pussy while she squirmed and moaned and drooled before him on
the bed, a used beast.

Another woman hung upside down by her legs
from a seven-foot-long bamboo pole that was suspended from the
ceiling by several long ropes. Her legs were spread so wide she was
almost doing a split. Her feet and thighs were tied to the pole.
Her feet were tied tightly to the pole so that they were pressed
right against it. Longer ropes secure her calves, her knees and her
upper thighs near her crotch to the pole, so that her legs were not
in an actual split, her pussy about a foot from the pole as she
hung there.

Her hands were tied behind her back, she was
gagged and nipple weights were clamped to her nipple, pulling her
breasts downward toward her face as she hung.

She was also squirming and moaning a lot,
because a Master was standing next to her with a wand in one hand,
his other hand thrusting in and out of her pussy, almost fisting it
at times. Maybe fisting it in fact, Honey wasn’t sure. But she was
sure the woman was enjoying it from the way her body squirmed and
swayed on the pole, the nipple weights amplifying the swaying, her
medium-length hair brushing the floor frequently, drool dropping to
the floor on either side of her as she swayed.

In another place was a much simpler set-up
with similar results. It was just a man fucking a slavegirl while
she stood bent over at the waist. Her arms were tied behind her
back in one of those complicated shibari ties that held her arms
bent parallel at the elbows. The man had grabbed a lot of her
shoulder length hair and was ramming her hard from behind. She was
ballgagged and drooling, and her eyes were closed in ecstasy as she
stood there with her legs braced wide apart while the man used her
like a beast.

Against one wall another woman lay on a foam
pad, kind of like a small car seat. Her feet were tied apart and
over her head and behind her, to a metal pole that ran along the
wall at waist height. Her hands were tied to meter-high poles that
rose from the floor on either side of her, her arms pulled over her
legs so that she couldn’t move her legs forward even if they
weren’t tied down. Her upper thighs were tied to hasps set in the
floor on either side of the cushion.

She was gagged, and she had a big black
buttplug in her ass, secured in place with straps around her legs
so that she couldn’t push it out. Both her nipples were clamped. A
Master stood over her, holding a long dildo pole. The dildo was
inserted fully into her pussy, so that the wand’s vibrating head
was pressed against the clit. She was helplessly bound in full
pretzel position, and she gazed up at the man holding the pole as
if she had been ordered to do so, her face locked in an
open-mouthed expression by the gag so that she appeared to be in
awe of the Master. All she could do was squirm against her bonds
and moan as the wand sent vibrations through her clit. Her chest
was shiny where long strings of drool had fallen on them, and her
butt was shiny with love juices that had oozed out of her
pussy.

There was something so abjectly helpless
about her body position and the intense sexual pleasure indicated
by her squirming that Honey had trouble tearing her eyes away from
the sight. But she managed. There was more to see.

Another slavegirl lay atop a device that was
familiar to Honey, a bondage horse. Its top was thickly padded, but
it was quite short, shorter than a carpenter’s horse though it
about as high as a carpenter’s horse. The slavegirl’s wrists were
tied to the legs of the horse as were her ankles, so that she had
very little leverage. Her large breasts dangled on either side of
the horse. Nipple weights hung from her pierced nipples, swaying
and pulling on them as she squirmed.

She was also wearing a buttplug, which was
jeweled. A man stood behind her and was fucking her pussy hard.
Another man stood in front of her and was fucking her face just as
hard, his cock sliding easily in and out of the large spider gag
that held her mouth open. He had a controlling hand on her head,
ensuring she didn’t slack off as he thrust his cock deep inside her
throat.

Neither man seemed at all concerned with the
girl who squirmed helplessly on the horse, her toes curled, her
hands twisting helplessly in her cuffs. She moaned and cried out
and Honey was pretty sure she was cumming, but the men just kept on
fucking her, and she kept on cumming.

With that many slavegirls and Masters going
at the sex so heavily, the smell was intense. Occasionally the air
conditioning would come on but not nearly long and strong enough to
dissipate the smell of so many women sweating and squirming in
lust, and the smell of the men who were fucking them one way and
another. The room smelled like a sexual gymnasium, which was only
fair, since that’s what it appeared to be.

Honey found it deeply arousing.

“See anything you like?” a knowing male
voice asked and Honey started from the sexual reverie all these
sights had created.

“Master, I have been tied up and paraded
about naked all day and forced to do sexy things and pose sexily
but never relieved, so believe me when I tell you that I like
everything I am seeing here,” Honey confessed to the speaker. He
was a man of about average height with shoulder-length brown hair.
He was handsome, with an open face and very nice blue eyes with
smile lines around them. He had a muscular build and a relaxed,
easy way of standing that Honey liked.

“Well said,” said the man, grinning. “It’s a
pretty common response for slavegirls after their first day. Also,
their second day. Also, every day.”

“Yes, Master,” Honey laughed. “I suppose it
is.”

“Some try to hide it, some just express
their feelings like you just did, some get down on the floor and
beg for use,” he said. “I’m Master Bader, by the way.”

“Master Bader,” Honey said with a sly
smile.

“Yeah, I get a lot of that,” he said. “You
can also call me Master Nate.”

“Master Nate,” Honey said with the same
smile.

“Yes, and thank you for not laughing,” said
Master Nate. “My parents meant well when they named me.”

“As a woman named Honey Trapp, I understand,
Master Nate,” Honey said.

“Yes, I suppose you would,” said Master
Nate. “Now heel, slut,” he said.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey.

Master Nate led Honey over to one of the
plainer toys in the room, what appeared to be a crate with a padded
top. It was little short of waist high and it was about a meter and
a half long and a meter wide. There were various hasps set in it
and on its side.

“Smell the pad,” Master Nate ordered.

Honey leaned forward and took a whiff of the
pad.

“It smells like… horny woman’s ass, I
believe,” said Honey thoughtfully. “Maybe a hint of floral.”

“Yeah, we never can get that floral smell
out,” said Nate, nodding. “Your turn to contribute. Sit on the
squirmerizer with your feet hanging over the near end.”

“Yes, Master,” sliding easily on top of the
pad. “Squirmerizer, Master?”

“Our name for it,” said Master Nate. “It
makes it easier for us to name them when they don’t already have
names.”

“Yes, Master, I’m sure,” Honey agreed. She
felt very agreeable, since she was pretty sure she was about to get
fucked and she really wanted to be fucked.

“Now lie back and relax while I get you
strapped in,” Master Nate ordered. “Scoot your butt about six
inches away from the edge before you lie down.”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said, scooching back
and lying down.

Master Nate walked over to a table and a
nearby wall and picked up a pair of black latex gloves and pulled
them on. He also picked up a few items of gear and brought them
over to the table and laid them beside Nate.

“Why the gloves, Master?” Honey asked.

“Because your records say this is your first
day and not all your tests are back from the lab and not all your
medical reports are in,” said Master Nate. “We don’t want to get
anything from you, and we don’t want to give you anything.”

“Ah, that makes sense,” said Honey.

“If you prefer, it’s because you’re a dirty
filthy sex animal,” said Nate.

“Oh, I prefer that a lot, Master,” Honey
said.

“I thought you might,” said Nate smugly.
“Now raise your legs. You can put your heels on the edge of the
squirmerizer.”

Honey did as ordered, and Nate wrapped a
leather strap around her right leg at mid calf. The strap was much
longer than needed to enclose her calf, and Nate ran the long
leftover end through a clip set in it, then wrapped it around the
middle of Honey’s upper thigh and strapped it down tightly so that
her lower leg was drawn close to her upper leg, folding it in. The
buckle that secured her upper thigh had a ring in it, and Nate
secured the buckle to one of the rings set in the top of the
squirmerizer at about waist height, near the edge, using a chain.
He spent time adjusting the length of the chain before fastening it
down.

When Master Nate was through her leg was
secured to the top of the squirmerizer. She could not extend her
leg at all, but she could wave it around in the air a bit, though
she couldn’t raise it much higher than her body. And she couldn’t
bring it in to the center of her body at all.

Master Nate then went to her left leg and
treated it in the same way. When he was through her other leg had
more play. She could raise it to vertical, but couldn’t move it
inward to shield her pussy. She could however spread the leg wide,
though her left lower leg was also tightly bound to her left upper
thigh, and she couldn’t extend it at all.

Master Nate moved around and gave her upper
arms the same treatment, binding her wrists to her upper arms so
that she couldn’t extend her arms. He also secured her arms to
rings at shoulder height that allowed her to raise her arms a
little but not bring them together, leaving her body totally
exposed.

Master Nate didn’t address Honey as he
secured her, and she didn’t talk to him. She was getting turned on
just from being tied down. It felt great. She had never understood
WHY being bound felt so good to her, but it did.

Finally, Master Nate attached a short chain
to her collar and ran it to a ring set at the head of the
squirmerizer, and put a big spider gag in her mouth. The metal ring
was covered in soft plastic, probably to keep her teeth intact if
she got carried away. There were straps that buckled behind her
neck and under her chin.

When he was through, Honey was thoroughly
bound to the squirmerizer. She could move her hips and shoulders
and head although her collar chain kept her upper torso from rising
more than a couple of inches from the padding. She could arch her
back and waggle her butt against the padding.

Lying there, she felt surprisingly
comfortable. But Honey didn’t think that would last.

Nate picked up the last remaining object
from the top of the squirmerizer, a Hitachi wand. He plugged in the
wand somewhere at the base of the table. He stood up and turned the
wand on.

“Time to find out why this is called the
squirmerizer, ya filthy beast,” he said with an evil smile.

“Yuh Ma-Uh,” said Honey, her diction
completely messed up by the ring gag.

Nate then pressed the wand gently against
Honey’s pussy, and its vibrations began working their way through
Honey’s pussy to her brain. And Honey’s brain was very, very ready
for those vibrations. She had been horny all day, to varying
levels. Walking around naked and gagged and bound had made her
horny. Giving Master Kirk a blowjob had made her VERY horny. And
posing in sexy outfits for sexy photos of herself had also made her
horny.

And the sight of all these naked women
experiencing exactly the kind of sexual activities she’d been
dreaming of had made her very horny. Being chained up naked atop
the squirmerizer had made her very, very horny. When that wand
touched her clit she moaned and squirmed a bit in her chains, and
she wasn’t doing it to please Master Nate, she just couldn’t help
it.

Nate was in no hurry, he was content to
gently touch her with the wand and watch her squirm. He was
persistent and relentless, moving carefully but surely, letting the
wand do the work. And the wand did the work. Honey’s clit, roused
before the wand came anywhere near it, responded powerfully,
sending waves of pleasure up from her pussy. The waves were
relentless, and Honey soon would have found it difficult to think
if she had been trying to. She was mostly feeling, and what she
felt was pure sexual pleasure, not only from the wand but from the
way the restraints held her in their firm grasp. Her body began
squirming of its own accord.

Then she felt Master Nate’s gloved fingers
probing her pussy, sliding in and out of it as the wand continued
to gently drive her to ecstasy. Her butt began moving from side to
side across the smooth surface of the squirmerizer’s padding. With
every breath Honey took in the smell of raw sex all around her, and
now, coming from her, because she was lubricating heavily. Her butt
was shiny with love juices, drool oozed out of the corners of her
mouth along with moans of pleasure. She soon stopped being Honey
Trapp and became the filthy sex beast that Nate had called her. She
felt his fingers moving back and forth inside her, fingerbanging
her, and it felt so very right.

But most of all the vibrations from the wand
were pure, raw, undulating pleasure surging through her whole being
as her body now writhed mindlessly in her restraints. Her butt
squirmed, her back arched, her legs moved up and down within the
limits imposed by her chains, and she felt it all as a wonderful
embrace.

And she came. Her whole body writhed
desperately, but the chains held her down, she was a chained beast
and there was no mercy for her, no relenting from the pleasure of
her orgasm, it swamped her mind, overwhelming it as orgasms always
did, leaving her moaning wildly and squirming and arching her back,
her fingers curled and her toes curled and her mind curled,
too.

At this point some relaxation would have
been in order, but Master Nate held the wand and he was having none
of it. Honey writhed vigorously to escape from the wand, but there
was no escape. Soon Honey was swamped again, another orgasm swamped
her mind and she vanished into moaning and squirming and pulling
against her chains.

At some point, a man came and climbed atop
the squirmerizer and put his cock in her ring gag and fucked
Honey’s face while Master Nate continued to work her throbbing
pussy with the wand. She wasn’t in any condition to give a proper
blowjob, her mind was gone, but she was so into the orgasms that
she didn’t gag when the man’s cock probed the back of her throat
now and then. It was good, a cock in her mouth was good, that was
about all she knew, and when he came deep in her throat and then
pulled out she reflexively swallowed as best she could with the
ring gag propping her mouth open. Cum and drool oozed out of her
mouth and there was nothing she could do about it, or wanted to do
about it.

For a long time, Honey had no idea how long,
Honey was just another sex beast being sexed and squirming in her
bonds, along with all the other naked women in the room. The cries
and moans of women surrendering to their passion were a constant
sound, and Honey’s cried mingled with theirs. Honey really wasn’t
distinguishing her cries from others, it was all the same.

Eventually Master Nate decided Honey had had
enough of being wanded and fingerbanged to ecstasy and back and he
grabbed her hips and pulled them down to the edge of the table,
which the chains just happened to allow him to do. Unseen by Honey,
who had her eyes closed at the relief from the wand, he expertly
pulled a condom over his very erect cock (Master Nate enjoyed his
work) and then thrust it into Honey’s simmering portal of pleasure
and began working it back and forth, hard.

Soon Honey was squirming in her chains
again, but not for long. Master Nate was primed for orgasm after
tending to Honey’s orgasms for so long and he came deep inside her,
groaning and thrusting hard while Honey moaned and squirmed, his
helpless beast.

 









 Chapter 7

To a vanilla prig the room would probably
have seemed nightmarish, all those gagged, naked women struggling
and moaning in their bonds in the dim light while bound in
contorted, vulnerable poses and relentlessly molested by Masters,
Mistresses and machines. But to Honey it looked like heaven.

 


Afterward, Nate unchained her from the
squirmerizer and put a hand on her shoulder and led her to a door
that opened to a small, dimly lit side room. Four beds were stacked
along its walls. No one was in any of them. Master Nate led her to
the furthest bed and had her lie down on it and snuggled up behind
her. Her hands and legs were free, but utterly limp. She was all
fucked out.

Nate wrapped a strong arm around her and
stroked her and talked about how beautiful and sexy she was.
Aftercare. It didn’t matter that it was probably something from
Bascom’s Sex Training Procedures Manual (and Honey was cynically
sure that such a document had to exist, Bascom was a corporation
after all). What mattered was that it felt great, and Honey
snuggled right into it, even knowing that Master Nate would be
telling other girls the same sort of thing later and had probably
told other girls the same sorts of things earlier today. What
mattered was that Master Nate was stroking her and petting her and
saying nice things to her now.

Eventually… Honey was really losing track of
time here… Master Nate said, “Time to go,” and rose from the
bed.

“Mm, that felt so good, Master,” Honey said,
reluctantly rolling out of bed.

“It better have,” said Master Nate.
“Otherwise that course I took in Advanced Cuddling was a total
waste.”

Honey laughed and followed Master Nate back
into the Rumpus Room. Once again, she was greeted with the cries
and the overwhelming odor of female arousal. She could imagine
invisible waves of pheromones drifting around the giant room like
smoke from a smoldering fire.

Honey saw a woman lying on a platform with
her legs spread wide by spreader bars. The bars were raised above
and behind her head, and her wrists were tied to her ankles. This
left her butt wide open and exposed, but fortunately a nice Master
had taken pity on her and was fucking her brains out while she
looked up at him with doe eyes and moaned into her gag.

Another woman was standing in front of a
heavy T-shaped beam, her legs also secured to a spreader bar that
held them wide apart. Her upper arms were tied to the top of the T
and a rope ran from her collar to the beam as well. She was leaning
backward against the beam because a rope that secured her spreader
bar was tied to a ring in the floor, keeping her from getting her
feet under her. A dildo wand pole was thrust into her pussy, the
wand firmly pressed against her clit. The dildo pole rested against
a heavy emplacement on the floor and the dildo pole was also
strapped into her pussy via a leather strap at the base of the
dildo than ran up between her legs and then back down to her pole,
holding the dildo in place no matter how she moved.

This was a good thing, because she was
moving wildly. Her hips were swaying as she writhed against the
beam, her back pressed hard against it. Honey could not tell if she
was trying to escape the pole or if she was making love to it.
Probably both, Honey decided, but the result was truly obscene
writhing on the woman’s part. She’d clearly been doing it for a
while, because her whole body was covered in sweat. It looked
almost like it had been oiled.

Her moans were low, urgent animal things
punctuated by the occasional “fu-fu-fu-fu” that sent the spittle
flying out of the corners of her gag. She was a total and complete
mess, her eyes closed, oblivious to all but the relentless
vibrations of the wand she could not escape. Honey was vaguely
surprised that the Masters in the room weren’t raping her. But they
were probably a very jaded bunch, considering what they did for a
living.

Honey was led over to an empty stretch of
floor near the side wall and told to sit down. Honey obediently
knelt while Master Nate headed off. Honey watched a woman hung from
the ceiling by ropes around her legs and waist, in a sort of midair
pretzel with her legs raised and on either side of her head, her
butt dangling obscenely beneath her. A Master stood in front of her
and pressed a handheld dildo wand into her pussy, watching her
squirm and twist in the ropes, drool oozing down her chin, her hand
writhing in the bonds that kept them secured behind her back.

Master Nate returned shortly with a device
that Honey eyed with deep misgivings. It was a dildo wand pole (of
course, a dildo wand pole was a basic tool in this place) and there
were a couple of other poles and a lot of rope. One of them was a
dildo pole but it had no wand, and the dildo looked different, and
so did the pole.

“Sit with your legs extended forward, and
your hands extended behind you,” Master Nate ordered, and Honey
obeyed. It was a comfy way to sit, but not for long. Master Nate
shoved the business end of the dildo wand pole up into Honey’s
pussy. It slid in easily, Honey’s pussy was still very damp from
her prior merciless fucking. And she could feel it getting damper
as Master Nate proceeded to tie her up.

There was a complex metal fitting in the
middle of the dildo wand pole that was in her pussy, and Master
Nate slid a spreader bar into part of it and tied Honey’s ankles to
either end of it, so that the two bars formed a sort of “plus”
sign. Master Nate then took a shorter spreader bar and tied it to
her knees.

Master Nate took another spreader bar and
tied Honey’s wrists to either end of it, behind her back. And to be
even more ridiculously complete, he tied a shorter spreader bar
between her elbows.

“I suppose I am not to escape from this one,
Master,” Honey observed.

“No, beast, you are not,” said Master Nate,
grinning. “Your doom is sealed.”

“Mm,” said Honey. She knew damned well she
wouldn’t have the wherewithal to think of anything, including
escape, once the wand started in on her.

Master Nate took the weird-looking dildo
pole and seated the pole end in the same metal brace that held the
crosswise leg spreader and lowered the other end until the dildo
was waving around in Honey’s face.

“Open wide,” Master Nate ordered, and Honey
complied. Nate shoved the dildo forward until it was a couple of
inches into her mouth, nowhere near the back of her throat but
definitely in there.

The old dildo blowjob. It was the stupidest
thing in the world, in Honey’s opinion. She had NO idea what the
appeal was, that is, she KNEW it was because it looked like an
actual blowjob, but her mouth didn’t have any pleasure nerves to
enjoy being fucked and the dildo sure as hell didn’t have any
nerves, period, so it was really, really pointless.

Then again, this dildo felt and tasted
different than most, which tasted like what they were, silicon or
rubber or plastic or whatever. This one was probably some kind of
silicon, but it had a very cocklike texture. She squeezed it a bit
with her mouth and it squeezed a lot like a cock. But it wasn’t a
cock because for one thing it was on the end of a wooden pole
instead of sprouting from a man. It was also translucent and
silvery, qualities not usually found in actual cocks.

Master Nate, unmindful of Honey’s
disenchantment with dildo blowjobs, clipped a short chain from the
ring in the front of Honey’s collar to a ring set in the base of
the very unusual dildo, and fastened it tight, and just like that
the dildo was lodged in her mouth whether she liked it or not.

Of course she liked it. She just wished it
had a man on the end of it.

“That ought to do it,” said Nate, nodding,
and he plugged a couple of electrical plugs into a wall socket and
pressed two buttons and two things started happening. The wand
started doing what wands do when they’re turned on … it turned
Honey on … and the dildo in Honey’s mouth started moving gently
back and forth. It didn’t go deep enough into her mouth to gag her,
and it didn’t pull out far enough to leave her mouth.

“Mmfh,” Honey said, surprised at the sudden
activity in her mouth.

Nathan ignored her, attaching a chain from
the ring at the back of her collar to a ring set in the floor
behind her, then running another chain from one of the rings set in
the side of her collar to a ring set in the floor in front of her,
effectively preventing her from scooching far forward or
backward.

“Don’t go away!” Master Nate said cheerily
and he walked off, leaving Honey to cope with the relentless
throbbing of the vibrator and the dildo that was now fucking her
mouth in a measured mechanical sort of way.

Honey’s method of coping with the vibrator
was, of course, to totally give in to it. She was chained down and
naked, what else was there to do but enjoy the feel of the dildos
in her pussy and her mouth and the steady stream of pleasure the
wand sent throbbing up from her pussy? The sight of other women
moaning and squirming at the thing Masters and … was that a
Mistress over there? It was! … and Mistresses were doing was
inspirational to Honey, and she was soon moaning and squirming like
the rest of them. This time it was much easier to fall under the
spell of the wand. She was just one of half a dozen or so naked
women squirming and moaning in ecstasy, and somehow that made it
easier. Peer pressure!

The orgasms came very soon, and that made
the dildo gag easier to handle as it slid in and out of her mouth.
It wasn’t relentless, it varied. Sometimes it even lay still for a
while inside her mouth, like it was resting. Sometimes it probed
harder than others, sometimes it probed deeper than others,
sometimes it probed harder AND deeper than others, but it was
always THERE.

Eventually it sort of merged with the stream
of pleasure coming up from her pussy, and she started enjoying it
like she enjoyed sucking on a real cock. At that point Honey was
just being a simple sex beast. She liked giving up everything and
sinking into subspace, and the wand got her there very quickly. She
came and was not aware she was coming, it was all part of the raw
wash of pleasure coming from the wand, the dildos, her bondage and
being one with all the other subs squirming in ecstasy.

Eventually Master Nate returned and turned
off the machine and by that time she was ready for more of that
lovely aftercare.

But Master Nate did not take Honey to the
door to the aftercare room. Instead he took her to another
device.

“Ah-ah-eh?” Honey asked, still gagged.

Master Nate loosened and then pulled the gag
from Honey’s mouth.

“What?” he asked.

“Aftercare?” Honey repeated.

“Oh, aftercare, you like that,” said Master
Nate.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey.

“No more aftercare for you, girl,” said
Master Nate, shoving the ballgag back into Honey’s mouth and
tightening back in place. “That aftercare was just to see if you
had a normal response to aftercare. You do. Some Masters give their
girls aftercare after they use them, most don’t. We like to know if
our girls are good with it … almost all are, but a few aren’t. We
train them if they aren’t. It’s about the easiest thing there is to
learn about being a slavegirl.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey agreed. Falling off a
log was much harder than learning to enjoy aftercare.

“You are being trained to be a slavegirl,
however, and the men and sometimes women who buy your services are
buying a top-of-the-line sex toy,” said Master Nate. “Now most of
the women whom we employ know all about being a sex toy but they
rarely have much endurance. That’s what you’ll be learning in here,
endurance, seeing what your limits are. How much of what kind of
fucking can you take? So far you are doing just fine, slut.”

“Fank oo, maffa,” said Honey.

“We’ll see if you feel like thanking me when
we’re done,” said Master Nate, grabbing her hair and dragging her
off.

It was funny, Honey reflected as she was led
to her new station of submission: to a vanilla prig the room would
probably have seemed nightmarish, all those gagged, naked women
struggling and moaning in their bonds in the dim light while bound
in contorted, vulnerable poses and relentlessly molested by
Masters, Mistresses and machines. But to Honey it looked like
heaven.

Nate guided her to what looked like a mad
scientist’s idea of a lawn chair. It was made of heavy steel
tubing. The back was thickly padded with large holes on either
side. The seat, if you could call it that, was very narrow, maybe
four or five centimeters wide, with the same thick padding. The
frame the seat was built on projected a short way beyond her thighs
on either side. There were plenty of places to tie shackles and
cuffs to in the frame of the chair.

“Sit down and put you arms in the holes,
slut,” Master Nate ordered.

Honey complied, perching on the narrow seat
– it just barely fitted her butt if she scrunched up tight against
the back – and sliding her arms easily into the large holes in the
back, leaving them hanging behind the chair back. The seat was
high, it left her legs dangling a good five centimeters above the
floor.

“Very good,” Master Nate said, and he
grabbed Honey’s right foot and attached its shackle to the front
leg of the “chair” near the bottom. He then did the same with her
left foot shackle and hooked her hands together behind the chair.
Finally, he secured her collar to the back of the chair with a
short chain that attached to a ring set in the top of the
chair.

Master Nate inspected Honey and nodded. She
was sitting with her back arched, her shoulders pulled back against
the chair by the positions of her arms, cuffed behind her and close
together. It gave her a vaguely amputee look. Her legs meanwhile
were straddling the sides of the seat frame that extended beyond
her “seat” with her feet pulled a little behind her torso by her
shackles. As a result, her legs were spread wide and her pussy and
ass were projected well forward and very open, sort of hanging in
air in front of the chair.

It was not a super comfortable chair, but it
was sittable … her shoulders, butt cheeks and thighs could support
her weight well enough between them. It wasn’t the sort of chair
you’d want to watch a movie in, however.

Master Nate went over to a corner and came
back with another infernal device and a cock gag. He pulled the
ballgag out of Honey’s mouth and slid the cock gag in. This one
wasn’t super large, it fit comfortably in her mouth but didn’t
probe her throat, but after the last cock gag she wasn’t sure it
would stay still. It was made of the same very lifelike material
that the other gag was made of, it felt just like a cock in her
mouth, which was nice.

The infernal device was a small motor with a
pair of dildo arms coming out of it. One had a wand attached to the
dildo, the other did not, which told Honey which wand was going
where, and of course the other wand meant that her enema had not
been in vain.

Not that Honey had thought it would be.

Master Nate lubed both dildos and then
slowly and carefully inserted them in Honey’s pussy and ass while
she tried not to squirm too much as they slid in. Master Nate was
especially careful with the dildo that went in her ass. Honey
appreciated that. She was no stranger to anal, but she knew if it
was done stupidly or hurriedly, it could hurt a lot, and not in a
good way.

Once the dildos were properly placed,
leaving Honey looking as if her body was propped up on the chair by
the dildo poles that extended from her nether regions, Master Nate
locked the wheels on the platform that carried the engine and
plugged it in to a floor outlet. Then he flipped a switch and
picked up a controller. He turned a dial and the dildo poles began
very slowly moving back and forth inside Honey. He adjusted the
controller and the poles moved faster, and went a little farther
in. Master Nate watched Honey carefully as he adjusted the
controller.

Honey moaned and squirmed as the dildos
moved inside her and the wand kissed her clit with its buzzy
surface. It wasn’t pain that had her moaning and squirming, so Nate
increased the speed of the dildo poles until they were sliding back
and forth at a good clip. When he was satisfied with their speed,
and Honey was moaning and moving her hips in ways that showed that
the dildos were working her body properly, Master Nate attached
weights to Honey’s distended nipples. She moaned at the touch on
her breasts, the feel of the clamps squeezing her nipples, then at
the feel of the weights swaying in time to her body’s writhing.

“Have fun,” Master Nate said and walked off,
leaving Honey pinioned to the chair.

Honey was soon sailing through subspace,
once again overwhelmed by pleasure. She was fine with anal and had
even enjoyed it at times, though with some Masters it was just a
pain in the ass.

On the wall opposite Honey a woman was tied
hanging by her wrists and ankles, her legs wide apart, her ankles
raised to shoulder height, her hands above her head. Rope also
encircled her at mid upper thigh and just below her knees, giving
her more leverage with her legs. She needed it because a dildo wand
pole mounted in the floor thrust the dildo straight up into her
pussy, making the wand press tight against her clit. She could
raise her body upward a few inches by pushing against the ropes
with her legs, otherwise her butt lowered and the wand pressed
tight. The result was her constantly squirming in ecstasy on the
wall, raising her butt for relief then slowly lowering atop the
dildo wand pole. A big black ballgag filled her mouth, and her eyes
were closed in ecstasy as she squirmed.

As striking as the girl on the wall was,
Honey was just as striking, though she was unaware of it. She knew
she was generally pretty, but she could not see the way her breasts
bobbed and stretched as the weights hanging from her nipples swung.
Not could Honey see the way her very stretchy labia clung to the
dildo as it slid out of her pussy. It was a truly obscene display,
as if Honey’s pussy was a hungry mouth desperate to keep the dildo
inside it, made even more so by the way her pussy was thrust
forward by the posture her bondage forced her to adopt.

The wand and the pussy dildo in Honey’s body
had their usual effect on her mind, the ecstasy flowed up from them
and she surrendered to it happily. At the same time, the pleasure
stream created by the dildo wand made the pleasurable sensations
caused by the dildos in her ass and her mouth even more
pleasurable, by association.

The tugging of the clamps on her nipples as
she squirmed was also innately pleasurable, as was the feel of the
restraints holding her in place. Honey glided though pleasure,
cumming and recovering and cumming again, for a timeless time.

Then suddenly there was a sharp, burning
pain in her leg. It came from nowhere, it was as if a red-hot wire
ran from her crotch to her knee.

“NA!NA!NA!” Honey screamed as the pain
lanced through her brain, destroying her pleasure. “NA!NA!NA!”

It was the safeword. Every Master and
Mistress in the room’s eyes went to Honey, and the two or three
nearest Honey stopped what they were doing. That included Master
Nate, who had been working a tablet a few yards behind her.

A Master pulled Honey’s cock gag out of her
mouth and tossed it aside while Nate and another Master got her
collar, wrists and ankles freed of the chair.

“What is it, girl?” the Master who had
pulled Honey’s gag from her mouth asked.

“Cramp! Leg cramp!” Honey cried, her mind
still aflame with the red-hot pain in her leg.

“Which leg?” he asked.

“Right leg!” Honey moaned.

The Masters lifted Honey from the chair as a
team and lowered her to the floor. They felt Honey’s right leg and
the one who was feeling the inside of Honey’s thigh said, “Gracilis
muscle, it’s tight as a wire.”

A statement Honey would have concurred with,
had she been in a state of mind to, except she would have added, “a
red-hot wire.”

The Masters began carefully stretching and
moving Honey’s leg while massaging her muscle gently, and after a
minute or two of this the spasm ended and the pain vanished, though
there was a lingering residue of ache that made Honey move very
gingerly.

“Ok, OK,” Honey said. “Cramp’s over.”

“Oh, good,” said Master Nate, pleased. “How
do you feel otherwise. Are you OK?”

“My legs is still feeling like it might go
crampy again, otherwise I’m fine,” said Honey. “The pain was just
so intense.”

“Yeah, when the gracilis muscle goes, it can
be a real bitch,” said the Master who had removed Honey’s gag.

“Ok, I think that’ll do for you tonight,
girl,” Master Nate said, and the Master who seemed to know about
gracilis muscles nodded in agreement.

“I’ll be OK in a little bit, Master,” said
Honey, though she was in fact not sure she wanted to go back up on
that chair.

“Not your call, girl,” said Nate calmly but
very authoritatively. He spoke into his phone and tended to Honey
while the other Masters returned to their Mastering.

Although Honey had been frightened and
pained by the cramp, she didn’t blame the Masters for it. She had
had cramps before while in bondage, and the Masters’ response here
was miles ahead of any other Master or Mistress’s response she’d
ever experienced. These Masters had responded instantly to her
safeword, had her out of bondage in seconds and tended to the
problem expertly as soon as she let them know what it was.

In the several other instances when she’d
had cramps while in bondage, the Masters had responded more slowly,
had taken much longer to figure out the problem and had not dealt
with it nearly as expertly as Nate and his fellows had.

“Do they train you in first aid here,
Master?” Honey asked.

“Yes, girl, of course,” said Master Nate.
“And a number of other things besides. I mean, there is nothing
more useless than an untrained trainer.”

“Yes, Master, I suppose,” Honey said.

“Of course you suppose, girl,” said Master
Nate, grinning.

A few moments later a man arrived pushing a
wheelchair.

“Into the chair, girl,” Master Nate
ordered.

“I’m OK, really, Master, I don’t…” Honey
started.

“Must an order be repeated?” Master Nate
asked, his tone gone flat.

“Yes, Master, immediately, Master,” said
Honey, heading for the chair. She knew that tone of voice. She’d
heard it often while bratting.

Honey sat in the chair and the transport guy
attached her leg cuffs and arm cuffs to chains set in the chair and
shoved her ballgag into her mouth. Even injured slavegirls were not
to be moving about unfettered here. Strangely, Honey liked that.
The Master wheeled Honey out into the hallway and down the
escalator and to the room of cages where her little cage was.

 









 Chapter 8

“Normally you have to break your face with
a crowbar to get something like this from a nurse.”

 


This time there were three other girls in
cages, and two of them were awake.

“What happened to you, girl?” asked one of
the girls in the cage, an attractive honey blonde sitting in her
little lounge chair with a tablet in her hands.

“Eh amm,” said Honey through her gag.

Honey’s trainer opened the door to Honey’s
cell then freed Honey from the chair and took out her gag and
helped her into her cage to her lounge. He locked the cage door and
left without saying a word.

“Must have been a hell of an eh amm,” said
the honey blonde. “I’m Rosalie, by the way.”

“I’m Honey,” said Honey. “And I think they
over-reacted, it was just a fucking leg cramp. I was over it in a
minute.”

“Oh, they’re super protective of us around
here,” said the other woman who was awake, a tall black woman who
was lying on the floor holding her phone, a woman so elegant that
she somehow managed to look regal laying on the floor naked and
collared. “Can’t damage the merchandise, you know. I’m Chantel, by
the way.”

The door came open and a middle-aged woman
in a smock walked in. She looked like a nurse. She walked over to
Honey and held a cup of water through the bars of her cage. Honey
took it and the nurse gave her large pill.

“What’s this?” Honey asked.

“Lortab,” the nurse said, which got Honey’s
attention and Rosalie’s too.

“What for?” Honey asked.

“Residual pain from your cramp, not to
mention your pussy and asshole,” the nurse said, handing Honey a
plastic box with a red button on it.

“Oh,” Honey said. “Weird. Normally you have
to break your face with a crowbar to get something like this from a
nurse.”

“This is a slave pen, not a hospital,” said
the nurse. “We like our slaves pain-free. If you have any more
cramps or any other issues tonight other than boredom, press that
button. Someone will be here fast.”

“Hey, Nurse Nancy, I want a lortab and a
call button,” Rosalie said.

“Fine,” said Nurse Nancy. “Just put your
face up against the bars of your cell, and I’ll go get a
crowbar.”

“Oh, you’re so sweet,” Rosalie laughed.

“Now take the lortab,” said Nurse Nancy to
Honey.

Honey shrugged and downed the lortab. It
seemed like WAY more pain relief than was called for, but she was
fine with not being able to feel anything below her neck for the
rest of the night, plus lortabs tended to make her a little loopy
and she was all right with that, too.

“You doing OK then?” Nurse Nancy asked.

“I’m doing fine,” Honey assured her.

“Good,” said Nurse Nancy.

“I’ll have a lortab too, I want to be fine,”
said Chantel.

“You’re already fine,” Nurse Nancy said as
she walked out the door.

“So that’s how you get a compliment from a
nurse,” Honey observed.

“Rather have that lortab,” said Chantel.

“Aww,” Honey said, lying back and picking up
her phone.

“So how long you been here?” Rosalie
asked.

“My first day,” Honey said.

“Thought you were new,” Rosalie
observed.

“How long you been here?” Honey asked.

“Two weeks,” said Rosalie.

“How long you been here, Chantel?” Honey
asked.

“Two months,” said Chantel.

“Does it get more glamorous as time goes
on?” Honey asked.

Rosalie laughed.

“Do you know how Rosalie knew you were new
here?” Chantel asked.

“Because she had never seen me before?”
Honey guessed.

“No, because you have that thing about you
girls have on their first day,” said Chantel. “That thing where you
obviously think you just got fucked a lot.”

“Oh, I did just get fucked a lot,” Honey
said. “I remember it. Vividly.”

Rosalie and Chantel both laughed. It was a
nasty, knowing laugh.

“Uh-oh,” Honey said. “I know that laugh. You
two know something I don’t know.”

“Damn right we do,” Chantel said, laughing
again.

The door opened and Nurse Nancy walked back
in. She had two cups of water in her hands. She went to Rosalie’s
cell and said, “Lortab time,” and she handed Rosalie the water and
a lortab. Then she went to Chantel’s cell and said, “You ordered a
lortab?”

“God, yes,” said Chantel, rising to her feet
so smoothly and gracefully that it looked like she had simply
materialized on her feet.

Nurse Nancy handed the water and a pill to
Chantel and started toward the door.

“Nurse Nancy, why did you make me take the
pill while you watched, and you just trusted those two?” Honey
asked.

“Because I had orders for you to take a
lortab, these two are just taking them for shits and giggles,”
replied Nurse Nancy.

“Damn straight,” Rosalie said, downing her
lortab.

“Ah,” Honey said.

“This isn’t a hospital, it’s a slave
kennel,” said Nurse Nancy pointedly. “We don’t care if you’re high
as a kite or not at on your downtime.”

“A girl could get addicted to this,” Honey
said.

“No, she couldn’t, and none of you would,”
said Nurse Nancy. “You’ve been vetted, and your medical records
have been checked. You wouldn’t be here if you any of you were
addicts.”

And with those words she left the room.

“What the hell,” Honey said. “I took all
those drugs at parties and I’m not even addicted. Why do I even
try?”

“I know, right?” said Rosalie. “I don’t even
know why they care if we’re addicted or not.”

“Oh, that’s obvious, girl,” said Chantel.
“Addicts are unreliable. No self control. And if you can’t control
yourself, how will anyone ever control you?”

Honey laughed. “I never thought of it that
way.”

“What do you mean?” Rosalie asked.

“Self control as a virtue because it lets
others control you more easily,” said Honey. “Makes perfect
sense.”

“Honey gets it,” said Chantel nodding.

“I always thought self control was about me
controlling me,” Rosalie said.

“It is,” said Chantel. “But if whoever has
power over you can get you to control yourself to do the things
they want, they win, don’t they? You do what they want you to do,
go where they want you to go, suck what they want you to suck,
because you have self-control and you’ve decided it’s in your best
interest to do what they want. So you do it, and they’re happy.
Some damn addict who gets the shakes if they don’t get their fix or
nods off when they get high because they can’t control their
intake, they’re not in control of themselves, and the Masters don’t
like that.”

“Hey, these aren’t real Masters,” said
Rosalie. “This is all play shit.”

“Not true,” said Chantel. “I mean, yeah, you
can quit anytime you like, but then what you gonna do? They’ll stop
paying you, then what? You’re gonna have to go out and find
somebody else to pay you to suck their cock. Not a difficult thing
to do, but you’d rather it was a rich guy, I bet. Because the poor
ones can’t afford to pay you shit. So yeah, these are pretendy
Masters in a sense, but they’re real Masters in another sense.
Because unless you’re born rich, you don’t get no choices about
whether or not you’re gonna serve a Master. You’re gonna have to
serve a Master one way or another, and that’s not pretendy at
all.”

“So what are you doing here?” Rosalie
asked.

“I’m serving the richest-ass Master I can,”
said Chantel. “These Bascom Masters pay top dollar, and the Masters
they sell us to pay even topper dollar than them. I am here for the
money, honey.”

Honey listened to them, feeling a bit of
guilt as she listened to Chantel describe the harsh economic truth
of most women’s lives. Honey has been born wealthy, and when she
was orphaned she had become wealthy on her own accord. She had
benefited enormously under this totally unfair system. But Honey
didn’t feel very guilty. She had not designed the system, merely
benefited from it, and when she became an adult and understood how
things were, she had done what she could to make the world better,
in fact, she was doing that right now, sitting naked in her
cage.

It might have been a little hard to explain
to the two of them though. Understandably.

And Honey wasn’t feeling all that sharp. She
was genuinely tired from all the fucking she had been through, and
the Lortab started to hit and she was very relaxed and the sound of
Chantel’s and Rosalie’s voices were like a babbling brook and …

She was asleep.

Honey didn’t know what time she woke up the
next morning of what time one of what she’d come to think of as a
“transport guy” came to get her and take her somewhere. She was
never told what time it was, or where she was being taken or why.
She just went when they wanted, where they wanted, and did what
they wanted her to for as long as they wanted her to do it. She was
a slave.

But over the next few weeks a pattern
emerged in her days and nights. The first place she went was to
Master Kirk’s office, where he went over the previous day’s
activities with her, and answered any questions she might have
about them, and asked her questions about her feelings and
experiences. Honey rarely had any questions about what she did,
because everything was transparently aimed at making her a better
sex toy and slavegirl. And it was all very carefully calculated to
let her become better without undue discomfort.

For example, they felt that Honey was not
sufficiently skilled at deep-throating. To that end, for much of
her days and nights, she had a cock gag in her mouth. The idea was
to get her very, very comfortable with having a cock in her mouth.
Hence the lifelike dildos they used. (Honey got to suck on real
cocks too, a lot, there was never any real shortage of that.) But
sucking on a real cock meant some real man had to be there to have
his cock sucked, and most of the time it was a lot easier and more
convenient to just let her suck on a cock gag.

They also put her on the automated blowjob
machine. It was a trip. It started with them strapping her to a
sybian mounted on the floor. Standard stuff in the Bascom kennels,
as was having her hands cuffed behind her back.

But there was a table behind her, and on the
table was mounted one of the dildo pole thruster machines. (That’s
what Honey called the motors fitted with cams that moved dildo
poles back and forth inside girls like her. The Bascom people
called them “motors.”) This motor had a pole coming out of it, but
instead of a dildo it had a big leather pad with leather straps
dangling from it. Once the trainer had her mounted on the Sybian he
put a big spider gag in her mouth, one with a rubber coating to
protect her teeth. Then he extended the dildo motor pole until the
pad at its end was pressed firmly against the back of her head.
Then he attached the pad to her head with the straps. One went
around her forehead, another went around her chin below her mouth,
and another went alongside her face and down under her jaw, where
it buckled in place. It and the pad formed a sort of cage for her
face, firmly attaching her head to the dildo thruster motor’s
pole.

So she sat there with her mouth propped open
by the spider gag until the trainer stood before her and shoved his
cock into her open mouth through the spider gag. Then he began
turning dials on the controller he held in his hands, and Honey’s
head began moving back and forth along the shaft of the trainer’s
cock. At first her head moved slowly and for short distances, but
the trainer soon had her head moving back and forth across the
entire length of his cock, faster and faster until he was probing
her mouth at just the right rate of speed, then he stood there and
enjoyed it while Honey’s head was forced back and forth. She
passively accepted his cock’s probing her throat. It felt weird,
like she was part of the machine that was moving her head back and
forth.

But once she settled into it, the total
passivity of it, she found she really liked it. Most of the time
when she was sucking cock she was active, working to make a man cum
in her mouth, using her tongue, lips and throat as best she could
to make him cum. (Her hands were almost always tied, and she
preferred it that way.)

But the machine controlled her head and the
ring gag held her mouth open wide, and all she had to do, all she
could do really, was nothing, just let the cock slide in and out of
her as the machine dictated. It actually helped her get further
into subspace. The vibrations from the sybian she was shackled to
sent her soaring into subspace and as the trainer’s cock glided in
and out of her mouth, she glided through subspace, her whole being
filled with lust and pleasure. And when the trainer came deep in
Honey’s throat, she came, it was the natural thing to do, and she
didn’t will it or force it, it just happened. And it was
wonderful.

Still there were some elements of cock
sucking that required human attention. Honey was trained in both
sucking cocks to make Masters cum quickly, and sucking cocks to
make Masters cum slowly, or not at all. Cock gags were useless for
these endeavors. So Honey spent plenty of time sucking various
Masters’ cocks, almost always bound and with a vibrating dildo
lodged in her pussy and another in her ass, sometimes with a ring
gag propping her mouth open, and that worked fine for her.

She also developed an appreciation of cock
gags, she kind of liked having one in her mouth, it gave her
something to suck on or chew on as she went through her day. It
wasn’t a real cock, but it was all right. Her jaw got tired of
course, but less and less as her training continued, and lortabs
were readily available.

Honey spent a lot of time with
remote-controlled vibrating eggs lodged in her pussy when she was
training, as well. When she was doing something they wanted her to
have pleasant associations with, even if it wasn’t necessarily a
pleasant thing in itself. For instance, she was almost always
wearing a vibrating egg that was vibrating during her humiliation
training. Many Masters and Mistresses who were customers of
Bascom’s enjoyed humiliating their slavegirls, and Honey’s healthy
California girl blonde good looks would be especially attractive to
those who liked to humiliate beautiful women.

Humiliation training was the least favorite
part of Rosalie and Chantel’s training, but Honey had a taste for
it. Honey ascribed it to their circumstances. Honey was rich, she
had been a child of wealth when she was young, though not
necessarily a spoiled little rich girl, and had experienced very
little humiliation as a child and not nearly as much as most teen
girls went through, and none at all as an adult. As an adult she
was almost always the richest person in the room, and nobody could
safely snub her, and if they tried it, Honey didn’t have to put up
with it, and wasn’t at all inclined to.

But in her kinky sex life, she’d learned
humiliation as a source of sexual pleasure, rather than an assault
upon her personhood, and she dived right in to it. She could lick
and kiss the feet and ass of a Master or Mistress with the best of
them. She loved doing that in public, naked and in bondage, though
of course as a practical matter, “in public” almost always meant
“among the people she was scene-ing with at the moment.” (Where the
rule was always “no cameras.” Anyone caught filming or
photographing a scene without permission from all involved would
immediately be ostracized from the community. It worked very well
for Honey.)

And sucking a Master’s cock while tied and
naked and seen by others was even better than doing it in private,
especially if people were making catty remarks about her, insulting
her and so forth, maybe throwing food or crumpled papers at her. It
was all good, filthy fun.

They even had some sex toys designed for
humiliation. Buttplugs of course. The pony tails and cat tails that
hung out of her butt proclaimed very boldly: there is something
stuck in this slut’s butt! Jeweled butt plugs were less obvious and
therefore less humiliating, but a long pony tail or cat tail were
totally obvious, therefore humiliating.

Even worse, they had a cock gag that was
designed to hang out of her mouth while in place. It even had
silicon testicles to dangle against her chin. It clipped to a ring
gag, and in place, it projected into her mouth deeply and also hung
out beyond the ring gag. It was pinkish and had veins. There was no
mistaking what was in her mouth.

And it made her drool copiously. They made
her walk down the hallways with it strapped on her face and a pony
tail gag hanging out of her butt and a buzzing vibrator hanging
halfway out of her pussy, held in place by straps that attached to
a waist belt.

It was totally humiliation. And she
absolutely loved it. She only wished she could be paraded about in
public like that, in front of crowds of strangers who would see her
as a total animal slut beast.

But she could see how someone like Rosalie,
who had grown up in a lower middle class household, would have
found sexual humiliation to be just another form of the humiliation
she had experienced at the hands of so many teachers, classmates
and bosses in her early life. Maybe part of the job but not the
part she liked at all.

After the time with Master Kirk and sexual
training at the hands of various Masters and Mistresses each day,
came the Rumpus Room. It was absolutely the favorite part of
Honey’s day, and also the longest part of her day. She had trouble
not dragging the trainer to the door when she saw where they were
going.

In the Rumpus Room it was more of exactly
what she had experienced that first day, except for the cramp. She
got fucked, constantly. No aftercare, just fucking fucking fucking.
It was wonderful. They paid a lot of attention to getting her
hydrated prior to visiting the Rumpus Room, and so she knew that
when they gave her a banana to eat and a lot of water and some
vitamins, she was headed for the Rumpus Room in half an hour or so.
Eventually, the sight of bananas made her a little horny. Weird
indeed.

After her first week she asked Chantel one
night when they were both in their cages and awake, “Why do you
suppose they fuck us so much? Aren’t they afraid it’ll make us all
jaded and uninterested when we’re out fucking actual Bascom
clients? Aren’t they afraid that it will wear us out?”

“Oh, is that the effect it’s having on you?”
Chantel asked.

“No, not at all,” said Honey. “Most nights I
can’t wait to get in there. “And that’s kinda weird, because most
days I’m wearing one of those damn vibrator eggs and often it’s
buzzing and driving me crazy while I suck plastic dildos of various
sizes and lick shoes and crawl around sexily and dance sexy dances
and all that other stuff they make you do.”

“I still am about ready to claw my way into
the door when it’s Rumpus Room time,” said Chantel. “I used to
think they were drugging me. Now I think subspace is
addictive.”

“God yes, it is,” said Honey. “That’s gotta
be it, the subspace thing. I mean, I’ve heard about sex addicts,
but I’ve never found sex addicting. Wonderful, fun, ecstatic, yes,
but not addicting. But if I could live permanently in subspace
instead of normal life, I’d totally do it in a heartbeat, even if
it meant I could never return to normal life, so long as I got to
stay in that whole subspace mindset, you know?”

“Yeah, I know,” Chantel said. “Feels so good, and you forget
everything else, like you’re floating on pleasure. I sometimes
wonder if that’s what cumming feels like to a man, and that all
their obsession with getting laid is over that fleeting tiny bit of
what we experience in subspace for hours sometimes.”

“I dunno,” said Honey. “I can’t imagine that
anything that feels as good as subspace would make you look as
stupid as a guy does when he’s got that O-face on.”

Chantel laughed. “You got me there,” she
said.

Honey was impressed by Chantel. She had
imagined most of the women training to be slavegirls would be
whores looking for a big score and willing to do whatever kind of
weird sex training was required by Bascom, exactly what Chantel had
described herself as. But Honey had also assumed that they would be
women of, shall we say, ordinary intelligence, and Chantel was
anything but that, and that surprised Honey. Which had Honey
wondering if she had dispensed with class prejudices as thoroughly
as she thought she had.

Honey was well aware that her wealth and
status in society was entirely due to what family she had been born
in, and had almost nothing to do with who she was or what she could
do. (Except she was sharp enough to recognize grifters when she
encountered them, and had been trained in subtle ways to recognize
and avoid them in school – not overtly, of course, but it had been
there, the instruction in what sort of persons to avoid, along with
heaping helpings of class prejudice and some racial prejudice.)

The racial prejudice had been easy to
recognize and discard, if only because she had also had instructors
who warned against racial prejudice. But the class prejudice had
been much tougher to detect and discard because it was rarely
couched in the language of class prejudice. No one had said, “Poor
and middle class people are not very bright or well educated, and
they are greedy and shortsighted with money and if you give it to
them they will just waste it.”

Well, almost no one said that outright, but
it was a common understanding. It was couched more in terms of
“Some people don’t understand how money works and given their
limited understanding, are apt to squander it if they obtain it too
easily.”

It was a very self-serving litany, since it
implied that wealthy people were wealthy by virtue of their ability
to manage money. It was a lie, however: the wealthy could hire
organizations to manage money for them. A really wealthy person
could live a very pleasant and satisfying life just on a portion of
the interest from her managed investments without doing a damn
thing other than signing a few forms every quarter and keeping an
eye on her investment management firm – and she could even hire
people to do that for her, too.

The lessons of climate science had taught
Honey that class prejudice was meaningless. Everybody, including
the very wealthy, was going to die. And the very wealthy were so
addicted to their wealth that they could not be bothered by the
alarms of climate scientists. They thought that climate science was
just another scam designed to part them from their wealth. (It did
not help at all that politicians constantly manufactured phony
threats to do just that. Honey had early on figured out that
politicians, without regard to party, were almost all grifters and
nothing more.)

And of course Honey knew that in the back of
most wealthy people’s minds was the comforting notion that their
wealth would protect them from the furies of Nature once climate
change really got going. There would be wealthy enclaves where the
elites would lead safe, protected, pleasant lives while the rest of
humanity died, if it came to that. Though they really did not think
it would come to that.

That was Honey’s problem. She knew damn well
it was going to come to that. If there was one thing her orphaning
had taught her it was that there were things in this world that
could not be wished away, however dearly you might want to wish
them away. There were ugly truths that had to be confronted. Her
parents were dead. Climate change would kill the human race in its
entirety soon if left unchecked, and no one in power was moving to
check it.

She hated both truths. But there they
were.

Now she wondered if some of the class
prejudice she had grown up with had lodged itself in her mind
undetected. Clearly not all of it had: she had been able to
understand that Chantel was very intelligent, maybe more
intelligent than her. Given the probable circumstances of Chantel’s
life, she was almost certainly more intelligent than Honey.

But Honey’s musings were moot, because in a
couple of weeks Chantel no longer showed up in the cells. Clearly
she had graduated, it was right in keeping with how long Chantel
said she had been in the training kennels.

As usual the Bascom people told Honey
nothing. Clearly they wanted to keep things timeless for Honey, and
will-less too. She was a slave being trained, she had no business
thinking about when and how things would happen, because she was a
slave and had no say about it anyway.

Of course, if they had been fully serious
about that, they wouldn’t have let Honey keep her phone and laptop,
which gave her the time and date whenever she returned to her cell.
But Honey knew the laptop and especially her phone served a purpose
for Bascom as well. She used them to keep in touch with her friends
and associates, which meant none of them suspected that she was
being kept locked up in a slave training kennel against her will
and hence no calls for the cops or anything like that to
investigate.

In fact, if some real emergency did come up,
Bascom would let her leave the kennels to attend to it, so she was
not being kept against her will in any real sense. The whole point
for Bascom was to give her the most intense and immersive slave
training experience possible so she’d be the best slavegirl
possible. Getting the cops involved was not at all part of their
plans.

It wasn’t part of Honey’s plan either, so
she happily texted with her friends about this and that while
talking abut current news and politics with her non-kinky friends,
and talking about some of her filthy sexcapades in the kennels with
her kinky friends while giving the impression it was with a new
Master she had hooked up with.

This was all very in keeping with Honey’s
past life – she often traveled and hung out with this or that kinky
group of friends in faraway places, so Honey was sure none of her
friends was alarmed.

Although Master Kirk was friendly with
Honey, he was never more than friendly, even when she was sucking
his cock or licking his foot or whatever. There was never any sense
of romantic attachment. Honey figured that was because slavegirls
sometimes became romantically attached to their trainers, or “fell
in love with them” and Master Kirk and Bascom Agency wanted none of
that from their slavegirls.

One day Honey was led into Master Kirk’s
office and she knelt on the floor beside him and Master Kirk siad,
“Congratulations, girl. You are now a graduate of the Bascom
Training Academy for Sexy, Sexy Slavegirls.

“Thank you, Master!” said Honey. “It’s an
honor, I suppose.”

“Opinions on that would vary, of course, but
in the world of slavegirls for hire it means you are a topnotch
product, and that Bascom thinks you will make their clients very,
very happy, which is the whole point as far as Bascom and its
clients are concerned. And you as well, I suppose.”

“You suppose correctly, Master,” said Honey.
“I look forward to making Bascom and its clients happy and myself
wealthy. I just wish I could train for another month in the Rumpus
Room. I might pay you well for that experience.”

Master Kirk smiled.

“You are hardly the only one, Honey,” he
said, using her name for once. He generally just called her “girl”
or sometimes “beast” like most of the trainers here. Etiquette,
Honey supposed. “We could probably open a Master brothel for
slavegirls if we had any interest. But the bean counters say it’s
more trouble than it’s worth to Bascom. You however, are going to
be worth quite a lot to Bascom. We’ve been circulating those pics
that Keith took of you when you first arrived, and there are a lot
of very interested buyers bidding on your services, most from the
Third World. It’s your looks, of course. You’ve got that archetypal
California girl look, and even though it’s not rare, it’s very in
demand, plus you look like the real thing, not a whore trying to
look like a California girl.”

“Well I AM a California girl,” said
Honey.

“That probably helps a lot,” Master Kirk
agreed, hauling out a notebook.

“Yeah although my family came to California
by way of Austria and Vermont, but that too is very California
girl,” Honey observed.

“So it is,” said Master Kirk. “Now, care to
go over the clients who’ve bid on you and see whose slavegirl you
want to be?”

“You mean I get some say in this?” Honey
asked. This was wonderful news.

“Yeah, it’s kind of negotiated thing,” said
Master Kirk. “Bascom has its favorites, which is generally the high
bidders. But if a girl looks at a client and she just can’t stand
the thought of sucking his cock, we’ll let her give him a pass,
even if he’s a high bidder. Especially on her first job.”

“Does it happen a lot?” Honey asked,
watching with interest as Master Kirk opened the three-ring binder
to reveal that it was full of portraits of men held in plastic
sleeves attached to the binder.

“Not often, just sometimes,” said Master
Kirk. “Most of the time, the girls lose interest in the particulars
of clients and just care about who’s top bidder, since their fee is
a cut of the bid.”

“Makes sense,” Honey agreed.

“Given your particular reasons for signing
on, we’re not sure it will make sense for you, but that’s OK, so
long as we can settle on someone that both you and Bascom will be
happy with.”

“I’ll bet we can,” Honey said. “But let’s
take our time. Let me savor this. I’ve never shopped for Masters
before.”

Master Kirk laughed. “All subs who don’t
have Masters shop for Masters, all the time,” Kirk said. “Maybe not
from three-ring binders, but there’s a first time for
everything.”

And with that they began flipping through
the folder. Master Kirk told her a little bit about the men as she
looked at their photos, but nothing too doxxing. No names,
locations. But Master Kirk did mention whether or not they spoke
English or if they had a good sense of humor or liked music or
whatever. Things that might make them personally appealing or
unappealing to Honey.

Honey looked them over and made comments. A
few she recognized from social media. She kept that information to
herself, which helped a lot when the Generalissimo’s picture came
up. She didn’t think she gave anything away, and her response was
mildly positive but not overwhelmingly so.

After the first run though they did a second
run through, focusing more on the guys that Honey had indicated an
interest in on the first run through. It was obvious to Honey that
it would be very all right with Master Kirk if she picked the
Generalissimo. But she didn’t want to give away the fact that the
Generalissimo was her top pick from the get-go, lest Master Kirk
suspect her of ulterior motives, which she was full of. So she
indicated strong interest in two other guys as well. With it
narrowed down to just three she was able to let Master Kirk guide
her to pick the Generalissimo and everybody was happy.

“Understands English” and “good sense of
humor” and “Caribbian locale” were the supposed qualities that had
done it for Honey. For Master Kirk it was something else.

“Well that worked out well,” he said with a
smirk. “You picked the high bidder. Very nice!”

“I did?” Honey asked, feigning surprise. She
knew damn well that Master Kirk had subtly guided her to pick the
Generalissimo. And she was pretty sure whoever had done the bidding
for the General had been influenced by the Initiative, if not a
member. The Initiative had agents everywhere, witting and
unwitting.

“Yes, you did, a win all around,” said
Master Kirk. “Now it’s time for you to head home and get things in
order for your exciting ‘vacation’ in Las Miserabil!”

Master Kirk then removed Honey’s collar and
cuffs and shackles and pointed her to a box which contained the
dress and shoes she had been wearing when she’d arrived.

“So long and thanks for all the cocks to
play with!” she said, hugging Master Kirk before getting in the
Bascom Agency car.

“You are very welcome!” Master Kirk said,
returning her hug and swatting her butt. “Have a great life!”

“You too!” Honey said as she entered the
car.

 


 









 Chapter 9

The thought of someone standing there
seeing right up her butt while she sucked the general’s cock with a
pig tail coming out of her ass and a jackrabbit lodged inside her
and her hands tied behind her back was just too fucking much, she
came and came.

 


On the drive home it occurred to Honey that
that was might be the last time she would ever see Master Kirk. She
would miss him. And there had been a tiny hint of sorrow in his
farewell to her. It was then that it occurred to Honey that the
reserve that Master Kirk and the other trainers treated her with
was for their protection, too. Surely some of them sometimes fell
for their beautiful charges.

Honey made a point of hooking up with her
friends when she got home, hanging out in restaurants and watering
holes and telling them all about her kinky fun and her exciting
vacation to Las Miserabil.

“Las Miserabil, Honey … can’t you do better
than that?” asked Honey’s friend Violet as they dined at La Cazula
in LA. “I mean, I hear the capital has a few nightspots that are
kind of OK, but practically nobody goes there unless they’re on
business.”

“Well I don’t have any business there,”
Honey said, “but I do have pleasure there -- a personal invitation
from a very hunky Latino I met while playing with Master House and
his friends, and he’s been VERY well vetted, and I’ve been promised
days of lounging on the beach and drinking cold fruit drinks with
and without booze, and nights of dancing and getting my brains
fucked out.”

“What’s his name?” Violet asked.

“I can’t say,” said Honey. “He’s a high
government official, and he’s paranoid about scandals.”

“Sounds juicy,” said Violet. “You’re
excused, then. Still, Las Miserabil.”

“I’m not fucking the whole nation, Violet,”
Honey said, rolling her eyes.

“Well of course not, you won’t be there that
long,” said Violet.

It was that easy to get her friends to
accept Las Miserabil. She did this sort of thing all the time,
running off to get fucked senseless by some sexy dom. The only
differences for Honey were that this time she was getting paid, and
that the Generalissimo was older and less handsome than her usual
doms. Not that she told any of her friends that.

Three days later, Honey landed in Nunciata
Airport and was driven in a limo to the Generalissimo’s villa, aka
the Presidential Palace, on the outskirts of Nunciata, the capitol
of Las Miserabil. It was a very nice villa, but Honey had seen
better.

The Generalissimo was not available to see
Honey on her arrival. He had more important things to do. An
assistant showed Honey to her room, a luxurious, decadent room full
of sex toys and a ginormous bed. Her work bed, she assumed.

Lying on the bed was an amazingly tiny
microkini, and on the floor next to them, a pair of very strappy
sandals in Honey’s size. (Of course Bascom had given the
Generalissimo every particular of Honey’s body. She was
merchandise, after all.)

“Your clothing while you are the
Generalissimo’s servant,” said the young man who had been charged
with shepherding Honey in from the airport. “The Generalissimo
would like you to be wearing it when he sees you.”

“I’ll put it on immediately,” said Honey.
Since leaving the Bascom training kennels any clothing at all left
her feeling overdressed. She was wearing a nice blouse and shorts
and in the tropical heat they were a bit much. The Generalissimo’s
villa was air-conditioned of course but just as the cold had a way
of seeping into heated rooms in northern climes, the heat had a way
of seeping into air conditioned rooms in tropical climes, and Honey
was ready for that bikini.

“Will you be requiring any other
assistance?” the young man asked. He was probably a something or
other in the army from the way he was dressed. Honey found military
costumes quaint and adorable, and great for roleplay.

“I’m fine, thank you, sir,” she said,
smiling. “I’ll let someone know if I need anything.”

“Very well,” he said, and left Honey,
closing the door but not locking it. Not that Honey had any
intention of leaving. She was too excited at the prospect of being
an actual slavegirl, or as close as one could get to it without
going to the Middle East.

Honey quickly put her things away and
stripped off her travel clothes and put on the microkini and the
shoes. She was pleased to see that the microkini was a beautifully
crafted little thing, with fine, delicate beadwork and beautifully
crafted decorations here and there. The rear thong slid smoothly up
her butt crack without irritating her asshole at all, made of some
delicate, silky but strong fiber. The bra of the microkini somehow
managed to conceal her nipples even though the straps were slender
things that hardly seemed capable of containing the generous curves
of Honey’s tanned breasts without snapping, much less covering her
tanned aureoles.

And they weren’t at all uncomfortable. Truly
a topnotch microkini, and it did the work that all microkinis were
supposed to do, it made her look naked without being legally
naked.

Honey explored her room and the attached,
very luxurious bathroom, and then did some yoga in the microkini.
She found it was surprisingly comfortable and successful as yoga
wear, though the thong was mere physical stuff and rode up her ass
but good when she did a full pretzel pose.

Eventually a knock at her door came followed
immediately by the young officer or whatever entering and saying
“The Generalissimo commands your presence.” Honey was lying on the
bed reading a tablet. And she was ready. She put down the tablet
and rose to her feet and moved quickly but gracefully to the door
and followed her guide.

He led her out to a large room at the center
of the villa with vaulted ceilings. It looked like it could be a
ballroom if the floor had been empty, but at the moment the floor
had a very large chair on it. Well not so much a chair as a throne,
it had three very wide but shallow stairs supporting it. And
sitting on the throne was the Generalissimo, dressed in full
regalia, which in the Las Miserabil army was pretty darned
full.

And there were people sitting in rows of
chairs behind the throne and people standing around it, too.

“Your girl, Generalissimo,” said the young
man, waving a hand at Honey.

Honey stepped forward and lowered herself to
her knees and prostrated herself to the Generalissimo, her arms
extended forward to him, her butt raised in the air. She said
nothing. A slavegirl never speaks unless her Master gives some
indication that he wants her to.

“Rise, display yourself for me, girl,” the
Generalissimo ordered.

“S,i Amo,” said Honey, which was Spanish for
“Yes, Master.” (Being from southern California and naturally
fluent, she had picked Spanish up easily.) She rose and stood
before the Generalissimo and slowly turned in a circle, rotating
her hips as she did so, arms raised in the air. She stopped when
she had completed a full circle, her breasts swaying slightly,
straining the microkini top. Her slavegirl training was already
coming in handy.

“Very nice, girl,” said the Generalissimo.
“Kneel beside me on the left, at the top level.”

“Si, Amo,” said Honey, smiling, and she
quickly but gracefully moved to the side of the chair and knelt
like a slavegirl, legs spread wide, hands behind her back, head
down.

“Collar her and leash her up, Daniela,” the
Generalissimo ordered and a middle aged but gorgeous Latina stepped
forward and wrapped a collar around Honey’s neck. Honey felt it
lock in place. It felt good. Honey loved being collared. Daniela
then took one of the leashes that dangled from rings on either side
of the throne and clipped it to the leash to the ring in front of
Honey’s collar.

Daniela’s movements were quick and sure, she
had done this before, probably a lot. That was interesting. Because
the Generalissimo’s wife was named Daniela, and Honey had seen
photos of her, and she looked a lot like the woman who had just
leashed Honey to the throne.

For the next three hours Honey knelt at the
side of the throne and listened and watched as various people came
before the Generalissimo and spoke about government matters and
military matters. It was for the most part extremely dull stuff for
Honey, although many of the matters discussed stood to make or
break the fortunes of people in Las Mserabils. She kept her ears
open wide without appearing to do so, which was easy with her head
held down submissively. No one would see a gleam in her eyes or
alertness in her expression.

The Generalissimo occasionally reached out
to pet Honey like she was a pet cat, and Honey always leaned into
it, practically purring. It was what she was supposed to do and she
liked it anyway, which described most of slavegirling,
actually.

Honey knew she was nothing but decoration
here, eye candy for the Generalissimo and his supporters, and
evidence of the Generalissimo’s power. He could parade his
practically naked slut in front of everyone while he held court,
and none dared object. Well, none that wanted his favor dared
object. Her only job was to be beautiful and submissive.

Eventually the jawing was finished.

“That’s it for today,” said the
Generalissimo. He did not add “thank God” but he didn’t have
to.

Daniela came forward and removed the leash
from Honey’s collar and attached another leash to her collar.

“Heel, girl,” said Daniela.

“Si, Amanta” said Daniela, rising to her
feet. (“Amante” was Spanish for “Mistress.”

“Bracelets,” Daniela said and Honey put her
hands together behind her back and Daniela cuffed them together.
Then she walked off with Honey’s leash in hand and Honey followed.
More than one pair of eyes followed Honey’s round, smooth, totally
visible ass as she walked out. But nobody said anything, because
the Generalissimo was still there, writing notes.

Daniela led Honey back to her own room.
Honey was not surprised. All the lovely toys in that room were not
there for her benefit alone. She was actually just another toy in
the room, really.

Daniela led Honey to the bed and leashed her
to the footboard and freed her hands from behind her back.

“Kneel,” she said.

Honey knelt in front of Daniela.

“I am Daniela, Diego’s wife,” said Daniela.
“I also manage his slavegirls, mostly through Duela, whom you will
meet eventually. It was I who selected you for him. He is a man of
great appetites, which I do not share. It is no matter, we still
love one another. I like you Bascom girls, you have great skill so
you will make Diego happy, and you know your place, which makes me
happy. Do you understand, girl?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Honey said. She was not to
poach Diego’s affections, just serve his cock. Worked for her.

“You will obey me as you will obey Diego.
absolutely, girl,” said Daniela. “Now remove your tiny excuse for a
bikini and your sandals and kiss my foot.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Honey. She was fine
with this arrangement, it was no concern of hers. At least she
didn’t have to worry about Daniela being jealous of her mere
existence. Honey removed her bikini and sandals quickly and laid
them on the floor beside the bed, then leaned forward and kissed
the arch of Daniela’s extended foot reverently. It tasted like
foot.

Daniela smiled. “I know we will get along.
Diego will be along when he is ready. Make him happy, girl, that is
your only job. Feel free to read your tablet while you wait.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Honey.

After Daniela left, Honey did not read her
tablet. Instead, she got into the slavegirl nadu pose, which was
very nearly identical with the yogic “seiza” kneeling position,
except that in nadu the legs were spread wide apart and the hands
were either bound or held behind the back, or resting at mid-thigh,
palm up and open.

The sieza position was a favorite position
for meditation, and of course meditation in nadu was just as easy
as meditation in sieza, Honey had found, except that keeping her
legs spread in nadu gave the meditation a sexual edge, which she
liked.

When Generalissimo Diego Sanchez entered the
room, Honey was relaxed and rested and mentally alert, thanks to
her meditation.

The Generalissimo paid no attention to Honey
at first. After shutting the door he walked over to the bed and
undressed. Honey stayed where she was, posed as she was. If the
general wanted her to do anything, he would order her to do it.

Once he was good and naked (he even took off
his socks, whataguy!) he walked over to Honey and said,
“Bracelets.” When Honey obediently leaned forward and crossed her
hands together behind her back, he unhooked Honey’s leash and led
her to the side of the bed. He sat on the bed and then grabbed her
hair and pulled her close and said, “Suck my cock, girl. Make me
cum, as fast as you can.”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said in honeyed tones,
and took the Generalissimo’s medium-sized cock in her mouth and
applied all her Bascom-trained skills to making him cum. She was
pleased and relieved that the General appeared to not have any
obvious signs of having any sexual diseases, and was also quite
clean. His body was squat but solidly packed with muscle except for
a middle-aged paunch settling in around his hips. Sucking his cock
was overall a physically pleasant experience for Honey and she
enjoyed the challenge of putting her new Bascom slavegirl skills to
the test, and in very short order the Generalissimo was splorting
copiously into her mouth, and she was swallowing it all down.

And while it was not an orgasmic experience
for Honey, it was still quite sexy and pleasant. She loved being
naked and bound and forced to suck cock.

The Generalissimo leaned back after cumming
in Honey’s mouth.

“Your lips are sweet, girl,” he said. “Now
go to the wall and fetch me the purple rabbit with the straps, the
pig tail buttplug, and the cock gag. You can just drop them on the
side of the bed.”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. She rose to her
feet smoothly, her hands still cuffed behind her back. The
Generalissimo had made no effort to free her hands, so she assumed
she was to fetch the items he had mentioned with her hands tied
behind her back, which meant using her mouth. She walked over to a
wall where a very large pegboard held hundreds of sex toys hanging
from hooks. She found the items and pulled them off the hooks with
her mouth, sometimes bending over, sometimes stretching up, but all
three of them came off the hooks easily. She made three trips, very
conscious of the Generalissimo watching her the whole time,
striving to look sexy the whole time.

“Get a tube of lube from the nightstand
drawer as well,” the Generalissimo instructed her, “and a box of
tissues.”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said. She walked to the
nightstand which had round handles that she could easily open with
her mouth. It occurred to Honey that she would probably be spending
a lot of time with her hands tied behind her back in the
Generalissimo’s august company. She liked that.

She also knew that the Generalissimo enjoyed
watching her move. She made sure to oil her hips and butt a little
more than usual as she walked and to spread her legs wide when she
bent over.

She got the tissues and the lube to the side
of the bed, two entertaining trips for the Generalissimo.

“Now girl, lie across my lap face down so I
may have easy access to your butt,” said the Generalissimo.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey.

She laid face down across the
Generalissimo’s lap, not an easy thing with her hands bound behind
her back, but she managed. Her legs were spread wide and soon felt
the lube being spread on her asshole. She squirmed a little, just
to tease the Generalissimo, and was rewarded with a slap on the
butt, not a hard one, almost a friendly slap.

The Generalissimo was just working the pig
tail buttplug in when there was a knock at the door. He rolled his
eyes in annoyance.

“Remain as you are, girl,” he said.

“Come in!” he then shouted.

A young man in a decorative military uniform
entered holding a piece of paper.

“What is it, Mendoza?” the Generalissimo
asked calmly.

“Priority One message from Commander Ortiz,”
Mendoza replied, walking over and handing the paper to the General.
The general put down the butt plug and read the message while Honey
laid there with her legs spread, totally loving it. So
humiliating!

“Priority One, hell,” the Generalissimo
muttered after he read the paper. “Playing with this slut’s butt is
ten times more important than what Ortiz is on about. Don’t tell
him that, however. Tell him to do as he sees fit. That will be
all.”

He handed the paper back to Mendoza who
walked out of the room. Honey had never even seen his face, from
her position.

The Generalissimo picked the buttplug back
up and resumed shoving it into Honey’s ass.

“Whenever I am interrupted while I am with
you … and sadly, it will happen, affairs of state overrule affairs
of the bedroom … just keep doing whatever you are doing unless
instructed otherwise, understand?”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. Yes, yes, yes, in
fact, was her feeling.

“I will use you in public as well,” the
Generalissimo added. “Might as well get used to it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. She was so
looking forward to that.

After he had the buttplug with its little
foam tail sticking out of Honey’s butt, the Generalissimo slid the
purple rabbit up Honey’s pussy. It slid in easily.

“You enjoyed sucking my cock, didn’t you,
slut?” the Generalissimo observed.

“Yes, Master,” Honey observed.

“The Bascom papers said you were a lifestyle
slavegirl who enjoyed most slavegirl things,” said the
Generalissimo. “The Bascom Agency is a generally reliable
organization, but it is an American corporation, and with American
corporations you always have to wonder, because they lie about
everything, eventually.”

“Yes, Master,” Honey agreed. Even if it was
not an irrefutable truth, given recent history, she would have
agreed. The Master is always right.

“Good to know Bascom remains reliable, for
now,” said the Generalissimo, running the straps of the rabbit over
either side of Honey’s crotch and right up the middle of her butt,
then fastening it down tightly, but not cruelly so. The jackrabbit
was lodged deep in her pussy, its clit exciter pressing against her
clit. It was not going anywhere.

Honey stifled a gasp as the Generalissimo
turned the jack rabbit on and it began vibrating vigorously.

Finally, he shoved the cock gag in Honey’s
mouth.

“Now girl, you are going stand by the bed
and dance for me,” said the Generalissimo. “See if you can make
yourself cum while you dance. I do not really care if you cum or
not, but I do care if you try to cum or not.”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey. She had done a
LOT of dancing in clubs and knew all the latest moves, but they
weren’t necessarily all that sexy. But the sexy dancing lessons she
had been give in the Bascom kennels would probably work.

“Room, play Sexy Latin Jazz 2,” the
Generalissimo ordered, and the sounds of smooth, sexy Latin jazz
filled the room. The Generalissimo fluffed up a couple of pillows
and leaned back, grabbed a remote control unit and the wall behind
Honey lit up with some images of a sexy Latina news reader
describing something or other while behind her there were pictures
of people doing things and talking about things, sometimes quite
excitedly. Honey could not tell what they were talking about
because the sound was muted, though there were Spanish language
captions crawling along the bottom of the screen.

Honey ignored it all, she danced, letting
the smooth wail of a saxophone guide her hips and butt. She was
also careful to use her breasts in the dance, letting them swing
and sway in time to the music. It would have really helped if she
could have used her hands, hands were so expressive in dance. But
the General wanted her fettered, so fettered they were. She used
them anyway, as best she could, twisting and turning her hands in
her bonds to emphasize her helplessness. She had had lessons in
dancing while bound in various ways at Bascom’s kennels. She had
thought them silly. She had been wrong.

The cock gag did not make her gag, it was
not designed to do that, but it did make Honey drool, and Honey
even found ways to incorporate the long strings of drool dangling
from the corners of her mouth at times into her dance. (She was
careful not to fling any on the Generalissimo of course.)

And the Generalissimo had wanted her to try
to make herself cum during the dance, so Honey did that. The
jackrabbit vibrator lodged in her pussy made that all too easy.
Aroused already from sucking the Generalissimo’s cock and now
aroused by having to dance naked for him with a jackrabbit lodged
in her pussy and a buttplug lodged in her ass, she was extremely
susceptible to the waves of pleasure emanating from her pussy, and
she let them fill her mind as she danced.

It was actually quite difficult, dancing
while filled with lust. She had sometimes seen guys on the dance
floor in clubs dancing with obvious boners bulging in their pants
and wondered how they did it. Now she knew.

Honey did not know for how long she danced,
as often occurred when she entered subspace she completely lost
track of time. The arousal and the general sexiness of the
situation, the Generalissimo watching her and then occasionally
watching the screen behind her, it was all so sexy, and it had been
FOUR DAYS since she had had sex. She had gotten so used to being
fucked senseless for hours every night in the Rumpus Room that the
four days without sex, once a minor thing, was an aching void of
chastity.

Eventually it all became overwhelmingly sexy
and tiny gasps and moans of pleasure began oozing out from behind
the cock gag that filled Honey’s mouth, and then she was cumming as
she danced. It was all she could do to stay on her feet as waves of
pleasure swamped Honey’s mind. The four-day sexlessness cherry she
had built up created such intensity in her orgasms, she would
hardly have believed it.

“You are cumming, aren’t you, filthy slut?”
the Generalissimo asked.

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey moaned through the cock
gag.

“Come here,” he ordered.

Honey walked over to the Genealissimo and
stood before him, drooling.

“Bend over,” he ordered, and she did, and he
reached up and loosened her cock gag and pulled it out of her
mouth, letting it dangle.

“Now suck my cock, get me hard you slut,” he
growled.

“Yes, Master,” Honey said, and she slid down
on the bed and took the Generalissimo’s cock in her mouth once more
and began working it with every bit of skill she could muster with
that damn jackrabbit still lodged in her pussy and making her clit
fill her with pleasure.

And the feel of her bound hands helpless
behind her back as she sucked only added to the pleasure, along
with the feel of the buttplug filling her ass.

There was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” the Generalissimo shouted.

Mendoza appeared, paper in hand.

“Priority One again, sir,” said Mendoza.

“Ortiz again?” the Generalissimo said,
clearly irritated.

“Yes, sir,” said Mendoza.

Honey began orgasming again. The thought of
someone standing there seeing right up her butt while she sucked
the general’s cock with a pig tail coming out of her ass and a
jackrabbit lodged inside her and her hands tied behind her back was
just too fucking much, she came and came.

But she did not stop sucking the
Generallissimo’s cock while she came. She was a trained
slavegirl.

“Is it about the same matter?” the
Gneralissimo asked.

“Yes,” Mendoza replied.

“Unless it is about people storming the
Presidential villa, I don’t to hear anything more from Ortiz,”
Mendoza growled.

“Yes, sir,” said Mendoza. He quickly left
the room, closing the door behind him. He did not seem particularly
rattled. (Later, it would occur to Honey that Mendoza had probably
seen a lot of sights like the one she had presented to him, given
the nature of his duties.)

“You see what I have to put up with,” the
Generalissimo growled. His cock was good and hard now, Honey
thought she would be able to make him cum in a minute or two.

But within seconds the Generalissimo shoved
Honey away from his cock and shoved the cock gag back in her mouth
and tightened it. and then shoved her away from him. He rose from
the bed and said, “On the bed, face down, legs wide, ass in the
air, slut.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey slobbered through her
gag. She laid on the bed face down and spread her legs wide.

The Generalissimo climbed onto the bed
behind her, cock bobbling away, and pulled the pig tail out of
Honey’s ass after pulling the strap that held the jackrabbit in
place up over one butt cheek. The strap was tight, but bearable.
Oh, was it ever bearable, as the vibrations were made more
intense.

Then he worked his cock into Honey’s ass
while she squirmed enticingly beneath him. Once he had his cock
lodged in her ass, he grabbed her hips with very strong hands and
pulled her ass further into the air.

“Hold that position, slut,” he growled and
Honey locked her knees and kept her ass raised high in the air as
the Generalissimo began fucking her. He started out slowly but
quickly worked up a good head of steam.

Honey, still under the relentless buzzy
influence of the jackrabbit, squirmed and moaned and stared cumming
again. It did not matter. The General had her where he wanted her,
and he did as he liked to her, and that only made Honey cum
harder.

Honey squirmed on the bed, thrusting her
face into its softness as the orgasms continued.

The Generalissimo had already had one
orgasm, he was in no hurry to cum. He was enjoying the sight of the
curvy Anglo woman with the big breasts squirming in bondage before
him while he took her fine ass.

Eventually he did cum, enjoying every bit of
it as he rammed the squirming American slut harder and harder. It
was good to be El Presidente, and he enjoyed every bit of it.

Afterward, he pulled out and cleaned his
cock off with a few tissues and put on his bathrobe. Before he
walked out he said, “I enjoyed that very much, girl. Very much. And
you know what I enjoyed most? It was the way you looked at me. One
of the talents that has got me to the Presidential palace is being
able to read someone’s true feelings from their facial and body
language, even when they are trying to conceal their feelings from
me. Early on I made a lot of money playing poker using that talent.
Now no one will play with me, because it would be impolite to take
the Generalisssimo to the cleaners even if they could. When you
were sucking my cock and dancing for me and getting fucked up the
ass by me, I could tell from your face and body language that you
were genuinely enjoying it.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey confirmed, her face
still buried in the mattress.

“There is nothing that makes a man feel
better than knowing a woman he has just fucked genuinely enjoyed
it, and it is a pleasure that most paid-for women have trouble
giving a man, but you have given it to me and I thank you.”

“Yo wewuh, maffa,” Honey murmured into the
sheets.

“Now I will be leaving you,” the
Generalissimo said. “Like any good husband, I have my dalliances
with sluts but I always sleep with my wife. A maid will be in to
tidy up and free you of your bonds.”

And with those words, the Generalissimo
left.

 









 Chapter 10

“Some believe that because they suck the
Generalissimo’s cock that some of the Generalissimo’s authority is
conferred to them. It does not work that way here.”

 


Honey remained on the bed, squirming in
pleasure still because the jackrabbit was still strapped inside her
and it was still going.

A few moments later a tiny, young Latina in
a maid’s uniform entered. She walked over to Honey and freed her
wrists from behind her back in a very businesslike way but Honey
still got off on it big time. The maid said, “Remove the toys and
put them in this bag, slut,” and she handed Honey a bag with a
biohazard warning on it.

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said, then turned off
the jackrabbit and removed the cock gag from her mouth. Shaking a
little bit from the pleasure she had gotten from being called a
slut with a jackrabbit still buzzing in her pussy and the pig tail
still stuck in her butt.

“You will need to get off the bed so I can
change the bedding, slut,” said the maid. There was nothing in the
maid’s voice that indicated she was using the term in the
pejorative sense, she was simply using it to describe Honey.

“Yes, Mistress,” Honey replied. “My name is
Honey by the way.”

“My name is Sofia,” said the maid. “I am
instructed to call all the women who reside in this room “slut” so
that is what I will call you.”

“That will be fine,” said Honey. “What
should I call you?”

“You can call me Sofia or maid,” said Sofia.
“Or Mistress.”

Honey could tell that Sofia did not want her
calling her “Mistress.”

“I’ll call you Sofia,” said Honey.

“That will be fine,” said Sofia and Honey
rose and headed for the bathroom. It had a great big shower she was
definitely ready for.

Honey returned from the bathroom refreshed
and stark naked, but gloriously dry thanks to some big, fluffy
towels. Honey found Sofia gone and her microkini laid out on the
neatly bed made with her shoes neatly placed at the side of the
bed.

Honey crawled under the sheets and was
asleep in seconds.

The next day Honey woke up and put on her
microkini and her shoes and got out her makeup kit and put her face
on, including the creams and ointments she put on various parts of
her body for various reasons, mostly having to do with keeping her
skin looking good. Then she stood in front of the full-length
mirror in the bathroom and checked out her body. She tried not be
vain, but damn did she look good. It was really hard to be vain
when you looked that good. Sometimes Honey gave in to the
temptation… just a little.

Honey was about ready to walk out and find
someone to talk to about getting a workout in, when a Latina walked
in. She was nicely dress in a business-formal sort of dress,
looking very professional.

“Honey Trapp?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Honey said, kneeling before
her.

“Call me Duela,” the woman said.

“Yes, Duela,” said Honey.

“I am the personnel manager for the
Generalissimo and his wife,” said Duela. “I will be in charge of
your schedule. Of course, being a slavegirl, you are on call for
the Generalissimo 24 hours a day, seven days a week. But there are
practical considerations. Mornings the Generalissimo is at the
Palace of the Assembly. This will generally be free time for you.
If you have a workout regimen, and your papers indicate you do, I
suggest you use this time for that. Breakfast is at nine, served in
your room. Food will be removed at ten. Lunch is at 1 pm, be there
for it. Dinner is generally at 7, but the Generalissimo sometimes
requires it at other hours. Understand?”

“Yes, Duela,” Honey said.

“You are to wear the bikini you are wearing
now at all times unless otherwise ordered, understand?” Duela
asked.

“Yes, Duela,” Honey said. “Where may I
exercise, and are there any facilities for getting my hair done,
that sort of thing?”

There followed a thorough discussion of what
services were and were not available at the palace, and where Honey
could and could not go, and what she could and could not do. It all
sounded very reasonable and well-organized … clearly, women who
served the Generalissimo and probably his predecessors as Honey did
were pretty much standard fare here.

“I hear you are intelligent, respectful and
capable of listening and not pretentious,” said Duela finally.
“Your conduct this morning confirms that. Keep it up, slut, that
kind of attitude will serve you well during your time here.”

“Yes, Duela, thank you,” said Honey. “What
do you mean, ‘pretentious’ though? Are other sluts
pretentious?”

“Some of them, yes,” said Duela. “Some
believe that because they suck the Generalissimo’s cock that some
of the Generalissimo’s authority is conferred to them. It does not
work that way here. You suck cock for a living, you are just a
whore, it does not matter whose cock you suck.”

“Yes, Duela, I understand,” said Honey,
smiling. She did understand. Not everybody who came here was a
submissive. They had tried to play power games. Silly of them, but
human, Honey supposed.

“Good for you,” said Duela. “Breakfast will
be here soon. Enjoy.”

Breakfast was delicious, and so was the run
on the beach and the swim afterward and the trip to the salon to
get her hair touched up after all the swimming and showering.

The run on the beach was also instructive
from a spy point of view. The beach provided a natural avenue of
escape for Honey, or of invasion for invaders. The villa fronted a
swath of sand hundreds of meters long, sparkling white stuff that
was a pleasure to run in once she found the strip of firm sand
between the loose dry stuff that rarely got flooded by the surf
that your feet sank deep into with every step as you ran, ruining
your stride, and the wet stuff that your feet sank into to a lesser
extent.

On either side of the villa, thick tropical
vegetation grew to the water’s edge, isolating the villa’s beach
from whatever lay on the other side. Honey was allowed to run back
and forth on the beachfront, but told not to enter the vegetation
because of the poisonous plants and animals that lurked there.
Honey wasn’t sure how real the poisonous plants and animals were,
but she had no interest in testing that out unless things were
dire.

There were half a dozen lifeguard stations
along the beach, raised towers manned by muscular guys who
occasionally held machine guns as they scanned the ocean and the
vegetation for distressed swimmers or whomever. The towers also
appeared to be fortified, the walls looked a little thicker than
the simple wooden sidings of most lifeguard towers Honey had seen.
They were obviously defensive posts against an attack on the
villa.

There were generally a few people out
enjoying the beach most of the time, guests and maybe servants on
their off duty time, and they took the sight of the mostly naked
blonde running up and down the beach quite calmly. Not a rare
thing, Bunny surmised.

Honey knew she looked great when the
Generalissimo called for her while she sat in her room and texted
her friends in the States.

When Honey was called out to the terrace to
kneel at at his throne, she was ready for anything. She loved
kneeling beside the Generalissimo almost naked, bound and gagged,
with a tail hanging out of her butt, being petted by him, sometimes
sucking his cock.

But the best part was when Holly was called
upon to be entertainment when things were slow, as happened
regularly. El Presidente would clap his hand and say, “Let us have
some entertainment!” and there would be smiles and applause because
the mostly male audience (sexism was so thick in Las Miserabil that
you could cut it with a knife) and the Mistress would step out from
the crowd. “The Mistress” is what Honey called her, others called
her “Camila.” She was always stark naked, except for a heavy black
collar and a thick leather bustier. She generally wore strappy
sandals. Nothing else except for tasteful silver jewelry adorned
with turquoise stones.

She was a latina, with dusky skin that had
no tan lines. Her hair was rich, luxurious and shoulder length. Her
nails were short, and with good reason, Honey soon discovered. She
was short, beautiful and very fit. Honey was a little afraid of
her, though Honey was larger than Camila and also fit.

Honey was afraid of Camila because she
sensed that Camila would do anything, and specifically do anything
to Honey, to entertain the crowd.

The first time Honey encountered Camila, the
Generalissimo leaned over to her when a lull started and said, “A
woman will now play with you, slut. Obey her as you would obey
me.”

“Si, Ah-oh,” Honey said through her ballgag.
She felt a thrill of anticipation.

“Camila, come play with my toy,” the
Generalissimo said.

“Si, Amo,” a clear female voice said and
Camila walked over to Honey and unclipped her leash from the ring
beside the Generalissimo’s chair. She then removed Honey’s
microkini, swiftly and easily, leaving it on the ground next to the
chair. (Clearly, Camila had done this before.) Now the four square
inches of Honey’s body that the microkini concealed could be seen
by everyone!

Then Camila picked up a large bag she
carried and grabbed the pony tail dangling out of Honey’s ass and
dragged her to the railing that lined the edge of the veranda. It
had fluted wooden supports about six inches wide and about a foot
apart.

Honey had to scrabble, moving backward on
her knees alone, and Camila did not walk particularly slow to make
things easy for her, and the buttplug constantly bulged her anus.
Several times Honey feared the tail plug was going to pop out of
her ass but it didn’t. Camila led Honey to the railing and said,
“Sit on your butt with your back to the pillar, bitch,” in Spanish,
and Honey complied, though sitting on the hard flooring made the
buttplug tail push uncomfortably into her ass.

Camila disappeared behind Honey and suddenly
Honey felt ropes wrapping around her neck. That was alarming, it
was very easy to hurt a sub if you tied ropes around her neck and
didn’t know what you were doing.

But Camila knew what she was doing, the
ropes were tied behind her neck and then secured to the post in a
way that kept her secured to the post but didn’t choke her unless
she moved her head away from the post. That left Honey
relieved.

Next Camila ran ropes from Honey’s ankle
shackles to posts behind her and on either side of her so that her
legs were spread open, but not super wide, not in a split. Honey
could not close her legs together, however, the ropes kept her legs
spread on either side of her body, presenting her pussy to the
Generalissimo and his guests.

Honey of course had no idea of what effect
this had on the audience, for she kept her eyes cast down like a
good slavegirl. (But she could have made an educated guess.)

Camila reached into her bag of tricks and
hauled out a handheld wand.

“Oh, shit,” thought Honey. She could not
resist a wand while she was tied up and helpless. And with a crowd
watching. Honey could feel her pussy oiling up already.

Camila knelt on one knee to one side of
Honey, then turned on the wand and pressed it into Honey’s pussy.
Camila of course was expert at using the wand on a slut. (She had
probably done this to Honey’s unknown Bascom girl
predecessors.)

“Look at your Masters, slut,” Camila
growled.

Honey had no choice, it was an order given
by the Generalissimo’s stand-in, she looked at the Generalissimo
and the men surrounding him as Camilla began plying her with the
wand. Most were smirking or smiling, a couple looked bored. Well it
was not as if everyone had come here just to see Honey.

While she was wanding Honey with one hand,
Camila put her other hand to good use, caressing and squeezing
Honey’s nipples, slapping her face, scratching her side (taking
care not to break her skin, mustn’t damage the Generalissimo’s toy)
and otherwise going at her.

Having to watch the men watching her and the
feel of the wand buzzing her clit, held by an expert, had Honey
squirming in her ropes seconds. After a couple of minutes Camila
stopped assaulting Honey’s squirming body with her free hand and
instead started sliding it up Honey’s wet pussy.

This really had Honey squirming, her feet
scrabbling against the smooth flooring to gain purchase but unable
to close her legs at all because the ropes held them apart.
Meanwhile the drool was flowing copiously from Honey’s mouth as she
squirmed, coating her breasts and belly with drool as it fell from
the corners of her mouth.

Camila very quickly had her whole hand
inside Honey’s pussy, at which point Honey was just a mindless
writhing beast, drool flying everywhere, her legs twisting and
writhing, gazing with blank eyes at the men who watched her.

The combination of expert fisting and the
wand and the total humiliation of being exposed and used like this
was overwhelming, and it overwhelmed Honey, and she began
cumming.

“The bitch is squirting, this stupid beast
is squirting on my hand!” Camila cried.

And it was true. Honey was squirting
uncontrollably, making a wet mess of the floor beneath her butt as
she came. And the men watching them laughed at Camila’s news and
Honey watched them laughing at her as she came, her eyes blank,
basking in the humiliation and cumming like crazy.

Camila pulled her hand out of Honey’s pussy
carefully, but the movement made Honey cum some more. Honey sat
there, legs wide open, still oozing love juices and gazing blankly
at the crowd who watched her.

Camila freed Honey’s ankles, then walked
around behind Honey and untied the rope around her neck. Honey just
sat there, legs still wide open, her body still echoing with
orgasms. Camila stepped forward and grabbed Honey by the hair.

“You made a mess on the Generalisssimo’s
floor,” Camilla growled, removing Honey’s cock gag. “Now lick it
up, bitch!”

And she pulled Honey’s head downward.

Honey clumsily got to her knees and began
licking her grool off the floor where she’d squirted. It tasted
really bad: floor polish, sex juice and bits of sand blown in from
the beach just did not make for a good appetizer, no matter how
artisinal they might be.

“Get it all up, messy beast,” Camila ordered
and Honey tried to comply, but the floor was a wet mess. After a
minute or so, Camila said, “That will do, and pulled upward on
Honey’s hair. She then stuffed the cock gag back in Honey’s mouth.
It tasted a lot better than the floor. Honey rose to her knees, her
hands still bound behind her back, and Camila led her to the
Generalissimo’s chair, crawling on her knees, her hair disheveled,
her chest streaked with drool, her pussy shiny with grool and her
tail dragging behind her.

At the side of the chair Camila picked up
Honey’s swimsuit and quickly put it back on her, then attached her
leash to the ring at the side of the chair.

“Thank you for an excellent show, Camila,”
the Generalissimo said.

“You are very welcome, Generalissimo,” said
Camila, and she walked off into the crowd, bag in hand.

Honey knelt beside the Generalissimo again,
and he patted her head consolingly, and she leaned into it. “God
that was such fun!” she thought.

 









 Chapter 11

“Yes, but I figured no one would be
expecting a naked woman to attack them.”

 


Life settled into a wonderful routine for
Honey, of great food, exercise, fucking the Generalissimo and
mostly sitting around being decorative and putting on little shows
with Camila and other dommes during breaks in the proceeding as the
Generalissimo conducted his business on the veranda of his palace,
where he preferred to conduct it. The big interior room was for
more formal occasions.

(And it was always women who topped Honey
during breaks, never men. Honey figured it was part of macho
culture or something. Honey was the Generalissimo’s toy, no man
might play with her, but women were OK. Whatevs.)

Sometimes the General had to go to the
Assembly or some armed forces thing for days, and those times were
dull, no sex for Honey, but then again lots of leisure time.

On the other hand, all the time spent at the
Generalissimo’s side had given Honey an earful of Las Mserabil
politics, which was just the usual infighting over who would get to
exploit the workers and the natural resources of the country more.
Las Miserabil’s oil reserves, although no match for Saudi Arabia’s…
or for Venezeula’s, even… kept the country’s economy on an even
keel no matter who was mismanaging and exploiting it. Honey got a
clear impression that Las Miserabil’s ruling class were just a
bunch of grifters like every political group back in the United
States.

But she also got the skinny on the Cuyahona
Reserve and the Arapunga Indian situation. The ruling class didn’t
take it seriously because they had an army and the Arapunga Indians
didn’t. It was a true but misleading fact.

That night Honey sent two texts along with
her usual flood of texts. One was to my dear friend BubbleBee. It
was “You would not beleive how much fun I am having today.”

This message, with “beleive” misspelled
meant “things are getting scary here and I might need a rescue
party soon.” And BubbleBee was Bascom. Not a call for help but a
definite heads-up. Bascom might then send a rescue party to the
vicinity against need if their research confirmed Honey might be in
danger.

Honey also texted “Garban Zoe” and said,
“Bryan’s mom is getting antsy, sent him a million text messages
about last month’s party, can’t wait for the next chapter! I bet he
gets defenestrated.”

“Garban Zoe” was the Initiative, which meant
it would get to Sam Chadsworth. “Bryan” was the “Generalissimo” and
his Mom was of course the US of A. Text messages were dollars,
“last month’s party” was the Arapunga Indians business, and
“defenestrated” meant invaded. “Can’t wait for the next chapter”
meant “more info coming as soon as I get it.”

This was a heads-up for the Iniative, the
Las Miserabils government would be invading Arapunga lands and
killing people randomly as governments do when they get cranked and
the people they are made at are poor. The Initiative would give the
Arapunga tribal leaders a heads-up and set up whatever
counter-measures they could come up with.

That was why Honey was really in Las
Miserabils, after all. The kinky sex was just a perk.

For the next few days Honey listened even
more closely for GlobOil news when she was chained next to the
Generalissimo. All she heard was bits and snippets, and nothing
useful to send along to the Initiative.

Then one day when she was half drowsing in
the sun, she heard Hernandez’s voice.

“My intelligence network reports that the
Arapunga are planning a raid on the GlobOil platform next week
sometime,” he said.

“Ramp up security for them then,” said the
Generalissimo.

“An excellent idea,” said Hernandez. “But
why wait for the Arapunga to attack? If we were to launch Operation
Cassava tomorrow instead of two weeks from tomorrow, we could
totally disrupt the Arapunga, perhaps even destroy them but
certainly destroy their ability to attack anyone.”

“Ah,” said the Generalissimo. “Beat them to
the punch. Are we ready to launch such a strike?”

“We were ready a week ago,” said Hernandez.
“The generals are just dotting the i’s and crossing the t’s at this
point. You know how they are.”

“I do indeed,” said the Generalissimo. “Do
you have orders ready?”

Hernandez handed a clipboard to the
Generalissimo. “Just sign here, here and here,” he said.

“One proviso, Hernandez,” said the
Generalissimo as he carefully read the orders Hernandez had handed
him. “None of this talk about wiping out the Arapunga. As annoying
as they are, it would be a mistake. Nothing gets the international
do-gooders worked up like genocide, and believe me, they will use
that word. Let the women and children go. Any men who oppose you,
kill them, that’s fine. But if I hear tell of any massacres of
women and children, I will assume that someone in the chain of
command does not respect me, and I will find out who that someone
is and I will give them a very public trial and I will hang them.
Understand?”

“Completely, Generalissimo,” said Hernandez.
“The women and children will be spared.”

The Generalissimo read for a few moments
longer then signed all the orders.

“So this is how war happens,” thought Honey.
“Just like this.”

As soon as the Generalissimo finished with
her and sent her to her room to await his pleasure, she got on her
phone and texted her usual friends, including BubbleBee and Garban
Zoe. She sent a coded message to BubbleBee, aka Bascom, saying she
had heard things were getting scary and she might need rescue very
soon. BubbleBee responded that a rescue party was in position and
ready to rescue her should she need it.

Se sent a coded message to Garban Zoe saying
the Generalissimo had moved up the attack on the Arapunga to
tomorrow, and that she was going to allow Bascom’s crew to extract
her. That way her cover with Bascom was not blown.

As always the Initiative did not respond.
What Honey did not know, she could not give away. They would only
communicate with her if she needed to be extracted by them.

Honey was not able to conceal her mood from
the Generalissimo that night. She still liked the sex – he was a
very dominant dominant, she spent most of her time with the
Generalissimo gagged either by his cock or a gag and she liked
that, and her hands were always either bound behind her back or
tied to something and she liked that. But when he finished fucked
her with her wrists tied to her ankles and a cock gag in her mouth
a fluffy bunny tail in her butt, the Generalissimo removed Honey’s
gag.

“I see your mood is off, girl, I order you
to tell me why,” he said.

“I heard you order an attack on some people
today,” said Honey. “Will there be war?”

“With the Arapunga? No,” replied the
Generalissimo. “It’s more like a skirmish. The Arapunga are many,
but they have no weapons other than hunting rifles, some of them
very old, practically muskets. You need not worry about them. They
have been influenced by foreign meddlers to attack one of our oil
platforms, and we are going to prevent that.”

“I am glad to hear it,” said Honey, not
having any difficulty sounding relieved. She was relieved. He had
bought her lie about why she felt different. The real reason was
that her fun, sexy vacation was about over, and she had enjoyed it.
She knew it was shallow by the standards of the Initiative, but the
Initiative was full of the sort of people who instinctively ruined
a good party.

“Do not trouble yourself with it any more,”
said the Generalissimo. “We will get this handled, fighting
terrorists is something we do well here.”

“Si, Amo,” said Honey.

The Generalissimo left, no doubt pleased
that his reassurances had worked. Honey was pleased also, because
he hadn’t tumbled to her actual feelings.

At 7 a.m. the next morning, Honey was roused
from a sound slumber by Duela shaking her awake.

“What is it, Duela?” Honey asked.

“There is fighting in the capitol,” said
Duela. “You may hear gunfire, or explosions, or screaming. Whatever
you do, stay in your room and open the door for no one. I will lock
you in, and it could be worth your life if you open the door to the
wrong person.”

“Stay in here, don’t open the door for
anyone, yes, Duela,” Honey said. “I will do that.”

“Very well,” said Duela, and she left the
room and locked the door behind her. She clearly had a lot of items
on her agenda.

As soon as Duela was gone Honey grabbed her
cell phone and texted BumbleBee “Things are very scary right now,”
which meant she wanted to be extracted immediately.

“So I have heard,” BumbleBee replied. “Over
here, Tony is totally in place to win the big game tonight. Be
ready for some celebration, and to shout “Go Team Go!”

Which meant the extraction was in place and
ready to go, and that their code word was “Celebration” and hers
was “Go Team Go.”

Honey did not care much for sitting around
doing nothing so she looked around for something she could use as a
weapon if things went Deep South. And she put on her running shoes.
She left her microkini on. It was her best disguise.

She was able to find an old microbikini top
in one of the desk drawers and use it as a sling, using some heavy
glass perfume and cosmetics bottles as the projectiles. It was not
the best weapon, but it would do. She had taken some self-defense
courses and had been surprised by how dangerous slings were, if
used properly.

Honey was working on a knife improvised from
a shard of bathroom mirror she secured to a whip handle with
strands of the whip, when she the loud, flat report of automatic
weapons firing. Then an explosion. Then screaming, then more
gunfire. It was terrifying because she had no idea what was going
on. She got her purse and stuffed her weapons in it (the big
disadvantage of her disguise was that it had no place to conceal
anything) and hid behind the bed, ready for anything.

It was nerve-racking crouching there, but
she was pretty sure she was better off waiting for the extraction
team than heading out and trying to escape on her own. Still, if
they did not come, she might have to head out. If the rebels won
she would be imprisoned at best, more likely she would be beaten,
raped and killed, not necessarily in that order. Honey would rather
die trying.

The gunfire and screaming and explosions
gradually became more sporadic and distant and Honey realized that
the battle was moving away. Honey got up and laid on the bed, well
away from the door, still ready to run but figuring things had
blown past her.

But revolutionaries still might try to blow
up her door, or shoot through it, so she stayed where she was.

 









 Chapter 12

It was just some of the strange shit that
happened in combat.

 


Honey started when her phone chimed. She had
a text.

“Go to door, shout your code, listen for
recognition code. Open door if you get it” the text said.

Honey was very glad to do that.

“Go Team Go!” Honey shouted at the top of
her lungs, standing right next to the door.

“Celebration!” or something like it came
through the door. Close enough. Honey opened the door wide.

Half a dozen men in camos came in
immediately.

“Bascom rescue party here, you must be
Honey,” said a man who appeared to be an unusually tall Latino at
first glance. At second glance he was obviously an Anglo with his
hair dyed black and his skin darkened, as were several other men. A
couple looked to be actual Latinos, however.

“I am Honey,” Honey said.

“Interesting outfit for a rescue,” he
observed. “You got anything else?”

“Yes, but I figured no one would be
expecting a naked woman to attack them,” said Honey.

The tall man smiled wryly at this.

“She’s got a point,” said one of the
actually Latino-looking men. “Might work for us, too. Escort duty,
reduces our threat level.”

The tall man nodded.

“Hide in plain sight,” said the tall
man.

“I am Steve, this is Diego,” he said,
nodding at the tall man. “This is Lars, Boris, Eduardo and Ricardo.
You OK with escaping dressed like that? Might make things safer all
round.”

“I’m all for safety,” said Honey.

“You know any hidden guard posts, anything
like that here?” Diego asked.

“Just the lifeguard towers,” said Honey.
“They’re reinforced, and the lifeguards in them have assault
rifles, maybe machine guns, too.”

“They do,” said Diego. “They chewed up the
revolutionaries pretty good until they got sniped out. The
revolutionaries took the palace a little while ago, the fighting
has moved on. But we have word that the Generalissimo’s people are
mounting a counter-attack. We’re going to try to get you out during
the window we have before the fighting comes back. Ready to
go?”

“Yes,” said Honey.

“Know how to use one of these?” he asked,
holding up a Glock.

“Yes, I took some self-defense courses,”
said Honey.

He handed the gun to her.

“Use it only if you have to,” he said. “And
please don’t shoot any of us with it.”

“Right,” said Honey, checking that the
safety was on and putting it in her purse, tossing out the sling
and the improvised knife.

Diego glanced at the improvised weapons
eloquently.

“Glad we had a countersign,” he said. “Let’s
go. Boris, you’re on point. Honey, you are between me and Ricardo.
Don’t say anything if you don’t have to, Honey.”

Honey nodded and stepped in front of Ricardo
as the group formed a line.

Boris opened the door and made a hand sign,
and stepped out, the group following them.

The coast was clear, but it was not pretty.
Several bodies littered the hallway. One of them was Duela’s. She
was lying on the floor face up, her arms flung wide, her eyes
staring blankly at infinity with a huge pool of blood under her
body. Honey couldn’t see where she’d been shot, she only had a
second to look as they were walking briskly down the corridor, not
running crouched over but upright and with their guns at the ready.
Honey imitated their gait.

They moved through the palace, now littered
with bodies, broken things and bullet holes. Once or twice people
ran by them, intent on their own goals and uninterested in
accosting half a dozen armed men escorting a naked whore around for
no reason. It was just some of the strange shit that happened in
combat.

They walked out on the veranda facing the
beach, which had relatively few bodies littering it, just in time
to hear a burst of automatic weapons fire which was answered by
more automatic weapons fire.

All of the rescue party hit the floor
immediately, with Honey following half a second later. They crawled
behind a wall and Honey followed. Several of the guys pulled out
small mirrors on sticks and peeked about.

“Look like advanced skirmishers from the
Generalissimo are shooting it out with some leftovers from the
revolutionaries,” said Deigo. “Let’s help chase off the
revolutionaries and see if we can get a friendly pass here.”

The others nodded and moved to various
vantage point and began firing at people Honey did not see because
she was keeping her head down. In just a minute or two, Diego, who
Honey had figured out was the leader of the group when it came to
fighting, said, “OK, all clear.”

“Let’s see if we can get that friendly pass
now,” said Diego, and he waved his hand and slowly stood up, as did
everyone. Honey followed suit.

The skirmishers, who had seen the rescuers
shooting at the revolutionaries, were smiling and waving back and
approaching. Deigo and his buddies put their rifles at rest and
headed out to meet the skirmishers.

“Lieutenant Ramirez, first regiment,” said
the leader of skirmishers.

“Lieutenant Perez, palace gardia,” said
Diego, shaking hands with him.

“Thank you for your assistance,” said
Ramirez. “We have orders to clear the palace.”

“We just came from there, to fetch this
lady,” said Diego, nodding at me. “We saw only corpses in there.
Your job should be easy.”

“Any chance you could provide assistance,
then?” Ramirez asked.

“No, we have orders to deliver the lady to a
safer place,” said Diego. “Sorry. Direct from the
Generalissimo.”

“I see,” said Ramirez.

As Ramirez spoke, I saw a man walking toward
us, accompanied by two soldiers. A familiar-looking man.

Captain Hernango.

“I wish you success on your mission, then,
Lieutenant,” said Ramirez.

“Hello there!” Hernango called.

Honey looked openly at Hernango now, and
smiled. She reached up with one hand and waved at him. He was quite
close now, there was no way out of a confrontation with him. Except
one.

And Honey knew what a confrontation meant.
Lots of talking, jawing, explaining, very likely while more troops
arrived. Hernango was very sharp, he would want to know exactly
what these caucasians disguised as Latinos were doing hauling off
the Generalissimo’s whore, and his impulse would be to imprison
first and ask questions – lots and lots of questions – later.

So with the other hand Honey reached into
her purse, grabbed the Glock and thumbed the safety off, then
pulled it out and shot Hernango in the chest. She would never
forget the surprised look on his face as he fell to the ground.

Time seemed to slow to a crawl. Honey’s
rescuers all immediately unshipped their guns and gunned down
everyone in the vicinity, Ramirez and his men and Hernango’s
escort. Honey put another bullet into Hernango after he was down,
just in case.

The skirmishers had no chance, they had not
been expecting betrayal from men who had just helped them fight off
the revolutionaries, and Honey’s rescuers were fast and deadly
shots. It was, to put it simply, a massacre. One minute they were
all standing around talking, the next it was just the rescuers and
her standing in the middle of a pile of corpses with blood
spattered everywhere.

Honey was in shock. She had had no intention
of killing Hernango, even as she shot him. It had all been
instinct, and she was left aghast at what she’d done.

“This way, top speed!” Diego yelled,
pointing at a forested area near the palace.

They all set off running at top speed, but
still in formation. It was a retreat, but not a panic, everyone
seemed calm and on top of things. Honey was totally freaked out but
focused on running, which helped.

In seconds they were deep in jungle scrub
and they just kept getting deeper and deeper. There was a sort of
excuse for a trail, actually a pathetic excuse for a trail, if you
asked Honey, through the jungle. It was pathetic because it was
full of bushes and vines and fallen bits of log and tree roots.
Honey ran regularly for exercise but always in open areas, never
through jungles, and she was constantly being scratched at by
bushes and leaves and vines. She had to watch her step and she had
to watch in front of her, all while running very fast.

At one point she was dashing through a bush
that was higher than her head, blocking the whole trail. The men
ahead her just ran through it, the branches were thin and easily
brushed aside, but just as she was right at it Honey saw that
sitting on a leaf that was about to collide with her face was a
spider the size of her hand. HUGE! She made a strangled excuse for
a scream (she didn’t have breath to spare for a full-throated
scream and instinctively reached out and swatted the spider aside
before her face collided with it.

She felt her hand make icky contact with the
spider, then it was sailing through the air to her left and she was
through the bush, her whole skin crawling. But she kept
running.

Honey kept running because she was terrified
by the prospect of encountering a large group of armed men and
being shot full of bullet holes and turning into just another
corpse on the beach, like Captain Hernango and his friends. That
put even huge spiders in perspective and wings on her feet.

But eventually Honey grew tired enough that
not even the fear of death could prevent her from feeling the pain
as she plunged through the jungle. If she had known, she would have
worn something other than a microkini. At least she had her running
shoes on. She would never have made it in heels.

They stopped at some point in a clearing.
They were near the beach, Honey could hear the surf hissing as it
slid across the sands.

Steve got out a phone and talked to someone,
telling him to get the engines ready because they were coming in
hot but no actives, whatever that meant.

“OK, your file said you could run, and you
sure as hell can. It also says you can swim,” said Diego. “Is that
true as well?”

“I can do a few laps in a pool just fine,”
Honey said. “I’m not a really good swimmer.”

“That should do well enough,” said Diego.
“We are going to run out in the surf and swim. Follow us. It won’t
be for a long distance, we have a sub waiting for us out
there.”

“A sub?” Honey asked, momentarily
envisioning a naked women kneeling on the beach.

“It’s not a military sub, it’s more of a
narco sub,” said Diego.

“A narco sub?” Honey asked. She was on the
right page now. Submarine subs, not people subs.

“You know, one of those tiny subs the
cartels use to smuggle drugs,” said Diego.

“Oh,” she said. She remembered hearing a
little about them on the news.

“Just follow us and you’ll do fine,” said
Diego.

“All right,” Honey said.

“Our ride is ready,” said Steve.

“Let’s go then,” said Diego.

They moved quickly but cautiously through
the jungle until they were as close to the beach as possible. It
was a narrow strand of sand enclosed on either side by breakwaters.
When they reached the end of the jungle cover they burst out of it,
running at top speed to the water, then splashing through the surf
until the water got too deep, then swimming. Nobody took off their
shoes and none of the guys brought their rifles, though most had
handguns on their waists.

They were all sitting ducks, just about
literally, as they swam through the water. If they had been
discovered, it would have been very easy to kill them all.

And the salt water really burned as it
washed into the cuts and scratches Honey had accumulated on her run
through the jungle.

It also occurred to Honey that, bleedy as
she was, she might attract sharks.

But none appeared. And it was a short swim
of just a few hundred yards until Honey saw a thing in the water.
It was the top of a submarine, what they would have called a
“conning tower” on a military sub, but this was much smaller, just
a meter or so high and wide and two meters long. It was painted
dull gray-blue, clearly to disguise it against the water.

Ricardo reached the sub first, he half slid
atop it (its upper deck was just barely above the water) and
wriggled into the box thing, face first.

All of them did that, Honey between Steve
and Diego.

The sub itself was a bare metal cylinder,
about 8 meters long and two meters wide. There was a man sitting at
the front of the sub, watching them enter. His eyes widened a bit
when Honey slid in all naked and wet, but he said nothing.

“All present and accounted for,” Diego
announced when Boris slid into the sub.

The sub itself was a tiny thing, just a bare
cylinder strewn with those plasticoid mattresses that you put out
on patios that can get wet but don’t retain water. They all sat on
them, leaning against the side of the sub with their legs stretched
out. The far wall of the sub was not far from Honey’s feet.

The man at the front of the sub, the pilot
Honey guessed, got up and checked the hatch they had entered and
made sure it was sealed tight, then returned to his seat.

“We are under way,” said the pilot and they
headed off.

The sub was strangely silent. There was very
little engine noise. When they first started moving, it was easy to
tell they were under way because Honey could feel the sub fighting
through the turbulence, but in a short time it was hard to tell
they were moving.

“Honey, looks like the scrub out there got
you pretty good,” said Steve.

“Yeah, who knew that microkinis were not the
best thing for running through the jungle?” Honey replied. “Or that
diving into salt water after getting all scratched up would hurt so
much!”

“Somebody break out the first aid kit,” said
Diego. “And I have to know, Honey … why did you shoot that guy back
there?”

“Because he knows me on sight,” Honey
replied. “He is… was... Captain Hernango, head of the Las Miserabil
intelligence service. He often briefs the Generalissimo. He is not
a man to let questions go unanswered or to accept answers at face
value. And the moment I saw him I knew… he would take one look at
you… it was either kill him or get captured.”

“Ah,” said Diego. “Good call, then. And good
shot.”

“It was a lucky shot,” Honey said. “I didn’t
assume a three-point stance or anything. My self-defense instructor
would have bawled me out.”

“Good thing you didn’t try,” said Diego.
“Surprise was everything. If you had gotten into that stance
Hernango’s escort and Ramirez’s squad would have had time to draw
their guns and return fire. The speed with which you acted gave us
an edge that allowed us to take them all out safely.”

“I suppose,” said Honey. She suddenly felt
tired and achey and awful. All that killing. All those corpses. All
that running. And the sight of Duela lying there dead. Somehow,
that bothered Honey more than anything else, even more than killing
Hernango. Hernango had been a fighter, he would have killed her or
her rescuers if he thought he should. But Duela was just a manager,
trying to keep everybody safe and manage things in a crisis. She
had not deserved to wind up lying on the floor in a pool of her own
blood, staring at infinity. But there were probably a lot of people
like that lying around dead in Las Miserabils today.

Honey lay there and felt the gentle
thrumming of the sub’s engines against her back and heard someone
talking about first aid and she fell asleep.








Chapter 13

“She is not a hardass, nor a lardass,
then.”

 


“She’s a strange one,” said Diego
thoughtfully as he gazed at Honey’s sleeping form.

“Yeah, did you see that wall of toys and
those sex things in her room?” Boris asked.

“Oh, that’s nothing, standard whore stuff,”
said Diego.

“Now Diego, Bascom says she’s an escort,
like all their other whores,” said Steve. “Language!”

Diego grinned and made a waving gesture.

“That’s not it,” he said. “Did you see how
fast and easy she decided to kill that Hernango character? Does
that strike you as normal for a whore?”

“She did seem a little fast on the trigger
there,” Ricardo said, nodding.

“If she was telling the truth about
Hernango, she was probably right to be fast on the trigger,” said
Steve.

“Yes, she did an excellent threat assessment
and acted with speed and decisiveness that would have made me proud
of any of you,” said Diego. “Not what I would have expected of a
whore.”

“You’re thinking an agent?” Steve asked.

“A distinct possibility,” said Diego. “Look
at those weapons she had in her purse that she improvised from sex
toys, a sling and a knife. Very resourceful.”

“I dunno,” said Lars. “I was watching her.
She was scared the whole time. And she recognized one of the
corpses in the hall outside her room, and it hit her hard. And
those weapons she improvised, they were crappy. And she was shocked
when we took out Ramirez’s crew and Hernango’s guard. Really
shocked, I don’t think she has ever shot someone before. She was
scared senseless when we ran down the game trail. Did a great job,
but she was scared. Point is, agents are supposed to be trained and
hardened. She has clearly been trained in small arms, but she is
not hardened. Five will get you ten she’ll have PTSD back in the
States.”

“Damn, I was just watching her ass,” said
Garcia.

“I was watching her ass as well,” said Lars.
“For the record, her ass seemed very fit but not hardened.”

“She is not a hardass, nor a lardass, then,”
Steve observed.

Diego laughed.

“I guess we cannot make a conclusion either
way,” he said. “She is awfully capable for a whore, but awfully
not-hardened for an agent.”

“We’ll put that in our report for Bascom,”
said Steve. “They’ll be impressed!”

“We got her out safe and alive,” said Diego.
“That’s all that matters. Fuck the report.”

“Damn right,” Steve agreed.

 


“Wake up, sleepyhead,” said a voice that
interrupted Honey’s dream or running endlessly through a jungle
filled with leaves with fangs. She was glad to wake up.

“Time for the next leg on your journey,
lady,” said Diego.

Honey came fully awake and looked around. To
judge from others’ expressions, she had not been the only one who
had napped in the sub.

“Well, it’s been lovely sleeping with you
all,” said Honey, causing a lot of grins. “Thank you all so much
for risking your lives to get me out of there.”

“Oh, shucks, twarn’t nothin, ma’am,” said
Steve. “And the money they pay us for this one… that will be
something.”

“But we do appreciate your thanks,” said
Diego. “It is good to have grace.”

The pilot opened the hatch and they all
crawled out. They found themselves on a sloping metal ramp that
extended from a bay in the back of a huge yacht into an endless
vista of ocean. They walked up the ramp into the bay where men and
women dressed in spotless white uniforms waited.

“Welcome to the Keys Breeze, lady and
gentlemen,” said a short, rotund man with greying hair and long
sideburns. “I’m Grady Swarthmore, the captain. First of all, are
you all OK?”

“The lady has a lot of scratches and welts
and so forth,” said Diego. “The rest of us just some minor
scratches.”

The captain looked at Honey and took in the
patchwork of scratches and reddened skin that covered her body.

“Sick bay for you … Miss Trapp, is it?” said
the captain.

“Yes, Captain,” Honey replied. She was
itching EVERYWHERE, and where she wasn’t itching, she was sore.

Honey was led off to sick bay and her
rescuers led to their rooms. The hallways in the yacht were
cramped, but they were paneled in fine woods with beautiful fitting
and detail, and the carpet was very soft.

Honey sighed and smiled. She had returned to
the world of the wealthy.

Sick bay was a small but well-appointed
cabin where Mary Lance, a former Navy medical corpsman took charge
of her. She examined Honey carefully, loaded her up on antibiotics,
pain killers and ointments and told her to report to sick bay if
she started feeling nauseous, exhausted or feverish, i.e,
infected.

She didn’t feel infected, she felt dog
tired, and when she finally got sent to her stateroom, a tiny but
luxurious and well-appointed cabin, she flopped on the bed and feel
asleep immediately.

Honey awoke a few hours later feeling
enormously refreshed and enormously itchy. She peeled off her
microkini and applied more ointment. There was a ship’s intercom in
her room and she called and asked if she could get her microkini
washed. She could, of course, immediately.

There was a big, fluffy bathrobe in the
bathroom and Honey removed her microkini and wore the bathrobe. She
hated that it touched her ski in so many places, but at least it
was soft and fluffy and not irritating. A moment after she had the
robe on there was a knock at the door and her microkini was off to
the cleaners.

Honey took her purse to the sink of her
cabin bathroom and dumped it out. The purse was water-resistant,
but not waterproof, and none of its contents had survived being
immersed in water during her swim. Her phone was a brick. Her
tablet was a brick. The gun might be working but Honey wasn’t
interested in finding out if it was. Basically, she was
incommunicado for the time being.

Then Honey headed off for a tour of the ship
in her fluffy bathrobe. The ship was huge, clearly designed for
many more people than were currently on it. Honey only saw a few
support staff doing various shipish things as she walked. Her room
was on the ground floor of the interior dining room, which looked
like it could serve 40 or so guests. There was a deck of staterooms
above hers, and above that the bridge where the pilot steered the
ship.

Best of all, she discovered that the ship’s
store was an actual store, and along with the usual souvenir crap
and paperbacks, it sold useful things like tablets and phones.

“It’s amazing how often tablets and phones
and laptops go overboard at parties,” said the ship’s
quartermaster, who ran the store. “People do the dumbest things
when they’re drunk.”

Honey had her new tablet and phone charging
in her room in seconds. She kept the old ones, maybe the data could
be retrieved from them later.

The aft deck of the ship had a swimming
pool, with lounges scattered around it. There were a couple of
familiar figures lying in lounges alongside the pool, and also a
couple of familiar figures floating on floats in the pool. All of
them had drinks in their hands and a couple were stark naked.

Honey headed right over.

“Hi, guys,” she said to her rescuers when
she got to the pool.

“Hi Honey!” said several of them, waving and
grinning.

Honey made her way to a lounge that was well
inside the shadow cast by a large umbrella, dropping her robe and
sliding onto the chair. Clearly, nakedness was allowed here.

“So, Honey, Doc give you the thumbs-up?”
Diego asked, grinning and drinking a beer.

“For the time being,” said Honey. “She’s got
me full of antibiotics and pain killers and stuff, and she says I’m
fine, just don’t scratch anything, even though it ALL itches.”

“I’ll bet it does,” Diego said, eyeing the
red streaks and splotches that now decorated Honey’s
once-magnificent skin.

“Worse yet, I have a couple of rashes that
will infect anyone who touches them,” said Honey.

“Oh, that is sad news,” Diego said
agreeably.

“So, what is this ship?” Honey asked. “Is it
yours? I knew mercs got paid better than regular soldiers, but I
didn’t think you got paid THIS well.”

“If only,” said Diego. “It’s the Bascom
party boat. You know the deal, some rich dude rents it out and goes
out past the 12-mile limit and everybody parties and gambles and
drugs up and gets naked and fucks or whatever. It was on its way to
Miami for a refit and a charter or three, and got rerouted to Las
Miserabil for the rescue. Now that it’s got you, it’s on its way
back to Miami.”

“Wow, when Bascom pulls off a rescue they
really pull out all the stops,” Honey said.

“Nothing’s to good for you, Honey,” Diego
said, grinning.

“I guess not,” said Honey, grinning right
back. She picked up a phone at a small table her umbrella was set
in and in a very short time a tall, cool drink was sitting on the
table by the phone. Non-alcoholic, sadly, Doctor Lance had been
VERY clear on that point. Still, she thought, gazing at the pool
full of fit, sexy men, it was going to be a fine rescue. Except for
the itching.

 


 



 Chapter 14








It was just that part at the end with the
corpses and the shooting and the running naked through the jungle
that was bad.

 


Four days later, Honey walked into her home
in Los Angeles. Up with the bridge on he Bascom yacht had been a
helipad. Honey had chartered a helicopter to pick her up from the
yacht and take her to Miami. She still had to spend two days on the
yacht because the maximum cruising range of the longest-range
helicopter at Opa Locka Airport south of Miami was 1000 miles, so
she had to be within 500 miles of the airport to get picked up, and
Las Miserabils was more like 1500 miles from Miami.

Two days of popping lortabs and drinking
non-alcoholic drinks by the pool worked just fine for Honey, except
of course for the itching.

The trip to Miami from the yacht by
helicopter took just three hours, as opposed to a day. Honey’s
rescuers joked about her chartering a helicopter, calling her a
“rich bitch” but totally in jest. She was on excellent terms with
all of them, because she’d given all of them who wanted one a
blowjob, sometimes several blowjobs, and expressed her profound
thanks to the three rescuers who turned her down.

Diego had expressed his feeling about her.
“You are a whore, but you are a whore made by God, not Satan, to
make men glad they are men, and for that, I thank you.”

Honey also had her home office give her the
codes and software needed to provide her phone with all the
financial power she was accustomed to.

When the helicopter flight (loud, noisy, no
fun but fast) landed in Opa Locka Aiport, Honey had already
chartered a jet to take her to Los Angeles. Normally she would have
just gone first class on a commercial jet, but her skin’s bumper
crop of itchy, painful cuts, welts, bruises and itchy rashes
wouldn’t let her put up with all the stuff you had to go through to
fly commercial airlines. They tried her patience when she DIDN’T
have rashes.

On her charter jet, Honey wore her Las
Miserabil microkini on the entire flight, keeping her skin nice and
cool and unirritated. That alone was worth the price of the
charter.

Honey’s first call on the jet to home was to
her dermatologist, one of the top dermatologists in the world of
course. But when Honey told her that she had injured her skin
running through a South American jungle Dr. Ravapindla referred
Honey to Dr. Emilio Gutierrez, a specialist from South America who
knew all the fun to be had from running into the plants and insects
there.

A referral from Dr. Madison got Honey into
Dr. Gutierrez’s office that afternoon. He inspected Honey’s skin
very carefully and said she would probably recover on her own if
she kept up the antibiotics, but he had a number of things he could
do to make her recovery faster, less painful and itchy and most of
all get her skin looking good again.

Honey was all for all of that, even though
he made a point of telling Honey how lucky she was to have run that
far through coastal South American jungle while practically naked.
He made a point of telling her about all the deadly or almost
deadly plants and insects that Honey could have encountered on her
run.

Dr. Gutierrez was amazed that Honey had not
encountered any manchineel trees, a coastal forest tree species so
deadly that every part of it was toxic. Standing under one during a
rain, Dr. Gutierrez informed her, was enough to raise blisters on
the skin when raindrops that fell from the tree hit you.

Dr. Giuterrez was also amazed that Honey had
no encountered any bullet ants (not deadly, but days of
excruciating pain) or wandering spiders (big, deadly)...

And at that point Honey interrupted him and
told him about the giant spider she’d almost run into face first
and Dr. Gutierrez said she’d probably been very lucky there. Then
he told her about a lot of other very nasty plants and animals
Honey was very lucky not to have run into in her little jaunt. Dr.
Gutierrez wanted to discourage Honey from ever running naked
through South American forests again. And he succeeded. Not that it
was a hard sell.

When Gutierrez felt he had impressed the
folly of Honey’s behavior on her sufficiently, he gave Honey over
to the care of his nurses, who gave her special baths and
injections and put ointments on her and salves on her and gave her
some pills and when she left the clinic, she was several thousand
dollars poorer but she felt almost human again.

She also called her therapist and had an
appointment for the next day when she explained the level of trauma
she had been through. And after she talked to her therapist she had
a couple of prescriptions for very good drugs that kept her in a
pleasant stupor for the next couple of days while she took various
meds for her skin and went to Dr Giuterrez’s clinic and her
therapist for more treatment.

After a week, Honey felt well enough to see
Bascom and to debrief with Chadsworth. Bascom wanted her to come to
their headquarters, Honey wasn’t interested. She was fine with not
ever working for them again and if they wanted to talk to her they
could send Master Kirk over to talk with her.

Bascom sent Master Kirk over to Honey’s
house of course. Honey knew they would. They had invested a lot in
training her. The rescue mission had been expensive. They wanted to
recoup their investment.

“They told me you were wealthy, but wow,”
said Master Kirk said, waving his hand around Honey’s very well
appointed living room. “I guess it didn’t register.”

What did register for Master Kirk was
Honey’s skin. She was wearing the best hypoallergenic microkini
money could buy. It revealed most of her skin. The smaller cuts had
already healed and the rashes had faded away to almost nothingness.
But there were still plenty of long red welts and smaller cuts all
over her body that were still healing.

“Well when the person you talk to is naked,
bound and sucking your cock, it does tend to level the old playing
field,” said Honey, smiling.

“Good point,” said Master Kirk, smiling
back. “So, how are you doing?”

“As well as can be expected,” said Honey.
“I’m getting treatment for all the injuries I sustained in my
flight, and therapy for all the mental trauma of the escape.”

“So the rescue was the only part that was
difficult for you,” Master Kirk observed.

“Yeah, the actual slavegirling was
wonderful,” said Honey. “The Generalissimo was a fine Master,
everyone treated me well. It was like an extended slavegirl
vacation. I loved it. It was just that part at the end with the
corpses and the shooting and the running naked through the jungle
that was bad. But it was REALLY bad. I never want to go through
anything like that ever again.”

“Understandable,” said Master Kirk. “It’s
very rare that one of our slavegirls gets caught up in that sort of
thing. I’m very sorry it happened to you.”

“Apology accepted,” said Honey, “but
unnecessary. I don’t blame Bascom for what happened. I blame
GlobOil for what happened. If they’d managed not to poison those
Indians, it would never have happened.”

“Oh, it wasn’t the just Indians that were
revolting,” said Master Kirk. “The revolutionaries were armed with
anti-tank guns and missiles, modern rifles and machine guns, body
armor, and the revolutionaries themselves were mostly native Las
Miserabilites, but also mostly not Indians, at least, not in the
fighting in Nunciata or the other coastal cities and towns.”

“So what does that mean?” Honey asked.

“Just that the Indian raid was a pretext for
the revolution,” said Master Kirk. “They’d probably been planning
it all along and then struck when the Army headed into the interior
to attack the Indians.”

“Well whoever planned it, I wish they
hadn’t,” said Honey. “A lot of people died.”

“A lot of people were going to die no matter
what,” said Master Kirk. “The Indians would have been massacred if
not for the revolution.”

“So who was behind if not the Indians?”
Honey asked.

“Well this is my personal theory, not to be
confused with Bascom’s,” said Master Kirk. “But I can’t help but
notice that Las Miserabil’s neighbors, Venezuela and Bolivia, are
both socialist governments. And that the revolutionaries that have
taken over Las Miserabil are socialists. So there’s a sort of shelf
of socialist governments in South America now. I’m betting that
Venezuela and to a lesser extent Bolivia are behind it, probably
with the help of Chinese and/or Russian arms and money. Part of the
greater political game going on in the world.”

“Too bad they’re all going to be destroyed
by climate change,” Honey said. “Takes a lot of the point out of it
all, you know?”

“What do you mean, destroyed?” Master Kirk asked.

“I mean destroyed as in rendered
uninhabitable,” said Honey. “Since no one in power is doing
anything to reduce carbon emission into the atmosphere, the
atmosphere in the tropics will heat up so much that going outside
will be a death sentence. Most food crops will die. People will
migrate north and to the extreme south to escape the heat by the
millions – they’ll have no choice. There will be massacres at
borders, but people will still get through, and chaos and war will
result because no one is going to be ready for that. The human race
is very likely to die out. That kind of destroyed, is that
destroyed enough for you?”

“Yeah, definitely,” said Master Kirk. “I
remember now, you majored in climate science. The numbers are that
grim, eh?”

“Yes,” said Honey. “It’s worse when you’ve
studied it. I know the numbers. I know the methods used to arrive
at the numbers. I know the tests that have been run to disprove the
numbers, because believe me, EVERY climate scientist would love to
disprove the numbers. But they can’t. Everything we’ve learned
points in just direction. Extinction. That’s why I don’t give a
flying fuck about politics. It’s all useless if it’s not about
climate change, and virtually none of it is about climate
change.”

“Sounds like something a person of means
might be motivated to fight against,” Master Kirk observed.

“I’ve done some stuff, made contributions,
but I am a tiny drop in the bucket compared to the people who own
and invest in GlobOil and the other fossil fuel industries,” said
Honey. “And believe me, none of them gives a rat’s ass about
climate change.”

“Sometimes a drop in the bucket makes all
the difference,” said Master Kirk.

“Please, don’t embarrass yourself, Master
Kirk,” said Honey. “I studied climate science. I know how big the
climate bucket is. You don’t, or you wouldn’t go around saying
silly things like that.”

“Point taken,” said Master Kirk. “Still,
life goes on.”

“Exactly,” said Honey, smiling. “Life goes
on.”

“Yes,” said Master Kirk. “And we still have
a good list of Masters who would like to avail themselves of your
services. Masters in much safer places.”

“Safer for now,” said Honey. “But now is all
that matters, really.”

“So you would be willing to consider another
assignment?” Master Kirk asked.

“Perhaps, down the road,” said Honey. “For
now, I have some healing to do.”

“Of course,” said Master Kirk. “We’re very
glad to know you’ll work with us again when you are better. And
really, you are the only one of my personal slave trainees who has
ever had to be rescued. It doesn’t ordinarily go the way your
experience did.”

“I know,” said Honey. “If I thought
otherwise, I would not consider another assignment. Because I do
not EVER want to have an experience like the one I just went
through again. I have opted for hedonism in the face of catastrophe
and extinction, not that shit!”

“Duly noted,” said Master Kirk.

Honey also checked in with Sam Chadsworth at
a clandestine meeting at Stuffed Heavy Cream, a French restaurant
Honey favored, in part because you could buy a table in a room of
its own so you could dine undisturbed.

“So did we achieve our objectives?” Honey
asked. She was wearing an uncharacteristically concealing dress,
mostly because of her still-visible scratches but also because it
helped conceal her identity in conjunction with the big floppy hat
and her sunglasses, which she had removed to dine.

“Yes, all of them,” said Sam. “It’s rare
when you can say that, but we did it.”

“So you wanted a socialist takeover of Las
Miserabil,” said Honey.

“It fits with our long-term plan of giving
local people more power in their governments, whatever their form,”
said Sam. “Of course, any government is going to try to get the oil
going for the money, but we sabotaged the living shit out of the
platform that was polluting the Arapunga’s water sources. And we
fucked the other two platforms up, too. It will be a while before
they get the oil pumping again, and if they have any sense at all
they’ll make sure the new derricks don’t pollute the water
supply.”

“But the oil will flow,” said Honey. “Too
bad so many people had to die.”

“People were going to die one way or
another,” said Sam, repeating Master Kirk’s thoughts. “The
Generalissimo’s troops may well have massacred the Arapunga women
and children, even though he gave orders not to. It is hard to
control troops in battle. Your warning saved many innocent
indigenous lives. GlobOil poisoned the Arapunga. They had to fight.
It would not have cost much for GlobOil to buy the equipment and
take the steps to prevent or contain the pollution, but it was
cheaper, they thought, to just poison the Arapunga and have the Las
Miserabil military deal with them if they got unreasonable about
all the death and sickness. Who would care about them, deep in
their jungles?”

“Classic fossil fuel industry approach, I
suppose,” said Honey. “And I get the idea that no one, including
Bascom, has a clue who was behind our response.”

“It’s been fairly easy to manage that,” said
Sam. “the oligarchs in each nation are so busy playing their little
short term power games and long term empire games that they can’t
conceive of anyone working on a longer game than them. And of
course, that makes them easy tools for us to use. It’s ironic
considering our name: we never have to initiate anything ourselves,
we just put Country A in motion and Country B will respond, or
better yet assume Country C is behind whatever’s going on and go
after them.”

“Let’s hope they never catch on,” said
Honey.

“Let’s hope so, but realistically,
somebody’s going to catch on sooner or later,” said Sam. “There is
a lot of institutional drift that works in our favor, but most
national intelligence services have at least a few very bright
people who can put things together. But they won’t be able to do
much because, to put it in climate terms, a tipping point has been
reached. We are too big, too widespread and too diverse to be
snuffed out. And we do nothing but grow. And thankfully, you are
one of many wealthy backers we have now. It turns out that not all
the oligarchs are as self-deceiving as the fossil fuel oligarchs,
and they don’t want to be kings and queens of a depopulated
wasteland.”

“Here’s to growth, the right kind growth,”
said Honey, raising her glass for a toast with Sam. She didn’t
really know if the Initiative would succeed, but it was the
brightest hope she could find for mankind’s survival in the coming
years. And she preferred to die trying.

 


The End
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Chapter One

 


Honey was one of two naked women hanging
from thick wooden beams above the table.

 


“Look, Sam, I won’t do a Saudi,” Honey Trapp
said, leaning back in her chair at their table in Chez Wheeze, the
trendiest French restaurant in Los Angeles. She smiled to let him
know she wasn’t mad.

Sam Chadsworth leaned forward, “You know
damn well the stakes we’re playing for,” he said.

“I know damn well that if I go to Saudi
Arabia and get killed or enslaved for real you’ll get drunk that
night and the next day it’ll be business as usual, because I knew
the stakes,” Honey said sweetly.

Sam sat back. He knew he was pushing Honey,
and it was fucking dangerous to push Honey for all sorts of
reasons.

“Why are the Saudis any different from any
of the other wealthy kinksters around the world who’ll buy a woman
to be their slave?” Sam asked.

“Sam, even Bascom won’t send girls to the
Saudis,” Honey said. “I thought you knew that.”

“No, I didn’t,” said Sam. “Why won’t Bascom
send girls to the Saudis?”

“Because the Saudis are too fucking rich and
too fucking powerful,” Honey said.

Sam said nothing but his face was full of
disbelief.

“I know, I know, Bascom sends girls to
wealthy kinksters all over the world, as you said, but the Saudis
are just on a different level of wealth and power, Sam,” said
Honey. “A whole different level. The reason Bascom won’t send girls
to the Saudis is that there are no consequences for the Saudis,
ever. They can do ANYTHING. Bascom has no hand with Saudis, hell,
neither does the US government. They were the ones who did 911,
Sam. It was all Saudis who hijacked the planes, like bin Laden
himself. And who did we blame for it? Afghanistan! Why? Because the
US COULDN’T attack the Saudis. You know that.”

“Honey, you should know better than anyone
that the Initiative will take on anyone,” said Sam.

“Sure, you’ll take on anyone, if the stakes
are high enough,” said Honey. “But my life is not high enough
stakes to trouble any Saudi prince, Sam. The Initiative considers
me a valuable asset, but they’ve got no leverage against a Saudi
prince. They would kill me or torture me or permanently enslave me
on a whim. You know it, or should. And I know it. So no Saudis,
Sam. Too dangerous for little old me.”

Sam nodded. He should have known better.

“Well I do have something you might like a
little more,” he said.

And that was how, a month later, Honey wound
up being a table decoration at a dinner being held by Sir Cecil
Sedgewick, the Earl of Wainscot and quite the sophisticated dom.
The Earl lived in one of those English manor houses that screams
“wealth!” at the top of its enormous lungs. It even had a name,
Butterworth Manor. The dining room they were in could easily have
seated two dozen people, but there were only a dozen people seated
at the long table.

Honey was one of two naked women hanging
from thick wooden beams above the table. The bottom of her full,
rounded butt was about two and a half feet above the table. Her
arms, shoulders and upper torso were secured to the beam her
shoulders were tied to by many strands of rope. Her ankle cuffs
which were made of thick and soft leather, were secured to the beam
by a single strand of rope. Her legs were spread wide by the rope,
not in a full split, but wide apart, and almost parallel with the
ground.

Honey was also collared (of course) and
wearing a tight ballgag that filled her mouth. It didn’t prevent
her from drooling on her dangling, swaying breasts or the nice
tablecloth beneath her, but it did keep the drool from spattering,
and more importantly, it kept her moans soft and subdued.

Honey was moaning because directly beneath
her, mounted in a block, was one of those motorized dildo poles
most often seen in adult videos. It had a big silicon dildo mounted
on its end, and the motor pulled it up and down. And it was thrust
well into Honey’s semi-exposed pussy. Of course, being mounted on a
motorized pole, it wasn’t just staying in place. It was moving in
and out of her pussy, at a pace that was exquisitely designed to
torment Honey sexually, and make her cum whether she wanted to or
not.

Honey’s pussy was only semi-exposed because
a diaphanous veil hung from a cloth waistband she wore, obscuring
the view of Honey’s pussy. That was not its purpose however. The
Earl and his staff knew from prior experience that Honey often
squirted when she came. The veil was their to prevent her squirt
from landing on the guests or their food.

Honey knew that the veil was going to come
in handy sooner or later, because she was having an absolutely
wonderful time. The dildo probing relentlessly at her pussy, most
especially the probe on top of it that was designed to press into
her clit at the peak of each upstroke of the dildo, had put Honey
in subspace early on.

Well that and being displayed stark naked
and helpless in front of so many clothed, indeed, very well dressed
people. Honey LOVED to be displayed and humiliated, and this was
working on her kinky little mind big time. Her head hung down, her
long blond tresses at times obscuring her swaying breasts, and
drool was oozing from her lips, just as grool was oozing from her
pussy. And if the ballgag weren’t forcing her face into a
permanently surprised ‘Oh!’ expression, she’d be smiling. This felt
so good, so right.

Most especially, the stream of pleasure
emanating from her pussy as the dildo probed it felt so very, very
good. She moaned softly into her gag, trying not to prevent herself
from overhearing what the diners sitting slightly below her were
saying.

“So how goes the North Slope?” Sir Reginald
Pilkington, Count of Far Dormouse was saying. “I hear the reserves
are getting a tad iffy.”

“Well that’s only the reserves of the
top-grade stuff,” said Sir William Farnsworth, Baron of
Chelmsworth. “Test bores have proved out reserves of perfectly good
tar sands just beneath the oil. We’ll just have to dig a little
deeper and do a little more processing, is all.”

“That’ll get the enviros yammering,” said
Count Pilkington.

“Oh, no doubt,” said Baron Farnsworth. “Not
that it ever makes a difference. The poors don’t want to be living
in a cold flat in winter, no matter the environment.”

“Yes, it’s quite hard to argue global
warming when there’s a foot of snow outside the window,” said Lady
Wanda Morbridge Hyde-Pilkington, Countess of Far Dormouse.

There was polite laughter all around at
these words, for an early spring squall had indeed dumped four
inches of snow on Butterworth Manor and environs. Fortunately, old
as the manor was, it had a first-rate modern HVAC system.

These were in fact the current lot of oil
barons in Great Britain. That’s why the Initiative had pulled
strings to get Honey contracted as Earl Smyth-Bottom’s next
slavegirl for hire – he was one of them, and they often liked to
get together at the Earl’s residence, which was routinely swept for
electronic eavesdropping.

Honey was not electronic. She was flesh and
blood, some would say the very best flesh, and her flesh was now
responding to the vibrating, probing dildo all too powerfully. She
moaned as the pleasure surged up from her pussy, squirming in the
ropes that held her suspended helplessly in the air. She knew that
this was exactly why the Earl had had her put in this predicament,
to make her squirm and moan for the entertainment of his guests,
and to show her off as well. Honey’s tanned skin contrasted well
with the pale skin of the slavegirl squirming on the other side of
the table, who was suspended just as she was, and with a motorized
dildo on a pole probing her danging naughty bits as well.

To the assembled guests, they were nothing,
just table decorations that moaned and squirmed as they ate and
talked and occasionally, watched. The slavegirls didn’t matter,
they were décor.

And Honey absolutely loved that. She loved
being nothing more than a squirming female body helplessly
responding to the endless thrusting.

The Baron of Cliftonwich was asking the
Marquessa of West Epworth on Kent, “I hear you got a new Bugatti,
how do you like it?” when Honey started cumming. She couldn’t help
it, the feel of the ropes holding her helpless and the throbbing in
her pussy, it was just too much and she let go and came, her mind
one long wail of pleasure that echoed the long, soft moan that her
gag muffled. It was wonderful, and she squirted, staining the veil
in front of her pussy and then showering down from its fringe to
the thick towel that was wadded beneath her to catch the droplets
that showered from the bottom edge of the veil.

“Oh, look, the slut is cumming,” someone
said calmly, like they had noticed a cat was doing something mildly
cute. Honey was moaning and biting her ballgag and her legs and
arms were twisting in the ropes and she was still squirting because
she was still cumming and she was gazing down at the guests through
squinted eyes because she had been ordered to watch the guests at
all times but never make eye contact.

Honey came and came and loved every second
of it, the total release in front of all these clothed people.

After she finished cumming, the dildo pole
just kept right on going. This engendered a lot of squirming on
Honey’s part as she instinctively attempted to escape the dildo
pole, which was just as futile as her squirming when she was
cumming.

And in a very short time her squirming
changed back to aroused squirming, because she was aroused, and
eventually she was cumming again, just as helplessly as before. She
was a marionette on the end of a motorized dildo pole.

Honey had no idea how long she hung up
there. As usual when she was in sub space, she lost all track of
time, it was all one long moaning, flowing stream of pleasure that
carried her along until it was over

And even as she came, she still heard the
discussions going on below her, and they were good discussions to
hear. She learned that the oil barons were using their financial
powers and political connections to sandbag just about every green
energy project underway in the United Kingdom and where possible,
the entire Commonwealth. It was all secret stuff, they couldn’t
publicly admit to it, but they were preventing wind farms from
being built, solar panels from being subsidized by the government,
electric cars, scooters and bikes from being subsidized, they were
even fighting to prevent bike lanes from being built. It was
ridiculous, the lengths they were going to to kill the planet. If
Honey hadn’t been so distracted by all the orgasms and so forth she
might have given her outrage away by some expression or other
response. But her body was pretty much on autopilot as she squirmed
on the pole.

Eventually they took Honey and Pamela, the
other slavegirl down, and the two of them were leashed up and their
hands were bound behind their back and they were hauled off to
“recover.” They were led to the slave kennels, which was just a
section of hallway on the topmost floor of Butterworth Manor that
was guarded by a massive locked door.

Honey was led to her room and her hands were
freed. The maid who had been charged with taking the slavegirls to
their rooms left with Pamela in hand and locked Honey’s door behind
her, which was silly. Honey wasn’t going anywhere with all the sex
to be had and all the spying to be done. Not to mention all the
money to be made.

It was all good for Honey.

The first thing she did in the room was go
turn the thermostat up. They kept all the rooms at a stately
English 65 degrees, which was just a little cold for being naked,
and Honey had no clothing to wear, and she was fine with that, but
turning the room up to English Tropical, or 80 degrees, worked well
for her.

There was a bowl of Purina slave chow (as
she called the stew they fed her) and a bowl of water on the floor,
with a shower cap sitting on her desk. Honey put the shower cap on,
carefully tucking all her golden blond tresses into it, then got
down on her hands and knees and ate the food carefully but very
quickly. She was not allowed to use her hands without express
permission, but she was very hungry. Getting her brains fucked out
for two hours had burned some calories. She had done a LOT of
squirming as she hung in the air being robofucked, and it left her
hungry and tired, though not exhausted.

After she ate, Honey walked over to the
bathroom and cleaned all the food off her face, because as skilled
as she was at eating without the use of her hands, there was no way
to get that food out of the bowl without getting it all over her
face.

Then Honey removed her shower cap and walked
over to the bed and stretched out on it with her phone and her
tablet. The room was comfortably warm by now so she didn’t get
under the covers. She picked up her phone and started reading all
her friends messages and messaging some of them. Honey had a LOT of
friends.

Honey knew damn well that her phone messages
and calls were being monitored. It was dumb to assume otherwise.
Butterworth Manor was an isolated estate, there was only one
microwave tower serving it, and it was on the hall’s grounds,
though tastefully out of sight. It would be a simple matter to bug
every incoming and outgoing call at the estate, and Honey was sure
the Earl’s security people routinely did just that.

It didn’t matter, Honey’s phone
conversations and texts were just the sort of innocuous, salacious
stuff you would expect of someone with Honey’s sexually adventurous
lifestyle. What the Earl’s security people hopefully did not know
was that several of Honey’s close friends were agents of the
Initiative, human listening posts whose identities were as
carefully constructed as Honey’s. And that many of the innocuous,
mildly salacious phrases she used in her talks and texts with them
were in face codes that meant entirely different things.

All the codes were a lot to remember, but
Honey had a surprisingly strong memory for a party girl.

So when she told her friend Eileen “The
weather here is so cold compared to SoCal, snow everywhere!
Fortunately it has not been a boring time, I’ve been getting my
freak on like gangbusters!” It actually meant, ““The WEATHER
(intelligence incoming) here is so cold compared to SOCAL (tar
sands), snow everywhere! Fortunately it has not been a BORING (oil
drilling) time, I’ve been getting my FREAK ON (extraction planned)
like GANGBUSTERS (North Sea fields)!”

It was a code designed around the
conversations Honey normally had with her friends so nothing she
said would stand out to a listener. And Honey really doubted that
there was anyone paying any more than routine attention to her
words. She was a Bascom girl, which was pretty much the gold
standard for discretion among sex slaves for hire.

What the Earl’s eavesdroppers were
undoubtedly listening for was any indiscretion about who she was
playing sex slave for. And Honey was very good about that, all that
anyone would know about her was that she was having fun with a
wealthy dom who was not to be named nor located, other than “in
England.”

That was mostly because of Prince Andrew,
whose fall from grace after the whole Epstein thing had made it
very clear that not even the royals themselves were totally immune
from public opinion on sexual matters.

 





Chapter Two

 


“That was some of the best patronizing
ever.”



The door opened. Nobody ever knocked on a
slave’s door, privacy was for the free. It was a maid at the door,
carrying a leash.

“Leash position,” said the maid.

Honey rose and held her hands behind her
back and looked up with her chin raised. The maid hooked the leash
up to the ring set in the front of her collar and then walked
behind Honey and linked her cuffs together behind her back.

“Gag,” she said, and Honey opened her mouth
wide, getting a little wet between the legs. She loved being
ordered about. Honey had no idea why she was like that. Everybody
said it was because she was born wealthy, but Honey knew lots of
people who’d been born wealthy and most of them weren’t
submissives. It didn’t have anything to do with money at all, as
far as she could tell.

Her submissiveness didn’t have anything to
do with anything as far as Honey could tell. She was just who and
what she was.

The maid led Honey out of the kennel and
down to the dungeon. She was not surprised. Somebody, maybe a lot
of somebodies, had gotten horny watching her and Pamela squirming,
and now Honey and Pamela would have to serve him. Or them.

It worked for Honey.

The “dungeon” was in fact a real dungeon.
Butterworth Manor had been built on the ruins of an old Norman
fortress that had a dungeon. The thick stone and masonry walls of
the original castle were as good as or better than the surrounding
hillside as supports, so the dungeon was kept, used as a storage
area, mostly. But the current Earl, being who he was, had had part
of the original dungeon restored in all its former, um … glory.

They took an elevator down to the dungeon
level. (You could still go down via the original tiny, winding
stone stairwell, but it was tiresome and was rarely used.) The
elevator opened into a large area that had originally been the
central admin area back when people were kept there 24/7 without
their consent, but was now a generic play dungeon.

At the periphery of the central room were
iron bar doors that had once been cell doors, and had once been
wooden. They were mostly open. You could see all the delightful
play toys in each cell.

One cell was in use. It housed a blonde
slavegirl who was unfamiliar to Honey. (Some of the guests may well
have brought their own mistresses/lovers/whatever to play with,
everybody loved the Earl’s dungeon.) She was lying face down on a
mattress on the floor of the cell. She was ballgagged and naked,
except for her thick platform shoes. Her hands were bound behind
her back shibari style. Her knees were tied together and so were
her ankles. And there was a dildo pole tied to her platform
shoes.

This dildo pole was not motorized, but it
was powered – by the slavegirl. She had her legs raised off the
bed, and the business end of the dildo pole was thrust into her
pussy. She was steadily raising and lowering her legs, which forced
the other end of the dildo pole in and out of her pussy.

She was moaning, her eyes were glazed and
drool had left a wet trail on the mattress beneath her face. Honey
could not see what condition the mattress beneath the slavegirl’s
pussy was in, but her bet would have been, “damp.”

Honey felt a brief pang of envy, watching
her.

Out in the main room was another spectacle,
another slave Honey was not familiar with was lying on another
mattress. (The dungeon had a lot of mattresses.) She wore white
silk stockings with a lacy border at the top and nothing else. She
was ballgagged, too. She was tied face down and spreadeagled on the
mattress, though not completely spreadeagled. Her hands were
stretched to the far corners of the mattress, so that her upper
torso was flat against the mattress. Her legs were tied at the
knees, and with enough give in them that she could raise her butt
about a foot in the air.

And she was not alone, she had been tied in
this inviting position for a reason. And that reason was the man
who was kneeing behind her and thrusting his cock deep into her ass
over and over again. He was fucking her ass hard and he was fucking
it vigorously, so vigorously that the mattress was bouncing up and
down in time to his strokes. The poor tiny redhead on the bed with
her delicate pale skin was really getting reamed senseless as she
bounced helplessly along with the mattress. Tiny mewls escaped from
behind the ballgag, whether in protest or ecstasy no one could know
for sure.

Honey would have bet “protest,” that girl
was getting her ass fucked hard. It had to hurt. Some women liked
being fucked up the ass, and more power to them as far as Honey was
concerned. She would let a Master fuck her up the ass, but she
didn’t really like it.

Honey felt no envy whatsoever for the tiny
redhead. Now if the man had been fucking her pussy, different
story. Mucho envy, then.

“There you are!” came Pamela’s voice and
Honey turned to see Pamela approach her.

“Miffiff,” Honey said through her gag.
Pamela was a slavegirl like Honey, but she outranked Honey in the
slavegirl pecking order, as she was the Earl’s permanent slavegirl
and Honey was, for all her tanned glamour, just a temp. So Honey
had to call Pamela “Mistress” even though she was a slavegirl and
just as naked and collared as Honey. More so, Pamela absolutely
belonged to the Earl. Not literally: she was paid a salary and
could quit at any time. But it was clear to Honey that Pamela’s
heart totally belonged to the Earl and his wife. And they in turn
were quite fond of Pamela.

It was a strange relationship to Honey,
because despite their obvious love for one another, they maintained
barriers between each other, Pamela just as much as the Earl and
the Countess. It wasn’t monogamy at work, Honey was sure of that.
If it was monogamy, Pamela and the Countess would be constantly
warring with one another for the Earl’s affection because in
monogamy, there can be only one. And that conflict wasn’t
happening.

Honey was thinking it was maybe a social
class thing. Social class was hidden in America, no one would admit
to it, but it still had a powerful unseen effect on Americans.
Honey and other wealthy people benefited from the hidden nature of
class structures and their effects, because they were
systematically peeling the wealth from America’s middle class and
making the poor even poorer, fast moving the economic structure
back toward the grotesque inequality of the gilded age.

In Great Britain and most especially
England, same economic rape of the middle and lower classes was
going on, but the class structures were much more open and
aboveboard. Honey didn’t understand the English class system: why
didn’t the English working class and poor people mob and kill the
aristocracy who formed the core of the upper class? They were right
out there. But the poors seemed almost fond of their toffs and
twits and tilt nosers in some ways. Honey just didn’t get it.

“May I have the slave, Mistress?” Pamela
asked the maid. Since Pamela was a slavegirl the maid outranked
her.

“Yes, girl,” the maid said, handing Pamela
Honey’s leash.

“Heel, slut,” Pamela ordered and she walked
off, not bothering to look back to see if Honey would obey. Heaven
help Honey if she didn’t obey. She followed along immediately.

“One of the Earl’s guest requires your
mouth,” said Pamela. “He was quite taken by your face while we were
on display at the table, and now he wants to know what it would
look like with his cock in it.”

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said.

“I volunteered to assist you in giving him a
proper face fucking,” Pamela added.

“Anh-ooh, miffiff,” Honey said. She was well
aware that Pamela considered Honey to be her toy to play with. She
would have fun with Honey, and Honey was fine with that. She loved
being dommed by a Mistress in a casual sort of way. Generally
Mistresses were tough sledding – they had often subbed early on and
understood slavegirls all too well. Which could be delightful or
horrible, depending entirely on the Mistresses’ will or whim.

Pamela led Honey over to Lord Jamieson,
Viscount of Brumpton. He was a short, round fellow with a ruddy
face and very sharp eyes and a determined mouth. He was talking to
another noble Earth exploiter. He excused himself and turned toward
Pamela when she stopped a few feet behind him and to one side,
awaiting his convenience as befitted a slavegirl.

“Ah, there’s our California girl,” said Lord
Jamieson, and he stepped in front of Honey and without any preamble
at all started feeling and groping Honey’s breasts. Honey moaned in
pleasure as he did so. She couldn’t help it, the way he’d just
grabbed her, it was so very hot.

“I watched those things waggled for two
hours,” Lord Jamieson said, feeling Honey’s breasts and watching
them slide beneath his fingers. “They looked so real… and they are,
I can tell. Amazing. A true gift of a beneficent Nature.”

“Yes, Master,” Pamela said.

“Make her suck my cock, Pamela,” said Lord
Jamieson.

“Yes, Master,” said Pamela.

She looked at Honey. “I’m going to take your
gag off, but it’s only so you can suck Master’s cock. Not a word
unless he orders it. Understand, slave?”

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said. As if she had
any interest in talking to him at the moment.

Pamela removed Honey’s gag and Honey licked
her lips. Lord Jamieson was still playing with her nipples and they
were getting hard as they usually did when fondled.

“On your knees, slave,” said Pamela, and
Honey obediently dropped to her knees before Lord Jamieson. Her
hands were still cuffed behind her back, but Honey had learned to
do MANY things with her hands bound behind her back.

Pamela sank to her knees beside Honey.

“May I assist his Lordship with his
trousers?” Pamela asked as Honey knelt there, eyes downcast and
looking at Lord Jamieson’s crotch and wondering what she’d soon be
sucking.

“If you would be so kind,” said Lord
Jamieson.

“Yes, Master,” said Pamela. She unzipped
Jamieson’s trousers and reached in and pulled out his cock. It was
surprisingly large. Stout fellows like Lord Jamieson often had
cocks that tended to shrink into their voluminous lower torsos. His
cock was big enough that it hung out nicely even though some of it
was enshrouded in thick, hairy man flesh.

Pamela leaned back and wrapped one hand
around Honey’s head, grabbing a big handful of her blonde hair. The
other hand went to Honey’s throat.

“Open your mouth, slut,” said Pamela.

Honey opened her mouth and Pamela guided
Honey’s head to Jameison’s cock and Pamela grabbed his cock with
her other hand and held it in place then used her grip on Honey’s
hair to shove Honey’s head forward until Jamieson’s cock was
entirely engulfed by Honey’s mouth, pressing Honey’s head into the
soft flesh of Jamieson’s FUPA (Fat Upper Penis Area).

“Now you work his Lordship’s cock like the
trained slave slut you are,” Pamela hissed, and she began sliding
Honey’s head back and forth along the length of Lord Jamieson’s
cock, holding onto Honey’s lower jaw with one hand and keeping a
grip of Honey’s hair with her other hand.

Honey began working Lord Jamieson’s cock
with her lips and tongue as best she could. She found it relatively
easy… lots of men liked to grab a slavegirl’s head and guide it
during blowjobs. They called it “face-fucking” and Honey liked
it.

“Eyes up, slut,” Lord Jamieson said and
Honey immediately looked up at Lord Jamieson.

“Look up at his Lordship, slut,” Pamela
growled, slapping Honey’s cheek lightly. “Worship the Master as he
deserves, you useless slavegirl.”

Honey was rapidly getting turned on by all
this. No matter how often she had sex in public or was publicly
displayed, she found it intensely exciting. Being naked and cuffed
and kneeling and sucking cock was just so hot, and Pamela’s words
were icing on the cake, sending streams of pure pleasure up from
her pussy.

Pamela sensed this (she was also a
slavegirl, of course she knew about the effect that kind of talk
had on a slavegirl) and kept up a stream of filthy, degrading talk
intended for both Honey and Lord Jamieson. (Though not as much for
Lord Jamieson as he might have thought – he was getting his cock
sucked, he was covered.)

“Go ahead, suck it like you know you want to
you filthy whore slut,” Pamela hissed. “That’s all your disgusting
mouth is fit for, to suck cocks, and frankly, his Lordship is
HONORING your lowly mouth with the attentions of his cock. Suck it,
suck it like the cock-sucking filthy slut you are!”

Oh, Honey just drank it all up.

Looking up at his Lordship was a little more
difficult than sucking his cock, because the underside of his big
white belly completely blocked her view of his face when she had
his cock fully inside her mouth. When Pamela pulled her head
backward, she could see Lord Jamieson’s face gazing down at her as
she worked his cock, his eyes gleaming, and Honey knew exactly why.
It wasn’t the most handsome face she had ever looked at while
sucking a cock, but it wasn’t the ugliest either, though it
definitely trended more toward the ugly side. (The ugliest had to
be the 80-year-old guy with a distinctly skullish look to him, but
that was another story.)

Still, Honey kept her eyes wide and her
expression adoring, or as adoring as it could be with her mouth
distended around Lord Jamieson’s cock and her whole head waggling
back and forth in Pamela’s iron grip.

Pamela was in charge of the blowjob in a
very real sense. She regulated the pace at which Honey sucked Lord
Jamieson’s cock. She watched Lord Jamieson carefully for signs of
arousal. Like Honey, Pamela had experienced blowjobs with a lot of
different men. And she knew the signs when a man was cumming.

Honey was getting a sign because his
Lordship’s cock had grown quite stiff, and a little larger than it
had been, especially thicker. Pamela was pretty good at not
triggering Honey’s gag reflex, but she did sometimes trigger it a
bit once his Lordship’s cock got to full mast.

Honey found herself drifting into subspace.
If there had been a vibrator or a butterfly going at her pussy, she
would probably have been cumming, but as it was, she was VERY
turned on. She felt herself gliding along as her mouth glided along
Lord Jamieson’s cock, propelled by Pamela’s iron grip.

Then Pamela began accelerating the speed
with which Honey moved up and down the cock. The speed rapidly
accelerated until Pamela was actually shaking Honey’s heads
vigorously back and forth, no longer sending her down the full
length of the cock but just covering the last two or three inches
of his cock with insane speed, like his Lordship’s cock was a
sewing machine needle darting in and out of the platen of Honey’s
mouth, only without any sharp, pointy metal parts.

This could not last long, because Honey felt
like her eyes were about to roll out of their sockets. And it
didn’t. Lord Jamieson came in Honey’s mouth, splorting into it just
like a commoner would, just as all men did. (Honey had perfect
score on cock sucking.)

Lord Jameison’s eyes grew big and round and
his mouth fell open into a foolish “O” while his lips curled back a
little, his eyebrows knotting together like his orgasm was
problematical. But it wasn’t problematical, it was ecstatic. This
was his Lordship’s “O” face and like most men’s “O” faces it was a
silly, mildly demonic expression that betrayed that there wasn’t a
thing going on in Lord Jamieson’s head except an explosion of
pleasure.

Honey sucked down all his cum like a good
little slut and cleaned off his cock with her tongue before sinking
back down to her knees. (Pamela of course was hissing, “Clean every
bit of it slut! Get in there!” She was great that way.)

Then Pamela carefully tucked his Lordship’s
cock back into his pants and zipped them back up.

“Good girls,” said Lord Jameison, smiling
and reaching down to tousle both Honey and Pamela’s hair. “You’ve
been a credit to your owner, and I shall tell him so.”

And with those words, he strode off.

Honey and Pamela exchanged grins.

“That was some of the best patronizing
ever,” said Honey. “Your English nobility really know how to do
it.”

“Well they have had hundreds of years of
practice,” Pamela said.

“On Bondi Beach a man with Jamieson’s
physique couldn’t get a second look from any self-respecting woman
if he had thousand-dollar bills stickied all over his body,” Honey
observed. “It’s a very shallow standard they have out there, but
it’s a standard.”

“It would make for an interesting sunburn in
any event,” Pamela said, and Honey couldn’t help giggling. “Now
what shall I do with you with all these undoubtedly very horny men
hanging about? I think only one or two of them are gay, in
fact.”

“Omigod, Mistress, only one or two gay men
here? You English will completely blow your stereotypes!” Honey
said.

“Hardly,” Pamelas replied. “All they
have to do is use their toff accents and you chavvy Americans will
think they’re all gay.”

“Can’t argue with that,” Honey said.

 





Chapter Three

 


Clearly, its owner had been holding out
when he’d been face-fucking her. Now that was chivalry!

 


“I think the rolling doggie cart for you,”
Pamela said.

“Oh, yeah,” Honey said, her eyes
gleaming.

“I can wheel you about and offer you to the
gentlemen and so forth,” Pamela said. “Sort of the modern
equivalent of your American cigarette girl.”

“Don’t mock our American cigarette girls,
Mistress,” Honey said. “In the old days, it was all we had in the
way of public kink.”

“Shut up and heel, slut,” said Pamela,
rising to her feet. Honey rose from her feet as well. “Let’s get
you busy.”

Pamela led Honey to a stool-like device in
one of the empty cells. It had a five-star base and a single
pneumatic post like most office chairs, but the center post was
higher and a little thicker than an office chair post, and instead
of a chair seat it had a small square of metal with thick,
upholstered padding atop it, along with a lot of straps.

There were also two posts rising from the
base of the “stool” that had thick pads atop them. Several straps
hung from each pad.

Honey had been on the rolling doggie cart
before, she knew what to do. She walked over to it and carefully
laid down atop it, with Pamela steadying her because Honey’s hands
were cuffed behind her back and if she fell off he chair all she
would have to stop her fall was her face.

When she laid down on the “stool,” Honey’s
head extended well beyond the far end of the pad. The pad supported
her lower torso, but ended a couple of inches north of her pussy.
(Mustn’t block the pussy!) Then Honey lifted her legs and rested
her shins on the two lower pads while Pamela fastened the straps
that hung from the top pad, securing her torso firmly to it.

Once she had Honey’s upper body secured to
the stool, she walked behind Honey and secured her lower legs to
the pads with the straps that hung from them. When she was through
Honey was firmly secured to the stool, there was no escaping it,
and more to the point, there was no falling off it.

“Comfy?” Pamela asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Honey said. It was in fact
a fairly comfortable bondage device, except that she had to either
hold her head up or let it hang down, there was no support for it.
(There was a plastic support that pulled out of the top of the
upper pad that she could rest her head on if need be, but her mouth
was to be available so it wouldn’t be used just yet.)

Pamela went to a cabinet on the wall and
opened it. It was full of sex toys. She grabbed several of them and
returned to Honey’s side. One of them was a ring gag set in a head
harness, another was a posture collar, and there also was a
tailhook. And there was a bit of rope and tube of lube. Honey had a
pretty good idea where all of this was going. Right into her
wheelhouse.

Pamela began by removing Honey’s Butterworth
Manor house collar and putting the posture collar on her. The
posture collar looked a bit like a neck brace, only made out of
shiny, stiffened black leather. There was a ring at the base of it,
just like the Butterworth house collar.

Honey had to tilt her neck back to fit in
the collar because it was designed to hold her head tilted upward –
it had a very high front with a support at the front that held her
chin and jaw in place, coming up over her chin and lower jaw.
Pamela carefully wrapped the collar around her neck and zipped the
stiff leather shut. The collar had very little give to it, it was
more like a plastic shell than a fabric, and that was intentional.
It took most of the strain out of keeping her head up since she
could rest her head on the stiffened front section that held her
chin and jaw. And the neck at the rear was also stiffened,
protecting Honey’s neck from being overstrained by some overzealous
Master in its very vulnerable position. Men were not at their most
conscientious when receiving blowjobs, for whatever reason.

“Gag,” said Pamela once the collar was on,
and Honey opened her mouth wide. Pamela fitted the ring gag in
Honey’s mouth, then fastened the head harness on her head, getting
all the straps good and snug. Next, she tied one end of the rope to
a ring set in the top of Honey’s head harness. Then she lubed the
bulbous metal ball at the end of the tailhook and thoroughly slowly
and carefully, worked the ball into Honey’s ass. Even with the
care, Honey did some squirming. The ball was a lot bigger than her
anus.

Then Pamela threaded the other end of the
rope through the end of the tailhook’s eyelet that now hung out of
Honey’s ass. Finally she pulled the rope taut, bringing the
tailhook eye up over Honey’s ass, and tied it in place, leaving a
taut rope linking the ring at the top of Honey’s head harness to
the end of the tailhook lodged in Honey’s ass.

When she finished, Honey’s body, mounted on
the stool, was an open invitation to sex. Her legs were spread wide
by the pads they rested on, leaving her pussy wide open. And her
head, mounted on the stool base and supported by the posture collar
and held open by the ring gag, was an open invitation. The tailhook
was just a dramatic flourish, but a very effective one, making it
appear that her head was help upright by the rope connecting her
head harness to the tailhook. Her hands, still bound behind her
back, emphasized her helplessness. She was every inch the available
slavegirl.

“Ah, one more thing I think,” said Pamela
and she walked back over to the toy wall and came back with a
blindfold. It was a shaped black cloth, padded where it covered the
eyes and tying in the back. Honey couldn’t see a thing when it was
on, and that was good in two respects and bad in one respect.

It was good because Honey liked being
blindfolded, and because it increased her hearing ability, and
overhearing things was her stock in trade as a slavegirl spy. It
was bad because she was not good at identifying people by their
voices, which means she might not be able to tell who was giving
away what secrets if she heard any, which was often a useful bit of
information.

With Honey properly secured to the doggie
cart, Pamela pushed her out, carefully easing her among the guests
who were fucking their slaves or standing around watching and
talking and drinking and otherwise having a pleasant time.

Honey had no idea what a tempting sight she
presented to the guests. Her ass was stuck out, spread wide, and
the tailhook lodged in her anus functioned as an arrow of sorts.
Her clean-shorn pussy was just as tanned as the rest of her body,
except for the pink bits of her inner labia that extended beyond
her outer labia, like naughty little inviting tongues.

Her head was if anything even more inviting.
The posture collar framed her mouth on the bottom and the blindfold
framed it on the top. Her mouth, stretched wide by the ring gag,
was framed by soft red lips, with a hint of pink tongue inside the
dark, inviting hole that her mouth had become.

Pamela was very discreet as she wheeled
Honey about. She didn’t talk to anyone or gesture or point, she
just let everyone see the beauty available for their use. The men
here were accustomed to having such treats presented to them at
Jamieson’s events, and they were not slow to take him up on his
offered prize.

In a very short time Honey felt the stool
she was on rise. There were levers beneath the support that held
her torso that allowed Pamela to raise and lower the stool to
various heights, much like the pneumatic controls on office chairs,
allowing Pamela to position Honey’s head at perfect penis-sucking
height. Or pussy-licking height, for that matter.

And so when Honey felt the stool go up or
down, she knew to expect boarders. And moments after the stool
stopped descending, Honey felt a cock probing her throat.

In her position, Honey was absolutely
passive. The posture collar kept her from moving her head back and
forth at all. Honey liked the passivity. She could use her tongue,
and Honey did, caressing the incoming cock with her tongue and
making it welcome, though given her bondage, Honey’s opinion of the
incoming cock was definitely moot.

The man who was fucking Honey’s face may
have noticed Honey’s tongue work or not, Honey couldn’t tell. His
cock definitely got hard plenty fast, and he was soon fucking her
face easily, the big ring gag giving his engorged cock plenty of
room to move. Sometimes the cock probed her throat, and there was
nothing Honey could do about it, she was absolutely unable to move
her head. Fortunately he didn’t gag her much, mostly because
Honey’s training in the Bascom slave kennels had taught her to
suppress her gag reflex, and she wasn’t really bothered by the
occasional thrust that probed the back of her throat.

At least she didn’t have to work to keep her
head in place. The posture collar took all the strain out of her
muscles in that respect. Honey liked that.

Young men and older men who didn’t get a lot
of blowjobs generally came very quickly, but wealthy men tended to
get lots of blowjobs – if their wives were unwilling, buying a
blowjob was just chump change to them. Hell, buying a mistress was
just chump change to them.

This was one of the wealthy ones who
regularly got blowjobs by whatever means, Honey could tell because
he lasted a long time. To pass the time, she eavesdropped on the
conversations around her. All her senses were slightly heightened
when she was blindfolded, most especially her hearing. She could
definitely smell and taste the cock in her mouth, in fact, she
couldn’t avoid doing so. But she could hear so much: the slight
mechanical sounds made by the stool as it rocked back and forth
slightly in response to the thrusts of the cock in Honey’s mouth,
the sound of glasses clinking, the sounds of other people around
her moaning as they had sex in whatever way they were having sex,
and most of all the sounds of voices.

The conversations around Honey were mostly
useless as far as spying went.

“Lord Wansiger is claiming he’s an
environmentalist now doing all kinds of public backing of wind
farms and solar and so forth, but I know for a fact that he still
had the bulk of his fortune in the Piedmont Investment Group, and
they’re backing the North Slope big time.”

“Bah, it’s not a bad strategy, I do it
myself. Put a few million into some electric whijamajiggy loudly
and publicly, keep my oil investments quiet. It’s the money that
counts you know, and by that measure my true allegiance is to
Panama, not England.”

Lots of hearty, knowing laughter there.

Meanwhile, the cock rammed back and forth
inside Honey’s mouth, her body responding to it, and not just
because of the cock. Pamela was quietly and relentlessly stroking
Honey’s pussy. She knew Honey’s clit well. On their first night in
the kennels together, Pamela had tied Honey down and worked her
body hard, finding out just what it took to make Honey cum, where
her limits really were in regard to pain and pleasure and
limberness. Pamela had also assessed the skill of Honey’s tongue in
pleasing women, the fun way, and at length. When she’d finished
with that, Honey’s face had reeked of Pamela’s pussy.

Afterward, Pamela tied Honey’s wrists to
Pamela’s ankles, and then tied her wrists to Honey’s ankles, and
she’d dived into Honey’s pussy face first and given her some truly
powerful orgasms, while Honey did the same for her. They slept tied
like that all night, rousing occasionally for more slavegirl
69.

The next morning, when they’d awakened, they
were not only intimate, but also friends, though Honey was not sure
why it was so. It was just so.

So when Pamela fondled Honey’s pussy, she
was in familiar territory, and knew exactly what she was doing, and
soon Honey was squirming helplessly in her bonds. Honey was so
thoroughly bound that she couldn’t even do much squirming. But her
hands were very eloquent, bound behind her back and twisting in
their bonds, fingers outstretched as the stream of pleasures from
Pamela’s knowing fingers and the cock filling her mouth send
Honey’s mind into a quick spiral of pleasure that had her gliding
through subspace in no time. But Honey didn’t cum, because Pamela
didn’t let her. She used her knowledge of Honey’s responses to
expertly edge Honey, getting her to the brink of orgasm and keeping
her there, without ever quite letting her go over the brink.

Honey felt the quickening in the cock in her
mouth, the loss of control as his body shifted to instinctual,
almost mechanical thrusting and when the splorting happened it was
no surprise at all. Bound as she was, there wasn’t a lot she could
do physically about it. She couldn’t even swallow properly with the
ring gag keeping her mouth propped open, she just had to let the
stuff just roll down her throat.

Fortunately, Honey had had a certain amount
of, i.e., a lot of, experience of men cumming in her mouth while
she was ring gagged. She had no problem with it and in fact barely
noticed it with Pamela working her clit so expertly.

When Pamela saw the man pull his cock out of
Honey’s mouth she quickly stepped forward and offered to clean it
with her mouth, which the man graciously allowed her to do while
Honey hung on the stool and drooled from both ends. She couldn’t
help it.

As soon as the one man departed, another
stepped forward and thrust his cock into Honey’s mouth. A busy
night for Honey. She was fine with it, she was still so horny from
being fingered by Pamela and she hadn’t cum. A cock in her mouth
suited Honey just fine. She tongued it and enjoyed it and in a
little bit she felt Pamela’s hand working her pussy again and she
soared gracefully into subspace as the man’s cock grow hard in her
mouth. More fun, as far as Honey was concerned.

But then the man pulled his cock out of
Honey’s mouth without cumming in it, which left Honey a tad
disappointed, she hoped no other slut was taking advantage of the
hard-on that had been created inside her mouth.

But seconds later she felt a cock probing at
her pussy, and although she had no way of telling whose it was, its
stiffness was indicative. (Not that whose cock it was even mattered
to Honey in her present state of extreme horniness.) Pamela helped
guide whomever’s cock into Honey’s pussy, and soon it was sliding
in and out of Honey’s very wet pussy just as easily as it had been
sliding in and out of her ring-gagged mouth. And that was what
mattered.

The cock fucked Honey’s pussy even more
vigorously than it had fucked her mouth. Clearly, its owner had
been holding out when he’d been face-fucking her. Now that was
chivalry! Honey moaned and writhed in her bonds, unconscious of her
movements, soaring in ecstasy as her pussy was pounded
relentlessly.

This proved to be another man who was used
to getting his cock sucked. he lasted a long time. Honey started
cumming not long after he started fucking her, Pamela had edged the
hell out of her, making her easy meat for the cock. She came, and
squirted, and drabs of her juice leaked out. She felt someone slap
her ass hard and more juice squirted out.

There was laughter, it barely registered for
Honey, she was too busy cumming. In fact, when a second cock slid
into the gag holding Honey’s mouth open, she barely noticed it. She
was aware at some level that there was a cock in her mouth, but
that was about it. She could not have told anyone that she was
being spitroasted, a man at either end of her, working her mouth
and pussy in tandem. Well, not really in tandem, they weren’t
coordinating their thrusts, they were each going at their own pace,
and Honey, she was going at her own pace, too. But it was working
for all of them. And eventually, the men came, and Honey stopped
cumming, and Pamela cleaned up the men’s cocks with her tongue and
tucked them back in their pants like the proper English slavegirl
that she was. She also wiped down Honey’s honeypot with a paper
towel.

Then it was another discreet lap around the
room until another man crooked his finger and Pamela wheeled Honey
over to serve him.

Hours later, when Pamela finally wheeled
Honey back into the cell and released her from the stool, she was
well and truly used. And so was Pamela, because many of the guests
were quite partial to her, and Pamela was not ignored by them. She
had spent time sucking cocks and being fucked, too, as was only
right and proper.

Sandra leashed Honey up and gagged her and
bound her and led her back to her room, giving her a very nice good
night kiss with lots of tongue and butt fondling after removing her
gag, but before freeing her wrists. Then she left. She might have
stayed to play with Honey, but they were both thoroughly fucked and
didn’t really need or want any sex at the moment.

For the next two months, Honey served Lord
Jamieson and anyone he designated and had a good time doing it.
Jamieson fucked her several dozen times, always very thoroughly,
often with his wife and/or Pamela present. Pamela was always there
to assist in any way Lord Jamieson desired, and Lady Jamieson
participated or didn’t, as suited her fancy.

 





Chapter Four

“If you weren’t there sucking their cock,
their cocks would be getting sucked by someone who wouldn’t be
giving us good intel.”

 


But all good things must come to and end,
and eventually Lord Jamieson sent Honey back to Bascom’s offices.
There was no notice, no farewell, except from Pamela.

“I am sorry to say that your service with
Lord Jameison is at an end, Honey,” she said one morning. “He is
sending you back to Bascom.”

“Yes, Mistress,’ said Honey calmly, like
Pamela had told her today there would be blueberry jam on the
toast.

“I thought you might be pleased,” said
Pamela, “but you seem to be taking it quite calmly.”

“Well I am not going to miss the English
weather,” said Honey. “And the pace of things here is a little slow
for my tastes, long term. It’s been nice for a temporary thing, but
I went into this knowing it would be temporary. I will miss you,
however. It’s been fun.”

“I will miss you as well,” said Pamela. “I
have been in charge of a lot of girls at Butterworth. Some, like
you, I am sorry to see leave, others I’m fine with them leaving,
others I can’t wait to see the last of. I do hope someday you will
find a Master who is worthy of you.”

“Oh, me, too,” said Honey. “But not for a
while yet. There are so MANY cute Masters out there to be
investigated, you know.”

“Oh, yes,” Pamela said, smiling. “And I am
sure you will investigate the hell out of them.”

“It’s an ongoing project,” said Honey. “A
labor of love.”

“Sometimes the journey is what truly
matters,” said Pamela with a smirk.

“You understand me all too well, sister,”
said Honey. “Do you have a phone? A personal one?”

“Yes, a cell,” said Pamela.

“If I tell you my cell number, will you
remember it?” asked Honey.

“Probably not,” said Pamela. “I’m not good
with numbers.”

“Would you tell me yours?” Honey asked.

“Sure,” said Pamela. “It’s one of the few
numbers I can remember.” And she reeled it off.

Honey went to her purse and texted her a
message. “Let’s keep in touch.”

“There, you have my number now,” said Honey.
“Please don’t hand it out to anyone. If you feel you must share it
with your Master or your Mistress, though, I will understand.”

“I’ll not part with it,” said Pamela,
“unless of course my owners asks for it, or I feel they might want
to have it.”

“That’s fine,” said Honey. She was sure
Bascom had told Lord Jamieson about her when he’d won the bidding
contest. Using her real identity as her cover for becoming a Bascom
Agency slavegirl-for-hire had some advantages. And it would have
been cruel to force Pamela to decide between being loyal to her
owners or loyal to her. And futile, too, Honey knew what the
outcome would be.

Lord Jamieson’s driver took Honey to the
London Bascom Agency office. It had the same subdued patina of
wealth that Bascom’s Los Angeles offices had, but with more Olde
English flair. Honey spent almost an hour sitting around talking
about her experience with Lord Jamieson with some Bascom flunky
before she got bored with it all and left. The flunky had expected
her to spend more like two hours but she had told him to fuck off
in the most polite imaginable terms, though she had been ready to
be considerably less polite if he had insisted. But he was smart
enough to back off.

Honey had received a coded message that the
Initiative wanted her to go to Cromer, a little tourist town on the
coast of Norfolk noted for its crabs and Winston Churchill not
having enjoyed a stay there. She was also to go incognito. So two
days later Honey drove out to Cromer in a car rented by an
Initiative agent, a pleasant two-hour-plus drive. She drove to the
parking lot of the big tourist pier and spotted her contact, a
middle-aged man in a blue parka with a Northfields Oil logo on it.
Honey got out of the car and shrugged on her heavy faux fur coat.
That wind coming off the water was fierce.

“Miss Trapp I presume?” he asked as Honey
approached him.

“The same,” said Honey. “But call me Eileen
Wakefield, it’s my name today.”

“Very well, you can call me Richard Potter,
it’s my name today,” he said, smiling. “Shall we go inside?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” said Honey.
“It’s brisk out here.”

‘Yes, the wind off the water is, as you
Americans say, a bear here,” said Potter.

Honey smiled. She had never heard anyone say
the water was a bear anywhere.

They walked to a big restaurant at the end
of a pier. It wasn’t a working pier, it was a tourist pier.

“So what’s the point of my little excursion
today?” Honey asked when they sat at a long table that ran the
entire length of the dining area, facing out on water, which was
roiling and gray. Honey was glad to be inside with a white wine in
front of her.

“It’s a reward, we hope, for your good
work,” said Potter, taking a sip of a dark ale that looked strong
enough to melt through the heavy glass mug that held it.

“What good work?” Honey asked.

“The intel you produced has been very
useful,” said Potter. ““It’s the financial info you’ve sent that is
really paying off. We knew the oil people didn’t care at all for
electric cars, solar power, wind power, that sort of thing, but we
had no idea how actively they were opposing them, or specifically
who was opposing what. Thanks to your information, we’ve been able
to get a little closer to those answers, and our financial people
are going to be taking a more active role against their financial
people, assisted by our extreme measure group as necessary.”

“I can’t think of anything I sent out that
would have pointed you to anyone in particular,” said Honey.

“Probably not,” said Potter. “But our people
are good, just a bit of direction is all they need. And some of
your information was confirmation of something we already knew from
another source, which is very helpful. Two sources are much better
than one.”

Potter looked at his watch.

“I know that most people who do the work you
do never get to see the results,” said Potter. “We thought you
might enjoy seeing a result, however remotely. In about five
minutes.”

“So this is the closest approach to the
North Sea oil and gas fields?” Honey asked.

“Not the absolute closest, but should be
close enough,” said Potter. “And quite comfortable.”

“Comfort works for me,” said Honey, having
another sip of wine. “And I’m not sure I deserve a reward, all of
us take risks, I imagine some have risked their lives and lost
them.”

“You are undoubtedly correct about that, but
still, you take risks,” said Potter.

“I suck the cocks of oil barons, such
dangerous work,” said Honey.

“Such useful work, nonetheless,” said
Potter. “If you weren’t there sucking their cock, their cocks would
be getting sucked by someone who wouldn’t be giving us good
intel.”

“Well it’s good that Lord Jameison will be
getting a little payback,” said Honey.

“Oh, this isn’t one of Lord Jamieson’s
investments, we’re going to leave Lord Jamieson alone for a while,”
said Potter.

“Why?” asked Honey.

“To avoid compromising you, my dear,” said
Potter. “Your intel gave us many targets, many approaches to take,
and the only link between them and you is that they were at events
hosted by Lord Jamieson. And there are plenty of other sources of
information about all of them. But if we were to directly attack
Lord Jamieson, well, considering what happened to that
Generalissimo fella down in Las Miserabil, people might start
getting suspicious. Can’t have that!”

“Lord Jamieson himself wasn’t a bad person
in my personal experience, so I’m not heartbroken,” said Honey.

“That’s the spirit,” said Potter. “Ah, about
time. Look straight out over the ocean.”

For a long minute they sat in silence
looking out over the ocean on a gray December day. Then there was a
flash of yellow, and another, leaving a dull yellow glow that grew
brighter and held steady.

Just seconds after the flashes, two low,
distant “booms” occurred, one after the other.

“What was that?” Honey asked.

“Northfield rigs 23BRC and 19ARC,” said
Potter.

“I hope no one was hurt,” said Honey.

“We took steps,” said Potter. “Yesterday we
called in a bomb threat on Northfield 8YRC and followed up and hour
later by setting off some ordinance on that rig where no structural
damage was done and no workers were likely to be. No injuries
there. They get so many bomb threats that they don’t always pay
attention, so we sent them a warning bombing, in effect. Gave us a
tad more credibility when the real bombs went off. We warned them
an hour ago, and word is that they’ve cleared their people out
properly.”

“And the point of all of it is?” Honey
asked.

“Twofold,” said Potter. “The rigs that just
blew up were the ones doing exploratory drilling in tar sands. This
will slow them down. It’s also a warning: people who can and will
blow things up good don’t want them mucking about with the tar
sands. Which will add some weight to the enviro groups’
protests.”

“Whatever works,” said Honey, sighing and smiling. “It’s good to
know that something did.”

 


The End
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Chapter I

Perverts At An Exhibition

 


Honey was enjoying being an art exhibit on a
beautiful day in late spring. She was on loan from her current use
Master, Alex Dracos. She was working as a Bascom girl. And of
course she was spying for the Initiative, as she always did when
she worked as a Bascom girl.

This bit of spying involved Honey being
naked and suspended in what Honey thought of as a “leg day reward
cage.” It was quite an ingenious contraption, and fully worthy of
being put in an art gallery, most especially The Art Institute For
The Sexually Insane on Submos Island. It hung from chains fastened
to the ceiling, which meant Honey was a free-hanging exhibit, which
was nice. She was in the middle of the main exhibit hall, an open
expanse of polished wood floors and subdued off-white walls with
carefully placed lighting, including one-way mirrored glass windows
that could be dialed from full transparency to full opacity and any
point in between, as suited the needs of the exhibitors.

The ceiling chains were attached to rings
that hung just above and outside Honey’s shoulders. The rings were
also attached to iron bars that ran down parallel to Honey’s torso
from just beyond her shoulders to just outside her waist. The iron
bars were fitted into another set of iron bars that projected from
a thick iron collar that encircled Honey’s neck. The other end of
the vertical set of iron bars was set in an iron belt which loosely
encircled Honey’s waist. The whole structure formed a frame around
Honey’s upper torso.

But it didn’t end with her upper torso. The
iron bars at her waist projected a couple of inches beyond her
waist belt, and there were rings set in both of them. Chains
attached to the rings. The chains connected to iron leg braces that
ran parallel to her legs from just below her hips to the bottom of
her feet. They terminated in iron footrests, like the soles of
shoes made of iron. Honey’s feet rested inside these footrests,
taking all the weight of her body, making the whole rig downright
comfy. There were metal U-bolts just above Honey’s ankles, just
below her knees and at mid-thigh as well, shackling her legs to the
bracing rods.

So Honey could rest peacefully in her metal
cage … if it weren’t for that other thing. Inside the footrests
metal bars projected upward, ending at about ankle height. Another
bar was bolted to the end of the upright metal bar. These bars ran
upward parallel to Honey’s inner thighs and connected to a third
metal bar on both sides.The third metal bar was triangular and
projected upward, and attached to it was – finally – something not
made of metal. It was a vibrating jackrabbit dildo. And wouldn’t
you know it, the vibrating dildo was ramming in and out of Honey’s
pussy relentlessly as Honey gently rocked her legs from side to
side inside their metal cage. Each time she closed her legs
together, the dildo rose, each time her legs swung back out, it
descended.

Honey was also ballgagged and her wrists
were enclosed by iron cuffs that were chained to the chain between
her torso cage and her leg cages. The jeweled end of a buttplug was
intermittently visible as she opened and spread her legs.

She was rocking her legs slowly back and
forth because she had been ordered to by Master Dracos’ assistant
Delia, on the Master’s behalf. Honey was ordered to edge herself
constantly while she was on display, keeping herself on the brink
of orgasm but not going over.

There was a sign on a stand by the floor
beside her. It said, “Honey, Sex Slave donated by Master Dracos.
Touch or use as you like but do not harm.”

Honey loved that text declaring that she was
a thing donated by her Master to the exhibit. It made her pussy
throb to think of it.

Honey was soaring through subspace and also
screamingly at the verge of orgasm because she’d been edging
herself for almost three hours now. The gallery was filled with
people coming and looking at and interacting with the exhibits,
including her. They were all very well dressed, respectable looking
people. The sheer humiliation of her situation, naked and chained
and being repeatedly self-penetrated in front of all these people,
deeply aroused her, along with the jackrabbit.

And she knew that the jackrabbit and the
metal bar were stained with sex juices, which had been flowing
copiously for some time. Everyone could see the jackrabbit going in
and out of her body. Everyone could see that it aroused her and
everyone could smell it, too.

Gallery guests generally walked around her,
feeling her butt and tweaking her nipples, because they could. The
sign gave them explicit permission to. Several of them had rubbed
her pussy as the jackrabbit pumped in and out of it. Often they
spoke to her, saying things like “Enjoying yourself, slut?” and
“Bet you wish you’d gone to college now, bitch!” or even the
dreaded, “Didn’t I see you at Kim Kasparian’s party last year?”

(And yes, it did happen, people who had met
her at various parties and such she’d attended while jet setting
around occasionally recognized her when she was being a Bascom girl
– and it was all right. She was already an out submissive, so they
weren’t surprised to see her doing slave slut things. It was more
than all right, it made her cover that much better.)

Honey absolutely loved it. And she was far
from the only slut on exhibit who was having a good time and
getting a lot of attention from gallery guests, in fact, some
arguably got a LOT more attention then her.

For example, there was the pony girl. In
keeping with the artsy theme of the exhibition, she was not decked
out in traditional BDSM pony girl gear. She was instead completely
naked. Her only gear, really, was a set of wooden rockers that she
knelt upon, her hands cuffed to handles coming out of the sides of
the rockers in the front. She grasped the rockers in her hand. The
upper surface of the rockers in the rear had thick foam pads glued
to their surface, and her knees and feet rested on those pads, and
were tied to metal rings screwed into the outer side of the rocker.
A pair of wooden crossbeams were laid in between the two rockers
directly beneath her torso to keep the rockers parallel as she
rocked.

Although she was naked, she was wearing a
bit of gear. A ring gag was strapped into her mouth and a tailplug
was thrust up her butt. The tailplug was a ponytail, and it had
been dyed bright pink, as had the slavegirl’s hair. The slavegirl’s
head hair was also cut into a mohawk. The sides of the mohawk were
very, very short, but the hair atop her head was very long and
flowing.

The intent was to make her look like one of
those little riding ponies you might find in a child’s room. The
child’s room effect was amplified by the presence of various sex
toys that had been used on her that were now scattered around on
the floor around her, like the discarded toys of a child. Only
these were anal beads, vibrators, gags, blindfolds and whatnot.

The guests had not just used toys on her,
either. Just as the moment she was being spitroasted by two male
guests. One was kneeling behind her and thrusting his cock up her
shaved pussy, the other was crouched in front of her and thrusting
his cock into the ring gag that held her mouth wide open. She was
rocking back and forth and the hair on her head swayed in time to
the hair on her buttplug tail as she was fucked by both men, the
three of them a mass of sinuous flesh thrusting and writhing in
time with the rocking, bits of drool oozing to the floor…

...Honey had to look away. She knew what
that felt like. Cocks thrusting in and out of her on both ends as
she writhed and moaned. It felt wonderful. And she wasn’t supposed
to cum. So Honey looked away.

Which didn’t do her a hell of a lot of good.
There were a LOT of girls exhibited in the great hall. Looking to
her right she saw a girl in an exhibit entitled “Slavegirl of
Frankenstein’s Monster.” The slavegirl was naked, lying on a wooden
table, her ankles tied to rings set at the base of the table, her
wrists tied to rings set in the middle of the table on either side,
and her neck tied to a ring set in the far end of the table just to
the left of her head. Mounted on the table between her legs was a
dildo pole motor, out of which projected a dildo pole which
extended a dildo to roughly the center of the table, where it slid
in and out of the pussy of the slavegirl.

She was gagged with a red ballgag that
contrasted nicely with her lips. The dildo was sliding in and out
of her pussy fast and easily, because her pussy was really wet. She
was squirming in her bonds on the tabletop, her body a vision of
writhing beauty. Patrons stopped by to fondle her nipples, caress
her body and perhaps most fiendishly of all, tickle her.

Drool was oozing out of the corners of her
mouth and down her jaw, and her eyes were wild at times as she
writhed. She was clearly in the throes of orgasm, the dildo’s
relentless thrusting and the guests’ hands driving her right over
the edge.

The mere sight of her threatened to drive
Honey over the edge. She had to look away.

Honey’s eyes lit on what at first appealed
to be a relatively safe scene. It was Diana Shelton hung on the
wall. Honey was not at all surprised to see Diana at the exhibit.
Her inner labia were famous. She had actually made a career out of
displaying them. And of course, Diana was hung on the wall in a way
that maximized her labia. She was hung from five rings set in the
wall. One ring was over her head, and her wrists were tied to it.
Two rings were at about shoulder height and about a meter and a
half way from her torso on either side – her ankles were tied to
them, spreading her legs wide. But not too wide, because ropes
encircled her knees and attached to another set of ropes that were
tied to the ring above Diana’s head, keeping her knees close to her
torso but also allowing her knees to carry some of the weight of
her body. Ropes ran from another set of rings at about hip level on
either side of her, wrapping around her legs at mid upper thigh on
each side. An almost invisible rope ran under her butt just behind
her anus. These ropes allowed her legs and butt to further bear her
body weight, so there was actually little or no weight on Diana’s
wrists, which could never have safely held her weight on the wall
for any length of time. And Diana had been on the wall for a while.
She also had strings encircling her nipples and her big toes,
linking them so that her nipples got a little tug every time Diana
move her legs or shifted her weight.

Diana was ballgagged and drooling, but her
eyes above the ballgag were alert and smiling. She was clearly
enjoying herself, despite all the things guests were doing to her
pussy.

The way Diana was bound left her pussy
thrust forward away from the wall, really hanging her pussy out
there. The outer labia were nothing special, but her inner labia
were weird. For one thing, they were large. Really large. Most
inner labia just sort of peeked out a tiny bit from a woman’s outer
labia, if they peeked out at all. Some women had labia that hung
out of their pussies “like hastily packed suitcases” as Nikki
Glaser had once told Honey was the case with hers.

But Diana’s inner labia were more like a
pink animal caught in the act of crawling out of her outer labia.
Hanging with her legs spread out like that, her outer labia were
virtually invisible, small mounds on either side of Diana’s inner
labia, which hung out and formed a sort of tube, a large, thick,
fleshy tube beneath her thick, fleshy clit. It looked like a hose
coupling for cocks.

Some people had enjoyed slapping Diana’s
labia from side to side. Her labia had a rubbery, bouncy quality to
them that was just fascinating. (Honey herself had played with
Diana’s pussy a bit at a party in New York a couple of years ago.
She remembered it vividly.) The large, thick labia bounced easily
from one side of her to the other as they were slapped.

And it didn’t stop there. Diana’s labia were
stretchy. Very, very stretchy. Stretchy in the same way those
penises known as “growers” were stretchy when the weren’t erect.
People were grabbing her labia and stretching them and pulling them
apart and it was like she had a pink balloon coming out of her
vagina.

Honey had once seen someone tie Diana’s
inner labia together in a knot while Diana laughed.

Right now someone was fisting Diana, after
putting on one of the latex gloves that were discreetly placed
around the room for those who really wanted to get into the
exhibits. The guest was a woman, which meant her hands were
relatively small. Her hand slid slowly and carefully but easily
into Diana’s pussy, and Diana’s very elastic labia stretched easily
over the latex glove, like one glove sliding over another, only one
was a glove made of meat stretched thin. Diana was squirming a bit
on the wall, but Honey could tell she was comfy with having the
fist in her. Diana had had many fists in there. She had basically
made a living from letting people play with her pussy in one way
and another. She was a bright woman who thought it was hilarious.
“It’s like people want to pay you huge amounts of money to play
with your big toe,” Diana had told Honey, shrugging and
grinning.

At the same party, Diana had let someone
clothespin her labia to a plastic ring so that they were stretched
wide. They were a stretched pink heart around her vagina, which was
pink and wide open, you could practically see her uvula. The sight
was more gynecological than anything else to Honey, but of course
the guys were fascinated. They were guys.

Soon the sight of Diana squirming was …

“Honey! Honey! Wake up!” a voice called.

“Whuh?” Honey said.

“Wake up!” the voice repeated, and Honey
swam back to consciousness. She was still standing upright in the
body cage, but only because the body cage was holding her in place.
Her legs felt weak and rubbery and her head was hanging forward,
her iron collar pressing cruelly into her lower jaw. She raised her
head and looked around, eyes blurry, to see Delia and Master Dado
Galanis, an assistant manager at the Art Institute of the Sexually
Insane, gazing worriedly at her.

“What happened?” Honey asked.

“We don’t know,” said Delia. “A guard said
you appeared to have fallen asleep.”

“I guess,” said Honey. “One minute I was
just hanging around, the next moment you are yelling at me to wake
up.”

Galanis looked concerned.

“We have a nurse on hand for the exhibition,
I suggest she have a look at Honey,” Galanis said.

Delia nodded. “Couldn’t hurt,” she said.

“Do you think you can walk?” asked
Galanis.

“I run, so yeah, I can walk,” said Honey,
trying not to roll her eyes.

They called a handyman over who worked the
bolts and screws that held Honey in the body cage and after a few
moments she stepped onto the floor, with Delia and Galanis watching
anxiously, ready to grab her if she collapsed. Honey did not
collapse, she was steady on her feet as usual and was able to walk
to the clinic easily.

The “clinic” was just an office with a few
medical tools and supplies that the nurse had brought along to
treat any minor injuries and whatnot that might have occurred,
mostly to the guests.

The nurse, a no-nonsense middle aged woman
named Selene Aetos took Honey’s blood pressure, temperature and
pulse and listened to her heart and lungs and then listened to her
description of what had happened.

“So, let me get this straight,” said Selene.
“You spent three hours essentially masturbating with a dildo using
the major muscles in your legs?”

“Yes,” Honey. “Was that wrong of me?”

“Well perhaps not wrong, but definitely
foolhardy,” said Aetos. “You say you kept yourself at the edge of
orgasm virtually the whole time?”

“To the best of my ability, as ordered by my
Master,” said Honey. “It can be hard to stay in focus over such a
long period, even with a vibrating dildo sliding in and out of
me.”

Aetos stared at Honey for a long moment, her
serious face blank. Honey was pretty sure she was fighting to
control some kind of outburst. Perhaps laughter, perhaps temper, it
was hard to tell. But when she spoke she was in full control

“So, just before you passed out, how did you
feel?” Aetos finally asked.

“Oh, I was very aroused,” said Honey. “I got
aroused watching the pony girl get fucked, so I watched something
else, which also aroused me, then I watched something else which
also aroused me. Then I passed out.”

Aetos nodded.

“OK, I think I have it,” said Aetos. “You
were extremely aroused, which means your blood pressure was high.
It stayed high for a long time. And you never let yourself cum,
right?”

“Right,” said Honey. “It was difficult at
times, but I didn’t.”

“Ok, it’s simple then,” said Aetos. “You
kept yourself extremely horny for three hours, didn’t let yourself
cum, resulting in prolonged high blood pressure, stressing your
body greatly over time. So your brain said “I’m pulling the plug on
this idiot” and shut you down so your blood pressure could drop and
your system could recover. It’s called ‘fainting.’ I assume you
don’t normally edge yourself for three hours without release.”

“Right,” said Honey. “I don’t know that I’ve
ever lasted an hour. Generally I or my Master bring things to a
climax before then.”

“Have you had other fainting incidents?”
Aetos asked, ignoring or missing Honey’s pun.

“No,” said Honey.

“Are you healthy generally?”

“I think so,” said Honey. “I mean, I don’t
get sick, don’t have any ongoing health issues, and I run and do
yoga regularly.”

“That would explain how you lasted so long,”
said Aetos. “But you’ve got to cut that 3-hour edging stuff out.
You have limits, and you just found one.”

“So, can I go back on exhibit?” Honey asked.
She’d totally enjoyed being on exhibit.

“Don’t see why not,” said Aetos. “No more
three hour edging sessions, though. Give yourself a nice orgasm
after 45 minutes. And if your pussy starts hurting, stop, period.
You hear me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Honey said, just barely
preventing herself from saying “Yes, Mistress.”

“So it’s really OK for her to go back?”
asked Galanis.

“I see no medical reason why not,” said
Aetos. “But really, no more of this edging for over an hour. Very
bad idea in general, actually. I hope none of the other exhibits
are under any such orders.”

“I’ll double check with all of them,” said
Galanis. He was a manager, he was thinking about liability. Honey
couldn’t blame him. It was his job.

So it was back to the leg day reward cage
for Honey for the rest of the exhibit, which was just a couple of
hours at this point. And it started with a nice orgasm, as Aetos’
insistence. She came in front of everyone while locked in that cage
and hanging from the ceiling, and she squirted, too, while people
watched and pointed and laughed. And she loved it. So
humiliating.

 





Chapter II

Desk Duty

 


After the exhibit, several orgasms and more
edging, Delia and Honey were picked up by Master Dracos’ driver and
he drove them to Master Dracos’ villa. It was not far from the Art
Institute for the Sexually Insane, nothing on Submos was. It was a
small island. Still, it took a while to reach the villa, because
like many Greek islands, it was full of upness and downness and the
roads were full of windingness. Driving fast on Submos was an
invitation to collide with one of the outcrops of chalky white rock
that made up the island. There were even places where you could
plunge to your doom if you so desired. (Not that Honey ever
desired, but it was the thought that counted.)

Honey quickly got drowsy during the ride and
didn’t really wake up until the long, shallow descent to the
Master’s villa. It was a secluded cove, untouched by humanity
except for the enormous villa, the docks and the yacht moored at
the dock. And the beach chairs and umbrellas and toys scattered on
the beach. But other than that and the scattering of people on the
beach, pristine.

Delia led Honey into the villa after gagging
her and linking her hands behind her back. Delia wasn’t a
slavegirl, more of an administrative assistant who handled
slavegirls. It wasn’t a normal administrative assistant duty, but
oligarchs generally paid their personal staff so much that they
handled a LOT of stuff that wasn’t normal. Mere consensual
slavegirl wrangling was light duty for them.

The entrance to the villa had huge wooden
doors that were wide open during most days. The doors were equipped
with air curtains that kept the air temperate, but let in the
wonderful sea air from the beach.

Inside the floor were all marble, polished,
smooth and cool. Delia led Honey across the wide anteroom and had
her sit in a well-padded chair, tying her leash to the arm of the
chair. It wasn’t that she was afraid of Honey running off. It was
that Dracos liked it that way.

Then again, so did Honey.

A few moments later, Delia returned, picked
up Honey’s leash and said “Heel,” and Honey heeled to Delia, who
led her to Dracos’ office, a huge room just off the anteroom, where
Dracos worked at a huge wooden desk. He was seated there now,
gazing at a huge terminal.

“I hear you took yourself to your limit
today, Honey,” he said as Delia paused a respectful meter from
him.

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey said through the
gag.

“Ungag her, Delia,” said Dracos. “Are you
feeling all right, girl?”

“I feel fine, Master,” Honey said. “It was
just a blood pressure thing.”

“So I heard,” said Dracos. “Do you feel up
to desk duty?”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said, smiling. She made
a point of always showing eagerness for desk duty. It was her best
opportunity to spy. Plus, she liked it, overall.

“Good, Phoebe has been at it for a while,”
said Dracos. He enjoyed having Honey do desk duty. Honey had made
sure of that.

Dracos pulled his chair out from under the
desk, revealing that he was naked from the waist down and that his
cock was half-erect.

“Out, Phoebe,” said Dracos, and a naked girl
crawled out from under the desk, moving slowly as her hands were
bound behind her back. She was Phoebe, one of several “local”
(i.e., Greek) slavegirls Dracos more or less owned. They, like
Honey, were well paid for their slavegirlery, though probably not
nearly so well paid as Honey.

Phoebe smiled at her Master then walked over
and stood next to Delia. A long electrical wire trailed behind her,
as if she was plugged in to something. She had a ballgag hanging
from her neck as Honey had. What she wore that Honey did not wear
was a belt with a crotch strap. Delia walked over to Phoebe and put
her gag in her mouth and then unfastened her belt, removing the
waist strap first and then slowly and carefully pulling out the
crotch strap. As she did so a gleaming dildo vibrator slid out of
Phoebe’s pussy. The electrical wire hung out of the other end of
the vibrator, which was vibrating. Delia turned it off via a switch
at its base. Then she picked up the device and walked over to
Honey.

Honey didn’t have to be told, she bent over
at the waist and spread her legs. Delia easily shoved the very wet
and sticky dildo up Honey’s pussy and fastened the waist belt in
place, and just like that, the dildo was now strapped inside Honey.
Delia flipped the switch at the base of the vibrator, and just like
that, she was turned on, literally.

“In you go,” said Dracos, and Honey
obediently got down on her knees next to the desk and quickly and
easily crawled into the space underneath the desk. It was a very
large desk, made expressly to comfortably fit a naked woman in the
space inside it.

“I want you to start out at about Level 2,”
Dracos said as Honey fitted her knees into the specially built
thick foam pads that rested on the floor under the desk. “And I
insist that you cum every hour while you’re down there. Can’t have
you passing out with my cock in your mouth.” Then he scooched his
chair forward so that his lower torso was once again concealed
beneath the desk, along with Honey herself.

“Yes, Master,” Honey said, leaning forward
and taking his cock in her mouth. “Level 2” meant very gentle cock
sucking. Master Dracos had developed a Cocksucking Scale that ran
from 1 to 10, with 1 being no cocksucking at all, just holding his
cock in her mouth, to 10 which was sucking his cock to make him cum
in her mouth as fast as possible. Dracos’ Cocksucking Scale was
designed to allow him to work efficiently and well for long hours
at his desk. He had conceived the idea as an idle fantasy involving
a fleshlight with variable settings as a young man. As a very
successful middle-aged man, the Chief Operating Officer of Global
Transport Enterprises, he had realized his fantasy with actual
women, which he found much more enjoyable and so very, very
productive.

He had the women mostly suck him at a low
point on the scale, a 2 or a 3, depending, which he found mildly
pleasurable. Eventually as these things go, it got a LOT more
pleasurable, and he had his slavegirl increase the intensity of her
efforts until he was ready to cum, at which point he had them at
top levels and he came in their mouths. Then it was back to Level 1
until they cycle began again.

The thing is, Dracos had gotten very
accustomed to having his cock in a woman’s mouth as a result of his
practice, and his cock could remain half erect but not fully
aroused for a very long time. Which as far as he was concerned was
a win.

So Honey gently sucked on Dracos’ cock, not
in any hurry to arouse him. She liked sucking his cock like this
because she found she could slip into a trance-like state that was
like a milder version of subspace. She would start out by
practicing her version of mindfulness meditation. Mindfulness
meditation involved many things, but this was sexual mindfulness,
which was what they called it when they had taught it to Honey at
the Bascom Slave Training facility.

She limited the sexual mindfulness exercise
to three things. She practiced body scanning, which ordinarily
consisted of mentally scanning one’s entire body. She didn’t scan
her entire body, she just scanned her mouth and her wrists, which
were always cuffed together behind her back while on desk duty per
Draco’s orders. She focused on the physical sensations of her
mouth, the feel of the cock inside it, the taste of it, the smell
of it, and the way her lips were stretched around it.

She also focused on the position of her
wrists, enclosed in leather cuffs and linked together. She could
not use her hands. She was just a mouth, being used. She sometimes
tugged at her binds a little to reinforce that feeling of
helplessness.

She also practiced motion awareness,
focusing on the way the cock slid in and out of her mouth as she
bobbed her head from time to time, and the way her tongue caressed
it.

Finally, she practiced loving awareness,
allowing feelings of love for herself to flow and take root (it was
easy, she was quite fond of herself most of the time) and she then
extended it to include Dracos, the possessor of the cock she was
sucking.

“I will not lie to you,” said her training
Master at the Bascom slave training facility. “Not all clients will
be lovable. Like any group of human beings they vary in that
regard. But almost all of them will have some lovable trait,
probably several, and it will be very much to your advantage to
focus on their lovable traits and love them for those traits. It
will make your service much more pleasant.”

And that instructor had been absolutely
right.

Now she let her positive feelings flow as
she relaxed and enjoyed the blowjob as a gift of energy and love.
It sounded so abstract and New-Agey when she thought of it like
that, but the actual meditation process was a simple, basic
physical thing. It was just that associating all these pleasant,
positive thoughts and emotions with that physical thing made it so
much more pleasurable.

It was easy to do, with practice, and Honey
had had a lot of practice what with one cock and another. Soon her
eyes grew unfocused and her breathing regular as she became
entranced, focused on Dracos’ cock and her enjoyment of it.

But though her focus was on Dracos’ cock,
that wasn’t all that was going on. Dracos was working at his
computer. She could hear the soft drumming of his fingers on the
keyboard and feel the tiny shifts in his torso as he typed.
Occasionally, he spoke on the computer, sometimes on the phone. He
spoke English sometimes, and Greek at other times, and on occasion
something that sounded like pidgin Chinese. Honey had a little
Greek, not much, not enough to understand what he was saying, which
was a shame. She knew that “bunker oil” or “heavy fuel oil” as it
was called, was “Ladi Kafsimon” in Greek and she thought she had
heard Dracos use the term a couple of times, but without any
knowledge of what the other words he was speaking were, she wasn’t
able to figure out what he was saying when he spoke Greek.

But she heard what he did say quite clearly,
because her mind, although focused on the cock sucking, wasn’t full
of words and such. The part of her minds that understood words got
them very clearly. It was just a shame that about half the words
were Greek.

Several times someone came into the office
and spoke to Dracos. Honey’s instructions were clear: at such
times, she was to keep doing what she was doing unless instructed
otherwise. It worked out great for Honey, because that way she
didn’t have to lose her mindfulness. And her hearing was very sharp
as a result. Unfortunately, what they spoke of was invariably
mundane business.

For example, about thirty minutes into the
blowjob, Dracos’ business assistant came in. (That wasn’t her
actual title, it was just the way Honey thought of her.)

“Dispatch from base five, thought you should
see it,” she said. She was just another noise to Honey, the bulk of
her focus was on Dracos’ cock, and she did not fail to notice that
his cock had stiffened slightly when his business assistant came
in. Dracos wanted to fuck her at some level. Of course he did, he
was a man. Honey did not judge him for that. All men wanted to fuck
a lot of different women at a basic level, in her experience (well
all cishet men). It was how they handled those urges that were
worthy of judgment. Dracos came off OK in that regard. He wanted
what he wanted when he wanted it, but he recognized boundaries and
didn’t try to push. It undoubtedly helped that he had several sex
slaves who were available anytime to satisfy his every sexual
whim.

But of course he’d want someone he wasn’t
supposed to have. That was the way men were, in Honey’s
considerable experience. The thing about Draco was, he wouldn’t
rape his business assistant or even make a play for her, because he
valued her business skills. Of course not being a harasser or a
rapist was a pretty low threshold to clear. But given how much
clout Dracos had locally, he could probably have raped any of his
female staff with little or no consequences to him. Probably it
would have taken bribes that amounted to little more than chump
change for an oligarch like Dracos.

It was Dracos’ own morality that kept his
people safe from his urges.

There was a moment of silence while Dracos
scanned the dispatch, whatever that was. Honey wasn’t sure.

“In he middle of the ocean and they still
need water,” said Dracos. “Granted, they need fresh water. Any
ideas?”

“They’re having a lot of flooding in Mexico
thanks to Tropical Storm Citroen,” said the assistant. “You should
be able to get 20 or 30 thousand gallons from one of their offshore
islands just by catching some runoff in a collection hose and
paying off a few people.”

“Do it,” said Dracos. “And have the
engineering people think of something long term, desalinization
plant or something.”

“Yes, boss,” said the voice.

Immediately after his business assistant
left, Honey heard Dracos say, “Level 4” and she worked his cock
harder, not super hard, but it got hard fast anyway. Level 4 was
followed by level 6 and then a few moments later, level 8 and then
he came in Honey’s mouth.

Honey swallowed and then went to Level 1,
holding his cock in her mouth but not manipulating it in any way.
Honey found the whole experience delightful. She knew who Dracos
must have been thinking about when he came in Honey’s mouth. It
wasn’t Honey. She was just a tool.

So wonderfully humiliating.

Later, she came while she was sucking
Dracos’ cock at level 3, without even intending do. She just did.
Since she was under orders to cum she let herself go, but she had
to struggle to keep silent and still and not exceed cocksucking
level 3. It was hard, very hard, but she managed it.

She even got a “Good Girl” from Draco when
she crawled out from under the desk when Clio, another of Dracos’
harem slaves, came to relieve her. So deliciously patronizing.

 





Chapter III

A Gift From Ariadne

 


“Dinner and the night off for Honey,” Dracos
ordered Cassia, the night shift personal assistant for Dracos, as
she leashed Honey up. “She’s had a long day.”

“Yes, sir,” said Cassia. She led Honey out
of the room and said, “Dracos sounded pleased, you must have done
well.”

“I suppose so, Mistress,” said Honey.

“Let’s get you to the dining room then,”
said Cassia. She took Honey downstairs to the staff dining room
where she knelt at a small table designed for the slavegirls. A
moment later the staff server came out.

“What’ll it be, girl?” he asked.

“I’d loves some of that bourdetta if you
have any, with a traditional salad,” said Honey. “Maybe with some
water and white wine to drink?”

“Sounds fine, girl,” said the server. “Be
back shortly.”

Honey sat at the table and tried not to
drool, even though she didn’t have a gag in her mouth. The chef who
ran Dracos’ kitchen could have gotten a job at almost any five-star
hotel in the world, in Honey’s opinion. She had never been
sufficiently interested in food to ever have any interest in
“stealing” a chef, but after a few meals at Dracos’ she had
entertained the thought of stealing his chef, because he was too
damned good.

The waiter came back with Honey’s water,
wine and salad, said, “Enjoy” and headed off after checking to see
if she wanted anything in the way of condiments. Honey did not want
anything, not even salt or pepper, because this chef knew her taste
buds better than she did.

The salad was as always fresh and tasty, the
traditional Greek salad veggies, bright and crisp and succulent,
with a dressing that had the usual olive oil flavor but also some
subtle flavors that made her mouth glad to be alive, working
beautifully with the flavors of the veggies in the salad as well as
the feta cheese and the kalamata olives.

After the salad came the bourdetta. It was a
traditional Greek fish stew, very popular. Honey had had it a
couple of times in clubs in the Mediterranean, and it had been OK,
but Dracos’ chef’s version of bourdetta was more than OK, it was
incredible. An incredibly rich, tasty tomato sauce full of flavors
from various herbs and seasonings as well as the fish itself, which
was scrumptious, whatever it was.

It was served with Greek potatoes, also
delicious, and rustic bread of some kind which Honey used to sop up
the last remnants of the bourdetta from the large bowl it was
served in.

Afterward, Callia took Honey to the harem
where she and the other slavegirls stayed. She logged Honey in at
the pad by the door and then sent in her in. It closed behind her
with a silent whoosh.

Honey stepped in and, as required by harem
custom, stepped over to the six-foot marble phallus that stood by
the door and gave it a hug and a kiss. It was a traditional Greek
thing. Or maybe Roman, Honey wasn’t sure. But it was definitely
worked for a harem.

“Hey, Honey!” cried Ariadne from the hot
tub, waving. Daphne and Clio waved to Honey and she headed over to
the pool and slid in. That was one of the nice things about being
naked, you didn’t have to undress to swim or bathe. Or dress
afterward.

Honey did pause to remove her ankle shackles
and wrist cuffs once she was sitting in the submerged polished
granite bench that ran around the pool abut a foot deep under the
water. The copper shackles heated up in the pool’s heated water and
got extremely uncomfortable if you left them on. Same with her
collar, but if your head was underwater long enough for that to be
a problem, you had other, more pressing problems.

The room Honey was in was a harem, but
instead of “Asian potentate” it was done in classical Greek style.
The floor and the walls were all polished marble. The walls had
beautifully done tiled images of women having sex with satyrs,
sucking their cocks and being fucked by them, all very explicit.
There was a large, shallow pool next to the hot tub pool, where you
could actually swim if you desired, and Honey had done her share of
laps in it.

It was all very elegant, all very Greek, all
very tasteful in a tasteless sort of way, and Honey loved it.

“So I heard you passed out at the Institute
for the Fashionably Insane today,” Daphne said. Daphne was a
brunette with golden olive skin that had a way of shimmying in
strong light. She was strikingly beautiful, in a classical, severe
sort of way. Her face was her fortune, and she had one of those
faces whose beauty would likely last a lifetime.

“News travels fast around here,” Honey said,
smiling. “Yeah, I passed out. They had me in a full body cage,
edging myself with this metal dildo, and all around me they had
other girls doing sexy things. I wasn’t allowed to cum and after
about three hours I passed out. But just for a little bit. I woke
up as soon as they started yelling at me.”

Daphne started giggling.

“You were only s little bit passed out, were
you also only a little bit pregnant?” she asked.

Honey shook her head, smiling. “I guess you
have a point, I was totally passed out, while I was passed out. I
just wasn’t passed out for long.”

“You gotta watch that edging, Honey,” said
Ariadne calmly. Calm seemed to surround Ariadne like an invisible
cloak. She had one of the most striking faces Honey had ever seen
on a woman. Ariadne struck Honey as being a bull woman. Not that
her face was masculine, but it was broad, she had wide cheeks, a
broad forehead and a wide jaw that tapered beautifully down to a
well-rounded chin. She had a straight nose that ended in wide, flat
nostrils.

And most of all, there were Ariadne’s eyes,
big ovals that were set widely apart. They were a beautiful olive
green, and they had a calm, alert, assured quality to them. Her
eyes had the look of a bull that was in its paddock, and who was
certain that he ruled it, and anybody who thought differently would
soon be leaving at top speed, at the point of his horns.

Ariadne could have made bank easily as a
dominatrix, hell, if she’d crooked her finger at Honey, Honey would
have submitted to her, and Honey wasn’t all that gay. But Honey was
submissive, and Ariadne had the dominatrix thing down cold, by
nature. She could have been an irresistible dominatrix, if she’d
wanted to.

Except that Ariadne was certain she was a
submissive, not a dominatrix, and she showed absolutely no interest
in dominating anyone. Honey thought it was weird, but she wasn’t
about to argue the point with Ariadne. Ariadne brooked no
argument.

“Yeah, I never did edging for over an hour
before,” said Honey. “Generally it was someone else edging me.”

“Well now at least you know your limit,”
said Ariadne. “How was the orgasm, when you had it?”

“Well, I didn’t have the orgasm until almost
an hour after I woke up, and it wasn’t all that great,” said Honey.
“You’d think with all that edging it would be, but when I came
after they put me back out on the floor, it was just kind of
average.”

“If you’d cum before you passed out, it
would have been way different, trust me,” said Daphne. “I once got
edged for two hours before I was allowed to cum, and when I did, it
was like my pussy exploded. I squirted and yelled and came and
came. It was great, but there’s easier ways to have orgasms.”

“Oh, god yes,” Honey agreed. She was having
some trouble understanding Daphne because the other slavegirls
spoke a combination of English and Greek, mostly English because
Honey didn’t have a lot of Greek, but Daphne’s English was a little
weak. Still they managed to communicate, mostly. And Honey was
picking up Greek fast. Being fluent in Greek wasn’t absolutely
necessary for her to do her job for Bascom, as she mostly had
either a gag or a cock in her mouth when she was with Dracos, and
his English was excellent. But she wasn’t just working for
Bascom.

“So how long were you at the exhibit?”
Ariadne asked. “You left kinda early, I think.”

“I was just there for five hours,” said
Honey. “When Delia checked in with me, he had me take over desk
duty for Phoebe after making sure I was OK.”

“He sure likes having you suck his cock,”
Daphne observed.

“Probably because I like sucking his cock,
and he knows it,” said Honey.

“Oh yeah, that weird mind thing you do,”
said Daphne.

“Exactly,” said Honey agreeably.

“Trust the Bascom Agency to turn a mental
wellness exercise into a perverted cock sucking technique,” said
Ariadne.

“Works for me,” said Honey with just a trace
of smugness.

“Does it make it harder for you to stay in
your trance or whatever when Dracos is talking on the phone?”
Daphne asked. “When he starts up with that raid-fire business talk,
I find it real distracting.”

“In my case it probably helps that he’s
speaking Greek half the time and with that high-speed delivery of
his, I can’t understand a word he is saying,” Honey said. “After a
while even the English stuff just turns into mush.”

“Ah, he’s all yammer-yammer-yammer,” and
you’re just “I have a cock to suck here, Master!” said Daphne.

“Exactly,” said Honey, smiling.

“It’s the same for me, too,” said
Ariadne. “I mean, I can understand it, but it’s all just boring
business talk. ‘Send the cargo to Mozambique then’ or ‘The contract
said we had to deliver on May 17th
and we did, the rest is your problem’ or ‘Just bribe the
harbormaster, he’s as corrupt as fuck and can be had cheaply.’ I
don’t care about any of that. Unlike Honey, I know what he’s
saying, but it’s still boring as fuck. Just let me suck that cock
in peace. I mean, I can understand why he likes us to suck his cock
at such times, it probably bores him too.”

“He liked it because he’s a man,” said
Daphne. “If they could manage it, they’d have all of us sucking all
of the cocks, all of the time.

“What gets me is, when you’ve done desk duty
for a while, you realize that most of the time he is just saying
the same damn things over and over again,” said Ariadne. “Crude is
up in Venezuela, divert there. Higher tariffs in Colombo, go to
Mangaluru. What do you mean, you ran out of engine sensors
replacements?” Always the same thing, all the time, over and over
again.”

A penny dropped in Honey’s mind when she
heard these words. She struggled to maintain her air of relaxed
interest, but her mind was racing a mile a minute. When the
conversation turned to Master Dracos’ O-face it was such a relief.
It was a shared bit of comedy for all of them, and Honey was able
to easily and naturally share in it.

Half an hour later, Honey said the hot tub
was making her sleepy and she toweled off and headed off to her
room after putting her bracelets and cuffs back on. Her head was
spinning, but she knew what to do. She had to get the word out to
the Initiative. She had to figure out exactly how to do it without
giving herself away, and while talking to friends of hers about
other things. Nothing to it.

Honey walked through the archway that led to
her room (no doors in the harem other than the main door which was
kept locked from the outside). She laid on the bed and thought for
a moment. The problem was, she actually had had a long day and with
the food and the hot tub her eyes did not want to stay open. The
natural thing to do would be to go to sleep at this point. And the
information she had wasn’t particularly time sensitive. So she
picked up her phone, stared at it for a moment as if thinking about
calling someone, then sighed and put the cell phone back down on
her nightstand and pulled a sheet over herself and drifted off to
sleep.

The next morning Honey awakened knowing
exactly what to do. She didn’t bother checking with anyone to see
if she was on duty – when they wanted her, they came and got her.
There were no duty rosters, all the slaves were considered to be
available 24/7. They were slaves, after all. (But as a practical
matter, things got planned out.)

It worked for Honey.

Honey went out to the main room where there
was coffee and pastries. Delicious Greek pastries. She came back
and put her breakfast on the nightstand and picked up her phone and
called a couple of friends. It was 9 am local time, 11 pm local
time in Los Angeles and environs, where a lot of her friends lived.
A good time to call or text, which is why she called in the
mornings.

She listened to her friends and told them
about her exciting experience passing out while suspended in a full
body cage from too much edging. Some expressed shock at the notion
that there could be too much edging. Honey assured them that there
could be. And as she spoke with her friends, she chose her words
very carefully, using certain words and phrases to describe her
experiences and state of mind. The whole point of that was when she
called her friend Natalie, who was a listening post for the
Initiative, she could use those words and phrases and seem entirely
natural and harmless.

“Hey, Natalie!” Honey said. “What’s up?”
(“What’s up” was a code phrase that means “possibly useful
information coming.”)

“Nothing much,” replied Natalie. “What’s up
with you?”

“Well I had the wildest experience
yesterday,” said Honey. “Something that’s never happened before.
You’ll never guess it.” “Never guess” meant “information about
subject’s codes.” (Almost all of Honey’s owners were rich enough to
need coded messages as a matter of routine.)

“You’re right, I’ll never guess, because I’m
not even going to try,” said Natalie. “You’ll have to just tell
me.” (“Tell me” meant “all clear on this end.”)

“All right, you twisted my arm,” said Honey.
“OK, I was doing this public scene, and I was hanging from the
ceiling in a full body cage, except the legs could move a little.
And there was a thigamajig that had a metal dildo on it that went
in and out of my pussy when I moved my legs. And I had to keep
edging myself with the dildo the whole time I was in the cage, on
orders of the Master.” (Most of this wasn’t code, just a
description of what was going on, except the phrase “on orders of
the Master” meant “this is information about something my subject
is personally doing.” As opposed to something he was having his
people do. (If she had wanted to say she was doing something her
Master had ordered, she would have said “by order of the Master”
which was not code.)

“You mean on orders of your pussy, girl,”
Natalie said smirkily. (No code here.)

“Let’s just say that my pussy and the Master
see eye-to-eye on that,” said Honey. (“Eye-to-eye” was another code
phrase. It meant “repetitive words or phrasing.”) “Anyway, I did it
for, like, three hours, and it made me so freaking horny. I had to
keep looking at all all the other people in the scene who were
doing all kinds of sexy scenes and I kept getting more and more
turned on until I finally passed out. It was weird.” (“Keep
looking” or “keep from looking” were code phrases, they both meant
“search” and finished up Honey’s coded message to the
Initative.)

“Sounds like fun, actually,” said
Natalie.

“It was!” Honey exclaimed. “I mean, it wore
me out, but I loved every minute of it. And everybody was so
worried and so concerned when I woke up. They took me to a nurse to
make sure I was OK.” (“me out” was a code phrase, it meant “end of
coded message.”)

“That actually sounds a little scary,” said
Natalie. “I guess they were just taking care of your though.”
(“Care” was code for “message received.”)

Honey and Natalie chatted a few minutes more
before Honey hung up, just to obscure the coded portion of the
message more. It was standard practice.

The message Honey had delivered in code was
“There is something you need to know about my subject’s codes.
Codes that the subject is personally using. Repetitive words and
phrases – search for them.”)

It wasn’t much, and Honey bitterly regretted
that she was unable to give examples of the phrases she was
referring to, because she knew three of them. They were the three
phrases Ariadne had cited while she was complaining about how
repetitive Master Dracos was when he talked business on the phone.
If any of the terms had been terms that were in Honey’s codes, she
could have made a coded reference for them, but they weren’t. And
there was no way she could use terms like “tariffs” “Venezuela” or
“engine sensors” without giving away the game to any of Dracos’
security people who were listening in on her. Not that she thought
any live human was listening in, but she was pretty sure a security
AI was monitoring all her text and calls. And if she said or texted
anything that included any of Dracos’ code phrases, it would light
up like a Christmas tree. Especially since there was no way she
could work words like “Mangaluru” or “tariffs” into her speech
without arousing suspicion. She didn’t even know what a “Mangaluru”
was. It sounded like something that might hurt you.

Honey was pretty sure she had done her best
without breaking cover under the circumstances, and that would have
to do. Hopefully the Initiative intelligence analysts would go
through all the records of Dracos’ communications, find the code
phrases due to their repetition and figure out what they really
meant.

The thing was, code words and phrases were a
pretty standard thing, and Honey would have guessed that the
Initiative intel people would already have gone over Dracos’
communications with a fine-toothed comb, given that he was already
under enough suspicion to warrant human intelligence efforts, i.e.,
Honey herself. But as Chadsworth had made very clear, it was just
her job to report anything she found the least little bit useful or
suspicious, no matter what it was. Don’t second-guess it, just pass
it on and let the intel people figure out if it’s something they
could use. Hers was not to reason why, etc., etc.

So Honey ate her breakfast, finished her
calls and went out for a run on Dracos’ beach. She always made sure
to wear her leather cuffs and collar for a beach run, as the metal
cuffs and collars could inflict some painful bruises as her legs
and armed pistoned while running. Otherwise, she ran naked. She
loved running naked, and would have done it back in LA if people
weren’t so freaky about such things. Sometimes she thought about
buying an island so she could run naked as much as she wanted to.
But it seemed like a lot of trouble to go to. So she just wore a
bikini when she ran in LA and had a security guy run with her. It
was just so much simpler.

After her run, it was getting close to
Master Dracos’ playtime, so she went to the harem and had a shower.
Then she went to the harem salon where the beauticians were already
working on Phoebe, Clio, Daphne and Ariadne, who were already in
various stages of beautification. There were the usual warm
greeting all around as Honey settled in a chair and let the
beauticians treat her hair, nails, face and body to Dracos’
preferences. Idle gossip with the beauticians was the order of the
day, and Honey passing out while being exhibited was a big hit with
the hairdressers. It seemed like minor stuff to Honey, but other
than sex things were fairly dull in a harem, and any little thing
was grist for the gossip mills.

An hour later they were all looking like
proper harem girls, their hair nicely done up, their nails
beautifully lacquered, their faces and skins made up carefully, and
all their pubic hair, if any, carefully removed. Dracos’ estate
nurse came in and gave them all their usual daily check-up. (Dracos
had a thing about illness and if any of them had had anything even
as minor as a cold they would have been excused from play that
day.)

Of course the nurse had heard about Honey
passing out at the Fashionably Insane Institute, and the nurse gave
her plenty of attention. But as usual Honey’s vitals checked out
fine.

“You healthy girl,” said nurse Thalia. “But
you watch it. You Americans do not pay attention to your
limits.”

“Yes, nurse, I will,” Honey said. “No more
three hour edging marathons for me.”

Thalia was clearly unsure whether or not
this was a sincere apology or not, but she let it go. Honey just
glowed with health, as did all the whores pretending to be
slavegirls. It must be an agreeable life if you were a certain sort
of woman, Thalia supposed, and these were definitely a certain sort
of woman.

 





Chapter IV

Harem Orgy

 


When Honey was fully made up and beautified,
she headed out into the main room to hang out with the rest of the
harem girls and wait for their Master’s arrival. Afternoons were
playtime for Dracos. Local time had very little to do with his
responsibilities, stuff happened 24/7 with a worldwide shipping
firm.

But when he entered his harem, or his
“Isolation Chamber” as it was officially known, he was not to be
disturbed. The official story was that he went to his Isolation
Chamber to clear his mind and think deep thoughts about the future.
There were maybe half a dozen people on the planet who had the
privilege of interrupting him while he was in his Isolation
Chamber, and none of them were inclined to abuse that
privilege.

His staff knew that they’d lose their jobs
if they contacted him about anything less than the building being
on fire or the entire firm becoming embroiled in a major
catastrophe. They knew it because several of them had made errors
of judgment along those lines and lost their jobs as a result.

And that was why harem time was almost never
interrupted.

Harem time generally lasted several hours,
at least two, more often three or four, sometimes eight or ten.
Every so often, Dracos didn’t enter the harem at all for a day or
several days. But those were rare occasions.

Prior to Dracos’ arrival, there was no set
pattern to their activities, it was just from noon to whenever that
they were supposed to maintain the high gloss of beauty the salon
girls had given them and to be available instantly for the
Master.

Mostly they stayed in the central room
together, talking or reading or whatever. Sometimes one or more of
them retired to their own room in the back section to read or do
whatever. But they were a gregarious bunch and liked to talk. Honey
always made herself available so the others wouldn’t think she was
a stuck-up loner, as some Bascom girls apparently were. (The Bascom
girls tended to come and go at short intervals, the local girls
tended to last longer.) Also, she never knew when she might hear
something useful.

Honey also figured it might work to her
advantage as a spy to be on good terms with the other girls, and
also it made for more peaceful times when the Master wasn’t
around.

Honey liked to work on her slave poses while
she was waiting, mixed in with some of the less strenuous yoga
poses. It kept her limber and she also found it very mildly
arousing. Sometimes one or more of the other girls joined her in
practicing the slave poses, though none practiced yoga.

“I will do yoga when I am old and need to be
able to stretch,” said Ariadne. “As it is I can do almost a full
split. That’s enough for most practical purposes.”

There was a person in the harem who was much
bendier than Honey, bendy though she was. That was Phoebe, the
slavegirl she had relieved from desk duty last night. Phoebe was
the spinner of the group. She was smaller than the rest of them, 4
foot 9 and 130 pounds. She was small but curvy, with large round
breasts and hips and tiny hands and huge eyes. She was also a
contortionist, and every day she went through a set of exercises
that made Honey’s yoga stretching look like a grandma trying to
stretch long-dormant muscles in a senior citizen yoga class.

“How do you do that?” Honey asked one day
after Phoebe had entertained Dracos by passing her entire naked
body through the unstrung head of a tennis racket.

“Oh, just constant practice since
childhood,” Phoebe said. “Plus I was born with EDS.”

“What’s EDS?” Phoebe asked.

“EDS, it’s some weird thing that gives
you stretchy collagen,” said Phoebe. “Very handy for the aspiring
young contortionist.”

“Were you an aspiring young contortionist?”
Honey asked.

“Not so much,” said Phoebe thoughtfully. “I
just kind of took my stretchiness as a gift and ran with it. Worked
out very well,” she added, waving an improbably free hand at her
luxurious harem surroundings.

“Couldn’t you have been a regular
contortionist and done shows?” Honey asked.

“Sure,” said Phoebe. “But where’s the fun in
that? Anyway, the contortionist shows are just marketing. They all
want to fuck us. They watch us stretch and imagine the ways they
could fuck us. So we let them fuck us after the show, for money.
Makes a lot more than the shows do.”

“Ah,” said Honey.

“I mean, I COULD do just the shows, but why
would I turn all that money down?” Phoebe asked. “Besides, where’s
the fun in just doing the shows?”

“Exactly,” said Honey. “I mean, I could just
be a rich bitch but where’s the fun in that?”

Phoebe gave Honey a look.

“You know we are all crazy here for wanting
to be slavegirls, I get this,” said Phoebe. “But you are by FAR the
craziest bitch I ever met. If someone had told me a woman like you
actually existed I would never have believed it. Yet here you are.
Fortunately, you are nice crazy, which is also weird, but I will
take it.”

“Surely you understand the appeal of
submitting to a powerful man and being his total slave, if only for
a while,” said Honey.

“Oh, god yes,” said Phoebe. “But it’s like
the EDS. I accept it and use it. But if I was rich I would do
everything all on my own terms, you know.”

“Yeah, but if it’s all on your own terms,
it’s not so slavey, trust me,” said Honey. “Nothing takes the
appeal out of being a man’s total slave slut like knowing he
respects you for all the money you have, no matter how abjectly you
suck his cock with his collar around your neck and a tailhook stuck
up your ass.”

“I believe I could handle that,” Phoebe said
judiciously.

“I believe you could,” Honey had agreed. She
had a knack for disagreeing with people without letting it become
an argument.

Dracos entered the harem a little after 1 pm
as usual, and the moment he entered the harem all the girls put
down what they were doing and rushed to his feet, kneeling in nadu
position with their hands behind their back, beaming up at him,
their eyes shining.

And the thing was, they weren’t faking it,
not one of them. They were all really liked Dracos and were ready
to be Mastered senseless by him and they were just letting it
show.

Dracos smiled back at them.

“Greetings, girls, it is so good to see
you,” said Dracos. “You are a sight for sore eyes, all of you,
after the people I had to deal with last night. Now disrobe me and
let’s have some fun!”

“Yes, Master!” five voices said sweetly, not
in unison but it was still a beautiful thing to Dracos’ ears.

They immediately swarmed Dracos, removing
his coat, his shirt, his pants, his shoes, his socks and his
underpants. Naked, he was a nicely built middle-aged man with a bit
of fat at his waistline but no sag to his muscles like some men
got. He had a nice cock and a sense of self-assurance that went
well with it.

“To the playroom!’ he declared, and the
girls all headed into a large door set to one side of the swimming
pool. It opened onto a room done is the same elegant, tasteful
classical Greek style as the main room, but instead of a swimming
pool, it had sex toys. Lots and lots and lots of sex toys, filling
the very large room except for a bare space at one end. The wall
that adjoined the swimming pool was hung with hooks and from them
dangled a marvelous array of hoods, gags, whips, clamps, clasps,
leashes, cuffs, manacles and whatnot, enough to keep all five
slavegirls in the room so thoroughly bound that not one of them
would be able to move a muscle. (This rarely happened under Dracos,
but it was the thought that counted.)

At one end of the room was a large throne
with plenty of rings for shackling slavegirls, and Dracos headed
straight for it. He seated himself and said, “Ariadne, cuff Honey,
Honey cock duty. The rest of you, display.”

“Yes, Master,” five voices said, and Ariadne
cuffed Honey’s hands behind her back and Honey walked in front of
Dracos, sank to her knees, spread them wide and then leaned over
and took Dracos’ cock in her mouth and started sucking it at about
Level 2, rapidly moving up to Level 4 and holding. Dracos generally
liked his dick sucked enthusiastically in the harem unless he was
in a refractory period. And he liked Honey sucking his cock because
she was the best cocksucker among the girls.

Although Honey had a sneaking suspicion that
having a woman with a net worth in the high hundreds of millions of
dollars sucking his cock with her hands bound behind her back also
might have been a factor.

The other girls assumed the “display pose as
Honey sucked Dracos’ cock, standing upright, their chins raised,
their legs spread slightly wider than their torsos, their hands
clasping the backs of their necks. Dracos sat there, looking at
them, occasionally glancing at the various bondage devices and toys
spread before him. He was thinking about what he wanted to do to
his girls. The thing he wanted most was to bury his cock in one of
their pussies repeatedly and make a good run at fucking her brains
out. That was definitely going to happen. But there were five of
them, and he liked to keep them all busy. So he thought about what
he wanted them to do for a minute or three, his thoughts well
fueled by Honey’s mouth working his cock. It wasn’t that her lip
and tongue action were all that better than everyone else’s -- she
was a match for any of them and maybe just a tad bit better than
any of them, but the real thing was, she so clearly loved sucking
his cock. It wasn’t faked, she liked it. For the others it was a
duty they enjoyed, but still a duty. Honey gave the impression that
she had a clit somewhere in her throat.

“Ok, girls, I want Phoebe gagged and on the
anal pretzel slammer with Honey dildo gagged and doing the slamming
while on a sybian,” he said, quickly deciding. “I want Ariadne
gagged and wearing a double vibe belt while dominating Honey and
working Phoebe with a wand. I want Daphne bound in a legs-up
spreadeagle on the bed with a dildo gag head harness on her. I want
Clio in a dildo gag, too, with her hands cuffed behind her back,
standing next to the bed awaiting orders. Set up Daphne and Clio
first, then Ariadne, you set up yourself, then Phoebe, then Honey
when I release her. Everybody got it?”

“Yes, Master!” came four clear voices while
Honey could only manage a “Yeff, maffa” with Dracos’ cock in her
mouth.

Ariadne got a lot of toys from the wall then
grabbed Daphne by the ring in front of her collar and dragged her
over to the bed. Ariadne was not a dominatrix, but Dracos thought
she was just like everyone else did and he often had her dommeing
the other girls. And Ariadne would domme if Dracos ordered her to,
because that was submitting to him.

Sometimes it was all Honey could do to keep
a straight face in this harem, experienced spy though she was.

Ariadne put a dildo gag head harness on
Daphne then got her on the bed and tied her in a legs-up
spreadeagle, using ropes that were already tied to rings at the
headboard of the bed. She tied Daphne’s wrist cuffs to the corners
of the headboard, stretched above her and wide apart. Then she tied
Daphne’s ankle shackles to the top of the posts on the corners of
the headboard, bringing her legs up high and wide apart, and
raising her butt. It took about a minute.

Meanwhile Phoebe grabbed a dildo gag and
fastened it on Clio’s face. Clio, a golden blonde island girl like
Honey was a golden blonde California girl, accepted the gag with a
resigned expression. She had a pretty good idea what it would be
used for.

“Crank it up to level 8, slut,” Dracos
ordered, and Honey who had paid absolutely no attention to any of
this, got to work on Dracos’ cock with increased vigor, trying to
get him as hard as possible without making him cum. That was her
duty now, and it was a duty she relished.

Meanwhile, Phoebe put the double dildo belt
that Ariadne had grabbed from the toy wall and lubed it up and put
it on Ariadne and turned it on. Then she gagged Ariadne with a cock
gag. (Ariadne’s favorite gag.)

Then Ariadne grabbed Phoebe by the collar
ring and dragged her over to the anal pretzel slammer, feeling the
vibrators inside her spreading their joy, knowing that the vibrator
belt would not be removed until Master ordered it, and reveling in
it. Ariadne took one of the toys she had brought from the bed and
fastened it on Phoebe, a simple ball gag that she strapped in good
and tight.

The anal pretzel slammer was one of the
weirder-looking bondage devices in the playroom, and that was
saying something. It consisted of a T-shaped steel pole. The pole
at the top of the T was about four inches in diameter, and seven
feet long. It was about three feet off the floor and could be
adjusted to varying heights. Leather straps encircles the arms of
the crosspiece at intervals, with rings hanging from them.
Branching off from the base of the T at a 90 degree angle were two
bars that ended in leg cuffs. Soft pads covered and extended from
each of those bars..

And in front of the T-bar was a sybian, a
short one with a nubby pad in front and an anal dildo a little
behind it.

But that wasn’t the weird part. The weird
part was a padded wooden seat that stood in front of the T, its
front edge about two feet in front of it. It was about the size of
an ordinary chair seat, held in place by a central pole bolted to
the floor. A thick U-shaped pole ran under the seat, rising on
either side like supports for chair arms, but ending in smooth
hemispheres instead of chair arms. Straps hung from the posts at
the point where they rose above the pad.

Ariadne led Phoebe over to the “chair”
portion of the anal pretzel slammer. Phoebe sat on the chair then
extended her legs forward to rest on the T-bar, then slid her body
forward until her butt was hanging in midair in front of the seat
and her shoulders and back were resting on the seat. She wrapped
her arms around the “chair arm supports” on either side of the seat
and then slowly and carefully raise one leg and lifted it and kept
lifting it until she had to raise one arm to let her knee rest
against the top of the seat just a little lower than where her
shoulder had been, her ankle now well above her head, her thigh
roughly parallel with her torso. Then Phoebe lowered her arm over
her leg and wrapped it around the chair arm so that it was in the
crook of her elbow.

It was an amazing performance, and no less
amazing when Phoebe repeated it with her other leg and then hooked
her ankles together behind and above her head, so that her head was
resting on her feet like they were a pillow.

Ariadne went to the straps at the base of
the “chair arms” and wrapped them above and below Phoebe’s elbow
and fastened them down. Finally, she moved to Phoebe’s feet and
fastened her ankle shackles together.

Now fully ensconced on the chair seat, in
fact supposedly unable to get off it without being unfastened by
Ariadne, Phoebe’s little round butt was raised higher than her
head, an offering to the T-bar about a foot from it. Her crossed
legs were like a pillow, and Phoebe looked quite relaxed in this
contorted pose, and probably was.

Meanwhile, as Ariadne was setting Phoebe up
in her little chair of comfort, Dracos’ cock got hard as a rock in
Honey’s mouth. When this happened, he said, “Off, slut!” and Honey
hastily let go of Dracos’ cock and leaned back.

“To Ariadne,” he ordered as he rose and
headed for Clio and Daphne, his boner bobbing merrily.

Honey rose and headed over to Ariadne. She
opened her mouth wide and let Ariadne put the head harness dildo
gag on her. She always found the way the dildo hung out in front of
the panel over her mouth mildly funny, and so she was glad to have
the panel hiding her smile.

“On the sybian, slut,” Ariadne ordered. She
was dommeing it up good.

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said through the gag
and stepped carefully over to where Phoebe was resting. It was a
tight fit, Phoebe’s butt was just a foot or so from the T-bar.
Honey slid in place and got her butt positioned atop the sybian and
then carefully worked the anal dildo into her butt that Ariadne had
so thoughtfully lubed for her.

“Arms up,” Ariadne ordered, and Honey
obeyed, and Ariadne attached her wrist cuffs to the loops hanging
from the T-bar. Now she was sitting immediately opposite Phoebe’s
proffered ass, the dildo gag practically resting on Poebe’s pussy.
Then Ariadne fastened Honey’s ankles to the cuffs on the T-bar
support and picked up the Sybian remote and turned it on. The buzzy
vibrations of the sybian immediately turned Honey on. Ariadne lubed
up the dildo portion of Honey’s dildo gag and then she lubed up
Phoebe’s ass with practiced skill. She picked up the Hitachi wand,
the last toy she had grabbed from the wall, and with her free hand
she guided Honey’s dildo gag up Phoebe’s ass. Phoebe squirmed a bit
on the seat as the enormous dildo slid up her tiny ass – perhaps
her insides were not quite as bendy as her joints. Still, she was
looking up at Honey’s face and her eyes were merry over the ballgag
that stretched her mouth into an “Oh!” look.

With the dildo fully shoved up Phoebe’s ass,
Ariadne reached down and got a good grip on the top of Honey’s head
and began working it slowly back and forth. Then she brought the
wand she held into play, turning it on and playing about on
Phoebe’s ass with it.

Phoebe’s eyes soon lost their merriment as
the wand worked her clit and pussy. She got that “sex glaze” look,
as Honey thought of it, her eyes smoky as the wand turned her on
and maybe even the butt-fucking as well.

And she was soon getting a vigorous
butt-fucking, because Ariadne was sparing neither Honey nor Phoebe,
she was ramming the dildo gag in and out of Phoebe’s ass like she
meant it, sending Honey’s hair flying as her head rocked helplessly
back and forth.

And the hell of it was, Honey was getting
off on it, too. The sybian was working her pussy with its usual
mechanical relentlessness. The anal dildo that thrust and vibrated
in her ass was getting crossed up in her mind with the thrusting of
her dildo gag in and out of Phoebe’s squirming ass. And she could
smell the sweet musk of Phoebe’s arousal. It was all so
overwhelming, even the feel of Ariade’s hand guiding and
controlling her, and the straps holding her arms up and behind her
and her feet locked in place, too.

Soft moans issued from behind Phoebe’s gag
as well. The assault on her helplessly offered ass was having its
effect. Ariadne was moaning, too, the vibrating dildos in the belt
she wore were just as relentlessly working her ass and pussy as the
vibrators that were working Honey and Phoebe’s asses and
pussies.

There was a sort of erotic electricity going
on between the three of them, all of them cranked up by the
vibrators working them, their soft moans, the musk of their aroused
bodies, it was so arousing and then there was the sight of Dracos
on the bed.

Dracos had headed over to the bed with his
cock bobbing and said, “Get on top of bed, butt in the air over
Daphne’s face, and work your dildo gag into her pussy,” to
Clio.

“Yeff, maffa,” Clio said through her gag.
She hastily climbed onto the bed, slipping under the ropes securing
Daphne’s legs to the headboard very easily considering that her
hands were bound behind her back. She then laid atop Daphne, raised
her butt into the air as far as she could, and carefully started
working her lubed dildo into Daphne’s upthrust pussy. Daphne’s
pussy wasn’t lubed, so Clio went slow and carefully even as she
felt Dracos climbing onto the bed behind her.

In a moment she felt Dracos’ cock easing
between her legs. She was grateful to feel Dracos taking it slow
and easy, since her pussy wasn’t lubed. But Dracos’ cock had been
lubed by Honey’s mouth, and it slid in after a few moments of
resistance.

Dracos rammed his cock easily in and out of
Clio’s pussy while she squirmed and worked her head up and down,
fucking Daphne’s pussy even as Dracos fucked her pussy.

Daphne, tied hand and foot, could only lie
there and take it, and if anyone had asked her, she would have said
she and Phoebe had it better than anyone else. They were tied down,
helpless, and needed only to lie there and take it, because that
was all they COULD do. Daphne really liked it that way.

Dracos soon found his rhythm as he fucked
Clio. He liked her most of all the harem girls, though of course he
would never have revealed any such thing. Playing favorites in a
harem led to such bickering and jealousy, and in very short order.
God knows what it must have been like to manage harems back in the
days when the women in them were either actual slaves or secondary
brides, which was pretty close to slavery in those days. Dracos had
read accounts and decided he liked the modern version where the
women could leave anytime, or be sent away at any time. True, it
gave subordinates more freedom, but at least it gave one a certain
useful distance from them, too. It was much like the difference
between the old way of owning people as slaves and the new way of
paying them just enough wages to live miserable lives. It seemingly
created more freedom but it actually assured one a fresh supply of
workers at all times.

But here in the harem, such thoughts were
alien. It was all soft, yielding flesh, soft cries and moans of
pleasure and sleek beautiful bodies doing his will and enjoying
every moment of it.

He looked over at the anal pretzel slammer,
where Ariadne was repeatedly ramming Honey’s beautiful if endildoed
face into Phoebe’s helpless ass with one hand and wanding Phoebe’s
pussy with the other hand. Ariadne looked so powerful forcing the
two slaves to do his will, but the belt she wore around her waist
showed that she was subject to his will just as much as her two
charges. And Phoebe was just a little bundle of sexy delights, with
her breasts forced together by her legs and most of all that little
round butt of hers thrust into the air, only to be plundered by
Honey’s dildo gag and Ariadne’s wand. Her toes wiggled, semaphoring
her arousal unseen by her because they were behind her head. But
Dracos saw.

Dracos couldn’t see much of Honey as she was
obscured by Phoebe, but he would fix that soon. All of the women in
his harem had been selected at least in part for their striking
beauty. Well, that and their sweet natures. Though it was easy to
see how they got such sweet natures, considering how they survived.
Except for Honey, she didn’t slavegirl to live, she did it strictly
for the pleasure of it. What an exotic creature she was.

Any one of them would have been the star
attraction at any bordello on Earth, and they were all his!

And all these lovely sights and sounds and
smells (they all smelled good, all the time, no matter how hard he
pushed them, how rough and raunchy the sex involved was – how did
they manage it?) were just an accompaniment to the sheer pleasure
of the feeling his cock produced as it slid in and out of Clio’s
cute little slit of a pussy. They melded together into one glorious
symphony of pleasure, and he was the conductor.

Long practice and experience had left Dracos
able to endure such beauty and sexuality for long periods of time
without cumming. It was a gift to Dracos because it meant he could
enjoy the pleasure of fucking these entrancing sex beasts more.

So Darcos let it all flow, the feel of
Clio’s sleek ass in his hands, the moans and sighs of the women,
the musk of raw sex drifting up from Clios ass as he plundered it,
the sight of Clio’s head rising up and down like a hairy oil
derrick as she fucked Daphne’s pussy with her dildo gag, the sight
of Phoebe squirming like a delicious package while Ariadne forced
Honey’s face into her ass again and again and again. It was all a
long, delicious repast of pleasure, and it was all his.

Honey, her head bobbing helplessly, was
wondering why it was taking Dracos so long to cum. She was not in
any kind of distress but the head-bobbing got kind of old after a
while. He’ll, she’d had him ramrod-hard in her mouth. An average
guy would have cum in her mouth, he wouldn’t have even lasted long
enough to fuck Clio. Yet there he was, fucking Clio, and taking his
own sweet time about it.

Honey blamed the desk duty. Dracos had his
cock sucked eight to ten hours a day, every workday. Of course he
had control over his cock. The bastard. Not that Honey blamed him.
He was a man. Men were peculiar creatures, their brains locked in
an eternal, mostly losing struggle with their cocks. Even the ones
who seemed to have control over their cocks were like ducks:
looking calm and collected on top but paddling furiously
underneath.

Of course, that might be just the because of
the sort of men you encountered when you were a slavegirl. But
Honey didn’t really think so. Most of the dominants she’d
encountered seemed, if anything, saner about sex that the vanilla
men. Less harrowingly desperate for sex, just for starters-- the
chudwahs were proof of that. They were pathetic dom wannabes who
saw BDSM as just an easy route to having a sexual relationship all
on their own terms, willing to tell any lie, commit any betrayal,
just to get a slavegirl to give them a fucking blowjob.

Honey had met a quite a few while clubbing
as an out submissive. A rich out submissive, she attracted chudwah
grifters like flies. They disgusted her. Not one had ever fooled
her, not even in the very beginning, though that was probably
because she’d had the good sense to listen to female friends who
were into BDSM and had learned the ropes, so to speak.

She still remembered a conversation she’d
had years ago with her friend Vanessa, who was also a wealthy
submissive.

“No matter how appealing a guy is, no matter
what he tells you, if he tells you he wants you to go to Covetry,
Louisiana and marry him there, run away, run away just as fast as
your little feet can carry you,” Vanessa had said.

“What?” Honey had asked. “Why?”

“Because Covetry is the only place in
the United States where coverture laws are still in effect with
respect to a wife’s property,” Vanessa said.

“Coverture,” Honey said. “I vaguely remember
hearing about that in some class or other. Isn’t it supposed to be
some archaic thing, like trial by combat?”

“You’re close, Honey,” said Vanessa, “but no
cigar. Coverture is an archaic legal principle that says a wife is
not a person under the law, only her husband is a person. It used
to be the standard for legal decisions in England, America other
places, but mostly got abolished by the late 1800s in the US.
Notice I said ‘mostly.’”

“I noticed that,” Honey said.

“Some stupid backwoods fundamentalist sect
was well established in that area of Louisiana and they didn’t like
it when the coverture laws got phased out. Something about it being
Biblical for the husband to more or less own the wife, real Bronze
Age shit and not sexy at all. So they got some lawyers and drew up
a town charter with coverture still on the books. And it’s been
under attack ever since and they’ve fought to keep it on the books
ever since. And also ever since, it’s been the goal of every last
sex grifter on the planet to get a rich woman to marry him in
Covetry so he can legally steal everything she’s got, or at least
rip off a good hunk of it and store it in some secret offshore
account before the superior courts can declare it null and void.
That’s why you must avoid men who want you to marry them in
Covetry. ”

“Vanessa, I wouldn’t marry a man in
Louisiana, period,” said Honey. “New Orleans is all right, but the
rest of the state … ugh.”

And yes, Honey had once had a relationship
with a seemingly wealthy Master, just a few outings with him on the
club scene. But he had thought she was far more mindlessly
submissive than she actually was, and he had proposed to her and
spoken glowingly of a church he knew of in northern Louisiana, a
beautiful, unique place to troth her submission and his acceptance
of and dominance over her. He would have been wise to have waited
longer, but just the thought of all that money unnerved him, Honey
supposed, and he went for it far too soon. And that was the last
time he ever saw or spoke to Honey in person, despite his many,
many texts, calls and entreaties to her friends. (Of course Honey
had put the word out about him to everyone she knew.) He was so
persistent that eventually, rather than get a restraining order
against him, Honey had hired a detective agency to investigate
him.

The detectives had quickly learned his real
name and an impressive list of aliases, and as soon as they had
that, they discovered that many law enforcement agencies were very
eager to get their hands on him. Shortly after that, he was writing
Honey only occasionally, from a Federal prison cell. Honey hadn’t
even had to testify against him… apparently, there was a long line
of people who were just dying to testify against him.

People in general had little appreciation
for how easy it was for really wealthy people to totally fuck up
their lives. They had no idea how little it cost the wealthy in
time or effort to send someone’s life tumbling out of control, just
a matter of sticking a bike pump into the spokes of cyclist’s wheel
and watching him crash and tumble.

Honey’s would-be victimizer was probably on
the extreme end of chudwahood. Most were just pathetic dolts who
only wanted a blowjob at a minimum and a lifetime of blowjobs with
no demands of fidelity as a maximum, with as little attention paid
to their convenient slave as possible. They were the sexual
equivalent of used care salesmen, and were universally held in
contempt by slavegirls.

Dracos, like most real doms, was the polar
opposite of a chudwa. He LOVED paying attention to his slavegirls,
it was why he found them appealing. He savored them, loved the way
they responded to his orders. He liked to listen to them tell of
their lives and sexual adventures, even when he knew they were
lying. He found them entrancing, and made no bones about expressing
how entrancing he found them to be.

Dracos had enough money that he could have a
relationship with a woman on any terms he liked. Most whores would
happily have played the compleat slavegirl to him, with the
relationship entirely on his terms (so long as those terms included
sufficient amounts of money, which would be pocket change to him).
But just as slavegirls soon develop a radar for chudwas, so doms
quickly develop a feel for fake slavegirls, and they tended to find
them unappealing compared to the real thing. A dom, like vanilla
men, would fuck a willing whore pretending to be a slavegirl if he
was sufficiently horny, but they would always rather be fucking a
slavegirl, because slavegirls loved being dominated.

And a dom as wealthy as Dracos always got
his druthers. Hence the appeal of Bascom girls for the wealthy
elites.

Dracos gazed around his harem and saw
nothing but real slavegirls being real slavegirls. It was
wonderful. To have power over such women was pure delight. He
fucked Clio hard now, ramming her pussy with his cock and feeling
the slick sides of her pussy walls gliding along his cock. Clio was
moaning and writhing before him, her head still obediently pumping
up and down. And Dracos knew that she was doing that because her
Master had ordered her to, and because she was at heart a
slavegirl, and loved doing as her Master ordered. Dracos also knew
that Clio had little natural interest in women sexually. But she
was a slavegirl, and her Master wanted her to fuck Daphne with her
mouth, and so she did, plunging the dildo gag deep into the slick
depths of Daphne’s pussy, her nose sometimes pressing against
Daphne’s butthole. She knew this was what her Master wanted, that
was all that mattered, and she worked hard to make the squirming
beast that was Daphne cum.

Daphne was sailing happily through subspace.
She was tied down good, totally helpless, just the way she liked
it. She loved having her pussy fucked, it didn’t matter what the
gender of the fucker was. Clio in a dildo gag worked just fine for
her. What’s more, from her position underneath Clio she had a
wonderful view of Dracos’ cock surging in and out of Clio’s pussy,
just a couple of inches above her head. In fact, there was not much
else she could see. The most spectacular thing about the sight, in
Daphne’s opinion, was the way Dracos’ balls swung back and forth.
They were supposed to be such tender, fragile things, the most
sensitive part of a man’s body, and they looked so flimsy flailing
and swaying as his cock swing back and forth. They banged merrily
against his upper thighs on the backstroke and then banged merrily
against his cock and Clio’s belly on the forward stroke.

Dracos showed no sign of suffering from any
of it, and neither had any of the many men who’d fucked her
vigorously. Au contraire, as a general rule. They seemed to really
like it.

Then again, Daphne had seen women who
claimed to have very tender tits getting done doggie style on hands
and knees with their tits flailing about just as vigorously as
Dracos’ balls were now, and they showed no pain, only ecstasy.

It was a matter of context, Daphne supposed,
and right now Daphne was in the most wonderful context ever, tied
down helplessly as Clio fucked her pussy with her face, watching
the Master fuck Clio’s pussy.

Daphne came a little at that thought,
carried on the currents of subspace and pushed over the edge by the
feel of the very knobby dildo sliding in and out of her pussy,
knowing that cute Clio’s face was right over her pussy as she did
so.

In fact, she came a little in Clio’s face as
she did so. Then she came a lot in Clio’s face. It felt wonderful.
No wonder guys liked doing it to her.

Meanwhile, Phoebe was similarly enjoying her
strapped-down situation. She was pretty sure could have escaped
from her current bondage in less than a minute, but she had
absolutely no desire to do so. She was loving the feel of Honey’s
dildo gag plunging in and out of her ass while Ariadne
systematically worked her clit with the wand. It was wonderful, the
way her feet formed a pillow that held her head aloft so she could
watch Honey’s head bobbing up and down helplessly as Ariadne forced
Honey to repeatedly plunge her face in and out of Phoebe’s ass.

Ariadne was working her clit with so much
skill and assurance, Phoebe thought, that there was NO WAY she was
not a dominant. Looking up at that great calm face gazing down at
the two of them as she worked Honey’s head relentlessly, Ariadne
was the very picture of authority and control. It made Phoebe’s
very submissive soul just curdle in pleasure, the sight of those
broad green eyes gazing down at her like Ariadne was the one who
owned her. Like hell Ariadne was a submissive. She was a domme
through and through.

And it was so hot to see poor little rich
girl Honey forced to face fuck Phoebe’s ass. Honey tried to pretend
she was a slavegirl, but all she really liked was sucking cock and
being fucked by cocks. A real slavegirl liked whatever she was told
to do.

But Phoebe had to give Honey credit. She
REALLY liked sucking cock. She was not faking that at all. If men
did not pay her to suck their cocks, she would probably have paid
them to let her suck their cocks, like she had heard crazy gay men
sometimes did.

Phoebe just did her contortionist thing, she
relaxed and settled into the anal pretzel slammer like it was a
hammock, which it kind of was the way her feet supported her head,
and let Ariadne dominate the hell out of her using Honey’s
beautiful rich American head. Gazing up at Ariadne, Phoebe came a
little, and then she came a little more, and pretty soon she was
squirming as helplessly on the pedestal as any non-contortionist.
Except she was squirming in ecstasy.

Ariadne was happily gliding through subspace
when she saw Phoebe start squirming. She loved being an engine of
her Master’s will, making these two sluts slake his carnal desires,
while doing her part to slake it as well.

She especially loved feeling the two
vibrators going inside her. She did not resist their vibrations in
the slightest, she gave in to them, surrendered to them, for her
Master had ordered them put in her and so she must surrender to
them.

Ariadne loved that. Just as she loved
extending the Master’s will to the two sluts she was controlling.
Neither was a perfect vessel for the Master. Honey still had things
she liked and didn’t like, she was a long way from total
subservience. Phoebe was just the opposite, her own feelings were
tools to her, to be used to her own best advantage.

Only Ariadne understood that a real
slavegirl made her feelings tools for her Master, made her very
being a tool for her Master, and in doing so found perfect inner
peace. Ariadne could enter subspace at the touch of her Master’s
hand. Times like this she soared on wings of ecstasy, traveling
through subspace, often experiencing orgasms as she did so, and
loving them as part of her slavery.

And the thing was, Ariadne didn’t love
Dracos, which is why she thought of him as Master Dracos rather
than the Master. She submitted to Master Dracos, and was glad to do
so. But it could have been any other Master. Ariadne knew that
about herself. She loved being Mastered, but the Master, so long as
he was a real Master, didn’t matter.

And Ariadne loved being collared. When a
Master put his personal collar on her, she always sank into her own
personal subspace and stayed there for as long as the collar stayed
on.

(Ariadne had had a few unfortunate
experiences with the phenomenon known as “collar frenzy” at various
times when she’d been between collars. But she only had one
restraining order and two arrests, so she thought she’d done pretty
good all told. She just was not herself without a Master’s collar
around her neck.)

Now Ariadne felt Master Dracos’ collar
around her neck, and the vibrators vibrating within her by Master
Dracos’ will, and the sluts squirming in her hands by Master
Dracos’ will, and she felt totally at peace and totally turned on
as well. Something about being in a collar made everything sexual
and sexy. She let the fire that the vibrator in her pussy ignited
consume her, and soon she was cumming even as she made the sluts
cum, all by Master’s will, as it should be.

Honey agreed with Phoebe: Ariadne was a
natural dominant and was doing a great job of dominating her. She
was working Honey’s head hard, but not so hard that it made her
dizzy. She didn’t know how Phoebe could handle it, feeling that
giant dildo shoving into her ass, over and over again. Honey was
pretty sure the wand was a major distraction. Ariadne was
displaying almost superhuman control as she used the wand to
alternately tease and torment Phoebe’s clit while still working
Honey’s head to an entirely different rhythm with her other hand.
Honey had an up-close and personal view of Ariadne’s handywork as
her face plunged toward Phoebe’s taint over and over again. And
Ariadne’s wand work was phenomenal. Honey was not surprised to see
Phoebe squirming and moaning, turning into a puddle of herself on
the anal pretzel seat.

In fact, Honey was feeling puddlicious
herself. The sybian was working her pussy like the machine it was.
And the vibe in her butt was doing good work too. The cuffs on her
ankles prevented her from rising from the sybian. She could do
nothing to resist the way they worked at her body. She had to leave
her pussy pressed against the vibrating nubbins, and the vibe deep
in her ass.

Not that resisting them was something she
wanted to do anyway. She gave in to them instead. And was rewarded
with pure streams of pleasure flowing up from her pussy to her
brain. She was soon in subspace, her head rocking back and forth
but her mind sailing through an ocean of pleasure.

It was so good, so very good, and even the
raw smell of sex coming up from Phoebe’s squirming ass was good.
Honey gave in to it easily, and soon she was squirming just as
mindlessly as Phoebe, and then cumming just as mindlessly as Phoebe
as well.

Dracos surveyed all this beauty, all this
sexuality, and knew that it was his. It was by his will that this
scene existed, by his will that these beautiful women performed
these sex acts. He had not made these women so beautiful, that was
beyond his power. But it had been in his power to select these
women from the beauties that Greece produced, and to induce them to
be themselves for him. Gods, they were a wonder.

The world knew Dracos as a husband, a
father, a pillar of the community, a powerful and capable
businessman. But this place, this scene, THIS was what he lived
for. To have his cock sliding in and out of the pussy of a
drop-dead gorgeous woman while other drop-dead gorgeous women
performed like animals for him, that was a glorious thing. He let
the feeling of power and dominance and pleasure fill him with joy
as it always did. These women were such glorious creatures, and
his, all his. If he were to die right now it would suit him fine,
he was at his peak.

Instead, he came. He released, and it was
wonderful, his whole mind exploding with ecstasy as he rammed the
silky walls of Clio’s pussy again and again. It was pure, unalloyed
joy, as close to heaven on Earth as there could be, and Dracos
enjoyed every bit of it as his due for being a man and a
Master.

After he had delivered his load he pulled
out of Clio and gave her butt a friendly slap and relaxed.

Clio, Daphne, Holly and Ariadne were all in
various stages of orgasm, or pre-orgasm or post-orgasm, but it all
stopped when Dracos came. (Phoebe kept going, positioned as she was
she couldn’t see what was going on with Dracos, and he slapped
their butts all the time for a lot of different reasons including
none.) Dracos was the Man, the Master, the one whose orgasms
mattered. That didn’t stop them from having orgasms, they knew he
liked it when they did. (Except when he was edging them, of
course.) But they stopped when he did, unless ordered otherwise, to
see what he might want now.

 





Chapter V

Twerk Winks

 


“Let’s head for the pool and cool off,
girls,” said Dracos. “Ariadne, undo their bonds. Have one of the
other girls undo yours last.”

“Yeff, maffa,” said Ariadne. She smiled.
Master was making sure everyone understood that she was a slavegirl
too. Including her.

Dracos got up and headed for the pool. He
was, for the time being, no longer quite so entranced by his
beauties. Refractory period and all.

Ariadne quickly freed the girls of their
bonds, then Phoebe removed Ariadne’s belt and gag. They headed out
to the pool, relaxed and satiated. A good time had been had by
all.

Dracos was already in the big pool, floating
full length with his head resting on a plastic inflatable headrest
that was attached to the side of the pool. His cock bobbed in the
water beyond the bulge of his belly, his toes bobbing farther down.
He looked supremely relaxed, because he was.

The girls slipped into the pool and floated
beside him.

“So tell me about your day, girls,” said
Dracos. “You first, Honey, I want the full story on your experience
at the Sexually Insane Institute.”

Honey had been expecting this, it was the
only bit of real excitement that had occurred. And she had told the
story often enough that she had it down cold. For Master she
omitted no salacious detail and totally played up how horny all the
edging had made her. She didn’t lie or exaggerate, because Dracos
had made it very clear that he did not like them to lie to him,
even to entertain him.

“If I want to be lied to I’ll just go back
to the office and listen to the garbage my managers tell me,” he
had said.

As Honey spoke, Dracos asked questions and
the girls commented but it was relaxed, easygoing conversation.
Dracos expected his harem time to be relaxing and pleasant. He was
not there to settle disputes or conduct inquiries, and he expected
his conversations with his girls to be pleasant above all.

This actually suited the girls in the harem
just fine. Traditional harems were infamous for all the bickering,
jealousies and rivalries they entailed. The rivalries were
sometimes intense enough to get harem girls killed. In extreme
cases they had sometimes gotten sultans killed. But such harems
were generally made up of woman of a variety of temperaments and
sexual orientations, including gays and aces and nonbinaries, and
included wives of varying levels of status and actual nonconsensual
slavegirls as well. It was a situation tailor-made for unhappiness,
intrigue and disasters. (Which is why harems were so popular with
historical fiction and historical romance writers, the drama
combined with the fundamentally salacious nature of a harem made
them irresistible fodder.)

But Dracos’ harem consisted of submissives
only, and they were all slavegirls, and there were no favorites. He
made no bones of the fact that they were all there to slake his
thirst for variety, and that they would probably be leaving
eventually so someone new could entertain him. (Well that was in
theory. In actual practice Clio had been with Dracos for almost two
years and Ariadne for almost as long. Honey was very much the
newcomer, and being a Bascom girl she would probably be leaving
before any of the others. Bascom girls were expensive, even
compared to very high-end whores, like Ariadne and Phoebe had once
been, and they were rarely interested in long assignments.)

The result was that petty rivalries and
jealousy did not find fertile ground in Dracos’ harem. Most of the
local girls had fantasies about Dracos falling madly in love with
them, dumping his wife and children, and making them his wife. But
they were well aware that these were just fantasies. Dracos was
simply not the sort to do anything so foolish, no matter how
insanely attractive his slavegirls were.

And he was very careful to select slavegirls
who were in it for the money, and to give them plenty of money. He
was not extravagant, but he paid them well enough that if they
left, it wouldn’t be because they felt underpaid.

As a result, it was easy enough for him to
have a relaxing and pleasant conversation with his girls every
night. And it also warmed their submissive hearts to be the subject
of his attention. Like many successful executives, he had developed
the trick of focusing his attention fully on whomever he was
speaking to. Since submissives loved attention from their Master
more than anything else, he made a point to pay attention to all of
them every night, however briefly.

And he loved hearing about their thoughts in
any event. It was a welcome change from the grind of commerce.

And as they spoke he occasionally spoke or
fondled or kissed one of them. And if he showed the least interest
they would kiss, fondle and lick him anywhere and any way he liked.
But generally he liked to do the kissing and fondling.

They all watched Dracos with professional
interest as he talked. They knew his real interest lay in
dominating, binding and fucking them, and in getting his cock
sucked. Clio and Ariadne generally knew when Dracos’ refractory
period was over before he did. There were tiny signs, his tone of
voice, his gestures.

When Ariadne was sure that Dracos was
getting his mojo back, she pulled one of her tricks. She walked
over to the toy box in the main room and pulled out a big
transparent latex dildo. It was all transparent latex, meaning that
when it was inserted, it was like a window into her butt. She
walked back to the pool and had Honey cram it up her ass, as Dracos
was not currently focused on Honey but Ariadne thought Dracos liked
to look at Honey more than the rest of them: her beauty was still a
novelty, compared to the rest of them.

Honey was skilled at cramming things up
other women’s asses, but only because she had trained for it in
Bascom’s slave training program. It wasn’t because she enjoyed it,
because she didn’t. Overall, she’s rather have things crammed up
her own ass, and she wasn’t that big a fan of having things crammed
up her ass.

But Honey was a slavegirl, and she did as
she was told in the harem, and though this wasn’t an order from
Master, Honey knew it was something he would like, so she went
right at it. In a short time the round end of the dildo was all
that was visible, like a giant clear eye in Ariadne’s ass.

It was an interesting effect, Honey gave it
that. Ariadne thanked her for shoving the dildo up her ass and
climbed out of the pool, then laid on the edge of the pool opposite
Dracos, facing away from Dracos, her body bent so that her butt was
thrust toward Dracos. She looked back over in Dracos’ direction and
smiled.

Then Ariadne started twerking. It wasn’t
really full twerking, as she was lying on her side. But the effect
was that her nicely rounded butt cheeks jiggled merrily. And as
they did so, they partially obscured the transparent dildo lodged
in her ass then didn’t obscure it at all, with every shake. The
effect was to make it appear that Ariadne was winking at Draco with
her ass.

Honey smiled at the sight, it was sexy and
also mildly funny, she thought. Especially with that knowing smirk
Ariadne was sending over her shoulder.

Dracos smiled at Ariadne to show he was
enjoying her little show, but he continued to talk to the girls for
a time. He was not one to have his buttons pressed that easily. He
liked talking to the girls. But after about ten minutes, his cock
stirred a bit.

“Honey, cock duty,” he said.

Honey was all over that, swimming over to
Dracos’ cock and going at it with her usual mindful focus, working
up to Level 4 and staying there. The conversation continued, as if
Honey were not sucking his cock, but now the girls were all
presenting their bodies a little more blatantly than they had
before. It was all very subtle because Dracos required subtlety. He
disliked it when a woman tried to hard.

But in just a few minutes, Honey felt
Dracos’ cock stiffening in her mouth. Whether Dracos came in her
mouth or ordered her to stop or whatever was strictly his
prerogative, as far as she was concerned. She liked to bring a
Master all the way off with her mouth, but she liked that to be his
decision.

“To the playroom girls,” Dracos ordered a
moment later. “Honey, stop.”

Honey released Draco’s cock and glided
backward.

“Yes, Master,” she said, her voice slightly
husky. She was ready to play once more, as was everyone.

About three hours later, a fully dressed
Dracos left the harem, looking and feeling about as sated and
relaxed as a man could be. Much fucking had been done. Many obscene
acts had been performed, and everyone was glad of it. Honey
followed him out of the harem, naked, leashed and gagged and with
her hands cuffed behind her back. It was desk duty for her, and she
was fine with it.

 





Chapter VI

The Luckiest Woman Ever

 


A few weeks later, Honey was released from
Dracos’ harem.

“You have done nothing wrong,” Dracos had
said. “I just seek novelty.”

“I understand, Master,” said Honey. She knew
very well that she had done nothing wrong, unless you counted
spying on Dracos, which Honey did not. She considered her spying to
be perhaps the best thing she did in this world, other than giving
financial aid to the Initiative and recruiting other wealthy people
to the cause. And if Dracos had found out about her spying
activities, their parting would not have been amicable. Au
contraire.

Dracos smiled, he knew Honey would be
reasonable about leaving. Bascom girls were nothing if not seasoned
pros. He appreciated that.

Dracos’ car drove Honey to the docks, where
she caught a shuttle boat to Zakynthos, a nearby island with an
international airport. (Dracos’ private helicopter, which he used
to travel to and from Zakynthos, was undergoing maintenance, and
besides, Honey was just a used slavegirl.) Honey could have rented
a helicopter of her own if she had been in a hurry, but the shuttle
craft was nicely appointed and wouldn’t take all that much longer
to travel the short distance to Zakynthos than a helicopter would
have.

At her hotel in Zakynthos, a local
Initiative agent had hidden a burner phone in the bathroom, and
once she had it in hand Honey lost no time texting the three code
phrases that Clio had revealed. Almost immediately Honey got a
response, a request for a meeting with an Initiative agent at a
quiet restaurant in three hours. Honey agreed to it, as it would
allow her to debrief with Bascom and maintain that cover.

The Bascom agency office in Zakynthos was
small, but it was the usual seamless and subtle display of wealth
and taste. The post service interviewer, as Bascom called their
debriefers, was clueless, however.

“Thank you for coming by, Ms. Trapp,” he
said, a bright young man named Stavros with a barely-there
mustache. He ushered Honey into a tiny office with a desk, a couple
of chairs and not much else other than very nice walnut
paneling.

“You’re welcome,” Honey said. “You have half
an hour.”

“What?” Stavros asked.

“I’m leaving in half an hour,” said Honey
pleasantly.

“Ms. Trapp, after such a long assignment,
we’re going to need several hours, I’m afraid,” said Stavros.

“You have half an hour,” said Honey. “Which
I am extending to you as a courtesy.”

Any sensible person would have known
something unusual was up, but Stavros was not too bright and very
sure of himself.

“I am afraid I’m going to have to insist,”
said Stavros. “These reports are important, to you as well as
us.”

“A courtesy my be revoked if it is not accepted gracefully,” said
Honey coolly. This was clearly a warning shot. “And the reports are
of absolutely no importance to me.”

There was a knock at the door and a woman’s
cheerful face poked in.

“Sorry to interrupt you two,” she said.
“Stavros, you’re urgently needed in Mikos’ office. I’ll take over
here.”

“Certainly,” said Stavros.

“Sorry about that,” the woman said after
Stavros was out of the room. “I am Mrs. Pantazis. Stavros is new
here and has much to learn.”

Honey nodded. She could agree with that.

“So, thirty minutes?” Mrs. Pantazis
asked.

“Twenty-five,” Honey said smiling.

“Twenty-five, then,” said Mrs. Pantazis.
“Let’s get right into it then.”

And the next twenty five minutes flowed by
smoothly and easily. When Honey left she was actually able to smile
at Mrs. Pantazis. She appreciated professionalism.

Riding the taxi back to the hotel, Honey
found herself hoping no one had hit Stavros or thrown anything at
him, but she suspected her hopes were in vain. She sensed a lot of
pent-up energy under Mrs. Pantazis’ professional demeanor.

Stavros had not been physically attacked but
he did have a short and very uncomfortable meeting with Mrs.
Pantazis in a private office after Honey left.

“You did not read the briefing papers at
all, did you?” Mrs. Pantazis stated.

“I did glance at them,” said Stavros.

“Did your glance happen to take in the
warning notice at the top of the paper?” Mrs. Pantazi asked.

“I may have missed that,” Stavros said.

“What is Trapp’s net worth?” Mrs. Pantazis
asked. “Feel free to round it off to the nearest million
dollars.”

Stavros goggled at Mrs. Pantazis. Nearest
million?

“Uh, ten million?” he asked. It seemed a
huge amount of money to be controlled by a whore, but “nearest
million” was a clue even he could understand.

“Try in excess of $800 million,” said Mrs.
Pantazis. “It says so in that warning you didn’t read. ‘Honey Trapp
is very wealthy and works for us for fun. Do not press or pressure
her in any way, just get whatever information she has to give and
be very pleasant to her.’ You did not read any of that.”

“I figured that I was just there to ask
questions,” said Stavros by way of explanation. It wasn’t much but
at least it was true.

“Stavros, this is a very good job and you
are paid very, very well to do it,” said Mrs. Pantazis. “Your
continued employment here will depend on your reading all briefing
materials. It’s not just me you have to worry about here. Miss
Trapp is so rich she has had several people thrown in jail. If she
wanted to totally fuck you over for pushing her in that interview,
all it would take her would be single phone call. It would be that
easy, for someone like her. She could fuck me over too, just as
easily. Now get out of here and think about that.”

Stavros left the office. His uncle had
gotten him this job. And thanks to his uncle, he’d probably keep
it. But he wasn’t feeling especially grateful to his uncle just at
the moment. What kind of bullshit was it, hiring a whore who was so
rich she could fuck you over at a moment’s notice?

Two hours later Honey walked into the Sticky
Buns Restaurant, an exclusive restaurant situated above a less
exclusive bakery.

“Melody!” exclaimed an early middle aged man
in a tourist shirt and shorts. “So good to see you.”

“Good to see you, Paul,” said Honey. Melody
Needham was her alias for the meeting. Paul Castellanos was her
contact’s alias.

Paul guided Melody to a small room in the
back of the restaurant.

“We can speak freely here,” he said. “The
owner is with us, this room has been swept for electronics and no
one will be near us except our waiter, who is also an agent.”

“Nice,” Honey said.

A few minutes later they were eating very
crispy and scrumptious salad. Honey was amazed at how subtle
changes in Greek salad ingredients and dressings could make them so
varied and tasty. No wonder their food was so freaking healthy.

“So, why are you so sure the phrases you
sent to us are code?” Paul asked.

“I am not absolutely certain,” said Honey.
“But I think they’re codes because someone who has no knowledge of
codes mentioned them specifically as things Dracos says repeatedly,
word for word, on the phone. And I noticed other girls were giving
off cues of agreement.”

“Why didn’t you know they were codes when
you heard them?” Paul asked.

“Because I didn’t hear them nearly as much,” Honey said. “I’ve only
been around Dracos for four months. Ariadne has been with Dracos
for years.”

“Ah,” said Paul. “He’s been using the code,
if it is a code, for years.”

“Yes,” Honey said.

“Perhaps they reference some long-term
project then,” said Paul.

“I wouldn’t know,” Honey said. “It’s just
what I’ve observed.”

“People use phrases repeatedly sometimes,
but those do not fit in that category, I think,” Paul said. “We
have gone over Dracos’ communications again, very carefully, and
have identified half a dozen other phrases that are likely codes if
those are, and a dozen more that may be codes as well. Problem is,
we haven’t been able to break the codes.”

“Well codes are supposed to be hard to
break,” Honey said.

Paul gave Honey a look and Honey
laughed.

“OK, having a bit of fun there,” Honey said.
“This code is very hard to break.”

“We’ll get it, eventually, if it’s there,
and it probably is,” said Paul. “We know there’s something going on
with heavy fuel oil, we just don’t know what and how.”

“I thought we scored a victory on that one,
got it outlawed everywhere,” Honey observed.

“The industry backed off when the stories
came out about how bad heavy fuel oil is,” Paul agreed. “They saw
fines, tariffs and so forth coming. But we’ve gotten bits of intel
and evidence that heavy fuel oil is still being used by some cargo
ships. But we can’t find any evidence as to who is doing it. Port
authorities and various coast guards have conducted surprise
inspections, but all the ship’s fuel reservoirs tested have met the
half percent standard. It’s a mystery, and various bits of intel
point to Global Transport Enterprises as the probable culprit. We
were hoping you might find something that would crack things open
for us, but we understand your access was limited.”

“Yes, the best chance I had to spy on him I
was tied down under his desk and he was on he phone or Skype or
whatever, wearing headphones,” Honey said. “And half the time he
was speaking Greek, which I don’t have much of. And he also speaks
very fast on the phone, clipping his words. He’s hard to follow
even in English. I think you might have done better with a Greek
sub.”

“Yes, we thought so as well, but his local
slavegirls did not strike us as a good risk,” said Paul. “Red flags
everywhere, I’m afraid. Divided loyalties, personally vulnerable to
Dracos, with families personally vulnerable to Dracos, and none of
the girls had ever showed any interest in environmental issues. Our
analysts gave it a 67 percent chance that Dracos would notice if we
managed to turn any of his local girls, given their long service to
him, and that she would spill if he pressured her.”

“Can’t argue with that,” Honey said. “If
anything, I’d say the analysts were being optimistic. All but one
of them was half in love with him.”

“Really?” Paul asked. “Which one
wasn’t?”

“Phoebe,” Honey answered. “Not a local girl,
but that wasn’t why she didn’t fall for Dracos. She’s just one of
those who’s always looking out for number one first and
foremost.”

“What did Dracos see in her, then?” Paul
asked.

“Skilled contortionist,” said Honey.

“Oh, I can imagine, then,” said Paul

“No, you can’t,” Honey said with a grin. “I
couldn’t imagine, and I’ve seen a LOT. It is amazing what she can
do with her body.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” said Paul.
“Think she could be turned for us?”

“Easily,” said Honey, “if we offered her
enough money. Problem is, she’d sell us out in a heartbeat for more
of that money. She’s more of a security risk than the locals, if
you ask me.”

“Well, we are looking to position a local
girl for his next harem acquisition,” said Paul.

“Good idea,” Honey said. “I just wish I had
managed more for you.”

“You did fine,” said Paul. “You got us
something. If you only knew how many agents we send out who come
back with nothing, through no fault of their own.”

“I know, I have no right to complain,” said
Honey. “But on my last assignment they blew up some oil derricks
and on the one before that there was a full-blown revolution. This
just seems like such a let-down after that.”

“Well, I suppose we could kill off a fossil
fuel executive for you, would that help?” Paul asked. “Would you
want to watch in person, or do it in person?”

“Heavens, no,” said Honey. “I’m not that
sort of spy.”

“Perhaps if I just kicked a gas station
attendant,” Paul suggested.

“Now you’re being insulting,” said
Honey.

About two months later, Honey had lunch back
in Los Angeles at the Squib Squid in Hollywood, an exclusive
restaurant that did a pretty job of grilling an octopus, with her
Initiative handler Sam Chadsworth.

“Just thought you might like to know, we
broke that code Dracos was using,” said Sam as he started
unnervingly at the bits of grilled octopus on Honey’s plate. “No
small thanks to your efforts.”

“I knew I’d break the code sooner or later,”
Honey said, smiling.

“Oh, and that’s not the good part,” said
Sam. “The good part is, we broke the bunker oil mystery when we
broke the code. The code was part of this huge scheme to set up
bunker oil fueling stations around the world in strategic spots
near major ports. Not in the ports, they would have been found out
too fast, generally about fifty to a hundred miles out.”

“So just ‘near’ in terms of global
shipping,” said Honey.

“Yes,” said Sam. “The fueling stations had
lots of bunker oil but always at least one tank of oil that met the
half percent standard. The ships would sail out of their departure
ports with just enough half percent oil to get them to the fueling
station. There the half percent oil would be pumped out of their
tanks and put in the fueling station’s half percent oil tank, and
they get a credit for however much got pumped out. Then they’d fill
the ship’s tanks with bunker oil, enough to get them to the bunker
oil station nearest to their destination port, with a little bit
over for emergencies. At the destination port bunker oil station,
the bunker oil is pumped out of their tanks and replaced with
enough half percent oil to get them to port, with a little left
over.”

“And they’re credited for the bunker oil
that got pumped out,” said Honey. “And this is happening at all the
major ports, worldwide?”

“Pretty much,” said Sam. “Quite an elaborate
scheme, really.”

“Expensive,” said Honey. “All those tanks in
all those ports. How does the difference in price between bunker
oil and half percent oil cover that kind of expense?”

“Two things, maybe three,” said Sam. “One,
it’s not that expensive in the grand scheme of things. Just some
big tanks with pumps and hoses scattered here and there. Two, now
that bunker oil is illegal for maritime shipping, it’s gotten way
cheaper. WAY cheaper. Bunker oil is the leftover you get when you
refine gasoline, there’s megatons of it sitting around anyway, so
prices on it are very low. Three, the scale. These ship engines
burn fuel measured in tons per hour. They travel for days. On that
scale, savings of pennies per gallon would justify the operation.
And they are saving way more than pennies with their thousands of
ships. Finally, there’s the time scale. Our intel indicates they
started setting up these covert fueling stations several years
before the regulations against bunker oil were put in place.”

“Right, Dracos was using his code phrases
for at least two years,” said Honey. She already knew everything
Sam was telling her about bunker oil, but she loved to hear him
mansplain climate change to her, it reminded her of her college
days.

“And for years before that, actually,” Sam
said. “They’ve already made bank on this scheme even if we shut
them down tomorrow.”

“Will you be shutting them down tomorrow?”
Honey asked.

“No,” said Sam.

“Knew it,” said Honey.

“Oh, we’ll shut them down in a few months,”
said Sam. “We are playing the long game here, just as they are. We
have to shut it down, those sulfur dioxide emissions bunker oil
produces are murder, and cargo ships produce many time more of it
than all he world’s cars. But in the long term, it will be very
handy to get all those corrupt officials who let this whole
operation get set up and continue to operate exposed and if not
jailed, removed from power.”

“So you’re going to be spending time
tracking down all the corrupt officials and politicians who took
bribes and looked the other way while the sulfur dioxide continues
to pump into the atmosphere,” said Honey.

“Yeah, we figure we can replace the bad guys
with our guys at a fairly high rate, which should make repeats of
the scheme much more difficult,” said Sam. “We can leak the
information to public climate change opposition and take down a lot
of GTE’s human infrastructure in government.”

“And I helped!” Honey said. “Good to
know.”

“Yes, you’ve done your part once again,”
said Sam. “You’ll never get the credit you deserve, but that’s
climate change fighting for ya.”

“Yeah, I was thinking about that,” said
Honey. “Reminds me of that Pink Floyd song where they ask, ‘Did you
exchange a walk-on part in the war for a lead role in a cage?’ I’m
the luckiest woman ever … I got both!”

 


The End

 


Afterword

Those of my readers who are familiar with
bunker oil issues may be aware that my story is not 100% in keeping
with reality. In point of fact, the criminal scheme described at
the end is not necessary in today’s world and is in fact a takeoff
on reality, or “lie” as it’s also known. The requirement for half
percent oil does exist, but only in low-emission zones near the
coast. Most ships burn low-sulfur fuel in the low-emission zones
and then switch to bunker fuel outside the zones, completely
legally. My criminal conspiracy plot is just a parody of that
situation.

Okay, I’m lying my ass off here. What REALLY
happened is I decided early in the story that bunker oil would be
the Big Bad for my story, having read some information about cargo
ships’ sulfur dioxide emissions online. I learned that ports were
forbidding bunker-oil burning ships and I came up with the criminal
scheme to have something for Honey to help discover with her spying
on Draco. Then when I had pretty much completed the first draft and
was doing some research into how much oil cargo ships burn on long
voyages, I came across the fact that burning bunker oil outside of
low-emission zones wasn’t actually illegal and ships were in fact
doing it routinely. And legally.

At that point I could either have rewritten
the story with a different criminal plotline, or I could fake it
out and claim in an afterword that I’d known about the real
situation all along and was just trying to highlight the problem of
bunker oil fuel burning cargo ships.

Because that’s what people read bondage
erotica for!

You now know the choice I made.
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 Chapter 1

“I know oligarchs can get away with almost
anything, but setting off nukes under oil wells has to be the one
thing not even an oligarch could get away with.”

 


“No Sam, I absolutely will not do it, and I
am more than a little disappointed in you for even suggesting it!”
Honey said icily as they sat in the Best Original Chowdah House
overlooking Muscle Beach. Outside muscular men and women were
lifting heavy things, including themselves, and beautifully tanned
women in thongs without enough fabric to make a decent doily were
lying on towels being beautiful. Honey found the spectacle
curiously wholesome.

“What’s the issue?” Sam Chadsworth
asked.

“As if you don’t know,” Honey replied.

“I do not know,” said Sam.

“Didn’t you vet this guy at all, Sam?” Honey
asked.

“Sure,” said Sam. “He’s a shady Louisiana
oil oligarch with a taste for dominating women. Just your
meat.”

“Is that all you’ve got?” Honey asked.

“Just the part that makes it essential that
we find out what this idiot has planned,” said Sam.

“Well the Initiative’s researchers are an
incompetent bunch, then,” said Honey. “Because I checked in with
the subs in the scene here, and the word on him is, stay away, stay
far away. Rumor has it that one or more girls that have joined his
harem have never been seen or heard from again.”

“Our sources say he gets his subs from some
pretty shady places,” Sam said, shrugging. “Not exactly women who
show up on the social register. Maybe the reason they are never
seen is that no one has looked in the right back alleys.”

“They may not be rich, but Ledoux is,” said
Honey. “He’s rolling in it. He doesn’t show at BDSM scenes in LA or
New York when he’s traveling. But he hosts parties in his
plantation mansion, which sometimes get attended by people in the
scene. He’s known.”

“His subs disappear and everyone knows all
about it, and no one makes a fuss?” Sam asked.

“It’s like this, Sam,” said Honey. “People
outside the scene think BDSM people are insane monsters, to some
extent. We’re used to being thought of as doing all sorts of
horrible things, without any proof other than our kinkiness. So we
are VERY hesitant to accuse a member of our scene of wrongdoing
without tons of evidence. And there’s no evidence about Ledoux,
just rumors.”

“So why do you give such rumors credence, if
they’re just rumors?” Sam asked.

“Because I’m a sub, Sam,” said Honey. “And
we subs have learned that it’s better to be safe than sorry where
rumors about doms being too extreme are concerned.”

“Yeah, but rumors can just be rumors
sometimes,” said Sam.

“I know what you mean,” said Honey. “Rumors
can just grow out of thin air. But where my personal safety is
concerned, rumors are enough.”

“Well how about buying this rumor: we’ve had
intelligence sources saying that our boy Ledoux is investigating
the possibility of using nukes for fracking under the Gulf of
Mexico.”

“Please,” said Honey. “That’s insane. Even
for an oil oligarch.”

“I agree,” said Sam. “That is exactly what I
said when I learned about it. It doesn’t change anything.”

“Where do you even get an idea like using a
nuke for fracking?” Honey asked.

“From the cloud, we suspect,” said Sam. “The
oil and gas companies all use the AI and data mining capabilities
of the cloud to figure out newer and cheaper ways of extracting oil
and gas. They come up with some fairly brilliant techniques along
those lines. The problem is, AIs occasionally come up with
solutions that fit all the parameters of the problems they’re
working on, but are also batshit crazy. Things a human would reject
out of hand. And this appears to be one of them.”

“It’s still batshit crazy,” said Honey. “I
know oligarchs can get away with almost anything, but setting off
nukes under oil wells has to be the one thing not even an oligarch
could get away with.”

“Come on, Honey, you know better than that,”
Same replied. “We live in a world whose atmosphere is being
systematically destroyed for profit. You know it, I know it. All
they have to do is make it seem like nuclear power but for the oil
and gas industry, and people will go for it. Especially the
boomers.”

“You’re practically a boomer yourself,” said
Honey.

“Not really, but yeah, I’m middle-aged,”
said Sam. “But there are plenty of Boomers in the Initiative, and
none of them are exactly proud of their generation. Not one – that
I know of, anyway. You can’t understand modern climate change and
look favorably upon the boomer response to it.”

“Nuking the Gulf of Mexico makes sense how?”
Honey asked. “What advantage would there be?”

“First of all, the detonations would occur
deep under the Gulf, where the shales that holds the oil and gas
deposits are,” said Sam. “The nukes would be small nukes, like the
tactical nukes we hope will never be used in modern warfare but we
developed them anyway. The idea is that they’ll do a much more
thorough job of breaking up the shales than the conventional
explosives that are used now.”

“And so we wind up with radioactive fuel,”
said Honey. “That’ll be popular.”

“The idea is that there’ll be scrubbers and
filters to prevent radioactive contamination,” said Sam. “At least,
that’s our theory. We don’t have a very good idea what the details
are, we just know nukes are involved in some way and we’re fleshing
it out. It may be, and probably is, even weirder than we think it
is. And that’s saying something.”

“It’s still crazy, harebrained garbage,”
said Honey.

“Yeah, we know, but we also know this man
Ledoux is not playing with a full deck,” said Sam. “He’s third
generation oil money, and living up to all the stereotypes about
third generation wealth. He’s squandered about a third of his
family’s oil wealth, but he’s still rich as sin. We suspect he has
mental health problems but he’s mentally sharp and quite a charmer,
from what we hear.”

“And you want me to be a sex toy for him?”
Honey asked.

“Just long enough to get a handle on what
he’s doing,” said Sam.

“It seems to me that if he’s looking at
using nukes, that should be grounds for a preemptive executive
strike,” Honey said. (Preemptive executive strike was Initiative
code for an execution.)

“It is, most definitely,” said Sam. “But
like you, we need more information before we pull the trigger on
him.”

Honey sighed. She had known it would come to
this. Sooner or later the press of fighting against climate change
would make the Initiative ask her to do something she wasn’t
prepared to do. When she’d agreed to do the spying it had been a
lark, a very appealing one. Getting dominated by hot, sexy doms and
just listening in on what they were saying to see if she could
ferret out any secrets that might advance the cause of fighting
climate change, it sounded so easy and so fun. Who could resist? It
COULD be dangerous, but it shouldn’t, and the possibility of
personal danger added a thrill that Honey just couldn’t resist.

But this was more than a possibility of
danger, this was likelihood of personal danger.

“I’ll think about it,” Honey said. “It’ll
take me a day at least, maybe two or three.”

Sam nodded. “I understand,” he said. “Just
please let us know as soon as you know.” He knew not to push once
he had what he suspected was a win.

 


Honey left already thinking she should take
the assignment, but the question was, how could she take it and
assure her personal safety?

The problem was, she had very little
confidence in the Initiative’s interest in assuring her safety. Oh,
they WANTED her to be safe, in an abstract sort of way. But the
leadership of the Initiative was composed almost entirely of
fanatics, people who would have gladly given their own lives if
they thought it would contribute in some meaningful way to
preventing the worst effects of climate change from occurring.

It was understandable, in a sense. The worst
effects of climate change included the end of human civilization
and possibly the extinction of the human race. Those were the sort
of stakes that bred fanaticism. Still, Honey was not quite that
fanatical and would like to survive her missions. And she was
deeply aware that people who would willingly sacrifice their own
lives on the altar of preventing climate change would also
willingly sacrifice her life on that same altar. With the greatest
regret of course. But their regrets would not do her corpse any
good.

And Honey vividly remembered the stare on
the face of the woman who had died just outside her door in Las
Miserabil during the revolution on a previous mission. She did not
want to wear that same expression anytime soon if she could help
it.

Fortunately, Honey thought she knew a way
she could prevent that. She had been very impressed by the rescue
crew Bascom had assembled to get her out of Las Miserabils. They
had the skills, the resources and the planning it took to get her
safely out of a violent revolution, surely could handle any
ordinary rescue.

Honey would have loved to hire the Bascom
crew to be her rescue crew. She could have offered them a lot more
money than Bascom was paying. But that would have raised other
problems. Bascom would quickly find out she’d hired their rescue
crew for an independent job, which would have raised many questions
in their minds, and would undoubtedly blown her cover with Bascom.
And Bascom remained a very nice cover for her.

So Honey went looking elsewhere. She had
research done by an expert researcher, and very soon she had a list
of names of people and organizations with a good track record in
the rescue business. She had a friend who was on the board of a
conglomerate that needed rescue crews now and again (kidnaping
corporate execs was a big industry in some countries), and that got
her a chance to sit down with the security chief who vetted the
teams they used. He went over Honey’s list and made some
suggestions after making it very clear that he had not made any
suggestions at all to Honey officially, which of course Honey was
fine with.

At the end, Honey had a list of four firms
and about a dozen names that could do the rescue thing for her.
After four interviews, she hit it off with Mark “Blackjack”
Knopfler, former Army Intelligence operative and general all around
badass, now officially retired.

“So basically me and my crew just hang
around in case you need rescue, and if we get your signal, we swoop
in, grab you, and leave,” said Mark.

“Yes,” said Honey. “Exactly that.”

“Will there be armed resistance?” Knopfler
asked.

“There might,” said Honey. “But probably not
a lot of it. This is a rich Louisiana businessman, on his own
property. He’s going to have a few security guards, maybe just one,
and the local cops are in his pocket, so he probably feels very
protected.”

“You could spare yourself a lot of time,
money and anxiety by just not seeing this fella,” Blackjack
observed.

“Yes, I could,” said Honey. “But here’s the
deal. I’m working with some people on this. Can’t name any names,
but they have it on good intel that he is either doing or planning
to do unwise things with nukes, related to oil and gas production.
There are are also rumors that some of the women who join this
guy’s harem are never seen again. If either of these is true, we
are going to end him. But we have to be sure.”

“Ah,” said Knopfler. “And the people you’re
with have good intel on this?”

“Good enough that I would never agree to
hook up with this guy under ordinary circumstances,” Honey replied.
“I am there strictly to suck his cock and find out if he’s playing
with nukes or not, and if he’s killing girls or not.”

“So you won’t be terminating him,” said
Mark.

“Not my job,” said Honey. “Not yours either.
I just don’t want him terminating me. We’re going to be working
with some alphabet agencies on this. Have to keep things
legal.”

“That’s a job I can accept,” said Mark.
“You’d be amazed how many people end up wanting me to kill
people.”

After that, it was just a matter of planning
and logistics, but there was a lot of that. Honey wound up with a
team of well over a dozen people, more than she’d anticipated. But
Mark assured her it was necessary.

“Look, you yourself have said you are going
to need rescue immediately, or as close to it as we can get to
that, and that means we’re going to need people on hand ready to
go,” said Mark. “We’re also going to need that forensic data
extraction specialists if Ledoux has records of his nuke project,
and of course there will be records if he’s doing it.. And we’re
going to need other people to make sure we can follow through on
this project and actually nail Ledoux. A man as wealthy as Ledoux
will not be easy to jail.”

“It’s not the money,” said Honey. “My life
is at stake here, I’m willing to spend whatever’s necessary. But I
worry about the crowd. Ledoux has this place sewed up, you’ll be
noticed.”

“I think we can come up with good cover.
There’s a game preserve right next to his plantation, we’ll just be
a bunch of buddies up for some hunting and fishing. Groups of men
head out from New Orleans to hunting preserves to get drunk and
party with the local whores all the time. Some of them even
hunt.”

“Al right,” Honey agreed.

Honey called Sam and told her she was signed
on soon after she had her talk with Mark. But she warned that it
would be three days before she could leave. Sam wasn’t happy about
that, as it would take some time to prep her for her cover, but it
was what it was and he accepted.

Honey was very busy over those three days,
setting up an account for Mark to use for the group’s finances,
doing more research into Ledoux and getting a specialized RFID chip
implanted in her thumb and sensors in her throat.

“You told me that you might be immobilized,
unable to move and gagged as well when you need to send for help,”
said Mark. “This is what you need then. The RFID chip will send out
a signal when you subvocalize a word. It will recognize that
subvocalization thanks to the sensors in your neck. Even if your
tongue is useless and your mouth is filled, the sensors will pick
up the tiny movements of your throat muscles when you
subvocalize.”

“Great,” said Honey. “He won’t know when I
call you in.”

“No, he won’t,” said Mark. “And any bit of
surprise we can muster will work to our advantage. But if you need
a distraction, you can subvocalize another word that will send out
a signal on a different frequency that will let us know an
immediate distraction is called for, with rescue activated as well,
of course.”

“A distraction?” Honey asked.

“Generally an explosion. A big one. A loud
one,” Mark responded. “Nothing subtle, you should only use it to
prevent you or someone else from being killed, raped or injured.
That level of emergency.”

“Ka-boom!” Honey said.

“Exactly,” said Mark.

 









 Chapter 2

Everyone who wanted to keep breathing was a
potential mole for the Initiative.

 


The three days were over fast, then it was
off to Louisiana for crash training in the culture and experiences
and background of Louisiana street whores, as well as teaching her
to speak with a Cajun accent.

Honey had always considered herself a fast
study and an easy learner, but this was much more intense than any
training she had had in college. The classes were conducted in an
old house that had been subdivided into rental rooms. It was
perfect cover for an Initiative ops and training center, as a
variety of people could come and go unnoticed.

Honey had been to New Orleans on a couple of
occasions. She found the atmosphere oppressively hot and humid,
even in fall. Turns out it really was the humidity not the heat!
But the food was fantastic, and the culture was vibrant and
exciting in its Southern way. She had looked forward to having some
time to shop and eat out, but it was not to be. She spent almost
all her time sitting in rooms reading about her new identity, or
Cajun culture, or street whore argot, and listening to people
talking about the same things then parroting them back.

Most of her instructors were professionals,
calm and persistent in correcting her errors, but a couple of them
thought they could browbeat her into learning.

“Don’t you understand, this is life or death
stuff?” one asked. “Any tiny mistake you make might blow your cover
and get you killed.”

“As a matter of fact, I do,” said Honey. “I
have already had to kill a man on one mission. On the same mission
I walked down hallways littered with corpses, some of them people I
knew. It made an impression. I’m doing the absolute best I can, and
no amount of trying to frighten me can make me do better. I
absolutely know the stakes.”

“Ah,” the instructor had said. He backed
down a bit after that.

The most interesting teacher was the actual
street prostitute they had instructing her. They had created
Honey’s cover as a recent transplant from California. But she had
to know something about whoring and Cajun culture to make her cover
believable. Hence Jenny Guidry was brought in. She was a mixed-race
woman who could have easily passed as white but made no attempt to
do so. Honey took an immediate liking to her, though Guidry was
more cool toward Honey.

“You get four kinds of men on the street,”
said Jenny. “Old roosters with money looking for a filly who’ll do
them. They’re the best, they don’t last long and pay easily. Easily
satisfied most of the time, often a quick blowjob will do the
trick. Rarely ask for any kind of lagniappe.”

“Wait, lagniappe?” Honey asked. “I know it
means a favor, but does it have a special meaning in sex work?”

“Well, the same meaning, a different take is
all,” said Jenny. “It means the guy wants a little
something-something from you, for free, short term. Long term, if
you put up with that shit, it means he gonna make you his filly,
and get it all for free. Whores don’t do lagniappe.”

“Got it,” said Honey.

“Rich old guys and most married guys don’t
ask for lagniappe,” said Jenny. “They are happy to pay, you know.
In and out, no strings, that’s what they want. They are ca c’est
bon, the best. Some married guys will ask for the lagniappe and
then try to make you their maitresse. But when they as for the
lagniappe, it often means they have no means, and you will be a
very poor maitresse. Stay away.”

“I’ll try to avoid the temptation,” Honey
promised.

“Young guys are the worst,” said Jenny.
“Most they are pauvre, they have very little money. Even if they
pay you, they ask for lagniappe and maybe them you should treat,
because it makes them feel a little better about spending so much
of their money. But then there are some who will try canaillerie on
you, to get off paying. They are fatras, no account people who you
should avoid as much as possible. In general, avoid the pauvre.
Money is what you need, mon chere.”

Honey would have paid for the pleasure of
sitting and listening to her for hours. She learned a great deal as
it was.

“How did the Initiative get you roped in
here?” Honey asked Jenny one day after the lesson was over, mostly
just to talk more with her.

“Oh, I love the money honey, but if I ain’t
able to breathe, I ain’t gonna be able to spend it,” said Jenny. “I
know the problem, it’s all the black gold that’s flowing under
these bayous. And it’ll do to the world what it’s done to the
bayous if it’s not stopped. Ain’t hard to see, Honey. Ain’t hard to
see at all.”

The words made Honey’s heart lighter. She
had always known that her studies and climate science had led her
to the Initiative. And most people didn’t have the advantage of
four years of college studying climate science to see how big the
problem was. If someone like Jenny who had no background in climate
science whatsoever could see how dire the problem was, it gave
credence to the Initiative’s claim that it was in fact a coalition
of practically everyone versus the fossil fuel companies.

And that would explain why the Initiative
was able to penetrate the counterintelligence of the fossil fuel
companies. Everyone who wanted to keep breathing was a potential
mole for the Initiative.

After two weeks they were ready for Honey to
hit the streets. She spent a day hooking with Jenny. It was a test
run for her Cajun whoring skills, and it was some of the most
joyless sex Honey had ever experienced. She met mediocre-looking,
often overweight guys (some of them very overweight) took them to
her shabby hotel room and fucked and sucked them. She pretended to
have orgasms, on Jenny’s advice, and it did tend to make the johns
feel better. She was friendly and cheerful and the guys were
generally kind of wary and nervous and determined to have that
orgasm. She could tell that was what was driving them, the pressure
to have an orgasm with a woman. Why they couldn’t just rub one out
by themselves, she didn’t know. It certainly would have saved them
a lot of money and it would have been sex with someone who cared
about them, even if it was only themselves.

Honey only spent a day actually being a
hooker, the Initiative wanted her in Ledoux’s hands as fast as
possible. Honey was not disappointed. She didn’t like hooking. It
was a strangely honest thing, in a sense. The guys wanted something
from her, her naked assistance in giving them an orgasm, and she
wanted something from them, money. So she helped them orgasm and
they gave her money and that was that. But it was also impersonal,
like buying or selling a box of candy at a store. It was all about
giving the candy and getting the money, there was no personalness
to the interaction. And Honey was well aware that the men liked it
that way. They had wives, girlfriends, co-workers, sisters and
mothers with personalities. And opinions!

All they wanted from her, really, was a
blowjob. Her personality was not part of the package.

 









 Chapter 3

“Consultant” was a lot more legal than
“slavegirl” and covered a myriad of sins, not all of them
sexual.

 


The second day she went to the Sundowner
Grill early in the afternoon and met with Brignac, one of the pimps
Ledoux employed to get whores into his harem. The Initative had
corrupted Brignac, rather than turning him. Money was as useful a
tool to the Initiative as it was to the fossil fuel oligarchs.

Honey was dressed in a whoring outfit, a
very short red dress that exposed the tops of her breasts and was
cut high enough that it showed off her legs and the bottom half of
a butt that was covered only by a barely-there pair of panties.
Strappy sandals and a black choker completed the ensemble.

Brignac was a handsome man in a nice polo
shirt, slacks and top of the line wool shoes. He would have looked
very at home in one of the more expensive seats at a horse
race.

“I got you in,” Phillipe “Phil” Brignac
said. He had an easy, smoky voice. Smooth, some would call it. “The
photos was what did it. Jacques has an eye for the ladies. And the
hell of it is, it wasn’t even that bikini shot that did it. It was
that face shot. He loved your face. You’re a real cutie-pie, I
guess. Didn’t have to do any slick talking at all.”

“Great,” said Honey, smiling. “So what
happens now?”

“Well first of all, you know Ledoux is a bit
drole,” said Brignac. “Likes to do the master/slave thing, you
know. Ties you up, puts you in the kinky costumes, spanks you,
makes you call him Master, that kind of thing. But don’t you worry
none, he don’t like to cause pain. No whippings or anything like
that.”

“As a matter of fact, I like what he likes,”
said Honey. “I am drole too. Just I like to be the one who submits.
That’s why I was chosen for this assignment. You can’t really fake
being drole to someone who is drole and has been around.”

“I suppose not,” said Brignac. “Not that
Jacques cares. Most of the girls I bring him are just in it for the
money. And Brignac, he is most genereux with the money where his
girls are concerned, you know. After a while, I don’t even think
they are faking it when it comes to the drole stuff. He makes it so
rewarding for them.”

“Sign of a good Master, for sure,” Honey
said. “Makes their submission worth it to them.”

“Well that makes me feel a lot more comfy
about this, cherie,” said Brignac. “How about now I drive you off
to Ledoux Plantation?” said Brignac.

“Sounds good,” said Honey. “I got my clothes
all packed back in my room.”

“Cherie, you ain’t gonna need any clothes at
Ledoux Plantation,” Brignac said. “Any clothes you gonna need,
Ledoux will provide. I’ll take care of having your things cleared
out and stored. You just hop in the car with me and we’ll go
on.”

Honey thought for a second, mostly for show.
She had suspected something like this would happen and had her
tablet and her phone charger in her bag, along with her phone. They
were the only things she really needed.

“Look, if he likes my face, he’s going to
want me to have access to my cosmetics. My looks are mostly
natural, but cosmetics are a part of them.”

“Fine, we’ll get your things, cherie, but
let’s move, Jacques wants to see you soon,” said Brignac. Honey was
glad. Her cosmetics were top of the line, she doubted Ledoux would
have such for his harem girls.

The drive to Ledoux Plantation was mostly
through the lowlands that fringed the Mississippi River. It was
about 50 miles outside New Orleans, close enough for easy access,
far enough out that the traffic wasn’t a constant grind. Live oaks
and stretches of black water lined the road, along with houses and
gas stations. It was a mixture of the prosaic and the swampy.

“Any gators out there, do you think?” Honey
asked when they passed a particularly large stretch of
swampland.

“Probably,” said Brignac. “Anyplace you got
fish and birds to eat, you gonna have gators, but you know, small
ones mostly. I got a picture of a seven-footer crawling alongside
one of those tinted office buildings, you know. But mostly you
don’t see ‘em because mostly they stay in the water, because that’s
where their food is.”

“Weird to think of monsters like that just
walking around loose everywhere,” Honey observed.

“Hell, don’t you have them mountain lions
and sharks in California?” Brignac asked.

“Yeah, but in real life you don’t ever see
one,” said Honey.

“Same here in Louisiana,” said Brignac. “If
I had choice between keeping gators or the skeeters, I’d say ‘keep
the gators and get rid of them damn skeeters.’”

“I’d have to agree with you on that,” said
Honey.

“What do you people want with Jacques,
anyway?” Brignac asked.

“Not much I can tell you about that,” Honey
said. “Just a money thing. He’s got information my people can use,
and hopefully I can get it and get out with him no wiser, leaving
my people richer, you richer, and him only a little less rich.”

“I’m all for being richer,” said Brignac,
smiling wolfishly.

The entrance to Ledoux Plantation was a
discreetly hidden drive off a county highway that was marked only
by a discreet Private Property sign and a single large mailbox.
After a brief drive through tall pines with palmettos at their base
it opened onto a wide green lawn that surrounded a huge mansion
with stately Grecian columns out front and a large covered atrium
for cars to drop guests off at. But there were no cars visible.
This mystery was solved when they pulled around to the back of the
house, which featured a large parking lot with a few cars parked in
it.

“This is where the staff parks, also guests
when they have a soiree,” said Brignac. “You won’t see much of
it.”

“So I won’t be set to work parking cars?”
Honey asked.

“You’ll be parking that fine ass of yours
here and there, that’s about it for parking,” Brignac said.

“Works for me,” said Honey as they got out
of their car and walked in with Brignac dragging along the single
large suitcase that carried Honey’s cosmetics and whatnot. She had
a lot of whatnot.

There was the usual folderol at the
plantation’s office, but it was mercifully brief. For the record,
and it was strictly for the record, her name was Sandra “Sandy”
Mosley, from New Orleans, born and raised in Anaheim, California,
the cover identity the Initiative had worked up for her. Lower
middle class, pretty, actress wannabe who soon got into hooking,
yadayadayada. Plausible and with easily verifiable records because
the Initiative’s hackers were the best and also, unlike a lot of
programmers, deeply motivated by their job.

For the record, Sandy worked for Ledoux
Enterprises, Inc., as a consultant. What sort of consultant? That
was unspecified, but the point was, “consultant” was a lot more
legal than “slavegirl” and covered a myriad of sins, not all of
them sexual.

Then it was up the elevator to the third
floor of the plantation, which more like a hotel than a traditional
plantation in that it was designed to host parties for hundreds and
had over 50 rooms.

The third floor housed Ledoux’s offices and
the public playrooms for the more degenerate parties he hosted.
Honey felt very at home in the third floor, it had the quiet
combination of money and decadence that she had grown accustomed to
in her social life.

Brignac stayed on the ground floor. Having
delivered the goods, all that remained for him was to get paid and
go. And he was fine with that.

“Sandy, it is a pleasure to see you, and I
mean that most sincerely,” said Jacques Ledoux when Sandy walked
over to his desk and stood before him, smiling. It was an easy
smile. Ledoux was freaking handsome. He had jet black, curly hair,
a straight nose, a bold chin and dark eyes that sparkled with
mischief. He had one of those beards that just refused to go away,
that made him look like he needed a shave right after he
shaved.

He looked like he belonged on the cover of a
romance novel, wearing an 18th century uniform and
looking dashing. Instead he sat in a thronelike office chair behind
a huge walnut desk in his richly appointed office.

Oh, the smile came easy to Honey, all she
had to do was rely on her instincts.

“It’s very nice to be here, Master,” said
Honey. “And to meet you.”

“Take off them clothes and let me look at
you,” Jacques said, his eyes gleaming.

Honey lost no time. The shoes, dress and
panties were on a pile on the floor in no time. She whirled about
sexily as she had been trained to by the Bascom slave training
facility. They really did have things like this down to a
science.

“Oh, you are so much more beautiful in
person than you are in a photograph, and you take one hell of a
fine photograph, cherie.”

“Thank you, Master,” said Honey.

“The term ‘Master’ comes very naturally to
your lips, Sandy,” observed Ledoux.

“Oh, I’ve had some practice using it,
Master,” said Honey, smiling.

“I am glad to hear that, cherie,” said
Ledoux. “How do you like to be addressed?”

“However pleases Master,” said Honey, “no
matter how low, dirty or humiliating it might be.”

“I hear you, putain,” said Ledoux.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey, smiling. “Putain”
was a Creole term combining bitch and whore. It was perfect for
humiliation play.

“Now take off that silly choker and come
over here and kneel in front of me, I’ve got something that will
properly decorate that silly little neck of yours, slut.”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey, heading over to
the side of the desk. She dropped to her knees and put her hands
behind her back and looked up at Ledoux, smiling.

Ledoux reached into his desk and pulled out
a gleaming golden metal collar. It was quite large, thick and heavy
with rings set in it at 90 degree intervals. It was most definitely
a slave collar and not a necklace.

“Read the inscription, putain,” said
Ledoux.

“Property of Jacques Ledoux,” Honey read. It
was inscribed in a nice floral script. The incisions were the
exactly same color as the rest of the necklace, which meant it was
either solid gold or had been electroplated after the inscription
was made. Honey voted for post-inscription electroplating. Solid
gold collars were expensive, and pointlessly so. They looked and
felt just like gold plated collars.

Ledoux slid his pants down and let his
andouille sausage of love pop out of it. It was a respectable one.
Maybe not a bebe de andouille, but still, pretty good for a
non-pornstar.

“Take my cock in your mouth and keep it
there until I tell you you can release it, slut,” Ledoux
ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Honey breathily, and she
complied. It was a clean cock at least.

“I, Jacques Ledoux of Ledoux Plantation,
hereby to claim you, Sandra Mosley of Anaheim, as my slave. To do
with as I wish, when I wish, however I wish, for as long as I wish.
If you understand this, say “Yes, Master.”

“Yeff, maffa,” said Honey. She loved being
officially collared, even if it was under a fake name. It made the
collar more meaningful. She was glad Ledoux understood this.

“If you accept your position of my
slavegirl, for so long as I continue to employ you as such and you
continue to enjoy such employment, serving me in all ways no matter
how degenerate, nasty, delightful or humiliating, signify your
acceptance by saying “Yes, Master” again,” Ledoux said as he
settled the collar around Honey’s neck, carefully making sure her
hair was clear of it as he did so.

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey said. She wondered how
well a cock-muffled ‘Yes, Master’ would stand up in legal
proceedings. Not well, she suspected. But it worked wonderfully for
this depraved little ceremony. And his cock was getting stiffer.
Very legal!

“Then I accept you as my slave,” said
Ledoux, clicking the collar shut on Honey’s neck with a very
satisfying click indeed.

“Now make me cum, putain,” Ledoux
ordered.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Honey, and she began
working Ledoux’s cock with her lips and tongue. His cock responded
quickly. Honey, using more Bascom slave training skills, focused
entirely on his cock, using mindfulness techniques to aid her mouth
and lips in stimulating his cock. It was amazing how using her head
could help in giving head. She did a mindful sweep of her head,
focusing on every sensation from her tongue, throat, lips and
mouth. She focused on feelings of love, for herself and for Ledoux.
Of course, she wasn’t in love with Ledoux, but she focused on
positive feelings about him as a Master who was giving her an
experience she really enjoyed.

And she focused on the way Ledoux was
responding to her, on the way his cock felt in her mouth and on her
lips, the way it smelled and tasted. It made her horny, and she let
it, encouraged it. She looked up at Ledoux and let her feelings of
arousal and affection shine through, and he put his hand on her
head and began face fucking her. She surrendered to his domination,
letting him control the movement of her head, still working his
cock with her lips and tongue, and in a very short while his cock
was hard as a rock and pistoning back and forth inside her mouth.
Honey loved being controlled in this way, and she let her pleasure
show even as she worked on making Ledoux’s pleasure greater.

In a few moments, Ledoux expressed his
pleasure by grunting and pulling her face into his belly and
cumming in her throat.

Honey took it in, she didn’t fight it, her
hands stayed locked together behind her back and her throat stayed
relaxed. More slave training.

When he was through, Ledoux thrust Honey
backward. She had expected that. But then he pulled out a roll of
bondage tape and slapped a big square of it over Honey’s lips.

“Mmm, that felt great,” said Ledoux. “I bet
you know what “bracelets” means, putain.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey said through her gag,
turning around on her knees so that her back was to Ledoux and her
wrists, still clasped behind her back, were available to him.
Ledoux wrapped more tape around her wrists, securing them in
place.

“I’m gonna ring for my First Girl, Evie,”
said Ledoux. “She is a slavegirl like you but she rules over all
the other slavegirls here. I delegate my power over you to her, so
she will be your Mistress just as I am your Master, understand? You
will obey her just as you would obey me.”

“Yeff, maffa,” said Honey.

 









 Chapter 4

Walking behind Marie, Honey could see the
dildo in her ass waggling as she moved. It was oddly hypnotic.

 


Ledoux picked up a phone and spoke and in
less than five minutes a naked woman walked into the room. She wore
a collar like Honey’s with matching cuffs and anklets. She was of
average height, but had the most amazing honey gold skin. It wasn’t
tanned like Honey’s, it was natural color and it almost glowed with
health. She walked over to the desk and knelt behind Honey, her
hands held behind her back, her knees spread wide.

“Evie, this here is my new girl Sandy,” said
Ledoux. “Take her upstairs, get her installed, you know the drill,
mine. I don’t know how much she knows about being a slavegirl, but
I do know she gives a great souffler-labour.”

And so her cover name was Sandy now, not
Sandra. It worked for Honey. It would be easier to respond to as it
sounded more like ‘Honey.’ And if “labour” was “job” then she had a
pretty good idea what “souffler” was.

“Yes, Master, I will get her settled in,”
said Evie.

“She knows how to kneel and she likes the
humiliation,” said Ledoux.

“That is good to know, Master,” said
Evie.

“Take her,” said Ledoux in tones of
dismissal.

“Collar, putain,” said Evie.

“Yeff, Mififf,” Honey said. She raised her
chin and Evie hooked a leash to the ring in Honey’s collar.

“Heel, slut,” said Evie and walked out of
the room with the leash in her hand and Honey following. As she did
so, Honey was mesmerized by Evie’s ass. It was incredible, round
and smooth and her honey-gold skin just glowed, making the
roundness even more pronounced. Honey suddenly had a very good idea
why Evie was in the harem, though Honey had been around long enough
to know that it was probably not why she was First Girl.

Honey also noticed that Evie wore a
transparent plastic webbed belt around her waist, clearly meant to
be almost invisible, and it was. Honey had noticed it only because
it indented her waist at the sides a slight bit and because a
plastic loop was attached to the back.

Evie led Honey to an elevator and pushed a
button labeled “4” and they were in the harem.

This harem was not dominated by a pool,
though there was a large hot tub in a corner of the central room
with a girl in it. It was dominated by the bondage toys that were
laid around the room like the weight machines in a gym. There was
also a large TV screen on one wall, with a sofa and some chairs in
front of it, including a thronelike chair with a table next to it
that was at the center of the setting. The screen was currently
showing one of the Twilight movies. Honey was not sure which one,
she had never watched any of them. Nobody else was watching it
either. A naked woman in the same gear that Evie wore was lying on
the sofa, looking at a video on a tablet with headphones on. She
had a dildo hanging out of her mouth. And another one hanging out
of her pussy. She did not look as if she were particularly aware of
either dildo.

There girl in the hot tub had a dildo
hanging out of her mouth, too. She appeared to be half asleep,
lolling in the water.

“Attendez, filles, we have a new slave in
our harem today!” Evie announced. She could speak quite loudly when
she wanted to. “To the front!”

The girl in the hot tub looked up and
quickly got out of the tub and grabbed a big fluffy towel and
toweled off, then walked over to kneel in front of Evie with her
hands behind her back and her knees spread wide. The dildo remained
hanging out of her mouth. Honey could also see another dildo
hanging out of her pussy, and a third dildo hanging out of her ass.
The dildos were held in place by a transparent plastic rope that
was attached to a waist belt just like Evie’s. The rope was secured
to the front of the waist belt by a clip and ran through loops at
the center of the base of both dildos.

Honey couldn’t see, but she was would have
bet that there was a loop at the back of her belt just like the one
on Evie’s belt, and that the rope was attached there by a snap
ring.

Honey could also see that there was a
transparent rope on either end of the dildo gag in the woman’s
mouth, attached by clips. The rope hung loose, though.

The other girl had heard Evie’s command and
put down her tablet and walked over to Evie and knelt next to the
bather, knees spread wide and hands behind her back.

“Gags out, slaves,” said Evie, and the two
girls spit the ends of the cock gags in their mouths out. They were
pink latex cock gags, very lifelike except slightly thicker and
much longer than most actual cocks. Now they hung between and above
their wearer’s breasts, dangling from the plastic ropes. Bits of
drool oozed off the end of the dildos, ignored by the two
girls.

“Girls, this is Sandy, a new member of our
harem,” said Evie. “Sandy, on your left there is Sabine, on your
right is Marie. They are your sisters in slavery, as am I. We are
all slaves to Master Jacques. I however am also First Girl in this
harem by will of Master Jacques, which makes me your Mistress just
as I am Mistress to Sabine and Marie. Do you understand?”

“Yeff, Mififf,” said Honey through her tape
gag.

“Then go kneel before me with your sisters,”
Evie ordered.

“Yef, Mififf,” said Honey. She stepped
forward, turned about and knelt, legs wide apart, hands behind her
back, just like the other two, looking up at Evie just as the other
two did.

“Very good,” said Evie, reaching forward and
yanking off the tape that gagged Honey. It didn’t hurt at all,
being bondage tape. “Sabine, Marie, what is the most important
thing here?”

“To make the Master happy,” they both said
in unison.

“And what is the second most important thing
here?” Evie asked.

“To make you happy, Mistress,” they
responded.

“Ad what is it that makes me happy?” Evie
asked.

“Making the Master happy makes you happy,
Mistress,” they replied.

“Very good,” said Evie. “Right now I am very
happy with Sandy. The Master said she gave him a very good blowjob
when she saw him. He is happy, I am happy.”

Sabine and Marie both smiled, clearly this
was good news.

“I have never heard the Master compliment a
girl on her sucking skills before she even entered the harem,” said
Evie. “Congratulations, Sandy.”

“Thanks you, Mistress,” Honey said
sweetly.

“How did you learn to give such great
blowjobs, Sandy?” Evie asked.

“Oh, I had a friend in California who taught
it to me while I was hooking there,” said Honey. “She did this
thing called sexual mindfulness, kind of New Age-y I guess, but it
works for me, and it seems to work for the guys, too.”

Honey could not mention that she had learned
it at the Bascom slave training facility, of course. Bascom was not
part of her cover, it could too easily lead to her real
identity.

“What do you mean, it works for you?” Evie
asked.

“It helps me enjoy giving the blowjobs,”
said Honey.

“You enjoy giving blowjobs?” Evie asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Honey responded.

“No wonder the men like your blowjobs,” said
Evie. “You like to eat pussy, too?”

“Not as much as I like to give blowjobs, but
I like it, Mistress” Honey replied.

“Well that is good to know,” said Evie,
smiling. “Master likes us to entertain him by playing with one
another every so often.”

“Often,” Sabine said with a grin.

“Yes, I suppose so,” said Evie. “Will you
teach us your blowjob mindfulness thingie, Sandy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Honey. “I am here to
please.”

“Thank you, Sandy,” said Evie. “Perhaps we
will be able to teach you a thing or two as well.”

“I look forward to it, Mistress,” Honey
said. She really did not think these girls would have much to teach
her: if anyone had ever been around the block where sex slavery was
concerned, it was Honey. But she had learned at the Bascom slave
training center that there were always new things to learn.

“The first and most important thing you need
to learn here is that everything here is consensual,” said Evie.
“You will have two safewords. One is for if you want to quit being
a slavegirl here. It is ‘gargoyle.’ Say it, Sandy.”

“Gargoyle,” Honey said.

“Very good,” said Evie. “Do you ordinarily
say ‘gargoyle’ when you speak?”

“No, Mistress,” said Honey. “Very rarely, if
at all.”

“That’s why we chose it, it’s not a common
word at all. If you say ‘gargoyle’ at any time we will assume that
means you want to quit being a slavegirl here. We’ll immediately
release you, pay you off and get you to New Orleans and set you up
in a hotel or the airport or whatever. We will ask for
clarification once, making sure you meant to say ‘gargoyle’ and
not, say, ‘gargle’ and that you understand what that means. It’s
kind of a super safeword. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Honey.

“And for ordinary issues like you have a
cramp or you need a break or you don’t understand something or
something is just bugging you, there’s the old ‘banana’ safeword,”
said Evie. “I assume you are familiar with that one.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Honey.

“Use that one whenever you feel you need to,
we will always stop whatever we’re doing and get whatever the issue
is straightened out, and then either go on or not go on as seems
right. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Honey. She was surprised at how consensuality
was being emphasized by Evie. If Ledoux was the sort of dom she
thought he was, he would be working from the very beginning to make
her think she had no choice about staying. The “banana” safeword
was no big deal, it was SOP for BDSM play in a lot of harems. But
the “gargoyle” safeword was something else. Ending the entire
relationship on a word was unusual in BDSM play, generally that was
something you talked out when not engaged in play.

“Those are the big things right there,” Evie
said. “Marie and Sabine will straighten you out on the rest and get
you kitted out right. Take over, girls.” And Evie wandered over to
the throne in front of the TV screen and had a seat, picking up the
remote.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Marie and Sabine.

“Heel, Sandy,” said Marie and Honey said,
“Yes, Marie,” and got up and followed her with Marie following
along. Walking behind Marie, Honey could see the dildo in her ass
waggling as she moved. It was oddly hypnotic, hanging out, looking
like it was going to fall, but held in place by the transparent
rope so that it just kept on waggling.

They walked over to a wall that had various
cuffs and collars hanging from hooks on it and also some belts and
dildos and other sexy whanots.

“What size is your waist, Sandy?” Marie
asked as Sabine popped the dildo that hung from her neck into her
mouth.

“I’m about a 22,” said Honey.

Marie grabbed a belt from a collection of
belts hanging from the wall and asked, “Shoe size?”

“I wear a size 9,” said Honey.

“And bracelet size?” Marie asked.

“Seven and a half,” said Honey.

“I figure you haven’t had much experience
wearing a dildo in your ass or pussy for hours on end?” Marie
asked.

“Some,” Honey said. “Not much.” Inwardly she
sniggered at “on end.”

“Some, eh?” said Marie. “Interesting. I
hadn’t had any before I came here.”

“I did some pony play for a Master and
Mistress or two, they had me wear buttplug tails most of the time,
and bit gags as well,” said Honey. “Play could last for hours.”

“Sounds like you’ve been around, Sandy,”
said Marie.

“I was a sub before I started hooking,” said
Honey.

“I bet you were,” said Marie, grinning.
“Bracelets, then.”

Honey held out her hands and Marie put
bracelets on them, then Marie put the shackles on Honey’s ankles.
The bracelets and shackles were gold plated and had thick inner
lining of leather, probably to protect the skin. Then Marie put a
translucent webbed belt around Honey’s waist. It felt very snug but
not excessively so. It had a loop in front and in back. A snaphook
with a clasp on both ends hung from the back loop.

“Dildo time, Sandy,” Marie said, lubing up
one of the dildos she had taken from the wall.

Honey smiled and bent over, spreading her
legs wide, and Marie shoved the lubed dildo all the way up her
pussy, then pulled it out by about a third, leaving it hanging
there.

“Your pussy smells like you had a good time
sucking Master’s cock,” Marie said.

“I did,” said Honey as Marie worked the
other dildo up her ass a moment later, pushing it all the way in
then pulling it out by about a third and leaving it hanging.

“No wonder you gave him such a good
blowjob,” Marie said, adding “don’t let those dildos fall out.”

“Yes, Mi … Marie,” Honey said, almost saying
“Mistress.”

“Girl I believe you are a subby sub sub all
right,” Marie muttered as she attached snaphook with a translucent
rope attached to it to the loop in the front of Honey’s belt. She
took the other end of the rope, which terminated in a small loop
and threaded it through rings set in the back of both of the dildos
that now dangled out of Honey’s ass. Then she attached the ring to
the snaphook that hung in the loop on the rear of Honey’s
waistbelt. Finally, she pulled both dildos out of Honey’s nether
regions just a little until the translucent rope was stretched
taut.

“Well, when someone shoves a dildo up my
butt then gives me an order, it does trigger certain reflexes,”
Honey said, now deeply aware of the two dildos hanging out of her
butt.

“Raison to that, I suppose,” said Marie.

“Raison?” Honey asked.

“It’s Creole, means ‘you’re right,’” said
Marie. “I was agreeing with you.”

“Sorry,” Honey said. “I’ve picked up some
Creole since I came to Louisiana but I still have a lot to
learn.”

“Oh, don’t you worry about that, cherie, we
will teach you and I can tell you learn fast,” said Marie. “You
know, you are a very unusual girl here. Master seems to like Creole
girls from Louisiana who are a little douchemont. You’re from
California, you are not Creole and don’t understand it well enough
to fake it, and you are a fast learner.”

“Douchemont?” Honey asked.

“Means slow to learn, dumb,” said Marie.

“Neither you nor Sabine nor Evie strikes me
as being douchemont,” Honey said.

“That’s because we’re not,” said Marie. “The
douchemont girls do not last. They always do or say something
stupid that displeases Master. And sure, we can get out of this
place with a word, but Master can also throw us out with a word,
that’s how it works. So they get bounced a lot.”

“Just like at-will employment out in the
real world,” Honey said. “Off you go, no reason needed.”

“Exactly,” said Marie. “I have cousins all
over the place who think they are better than me because they are
standing over fryers and doing stoop labor and shit for a tiny
fraction of what I make. Just because this is sex work, you know?
And it’s such bullshit. They could be fired just as easily as me,
their work is really hard on them, does nothing for their minds,
but it’s not sex. Let me tell you there are a lot of douchemonts in
Louisiana.”

“Same goes for California,” Honey said.
“Douchemonts everywhere you go. I am so gonna use that word.”

“Oh, yes, it’s wonderful, especially since
non-Creoles don’t know what it means,” said Marie.

“Now let’s get you gagged and you’ll be
ready to go,” said Marie as she draped a dildo with a transparent
plastic rope around Honey’s neck. “We have rules about the gags.
When the Master is not in the harem, you must wear the gag in your
mouth but there are many exceptions. If you are drinking something
or eating something or talking you can take the gag out. Or even if
your jaw gets achey, you can take the gag out. The Master wants the
gag in your mouth at all times but he is understanding. When the
Master is in the harem, the gag stays in your mouth unless the
Master orders otherwise, period. Same with the pussy and anal
plugs.”

“So basically I’m going to have dildos in
all my holes all the time here?” Honey asked.

“Pretty much,” said Marie. “But within
reason. Like, if you get an infection in your booty you’ll be
excused from wearing them until it clears up. And you WILL be
expected to report such infection immediately. Fortunately, the
nurse who sees to us has plenty of experience with such infections
and has medicines that will make those nasty bugs go away
vite.”

“We have a nurse?” Honey asked.

“Yes, a very discreet, well-paid nurse and a
very discreet, well-paid beautician for our makeup and a very
discreet, well-paid hair stylist as well,” said Marie. “Which
reminds me, there is one major rule you must not break if you wish
to remain here. No doxxing the Master. Don’t give out his name, his
location, even the nearest town. Don’t even mention his business.
‘Wealthy Louisiana businessman’ is about all you can say. There are
a lot of them.”

“I wasn’t planning on doxxing him,” said
Honey.

“It ain’t enough to not plan on doxxing him,
girl, if you do it you will be fired whether you doxxed him on
purpose or not. I dunno how many douchemonts have been fired from
here for saying, ‘Jacques did so-and-so’ on their phones or texting
the same kind of thing. That’s all it takes.”

“So all our phone calls and texts are
monitored?” Honey asked.

“Yes, cherie,” said Marie. “Didn’t Phillipe
tell you about that?” Marie asked.

“He said there wouldn’t be any privacy in
the harem, I figured it meant people would be watching me give
blowjobs and get fucked, which I like anyway,” said Honey. “It
doesn’t matter much I guess. I don’t have a lot going on I need to
hide from someone who’s paying me to be in his harem.”

“I know what you mean, Cherie,” said Marie,
smiling. “Without the sex secrets, there isn’t much for most
hookers. Drugs, maybe, sexual abuse, but Richard don’t care about
that unless it makes you crazy, and you probably not crazy.”

“What about Sabine?” Honey asked.

“What do you mean?” Marie asked.

“We’ve been talking a mile a minute and
Sabine has just been standing there with that gag hanging out of
her mouth,” said Honey.

“You know the rules, if you aren’t talking
or eating or whatever, you’re gagged,” said Marie. “I like to talk.
Sabine, she is shy. But she talks enough whenever she has a reason
to.”

Honey just looked at Sabine standing there
stark naked with dildos hanging out of her mouth, ass and
pussy.

“Shy?” she said.

Sabine popped the dildo out of her
mouth.

“It is not true, Sandy,” said Sabine in a
Creole accent even richer than Marie’s. “I am not shy, not a bit. I
just don’t gab unless I have something to say. Also, I have
developed a fondness for the feel of a cock in my mouth, real or
fake. OK, real are better. But I have to have a good reason to take
even a dildo out. Most of them aren’t.”

And she popped the dildo back in her mouth
and smirked at Honey. But her eyes were merry as she did so.

“I am with you on the feel of a cock in my
mouth,” said Honey, smiling.

“Good, then you’ll enjoy this,” said Marie.
“Say ‘Aah.’”

“Aah,” said Honey.

And Marie popped the dildo into Hone’s
mouth.

“Pop it out anytime you want to talk or
whatever, and if your jaw grows tired,” said Marie. “Otherwise,
leave it in.”

Honey popped the dildo out of her mouth.

“What about when I sleep?” she asked.

“Up to you,” said Marie. “Same with the
dildos in your ass and pussy. But none of us sleep with the dildos
in our ass and pussy. You roll over in your sleep, you’re gonna
feel it and it won’t feel good, you know?”

Honey nodded, the cock in her mouth bobbing
as she did so. She could imagine the pain. She would not be wearing
the ass and pussy dildos when she slept. She imagined she would
have enough fun learning to sit with the things in place.

“Sabine sleeps with the dildo in her mouth,
she says it helps her sleep,” said Marie. “I don’t, I wear it
enough during the day.”

Honey nodded.

Sabine popped the dildo out of her mouth.
“It’s not as bad as Marie says,” she said. “You get used to them
very fast, then it’s like you’re not wearing them. And at night,
it’s like a nuck, you know?”

Honey popped her gag out.

“I’m not sure I do, but I might give it a
try, once I get used to the gag.”

“Yeah, it’s gonna hurt for a bit,” said
Sabine. “But it stops fast, if you take it out when it starts to
hurt and leave it out for a little bit. Then you put it back in.
It’s a matter of getting used to it. The pussy and ass dildos are
much easier.” Then she popped her gag back into her mouth.

“I’ll get used to it, I guess,” said Honey.
“I’ll give it a try.” She popped the gag back in her mouth.

“That’s the spirit,” Marie said, popping her
gag back into her mouth.

Then they walked back over to the TV area
where Evie was sitting and knelt on their knees in a circle around
her feet. Honey could feel the dildos pressing inside her as they
pressed against the deep carpeting on the floor. It didn’t hurt,
felt kind of nice.

“Looking good, Sandy,” said Evie, looking
Sandy over carefully.

“Fank oo, miffiff,” said Honey before she
thought. Then she popped the dildo out of her mouth.

“Is is all right to do gagged talk with you
and Master?” Sandy asked.

“It is,” said Evie, “so long as you keep to
easily understandable stuff like ‘thank you’ and ‘yes master’ and
so forth. If it’s complicated and he wants to hear you, take the
gag out and talk.”

“Master seems very practical in his approach
to sex slavery,” said Honey. “Most doms have all kinds of weird
rules they want me to follow even if it’s inconvenient. ESPECIALLY
if it’s inconvenient.”

“Really?” Evie asked. “You don’t think the
dildos are inconvenient?” She was now wearing the same dildos in
her pussy and ass as her other girls and a dildo hung around her
neck. She sat in the chair quite naturally, which meant the ass
dildo had to be most of the way up her butt, but she looked
completely comfortable. Honey wondered if she was even aware of the
dildo lodged up inside her.

“So, Sandy, you used to be a sub, have you
ever been in a harem before?” Evie asked.

“I did a few harem scenes for play,” Honey
said. “Just for a few hours. Nothing as elaborate as this.”

“Oh, this is about as close as to an actual
harem as you can legally get to in the US,” said Evie. “Hell, this
probably isn’t legal since we have sex with him and he pays us. But
that would be the only illegal part. If there were no actual sexual
contact, it would probably be straight-up legal. Not that it
matters. Master is so rich that he could fuck us in binds in the
streets of downtown Baton Rouge and get away with it.”

“Oh, that sounds like fun!” Honey said.

Evie smiled. “Oh, that’s right, you like the
humiliation.”

“Oh, yeah,” said Honey.

“How did you get into that?” Evie asked.

“I don’t know, any more than I know how I
got into bondage,” she said. “I know I had fantasies about it from,
like, puberty, but I didn’t figure it out or deal with it then,
vanilla sex was scary enough all by its lonesome.”

Marie popped her gag out. She and Sabine had
put their gags back in while Evie and Honey spoke.

“You thought sex was scary?” Marie asked.
“Like Halloween scary?”

“No, not like that,” Honey said, smiling.
“But you know when you are 12 it is kind of overwhelming. Bleeding,
having cramps, finding boys mysteriously attractive, finding things
longer than they are wide strangely interesting, that kind of
thing.”

“Oh, scary like that,” said Marie. “I
guess.”

“You didn’t find puberty the least little
bit scary, Marie?” Evie asked.

“No, sister, I did not,” said Marie. “We
grew up knowing everybody liked to bone, and it was OK to want to
bone, just mattered how it was done and with who. When I got
personally interested in being boned, I knew the boys wanted to
bone me, and I just let ‘em. But I was smart about it.”

Sabine popped her gag out.

“You mean you made them pay you?” she
asked.

Marie laughed and slapped Sabine lightly on
the knee, who grinned and put her gag back in.

“No, silly, I wasn’t that smart yet,” said
Marie. “But I did make the boys wear condoms. They hated that, but
no condom, no pussy I told them.”

“Good for you,” said Evie. “And I bet it was
hard to make them put those wrappers on.”

“Not as hard as you might think,” said
Marie. “When you’re naked and he can smell your pussy a guy will
follow orders to get laid. He ain’t thinking at that point. Plus I
never bragged about it or nothing. Guys are a lot more relaxed
around girls who don’t talk shit. But practically all girls talk.
My being diskre made me popular. Very popular.”

“That and putting out the pussy,” Sabine
said.

“You know it,” said Marie.

“I’m sure you being so beautiful didn’t
hurt,” said Evie.

“I wasn’t so beautiful back then, and I SURE
didn’t feel so beautiful,” said Marie. “I was tall and gawky and I
felt tall and gawky.”

In fact, Marie would have been easily
identifiable by most people as the most beautiful woman in the
harem, more of a classical beauty than even Honey. Marie, to Honey,
looked like a misplaced supermodel, with her height, her lean body
and her high cheekbones, large eyes, big lips and wide brow. Honey
found it somewhat disconcerting. She was used to being, if not the
most beautiful woman in the room anywhere she went, at least close
to being the most beautiful woman in the room. But next to Marie,
Honey felt like an also-ran.

“So does Master have a particular time he
likes to play with us?” Honey asked.

“I think if he had his druthers he’d be in
here all the time,” Evie said. “But he has so much money that he
has to watch it constantly. People are always trying to get some of
it, one way and another. He comes here at all hours of the day and
night, but mostly night, because that’s when the stealing slows
down in the business world, mostly. He prolly won’t be down here
for a while because of that blowjob you gave him. He’ll stick out
the afternoon, probably, and come up here wanting more.”

“But he does think of us while we’re up here
awaiting his mighty presence,” Evie added with a wicked smile.

“What does that mean?” Honey asked.

“You’ll find out,” said Evie. “Be more fun
if it’s a surprise.”

“He thought of me just a little while ago,”
said Sabine.

“Me, too,” said Evie. “Such a thoughtful
Master.”

“And they all laughed. Sabine laughed right
through the gag she had already popped back into her mouth.

“Would it be all right if I catch up with my
friends back home?” Honey asked.

“Sure, your tablet and phone are in your
room, doorway has your name over it already,” said Evie.

“Thanks,” said Honey. She put her gag back
in and got up and headed for her new room. She could feel the
dildos waggle with every step she took.

There was no door to Honey’s room, just a
doorway. Very haremish, she supposed.

Honey discovered a distinct lack of
furnishings in her room. There was a small, well-made bed – a cot,
really, but with a sturdy wooden frame but not much decoration.
There was a sink and a commode and a full length mirror on the wall
and that was it. No desk, no chair. Honey’s belongings were piled
up neatly against one wall. Honey’s tablet and phone were in her
purse apparently untouched, but Honey would have been amazed to
discover that both were not full of spyware courtesy of Ledoux’s
security team.

Honey grabbed her tablet and phone and
headed back out into the common room. The message was clear. He
room was only for sleeping and going to the john.

It could have been worse. Some of the doms
she’d play slavegirl to liked to put their girls in cages. Small
cages.

Honey took her tablet and found one of the
many comfy chairs at the TV set and started texting her friends on
her phone. Evie, Marie and Sabine were playing some video game
where they jumped out of planes and ran around and dug things up
and got treasures. They worked as a team together and communicated
to one another with their gags in their mouths. Honey watched them
covertly. They had offered Honey a game controller but she had
shaken her head ‘no.’ Honey had never had the slightest interest in
video games. Hence she was a tyro at all of them. But the girls
seemed to be socializing through the game, not seriously trying to
win.

Honey also caught up with her “friends and
family.” Most were actual friends and family. But some were
contacts she and Knopfler had worked up during their very busy
three days of work. She simply copied the Initiative network
technique, except she used paid operatives instead of dedicated
network of fanatics.

And so Sandy called her friend Corinna and
told her she was hanging out with a wealthy New Orleans businessman
and having a wonderful time. She called her mother Amy Mosley and
told them she was having a great time in New Orleans but was vague
on who with. She texted about a dozen people all told, but the only
code phrase she used was ‘I feel you,’ which meant she was safely
ensconced in Jacks’ harem and everything was fine. She and Knopfler
had tried to anticipate every contingency that might happen in this
mission, but of course it was an impossible task. Still, Honey felt
good about the system she had. It had worked well on her other
missions.

Honey spoke to all her contacts to establish
a regular pattern of behavior of doing that. She wasn’t sure if
Ledoux had people listening in on all her texts both sent and
received, but she knew it would be dumb to just assume they
weren’t.

 









 Chapter 5

“Imagine that, a man being agreyab when he
gets everything he wants on his own terms.”

 


Then as she was texting, the dildos lodged
in Honey’s pussy and ass started vibrating. Just out of
nowhere.

Honey looked up, startled. She had no idea
what this meant.

She popped the gag out of her mouth.

“Hey, my dildos are vibrating,” Honey
announced.

All three of the other harem girls
immediately started laughing, with the gags still in their
mouths.

Evie popped her gag out of her mouth.
“Master has remembered you,” she said. “The vibrators are remotely
controlled. Master has a controller for them. He just turned you
on. He’ll leave it on for as long as he likes. You are not allowed
to touch the vibrators when they go off. You have to just
endure.”

“Ooh,” Honey said. “Tres sexy!”

“Yes it is, and I can tell that you are one
to sede to the vibrators. Might as well take advantage of it. Come
over to my throne and lick my pussy while the vibes torment you,
cherie.”

The vibrators were already having a powerful
effect on Honey, especially the one in her pussy. The idea of doing
sexy stuff had its appeal. She rose from the sofa, extra carefully
because of the vibrators, leaving her tablet and phone on the
floor.

“Before you kneel, bracelets, cherie,” said
Evie. “We will see how good that tongue of yours is, sans
hands.”

So when Honey reached the throne she turned
her back to Evie and crossed her wrists behind her back, and Evie
fastened her cuffs with a snaplink built into one of the cuff’s
rings.

As Honey approached, Evie quickly and easily
unhooked the transparent rope that held the dildos inside her and
pulled out her pussy dildo and laid it on a table next to the
throne. She left the other one in her ass, and as she was sitting
on it, deep in her ass.

Then Evie crooked her finger at Honey and
motioned her to come closer.

Honey scooched over to Evie. There was, of
course, a deep notch in the center of the throne, with plenty of
room to accommodate Honey’s tanned neck. It was good to be the
Master, or in this case, the Mistress. Honey scooched in until her
neck was snugly fitted into the notch with her mouth right up
against Evie’s pussy, at which point Evie grabbed a strap hanging
from the side of the chair and ran it behind Honey’s neck,
effectively sealing her head in place. Honey liked that. She loved
being restrained in a sexual sort of way.

“See if you can make me cum, girl,” Evie
ordered. Then she picked up her controller and resumed giving her
full attention to the game.

Honey wasted no time. It had been a while
since she had licked a pussy, but licking pussy was liking riding a
bicycle, only with considerably less legwork. Evie’s pussy was one
of those with two distinct outer labia that were smooth mounds on
either side, with her clit rising out of the top of the mounds and
just a tiny flap of inner labia projecting out of the middle. Honey
started working Evie’s clit with the tip of her tongue, carefully
and gently at first. Some women’s clits were extremely sensitive
and you had to sneak up on them unless you wanted to find yourself
in a headlock.

But Evie was not ultra-sensitive. Honey
stopped probing for sensitivity and focused on sexual mindfulness.
The same technique that made her so good at blowjobs worked for
eating pussy, too. She did a mindful scan of her body, focusing on
her head, face and tongue but also on her bound wrists. She focused
on what she felt, smelled, tasted and saw. (She didn’t focus all
that much on what she saw, all she could see was Evie’s lower
torso.) But there was plenty to smell and taste feel with her
tongue and Honey focused on that, along with the bonds on her
wrists and the strap at the back of her neck.

Honey wasn’t all that lesbian. She wasn’t
disgusted by eating pussies, as some straight women were, but it
didn’t do all that much for her directly. However, she loved
yielding to dominant women, and there were definitely some dominant
women who left her weak in the knees. Evie definitely had some of
that going on. Kneeling in front of Evie with her hands cuffed
behind her back and her head strapped in place between Evie’s legs
and her tongue diddling Evie’s clit, Honey felt very, very
submissive. And that did get Honey’s pussy going.

And of course, the vibrator working Honey’s
pussy was getting her pussy going as well. It made the pussy
licking a lot more rewarding. Honey focused her whole submissive
sexuality on responding to Evie, who was mostly just sitting there
playing her game, by all appearances.

But those appearances were deceiving,
Honey’s lips, nose and tongue told her. She could feel Evie
responding to her tongue, and because she was focusing so hard, she
could feel what was working and what wasn’t. And Honey repeated
whatever worked.

Honey also let the vibrator in her pussy
drive her feelings. An arc of pleasure grew from her pussy, and
grew brighter and brighter.

Meanwhile, Evie began to squirm ever so
slightly in her seat. At first it was just tiny movements, as if
she was just trying to adjust to an uncomfortable cushion. No one
watching might have noticed, but Honey did. It made her redouble
her efforts more confidently. She was succeeding. She continued
working Evie’s clit with her tongue, extremely mindful, almost as
if Evie’s clit and her tongue were connected somehow.

Evie’s ass became much more active,
squirming in the throne under the influence of Honey’s tongue. Evie
continued to play the game but her squirming butt revealed that she
was losing focus on the game. Soon Evie was moaning and Sabine and
Marie were giggling through their gags (a definitely weird sound)
as Evie moaned and screwed up on the game, whatever it was.

Honey paid no attention, all her attention
was riveted on Evie’s clit. Honey was now focusing on loving
mindfulness as well. She brought forth her feelings of love for
herself, then focused on feelings of love for Evie. Honey didn’t
have much to go on as far as loving Evie, just an appreciation for
her beauty and her femdom skills. But it was enough. She was able
to focus on that, bringing forth good feelings. That combined with
the flow of ecstasy the vibrators buzzing away in her pussy and ass
were creating made the experience very pleasurable for Honey. So
pleasurable that she felt an orgasm building inside her.

Evie was now pressing her pussy against
Honey’s face, forcing her nose and mouth inside her pussy. Honey
was very much in the moment and went with it, allowing Evie to more
or less fuck her face. The vibrator in Honey’s pussy was treating
her pussy just as relentlessly as her tongue and mouth were
treating Evie’s pussy.

Moments later, Evie came in Honey’s face.
She squirted just a little, not a gusher. The orgasm lasted over a
minute, and Evie rubbed her pussy in Evie’s face until it was over,
then suddenly pulled her butt away from Honey’s face.

Honey’s face stayed just where it was, of
course. It was strapped in place. And she had not quite had an
orgasm. She had gotten close, but had not gotten there. Her hands
still squirmed a bit in their bonds as the vibrator continued to
work her pussy.

“Oh, fuck that was good,” Evie said, her
head thrown back against the throne seat. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she
added for good measure, her body completely relaxed, her butt now
sagging against Honey’s face.

“Well, Honey, Master was right about your
tongue,” said Evie. “You sure know how to use it, girl.”

“Thank, you, Mistress” Honey said, her voice
only a little muffled by Evie’s pussy.

“Wanna give her a try, girls?” Evie said,
rising from the chair. “I need to go towel off, I came all over
Honey’s face.”

“Hell, I’ll give her a try, if she’s up for
it,” said Marie.

“I’m up for it,” Honey said. Honey was about
ready to burst from being brought so close to orgasm while eating
Evie’s pussy but not quite getting there. And the dildos were
vibrating inside her. Had Master Jacques forgotten about them?

“I’m not even going to lose my game even if
I cum,” Marie said confidently.

“I got ten dollars says you will,” said Evie
sweetly.

“You are on, sister,” said Marie.

“I’ll bet with Evie,” said Sabine.

“What about you Honey, you want a piece of
this action, cherie?” Marie asked.

“I don’t know you well enough to make such a
bet, sister,” said Honey.

“Smart choice,” said Marie, sitting down on
the throne and scooching her pussy up against Honey’s face without
letting go of her controller.

“No thinking about dead kittens,” Sabine
said.

“You are such a sickie, Sabine,” Marie said.
“I’m going to think about the game and nothing else and I am going
to take your money and Evie’s money.”

Fifteen minutes later the controller fell
from Marie’s limp fingers as her whole body writhed in the chair
and Honey writhed helplessly as well. She had cum several times
thanks to the vibrator.

“Whooooooaaaa,” Marie said as the orgasms
trailed out of her.

“You owe us money!” Sabine said
gleefully.

“Absofuckinglutely worth it,” Marie said,
with a relaxed smirk. “Sandy here has a tongue and a half, and she
don’t let up. Plus she enjoys it. Didn’t you, you little slut?”

“I did,” said Honey. “I mean what do you
expect with that freaking vibrator in me, it’s still going.”

“You just like eating pussy, admit it,” said
Marie.

“I like making people cum,” said Honey. “And
eating pussy is definitely a way to do it.”

“You got that right,” said Marie. “You
should give her a try, Sabine, while that vibrator has her tongue
all oiled up.”

“Nah, I’m fine, I’ll save it up for Master,”
said Sabine.

“You just don’t want no woman’s face in your
pussy,” said Marie, rising from the throne.

“Take the strap off Honey’s neck there, no
need to have her in there if no one’s gonna need her tongue,” said
Evie. “Uncuff her, too.”

“Oh, I think she likes it,” said Marie,
gazing down at Honey’s face in her crotch.

“She does,” said Evie. “But let’s save some
of her for Master.”

“Good point,” said Marie, who had already
started undoing the strap securing Honey’s head and then freeing
her cuffs.

“Thanks, sister,” said Honey.

“I’m the one who should be thanking you,
girl,” said Marie with a smirk. “Might be a good idea for you to
shower now, your face reeks of pussy.”

“I’ll call Babette and Helene,” said Evie.
“Sandy, off to the showers. Don’t worry about your face and hair,
Babette and Helene will be here to fix you up when you come
out.”

“Sure,” said Honey, rising and heading to
the shower room in the back of the slave quarters, amused by the
thought that she was actually going to be beautified by someone
named Babette. It was the sort of name you only encountered in old
books, she had thought. Maybe a pseudonym?

And Marie was right, Honey’s face did reek
of pussy, as did her pussy. Honey wasn’t at all bothered by that,
she had had plenty of experiences that left her reeking of this and
that and it made her subby little self just curdle with horniness.
But Master Jacques might not like her to reek like that, and that
was what mattered here.

After the shower she walked out and there
were two clothed women in the harem, both dressed in shorts and
blouses but barefoot. Both looked to be in their 30s. Babette was
the beautician and Helene was the hair stylist, another point in
favor of pseudonyms. Honey supposed they came in handy in a harem.
“Sandy” was working for her, after all.

They took Honey in hand and led her to a
side room that had four salon chairs in it along with the usual
assortment of mirrors, emoluments and supplies. They chatted idly
with her about this and that as they worked surely and swiftly to
get her looking right, which Honey was very relieved to discover
closely matched her own sense of what “looking right” meant. They
were both pleasant, friendly and relaxed, though they clearly
regarded Honey as their social inferior. They weren’t disparaging
or bossy or anything, they just kind of assumed she was beneath
them in the social hierarchy as they saw it. But the fact that they
were pleasant and friendly showed that relations were friendly
between the harem girls and them, and probably the rest of the
staff.

Which also ran counter to what Honey would
have expected from a harem run by a psychopathic Master. Then
again, Honey had never encountered a psychopathic Master in person
before, though she met some known sociopath CEOs in her
socializing.

“Lookin’ good, Sandy,” Marie said as Sandy
rejoined the gang at the TV screen, who were still playing their
video game.

“Thanks,” Honey said. “Babette and Helene
are the best.”

“Yes they are,” Evie said.

“Now girls, you’ll give us big heads,” said
Helene with a smile.

“As long as you keep our heads looking so
good, we will take that risk,” Evie said. “Thank you so much.”

“Yes, thank you,” Honey said, mindful that a
compliment would work well here.

“You’re welcome, cherie,” Babette said
warmly as they left.

“What do they do when they’re not taking
care of us?” Honey asked.

“Pretty close to nothing,” said Evie.
“Basically their only job is to be on hand 24/7 to beauty us up on
demand. And any other guest of Master’s that wants to be
beautified.”

“24/7?” Honey asked. “Do they live
here?”

“Oh, goodness no, they both have families,”
said Marie. “But they both live in houses that are less than a mile
from here, so they can be here fast. Jacques bought both houses for
them and gave them to them, along with very nice salaries.”

“Damn, I never thought to ask for a house
when I was talking to Phillipe,” said Honey. “I knew Jacques was
generous but wow!”

“Sandy, you can buy a house anywhere you
want when you leave here,” said Evie. “With the kind of money he
pays and no expenses, you are going to have a huge nest egg. He
only pays Babette and Helene so well because you have to offer that
kind of money to get people with their skill levels to work 24/7.
Either of them girls could get a job anywhere they liked for very
good money if they wanted to. But not for the kind of money they
make here, and that’s exactly why they are here.”

“That makes sense,” said Honey.

“Let us say that when you’ve experienced the
way Jacques lives, you will truly understand that the old saying,
‘Money changes everything’ is definitely true,” Marie said.

“Reminds me that I heard some comics guy say
that Batman’s super power was that he had lots and lots of money,
and that it was legit a real super power,” Honey said.

“Oh, you got that right, darlin’,” said
Marie. “The things Jacques can do with a single phone call are
amazing. He doesn’t do them personally, but he gets them done.”

“Yes, it’s kind of surprising that he is
such a decent and fair man given how easily he can get everything
on his own terms,” said Evie.

Sabine started laughing through her gag.

“All right, Sabine, what is it?” Evie asked
when Sabine was down to giggling.

Sabine popped her gag out.

“Imagine that, a man being agreyab when he
gets everything he wants on his own terms,” said Sabine.

“I just meant he doesn’t HAVE to be agreyab
to get what he wants,” said Evie.

Honey kept silent. She knew some wealthy
people who did not believe they had to be agreyab (“agreeable” she
guessed) to get what they wanted. And who were absolutely right
about that.

“True, dat,” said Marie. “He who has the
gold makes the rules. But Sabine has a point, too. Easy to be happy
when you get everything you want, any way you want it.”

They chatted idly for another hour or so,
pretty much ignoring Honey while she squirmed and moaned as the
vibrator inside her continued its work. Then it suddenly
stopped.

“It stopped, do I take it out or clean it or
me or anything?” Honey asked.

“No, girl, leave it in, Master made that
mess, he’ll decide if and when you clean it up.”

“OK,” Honey said, smiling. She liked reeking
of sex.

 









 Chapter 6

“Isn’t that a nice effect, the way the
string blurs when the dildos vibrate?”

 


About an hour later the harem door opened
and there was Master Jacques.

“Hello, mine!” he said in tones that made it
clear he was glad to see them.

“Hewwo, Maffa,” they all replied through
their gags, then getting up from their chairs to kneel at Jacques’
feet. Honey followed suit. She was pretty sure she’d be fine if she
did as the other girls did, and did as ordered.

“Let’s get this party started, you would not
believe how dull things have been today, except for Honey of
course,” Jacques said. He strode over to the throne chair Evie had
just vacated and stood silently, holding his arms extended at
shoulder height.

Evie, Marie and Sabine immediately swarmed
him, followed by Honey. They removed his clothes in very short
order, but very respectfully. He helped by raising his feet so they
could pull off his shoes and socks and pants and undies. When they
had him naked, he sat on the throne and the four harem girls knelt
in a circle before him, hands clasped behind their backs.

“Thank you, girls,” said Jacques. “What have
you been up to today?”

“We have mostly been playing Fortnight,
Master,” Evie said. “And after hearing your report, Marie and I
just had to try Sandy’s tongue out.”

Jacques grinned. He looked relaxed and
happy. Why should he not? He was playing with his harem. “I thought
so,” he said. “How did you find her tongue?”

“Very agreyab, Master,” said Evie. “Sandy says she is not a lesbian
but her tongue is definitely bisexual.”

“I am not at all siprized to hear that,”
said Jacques. “She seems to like using it a lot.”

“Oh, yes she does,” said Evie. “She came
when she was eating Marie’s pussy.”

Jacques raised a brow. “Is this true,
Sandy?” he asked.

“Yes, Master, I did,” Honey replied. “But a
lot of that was the dildo inside me that you turned on. It turned
me on, all right.”

“Glad you enjoyed it girl,” said Jacques.
“You up for more fun and games?”

“Yes, Master!” Honey said.

“Thass what I like to hear, putain,” said
Jacques. “By the way girls, Sandy likes to be dezoned, so let us
waste no chans to humiliate her.”

“Yes, Master,” said Evie with an evil
grin.

“Thank you, Master,” Honey said.

“Sandy, how good are you at edging a man
with your mouth?” Jacques asked. “Can you keep me hard for a long
time without making me cum?”

“I have had some experience with that, yes,
Master,” said Honey. “I think I can fairly say that I did not
disappoint.”

“Very humble and I am sure, true,” said
Jacques. “So what I am thinking is I want Sabine put in some nice
rope bondage on a bed and I want Evie tied to the same bed. I want
Sabine’s pussy spread and I want Evie’s ass available. I want Marie
tied to a frame and with her ass available. Sandy will keep me
entertained while you girls set this up. Then Sandy is to work
Marie with the dildo poles while I fuck Evie and Sabine. Got
it?”

“Yes, Master,” came four happy replies.
Evie, Marie and Sabine rose and attended to their missions while
Honey crawled forward, spit out the dildo gag and took Jacques’
cock into her mouth. She quickly got it hard then applied the same
mindfulness techniques that let her make men cum quickly, to
keeping Master hard and not letting him cum. It was not so
difficult, once she was mentally zoned in on Jacques’ cock. She
could feel when he was responding too strongly to her tongue and
backed down, and she could feel when he grew a tiny bit less hard
and ramped up.

After a time, Jacques said, “That will do,
putain,” and Honey leaned back letting Jacques hard cock bob out of
her mouth.

He patted her on the head most patronizingly
and said, “Good girl,” and walked off. It gave Sandy a subby thrill
to be so patronized. She was just glad the dildo in her pussy
wasn’t going.

“Room, this is Jacques,” Jacques said into
thin air as he walked over toward the bed that Sabine and Evie were
now tied to. “Turn on all the girls.”

“Yes, Master,” came a disembodied female
voice and Honey felt the dildos inside her start up again. And now
the other girls were probably being vibed, too.

Honey rose and headed over to a frame on
rollers that was sitting not far from the bed Sabine and Evie were
tied to. Marie was standing beside it. Two dildo poles rested
against the rack, their dildos pink and erect and ready to
play.

“I’ve lubed myself up, Sandy, but you’ll
have to lock me in place, can’t do it myself,” said Marie.

“Why I’ll be happy to,” said Honey as if she
were agreeing to help set a dinner table.

Marie proceeded to climb up on the frame,
which was a collection of metal pipes that had been connected with
bolts and iron connectors, a Tinkertoy set writ large as far as
Honey could tell.

They formed a cube with a padded top at
about the height of the table. The pipes on one side of the cube
extended about a meter above the tabletop, with two horizontal
pipes at at sixth of a meter intervals above it. (Or six inch
intervals, if you prefer to think of it like that.)

Roller wheels at the four corners of the
cube made it easy to move the frame around, but there was a locking
mechanism on each wheel to stabilize the frame when it was in
place.

Various ropes and cuffs hung from the
horizontal poles. A thick pad was taped to the middle of the top
horizontal pole. Marie got up on the table top and laid down on it,
resting her head against the padded horizontal bar. Honey walked
over to the table and tied ropes to Marie’s wrist cuffs, securing
them to the top horizontal bar well away from her body, though not
leaving her arms fully outstretched. Honey believed in leaving some
writhing room.

Honey also took ropes and tied them to
Marie’s ankle cuffs to the same bar, spreading her legs wide but
not in a full split, bringing them almost up to the bars.

This left Marie’s butt fully exposed and
resting just at the edge of the table. The dildos hanging out of
Marie’s butt were hanging out over the table, and vibrating so that
the plastic rope that held them vibrated as well, making it appear
to be just a blurry streak of light.

“Isn’t that a nice effect, the way the
string blurs when the dildos vibrate?” Honey said sweetly, giving
the vibrators a couple of hard taps on their ends.

“Mmfh!” Marie said, the vibrators digging
deeper into her blazing nether regions.

“I’ll take that for a yes,” said Honey,
giving the vibrators another pat. “A shame I’ll have to remove
those vibrators.”

Meanwhile, Jacques had walked over to the
bed where Evie and Sabine waited, tied down like animals by Marie
before she headed over to the frame. Sabine was on her back, lying
crosswise in the middle of the bed with her butt on the very edge
of the bed. Her ankle cuffs were tied to ropes that were secured to
the side rail on the other side of the bed directly behind her
head, a little farther apart than her torso, forcing her legs to be
pulled up so that her knees were resting on the bed just below her
armpits. Her feet were raised in the air on either side of her
head, restrained by the rope and by her arms. Sabine’s wrist cuffs
were secured to the headboard and footboard of the bed. But her
arms were not fully stretched out, though they did not have much
play in them, the ropes were taut. That’s because Sabine’s ares
were over her legs, her elbows resting atop the inside of her
knees, restraining her legs. To top it off, her gag still hung out
of her mouth as she stared up at Master Jacques, who was fucking
her outthrust pussy hard, slapping her ass and Evie’s ass and
clearly having a very good time.

Evie was kneeling, her ass also on the edge
of the bed, but she faced away from the Master. Her wrists were
together and secured to the bed’s headboard, a simple wooden
headboard with wooden spokes and plenty of notches and curlicues.
The uprights on the headboard kept her from moving her bound wrists
from left to right. Evie’s ankle cuffs were tightly secured to her
upper thighs by many strands of rope, so that she could not move
from her kneeling position. Her gag hung out of her mouth and the
gag in her pussy was still in place, but without the transparent
rope holding it in.

Honey saw why the transparent rope was not
in place very quickly. In a minute or two, Master Jacques pulled
out of Sabine’s pussy and turned to one side and thrust his cock up
Evie’s ass. And after a few moments of fucking Evie’s ass, he went
back to Sabine’s pussy.

He was fucking both girls at once. And why
not? He had four women in his harem for a reason.

And while Master Jacques was fucking Sabine
and Evie, he was watching Honey go at Evie with the dildo
poles.

Honey was giving him something to watch. She
had unsnapped the transparent rope and removed the still-vibrating
dildos from Marie’s pussy and ass. Then she carefully shoved one
lubed dildo pole up Marie’s ass using both hands, leaving it
hanging out momentarily as she shoved the other lubed dildo pole
into Marie’s pussy with a free hand while holding on to the ass
pole with the other hand.

Marie watched, her head held upward by the
padded horizontal bar, her face made masklike by the gag hanging
out of her mouth, but her eyes were merry. Honey proceeded to fuck
Marie’s ass and pussy simultaneously with the two dildo poles,
which was eve harder than it sounded because she had to go at two
different rates of speed and angles of attack. She worked the ass
dildo pole slowly at first, but she worked the pussy dildo pole
harder. The absolute ease with which the pussy pole had slid in and
out of Marie’s pussy showed that Marie’s pussy was ready to
fuck.

Honey knew that the real purpose of fucking
Marie was to entertain Master, so she made sure she didn’t block
his view with her body. But Honey did more than that. She really
stuck her butt out and moved as sexily as she could while she
dildo-fucked Marie.

And Marie understood what the game was, too.
Her butt danced in response to the dildo poles. Soon she and Honey
had established a rhythm, a seductive rhythm. It felt almost as if
Honey was dancing with Marie’s butt via the dildo poles.

Marie however was not just entertaining the
Master, she was being fucked, and Honey knew how to fuck someone
with a dildo pole because she had been fucked with them on plenty
of occasions. Honey knew what worked and what didn’t, and she also
knew that Master would be pleased if she made Marie cum. So she was
doing her best to do so, while doing it in as visually appealing a
manner as possible.

This meant that Marie had to struggle to
maintain some semblance of awareness to writhe in a visually
appealing manner when her every instinct led her to just writhe
like an animal. Drool was oozing out of the corners of her mouth
past the gag that she was biting down on. It fell on her chin then
spilled onto her breasts and down her torso. She couldn’t help it,
nor would she have prevented it if she could have. Master liked the
drool, it made the harem girls look helpless and out of control
within their bondage, and he loved that look.

Jacques looked at it all and just smiled.
This was what he loved, seeing these women performing for him. They
were his women, performing for him and him alone.

He was fucking Sabine’s pussy and he felt
like coming. So he did. He groaned and let go, slapping Evie’s ass
as he did so.

Honey continued working at Marie’s pussy,
not having noticed Master’s orgasm. Marie had seen him cum but was
not about to tell Honey. That was Master’s call.

Jacques pulled out of Sandine’s throbbing
pussy and said, “Honey, get over here and untie Evie so she can
clean my cock. Then clean Sabine’s pussy. I’ve made a mess of
it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Honey, trying hard to
sound cheerful. She pulled the dildo poles out of Marie and left
Marie lying there, panting, her pussy gaping slightly, the inner
lips bright pink against her deep brown skin.

Honey quickly untied Evie’s wrists and
untied her legs with a little more trouble. Honey didn’t actually
do much untying, mostly she got tied up and sometimes she tied up
other girls, but mostly it was Masters and Mistresses who did the
untying. Slaves waited until they were unbound, however long that
took. It was part of the fun.

But she got Evie untied then moved over to
where Sabine was tied. Her pussy was smeared with various kinds of
love juices, including cum, and Honey grasped her hands behind her
back, knelt down in front of Sabine’s ass and proceeded to lick her
pussy clean. Honey wasn’t exactly wild with enthusiasm for the job,
but she’d done more disgusting stuff. All in a day’s work at the
harem. Honey looked up at Sabine but she wasn’t looking down at
Honey, she had her head thrown back, looking very relaxed. Probably
had a string of orgasms, lucky girl.

 









 Chapter 7

“God made women like her to make us glad we
are men,” declared a man. “And to make our wives sorry we are men,”
added another.

 


“OK, who’s up for some Fortnight?” Jacques
asked, heading back over to his throne.

“Me!” came the gagged voices of Evie, Sabine
and Marie.

“Sandy, you do not wish to play?” Master
asked.

“I do not know how to, Master,” Honey
replied, after removing her gag.

“Would you care to learn?” Jacques
asked.

“Sure,” said Honey with a lot more
enthusiasm than she felt. She had tried video games as a girl and
had concluded that they were a boring boy thing.

“Fine and dandy,” said Jacques. “We’ll get
things set up for you and in the meantime, you can go down to the
kitchen and pick up our drinks and snacks. Evie, you set that
up.”

“Yeff maffa,” Evie said.

Honey noticed that all the girls were
getting their butt and pussy dildos back in place so she did the
same.

Evie asked everyone what kind of drinks and
snacks they’d like. Honey had wondered how they handled meals, and
apparently, you just ordered things from the kitchen. Honey asked
for a bowl of etouffee and some crackers and a big glass of diet
cola. She had not eaten in a while.

Once she had all the orders taken, Evie went
to the toy box and picked up a short chain.

“Iffay, uh-eh,” she said, approaching
Honey.

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said, assuming
display position.

Evie knelt down and attached the chain to
either of Honey’s ankle bracelets. When she was through she rose
and removed her gag.

“Something I forgot to tell you earlier,”
said Evie. “The staff are not allowed to fuck us, in the pussy. But
they are allowed to do about anything else they like so long as
they don’t harm us. They get a bit handsy sometimes.”

“Ah beh,” Honey said, nodding and
grinning.

“The chains are to make sure you walk
carefully and take your time,” said Evie with a smirk. “Probably
not necessary, but I know you like your slavery.”

“Yeff, miffiff,” said Honey.

“Be sure and use the service elevator, not
the regular one,” said Evie. “Guests use the regular elevator, and
it lands at guest areas. The service elevator leads to the back
offices which can get you to the kitchen.”

“Yeff, miffiff,” said Honey. She did not ask
about the dildos. If Evie wanted the dildos out of her, she’d have
told Honey to remove them.

Just then, as if on cue, Honey’s dildos
started vibrating. So did Evie’s, Honey could tell by just the very
slightest change in Evie’s posture and facial expression.

“Master likes to give himself a handicap
when he games with us,” said Evie, as Honey’s expression clearly
revealed that her dildos were working. “Activates all our dildos to
make it harder for us to concentrate on the game. Now go.”

Honey headed out to the service elevator
with short, clipped steps, feeling the dildos inside her with every
step. Honey had had plenty of experience walking around naked, or
mostly naked, in the presence of other, clothed persons. Mostly at
kinky parties she had attended, but also on Bascom assignments. But
she’d never walked around naked with vibrating dildos hanging out
of her butt, and a non-vibrating dildo hanging out of her mouth. It
made her feel vulnerable in a way she had never felt before.

The service elevator was empty but its doors
and walls were mirrored like the main elevator, and Honey was able
to see every bit of her naked self. She was even able to see what
the dildo hanging out of her ass looked like from the rear, at a
slight angle. It looked obscene, like the dildos hanging out of her
mouth and pussy. Master Jacques … or was it Evie who had thought
this up? … knew how to make a display out of his girls.

The service elevator door opened and Evie
stepped out and a woman pushed a cleaning cart into it, giving Evie
an incurious look. “Just another of the Master’s whores whoring it
up” the look said. And the look was right.

What Honey did not know was that after she
had left the harem, Master Jacques had put the various security
cams on the big TV screen in a grid pattern and he and his harem
watched Honey’s progress.

Honey followed the signs in the hallway to
the kitchen. A man in a gray jumpsuit with a “Ledoux Enterprises”
patch on the chest was coming the other way. He beelined straight
for Honey. He stepped in front of her and said, “I see we got some
new meat in the harem, cherie,” with a grin and then he wrapped one
arm around Honey, drawing her right up to him. He pulled her gag
out of her mouth and kissed her full on the mouth, a long,
lingering kiss that was accompanied by his hands roving all over
her body. He felt up her breasts and her ass while he kissed her,
then stepped back, popped Honey’s gag back in her mouth, gave her a
slap on the ass and said, “You’re sweet, Jacques sure knows how to
pick ‘em,” and continued on his way.

“Good man!” Ledoux exclaimed, and the girls
laughed.

Honey stared at the man’s retreating back,
fighting the impulse to hobble on after him. She shook herself and
continued on her way.

A moment later, a woman in a “Ledoux
Enterprises” t-shirt came walking down the hallway. Honey tried to
look businesslike but she was still deeply aware of being naked
with dildos hanging out of her body everywhere a dildo could hang
out of her body. The woman appeared not to notice Honey until she
was about to pass her, then she reached out and grabbed Honey’s
collar and pulled downward on it. Honey bent over at the waist,
yielding to the pressure. She gave Honey three hard swats on her
butt. Then she released Honey and walked on, not saying a word to
her.

“I think Jean had a bad date last night,”
said Evie. “Taking it out on poor Sandy.”

Honey straightened up, her ass bright red
and her pussy felt like it was glowing bright red, too. This was
turning her on big time, and the freaking vibrating dildo in her
pussy was making it worse.

Honey reached the end of the corridor and
found herself in a bigger hallway with half a dozen people walking
in it. The very first person to approach Honey grabbed her and gave
her breasts a good fondling, then walked on. Three people ignored
her. One pushed her up against a wall and thoroughly groped her,
feeling the edges of her pussy around the dildo. Another tickled
her just to watch her squirm. Another man ran his hands all over
her body.

She was a toy to everyone, clearly.

“Everybody’s sampling poor Honey,” said
Jacques.

“Everybody likes a novelty, Master,” said
Marie.

When Honey got to the kitchen she was, to
put it simply, hot and bothered. All those people grabbing her and
using her and then moving on instead of fucking her, it was
maddening!

So wonderfully maddening.

The kitchen was quiet at this hour, but
there were still plenty of people in it, mostly cleaning stuff and
preparing stuff, so far as Honey could see. They looked at Honey
naked and dangling dildos everywhere, her eyes smoky with passion,
and she looked at all these manly men (and a couple of womanly
women) doing things and the dildo in her pussy that was still
buzzing merrily was sending arcs of passion to her brain, and
sparks flew.

“Hey, look, a new harem whore,” said one of
the men.

Honey just stood there, so horny that the
sight of all these manly men had her hypnotized. She had felt the
same way at various bdsm parties and events she’d participated in,
staring at all the manly men, knowing they would probably be
fucking her and just aching for it.

One of them walked over to Honey and began
feeling her up. He was joined by two or three others, then suddenly
half a dozen men had surrounded Honey, laughing and talking and
running their hands all over her body.

Another man pulled the gag from Honey’s
mouth and pushed her down to her knees and Honey suddenly
remembered that when Evie had told her that their pussies were not
for general use, she had not mentioned mouths or asses. So when he
popped his cock out of his trousers, Honey went for it. She sucked
his cock and the men felt her up and the vibrators kept buzzing.
She tried practicing mindfulness while she sucked out of habit, but
it was no use. She couldn’t concentrate with the men all around her
and them squeezing her nipples and caressing her butt and tousling
her hair and doing whatever they goddamn well wanted to do with
her, and it was wonderful.

One man grabbed her wrist and guided Honey’s
hand to his cock and she wrapped her fingers around his cock and
started giving him a handjob. Another man grabbed her other hand
and in a moment Honey was giving him a handjob, too.

Unable to concentrate, Honey gave in to the
sensations, enjoying the feel of cocks in her hands and a cock in
her mouth, amplified by the sweet raw surge of ecstasy created by
the vibrating dildo in her pussy.

Honey didn’t fight it, she gave in to it.
Three minutes later a man came in her mouth while she came, and a
minute later men came in her hands while she was still cumming.

In a moment more cocks were in Honey’s hands
and mouth and she was still cumming, and fifteen minutes later
eight men had cum in and on Honey and love juices were leaking out
the sides of the dildo inside her and she was very, very happy.

“OK, that’ll do, don’t want the boss
starving to death up there in the harem,” one of the men said. So
they gave Honey a serving tray laden with the drinks and foods that
had been requested and she pushed it out the door. But just before
she left Honey pulled the gag out of her mouth and cheerily said,
“Thank you all, Masters!”

“You’re welcome, slut!” one replied and the
rest laughed in agreement.

“That is one sweet bitch,” said one of the
men after a last tantalizing glimpse of Honey’s endildoed ass was
blocked by the door.

“If I was Jacques I would never let my harem
girls get used like that,” one man said. “They would be mine!”

“I wonder if Jacques likes a little bit of
the cucking, you know,” said another.

“No, it is not like that,” said a different
chef. “He is not married to these women, they are not his in that
sense. He just owns them, like he owns his tie and his cufflinks.
They are toys he lets others play with, not the loves of his
life.”

“You’re probably right,” said a man. “None
of these harem sluts are worth getting worked up over. Could you
see the one we just played with falling for just one man?”

“With a tongue like hers, she’ll have any
man or woman she wants if she ever does,” said one of the men who’d
gotten a blowjob. “Her tongue is etonan!”

“God made women like her to make us glad we
are men,” declared another.

“And to make our wives sorry we are men,”
added another.

Honey pushed the cart down the hallway. She
was fondled and kissed and one man shoved her to her knees and she
had to suck his cock right there in the hallway. Which made her cum
again. She had never had so much fun fetching food before in her
life.

There was a man in the service elevator with
her, he spent the whole time playing with Honey’s tits like they
were toys. When her door opened he held it so she could get her
tray out and gave Honey’s butt a friendly swat. It was somehow
gentlemanly, Honey thought as she buzzed at the door of the harem
and then pushed the drink cart into the harem, covered with cum and
with the vibrator STILL working her helpless pussy. She wasn’t
cumming any more but she felt like she would at the drop of, well,
anything.

 









 Chapter 8




Most average folks just assumed the very
wealthy had way better video games, not that they had real lives
that were better than any video game could match.

 


“Ah, Honey returns,” said Jacques. “We were
wondering what kept you, so we checked out the security cameras and
saw it all,” he said, gesturing at the TV screen that showed all
the security cameras along Honey’s route on a grid.

Evie said nothing. She had her back to Honey
and her mouth was full of Jacques’ cock. Her hands were cuffed
behind her back but her whole body radiated comfort. Satiety, even,
perhaps because of the dildos that buzzed busily in her ass and
pussy.

“Marie, get off Sabine and serve the
goodies, Honey go take a shower and get all that cum off your body.
Don’t wash your hair, though, nobody spooged it and it looks so
nice.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey said through her gag,
smiling reflexively at the compliment. She had learned long ago
that the best way to respond to a compliment about her looks was
just to accept it and move on. Making a fuss either way was seen as
fishing for more compliments, probably correctly so.

Marie climbed off Sabine. They had been
wrestling, undoubtedly for Jacque’s benefit. They both looked a
little hot and sweaty, Marie more than Sabine. Honey headed for the
shower. Jacques seemed to like to keep his slaves busy.

When she got through showering and toweling
off, hair still dry and unspooged-upon, Honey walked back to
Jacques’ throne. The security cams were off the screen, now
Fortnight was up, divided into four screens, two of which were
blank.

“Sabine will get you set up on Fortnight,
Honey, it is an easy game,” said Jacques. “Fun, too.”

Honey had her doubts about Fortnight being
an easy game for her, given that she had done almost no video
gaming in her life. She knew that most people played video games at
some point in their lives, but for Honey there had always been
better things, and people, to do. Honey realized that to a certain
extent it was because she had been born into the economic elite,
but she wasn’t very worried about her ignorance of video games
giving her away as a slumming elite. Most average folks just
assumed the very wealthy had way better video games, not that they
had real lives that were better than any video game could
match.

“Damn, girl, you don’t even know how to use
a controller,” Sabine observed.

“I told you I hadn’t played much,” said
Honey.

“What did you have that was so much better
than video games?” Sabine asked, getting right to the heart of the
matter. Honey was beginning to respect Sabine. She wasn’t shy, she
just didn’t have much to say. When she did take the gag out of her
mouth, she got right to the point.

“I had the beach,” Honey said. “Went there
every chance I could get.”

“Were you a surfer?” Sabine asked.

“No,” said Honey. “I liked to swim, but I
liked even more lying on my towel in my itty-bitty teeny-weeny
beach bikini and watch the boys watch me from behind my reflective
sunglasses. And there are some FINE boys down Venice Beach
way.”

“You’re all but smacking your lips over
them,” Sabine observed.

“They were worth smacking lips over,” Honey
said with a grin, and she was able to launch into a discussion of
her escapades at the beach while Sabine taught her to use a
controller and play Fortnight. And Honey had spent enough time at
the beach as a teen to have plenty of stories to tell with plenty
of telling details to tell them with.

Honey used her mindfulness techniques to
focus on learning the game. It wasn’t all that difficult. Like most
video games, it seemed very repetitive to Honey, especially in the
beginning when she was learning, but all along, really. Since she
had never found studying things like climate change boring and
she’d always found sex exciting and chatting with her friends on
her phone rewarding, she’d always had better things to do with her
time, even before she’d joined the Initiative.

For the same reasons, she had never watched
much television or gone to a lot of movies. The little television
she did watch was pretty much like the TV screen in the harem, a
background presence when other things were happening.

But Jacques enjoyed the hell out of video
gaming, though he had one of the girls sucking his cock the whole
time, which would probably be enough to make most men enjoy video
gaming whether it was innately fun or not. Mostly it was Evie who
sucked his cock. Honey might be the best cocksucker, but she was
not the favorite.

Jacques also liked the girls to entertain
him by having sex, but not necessarily with one another, or by
wrestling. Honey greatly preferred the sex to the wrestling,
because she was afraid she might hurt one of the other girls. The
wrestling they did for Jacques was sexy wrestling, no intention of
doing any harm. But Honey had been trained by Initiative martial
arts experts in self-defense, and some of those techniques were
lethal and others could cause serious injury. Honey was afraid her
trained reflexes would take over and she’d hurt one of the other
girls, who knew sexy wrestling well enough but who clearly didn’t
have any actual martial arts skills.

Much more fun was the sex, mostly because it
wasn’t vanilla lesbianism, it was kinky lesbianism. It mostly
consisted of one of the harem girls putting one of the other harem
girls into a helpless position and then sexually tormenting her
until she came.

Jacques had many devices and toys to
facilitate that. Some were light enough to lift and carry, others
were heavy or large and were mounted on rollers to make it easy for
the girls to move them into position on the thick carpeting that
covered most of the harem floor.

For example, later that night, Ledoux had
Honey put in the hanging spreader bar and hung up in the bird cage.
Both devices had a sort of Victorian mad science look to them, and
not just because their metal parts had been bronzed. The bird cage
looked like a very minimalist birdcage, but built to human scale.
Its base was a seven foot diameter pipe, about three inches in
circumference and very thick. Two similar pipes rose on opposite
ends of the circle, straight up for six feet and then curving to
meet in the middle about eight feet in the air. At the juncture
where the poles met was a square metal box about a foot square.
There was a chain hanging out of the bottom of the box with a hook
at the end of it.

There was also an electrical outlet fastened
about halfway up one of the bars. One of the receptacles on the
outlets had a plug in it, which ran up to box atop the birdcage. It
was tightly secured to the pole, as the electrical wires on a
bondage device should be.

Sabine led Honey to the center of the
birdcage and had her sit in what was very nearly a full split. Then
out came the hanging spreader bar. It was another metal bar. It
consisted of two L-shaped metal bars of the same diameter and
construction as the birdcage bars. Where the top of the Ls ended
they made a 135-degree angle and met at the center. At the center
of the place they met was a thick metal ring. There were also small
metal rings and hooks all along the inside of the L-brackets.

Sabine had Honey sit at the center of the L
and took out some thick leather straps which she placed at
intervals along Honey’s outstretched legs. They were much larger
than Honey’s legs, and they had metal hooks that fit neatly into
the metal rings that ran along the L-brackets. Sabine also took a
double-sided hook and attached one end to the L-bracket and the
other end to the ring in Honey’s ankle shackle at each end. It took
barely a minute for Sabine to attach Honey’s legs to the poles.

But Sabine was not through attaching things
to Honey. Next she took a wide bronze waist belt and put in on
Honey. There were metal rods on either side of the belt that she
extended and attached to a hook. When she was through, the hanging
split bar was no longer lying on the carpet but was a few inches
above the carpet, held up by the waist belt.

Finally, Sabine put a thick bronze collar on
Honey, one that forced her head slightly upward but did not choke
her. It wasn’t tight, there was room for Honey’s collar beneath it.
There were metal rods on the side of the collar, and they got
attached to the sides of the L-brackets, too.

Now that the device was well and truly
affixed to Honey, Sabine took an electrical cord that was looped
and hanging from a hook at the base of the birdcage and plugged it
in to a wall outlet. She returned to the pole and pushed a button
on a controller on the cord that led up to the metal box at the top
of the birdcage. The chain that hung out of the bottom of the box
slowly descended. When it was just an inch or so above the carpet,
Sabine pushed a button and the hook stopped. She then grabbed the
hook and put it in the ring at the top of the hanging split bar
above Honey’s head.

Sabine pressed another button and the hook
began to ascend. Sabine watched carefully as the hook pulled the
hanging split bar upright, and Honey along with it. Honey showed no
sign of discomfort as the hook continued to rise, pulling Honey
entirely off the floor. Honey had been concerned that the thick
collar might choke her, because she had very little freedom of
movement now. But all of Honey’s weight was resting on her legs,
spread evenly among the half dozen leather straps that held her
legs, and her ankle shackles.

Also, because the leather straps were larger
in diameter than her legs, Honey had plenty of wiggle room. She was
not held in a strict split, but a very loose one, which was much
more comfy.

When the vibrators hanging out of Honey’s
pussy and ass were just below Sabine’s breast level, Sabine stopped
the chain, and Honey hung from the bar in a suspended split. The
spreader bar rotated a little at Honey’s slightest body movement.
Sabine fixed that by tying a thin rope to the ring at the end of
each of the horizontal split bar braces to rings at the side of the
pole. The ropes weren’t tight, they allowed Honey’s body some sway,
but not much.

Sabine inspected Honey carefully to make
sure she was OK, then gave her butt a swat when she saw that Honey
was OK.

Honey loved being suspended by someone who
knew what they were doing. And this rig seemed very safe, designed
by someone who knew what they were doing.

Now Honey’s pussy was wide open, displayed
for all, and of course Sabine would be playing with it. She walked
over to the toy box and came back with a huge dildo wand with an
electric cord and a ponytail vibrating butt plug. Sabine hung the
wand from one of the hooks on the birdcage pole, then walked over
to Honey and removed the string that held her pussy dildo and her
butt dildo in place. Out they came, to be hung on hooks as
well.

(Jacques watched the whole procedure from
his throne while Evie sucked his cock and Marie writhed on the
floor with a vibrator taped to her inner thigh, his game on pause.
Honey realized at that point that she and Sabine and Marie were a
living porn video for Master Jacques, and Evie was a living
fleshlight. How often had scenes like this been enacted throughout
history in the harems of powerful men? It was an intriguing and
horny thought.

Sabine carefully worked the vibrator into
Honey’s suspended butt.

“Hold it in there, putain,” she ordered and
Honey responded “Yeff, miffiff.” Because damned it she wasn’t going
to call a woman “mistress” after she had put her in suspension
bondage and shoved a vibrating buttplug tail up her butt and
ordered her to keep it in. That was grade A mistressing even if the
woman was a slave, and Honey should know.

Then Sabine plugged the wand int the outlet
on the birdcage pole and stepped over to Honey and began working
her pussy with the wand.

Like Honey, Sabine had had plenty of
experience of having a wand used on her. So she knew exactly how to
use a wand to maximum effect. It was much more powerful and
irresistible stimulation than the mindless vibrating dildo lodged
in her pussy could apply. Sabine noted Honey’s responses with an
expert eye, and very soon she had Honey squirming in the leather
straps, sending the ponytail hanging from her butt shimmying. Honey
moaned into the gag she still held clasped in her mouth. She had
had to spit the gag out several times during her Fortnight
gameplay, because her jaw had become stiff, but now that she was on
display there was no thought of that. Besides, it was good to have
the dildo to bite down on as the waves of ecstasy rolled in from
her pussy.

Sabine took her time with Honey. Honey’s
body betrayed her levels of arousal very thoroughly, and Sabine
backed off when she had Honey on the edge of orgasm, then took her
right back, again and again.

Honey found this frustrating. And wonderful.
Sabine’s goal was to reduce Honey to a squirming, moaning animal
hanging from a hook, and Honey loved it. She became exactly what
Sabine wanted her to be, let Sabine have the controls and it was a
wonderful ride.

Watching Honey squirm and moan while Evie
sucked his cock was a pure pleasure for Jacques, and he came in
Evie’s mouth while he watched Honey squirm.

Sabine saw Jacques’ O-face and casually made
Honey cum now that her squirming had accomplished its purpose. As
Honey was already on the edge, it was a simple task for Sabine.

It left Honey gasping through the gag and
sweating and panting. It was sheer relief to cum at last, to
shudder and surrender to the orgasm that had been threatening to
break into her mind and rob it of all thought for so long. It was
sheer pleasure to feel the restraints holding her in place as her
body mindlessly squirmed and twisted and writhed in its
bondage.

And when it was over, Honey hung limp in the
birdcage. She knew why the caged bird moans. Because it feels so
very, very good to.

“Most entertaining, mine, you have all been
wonderful as usual,” Jacques said. “Now I must go attend to
business, but I go greatly satisfied and very glad to have such a
wonderful reward waiting for me when I finish. Now dress me.”

And he freed Evie’s hands from her cuffs.
Evie and Sabine dressed Jacques, leaving Honey hanging in the
birdcage and Marie stretched out on the floor, looking spent. Honey
had completely lost track of Marie’s writhing, being preoccupied
with her own writhing and the reasons for it.

When Jacques strode out the door after
giving Evie and Marie some wonderfully patronizing pats, Evie and
Marie freed Honey and Marie from their bonds.

“OK, girls bath time, or shower time, as you
prefer,” Evie said. “I’ll call Babette and Helene and let them know
we’ll need some touching up in half an hour or so.”

After that it was a very relaxing time of
bathing and chatting and having their hair and makeup touched up
and chatting some more. The girls gladly gave Babette and Helene
blow-by-blows of their experiences with Jacques, and the
beauticians took it all in quite calmly, so Honey followed their
lead and was very forthcoming about her experiences fetching the
drinks and snacks.

“Will Master be visiting us again today?”
Honey asked.

“He might, or he might not, there’s no
telling,” said Evie. “Depends on how busy he is, and how randy he
is. We satisfied him well I think but you know how men are.”

As they talked, Honey debated how to probe
the girls for intelligence. She had thought abstractly about it
before starting the mission, but much depended on the particulars
of the girls and the security-consciousness of the people with
regard to the harem girls. Honey had the impression that security
was not a big concern with regard to the harem girls. She had a
distinct impression that she and the other girls were regarded as
just living sex toys. Of course, any halfway competent security
officer for Jacques must have some concern that the harem girls
might be spies. Using sexy women as spies was one of the oldest
tricks in the book, after all.

But Honey thought there was probably an
element of class bias working in her favor here. All the harem
girls were from middle class or poor backgrounds, women who happen
to have been born beautiful and who used that beauty to improve
their lives in the simplest most direct way possible, by whoring.
The assumption would be that they were not too bright, and that
assumption would include Sandy/Honey.

Still, any questions about nuclear anything
would be stupid, as would any questions about vanished slavegirls.
Honey had decided to listen carefully and follow up if anyone said
anything that might be useful.

Problem was, they didn’t. You had to have a
certain natural talent for indolence to function well in a harem.
There was only one client, really, and he only came in for a couple
of hours each day. Things got busy then, but Evie was a slacker
like the rest of them and they spent most of their time chatting
and texting with their friends on the phone and playing Fortnight
and other games such as Aurion Slave Girls and Jiggi the Hunn’s
Slave Girls. They didn’t take the slavegirl roleplay games
seriously, they found them hilarious, and screwed with the slave
girl and master characters in all sorts of ways, some of them quite
imaginative. Honey far preferred the slavegirl games once she saw
them for what they were: a way of blowing off steam.

But they never said anything about vanished
girls or nukes or oil drilling. They did talk a little about the
other women who had been in the harem and got released, mostly
mocking them.

“Mindy, she barely lasted a week here,” said
Elsie. “She was such a fucking actress. And Master hates that. He
can smell it a mile away, too.”

“What do you mean she was an actress?” Honey
asked.

“Oh, you know, she just pretended to like
the slavegirl thing, even though the bondage and the dominance
meant nothing to her,” said Evie, “but she pretended to love it in
a very fakey and obvious way.”

“But you guys aren’t really submissives,
aren’t you kind of pretending to love it?” Honey asked.

“Not really, not in that fakey way she did
anyway,” said Evie. “We love being in this harem, we do whatever
Master likes, and it’s fun for us, even if we don’t have submissive
feelings like you do. Although I kinda think we are growing them
over time. I mean, it’s fun and nice, you learn to like it, you
know?”

“Yeah, I know,” Honey said with a grin. “So,
what happened to her?”

“I dunno,” said Evie. “Master always pays
the girls off for all their time spent here when they leave, in
full and often with a little something extra. Nobody leaves here
being shorted of their money.”

“How do you know that?” Honey asked.

“Some of the girls keep in touch after they
leave, some don’t,” said Evie. “And they all talk about how
surprised they were at how much money they got from Jacques when
they left. You know how a lot of men try to screw a girl out of her
money when they have finished fucking her. Makes them feel more
manly or something. Jacques is just the opposite. It’s probably
because he’s so rich that it’s all chump change to him.”

“Well I’m glad to hear some of them keep in
touch,” said Honey.

“Why?” Evie asked.

“Because it would be scary if girls came to
the harem and then were never heard from again,” said Honey. “It
might mean Jacques does not keep his word once a girl’s time in the
harem is over. It’s good to know that he does.”

“Yeah, some of them keep in touch, others
don’t, I just think it’s a matter of their natures,” said Evie.
“It’s really hard to know which ones will keep in touch, too. Some
of the ones who are the friendliest and seem to like the place
forget about it and everyone in it when they leave. Others who you
thought were bored or having an unhappy time will surprise you by
keeping in touch and saying nice things. It’s weird, but that’s how
it is.”

“Yeah, people are a weird bunch,” said
Honey. “Good thing I’m perfectly normal.”

Evie laughed and threw a cookie at
Honey.

“You are as weird as they come, Sandy,” said
Evie. “But you are all right, that’s what counts.”

 









 Chapter 9

They feel that wives should belong to their
husbands in a very real and legally binding way.

 


As she was falling asleep that night, Honey
found herself mulling Evie’s words over. Jacques was an enigma.
What Honey had seen of him since coming to the harem perfectly
matched the narrative of him as a feckless third generation
inheritor of wealth. A dissolute playboy with kinky tastes
indulging himself with a harem whom he treated well by dissolute
playboy standards.

And maybe the feckless third generation
idiot inheritor narrative fit with him looking into using nukes for
oil and gas drilling. It was idiotically dangerous, because anyone
who played with nukes would attract the attention of the sort of
people who could squash even a billionaire like a bug, and would do
so. That fit the narrative.

But Honey hadn’t seen anything to fit the
narrative that Jacques was the kind of dom who disappeared girls
after he was through with them. He always appeared to be relaxed,
affectionate and happy when he was in the harem. Of course, what
man wouldn’t be happy to have four beautiful naked women on hand
and eager to help fulfill his every sexual fantasy?

Still, Honey had met a few of the type of
dom for whom everything was not enough. Men who just never were
satisfied. She hadn’t much cared for them and did not regard them
as fun to play with. Some subs loved such doms, eager to please
their ever-increasing demands. Such relationships rarely turned out
well, in Honey’s experience.

In any event, Jacques did not appear to be
such a dom. And he wasn’t making any of the gaslighting moves
typically made by doms who intended to turn their play slaves into
real slaves. He didn’t isolate them from the outside world. They
could go to town and visit around if they wanted, Evie said, though
of course he expected them to be discreet about what their real
role in his organization was. Not that they went into town often
with everything they wanted literally brought to them on a silver
platter in the harem. And he let his ex-harem girls keep in touch
with his current harem girls. There was no attempt to make the
harem girls think a certain way or to make them feel that they had
to obey him no matter what.

It was a lot more like the approach taken by
doms on the BDSM party scene. Relaxed and fun. Except it was all
done in this isolated Louisiana mansion. That was the only thing
that made the harem different from some play-pretendy scene harem.
Well, that and the fact that all the participants were pay-for-play
slavegirls.

But what about those girls that never got
back in touch with the harem after they left it? It would have been
as easy as making a call on their cell phones. Then again, Honey
knew plenty of girls she had met in the BDSM scene who seemed to be
having a good time but then just sort of drifted away, never
contacting her or their old scene friends. Generally they turned
out to have met the dom they wanted to marry, and married him, and
that’s why they stopped playing with others. But sometimes it was
just because. So Honey could understand some girls leaving and
never getting back in touch.

There was just one thing that still bothered
Honey about Jacques as far as missing girls went. That room they
had found on the floor plans of Jacques’ mansion. No one ever
mentioned it, no one ever talked about it, but it had to exist for
a reason. Underground rooms this close to the Mississippi River
were expensive, difficult things to build and maintain, the water
table being so high, and the possibility of flooding being so
great. Maybe it was no longer used for anything. Maybe it was used
for legitimate but secretive enterprises. But if there was anything
deeply wrong or illegal going on with Jacques’ activities, it was
probably going on inside that room.

Honey had to see it, somehow, without being
detected.

When Honey and the other girls fell asleep,
Jacques and two other men entered the harem. They walked over to
Honey and very carefully slid a needle into her well-padded butt
and injected her with a drug, without waking her up. After 15
minutes, her normal sleeping rhythm was replaced with a deeper,
heavier rhythm. One of the men nodded and they picked Honey up and
put her on a cart, pulled a sheet over her and rolled her out of
the harem while the others slept.

Honey didn’t really awake from her sleep.
She felt weird, muzzy, out of it. But very calm and relaxed. It was
probably because she was comfortably tied up in a well-upholstered
chair.

“Hi, Honey, it’s good to see you’re so
relaxed and comfortable,” said Jacques. He was talking in a calm,
vaguely singsong voice. “I know you like being tied up and
comfortable and relaxed, so I’m helping you with that. It will make
me very happy if you are comfortable and relaxed. Are you
comfortable and relaxed? Just nod your head if you are.”

Honey nodded her head. She did feel relaxed
and comfortable, and she was glad it made Master Jacques happy that
she was.

“Good, I am glad you are comfortable and
relaxed,” Jacques said. “It’s good that a slavegirl is comfortable
and relaxed in her bondage. And it’s nice that you are comfortable
and relaxed.”

Jacques went on in this vein in the singsong
voice for some time. Honey had no idea how long. She was enjoying
floating in a timeless space of comfort and relaxation and that was
what Master wanted and that was all right. It was kind of like
subspace. Her head slumped a little, her eyes got glazed, she was
so relaxed but not sleepy at all. Just very relaxed.

After a time, Jacques changed his words
slightly. “You are a good and loving woman, a true submissive,
Honey,” Jacques said. “You love to submit to your Master and make
him happy. It makes you happy. You are relaxed and comfortable and
happy when you submit to your Master.”

All of this was very true and Honey felt a
warm glow hearing it from Jacques.

As Jacques spoke, his dialogue smoothly slid
from one theme to another.

“You love wearing a collar, you are very
comfortable having a collar and belonging to a Master,” Jacques
said. “And Jacques is the Master you are most comfortable with, the
Master for you.”

Honey nodded at this. Jacques was indeed a
very good, comfortable Master. He always seemed to enjoy playing
with her and using her and making her cum. She definitely enjoyed
being his slave.

“You love being my slave, and you love
submitting to me,” said Jacques. “And you love me.”

This all made sense and so Honey nodded.
There were many interpretations of “love” and several of them might
well fit her feelings toward Jacques, and she was so relaxed and
comfortable that she was fine with it. Submission really did feel
good to Honey, and she really liked Jacques as a Master and
dominant, so she was fine and relaxed and comfortable with it.

Jacques went on in this vein a little more,
and it was great, so great that she barely noticed that as Jacques
spoke to her, she was in a moving vehicle.

“Honey’s moving,” said Blackjack Knopfler.
He and his rescue crew had set up inside a large rustic lodge near
the game park and also near Ledoux’s mansion. He’d used it as the
staging points for the teams he’d assembled. He also got reports
from his listening posts about Honey’s coded messages. So far she
had not found any incriminating information, but Knopfler, like
Honey, thought the huge black hole of information about the empty
room under the mansion was very suspicious.

Now Honey was on the move, and that might
mean anything. Honey hadn’t sent any messages about leaving the
mansion, or triggered her built-in alarm, but the moviement might
mean something was up, and as a rescuer he had to respond to
“might” as if it meant “does.”

“Which way they headed?” Knopfler asked.

“North by northwest, looks like,” said
Richards, their digital tracking expert. “General direction of
I-10.”

Knopfler thought for a moment.

“OK, this could be a lot of things, but one
thing it could definitely be is the Covetry option,” said Knopfler.
“Our pursuit vans are trailing them?”

“Yes,” said Freeman, the tactical
leader.

“I want our assault team loaded in Bird One,
I’ll be joining them,” said Knopfler. “This may be a false alarm,
but it smells like the Real Deal to me. If they go north at any
point from Baton Rouge, the odds go way up it’s a Covetry op.”

“I’ll have Bird One prep for departure,”
said Wong, the communications specialist.

“All right, I’m outta here, then,” said
Knopfler. “If my comm goes down, Freeman is in charge.”

“Yes, sir,” said Freeman.

“What’s the Covetry option again?” Wong
asked after Knopfler left. “Blackjack had so many backup plans I
can’t keep track of them all.”

“Covetry is an odd one anyway,” said
Freeman. “I would have called it a long shot. There’s a town in
central Louisiana called Covetry where this weird-ass Christian
funnymentalist group lives. They write the laws there and they feel
that wives should belong to their husbands in a very real and
legally binding way. What’s germane to our wealthy little sex slave
is that they have a thing called coverture laws there that say all
of a woman’s property becomes her husband’s property when she
marries him.”

“Ah, right,” said Wong. “The very last place
in the country a wealthy woman would want to get married.”

“Is that even legal?” asked Richards.

“Not really,” said Freeman. “Everywhere else
coverture laws have been phased out, which means higher courts
would annul the marriage and everything else. But with rich people,
the question isn’t ‘is it legal?’ It’s ‘Can I get away with it?’
and with rich people the answer is almost always ‘Yes.’ All this
Ledoux jerk needs is the barest legal claim to Honey’s wealth, long
enough for his lawyers and accountants to grab her assets and hide
them in Panama or somewhere like that. Which Ledoux must figure a
Covetry marriage will give him. After that it’s just a bunch of
pointless legal wrangling, and Ledoux can afford the best pointless
legal wranglers.”

“And Honey knew about this beforehand and
planned on it happening?” Wong asked. “Amazing.”

“Not really,” said Freeman. “I mean, c’mon,
Covetry has to be famous among really wealthy single women as a
place you don’t want to go near. And she knew Ledoux has squandered
a lot of money.”

“Get her drunk in New Orleans, marry her in
Covetry and suddenly you’re a rich man has gotta be a thing for
some kinds of guys, I guess,” said Richards.

“Yeah, lotta places down here they’re still
not completely over the shock of women getting the vote and guys
like me getting to run around and be free and stuff,” said Freeman,
grinning an evil grin.

“Sad but true,” said Richards.

“He’s heading for Opelousas,” said Knopfler
into the microphone on his helmet. “It’s very likely the Covetry
option. Gear up for that, men.”

The eight men in the helicopter with
Knopfler nodded and began loading up with non-lethal weapons.
Although their cover in the lodge was that they were hunters, they
now wore the kind of jackets, armor and helmets that SWAT teams
wear, though there were no police or military insignia on them.
Though there were various patches and badges that looked
police/military-ish if you didn’t look to closely.

The helicopter they were in was decorated as
its inhabitants were, with a vaguely police/military paint job but
no actual military insignia, though there were insignia that looked
military/police-ish if you didn’t look too closely.

The helicopter flew past the car that the
tracker said was carrying Honey and landed in a rural landing strip
near Ville Platte that was close to Covetry, which was served only
by a two-lane county road. The copter waited there, keeping in
touch with the pursuit van and tracking Honey’s progress.

In the car Honey continued to be very
relaxed and comfortable, aided by Jacques’ soothing voice. The
voice kept saying such pleasant things.

“I am very much in love with you, Honey,”
Jacques said. “And I know you love me. So let us be married. I know
you would love that, and you know you would love that, Honey.”

Honey nodded. Everything the voice said was
so agreeable. And she felt so agreeable, so very agreeable. It was
all a wonderful dream, and Honey was in no hurry to wake up. She
would go along with this dream or subspace trance or whatever it
was so long as it continued to be so pleasant.

“They’re on 167, gotta be Covetry,” said
Beaudreau in the pursuit van.

“Roger that,” said Knopfler. “Probably gonna
go straight to the church. Keep us posted.”

A few minutes later Ledoux’s limo turned off
167 onto the two-lane road that led to Covetry and nowhere else. It
wasn’t a long road, just few miles linked to gravel roads that led
to isolated farmhouses, The paved road ended in a cluster of
buildings, a gas station with an attached “convenience store” that
was closer to being an old-fashioned country store, a couple of
nondescript buildings that might be anything, an old flea market
that had the usual junk, and a very large and well-kept up church.
The municipality of Covetry.

There were a few cars parked in the
churchyard, and a few men and women standing around in the suits
and dresses they ordinarily wore only on Sunday.

Ledoux’s car pulled right up to the front of
the church.

“He’s pulled into the church,” Beaudreau
said. He was parked on 167 at the Covetry road entrance, the car
hidden behind some of the lush foliage that grew everywhere in
Louisiana if not desperately fought off. He was looking at the
church through binoculars.

“Any sign of Honey?” Knopfler asked.

“Not yet,” said Beaudreau.

“Doesn’t matter, it’s real clear what’s up,
Bird One will launch, be ready to head in as soon as you see us,”
said Knopfler. “Nonlethals but with at least one lethal backup,
just in case.”

“Roger that,” said Beaudreau.

“All right, Honey, it’s time for the
wedding, isn’t this great?” said Jacques. “We’re at the pretty
little church in the wild woods, just like I promised. And we’re so
relaxed and happy at this joyful event. Now, I’m gong to have to
remove your binds, but don’t worry, it’s just for the wedding. You
know how people are. You’ll be in bondage soon enough after the
wedding, and you’ll wear my collar as my wife for the rest of your
life. All those comfy bonds to relax and be happy in. Just two
little words and it’s all yours, Honey. And you know those words,
don’t you?”

“I do,” said Honey, smiling. This dream was
so wonderful. The absolute opposite of a nightmare. She was so
enjoying it. She thought she’d given up on ever finding the perfect
Master, men being what they were, but apparently the dream still
lived, and she was dreaming it.

Jacques led her into the church, a huge
white building made of wood. It had the words “Covetry True Church
of God” written over the door.

Something about that word “Covetry” was
troubling, but Honey couldn’t be bothered to put her finger on it.
She was two happy and comfy and relaxed in her dream. She walked
through the door arm in arm with Jacques, doors held open by happy,
smiling people.

The church was kind of empty, which was
surprising considering how many friends Honey had. But no matter,
the people in it were happy and smiling and there was a nice man in
robes at the front smiling, standing at a podium surrounded by
wreaths of flowers with best men and best women flanking him.

They walked down the center aisle of the
church, with just a few people in the pews, but they were happy
people, like Jacques and Honey.

They walked up to the preacher who stood
before a lectern with a huge Bible on it. There was a huge crucifix
on the wall behind him. Images of torture-murders didn’t really go
well with marriage ceremonies in Honey’s opinion, but that was
religion for you. So silly.

The ceremony was mercifully brief. The
priest spoke barely two sentences before he got to, “Is there
anyone here who knows why these two should not be married?”

And that’s when the explosion happened.

“Freeze!” Knopfler shouted as eight heavily
armed men ran into the church while the flash-bang grenade kept
almost everyone blinded and confused.

Two members of Jacques’ retinue were his
security people. They had experience enough with flash-bangs not to
be as confused and blinded as the rest. They stood in front of
Jacques and reached for their guns and were quickly studded with
the barbs of taser guns. They were wearing kevlar vests.
Unfortunately, the vests did not cover their upper thighs, which is
where the darts were aimed. They collapsed to the floor, frozen by
the taser dots. Two of the invaders were upon them immediately,
removing their guns and checking for other weapons. Two others
grabbed Honey and Jacques.

Jacques resisted, but his attacker was a
trained fighter and a swift punch to the gut and a sharp right to
the head stunned him long enough for his assailant to get a bag
over his head, cinch it at the neck and get his hands zip tied
behind him.

Knopfler took Honey by the hand. The people
in the pews wee screaming and ducking as were the bridesmaids and
the best men, with four of the invaders covering them with taser
guns in case anyone got aggressive.

“Come with me, Honey,” Knopfler said
calmly.

“Sure,” Honey said. People running around
with guns didn’t seem all that wedding-like, but she knew Knopfler.
She wasn’t sure what he was doing in her wedding dream, but there
he was. He led Honey to a wedding helicopter. Jacques came along,
too, with a bag over his head and his hands held behind his back.
Knopfler helped her into the wedding helicopter and secured her to
her seat with some nice strappy belts. Jacques got helped into his
seat, too. He did not sound happy about it. He was shouting and
trying to kick but the men who held him were too strong and
capable. They pushed him down in a seat and got him strapped in
too. He was yelling a lot but you could barely hear it over the
loud whine of the helicopter engine and the chuffing of its rotors
going around.

 









 Chapter 10

Knopfler, who had been glared at by much
more formidable military and police officers, gazed back at Hebert
without blinking.

 


Knopfler sat beside Honey but didn’t belt
up, even though the copter was already taking off. He leaned
forward and waved his hand in front of Honey’s face.

“Honey!” he shouted. “Honey! Wake up!”

Honey looked at him and smiled, her eyes
glazed. She did not look very awake.

Knopfler thought for a moment. There was
some word, some damn word people like Honey used when they wanted
to stop doing their weird stuff. What was it? Oh, right.

“Banana!” Knopfler shouted. “Banana, Honey!
Banana!”

Honey heard the word “Banana!” and
everything froze. She closed her eyes and reopened them. The scene
was over. The dream was over. She opened her eyes and it was like
she was seeing the helicopter interior for the first time.

“What the FUCK?” Honey said, gazing
about.

“Hey, Honey, you with us now?” Knopfler
asked.

“I’m not sure,” said Honey. “Where are
we?”

“Leaving Covetry, Louisiana,” said
Knopfler.

“What?” Honey asked. She glanced at hooded
Jacques sitting opposite her. “He did the Covetry thing?”

“Yes,” said Knopfler. “He wasn’t able to
complete the ceremony, though. When you started moving the Covetry
option we planned for seemed the likely thing, given where you were
headed.”

Honey closed her eyes and sighed.

“Good to know,” she said. Her mind was racing.

“We need to initiate Operation Can Opener,
right away, before anyone can call back to the mansion,” Honey
said.

“Agreed,” said Knopfler. “We’ll
initiate.”

Knopfler spoke a few unintelligible words
into his headset as the copter headed for Jacques’ mansion at top
speed.

In a couple of minutes a police-ish looking
van and a large panel truck came rolling out of the lodge, along
with what appeared to be an electrical lineman’s truck and an
ordinary pickup truck. They all sped to Ledoux’s mansion. The
lineman’s truck drive straight to the cell tower that served the
mansion and set out a flat box loaded with electronic gear. The
“lineman” reached down and flipped a switch and the cell tower was
immediately jammed. No phone messages could get in or out of the
mansion.

The pickup truck stopped at the main road
that connected Jacques’ mansion to the main highway. The driver got
out carrying a motorized auger and a pair of heavy duty bolt
cutters. He walked a short distance to an “X” that had been
spray-painted on the ground a few days ago by him, after he had
located the underground fiber optic cable that served Jacques’
mansion. He placed the auger at the center of the X and turned it
on. Ten minutes later, he pulled the auger blade out of the hole
and shoved the bolt cutter into the hole. By the time the blades
reached the buried cable the handles just barely stuck out of the
ground, but it was enough. The driver squeezed hard several times
and suddenly the fiber optic cable was severed, disabling all
computer communications.

Meanwhile the panel truck and the van turned
into the road that led to Jacques’ mansion. They both drove
directly up to the mansion at top speed, the van in the lead. Just
as the cell tower and the fiber optic cable went down, the van
pulled into the front entrance of the mansion and eight heavily
armed men in police-ish uniforms burst out of the van and charged
into the mansion.

The lone security guard and the two
receptionists at the registration desk were taken aback by the
sight of men in SWAT outfits screaming “Freeze! Special Operations
Unit! Freeze!” and pointing guns at them.

They did what anyone would do, they raised
their hands, though the security guard used his foot to carefully
press a button concealed on the floor beneath the registration desk
which would have sent an alarm out to local law enforcement via
fiber optic cable, if it hadn’t been cut already.

The Special Operations Unit then ran through
the mansion. There weren’t many people on duty at the time, it was
early on a Tuesday afternoon and not much was happening (Jacques
had not wanted anything going on to interfere with his Covetry
operation). So there were not as many people to collect and lock in
the storage room near the kitchen as there might have been. It was
still crowded.

As the tactical squad secured the mansion,
the panel truck opened up and a ramp lowered from the rear. A
high-powered laser drill mounted on a motorized platform rolled out
of the truck. A tech with a remote control rolled it up the
wheelchair access ramp by the stairs that led to the main entrance,
then through the doors to the main lobby. Another tech followed and
placed a tripod and a printer on the floor. He pushed a button and
there was a subdued “whump!” Moments later the printer printed out
a three-D graphic representation of the ground beneath the main
floor. The two techs conferred for a moment then the laser drill
was guided to a particular spot on the floor.

“Shades, everybody!” one of the techs
shouted. “And stand well clear!”

The tactical squad members and the techs put
on dark glasses and stood well away from the laser drill. The tech
pressed a button and unbearably bright light sprang into being,
accompanied by a loud roaring created by displaced heated air and
half-vaporized bits of flooring shooting into the air as the laser
drill worked. It hit the metal enclosure to the underground room
beneath the mansion and the sharp tang of molten metal filled the
air. After a moment of drilling, the platform the drill was mounted
on began moving at a very slow crawl, leaving a line of flaming,
smoking blackness behind it.

As the laser drill carved a circle in the
floor, the chopper landed. The tactical squad from the church leapt
out of the copter and ran to the mansion, taking up defensive
positions along the doors. Knopfler and Honey followed them out,
and last came Jacques being escorted by two squad members, still
hooded and cuffed.

Honey was on pins and needles. Despite all
that had happened, there was no solid evidence against Jacques.
They could testify that he had kidnapped her and attempted to marry
her against her will, but that probably wouldn’t be accepted as a
justification for what they had done and were doing. Especially
considering that Jacques could easily deny he had done anything to
make her agree to get married. He could claim she had wanted to get
married of her own accord. It was a lie of course but how do you
prove hypnosis when no one else knows?

There had damn well better be some kind of
evidence in the underground room.

The drill completed most of a five-foot
diameter circle in fifteen minutes or so. When the circle was
nearly complete, the floor caved in, collapsed by the weight of the
steel wall it had cut out. The circular cutout hung by a bit of
tortured metal for a moment then crashed to the floor, leaving a
smoking hole.

The tactical team produced an extension
ladder and climbed down into the dark, smoking hole. A moment later
the smoke was lit up by a light beneath it.

“Electricity’s on,” called a voice.

This was good news. If cutting through the
flooring had cut the electrical wiring on the room below, getting
the data out of any electronics stored there would be more
difficult.

Knopfler and Honey climbed down the ladder,
followed by a couple of squad members carrying Jacques. He had
stopped kicking but muffled threats, curses and other sounds of
unhappiness were issuing from under the hood.

The ceiling cutout had landed in the middle
of a study that was decorated in the quiet opulence of wealth. The
cutout sat in the middle of the room, its shiny circular metal top
still smoking making it look like a small crashed flying saucer,
especially with the bits of debris that had broken off from the
ceiling when it fell scattered on the thick blue carpeting that
surrounded it.

The room’s furnishings was dominated by a
large walnut desk with a nice, thickly padded chair facing a wall
that was covered by a grid of large TV screens. There was a desktop
computer on the surface of the desk as well as a two almost
tasteful statues of naked, bound women kneeling in postures of
submission. There were also a couple of gaming rigs on the desk.
The rug was opulent, but otherwise the room was quite bare.

The squad members put Jacques in the desk
chair and stood nearby in case he tried anything stupid.

Two technicians made the rounds of the room,
turning on every computer and also a laptop, a tablet and some hard
drives they found, hooking up devices to them that drained every
bit of data they had.

“How long until our friends arrive?” Honey
asked.

“ETA is 30 to 60 minutes for both groups,”
said Knopfler.

“Have we got any legal cover?” Honey
asked.

“EPA and DoD say we can claim to be
deputized to preserve a crime scene, but it will really help if we
can find something,” said Knopfler. “Should be able to keep the
locals at bay until we are finished rolling the dice.”

“Speak of the devil,” said Honey as the
distant sound of sirens got louder.

“I’ll go up and deal with the locals,” said
Knopfler. “Braxton, you’re in charge, if you come up with anything,
talk to Honey.”

Knopfler headed back up the ladder with
those words.

He walked out to the porch and watched three
county sheriff’s cars roll up to the mansion entrance, lights
blazing, sirens on.

The deputies saw the men in SWATlike
uniforms standing at the entrance to the mansion, guns in hand and
piled out of their cars, drawing their guns and sheltering behind
the cars.

One of the men got out of the car but did
not draw his gun. He looked over the scene, glaring.

“Who the hell are you people?” he asked.
“And what the hell are you doing here?”

“I’m Mark Knopfler, these are people who’ve
been deputized by the Department of Defense and the Environmental
Protection Agency,” said Knopfler, walking out and standing in
front of the man. “Who are you and what are you doing here?”

“I’m Beau Hebert, Sheriff of Okaloosa
County,” said the man. “These are my deputies. We have reports of
armed men attacking Mr. Ledoux’s mansion, and here you are.”

“We are not attacking the mansion, we are
securing it as a crime scene for the DoD and the EPA,” said
Knopfler.

“A crime scene, really?” Hebert asked. “I
smell smoke and I see it, too. I think you and your men are the
likely criminals here. You got any paperwork to back up your
claims?”

“Not at present,” said Knopfler said. “There
wasn’t time to get documentation.”

“Then get the hell out of my way,” said
Hebert.

“Not gonna happen,” said Knopfler. “I can
provide you with the cell numbers of the New Orleans EPA officer
who approved this, and of the New Orleans DoD officer who approved
this. Until they arrive here, and they are on their way, no one
goes in, no one leaves. This includes local law enforcement. This
is a federal crime scene, and those are my orders.”

Hebert glared at Knopfler. Knopfler, who had
been glared at by much more formidable military and police
officers, gazed back at Hebert without blinking.

“You’re just a bunch of damn loonies, you
ain’t law enforcement, or you’d have badges and ID,” said Hebert.
“Surrender now and we’ll not arrest the lot of you.” His words
bristled with menace.

“When the EPA people get here in about an
hour, they’ll be all about arresting you if you mess with us,” said
Knopfler bluntly. “My orders are very specific. No one, including
local law enforcement, is entering this mansion.”

“Do you have Mr. Ledoux in there?” Hebert
asked.

“He is here,” said Knopfler.

“Well it’s his property,” said Hebert.
“Bring him out here and let him settle it.”

“Mr. Ledoux is a suspect,” said Knopfler.
“It’s up to the feds who he talks with, once they get here. Until
then, he talks with no one.”

Hebert looked around. The men behind
Knopfler were holding assault rifles at the ready. They did not
look particularly frightened. They looked tense and alert, like
soldiers at the ready for a firefight. Ex-military maybe. Hebert’s
deputies were armed with handguns and shotguns. Outgunned. A
firefight would not work out well. At present.

“I don’t see no point in getting my deputies
killed at the moment,” said Hebert. “But I am hereby arresting the
lot of you and charging you with trespass, kidnapping and armed
resistance to arrest.”

“Duly noted,” said Knopfler. “But you still
can’t come in. In the meantime, don’t do anything foolish. We are
authorized to use lethal force to secure this crime scene.”

“With what, your word?” Hebert sneered.

“With our guns,” said Knopfler. “I can
assure you, no harm has been done to Ledoux or his staff, and none
will be. That all goes out the window if the bullets start flying,
though.”

Hebert snorted and headed back to his car.
He pulled out his cell phone and called his friend at the State
Police office. Backup was needed, heavily armed and armored. He’d
get it, too, and fast. Fast enough? He wasn’t sure. And Hebert
wasn’t sure a shootout would work out well. Knopfler had sounded
very assured about the EPA and the DoD. What the hell had Ledoux
gotten up to, to get both agencies pissed enough to send armed men
to invade his mansion? Ledoux was a damn fool of course, but he’d
never been that damned of a fool.

Still, Ledoux had pumped enough money and
whatnot into his and the local political machine’s coffers that
Hebert could count on having plenty of political backup all the way
to the state level if things went south. Hebert was a damn fool
about some things, but he knew how Louisiana worked if you were
rich.

The feds were a different matter, though.
DoD? The EPA was kind of toothless, but you didn’t fuck with
DoD.

Hebert stood there thinking for a long time.
“You can holster you guns for now,” he shouted. “But stand by. We
gonna have to wait until a few things get sorted out.”

He grabbed his phone and began dialing. He
could change the balance of power here soon enough.

There was a general sense of relief from the
deputies as they holstered their guns. A shootout with a
numerically superior group of armored men armed with assault rifles
was not an appealing prospect to any of them.

The two groups of men stared at one another
resolutely, all secretly glad they weren’t shooting at one
another.

Knopfler glanced around and saw that
shooting was unlikely to break out. He turned to Freeman, who was
standing to his right, and said, “You’re in charge out here, do as
you see fit. Make sure the perimeter guards are on full alert.
Hebert is used to getting his way, and he’s not dumb. He may try to
work his way around us.”

“Will do,” said Freeman. He had been
thinking along the same lines.

Knopfler headed back into the mansion.

Meanwhile, Martinez, one of the techs, had
approached Honey down in the basement.

“Bit of an issue here, ma’am,” Martinez
said. Honey, still dressed in her wedding gown, was the
strangest-looking person he had ever reported to. But orders were
orders.

“What is it?” Honey asked.

“The GPR reading we just took shows this
underground chamber to be 20 feet by 40 feet,” he said. “But this
room is only 20 by 20. So that wall in front of us must lead to
another room about the same size as this one.”

“It’s got to have a hidden door, find it and
open it,” said Honey. “If you can’t find it in the next fifteen
minutes, we’ll get the drill down here and make a door.”

“Yes, ma’am, that was what I was going to
recommend,” said Martinez. “I’d also recommend putting everyone
except for the computer techs on it. And we should start getting
the drill down here now, so it will be ready if we need it.”

“Sounds like a plan, do it,” said Honey. “Let me know if I can help
in any way.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Martinez. Knopfler had
said Honey had her head on straight, except for the whole kinky
slavegirl thing. She did.

Ten minutes later, one of the soldiers said,
“Something odd about this section of wall.”

Martinez went over to the soldier. The
section of wall in question looked just like all the other sections
that made up the wall. Then he looked down where the soldier was
pointing. There was an area about three and a half feet wide where
the pattern of dust that was on the floor was slightly different
from the dust that ran along the other seconds of wall. It was
lighter.

“Good catch,” said Martinez. “This is our
door, I suspect. I want every bit of it probed.”

In less than a minute, one of the techs
announced, “Got a recessed cavity here.”

In minutes the sliding door over the cavity
had been jimmied open to reveal a combination lock.

“What’s up?” Knopfler asked, having
descended the ladder. This room was what would save all their
biscuits legally, he hoped.

“Hidden room on the other side of this
door,” said Martinez. “We’re getting the door open. Got a nasty
combo lock, but Arnette says he can get it.”

“I have got it,” Arnette announced, pushing
the door open.

“Let’s be prepared for booby traps on this
one,” said Knopfler. “Parker, take lead, turn the light on as soon
as you find the switch. Use extreme caution.”

“Right,” said Parker. He shoved the door
open a foot further. He slide a hand inside the door and found a
light switch on the wall and flipped it on. The light revealed bare
carpet, a bare wall, and nothing else.

“Gimme a chunk of wallboard from the
ceiling,” said Parker. Pieces of sheetrock and other debris
littered the floor where the drilled-out roofing had caved in.

“Maffa! Maffa!” a female voice called
softly, urgently, from within the room.

Knopfler and Honey looked at one another. A
squadmember handed Parker a chunk of sheetrock and Parker slowly
extended it into the room. Nothing happened, no infrared beam was
broken, sending bullets or knives or poison gas into the vicinity
of the sheetrock.

“Want something heavy now,” said Parker,
tossing the sheetrock against the far wall.

One of the squad handed Parker one of marble
statues of a bound woman that sat on the desk by the computer
monitor.

“Perfect,” said Parker. He backed up a
little, and so did everybody else, then he threw the statue on the
floor just inside the door where someone might step. It landed on
the carpet with a dull “thunk!” and … nothing happened.

Satisfied that there were no traps triggered
by infrared beams or weight, Parker stepped inside the door and
took a quick peek at the rest of the room.

“Holy shit,” he said.

“Got any useful info to pass along?”
Knopfler asked.

“One occupant in the room, naked and in a
cage, likely not a threat,” said Parker. “No detectable threats.
I’m going in.”

And Parker walked into the room.

“All clear,” he said.

Knopfler moved into the room with a couple
of other squaddies.

“Parker, I will grant you that ‘Holy shit,’
earlier,” he said. “Because holy shit.”

Honey moved into the room.

“I’m not sure you should see this, Honey,”
Knopfler said.

“Mark, I have to know,” Honey said, sliding
past him. She looked at the room and her blood chilled.

At the far end of the room was a simple iron
cage. Inside it knelt a woman. Her hands were cuffed behind her
back and her feet were joined by a short length of chain. A ballgag
harness was strapped on her head. She had the usual collar, cuffs
and shackles and a leash hanging off her collar’s ring. Dildos hung
out of her ass and pussy secured by a tight belt. She was naked,
and she was staring at all the people entering the room. Her eyes
were big as saucers.

There were a couple of plates of food on the
floor of the cage, and a bucket, which reeked of human waste.

Between the cage and the wall was a big,
comfy throne. It had lots of rings on it. There were also a several
bondage devices against one wall, along with a pegboard hung with
various toys, a lesser version of what was upstairs in the
harem.

There was a laptop on a stand next to the
throne along with a few other things. Opposite the throne was a
wide-screen TV.

And flanking the TV, three on either side,
were six human heads mounted like trophies at about waist height.
Young, female human heads, with collars on their necks that likely
secured the heads to the wooden plaques they were affixed to. The
necks of all six women were craned upward, and their eyes were
staring upward and their mouths were wide open. The interior of the
mouths were a little off.

Honey saw the whole scene and in a flash she
knew what had been going on here and her opinion of Ledoux
plummeted. Her heart froze. Every dark fear she had ever had was
suddenly realized. There really were men this evil in the world,
and Jacques was one of them. She’d known it to be true in the
abstract before, but here was proof.

“I sure as hell hope those are latex casts,”
said Knopfler. He took out a knife and went over to one of the
heads and shoved the blade into the scalp and made an L-shaped cut,
then peeled a bit of the covering, revealing whitish stuff beneath
it.

“Nope, that’s bone there,” said Knopfler.
“That’s taxidermy. These are human remains.”

Honey stared at the heads, wondering how far
she had been from becoming one of them.

“I want photos and videos of all these
heads,” said Knopfler. “I want photos and videos of the girl in the
cage. I want her freed from the cage, given some clothes to wear. I
want Jacques brought down here, and I want videos and photos when
she sees Jacques and when Jacques sees her. I want Jacques taken
out of here as soon as we get our videos.”

Honey had a sudden realization.

“Mark, I have to go up to the harem and
bring the girls down,” she said. “They need to see this.”

“You sure about this?” Knopfler asked.
“Gonna be traumatic as hell for them.”

“Yes, it will, but they need to know what
Jacques had planned for them,” said Honey. “They’ve only known
Jacques as the nice, generous guy he presents himself as when he’s
in the harem with us. I was halfway to believing he was actually a
nice guy until I saw this room, because he’s so easygoing and happy
in the harem. They need to see what he’s really like. Otherwise,
they’ll have trouble believing what he is. They’ll be very likely
to fall for his lies. And he will be lying.”

“OK, I guess you know the situation in the
harem a lot better than I do,” said Knopfler. “Also, they might be
able to identify some of these remains. I’ll send a couple of guys
up with you, just in case.”

“Good idea, actually, they might not buy
just me telling them weird stuff is going on,” said Honey. “Also,
make sure to protect Jacques from the other harem girls once
they’ve seen this room. Some of them may want to kill him.”

“You want to kill him,” said Knopfler.

“I do,” said Honey. “I’m not going to, but I
am very glad I don’t have a gun in my hand right now.”

“OK, let’s move fast, we’ve got him cold on
six murder charges which should make keeping us out of legal
trouble a lot easier,” said Knopfler. “One other thing. This may
seem gross, but I think we should take one or two of these heads
with us when we leave.”

“Why?” Honey asked.

“You remember when we planned this we agreed
that local and state law enforcement in Louisiana is corrupt as
hell,” said Knopfler. “They’re not only going to ignore evidence
against Jacques, they’ll absolutely hide it for him. And that
includes these heads. And the problem is, these murders are not
federal crimes, they’re local and state crimes, which means local
and state law enforcement is going to be getting the evidence. If
we leave all six of those heads here, all six of them are very
likely to disappear. They can argue that photos and video evidence
is faked, but they will have a much harder time making that claim
about human remains.”

“You’re right, Mark, it is gross,” said
Honey. “And you’re right, we have to do it. I’d say take two.
Backup, you know?”

“Right,” said Knopfler, “we’re on the same
page then.” He gestured to Digby and Seder, two squad members, and
told them to escort Honey up to the harem. Honey also requested the
assistance of Ohara, their lockpicker.

Digby and Seder grinned at one another.
Heads on the wall. A naked woman in a cage. A harem. This op was
the weirdest one ever.

Ohara got the lock to the harem door open in
about three minutes, and Honey walked in.

“Sandy!” cried Evie. She was sitting in the
throne chair playing Fortnight with Marie while Sabine was lying on
the sofa using a tablet.

“Sandy, we were wondering where you were!”
Evie exclaimed. “And Jacques!”

“Did Jacques marry you, Sandy?” Marie asked,
gazing at Honey’s wedding dress.

“He tried to,” said Honey. “But the wedding
was broken up by some friends of mine. Come on in, guys.”

Ohara, Digby and Seder walked in.

They gazed at the three women in cuffs and
collars, with dildos hanging out of their nether regions and Sabine
still holding a dildo in her mouth while Marie’s and Evie’s dildos
dangled between their breasts.

And the three women gazed back at them,
totally unashamed. Sabine and Marie looked intrigued, in fact.

“Jacques wanted you to MARRY him?” Evie
asked incredulously.

“He only wanted my money, Evie,” said Honey.
“He drugged me or hypnotized me and took me to Covetry.”

“Your money?” Marie asked.

“Yes, my money,” said Honey. “My real name
isn’t Sandy, it’s Honey Trapp. And I’m rich. Nearly as rich as
Jacques.”

All three women stared at Honey as if she
had lobsters coming out of her ears.

“I’ve been here as a spy to find out if
Jacques was responsible for the disappearance of several women who
have not been heard from since they joined Jacques’ harem,” Honey
said.

“You’re a rich spy named Honey who don’t
want to marry Jacques?” Evie asked.

“Pretty much,” said Honey.

“I liked you better as a horny sub working
girl,” Evie said. She was having a hard time processing this. Marie
was watching everything with bright, alert eyes, and Sabine was
still sucking on her dildo with that total self-possession of
hers.

“Yeah, it’s a lot to take in,” said
Honey.

“So are these cops?” Marie asked, gesturing
at the two men and the woman in their SWAT uniforms. (Digby was
female.)

“Not exactly,” said Honey, “though they have
been deputized by the EPA and the Department of Defense, so they
might as well be.”

“San... Honey, what the hell is going on?”
Marie asked. “Because this is some weird shit. I mean, REALLY weird
shit.”

“It is that,” Honey agreed. “And the best
way to explain what is happening is for you three to come
downstairs with me and see exactly what Jacques has been up to. It
will explain it better than anything I can say.”

Evie looked at Marie and Sabine. Sabine
shrugged.

“Sure, we’ll come down,” said Evie.

“Fine,” said Honey, “follow me.”

“Honey,” said Digby. “Maybe they’ll want to
put on robes or something.”

“You wanna?” Honey asked. “Place is full of
guys with guns, the staff is locked up for the time being.”

“Sure,” said Evie, shrugging.

“Fine,” said Marie.

“I’m not used to wearing clothes, I’m fine
like this,” Sabine said, then popped her dildo back in her
mouth.

The squadmates looked surprised, but Honey
kind of understood what Sabine was thinking. The dildos were a form
of armor to her. Not being able to wear them meant she was leaving
her protected life. At a very fundamental level, she understood
what was going on, she just wasn’t responding to it rationally. It
was easy to get irrational in a harem.

“I’ve got a robe in my room,” said Honey.
“I’ll bring it along just in case.”

Moments later, they were climbing down the
ladder to the basement room, Evie and Marie in robes, Honey in a
wedding gown with a robe draped over her shoulder, and Sabine naked
with dildos hanging out of her butt. Everyone else was in faux
police/military gear.

Evie, Marie and Sabine saw Jacques sitting
in a chair flanked by two guards, his head now unhooded. He did not
look happy, in fact, he did not look at them. He looked like a man
who was biding his time.

Honey led them into the secret room beyond
the secret room.

“Juliette!” Evie cried when she saw the
formerly caged woman now wearing an overcoat borrowed from one of
Knopfler’s men.

“Evie!” cried Juliette. For the first time
her eyes were bright. They ran together and embraced.

Knopfler walked to Honey and said, “Your
naked friend there, this is being videotaped and photographed as
evidence, if we can cover her up it would be good.”

Honey nodded and walked over to Sabine and
draped the robe over her.

“They are making videos and taking photos
for evidence, nakedness might be an issue,” Honey said.

Sabine rolled her eyes but pulled the robe
on and dropped the dildo from her mouth. But her mouth remained
open as she stared at the wall in front of her.

“Natalie!” Sabine suddenly cried, her voice
raw.

Evie and Marie turned to look at Sabine,
then they looked at what Sabine was looking at and they
screamed.

Honey looked at them.

“This is Natalie?” she asked, pointing to
the head their eyes were all fixated on.

Sabine nodded. She wished the dildo was back
in her mouth.

“Is Natalie a former member of the harem?”
Honey asked. Squadmembers were pointing cell phones at her.

“Yes,” Marie said. “Is that… real?”

“Yes,” said Honey. “This is what I had to
show you.”

“Juliette,” said Honey, “who put you in that
cage?”

“Master Jacques,” said Juliette softly. “Is
he OK?”

“You tell me,” said Honey. “Did he treat you
OK?”

“No,” said Natalie. “Not since I woke up in
this cage. He was pretty nice when I was up in the harem with Evie
and them.”

“Do you know anything about those heads on
the wall?” Honey asked.

“Well I recognized Mimi there on the end,”
said Natalie. “Used to be in the harem, like me.”

“Did Jacques put her there?” Honey
asked.

“Yes,” said Natalie. “She wasn’t a complete
slave to him, see. She was in the cage before me. But she failed
him, he said. So he put her on the wall. He said if I failed to be
a complete slave to him, he’d put me on the wall next. He showed me
the plaque.”

“That BASTARD!” Evie snarled.

“He’ll get what’s coming to him, that’s what
this is all about,” said Honey. “We’ll nail him to the wall,
legally. Can any of you identify any of these other girls?”

They could not. They were just faces on a
hidden wall from Ledoux’s past. But knowing what Juliette had just
told Honey, the heads were a long story of repeated horror, and the
adoring look that their faces had been molded into only made the
horror deeper.

Honey walked over to Knopfler. “Can we get
the cameras and videocams off for a bit?” Honey asked. “I need to
talk to Evie and the girls. And you.”

“Fine, I’ll have the guys upload,” said
Knopfler. “That way if cameras get confiscated, we’ll still have
evidence.”

“Sounds good,” said Honey.

“All right guys, stop recording and
photographing for a bit and upload everything you’ve got to data
central,” Knopfler ordered. “Do it now.”

All the cameras went down and Honey looked
at Knopfler.

“When the Louisiana cops get here they’re
going to drag all the harem girls into conference rooms and go at
them until they break. And I think Juliette isn’t exactly sane
after what she’s been through and the other girls are in fairly
precarious shape. Won’t take much to crack them.”

“Yeah, I’d like to protect them but there’s
no way we can do it legally,” said Knopfler. “This is a murder
scene, and that puts local law enforcement at the top, and they’ll
basically be working for Ledoux. The best we can do is get them
lawyered up and give them a place to hide out from the press and so
forth. Same for you. They’ll pin this on you if they can.”

“All the evidence will point to Ledoux,” Honey said. “I came into
the time frame way too late for any of the women on the wall.”

“The evidence will disappear, or be altered,
or whatever it takes,” Knopfler said. “The girls, too, if we can’t
protect them. You know how corrupt things are here.”

“God, yes,” said Honey. She had not counted
on things coming to a head so fast on the disappearances of
Ledoux’s harem girls. She had figured she could use the nuclear
stuff as cover while she -- well, her people -- scoured his
computer records for evidence. That would have given her the chance
to spirit the girls away and get them lawyered up good. “Can we
maybe put them somewhere local, if that’s the best we can do?”
Honey asked.

“We can put them in the lodge with my guys
for the time being, they’ve got some empty rooms there,” said
Knopfler. “My guys can help keep the press away from them.”

“God yes, the press is going to be all over
this,” said Honey. “But maybe we can use it to our advantage.
Ledoux and his pals are going to want to keep the murders and the
real sex slavery buttoned up tight. But we have pics of the
victims.”

“Let’s let the lawyers and the PR people
figure out how best to work that,” said Knopfler. “For now we’ll
just protect these women as best we can. Get the lawyers in as fast
as we can.”

“Lawyers, guns and money,” said Honey.

“I’m going to find out how the guys looking
for the nuclear stuff are doing,” said Knopfler. “It would really
help if we had something.”

“We have found a lot of heavily encrypted
files, as we anticipated,” said Vaughn, Knopfler’s crypto tech.
“We’ve sent the files off to the mainframes back at CryptoDextro,
and we’re also working on them locally, but it just takes time to
drill through that stuff. Ledoux has access to the same computer
tech we do.”

“Let me know as soon as we have anything at
all on that nuke project,” said Knopfler. “It’s gonna be rough if
we don’t find anything.”

“He’s doing something with the nukes, the
intel is solid,” said Vaughn. “Wouldn’t be here with you if it
wasn’t. Just a matter of finding the records.”

“Just a matter, yeah,” said Knopfler. “Do
you think he left hard copies of the nuke project records
anywhere?”

“It would be incredibly stupid of him,” said
Vaughn.

“He’s got the heads of six girls he either
killed or had killed in the next room,” said Knopfler, “and his
prospective seventh victim in a cage. I’d say that fits him into
the ‘incredibly stupid’ category very nicely. Hmm.”

With those words Knofler walked over to the
computer desk and looked through its drawers. One of the drawers
had a set of hanging files with tabs labeled “Events” “Manor
Management” “Sports Events” “Hunting” and “Fishin.” No G. Knopfler
sighed and opened the folder. The first few sheets in the folder
were accounts of revenues and expenses from fishing-related events
held at the manor. The next page was a cover sheet for a report on
“Project Squeeze Tube” which turned out to be an experimental
drilling project that involved using a tactical nuclear bomb of
about 1.5 kilotons equivalent.

“Fishin’,” Knopfler muttered. “Nuclear
fishin’. What an idiot!”

He read the report’s summary and smiled. The
EPA and the DoD people were going to have what they needed, which
meant he and his men would be safe from any legal repercussions at
the state and local level. Feds would pre-empt. Messing with nukes
was a no-no, even if you were a fucking oligarch. Murder, not so
much.

Half an hour later the state police arrived,
backed up by a state SWAT team in two armored personnel carriers.
They all carried assault rifles and though some of them looked like
Meal Team Six members, others looked fit and ready to fight.
Knopfler thought they were dumbasses. Even outnumbered and
outgunned, his guys might win. Instead, Knopfler let the state and
local cops in and gave them a tour of the murder room with all the
heads. And the cage.

That shut them down a little.

They immediately arrested Jacques and
hustled him off in a county patrol car, though they didn’t cuff
him.

The state police were very interested in
arresting Knopfler and all of his men and also the harem girls, but
about twenty minutes after the state police arrived, the feds
arrived. Knopfler gave the feds the Project Squeeze Tube papers,
and the feds took over and there was a HUGE squabble over who had
the rights to what evidence and which witnesses/suspects. There was
much shouting and gesturing and the DoD guy, Colonel Armond
“Ironguts” Trudeau, actually threatened to call in the National
Guard to show the state police who was in charge here. It was all
very dramatic and Honey and the girls watched it patiently while
Knopfler watched it, smirking. He knew who would win this
fight.

An hour after the feds arrived, the local
affiliates of Honey’s law firm arrived and they didn’t do much
gesturing and shouting, but they did do a lot of talking about
lawsuits and the like.

In the end, the local guys got possession of
the mansion but the EPA and DoD guys got the computer hardware in
the basement room. The local guys got possession of four human
heads that were mounted on the wall.

(Honey had no idea how Knopfler’s guys
managed to smuggle two of the heads out of the mansion, but they
did.)

Honey and the harem girls were questioned
with Honey’s lawyers present, then finally allowed to leave but
were warned not to leave the county. They rode in one of Knopfler’s
trucks to the lodge and were put up two to a room. Evie stayed with
Juliette while Marie and Sabine shared a room. Digby and Seder
provided armed guards, being the closest thing Knopfler had to
harem guards by virtue of having entered Ledoux’s harem
earlier.

Honey, who got her own room because she was
special, as in paying the bill for the whole lodge, fell asleep
almost immediately. She had had such a long day. Kidnapped, driven
across the state and almost married against her will, then the
whole mess at the lodge with a standoff between cops and the guys
she had hired threatening to start shooting at any second, shouting
and dramatics from grown men in uniforms and Master Jacques turning
out to be a fucking rapist and serial killer, it had been a
DAY.

 









 Chapter 11

“We figured that everything they could do
wrong, they would do wrong, and they have not disappointed
us.”

 


The next morning there were also lawyers on
guard. Honey’s lawyers were concerned that the local DA would
probably try to do just what Knopfler had anticipated, get the
girls alone in a conference room and break them. The lawyers
couldn’t prevent the DA from bringing the girls in for questioning,
but they made damn sure they were there for the questioning.

The same went with Knopfler’s men, and with
Honey.

Knopfler’s lawyers also had a psychiatrist
in to look at Juliette.

“Juliette can’t testify,” Dr. Susan Abell
said to Honey, Knopfler and Richard Chenevert, the lead lawyer for
the Lousiana affilate of Tufts, Iglesias and Tattnall. “She’s not
just fragile, she’s broken. She’s endured months of abuse, sexual,
physical and psychological, and the trauma won’t let her mind
function normally. She’ll need months of therapy to get back to
anything resembling normal function, and even then there will be
plenty of PTSD to deal with.”

“That was the impression we had,” said
Honey.

“I’d like the chance to talk with the other
women who were in the harem,” said Abell. “Including you,
Honey.”

“Of course you can talk to us,” said Honey.
“But as you’re probably aware, Jacques treated his official harem
very differently from the women he caged.”

“I know,” said Abell. “But I still want to
talk to them.”

“Fine, but you’ll have to save me for last,”
said Honey. “I have a lot of ground to cover right now.”

“Understandable, but you have been kidnapped
and from all accounts, hypnotized, possibly drugged as well.”

“I’ll tell you the truth, none of that has
disturbed me nearly as much as finding out what a psychopath Ledoux
is,” Honey said. “If I need therapy, I’ll get it once I’ve made
sure his stay in jail is permanent.”

“About that,” said Chenevert. “Ledoux’s stay
in jail hasn’t really started yet. He was released by a clerk at
the station,” said Chenevert.

“Released?” Honey cried. “On murder charges?
Multiple murder charges? Plus repeated rape and imprisonment? And
the nuclear stuff?”

“I am informed that the clerk didn’t know
what he was doing,” said Chenevert dryly. “I suspect the exact
opposite is true.”

“Did the clerk at least find out where
Ledoux would be staying?” Honey asked.

“He figured at his mansion,” said
Chenevert.

“It’s a fucking crime scene,” Honey
cried.

“Yes, not a bright clerk at all,” Chenevert
said.

“I am SO glad we took those heads,” Honey
said.

“Well we know he won’t be leaving Okaloosa
County,” said Knopfler, “because he owns it.”

“I wish you hadn’t taken those heads and as
your lawyer I strongly advise you to stop mentioning them,” said
Chenevert.

“You took some of the heads Jacques had on
his wall?” Abell asked.

“On advice of my lawyer I won’t answer that
question, but if I HAD taken the heads, I would have done it
because I was afraid the incredibly corrupt Okaloosa County cops
would somehow manage to lose them all,” Honey said.

“Ah,” said Abell, nodding, “that actually
makes sense.”

“What’s your sense, Richard?” Knopfler
asked. “How corrupt are the Okaloosa cops? And how amenable are the
state police to Ledoux?”

“The Okaloosa cops are pretty much owned by
Ledoux, and the state cops, too,” said Chenevert. “He’s spent his
money very foolishly but he also spent some of it very wisely on
the local police and politicos. He’s got influence all the way to
the top. You didn’t hear that from me, but we’ve been having to
deal with it for decades.”

“But the Feds outrank the locals,” said
Knopfler. “The locals can’t save Ledoux on the nuclear charges once
EPA and DoD get them written up. And the evidence against Ledoux on
the murders is overwhelming.”

“It’s going to be difficult for him,” said
Chenevert. “He has some pull in Washington, but not nearly enough
to get him forgiven for playing with nukes. No telling what his
attorneys and law enforcement minions will come up with to get him
past the murder charges, but it’ll be something.”

“Since Dr. Abell found Juliette unable to
testify, can we protect her from being questioned?” Honey
asked.

“Short answer ‘no,’” said Chenevert. “Long
answer, we can protect her in the short term, but in the long term,
they’ll be entitled to have one of their psychologists examine her,
and that psychologist will almost certainly declare her fit to be
questioned at the very least, perhaps fit to testify at trial. Of
course we’ll have a lawyer with her, but they’ll still go at her
hard, because she is the living link between Jacques and those
heads.”

“I will fight this with everything I have,”
said Abell. “It’s just wrong. It’s abuse.”

“The law is an ass,” said Chenevert,
“especially in Okaloosa County.”

“We don’t need Juliette to nail Jacques for
those murders,” said Honey. “It’s still his hidey-hole, it’s still
the heads of women from his harem. Who the fuck else would be
responsible?”

“No telling, but Ledoux’s legal firm will
find someone else to pin it on,” said Chenevert. “They’d be doing a
piss-poor job if they didn’t, and they’re pretty good.”

“The best that money can buy,” said
Knopfler.

“No, that’s us,” said Chenevert,
smiling.

Chenevert’s phone beeped, a not uncommon
occurrence.

“Excuse me for a moment,” he said after
looking at the number. “One of our men at the Okaloosa County
Courthouse.” He rose and left the room.

“Honey, I gather you are very wealthy and
are bankrolling this investigation of Jacques and were spying on
him,” said Dr. Abell. “What got you onto Jacques?”

“I’m active in the BDSM community in Los
Angeles,” said Honey. “I heard some rumors about women disappearing
after leaving Jacques’ harem. Nothing specific, no names were
named, just that it wasn’t a real good idea to associate with
him.”

“That’s all?” Abell asked. “I imagine you
hear rumors like that frequently.”

“Yes,” said Honey. “The thing that triggered
it was, I’m also active in fighting climate change, and I heard a
rumor that Jacques was up to something involving using nukes for
fracking from some people I know. No hard data other than that. But
that was two different nasty rumors about Jacques from two
different sources, I figured at least one of them was likely to
have something to it.”

“And you committed all this money and effort
based on those rumors?” Abell asked.

“Not immediately,” said Honey. “That’s when
I went to Mark and talked about my suspicions,” said Honey. “My
initial idea was that I would go undercover in Ledoux’s harem and
spy on him and find out if any of the rumors were true. Mark and a
few men would be my rescue team if things went south while I was
spying on Ledoux. Mark has mounted several successful rescue
operations in the past. But as I talked with Mark he started
pointing out the likely results of my spying and what we’d have to
do to get the outcomes we wanted and not get put in jail, it became
obvious that this would have to be a much bigger operation than I
had initially imagined. So I expanded it. It hasn’t been all that
expensive, in relation to my wealth.”

“Surely you weren’t going on rumors
yourself, Mr. Knopfler,” said Abell.

“Of course not, and neither was Honey,” said
Knopfler. “I had some friends in the US intelligence community from
my days working for Army intelligence, and I made a few discreet
inquiries and the responses I got were that Ledoux had almost
certainly funded some dubious stuff having to do with nukes. That’s
how we got DoD and EPA backing. Honey ain’t the only one that has
been spying on Ledoux.”

“Ah,” said Abell. “I wonder why US
intelligence didn’t bust him?”

“Same reason no one ever busted any of
Epstein’s clients,” said Honey. “He’s a billionaire, and he’s
connected.”

“So he is,” said Chenevert, striding into
the room. “And it can be very hard to nail a billionaire. For
example, I just got word that the four heads the Okaloosa County
boys took have disappeared, along with the phones that were
confiscated.”

Honey and Knopfler just looked at each
other.

“Disappeared?” Abell asked. “How did they
disappear?”

“That is being investigated at present,”
said Chenevert. “But I can tell you how it’s going to go. There
will be media and public outrage at the local, state and national
level. People will accuse the department of being corrupt and
incompetent, which will be met by indignant denials. The department
will mount a long, thorough, and inconclusive investigation that
will end shortly after the media furor dies down. Several employees
of the department will be forced to take paid leave while the
investigation goes on. Then afterwards, those employees will be
reinstated and no one much will notice. The end.”

“So, the standard drill for a law
enforcement internal investigation,” said Knopfler.

“Yes,” said Chenevert. “And I have
officially changed my position on your taking those heads. I knew
the Okaloosa cops would do something, but not something this
blatant. Taking those heads was brilliant thinking.”

“We also uploaded all the videos and photos
up to the cloud before the local and state boys got in,” said
Knopfler. “We figured that everything they could do wrong, they
would do wrong, and they have not disappointed us.”

“You and Richard should talk over Operation
Drip Coffeepot,” said Honey.

“Definitely,” Mark agreed.

“Before we go any farther, I would suggest
that Dr. Abell give me a dollar and hire my firm as her counsel for
the term of this affair,” said Chenevert. “That way, anything we
discuss falls under attorney-client privilege.”

Dr. Abell reached into her purse and hauled
out a dollar and slid it across the table to Chenevert.

“An excellent idea,” said Abell. “I suggest
all the girls hire you as well.”

“Already done,” Honey said.

“That all of the way, Operation Drip
Coffeepot is the planned release of videos and photos from our
phones on the Internet if the Okaloosa cops try to shut down the
case and hide the evidence, a certainty now,” said Knopfler.

“What’s the purpose?” asked Chenevert.

“Keep media attention on the case,” said
Knofler. “Destroy Jacques’ public image, which would greatly reduce
his political pull. One sight of those heads on the wall and he’s
going to become very, very unpopular. It will also make the
Okaloosa boys look very, very bad for losing them. All to our
advantage.”

“They will accuse you of being the leaker,”
said Chenevert.

“And we will deny it,” said Knopfler.
“Obviously the leaker would be the mysterious party that
disappeared all those phones and all the data on them. Clearly, the
Okaloosa sheriff needs to find out who stole the evidence.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” said Chenevert. “Hoist by
their own damn petard.”

“Exactly,” said Knopfler.

“They’ll do their damnedest to track those
leaks down,” said Chenevert. “They’re crooked but the state boys
have some competent staffers.”

“Oh, I have access to the absolute best
people,” said Honey.

“Ordinarily I would be appalled at what is
going on here,” said Abell. “But after talking with Juliette, I am
morally certain that Ledoux is a psychopath and must not remain
free, or he will continue with his horrors. Human lives are at
stake.”

“We’re all with you on that,” said
Honey.

“Okaloosa may have more problems keeping
things under wraps soon,” said Chenevert. “Those heads on the wall
were the product of a very good taxidermist. Okaloosa investigators
are looking for that taxidermist, and so are ours.”

“If the Okaloosa investigators find him
first they’ll manage to lose him, I suspect,” Honey said.

“I know they’re in tight with Jacques, but I
don’t think they’d murder for Jacques,” Chenevert said.

“They won’t have to,” said Knopfler. “All
they’ll have to do is let him know in an official sort of way that
he is up for accomplice to murder, since he was given human heads
to taxidermy and never reported it to anyone. A suggestion that
he’d do well to clear out and stay cleared out if he wanted to live
would be all it would take.”

“I really doubt anyone will find our
taxidermist alive,” said Honey. “He is a loose end and Jacques
undoubtedly knows who he is and where he lives. I would be very
surprised to learn he is still alive. But we’ve still got the heads
whether or not we have the taxidermist. But it would be good to get
him if we can.”

“I’m impressed by the way you’ve thought all
this out,” said Chenevert. “Thinking things out carefully ahead of
time is not something clients often do.”

“It’s an old principle of warfare,” said
Knopfler. “The aggressor always has an advantage in that they get
to pick the time and place of the conflict, and most importantly,
they get to make contingency plans based on the potential outcomes
of what they do. For example, Honey even thought of the possibility
of that attempt to marry her in Covetry.”

“It wasn’t hard, I knew Ledoux had
squandered a lot of money and I knew he’d be eager to get his hands
on mine if he discovered my identity, and Covetry offered what
probably seemed to him to be an ideal solution.”

“Those sham marriages for grifters are by
far the biggest single source of income in Covetry,” said
Chenevert. “There have been many attempts to shut it down, but it
is hard to overcome greed and religious fanaticism combined.”

For the next couple of weeks Honey and the
girls spent most of their time staying at the lodge being coached
on what to say and what not to say by Honey’s lawyers and then
going to the county courthouse to meet with the investigators and
say what they were supposed to say and not say what they weren’t
supposed to say, with their lawyers along to advise them.

All of women, including Juliette and Honey,
were charged with prostitution initially.

“The DA is just trying to scare you,” said
Chenevert. “Honey can beat the prostitution charge easily on the
grounds that she was actually conducting an investigation, and
prosecuting Juliette for prostitution after what she has been
through would be insane. They would have every woman in Louisiana
clawing at their backs if they did so. But we must remember that in
a state with legislators that want to prosecute women who have
abortion as murderers, insanity is a relative term. “

“Sabine, Evie and Marie are technically
consultants,” Chenevert continued, “and although common sense would
indicate they did not do any traditional consulting work, the law
generally looks for a quid pro quo in prostitution and Mr. Ledoux
did not pay in that way. They’ll drop the charges when they realize
they can’t scare you with them and they’ll bring them nothing but
hell from the media and the feminists.”

Honey talked with Dr. Abell after the
meeting.

“Evie is in a deep funk,” she said.

“I know,” Dr. Abell said. “She believed he
cared for her, poor thing.”

“Yeah I was thinking of talking to her,”
said Honey. “See if I can help.”

“A little emotional support would be good
for her, yes,” said Dr. Abell. “But you won’t have to push her to
see the truth about him. She knows. She just has to process it more
than the rest of you, for whom he was just a client.”

“Yeah, I’ll help her if I can,” said
Honey.

 


“I can’t BELIEVE I cared for such a fucking
MONSTER!” Evie said a short time later.

“Yeah, I knew he was up to something, but I
had no idea just how evil he was,” Honey said. “When I saw those
heads on the wall, my blood ran cold. I was expecting to discover
the rumors about the women disappearing weren’t true after being in
his harem. He seemed so pleasant, relaxed and reasonable.”

“Men are very happy when they’re getting
their cocks sucked all the time,” Sabine observed.

“On their best behavior,” Marie said.

“Until they get you alone,” said Juliette.
She rarely spoke but Dr Abell thought it was good that she be with
other women who could comprehend what she’d been through. She
didn’t say much but she smiled when they joked and laughed and
seemed glad to be around them.

“I guess he had us all fooled to some
extent,” Honey said. “He’s a psychopath, I’m sure, and the
successful ones are very good at faking normalcy.”

“I figured it was just that he’s rich,” said
Marie. “You don’t care about normal people when you’re rich, with a
few rare exceptions like you, Honey. Most of them figure they can
treat us just as they like with never any consequences, and with
good reason.”

“That’s certainly a problem, but most of us
aren’t psychopaths,” said Honey. “We have enough empathy that we
don’t go off the rails. We’ll do anything to maintain our wealth
and most of invest in or own companies that underpay workers
terribly including slave laborers in China and elsewhere. It’s just
the way businesses work nowadays. But most of us relate normally to
the people we know personally, without killing them or
anything.”

“Well that makes me feel better about
knowing you,” Marie said, grinning.

“But the big thing is, Master Jacques was
very good at faking normalcy, he’d done it since childhood,” said
Honey. “So it’s not surprising he was able to fool us, operating
under what for him were the best conditions.”

“What made him do such horrible things,
though?” Marie asked. “He had a harem. A freaking harem. And it
wasn’t enough. He had to do horrible things to Juliette and the
others on top of that.”

“I’m not sure even the psychiatrists know
what makes psychopaths do horrible things,” said Honey. “There are
people without empathy called “sociopaths” who don’t do horrible
things, and can get along quite fine in society. You could ask Dr.
Abell about the psychopaths, she would probably know, if it’s
known.”

“We’re out of his harem now, anyway,” said
Marie. “Out of his reach.”

“Let’s all hope so,” said Honey. She knew
how far the reach of a connected billionaire could extend. “What we
need to do now is take care of ourselves and each other.” She
didn’t mention Juliette in particular, but everyone knew she was
implied.

“I was wondering, Honey … how did Master
Jacques get onto you so fast?” Evie asked.

“I’ve had some analysts digging into the
data we sucked out of Jacques’ computers, and we have found many
things other than the nuclear stuff,” said Honey. “One of the
things we found was some emails that showed that Master Jacques’
security staff routinely scanned the photos he got of prospective
staff, including harem members, and ran AI facial recognition
software on them, using one of the alphabet agencies’ databases of
faces, which is dishearteningly complete. My photo had several
hits, because I’ve been photographed in the background of a lot of
events and parties and I am the boards of several organizations
fighting climate change. Jacques knew my real identity from Day
One. He only accepted me into the harem because he wanted my
money.”

“I don’t see how he didn’t suspect you, if
he knew who you were,” said Evie. “I mean, what’s a woman who’s
fucking rich doing whoring it up on the streets of New
Orleans?”

“Ah,” said Honey. “Ledoux was connected with
other wealthy BDSMers, and he would have known that among wealthy
BDSMers, I had an established reputation for vanishing and then
showing up in some distant place as the sub of some dom, generally
wealthy and powerful doms known to the BDSM community. He probably
figured I was out prowling for some strange, you know.”

“You do this sort of thing for fun?” Evie
asked.

“No, not this sort of thing,” said Honey.
“My reputation in the wealthy BDSM community is as a wild woman but
I only hang with doms who are well known in the BDSM community, men
who’ve been vetted by other subs. But Ledoux probably didn’t know
that.”

“Ah,” said Evie. “That explains why he went
for you even though you weren’t local or Cajun. All his other girls
were. But he never wanted you just for his harem. Just for money.
But he fucked you just the same.”

“Exactly,” said Honey.

 


Honey got together with the other girls
about a week later and said, “This place sucks.”

“God yes,” said Sabine in heartfelt tones.
Evie and Marie nodded in agreement. Juliette was neutral. None of
them were hunting lodge people.

“I don’t know what any of your plans are,”
Honey said, “but I’d like to invite you all to come stay at my
place in Los Angeles if you’d like. You’ll be rent free, free to
come and go as you please and under no obligation to have sex with
me or anyone else.”

“Your place is … what exactly?” Evie asked
cautiously.

“A mansion on the outskirts of Los Angeles,
just a few miles from the beach,” said Honey. “12 bedrooms, 2
meeting rooms, a fully staffed kitchen, swimming pool, sex dungeon,
done in Reformed Post-Deco. Wifi, cable, and hot and cold running
water.”

“I keep forgetting that you’re as rich as
Master Jacques,” said Evie. “Of course you’ve got a mansion.”

“Do you often have to stash people there?”
Marie asked.

“Not really,” said Honey. “I do have guests,
mostly related to my climate change work, also people from the
local kink scene.”

“We don’t want to cramp your style,” said
Evie.

“Oh, please,” said Honey. “You’ll enhance my
style, if anything.”

“Be a nice way to stay out of the hands of
the Louisiana cops,” said Marie. “In my experience, the cops don’t
let up once they get down on you.”

“Our lawyers will be discouraging them,”
Honey said.

“Yeah, I noticed the cops were really
hands-off with your lawyers,” said Marie. “I hired a lawyer a time
or two, the cops generally treated my lawyers like suspects they
don’t have quite enough evidence to charge. But they back off for
your guys.”

“My lawyers are connected, that’s why,” said
Honey. “That’s why they cost so much. The cops know they have to go
by the book with my guys and their clients or piss off powerful
people here in Louisiana. They’re not afraid of us, but they’re
afraid of our lawyers.”

“Keeping us together in LA also keeps us
handy if you need us,” observed Sabine. She was naked as she always
was in the lodge, but she didn’t have dildos lodged in her pussy
and ass. She did have a dildo hanging around on her neck on a rope
and she was prone to pop it into her mouth when she wasn’t talking
or eating. It bothered the lawyers to no end, but Dr. Abell had
assured them that it was a coping mechanism for Sabine and that
they should respect it. She went clothed and dildo-free on her
visits to the county offices to get grilled by various
investigators, because going naked or wearing a dildo would play
into Ledoux’s hands on every level. But in the lodge, she was free
to be her.

“Yeah, that’s true, except you’re free to
leave at any time,” said Honey. “And you can invite friends and
family to visit. So it’s not going to be an especially effective
way of keeping you all together. The last thing in the world I want
is for any of you to feel obligated to stay with me.”

“Be that way,” said Marie, laughing.

“I like it,” said Evie. “No lie, I’m pretty
sure I would have eventually wound up in that cage of Jacques’, and
eventually my head would have wound up on Jacques’ wall. And I
can’t help but remember also that all those heads disappeared just
as soon as the local cops got their hands on them. I believe they’d
like all of us to disappear, too, and if we go home without any
protection, we probably will.”

“Staying out of that cage is worth anything
you can do to avoid it,” Juliette said.

 









 Chapter 12

“It’s as if they all think I’ll open the
file and say THAT one! That’s the dick I’ve been waiting for all my
life!”

 


And that’s how Honey had four house guests
in tow when she boarded her charter jet and flew to Los Angeles,
then rode with them in a chartered limo to her mansion.

“You really are fucking rich,” Sabine said
as she lounged in the pool (naked, of course) after dumping her
clothes in her room. Honey’s pool was built in an enclosed glass
room on a deck that overhung the hillside her house was built into,
giving a great view of LA and in the far distance, the Pacific
Ocean.

“Yeah, guess I am,” Honey said.

“I figured you were when they said you were
funding the whole operation,” said Sabine. “But somehow I never saw
you as a rich person. But this house is definitely a rich person’s
house.”

“It’ll do,” said Honey. She was also naked
and in the pool. Evie, Marie and Juliette lounged around the pool,
enjoying the luxury and the drinks and edibles Honey’s kitchen had
given them. The general feeling was that this was more like it,
compared to the hunting lodge they had been holed up in.

“So what do we do here?” Evie asked.

“Whatever you like,” said Honey.

“What, you don’t think Jacques’ reach
extends this far?” Marie asked.

“Well, sure, he can hire someone to come
here and kidnap one of us or kill one of us,” said Honey. “But why
would he want to? He’s got bigger fish to fry, namely keeping his
stupid ass out of jail.”

“Wouldn’t killing you and or Juliette help
him a lot?” Sabine asked. “If he kills you, a lot of the steam goes
out of the prosecution of him. If he kills Juliette, there’s no
living victim to tell the tale of what he did.”

“Not exactly,” said Honey. “With regard to
the charges involving using nuclear materials without
authorization, nothing that happens to us one way or the other will
stop that. The feds are going to go after him hard. He may wiggle
out of it, but it’s not going to be easy. Chenevert says he’s heard
that the evidence on Master Jacques’ computer is damning. As for
the murder investigation, well, it’s not exactly going full steam
ahead, is it? That will change in the next few days. But right now
he has no reason to risk murder charges when he thinks he has the
murder trial effectively stalled and is confident he can quash it
eventually. He knows damn well he is being watched. Granted, he may
want to take revenge on me.”

“Or maybe not,” said Sabine. “I don’t think
he ever thought of us as people. We were toys to him, pets he
played with. We aren’t worthy of revenge.”

“I’d like to believe that,” Honey said. “And
it’s not inconsistent with the psychology of men like Jacques.”

“Not inconsistent,” Juliette said, “that
means it’s true!”

They all laughed, a bit harder than
Juliette’s quip merited, but she was coming out of her shell and
they all wanted her to get better. She was making jokes, such a
good sign.

“By the way, I know you’ve all given us
permission to release the videos from Jacques’ secret room,” said
Honey. “We’re going to release them this week, starting with the
heads on the wall. The media is going to stop just calling and
hanging around the gate and we’ll be under siege. Starting tonight
I’ve ramped up our security, they’re not going to be able to break
into the place or even go down our driveway, but they’ll be camped
out in the hills around us with telephoto lenses.”

“Might do us some good to talk to the
media,” said Marie. “Get some exposure. We’re sexual entrepreneurs,
after all.”

“I agree,” said Honey. “It could help your
careers. I do advise you to let one of our lawyers be there during
any interview. Remember, there’s a trial coming up and there are
certain things you can and can’t say. Don’t want to give those
bastards back in Louisiana a handle to get you in legal
trouble.”

“Fuckin’ lawyers won’t let us say shit,”
Marie said. “Let’s face it, the media is just going to want to know
about the sexy stuff, nothing else, and the sexy stuff is what the
trial is going to be about, right?”

“No, not for our activities in the harem,”
said Honey. “The sex acts we did with Jacques in the harem are
irrelevant to the crimes he’s being charged with. Your testimony
only counts with regard to what you saw in the secret room. The
lawyers will probably not want you to say much about that prior to
the trial. But that leaves you a ton of leeway to keep the media
interested.”

“That works,” said Marie.

“Tell you what,” said Marie. “I’ve got a PR
consultant on hand, why don’t I have her drop by tomorrow to talk
with you about how best to present yourselves to the media?” Honey
said. “My beautician and my hair stylist will be over tomorrow too,
we’ll all get a little touching up, what do you think?”

“Damn, Honey, you’re generous!” said
Evie.

“Nah, I’m just rich,” said Honey.

 


The next day passed pleasantly and easily.
The girls enjoyed the attentions of Honey’s beautician and stylist,
it was like a party for the five of them. They got to watch the
first leak of the images from the underground room explode across
the media landscape early in the afternoon, with every major news
channel blasting the images of those six heads on the wall, frozen
in looks of adoration.

Even better was later that day watching
Sheriff Hebert, red-faced and clearly seething with anger, accusing
Honey’s legal team of withholding and then leaking evidence.

“You cannot withhold evidence in a murder
investigation and then release it to the media!” he exclaimed.
“This is illegal and will be prosecuted to the full extent of the
law!”

The local reporters were clearly under
orders not to ask Hebert any embarrassing questions about all the
evidence that had mysterious vanished. The national network
commentators were under no such constraints.

“We are being asked by Sheriff Hebert to
believe that his office, which mysteriously lost every bit of
evidence relating to the Ledoux case before it could be examined,
is the innocent victim here, and that the deputies of the federal
authorities who found the heads and Ledoux’s still-living victim
while working on a nuclear materials misuse charge by Ledoux are
the guilty parties,” opined Rolf Bitzer of CNX. “The self-confessed
incompetence of this sheriff’s office is epic, and nothing points
it up more powerfully than the image of the six heads on the wall.
The Sheriff’s department claims they only found four heads, which
they immediately lost along with all the other evidence. So
apparently, the Sheriff’s department cannot count to six. The
Okaloosa Sheriff’s Department is apparently the stupidest, most
incompetent law enforcement agency in existence, and anyone who
takes them at their word is even stupider than they are.”

These and other similar commentaries had the
harem members crying with laughter, even Juliette. It was so good
to see the bad guys getting what was coming to them, if only in the
court of public opinion.

The meeting with Ellen Spartina, the PR
professional, was not as much fun, but not a pain either. She
advised them to be as sexy as they liked, but to keep it
subtle.

“Don’t do or say anything that will confirm
the stereotypes about prostitutes, which is what everyone thinks
you all are, except for Juliette,” said Spartina.

“Oh, I’m a whore just like the others,” said
Juliette.

“Maybe so, but that’s now how the public
thinks of you,” said Spartina. “To them, you are a victim, pure and
simple. Your past is irrelevant, unless you make it relevant.”

“What do you think I should do?” Juliette
asked.

“First of all, you don’t have to do anything
at all, after what you’ve been through,” said Spartina. “You are
going to sue the living daylights out of Jacques, and you’re never
going to have to work a day in your life after, unless you want to.
That said, if you do choose to be interviewed, just be pleasant and
vague about your past if it comes up. If you come off as a good,
likable person on top of being a victim, you win.”

“Makes sense,” said Juliette.

“Just don’t be too sane. Look a little
haunted now and then if you can. Keep the victim aura going.”

“What does ‘haunted’ look like?” Juliette
asked.

“It looks like mild indigestion,” said
Spartina, smiling.

“I’ve had indigestion, I can manage that,”
said Juliette.

“So the rest of us, we do sexy but not too
sexy?” Sabine asked.

“Yes,” said Spartina. “It helps that you are
all gorgeous. All you are going to have to do is bare a shoulder
and smile knowingly and you’re there.”

“What about what we say?” Sabine asked. “I
hear the media are going to want all they can get on the sexy
stuff, the dirtier the better.”

“You hear correctly, but if you are too
explicit in describing the sexy stuff, it gets you into low-class
slutty whore territory, and you don’t want to be there,” said
Spartina. “You want to be a high-class whore, the sort of whore a
billionaire would employ, thus making you attractive to all the
lonely millionaires and billionaires out there. Remember though,
the media will press you hard to give them very explicit raunchy
descriptions of what you did with Ledoux, which they will use and
then discard, along with your reputation. They do not care about
your welfare at all, though they will pretend that they do.”

“Being black, I suppose I will be the one
they call a hoe,” Marie observed.

“Not at all,” said Spartina. “Not
politically correct. Anyway, you are going to do very well with the
media, with your looks.”

“Well I am prettier than the other girls,”
Marie said, smiling.

“No, you’re all beautiful in different
ways,” said Spartina, “and I mean that. But Marie looks like a
queen.”

“A Nubian queen, I’ve heard that before,”
said Marie, raising her chin in the air.

“Yes, but a white person saying that an
attractive black woman looks like a Nubian queen out of nowhere
borders on offensive racial stereotyping, so I didn’t say it,” said
Spartina. “But, yeah. You have the look, and that’s very helpful in
media. To most people you are an image on a screen. Use that image.
Be calm, relaxed, self-assured. You’ll win big time.”

“I like winning big time,” said Marie.

“What about us non-queens?” Evie asked.

“Yeah, what about us?” Sabine chimed in.

“You follow the same route Marie does,” said
Spartina. “Look sexy and act classy. Sabine, you look like could
have come out of a Dutch master painting with that red hair and
pale skin. Run with that. Get one of those braids in your hair, or
let it fall around your shoulders with a little curl to it, wear a
dress, you could even show some cleavage and still look the part.
Then be sexy, act classy.”

“A Dutch mistress, you say?” Sabine asked,
grinning.

“Pretty much, but a nobleman’s mistress. All
of you are going to have celebrity going for you, if you combine
that with making men feel they are taking a step up in their lives
by availing themselves of your services, you win big time.”

“What kind of look should I go with?” Evie
asked.

“Dark hair, pale skin, I’d say Goth queen,”
said Spartina. “Don’t go total Goth, especially stay discreet with
the visible tattoos. But wear lots of jewelry, go with heavy eye
makeup, bright red lipstick and nails, that sort of thing. Not
every man is attracted by the Goth look, but those who are
attracted are VERY attracted.”

“Since Honey is already rich, what do you
tell her to do?” Sabine asked.

“She doesn’t really need my help at this
point,” said Spartina. “And yes, I have told her that. But mainly I
help her avoid negative publicity. For example, I told her to play
in clubs all she likes, but never to get photographed or videoed
naked or having sex. You can be almost naked, but never leave your
naughty bits out for the camera. Some people are weird about that,
and by “some people” I mean a LOT of people.”

“Oops,” said Sabine.

“Yeah, oops,” Marie agreed.

“Oops to the max,” said Juliette.

“Oops here, too,” said Evie.

“Not to worry,” said Spartina. “If an old
image of you surfaces, it’s not like people didn’t already know you
were a whore. Just say it’s something from your past. To some
extent it might make you more popular. Sexy, classy, but does the
dirty stuff is a winning combination.”

“Sounds like Honey,” Sabine observed.

“Yeah, how about that?” Spartina asked,
smiling.

That night there were crowds of media
flocked around the gate to Honey’s drive, so much so that the Los
Angeles County cops had to send out a couple of patrol cars to keep
the road open and manage the crowd.

Spartina’s staffers got the delicate job of
deciding who got to go in and more importantly, who got to go in
first. Fortunately they knew the pecking order of the Los Angeles
media very well. The various media outlets all wanted first access,
but Spartina’s crew knew who should actually get first access.

They all wanted to interview Honey. Honey,
however, gave only one interview, to a local station that was
affiliated with CNX. Then she let the media fight over her
girls.

Juliette was most in demand after Honey, but
Honey’s lawyer wouldn’t let her say much about her time in Ledoux’s
cage other than generalities about how horrible it had been. The
others were also hindered from saying much about the secret room
other than how horrifying the sight of those heads and Juliette in
her cage had been, but they were much more forthcoming about their
days and nights in the harem, and that was very much what the media
liked. They followed Spartina’s advice about not being too explicit
about what they did, but to provide enough detail to give viewers
plenty of fantasy fuel.

“What kind of sex acts did Mr. Ledoux order
you to perform?” Rachel Maddox of MSCBN asked a very elegant Marie,
sitting with her best posture and flashing a confident smile.

“It was mostly kinky things,” said Marie.
“Ropes, chains, that kind of thing. And toys, lots of toys.”

“So he tied you to things a lot?” Maddox
asked.

“Mostly we tied each other to things, and to
one another on his orders,” said Marie.

“I see,” said Maddox. “What sort of
things?”

“Oh, he had a lot of toys, you know,” said
Marie. “Tables, a St. Andrews cross, all kinds of benches and
stands and poles with lots of rings and hooks to tie us to and
suspend us from.”

“He suspended you?” Maddox asked.

“Yes, but he knew what he was doing,” said
Marie. “He had a bondage rigger in every so often to check things
out and show him how to suspend us safely. Plus Evie had been
around for a while, she knew what was safe and what wasn’t, so we
never got injured, had nerve damage or anything like that. And you
know, he had a bed he liked to tie us to.”

“A bed, that seems prosaic,” said
Maddox.

“It had a lot of rings and hooks built into
the frame for securing us, and there were always a few ropes and
chains dangling from some of them, ready to go,” said Marie. “So,
not all that prosaic.”

“Did he ever torture you?” Cissy Cameron of
WNXY-TV Los Angeles, a CBS affiliate, asked Sabine.

“No, never,” said Sabine, looking very good
in a deceptively simple peasant blouse with a nice braid running
across the top of her head, the rest of her red hair falling in
ringlets to her shoulders, her pale skin shining in the light. “He
mostly liked to put us in bondage and have sex with us and watch us
do sexy things while one of us put her mouth to good use, if you
know what I mean. He also liked to play Fortnight with us, with one
of us attending him with her mouth.”

“Ah,” said Cameron. “He really doesn’t sound
all that weird.”

“No, he wasn’t, really, not in the harem,”
said Sabine. “He was very relaxed and happy when he was in the
harem, very agreeable, so long as he got what he wanted, and he
always got what he wanted. I mean, when we saw his underground
room, we knew he had a very evil, very dark side. But he never
showed it in the harem. He fooled us all completely, even
Honey.”

“I thought Honey knew going in that Ledoux
was doing bad things to women,” said Cameron. “That’s why she was
there.”

“Honey can speak for herself on what she
knew and didn’t know,” said Sabine. “But she told us that she only
had rumors that women were disappearing after entering Master
Jacques’ harem. And that after being in the harem and seeing that
Master Jacques was a normal dom, she was starting to think the
rumors were untrue. But then she checked out the underground room
because of the nuclear thing. And a very good thing for Juliette
that was. I’m sure he would have killed her rather than let her
talk about what he’d done to her.”

“What did he do to her?” Cameron asked.

“Other than imprisoning and raping her, I
don’t know, and I’m not supposed to talk about that,” said Sabine,
with a glance at the lawyer. “That seems like enough, though.”

“More than enough,” Cameron agreed.

“So, Evie, you were First Girl at Ledoux’s
harem,” said Eric Causton with WNKY-TV Los Angeles, the Fox
affiliate. “I’ve never heard the term. What does a First Girl
do?”

“Whatever she’s told, same as all the other
harem girls,” said Evie, smiling. “Seriously, I was in charge of
the girls in the harem, that was all. I taught new girls the rules
of the harem, mostly, and saw that the rules were obeyed. Not that
I ever had any trouble with the current bunch.”

“What sort of rules does a harem have?”

“Oh, you know, he had a certain way he
wanted us to look,” said Evie. “In the harem we were to be naked at
all times, except for our cuffs, collars and shackles, which we
wore at all times. He also wanted us to… let me think for a moment,
this is going to be hard to explain on television. He wanted us to
have certain objects of a phallic nature lodged within certain
places on our body, which I can’t name on television but I’m sure
you can figure them out. He also liked us to have one in our
mouths.”

“All the time?” Causton asked.

“Yes, except when we were eating or
talking,” said Evie.

“Sounds uncomfortable,” said Causton.

“Not really, not at all,” Evie said. “You
got used to it, like wearing eyeglasses or a hearing aid. You only
noticed it when he activated the remote control. Then you noticed
it a lot.”

“Wait… the remote control?” Causton
asked.

“Yes, the, um, phallic objects could be made
to vibrate with a remote control he had,” said Marie. “He could be
sitting in his office on business and with the touch of a button,
literally turn any of us, or all of us, on.”

“How did you feel about that?” Causton
asked.

“It was good, dirty fun,” said Evie. “I
liked it. I think I can safely say we all did.”

“But you did have trouble with others,
then?” Causton asked.

“Sometimes,” said Evie. “We got them from
all over. Master Jacques… that’s what we called Ledoux… had agents
in New Orleans and other places who would find working girls for
him. Mostly he went by photos his agents got. He liked pretty girls
of all sorts. Once he got a photo he liked his agent would give her
a questionnaire, mostly seeing if she would do girl on girl and of
course bondage and submission.”

“Don’t most sex workers do whatever the
client likes?” Causton asked.

“No, most have things they won’t do,” said
Evie. “The vast majority of a sex worker’s business is men who just
want regular sex, you know? You can do quite well without doing
anything but that. So a lot of working girls will only do that. But
you can charge extra for the other things, you know, so if doing
them doesn’t bother you, you eventually wind up doing them, even if
they aren’t really your thing. And that describes a lot of sex for
a lot of women.”

“So most of the women in Ledoux’s harem
weren’t into kinky sex, really?” Causton asked.

“No,” said Evie. “But most of us learned to
like it. It is fun, you know.”

“Did you never suspect that the girls who
left the harem were being kept and abused and killed by Ledoux?”
Causton asked.

“No, never,” said Evie. “See, we still had
our phones and our tablets and so forth, we could communicate with
anyone, including girls who had left the harem. And we did. Some of
them I still talk to regularly. I had lunch in town with a couple
of them.”

“So you could leave the harem?” Causton
asked.

“Sure, that was part of the deal,” said
Evie. “You could go into town. You could quit at any time. It was
all so prosaic, so normal. We lost touch with some girls when they
left, but thought nothing of it, because that’s normal, some people
stay in touch when they leave, others don’t. We had no idea that
some of them were.. gone.”

“Did any of the girls quit?” Causton
asked.

“Sure,” said Evie. “Life in the harem was
boring if you liked to move around a lot, see new places, meet new
people. One girl actually complained to me that the harem was too
dull and too safe! Can you imagine that? We were all a heartbeat
from being a head stuck on a wall and she thought she was too
safe!”

For the next week it was nothing but dealing
with the press. It seemed as if every journalist in California,
northwestern Mexico, Nevada and Oregon wanted to interview them.
The airwaves were glutted with images of the harem members.

Their social media also became glutted, with
everything from a surprising number of marriage proposals for all
of them to invitations to appear in adult films, to tens of
thousands of dick pics (“It’s as if they all think I’ll open the
file and say THAT one! That’s the dick I’ve been waiting for all my
life!” said Marie) to warnings that their dissolute lifestyles
would lead them to burn in hell. And many, many, many other kinds
of offers, invitation, promotions, heartfelt propositions and
heartfelt warnings.

Juliette got a lot of attention from various
people and groups who wanted to take care of her. Cults of various
sort were especially eager to have her join their ranks.

“It’s like they figure Jacques had me
halfway brainwashed already,” said Juliette.

“So this is celebrity,” said Marie,
confronted her overstuffed email inbox. “Even with Spartina’s
people weeding out the garbage, there’s still tons of stuff to look
at.”

“Yeah, we’re getting far too many
opportunities to make lots of money easily and fast, and to date
famous and wealthy people,” said Evie. “I’m just heartbroken about
it, heartbroken.”

“Bitch,” said Marie, laughing.

“Yup,” said Evie.

Former members of Ledoux’s harem were making
themselves known back in Louisiana and elsewhere, including a
number of women that almost certainly had never been in Ledoux’s
harem. It was truly a media circus.

Spartina eventually signed up all four of
them to her agency.

“You’re all beautiful, you’re all likable,
you’re all smart, and none of your are druggies,” said Spartina.
“I’d be an idiot not to sign you up.”

“What if I marry a rich guy and he doesn’t
want me to be a celebrity any more?” Sabine asked.

“Then you don’t need my services and the
contract is ended,” said Spartina. “That’s how contracts work.”

“Beats slavery,” said Evie.

 









 Chapter 13

“They’re focused on ending all life on
Earth, I’m small potatoes.”

 


About two weeks into the media circus, Honey
was lying by the pool napping, or “working on her tan” as she liked
to call it, when there was a loud shattering sound, a small geyser
of water flared up out of the pool next to her, glass shattered as
it fell on the floor and into the pool, and Honey sprang to her
feet and ran for her life.

“Sniper, east northeast, on the hill!”
shouted one of the men in the Security room. “Launch birds!”

Meanwhile, another security man ran inside
the room, located Honey, and stood beside her, blocking access to
her body with his.

The cameras on two of the birds, which were
large, fast moving drones, showed a figure running through the
underbrush toward the road.

With the target acquired one of the drones
put on a burst of speed and in two or three seconds ran at full
speed into the intruder, knocking him off his feet and
simultaneously sending a powerful electric jolt through his body.
He flopped to the ground and lay very still while three members of
Honey’s security squad ran up the hill, located him, and cuffed
him. The man was out cold. A car peeled out from the side of the
road and drove away at high speed.

“Sniper down,” said the head of the security
squad. “Secure Honey, get her to a safe room, watch for secondary
attempts. Track that car.”

Honey was safely spirited away inside the
mansion and no other intruders intruded.

The LA cops arrived soon after, took custody
of the sniper and crime scened up the pool. They also interviewed
Honey.

“Lucky thing they missed,” said Lieutenant
Aquila.

“I doubt luck had anything to do with it,”
said Honey. “I bet the shot was exactly three feet to my left.”

“Why do you think that?” Aquila asked.

“The glass around the pool is diffractive
glass,” said Honey. “To anyone looking through it, what’s inside
appears to be shifted about three feet. A meter, actually, it’s
European glass.”

“Saved your life, then, perhaps,” said
Aquila.

“Probably,” said Honey.

“If this was a hit, and the sniper was a
merc, who do you think might have hired him?” asked Aquila.

“Well there’s the obvious, first of all,”
said Honey. “Jacques Ledoux. I’m sure he blames me for all his
current problems. And he definitely has the money and probably has
the connections to hire an assassin.”

“You’d think he’d figure he had enough on
his plate,” said Aquila.

“Ledoux is a man who likes excess,” said
Honey. “I doubt he would think like that.”

“Ah,” said Aquila. “Anyone else?”

“There’s no one nearly as eager to see me
dead,” said Honey. “But I get hate mail. We all do since this
became a media thing. People think we’re evil bedizened Jezebels,
if you get my drift.”

“Yeah,” said Aquila. “Stuff like that shows
up in most cases involving female celebs. Never amounts to
anything. Anyone else?”

“Well I’ve done a lot of clubbing and met a
lot of men in my social life,” said Honey. “I’ve never knowingly
fucked a married man without his wife’s knowledge, but I did some
group scenes and might have unknowingly done so. And I might have
been lied to by a married man. They do that. Come to think of it, I
might have been lied to by a married woman as well. So there might
be some jealous wives and husbands out there. But really, anyone
having sex with me at a scene would probably have fucked a LOT of
other people, too. It would be weird for someone to be jealous of
just me.”

“Oh, it wouldn’t be weird for someone to be
jealous of you, Miss Trapp,” said Aquila. “Not with your
looks.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Honey
said, smiling.

“It was intended as one,” said Aquila. “Have
you had any warn-offs? Anyone threaten you to keep hands off
anyone?”

“Not that I can think of,” said Honey. “The
only other thing is, I’m active with various groups involved in
preventing climate change, funding them and that sort of thing. But
I haven’t been a public figure or a spokesperson or anything.”

“Why not, you’d make a great one,” said
Aquila.

“To put it bluntly, that would take up a lot
of my time, and in my free time, I’d rather be fucking,” said
Honey.

“Totally understandable,” said Aquila.
“Heard any threats from fossil fuel people, however subtle?”

“No,” said Honey. “They’re focused on ending all life on Earth, I’m
small potatoes.”

“Ah,” said Aquila. “That’s a very original
alibi for them, I’ll give it that.”

The next day, Knopfler came to visit
Honey.

“Heard someone took a potshot at you Honey,”
said Knopfler. “Glad you’re taking precautions now.”

They were in an interior office on the first
floor of Honey’s mansion. The front door now had two visible guards
and the security team watched the door via hidden cams with
remote-controlled tasers at the ready.

“Yes, but that’s not what I want to talk
with you about,” said Honey. “We’ll get past this thing with
Jacques, probably by jailing him on federal charges. And after
that, I have plans, plans that may involve you.”

“What sort of plans?” Knopfler asked.

“I’ve been active in the BDSM scene for most
of my adult life,” said Honey said. “For most of that time, I’ve
heard warnings about this dom or that dom, how you shouldn’t scene
with them for this or that reason. Mostly it was stuff like not
always listening to safe words or having a tendency to take a scene
too far. But I have heard some warnings that some doms are
dangerous, that women who scene with them are sometimes not seen
afterward.”

“You mean like the women on Jacques’ wall?”
Knopfler asked.

“Yeah, like that,” Honey said. “I was always
able to dismiss the rumors as just rumors and go on, because it
just wasn’t my problem. But now that I’ve seen those heads on
Jacques’ wall, I can’t do that any longer. I know that in some
cases, there’s truth behind those rumors.”

‘Generally, there’s a LOT more rumors than
there is truth,” said Knopfler.

“I know,” said Honey. “But now that I KNOW
there’s some truth out there, I can’t leave those rumors be. I have
to know for sure. So I’m going to investigate such rumors. And I
expect that I may discover that some of them are true. In which
case, I’m going to rescue any submissive that is in jeopardy and
shut the bad doms down, preferably by getting them imprisoned. And
you and your crew, I know from personal experience, are top-notch
rescuers. Would you be open to taking such assignments in the
future? And to letting me pick your brains on conducting the
investigations safely?”

“Of course,” said Knopfler. “So long as you
are not planning on personally doing any undercover work.”

“Of course not,” said Honey. “My cover is
blown. My face has been all over the news channels. I could never
go undercover again, I’d be recognized immediately. But my work in
fighting climate change has taught me that I can be very effective
while working behind the scenes. Mostly with my money.”

“Speaking of money, this operation of yours
is going to cost money, lots of it,” said Knopfler. “The Ledoux
mission was very expensive. Others might be, too. I know you have a
lot of money, but do you have that kind of money?”

“This is confidential, just between you and
me,” said Honey. “The Ledoux mission was actually very profitable.
That data we pulled out of his computers for the Feds and DoD, we
copied it to our computers as well, of course. You never can be too
sure how high the strings go with a man like Ledoux, so we backed
up the Fed files just in case. And we looked through the files of
course, and we discovered data that showed that Ledoux was
concealing a great deal of money in an offshore tax haven. Couple
of billion, in fact. We found the account numbers and passwords and
everything. He’d hidden the passwords on a different computer than
the account numbers, but we got all the data from all his
computers. My computer wizards worked their magic and now Ledoux’s
hidden money is my money. Untraceably so. He’s not as rich as he
thinks he is. And I can think of no better use for that money than
funding this operation.”

“Ah,” I see,” Knopfler said. “I have to
admit, it’s very appropriate. Ledoux would hate it.”

“Oh, he’s gonna hate losing those hidden
funds, just like he’s going to hate being in jail,” said Honey.

“You sound sure about that,” said
Knopfler.

“It’s not certain, but it is very nearly
so,” said Honey. “After Epstein, I would have said there were no
third rails for anyone as rich as Ledoux. But turns out that
playing around with nukes IS a third rail even for the ultra
wealthy, at least, SOME of the ultra wealthy, and Ledoux has pissed
all over it.”

“I hope you’re right,” said Knopfler. “I
assume he’ll slide on the murder charges.”

“Probably, given Okaloosa County,” said
Honey. “But it turns out he’s unlikely to slide on what he did to
Juliette. It seems that imprisoning and raping her repeatedly and
mentally torturing her violated her civil rights and that’s a
Federal offense, especially as she is one tenth African American.
Charges have been filed, or will be filed soon, and Ledoux will
find the Feds are considerably less cooperative and forgiving than
Okaloosa County.”

“Sounds like security will be in order for
Juliette for a while then,” said Knopfler.

“She’ll be staying with me for the
foreseeable future,” said Honey. “I’ve ramped things up a bit. But
the sooner Ledoux is jailed, the better.”

“Any chance of linking Ledoux to your
shooter?” Knopfler asked.

“Investigators are investigating,” said
Honey. “I’m not holding out a lot of hope on that front. Ledoux can
afford the best.”

Knopfler nodded.

“I wish I could help you with regard to
ending Ledoux as a threat,” said Knopfler, “but the only thing that
will solve the problem quickly and effectively is illegal.”

“Oh, I’m completely with you on keeping
everything legal and aboveboard,” Honey lied. “If I start crossing
the line legally, the fossil fuel people will put me in jail.
They’ve got the money and influence to do it.”

That night, Honey made a call on one of the
new burner phones the Initiative had given her. It was not
connected to any public phone service, and its signals were
encrypted and didn’t travel via microwave relay tower. The signal
went directly to the satellite, which made the call virtually
untraceable. Honey dialed a pre-programmed number and shortly
thereafter was talking to Sam Chadsworth, her handler with the
Initiative.

“I suppose you’ve heard of my recent
contretemps,” she said.

“Yes I have,” said Sam. “It’s been a bit of
a concern here.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” said Honey.

“You’ll also be glad then, that we have top
people working on the problem,” said Sam.

“Thank you,” Honey said formally, as if
she’d heard that caterers were doing their best to make up for a
bad party. “Top people” actually meant a hit man. Ledoux was going
to die very soon, which is exactly what Honey wanted. If Ledoux got
more chances to kill her, sooner or later he would succeed, with
his resources. It was literally him or her. The Initative knew that
as well as Honey and had taken steps to protect an important
resource. Her.

Honey had been fairly certain that the
Initiative would solve her Ledoux problem, but it was good to hear
it confirmed.

“I won’t be able to do any more direct
actions with you,” said Honey. “The media attention has been too
great.”

“Understood,” said Sam. Honey was sure he
would have told her she couldn’t personally participate in
Initiative investigations any more. Her cover was completely blown.
She was famous, which was not something you looked for in a spy.
She had gone from someone you might glimpse in the background in a
video of a party to someone the cameras would follow obsessively
wherever she went, at least for the time being.

“Of course, you will continue to have my
support behind the scenes,” said Honey. “But publicly, I’m going to
be involved in other actions. You’ll hear news reports about it
sooner or later. Men like Ledoux can’t be allowed to continue their
evil.”

“I understand, and I’m sure everyone else
will, too,” Sam said. “And any aid we can render we will
render.”

“I appreciate that,” said Honey. “I’ll try
not to cross the streams, but if I find someone who is doing the
things we both hate, you can be sure he will be a top
priority.”

Honey hung up soon afterward. It was good to
have allies.

Two days later, the news came. Jack Ledoux’s
body had been found at his study in one of his other Louisiana
homes. It was a measure of how she felt about Ledoux that the only
emotional response she had was relief. No more attempts to kill her
and her friends. Though she did smile later when she heard that the
bullet that had killed Ledoux had been made of depleted uranium.
Rifle bullets made of depleted uranium were an absurdity. A very
nice touch. The uranium was depleted and so was the threat posed by
Ledoux. Now she could go on to set up an organization that would
make life hell on Earth for evil doms like Ledoux. Truly, a happy
ending.

That night, Honey called one of her favorite
doms, Anthony Lee.

“Anthony, so glad to find you in,” said
Honey. “I know it’s very forward and un-submissive of me, but as
you probably know, I’ve had a very trying time of it lately. I need
to have a very good man Master my brains out, and I was hoping
you’d be kind enough to help me out.”

“I’ve heard about your problems, and I’d be
honored to help you in any way I can,” said Lee.

“Thank you so much!” Honey said.

She hung up the phone a few minutes later.
Lee would be over later tonight. He was a tall, well-built,
handsome Korean who had all the subs in the palm of his hand. Honey
sighed happily. Things were getting back to abnormal, as they
should be.

 


Postscript

 


An exhaustive search of Ledoux’s financial
records finally turned up some carefully hidden payments in the
tens of thousands of dollars from one of Ledoux’s many shell
companies hidden within shell companies, made to Preservation Arts,
Inc. The investigators traced the name to a taxidermy shop that
mostly stuffed birds and small game for hunters. It was the home of
a very good taxidermist who was a very poor businessman. It takes a
special kind of incompetence in business for a highly skilled
taxidermist to lose money in a sportsman’s paradise, but Lou
Thibideaux was that kind of special.

Unfortunately, when Chenevert’s
investigators arrived they found that Thibideaux had vanished.

Three months after Ledoux’s death, the
taxidermist was found. Or rather, some of his remains were found.
They were found by employees of the Middle Louisiana Leather
Company when processing a 12 foot gator bought from a gator hunter.
Human remains in the form of a skull were found in the gator’s
stomach when the company processed the gator for its hide and meat.
A forensic analysis of DNA found in the temporal bone of the skull
pulled up a match on DNA that had been found at Thibideaux’s home,
in his hairbrush. As Leduox never came to trial, Thibideaux’s
murder was truly pointless, but it seemed fitting that he was the
last to lose his head.
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		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



