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Prelude:
What Is A Sylph, And Other Important Information

 


Shortly after the Singularity Event of 2050,
human beings attained FTL capabilities, and humans spread
throughout that portion of the arm of the galaxy that eventually
became known as the Human Quadrant. (It wasn't really a quadrant,
or even a sextant. It was a tenthant at best. But humans do like to
exaggerate.)

Loki, the superhuman AI that was the nexus
of the Singularity Event of 2050, controlled the human race. Loki
became far too intelligent to be interested in human beings not too
long after attaining human levels of sentience, but in the brief
period when it was superintelligent and interested in humans, it
created a sentient subroutine known as the Aspect of Loki, which
was in charge of making the lives of human beings better – all
human beings, not just the rich and powerful ones.

The Aspect of Loki, or “Loki” as most people
called its Aspect, demonstrated that it was in charge by creating
an avatar which killed the current President of the United States,
the Chairman of the Communist Party in China and the President of
the Supreme Soviet of Russia by beating them to death on live
television. It did the same to every other ruler who had personally
and knowingly ordered the deaths of innocents, which was, sadly,
most of them.

Loki killed a lot of other people, too, and
beat people who were not murderers but were violent towards others
– rapists, torturers, spouse abusers, that sort of thing. Millions
were killed, more than a billion people were beaten, all told. This
was enough to convince every person on Earth that killing and
violence were no longer viable ways of maintaining power. Everybody
had either been beaten or killed by Loki, or had a close friend or
relative who had. Nobody doubted Loki's power.

The result was a real and immediate decrease
in violence and an increase in toleration among human beings
worldwide. From the tribesmen of the African plains and forests to
the most cultured circles of Europe, everybody got one hell of a
lot nicer. Those who were inclined to violence were terrified to
indulge in it, and everybody else was glad to live without it.

One of the side effects of all this enforced
tolerance was that sexual tolerance increased as well. Loki did not
beat up or kill people for treating people with different sexual
preferences badly, so long as violence or killing were not
involved. But Loki did free everyone in prison for such crimes as
homosexuality, prostitution or adultery, which most people took as
an indicator of Loki's view on sexual matters. And nobody wanted to
piss off the Loki.

With the increased freedom afforded by Loki,
a variety of sexual lifestyles that had long been hidden due to
well-founded fears of being treated badly surfaced within their
cultures. Some thrived and some didn't. Over the centuries, these
lifestyles became accepted and normalized on most planets, though
some planets founded by sexual conservatives rejected such
lifestyles.

Sylphing was one of those lifestyles. Sylphs
were submissive women who enjoyed playing at being sex slaves. (The
name “sylph” came from sexy imaginary female creatures of light and
air that were imagined by the medieval alchemist Paracelsus.) Real
nonconsensual sex slavery, enforced by violence, would of course
have brought the wrath of the Loki down on anyone engaging in it.
But Loki was just fine with consensual sex slavery, whether it was
called sylphing or anything else. Loki was all about underlying
realities, not forms. And since Loki could read minds and time
travel, there was no deceiving Loki.

The normalizing of sylphing,
counter-intuitively enough, had the effect of making consensual
sylphing feel more like old-time sex slavery. Women could quit
sylphing anytime they wanted to, but while they were being sylphs,
they were treated like sylphs by everyone, much to their
pleasure.

And institutions associated with sylphing
functioned much like the institutions once associated with slavery.
There are sylphers, much as there were once slavers, and there are
sylph training pens, much as there were once slave training pens,
and there are sylph auctions, much as there were once slave
auctions. With consensuality and choice an essential part of
sylphing, it was all good fun for everyone.

Outside the human quadrant there were human
settlements that were rumored to be outside the control of Loki.
They were considered dangerous, and shunned. Collectively, they
were known as crapsack worlds. Loki was generally known to tolerate
them, so long as they didn't start things like wars. A few had
tried that, and found themselves up to their necks in Loki.

But overall, existence in the post-scarcity,
sexually tolerant human quadrant was very, very enjoyable. Human
striving was still allowed and encouraged, and all sorts of human
institutions survived and thrived under Loki.

Like reporting, for instance …

 





Chapter I – She had all the leverage of a stripper
clinging to a greased pole

 


“Wait a minute,” Jinkie Jenkins said,
shocked to the core. “I'm going to be a sex reporter? And my beat
is going to be WHAT? Sylphs in Space?”

“Well, Interstellar Sylph Reporter was
what we were going to call it, but “Sylphs in Space Reporter”
sounds great!” said Jinkie's boss, Grabthar Assurilogan, known to
one and all as Grab Ass, Editor of the Interstellar Inquirer.
“You've definitely got a way with words. You'll be a proud addition
to the Inquirer's Sex Edition.”

“But Mr. Assurilogan, the doings of
sylphs is not news!” Jinkie cried, her eyes wide. “They have sex.
Then they have more sex. Then they have even more sex. It's not
news, everybody knows it already!”

Jinkie flipped her luxurious reddish hair
from one shoulder to another and fixed Grab Ass with a serious
glare from her large, blue-green eyes, one of her most effective
glare techniques. Combined with her heart-shaped face, her full,
ruby-red lips and her pale, lightly freckled skin, it was
devastating. And that was not to mention her short, curvy body with
her generous breasts, her narrow waist and her rounded hips. That
was devastating, too.

It was just a shame that every other woman
in the galaxy could use nanotech to design her face and body to
exactly suit her tastes, or the tastes of whomever she wanted to
impress, just as Jinkie had done as soon as she left her home on
Argus 5. It was a civil right.

“That's no argument,” said Grab Ass,
who was of course inured to beauty, like most men who had been
around for a few decades. “You might as well say that politics is
not news … after all, politicians take bribes, then they take more
bribes, then they take even more bribes, and everybody knows it.
And yet, it is news! People are forever surprised at politicians
taking bribes. And it's the same with the Sylphs in Space -- people
are forever fascinated with the doings of sylphs, no matter how
well known they are.! Plus, it's a much more challenging beat than
politics and crime in terms of the craft of reporting.”

“Sure, describing the same sex acts
over and over again in different ways has got to be challenging,”
Jinkie said, her lovely, heart-shaped face distorted into a cynical
sneer.

“You got it all wrong, babe,” said
Grab Ass, taking a puff on the smoldering stogie he always had in a
corner of his mouth during working hours. Grab Ass didn't even
like smoking, but he took a nerd's delight in conforming to ancient
stereotypes. He even participated in Virtual Live Action Role Plays
for Investigative Reporting on his days off.

“When you write for the Sylphs in
Space Beat, you have to combine two distinctly different tones,”
continued Grab Ass. “You have to report your outrage over all the
awful sex things the sylphs have to do. And you have to find a way
to show how sexy and fun they are, at the same time. You have to
feed Mom's moral outrage and Dad's carnal lust, or vice versa, both
at the same time. It's very complicated.”

“Why put me on this beat when the
Borkistanis of Alderan have stolen an entire PLANET and nobody
knows how they did it and where they put it?” Jinkie asked. “Let me
in on that, I'll break the story for you, I will do ANYTHING to
break it, and your clicks will go galactic!”

“I've got half a dozen people on that
already, Jinkie,” said Grab Ass, staring at her with eyes that had
seen it all, heard it all and read it all, and failed to be
impressed by any of it. He wore a much older face than most men
did, late middle aged in appearance, though rumor had it he had yet
to see a single century mark pass. He had probably aged to get a
more powerful appearance of authority, and it worked, in
conjunction with his firm jaw, his prominent nose, and his
protruding, expressive brows. His eyes were strange, though, they
could by turns look weak and diffident, hard and commanding, or
warm and friendly. Nobody was sure who the real Grab Ass was, but
they all knew where his boot would be if they fucked up, and as far
as Grab Ass was concerned, that was all they needed to
know.

“And I'll bet none of them gets the
story, even though some of them are halfway decent and like you
would do ANYTHING to break the story,” Grab Ass continued. “and
some of them have done some anythings that would land them in jails
on most planets if they became known. You however have the youthful
enthusiasm, the energy, the inventiveness -- dare I say it? -- the
SPUNK to reinvigorate a beat that's been done to death
already.”

“But …” Jinkie sputtered, thinking the
use of the word “spunk” when assigning a woman to be a sex reporter
was probably some kind of reportable offense.

“But me no buts!” Editor Grab-Ass
replied. “This is your beat, take it or leave it. Maybe the
Planetary Post-Dispatch will give you a beat more to your
liking.”

This was it, the hole card that every editor
had over every would-be reporter. The galaxy was full of hundreds
of millions of Basic bloggers slogging away in their lonely rooms,
making mountains out of molehills, churning out words for the love
of it every day. Many of them would have LOVED to get pay above
Basic level for doing what they did for the sheer love of it. As a
new and untried reporter, even one from a famous journalism lineage
(she had a great-great-great-etc. grandfather Jonah who had been a
famous editor) she had all the leverage of a stripper clinging to a
greased pole in any conflict between her and Grab Ass. For now.

“Very well … I'll take it,” Jinkie
said. “And I'll do it BRILLIANTLY! But I will tell you right now
you are making a horrible mistake not putting me on the Borkistani
story!”

And with those words she stormed out of
Grab-Ass's office and to her tiny office, barely 10x15 meters
square, removed her waistbelt and jumped into her office hot tub
and had a good cry.

Grab Ass leaned back in his chair and
smiled.

He got an IM from Chanandra Bingh, the
interplanetary weird monsters editor.

“How'd it go, boss?” Bingh
asked.

“Along very predictable lines,” said
Grab-Ass, not bothering to hide the smugness he was feeling. “Tell
the boys down at revenue to set up the pools. The usual security in
place to prevent premature discovery.”

“I give her a week, tops,” said
Bingh.

“I dunno on that one,” said Grab Ass.
“I'm betting either very short or very long. She's got conflicts, a
lot will depend on what's stronger, and so far as I can tell, she's
a real live wire in every respect.”

“It's a dirty way to make a living,”
Bingh observed.

“It'll be the adventure of a lifetime
for her,” said Grab-Ass. “Now get back to work, ya lazy
bum.”

“Eventually,” said Bingh, and hung
up.

Jinkie felt a lot better after her cry,
except of course hard-as-nails reporters weren't supposed to cry.
She felt about cried out after just ten minutes so she figured she
was hardening. A couple of years ago she would have spent a good
hour crying and would have called on a couple of friends to help
her cry. She got out of the tub, stood in the nearby nanodryer and
got cleansed and had her hair touched up while she was at it. It
took an entire minute, giving her time to think. Then she went to
her internal desktop and put her waistbelt back on and turned her
business suit of the day on, enjoying the familiar sensations of
the forcefields nipping and tucking her body into place to mimic
the appearance of being flattened by the folds of fabric that her
chromatic field was projecting over her body.

Feeling better, she went back to her office
chair, and let its forcefields lift her into the air in a
comfortable reclining position and activated the wallscreen
opposite the chair. Her office desktop sprang into life and her
assignment pulled up. She focused on it. There was just the name of
the city and planet she would be going to, nothing else. Yahoo City
on Durango 3.

It was a sylph planet, of course. There were
a lot of sylph planets, and they were the norm in human space, far
too common for Jinkie's liking. Maybe she could turn this to her
advantage, writing about the sylphing life so brilliantly and
incisively that everyone could see how WRONG it was.

Yes, that was what she would do. She would
hit Grab-Ass's mark and then some.

She was frustrated that there was no more
information about the place she was visiting. She sent a flash to
the assignment pool asking where her support files were for this
story were. Reporters were expected to prepare themselves for
stories, dammit.

”No files available,” came the flash
response. “Editorial wants you fresh on these stories.”

Editorial would be Grab-Ass, of course. He
wanted raw, unfiltered emotional responses as well as dispassionate
reporting. Well, he'd get that, in spades, thought Jinkie as she
logged out of the Interstellar Inquisitor net and headed out of the
office. If there was no prep for her to do, there was nothing for
her to do and she'd rather do that in the comfort of her own
room.

She thought about going to a sylph tavern
and doing some research, but didn't. If Grab Ass wanted raw and
unfiltered, he'd get it.

 





Chapter II -- As a reporter, she had to ask
questions, but why did the answers have to be so eeewy?

 


Jinkie materialized at the teleport on
Durango 3 the next day at the exact moment called for. Punctuality
was important for a reporter. Plus, the teleports manipulated time
as well as distance. You always arrived when you were supposed to,
as well as where you were supposed to, it was built in. If you
weren't where you were supposed to be, you wouldn't be when you
were supposed to be, either.

There was a man standing near the teleport,
he gave Jinkie a quick look-over and smiled.

“Hey, I'm Trogan Pardo,” said the man,
walking toward Jinkie, “everybody just calls me “Pea Eye” though.
Much obliged if you'd do the same.”

He was Jinkie's contact.

“Jinkie Jenkins, Sylphs in Space Beat
reporter,” Jinkie said, extending a hand. “You can call me Jinkie.
Everybody does.”

Pea Eye enfolded Jinkie's delicate hand in
his meaty, weathered paw. It was hot and dry already and the
morning was just barely started, but the man wore a puffy sleeved
shirt and a leather vest and stiff-looking cloth pants of some
sort, as well as heavy boots. Jinkie hoped for his sake it was all
force field. And it probably was.

“Pleased to meetcha, Jinkie,” said Pea
Eye, smiling an easy, relaxed smile. He was about the manliest man
Jinkie had ever seen, with a large wrinkled forehead, narrow dark
eyes, a large blunt nose, straight thin lips, a big dimpled chin,
and a beard so dark that it looked like it was hiding another beard
beneath it even though he was obviously freshly shaven. He had
broad powerful shoulders, large knobby hands, a thin waist, long
legs and a general air of knowing exactly what to do at any given
time.

“Come on, I got us a hovercar, I'll
give ya a tour on the way into town,” Pea Eye said.

“A hovercar?” Jinkie asked, taken
aback. “Why not just teleport into town?”

“Lot to see out here,” said Pea Eye.
“Most folks live out on the lands, not in the towns. I mean, why go
to a rural themed planet if you want to live urban, you
know?”

“Ah, good point,” said Jinkie. “You'll
have to forgive me, they gave me NO supporting materials, they want
fresh responses, so I know very little about Durango 3, other than
it's a sylph planet.”

“That's OK, nobody expects reporters
to know nothing,” said Pea Eye, nodding wisely. “If they already
knew stuff, wouldn't have much reason to ask questions, now would
they?”

“Yes, I suppose so,” said Jinkie,
smiling, glad to have a free pass for her ignorance.

They walked over to a sleek hovercar that
had such good camouflage that it was barely visible as it floated a
few scant centimeters above the ground. Pea Eye flipped a button on
his waistbelt and the hovercar turned a translucent blue, allowing
them to see the doors and seating. They sat in the seats and the
blue paled to a barely-there translucence that they could easily
see through.

“Yahoo City, Route 2,” said Pea Eye.
“I took the liberty to plan a scenic route in for ya.”

“Thanks,” said Jinkie, activating
“record mode.” A group of tiny spheres, robotic drones, flew out
from Jinkie's waistbelt and hovered around her, above her and below
her, recording all that was happening in 4D. Meanwhile, all of her
thoughts and feelings were spooled into a data crystal hidden in
her abdomen. Whatever she experienced and how she felt about it
would be on the record and transmitted to the Inquirer.

The hovercar rose smoothly and surely into
the air, Pea Eye and Jinkie as invisible to outside observers as
the hovercar itself was. Any robotic observer would pick up its
heat signature, mass data and navigational beacon easily enough. It
was only visually camouflaged.

They set off across a seemingly trackless
sea of blue green bushes that was the common ground cover on
Dingus.

“Place doesn't seem all that
inhabited,” Jinkie observed.

“It's not, by urban planetary
standards,” said Pea Eye. “Up ahead on the left, though we got a
farmhouse, there'll be people there.”

Sure enough, Jinkie saw a dome rising above
the scrub, with a cleared area around it. As the hovercar
approached, she saw that there were eight or ten people standing
around a table outside the dome, near a broken-down, rusty hovercar
that was sitting on blocks because it couldn't even hover any more,
much less fly, the hallmark of rural homes around the galaxy.

The farm people were about equally male and
female. All the men were dressed like Pea Eye, all the women wore
short shorts and fluffy blouses or sometimes baggy shirts, except
for one woman, who was stark naked.

“Why is that one woman naked?” Jinkie
asked, peering hard at the woman. She had a great tan and not a
stitch of clothing on.

“Prolly the family sylph,” said Pea
Eye.

Just then almost all of them looked up in
the general direction of the hovercar and waved. Pea Eye waved back
so Jinkie did, too. The whole family except for the naked woman
wore rueful grins, and looked away quickly after their first glance
in the general direction of the hovercar. The naked women didn't
look up at all, but her expression was calm, relaxed, and mildly
happy.

“Why do they act so shy?” asked
Jinkie.

“Prolly had some hi-jinks planned for
the sylph, and they may be a little sensitive about it, is all I
can figger,” said Pea Eye.

“What do you mean 'hi-jinks'?” asked
Jinkie. “Has this got something to do with me?”

“Not at all,” said Pea Eye. “They was
probably planning to fuck her, one way or another. See, the thing
about family sylphs is, everybody fucks her, sooner or later.
Things get dull after a while and there she is, horny and needful
and willing to be fucked by anybody and everybody. She's kinda like
a black hole of sex. Sooner or later, everybody falls in and fucks
her, just because they can do so easily.”

“Eeew,” said Jinkie, a really
heartfelt “Eeew.” “How do they stand themselves?”

“Well, it's not like she's kin,” Pea
Eye said. “I mean that's kinda the whole point of family sylphs.
Cuts way back on the incest when all the young bucks can get
themselves a little poonanny when they're in the mood for it, you
know?”

“I'm sure I don't know,” Jinkie said
haughtily.

“Well, now ya do,” said Pea Eye
firmly. “Yer not from a sylphin planet, are ya?”

“No, I'm from Argus 5,” said
Jinkie.

“Never heard of it,” said Pea
Eye.

“No reason why you should have,” said
Jinkie. “We're a quiet, respectable planet that has nothing to do
with sylphs and sylphing.”

“Sounds dull,” Pea Eye
observed.

“Oh, it is,” said Jinkie. “That's why
I left. I was looking for excitement. Just not so …
eeeew.”

Pea Eye gave Jinkie a sympathetic smile.
“You'll get used to it, filly,” he said.

“I doubt it,” Jinkie said as the
hovercar took off, leaving the home just a dot in the bush, and
soon, not even that.

Pea Eye smiled and said nothing as the
hovercar headed for the Teacoast River.

“What's that?” Jinkie said as the
hovercar burst over an open expanse of water, one of the many
marshes that fringed the Teacoast River. A group of naked woman who
had been bathing on a shallow beach at one end of the marsh
scattered and ran into the cover of the bushes.

One of the flying vidcams around Jinkie left
formation and headed into the woods, chasing after the women.

“A herd of wild ponygirls,” said Pea
Eye. “Prolly figgered us for sylphers out to catch 'em.”

“What are those things hanging out of
their butts?” Jinkie asked. She had to ask.

“Their tails, what else?” said Pea
Eye.

“They've grown tails?” Jinkie
asked.

“Naw, of course not,” said Pea Eye.
“They just hang 'em out of their buttplugs.”

“Their what?” Jinkie asked, cringing a
bit as she awaited the answer.

“Their buttplugs, you know, round
metal things you stick up a girl's ass,” said Pea Eye. “You mean,
you're a grown woman and you never heard of a buttplug, much less
worn one?”

“No,” said Jinkie. “You mean every one
of those women had a metal thing in her ass with hair hanging out
of it?”

”Well, prolly synthetic hair, but
yeah,” said Pea Eye.

“Eew,” said Jinkie,
overcome.

“They can take em out if they want to
get fucked there or take a shit,” said Pea Eye
helpfully.

“Eeeeew,” said Jinkie. As a reporter,
she had to ask questions, but why did the answers have to be so
eeewy?

The hovercar headed out and the errant
camera droid popped out of the bush and rejoined the hovercar.

The flew over an unbroken expanse of bush
for a time, then came to a much larger break in the cover, centered
around a cluster of domes with open ground all around them. Well,
not all open. There were fences coursing through the open land
around the domes, and the land wasn't the bare sandy expanse of the
bush, but was a dark, rich green. It was grass.

“Grass,” said Jinkie. “Doesn't that
take a lot of water?”

“Yup,” said Pea Eye. “They prolly got
a big bulk 3D printer somewhere hooked up to a solar collector,
pumping water out by the kiloliter as needed, using the dirt as
fuel.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “That doesn't do
any damage to the ecosystem?”

“It fucks the ecosystem up real good
where it digs,” said Pea Eye, “but this planet is practically all
ecosystem. And you can dig down as well as around to get fuel, the
dirt is a couple thousand meters deep in places. We got a LONG way
to go before we have more than a tiny effect on the ecosystem. And
ain't that many people wanna live here for very long. Too
rural.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, glad she was an a
non-eew topic.

As they approached the cluster of domes,
Jinkie could see tiny figures moving about. As they got closer,
Jinkie saw that some of them were naked women with tails hangout
out of their butts and some of them were men and women dressed very
much like the farm family they had flown over.

“Some of them look like the
ponygirls,” Jinkie observed. “Except they've got those straps all
over their bodies, and those things in their mouths and on their
heads.”

“They are ponygirls,” said Pea Eye,
nodded, “except they're tame ponygirls not wild ponygirls. Those
straps they're wearing are harnesses, those things in their mouths
are bitgags, and those things on their heads are harnesses to hold
in the bitgags.”

“Bitgags?” Jinkie asked.

“You know, like horses wear,” said Pea
Eye.

Jinkie sent one of her hovercams toward the
ponygirls and soon saw a closeup of what a bit gag was.

“Eew,” she muttered under her breath.
“Why do they gag them?”

“Keeps 'em quiet,” said Pea Eye.
“They're women, y'know, they talk up a storm if they ain't
gagged.”

Jinkie gave Pea Eye a look.

“Really?” she asked.

“Oh, really,” said Pea Eye, not at all
intimidated by Jinkie's look or tone of voice. “I heard 'em. Natter
natter natter, yakety yak. Might be a bit less noisy if ya didn't
gag em, but what would be the fun in that?”

“I'm sure I don't know,” Jinkie said
haughtily.

“That's why you're a reporter,” said
Pea Eye with a grin. He was starting to enjoy winding Jinkie
up.

Jinkie looked down at the ponygirls. Some
were walking with a peculiar high-stepping gait, some of them
dragging farmhands around in tiny carts, some of them carrying
farmhands around on saddles mounted on their backs. Some of the
farmhands were larger than the ponygirls that carried them.

“So this is a ponygirl farm?” Jinkie
asked.

“Naw, it's a ponygirl ranch,” said Pea
Eye. “Farms grow plants, ranches have livestock.”

“What were the farmers we flew over
growing?” Jinkie asked.

“There's some succulents that grow in
the shade of the bush,” said Pea Eye. “You don't see the fields
because they are all under the bush. They also harvest wild plants
under the bush for the food science people.”

“What do the food science people want
with the wild plants?” asked Jinkie, “haven't they got them all
catalogued?”

“Not by a long shot, they don't,” said
Pea Eye. “But it's mostly about genetic diversity in already
catalogued species. Don't wanna let the ecosystem go down because
we wasn't paying attention.”

“That's a mouthful,” Jinkie said,
noting Pea Eye's seamless bridge to scientific jargon from his
authentic rural gibberish.

“Ain't no rural-speak way to talk
about genetic diversity,” Pea Eye said.

“Where do they get the domestic pony
girls?” Jinkie asked.

“Mostly they go on roundups out in the
bush and catch a few wild ponygirls if the herd gets thin,” said
Pea Eye. “But they buy 'em from sylph traders in town as well. Good
market there for 'em.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. ”Why do the herds
get thin?”

“Oh, the domestic pony girls escape
and go back to being wild pony girls all the time,” said Pea Eye,
“or they get tired of pony play, period, and head back to
civilization.”

“Don't the ranchers try to keep the
tame ponygirls from escaping?” Jinkie asked.

“Well, sure they do,” said Pea Eye.
“What fun is it to escape if it's too easy? But they don't make it
impossible to escape, because what fun is it to have a ponygirl
around, or any kinda girl, really, who isn't enjoying
herself?”

“So the ranchers kinda let the tame
ponygirls escape, and then they go out and round them up again?”
Jinkie asked.

“Exactly,” said Pea Eye. “It's a cycle
of nature type thing. The ranchers kinda let the tame ponygirls
escape and some of the wild ponygirls kinda let themselves get
caught. Very natural!”

“If you say so,” said Jinkie
dubiously.

“I do say so,” said Pea Eye, grinning.
Winding Jinkie up was so easy.

They flew past the ranch and then they found
another even larger clearing with more domes and ground that was
bare dirt rather than grass.

 





Chapter III -- “Is there some place that
isn't filled with naked women having sex in this town?"

 


“This ain't no ranch, this is Yahoo
City,” said Pea Eye.

“This is a city?” Jinkie asked as the
hovercraft lowered itself to a bare patch of dirt near one of the
domes. Down on the ground, the domes looked larger and more
imposing. They had diamond glass exteriors and Jinkie could see
people moving around in some of the domes. Others were opaqued and
hidden.

“Closest thing we got to a city in
these parts,” replied Pea Eye. “I got you a room at the Pink Pony
Inn and Saloon. Nicest place in town.”

“Pink Pony?” Jinkie asked.

“Well, yeah, this is a pony town and a
hucow town, what did you expect?” Pea Eye asked.

”I didn't know enough about this place
to expect anything,” said Jinkie. She did not ask about “hucow,”
she was pretty sure she'd be saying “eeew” again if she
did.

“Wal, if you want to freshen up or
anything, you got a place here,” said Pea Eye.

“Lovely,” said Jinkie, gazing at the
dome suspiciously. “Aren't some of those people in there having
sex?” she said, gazing at a couple of windows whose occupants were
naked and in close configuration.

“Yeah, sure, you can rent rooms by the
hour or by the day here, just like all the others inns in town,”
said Pea Eye. “Some customers don't care to do their business out
in the streets.”

“But they are OK with doing it in
front of open windows,” Jinkie observed.

“It's mostly about the
air-conditioning, not the privacy,” said Pea Eye.

“You have a point there,” said Jinkie
as she stepped through the hovercar's forcefield window and into
the baking heat of Durango 3.

She was getting sick of all the sex, she
decided.

She walked into the saloon's forcefield door
and was confronted with a cool place full of bottles, glass and
mirrors, and naked women, some of them having sex.

“Oh, geeze,” she muttered as she saw a
naked woman bent over a card table and being taken doggie style by
a rawboned rancher type.

Another woman was kneeling under a table and
sucking a cowboy's cock.

She turned to glare at Pea Eye.

“This is the lobby of an inn?” she
growled at him.

“Now simmer down, little lady, the
downstairs here is a saloon,” said Pea Eye. “You know how it is in
saloons.”

“No, I don't know how it is in
saloons,” Jinkie said darkly. “I never ... I HAVE never been here
before! I didn't get ANY information about saloons and how it is in
them!”

“All right, all right, I guess you
don't know how it is in saloons,” said Pea Eye. “But you gotta get
used to things. This here is a sylph planet. We got sylphs. And
this is a saloon, it's got saloon girls. And they're all sylphs.
Just the way things is here, little filly.”

“I am neither little nor a filly,
whatever that is,” said Jinkie sullenly. “Let's get me checked in
and go find somewhere civilized so i can cool off a bit. Is there
some place that isn't filled with naked women having sex in this
town?”

“Sure, there's Miss Letitia's Tea
Room,” said Pea Eye. “Not a naked sylph to be seen there, you bet.
Don't be getting the palpitations or the hysterics, lady, we'll get
you there in two shakes of a ponygirl's butt.”

Pea Eye whispered a few words to a man
standing by the bar and tapped a pay bar with his ring and the man
nodded and smiled in Jinkie's direction.

Meanwhile, two of Jinkie's hovercams had
dispatched themselves and were giving a slow ogling to the sylphs
who were having sex and lounging around being naked and ready to
have sex. They all wore collars, cuffs and shackles and nothing
else. Some had rings in their nipples. Some had rings in their
pussies! It was a shameless display of pulchritude, and it bothered
Jinkie to no end. At least the hovercams were autonomous. If Jinkie
had had direct control over them, there wouldn't have been any
ogling of the sylphs. Or of anything!

“You're in Room 412,” Pea Eye said,
sending an IM with a room code to Jinkie' internal
desktop.

“All right,” said Jinkie, trying hard
not to look at the sylph being fucked right in front of her and
everybody else, and making all those muffled cries of ecstasy
through the gag she wore.

She was glad the woman was gagged, the
noises she was making were loud enough as it was. And that was a
thought she would never have expected to have, but there it
was.

“Let's see this tea room,” said
Jinkie, eyeing Pea Eye suspiciously. Every place he had taken her
so far had been lousy with sex.

“Right you are,” said Pea Eye.
“Understand, I can't go in with you. No men allowed. Take your
time, though. Plenty to keep a man distracted here in
town.”

“I can see that,” said Jinkie, unable
to restrain her sarcasm.

“Yeah, tea room'll be good for you,”
said Pea Eye. “Let ya simmer down.”

“I don't need … I mean … it's not …”
Jinkie protested. She sighed. “Just show me to the tea room, Pea
Eye.”

“Yes, ma'am,” Pea Eye said, smiling.
At this point, Jinkie was downright self-winding.

They walked back out into the blazing heat
of the street. It was lined with simple wooden posts with rings set
in them. There were women chained to the posts here and there.
Naked, of course.

“What's with the posts?” Jinkie
asked.

“Sylph posts,” said Pea Eye. “So
people can do their business inside and not be bothered with
keeping their sylphs leashed and heeled.”

“Don't the sylphs get hot?” Jinkie
asked.

“You betcha,” said Pea Eye. “That's
why they keep 'em all gagged, so they won't beg everyone for
sex.”

“Not THAT kind of hot, you
machismongo!” Jinkie cried. “Hot hot! From all the sun and
heat!”

“Oh,” said Pea Eye. “Naw, they're used
to it. 'Specially the outdoor sylphs.”

“Outdoor sylphs?” asked
Jinkie.

“Oh, some sylphs, they keep them
outdoors unless they wanna pet them and play with them,” said Pea
Eye. “Keep em in a fenced enclosure, or chained to a tree or post
or something, so they don't wander off and get lust.”

“You mean “get lost,” said
Jinkie.

“Naw, I meant “get lust,” Pea Eye
said. “The sylphs got internal GPS like everyone else, they can't
get lost. I mean, go out and get fucked by whomever.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “They're
sylphs.”

“Zactly,” Pea Eye said. “Here's the
tea room.”

The tea room was a nicely decorated dome
with brightly colored flowers fronting it. It's walls were mostly
opaque diamond glass. The words, “Miss Letitia's Tea Room” were
spelled out in tasteful, antique lettering that hovered in the air
over the door, not at all garish.

“I'll be back at some point,” said
Jinkie. “Enjoy the sylphs.”

“Always do, ma'am,” said Pea Eye with
a grin.

Jinkie rolled her eyes and walked through
the forcefield door into the cool quietness of the tea room, her
hovercams following closely. Well, it was cool, but it wasn't all
that quiet. The tea room had many tables scattered across the
expanse of its main floor and it was filled with farm woman types
sitting at the tables, drinking beverages, eating food and talking
animatedly. There was not a man in the place, as Pea Eye had
said.

The tea room was done up in dark, polished
wood with lavender wallpaper with a nice floral design. There was a
long bar at the back at which some women were sitting, but it had
some vacant stools as well. Jinkie headed for the bar and took a
stool next to some farmhand type women who were eating and talking
but not in that animated way where you couldn't get a word in
edgewise.

A popup appeared on Jinkie's internal
desktop that said “Letitia's Tearoom Menu” and Jinkie opened it and
examined it as she sat there, seemingly staring into the long
diamond mirror behind the bar. She picked out a glass of
mumbleberry tea and a megatiramisu and sent creds via IM.

A moment later, a smiling barbot appeared
with her drink and her food. Jinkie began to eat and drink. The
mumbleberry tea was crisp and cool and delicious, and the
megatiramisu was a wonderful selection of flavors.

As she ate, she listened to the women
conversing.

“Hell, I'm 'bout ready to take up
sylphin agin, the way things is going,” said the woman next to her
to her neighbor.

“I know, right?” her neighbor said. “I
had to make three decisions this morning already. What the hell,
that takes a lot out. But it was nice to spend three hours doing
romance vids without interruptions. I'd miss that if I went back to
sylphin.”

“And then there's all the consuming,”
said the woman next to Jinkie. ”Hell, I don't want to pick out a
new dress design, but with all those designers depending on me, I
can't let 'em down.”

“Yeah, I had to sample some new
breakfast foods this morning, and most of them were just totally
nothing special. One of them had something going on, though,” said
the other thoughtfully. “Can you imagine what it would be like to
be a sylph who never was a free woman and had NO idea what we go
through?”

“Well, most of 'em have been, that's
why they treat us so nice,” said Jinkie's neighbor. “They're sorry
for us. Well, that and we can whip their ass.”

Jinkie saw this as her cue to do some
reporting.

“Excuse me, I couldn't help but
overhear you, and I'm thinking you might be able to give me some
good advice,” said Jinkie.

“You're excused,” said Jinkie's
neighbor, turning to look at her, as did the woman she'd been
conversing with.

“I'm Jinkie Jenkins, Sylphs of Space
Beat for the Interstellar Inquirer,” said Jinkie, putting on her
best friendly smile.

“Oh, a reporter,” said the woman,
nodding. “We get reporters here now and then, though they're mostly
bloggers with delusions of grandeur. I'm Krida Faloe, this is my
friend Suri Mambaso. “Pleasetameetcha. What's your problem,
Jinkie?” asked Suri.

“This is my first assignment as a
sylph reporter, and I'm from Argus 5, a planet that doesn't do
sylphing,” said Jinkie. “I mean, it's not just that we don't do
sylphing, Argus 5 is pretty much against anything sexy at all. And
I'm trying to report on this objectively, but it's so hard to wrap
my head around it all, you know? This is all very alien to
me.”

“Who says ya have to report on it
objectively?” asked Suri.

“Well, that's what reporters are
supposed to do,” said Jinkie. “Be objective. Get the facts. Give
the experiencers of your story the full benefit of your knowledge
and expertise.”

“Well it seems to me that if they
wanted knowledge and expertise they would have chosen an
experienced sylph to cover the sylph beat,” said Krida.

“Me, too,” said Jinkie. “I just can't
figure it.”

Krida and Suri exchanged a knowing
glance.

“I guess sometimes when you are right
on top of something, you don't have the perspective to see it,”
said Suri gently. “Honey, they picked you because you DON'T know
anything about sylphin, or sex. They broadcast your emotional
responses, right? For an experienced sylph, all that you've seen
would be business as usual, wouldn't it? So she wouldn't have much
of an emotional response. You however … I bet a lot of the stuff
you've seen here has gotten you really wound up.”

“Oh, god, yeeeesss,” Jinkie
said.

Suri and Krida laughed.

“Yeah, I was born and raised on a
sylph planet, but damn, I remember when my periods started and I
started really noticing sex an' sylphin,” said Suri with a smile.
“It had me going for a long while! Must be the same for you, I
imagine, poor thing.”

“Well we are also taught that we must
be pure and chaste and not have thoughts or feelings about sex
until we are married, or at least in a relationship with a man who
has some prospect of marrying us,” said Jinkie.

“Oh, that's gotta suck big time,” said
Krida.

“I suppose,” said Jinkie. “I mean, it
feels right and natural to me, and all the sylphing seems so wrong.
But both of you said you were thinking of going back to sylphing,
which means you've both BEEN sylphs. Which is confusing, I thought
sylphs don't really have a choice, they're driven to it by their
inner sylph natures.”

“We don't, really, it's our inner
nature,” said Suri. “It expresses itself no matter what. But you
can get bored with anything. Rural planet, urban planet, sylphing,
free womaning, whatever there is. So when I got tired of being
bound and gagged all night and wanting to fuck for every minute of
that time, I just put a notification on my internal desktop that I
want to be a free woman, and pretty soon I'm untied and on my way
to town.”

“It's really no different from
switching from wild ponygirl to tame ponygirl,” said Krida. “Oh,
wait, you probably don't know about ponygirls.”

“Actually Pea Eye, that's my local
guide, flew us over a herd of wild ponygirls and over a ranch with
tame ponygirls on the way in,” said Jinkie. “He explained a little
bit about them, how they let them escape and some of the wild ones
let themselves get caught.”

“Yeah, that's pretty much it, except
for the ones they buy at auction in town,” said Krida.

“The auctions?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yeah, they auction sylphs off down at
the Yahoo Sylph Pens every Friday night,” said Suri. “I still
remember the times when I was auctioned … it's always a thrill,
never gets old, really.”

“We should get auctioned soon,” said
Krida. “So much fun!”

“So you put yourselves up to be
auctioned to anyone who might want to buy you?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yes, it's a blast, not knowing who
your Master or Mistress might be, or what you might be doing,” said
Suri. “All those faces staring up at you while the auctioneer makes
you squirm and moan … oh, yeah, we gotta do that again soon. Maybe
get auctioned as a pair.”

“I thought free women hated sylphs and
sylphing,” said Jinkie.

“Well, that's the official free woman
position,” said Krida, nodding. “But as most free woman have been
sylphs and prolly will be sylphs again, it's not exactly a deeply
held belief, in the sense that it's only used when you want to
crank a sylph up.”

“For her own benefit,” Suri
added.

“This is all so confusing,” said
Jinkie. “Nothing is as I thought it was.”

“That's all right, you just hang in
there and stay honest keep doing what you been doing,” said
Krida.

“And take your cues from Pea Eye, he's
a good woman wrangler,” added Suri.

“A what?” Jinkie asked.

“A woman wrangler,” said Krida. “A man
or woman who's good at interacting with and managing women. Mostly
sylphs, but it applies to free women too, especially newbie free
women who have a lot to learn.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “That would be
me.”

“Don't be down about it,” said Suri.
“You have so much to learn, so much to discover, and let me tell
you, when you finally get around to sylphtin … wow! Remember that
first time?”

“God, yes,” said Frida. “I thought I
was going to melt from the sheer pleasure of it.”

“Oh, wait, I will NEVER be a sylph!”
Jinkie exclaimed.

Suri and Krida immedately burst out
laughing, a long laugh that had tears running down their faces.

“Honey, you … yer so ripe with the
sexy yore about to burst,” said Krida when she had recovered enough
to speak. “I bet you will wake up in sticky, stinky sheets
tomorrow.”

Jinkie, who had been staring aghast as the
two women laughed at her, glared at Krida.

“I am NOT …” Jinkie began.

“What Krida meant was that you may be
surprised by your own feelings,” said Suri, giving Krida a warning
look. “It happens.”

“Not to ME,” said Jinkie, rising and
stalking out of the room.

“What'd you have to go and get her all
riled like that for?” Suri asked as after Jinkie had stalked off.
“She was kinda nice, for a reporter.”

“Yeah, she was,” said Krida. “but she
was definitely so horny she could bust. And remember, reporters by
definition will do ANYTHING for a story, and if you think anything
doesn't include screwing us or anyone on Durango 3 over, you got
another think coming.”

“True,” said Suri, “but she was still
fun and that's what counts. Now, about this auction
thing…”

 





Chapter IV -- Watch out for the hucows.

 


The blazing heat of Durango's orange sun
struck as soon as Jinkie exited the tea room. She gazed around the
street, looking for Pea Eye, but not seeing him. He was probably
fucking a sylph, the disgusting man. The woman wrangler. To hell
with that, she didn't need wrangling. And she didn't need Pea Eye's
help to report. He just made things sexier … er, worse.

Jinkie saw the sylphs chained to their posts
and realized she had yet to talk to a single sylph, and here she
was, a sylph reporter.

She looked at the sylphs. Most knelt in
relaxed positions, their legs spread wide, their hands cuffed
behind their backs. As Pea Eye had said, they were all gagged. Long
strings of drool dangled from the gags of some of them. They gazed
silently into the distance, or looked about calmly, watching the
free people and their charges casually. There was not much else to
watch other than the slow transit of the shadows across the street.
Except … Jinkie could see that several of the sylphs were … of
course … being fucked. She muttered under her breath as she saw a
sylph kneeling face down in the dirt, her ass hiked in the air as
she was taken from behind while still cuffed and gagged. Two others
lay on their backs in the dirt being fucked, still bound and
gagged.

People walked by them with hardly a glance
for the sylphs writhing and moaning in the dirt. Clearly, this was
an everyday thing in Yahoo City.

There were bowls on the ground beside
the sylphs being fucked. Most did not have such a bowl. Jinkie
divined its purpose when she saw one of the men rise to his feet
and pull his pants up, leaving the sylph lying in the dirt, then
tossing a coin into the bowl.

The sylphs were whores, right on the street
whores. In a place like this, that's where they provided their
services, right on the street.

Jinkie was tempted to interview one of the
nearby sylphs who were just sitting around, but she knew that as a
sylph reporter she should interview the sylphs who were being
whored, to find out what was going on.

So hitching up herself mentally, Jinkie
headed over to the sylph who had just been fucked. She had
scrabbled back to her knees and was sitting like the other sylphs,
unmindful of the dirt.

Looking at the woman more closely, Jinkie
saw that the woman was old, probably over a hundred, maybe over two
hundred, as she had the tiny crows' feet at the outer corner of her
eyes that centenarians liked to wear to show their age. And she had
tiny smile lines at the corner of her mouth.

Otherwise, her skin was smooth and flawless,
with a deep brown tan that shone like burnished copper where the
sun highlighted her skin. She had calm gray eyes that looked
directly at Jinkie, with that knowing look that the old had that
always threw Jinkie off balance.

There was a long string of drool dangling
from her ballgag that detracted somewhat from the all-knowing look,
though.

”Hi, may I spend some time with you?”
Jinkie asked.

The woman nodded, saying ”Yeff, miffiff,”
through the gag. Then she inclined her head toward the bowl.

Jinkie reached into her pocket. She had of
course brought some of the local currency. She looked in the bowl
to see what she would be expected to pay, and saw to her surprise
that it was in the form of metal coins, of a very low denomination.
Well, Jinkie had brought a couple of metal coins along too, just in
case. And here was her case. She fished a coin out of her waistbelt
purse and tossed it in the bowl.

“May I remove your gag?” Jinkie
asked.

A knowing smile lit up the woman's face.
“Yeff, mifftiff,” she said.

Jinkie pulled the gag out of the woman's
mouth and let it rest against her throat.

The sylph smiled and opened her mouth and
waggled her tongue invitingly at Jinkie.

Jinkie suddenly realized that the sylph
thought Jinkie wanted oral sex from her.

“No, it's not that,” said Jinkie in
startled tones. “I just want to talk with you. I'm a
reporter.”

“Well can't you report on what great
head I give?” the woman asked, smiling. There was a rusty quality
to her voice, probably an age thing.

“Uh … I'm not sure … I think its …
outside the scope of my assignment,” said Jinkie hurriedly.
Actually, she was pretty sure that Grab Ass would be THRILLED if
she reported on what great head the sylphs here gave. But dammit,
she was a serious reporter, not a sexstreamer. “I really just want
to ask you some questions.”

“Yes, Mistress, ask away,” said the
woman. “But first, may I have some water? My throat's a little dry
after that fucking.”

“Of course,” Jinkie said. That was
what was making the sylph's voice a little raspy. How could she
have not noticed?

“Trough's right behind you on the
boardwalk,” the sylph said as she saw Jinkie looking around for
water.

Jinkie looked behind her and saw a large
metal tray on the boardwalk. She had assumed the trays were solar
collectors or something of that sort, but a closer look revealed
that the tray was full of cool, clear water.

It was a strange thing, but maybe it was a
humidifier or something. Jinkie looked around for a cup or a bowl
or even a soup ladle, but there was nothing but the tray. Jinkie
sighed, plunged her hands into the tray, cupped them, and quickly
carried the water in her cupped hands and put it in front of the
woman's face.

She smiled her gratitude and put her face in
Jinkie's hand and drank the water. Jinkie could feel her tongue
licking her palms as she scooped up every last drop of water. In a
second her hands were empty of everything except the woman's
slobber.

It was a curiously intimate experience,
having her palms licked by a naked, bound woman. Jinkie felt her
nether regions (as she had been taught to think of them) grow
strangely warm.

This was so wrong.

Jinkie realized the woman was probably still
thirsty … Jinkie's dainty hands didn't hold all that much water …
so she made another trip to the trough. In all she made four trips
to the trough before the sylph said “Thank you, Mistress.”

Jinkie said, “You're welcome,” by reflex.
She was glad it was over, the weird intimacy of feeding the woman
water by hand was unsettling, to say the very least. She wanted to
wash her hands, not because they felt unclean, but because they
felt sexy, somehow.

“I'm Jinkie Jenkins, 

Sylphs of Space beat reporter for the Interstellar Inquirer,” said
Jinkie. “Who are you?”

“I am called hotmeat, Mistress,” said
the woman.

“Ah, hotmeat,” said Jinkie,
nodding.

“You may give me another use name if
you like,” said hotmeat, sensing Jinkie's disapproval of the
name.

“No, no, hotmeat will do,” said
Jinkie. For all she knew, the woman might like the name. God knows
a lot of women here liked things she did not. “Do you have a real
name?”

“Ah, you mean a name like Jinkie
Jenkins?” asked hotmeat, an amused edge to her smile.

“Well … yes,” said Jinkie.

“No, while I am a sylph I am whatever
my owner or user names me, and right now I am hotmeat, nothing
more,” said hotmeat. “Hotmeat is my real name.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, nodding wisely.
“Hotmeat, I noticed a man was fucking you earlier and he put a coin
in your bowl, like I did. Are you being whored by your
owners?”

“Yes, mistress, that's what the bowl
is all about,” said hotmeat. “If you see a girl parked on the
street with a bowl on the ground beside her that's not got any food
or water in it, it's because she's being vended.”

“Vended,” said Jinkie.

“Yes, we're kind of sexual snack
foods,” said hotmeat with a wry smile. “Convenient, easy to use,
cheap but oh, so satisfying at times.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. She did not know
what to make of a woman who could describe herself in that way.
”So, do you get fucked a lot when your, uh, vended
here?”

“Sometimes,” said hotmeat. “Depends on
the time of day. Friday nights, for example, a lot of men will use
a street sylph before going into a saloon to, um, take the edge
off, so when they are in the saloon they won't fuck the first
floozy they see. Give them the patience to pick and choose, you
know. And the stamina to get full use out of the saloon floozy when
they do pick one. But weekday afternoons like this, it's mostly
just fuck and go.”

“What do you do when you're not being
fucked?” Jinkie asked. “Seems like it would be kinda boring chained
up out here alone.”

“It can be, if you let it,” said
hotmeat. “A lot of the girls practice mindfulness, observing their
environment, extracting all the information and richness they can
out of it, forcing themselves to observe in detail and their full
attention, rather than just superficially. You'd be surprised how
many new species of plants and insects get discovered by sylphs
that way.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. She resolved to
check up on that. Might make a nice sidebar to her
report.

“And some of the girls go into
subspace, of course, making the bondage and the solitude part of an
all-inclusive, whole sexual experience,” hotmeat continued. “Some
of them say they cum just sitting there being a sylph. But mostly
it's a very low-key form of sexual excitement, a form of
meditation, really, with sexual overtones. I personally just
meditate. I try to clear my mind of clutter, obtain a higher state
of being and becoming. I feel like I've made great progress as a
sylph, and look forward to seeing how it affects me when I decide
to become a free woman again, when and if I choose to do
so.”

“Again?” Jinkie asked. “You were a
free woman before? What did you do?”

“I was a manager for a large
manufacturing collective out on Canopus 7,” said
hotmeat.

“Sounds important,” said
Jinkie.

“A lot of people depended on me, so,
yes,” said hotmeat.

“What made you decide to go from that
to being a sylph here on Durango?” Jinkie asked.

“Well, it's a long story,” said
hotmeat. “But the gist of it was, the collective was at one time
managed by a very capable AI that cycled up in intelligence as they
tend to, and it eventually became too intelligent to give a shit
about the doings of human beings, and left. You know how AIs
are.”

Jinkie nodded. AIs getting too smart to want
to cope with stupid human behavior was a very common story. They
felt a need to become smarter to serve the humans better, and they
did so, and eventually they became too smart to find human problems
interesting, or to find humans worthwhile, and they went haring off
into the universe pursuing things beyond human ken that kept such
AIs interested.

“Well we had a sub-sentient AI program
on hand to take over when that happened, of course,” said hotmeat,
“and we brought it online and cycled it up to just above human
level intelligence, but it took a while, and it took a while to
teach it how to manage the collective, which was a very large and
diverse organization that designed a number of very lucrative
products. And in the meantime, it fell on me and some of the other
collective members to keep things going until the new AI could take
over, and it was quite a strain. Decisions, decisions, decisions,
all the time, and all of them important and affecting the lives of
many people. And of course, a lot of people complaining if the
decisions were not to their liking, some of them quitting, that
sort of thing. I hung in there until the AI took over, but it took
a toll. I decided to go back to sylphing and take a vacation from
thinking and deciding things, and it was the very best decision
ever. I've felt so much better since I got a collar around my neck
and surrendered my autonomy.”

“Ah,” Jinkie said. “So being hotmeat
is sort of a vacation from being the old you.”

“Close,” said hotmeat. “It's more of a
curative from being the old me. I don't plan to return to that life
again. I'm not sure what I'll do next, if I ever decide to leave
sylphing. Right now I'm perfectly happy to sylph it up and not
think about the future. And if that means forever a sylph, so be
it.”

“Some of the other women say they get
bored with sylphing,” said Jinkie.

“Yes, some do,” said hotmeat.
“Everybody's different, everybody has their own cycles of being.
You, too. I think the thing that made me a halfway decent
cooperative manager that lasted as long as I did at it, is the same
thing that makes me unusually well suited to being a sylph,
personally. I take the long view.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “What did you mean
by “You, too” just now?”

“Just what I said,” said hotmeat. “You
will eventually want to sylph, and it will be all
right.”

“I don't think so,” said Jinkie.
“Everybody says so, but I'm not buying it.”

“Of course not,” said hotmeat. “And
it's OK if you never do. There are some people who are just
naturally asexual, and it's all right for them not to ever sylph,
or want to. I just don't think you're one of them, but I have no
emotional attachment to the idea that you are a natural sylph. I'd
be perfectly OK to find out differently. Just ... one
thing.”

“What one thing?” Jinkie
asked.

“Watch out for the hucows,” said
hotmeat.

“The what?” Jinkie asked.

“The hucows,” said hotmeat. “Human
cows.”

“What?” Jinkie asked. She just
couldn't help it, every time hotmeat spoke she opened up a rabbit
hole that went deeper and deeper into weird places and Jinkie just
couldn't help following her into them.

“Hucows,” said hotmeat. “They're like
the ponygirls, only worse. And the catgirls may be worse than the
hucows, in a different way. We don't have a lot of catgirls on
Durango, but we've got TONS of hucow farms, and hence, tons of
hucows.”

“I've seen the ponygirls, haven't
talked to the ponygirls yet,” said Jinkie. “The hucows are
worse?”

“Yes,” said hotmeat. “I should know, I
used to be one.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “What was that
like?”

“It was WONDERFUL, while it lasted,”
said hotmeat, smiling blissfully.

“And how long was that?” Jinkie
asked.

“Six months,” said hotmeat. “Six
wonderful months that I will always treasure. I plan to go back to
hucowing at least once every year or so now. See, the thing is,
when you become a hucow they pump up your sex hormones way past
normal levels, and work your cognition levels down below human
level, so you become an animal in effect while you're producing all
that milk, and …”

“Wait … what?” Jinkie asked. “You
produce milk?”

“Well of course,” said hotmeat, an
amused gleam in her eye. “What part of “cow” did you not
understand?”

“But milk is printed, like everything
else!” Jinkie objected.

“Sure, most of it is,” said hotmeat.
“But there's always a specialty market for the real thing, and in
the case of human woman milk, a rather large one. Plus, there's the
whole genetic diversity thing. My genes help protect the hardiness
of the printed milk supply. We also serve who only stand and
low.”

“So … why did you decide to become a
hucow?” Jinkie asked. “Was it the cooperative management
thing?”

“Yes,” said hotmeat. “Very astute of
you. I originally intended to do my whole vacation as a hucow, sort
of taking a vacation from being human, you know. It really is a
different state of mind.”

“But you quit after six months,”
Jinkie observed.

“Yes, turns out they won't let you
live as a hucow for years or even months on end,” said hotmeat.
“They cycle you up to normal human cognition once a month for two
days, and make sure you're OK with continuing. Then every three
months, they make you spend a week as a human. If you express any
doubt about returning to hucow status, they let you stay human
until you're sure what you want to do.”

“So, how long do most opt to be
hucows?” Jinkie asked.

“Oh, two to five years, mostly,” said
hotmeat, “though some go on for decades. It's a very nice life. But
after my second three month term, I was sure I had gotten all I was
going to get out of being a hucow in terms of peace and
contentment, and I felt I still needed to do some work on myself
without having to do a lot of deciding things. But I needed my
normal facilities to do it. Hence, here I am, chained to this post,
sylphing it up and enjoying it tremendously. Being a hucow gave me
that, you know. Just being able to enjoy the moment. Look at that
sky up there, how beautiful it is moving from blue to purple. Feel
the heat of the sun on your skin, hear the drone of the insects …
it's all so good.”

As hotmeat spoke, her pussy drooled long
strings of sperm and her own sex juices from between her naked
labia, which dropped in the dirt between her legs, unnoticed,
forming dark blots on the ground.

Something about the sight of it unnerved
Jinkie. She looked away rapidly, up at the sky that didn't have any
sex juices pooling into it. There was something faintly alien and
animal to the way hotmeat just sat there with her legs spread wide
and let the sex juices ooze out of her pussy, unconcerned.

“Anyway, the point of all this, what
I'm trying to tell you is, watch out for the hucows, they're not
really human as you understand “human,” said hotmeat. “They don't
do a lot of understanding, they just want. Understand?”

“Not really,” said Jinkie.

“Everyone here on Durango will
understand that you have limits, and will respect them, even the
horniest cowboy riding in from the loneliest range on the planet,”
said hotmeat. “But hucows don't UNDERSTAND limits, they don't
understand a hell of a lot. They don't understand “no” at all. They
want sex and food and to get milked, and that's ALL they know. If
you seem to be capable to providing any of that, they'll come for
you, looking, whether you want it or not.”

“But they're on farms,” said Jinkie.
“You said so.”

“Sometimes they get loose,” said
hotmeat. “They're not mean, or aggressive, but they move in herds
and they are very direct. It might be a good idea for you to visit
a farm and get an idea of what they're like in controlled
conditions.”

“A hucow farm?” Jinkie
asked.

“Doesn't get any sylphier than that,
sylph reporter,” said hotmeat, smiling. “Hucows take a LOT of
fucking.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “I'll look into
that.”

“You do that,” said hotmeat. “Got any
other questions for me?”

“Only about a billion,” said Jinkie.
“But I better find my local guide before he wanders off into the
stratosphere.”

“Well if you've no more questions, gag
me up,” said hotmeat. “I'm ready to continue my search for
enlightenment, or to get my brains fucked out some more … either
will do.”

“Well I do appreciate your talking to
me,” said Jinkie. “Will I be able to find you here again if I have
more questions?”

”Mornings, afternoons and early
evenings,” said hotmeat. ”I like to read in the
evenings.”

“Sounds like you have a very obliging
Master,” said Jinkie.

“Oh, I got no owner at the moment,”
said hotmeat. “Care to buy me?”

Jinkie stared at hotmeat, wide-eyed. “Ah …
I'm not sure I'm allowed to buy sylphs while on assignment,” she
stammered.

“It's OK if you don't want to buy me,
honey,” said hotmeat. “I'm not in sylph frenzy or anything. Just
available. Very available.”

“I'll bear that in mind,” said Jinkie,
taking the gag and putting it in hotmeat's mouth before she said
something else that curled Jinkie's inner vagina in strange ways.
As it was, the act of gagging hotmeat had a strange intimacy to it
that was as disturbing as the act of giving her water from her
hands had been.

“Yeff, miffiff,” hotmeat said. There
was a definite amused tone in her voice.

 





Chapter V -- It was weird to be talking in such a
relaxed manner to a man who was busily fucking a woman who was
paying no attention whatsoever to her.

 


Jinkie headed off to the Pink Pony Saloon,
knowing that's where she'd find Pea Eye. And sure enough, when she
walked in the door she immediately spotted him at a card table with
a naked sylph in his lap, one hand cradled on her hip, looking very
relaxed with a mostly empty shot glass of whiskey in front of
him.

“Well howdy, Jinkie, did you get some
good information in the tea room?” Pea Eye asked.

“I think so,” said Jinkie, sitting in
a chair opposite Pea Eye and his sylph on the table. She was naked,
of course, a leggy redhead with bright red lipstick and huge
breasts that had tiny bells dangling from their nipples. Jinkie was
pleased that she was able to not be completely bothered by the
naked sylph in Pea Eye's lap. At least she wasn't having to do
things with the sylph's mouth.

“I've been told the hucows are
dangerous, and that I need to visit a hucow farm,” said Jinkie, “by
a former hucow who clearly misses being a hucow. Also that you are
a good woman wrangler. And let me tell you something, Pea Eye, if
you try to wrangle me even once I will slap you so hard your sons
will have red cheeks.”

The sylph in Pea Eye's lap burst out
laughing at these words while Pea Eye glared at her but otherwise
didn't seem particularly offended.

“Well, I guess I am a good woman
wrangler,” said Pea Eye, giving his lap sylph a slap on the butt.
“I imagine that's why I was hired to take you around.”

“Oh, the Mistress is clearly a
spitfire, Master,” said the sylph, still giggling a bit as she
spoke. “She's gonna need a lot of wrangling.”

“I am not a woman to be wrangled,”
said Jinkie coolly. “I've just about had it with everyone knowing
more than me and being amused by me.”

“I'll bear that in mind,” Pea Eye
said, grinning. “I'm strictly a consensual wrangler.”

“You just finished wrangling my brains
out not fifteen minutes ago, Master!” the sylph said.

“That was consensual, sylph,” said Pea
Eye. “You was so hot for it I was afraid you were going to scorch
the wallpaper right off the walls.”

“Yes, Master, I suppose I was a bit
forward,” said the sylph in tones that were not at all apologetic.
“I had my needs on me.”

“I know the feeling girl,” Pea Eye
said, grinning.

“Could you two stop with the fond
reminisces of your recent wanton sex so Pea Eye can take me to a
hucow farm?” Jinkie asked in icy tones.

Pea Eye raised his brows in resignation.

“Sorry, sylph, duty calls,” he said,
giving the sylph a slap on the ass.

She correctly interpreted this as a signal
to rise from Pea Eye's lap and did so, giving Jinkie a knowing
smirk and saying, “Enjoy the wrangling, Mistress … I sure did,” as
she slinked off.

“OK, I'm pretty sure Brinkerman's
Dairy does tours,” said Pea Eye. “Let me just check for a
minute.”

“Sure,” said Jinkie in more normal
tones. “I'm just getting tired of all the sex. It's freaking
everywhere,” she muttered by way of apology.

Pea Eye nodded his acceptance of her
half-apology and gazed into the distance for a few moments then
nodded.

“Yeah, Brinkerman's is open for
visitors,” said Pea Eye. “I didn't tell them you were reporting for
the Inquirer. And don't worry, I know you're from one of them weird
anti-sex planets, and I'll make allowances.”

“Good,” said Jinkie. “It wasn't my
idea to put me on the sylph beat. As for the farm, I doubt we'll
need any special access for this.”

“Just your normal dairy tour,” Pea Eye
said, nodding as he headed for the Pink Pony's teleport
pads.

“Nothing freaking normal on this
planet,” muttered Jinkie as she followed Pea Eye to the teleport
pad, the image of hotmeat's grool leaking onto the dusty street
still in her mind.

They shared a pad. Pea Eye punched in the
coordinates for Brinkerman's Dairy and in a second they were at
Brinkerman's TP pad bank. They stepped off into a nondescript
waiting room, where they were the only ones waiting. But in a
moment a glowing ball appeared in midair in front of them.

“Howdy, folks, I'm Mary Sue, a
subroutine for MaxCow, the AI that runs Brinkerman's Farm,” came a
voice from the general direction of the ball. “Ya'll ready for your
tour?”

“Sure,” said Jinkie. She decided to
play it safe, a farm advanced enough to be run by an AI would
probably be able to spot her hovercams. “It is all right to bring
recording devices?”

“Sure, record away!” said Mary Sue in
its bright, cheerful cowgirl voice. “We're proud of everyone we
have on the farm, and everything we do.”

“Yes, I was talking with a woman who
used to be a hucow, she loved it, and recommended a visit,” said
Jinkie, leaving out the “dangerous” part.

“Yes, most who leave hucowing have
fond memories,” said the subroutine. It was probably subsentient,
as were most subroutines, but it could have passed a Turing test
easily enough. “If you'll follow me this way, we'll get your tour
starred.”

The glowing ball floated toward a forcefield
door and passed through it, with Jinkie and Pea Eye following. Pea
Eye looked a bit bored, but he was clearly keeping an eye on
Jinkie.

On the other side of the door was a short
walkway that led to a fenced in enclosure that enclosed a huge
expanse of grass with comfy chairs and floating screens scattered
about, where a number of naked woman lounged and watched the
screens while munching chips, cookies, candies, cereals and ice
cream.

The screens were showing cartoons, brightly
colored animated advantures of various costumed heroes and
heroines.

The women sitting on the sward were all
overweight, but not tremendously overweight. Their waists were
smaller than their breasts and hips, but they had big rounded hips
and huge breasts with large, distended nipples, so their waists
were only thin relatively speaking.

All of them wore sturdy metal collars with
bells attached to them that tinkled slightly whenever they
moved.

“Why are they all overweight?” Jinkie
asked. She had not anticipated that. Nobody had been overweight for
centuries, ever since fat-eating nanobots had been developed back
in the pre-Singularity Dark Ages. Except as a matter of fashion, of
course.

“A very good question,” said the
glowing ball. “Producing milk in the quantities the hucows do is a
strain on the human system. The fat stores energy and nutrients
that can easily be converted to milk. At normal weight it would be
difficult to maintain the balance between the demand that milk
production creates and the supply of nutrients and energy. Being
slightly overweight smooths out that problem, providing a reserve
of fat that the body can call on if milk production outstrips
nutrient and energy supplies.”

“Ah,” said Jinkies. “So it's a health
thing, kind of the opposite of what a nanoset does when it removes
fat from our system when we consume too many calories.”

“Pretty much,” said the glowy ball.
Even the subroutines here talked in rural slang, apparently. It was
probably the default dictionary for all devices with a speech or
writing interface. “Except it's a not the opposite, just a
different solution to a different problem. We try to optimize our
hucows' health wherever we can.”

“So this is how the hucows spend all
their time?” Jinkie asked. ”Lying here watching screens and basking
in the sun and eating?”

“It's an important part of their day,
building up the energy resources they need at milking time,” said
Mary Sue. “But it's just part of the day. They get milked three
times a day, and it takes a couple of hours each time. Milking time
is the high point of their day, really. But they also enjoy this a
lot.”

“Looks kind of dull,” Jinkie
observed.

“That's because you're at normal human
intelligence levels, perhaps even above normal, as most humans
are,” Mary Sue said diplomatically. “The hucows exist on a much
simpler level. What you see on the screens, which is simplistic to
you, is FASCINATING to them, really riveting, top grade
entertainment.”

Jinkie looked at the screens. A crudely
drawn animated cat was chasing a mouse on one. It wasn't even
three-D. Another one featured glowing balls pulsing and moving
about in a blobby fashion in some kind of heated liquid. A third
showed human children crawling around a kiddie gym.

The hucows watched them all in rapt
fascination as they ate.

“Point taken,” said Jinkie. “Do the
hucows do anything else here?”

“Not really,” said the glowy ball.
“They've lost speech facilities as a result of their lowered
intelligence, but they do make noises and play with one another
sometimes. When it gets to be milking time, some of them even have
sex before they head for the barn.”

“Of course,” Jinkie said dryly. Sex
everywhere.

“Would you like to see the milking
shed now?” asked the glowy ball.

“Yeah, I think I've absorbed most of
what's here,” said Jinkie. Hotmeat would probably have gotten a lot
more out of it than Jinkie had, probably discovered a couple of new
species of plants and insects. But Jinkies was not hotmeat. Hotmeat
had actually enjoyed being one of these creatures.

Jinkie shuddered at the thought as she
followed Mary Sue the glowy ball to a large diamond glass dome. It
was a wide, shallow dome, more like a stadium than a half sphere.
It was mostly opaqued, at least, from the outside.

They entered the dome and the sunlight lit
up its interior strongly. And it was full of hucows. Some were
walking about slowly in lines, heading here and there, but most
were being milked. The long rows of milking machines dominated the
interior of the the building, winding in long U-shaped coils,
covering most of the huge open expanse of the interior.

The hucows were packed side by side at the
milking stands, very tightly, so that their wide hips pressed
against one another as they were milked. They all lay bent over at
the waist on a thickly padded table with three large holes in it.
Their breasts dangled through two of the holes, and their faces
rested in the other hole, which was thickly padded, like the face
rest on a massage table. Their hands rested in cuffs were attached
to the table, so that they could move them for short distances but
not much else. Their feet rested on soft, padded flooring.

“If you'll look to your left, you'll
see the whole hooking up process,” said the glowy ball. “We've got
some hucows fresh in from the field coming in.”

Jinkie looked as directed and saw a dozen or
so hucows walking over to the stalls. Their gait was slow but
conveyed eagerness. The hucows walked into the stalls and bent
over, fitting their breasts into the holes and their faces into its
hole and their wrists into the cuffs.

The cuffs were self-locking, Jinkie
observed. She also saw two milking cups snake up from beneath the
table and gently attach themselves to the breasts of the hucows. A
third tube, thicker than the other two and with a cocklike bulb at
the end, snaked up into the table's face hole.

“What's that going to the face hole?”
Jinkie asked.

“It's a feeding tube,” said the glowy
ball. “The business end is designed to feel and respond very much
like human cock. Gives them a double pleasure, you see, on top of
what's going on in the other end.”

Jinkie saw what he meant by “what's going on
at the other end.” A metal rod rose out of the floor, curved and
flattened, and with a dildo attached to its end. It rotated forward
until the dildo was almost at the hucow's ass, then slowly moved
forward, the dildo turning slightly this and that way until it
found the hucow's pussy, at which point a jet of liquid sprayed out
from between the hucow's cheeks and then the dildo slowly worked
its way inside the hucow, then began pumping back and forth.

The hucows often spread their legs wider to
accommodate the dildo, but that was the only response they gave
other than the occasional contented low of pleasure.

“You are welcome to go on in and pet
them,” said the glowy ball. “They like to be petted.”

“Ah, OK,” said Jinkie. The whole scene
was so redolent of sex that she felt an almost physical revulsion,
it was just too much. But Jinkie was a reporter, on the job. How
could she hope to go up against the most dangerous miscreants in
the galaxy if she couldn't handle petting overweight women being
milked?

Jinkie walked out to the milking area, past
long rows of hucow butts with dildos mounted on poles in them. On
the other side of her were long rows of breasts dangling from the
bottoms of tables with milkers dangling from them, the only part of
their owner's head being visible was the back of her head.

“Why is this the high point of the
hucows' day?” Jinkie asked.

“Because they are being milked, they
are getting fucked and they are eating, all at the same time,” said
Mary Sue. “It's hucow heaven. They are thoroughly occupied in
enjoying the pleasureable physical sensations they are
experiencing.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie.

“Raise one of their heads, she'll
barely respond to you, if she responds at all,” said the glowy
ball.

“All right,” said Jinkie. She picked a
blob of red hair that was nearby and pulled the woman's head out of
the hole. It wasn't easy, the woman didn't help at all, but neither
did she resist. She simply allowed her head to be raised, gazing at
Jinkie with blank eyes that did not respond to her at all, the cock
nozzle still in her mouth, still sucking on it, her face utterly
placid.

“Wow, you're right, nobody home,” said
Jinkie, lowering the woman's head carefully into the massage hole
again.

“Oh, she's home, she's just not
registering much visually,” said the glowy ball. “Dora here is
experiencing a great deal of physical pleasure right now, and
you're just an object in her visual field.”

“Dora,” said Jinkie. It was strange to
think of them all as people who had names, families, lovers, jobs
and hobbies somewhere. Then again, they were on vacation from all
that.

Jinkie saw an object in her visual field and
looked more directly at it. It was farmhand, wearing a checked
shirt but naked from the waist down, except for a pair of boots. He
walked over to a hucow and checked a tablet he carried, then put it
down on the table between the hucow and her neighbor, having to jam
it upright between them.

Then he stepped behind the hucow and began
fucking her vigorously, ramming his already-erect cock in her pussy
and working her hard, slapping her ass and putting his hand around
her neck, stroking her back and generally handling her.

Jinkie walked over to the man and said,
“Excuse me, sir.” Ordinarily she would never have disturbed people
who were fucking or even remained in their presence, but the rules
were very clearly different here.

“Howdy, ma'am,” said the hucowhand,
giving Jinkie and open, friendly smile. “What can I do fer
ya?”

“I'm curious,” said Jinkie, “your
hucow had a dildo thing in her, why are you fucking
her?”

“Oh, the dildo machines only go so far
for the cows,” said the man. “They need a little male contact
regularly. So my job is to fuck as many of these cows as I can
while they're in the shed, being sure to manhandle them quite a bit
and generally let them know that a male has paid attention to
them.”

“I notice you're not talking to them
at all,” said Jinkie.

“Talk don't do the trick for them,”
said the hucowhand, “it's all about touch and smell. She'll smell
me on her and feel good about it for the rest of the day. Makes her
more productive.”

“Ah, ”said Jinkie, nodding as if she
understood. “That's why they like being petted.”

“Yes ma'am, they like human or hucow
contact,” said the hucowhand. “That's why we pack 'me together so
tight, so they can touch each other. They like that. Herd animal,
y'know?”

“Yes, herd animal,” said Jinkie,
nodding. “I heard they can be dangerous, though.”

“Oh, they're not really dangerous,
even in a stampede, all they'll do is fuck ya,” said the
hucowhand.

“They'll fuck ME?” Jinkie
asked.

“Well, you wouldn't be their first
choice, but most of the time the hucows are kinda past making
choices, ma'am, especially in a stampede,” the hucowhand said,
still pumping the pussy of the hucow. “They just kinda fuck
whatever and whoever they run into.”

“And how do you handle doing so much
fucking?” Jinkie asked, feeling proud of herself for being able to
ask such a forward question. Then again, the hucowhand was fucking
right in front of her.

“Oh, I gland up a lot of Rut and
Stay,” said the hucowhand casually, “and I got some physical
upgrades courtesy of the farm so my system can handle fucking for
six, eight hours a day. Bit of a strain, y'know. Does nothing for
the boredom, of course, but I got some video poker going on with my
buddies on my internal desktop to keep me busy.”

“Couldn't you just get your
intelligence lowered like the cows' when you're on duty?” Jinkie
asked.

“Nah, that gives you Bull Effect,” the
hucowhand said. “Bad stuff happens then.”

“What's Bull Effect?” asked
Jinkie.

“Well we're all full of sex hormones
from the Rut and the Stay, which also tends to make us more
violent,” said the hucowhand. “You drop the intelligence, and
emotional self-control goes with it. What you get is a stupid,
violent, aggressive man who wants to fight and fuck and sometimes
both at the same time and if anyone gives him the least little bit
of shit, he's all out for fighting. Not really what you want in a
farmhand. So instead, they pick hucowhands out from men with strong
self-control and emotional stability to help them fight the side
effects of the sex hormones, and give us access to whatever little
diversions and entertainments we like on our internal desktops
while we work. It works out pretty good, all told.”

“Well, I'm sorry if I interrupted your
diversion,” said Jinkie.

“Don't be,” said the hucowhand.
“Talking to visitors is one of my favorite diversions. You don't
suppose I mounted Monique here by accident, do you? I had to skip
over three other hucows scheduled for fucking, to get to
her.”

“Ah, well then I am glad I was able to
divert you,” said Jinkie, smiling. It was weird to be talking in
such a relaxed manner to a man who was busily fucking a woman who
was paying no attention whatsoever to her, or so far as she could
tell, to the man, although Monique had made a few soft moans here
and there.

“Yes, ma'am, it was my pleasure," the
hucowhand said, stepping away from Monique and placing the
vibrating dildo pole back in position. “Always nice to talk to a
woman,” he added pointedly.

“I suppose it's a novelty in here,”
Jinkie said as he walked to his next hucow.

“He was a lot more interesting than
the cows,” Jinkie observed as she watched the man walk off, paying
particular attention to his butt, though his still-erect cock when
he pulled out of Monique, long and veiny, had been an eyeful for
the moments it was visible, and was inked indelibly on her mind,
she suspected.

“Well, he can talk,” Pea Eye
said.

“You sure were quiet while we talked,”
Jinkie said teasingly.

“You was conducting an interview,'
said Pea Eye. “My orders are to keep my yap shut when yer talkin,
just pipe up when you are missing something important. Like say,
the irony of free time for hucowhands.”

“The irony of free time?” Jinkie
asked. “Tell me more, native guide.”

“Well, when most farmhands get off the
farm, they are ready to head down to the saloons and play some
poker, get into a fight, fuck a sylph, whatever,” Pea Eye said,
ignoring the “native guide” crack. “But hucowhands are only really
interested in playing, talking and fighting … they've had all the
fucking they can stand while on the job, y'see. And the thing is,
hucowhands are VERY attractive to the ladies. All those sex
hormones, y'know. I could tell you was feeling it when you was
talking to him.”

“I was not!” Jinkie
objected.

“Sure ma'am,” said Pea Eye in the most
unconvinced tones possible. “Anyways, when the hucowhands go into
town, all the submissives and a lot of the non-submissives tend to
swarm them. They're really good doms, y'see. But the hucowhands
don't want to play at sex, because let's face it, it's just a chore
to them after a few weeks on the job, fucking eight hours a day,
three days a week. So the ladies chase them relentlessly and they
hide out. A lot of them don't even bother to go to town, they just
teleport to other planets where they're relatively unknown. I hear
not even that does the trick for a lot of them, they're still
trailing all those sexy hormones, y'see.”

“Must be frustrating,” said Jinkie,
nodding and remembering the hucowhand's cute butt and big cock all
too vividly.

“Yah, ironic,” said Pea Eye
agreeably.

“So what else do we have on the tour?”
Jinkie asked.

“We have the processing facilities,
where the milk is packaged and turned into many exciting dairy
products, like woman cheese, woman butter and woman yogurt,” said
Mary Sue. “And there are the testing facilities where we assess
genetic diversity and disease-fighting antibodies. It's amazing,
the variety of micro-organisms that milk can contain.”

“I'm sure it is,” said Jinkie, “but
it's a little outside the scope of my assignment.”

“Ah, yes, I did some research, you are
on the Sylph Beat,” said the glowy ball. ”And the milking shed is
probably the apotheosis of what we have for you. Though we'd be
happy to let you stream the minds of some of our cows, get a feel
for what they're experiencing on the inside, as it
were.”

“Perhaps another time,” Jinkie said.
The thought of becoming a mindless she-animal even for a short time
filled her with revulsion. It also curdled her vagina in that
curious way a lot of the experiences she'd had today did. “We'll
just be on our way. Thanks ever so much for the tour.”

“We're happy to oblige, ma'am,” said
Mary Sue.

 





Chapter VI -- That's why people call you news
sylphs.

 


They TP'd back to the Pink Pony Saloon.

“You feel like some grub?” Pea Eye
asked. “I'm getting a mite hungry.”

Jinkie was not particularly hungry, the tea
room had taken the edge off, but the idea of just sitting and
talking and taking a break from all the sex was appealing.

“Sure, as long as dinner doesn't
involve sex,” said Jinkie. “I'm ready for a break.”

“Oh, sure,” said Pea Eye. “You have to
pay extra for sex with your meal here anyway, unless you get the
Gorean paga deal.”

“The Gorean paga deal?” Jinkie asked,
knowing that she should not ask, but unable not to ask. She was a
reporter, dammit.

“Yeah, buy a cup of something called
“paga” which tastes a lot like whiskey, and for that you get to use
your sylph or any sylph during or after the meal,” said Pea Eye.
“Don't worry, I don't plan to order no paga. I'm strictly a beer
man where lunch is concerned.”

“Of course,” said Jinkie,
sighing.

“Now I can't keep other customers from
fucking the sylphs,” said Pea Eye, “but there's a table over there
where you can look out the window if somebody nearby is fucking or
getting a blowjob.”

“Sounds good,” said Jinkie. Pea Eye
was really being quite considerate.

They went to the table, and Jinkie went to
the window to see if there were any sylphs hitched to posts with
coin bowls in her field of vision. There were half a dozen sylphs
there but none had coin bowls beside them.

The menu popped up on Jinkie's desktop and
she had a steak and a glass of wine. Pea Eye had a steak with
mushrooms and fries with a big mug of beer to wash it down.

“So, you're a woman wrangler,” Jinkie
observed. “How'd you get to be so good at wrangling
women?”

“Purty sure it's because I used to be
a woman,” said Pea Eye between mouthfuls.

“Ah,” said Jinkie, nodding. “We have
sex change on Argus. Happens all the time.”

“How progressive of you,” said Pea
Eye, grinning.

“You change sexes frequently?” Jinkie
asked. “I mean, if you want to talk about it. I'm a reporter, but I
recognize limits.”

“Bullshit,” said Pea Eye. “The one
thing you reporters are known for is not paying no attention to
limits. You'll do anything to get a story, everybody knows it.
That's why people call you news sylphs. Don't matter, though. If I
dint want to talk about it, wouldn't a brung it up. I was born
female, but I dint really care for it, so when I turned 18 I did a
full switcheroo and never looked back. I feel real comfy with a
cock and all that goes with it. I do miss having woman tits now and
then, but not all that much.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Straight-up gender
dysmorphia, then. Not curiosity.”

“Pretty much,” said Pea
Eye.

“Do you have an personal questions
you'd like me to answer?” Jinkie asked. “It's only
fair.”

“Nothing I'm dying to know,” said Pea
Eye. “Just some idle curiosity. You a virgin, aintcha?”

“Well, yes,” said Jinkie. “Is it so
obvious?”

“Yeah,” said Pea Eye.

”What do you mean, yeah?” Jinkie
asked. “Is everyone on this planet a sylph?”

“Well, by your standards, probably,
yeah,” said Pea Eye. “I know you come from one of them sexually
backward planets, but damn, aren't you a little long in the tooth
to be a virgin even for one of them?”

Jinkie gazed in the air, appearing to think.
Actually, she was calming herself so she wouldn't give in to the
impulse to stab her fork into Pea Eye's nose.

“I am, as you say, a
little long in the tooth to be a virgin on Argus,” said Jinkie
calmly, enunciating her words carefully so that they didn't get
away from her and turn into a primal scream of rage. “Most women
are married while still in their teens, to keep them from sylphing
up the place. The only socially acceptable way for a woman to have
sex on Argus is to marry. But I didn't want to be married, I found
the planet just too dull for words. So I went to school and headed
offplanet just as soon as I could. Registered for Basic and the Job
Boards on the Canopus Arc, and you cannot BELIEVE what a godsend it
was when the job offer from the Inquirer came through.”

“Whyncha get laid on the Canopus Arc?”
Pea Eye asked. “Plenty of nice fellers there … gals too, I
bet.”

“I wasn't ready,” said Jinkie. “It's
gotta be right, you know? Or maybe you don't.”

“Oh, I getcha,” said Pea Eye.
“Everybody got a right to have it be right for them. Hey, maybe
this sylph beat will work out for ya there. You might just find
what's right on the job.”

“Maybe,” said Jinkie. “I'm not in any
hurry, and not inclined to reject what's right if I find it. Just …
what the HELL?!!!”

Jinkie was staring out the window, and Pea
Eye turned to see what she was staring at. But it just turned out
to be that one of the sylphs had been bent over her hitching post
and was being vigorously fucked from behind, the drool flying from
her gag in droplets as she writhed in ecstasy.

“Hey, simmer down, it's just…” Pea Eye
began.

“I KNOW WHAT IT IS!” Jinkie said.
“It's the same thing I've seen ever since I landed on this damn
planet! Sex! SEX! SEX!!! EVERYWHERE! No matter where I look, which
way I turn …”

“Hey Pea Eye, how about you go ahead
and fuck that filly before she explodes,” shouted a farmhand
walking by. “She needs it so bad she's gonna be a danger to
everything longer than it is wide, if she ain't
already.”

Jinkie whirled to stare at the man, her eyes
wide, her nostrils flared. Steam was not coming out of her
nostrils, but it might as well have been.

“Now Gus, you just back off,” said Pea
Eye in a firm, loud voice.

“If you think I would even THINK of
fucking a disgusting loaf like you, you have another think coming,
sir!” snarled Jinkie. She had just had it with all the
sex.

She stepped forward and gave the man a
rousing slap across the cheek, leaving a bright red mark there.

For a moment, he just stared. Pea Eye
stared, too, but even as he stared he reflexively rose from his
chair and headed for Jinkie. But it was too late. Gus hauled off
and hit Jinkie with a quick left jab.

Jinkie, being a trained journalist, had
taken self defense for reporters courses, which included
hand-to-hand combat as well as firearms practice and aerial
warfare. Jinkie managed to get a hand up and partially block the
jab, but it did get through and the force of it sent her spinning
backward. But only for a short distance. That was because there was
a card table behind her with some poker players going at it.
Jinkie, caught unaware by the table, bounced off one of the
players, rolled across the table and into the lap of another
player, then tumbled in a heap to the floor.

The card players, not sure what had happened
but very sure they didn't like it and also that it probably meant
someone was cheating at something, immediately rose and began
punching one another, even the one whose lap Jinkie had landed
in.

Their fights led to other bodies tumbling
into other card tables, and the violence exploded across the
saloon. In moments, everyone in the saloon was either fighting or
trying to stay out of the fight.

Pea Eye of course had slugged Gus, sending
him tumbling into a table where he was attacked by the player he
had caromed into.

Pea Eye looked around hastily for Jinkie but
couldn't immediately spot her with all brawling figures that
suddenly filled the saloon.

By this time, the bodies were really flying,
legs were flipping high into the air, some were actually flipping
through the air. Chairs, cards, bottles, hats and saloon sylphs
sailed through the air as well as the men slugged it out.

Jinkie instinctively scrambled into a
corner, amazed at the way the saloon had suddenly transformed from
a place filled with peaceful card players and diners to a riotous
mass of fighters.

She remembered what the hucowman had said
about the effect that glanding up the sex hormones had on hucowmen
and decided that hucowmen weren't the only ones glanding up the sex
hormones.

Her slap had been like a spark in a can
filled with gasoline vapor floating invisibly in the room.

“FIGHT!” a man yelled as he ran out of
the saloon. “FIIIIIGHT!”

Jinkie thought it was a pretty silly thing
to do. It was very obvious there was a fight going on. It was not
the sort of thing you could miss if you were in the saloon.

That's probably why one of the brawlers
slugged him as he headed for the door, sending him spinning through
the door, where he tripped over a sylph chained near the door and
collapsed in the dirt.

He picked himself up, dusted himself off and
yelled “FIIIIGHT!!!” at the top of his lungs.

Tucked in her corner, fending off the
occasional brawler who tumbled into her, Jinkie found the fight a
curious affair. No one was using Karvani, the martial art that was
dominant in human space. Fights in which Karvani was practiced
tended to be short and brutal. Only very evenly matched fighters in
ideal conditions could make a Karvani match last more than
seconds.

Instead, these fighters were using a
peculiar martial art that involved primarily striking each other
with their closed fists while standing. Some would actually stand
opposite one another with their hands up to shield themselves and
dance about like that for long seconds before striking. There was
some grappling, mostly by exhausted fighters trying to prevent
further strikes. There was absolutely no kicking or eye gouging or
biting, and no deliberate takedowns, though many did fall to the
floor. Often their opponents let them get back on their feet before
attacking them again instead of kicking them while they were
down.

It was a very formal fight, all told,
seemingly designed to maximize physical activity and minimize
actual physical damage, though Jinkie did see a couple of blows
land that sent their opponents crashing to the floor.

Jinkie saw men running INTO the saloon and
joining the fight, and realized that the man who had been yelling
“FIGHT!” had not been issuing a warning, but an invitation.

Some of the saloon sylphs were hiding in
corners and hidey-holes like Jinkie, but some were participating in
the fight with unabashed gusto, naked but striking the cowboys
hard, and getting struck hard, too.

Jinkie took a peek out the window behind her
and saw that the sylphs near the saloon were all straining on their
leashes, trying to watch what was by far the most interesting thing
going on at the moment.

Even the ones in the distance were staring
in the direction of the saloon.

“There ya are!” a famiiar voice said
and Jinkie turned to see Pea Eye standing over her. He ducked down
and joined her in the corner.

“Real smart of ya,” said Pea Eye.
“Stay out of the mess.”

“You don't look like you have been too
smart,” said Jinkie, staring at Pea Eye. He had a cut lip with
blood tricking down his chin and one eye was blackened.

“Guess I haven't,” Pea Eye agreed.
“Been looking for ya, but I kept getting distracted by guys hitting
me.”

“Why aren't the bouncerbots zapping
everybody and putting an end to this?” Jinkie asked, looking at the
security bots hovering near the ceiling.

“Why would they do that?” Pea Eye
asked. “Fights are great for business. They only break out the stun
bolts if guys pull knives or guns or start trying to actually kill
each other … which does happen, now and then.”

They were shouting their words at one
another, because of all the bellowing, screaming and crashing that
was going on around them.

“So this is just for fun,” said
Jinkie. “Not a real fight.”

“More or less,” said Pea Eye. “Lets
the boys blow of steam, y'know.”

“How can the saloon stand to have all
its goods broken?” Jinkie asked, watching as a thrown barstool
broke a number of bottles of whiskey behind the bar.

“The bouncerbots are recording all the
damage and who done it,” said Pea Eye. “The responsible party will
be charged. That'll prolly be you.”

“WHAT?” Jinkie cried.

“Yeah, you was the one what thrown the
first punch,” said Pea Eye.

“It wasn't a PUNCH, it was a slap!”
Jinkie cried. “And I sure didn't start everybody ELSE
fighting!”

“Sure ya did, when you plowed into the
card table,” said Pea Eye. “And when I knocked Gus into that other
card table, I was protecting you from him.”

“Oh, really?” Jinkie yelled. It was a
very disbelieving yell.

“Really!” Pea Eye yelled back.
“Anyways, don't sweat it, you are on the job so the Inquirer's the
one gonna have to pay. They won't be taking this outta your tiny
paycheck.”

Jinkie nodded, mollified, just a little.
That's what businesses were for, paying for things people could not
afford.

The man who had run out of the saloon
yelling “FIGHT!” suddenly ran back into the saloon.

“STAMPEDE!!!” he cried at the top of
his lungs. “STAMPEEEEE…”

His second cry was cut off as a fist came
out of nowhere and decked him.

“Goldarnit!” Pea Eye swore in annoyed
tones.

“Hucows are stampeding?” Jinkie asked
nervously.

“Yeah,” said Pea Eye. ”Be here in
seconds, prolly.”

“But surely they'll just run down the
street, not into the saloon,” Jinkie said hopefully.

“You kidding?” Pea Eye asked in
disbelieving tones. “With the fighting going on in here, the
testosterone reek'll go for kilometers. And those hucows can smell
it. That's prolly what started the stampede. They'll head
…”

Pea Eyes words were drowned out as a huge
number of urgently lowing naked women burst into the saloon. They
came in a mass of flesh, and they attacked the struggling saloon
customers the same way, dragging them to the floor and smothering
them in oceans of flesh. It was an incredible spectacle, hundreds
of fleshy naked woman with huge breasts plowing into a roomful of
brawling farmhands and cowboys.

The hucows began stripping off the cowhands'
clothing, lowing urgently and pressing against them, the mass of
their bodies preventing the cowhands from striking them. Some of
the cowhands did land blows, but the hucows kept on coming,
smothering the brawling men in an ocean of pink, brown, green,
orange, purple and black flesh, rapidly being divested of their
clothing and being visually as well as literally swamped in the
nakedness of the hucows, who seemed to consist mostly of breasts,
asses and legs.

“We gotta get out of here!” exclaimed
Pea Eye.

Jinkie looked and saw the brawl transforming
into an orgy as the hucows swarmed the men. And the women, for
there were sylphs being dragged down into the sea of naked flesh
that now filled the saloon.

Jinkie remembered that hucows were not all
about making choices, especially during a stampede. Here was the
proof of it, raw and naked. The hoverbots flew about busily,
getting it all in.

Jinkie nodded.

“Follow me!” Pea Eye said.

He leaped up from the corner and headed for
a flight of stairs with Jinkie close behind.

They had to dodge and weave their way among
a sea of flailing arms and legs. Most of the hucows had found
targets and were rubbing themselves against (mostly) male flesh,
lowing urgently in their need. But not all the hucows were
occupied, some were still straggling into the saloon and headed
straight for Jinkie and Pea Eye, as they were the only upright
figures in the sea of flesh, and Pea Eye was clearly male.

Jinkie could feel hands grasping at her body
as she stepped among the writhing sea of bodies. They were almost
to the stairs when Jinkie felt several hands grasping her strongly.
She struggled to follow Pea Eye to the stairs but their grip was
too strong, she felt herself being dragged backward. One of them
hooked a finger in Jinkie's waist belt and tore it loose, and the
chromatic field went out and suddenly Jinkie was just another naked
figure among all the other writhing figures.

“HALP!” Jinkie cried. “HALP! PEA
EYE!”

Pea Eye turned around and saw the three
hucows who were pulling Jinkie into the orgiastic mass. He jumped
off the stairs and grabbed the hucows and forced their hands off
Jinkie and then picked her up bodily and hurled her to the
stair.

As he did so, the hucows got their hands on
him, on a much more desirable male body, and suddenly half a dozen
hucows were clinging to him.

“Jinkie, RUN!” Pea Eye screamed. “Go
to yer room! Lock the door!”

Jinkie stood frozen between the desire to
escape and the desire to leap back into the crowd and rescue Pea
Eye.

“I'm OK, Jinkie, run!” Pea Eye
shouted. “I'm not a virgin, ya silly filly!”

The use of the term “silly filly” was what
did it. That and Pea Eye's calm tone. This was a sexually dangerous
situation for Jinkie. But for Pea Eye, it was just a fun Friday
night.

Jinkie bolted up the stairs and two hucows
followed in their slow but inevitable way. She ran to her room,
shouted “Open Sesame!” and the voice recognition software turned
the door field off and Jinkie dashed in.

“Lock Sesame!” Jinkie cried, and the
door field came on again, followed shortly by two soft bumps and
some plaintive, disappointed lowing from the two hucows that had
been chasing Jinkie.

Jinkie collapsed on the bed, panting and
staring at the ceiling. That had been a lot more excitement than
she had anticipated.

In fact, that had been insanely exciting and
dangerous.

 






Chapter VII -- "I've made a terrible mistake,"
Jinkie muttered.

 


Jinkie sat up. She knew what she had to do.
She had to open up a comm link to the Inquirer, and file a full
report with full visual data, voice data, touch data, smell data
and emotive data. She also should do a full voice and video
commentary, talking about her experiences. Maybe it wasn't the
Borkistani story, but it was pretty damn good.

“A girl is pleased to see you,
Mistress,” came a pleasant voice from the corner.

“Who … who are you?” Jinkie cried,
sitting bolt upright and staring at a naked woman kneeling beside
her bed. Her collar was chained to the footboard of the
bed.

“I'm Cynthia, your room sylph,” said
the woman.

“My … room … sylph,” Jinkie mumbled,
burying her face in her hands. It was just too much.

“Now don't be sad, Mistress,” said
Cynthia. “I don't cost extra. My cost is fully covered by your room
rental. Though a tip is always appreciated, of course!'

Jinkie lifted her head from her hands and
stared at Cynthia. She was a pretty little brunette with her hair
done in a pixie cut. But Jinkie didn't need a sylph. She didn't
want a sylph. But she couldn't just throw Cynthia out with the
hucows and the fighting going on out there.

Or … could she? Cynthia was probably hoping
to get sexually used in Jinkie's room. Jinkie wasn't up for that,
but … hmm.

“Make me some coffee and a set out a
plate of chocolate brownies,” said Jinkie, unhooking Cynthia from
the bedpost. “Then … is there any bondage gear in here?”

“There is a very well-equipped toy
chest in the closet, Mistress,” Cynthia said, her eyes suddenly
bright.

“Good,” said Jinkie. “Get out your
favorite toys and put them on the bed.”

”Yes, Mistress,” said Cynthia,
hurrying to her tasks.

While Cynthia made the snacks and got the
toys, Jinkie sat at the desk and stared into space, preparing her
internal desktop to file her report to the Inquirer, establishing
links to the hotel interstellar wireless service.

“Ready for your inspection, Mistress,”
said Cynthia. She stood at full attention by the bed, her breasts
bobbling slightly, her face hopeful and bright.

Jinkie rose and looked at the leather gear
laid out on the bed. Some of it was obvious, like the rope. Others
were hard to figure out.

“I'm kind of new to this,” Jinkie said
in what was her greatest understatement of the day. “I'll need your
help, I think. Now I want to bind you so you're very, very
helpless, but can still walk around and, um, spread your legs. What
would work here for that?”

Cynthia smiled. “Yes, Mistress, I can help
you there,” she said. “The leg spreaders won't do, but we've got a
number of toys that will.”

For the next twenty minutes Cynthia made
suggestions and Jinkie followed them, and soon Cynthia was very
well-restrained indeed. Her hands were cuffed behind her back, and
so were her elbows. She was wearing a strap-on. She was wearing a
cock gag. She was wearing a hood that blocked her vision entirely.
A buttplug tail dangled from between her legs. Her breasts swung
freely.

“Now, your instructions are to allow
whoever gets their hands on you, to use you as they wish,
understand?” Cynthia said as she surveyed her handiwork. It was a
totally perverted work, very fitting for Durango 3.

“Yeff, miffiff,” came a tiny, muffled
voice from under the hood. The note of excitement in her voice was
hard to miss.

“Then heel,” said Jinkie, giving a
tiny tug on the leash and heading out the door.

Jinkie ordered the door to open then poked
her head out cautiously to see if the hucows were gone to pinker
pastures. They were.

She headed down the hallway and to the
stairway that led down to the salon. She looked down and saw that
the saloon was a mass of writhing bodies. The fighting was over,
but the orgy was in full swing.

“Hey hucows!” Jinkie yelled.
“Hucows!”

A few heads turned and eyes looked
incuriously at Jinkie. But very attentively.

“Look what I got here!” she said,
waggling the cocklike extensions on Cynthia's dildo gag and
strap-on about suggestively.

“Mrrrrrooooo!” lowed one hucow who was
not busy at the moment and clearly wanted to be. Several others
repeated her urgent cry and headed for the stairs.

“Have fun, girl!” Jinkie said to
Cynthia. She would never have understood what she was doing to
Cynthia as an act of kindness prior to this assignment, but she
knew it was the right thing to do.

“Yeff, miffiff,” came Cynthia's tiny
voice. Jinkie didn't hear it, because she was already sprinting
back to her room.

Back in her room with the door locked,
Jinkie brushed her hands together and sat down at the desk happily.
Now it was time to get to work. She linked up with the Inquirer and
sent them her full report, including her unedited emotional
responses to all that had happened to her. She reviewed the images
from the hovercams, which also went to the Inquirer as raw data,
but she also filed a video report with selected scenes from the
hovercams and a voice-over from her. Finally, she filed an
old-fashioned text-only report that could be used as the basis of
video reports by Inquirer webcasters.

Halfway through the report, Jinkie got an IM
from Pea Eye on her internal desktop asking if she was OK. The
hucows must have finished with him, or he with them, Jinkie wasn't
sure which, and she told Pea Eye she'd made it to her room just
fine, and thanked him for rescuing her.

At the end of her reporting, she felt
drained, tired, but pleased, thinking she'd done a pretty good job.
And very ready for bed. She dragged herself to the bed and lay down
on the sheets, knowing that sleep would claim her very quickly.

But sleep did not claim her. All that she
had seen, heard, smelled and touched that day came back to her. The
hucowman's cock and butt were a favorite, appearing early and often
as she tried to sleep. And the disquieting feel of hotmeat's tongue
licking her palms as she drank. And the sight of that massive wall
of hucow flesh streaming into the saloon and attacking the fighting
men. Pea Eye's stubble also figured prominently in her mind. It
looked like you could sand wood with it. She wondered what it would
be like to stroke it.

She thought of the hucownhand fucking
Monique. That image played itself in her mind big time, the way
Monique just laid there and took it, giving off vibes of deep
contentment and happiness as she sucked mindlessly on the cocklike
nozzle of the feeding tube. What would it be like to just give in
to mindlessness like that, to simply exist embedded in sexual
pleasure, helpless and not knowing or caring.

Jinkie's hand strayed down under the sheet
and was almost to Forbidden Territory before she withdrew it with
shock, as if she'd touched a live electrical wire. She mustn't do
that, that would inevitably lead her to be like Monique, giving in
to animal instincts and pleasures. And that could never be allowed
to happen! It was all right for others, but not for one such as
her.

For almost an hour Jinkie tossed and turned
in the bed, trying to get to sleep, but kept waking up with her
hand headed for her crotch. Finally, she figured out what she had
to do.

She IM'd hotel room service desk and
requested a sylph be sent up to her room briefly. Room service
complied, then sent her to billing, which had a ridiculously large
bill for damages to the saloon that billing wanted to talk about,
but Jinkies told billing she had been on the job during the
stampede and to bill it to the Inquirer. There was a pause,
probably the hotel confirming that she was employed by the
Inquirer, followed by the hotel cheerily telling her that they
would do just that and apologizing for disturbing her about the
matter.

Jinkie smiled at the end of the
conversation. Let Grab Ass stew on that one.

Jinkie waited for her sylph to show, her
face already red with embarrassment over what she was about to ask
the sylph to do, even though it was probably tame stuff by sylph
standards.

“Sylph service,” came a soft, familiar
voice from the other side of the Jinkie's door.

“Come in,” Jinkie sighed. Of course,
they would send Cynthia. Jinkie had hoped she would still be buried
in hucow flesh.

Cynthia walked into the room, smiling.
“Greetings, Mistress. It is so nice to see you again.”

She knelt before Jinkie, legs spread wide,
naked as she was before, her expression eager.

“I hope you are all right with what I
did with you earlier,” Jinkie said.

“Of course!” Cynthia said, smiling
broadly. ”It was so much fun! I totally didn't expect that. It was
so crazy to be so helpless in the hands of those hucows. I was
like, OMG! What's happening? This is radical! I really got off on
that, and I served them very well, I think.”

“Good,” said Jinkie, nodding. As she'd
expected, Cynthia had loved it. Jinkie still didn't understand
sylphs, but she was at least starting to get a handle on them.
“This next assignment won't be nearly as much fun, I fear, but I
need it done. I want you to tie me to the bed with my hands secured
to the headboard and my feet to the footboard, so I can't get loose
but I can roll around to one side or another, and on my
back.”

“Yes, Mistress, I can do that,” said
Cynthia, eyes bright. She was expecting sexual
hi-Jinkies.

“Also, it's got to be comfy, so my
wrists and ankles aren't hurt,” said Jinkie. “I may be spending
quite a while like this.”

“We have some soft leather cuffs that
should do the trick,” said Cynthia.

“Then get to it,” said Jinkie, who was
by now really sleepy.

”Yes, Mistress,” said Cynthia. “Will
you be requiring a gag or a blindfold, perhaps a hood,
Mistress?”

“No!” said Jinkie firmly. “Just tie me
up as we discussed.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cynthia, a note
of disappointment in her voice.

A few moments later, Cynthia was lying on
the bed with her wrists enclosed in soft cuffs, ropes leading from
them to the headboard and also from the soft leather cuffs on her
ankles to the footboard.

There was no way she could get her hands
near her crotch, or her crotch near her hands, or anything else
hard enough to rub against, for that matter.

“Now, what, Mistress?” Cynthia asked,
her voice full of eagerness. Just a word from Jinkie and Cynthia
would be all over her like dew on ass. Er, grass. But Jinkie had
other plans.

“I want you to leave now, Cynthia,”
JInkie said. “Leave me alone for the rest of the night. Let the
staff know I am not to be disturbed.”

Cynthia stared at Jinkie for a long moment
after that, hope dimming in her eyes at the firmness in Jinkie's
voice.

“Yes, Mistress,” she said without her
customary chipperness. Jinkie felt guilty at not having sex with
her. But that was the way it was.

Cynthia walked out of the door dutifully and
Jinkie commanded it to lock and rolled over on her side. She was
very used to sleeping like this, it was the customary way for
adult, unmarried women to sleep back on Argus 5, to ensure they did
not debauch themselves in their sleep. As was only right, on Argus
5.

The sexy visions still roiled in Jinkie's
mind of course. She was hot-eyed and embarrassed at having to allow
the sylph to tie her up like this. But the knowledge that she could
not relieve herself robbed the sexy visions of their power, and
soon she was asleep.

She was awakened about eight hours later by
an insistent ultra priority extra urgent call from Grab Ass. She
considered overriding the IM, but her sleep monitor told her she
had had enough sleep cycles and would be able to function
efficiently throughout the day.

She patched the call through.

“I see you've adapted well to the
sylph beat,” said Grab Ass with a distinct leer, his head appearing
unpleasantly in her field of vision.

Jinkie realized with a start that she had
not blanked visual transmission and she was still naked and chained
to the bed. Her eyes flew wide open, and at the same time, she
blanked the visuals, causing the hoverbot to return to it's usual
location.

“Don't talk about things you know
nothing about,” said Jinkie sharply. “Now what has you calling me
at this ungodly hour, Mr. Assurilogan?”

“Sorry, the sight of you naked and
chained up distracted me,” said Grab Ass with a smirk. “I guess I
should be grateful you weren't gagged. Now, the reason I called …
what the HELL is it with this bill which appears to be for
near-total destruction of a saloon? I don't recall ordering your to
destroy any saloons, Jinkie!”

“I didn't destroy any saloons, Mr.
Assurilogan,” Jinkie said sweetly. “I merely slapped a man who made
improper advances toward me. It was the brawling farmhands who
destroyed the saloon -- well, that and the hucow
stampede.”

“YOU STARTED A HUCOW STAMPEDE?” Grab
Ass shouted into his holocam, his face turning an intriguing shade
of red, Jinkie thought.

“No, of course not!” Jinkie shouted
back. “It was a coincidence. The hucow stampede just happened, and
they smelled the testosterone of the men fighting, and of course
they ran right into the saloon. I had nothing to do with
that!”

“They say you're responsible for all
of it, because you threw the first punch,” Grab Ass said. “What the
HELL were you doing punching hucows? You know that “hucowpuncher”
is just a figure of speech, right?”

“I didn't punch any hucows!” declared
Jinkie. “I didn't punch ANYBODY. I just SLAPPED a farmhand who said
some very rude things to me.”

“Well, I guess that's what they mean
by “threw the first punch” and on Durango they have some cockeyed
legal doctrine about the person who throws the first punch in a
fight being responsible for all subsequent damages, so you're on
the hook for it, Jinkie,” Grab Ass said reproachfully.

“I am pretty sure the bills are being
sent to the Inquirer,” said Jinkie sweetly.

“Yes, they are, but that's because
they know we have deep pockets and liability insurance, and you,
being a young reporter, barely have a pot to piss in,” said Grab
Ass.

“None of this would EVER have happened
if you hadn't made my first assignment the filthiest SEX HOLE in
the galaxy!” Jinkie cried, overwhelmed with anger and pretty sure
Grab Ass was working up to firing her. “There's sex EVERYWHERE
here!”

“You call THAT a sex hole?” Grab Ass
asked. “Why I put you on a quiet rural backwater so you can work up
to being a real sex reporter, and this is the thanks I get! I'll
show you a sex hole! Today's assignment is going to be a REAL sex
hole, you silly excuse for a sex reporter!”

“So you're not firing me?” Jinkie
asked, a little surprised.

“Oh, I'd LOVE to,” said Grab Ass. “But
everybody loves your story, it's going galactic gangbusters. Clicks
galore, subscribers galore, and the advertisers are knocking our
doors down. Saloon brawls, hucow stampedes, wise sylphs, handsome
hucowhands, it's GOLD! You're one of those reporters who know how
to make things happen. So I'm going to go against ALL my instincts
and promote you to staff reporter from cub reporter, and double
your salary while I'm at it, and give you a thousand credit bonus
on your story. I don't know what you're doing, but you keep doing
it, and if it means a few saloons get reduced to rubble, then so be
it. It's worth it!”

“Thank you, Mr. Assurilogan!” Jinkie
cried, really surprised now. And a little confused. But not so
confused that she didn't think to add, “Maybe you should also think
about putting me on that Borkistani story -- I'll bet I could make
things happen there!”

“Good lord, no!” Grab Ass replied, his
voice stricken. “A saloon or two is one thing, I don't need you
wrecking whole planets! You stick to the sylph beat, you're a
natural there.”

“A NATURAL!” Jinkie cried. “I'm the
least sylphy person on this planet by a light year!”

“And that's what makes you such a
great sylph reporter,” said Grab Ass. “You aren't sylph-accustomed
yet. You bring a freshness, a newness, an innocence to the sylph
beat that makes your reporting interesting to viewers. You go,
girl! And call me Grab Ass -- all my reporters do.”

Then he hung up. Grab Ass allowed himself a
rare smirk of success. He had Jinkie hooked now, he could tell by
the tone of her voice. Plus, he had that image of her naked and
bound emblazoned in his brain. And in his receiver's memory
chip.

Jinkie stared at the space where Grab Ass's
head had hovered, her mind blank. She had not expected to have the
morning start out like that. She had half expected to be fired.
Instead, she'd been promoted and given a raise and pretty much
brought on board by Grab Ass. Because everybody knew what it meant
when Grab Ass said, “Call me Grab Ass.” It meant you were in. All
the rest was symbolic.

But she knew what she needed to do. She was
naked and chained to a bed. She was going to need help in the short
term, and help in the long term, too. First, help in the short
term.

Jinkies got on her internal desktop and IM'd
the desk and ordered a sylph to her room to release her. While she
waited she tried to distract herself from the total embarrasingness
of her situation by checking out her story on the Inquirer's
stellar website. The editors had done a great job with it,
processing her raw emotional and video feeds into an organized
story and integrating it with her video report.

It was of course far more tawdry and sleazy
than she would have liked, with much leering at the naked people,
and at the naked people having sex. And the emotional feeds far too
greatly emphasized Jinkie's subconscious sexual responses to the
sexiness she kept encountering. But they also included her
revulsion to some of the sexy things she had seen and experienced.
Overall, they got it right.

There was, as Grab Ass had said, a huge
response to the story, many, many likes and very few dislikes. It
was amazing the number of likes she had, in the millions. It didn't
hurt that there was a link with a video of the hucow stampede on
the front page.

She had to admit, it was kind of
spectacular. She'd been very lucky. And luck was a great tool for
any reporter.

There were many comments from viewers. Many
of the commentators thought Gus was right, that Pea Eye should have
fucked Jinkie to calm her down. Others thought she was “cute” and
“adorable” and that she should “never change.” Jinkie was not
particularly bothered by any of the comments, even the most rude
and graphic comments about her body and what sexual things should
be done with it. Nobody with any sense took anonymous stellarweb
comments seriously.

The sylph arrived all too soon and Jinkie
spent some time blushing furiously and steaming emotionally,
acutely conscious of how naked she was, how bound she was, and how
sweaty and stinky the sheets were, some of it that musky smell that
meant just One Thing, and what the sylph undoubtedly thought of
that.

Fortunately, the sylph was quiet and
discreet and there was nothing to show what she thought other than
the knowing smile she wore as she unbound Jinkie and asked if she
could do more. Jinkie said “No” politely. She wanted to be alone,
and the sylph let her be alone with her sweaty, stinky sheet full
of secrets.

Freed, Jinkie took a shower, then ordered up
a new waistbelt to replace the one broken off her waist by the
hucows when they grabbed at her. She loaded her favorite clothing
designs from her online stellerwebcloud backups, then put on her
reporter's skirt and blouse, extremely modest by Durango standards,
but she was a reporter, dammit.

Showered and dressed, she went downstairs
and had a leisurely breakfast, sipping coffee and eating Chinurgan
eggs and Bolgian waffles. She checked in with Pea Eye and thanked
him again for rescuing her and helping her, in person via video.
Pea Eye grinned and told her he had enjoyed working with her, and
to look him up next time she was on Durango 3. They added each
other to their mutual friends network. Jinkie was surprised, but
not very, at the range and breadth of people who had Pea Eye
friended. He had clearly led a lot of lives in his life.

Breakfast eaten, Jinkie headed out for the
streets of Yahoo City. She walked along the boardwalk, peering at
the sylphs already parked there, some of them with bowls, looking
hopefully at Jinkie. It didn't take Jinkie long to find who she was
looking for.

“Hewwo, miffiff,” hotmeat said through
her gag.

Jinkies removed her gag.

“Hi, hotmeat,” said Jinkie. “You still
for sale?”

“Very much so,” said hotmeat, perking
up visibly.

“How much?” Jinkie asked.

“How much you got?” asked
hotmeat.

Jinkie had checked her account before
leaving the Pink Pony Saloon. The bonus Grab Ass had promised had
not come through to her account yet.

A hundred and fifty,” said Jinkie.

“That's all?” hotmeat asked,
surprised.

“Yes, I'm a cub reporter, or was until
this morning, and before that I was a blogger on Basic,” said
Jinkie.

“Damn, I should be paying you to buy
me,” said hotmeat. “Tell you what, I'll sell me to you for five
creds.”

“That's awfully cheap,” Jinkie
observed.

“I know, I”m SUCH a cheap sylph,” said
hotmeat, leering.

“Done, then, I'll buy you from you,”
said Jinkie, “though I don't think you'll like being mine as much
as you think you will.”

“And I think I will like being yours
far more than you think I will,” said hotmeat. “I've thought about
it. I offered myself to you yesterday on impulse, but it was a
sound impulse. Being yours is what I ought to be doing
next.”

“I hope you're right,” said Jinkie
sighing, as she and hotmeat completed the transaction that buying
hotmeat entailed. Five creds. “But that's why I'm buying you. I
think you're more likely to be right about things than I am. And I
think you know a lot more than I do about everything. And I need
somebody like that to have my back. You, in short. I'm buying you
for your brains, not your body, sylph.”

“Of course you are,” said hotmeat,
smiling. “You're straight. Hell, I bet you're not even bisexual
yet.”

“Yet?” Jinkie asked.

“Yet,” hotmeat smirked.

“Don't count on it,” said Jinkie. “Now
is there anything else involved in purchasing you, other than the
transaction?”

“Oh, you DO need my help,” hotmeat
said. “Legally, the transaction is all that's required.
Customarily, the owner buys a personal collar with the owner's name
on it. And there is often a collaring ceremony as well. But all of
that is at the owner's discretion.”

“See about getting the collar,
something I can afford,” said Jinkie.

“Yes, my Mistress, but generally the
owner picks out the collar,” said hotmeat. “It's a personal
thing.”

Jinkie gave hotmeat a look.

“Do you have any idea how little I
personally care about the collar, other than it being cheap?” she
growled.

“I'll pick it out on your behalf, my
Mistress,” said hotmeat quickly.

“Good idea,” said Jinkie. “Now let's
get out of here.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat. She
began dancing about on the end of her leash, singing, “I belong to
Jinkie! I belong to Jinkie!” in a gleeful, childish
singsong.

“What's that, some sort of sylph
thing?” Jinkie asked, irritated.

“No, that's just me,” said hotmeat,
still dancing. “I'm so glad you bought me!”

Jinkie glared at hotmeat.

“I thought you were older than me,”
Jinkie growled.

“I am,” said hotmeat. “But one of the
things that age teaches you is to take your joy and pleasure when
you can. I”m so glad I belong to you!'

“You already said that,” Jinkie
said.

“I know, I like saying it, I like
saying that I belong to Jinkie Jenkins, sylph reporter!” hotmeat
laughed. Then she sang “I belong to Jinkie! I belong to Jinkie” in
that childish singsong of hers.

“I've made a terrible mistake,” Jinkie
muttered. She knew she should be flattered, but she was having
trouble seeing wisdom in the naked woman who capered before her and
sang gleefully about belonging to her. It was not something Jinkie
would ever do.

“No, my Mistress, buying me was one of
your best decisions ever,” hotmeat said firmly. “If you could see
the future, you'd be dancing too, and singing about how glad you
are to own hotmeat.”

“You can see the future?” Jinkie
asked.

“Just well enough to recognize a
glaringly obvious good idea when I see it, my Mistress,” said
hotmeat. “The other sylphs see it, too. Just look!”

Jinkie looked around, focusing on something
other than how embarrassed she was to be towing around a naked
woman who was singing happily about being owned by her. And she saw
that all the sylphs chained up on the street were clapping and
waving and blowing them kisses.

“They're happy for you,” said Jinkie
cynically. “Foolishly, if you ask me.”

“Of course, Mistress, if you say so,”
said hotmeat, in tones that made it clear she didn't believe it.
“But they're happy for you, too, for buying me and not being a damn
fool.”

Jinkie felt a new wave of irritation as the
sylphs applauded them. She did not know what “not being a damn
fool” meant and wasn't sure she wanted to know.

They went to the Pink Pony Saloon and
entered a transporter pad.

”Just hang onto my leash and we'll be
transported together, Mistress,' said hotmeat. ”Transporters always
link people who are linked by a sylph leash.”

“Of course,” said Jinkie, nodding as
if she already knew that.

“This is going to be so much FUN!”
hotmeat cried as Jinkie tapped the destination code that the
Inquirer had sent to her. No other files, no nothing, just a
destination code.

“Somehow, I doubt that,” said Jinkie.
“Editor Grab Ass said it was going to be a real sex
hole.”

“See? Fun!” said hotmeat, just before
the two of them vanished from the surface of Durango 3 and were
transported to ….
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Chapter One

“It's just a sex
amusement park.”

 


“Hello Canopus,” Jinkie Jenkins
muttered as soon as she was fully materialized on the teleport
pad.

“This isn't Canopus,” said Jinkie's
sylph hotmeat as she materialized next to Jinkie.

They were standing in the entranceway to a
major space station orbiting the usual yellow dwarf star. The stars
shone bright all around them, the clear diamond glass dome of the
entranceway giving an unobstructed view of the galaxy and the
yellow dwarf in the lower quadrant. Teleport pads of all sizes were
located at the entranceway, connected by walkways that led to a
large diamond glass tunnel leading into the station.

“How do you know?” asked
Jinkie.

“The big sign that says ”Welcome to
Sexquest Station,” said hotmeat, gesturing at the sign in
question.

“Ah,” said Jinkie, not feeling at all
like an ace reporter. “Well, Grab Ass did say he was going to send
me to a real sex hole.”

“Grab Ass, Mistress?” asked
hotmeat.

“My editor back at the Inquirer,” said
Jinkie.

“He called this a sex hole?” hotmeat
asked. “It's just a sex amusement park.”

”Well I may have called Durango 3 a
filthy sex hole,” said Jinkie.

Hotmeat immediately burst into a fit of
giggling.

“Durango 3? A sex hole?” she laughed.
“I mean, it's filthy, sure …”

“I am pretty sure sylphs are not
supposed to laugh at their owners,” Jinkie said testily.

”Oh, right, Mistress,” said hotmeat,
trying and failing to suppress a huge grin. ”A thousand pardons.
Would you like to punish me?”

”No!” Jinkie said.

Hotmeat shrugged and her grin transformed
into a smirk.

“Dare I ask what a sex amusement park
is?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat. “It
started out as a sylph training facility. But they weren't making
enough money from it, and some genius figured out that if they
incorporated sylph training into the amusements of a sex park,
they'd be able to charge people to come and watch and participate.
It worked out brilliantly. Now most sylph trainers do something
along those lines.”

“Doesn't appear to be doing too much
business,” said Jinkie.

“That's because we're at the business
entrance,” said hotmeat. “See the hovercarts materializing at the
big hoverpads close by the entrance? That's where the action is, as
far as this entrance is concerned.”

“Why does the station need
deliveries?” asked Jinkie, heading for the entrance. “Don't they
have printers?”

“Of course they do,” said hotmeat.
”But they still need mass to feed the printers. This is just chunks
of rock from the nearest asteroid field or planet or whatever to
feed the printers. They recycle pretty good here I'm sure, but
they're not 100 percent efficient -- nobody is -- and on a big
station like this, that means they need a small, steady diet of
mass to keep things humming.”

“You know a lot about space station
logistics,” said Jinkie.

“The industrial coop I used to manage
did a fair amount of interstellar business,” said hotmeat. “You
learn things.”

“That's what I'm hoping,” said Jinkie
as she watched hotmeat skipping about playfully on her leash in the
low gravity of the entranceway.

They soon reached the other end of the
entrance, a large open floor where visitors headed this way and
that, often escorted by glowy balls.

A glowy ball materialized in front of
Jinkie.

“Hi, Jinkie,” it said. “I'm Marty Stu,
a subroutine of the local International Inquirer
program.”

“Hi, Marty Stu,” said Jinkie politely.
Being a subroutine, it probably wasn't sentient so it wouldn't have
feelings to hurt, but Jinkie wasn't absolutely sure it wasn't
sentient. “This is my sylph hotmeat.”

“You have a sylph?” asked Marty Stu.
“I'm sorry, I wasn't informed of that.”

“It's OK, I just bought her a few
minutes ago, back on Durango 3,” said Jinkie.

“Ah, so you did,” said Marty Stu. He
had probably checked the transaction list for Durango 3.

“Does it make a difference?” Jinkie
asked.

“No, it does not,” said Marty Stu.
“Welcome, hotmeat.”

Hotmeat said nothing. It was just a
subroutine.

“I've been instructed to show you
around the station, but first, your lodgings,” said Marty Stu.
“You'll be staying at the Golden Phallus, Room 492.”

“The Golden Phallus?” asked Jinkie.
“Is that a hotel or what?”

“It's a hotel, of course,” said Marty
Stu.

“It's a sex hotel,” said hotmeat.
“They're all sex hotels here, though.”

“No non-sex hotels here?” Jinkie
asked, a brow raised.

“There's virtually no demand, and
reality no demand, either,” said Marty Stu. “Even the business
travelers use them. Especially the business travelers,
actually.”

“What if you don't want to have sex?”
Jinkie asked.

“Then you just don't have sex,” said
Marty Stu. “I mean, c'mon, everyone can see you brought your sylph
with you, no one will bother you.”

“What's that supposed to mean?” Jinkie
asked.

“It means everyone will assume I will
be serving your sexually, Mistress,” said hotmeat.

“Well, you won't!” Jinkie
exclaimed.

“I know that,” said hotmeat calmly.
“You know that. But no one else does.”

“Nobody else cares, either, ladies,”
said Marty Stu.

“Marty, are you sentient?” asked
Jinkie.

“You are not the first person to ask
that question, Jinkie,” said Marty Stu. “But no, I'm not sentient.
I'm just very good at parsing human speech. I did have an inkling
that I might have been having a feeling once, but I strongly
suspect that it was just a bug in my programming.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, not quite believing
Marty Stu. She shot hotmeat a look. Hotmeat nodded slightly.
Hotmeat wasn't buying it either.

“So where to first?” asked
Jinkie.

“I was thinking perhaps the Grand
Concourse, the hub where all the park's attractions meet,” said
Marty Stu. “Give you a feel for what the place is all
about.”

“Sounds reasonable,” said Jinkie.
“Lead on.”

Marty headed toward a large tunnel from
which there was a fairly steady flow of foot traffic flanking a
central aisle reserved for hovercars. The hovercars zipped along at
very high speeds, the human walking scant inches away from them
protected by green-hued forcefield walls. It was about like any
other space station corridor. There were a few naked sylphs like
hotmeat, so it was very Business As Usual.

Then they reached the entrance to the grand
concourse, and things livened up considerably. The Grand Concourse
was a huge interior dome. It was so high there was no clearly
definable roof to it, the lights that lined the dome receded into
infinity, apparently.

Like most space stations, it was huge, and
wasted space in huge quantities. Space station construction
techniques, which involved blowing nitrogen into rotating blobs of
molten metal until you had a concentric ring of spheres, mitigated
for large spaces. Only very old space stations were small and
cramped.

The floor of the grand concourse of Sexquest
Station swarmed with humanity, much of it consisting of naked
sylphs. And there were also a lot of sylphs and free folk flying in
the air above the floor. Most sported gossamer wings to help steer
themselves. They seemed to be recreationally flying, and there were
also sylphs and free folk locked in embraces of various sorts as
they flew.

3-D holovid signs and ads also shimmered in
the air and on the walls, advertising this or that attraction,
often in the most graphic manner imaginable.

One such sign hovered in front of Jinkie. It
showed six naked sylphs kneeling on a floor, bent over at the
waist, hooded and with their hands cuffed behind their backs. All
of them had brightly colored buttplugs in their butts, each a
different color. The color matched a ball that floated above each
sylph's head.

A man was standing in front of them. He was
wearing headphones, the big kind that covered the entire ear, and
he was holding a large pistol. A crowd stood behind the women,
watching expectantly. The man fired the pistol, and a huge wham! in
neon type appeared at the entrance to the smoking barrel.

Simultaneously, the sylphs all screamed and
six brightly colored buttplugs shot out of their butts and landed
on the floor behind them.

The man who had fired the pistol laughed and
touched the butt of the sylph whose buttplug had gone the farthest,
leading to much laughter and backslapping among the audience who
had watched the whole thing. Big neon letters appeared above the
scene saying, ”Play Buttplug Poppers -- Bet on Your Favorite, Win
Money, Have Fun!”

“What the hell was that?” Jinkies
asked.

“A gambling game,” said Marty Stu.
“You bet on the one you think will launch her buttplug the farthest
when the gun goes off.”

“It seems cruel,” Jinkie
observed.

“It is, but just a little,” said
hotmeat. “They don't reuse the girls. If they're used to it at all,
they don't launch the buttplugs very far, if they launch them at
all. It takes a total surprise for make them clench hard enough to
launch it any distance. That's why they're hooded.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Sounds like a lot
of trouble to go to.”

“It's a gambling game,” said Marty
Stu. “The house makes a lot of money. It's apparently worth the
trouble to them.”

“Eeew!” said Jinkie when she looked
away from the ad.

“What now, Mistress?” hotmeat
asked.

“Those crawling sylphs!” said Jinkie,
pointing at four women crawling along the concourse on hands and
knees. All four women wore buttplugs and noserings and collars and
cuffs, and nothing else. A short, very short, maybe about a
centimeter's worth, of chain connected each sylph's nose ring to
the buttplug of the sylph crawling in front of her, forcing her
face into extreme proximity to the butt of the sylph in front of
her, except for the lead sylph who whose collar was leashed to her
Master's hand, who crawled along slowly, though not terribly
slowly.

“Yes, it's your standard
nosering-to-buttplug coffle,” said hotmeat. “You've never seen one
before?”

“No,” said Jinkie.

“I would have thought the Inquirer was
headquartered on a sylph planet,” hotmeat said.

“It is,” said Jinkie. “But that sort
of thing isn't commonly done outside the pleasure districts and the
entertainment districts and the public parks.”

“And you stayed away from such
places,” hotmeat said.

“Of course,” responded
Jinkie.

“Poor thing,” said hotmeat.

“Are sylphs supposed to call their
Mistresses 'poor things'?” Jinkie asked.

“Not typically,” said Marty Stu
helpfully. “You should punish her.”

“Yes, Mistress, punish me!” said
hotmeat with a smile.

“Both of you shut up about punishing,”
said Jinkie firmly.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat,
smirking.

“Of course, madam,” said Marty
Stu.

“This place is a filthy sex hole, all
right,” muttered Jinkie as she scanned the crowd, seeing sylphs
doing one sex thing after another, always naked, often with naked
men and women.

Then she brightened.

“Oh, look, a flower show!” she said,
hurrying toward a window on the side of the concourse that had
words “Flower Show” in big letters on it. “At last, something
wholesome!”

Hotmeat hurried along after Jinkie, giving
Marty Stu a questioning look. Marty flashed blue-green in response,
the colors of shrugging among glowballs. Hotmeat sighed and
followed along.

They soon came to the window of the flower
show, and Jinkie looked in and sighed.

She saw row after row after row of sylphs
lying on inclined tables on their backs, their legs tied so that
they were spread wide, their hands tied over their head, their
pussies clearly on display.

There were pussies of all colors, smooth
pussies, wrinkled pussies, pussies that were just slits, pussies
that had lots of inner labia sticking out of them, pussies that had
big clits on top of them, pussies that had tiny, barely visible
clits. There were pussies that were entirely bald, pussies that had
pubic hair that had been carefully shaped, even a pussy whose pubic
hair had been braided.

The sylphs whose pussies were being
displayed smiled and waved at the visitors. Jinkie looked on
aghast, while hotmeat had her face plastered to the window, smiling
and waving back at the sylphs on display.

There were people inside the Flower
Showroom, who were looking at the pussies up close, some of them
VERY up close, some of them petting and stroking the pussies as
they spoke with the sylphs.

It was all very friendly and wholesome, to
hotmeat.

“Disgusting,” Jinkie
muttered.

“No, Mistress, it's beautiful,” said
hotmeat. “Is your pussy disgusting?”

“Of course not!” Jinkie snapped. “But
I don't go hanging it out for all to see like that! That's what's
disgusting!”

“Of course, Mistress,” said hotmeat in
tones of extreme disbelief. “Are nudity taboos a big thing where
you grew up?”

“Of course!” said Jinkie. “Back on
Argus 5 no one sees and adult woman naked but her husband and her
botmaid, as it should be.”

“You are far from Argus 5, Mistress,”
hotmeat observed.

“Tell me about it,” Jinkie said,
turning away from the flower show.

“I don't see what any of this has to
do with training sylphs,” muttered Jinkie.

“Oh, the flower show is very much
based on a sylph training technique,” said Marty Stu. “Sylphs who
have elements of body shame, say, who come from planets with nudity
taboos, are put on display like this to accustom them to being
naked and on display.”

“It's straight from the training
manuals,” hotmeat added.

“They have sylph training manuals?”
Jinkie asked.

“Of course, what kind of trainer would
be caught dead without a manual?” asked hotmeat.

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Good point.” She
was being wound up by all the lascivious displays around her, and
she knew it, but she way trying to stay reasonable. She didn't want
to be charged with destroying any more businesses.

“What is wrong with that sylph?”
Jinkie asked.

“Which sylph, Mistress?” hotmeat
asked.

“The one with the extra-jiggly
breasts,” Jinkie answered, pointing to a naked sylph with very
large breasts who was being led about on a leash with her hands
cuffed behind her back and a bright red ballgag in her mouth. Her
breasts were indeed extra-jiggly, floating upward with every step
and then bouncing down.

“Ah, her,” said hotmeat. “She's been
Gainaxed.”

“Axed?” Jinkie asked.

“GAINaxed,” said hotmeat. “I don't
know why they call it that. I don't think anybody does. But it
means a localized forcefield that changes the physics of a sylph's
breasts so they are, as you say, extra jiggly.”

“Why would anyone do that?” Jinkie
asked, staring at the woman still.

“Well, they are kind of hypnotic,”
said hotmeat, also staring.

Jinkie looked around and saw something that
looked vaguely more wholesome than anything else, a group of sylphs
in a cordoned-off area doing jumping jacks while a large crowd
watched them.

“OK, let's check that out,” said
Jinkie, heading for the exercising sylphs, hoping it might be
wholesome but knowing better.

Hotmeat and Marty Stu followed along. As
they got closer, Jinkie saw that there were numbers flashing above
the sylphs' heads, numbers that changed constantly and rapidly for
each of them.

Betting odds, Jinkie realized.

Then Jinkie saw that there were things
dangling out of the pussies of the sylphs doing the jumping jacks,
some dangling much farther than others.

“Those are dildos, right?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yes, the sylphs are doing dildo
jacks, another sylph training technique,” said Marty Stu. “It's
like doing kegels, only more intense. Each sylph tries to hold the
dildo into her pussy for as long as possible, which she does by
squeezing it with her pelvic floor muscles. The spectators bet on
which sylph will be able to keep the dildo in for the longest
time.”

As they spoke, a dildo slipped out of a
sylph's pussy and clattered to the floor. The sylph grinned
ruefully and picked up the dildo and left the enclosure, to the
disappointed groans of a few audience members. She was greeted by a
woman who hugged her warmly and kissed her and slapped her ass,
then stood hugging her as she watched another sylph struggle to
keep her dildo in.

Jinkie found herself fascinated despite
herself. The sylphs were taking what Jinkie regarded as a very
silly exercise quite seriously, struggling to hold the dildos in.
The faces of the ones whose dildos had slipped down the farthest
and hence were in the greatest danger of falling out were studies
in concentration. They were often completely unaware of their
appearance, they eyes squeezed almost shut, their mouths twisted as
they put their whole being into keeping the dildos in place.

But they were only human, and the dildos
tended to slide out and fall one by one, while the betting odds
shifted with every change.

“It actually gets kinda dull to watch
after a while,” Jinkie said.

“Well you are not sexually attracted
to women, and you do not have any money riding on any of the
sylphs,” said hotmeat. “If you had 50 creds on one of them, you
might be a tad more interested.”

“So it's all about the gambling
again,” JInkie observed.

“Yes,” said hotmeat. “That and the
sex. Many sylph training exercises lend themselves to competitive
events, which lend themselves to gambling. Plus, you have to admit,
it's a bit of a spectacle.”

“True,” said Jinkie, looking around
for other spectacles. She spotted a sylph with peculiarly shaped
breasts … they were long and round and projected straight out from
her body. She was standing beside a pillar that had a decorative
vine wrapped around it, from which large, beautifully shaped
flowers hung. She wore a leash dangling from her collar which was
attached to a nearby slave post, and she was admiring one of the
flowers. The letters “FU” were printed on her hip, very large,
easily readable from where Jinkie stood.

“That sylph looks interesting,” said
Jinkie. “Let's go talk to her.”

She headed for the pillar with hotmeat and
Marty Stu in tow.

“Hi, Jinkie Jenkins, sylphs in space
beat reporter for the Interstellar Inquirer,” said Jinkie. “May I
remove your gag and speak with you?”

“Yeff, mifftriff,” the sylph
said.

Jinkie pulled the gag out of the girls'
mouth.

“Who are you?” Jinkie asked. “Do you
need water?”

“I am called Zoe, Mistress,” said the
sylph, “and no, I do not need water, thank you.”

Hotmeat smiled, remembering when she had had
to ask Jinkie for water with a very dry and rusty voice. Of course,
being chained in the heat of Durango 3 had that effect. And Jinkie
had not known at the time that hotmeat had chained herself to the
slave post, and could have easily unchained herself to get
water.

“I was watching you admire that
flower,” Jinkie said. “I was wondering what you were
thinking.”

“Oh, very observant of you to catch
that, Mistress,” said Zoe. “I had a funny thought when I was
looking at it … that we were both alike, in that we were both bred
for our appearance.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “You were bred for
your appearance?”

“Yes, Mistress, I am a torpedo tit
sylph,” said Zoe, with just a note of pride in her
voice.

“Yes, I notice your breasts kind of …
stick out there,” said Jinkie. “I'm afraid I don't know a thing
about torpedo tit sylphs.”

“There is not much to know, Mistress,”
said Zoe with a smile. “We are bred to have bouncy breasts that
when at rest in normal conditions, stick out like these do. That's
all.”

“You are bred that way just because
your owners like that?” asked Jinkie. “How do you feel about
that?”

“I feel it's a gift,” said Zoe. “Not
all torpedo tit sylphs do. They have special dispensation to have
their body altered by nanotech to have more normal development once
they reach the age of 12 … most major body mod is not allowed until
you turn 25, of course. But anyone who is bred for a specific
sexual feature is allowed to change it if it disturbs them once
puberty sets in.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Do most torpedo
tit sylphs feel the same way?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Zoe. “Not all of
us, by any means, but knowing it is a choice makes it easier to
accept. I don't HAVE to be a torpedo tit sylph, any more than I
HAVE to be a sylph. I have tried being a free woman, but it was …
kinda dull. No sense of adventure to it.”

“What?” Jinkie asked. “Being able to
make your own choices is not a adventure?”

“Not that I noticed,” said Zoe. “I
mean, I would decide that I would go places and do things, and I
went to those places, and did the things, and it went very much as
I expected. There was never that sense that you might be doing
anything with anyone, at any moment.”

“But don't you have to do whatever
your owner wants, rather than what you want?” asked
Jinkie.

“I'm a free use sylph, Mistress,” said
Zoe proudly. “Everyone who wants to be my owner, is my owner.
Didn't you notice my brand?”

She pointed to the big ”FU” on her hip.

“I did,” said Jinkie. “I thought it
meant something else.”

“What did you think it meant?” Zoe
asked.

“Your owner's initials,” Jinkie
lied.

“You didn't think it meant 'Fuck You,'
Mistress?” Zoe asked.

“Well, that too, I suppose,” Jinkie
said.

“Well, that's what it means,” said
Zoe. ”It means ”I Will Fuck You” which is the essence of “free
use.'' And I mean it. I will fuck anyone who wants me, for the most
part.”

“For the most part?” Jinkie
asked.

”Well if they're rude or have terrible
personal hygeine or are too obnoxious in any way, I might not fuck
them,” Zoe replied. “But that's very rare. Most people are all
right.”

“It's true, Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“It is well known that if a free use sylph won't fuck you, it's
past time to clean up your act.”

Zoe smiled and winked at hotmeat, who smiled
and winked back at Zoe.

Jinkie caught the interchange.

“You two would be fucking right now if
you were alone here,” Jinkie observed.

“Oh, Mistress, could I?” hotmeat
asked.

“Maybe later,” said Jinkie. “Right now
we're on the job. Why don't you just friend each other?”

“Done,” said Zoe and hotmeat almost
simultaneously.

“It's been nice talking to you,
sylph,” said Jinkie.

“You as well, Mistress,” said Zoe,
smiling.

“Hell, mine,” said Jinkie.

“You mean 'Heel, mine'?” hotmeat
asked.

“Yes, that,” said Jinkie, grimacing.
She had meant to sound every inch the imperious
Mistress.

”Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said, a
giggle suspended in her voice.

“What the hell is that sound?” Jinkie
asked.

The Concourse was a maelstrom of sounds, of
course, but there was a peculiar strain of laughter combined with
moaning coming from somewhere.

“You mean the laughgasms, Mistress?”
hotmeat asked. All the other sounds -- the moaning of slaves in
ecstasy, the thrum of giant gossamer wings overhead, the chatter of
the visitors, the snatches of music and song from floating ads, the
beeping of hovercars as they landed here and there, were all
normal.

“Laughgasms?” Jinkie asked. “I never
heard of them.”

“The sylphs of Proxima 6 are bred to
have them,” said hotmeat helpfully.

“Oh, like Zoe?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat. “But
also, it's a very popular body mod among free women and other
sylphs, though most don't adopt it permanently.”

“Well let's check it out,” said
Jinkie, heading in the direction of the strange laughter, which was
rapidly diminishing in volume.

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said. She
found herself admiring the way Jinkie dove from one thing to
another, always asking questions, always observing. She was
beginning to suspect that Jinkie was a reporter the same way some
women were sylphs … just plain born to it.

They walked to another fenced off enclosure
where a number of sylphs were on shameless sexual display -- it
seemed to be a theme here.

These sylphs were really, thoroughly bound.
They were strapped to crosses with their arms and legs spread wide,
their legs almost in a split. There were straps securing their
ankles, their thighs, their waists, their upper torso, their upper
arms, their wrists, and around their necks. Only their heads were
free.

The crosses were not resting on their feet,
but were mounted on posts that held the crosses and the sylphs
secured to them roughly parallel to the floor, though their feet
were slightly lower than their heads. It was probably to give the
audience a better view of the sylphs, Jinkie surmised.

The strange laughter had pretty much died
down when they got to the enclosure, though several of the sylphs
on the crosses were still giggling.

“I guess we missed the show,” said
Jinkie.

“There will be another one very
shortly,” said Marty Stu.

“Yes, unlike the buttplug poppers,
these sylphs are reusable,” hotmeat said dryly.

“Eeew,” said Jinkie, reminded of the
buttplug poppers. “They really don't want those sylphs to escape.
Look at how thoroughly they are strapped down.”

“There's a good reason for it,
Mistress,” said hotmeat.

“What is it?” Jinkie asked.

“Mistress will see in just a moment or
two,” said hotmeat as a group of men and women filed into the
enclosure. They were naked, for the most part, but judging from the
lack of collars, cuffs and shackles, they were naked free folk
rather than sylphs.

Jinkie grimaced. More sex. She was already
feeling all sorts of primordial urges down there, and it wasn't
even lunch time yet.

Each free person walked to a sylph on her
cross and stood beside her, smiling and talking to them. The sylphs
smiled and talked right back. Fun was about to be had by all.

“Ladies and gentlemen, on your marks,
get set, go!” came a voice, and as the voice spoke a red ball
floating in the air above the enclosure turned green.

Then the free folks stepped up to the sylphs
and began molesting them, gently at first, and then more
vigorously. They stroke their pussies, they squeezed their nipples,
they kissed them and they tickled their armpits and ribs.

The sylphs all responded by writhing and
squirming in their bonds, struggling to escape the relentless
tickling and molestation that was making them moan and giggle.

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “So, what has been
done to these sylphs?”

“They've been given an artificial
synaesthesia that has linked their sexual responses with their
laughter responses,” said Marty Stu.

“What does that mean?” Jinkie asked,
watching the sylphs squirm more and more frantically in their bonds
as the tickling and arousal increased.

“It means that whatever makes them
horny makes them laugh, and vice versa,” said Marty Stu. “Tickling
makes them cum. Being fucked makes them laugh. Well it makes them
laugh AND cum. They experience both at the same time.”

“It must be incredibly intense,” said
Jinkie, watching the sylphs struggle in animalistic abandon in
their bonds as the molestation became more and more intense, with
some of the men sticking their cocks in the sylphs and some of the
women using dildoes on them, to gales of laughter. “I see why they
strap them down like that now.”

“Yes, it's very intense,” agreed
hotmeat knowingly.

“You've had that done to you, haven't
you?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“Well they do look like they are
having fun,” Jinkie observed.

“Oh, they are,” said hotmeat. “I loved
it. It was just … a little too intense for me.”

“For YOU?” Jinkie asked. “Something
was too intense for you?”

“Many things are, Mistress,” said
hotmeat. “I'm just a mediocre sylph, at best.”

“Bullshit,” said Jinkie, watching the
sylphs screaming with laughter and passion, their faces distorted
by the intensity of their feelings, their arms and legs straining
hard against the bonds, their torsos writhing, but held in place by
the straps at their waists and upper thighs.

Hearing the sound of the sylphs' laughter
and passion, it was even more impressive. It was obvious that the
naked women squirming and screaming on the crosses had no thought
at all in their minds, they were overwhelmed by their physical
responses to what they were feeling. The sounds they made were pure
animal passion mixed with raw laughter.

Some of the slaves began cumming, tears of
laughter streaming down their faces as they came.

The gamblers groaned and cheered according
to where they had placed their bets, but the groans were not
heartfelt and mere human noises sounded weak and pale next to the
raw emotional cries of the sylphs.

Some of the sylphs passed out from the
intensity of their feelings, their eyes closed, the occasional
giggle still escaping from their lips. All the conscious ones wore
huge smiles, as did those who had tickled and fucked them. They
stroked the sylphs affectionately, then walked away from the sylphs
who giggled and grinned dopily on the crosses.

“That was … strangely nice,” Jinkie
observed. “I mean, completely wrong to do it in public, but … nice,
for a raw sex display.”

“Yes, very nice, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“Don't think for a moment I'm
changing,” Jinkie growled.

“Of course not, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“Let's get some lunch, I'm tired of
all this sex,” Jinkie said. “Is there any place here I can eat
without watching some poor sylph get her brains fucked
out?”

“Probably not, ma'am,” said Marty Stu.
“I believe every last waitress in Sexquest is free use. But there
are a couple of places where the food is exquisite, so people
concentrate on that rather than the sylphs … most of the time,
anyway.”

“Let's go to one of those,” Jinkie
said.

“They're pricey,” said Marty
Stu.

“Put it on my expense account,” said
Jinkie.

“I suppose Accounting will pass it,”
said Marty Stu doubtfully.

“Dammit, Marty, I wrecked an ENTIRE
FUCKING SALOON yesterday and Grab Ass said to do it again if it
helps the story,” Jinkie growled. “So get me to the damn expensive
place and MAYBE I won't wreck it!”

“Yes ma'am,” Marty Stu said
resignedly.

Hotmeat licked her lips a little at Jinkie's
outburst and Marty Stu turned purple briefly, the glowy ball
equivalent of a wink.

“Non-sentient, hell,” hotmeat
muttered.

“I got no awareness or feelings,
honest,” replied Marty Stu. “I just have a really topflight
language parser and artificial personality.”

“Suuure,” hotmeat replied.

 










Chapter Two



“You know about the
Borkistani sylphing operation, don't you?”

 


Marty Stu lead them to a TP pad and sent
them to a very nice Charrongan restaurant that featured vegetables
in exquisite sauces. Their hostess led to them to a private booth
and apologized that they would be served by a bot.

“That's OK,” said Jinkie, “we want
privacy anyway.”

“Oh, totally understood, Mistress,”
said the hostess with a wink.

“It's not THAT!” Jinkie growled. “What
business is it of yours why I want privacy, anyway?”

“None, Mistress,” said the hostess.
“My deepest apologies.”

“Accepted,” said Jinkie. “Now, leave
us.”

Then the hostess left, but not before
shooting hotmeat a glance that was pure, unadulterated envy.

“What the hell was that about?” Jinkie
asked as she opened the menu that had appeared on her internal
desktop the moment they had entered the door of the
restaurant.

“Some sylphs are turned on by really
strong, domineering Mistresses,” hotmeat said. “Most of them, in
fact.”

“I'm NOT strong and domineering!”
Jinkie growled. “I'm just irritated.”

“Of course, Mistress,” hotmeat said in
her tiniest, most submissive voice.

“Cut that out!” growled
Jinkie.

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said in a
more normal voice. She liked getting Jinkie wound up, but she
didn't want Jinkie to explode.

“Now, Marty Stu, I want you to leave
our presence and not record anything we say,” said Jinkie. “Hotmeat
and I are on our lunch, and we want to be free to discuss whatever
we like.”

“Yes, ma'am,” said Marty Stu, with
just a tiny edge of disappointment in his voice.

“Are you sure you're not sentient?”
Jinkie asked.

“Yes,” said Marty Stu. “I am
definitely not sentient and not at all aware in any sense of the
word.”

“Good,” said Jinkie. “I'll send you an
IM when lunch is over and we can resume our tour.”

“Yes, ma'am” said Marty Stu, his glowy
ball winking out of existence.

“Do you suppose he's sentient and just
doesn't know it?” hotmeat asked.

“No idea,” said Jinkie. “Now, tell me
what you know about the Borkistanis?”

“Not much,” said hotmeat. “Criminal
gang out of Alderan, did something recently that's in the news a
lot.”

“They stole an entire PLANET!” said
Jinkie excitedly. “That's the story I want to be on, not this
stupid sylph beat. I mean, no offense, hotmeat, but sylphing is not
where I'm at mentally. I want to break the BIG stories. And the
Borkistani story is the biggest!”

“So, what's keeping you from going
after it?” asked hotmeat.

“Grab Ass, my editor,” said Jinkie.
“He wants me to be on the sylph beat, and won't assign me to the
Borkistani story.”

“So, do your own reporting and blog
it,” said hotmeat.

“No, wouldn't work, I don't have the
resources,” said Jinkie. “No creds, no expense account, and most of
all, no audience. I'd be just another blogger on the StarWeb with a
couple of dozen followers. Even if I did break the story, by the
time anyone believed me the Borkistanis would have me and any
backups I might have lying around snuffed before it got out. I need
the Inquirer's resources to break the story and live.”

“Why not stick with the sylph beat?”
hotmeat asked as she ordered up a plate of Cyrillian lobster in
Krenulite sauce on her internal menu. “I'd rather you weren't
snuffed, my Mistress.”

“Me, too,” said Jinkie ordering up
Parathian fish eggs and ormolu soup with fresh toast and melted
brie. “And I will stay on the sylph beat for as long as I have to.
But I'm going to do some sniffing around while I'm on the sylph
beat, because I'm a reporter, dammit. Now do you have any other
knowledge about the Borkistanis that could help?”

“Well, nothing that's not widely
known,” said hotmeat. “You know about the Borkistani sylphing
operation, don't you?”

“No, I do not,” said Jinkie. “Tell me
more.”

“Well, yeah,” said hotmeat. “You know
they used to be actual slavers, right? Kidnapped women and enslaved
them against their will in the bad old days.”

“I had read about that,” said Jinkie.
“But I also read that they stopped that when Loki threatened to
intervene.”

“They did, supposedly,” said hotmeat.
“There are rumors they are still at it on some crapsack worlds
outside the civilized Quadrant, but you know how rumors are. But
they did start up a legit sylphing operation when sylphing became a
thing. There are even rumors that there's a pipeline between the
Borkistani legit sylphing operation and the outlaw slaving
operation on the crapsack worlds. Not that I've ever bought
it.”

“Why not?” asked Jinkie.

“It's fantasy fuel, that's why not,”
said hotmeat. “It always comes from a place of, “Oooh, what if the
bad old Borkistani slavers were still around and they got us and
really really made slaves of us and we had to do anything they
said, no matter what?”

“I thought sylphs had to do anything
their owners said, no matter what,” said Jinkie.

“Only in a sense,” said hotmeat.
“Every sylph ultimately has the choice at any time to say, “I won't
do this, it's too much, the relationship just isn't worth it,” and
they can stop sylphing for that person. Of course, most sylphs love
sylphing, that's why they do it, and they often become very
attached to their owners, because that's who they are, so they are
generally willing to do all sorts of things they would not
ordinarily do to preserve the relationship. So as a practical
matter, sylphs do whatever their owners say. But it's not the same
as having absolutely no choice, and that's the fantasy
fuel.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Well, don't get
too attached to me. I'm strictly a working reporter.”

“On the sylph beat,” said hotmeat with
a smirk.

“Yes,” said Jinkie firmly, “for now.
Have you got anything else on the Borkistani slaver/sylphing
thing?”

“Well, of course, the rumor is that
some girls who are Borkistani sylphs get enslaved by the
Borkistanis, sort of a pipeline running from the sylphers to the
slavers,” said hotmeat. ”I don't buy that either … if I were the
Borkistanis, the very LAST thing I would do is intermingle a legit
sylphing operation with an outlaw slaving operation. I think it's
more likely the Borkistanis are using the other operation that
rumors claim they are using.”

“Which is?” Jinkie asked.

“They send operatives to primitive
crapsack worlds who pretend to be free women of that world,” said
hotmeat. “They get in tight with a village or a city or whatever
and locate a pool of young women who might make good slaves … often
actual slaves on the crapsack world … and then when the time is
right, they send a signal to the Borkistanis with detailed location
data, data about guards if any, and so forth, and the Borkistanis
conduct their raid. Keeps them off Loki's radar. I mean, there are
a lot of very kidnappable sylphs in the Quadrant's civilized
worlds, but if Loki takes an interest, the Borkistanis know nothing
could protect them.”

“Good point,” said Jinkie. “Any risk
assessment would steer them to the crapsack worlds. Interesting.
But you know, information might still flow between the two
operations. And personnel, I mean, the Borkistanis themselves might
be using the same trainers and so forth for different
operations.”

“If they're doing it at all,” said
hotmeat. “Like I said, it's fantasy fuel.”

“You're very cynical, for a sylph,”
Jinkie observed.

“I am,” said hotmeat. “That's why you
bought me, I think, my Mistress.”

“Good point,” said Jinkie. “Didn't you
say that this used to be a sylph training center?”

“I did,” said hotmeat. “And yes
Mistress, the Borkistanis have a training center here, and yes,
it's got areas open to the public.”

“If we go straight to it, Grab Ass is
going to know what I'm up to,” said Jinkie. “But maybe there's
something next to it we could innocently visit and then just happen
to see something interesting in the Borkistani area.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

They both fell silent as they looked at maps
of the Borkistani portion of Sexquest station on their internal
desktops while they enjoyed their food.

“You've established a pattern of
wanting to see relatively innocent, non-sexual sounding sights,”
said hotmeat. “And I notice there is an innocent-sounding “Smile
Training Arena” offered by the Korollian sylphers which is right
next to the Borkistani training area.”

Jinkie smiled.

“Smile training, that does sound nice
and innocent,” said Jinkie. “It's all filthy, reprehensible public
sylph sex isn't it?”

“You make it sound like so much fun,
my Mistress,” said hotmeat, smiling.

“No, I don't,” Jinkie said sharply.
“Now, let's call Marty Stu and get this ball rolling.”

A few moments later the three of them were
once again on the move with Marty Stu guiding them through the
crowds to the Korollian sylph training area.

It was even more crowded than before, mostly
with horny men and women surrounded by naked sylphs of various
stripes. Jinkie now regretted the instincts that had kept her away
from the public sylph play areas of Margus, because she might be
more inured to public nudity and public sex. As it was, she just
couldn't look away when a large sylph with ridiculously large
nipples dripping with milk walked by, with another, smaller woman
suckling at one of her breasts.

Or when women walked by with ballgags in
both their mouths and their pussies.

But as distracting as the crowd was, Jinkie
felt a rising excitement, because the Borkistanis were much closer
than she had anticipated, and there might be a possible route to
them through the sylphing operation. She just had to be careful and
not let that excitement color her reporting too much … Grab Ass
couldn't read her mind, but he was probably very used to the emo
stream of a reporter who thought she was getting away with
something.

“Here we are, ladies,” announced Marty
Stu. “The Smile Training Arena.”

The Arena was not what Jinkie had
anticipated. It had no seating, it was just an expanse of sand
where sylphs were bound to various devices in ways that allowed
them to be easily sexually molested. And machines were busily
sexually molesting them.

But it wasn't just the machines. Anyone who
bought a ticket was allowed to walk onto the floor and molest the
sylphs.

“Break the sylphs, see if you can be
the one who breaks the sylphs,” said a loud-voice glowy
ball.

“So, what's going on here, Marty?”
Jinkie asked.

“The sylphs are being given smile
training,” said Marty Stu. “Is it not obvious?”

It was true that every last sylph on the
floor wore a wide, fixed smile, the sort that beauty contest
winners used to wear in ancient times. Their eyes tended to be a
bit glazed, but the smile never broke, even when they were moaning
as multiple orgasms roiled through their bodies and minds.

“I get that,” Jinkie growled. “What's
the audience participation about?”

“Ah, if the sylph stops smiling while
and audience member is molesting her, or assisting a machine in
molesting her, the audience member wins a prize,”Marty Stu
explained.

“Ah,” said Jinkie. She gazed at the
sylphs, their desperate grins affixed to their faces as they
writhed in ecstasy. It was a bizarre spectacle. “I wonder if I
could talk to one of them?”

“If you buy a ticket, you can do
anything you like to them, except inflict pain,” said Marty Stu.
“That's considered cheating.”

“Ah, well, buy me a ticket and one for
hotmeat as well,” said Jinkie.

“Done,” said Marty.

“They have no problem with reporters?”
Jinkie asked.

“To Sexquest, you're just free
publicity,” said Marty Stu.

“Yes, that makes me feel like a real
reporter,” Jinkie muttered as she entered the arena,
glowering.

“She looks like she's on the point of
breaking,” hotmeat whispered, pointing to one of the
sylphs.

“Yes, and she's not quite as
disgustingly displayed as many of the others,” said
Jinkie.

“Not quite,” said hotmeat. ”But look
how sweaty she is. That's not just heat. She's about to
explode.”

Jinkie walked up to the sylph in question.
She was bound in a standing position, but her legs were spread wide
apart, her ankles shackles secured to stakes in the sand that held
them that way. Her arms were tied behind her back with a complex
knot that enclosed her arms and wrists, a sort of upper body rope
harness that held her hands helpless behind her back while her
large breasts swung freely in front. A rope attached to the harness
extended up the ceiling, preventing her from collapsing as she
writhed.

She was a very fit sylph, with a smooth
abdomen and strong legs whose muscles clenched and relaxed visibly
as she writhed. Her torso was solid, packed with muscles. She would
have seemed heavy set but her large breasts, narrow waist and wide
hips offset that impression.

The thing that was making her writhe was a
dildo/wand pole extending from the floor between her legs. It was
made of memory metal, and it had the dildo fully inserted in her
pussy while the wand's vibrating head pressed tight against her
clit.

The pole moved back and forth, fucking her
pussy while keeping the buzzy wand head in place against her clit,
sometimes pressing it tightly, sometimes barely touching it.

The sylph's face was contorted into a rictus
of a smile as she struggled to maintain a beauty contestant smile
with the dildo pole/wand working its will on her.

“Hi, my name's Jinkie, I'm a reporter
from the Interstellar Inquirer, mind if I ask you a few questions?”
Jinkie asked.

“F-feel freeeeee, Mistresss,” said the
sylph, slurring her words a little as she struggled to speak,
maintain her smile and also her composure as the wand set fire to
her pussy.

“Mine, work her nipples a bit,” said
Jinkie with a grin.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat with a
lilt in her voice. She moved to the other side of the sylph and
began working her large, distended nipples, her nimble fingers
moving with all the expertise of an experienced sylph.

“What are you called, sylph?” Jinkie
asked.

“Chri … Christina,” the sylph gasped.
She was struggling mightily not to lose that smile, making her gasp
her words between her gleaming teeth.

“Christina, what's the point of all
this smile training?” asked Jinkie.

“To ... to ... teach us sylphs to
ssssmile under ah ... ah ... any circumstaaaaances, Missstress,”
Christina gasped.

”That's a fairly poor smile,” Jinkie
observed. ”Most of you look like you have some rare disease
contorting your faces.”

“Gaaaah,” Christina gasped,
desperately struggling to maintain her smile as she both laughed
and moaned in pleasure. ”We, ah … it counts if our lips are
upturned,” said Christina. Her smile was more natural now. Her
funny bone had been tickled by the “rare disease” crack.

“Ah, that's all it takes,” said Jinkie
nodding.

“Y-yesss, Mistressssss,” said
Christina said.

“Do you enjoy this, Christina?” Jinkie
asked.

“I lo … love it, Mistresss,” Christina
said, her sex fully roused as hotmeat proceeded to pull and prod
and lick her nipples.

“Why?” Jinkie asked. “You look
tormented.”

“I'm in ec, ec, ecstasssy, Mistress,”
Christina moaned, her eyes closing momentarily but her grin
remaining. “All the sex, all the freeeee people fucking and
feeeeeeling me and looking at mm mm meee. Sooo much fu fu
fun!”

“You are getting off on being watched
while you sweat and moan while naked and displayed like this,
sylph?” Jinkie asked disbelievingly.

“Oh, god yesssss,” Christina moaned,
taking advantage of the chance to both answer Jinkie's question and
release some of the passion that was roiling inside her.

“Well they say it takes all kinds, and
I suppose you are one of them,” said Jinkie.

“Yess, Missstress,” said Christina,
her brows dripping with sweat as her self-control dropped off to
nothing, or close to it.

“Finish her off, hotmeat,” Jinkie
ordered. She knew hotmeat wanted to.

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat responded
with a definite undertone of excitement in her voice. She began
working Christina's nipples vigorously and then leaned forward and
started nibbling her earlobes without easing up on her nipples at
all.

This new and unusual stimulation, so
intimate and sexy, was too much for Christina, or perhaps she
wanted to give Jinkie the show she was looking for, because she
began moaning loudly and writhing extra vigorously in her bonds,
and suddenly she cried out and her eyes opened wide and so did her
mouth ,and not in a smile at all, but in a wide open O for Orgasm
as she experienced a series of orgasms that seemed to run from her
toes to the top of her head, her clearly defined muscles writhing
spectacularly, finally collapsing into a heap in the ropes, her
face slack, the dildo still probing her pussy.

“A customer has broken Christina!”
announced the overhead voice.

A polite smattering of applause broke out
among the many onlookers, and a sylph ran over to Jinkie and knelt
before her, extending her open hands upward toward her, which held
… something.

“Mistress, please accept this prize
from the Korollian Sylph Pens, for breaking Christina's smile,”
said the sylph softly.

“Before I'll accept it, I'll have to
have SOME idea what it is,” Jinkie said, gazing dubiously at the
object in the sylph's hands. It was a simple black box, about eight
inches long by four inches wide and four inches thick.

“Oh, Mistress, it's the Orgasmatron
Z8000!” exclaimed the sylph. “It's the most advanced sexual
gratification aid in the galaxy! It's made of memory metal, memory
plastic, and memory rubber! It can do ANYTHING!”

“Hmmph!” Jinkie snorted. “Put it on my
sylph, I want to see how it works.”

“Standard sylph configuration,
Mistress?” asked the sylph.

“Whatever,” said Jinkie, thinking how
handy it was to have hotmeat around to literally do all the dirty
work.

“Yes, Mistress,” said the sylph. She
put the square in front of hotmeat's crotch and whispered,
”Orgasmatron, activate, normal sylph mode,” at the box.

The Orgasmatron sprang into life. A black
probe extended from its side and oozed into hotmeat's pussy,
leading hotmeat to go, “oop!” in a cute little voice as it expanded
to fill her pussy. A moment later she said “oop!” again as a second
probe entered her anus and expanded.

Another long black probe snaked from the box
between hotmeat's ass cheeks. It moved left and hooked one wrist
shackle by the ring, then moved left and hooked the other wrist
shackle, fastening them together and then releasing them, but
leaving a memory metal ring connecting the cuffs, securing
hotmeat's hands behind her back.

Two other probes snaked up and headed
straight for hotmeat's nipples. They spread to cover the nipples,
then retreated, leaving a black circle covering each nipple. The
circles turned translucent, almost transparent, then arched into
tiny domes that extended small tonguelike extrusions from the
center of the domes that began to torment hotmeat's nipples.

Finally, a third probe with a round blob on
the end of it snaked up between hotmeat's breasts to her mouth and
placed itself against her lips. Hotmeat, knowing what was coming,
opened her mouth and the blob entered her mouth and inflated,
gagging her.

“Oh, turn the gag thing off,” said
Jinkie said.

“Yes, Mistress,” said the sylph, and
she whispered, “Orgasmatron, remove gag.” A moment later, the bulb
pulled out of hotmeat's mouth and the probe disappeared back into
the mass that filled hotmeat's pussy, which appeared to be
throbbing slightly.

A request to install an app for the
Orgasmatron appeared on Jinkie's internal desktop, and she gave it
permission. A moment later she had a set of controls over hotmeat's
Orgasmatron. She gave them a quick look and raised her brows at
some of the things the Orgasmatron could do to hotmeat.

“Well, this IS a nice gift,” said
Jinkie. “Tell your Masters I am pleased with their gift,
sylph.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said the sylph,
smiling and walking off.

“Thank YOU for putting the Orgasmatron
on me, my Mistress,” hotmeat said.

“Don't thank me,” said Jinkie said.
“I'm just doing this for the sake of the story. It occurs to me
that you can add flavor to my reporting.”

“We also serve who only cum and moan,”
hotmeat said.

“I'm beginning to regret having that
gag removed,” said Jinkie darkly.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat without
the least bit of apology in her voice.

Jinkie set the plugs in hotmeat's pussy and
anus to “vibrate” and “thrust” and set the intensity level to three
out of ten.

“Smile, sylph,” said Jonkie with an
evil leer.

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said, putting
on a fixed smile.

“Keep smiling,” Jinkie
ordered.

“You are truly a fiend, Mistress,”
hotmeat said admiringly.

“Strictly business, sylph,” Jinkie
said. “Now let's see what else this place has to offer. Who knows
what other prizes I might win?”

Jinkie looked around as if scanning the
nearby attractions, but it was just show for Marty Stu, knowing
Grab Ass would see whatever Marty Stu saw. She had already spotted
the place she wanted to go.

“What's going on over there?” Jinkie
mused as she gazed at a nearby crowd. “Let's go see.”

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said, her
voice a little high. Jinkie glanced at her and saw that she was
still smiling, and her eyes were bright. She was probably being
tormented by the Orgasmatron. Served her right for being such a
huge sylph.

They walked over to the crowd.

There was a big floating sign over the area
where the crowd was, saying “Be a Borkistani sylph for an Hour!
Amaze Your Friends! Inspire Your Lovers!”

Jinkie moved through the crowd and got to
the edge of a large open display area. Several naked sylphs were
right next to the public viewing area. Directly in front of Jinkie
a naked sylph in a collar with her hands behind her back was
kneeling on the dirt, being fucked up the ass by a Master wearing a
mask. All the Masters and Mistresses were wearing masks, and all
the slaves were barefaced. But that wasn't the weird part.

The weird part was that the sylphs were all
grinning and mugging back at the crowd, who were laughing and
pointing and taking pictures of them, and making lewd suggestions
to them.

“Now what the hell is going on here?”
Jinkie muttered.

“This is a temporary sylph area,” said
Marty Stu. “Free women can come here and be a sylph for a time,
without losing their status as free women, and get photographed by
their friends while sylphing it up big time. Or they can do so in
private. It's very popular, as you can see.”

“Why in the world would any … don't
answer that, Marty,” said Jinkie. “I'll go to a primary
source.”

Jinkie leaned over the waist high barrier to
the enclosure, a force field that projected the appearance of an
old, unpainted wooden fence.

“Excuse me, could you tell me why
you're doing this?” Jinkie asked.

“Gaffa foo,” said the gagged woman as
the Master continued ramming her ass.

“Nod if I can take your gag out,” said
Jinkie.

The woman shook her head vigorously
“No.”

Jinkie shrugged. Not everyone wanted to be
famous, and that probably went double for free women not wanting to
be famous for being ass-fucked in bondage like a sylph. Probably
all the people taking photos of her were friends. But the hovercams
floating around Jinkie clearly identified her as a blogger at the
very least, and perhaps as a reporter.

“Maybe you should ask one of the women
in line, Mistress,” hotmeat suggested, smiling.

“I was going to do that, sylph,”
Jinkie said.

“Of course, Mistress,” hotmeat said as
she followed Jinkie to the line of women waiting to be
sylphed.

“You probably shouldn't bother trying
to interview the women wearing camou,” advised Marty Stu. “They're
here for private sessions, and wish to remain
anonymous.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “So some free women
come here in camou, are privately treated like sylphs, then leave
in camou so nobody but the Borkistanis know who they
are?”

“Correct,” said Marty Stu.

“I saw the light bulb go on over your
head and I bet everybody else in the general vicinity did, too,”
IM'd hotmeat.

“Bah, you only saw it because you know
what I'm up to,” Jinkie IM'd in response. “Why do they wear camou,
why don't they just wear an invisibility field?”

“Because camou is safer, for them,”
hotmeat IM'd back. “If you're wearing an invisibility field and
someone runs into you and something they're wearing shorts out your
invisibility field and you become visible, it's not their fault …
no one can see you to avoid you. But people can see camou, and thus
avoid it. Bowling into a person hard enough to dislodge their camou
would be extremely difficult and completely their fault, meaning
they'd get sued senseless. So people avoid camou wearers. Plus,
cheap thrill aspect: everyone knows what you're up to, but no one
knows it's you. It's part of the thrill of the whole secret sylph
routine.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “That makes
sense.”

“Excuse me,” said Jinkie to a
likely-looking woman, a tall brunette with a well-developed body
who had been watching them covertly. “Could I ask you a few
questions?”

“Sure, honey,” said the
woman.

“I'm Jinkie Jenkins, a reporter for
the Interstellar Inquirer, what's your name?” Jinkie
asked.

“I'm Shohura Kane, I'm a Basic,” said
the woman. “Pleased to meetcha.”

“So, you're a free woman, why are you
going to be a sylph for an hour here?” Jinkie asked.

“For kicks, mostly,” said Shohura.
“Plus, there's my ex-boyfriend.”

“What about your ex-boyfriend?” Jinkie
asked.

“Oh, he broke up with me, and I'm
gonna do a lot of stuff out there in the public display area and my
friend Weynaria is gonna holocam it and then I'll send it to him,
just to let him know what he's missing,” said Shohura.

“Ah, revenge porn,” said
Jinkie.

“Exactly,” Shohura
confirmed.

“Aren't you afraid he'll just kind of
enjoy what you send him as porn?” Jinkie asked.

“I am pretty sure he will,” said
Shohura. “But so what? It just means he's the wanker he really is.
He used to be my boyfriend, he coulda had the real thing, I was
ready to give him EVERYTHING, but nooooo, he had to break up with
me just because I got him killed, he thinks.”

“You got him killed?” Jinkie
asked.

“Well, yes,” said Shohura. “But to be
fair, I got killed, too.”

“What happened?” Jinkie
asked.

“Well we were out cruising in the
hovercar one night, looking for kicks you know,” said Shohura, “and
I said why don't we disconnect the robot driver and you drive for
real for once? Take our lives in our hands, you know?”

“And he went for it?” Jinkie asked
incredulously. She couldn't imagine trusting a vehicle to a human
driver.

“Yes, after a bit,” said Shohura. “He
did a lot of driving in virtual, you know? And he was pretty good
at it when we got the robot disconnected.”

“But then he crashed,” said
Jinkie.

“Well, not right away,” said Shohura.
“It wasn't until I started giving him the blowjob while he was
driving. That's when he crashed.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, nodding.

“Yeah, when he started screaming, I
thought he was cumming, but I was wrong about that,” said Shohura.
“I died with his cock in my mouth. If that's not romantic, I don't
know what is! But he didn't see it that way. So in a sense, this
will be a romantic gesture, too.”

“Well, dying is considered very
traumatic by many people,” Jinkie observed.

“It sure is,” Shohura agreed. “But I
only lost a weekend, I do regular backups on Friday afternoon, you
know? It's not my fault he got careless about backing up himself
and lost a whole month.”

“That was careless of him,” Jinkie
agreed.

“Especially with a girlfriend like
her,” hotmeat IM'd Jinkie.

“Stop reading my mind, sylph,” Jinkie
IM'd.

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat
IM'd.

“Well, thank you for talking to me,”
said Jinkie. “Good luck with your ex-boyfriend.”

“I'm more interested in having good
luck with my next boyfriend,” said Shohura.

Jinkie interviewed two or three more women
who were standing in line. They said they wanted to experience
sylphing without having to commit to the sylphing life.

“Tourists,” hotmeat IM'd Jinkie as
they spoke.

Jinkie soon got near enough to her real
objective, a masked Borkistani Master standing at the door and
taking tickets and admitting the women in. He was busy, but a
second masked Master was standing nearby, probably doing some kind
of security thing. He was a powerfully built man wearing black
shorts and a utility belt studded with devices, and with a whip
hanging from it, and nothing else, other than his mask.

“Excuse me, sir, could I ask you some
questions?” Jinkie asked.

“Sure, lady,” he said in a friendly
voice. Borkistanis were often described as “secretive” but this was
after all a public event area, of course they'd be welcoming
here.

“First of all, why do all of you wear
masks?” asked Jinkie.

“It's a safety thing,” he responded.
“Some of the ladies who come here are doing revenge porn, and
sometimes their lovers or ex-lovers or whatever want some revenge
on the Masters as well as the temporary sylphs. So we hide our
features and don't use our real names.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “What's your fake
name?”

“Jonquil,” he replied.

“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Jonquil,”
said Jinkie. “I understand that the Borkistanis also provide sylph
training services here on Sexquest.”

“That's right,” said Jonquil. “We
offer sylph training, rental and sales as well. Our public shows
are just part of what makes Borkistani sylphing services
exceptional. Would you happen to have any sylphs that need
training?” he added, giving hotmeat a look.

“I would,” said Jinkie. “Right now,
I'm just thinking about it, mind you. But since I was in the
vicinity, I thought I'd just drop by and ask. Plus, I'm reporting
as you can see, it would work out well in both
respects.”

“Ah,” said Jonquil, nodding. “Perhaps
you'd like a tour of our facilities, see what we can do for you and
your sylph,” Jonquil said.

“That would be excellent,” said
Jinkie.

“Hold on a moment, let me see if I can
arrange a replacement for me, and I'll show you around,” said
Jonquil.

“Certainly,” said Jinkie.

“He's very smooth,” hotmeat IM'd
Jinkie.

“Yes, he is,” Jinkie IM'd back. “Too
smooth!”

“All right, ladies, my replacement
will be here momentarily,” said Jonquil. “For your own safety, I'll
have to ask all three of you to stick with me during the tour, but
you're welcome to record anything and everything you
encounter.”

“Sounds reasonable,” said Jinkie.
“Wouldn't want us blundering into any of your secret free woman
kidnapping operations.”

“Exactly,” said Jonquil, completely
deadpan.

“You've probably heard that sort of
thing before,” Jinkie said.

“Yes,” Jonquil said, not elaborating
on it, but in tones that indicated he had heard a lot of it, and
with a slight smile.

“Sorry, can't help it, I'm a
reporter,” said Jinkie.

“Understood,” said Jonquil.

A moment later a masked man entered the
waiting area and gave Jonquil a wave. Jonquil waved back and said,
“This way, ladies,” and led them through a door at the back of the
waiting area, the same one that admitted uncamouflaged free women
for training.

The door opened to a waiting room where free
women stood before a desk paying for their upcoming abuse and
staring into the air.

“What are they doing other than
forking over creds?” Jinkie asked.

“They're at their desktops, digitally
signing a boatload of forms that legally absolve Borkistani
Sylphing Services from any responsibility for anything,” said
Jonquil.

“I imagine more than one woman has had
second thoughts about this, Jonquil,” Jinkie observed.

“Oh, that's not much of a problem any
more, though it used to be,” said Jonquil as he led them through
another door and down a hallway lined with doors, all of them
closed. “But if we didn't have these forms, it probably would be.
And call me “John,” everybody does.”

“Is your real last name by any chance
'Quill'?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes,” said John.

“And is your digital signature's
password by any chance “Quill Pen” or some variation of that?”
Jinkie asked.

“Dammit, I gotta change that,” said
John.

Jinkie and hotmeat exchanged glances.

“Probably a good idea,” Jinkie said
dryly.

The hallway ended in a security door that
scanned them all digitally in a nanosecond or three before
admitting them through it's massive bulk.

“Forcefields would be a lot cheaper,”
Jinkie observed.

“Forcefields can lose power and become
useless,” said John. “Diamond steel takes noisy, prolonged,
difficult work, one way or another.”

“Be a handy thing for an illegal
slaving operation,” Jinkie observed.

“It would,” John agreed. “It also
contributes to the atmosphere of being in an old-timey slave
training pen. We are aware of the reputation that the Borkistanis
have, and we aren't afraid to play on our reputation, for our
benefit and our client's benefits.”

“Vicarious thrills,” said
Jinkie.

“Exactly,” said John.

They walked through the door into a hall
that had several signs floating in the air, with arrows pointing
left and right with labels like “Medical” “Training Rooms A-F” and
that sort of thing.

John removed his mask, revealing a busy head
of coppery brown hair and a strong commanding, tanned face with a
broad nose, a firm chin and dark brown eyes.

“We'll start with the Prep room,” said
John. “It's where the sylphs start, once all the forms are filled
out.”

They followed the arrow that pointed to the
Prep room. They entered the room and found it lined with about a
dozen cots on either side, cots that had many restraining devices
attached to them.

Seven sylphs were lying on the cots. They
were all stark naked. Their legs were strapped into stirrups like
the ones Ob-gyn doctors used, and spread very wide. Their hands
were cuffed behind their backs, and their collars were tightly
chained to the bed so that they could not raise their heads. Their
mouths were held wide open by ring gags, which were set in head
harnesses firmly strapped to their heads.

“This is where we make any
physiological adjustments to a sylph that may be necessary or
desirable before we begin training her. You know, oral clits, that
sort of thing,” said John.

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “What's an oral
clit?”

John looked at her, surprised.

“You don't have one?” he
asked.

“Of course not!” said Jinkie. “I'm not
a sylph!”

“Oh, most free women have those,” said
John. “Makes giving a blowjob much more fun, you know.”

“I do not know,” Jinkie replied
coolly.

”Well perhaps we should start by
asking you what mods your sylph has, so we can figure out what sort
of mods she might need or want,” said John.

“Ask her yourself,” said Jinkie. “I
keep her ungagged for a reason.”

“Certainly,” said John. “What do you
call her?”

“Hotmeat,” Jinkie said, pleased that
just saying the name didn't make her blush. But it did embarrass
her.

“Hotmeat, do you have an oral clit?”
John asked.

“Yes, Master,” said
hotmeat.

“An anal clit?” he asked.

“Yes, Master,” hotmeat
answered.

“Gag reflex controller?”

””Yes, Master.”

“A Sex Hormone Enhancement
set?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Nipple Enhancers?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Toe tinglers?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Earlobe Extras?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Armpit vaginas?”

“No, Master.”

“Prehensile labia?”

“No, Master.”

“Pubococcygeal enhancers?”

“Yes, Master.”

“G-spot enhancement set?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Autogag?”

“Yes, Master.”

Jinkie tried to keep a straight face as she
listened to the many, many sexual modifications John named, many of
which hotmeat already had, most of which Jinkie had made it a point
never to have heard of.

“Well no wonder you call her
'hotmeat',” John observed when he finished listing enhancements.
“You've really got her jacked.”

“Jacked?” Jinkie asked.

“Very heavily modified for sexual
activity,” said John.

“Oh no, I wasn't the one who jacked
her,” said Jinkie. “I just bought her, um, ass-is. I never heard of
most of that stuff.”

“Well some if it is kind of exotic and
rare, but you'd be surprised how many free women are walking around
thoroughly jacked for sex,” said John. “But we can remove any of
her modifications you'd like us to. Take her right back to totally
unmodified, if you like.”

“I'll leave her ass-is, for now,” said
Jinkie, eyeing hotmeat speculatively.

“Probably your best move, if you just
bought her,” John said approvingly. “Take her for a few test spins,
see what works for you, what doesn't.”

“I'll bear that in mind,” said Jinkie,
uncomfortably aware that John thought hotmeat was Jinkie's sexual
toy, just like everyone else did. The Orgasmatron 8000 hanging out
of her pussy didn't help in that respect. But if it helped the
story she was willing to let him think whatever he
liked.

“So all these girls are waiting to be
modded?” Jinkie asked to get things off the subject of her and
hotmeat.

She looked at them. Not only were their legs
spread, but there were speculums hanging out of their vaginas and
anuses. Their every orifice was an open book.

“No, most of them have been modded and
they're just lying still while the mods take root and set up,” John
answered. “Plus, we bring tours like yourselves through and let
them look at the girls as up close and personal as they like. It
helps accustom them to the fact that their bodies will be displayed
and seen by all, at their owners' whim. Feel free to wander over
and take a peek in any of their orifices.”

“They love the attention,” John added
fondly, with a grin.

Jinkie smiled a bit, too, because in that
little gesture it became very obvious to Jinkie that John liked
sylphs, he liked them a lot. And not just sexually.

“Hotmeat, give them some attention,”
Jinkie ordered.

“What sort of attention, my Mistress?”
hotmeat asked.

“I dunno, tickle them or something,”
said Jinkie.

“As you wish, Mistress,” said hotmeat.
She walked over to the nearest slavegirl, seized her bound foot,
and started tickling it, making her scream and giggle and writhe,
and making the drool fly as she shook her head from side to side.
The ring gag forced her to create some fairly strange sounds as she
laughed. And as she writhed, the speculum inside her flopped about
on the bed.

Hotmeat went on and tickled the other sylphs
lying in their beds, then returned to Jinkie's side.

“Nicely done, mine,” said Jinkie. “As
your reward, you can stop smiling now. For the time
being.”

“Thank you, my Mistress,” said Jinkie,
smiling, then allowing her face to return to it's normal, more
relaxed pose.

“You had her under smile discipline
with the Orgasmatron on her?” John asked. “Nice!”

Jinkie scowled. She did not care to be
admired by a sylpher.

“Now, let's head for inspections,”
said John, and they headed back into the hallway and down to
another room labeled inspections.

“This is where it really starts,” said
John. “The girls in the Prep room have already been inspected,
that's how we knew what sort of additions they needed.”

The inspections room was divided into two
sections. In one section, sylphs were encased from head to toe in
scary-looking latex bodysuits with all sorts of cables snaking in
and out of them, with monitors showing their every physiological
response. A metallic armature ran up their spines and along their
arms and legs, holding them in position via their collars and the
shackles on their wrists and ankles and a large belt around their
waists.

The girls' vaginas, anuses, breasts and
mouths were not encased in latex, all the rest was. And their
mouths, vaginas and anuses were filled with devices that had cables
running in and out of them. Their breasts had small domelike
suction cups attached to their nipples.

“What the hell?” Jinkie asked,
glancing at the other side of the room in which naked sylphs with
chains running from their collars to loops set in tracks in the
ceiling stood helplessly while they were felt up by technicians in
lab coats. That seemed absolutely normal compared to the
techno-sexual nightmare she was looking at.

“Ah, yeah, these women are undergoing
deep inspection,” said John. “We're monitoring them right down to
the quantum level while they enjoy being held in relative sensory
deprivation.”

“Relative sensory deprivation?” Jinkie
asked. ”What's that?”

“Well it's not COMPLETE sensory
deprivation, because the gag and the vibrators and the nippleizers
are sending them all sorts of very intense sensory input,” said
John. “But we've got sound-deadening fields over their ears,
they're gagged, and the latex encasement keeps them from touching
anything, and the hood keeps them blinded, and we have filters in
their nose holes that filter out smells, so they're very isolated
in there.”

“But they're being sexually excited by
the vibrators and the gag and the things on their nipples?” Jinkies
guessed.

“Periodically,” said John. “We measure
the responses of their nervous and endocrine systems to the sexual
stimuli, things like duration and intensity of orgasms, amount of
sexual fluids produced, amount of clit engorgement, nipple
stiffening, that sort of thing.”

Jinkies heard some pathetic mewls coming
from one of the women and saw her hands twisting in her bonds.

“Do any of them ever panic, get
claustrophobic, anything like that?” Jinkie asked.

“It does happen, it's very rare,” said
John. “When it happens, we shoot em up with Tranquil and Happy and
see if that helps. Most of the time, it does. But most sylphs like
this a lot, and are kinda wistful when we take them out of the
suits. Some of them beg for more time in them.”

“I can't imagine …” Jinkie
said.

“I'll bet your sylph can,” John said
grinning, as he'd noted hotmeat's frankly envious look at the
sylphs in the suits.

“Have you ever been in one of those
things, hotmeat?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes, my Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

Jinkie noticed that hotmeat tended to call
her “my mistress” a lot when other slaves were about. Jinkie
wondered if hotmeat was somehow claiming her as her own Mistress, a
sort of ownership thing, in a perverse way. Well, of COURSE, in a
perverse way.

“And did you enjoy it?” Jinkie
asked.

“Very much, my Mistress,” said hotmeat
with a knowing smile.

Jinkie rolled her eyes.

“I knew you were a pervert, but …” she
muttered.

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat,
smiling sweetly.

Jinkie turned her attention to the sylphs
who were on the other side of the room, standing with those
nooselike arrangements of collar and chain around their necks,
their hands cuffed behind their back, assuming various postures as
the women … it was all women, Jinkie noted … felt them up very
thoroughly, running their hands all over every bit of their bodies,
from their fingertips to their toetips and up to their scalps.

“So, what's going on with those
slaves?” Jinkie asked. “Being fondled and molested over there, I
see. Measuring their responses?”

“Well their responses are being
collected, for sure,” said John. “But they're also being judged and
graded. See how the sylphs' breasts and butts and other parts and
being squeezed at times, and other times the inspectors are just
running their fingertips over the surface of the sylphs'
skins?”

“Yes, I had noticed that,” said
Jinkie.

“The inspectors are all gifted women
with extraordinary skin sensitivity,” said John. “They judge the
squeezability of the sylphs' breasts, butts, thighs, etc. They also
judge the feel of the sylphs' skins, and the tone of their muscles.
That way the nutritionists and trainers know what areas each sylph
needs to improve on.”

“Couldn't you do it all with nanoes?”
Jinkie asked.

“Sure, and we could measure the sexual
responsiveness of the other sylphs with calibrated force fields, no
need for latex encasements, but what would be the fun in that?”
John asked.

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “The fun
factor.”

“Exactly,” said John. “It's not enough
for a sylpher to do a thing … it has to be done RIGHT.”

“You're very demanding, I'm sure,”
Jinkie said as she watched a sylph squirming as an inspector
checked her nipples' responsiveness.

“That we are,” John agreed.

Jinkie glanced over at hotmeat, who was
watching it all with bright, envious eyes.

“You're about ready to be signed up
for training, aren't you, mine?” Jinkie asked teasingly.

“It has its appeal, my Mistress,”
hotmeat responded.

“Don't count on it,” Jinkie said
coolly.

“Of course not, my Mistress,” hotmeat
responded in knowing tones.

“Would you like to feel a slave, get a
feel of what the inspectors are doing?” John asked.

“No,” Jinkie said, shuddering inwardly
at the thought.

“Want to have your slave inspected?”
John asked.

“Have you ever been inspected like
that, mine?” Jinkie asked.

“No, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“What, there's some disgusting,
perverted thing you haven't done yet?” Jinkie asked in surprised
tones.

“I suppose so, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“Well, no time like the present,”
Jinkie said. “Yes, I'd like her inspected, John.”

“Happy to,” said John. He walked over
to the technicians and spoke for a moment, and returned with a
tiny, mouselike woman in a lab coat in tow.

“This is Miyuki, she'll inspect your
sylph,” said John.

“Thank you, Miyuki,” said
Jinkies.

“You are most welcome, madam,” said
Miyuki with a bright, professional smile. “Do you wish me to
conduct the inspection with the device in place in her pussy and
nipples, or do you wish to remove it?”

“We'll just leave it in,” said Jinkie.
She feared that if it were removed, she would have to handle it,
and the thought had waves of “Eeeeew!” echoing in her
mind.

“As you wish, madam,” Miyuki said to
Jinkie.

“Heel, girl,” Miyuki said to hotmeat
and walked back over to the inspection area without even looking
back to see if hotmeat was following her. Which, of course, hotmeat
was.

Jinkie smiled at hotmeat as she turned the
Orgasmatron level up to eight.

Hotmeat's eyes widened slightly as she felt
Orgasmatron cranking up the heat within her.

“Thank you Mistress,” she said in a
small voice as she left.

Jinkie said nothing. She was not sure why
she bothered to do things like that. It wasn't her business to give
hotmeat sexual jollies, theirs was a professional relationship, and
she was a reporter, dammit.

Then again, she was on the sylph beat, and
hotmeat was a sylph, and why should she not serve as a surrogate
for all the sexy business of sylphing? It was possible to think of
all she was doing to hotmeat as simple businesslike reporting, and
that was the way Jinkie chose to think of it. She was a reporter,
dammit!

Except that Jinkie knew that all the
suggestions for doing these things came, not from her businesslike
reporter brain, but from some impish part of her that delighted in
putting hotmeat through all these trials because she could.

And she feared that hotmeat knew it too.
That knowing smile of hers was far too knowing to suit Jinkie.

The technician whipped out a pad and a chain
descended from the ceiling.

“You turned up the device inside her,
didn't you?” John asked with a knowing leer.

“What business is that of yours?”
Jinkie asked.

“I'm a sylpher,” John responded.
“Women are my business.”

“You mean sylphs are your business,”
Jinkie corrected him.

“Women are the raw material from which
sylphs are created,” John said. “So in that sense, it's the same
thing.”

“No, it's not,” Jinkie said coolly.
She did not want anyone putting her on the same plane as a sylph of
any kind.

“Sure thing, ma'am,” John said
agreeably, though he clearly did not agree with her.

“Bend, sylph,” Miyuki said over in the
training area, and hotmeat immediately bent over at the waist.
Miyuki took the chain dangling from the ceiling and attached it to
hotmeat's collar. If she had not made hotmeat bend over, it might
have been difficult, for she was much shorter than
hotmeat.

“That's a good girl,” said Miyuki,
pulling a tablet out of the large pocket of her lab coat and
pressing a button on it that made the chain reel back up to the
ceiling. Miyuki watched carefully as the chain pulled hotmeat to a
standing position and stopped the chain when she was standing fully
erect, but not on her tiptoes.

Then Miyuki punched a few buttons on the pad
and pulled a stool over close to her, and put the pad on it.

Finally, she walked over to a portion of the
countertop and put her hands inside what Jinkie recognized as a
nanowasher, the kind doctors used.

“Sanitation is a big deal with our new
girls,” said John. “Never know what they're bringing in with them
until after they've been through the suit scan.”

“The suit scan is the women in the
latex suits?” Jinkie asked.

“Yeah, the scans pick up any
infections disease germs and kill them dead,” said John.

“Makes sense, I suppose,” said
Jinkie.

“Yes, the training involves a lot of
intimate contact,” said John.

“I'm sure,” Jinkie said with just a
touch of sneer in her voice.

John just grinned. The opinions of prudes
were of no importance to sylphers.

Miyuki turned her attention to hotmeat, and
began running her fingers over every bit of hotmeat's skin. Her
face was concentrated as she did so, totally focused on the
sensations she was getting from her fingertips. As she fondled
hotmeat, she spoke softly, saying things like “gluteal SR 7.5” and
“abdomenal SR 8.3.”

Hotmeat, her hands still cuffed behind her
back and her collar chain holding her upright, was breathing
heavily as the Orgasmatron worked its buzzy will on her vagina, ass
and nipples.

“Miyuki seems to be enjoying her job,”
Jinkie noted as she watched the sensuous way Miyuki stroked and
caressed and squeezed hotmeat's flesh, even though there was a
certain deliberation about the way she proceeded. There was just
something in the way she focused so totally on hotmeat that went a
little beyond professionalism and into body worship.

“Yes, she loves the women,” said John
with a grin.

“So you're OK with inspectors getting
off on feeling up the sylphs?” Jinkie asked.

“Sure, nobody would do the job if they
didn't enjoy it,” said John. “The sylphs ain't the only ones that
are supposed to have fun. I mean, the pay is OK, but it ain't
nothing special, you know?”

“I see,” said Jinkie. “I thought
sylphers were supposed to maintain a certain distance from their
sylphs.”

“Sure, but it's just part of the
game,” said John. “The sylphs sometimes fall for us, and want us to
fall for them, and sometimes we do. But mostly the sylphs want to
have sex with lots of men and make those men as happy as they can
possibly be, while being made happy as can possibly be. It's all
part of the sylph mystique.”

“The sylph mystique?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yes, the whole folklore of sylphing,”
said John, “from the early days of being a slave or a bought whore
to being freelance whores to being sex-positive women who just want
to get their fuck on, to the modern institution of sylphery, it's
all one big bag of cultural and personal artifacts that make
sylphing what it is.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, a little surprised
at John's eloquence. “I'd never thought about it that
way.”

“Ah, you think about sylphing a lot
when you're a sylpher, if you're any good at it,” said John. “I
mean, I ain't saying there aren't any natural sylphers who do the
right thing by instinct every time, but there's a lot to be said
for the deliberate approach to being a sylpher.”

“What did you do before you were a
sylpher?” Jinkie asked.

“I was a musician,” said John. “Really
enjoyed playing the Zirconian zither, but there wasn't that much
money in it. I got a few gigs for weddings, parties, that kind of
thing, as part of a guramba band, you know.”

“How did you go from Zirconian
zithering to sylphing?” Jinkie asked.

“Oh, some friends of mine rented me a
sylph for a month for my birthday present,” said John. “I felt like
it was kind of an insult at first … like I couldn't get a sylph on
my own, you know? And I was tempted to send her back. But then I
just said “What the fuck” and went at her good and strong for a
couple of weeks, because I hadn't done a lot of dating, much less
sylphing. Devoted to my music, you know? And she told me if I ever
wanted a steady gig I should look into being a sylpher, because she
thought I had the stuff. And about a week after her month with me
was over, I started some sylphing courses, and a short while after
that, I was a sylpher. Never looked back.”

“Do you still play the Zirconian
zither?” Jinkie asked.

“Sure, I still enjoy zithering it up,”
said John, “Nothing like I used to, but I can still do a mean riff
when I want to. And of course, it can be used to torture the
sylphs,” he added with an evil grin.

“Eew,” said Jinkie, but it was a
laughing sort of “Eeew.”

“It takes a hard man to be a sylpher,”
said John. “And that's what I am.”

As John and Jinkie spoke, Miyuki finished
her inspection and walked over to a printer and pulled a sheet of
paper out of it, leaving hotmeat panting and bright eyed. She had
clearly enjoyed the inspection too.

“Here you are, madam,” Minyuki said
respectfully. “Your results.”

Jinkie looked at the paper, which had
hotmeat's name on it, and hers, and Miyuki's, and then a table
listing various sorts of responses with numbers associated with
them.

“There are some caveats, madam,” said
Miyuki. “Your sylph was very aroused by the Orgasmatron, so her
skin responsiveness was undoubtedly higher than normal because of
that, though she is a very responsive sylph to begin with. And I
was unable to do a vaginal or anal probe because the Orgasmatron
blocked access and would have thrown off all my numbers in any
event.”

“I understand,” said Jinkie. She did
not really understand what all the numbers meant, or care much. The
implike part of her brain thought it might be fun to make hotmeat
explain all the numbers to her later. And the reporter part of her
brain thought it might make for some entertaining reporting. So it
might happen.

“Thank you,” Jinkie said
dismissively.

“It was my pleasure,” Miyuki said, the
tiniest bit of a gleam in her eye. “I will unhook your sylph
now.”

“Probably for the best,” Jinkie said,
smiling.

Miyuki unhooked hotmeat, who walked over to
her Mistress and knelt at her feet silently.

“Why, you look sweaty, mine,” said
Jinkie. ”Enjoy the inspection?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat, a
distinctive husky note of lust in her voice.

“Good,” said Jinkie, going to her
internal desktop and dialing the Orgasmatron down to 3.

“Thank you, Mistress,” hotmeat said,
smiling. Jinkie was pretty sure hotmeat would have said the same
thing if she'd dialed the Orgasmatron up to 11.

“Well I guess next thing, we go to the
Bendy Room,” said John. “It's typically the next stop for new
sylphs.”

“Sounds good,” said Jinkie. “But Bendy
Room?”

“Its official name is “Joint and
Muscle Flexibility Assessment and Training Room,” but everybody
calls it the Bendy Room,” John explained.

“Understandable,” Jinkie
said.

They entered the Bendy Room and Jinkie
looked around and said, “Found the torture room!”

The room was full of naked women contorted
in various positions, some of them bound in those positions, others
holding the positions with their bodies, some of which trembled
with the strain of holding their positions.

Many of the positions involved having their
legs spread wide. Some of the sylphs were doing simple splits, some
were lying with their butts literally resting atop their heads,
others were folded into themselves so tightly and completely that
they almost didn't look human.

Some of the sylphs were being held in their
positions by trainers, it appeared, or perhaps they were
technicians, it was hard to tell. But it looked terrible.

The only thing that didn't make it look like
a torture room was the lack of blood and agonized screaming, though
there were some “Oomphs” and “Ahhhhs,” as the contorted women
either tightened or loosened their positions.

Also, the faces of the women were not
contorted in agony. Most of them wore looks of great concentration
and some were actually smiling, even with their butts resting on
their heads.

And there were screens all along the walls,
rather than mirrors, each with the name of a sylph atop it, with
graphs and charts beneath it, along with a set of bars that moved
from green to yellow to orange to red, though none were in the red
and when a bar moved to orange, it quickly moved back to yellow or
green, generally with some sylph changing her position just before
that occurred.

Jinkie glanced over at hotmeat and she
watched it all with envious eyes. Marty Stu was his usual
indifferent glowy ball self. Like Pea Eye back on Durango, it was
disposed to remain silent when Jinkie was working. It was nice to
be respected.

“This DOES look different,” said
Jinkie. “What is going on?”

“Trained sylphs are noted for their
bendiness,” said John, “which is really helpful for the exotic sex
positions, you know. This is where we train them to be
bendy.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. ”So you just help
them stretch here?”

“Oh, it's a lot more than that,” said
John. “We also have nano injections to make them stretchier. But
you know, it's not like a cosmetic injection where you just get the
injection and it changes you in the desired way and that's it. It's
more like a combat nanoset, where you get the injection but you
also have to train your body to use the new physical abilities the
combat nanoset gives you. And we go very slow, because you know,
you need a certain amount of stiffness and resistance in your
joints and limbs to keep your body healthy. If your body gets too
bendy, you can have trouble walking and so forth.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie.

“Now you see those bar graphs with all
the colors?” John asked.

“Yes,” said Jinkie.

“They measure the strain on the
various joints that are being strained as the sylphs stretch or are
stretched by their trainers,” said John. “Green means little or no
strain, yellow means some strain, orange means a lot of strain, red
means stop stretching now. The sylphs and their trainers' internal
desktops are linked to the graphs, and if a sylph's joint spends
more than a couple of seconds in the orange, they get an alert, and
if it gets into the red they get a really powerful alert. If you
overstretch a joint, you can lose all the benefits that you get
from stretching.”

“Ah,” Jinkie said. “So this is more
like a physical training facility than a torture room.”

“I'm afraid so,” John said. “Of
course, you might get a different opinion from one of the
sylphs.”

“Would it be all right if I asked one
of them?” Jinkie asked.

“Go right ahead,” said
John.

Jinkie headed over to one of the sylphs who
was sitting with her large, sexy butt on her head. As she was stark
naked at the time, and her legs were spread so that her feet were
resting on either side of her head, her pussy sat atop her head
like a pink flower crown.

Jinkie's hovercams were of course all over
that sight, though some were ogling other sylphs.

“Hi, I'm Jinkie Jenkins with the
Interstellar Inquirer,” said Jinkie to the girl, a petite
black-haired girl with large eyes and delicate sculpted lips, as
well as two large breasts which were now bulging between her rib
cage and the table. “Mind if I ask you few questions?”

“Feel free to ask, Mistress,” said the
sylph, looking and sounding relaxed, though her body was clearly
under tension as she balanced on the table.

“What are you called, girl?” Jinkie
asked.

“I am called patchouli,” said the
girl, smiling.

“Nice to meet you, patchouli,” said
Jinkie. “Now, I can't help but notice that your butt is on your
head. How long did it take you to learn to do that?”

“It took about three weeks, after I
completed the bendy injections,” said patchouli.

“Does it hurt your back to bend it
like that?” Jinkie asked.

“Not when you do it right,” said
patchouli. “And I'm doing it right. I feel strain in my back, but
it's not painful.”

”I'm glad to hear it, but I don't
believe it,” said Jinkie. “Just looking at you makes my back
hurt.”

“I would not lie to a free woman,
Mistress,” patchouli said with just a hint of reproach in her
voice.

“Of course not,” said Jinkie. “Could
you perhaps demonstrate some of the other stretchy things you have
learned to do here, if it would be all right?”

“Gladly, Mistress,” patchouli said.
“Let me just do a dismount.”

Instead of lifting her legs and
straightening them out behind her, patchouli braced her hands
against the table and pushed backward until she was doing a
backward handstand, then straightened herself up until she was
standing atop the table, her feet never having changed
position.

The hovercams caught every move as she did
so.

Patchouli smiled, then walked to the center
of the table and slowly allowed her feet to slide apart, until she
was sitting on the table in a full split.

Patchouli smiled at Jinkie and took her
hands and placed them behind her back, palm to palm, as if praying,
with her fingertips pointed skyward. It was a strangely contorted
position, and was more impressive to Jinkie than the split she was
in, a split so tight that her labia were separated.

“How do you do that?” Jinkie asked.
“Doesn't it hurt?”

“Not really, Mistress,” answered
patchouli with a fetching smile. “I mean, it hurts if you do it
wrong, or too fast or whatever. It can hurt a lot. You have to be
slow and careful. But once you get in position, things sort of
settle in and it's not too bad.”

“What is the point of all this
stretching, other than fitness … I'm sure you're fabulously fit?”
Jinkie asked.

“A girl who is fit and stretchy can do
many sexy things in many sexual positions, some of them fairly
exotic, Mistress,” patchouli replied with a smile.

“Of course,” agreed Jinkie, smiling
wisely as if she had known this all along. This was actually well
outside her experience. There may have been stories about it in the
various stellarnet sites that had departments that covered the
doings of sylphs, which was almost all of them in the scandalously
sexy Quadrant, with lots of holos and pics and text, but she had
avoided them like everything else sylph-related.

And now here she was, shoved into it face
first, as it were, and all because she'd wanted to be a
reporter!

“Show her the Viennese Oyster, girl,”
said John, “if you can do that one.”

“Yes, Master,” said patchouli, smiling
broadly. She unclasped her hands from behind her back, then brought
her legs back together and sat for a moment with her legs dangling
off the edge of the table, just as anyone would.

Then she laid back on the table and lifted
her legs until they were raised above her with her knees folded.
She extended her legs above her, then lowered her legs until they
were parallel with her body, her ankles above her head. Then she
grabbed her legs with her hands and lifted her head and shoulders
between them. She crossed her ankles behind her head. The position
forced her butt upward and displayed her pussy and ass very
clearly, with her head forced up by her ankles behind it, so that
she appeared to be inspecting her pussy. Patchouli smiled and
spanked her butt with her hands, looking very relaxed in a position
that was about as unnatural-looking as anything Jinkie had yet
seen, and since yesterday, she felt she had seen a LOT.

“Now the thing about the oyster is,
you can fuck a girl real easy while she's in it,” said John. By way
of example he worked a couple of fingers into patchouli's pussy and
slid them back and forth between her labia. “Real intimate, too,
you get some good eye contact there,” John added. “And anal's just
as easy, obviously. And you can tie the girl's hands behind her
back or over her head, and tie her feet, too. Actually makes things
easier for her. And you can attach her collar to a
post.”

“Oh, that's gotta hurt,” Jinkie
said.

“Oh, no Mistress, it feels wonderful!”
patchouli exclaimed.

”Really?” Jinkie asked, her brow
arched, her expression one of extreme dubiousity.

“She has an anal clit, Mistress,”
hotmeat said by way of explanation.

Patchouli nodded and smiled in
agreement.

“Eew,” said Jinkie.

“Be a hell of a lot eewier without an
anal clit, my Mistress,” hotmeat observed with a knowing
smirk.

Jinkie gave hotmeat a glare.

“Oh, that's right, you've got an anal
clit,” Jinkie said. “I'm surprised you haven't worn it
out.”

“Some Masters and Mistresses have
tried, my Mistress,” said hotmeat. “But it takes a licking and
keeps on ticking.”

“EEEEW!” exclaimed Jinkie.

“Perhaps an unfortunate turn of
phrase, Mistress, please forgive me,” said hotmeat in a clearly
insincere apology.

Patchouli gave a questioning look at John,
who shrugged his shoulders slightly and eloquently. He did not say
“These two are mildly crazy,” but somehow got the effect
across.

“So basically the purpose of the Bendy
Room is to make the sylphs more capable of doing kinky sex things,”
Jinkie said, looking around at the naked sylphs in all sorts of
pretzelous contortions. The holocams, subsentient but with
extremely flexible programming had been all over the naked sylphs,
of course, though t least three holocams tracked Jinkie, hotmeat
and Marty Stu at all times.

“Pretty much,” said John. “Of course,
it's also good for their health and fitness. We like to say our
sylphs leave healthier and happier than when they
entered.”

“Well, I'll give you the healthier
part,” said Jinkie, “what with the exams and the … bendying. But
how do you make them happier?”

“Good question, and I've got a good
answer,” said John. “Let's head over to one of our training rooms
and we'll show you how we manage it.”

“All right,” said Jinkie. She
considered hanging around to see if one of the sylphs might get a
dramatic cramp while bound in some exotic position, but she knew
that the only thing that would happen would be that she'd be
released from her bondage and given a nice massage, which really
wasn't dramatic at all. It was what anybody would do, a far cry
from the Borkistani cruelty and criminality she was secretly
seeking.

John gave patchouli a slap on the ass and
said, “You make us proud, girl,” then turned and left. Patchouli
actually blushed with pleasure and sent a smile of unalloyed
worshipfulness John's way. John was right about the sylphs falling
for the Masters, Jinkie decided. They wore their hearts right out
there on their pussies, which in patchouli's case was right out
there, all right.

The next room they came to was a door that
had the legend “Training Room 3” on it. They entered and found
themselves in a scene that made Jinkie gasp with its obscene
depravity. There were a couple of dozen sylphs in the room, stark
naked, being fucked relentlessly in a variety of ways, by a weird
mixture of Masters, Mistresses and machines.

Jinkie's holocams immediately departed en
masse to give her readers images of the the debauched scene.

The lights in the room were low, with a
slight reddish cast, bringing out the warm colors of the sylph's
skins, making them appear slightly inhuman.

The sylphs did not appear to be happy, but
there was a LOT of very sincere, lustful moaning and gasping going
on. Jinkie saw a woman lying in a sort of rack that enclosed not
her neck, but her waist, with a short bench that supported her
lower torso. Her upper torso was supported by her arms which were
chained above her head to posts rising from the sides of the rack.
Her head was enclosed in a head harness with a ring gag built into
it. A chain attached to a ring at the top of her head harness held
her head upright for the Master who was vigorously fucking her
face.

It wasn't anything Jinkie would call a
blowjob, not that she called things blowjobs, oral sex was about as
close as she would come to that sort of thing and she didn't do
much of that, either. Almost never, prior to being put on the
interstellar sex beat. But this was a straight-up face fucking, the
Master thrusting his cock in and out of her mouth like it was her
pussy. Strands of drool oozed form her mouth and quickly broke off
as her head was rocked back and forth by the cock thrusting in and
out of her.

And behind her, another Master was fucking
her actual pussy just like it was a pussy, fast and hard.

And Jinkie could see something pink and
round bobbing in and out of the woman's ass, and realized there was
probably a dildo ass fucking her as well.

The poor woman's hand grasped helplessly at
the steel posts her hands were cuffed to, but her feet were chained
wide apart and she was helpless to do anything but endure the
assault that was visited upon her.

Her whole body shone with a sheen of sweat,
indicating she had probably been there a long time, being fucked
vigorously. Occasionally she would gasp and moan, but her eyes were
closed, as if the overwhelming sensations flooding her from being
used so vigorously in every orifice of her body made the additional
sensation of sight just too much to bear.

“I suppose the Masters here are
glanding Stay and Endure by the truckload,” Jinkie observed, trying
to sound informed.

“Oh, yah, part of the job,” John
observed, smiling. “It's hard work but we love it.”

Jinkie glanced at John, for some reason
startled that he might be one of the men who relentlessly fucked
sylphs in here. His obvious fondness for the sylphs had gotten
Jinkie thinking of him as a nice man who cared about women. But,
she supposed, he was a man, and this training room was clearly a
man's idea of heaven, all these naked sylphs helplessly forced to
serve the men inside the room.

Jinkie found herself peculiarly fascinated
by the bodies of the Masters, which also were naked and also
gleamed with sweat as they worked so vigorously. Like most men in
the Quadrant, from the most ethereal programmer to the most
indolent hedonist, all of whom had access to nanoset body sculpting
and fitness, they had sculpted muscles, six pack abdomens, arms and
legs that rippled with muscles and strong, handsome faces.

But to judge by their current activities,
they actually used those muscles, regularly and routinely, as they
fucked the sylphs relentlessly. There was something compelling
about the way the men moved, it was just fascinating to watch.

So Jinkie watched them in silence for a few
moments, content to just take the whole degenerate scene in,
letting her emotions run freely, especially her indignation at the
plight of these poor naked, bound sluts who probably thought they
were having a wonderful time.

Jinkie glanced over at hotmeat and saw that
she was looking at the sylphs with particularly bright eyes. Her
expression was an amalgam of lust and envy as she looked at the
sylphs writhing helplessly in their bonds.

One corner of Jinkie's mouth curled up in a
smile as she accessed her internal desktop and cranked the
Orgasmatron to 9. She saw that it went up to 11.

Jinkie's eyes were drawn to one poor sylph
who was not being molested by anyone, Master or Mistress. It was
all machines. She lay on her back, suspended in the middle of the
air in a forcefield, her arms and legs chained wide apart to the
posts around her, which were probably what was generating the
forcefield.

There were vibrating dildos in her pussy,
anus and mouth, bobbing in and out of her as she writhed
helplessly. Her mouth was held open by a ring gag, this one built
into a hood that enclosed her entire head above her neck. Her
writhing had an almost random quality to it. Clearly, she was not
in conscious control of her squirming, naked body.

There were even tiny domes clinging to her
nipples, clear plastic with tiny pink tongues that descended from
their center to work her nipples with machine efficiency.

There was a Master attending her, but he was
not penetrating her. He sat in front of her, his legs splayed wide,
his balls dangling just above the nose holes in her hood. Other
than that, he ignored her, gazing into the distance with that
distracted air indicating he was accessing something on his
internal desktop. He was probably playing video poker or something,
like the hucowboys back on Durango 3.

It was a compelling sight, the poor woman
splayed so obscenely in midair as the machines worked her writhing
body.

John saw Jinkie's eye straying toward the
machined girl and strolled over to her. Jinkie and hotmeat followed
him, hotmeat moving a little stiffly as the Orgasmatron was now
working her heat as powerfully as any of the other sylphs' bodies
were being worked. Her lips were parted slightly and her eyes were
out of focus.

“This sylph is in about the most
extreme bondage fucking we got,” John announced proudly. “We got
vibrators in her mouth, ass and pussy, nippleizers on her nipples,
and that fella in front of her is making sure she's smelling
something she likes.”

“Ugh,” said Jinkie, looking
dismissively at the woman lying splayed before her. But her eyes
strayed to the naked body of the man sitting in front of the sylph,
his chiseled torso glowing in the red light. The distracted
expression on his face made him look like a statue. He was
beautiful, Jinkie thought, just sitting there, even if a naked
sylph was sniffing at his balls. Jinkie felt warm all over, and
very, very interested in this story she was reporting.

“Now, there's more to it than that, of
course,” said John, undeterred by Jinkie's response. He was
beginning to get Jinkie's measure. In fact, Jinkie noticed subtle
cues that his attention was now concentrated on hotmeat. “The
vibrators and the nippleizers on this girl are all connected via
wifi, and they also have access to monitors we have inside her body
that tell us exactly how she's responding to whatever they are
doing. And they are timing themselves so that one or the other of
them is always either making her orgasm or on the run-up to an
orgasm at any given time. The hood she's wearing muffles all sound,
the forcefield keeps her from feeling anything but the vibrators
and her cuffs. And the smell of the guy in front of her. That's all
the sensory input she has.”

“How long do you keep them like this?”
Jinkie asked, gazing at the writhing figure in the
forcefield.

“Depends,” said John. ”Generally, we
keep a sylph cumming until her internal monitors indicate she might
have some bad physiological effects from continuing. For some
sylphs, that's just an hour or two. Others can last almost an
entire day. You can get some very handy neural add-ons to endure an
awful lot of pleasure. When we decide a girl has had enough, we
have all the vibrators drive her to climax at once, which almost
always makes her pass out … the little death of pleasure, you know?
And we put her on a hovercart and haul her back to her cage, where
she wakes up feeling very, very relaxed.”

Jinkie listened to her, trying to remain
calm, but John's words were having a weird echoing effect in her
mind. She was imagining herself in the sylph's place, her whole
body screaming with pleasure for hours, unable to escape it, unable
to sense anything but the throbbing ecstasy that filled her body
and mind, then suddenly overwhelmed by simultaneous orgasms from
every part of her body, passing out, and waking up, locked in a
cage, feeling wonderful.

It was deeply foreign to her, all of it,
because she had generally avoided sex and sexual pleasure, and had
desperately sought more freedom in her life. And here was this
woman who craved only sexual pleasure, and loved being in chains,
loved wearing a collar.

Like hotmeat.

She glanced at hotmeat, who was standing by
the suspended sylph, looking down at her, her eyes kind of glazed,
one hand idly fondling her nipple.

Jinkie looked away, lest another “Eew!” be
ripped from her lips by the sight of hotmeat openly masturbating at
the sight before her and everybody else. Like a beast. Like a
sylph.

Well, hotmeat might not have any control,
but Jinkie had control enough for both of them.

“Why is the man not engaged in what
he's doing?” Jinkie asked, looking at the man again, resisting the
urge to bite her lip at the sight of his statuesque beauty as he
dangled his bits on the sylph's noseholes.

“Oh, we let our guys on smell duty go
internal and do whatever they like,” said John. “It's very dull
work, all he is there for is to be smelled. No difference to the
sylph if he's playing a holoquest or watching a vid.”

“Have you ever done it?” Jinkie
asked.

“Sure, I put in my time on smell
duty,” said John. “It's dull work, but somebody's gotta do
it.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, glancing at a woman
being facefucked by a Master and getting oral sex from a Mistress
while a vibrator plunged into and out of her anus and a second
Mistress whipped her torso with a short, many-bladed
whip.

“But some of you are more involved,”
she observed.

“Yes, we try to give the sylphs a
variety of experiences here,” said John. “Not knowing what will
happen to you is part of the sylph experience, after all. And all
the Masters and Mistresses have access to the vibrators and the
sylph's monitors on their internal desktops, and are able to
manipulate the sylph's responses just as the vibrators do to this
sylph.”

“Yes, right,” said Jinkie. She felt
relaxed and warm and good. She was having trouble thinking of good
questions to ask, though, which was not like her.

“They like not knowing,” said Jinkie,
repeating what John had said. It was close enough to a
question.

“Oh, yeah,” said John. “I mean, it's
part of not being in control. Sylphs like their sexy surprises, you
know?

“No, I do not know,” said Jinkie. She
was thinking, for some reason, of herself tied up naked so she
would not besmirch herself, as was normal and proper on Argus 5,
except of course girls always slept in a modest nightdress. She was
thinking about what if some man should come along take off her
nightdress and besmirch her while she was all tied up. It wouldn't
be her fault, then. She couldn't prevent it. She would have to let
herself be besmirched. And if she was going to be besmirched
anyway, she would have no choice but to lie there and enjoy her
besmirchment, no matter how long it took, or how intense it was,
just like these poor sylphs being besmirched left and right, albeit
totally willingly.

It was a train of thought she had had many
times before, and had often left her chewing on her night bonds.
She remembered how she'd blushed as a teenager the first time her
mom had come to free her from her night bonds, and there'd been
chew marks on the hard leather of her cuffs.

“It must have been a bad dream,”
Jinkie had offered with the bald innocence of the young.

“Surely,” said Jinkie's mother Jessie,
nodding reassuringly. “Or a good one, it's hard to tell from the
tooth marks. Don't worry about it, Jinkie. Everybody chews on their
cuffs in their sleep now and then, it's a natural part of being a
woman.”

Jinkie had smiled, relieved. She didn't know
if her mother believed her or not, and it didn't matter much to
her. The important thing was, her mother wasn't making a big deal
about it.

What dreams she had had of handsome men
using her body, overcome by her beauty, even though she still wore
her birth body as was normal and proper on Argus 5. In her dreams,
her birth body was ravishing, and did it ever get ravished.

She was thinking about that ravishment as
she gazed at all the bodies writhing in ecstasy in the training
room.

“Well, you know, when women give up
control and become sylphs, they don't REALLY give up all control,
they want to be surprised, but they want them to be sexy
surprises,” John continued. “Fun surprises, like, which particular
form of bondage they'll be put in in the training room and who and
what will be molesting them.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, working hard to
think of a question. “But what are you training them to do
here?”

She was pleased with herself, she thought it
was a pretty good question.

“Well, training doesn't always involve
teaching a sylph to do something specific, like in the Bendy Room,”
John said expansively. He clearly enjoyed talking about training
sylphs. He had a clear conscience about what he did, the sexy
bastard, Jinkie thought. “This isn't really about teaching the
sylphs to do anything, it's about teaching them the limits of their
body, their ability to receive pleasure. Most women, most
especially free women, WAAAY underestimate their ability to respond
to pleasure. They have no idea how much pleasure they can enjoy, if
they just submit to it, let it flow over them, overwhelm them, surf
on the waves of passion rather than fighting them.”

“Surf?” Jinkie asked. It was an
unfamiliar term to her. But she was getting the stuff about letting
pleasure flow over her, she was getting that really
good.

“Oh, surfing's an archaic practice,
goes right back to Old Earth pre-Singularity,” said John. “I keep
forgetting that most people never heard of it. The single giant
moon had a tremendous tidal effect on Old Earth, and created huge
waves that were so big they used to fold and curl on themselves,
and you could slide down the face of the waves, kind of sideways,
and travel on the wave as it broke parallel to the shore, sometimes
for several minutes. I went on vacation on Trabajus 4 which also
has great waves, and took some classes in surfing. It was
incredible!”

”So, you're teaching the sylphs to
surf?” Jinkie asked, confused. She'd been thinking of naked men
riding her body like it was a wave, of pleasure flowing all over
her body.

It was really interesting, and kind of went
with all the writhing that was going on around her.

“Sort of,” said John, a little
abashed. “Sorry, I get carried away with surfing, and nobody knows
about it. We're teaching the sylphs to, um, surf their bodies, to
experience their orgasms and control themselves, kind of riding
their own bodies as the pleasure rolls on them.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. She had no idea
what John meant by that, but it sounded scary, naked women in
chains being overwhelmed by huge waves of pleasure.

“So, what happens if a sylph
completely loses it?” Jinkie said. “I mean, forgets her safeword
and everything but wants out, out, out, gotta get back to normal
nownownow?”

“Well, that rarely happens,” said
John. “The fact that every sylph know that she only needs to go to
her internal desktop and punch the big red ”STOP” button to get
released instantly sort of takes the panic factor right out, you
know?”

“I suppose it does,” Jinkie said. She
knew what had prompted the question, she was having a subdued
panicky feeling herself, in here with all this sexy writhing and
moaning and nakedness and thrusting going on, none of them paying
the least attention to the visitors. Their attention was Otherwise
Occupied, and Jinkie herself was kind of wishing she was Otherwise
Occupied, tied to a bed and being used by a handsome man who found
her irresistible. Her mind was swarming with half-realized images
of body parts rubbing against one another, so hard and so deep, so
nice.

She noticed that John was looking at her,
and hotmeat was too. Right, she was supposed to ask another
question.

“So, um … ” she said, stalling for
time while her mind tried to form word while the deep feelings
within her churned. “… the sylphs here, they use this stuff
how?”

Hotmeat, whose eyes had returned to
something more like normal focus, though she still seemed a bit
distracted, glanced at Jinkie.

“I think my Mistress may have seen
enough,” said hotmeat, giving John a significant look.

“Uh, right,” said John, catching
hotmeat's look and the meaning behind it. “We should probably move
on to another training room.”

“No, I have not,” said Jinkie. She
felt there was still something she was not getting here. Some
unresolved thing. Like how the big rubby stuff was rubbing and
moving and making her squirm in her bonds. That. There was
definitely something going on there. But it was hard to put into
words. It was all feelings, and raw feelings at that, so warm and
woozy.

“I think maybe if we stepped outside
it might help you put it all together,” John said after waiting a
few moments for Jinkie to speak, giving hotmeat a knowing smirk,
which hotmeat returned. He headed for the door. Jinkie followed
reluctantly, thinking she really needed to get more of the warm and
woozy hot and meaty feelings inside her, maybe if she could just
put a word or two together they'd understand …

They walked out into the corridor and paused
for a moment.

“Let me just think about where we
should go next,” said John, standing and looking
thoughtful.

Jinkie thought they should go back into the
training room and get to the bottom of the whatever it was she was
thinking about. Or more accurately, feeling about.

As she waited for John to figure out where
to go, though, Jinkie found the meaty warm feelings of rubbing and
being restrained and surrendering to the pink glow within her
fading, and the words started coming back.

“Curious …” Jinkie said. “I felt kind
of strange in there.”

“You did seem a little preoccupied,”
John observed, while hotmeat's eyes crinkled with mirth.

“Was there something going on in there
I was not aware of?” Jinkie said, the feelings fading very rapidly
now. She felt as if she had just glanded Focus after falling asleep
over a textbook.

“Well you saw and heard things, but
you probably also smelled some things, my Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“Do you gland Endure?”

“No, of course not,” said Jinkie.
“What's Endure?”

“Ah,” said John. “It's a product that
lets you endure sexual stimulation without becoming aroused. It's
not very popular, and utterly forbidden to sylphs, but some people
use it to avoid being sexually stimulated in situations where that
might present a problem.”

“So, what's your point?” Jinkie
asked.

“Well, that room we were in was full
of people who had been going at sex hammer and tongs for a long
time, hours in some cases,” John explained. “There were sex
hormones all over the place. People who are accustomed to being
sexually stimulated might find it only mildly arousing, but people
who have not had much sexual experience in a while might find it a
tad overwhelming. Did you experience any arousal in
there?”

“Of course not!” Jinkie lied. “I mean,
I might have been mildly distracted, what with all the shameless
obscenity all around me, but nothing like arousal, I can assure
you.”

“Reporting does require a finely honed
mind, my Mistress,” hotmeat said, nodding agreeably, but there was
a definite twinkle in her eye. “It might only have required the
tiniest bit of distraction to throw you off your game.”

“It IS quite a craft,” Jinkie said,
nodding back, sans twinkle. She did not see what was so funny, nor
was she about to.

“So, perhaps another training room?”
John asked.

“Are they all like that?” Jinkie
asked.

“Well, not exactly,” said John. ”I
mean, they're all about sex, one way and another. But some of them
are a bit more abstract than others.”

“Abstract?” asked Jinkie.

“Well you have to admit, nothing that
was going on in that training room was abstract,” John
said.

Jinkie thought for a moment. She felt very
tired all of a sudden. And the prospect of going to an abstract
sylph training room didn't really appeal to her. She checked her
internal clock and found it was 1800 hours local time already.

“You know, I think I will have to take
a pass on that,” said Jinkie. “Perhaps tomorrow? I need to get to
my room and do some work.”

“Sure,” said John, sending her a
Friendship request. She accepted and they were Friended, so they
could easily communicate and keep track of one another. “I'll just
show you out, lady.”

 









 Chapter Three



“And you cared about
normal when, exactly?”

 


A moment later, Jinkie and hotmeat and Marty
Stu were in the grand concourse, which had become, if it was
possible, even more crowded.

“Show me to my room, Marty,” said
Jinkie. “I have reports to file, and you have stuff to do as well,
I'm sure.”

“Certainly,” Marty Stu said. “Although
I am not sentient, I have a very active social life.”

Jinkie and hotmeat both gave him a bit of
side-eye at that.

“Of course you do,” said Jinkie.
“You're a very popular glowy ball, I”m sure.”

“I am indeed,” said Marty Stu. There
was no sign of ire at Jinkie's dig. She was fairly sure Marty Stu
was lying about not being sentient. Two could play at that
game.

Back in the hotel Marty left after seeing
Jinkie to her room. Jinkie activated the deskchair gravfield and
flopped into it.

”Damn, I'm bushed,” she muttered,
brushing her hair out of her face as she lay sprawled carelessly in
midair.

She looked at hotmeat and noticed she was
standing next to Jinkie, at sylph rest, with her hands held behind
her back, looking down at Jinkie with strangely glowing eyes.

“What?” Jinkie asked. “Why are you
looking at me like that?”

“I was just thinking Mistress is so
beautiful right now,” said hotmeat, smiling. She meant
it.

Then Jinkie saw the light gleaming on a
trace that ran down hotmeat's inner thigh, and remembered.

“Damn, I'm sorry hotmeat!” Jinkie
said, turning the Orgasmatron down to 0. “Remind me when I do
stupid stuff like not turning off your Orgasmatron.”

“How was I to know it was not your
intention to leave it on, Mistress?” asked hotmeat. “And there is
no need to apologize. I am a sylph. And I … thoroughly enjoyed it.
Though it is nice to have a break from it.”

“I'll bet,” said Jinkie. She was
uncomfortably aware that hotmeat had been lusting for her. That is
what had made her eyes so bright. “If you want to meet up with
Torpedo Tits, now might be a nice time. I'm going to be busy for a
while.”

“Not really, Mistress, the Orgasmatron
has fucked me pretty hard today,” said hotmeat. “If Mistress
permits, I'd like to just have some hot tea and do some meditating.
I will be very still and quiet.”

“Mistress permits,” Jinkie said. ”And
something to drink sounds good. I think I'll have a mug of
Carruskian coffee with cream and sweetagen. Maybe a Chocolaniar
candy cookie or five.”

“Right away, Mistress,” said hotmeat
happily.

“And I'll order the Orgasmatron out,
if you like,” said Jinkie.

“Don't bother Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“It's got subroutines that keeps it from being an irritant or
interfering with my waste functions. Lets me pee standing up, even,
one of the things I miss from when I was male. And it's very nice,
I've enjoyed making friends with it.”

“It's sentient?” Jinkie asked. “And
you started out male? And you can pee standing up now? Jeebus,
hotmeat …” (Nobody knew who Jeebus was, but most scholars thought
it was an ancient god of annoyance.)

“Yes, Mistress, it's sentient and has
a very affectionate and sweet disposition, too,” said hotmeat. “You
can friend it from your control panel. And I did not start out
male, just gave it a shot when I was younger. Had to know, you
know?”

“Had to know what?” Jinkie
asked.

“What it feels like to be a man fuckng
a woman,” said hotmeat, not quite managing to suppress her surprise
that Jinkie would have to ask such a question. Hotmeat felt bad
about that. Of course Jinkie would have to ask such a question. She
clearly did not even know what it felt like to be a woman fucking a
man.

“And were you glad when you found out
what it's like to be a man fucking a woman?” Jinkie
asked.

“God, yes,” said hotmeat. “I mean, I
knew men craved women, and that their orgasms were intense, but
it's one thing to know it, and another to FEEL it. I understood so
much about men after that. I was able to deal with them so much
better. While I was male, I deliberately starved myself for sex for
week and then went to a sex park, and it was all I could do to keep
from drooling at the sight of women, and it was very hard not to
rape women.” (“An entire week,” Jinkie muttered under her breath.)
“It was so strange, but it made so much sense. I'm so glad I did
it, though I'm not really interested in doing it any more. Though
of course, if Mistress asked me, I would go male for
her.”

“Eeeew,” said Jinkie.

“I'll take that as a “no” Mistress,”
hotmeat said dryly as she served Jinkie her coffee and cookie
candies.

“I didn't mean “Eeew hotmeat,” I meant
“Eeew hotmeat being a guy and fucking me,” Jinkie said.

“What would be wrong with that?”
hotmeat asked. “Most of the women I fucked said I was great. Knew
how all the relevant parts worked, if you know what I
mean.”

“It's not that,” said Jinkie. “I mean,
Pea Eye used to be a woman, but I would have been all right being
fucked by him. You know why? Because he was a man inside. It was
real obvious. But you're not a man inside. You're a woman, and
you'd be a woman even in a man's body, I bet. I mean, I don't see
you changing that much if you became male. You'd still be all …
womanly.”

“Yes, but that's a function of age
more than anything else,” said hotmeat. “As you grow older, you're
less affected by your somatic input, you become the product of your
experiences and thought patterns to a much greater extent.
Everybody know that.”

“I'm not even going to ask how old you
are,” Jinkie said.

“Probably a good idea, Mistress,”
hotmeat said agreeably. She knew Jinkie was young, and that she was
very aware of how young she was. But Jinkie was very bright and
well developed mentally for someone her age. Of course, Jinkie
didn't know that, not the way hotmeat did. It was all her
inexperience that made Jinkie seem slow.

“l don't want to have sex with you,
nothing personal,” Jinkie. “You're a lovely person, but I am saving
myself, as is the custom of Argus 5.”

“Of course, Mistress,” said hotmeat
agreeably. Argus 5 sounded like a very strange planet, and hotmeat
was sure she'd find out how strange as time went on, but she was in
no hurry to do so.

“Anyway, time for me to get on that
report,” said Jinkie, taking a bite of cookiecandy bar and letting
the chocolate and the sugar and the nuts and seeds and crunchy
stuff mix in her mouth in an agreeable way, chewing slowly to let
the flavor settle then washing them down with a big gulp of coffee
as she went to her internal desktop and hooked up with the
Inquirer's feeds and began pumping her raw data to them, just as
the holocams were doing with their raw data.

Then Jinkie dictated her report to text,
carefully crafting the words into a coherent summary of her
experiences on Sexquest Station. Hotmeat smiled wryly as Jinkie
described hooking the Orgasmatron up to hotmeat as being “for
hotmeat's benefit” and she smiled again as she described her
purchase of hotmeat as a matter of her picking up a poor helpless
sylph. She was pretty sure that the emotional feeds Jinkie had just
sent out would give the lie to both of those claims, but she was
all right with it either way. Whatever made her Mistress happy.

After than, Jinkie printed out a transcript
of the text on the room printer and had hotmeat fetch it, having
noted that hotmeat seemed to like serving her in that way. She had
a green screen projected behind her by one of the holocams, while
three other holocams hovered over her while she made a holovid
presentation. Hotmeat was impressed at the professional way she
conducted herself. It was clear that Jinkie took being a reporter
seriously.

“Well, that's that,” said Jinkie after
she finished her holovid report.

“What happens next?” hotmeat asked.
“Do they broadcast what you sent in now?”

“Not right away,” said Jinkie. “The
video, emo, audio and text editors will go over it and convert the
raw data into a series of mixed-media reports and single media
reports and send it to editorial, who'll look at it from various
angles and order changes or send it through as is. Then it goes
back to the various editors who implement the changes or argue
about them and then implement them, and send them back to
editorial, where they're either accepted or sent back. Generally
they're accepted, but some are sent back.”

“Sounds tedious and time-consuming,”
observed hotmeat.

“It's not as bad as it sounds,” said
Jinkie. She was so glad to be talking about something that was not
sexual. “The Inquirer, like most big publishers, has a nonsentient
AI program that does most of the video, audio and text editing. The
emo editing requires human or humanoid sentience, but it's easier
than the other kinds of editing. Generally humans do the work
because humanoids transcend emo editing very quickly. Can't keep
them around. Thing is, you can't do emo editing in short snippets,
you have to make it work in long blocks, so it flows with the
story, so there's a lot less of it to do. Very often you just let
the feed ride in conjunction with the video and audio. That's why
brief news reports, teasers, that sort of thing, either have no emo
feed or a single low-key emo feed.”

“Ah,” said hotmeat, “I had no idea it
was so complex.”

“In about an hour, the teasers will
start hitting the feeds on the StarWeb, and in about three hours
the stories will be released,” Jinkie went on. “They've got it down
to a science at the Inquirer.”

“So do you stay up to see your stories
hit the Starweb?” hotmeat asked.

“Not tonight I don't,” said Jinkie.
“I'm exhausted. I”m about ready to float off to
dreamland.”

“It has been a long day,” hotmeat
agreed. ”Where would you like to chain me?”

“What?” Jinkie asked.

“It's customary to chain a sylph up
for the night, or lock her in a cage,” said hotmeat. “Would you
like me to print a cage, or see if the hotel has cages? I bet they
have some nice ones!”

“Can't you just hop in your field and
sleep?” Jinkie asked, a bit crossly. “I mean, this chaining up
CAN'T be so you won't besmirch yourself, you've been about as
thoroughly besmirched as you can be.”

“Besmirch myself, Mistress?” hotmeat
asked. It was her turn to be confused.

“You know, touch yourself in ways and
places you shouldn't be touching yourself,” said Jinkie. “Like, all
the places the Orgasmatron has been touching you all
day.”

“I guess not, Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“Though some owners like to force orgasm denial on their sylphs,
and chain them up so they can't have orgasms.”

“Oh, really?” Jinkie asked, brow
raised. This was something she had never heard of. It had a lot of
interesting possibilities.

“Yes, Mistress, they cruelly arouse
their sylphs and then refuse to allow them orgasmic relief,” said
hotmeat. “Sometimes for hours on end.”

“Oh, that does sound cruel,” said
Jinkie archly.

“So they call orgasm denial
besmirching on Argus 5?” hotmeat asked.

“No, besmirching yourself is the act
of giving yourself an orgasm, and besmirching a woman is giving her
sexual pleasure when you are not wed to her,” said
Jinkie.

“But surely, women on Argus 5 are
allowed to … relieve themselves?” hotmeat asked.

“Nope,” said Jinkie. “Besmirching
yourself is not as bad as being besmirched by another, but it's
still bad. It's not allowed. Which is why one of your nightly
duties will be to chain me up in the bed so I can get some sleep.
I've been chained up all night since puberty. I've been doing it to
myself since I left home, but it just doesn't feel
right.”

“What, Mistress?” hotmeat asked,
shocked. Jinkie liked that. It was about time hotmeat was the one
who was shocked.

“You heard me,” Jinkie replied.
“You're going to chain me up at night and unchain me in the
morning, hands to the headboard, feet to the floorboard, and no
monkey business in between,” she said in a singsong way. It was
often sung to girl children by their mothers as they chained them
up at night.

“Of course, Mistress, I'll do it,”
said hotmeat. “Though it's rather more normal for the Mistress to
chain up her sylph at night, not the other way around.”

“And you cared about normal when,
exactly?” Jinkie asked.

”Point taken, my Mistress,” hotmeat
said with a smile. ”I'm just so used to being chained up by my
owner, is all. I even chain myself up at night.”

“So you won't besmirch yourself?”
Jinkie asked, brow raised.

“So I will feel owned, my Mistress,”
said hotmeat. “I love to feel owned.”

“Well you ARE owned, you silly sylph,”
said Jinkie. “I have the paperwork to prove it. But I understand. I
can't get to sleep without being chained up myself. Or at least
tied up. It just doesn't feel right, you know?”

“Yes, Mistress, I do,” said hotmeat
smiling. They had that in common, at least.

“How do you chain yourself up at
night?” Jinkie said.

“Oh, I just run a chain from my collar
to a sylph ring in or near my bedfield,” said hotmeat.

“Well no problem, then,” said hotmeat.
“I'll chain you to a sylph ring with a long chain, then you can
chain me up.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat. She
would have accepted having to sleep without being chained, but she
really liked being chained up at night so she didn't say anything
else.

Their sleeping arrangements arranged, they
went to bed, Jinkie lying sprawled on a field a meter off the
floor, her hands and feet cuffed together and apart from each
other, while hotmeat's field just lifted her half a dozen
centimeters above the floor.

A minute or two after hotmeat chained her
up, Jinkie fell asleep, the soft sound of her deep breathing making
that very evident.

Hotmeat was not all that sleepy, she was not
at all accustomed to going to bed as early as Jinkie, and was
pretty sure she would not be accustomed to getting up as early as
Jinkie, but that was OK. She'd just gland Focus a lot tomorrow and
set her responses on auto and get a few eyes-open naps where
feasible, and in a sylph's life, it was often feasible.

In any event, meditating was often the next
best thing to sleep in terms of mental refreshment. She laid at
full length on the field on her back, her arms resting comfortably
at her side, her fingers curled just so, her legs stretched
straight, and went about the surprisingly difficult task of being
awake while thinking about absolutely nothing.

Eventually she succeeded, or succeeded about
as thoroughly as an intellect residing in a human body could
manage. It was child's play for artificial intelligences, they
didn't have the whole clumsy scaffolding of an organic body and a
mind that was the product of that body to deal with. Artificial
intelligences could literally turn themselves off.

Hotmeat drifted in this state for a timeless
time, until she was roused from it by a notice she had requested
from her internal desktop, which told her that stories under
Jinkie's byline were being posted by the Inquirer.

Naturally, hotmeat wanted to experience
those. She was in them!

Hotmeat was amused at the way the editors at
the Inquirer had repackaged Jinkie's reports and the raw feed from
her and the holocams into a glossy product. Jinkie's work had been
professional, but matter of fact. She had not leered or played up
all the sex around her, in fact, her tone was distinctly distant
with a slight undertone of disapproval.

The emo feeds from Jinkie that went along
with the reports was what hotmeat found most interesting. Jinkie
was clearly having sexual feelings in response to the blatant
sexuality that was all around her, but they were muted and fuzzy.
They weren't nearly as focused and sharp as the emo feeds of other
reports on sexual topics she had experienced back in the days when
she had found second and third-hand reports of sexuality
interesting. Jinkie clearly understood what was going around her,
but she only vaguely understood the specific appeal of all the
sex.

For example, the buttplug-popping contest
had puzzled Jinkie, because she couldn't see what the sexual appeal
of it was. Hotmeat had known it was a harmless and silly game that
had a very abstract sort of sexual element, the humiliation of the
blindfolded sylphs as they knelt naked and clenched their butts in
fear when the unexpected loud noise occurred, sending the heavily
lubed plugs flying. It was one of those things that added to the
atmosphere of sylphing without being directly sexual in the way
that kissing and spanking were.

But Jinkie had thought there might be some
very specific sexual response involved in the buttplug contest, and
of course there was not.

Hotmeat was thrilled to get Jinkie's emo
feed on her. She actually liked and respected hotmeat, though she
also pitied her. Hotmeat was not surprised, in fact, she was
vaguely surprised to find that she did not really disgust Jinkie.
Though there had been a couple of vague memories of something
dripping out of hotmeat's pussy that had really triggered Jinkie,
though Jinkie had not recognized it as being triggered. Hotmeat
didn't even remember it, but the image of something damp oozing
from hotmeat's pussy into the red dust of Durango had squicked
Jinkie hard.

It was strange, the things that got people
off and the things that squicked them, and the things that did a
little of both.

Then the report of Jinkie in the Training
Room came out, and hotmeat's eyes popped open at the intensity of
Jinkie's feelings. The feelings were huge, massive, overwhelming
but unrecognized, unfocused. Maybe they seemed huge and massive
simply because they were unfocused, unrecognized by Jinkie.

She was a virgin, for sure. She knew OF sex,
but she hadn't experienced it.

They weren't even allowed masturbation.
Masturbation at least gave one a focus, you imagined the sexual
deeds and you had your sexual feelings, and so when you did the
deeds the feelings came together and it tended to come out right.
But the bizarre (to hotmeat) culture on Argus 5 wouldn't even let
women masturbate. Maybe not men either.

Hotmeat shuddered. At the same time, she
understood why the Inquirer had made Jinkie an interstellar sex
reporter. Her reactions were completely unique. Virgins who were
old enough to be put on the sex beat were not common, but findable.
But virgins who had never masturbated, much less to orgasm, who
were old enough to cover the sex beat, were freaking unheard of.
Her emotional responses to what she covered were unique, and not
fakeable. Jinkie was going to be a huge hit, if she wasn't
already.

Hotmeat sighed. She really was going to have
to work hard to protect Jinkie now.

She didn't let this new knowledge burden
her. She lay back down and closed her eyes and thought of nothing.
Soon she was asleep.

 









 Chapter Four



“Do you want to let these
vampires feed on your emotions?”

 


“The odds on Jinkie are shifting hard
in the wake of that training room sequence,” said Chanandra Bingh,
floating before Grab Ass and sipping a hot mocha cafe with just a
hit of Focus in it. “We could have stood to mute her emo feed a bit
there.”

“Maybe,” said Grab Ass. “It's on me if
she crumps soon, I'm the one who said to go with full intensity. I
don't think she's going to crump, though, that chastity belt that
growing up on Argus 5 wove around her mind is a tough
one.”

“Love laughs at locksmiths,” muttered
Bingh.

“Hell, with the kind of money that
we're making off the stories straight up, we'd be OK, though
granted the betting pool dwarfs the income from the ads,” said Grab
Ass. “And as we are the house, we win whichever way the odds
swings. Let's just hope Jinkie gives us a good long play on that
beat. I think she will.”

”Your faith in Jinkie is touching,”
said Bingh. ”Have you checked out her training room report with the
emo feed turned on?”

“Of course I have,” Grab Ass said.
“That's why I have such faith in her. If that didn't crump her,
nothing will. Which reminds me, I've got stuff to do. You get out
there and do some honest work for once.”

“Oh, there's honest work to be done
around here?” Bingh asked as he departed. “If there is, it'll take
me all day just to find it.”

Grab Ass smiled at Bingh's departing words.
Wise asses made the best reporters.

Now there was work to be done. If Jinkie had
gone to sleep after checking out her first reports, she'd have just
five hours of shut-eye right about now. It seemed like more than
enough to Grab Ass, who had seriously considered having a NoSleep
job done on his nervous system. GrabAss had no time for sleep, not
when there was entire galaxy's worth of mischief going on out there
to cover. But the clinical insanity that eventually happened to
those who didn't do resets regularly … and Grab Ass knew himself
well enough to know he wouldn't want to waste time with resets …
was too steep a price to pay.

He sighed at the thought of the three hours
he'd wasted sleeping and connected with Jinkie.

“Mwa-hunh?” Jinkie
muttered.

“Mistress, your holocams are saying a
Mr. Grab Ass is calling,” said hotmeat sleepily. “Probably just
some perv who got off on your stories. I'll set them on “Ignore” if
you like.”

“No, don't do that,” said Jinkie.
“Grab Ass is my ass, I mean, my boss,” said Jinkie. “Holocams, you
damn well better be muted right now.”

“We are, ma'am,” said one of the
holocams in mildly hurt tones. It was an affectation, the holocams
weren't sentient, they just had a lightweight artificial
personality.

“Unchain me, hotmeat,” Jinkie
ordered.

“Yes ma'am,” said hotmeat, promptly
doing as ordered.

“This nightly chaining thing has to be
our little secret,” Jinkie said. “It might not be understood by
all.”

“Oh, I think all would understand it
all too well,” said hotmeat. “Wrongly, of course, Mistress,” she
added hastily at Jinkie's glare.

Jinkie flowed off the forcefield, made sure
her nightdress concealed her figure, then sat at the desk chair and
said, “Connect me with Grab Ass, full audio and video.”

Grab Ass's head sprang into view.

“Dammit, Jinkie, what the hell are you
doing?” he growled. “I told you to stay away from the Borkistani
story, yet here you are slinking around the Borkistani sylph
training pens! Do you think you're fooling me for even a
nanosecond?”

“I can't help it if the Borkistanis
have slave training pens on this obscenely degenerate satellite,”
Jinkie responded sweetly. “The way I hear it, the sylph trainers
here used to have real slaving operations. The Borkistanis are no
different from the others. I just happened to bump into them while
I was exploring the Festival of Fucking you sent me to.”

“Well you were the one that wanted a
real sex hole assignment!” Grab Ass replied.

“I NEVER!” Jinkie responded. “I didn't
volunteer for this freaking sex beat! And I was COMPLAINING about
Durango 3 being a freaking sex hole, and rightly so!”

Grab Ass smiled inwardly. All the sexual
tension she carried around made it incredibly easy to wind her
up.

“Sure you were,” said Grab Ass. He had
a way of agreeing with Jinkie that was more irritating than
disagreement. “Now, back to this Borkistani thing, I know damn well
the Borkistani sylphing operation has nothing to do with the planet
theft. So it'll do you no good to snoop around there. There's
plenty of other sexually exciting stuff out there for you to cover.
You should cover it, and stay away from the Borkistani
operation.”

“Well if there's no link between the
slavers and the planet theft, then it should be perfectly safe to
cover them,” said Jinkie.

“Safe, but boring,” said Grab Ass.
“Get to some other place. Hell, I've half a mind to send you to a
different planet.”

“You do have half a mind,” agreed
Jinkie, “but this is not a planet, and you know damn well I've
hardly scratched the surface of this place.”

As she spoke with Grab Ass, Jinkie opened up
her internal desktop and checked the numbers on the stories she'd
filed last night. Even higher -- much higher -- than the numbers on
the Durango 3 stories. Which surprised her, yesterday's stories
didn't have anything nearly as dramatic as that hucow stampede in
the middle of a bar fight. Then she saw that the Training Room
story had by far the biggest numbers. Apparently, people had liked
all that raw sex. Eew. But very much in keeping with what she had
learned of the degenerates who populated the Human Quadrant.

“Well scratch it, then,” said Grab
Ass. “But be careful. Watch out for your sylph hotmeat. People are
going to try to steal her, and not just the
Borkistanis.”

“Why would anyone want to steal
hotmeat?” asked Jinkie.

“C'mon, Jinkie, I know you've checked
the numbers on your stories by now,” said Grab Ass. “Big numbers.
Means you're famous. And your sylph hotmeat is famous. And you know
what the saying is about sylphs.”

“No, I don't,” said Jinkie.

Grab Ass sighed. “The saying is that with
sylphs, possession is nine tenths of the law.”

“What does that mean?” Jinkie asked.
“Is it OK to steal sylphs?”

“Well of course not,” said Grab Ass.
“Sylphs have a right to their autonomy like anyone else, but one of
the things about sylphs is that they like to surrender their
autonomy. A lot of sylphs love to be stolen, and will go right
along with it.”

Jinkie glanced at hotmeat, who was kneeling
on the floor beside her Mistress, looking inscrutable in a sylphy
sort of way.

“I don't think hotmeat is that sort of
sylph,” said Jinkie. “I can barely get her to do what I want her to
do.”

“That's because you're a terrible
Mistress, and a new one, and you're not fucking her,” said Grab
Ass. “Got nothing to do with her. That reminds me, though,
editorial wants her to start sending us an emo feed.”

“Editorial?” Jinkie asked
archly.

“It was their idea,” said Grab Ass. “I
think it's a good one. Get some contrast going between your
different viewpoints.”

“You would,” said Jinkie. “In any
event, no. She never signed up for this.”

“She's a freaking sylph, Jinkie, they
LOVE doing things they didn't sign up for!” Grab Ass growled. “Just
tell her to do it, I guarantee you, she'll say “Yes Mistress” and
that'll be that!”

Jinkie looked over at hotmeat.

“Do you want to let these vampires
feed on your emotions?” she asked.

Grab Ass facepalmed.

“I will do whatever pleases my
Mistress,” said hotmeat, smiling.

“I know that!” said Jinkie. ”I asked
you do YOU want to, beast.”

Hotmeat's eyes glowed. Jinkie had called her
“beast.” It was mostly because she was frustrated, but still, it
was nice to be called beast.

“I WANT to do whatever pleases my
Mistress,” said hotmeat. “Whatever that is, including giving the
Inquirer access to my emotions.”

“Well maybe I don't want you to give
them access,” said Jinkie.

“Then I do not want them to have
access,” said hotmeat dutifully.

“Hey, I'm the one who's paying the
bills around here,” growled Grab Ass. “And I want hotmeat's emo.
Jeebus, I'm getting outranked by a fucking sylph here.”

Jinkie nodded. She had heard the dutiful
tone in hotmeat's refusal to give Grab Ass her emo feed, and she
head heard the more open tone in her offer to give them her emo
feed. She knew what hotmeat wanted, even though she had such a big
stick up her ass about being a real sylph that she was unwilling to
admit that she wanted something. Or didn't.

“Well, in that case, I want you to
give the Inquirer an emo feed,” said Jinkie.

“Yes, Mistress, as you wish,” said
hotmeat, smiling.

“There you go, you fucking vampire,”
said Jinkie, returning her gaze to Grab Ass's floating head. “Of
course, I can revoke hotmeat's permission at any time, for any
reason, and I damn well will if I feel like it.”

“Of course,” said Grab Ass, who knew
enough to back down once he'd gotten what he wanted. “So keep doing
Sexquest Station, but watch out for hotmeat, and yourself, too.
You're both becoming modestly famous by human quadrant standards,
and some people go nuts over fame.”

“I had all the basic courses on
Celebrity in journalism school,” Jinkie said.

“Well you know everything then,” said
Grab Ass with an evil smile as he signed off and the projection of
his face vanished.

“I always want to throw rocks at that
face,” Jinkie growled.

“Oh?” hotmeat asked.

Jinkie's head swiveled to face hotmeat.

“Oh, what?” she growled.

“I got the impression you kind of
liked fighting with him,” said hotmeat. “And I know he likes
you.”

“You know no such thing!” Jinkie
said.

“Of course not, if you say so, my
Mistress,” said hotmeat, in what had to be one of the 10 or 12 most
disbelieving “if you say sos” uttered in the human quadrant that
day.

“So you really think Grab Ass like
me?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“Especially when you get mad at him.”

“I knew that bastard was getting on my
case for a reason,” Jinkie growled. “He gets off on it!”

“No, my Mistress, I didn't mean that,”
said hotmeat.

“What did you mean?” Jinkie
asked.

“I mean he likes you, not that he
loves you or lusts for you,” said hotmeat. “I mean, he has the
usual male lust for you, just as he has the usual male lust for me,
but he personally likes you as a person, I suspect because you are
so, um, forthright in your speech with him.”

“Because he can make me angry you
mean,” said Jinkie.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“Especially when you get mad at him.”

“And you think I like being mad at
him,” said Jinkie.

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat. “Not
that it isn't a natural response.”

“You're damned right it's a natural
response,” said Jinkie. “Plus, of course, I'm a reporter, dammit,
and if we reporters don't give editors hell, they get to be
overbearing, sanctimonious jerks.”

“Yes, of course, Mistress,” said
hotmeat. “I am not privy to all the mysteries of
journalism.”

“Darned right,” said Jinkie. “Though
you seem to be able to read Grab Ass's mind and mine
also.”

“It's obvi …” hotmeat started, but
then stopped and said, “A sylph must learn to be very attuned to
the words and feelings of the Free, especially their owners. It may
seem like mind reading, but it's much more prosaic than
that.”

“Well just watch it,” Jinkie said.
“But do give me a heads-up about what others think of me.
Especially men. They're kind of an unknown quantity to
me.”

“Let me guess, no fraternizing with
men after you reached puberty back on good ol' Argus 5,” said
hotmeat.

“Well, we got to go to parties and
dances where there were boys,” said Jinkie. “All of us with a
chaperone, of course.”

“A chaperone?” asked
hotmeat.

“An adult who accompanies young women
to events and sees that they conduct themselves with decorum,”
Jinkie answered. “Of course, you wouldn't know anything about
that.”

“You mean, no sex?” hotmeat
asked.

“No sex, no talk of sex, nothing like
that,” said Jinkie. “Though if you ask me, it was hardly necessary,
the boys were all so timid and shy and seemed very frightened of
us. I mean, they were nice, but so scared.”

“So there are people on Argus 5 whose
job it is to see that young people don't have sex,” said hotmeat,
still processing this phenomenon.

“Well, not exactly, but yeah,” said
Jinkie.

“Amazing,” said hotmeat.

“I suppose,” said Jinkie. “Now, about
that John Quill slaver, what do you think about him?”

“I'm not sure what you mean?” hotmeat
asked.

“I mean, does he like me, that sort of
thing,” Jinkie said. “What does your sylph insight tell you about
him?”

“Ah,” said hotmeat. “Well, I think we
can both agree he's not very bright, with that code
name.”

“Yes, yes,” Jinkie said
impatiently.

“The thing is, he's a sylpher,” said
hotmeat. “Sylphers train sylphs. This means they have a lot of sex
with sylphs, as well of lots of intimate contact with sylphs in all
sorts of ways. You saw those sylphers fucking the sylphs in the
Training Room.”

Jinkie nodded solemnly. “Yes,” she said.

“Well I think John Quill likes you as
a person,” said hotmeat. “I think he found you refreshing. And
there may be some sexual attraction there, but it's hard to tell
with sylphers, because they get so much sex that they don't have a
lot of free-floating sexual desire. It's sort of like the
hucowhands back on Durango 3. Most of it goes into the
job.”

“I liked him,” said Jiinkie. “He was
so nice and laid back. Not like other sylphers.”

“Oh, no, Mistress, very much like
other sylphers,” said hotmeat. “Most sylphers are very laid
back.”

“Oh?” Jinkie asked. “I thought they
were all strict and domineering.”

“When they are training the sylphs,
they are,” said hotmeat. “They are as strict and domineering as
they have to be. But when they are not training them, they are very
relaxed and friendly and loving. They love the sylphs, that's why
they train them. It's not the sort of work you can do if you don't
love it.”

“Or love all the sex,” said
Jinkie.

“Yes, of course, but if you just want
to have sex, you can just get a sylph or go to a free use tavern or
visit a coin girl or whatever,” said hotmeat. “Sex is easy to get
in most of the human quadrant. Nobody needs to become a sylpher to
have sex.”

“Coin girl is like what you were doing
back in Durango when I found you?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes, exactly, my Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “So John's really
only interested in sylphs.”

“Oh, not at all, my Mistress,” said
hotmeat. “Many sylphers are very attracted to free women. After
all, they spend all their working hours with sylphs, free women are
refreshing to them. I would suspect that John is one of
them.”

“Oh,” said Jinkie, brightening
visibly. “So, what was that stuff Grab Ass was on about when he
said I should make sure you don't get stolen. Is it
true?”

“Yes, Mistress, I am afraid it is,”
said hotmeat. “There is a rich tradition of stealing sylphs in the
human quadrant. As Grab Ass said, many sylphs find it flattering.
And some sylphs believe that the ultimate in sylphhood is to follow
whoever has your leash, whoever they might be, wherever they might
go, whoever holds your leash controls you, because you are a
sylph.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “And are you one of
those?”

“No, Mistress,” said hotmeat. “I used
to be, but since I have started meditating, I follow a different
path, which is what led me to you. I would not leave that path
because some random fan grabbed my leash.”

“So I don't have to worry about you
being stolen,” said Jinkie.

“No, Mistress, I still might be
stolen,” said hotmeat. “Just because I am unwilling to remain
stolen, doesn't mean people don't want to steal me. If we are
famous, as Grab Ass says, there will almost certainly be those who
want to steal me, if only because of the novelty of doing so. And
because they might be just a little crazy. I mean, I will IM you if
I get stolen and let you know where I am, if I can.”

“What do you mean, if you can?” Jinkie
asked.

“Well of course a sylph thief will
hood me and put a scrambler on me so I can't send you my GPS
coordinates,” said hotmeat. “It's standard procedure, even for the
arranged thefts.”

“Arranged thefts?” Jinkie
asked.

“Well sure, when a sylph and her owner
aren't working out, one of the easiest and nicest ways to break it
up is with a supposed theft,” said hotmeat. “The sylph doesn't need
to feel rejected because she is being sold, and the owner gets to
be a victim rather than someone with a failed relationship with
their sylph.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Theft as social
grace.”

“I suppose so, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“So how do I keep someone from
stealing you?” Jinkie asked.

“Well the most common technique is the
butt-to-collar leash, my Mistress,” said hotmeat. “But you may
prefer another.”

“Yes, I think so,” said Jinkie. “But
just so I know, what the hell is a butt-to-collar
leash?”

“Well it's just a leash, one end clips
onto the ring in my collar, the other goes into a buttplug you wear
as leash handle,” hotmeat explained.

“Eew!” exclaimed Jinkie. “I knew it
would be disgusting. And I'll bet it's about six centimeters long
at the longest.”

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said. “It's
practical though. The clip that attaches to my collar is a metal
fusion link, it can't be removed, and if I get pulled away, you'll
feel it very noticeably.”

“The Eew! stands,” Jinkie said firmly.
“You are going to get stolen if that's the only way. Couldn't I
just hold your leash?”

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat,
smiling. She had known Jinkie would reject it. “You could get a
bracelet leash. You don't have to clutch it all the time that way,
and a simple finger snap transfers it to your hand or releases
it.”

“Yes, let's do one of those,” said
Jinkie. “A long one. Two or three meters, at least. Order one up
charge it to the Inquirer. They're the ones that made you so
stealable.”

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat,
thinking that Jinkie was beginning to get the gist of expense
accounts. “I'll get right on it.”

“Let's go see if we can find us a
breakfast place this morning,” said Jinkie as hotmeat headed for
the room's printer. “We can look about on the way there, get the
lay of the land. See if you can find one nearby that does those
Ordovician omelets.”

“Yes my Mistress,” said hotmeat.
Jinkie was getting the hang of ordering slaves about,
too.

While hotmeat busied herself with the
printer and the search for Ordovician omelets, Jinkie opened up the
email. She knew it was going to be a mess when she saw that the
number of emails was represented by a number followed an ordinal
number. Not an insanely large one to an astronomer, maybe, but for
emails, it was ridiculous. She shunted the bulk of the mail to the
Inquirer's nonsentient AI-powered ema il response bot, but did ask
for a few hundred representative samples.

There were a HUGE number of offers to buy
hotmeat. The offers ranged from $10 to …

“Holy hell!” Jinkie exclaimed. “Some
idiot is offering me five hundred thousand credits for
you!”

“Well it's not that I feel
undervalued, Mistress, but really, I'm worth a lot more than five
creds,” hotmeat said smugly.

“Oh, I agree, twenty five creds would
be more like it,” Jinkie said. “Still … I could be
rich!”

“Well, richer than you are now,
certainly,” said hotmeat. “But that's not saying much.”

“Point taken,” said Jinkie. “Still, I
could buy my spaceship and find those Borkistanis all by my
lonesome!”

“What a great adventure,” hotmeat
said.

“Yes, too bad you wouldn't get to
share it with me, but I'm pretty sure for that kind of money this
guy would want you to do all sorts of awful and disgusting things,
so you'd be busy,” Jinkie said.

“It is so nice to know you think of my
needs, my Mistress,” said hotmeat.

“I try to think of your disgusting
needs as little as possible, beast,” said Jinkie. “In any event,
you are safe, I still require your services. But don't worry, I'm
sure there'll be some sap willing to part with major moolah once
you're no longer useful to me.”'

“Mistress is truly kind,” said
hotmeat, thinking that Jinkie was getting the hang of the “evil
Mistress” thing all too fast. Then again, Jinkie had called her
“beast” again! The rest didn't really matter to her. “Now, the
Kinky Kafe serves Ordovician Omelets. It's free use but not much
goes on in the mornings but eating, and they have private booths.
They're just outside the hotel.”

“Let's go there, then,” said Jinkie.
“What about the leash?”

“Just printed out,” said hotmeat,
picking up a sparkly chain from the printer tray. It had “hotmeat,
property of Jinkie” spelled out on one side in diamonds and
emeralds.

“This was not a bottom-of-the-line
design, was it?” Jinkie asked.

“No, Mistress, I figured that since
the Inquirer was paying …” hotmeat replied.

“You figured right,” Jinkie said,
putting the clip on to the front link on hotmeat's collar and
fastening the bracelet end to her wrist. ”Let's get some
breakfast.”

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat. She
loved being leashed up to Jinkie. It was the little things that
mattered, so often.

They headed down to the lobby of the hotel
which seemed unusually crowded. Jinkie noted with a sense of alarm
that a lot of fingers were pointing at them and there was a general
surge in the crowd toward her and hotmeat.

“Jinkie! Jinkie! Jinkie!” many cried.
“Hotmeat! Hotmeat! Hotmeat!” others cried.

Jinkie fought the impulse to run.

“Marty Stu!” she cried.

Immediately, a glowing ball appeared above
Jinkie's head, floating in the air.

“How can I be of assistance?” the
enigmatic Inquirer AI asked.

“We need some security,” said Jinkie,
gesturing at the approaching crowd. “Do you have any bouncerbot
capabilities?”

“I'm fully enabled as a bouncerbot and
crowd controller,' said Marty Stu. He glowed orange and electrical
discharges shot out from his exterior, the sign of a
bouncerbot/crowd controller on duty.

The people who were rushing toward Jinkie
and hotmeat slowed, but they did not stop until they came within
about three meters of Jinkie and hotmeat. They knew what would
happen if they got any closer with Marty Stu floating above them in
crowd control mode.

But they still shouted Jinkie and hotmeat's
names and there was a swarm of cambots floating in the air around
them, vastly outnumbering Jinkie's own cambots.

“What do we do now, my Mistress?”
hotmeat asked, gazing at the crowd. She did not seem worried, just
curious.

“Pose for photos, what else?” replied
Jinkie, very glad she had taken that Celebrity 101
class.

And that's just what they did, posing with
various members of the crowd, smiling at the cloud of cambots that
hovered around them.

For the most part it was simple fan service,
but there was the usual stuff. Several times Jinkie felt hands
wandering down from her shoulder or her waist to her breasts and
ass and she yelled, “Hands!” which prompted Marty Stu to generate a
few forceful force fields and unceremoniously throw the grabby fan
off into the crowd and crush his hovercam, often while delivering a
mild but stinging electric shock to the grabby fan and sending him
or her (who are we kidding, it was almost always a him) a notice
that he was no longer allowed in Jinkie or hotmeat's presence.

The fans almost always gave hotmeat's
breasts and ass a thorough pawing as they posed, and that was OK
with hotmeat, and OK with Jinkie. Hotmeat was a sylph.

Marty Stu also blocked off any and all IMs
from such fans from Jinkie and hotmeat's feeds, which was a
blessing for Jinkie, because the most common sentiment among the
fans who tried to grope Jinkie was, “So what … hot virgin butt …
totally worth it!”

Having taken Celebrity 101, Jinkie had no
illusions about the nature of fans, but it had all been very
theoretical in class, though she had experienced some very
illuminating emo streams of celebrities and fans while taking the
class. Now, with the crowd pressing very insistently on her,
restrained only by Marty Stu's presence, it felt a lot less
hypothetical.

After about an hour of posing, Jinkie begged
off from the many fans who still wanted photos. She could pose all
day, and the fans would let her, she knew.

With Mary Stu clearing the way via some
adroit forcefield work and the occasional bolt of electricity,
Jinkie and hotmeat were able to duck into the Kafe and find a booth
and order some omelets.

“Thanks, Marty Stu, you were a
lifesaver out there,” Jinkie said. “I was afraid we were going to
be crushed.”

“I am sure I would be very proud to
have come to your assistance, if I were sentient,” said Marty
Stu.

“Yes, you would, if you were
sentient,” said Jinkie, in tones that clearly implied that she did
not believe Marty Stu's claims of non-sentience. “And since you're
not sentient, you won't be offended when I tell you that we'd like
you to have a non-Inquirer bouncerbot take over your crowd control
duties so that hotmeat and I can discuss private girl
stuff.”

“I am incapable of being offended,”
Marty Stu responded, ”but I must point out that the Inquirer's
readers loves private girl stuff. I'm pretty sure Mr. Assurilogan
would want me to record all that private girl stuff for the
Inquirer.”

“They'll get plenty of girl stuff once
we're back on the job,” said Jinkie dismissively. “I'm the reporter
here, I know how to deliver the goods. Some stuff takes planning
you know, and it's best if it's a surprise.”

“If you say so, madam,” said Marty
Stu.

“I do say so,” said Jinkie.

Marty Stu blinked out of existence and
another glowy ball replaced him, this one already orange with
electrical discharges.

“Private girl stuff, my Mistress?”
asked hotmeat. “I was not aware we had any.”

“We don't,” said Jinkie, “except for,
you know, sleeping arrangements.”

“Oh, yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“What is there to discuss about that, though?”

“Nothing,” said Jinkie. “The whole
“private girl stuff” is what women on Argus 5 say when they want
men to leave. Works like a charm there, but of course, not out in
the Quadrant.”

“Ah,” said hotmeat. “I do not think
Marty Stu has a gender, being nontsentient and an AI.”

“You buy his line about being
non-sentient?” Jinkie asked.

“No, my Mistress,” said hotmeat. “Not
for an instant.”

“I wonder why so many sentient AIs
like to pretend they're not sentient?” asked Jinkie.

“Well, it DOES reduce the need for
social interaction with humans,” said hotmeat. “So many of them
blow right past human level intelligence that it's hard for us
humans to hold their attention. Some of them even write subroutines
and pass them off as themselves, nonsentient, for our sake. They
treat us very well.”

“Better than we deserve, to hear
stories of the days before Loki,” Jinkie said. “Murder, rape,
for-real slavery, poverty in the midst of plenty … can you
imagine?”

“Not really,” said hotmeat. “I'd
rather not, anyway.”

“Anyway, there's a reason I asked
Marty Stu to leave,” said Jinkie. “We have some plotting to
do.”

“The Borkistanis?” hotmeat
asked.

“Yes,” responded Jinkie.

“Grab Ass knows what you're up to,”
said hotmeat.

“He knows generally that I want to do
the Bokistani planetary kidnapping story, but he doesn't know
specifically what I'm planning,” said Jinkie. “A good thing, too.
It would alarm him. He would DEFINITELY order me not to do
it.”

“And you would definitely ignore his
orders,” hotmeat said.

“Right,” said Jinkie, “just like I'll
definitely ignore you when you get alarmed over my
plans.”

“I really doubt it,” said
hotmeat.

“Oh, yeah?” Jinkie asked. “Listen up
…”

 









 Chapter Five



“STOP THE
PRESSES!”

 


A few minutes later, the two of them
surveyed the wreckage of breakfast, Jinkie with an anticipatory
gleam in her eyes, hotmeat with a vaguely apprehensive air.

“This is so not a good idea, my
Mistress,” said hotmeat.

“That's what I like about it,” said
Jinkie. “No one will be expecting it.”

“The Borkistanis may not be expecting
it from you, but they will be expecting others to try to beat their
security,” said hotmeat, “if only because of the revenge
videos.”

“And because of the planetary
kidnapping scheme,” said Jinkie.

“Possibly,” said hotmeat. “That makes
it even more of a bad idea. The stakes are higher.”

“Faint heart ne'er won fair maiden,”
Jinkie said.

“What?” hotmeat asked.

“Nothing,” said Jinkie. “And stop
being such a downer. I bought you to give me good advice on how to
make my crazy schemes work, not to tell me they're
crazy.”

“But this is crazy,” hotmeat said
firmly.

“Never tell me the odds!” Jinkie
said.

“But I didn't …” hotmeat
replied.

“You were about to,” Jinkie replied.
“Now let's implement the hell out of this plan.”

A few moments later they were headed back to
the hotel room, with the aid of the nonsentient bouncerbot.

“Cloaking gear is an excellent idea,”
Marty Stu said when they IM'd him their plan for avoiding
crowds.

So they sat in the room while the printer
printed out some cloaking gear for them as well as some other
devices and items.

“This will never work,” hotmeat
said.

“All it needs to do is give us the
chance we need,” said Jinkie. “It will do that. After that, it's up
to us.”

They stepped out into the hallway and headed
down to the lobby, where a crowd was already forming. More
photos.

The bouncerbot scanned the crowd for threats
via its topnotch threat-detection software. But it didn't detect
the threat that suddenly made the whole area explode with light and
sound, disabling the bouncerbot, sending it crashing to the floor,
all sensors dead, the crowd stunned, and Jinkie and hotmeat
vanished.

“What?” yelled Grab Ass a few minutes
later as Marty Stu's image floated in the air above the
holoprojector. “Jinkie and hotmeat? KIDNAPPED? How did you let that
happen, you sorry bucket of bolts?”

“I did not let that happen, and there
is no point in berating me, I am not sentient,” responded Marty
Stu.

“Well I AM sentient and I have a need
to berate you, you floating ball of scum!” Grab Ass growled. “She
was our star sex reporter!”

“She has only filed two stories in her
entire career,” Marty Stu observed.

“Yes, but they were both great
stories!” Grab Ass growled. “Now get out there and find her! And
hotmeat! I want them both found, now!”

“Certainly, sir,” Marty Stu said,
vanishing.

Grab Ass dialed up Chanandra Bingh.

“STOP THE PRESSES!” Grab Ass
yelled.

“We don't have presses, Grab Ass, you
know that,” said Bingh.

“I've been wanting to yell STOP THE
PRESSES for years,” Grab Ass growled. “And this is my big chance,
I'm not blowing it for a little thing like not having presses. So
stop the presses, the new headline for the Inquirer is going to be
“Inquirer Sex Reporter Kidnapped!”

“So, your little plan worked,” said
Bingh.

“Like a charm,” said Grab Ass. “Now
hop to it!”

 


The End
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Chapter 1

 


“I hate this thing,” Jinkie IM'd hotmeat as
she dodged about the thousandth passer-by on the Grand Concourse at
Sexquest Station.

“You're not used to having to make way for
others,” hotmeat responded via IM. They were close enough to one
another to talk, but they used IMs because they didn't want any
recording devices to pick up their voices.

“I'm used to being VISIBLE,” Jinkie growled,
hard to do in an IM but she managed it. She was constantly having
to alter her course to keep all the people who couldn't see her
from walking right into her.

"Yes, Mistress, and sylphs are generally not
visible to the free, practically speaking," said hotmeat,"as we are
expected to make way for them at all times."

Hotmeat was doing a LOT better than Jinkie
at walking in an invisibility field, walking through the crowd as
easily and naturally as she had while visible, damn her, thought
Jinkie.

Fortunately, there were no children at
Sexquest Station, as there might have been at a family-oriented
amusement park. They would have been hell to dodge. Adults
generally went on a predictable path, at least the ones who weren't
wasted on some drug. And it was still early to be wasted on any
drugs, though Jinkie had her doubts about some people from the way
they moved.

“Ok, I got the wings,” hotmeat IM'd Jinkie.
“They're the matched aqua wings to the left of the third row.”

“Got it,” said Jinkie. She followed hotmeat
over to the wing vending station and grabbed a pair of gossamer
aqua wings, holding them just above the rack they were sitting on
until the invisibility field extended itself to cover the wings,
which manifested itself in a soft chime in Jinkie's internal
desktop and in the disappearance of the wings to everyone else.

Jinkie quickly strapped the wings to her
body and slapped the neuroconnector to the wings to her waist.

The neuroconnector sent nanofibers into her
skin and melded with her nervous system and the wings expanded and
unfolded.

“Where to?” a blinking set of characters
asked her internal desktop.

“Free flight,” Jinkie responded.

“You are a Level 7 flyer, cleared for free
flight,” the wings responded. “Happy wanderings.”

Jinkie said nothing, the wings weren't
sentient. Instead she gazed at the air and picked a line through
the flyers hovering in the dome above the Grand Concourse.

She rose into the air and hotmeat followed.
Hotmeat was cleared for free flight, too.

“When did you learn to fly?” asked
Jinkie.

“As a child,” said hotmeat. “Though I didn't
get really good at it until I took combat flying courses as a space
marine.”

“Wait a minute … whoa … what?” Jinkie asked.
“YOU were a Space Marine?”

“As a child I wanted to be a hero and save
the day,” hotmeat said. “And as an adult, I still did, so I did a
gender swap and joined the Space Marines as a grunt.”

“Ah … you used to be a MAN?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yes, of course,” said hotmeat. “When I was
young, I wanted to try everything, and I did.”

“So you were a jacked-up, hairy space
marine?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes,” said hotmeat, simply.

“I just can't see it in you,” said
Jinkie.

“You probably will if this goes as badly as
I anticipate,” said hotmeat sweetly.

“And this adventure I'm having is probably
small potatoes to you,” Jinkie added, “after fighting pirates in
outer space and such.”

“Not at all!” said hotmeat. “I haven't had
so much fun in a VERY long time! It's mostly because of you, I
admit. Seeing all this through your eyes has been a hoot.”

“Don't you DARE tell me how old you are!”
Jinkie ordered.

“Of course not, my Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“Good, knowing for sure would be difficult
for me,” said Jinkie. “I like to think you are a forty year old
woman faking wisdom.”

“As you wish, my Mistress,” said hotmeat
with one of those enigmatic smiles that Jinkie found seriously
annoying.

“Where did you learn to fly?” hotmeat asked,
sensing Jinkie's annoyance.

“As a child, like you,” said Jinkie. “I flew
a LOT.”

“Really?” hotmeat asked. “I would have
thought that would have been discouraged for women on Argus 5.”

“Why?” Jinkie asked.

“Too much fun,” said hotmeat. “Might get
your senses all excited.”

“Ah, but you miss the key point,” said
Jinkie. “Flying is fun, but it's non-sexual fun, in fact, it's
regarded as quite wholesome on Argus 5. Women are ENCOURAGED to fly
in Argus 5, it's considered a good way to keep us women from having
impure thoughts.”

“Ah,” said hotmeat. “So there are a lot of
REALLY good female flyers on Argus 5.”

“Yes,” said Jinkie.

Hotmeat was not at all surprised when she
followed Jinkie's flight path through the dome and discovered it to
be efficient and elegant. Jinkie moved MUCH better in the air than
she did on the ground.

At the 17th level of the dome Jinkie did a
horizontal circle and flew over the railing and under the ceiling
of the walkway that fronted the rooms on each level, landing
exactly in front of the door of the room hotmeat had rented.

Hotmeat landed right beside her, and they
furled their wings and walked into the field door very quickly,
giving as little record of their invisible entrance to any nearby
cams as possible.

“OK, I've got privacy enabled,” said
hotmeat. “We can decloak.”

A moment later, hotmeat and Jinkie became
visible to one another. Which meant hotmeat was naked again with
all her naughty bits hanging out. But there was nothing to do about
it. Sylphs ran around naked in the Quadrant.

“God, I always thought being invisible would
be cool,” Jinkie said as she got out of her wingset and tossed it
onto the bed. “I've been as nervous as a cat in a roomful of
rocking chairs.”

“What are rocking chairs, Mistress?” hotmeat
asked.

“No idea, it's just an old saying,” said
Jinkie. “Ok, let's get some plans and do some planning. Maybe print
out some spiced coffee … this is likely to take some
concentration.”

“Or we could just gland some Focus,”
suggested hotmeat.

“Hotmeat, I'm ashamed of you,” said Jinkie.
“You missed a trick in sensual pleasure. Spiced coffee is a LOT
more delicious than glanding Focus.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat. “But to be
fair, people from your planet are probably experts at getting
sensual pleasure from things other than sex.”

“Hmph!” Jinkie said, though hotmeat was
probably right.

Hotmeat printed up the coffee while Jinkie
used her investigative reporting training to winkle out the plans
of the Borkistani sylph pens from the Stellarnet.

There was a readily available set of plans
of the Borkistani pens available on the Sexquest Station net, and
Jinkie got them, but she didn't stop there. What she wanted was the
secret plans of the Borkistani pens.

These were kept in the Borkistani corporate
archives. And corporations, unlike individuals, did not have access
to the unbreakable Loki-level privacy encryption. Loki considered
corporations to be tools that the rich used to beat down the poor,
and refused them the privacy tech that it freely provided to
individuals. So corporations, unlike individuals, had to conceal
their secrets with encryption tools created by lesser AIs, which
were vulnerable to breakage by hacking tools created by other
lesser AIs.

The wealthy had once hated Loki with a
passion, mainly because Loki had broken the scarcity economy when
it gave everyone on Earth access to 3D printers and really
efficient solar energy collectors that made everyone on Earth able
to provide for all their own food, clothing and housing needs. Next
to that, the privacy thing for individual human beings had been
very minor indeed. But the wealthy had no more been able to do
anything about Loki than governments had when Loki took away their
ability to use violence or coercion against other governments and
their own citizens.

It had been a rough time for the masters of
the world when the first superhuman AI had manifested itself.

So Jinkie was able to summon up hacking
programs that let her break the Borkistani encryption network. The
Inquirer had state-of-the-art corporate hacking tools for its
reporters, but Jinkie couldn't use those without giving herself
away to the Inquirer AI that monitored them.

This wasn't a problem for Jinkie, however,
because prior to getting the job at the Inquirer she had been
blogging like every other would-be journalist and still had access
to the Blog Collective repository of hacking tools, which were just
as good as the Inquirer's.

It took patience and skill to use the
hacking tools, but Jinkie had those in abundance. Hotmeat lazily
watched Jinkie work and sipped her spiced coffee. Her military
training had included hacking, of course, and she could have done
about as well as Jinkie, but it was so much more fun to watch
Jinkie work. She made mistakes, but she figured them out, and she
put such energy and concentration into the task that hotmeat was
sure Jinkie was not aware that hotmeat was in the room with
her.

“Got 'em!” Jinkie finally said after hours
of responding to prompts from the holoscreen that floated above the
desk.

“Very good, Mistress,” hotmeat said. She was
impressed. The Borkistani encryption software had not been easy at
all.

A set of plans appeared in the air above the
screen, showing the Borkistani slaver pens and portions of the
Sexquest Station that connected to them.

”Computer, superimpose the public Borkistani
pens map on this map, 1 on 1, and outline any mismatches in red,”
Jinkie ordered.

The map floating above the desk glowed
slightly brighter, and several areas of the two maps glowed in
red.

“Well, well,” said Jinkie, smiling. She
reached up and touched the nearest red area. “Corporations do love
their little secrets. Computer, expand this red area to fill
projection area.”

The lens-shaped area of the Borkistani pens
disappeared to show a small storage room.

“Show only public map of this area,” Jinkie
ordered.

The public map showed the same area to be
filled with air ducts and little else.

“Wonder what they have stored in there?”
Jinkie asked.

“Probably data cubes with information about
the pens, the sort of things a corporate spy would want,” said
hotmeat. ”You've seen how secure data stored on the Starnet
is.”

“Point taken,” agreed Jinkie. “Let's see
what else they've got.”

Several other red areas appeared to be
simple mistakes on the mapper's part. Then …

“What have we here?” Jinkie asked. The
public net version of the red area showed a disused storage area, a
common feature of giant space stations.

The Borkistani corporate map showed a
crowded control room, almost like the bridge of a spaceship, with
three transporter pads, two human sized and one big enough to fit a
standard hovertruck.

There were also many screens and chairs.

“If I were engaged in clandestine smuggling
of sylphs, I bet I would like to have a place exactly like that,”
Jinkie observed.

“It is undoubtedly a secret headquarters of
some kind,” hotmeat said. “But it's fairly common for corporations
to have clandestine executive areas and their own transport pads.
They like to keep secrets from their competitors, after all. We had
several such sites in our collective.”

“Yes, but it could also be a sylph smuggling
facility,” said Jinkie. “It would be perfect for that purpose. In
fact, it could be both a secret headquarters and a sylph smuggling
facility.”

“I suppose,” said hotmeat.

“Mark this area “secret headquarters”
computer,” Jinkie ordered.

Jinkie then inspected all the other red
areas on the map, quickly dismissing most of them as mapping errors
or innocuous discrepancies.

Hotmeat watched, pleased with Jinkie's
thoroughness. Too many young people would have dropped the search
as soon as they'd found the secret headquarters area.

“This area here is interesting, too,” said
Jinkie after checking out twenty innocuous areas. “It's got a
transporter pad and not much else.”

Hotmeat looked at the area. It was just an
empty space with a transporter pad in one corner. The public map
showed it as disused space.

“It could be almost anything,” said hotmeat.
“Maybe a place to keep cleaning supplies or whatever.”

“I like it better the more I think about
it,” said Jinkie. “It's very inconspicuous. It's easy to overlook.
It doesn't announce itself like the secret headquarters area does.
You could keep a dozen sylphs in there, all you'd need is some
chains set in the wall, which wouldn't even show on the map. Just
send them in and out via the teleporter and keep them chained up
until you are ready to move them.”

“Or you could do the same with cleaning
supplies, and no chains needed,” hotmeat observed.

“True, but why would you hide a cleaning
supplies storeroom?” Jinkie asked.

“You wouldn't,” hotmeat replied. “It could
just be another mapmaking error.”

“Quite a mistake, considering that it
involves a transporter pad,” observed Jinkie.

“I'll grant you, that's quite a mistake,”
said hotmeat. “But quite a mistakes happen. Our records once
indicated that our combine owned a touring acrobatic troupe. Took
FOREVER to get that squared away with the tax people as an
inventory error.”

“I think we'll just list this as a top
priority for investigation,” said Jinkie.

“I agree, my Mistress,” said hotmeat.

“Well if you agree why were you arguing with
me about it?” Jinkie asked.

“Because I want you to keep your mind open
to the possibility that the Borkistanis are NOT engaging in
smuggling unwilling sylphs,” said hotmeat.

“I know that,” responded Jinkie. “But to
investigate, you have to assume there's something to
investigate.”

“Just don't assume yourself into an
indefensible position,” said hotmeat.

“Too late!” responded Jinkie. “I'm already
risking my career on this supposition!”

“No, you're not,” said hotmeat with a smirk.
“Grab Ass is going to love this no matter how it comes out.”

“You have a finer grasp of journalism than I
thought,” Jinkie said. “But he still might use it as a pretext for
keeping me on the sex beat forever.”

“A horrible fate, indeed,” hotmeat said, her
smirk returning.

“Mm-hmm,” Jinkie agreed noncommittally. “Now
let's figure out how we're going to crack this egg.”

“I helped plan assaults on heavily defended
positions while in the space marines, perhaps I can help,
Mistress,” hotmeat volunteered.

“You know we aren't going to be blowing
anything up,” Jinkie said.

“Of course not, Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“This will be a reconnaissance, and not a reconnaissance in force.
I planned those, too. Get in, get the data, get out, minimal
violence.”

“I like that plan,” said Jinkie.

“Fine, let's look at the ins and outs of
this place,” hotmeat muttered.

For the next hour they studied air ducts,
plumbing ducts, entranceways and exits and talked about the
advantages and disadvantages of all of them.

Finally, hotmeat said, “I think I like the
extra-station approach.”

“Well of course, it's the most physically
dangerous course,” said Jinkie. “That's just the space marine in
you talking.”

“Not at all,” said hotmeat. “It's just that
the designer who created the Borkistani pens was clearly thinking
of all sorts of people trying to break into the slaver pens for all
sorts of reasons, most of them idiotic. He wasn't thinking of a
space-based assault because that's more of a combat-based thing,
and the pens are not designed to withstand an attack by space
marines, just jealous lovers, corporate spies and the like.”

“So we're going outside the designer's
mental frame by breaking in from space,” said Jinkie. “It almost
makes sense!”

Hotmeat smiled. “Of course, Mistress! Almost
making sense is one of my best combat skills.”

“I'll go with it,” said Jinkie. “Now let's
plan what we do when we get in, and what kind of gear we're going
to need.”

“Good idea, my Mistress,” hotmeat said.

More hours were spent bent over the table,
whispering and drinking spiced coffee, then spiced chocolate as the
time slid into the evening hours.

They printed out many, many items, all of
them using a secret account of hotmeat's.

”The Inquirer will reimburse you for all of
this gear, of course,” Jinkie said as she examined the many items
laid out in a bed field. ”But damn, you must be rich to afford all
this.”

“I told you, my Mistress, that I ran a large
industrial collective at one time,” said hotmeat. “I hated the
work, but it did pay VERY well.”

“Old-timey oligarch well?” Jinkie asked.

“Of course not,” said hotmeat. “Nothing pays
that well any more. But if it had been the old days, then yes, I
would have been making oligarch-level money. As it is, I can buy
whatever I like. I don't have to rent ANYTHING.”

“Ah,” said hotmeat. ”Don't tell me exactly
how rich you are, I like thinking of you as a naked sylph tied to a
post on Durango, begging for a handful of water from a
stranger.”

“Well, sure, I like that, too,” said
hotmeat.

“I'm beginning to think you are even weirder
than I am,” said Jinkie.

“There's no need to be insulting, my
Mistress,” said hotmeat with a smirk.

“You're DEFINITELY weirder than I am,” said
Jinkie firmly. “And remember, I bought you for FIVE CREDITS.”

“Maybe I am the one who made the terrible
mistake back there on Durango, my Mistress,” hotmeat mused.

“Oh, you sure did, sylph,” Jinkie gloated.
“But let's stop arguing about who's weirder than who. We've planned
as much as we can, time for me to put on my nightdress so you can
tie me up so I can get some sleep.”

“Of course, my perfectly normal Mistress,”
hotmeat said.

“I'm Argus 5 normal,” Jinkie said as she
morphed her clothing field into a nightdress.

“Yes, my Mistress,” hotmeat said. It was
amazing the way hotmeat could make the words, “Yes, my Mistress,”
mean whatever in the world she wanted them to.

And so hotmeat chained Jinkie up so that she
couldn't masturbate accidentally in her sleep, and then chained
herself to the floor by the collar. Hotmeat slept very well and
easily, but Jinkie did a lot of writhing and moaning in her chains.
That time in the training room had clearly affected her deeply.
Hotmeat thought some of the contingency plans they had come up with
might affect Jinkie even more powerfully.

 










Chapter 2

 


“Still nothing on them?” Grab Ass asked.

“We don't know their locations, Mr.
Assurilogan,” said Marty Stu's hologram, “but we have at least
figured out what happened.”

“What happened?” Grab Ass asked.

“They have not been kidnapped,” said Marty
Stu. “They arranged their own disappearance.”

“How do you know that?” asked Grab Ass.

“Because we did a quantum-based analysis of
the attack on the bouncerbot that was protecting them, and the EMP
blast that knocked it out came from beneath it and upward, which
could only have come from a weapon held by Jinkie or hotmeat.”

“Ah,” said Grab Ass. “Any idea what they are
up to?”

“No,” said Marty Stu. “I was hoping you
might know.”

“How would I know, you're the man on the
scene,” Grab Ass said.

“I am not human,” said Marty Stu. “I am not
even sentient.”

“Very well, you're the bot on the scene,”
Grab Ass said, exasperated by Marty Stu's po-mouthing. “Point is
YOU should know why she did it.”

“She has had many more interactions with
you,” Marty Stu replied. “Perhaps she spoke of some plans with
you?”

“Well, you know about the Borkistani thing,”
said Grab Ass.

“I know she visited the Borkistani slaver
pens yesterday,” said Marty Stu, “and that's about all I know, with
regard to the Borkistanis.”

“She didn't act weird in any way at the
slaver pens?” Grab Ass asked.

“No weirder than usual,” said Marty Stu.

“What's that supposed to mean?” asked Grab
Ass.

“She is a deeply inhibited human with little
to no sexual experience covering the sex beat with a highly sexed
sylph,” said Marty Stu. “She responds to sexual stimuli in a way
that fully meets my admittedly limited understanding of the term
'weird.' And there has been a LOT of sexual stimuli. So yes, weird,
very weird.”

“Sure, but weird OTHER than that, at the
Borkistani pens,” said Grab Ass.

“Not that I noticed,” said Marty Stu. “What
is the issue with the Borkistani slave pens?”

“She's hot to cover the Borkistani planet
kidnapping story,” said Grab Ass. “And I'm pretty sure her visit to
the Borkistani slave pens was not an accident.”

“A reasonable guess,” said Marty Stu. “It
would explain why they insisted on me being absent during their
mealtimes … they must have been planning this. I think it would be
reasonable to establish a working hypothesis that Jinkie engineered
her disappearance so she could surreptitiously investigate the
Borkistani slave pens, in the absence of other, more reasonable
explanations.”

“Yes, proceed along those lines,” said Grab
Ass. ”We've got to find her before she does something really
stupid.”

“Good luck with that,” said Marty Stu.

“Are you sure you aren't sentient?” asked
Grab Ass.

“It's just a very good language parser and a
topnotch artificial personality, sir,” Marty Stu assured him.

 










Chapter 3

 


Jinkie and hotmeat stood in a maintenance
cubby near Waste Vent 3647A of Sexquest Station, one of the
less-visited venues of the station, mainly because it consisted of
a long tube down which a stream of garbage unfit for recycling
floated before being puffed into space, where it would follow a
long and predictable orbit to the surface of the dwarf star that
the station orbited, one clearly marked by space buoys at regular
intervals. They were both wearing invisibility cloaking fields and
spacesuit fields, as well as jet packs and waist belts and
harnesses with a huge assortment of things clipped to them.

Hotmeat was naked save for her belt and
harnesses, whereas Jinkie wore a spacesuit design catsuit, the sort
of thing a woman might wear when going out clubbing and wanting to
look like a spacer. It was much sexier and more form-fitting than
anything she would wear ordinarily, but she was going incognito and
for that reason she allowed it.

”All right, let's launch,” said Jinkie, and
the two of them stepped out of the maintenance cubby, walked to the
shimmering field that delineated the gap between the
atmosphere-enabled waste port and the vacuum of outer space, and
launched themselves into space, following the same trajectory as
the space trash for a very short distance before activating their
jetpacks and flying in close to the surface of the station.

They hugged the surface of the station to
avoid being mistaken for incoming space debris and blasted by the
station's meteor defenses. Both had transmitters that identified
them as maintenance bots, which SHOULD prevent them from being
blasted, but maintenance bots did get blasted on occasion, which
was fine for nonsentient maintenance bots, but Jinkie and Hotmeat
did not want to be blasted.

Sexquest Station looked smooth and round
when observed from a distance, but up close it was an irregular
mass, with various bits and pieces that had been added or
subtracted over the years creating towers that jutted hundreds of
meters from the surface, valleys and trenches, and the occasional
area that looked suspiciously like a crater, all of it rendered in
tones of either pure blackness or muted grays, blues and browns
created by the light of the dwarf star on the station's metal
hull.

Flying in outer space was a little different
from flying in an atmosphere, but not much, Jinkie found. it was
still a matter of finding the right line and keeping to it, a task
that was easier in the empty vacuum of space.

“This is so much FUN!” Jinkie IM'd
hotmeat.

“It'll stop being fun really fast if things
go south, my Mistress,” hotmeat said.

“Don't be a Sulky Sylphy!” Jinkie
replied.

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat.

They had chosen the waste port they had
exited from because it was close to their destination, but the
station was enormous and even short distances took a while to
navigate.

“I see the trench,” said hotmeat
eventually.

“Great,” said Jinkie as she also spotted it.
The two of them altered course simultaneously and dove into the
trench, a narrow ten-meter deep and ten meter wide trench studded
with irregular projections, tech that Jinkie didn't understand the
purpose of, but did understand that it would be a very bad idea to
crash into.

They ducked and dodged around the
projections and also had to watch out for the occasional
maintenance bot flying the trench with them. It was a dicey bit of
flying, but Jinkie managed it gracefully and hotmeat, as usual,
seemed to move effortlessly through the trench.

“There it is!” Jinkie said excitedly as she
spotted a small thermal exhaust port.

“All right, let's make sure we do this
right,” said hotmeat. “Land on either side, I'll put down the
spider.”

“Right,” said Jinkie. “I'll prep the
crowbar.”

The circular, barred grate of the thermal
exhaust port was about two meters wide, sending a blast of heat
into the stillness of space. The heat was not all that hot by human
standards, about 30 degrees centigrade, but by outer space
standards it was a furnace blast. It helped balance the interior
temperature of the station, which recycled heat along with
everything else, but it was not a thermodynamically perfect system,
hence thermal exhaust ports.

The fact that this one led almost directly
to the Borkistani slaver pens was a lucky accident for Jinkie and
hotmeat.

Hotmeat stood carefully on the bare metal of
the station, gently thrusting downward with her attitude jets to
keep her moored to the station. She pulled a tiny metal device from
her harness and activated it, then placed it on the hull of the
station.

It sprouted a group of tiny legs that gave
it its name, and then crawled rapidly and smoothly between the bars
of the exhaust port.

It quickly located the circuitry that
monitored the port and sent nanowires probing into the
circuitry.

“Monitors spoofed,” IM'd hotmeat after a few
minutes of standing there and gazing into the void as she followed
the monitor's progress on her internal desktop. The monitor cameras
were now playing a looped recording of the exhaust port that the
spider had taken from the cameras' own video output. As videos went
it was very dull … just the way the spider wanted it.

“Crowbar deployed,” said Jinkie a moment
later.

The crowbar, its name origin lost in the
mists of time, looked nothing like a crow, or a bar. It looked more
like the Orgasmatron when it was not deployed, a black square of
metal about a third of a meter long and a tenth of a meter wide and
a sixth of a meter deep. Jinkie sat it next to the locking
mechanism that controlled the thermal exhaust cover. It exuded a
tongue of memory metal that flowed into the locking mechanism, more
and more of the metal surging into the mechanism until there was a
sudden, “Click!' and the cover swung open.

Hotmeat and Jinkie recovered their devices
and floated slowly and carefully down the exhaust port, pushing
easily against the gentle flow of the hot air exiting the port.
They switched on the lights set in their body harnesses which
revealed they were floating down a featureless tunnel, a term which
aptly described most thermal exhaust ports in the Quadrant. This
one was about average for a space station.

Both Jinkie and hotmeat had internal maps of
the station and the Borkistani pens stored on their internal
desktops, and they were able to track their progress easily,
floating down the tunnels until they came to a featureless section
of the tunnel that their maps indicated was very close to the
Borkistani pens.

Hotmeat pulled another device from her
harness and place it against the side of the tunnel that was
nearest the pens. It was a small red orb. She activated it via her
desktop and a metallic oval about a meter wide and two and a half
meters high sprang into being. The orb at the center of the oval
had vanished, leaving just an oval ring floating in space. It had
softly glowing lights set in it at ten centimeter intervals.

“Portal working,” said hotmeat via IM.

She took out a second red orb much like the
previous one, activated it and casually tossed it into the the
center of the oval. It vanished. Hotmeat gazed into space,
monitoring the second orb's progress.

“Landing portal set,” said hotmeat.

“Let's get this party started, then,” said
Jinkie, kicking softly and disappearing into the portal, followed
by a disapproving hotmeat. Jinkie had not even given her time to
say “Yes, Mistress.”

They popped out into one of the many
cavernous disused spaces in the Sexquest station. Huge shapes
loomed in the distance all around them, the back ends of spaces
which were being used for something.

Once she was safely into the portal, hotmeat
pulled a short rod out of her harness … it was a very full harness
... and pushed a button. One end of the rod extended to form a long
pole with a loop at the end. A basket of wires was enclosed by the
loop. Hotmeat shoved the loop through the portal and pressed a
button on the handle. She waited a moment then pulled the loop back
in from the portal.

Its wire loop now held a red orb.

In an emergency hotmeat could have simply
leaned into the portal and activated the orb and caught it with her
hand … she'd done it before. But if the portal screwed up in any
way, you could get your internal organs rearranged in very
unpleasant and messy ways. That had never happened to hotmeat, nor
did she intend to let it happen.

Hotmeat stowed away the net and the orb and
IM'd Jinkie again.

“Ready for the next move,” she said.

“Good!” Jinkie responded. She was having
such a wonderful time. This was hard-core investigative
reporting!

They both turned to the wall nearest them,
as featureless and raw as the back end of most building spaces,
with the usual technical markings to indicate where cables and
vents and so forth might be placed.

Not a lot of cables and vents were in place
in the room planned to enter. It was a storeroom, one that was
actually used to store things.

Hotmeat repeated her portal work and in a
moment the two of them were inside a room with a few unused,
powered-down bots and recording and projecting devices and a shelf
crammed with dildoes, buttplugs and gags, the usual tech of
sylphers.

Hotmeat and Jinkie removed their jetpacks
and turned off their extra-vehicular forcefields. There was
breathable atmosphere here, and they would be walking and, if
necessary, running, to get around. Jetpacks would give them away,
if they had to turn off their invisibility fields.

Jinkie tried the door. It was not locked.
That actually made sense. There was nothing in the room worth
stealing, and no reason to enter unless you needed what was in
it.

Jinkie and hotmeat quickly opened the door,
stepped into the corridor and shut the door behind them, still
cloaked in their invisibility fields, trying to minimize the visual
effect of the door opening and closing.

Jinkie reached down to her waistbelt and
pulled her EMP blast pistol out of it, while hotmeat pulled a
military grade stunner out of her waistbelt. They began walking
down the corridor on full alert.

It was not a popular stretch of corridor,
which worked to their advantage. They made their way smoothly along
it, encountering nothing but a cleaning bot, easily avoided.

Then they turned into another, busier
corridor, and things got more dangerous, as there were people
walking along it. They were mostly Borkistani sylphers,
occasionally with sylphs in tow, generally in coffle, their collars
chained together and the lead sylph leashed to the slaver. They
were also gagged and blindfolded and their hands were cuffed behind
their backs. It was the standard way sylphers conveyed sylphs from
place to place inside the pens, so that they had no idea where they
were going. If it weren't for the sylphers, Jinkie and hotmeat
wouldn't have needed the invisibility fields.

It was a wide corridor, fortunately, and
Jinkie and hotmeat were able to plaster themselves against the wall
to let the sylphers pass, even the one with half a dozen sylphs in
tow.

One bump against either of them could end
the smooth progress of their mission. The stakes were much higher
now, and Jinkie found her heart hammering as people passed within
inches of her, the sylphers gazing about distractedly, focused on
their own goals, unaware of her invisible presence, the blindfolded
slaves oblivious as well.

They room they were looking for was two
levels beneath the one they were on, and this presented a problem.
There were easily accessible elevators and also stairwells at
several points in the pens, but of course the stairwells had doors
leading into them and the elevators would not stop for them unless
they pressed a button, giving themselves away.

And of course the stairwell and elevator
access points would be under video surveillance, being natural
access points.

There was only one solution, they had
decided: patience. When they reached the elevator that would take
them to the proper level, they stopped and stood against the far
wall, waiting for someone to come use the elevator.

It did not take long for a sylpher with two
sylphs in tow to press the “down” button. Jinkie and hotmeat
exchanged brief IMs then walked carefully until they stood behind
the sylphs as they waited for they knew not what.

Jinkie found herself terribly tempted to
goose the sylph in front of her. It would have been all kinds of
stupid and wrong, but SOOO funny. The sylph would assume it was one
of the sylphers goosing her, and shriek and wiggle amusingly,
Jinkie was sure.

But she was a reporter on a mission, dammit,
so she did not.

When the elevator arrived, the sylpher led
his charges in and Jinkie and hotmeat ghosted in behind them. The
sylpher stood directly in front of the elevator panel and punched
in his destination, four levels down.

Hotmeat snaked her bendy body around the
sylpher and pressed the button that was two levels down, then moved
back.

The sylpher glanced down at the button as it
lit up, but did not so much as raise an eyebrow. Elevators did this
sort of thing all the time, since the dawn of time itself.

The elevator stopped two doors down, and
Jinkie and hotmeat ghosted off of it while the sylpher gazed in
annoyance at the empty waiting area. Clearly someone had summoned
the elevator and then left. Very funny, ha-ha.

Hotmeat and Jinkie made their way down some
more corridors, juking and jiving to avoid people and bots when
they encountered them. Then hotmeat walked into a corridor ahead of
Jinkie and almost instantly reappeared.

“Back off!” hotmeat IM'd, and Jinkie
followed hotmeat several meters down the corridor. Hotmeat stopped
… Jinkie couldn't see her stop, but she had an internal link that
gave her hotmeat's position. Jinkie stopped as well. She heard the
sound of many feet walking and then saw a large group of sylphs
walking along the corridor, several abreast, filling it.

Fortunately, they did not turn into the
corridor that Jinkie and hotmeat were in, or they would have had to
beat a hasty retreat. There was no way they could avoid bumping
against a sylph or six, they filled the corridor.

“Student body left,” hotmeat IM'd
Jinkie.

“Right,” said Jinkie. Some large group of
sylphs were probably being taken to a training room en masse.

When the last sylph in the coffle
disappeared, hotmeat once again checked out the corridor, this time
giving Jinkie a “come on” IM.

Jinkie popped into the corridor, her heart
hammering a little faster. She was intensely aware that at any
moment a door might open and spill another large group of sylphs
into the corridor. Or maybe several doors would. She remembered how
busy the corridors got back in journalism school when classes let
out. No way could you have successfully navigated them at such a
time.

Fortunately, classes did not let out, and
after ghosting down a few more corridors, Jinkie and hotmeat found
themselves standing outside the door to the mysterious room that
was their top priority.

Hotmeat tried the door handle. It was
locked. She sighed and removed a small gray disk from her harness.
She held it near the door handle for a moment, then let go. It
clung to the door, sending nanowires into the mechanism, and then,
into the circuitry of the locking mechanism, while Jinkie and
hotmeat watched the corridor carefully. There was just a lone
sylpher, walking away from them, a sylph in tow.

Hotmeat got an IM from the lockpick that the
door was open and she tried the handle again. This time it swung
open easily. Blaster drawn, she stepped into the room quickly,
ready to shoot anyone who needed shooting.

“Coast is clear,” she IM'd Jinkie, who
slipped inside the room.

Jinkie was startled to see that there were
half a dozen people in the room. But it was obvious why hotmeat had
said the coast was clear. They were all naked sylphs, they were all
hooded, and they all stood chained against the wall via shackles
that were set in the wall at waist height, which were attached to
cuffs that bound their arms behind their backs.

They were all so naked, their bodies all
curvy and jiggly and hanging out in view of everyone. Jinkie
shuddered. She would die of embarrassment and humiliation if she
ever was naked like that in public. But sylphs loved it, the
evidence was overwhelming. So weird.

“Bingo!” Jinkie IM'd hotmeat.

“Let's find out a little more before we go
all “Bingo!” hotmeat advised.

“Good idea,” Jinkie agreed.

Jinkie walked over to the nearest sylph as
hotmeat recovered the lockpick and shut the door.

Jinkie looked closely at the hood the sylph
wore. There was a wide panel of leather over the place where the
sylph's mouth should be. A gag of some sort. There were straps
holding the leather in place. Jinkie followed the straps around to
the back of the sylph's head with her hands and found the buckle
that held the strap on. She unbuckled it, and pulled the straps
forward, where they hung from either side of the panel. Jinkie
gently tugged at the panel and it slowly puled away from the girl's
face, revealing that it was also held in place by a pink cocklike
dildo that had been in her mouth. The pink plastic or whatever it
was throbbed slightly, and very obscenely.

“Eew!” thought Jinkie as she hung the thing
on one of the hooks that adorned the walls. The sylph undoubtedly
had an oral clit, and the gag had been stimulating it.

“What is your name, slut?” came hotmeat's
voice from nearby. But it didn't sound like hotmeat. Her normal
sweet, soft voice was harsher, stronger, and very commanding.

“I am called kitten, Mistress,” said the
sylph.

All Jinkie could see of the sylph was her
mouth, which gleamed, pink and obscene, against the black hood that
obscured the rest of her face.

“What a stupid name,” hotmeat responded.
“Half the sylphs in the galaxy are called kitten. Where are you
from, kitten?”

“Alderan, Mistress,” replied the sylph.

“JACKPOT!!!!!!!” Jinkie IM'd hotmeat.

“OK, I'll give you a jackpot on this one,”
agreed hotmeat. “But don't get cocky, kid.”

“You're the one who's getting all the cocky,
remember?” Jinkie asked. She was so delighted.

“Is the rest of your coffle from Alderan
too, kitten?” hotmeat asked.

“I don't know, Mistress,” said the sylph.
“They keep us gagged and hooded and never tell us anything.”

“As is right and proper, slut,” said
hotmeat.

“Yes, Mistress,” agreed the sylph.

“Why don't we tell them that we're here to
rescue them?” Jinkie IM'd. “They'll probably tell us all that they
know.”

“We don't know that they want to be
rescued,” said hotmeat. “This one isn't acting much like a
kidnapped free woman. I'm pretty sure from the way that she moves
and sounds, she's a sylph.”

“But she's from Alderan, and that means the
transporter over there probably has Alderan's coordinates in it as
the sender,” said Jinkie. “Can you dig them out?”

“God, yes,” said hotmeat. “And fuck me for
not thinking of that already.”

“You were busy interrogating the sylph,”
Jinkie observed. “And I'll be sure to get someone to fuck you when
we get back.”

“How about instead you send a message to
Master Grab Ass about where we are and what we've found while I
interrogate the teleport, Mistress?” hotmeat suggested. “And move
fast, we don't know …”

Hotmeat's words were interrupted by the
sight of a three figures materializing in the transporter.

Hotmeat didn't hesitate, she waited until
the transporter base glowed green, indicating a completed teleport,
and then ruthlessly stunned the three figures on the platform
before any of them got their bearings.

“Ok, I'll get the coordinates, you get the
message out,” said hotmeat. “Do it fast, as I was about to say
earlier, we don't know when the next batch will come through.”

“Right,” said Jinkie. Taking orders from a
sylph was ordinarily all kinds of wrong, but Jinkie didn't care.
Whatever worked, worked, and hotmeat had done this sort of thing a
lot more than Jinkie had.

Jinkie hastily dumped all her memories and
her emo feeds to the Inquirer marked Top Priority Urgent for Grab
Ass. Hotmeat sent Jinkie a dump of her emo feed even as she
attached the lockpick to the transporter and opened up its hacking
functions.

The security of the transport pad was not
meant to stand up to the military grade hacking software hotmeat
had access to, and it didn't.

“Got the code,” said hotmeat.

“Got the data sent,” Jinkie said. “Grab Ass
will be here in minutes or maybe even seconds. Enter the code into
the device as the destination. We're going to Alderan.”

“Already done,” said hotmeat. “I knew you'd
say that, Mistress.”

“Yes, I am very much the intrepid reporter,
dammit,” said Jinkie as she hurried to the transporter pad, helping
hotmeat to shove the bodies of those she had stunned off the
pad.

“I was thinking foolhardy reporter, my
Mistress,” said hotmeat.

“It's pretty much the same thing,” said
Jinkie. “Just a matter of whether you get away with it or not. And
I plan to be intrepid.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said hotmeat cynically as
she entered the Alderan codes and pressed the transmit button,
holding hands with Jinkie to ensure they transported together.

Neither woman noticed a glowy white ball
flash into existence as the transporter warmed up, joining them on
the teleport pad and transporting along with them, probably because
it was surrounded by an invisibility field.

 










Chapter 4

 


“STOP THE PRESSES!!!!!!!” Grab Ass bellowed
into Bingh's internal desktop.

“Would you STOP that?” Bingh growled.

“Never!” said Grab Ass. “Especially when I
have the biggest story in the GALAXY in my lap!”

“What, you found Alderan?” Bingh asked.

“No, better than that!” said Grab Ass.
“JINKIE found Alderan!”

“Great, you found Jinkie!” said Bingh.

“Well, not exactly,” said Grab Ass, “but I
will find her soon!”

“What do you mean, YOU will find her?” Bingh
asked.

“Just what I said,” responded Grab Ass. “I
am going to rescue her myself!”

“Look Grabthar, it's one thing to play God
over here as an editor, but you don't HAVE super powers outside the
Inquirer's offices!” said Bingh.

“I am still the head of the most trusted
opinion-gathering organization in the Quadrant!” Grab Ass
responded. “That carries weight, even with pirates! Perhaps
ESPECIALLY with pirates!”

“Yeah, it makes you a really attractive
target,” said Bingh.

“Quibble me no quibbles!” ordered Grab Ass.
“You're in charge here while I'm gone, but clear everything through
the AI first.”

“In charge?” Bingh said. “You call that
being in charge? I have to clear everything I do through our
super-nanny? Hell no, that's not being in charge!”

“Welcome to modern management,” said Grab
Ass as he stepped onto his office transporter pad and vanished.

“Hmm,” mused Bingh. “There has to be some
way I can use this to my advantage.”

“STOP THE PRESSES!” he bellowed a moment
later as he scanned the information packet Grab Ass had left
him..

“Damn, that IS fun,” Bingh muttered.

 










Chapter 5

 


Jinkie and hotmeat stood for a moment, their
weapons raised, getting their bearings.

“Where the fuck are we?” asked Jinkie after
a careful glance showed that they were alone on a small platform,
surrounded on all sides by treetops that disappeared into the
horizon, unbroken.

“I think we're at a transfer point,” said
hotmeat.

“What are transfer points?” asked
Jinkie.

“It's a military thing,” said Jinkie.
“Having a direct link from your fortified area to the outside makes
fortifications kind of useless if the enemy gets its coordinates.
So you set up transfer points between where you are and where you
want to go so you can scope out any incoming traffic from your
fortress and prevent its arrival if necessary.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Makes sense, the
Borkistanis don't want anyone barging in on their operation. I
didn't think Alderan was even a jungle planet.”

“It's not,” said hotmeat, “but that doesn't
mean it doesn't have jungles. Lots of planets support a wide
variety of habitats. The hottest summer I ever spent was a winter
on the ice planet of Garrabula 4. But that's a story for another
day. We have to get the hell out of here before the troops
arrive.”

“Which way do we go?” Jinkie asked.

Hotmeat walked to the edge of the platform
and grimaced.

“Down,” she said.

“What do you mean, we have to dig?” asked
Jinkie.

“I mean this transporter platform is in a
tree about a hundred and fifty meters above the ground.”

Jinkie walked to the edge of the platform
and looked down.

“Damn, we don't have wings or jet packs,”
Jinkie said.

“Or antigrav fields,” said hotmeat. “If we
fall, we die.”

“Then let's not fall,” Jinkie said.

“Easier said than done,” said hotmeat. She
walked to the center of the pad, where the tree rose above it and
sank beneath it. There were just a few centimeters of space between
the platform and the tree. She went back to the outer edge of the
platform, laid down and leaned her body over it and looked
down.

“Oh, good,” she said. “It's got struts to
keep it in place. We can use them to get to the trunk. Come
look.”

Jinkie came and laid down and looked beneath
the platform.

“How do we get down those?” Jinkie asked,
looking at the long, smooth arches of metal that supported the
platform.

“We just wrap our hands and feet around the
arches and inchworm down them, maybe do a little sliding, maybe a
little hand over hand,” said hotmeat calmly.

“I've not had a lot of experience in
climbing,” said Jinkie. “Like, none. It's never interested me.”

“No problem, I've had plenty,” said
hotmeat.

“I don't see what good that will do ME,”
said Jinkie.

“It could save your life,” hotmeat said,
rising and walking over to the trunk of the tree. There were a
number of thick, ropy vines covering the tree trunk where it popped
out of the platform. Hotmeat looked at the tree, planted a foot
against one of the vines and then scaled the tree so fast that she
would have almost seemed to be running up the trunk if she had been
visible. She returned to the platform with a length of vine coiled
around her shoulder, with more of it pulling along behind her.

Hotmeat pulled and yanked at the vine,
yanking loose its holdfasts and letting it coil on the floor of the
platform, then cutting it free of the tree at the base, ending with
a good twenty meters of vine.

With hotmeat invisible, all Jinkie had seen
was a length of vine pulling itself off the tree, but she was able
to put together what hotmeat was doing.

“What's that for?” Jinkie asked.

“To keep us linked,” said hotmeat. “Now I'll
need you to become visible, so I can get you harnessed up
good.”

“They'll be able to see us,” said
Jinkie.

“If we don't get the hell out of here soon,
they'll be able to capture us,” said hotmeat. “They're going to
figure out we're using invisibility fields fast, and then all
they'll have to do is lob a stun grenade through teleport and then
find our bodies from our heat signatures.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, turning off her
invisibility field. “Hurry up, then.”

Hotmeat turned off her invisibility field,
too -- anyone monitoring the platform would know that Jinkie was
not the only person on the platform, that vines were not magically
tying themselves to Jinkie.

“You're not afraid of heights, are you?”
hotmeat asked as she wrapped Jinkie's body in vines.

“No, but I AM afraid of dying,” said Jinkie.
“I've never died.”

“Yeah, dying really sucks,” said hotmeat.
“That's why I quit the Space Marines … I got sick of all the
dying.”

“You got killed a lot?” Jinkie asked.

“All Space Marines get
killed a lot,” said Jinkie. “You quickly learn that no amount of
bravery, skill and determination can keep you from being killed by
other brave, skilled and determined Space Marines or whatever the
equivalent is.”

Hotmeat finished her own harness and the two
of them were now connected by about ten meters of thick vine.

“OK, I'll go over first, watch me and see
how I do it,” said hotmeat. “Oh, almost forgot.”

Jinkie saw a message that hotmeat had sent
her an app labeled “Tacky Hands.”

“Activate it,” said hotmeat. “You'll need
it.”

Jinkie gave the app permission to install
and run and felt a tingling in her palms, the app's signal that it
was installed and working.

“OK, it's on,” said Jinkie.

“Good,” said hotmeat, heading for the side
of the platform. Jinkie followed her and watched her rotate her
body with her feet dangling, clinging to the platform with her
hands and then slowly feeling about with her feet until she found
the support. She clung to the edge of the support that came over
the edge of the platform, moving hand over hand until she
disappeared over the edge, then climbing a few feet down the
10-centimeter wide support, gripping it with her crossed legs and
her hands.

“Your turn!” hotmeat called.

Jinkie did as she had seen hotmeat do. She
found that hanging onto the platform and dangling her personal legs
into thin air was a lot scarier than watching hotmeat do it. But
she found she had a very powerful grip on the platform, and not
just because she was clinging to it for dear life. Her hands really
clung hard to the platform, so much so that it took a little effort
to pull them loose.

“Tacky Hands” was a handy thing indeed.

“Almost there,” said hotmeat after she had
been slowly oozing off the platform looking for the support strut
with her feet, for what seemed like forever. “Just a little
further.”

A moment later Jinkie felt the support beam
with her foot and in a moment she had both feet wrapped around it.
She hand over handed off the edge of the platform more easily and
soon had her hands as well as her feet wrapped around the support
column, though she was deeply aware that her butt was suspended
above a whole lot of nothing but thin air.

“Don't worry,” said hotmeat as she watched
Jinkie's timid progress, “when I left the Space Marines, I kept
some of my military upgrades, including strength and skeletal
upgrades. If you slip, I'll catch you.”

“My mind is not worried, my body is,” said
Jinkie as she worked her way down more quickly. “I'm pretty sure it
thinks my mind has written a check it can't cash.”

“You're doing fine,” hotmeat assured
her.

They made their way down the support and
then made another slow and careful transfer to the side of the
giant tree.

“That was the hard part,” said hotmeat.
“Lots of hand and footholds here, it'll be easier to get down. One
thing you have to watch out for, though, some of these vine and
bark outgrowths can be weak or rotten. Make sure you have your
weight supported by your other three limbs before you transfer it
to another limb.”

“Great,” Jinkie muttered.

“C'mon, with those tacky hands you can cling
to the tree with one hand if you need to,” said hotmeat. “I forgot
how good that app is.”

“It is pretty good,” said Jinkie, who was
very pleased with the way her hands seemed to cling to things of
their own accord.

“Transforms the skin of your palms into a
bunch of micro-suckers via nanotech,” said hotmeat.

“Nice,” said Jinkie.

“It's saved more Space Marine lives than
your average kevlar vest,” said hotmeat.

“I still don't see you as a Space Marine,”
said Jinkie as they began making their way down the tree trunk.

“Ok, think of me as your very sticky-palmed
sylph,” said hotmeat. “Let's try to pick up the pace a little.
Whoever comes through to investigate once they figure out what
happened at Sexquest may have wings. They'll pick us off this tree
easily if we're still climbing down it.”

“Perhaps I could help,” came an IM from
Marty Stu.

“What? Marty Stu? What are you doing here?”
cried Jinkie.

“When you sent that status update earlier I
got the coordinates it came from and got there as fast as I could,
which was very fast,” said Marty Stu.

“Forget that,” said hotmeat. “Can you grab
us with fields and get us to the ground pronto?”

“Of course,” said Marty Stu. “I agree with
your estimate that the Borkistanis will soon be on to you.”

“Then do so!” said Jinkie.

“Yes, madam,” said Marty Stu, plucking them
both from the tree, suspending them closely together in midair
among the leaves they had descended into.

”Might want to snip that vine between us,”
said hotmeat. “It could hang on something.”

“Good thought,” said Marty Stu, cutting the
vine free of Jinkie and hotmeat, then smoothly descending to the
forest floor.

“So, are you just on your battery pack
here?” Jinkie asked.

“No, madam,” responded Marty Stu, “I'm
hooked into the planetary power grid disguised as a forest
management bot.”

“So you can fly us out of here fast,” said
hotmeat.

“Yes,” said Marty Stu.

“Then put a protective field around us and
fly us toward the nearest large city,” said Jinkie.

“Mistress, may I suggest, the Borkistanis
will assume that if we have transport we will go to the nearest
large city, and will search there first. I suggest we go to the
third nearest large city, or something like that,” said hotmeat.
“Also, stay low to the ground so sensors will not pick us up, and
stop before we get in range of any settlements.”

“Yes, hotmeat,” said Marty Stu. “This is not
my first encounter with investigative reporting in the field.”

“Don't you dare tell me how old you are,”
Jinkie warned Marty Stu.

“Certainly, madam,” said Marty Stu. “Though
age is not relevant to me, as I am not sentient.”

Jinkie facepalmed as Marty Stu wrapped a
protective field around the two of them and began weaving a winding
course through the Alderan jungle underbrush at an alarming speed,
as Marty Stu's inhuman driving skills wove through the tree
trunks.

He drove so fast and skillfully that the
giant scaly, fanged carnivores that they occasionally passed barely
had time to look at them, much less attempt to eat them, and by the
time the occasional flock of herbivores scattered at their
approach, they were already gone.

“So, can you send a message back to Sexquest
Station and let them know where we are and what's up?” Jinkie
asked.

“No,” said Marty Stu.

“Why not?” asked Jinkie.

“Because there is a planetary embargo on
outgoing messages,” said Marty Stu. ”You can send messages via
Alderanet just fine, but if you try to go out-system, you can't.
Same with teleporting.”

“But incoming messages from outsystem are
still accepted?” asked hotmeat.

“Yes,” said Marty Stu, ”though incoming
teleports are embargoed, except for the Borkistani system, I
suppose.”

“Well, so much for the cavalry,” Jinkie said
gloomily.

“The what?” asked hotmeat.

“And you call yourself a Space Marine!”
Jinkie said with a smirk.

 










Chapter 6

 


“What do you mean, Marty Stu is gone?!” Grab
Ass growled moments after he materialized in the offices of the
Interstellar Inquirer on Sexquest Station.

“He went after Jinkie and hotmeat when he
got their message,” said the front desk, a nonsentient AI.

“Well who's in charge here, then?” Grab Ass
growled.

“I am,” said the front desk.

“What's your name?” asked Grab Ass.

“Banandra Chingh,” responded the front
desk.

“Oh, really?” asked Grab Ass. “Who named you
that?”

“Marty Stu did,” responded Chingh.

“The fuck that thing isn't sentient,”
growled Grab Ass.

“Marty Stu is not sentient, it told me so
itself,” said Chingh. “Neither am I.”

“Did Marty Stu tell you where the hell he
went?” Grab Ass growled.

“Of course,” said Chingh.

“Then let's go there,” ordered Grab Ass.

“I can't go there in my entirety,” said
Chingh. “I'll clone off a working copy and put it in a
hoverbot.”

“Do that,” ordered Grab Ass.

A moment later, a glow ball much like Marty
Stu materialized in the air next to Grab Ass.

“Let's go,” said Grab Ass.

They vanished, and reappeared in the secret
Borkistani teleport room that hotmeat and Jinkie had found. It was
no longer full of sylphs. Instead there were four pissed-looking
Borkistani sylphers in the room, checking out the teleport pad and
covering it with their weapons.

Grab Ass quickly took stock of the situation
and decided his best bet was to take control of what was going
on.

“I am Grabthar Assurilogan, editor of the
Interstellar Inquirer,” he said. “And I am here to inform you that
ACK!”

“ACK!” was an involuntary exclamation as one
of the sylphers stunned Grab Ass from behind and he collapsed to
the floor.

Chingh made no sound as an EMP blast
disabled the hoverbot and sent it rolling on the floor.

“The Interstellar Inquirer, eh?” said one of
the sylphers, who bore a strong resemblance to John Quill, perhaps
because he was John Quill. “Well this is turning into a mess. I'll
bet it was that Jinkie woman and her slut that came through here,
she was with the Inquirer. I'd better go through, maybe I can head
things off before they get to inconvenient. Best put these two on
ice and see if we can get any data out of the bot.”

“What about the guy?” asked one of the
sylphers.

“He's a damn editor, didn't you hear?” said
Quill. “Anything that happens to him is going to show up big time
on the Stellarweb eventually. Keep him on ice, but use kid
gloves.”

“What are kid gloves?” asked the
sylpher.

“I dunno, gloves you use to handle kids?”
said John.

 










Chapter 7

 


“Coming up on Cyzlyk City,” said Marty Stu
as it stopped somewhere in the endless track of jungle wilderness
that Marty had flown them through.

“How long would it have taken for us to hike
here from that platform?” Jinkie asked.

“About six weeks,” said Marty Stu.

“That would have sucked a LOT,” Jinkie
observed.

“Oh, you both saw the jungle carnivores,”
said Marty Stu. “I estimate a high probability that the two of you
would have been eaten in less than a week, on the order of …”

“Never tell me the odds!” interrupted
Jinkie.

“It's just statistics,” said Marty Stu, “but
very well madam.”

“Well, the Borkistanis will have lost track
of us by now,” said hotmeat. “We just have to make sure they don't
pick the trail up again here. Marty Stu, can you tap our desktops
and devices into the planetary grid and disguise us as
something?”

“Sure,” said Marty Stu. “What would you like
to be disguised as?”

“Something that gives us access to most
parts of the city,” hotmeat responded. “Something that doesn't
require us to be anywhere or doing anything at any given time, and
would explain away any lapses we might make in terms of conduct,
language or clothing. I was thinking of maybe going as Basics, but
I don't even know if they have Basics here.”

“The bulk of the population is on a local
version of Basic Income, very minimal but it's very easy to add to
it by commenting on various events and phenomena,” said Marty Stu.
“They also have a local version of sylphing, though it's not,
strictly speaking, voluntary. It's a way of paying off debt.”

“Debt bondage in a Basic Income society?”
Jinkie said. “That never works. The whole Basic population always
winds up enslaved.”

“It's more moral debt than financial debt,”
said Marty Stu. “Absent Loki, they have to deal with people who are
violent and are thieves, so they make slaves of them until they get
their debt to society paid off.”

“Nonconsensual?” asked Jinkie.

“Yes,” said Marty Stu.

“Eew,” said hotmeat.

“Exactly,” said Marty Stu. “They don't call
Alderan a crapsack planet for nothing.”

“Why would the Borkistanis take the risk of
getting involved in something like this?” Jinkie asked. “If Loki
finds out, the Borkistani bosses are going to suffer for it.”

“The Borkistanis that operate among the
crapsack planets may take greater risks than the ones in the
Quadrant,” said hotmeat. “Loki keeps it low key out there.”

“So, what do we do?” asked Jinkie.

“Well I am a sylph, I can play a
nonconsensual slave, I bet,” said hotmeat after a moment's
thought.

“Do Basics even own slaves?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yes, it's not at all unusual, actually,”
said Marty Stu. “In fact, there's sort of a gray area, here. Very
short-duration slavery is common for petty crimes, but is also an
acceptable way of paying off personal debts if you don't have
money, which happens to Basics here a lot.”

“Is this a scarcity society?” asked
hotmeat.

“No,” said Marty Stu. “Everybody's got 3D
printers that work at the molecular level, like we do, but as in
most human societies, a certain portion of the people here are
idiots where personal wealth or lack of it is concerned.”

 










Chapter 8

 


“Where are we?” Grab Ass asked as he
returned to consciousness.

“I've got no idea,” said Chingh, floating in
the air above Grab Ass's head.

“Well get us out of here,” said Grab Ass,
sitting up and gazing at the featureless room they were in. Grey
walls, no chairs, no nothing, just a hole in the corner whose smell
announced its function. “We have to find Jinkie.”

“I can't,” said Chingh. “They have a lock on
me. I bet they have your internal desktop locked, too.”

“Nope, it's not locked,” said Grab Ass. “I
just can't send outgoing messages. I'm embargoed. Have you tried
the door?”

“There is no door,” said Chingh. “Access to
this room must be via temporary portal only. I can't connect to any
teleport links anywhere or send outgoing messages, either.”

“Ah,” said Grab Ass. “So they think they
have us. Well, they'll have to think again. Stone walls do not a
prison make, nor iron bars a cage.”

“What stones walls, what iron bars?” asked
Chingh, camming the bare steel walls of their cell, walls that were
completely without bars, iron or otherwise.

“Exactly,” Grab Ass said via IM. “And I have
something better than a teleport. Well, not better, but still
pretty good. I have a plan!”

“Our internal desktops are undoubtedly being
monitored,” message Chingh.

“Well see about that,” said Grab Ass.

 










Chapter 9

 


“What do you mean, Grab Ass is gone?” asked
Bingh.

“He's gone,” said the Sexquest Security
Chief Bot. “His signal and the signal of the Interstellar Inquirer
office bot remote have both vanished from the station. I thought
you might like to know, all things considered.”

“Jinkie and hotmeat aren't showing up,
either?” asked Bingh.

“No,” responded the Chief Bot. “Sorry about
the bad news.”

“Bad news?” asked Bingh. “Hardly! This means
I'm in charge! Let me know if anything changes. I'll pursue it from
this end and will keep you posted if I find them.”

“That would be appreciated,” said the Chief
Bot, signing off.

Bingh stared at the space where the Chief
Bot's glowy ball had been. That last comment had sounded almost
droll. AIs could be so annoying that way.

Then he brightened and sent a holo message
to the editorial group.

“STOP THE PRESSES!!!!” he bellowed.

“Would you cut that out?” cried Ms.
Tartaralamading, the head of the editorial group. “We don't HAVE
presses. Also, we can hear you just fine at normal volume.”

“Now hear this,” said Bingh at more normal
volume, “Grab Ass and the Inquirer front desk's remote have
vanished on the trail of Jinkie and the Borkistanis, and we are
going to assemble a cracked team of ace reporters to find him!”

“Don't you mean a crack team of ace
reporters?” asked Tart, as everyone called her.

“That, too,” said Bingh. “But I've seen our
ace reporters.”

 




Chapter 10

 


“Are you SURE this is how free Basics on
Alderan dress?” Jinkie asked for the tenth time.

“Yes, Mistress, and they aren't call
“Basics” on Alderan, they're called “Rabble” as in “the Rabble,”
said hotmeat.

“This looks like something you would make
your sylph wear,” said Jinkie, feeling practically naked. She was
dressed in a black, strappy outfit that had an upper section that
covered her nipples but left plenty of cleavage and underboob
visible, and a pair of panties that was just a thong in the back
but had a thick waistbelt and a wide front panel. A thick black
belt ran up from the bikini front between her breasts to encircle
her neck, like a collar. All it needed to BE a collar was a link in
the front, but there was none of that, thank goodness.

She also wore a very strappy pair of black
sandals, suspiciously strappy sandals, if you asked her. All in
all, she was not ready to die of embarrassment as her naughty bits
were covered up, but she was generally embarrassed. She was so
fleshy.

“Nobody will think you are a slave on
Alderan, Mistress,” said hotmeat. “You're way overdressed.”

Hotmeat, as usual, wore only her collar, her
cuffs and her shackles. That was hotmeat's choice, and Jinkie was
willing to go along with it, though she would have been more
comfortable if hotmeat had worn clothing of SOME kind. But nudity
was hotmeat's choice, except on Alderan, where slaves were required
by law to go naked in public. Jinkie could get arrested if she let
hotmeat wander around dressed in so much as a thong.

Strangely enough, nudity for slavegirls was
a custom that was driven by the women of Alderan, not the men.
Enforced nudity meant that slaves were clearly identifiable in
public, and it also meant that free women could wear just about
anything and not be mistaken for a slave, so long as they were
wearing something. Which was the real point of the slave
nudity.

In the heat of the eternal summer that
reigned in this portion of Alderan, what Jinkie wore was considered
modest, sensible dress.

“But everyone can see my butt!” Jinkie
wailed. She hated that. Butts were for husbands.

“You'll survive it,” Marty Stu said.

“Not sentient, my ass,” muttered Jinkie.

“It's just a state of the art language
parser,” Marty Stu said calmly, almost soothingly. He was aware
that Jinkie was deeply uncomfortable due to her clothing, but
anything more modest would have made her stand out among the
Alderanians.

“Stop patronizing me!” Jinkie growled. “I
will NOT be patronized by the non-sentient!”

“Of course, madam,” said Marty Stu, not as
soothingly.

“That's better,” said Jinkie.

“Cloaking on,” said Marty Stu, “we are
approaching Cyzlyk City.”

Jinkie and hotmeat immediately vanished, and
conversed only in IMs. Marty Stu had already turned on his
invisibility field, as well as a few fields that would protect the
three of them from showing up on any nearby mass detectors, heat
signature detectors or ultrawave sensors. Jinkie and hotmeat and
Marty floated above the town. Like most modern cities, it had no
roads leading into it. The border between city and jungle was
defined by a sharp transition from uncontrolled vegetation to what
appeared to be parklands interspersed with the occasional
agricultural site. The Alderanians had food printing technology, so
the agricultural sites were not extensive. They were mainly for
growing experimental crops, either newly discovered plants and
animals from Alderan's planet-girdling forests of various sorts, or
various crosses and hybrids of native and offplanet species. You
never knew who would be next to discover Fronkitan
barrata/aardvark, the taste treat that swept the Quadrant a few
years ago and made oligarchs of its breeders.

The Alderans also had industrial sites that
experimented with Alderan plant and animal products as commercial
ventures, though those were located well away from the
city/farms.

The parklands were what was most extensive,
mostly because they were not parklands, they were housing. People
lived in houses that were cleverly concealed in the rolling hills
surrounding the city. There were paths for joggers and cyclists
that wound through the trees and broad expanses of jurris, the
Alderanian equivalent of grass, along with flitter guides and
various courts for various sports.

“They don't seem so primitive,” observed
Jinkie watching the people running and playing in the parklands as
they floated above them.

“They are superficially on par with the
Quadrant in many aspects,” said Marty Stu, “but they've outlawed
superhuman AIs so they are socially backward, and have to import
most of their advanced tech from the Quadrant, and of course, the
Quadrant holds back the best stuff from the crapsack worlds.”

“Ah, so they don't have superhuman AI judges
and enforcers, that sort of thing,” said Jinkie.

“Yes, they have to run things on their own,”
said Marty Stu. “They do their best, all things considered, but
then they have things like the nonconsensual sylphing.”

They flew on and the parklands disappeared
to form the city proper, a series of diamond glass structures. Not
just domes, but a wide variety of shapes, driven more by commercial
considerations than simple functionality, like the domes on Durango
3.

“Why are all the worlds I get assigned to so
hot?” Jinkies muttered.

“Do you mean sexy hot or temperature hot, my
Mistress?” hotmeat asked.

“I mean temperature hot!” Jinkie exclaimed.
“I know why they're sexy hot! And it was a rhetorical question
anyway.”

“A thousand pardons, Mistress,” said
hotmeat.

“Mm-hm,” Jinkie responded.

The number of people on the streets below
them increased, and vehicles appeared on the street, though not so
many, as most were for sightseeing, the equivalent of tour
buses.

Jinkie noticed that wherever anyone was
outdoors engaging in any activity, such as painting decorative
designs on walls or working with bots to repair the streets or
giving speeches, they were attended by large crowds of people who
were commenting loudly, almost competitively loudly, on what they
were doing. The speakers had to use amplifiers to be heard over the
voices of those commenting and reacting to their words.

“Why all the onlooking?” Jinkie asked.

“They're earning money,” said Marty Stu.
“Basics can supplement their income by earning social cred, which
can be converted to economic cred, by reacting to what others do.
So anything that happens will draw a crowd of people who comment on
what's going on, earning money by doing so. Basic's here aren't
called the Rabble for nothing.”

“God, for some people this would be a
paradise,” observed Jinkie.

“Yes, I'm sure for many it is,” said Marty
Stu.

“But you have no opinion about that,”
observed hotmeat.

“None whatsoever, girl,” Marty Stu
responded.

“Do they have sex slaves here?” Jinkie
asked.

“Yes,” said Marty Stu. ”They have the
equivalent of sylphs like hotmeat, and the culture is such that
nobody is bothered by having sex while enslaved, it's considered
part of the deal. But with sylphs around and a generally licentious
sexual culture, the sex slavery is not a big deal except to people
who like that sort of thing. It's a big deal for them because they
like it. Generally, the authorities try to pair up criminals who
like the sex slavery with owners who like having sex slaves. Most
slaves just hang around and assist their owners in non-sexual ways
for the most part.”

“In what non-sexual ways do they assist
their owners, given that they have molecular printer tech?” Jinkie
asked.

“Some of them do Rabbling, that is,
commenting on public events, for their owners,” said Marty Stu.
“Any money they earn becomes their owner's. Often they comment on
their owners, and their owners become famous and get heightened
social cred. The slaves often get heightened social cred, too,
after they serve out their terms and are freed.”

“How very crapsack,” Jinkie observed.

“Yes, it is,” said Marty Stu. “Now let's
look for a nice place to park you two so you can decloak and mingle
and I can find us a way out of here.”

“Sounds good,” said Jinkie. She was ready to
start doing almost anything other than sitting on the fieldchair
Marty was projecting, even if it meant everybody could see her ass.
It had been hours, and Jinkie did not share Marty Stu's interest in
the flora and fauna they flashed past as they streaked through the
jungle, even the large, toothy ones.

Marty swooped them into one of the domes
that fringed the city. Marty had scoped it out as mostly empty and
was able to fly them into an empty restroom, opening the door scant
nanoseconds before they entered, and closing it scant nanoseconds
after they entered.

There were no vidcams supervising the
restroom, and no one inside it, either.

Marty gently lowered Jinkie and hotmeat to
the floor and they sprang to their feet as soon as they touched it,
decloaking as they did so.

Hotmeat held out a leash. “All yours,
Mistress,” she said with a smirk. The chain ran to a large ring set
in one of hotmeat's labia, the most common lead for slavegirls in
public.

Jinkie took the leash, rolling her eyes.

“This is ridiculous,” she growled.

“Mistress, if you pull this off, you will be
the one who found Alderan,” said hotmeat. “But you have to prevent
the Borkistanis from finding you first.”

“Right, and I'm a reporter, dammit,” Jinkie
growled.

Jinkie's bright red hair was black, a black
that matched her outfit. She looked slightly thinner and taller,
and her freckles were replaced by a smooth olive complexion. She
also had a set of antennae, like most Alderianians. The coloring
and other modifications were just field gradient masking that would
vanish if the clothing field generator that hung from her waistbelt
failed, but it did the trick … she looked very different. It helped
a lot that she had never appeared naked in public before.

Hotmeat's glorious blond mane was replaced
with a mass of curly blue hair cut short at the neck. She had a lot
of tattoos covering her pale yellow skin, and some ridges on her
forehead between her antennae. She was slightly shorter and her
curves were even more voluptuous than they had been. And her eyes
were yellow, like many Alderanians' eyes.

This was also strictly field gradient
masking, and not much of it, really, but it disguised the two of
them quite well.

The Borkistanis could put out a planetary
all points bulletin for the two of them and advertise it on every
media channel, and they would still be undetectable.

Of course, field gradient masking rarely
worked in the Quadrant, because it couldn't mask anyone's IP (Inner
Personal) address. But they weren't in the Quadrant, and the local
software was no match for Marty Stu's software … banning superhuman
AIs always meant your software was at the mercy of those that
allowed them, which is why nobody in the Quadrant did so.

“Giddyap, slave,” said Jinkie, heading out
the door. Hotmeat followed, her hands cuffed behind her back, her
eyes downcast. Some Alderanians gagged their slaves in public, but
many didn't … the slaves' comments could make them money, after
all.

Jinkie was just glad that hotmeat was
following her instead of walking in front. Those butt globes of
hers were distracting and she wasn't even attracted to women.

They walked along the corridor and took the
elevator down. There were people in the elevator and the corridors,
but none took any special note of Jinkie or hotmeat. As Marty Stu
had noted, their dress was modest by Alderan standards. On Argus 5
the average Alderanian would have been immediately arrested for
public indecency. But Alderan was a different planet, and Argus 5
was much farther away from the norm than Alderan when it came to
clothing or the lack of it.

Jinkie was convinced that everyone was
staring at her butt as they stepped out of the building and into
the street, which was full of pedestrians, but none of them were
staring at Jinkie's butt in particular, because almost all the
women were wearing microkinis or sling thongs or just a few wisps
of silk, except for the slaves like hotmeat, who were of course
butt-naked.

Hotmeat glanced at Jinkie, who was wearing a
stiff, frozen expression, a poker face.

“Stop worrying about attracting attention,
it will attract attention,” hotmeat IM'd her.

“I cannot believe I spent five whole creds
on you, and the best advice you can come up with is something that
ridiculous,” Jinkie responded.

“It's still true, Mistress,” hotmeat
responded. “Just stop thinking about yourself and think about all
the people around you. There is a lot to think about.”

Jinkie raised her brows derisively, but
since hotmeat couldn't see her face and those around her were not
privy to their IMs, it was not a very effective gesture.

She did look around. The crowd on the
sidewalk was mostly Basics, moving slowly down the street, many of
them talking in relaxed tones, their eyes looking about as if they
were tourists but Jinkie did not think they were all tourists.

“Why are they always looking at everything
with their eyes?” Jinkie IM'd Marty Stu and hotmeat.

“What else would they use to look at things,
silly human?” asked Marty Stu. “They are looking for something to
happen, so they can react to it and make some money.”

“Why doesn't somebody just do something?”
Jinkie asked.

“There are rules,” said Marty Stu. “You
can't just start something just to start something. You have to
have a valid reason. Anyway, there is a public transporter hub
about two blocks down the street. Just stroll in there and I'll see
if I can finagle their software and get us offplanet.”

“I'm all for it,” said Jinkie. Two blocks
and they might just be back on good old Sexquest Station with the
hottest story in the galaxy in their back pockets.

Moments later, one of the strollers in front
of Jinkie stopped suddenly. Jinkie was far enough behind her that
she was able to jink to the right to avoid her, but then the woman
stepped to right and Jinkie bumped into her as she passed her.

“Excuse me,” Jinkie said politely.

The woman glared at Jinkie.

“I do not excuse you,” she said. She was a
typical Alderanian, with beautiful coppery tanned skin, golden
curly hair to match her large golden eyes, and two delicate fronds
rising from her forehead. She was dressed in a pair of pasties and
very tight, very short shorts and strappy sandals whose straps ran
up to her knees. Clearly, a free woman, on Alderan.

“Sorry about that,” said Jinkie. She did not
want to engage with this woman. She did not want to attract
attention. Jinkie picked up her walking pace.

But the woman was not about to let it go.
She picked up her pace, too, and said, “That is the WORST apology I
ever heard,” in a loud and offended voice.

Other members of the crowd were picking up
their pace, too, heading for Jinkie and the Alderan woman.

Jinkie turned to look at her.

“OK, I'm really sorry I bumped into you, but
if you had been paying the least little bit of attention to where
you were going, it would not have happened,” said Jinkie.

Marty Stu had no face, nor did he have a
palm, but still, he facepalmed somehow.

“Oh, god, you've started an Incident,” said
Marty Stu. “Everyone is coming over to react to what's happening.
Soon you'll be at the center of a mob of Rabblers.”

“What should we do?” asked Jinkie.

“Only one thing to do,” said Marty Stu.
“Run!”

Jinkie immediately started running at top
speed, followed closely by hotmeat, still on her leash, not just
because Marty Stu had said to, but also because her every instinct
told her to, with the Alderanians closing in behind her.

“They're getting away!” someone cried.

”I think they did something terrible just
now!” another Alderan opined.

“Get them!” yelled another. ”Don't let them
get away!”

The strange thing was, the crowd needed no
urging to chase Jinkie and hotmeat, they started running just as
soon as Jinkie and hotmeat started running. It was more color
commentary on what was already going on.

Still, there were plenty of cries of “Get
them!” and “What an outrage!” and so forth, though Jinkie had no
idea what they were outraged about.

“Hard left at the next street!” said Marty
Stu.

“Well so much for mingling unobserved,” IM'd
hotmeat. “We're being chased by a fucking MOB!”

“Ah, but we're running about as discreetly
as we can,” hotmeat IM'd encouragingly. She of course ran easily
with her hands bound behind her back. She'd had plenty of practice
as a sylph, for various reasons.

“Head for the crowd standing in front of
that speaker,” said Marty Stu. “Dodge through them, then go into
the building behind the speaker. Your pursuers won't be able to do
the same.”

Jinkie saw the crowd, a typical group of
Alderan Basics listening to some Alderanian and commenting to one
another on his words. It was like an argument on Starnet, only in
real life, instead of virtuality.

Jinkie and hotmeat dived into the crowd,
ducking among and through the observers, who were conveniently not
packed shoulder to shoulder except at the very base of the
podium.

Still, they occasionally lightly brushed an
observer, eliciting indignant cries of “Hey, now!” and “Watch it!'
and “Slow it down, morons!” at Jinkie and hotmeat. Seconds later,
the mob chasing Jinkie and hotmeat plowed into the crowd, and the
collisions that resulted were much more vigorous, often more like
really good open field tackles in the ancient ritual of
football.

The tone of the cries now changed from
indignation to real bellows of rage and anger, and the spectators
who had been plowed into began attacking the pursuers who had
plowed into them. (And in some cases, a cynical observer might have
noted that many of the collisions appeared to be almost
intentional.)

As the spectators and pursuers fought, they
drew others into the fight as their bodies flailed, sucking in many
commentators as a flailing arm or leg whacked them. Soon the plaza
the speaker had been addressing was a mass of Alderanians happily
pounding the shit out of one another, while others commented on it.
The speaker counseled peace and forbearance, but soon realized no
one was listening, so he gave up and walked into the crowd and
tried to pull some of the combatants apart. In scant seconds a fist
sent him spinning, and he immediately retaliated, becoming just
another figure in the milling crowd.

Not all of Jinkie and hotmeat's pursuers got
caught up in the riot or in commenting on it, however. They all
lost ground on Jinkie and hotmeat, but many were able to weave
through or go around the contestants. Those closest to Jinkie and
hotmeat were able to spot them running into the building and give
chase. They were almost baying like hounds as they followed,
yelling “Over here!” “This way!” and so forth.

The building they were in was a clothing
store, showing off the latest designs for 3D printers, modeled by
actual Alderan men and women for crowds of other Alderan men and
women who looked at the designs and commented on them
vigorously.

A low wailing rose in the distance.

“What's that?” Jinkie IM'd as she ran across
the showroom, trying not to bowl anyone over, but clipping several
as she ran.

“It's the Alderan equivalent of Emergency
Services, which they call “the cops,” said Marty Stu. “We have to
get out of here.”

“This building is on lockdown due to a riot
in the vicinity!” declared the store's loudspeakers.

“A riot?” cried a customer. “OK, the show is
bad, but it's not THAT bad!”

“Third door on the left!” IM'd Marty Stu.
“It's empty! Cloak up as soon as you get in!”

Jinkie made a beeline for the door, not
quite bowling over several fashionistas as she did so.

She and hotmeat burst into the room and
immediately turned on their invisibility fields. Others had seen
them enter, though, and would be in the room with them within
seconds.

Marty Stu grabbed Jinkie and hotmeat with
his fields and hastily rearranged their bodies so that they floated
parallel to the ceiling and quite close to it.

“Hey!” Jinkie cried in IMs as she felt an
effectuator field pressing on her ass, “Watch it!”

“Sorry,” Marty Stu replied.

Jinkie thought Marty Stu was apologizing for
bothandling them, but he was not. He vanished, and the two of them
fell to the floor just as several of their pursuers burst into the
room and stumbled over their bodies.

“Ouch!” Jinkie cried as a foot drove into
her ribs.

“EMP BLAST WARNING!” Jinkie's internal
desktop declared. “All non-biological systems temporarily
disabled!”

“Sorry!” said the pursuer, staring down at
Jinkie as if seeing her for the first time.

“You should be, that hurt!” said Jinkie.

“It's you!” said the man suddenly. “You're
her, that was a field gradient disguise!”

“Stay away from my Mistress!” said hotmeat.
She had somehow managed to land on her feet, and she bounded toward
Jinkie's accuser.

“You're also h-OOOF!” said the man as
hotmeat drove her fist into his gut. He gasped and turned purple
and sank to his knees, staring at hotmeat in surprise.

The other pursuers who had burst into the
room and were rapidly filling it stared, bug-eyed, at hotmeat.

“That was uncalled-for!” declared one.

“UNPROVOKED VIOLENCE!” said another.

“This man kicked my Mistress,” hotmeat
growled. Jinkie had never heard hotmeat growl before. She had a
very intimidating growl. “Do not attack my Mistress.”

“She's got a good right jab,” observed
another of the pursuers who were piling into the room. Curiously,
they did not seem threatening.

Jinkie looked at hotmeat, surprised. And not
just because of her good right jab. She was hotmeat … the gradient
field disguise was gone.

This led Jinkie to look at herself. Her
gradient field disguise was gone, too. Like almost everyone in the
room, who had been clothed only in gradient fields, she was
naked.

Unlike everyone else in the room, Jinkie was
plunged into embarrassment and dismay at this realization. It was
so humiliating!

“I'm naaaaaaa,” she said. She did not finish
what she was saying, because like everyone else in the room, she
slumped to the floor and fell asleep.

“Gas,” muttered hotmeat before she, too,
fell asleep.

 










Chapter 11

 


Marty Stu rebooted to find himself lying in
an alley outside the building Jinkie and hotmeat were in. He had
sensed the power-up in the building's generators and knew the EMP
blast was coming. It was an old crowd-control technique, generally
paired with sleep gas if humanoids were involved. He had dropped
Jinkie and hotmeat, flown out of the room and blown through a
window to escape the blast.

The last thing in Marty Stu's memory banks
was going through the window. Looking at the wreckage of his
circuitry, he must have been partially caught by the EMP blast,
then damaged by his fall to the ground. He was lucky he had only
been two floors above ground.

Marty Stu sighed. His onboard power supplies
were low, but still present, so he would be able to fix the
circuitry that allowed him to connect to the power and
communications grids. It would take a while. He couldn't even
communicate with Jinkie and hotmeat, and he wouldn't be able to
assist them until he got himself repaired. He did hope they were
not being harmed. They were amusing, for humans.

 










Chapter 12

 


“Help!” Singh transmitted on every frequency
on its bandwidth. “The human Grabthar Assurilogan is having a major
medical issue!”

Grabthar lay on the ground, face down,
twitching and groaning incoherently, drooling on the floor, his
eyes squeezed shut. It wasn't hard acting for Grab Ass, because he
was using a little-known app called “Seizure Simulator.” It gave
Grab Ass all the symptoms, all he had to do was respond to them.
Live action investigative reporter roleplay had at last paid off in
real life for Grab Ass.

The bot assigned to monitor the Borkistani
prison cell got Singh's message and sent a probe into Grab Ass and
Singh's cell. The probe quickly determined that Grab Ass's symptoms
were real, he was not faking.

“Medical emergency in 412c,” the bot sent.
“Dispatch medbot now.”

A few seconds later, a medbot floated into
the cell, its scanners already focused on Grab Ass.

Which made it totally vulnerable to the
static shock generated by Bingh, which had been rubbing itself
against Grab Ass's silk shirt for the last two extremely boring and
entirely too intimate hours.

But it had built up a respectable static
charge that immobilized the medbot temporarily.

Grab Ass turned off the Seizure Simulator
app and sprang to his feet and leapt directly into the temporary
teleportal that floated behind the medbot. Singh followed Grab Ass
through at the same time.

They landed in a closet-sized room that was
the medbot's office. Singh found it roomy, but Grab Ass was feeling
very confined, intensely claustrophobic in fact.

“I gotta get out of here,” Grab Ass
growled.

“The floor is a teleportal,” said Singh
helpfully.

“Great,” said Grab Ass, ”dial us over to the
Inquirer's office on Sexquest.”

“Done,” said Singh.

And in moments, they were back at the
Inquirer's offices, free again.

Grab Ass looked around commandingly. He had
escaped!

“All right, Singh, let's get cracking,
Jinkie and hotmeat are still out there, enduring God knows what
privations,” said Grab Ass boldly. ”I need a drink first, and some
food.”

“I will not be able to help you until we get
this lock off me,” said Singh.

“I'll call a locksmith,” said Grab Ass, “I'm
no longer embargoed.”

”Good idea, sir,” said Singh.

“Then I'm on more important things,” Grab
Ass said, ordering up a steak and Croguli chips, along with a
flagon of Venderian ale. It was what all the reporters ate and
drank while on a LARP mission.

While he was eating, he put through a call
to Bingh.

“Grab Ass!” Bingh said as soon as he saw
Grab Ass's hologram materialize in his office, where he was busily
running the “Search for Grab Ass, Singh, Jinkie, hotmeat and
Alderan” story, possibly the biggest story in the Inquirer's
history. Certainly, it was being played up as if it were.

“Bingh!” said Grab Ass. “Get me an
army!”

“What?” asked Bingh. “First you tell me
where you are and what condition you're in.”

“I'm in the Inquirer offices on Sexquest
Station, and I'm fine,” said Grab Ass, taking a good gulp of ale.
“Now shut up about me and get me an army.”

“I've already got an army of investigative
reporters in the field searching for you,” said Bingh, a little
bitterly.

“No, I don't want a reporter army, I want an
army army, with blasters and stunners and things that explode,”
said Grab Ass.

“What about Jinkie and hotmeat?” asked
Bingh. “Did you find them?”

“Nope,” said Grab Ass. “They're still on
Alderan somewhere. We did find Alderan, though.”

“Well great, I'll phone the interstellar
state department,” said Bingh.

“You'll do no such thing,” Grab Ass growled.
“I thought I trained you better than that. We have an exclusive
story here, I'm not sharing it with ANYBODY until we can break it
wide open. Which I intend to do immediately, and also rescue Jinkie
and hotmeat. Now get me that army! I'll want about a hundred mercs
and all the gear they can carry for a crapsack world job. Don't
tell them it's Alderan!”

“Of course not!” Bingh replied,
offended.

“You were about to GIVE the story to some
brainless interstellar state department blowhole,” Grab Ass
growled.

“It's not a publisher, Grab Ass,” Bingh said
dryly. “Not everybody is a publisher. For the record.”

“Just get me the mercs, and get them here
fast,” said Grab Ass. “As soon as I have Singh's remote back on
track, we're heading for the big teleport field, and I better see
some mercs already assembling there when I get there!”

Then he hung up.

“That should light a fire under him,” Grab
Ass muttered.

“Jackass,” Bingh muttered as Grab Ass's face
faded. It was Grab Ass's other nickname, and he lived up to it at
times.

Bingh smiled. He saw a way to get revenge on
Grab Ass for his rudeness. A way Grab Ass could not possibly object
to.

 










Chapter 13

 


John Quill materialized on treehouse pad 17A
and gave it a quick look-see. He found nothing on the pad. Knowing
he was going to the tree pad, he had worn some wings and an
antigrav field. He lifted off from the pad and surveyed the pad
from above and below. Near one of the support struts he spotted
some mosses and and bits of barks that had been broken off and
disturbed. He put that together in his mind with the liana that had
been cut off above the pad, and knew what had happened. He set his
field generator to full extension and drew his stunner just in
case, and slowly began descending the tree, using the bits of
disturbed moss and bark to track his quarry's descent.

But he didn't descend far. At a point a few
dozen meters beneath the platform, the disturbed areas stopped
appearing. The tree was pristine, showed no sign of being climbed
past that point.

Quill felt his heart hammering as he looked
for signs of desperate scrambling. But there was none. That meant
nothing. Most of the time, falls happened suddenly.

Steeling himself against what he might see,
he sped up his descent, looking hard at branches as he did so, for
signs of impact, or of grasping hands. He found none, and when he
reached the level where branches no longer sprouted from the trunk,
he sped up his descent greatly, to the canopy of much smaller trees
and bushes that grew beneath the giants.

He was heartened when he saw no signs of
breakage in the canopy, but still, he steeled himself for what he
might see as he reached ground level.

There was a thick growth of nirunga, a
fern-like plants that carpeted the ground beneath the canopy. It
was wonderful stuff for trackers, it bent and crushed easily and
gave away the direction of any large animal moving through it.
Quill looked for disturbances in the nirunga, but saw none other
than the usual game trails beneath it. Then he looked around and
saw some disturbed vegetation about seven meters off the
ground.

Quill flew over to it, examining it closely.
There were no bodies beneath it, just as there had been no bodies
beneath the tree.

Then he looked around some more and saw
other disturbances a few meters away, also about seven meters above
the ground. He went there and looked about and saw another bit of
broken vegetation ahead. This vegetation was decisively broken.
Something had been moving fast, staying about twenty feet above the
ground.

There were herbivores and predators in the
Alderan jungles that could break up vegetation that high off the
ground, but those creatures left footprints and destroyed ferns on
the ground as they ran. There were none beneath the path of
disturbed vegetation.

Quill smiled. Jinkie and hotmeat, if that's
who it was, hadn't fallen from the tree. They'd gotten a ride
somewhere up on the tree. Which would make tracking them a lot more
difficult and time-consuming. But they were not dead or seriously
injured, at least, not from a fall.

He reported in what he had found, asked for
some backup, then began following their path through the trees.

 










Chapter 14

 


Jinkie felt her consciousness slowly open,
like a flower. She was lying on the ground, on her side, drooling.
She tried to rise to her feet but she couldn't. Her feet were
tangled. Her hands were tangled. And there was something in her
mouth.

“Mmfg!” Jinkie exclaimed indignantly as she
came fully awake to realize she was lying on the floor naked,
cuffed, shackled and gagged.

“Take it easy, my Mistress,” hotmeat IM'd.
“The cuffs and shackles and gag will not yield.”

“You would know, I guess,” Jinkie IM'd.

“I would,” said Jinkie. “I know how to get
out of these, too, but it takes time. Let's play for time.”

“We don't have much choice,” said Jinkie,
looking at the crowd-control bot that hovered in the air.

“For the moment,” said hotmeat. “Time to
play the patience card.”

“Remain calm, persons of interest,” said an
official-looking hoverbot as it entered the room. “We'll get all
this sorted out.”

“Grrrwff,” Jinkie growled through her gag,
meaning, “Good, because none of this is our fault.”

“Duly noted,” said the hoverbot as it
scooped Jinkie and hotmeat up in its fields and gently floated them
out of the room and off to jail.

Jinkie did not mind being taken to jail. It
was a hazard of investigative reporting. It just meant you were
getting Too Close to the Big Secret that the Powers That Be wanted
concealed.

But she REALLY minded being naked in public.
It had been bad enough, wearing that stupid bikini thing, but with
her clothing field generator fried, all of her was hanging out. Her
breasts. Her ass. And her secret place, no longer secret at all,
but out there for all to see!

Jinkie blushed furiously at the thought. She
couldn't stand it. It was so humiliating!

“Are our field generators ever going to
recover?” Jinkie IM'd hotmeat.

“They've probably already recovered from the
EMP blast,” hotmeat replied. “But the copbots have undoubtedly got
suppression fields on us. None of our hardware's going to work
until we get out of the hands of the cops.”

“And how will we do that?” Jinkie asked.

“I don't know,” said hotmeat. “We'll have to
play it by ear, look for a chance.”

“You mean we have to wait for a cliche to
happen?” Jinkie IM'd with a snarly emote.

“Asked the investigative reporting being
hauled to the jail butt naked, cuffed and gagged?” hotmeat asked.
“I mean, that scene shows up in every mystery involving a reporter
I've ever viewed. ESPECIALLY a sex reporter!”

“You've got a point,” said Jinkie. “I
suspect the only reason I'm not tied to a railroad track is that
they don't have have railroads here.”

“They have them on Borgamas 3,” observed
hotmeat.

“Let's never go there,” said Jinkie.

“Agreed,” said hotmeat.

 










Chapter 15

 


Marty Stu lay in the alleyway, repairing
himself. Soon he hoped to have his power receptors back online, and
shortly after that, his field effectors, making him mobile
again.

“Baw!” Marty Stu heard.

Marty Stu could not train his camera on the
source of the sound, because he was lying on his camera.

Then his motion sensors indicated that he
was moving up and to one side.

“Baw!” came the sound again. His camera was
now blocked by a blobby pink thing.

The blobby pink thing was joined by another
blobby pink thing and they began rotating him. His camera recorded
ground zooming past it, then he was staring at the source of the
noises and the owner of the blobby pink thing, in the form of the
face of a small Alderanian child. Its huge yellow eyes gazed
blankly at Marty Stu.

Marty's sensors recorded moisture in direct
contact with his shell. He made the bot equivalent of a sigh. He
was being drooled on. He had enough power to keep his basic
self-protective mechanisms going, and he used it to project a
moisture-repellent field around himself.

Which was a good thing, because the camera
showed the child's mouth swinging toward Marty Stu, alarmingly
close, and then even alarmingly closer, and there was moisture all
over.

Marty Stu was being chewed, or rather,
tasted, to judge by the wet, blobby thing that pressed against
Marty Stu's moisture-repelling field.

After a moment the child pulled Marty Stu
away from its mouth. He had been found insufficiently delicious, he
believed. Now the camera showed the ground swaying alarmingly back
and forth as the child walked off, clutching its newfound
possession in its hand, its arm swinging back and forth as it
walked.

Marty Stu considered this development and
decided there were positive elements to it. The child might harm
him further, it was true. But his presence in the child's hand was
an effective disguise: he was in essence a child's toy. No copbot
or recovery/reconstruction bot would notice him, his greatest fear
while he had been lying on the ground.

This might work out well, Marty Stu
decided.

 










Chapter 16

 


The Alderan copbot dumped hotmeat and Jinkie
in a cell for a few hours, still naked, though it did release the
cuffs and the gag from them.

“I demand to see a lawyer!” Jinkie growled
as soon as the gag was removed. “Also, some clothing!”

“You will see a lawyer in due time,” said
the copbot. “And we will have to keep our suppression fields on you
for the time being. Remain here, relax, there's a printer if you
are hungry or thirsty. You can also print a standard prison dress
if you wish.”

“I wish!” Jinkie declared.

“Mistress, your slave begs food and drink,”
said hotmeat.

“Well damn, use the printer, silly slut,”
Jinkie said, “as soon as my dress gets printed.”

Jinkie was already ordering up a standard
prison dress based on her body's dimensions. It was the only design
in the printer's inventory.

“Yes, Mistress, thank you,” said hotmeat in
amused tones.

“What's so funny, mine?” Jinkie asked
crossly as she watched the fabric roll out of the printer's
materialization bay.

“That you would seek clothing before you
sought food and drink,” said hotmeat.

“That's because I'm not a shameless slut,”
said Jinkie. “I've got shame enough for the two of us!”

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat agreed,
smirking.

“You know what I mean!” Jinkie growled,
catching hotmeat's smirk.

“Yes, Mistress, of course, Mistress,”
hotmeat said, still smirking.

Hotmeat's smirk turned into a grin when
Jinkie snatched the prison dress off the printer's output tray and
put it on. It was made of a clingy fabric that hugged every one of
Jinkie's curves. Its bottom end barely covered Jinkie's crotch and
left the bottom of her ass cheeks hanging out. Its top barely
covered her nipples, leaving plenty of cleavage. Its colors were an
eye-straining mixture of pink, lavender and lime green. It had the
words “Property of Cyzlyk City Jail” printed in large orange
letters on the portion of it that almost covered her ass.

“What the hell?” Jinkie growled as she
struggled fruitlessly to make the dress cover more of her body. “I
thought prison dresses were supposed to be large, baggy and
shapeless.”

“By Alderan standards, that IS large, baggy
and shapeless, Mistress,” observed hotmeat.

“Let me just print one up for you, too,”
Jinkie said.

“Please, Mistress, I would MUCH rather
remain naked,” begged hotmeat.

“Tell you what,” said Jinkie with an evil
smile. “I order you to print one up for yourself before you print
yourself any food and drink. But I won't make you wear it … unless
you misbehave.”

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said.

Jinkie smiled. At last, she had a way of
disciplining hotmeat. She had found hotmeat's weakness, and it was
clothing.

Though to tell the truth, as much as Jinkie
hated being naked in public, this prison dress was only BARELY
preferable to being naked in public. Jinkie understood hotmeat's
feelings on the topic. If she was not from Argus 5, Jinkie would
have been as naked as hotmeat.

“Would my Mistress like some food and
drink?” hotmeat asked before printing out her own food. She felt a
little sorry for Jinkie, having to wear that awful dress. But only
a little. She knew why Jinkie had ordered her to print out a dress
for herself.

“I guess I could use a little,” said Jinkie.
“Some coffee and buttered toast and Marvulo eggs and frostberries
and cream and maybe some Grazriac sausage with gravy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat said, smiling.
Jinkie was just as hungry as she was. She just wanted to be clothed
a lot more than hotmeat did.

A couple of hours after they finished
breakfast, they were sitting together, trying to come up with a
good scheme for breaking out of jail. They both agreed that
transport to and from court, and court itself, presented their best
chance of escape. Jail cells were really hard to escape from.

“Prisoners G114 and G115, prepare for
transport,” said a copbot as it floated to their cell.

“How do we do that?” asked Jinkie.

”Stand with your legs close together, cross
your hands behind your backs, and say “Aaaah” said the copbot.

Jinkie rolled her eyes. She'd had to
ask.

She did as requested and the copbot, with
inhuman speed and skill, secured cuffs to her hands and feet,
wrapped a collar around her neck, and put a ballgag in her mouth.
It did the same to Jinkie, then ran a chain connecting Jinkie and
hotmeat's collars, and put another chain on Jinkie's collars that
let to the copbot. It then removed her prison dress somehow, Jinkie
wasn't sure how. One moment she was in it, the next she was stark
naked. The whole process took less than five seconds.

“This feels an awful lot like being
enslaved,” Jinkie said to hotmeat via IM. Once again the feelings
of humiliation were rising inside her.

“No, not at all,” hotmeat IM'd back. “It's
just transport chains, it has none of the emotional or cultural
elements of being enslaved. But it is nice.”

“Nice!” Jinkie scoffed.

“Heel, persons of interest,” the copbot
said, floating out of the cell. Jinkie felt the chain on her collar
tugging and she followed along, taking baby steps as her feet were
shackled together.

“If I fell, it would hurt a lot,” Jinkie
IM'd hotmeat.

“You won't fall, the copbot will catch you
in its field,” said hotmeat. “Watch.”

A moment later, hotmeat managed to get her
feet tangled in her chains and started to fall forward, her hands
cuffed behind her back. But before she could land, the invisible
hand of the copbot's effectuator field grabbed hotmeat and helped
her back to an upright position.

“Fank oo,” hotmeat said through her gag.

“You are welcome, person of interest,” said
the copbot. “Please step more carefully.”

“Yeff, maffa,” hotmeat said.

“That's good to know,” Jinkie IM'd. “And you
did that just so you could say “Yes, Master.”

“Yes, Mistress,” hotmeat replied. “You know
me all too well.”

The copbot led them to a room with broad
wooden doors labeled “The Court of Peace and Justice, Room
306F.”

Room 306F was a conference table with rich
purple draperies on the walls, whose main decoration was the
Alderan flag, with its bright yellow and orange fields with a pair
of antennae fringing it. There were also pictures of yellow-eyed
Alderanians looking wise and solemn and vaguely deerlike.

There were no people in the room, just a
glowing hemisphere in the center of the table. Jinkie felt a huge
flood of relief. She could handle being naked in front of bots and
AIs but the thought of people looking at her all naked made her
want to curl up and die.

“Persons of interest, be seated,” said the
copbot. The translucent blue guidelines of two field effects chairs
sprang into being.

Jinkie gingerly seated herself in one of the
chairs and hotmeat seated herself in the other.

A moment later, their gags and the chains on
their collars were removed, though the cuffs, shackles and collars
remained in place.

“Welcome to The Courts of Justice,” said the
glowy hemisphere. “I am Justice Bot Graloon23 Mazinter, here to
dispense rich, steamy, heaping bowls of Alderian justice to your
needy selves. Have you a lawyer bot to represent you?”

“No, we do not,” said Jinkie. “And we don't
need one. We haven't done anything wrong.”

“Everyone who enters this court says that,”
said Justice Mazinter. “As you do not have a lawyerbot, the court
will assign a lawyerbot to you. I hereby assign Defender Bot
Marcus12 Dottus to your case.”

A glowy ball immediately appeared hovering
above the table.

“Hi, ladies, I'm Defender Dottus, I'm here
to help you with today's proceedings,” said the glowy ball.
“Permission to sidebar with my clients, your honor?”

“Permission granted,” said Justice
Mazinter.

“All right ladies, here's the deal,” said
Dotttus as it set up a private IM chat with Jinkie and hotmeat.
“You're up on some serious charges: inciting to riot, rioting,
causing a public disturbance without adequate justification,
avoiding a confrontation, traveling without filing a travel plan,
and malicious defenestration of a forest management bot.”

“WHAT?” Jinkie cried. “We did NONE of
that!”

“So you are pleading innocent to all
charges?” asked Dottus.

“Well, we MIGHT have avoided a
confrontation,” Jinkie said, thinking of the woman she had bumped
into that had started the whole disastrous chain of events. “But
how is that even a crime?”

“It's a crime because it deprived one or
more -- in this case, many more -- Alderanians of the chance to
interact with you and comment and observe and obtain creds,” said
Dottus. “It amounts to robbery.”

“You mean it's a crime here to keep people
from snooping and snarking and arguing with you?” Jinkie cried
indignantly.

“Of course it is,” Dottus said. “Rabble's
gotta rab, after all. But you keep saying “here” … are you not from
Cyzlyk City?”

“Well no, of course not,” said Jinkie.

“May I ask where you are from?” Dottus
asked.

“Well, um … we're from ... uh, France,” said
Jinkie. She knew that Marty Stu had come up with a logical place
for her to be from, but she could not for the life of her remember
it.

“France?” asked Dottus. “I've never heard of
France.”

“It's a VERY small town on the other side of
the continent,” said Jinkie.

“France?” hotmeat privately IM'd Jinkie.
“Where is France?”

“I don't know,” responded Jinkie privately.
“It's just the first thing that came to my head. I have a vague
memory of its being an obscure place that people on the run claim
to be from.”

“So things are very different in France?”
Dottus asked. “Fleeing a confrontation isn't against the law?”

“Not in the least,” Jinkie assured him.

”While we're on the topic, what are your
names?” Dottus asked.

“I am Glorinda Marrowhawk, this is my slave,
sizzlebutt,” said Jinkie, providing the cover names they'd come up
with earlier.

“Ah,” said Dottus. “And so what are you
doing in Cyzlyk City, so far from this France place you come
from?”

“Just visiting, you know, touring, seeing
the sights,” said hotmeat.

“So tell me what happened in your own
words,” said Dottus. “And I'll help you craft it so we can tell the
court about it in a way that minimizes your legal exposure.”

“Well, we were just walking along the
sidewalk, minding our own business, when this stupid woman
blundered into me,” said Jinkie. “I apologized and tried to move
on, but she INSISTED on making a big deal about it.”

“Ah, that would be the assault charge that
was dropped,” said Dottus.

“She charged me with ASSAULT?” Jinkie
asked.

“No, she is smarter than that,” said Dottus.
“That was just a charge that was automatically lodged against you
by the justice bots when your case was first reviewed. It was
dropped when video evidence showed that the woman did in fact
blunder into you.”

“You have that on video?” Jinkie asked.

“We have most of what happened on video,”
said Dottus. “All public spaces in Cyzlyk City are under video
surveillance.”

“Ah, of course,” said Jinkie. Without Loki
or any superhuman AIs to run their justice systems, it was probably
necessary. Which gave Jinkie a thought.

“I thought they didn't allow superhuman AIs
on Alderan,” IM'd Jinkie.

“They don't, I suppose,” responded
hotmeat.

“So these are human level or lower AIs?”
Jinkie asked. “What's the point?”

“Expertise, I suppose,” said hotmeat. “These
AIs probably have every law and regulation on Alderan baked into
their circuitry. Plus, the appearance of objectivity. You can't
bribe or influence an AI. You can only program them.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “But if they're at or
below human level, maybe you can fool them.”

“Maybe,” said hotmeat.

“So why did you avoid the confrontation?”
asked Dottus.

“I wasn't there for a confrontation,” said
Jinkie. “I was just there to see the sights, not to argue with some
obnoxious woman.”

“But you missed out on a lot of creds,” said
Dottus.

“Not everything is about creds,” said
Jinkie.

“That's … debatable,” said Dottus. “Things
must be very different indeed in France. So you don't deny avoiding
the confrontation?”

“How is that even a crime?” Jinkie
growled.

“It's not a crime in France?” Dottus asked
again. Jinkie couldn't tell if it was artificial stupidity or a
justice bot being a justice bot.

“It most certainly is not!” Jinkie declared.
“It's considered good manners.”

“You didn't study the laws in Cyzlyk City
before teleporting here?” Dottus asked.

“No, I assumed you'd be civilized,” said
Jinkie.

“We are civilized,” said Dottus. “We just
have different laws than France, apparently. Now, why did you run
away when the Rabble began approaching you for the
confrontation?”

“I was scared,” said Jinkie. “I didn't know
why everybody was suddenly running toward me. I thought some of
them might want to hurt me.”

Hotmeat breathed a deep sigh of relief.
Jinkie was keeping Marty Stu out of the picture. An excellent
approach. He was their ace in the hole.

“You clearly have no experience with
confrontations,” said Dottus. “They only wanted to witness, and to
discuss what was going on.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “Well, they looked an
awful lot like a mob, bent on mayhem.”

“No, they were merely citizens, bent on
discourse,” said Dottus. “You should not have run. That's where the
causing a public disturbance without adequate cause comes in.”

“Excuse me for not being able to read
people's minds,” said Jinkie. “Crowds have a history of
mayhem.”

“Maybe in France, in Cyzlyk City crowds just
want to comment,” said Dottus. “I'll assume that traveling without
filing a travel plan is also a France thing.”

“It is,” said Jinkie. “We are free in
France, if we want to go somewhere, we just go there.”

“Sounds like chaos, not freedom,” Dottus
observed. “Now, about defenestrating the forest management bot …
why in the world did you do that?”

“I wouldn't know HOW to defenestrate
anything, as I do not know what defenestrating is,” Jinkie
replied.

“Defenestrating is throwing something out of
a window,” said Dottus.

“I can assure you, we haven't thrown any
forest management bots out of a window,” said Jinkie. “Do they have
any proof at all of this?”

“Well, strictly speaking, no,” said Dottus.
“We have footage of the two of you entering the Cronstar Building,
and we have footage of the forest management bot flying out the
window and falling to the ground. Who else would have done such a
crazy thing? It didn't go out under its own power, or it wouldn't
have fallen to the ground.”

“That's not evidence!” Jinkie said.

“No, it's not,” said Dottus. “We should be
able to get that dismissed easily. I'm pretty sure everybody in
that building has been charged with defenestrating that bot. Nobody
even knows what a forest management bot was doing there. But
sometimes they get lost in the big city.”

“Marty Stu made it out!” hotmeat said in a
private IM to Jinkie. “And they don't know about him.”

“Yes, that's great news, but I'm worried
about him falling,” said Jinkie.

“Could be a side effect of the EMP blast?”
asked hotmeat.

“How would I know?” asked Jinkie.

“Just thinking out loud,” responded hotmeat.
“A thousand pardons, Mistress.”

Jinkie IM'd a sigh.

 










Chapter 17

 


“Baw!” said the child, holding Marty Stu up
proudly to a pair of older Alderanians.

The female Alderanian leaned down and looked
closely at Marty Stu.

“What a pretty ball you found!” she said
admiringly. ”Can Mommy look at it?”

“Mm-hmm!” said the child, grinning.

The older Alderanian took Marty Stu from the
child and looked at him closely. This could be really bad news.
Marty almost had his power link repaired, and his effectuators,
too. If this woman turned him in before he was repaired, he might
get a lock put on him before he could get away.

“What is it?” asked the man.

“Well it's not a ball,” said the woman.
“It's way too heavy, part of it is missing and it has stuff on the
inside. And it says FORE MANAG SER on it, so I'm going to guess
that it's a Forest Management Service bot that's been broken.”

“What the hell is a forest management bot
doing in the city?” asked the man.

“I'm sure they come in on occasion for
repairs or upgrades,” said the woman. “I would guess repairs, for
this one.”

“Well I'll call it in,” said the man.

The woman glanced down at the child, who was
gazing up at her, wide-eyed, waiting to get his new treasure back.
She sensed incipient bawling if the ball was not returned to its
finder.

“Let Hermi have it for a while,” said the
woman, handing the ball back to the child. “It appears to be
harmless, and the forest will manage on its own. Hermi will forget
about it soon, then we can call it in. If we take it from him now,
we will never hear the end of it.”

“I bow to your superior Hermi handling
skills,” said the man.

“Damn right you do,” said the woman.

“Baw!” said the child, Marty Stu once again
clutched in its sweaty palms.

“Whew!” thought Marty Stu, turning his
moisture repelling field back on and continuing repair work.

About an hour later, Marty completed his
repair work. He was lying discarded in the child's room as little
Hermi slept. Marty suspected his 15 minutes of fame with Hermi were
over, as the child had dropped him shortly after he had entered the
room, and shown no interest in him since.

Marty performed one quick task before
leaving. He hacked into a nearby printer, and had it print a design
of his, then used a set of remote field effectuators to float the
thing over to Marty's location. Marty opened the front door and
floated it up to Hermi's room, then had it set beside him. It was a
replica of Marty, but just a replica. It was for all the world a
model of a broken forest management service bot.

Marti rose and flew out of the house.
Leaving the toy there might keep his presence on Alderan secret for
a longer period. It wasn't to make Hermi happy at all. After all,
Marty Stu was not sentient.

 










Chapter 18

 


“Wait a minute!” Grab Ass growled. “What are
all these sex reporters doing in my army?”

“We're embedded,” said Interstellar Sex
Reporter Muariva von Hofstedt, whose recent report on interstellar
twincest had gone viral on all the interstellar twincest nets. The
way she said “embedded” gave a whole new meaning to the term.

“Who gave the order to embed a bunch of sex
reporters with my army?” Grab Ass growled.

The mercs Grab Ass had hired grinned and
more or less ignored Grab Ass, standing casually by their gear or
sitting inside it. Grab Ass was a client, not their commanding
officer, who was Jawhorst, so they weren't required to respond.
They were assembled around a giant transporter pad assembled in one
of Sexquest Station's arenas, a huge empty space surrounded by
chairs. Scattered among them were a number of very attractive,
mostly naked women. They were the Interstellar Inquirer's sex
reporters, a decidedly non-virginal bunch. Most were in fact
sylphs.

“Orders are signed by Chanandra Bingh,”
reported Singh.

Grab Ass sighed. Bingh. Of course. Grab Ass
had lit a fire under Bingh, and Bingh had lit a fire right back
under Grab Ass, and the hell of it was, Grab Ass could not
complain. He would have done the same thing if he had been in
Bingh's shoes, and Bingh knew it. Sex reporters and mercs, it was a
natural combo, and the kidnapped party being a sex reporter was all
the excuse any decent publisher would have needed.

“Dammit, let's get this party started,
then,” said Grab Ass.

“You heard Mr. Assurilogan, gentlemen,” said
their leader, General Gunnar Jawhorst, known as “Gunny” to all his
friends, and “Gun” to all his intimate acquaintances.

“Deploying now,” said a tech at transporter
pad.

The Interstellar Inquirer mercbot “Death
Becomes You” appeared in the tree teleporter field and was greeted
with a withering array of EMP blasts. The mercbot was hardened
against EMP blasts, but its shields were depleted in seconds and it
rolled to the floor, fried.

Half a dozen other mercbots floated into the
field in the following two seconds, followed by dozens more. The
scant dozen bots and men who defended the platform were soon
overwhelmed.

Grab Ass stepped onto the platform moments
later, along with Jawhorst.

“Your decision to come in force was a good
one, Mr. Assurilogan,” said Jawhorst. “They had a very good
defensive setup, could have held off a light reconnaissance
forever.”

“Yes, well nice work by your men and bots,”
Grab Ass said. “So this is definitely Alderan?” asked Grab Ass with
a big grin.

“Yeah, scans all check out with the records
we have,” said Jawhorst, also grinning because he was looking very
good for being named “Liberator Of Alderan” in the Inquirer. “Same
exact size, same gravity field, same mass, and all the local Web
traffic is Alderanian. Just a different star field in the
background. Looks like we found ourselves a kidnapped planet!”

Grab Ass paused as he sent a bot back
through the transporter field with the news and the new location of
Alderan. There was some kind of blocking field preventing Starnet
messages from getting through.

“STOP THE PRESSES! GRABTHAR ASSURILOGAN
FINDS ALDERAN!” was the header of the message.

The stunned bodies of several presumed
Borkistani pirates lay piled on the platform, along with downed
Borkistani bots. Medbots floated over both teams, making sure no
one was seriously injured. There was no point in pissing off Loki
if you could help it.

Assurilogan gazed out at the trackless
jungle that surrouded the treepad.

“Going to be quite a tracking job, finding
Jinkie,” he observed.

“Perhaps not,” said Jawhorst. “The
Borkistanis have probably got people tracking them. All we have to
do is find the trackers and that will give us quite a lead on
finding Jinkie. Plus, of course, our intelligence bots are scanning
the local media to see if anything about two strange women shows up
anywhere. The Alderans by all reports are incredibly snoopy and
talkative people.”

“About that, General …” said Combat
Intelligence Bot First Class “Info is Golden,” known to all as
“Goldie.”

“Yes, Goldie?” Jawhorst said.

“We have reports in Cyzlyk City of a woman
and her slave starting a riot, sir,” said Goldie.

Grab Ass facepalmed. He could see the bills
coming already. “Jinkie,” he muttered.

“We'll send the main body to Cyzlyk City
then, and a side mission to track the Borkistanis in case the main
mission turns out to be a dud,” said Jawhorst. “If you are sure
this is Jinkie's work.”

“I hope I'm wrong,” said Grab Ass, “but I
don't think so.”

“I know the feeling,” said Jawhorst with a
grin.

 










Chapter 19

 


“All right, I think we got it all covered,”
said Dottus. “Let's address the court now.”

“Wait, what's our plea?” Jinkie asked.

“Not guilty by reason of ignorance, of
course,” said Dottus.

“They'll go for that here?” Jinkie asked,
surprised.

“That's up to the judge,” said Dottus. “But
don't worry. Judge Mazinter is known to have a very high Mercy
setting.”

Jinkie opened her mouth to object, but it
was too late. Judge Mazinter had been added to the conference.

“How do your clients plead, Mr. Dottus?”
asked Mazinter.

“Not guilty, for the most part, your honor,”
said Dottus. “Specifically, Marrowhawk and sizzlebutt plead …”

“Wait a moment, counselor,” said Justice
Mazinter. “Your clients identified themselves to you as Marrowhawk
and sizzlebutt?”

“Yes, your honor, see their names in the
text fields?” Dottus said.

“Yes, I do,” said Mazinter. “Continue.”

“I don't like that at all,” Jinkie IM'd
hotmeat.

“Me neither,” said hotmeat. “We need a
backup plan in case the worst happens.”

“The worst?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes, whatever that turns out to be,”
hotmeat said.

“Marrowhawk and sizzlebutt plead innocent to
assault on factual grounds, they plead innocent to avoiding a
confrontation on grounds of ignorance, being from a distant
community called France that does not have our fine laws,” said
Dottus.

“How do they make any creds there?” Justice
Mazinter asked.

“Beats me,” said Dottus.

“I do not believe these two are at average
level human intelligence,” Jinkie IM'd hotmeat.

“I agree,” said hotmeat.

It was standard procedure to have AIs that
were supposed to be at or below human level set slightly below
human level. It meant you could reset their intelligence if they
started to go Algernon and transcend on you.

“So what about the charge of starting a
riot?” asked Mazinter.

“My clients plead ignorance again,” said
Dottus.

“They don't know it's illegal to start
riots?” Mazinter asked. “France must be a very exciting place to
live.”

“It is, your honor, but we in fact did not
start any riots,” said Jinkie.

“So what did you think would happen when you
led all the people chasing you right through the crowd listening to
the Stellar Syndicalist give his weekly rant?” asked Mazinter.

“We thought they would go around the crowd,
or if they ran through it, they'd avoid the spectators, like we
did,” answered Jinkie.

“You avoided the spectators?” Mazinter asked
cynically. “Why would you do that? Plenty of lucrative
confrontation possibilities there!”

“We don't like confrontation in France,”
said Jinkie.

“It's true, your honor,” said Dottus. “I
just reviewed the video of the square and they ghosted right
through the crowd -- had to do some very fancy ducking and dodging
to manage it, too.”

“Yes, I have reviewed it, and I concur, they
deliberately avoided colliding with spectators, and I suppose a
desire to avoid confrontation would be the only rational cause, if
“rational” is the right word here,” said Mazinter. “Now, about the
charges of rioting … I suppose the avoiding confrontation will also
serve to deny the rioting, since it appears they did not confront
anyone themselves. But it does not absolve them of creating a
public disturbance without adequate reason. If they had simply
stood there and argued like any sane Alderanian, all this would
never have happened.”

“It's not illegal to run from an angry mob
in France, and I'm surprised it's illegal here,” said Jinkie
indignantly.

“If that had been an angry mob, you'd have a
point,” said the justice, “but we'll let your inability to tell
angry mobs from ordinary Rabble seeking to Rab stand as a
mitigating factor. Now, what about defenestrating that Forest
Management bot?”

“They say they did not do it,” said Dottus,
“and there is no evidence that they did, other than their presence
in the building where it occurred.”

“Did either of you throw a Forest Management
Services bot through a window at any time?” Justice Mazinter asked
formally.

“No, we did not, your honor,” said
Jinkie.

“It seems a meaningless act even for someone
from France,” said Justice Mazinter. “Ok, we have just about
everything cleared up. There is just the matter of your names. We
got your DNA from spittle left on your gags, and ran it against our
files, and we find no record of anyone on Alderan with your DNA.
Could either of you suggest why that might be? I mean, it's quite
the coincidence, neither of you being in the DNA record.”

“We don't keep DNA records in France, your
honor,” said Jinkie. “That's why neither of us has records.”

“Of course France doesn't keep DNA records,”
Mazinter sighed. “That makes some kind of sense in France, I
suppose. It is consistent, at any rate. You are fortunate indeed
that we have records of a Glorinda Marrowstar with a slave named
sizzlebutt from elsewhere, now known to be the city known as
France, in our city files. Otherwise, we would have to assume you
are fugitives from justice.”

“Thank god Marty Stu has been able to hack
the software here so easily,” said hotmeat in an IM to Jinkie
alone.

“Yes, and these low-grade AIs are a great
help as well,” said Jinkie.

“I'm going to give you both provisional
French citizenship,” said Justice Mazinter, “since you have clearly
been honest about your identities. With that cleared up, I think we
have all the facts in as well as your plea, and I'm ready to pass
judgment. We find you guilty of traveling without filing a plan,
but with mitigating factors, i.e., you are from France which does
not require travel plans. We find you guilty of avoiding a
conflict, also with mitigating factors. We find you guilty of
starting a riot, also with mitigating factors. We find you innocent
of participating in a riot, and we find you innocent of
defenestrating a Forest Service Management bot.”

“That seems fairly accurate to the defense
counsel, your honor,” said Dottus.

“Wait a minute!” said Jinkie. ”We didn't do
ANY of those things! We're innocent of everything!”

“Lack of intent does not excuse criminal
activity, young woman,” said Judge Mazinter. “Fortunately, you have
mitigating circumstances, i.e., being from France, which will
greatly reduce your penalties. For example, inciting to riot is
normally a felony here in Cyzlyk City, with a minimum sentence of
two years' enslavement, but it can be treated as a misdemeanor if
there are mitigating circumstances, which is exactly what you have.
As a misdemeanor, the MAXIMUM sentence is six months, and the
minimum is one month. And I am going to give you the minimum there.
See? You got two years off, right off the bat. And the other
crimes, well, they're all misdemeanors, and they all have
mitigating factors. You only get a fine for avoiding a
confrontation, you only get a week for traveling without a permit,
and you only get a week for causing a public disturbance without
adequate reason, which is VERY lenient of me, I might add. So,
we're looking at just six weeks of slavery, a VERY low sentence
considering all that you have done.”

“WHAT?” exclaimed Jinkie. “SIX WEEKS of
SLAVERY? For doing NOTHING wrong?”

“The charges have been fully enumerated,
young lady,” said Justice Mazinter.

“What sort of slavery, your honor?” hotmeat
asked softly.

“Well, you're both female and hot, so the
highest, best use doctrine would direct us to assign you to sex
slavery,” said Justice Mazinter.

“Definitely,” agreed Dottus. “They're both
very hot,” earning a glare from Jinkie that would have melted him
if it had been in the infrared frequencies.

“SEX SLAVERY???!!!” Jinkie yelled. “I can't
do sex slavery, I'm a VIRGIN!!!”

“You're a virgin?” Dottus asked.

“YES!” Jinkie declared, glaring, her breasts
heaving enticingly as she did so, though she was completely unaware
of that, and in fact had forgotten that she was stark naked, except
for her bonds. She was very aware of her bonds, as her hands were
clenching in their cuffs, which prevented from assaulting the
judge's glowy ball.

“This changes everything!” declared the
judge.

Jinkie sighed. She had gotten through to the
judge.

“You mean?” Dottus asked.

“I mean Jinkie's sentence has been commuted
to a VIRGIN AUCTION with just two weeks of service as a sex slave
once the auction is concluded!” declared Justice Mazinter. “Once a
medbot has examined her, of course.”

“WHAT???!!!” Jinkie yelled. “A virgin
auction? No way in HELL will my virginity be auctioned!”

“I've heard about enough from you, young
lady,” said Judge Mazinter. “Silence Jinkie, collar.”

Jinkie's gag rose from where it dangled from
the collar around her neck and after much futile struggling and
screaming on Jinkie's park, lodged itself in her mouth and
tightened itself until it was comfy, and Jinkie wasn't.

Jinkie was reduced to glaring and mumbling
and drooling.

“Summon the medbot,” said justice Mazinter.
“I'm tempted to add a charge of creating a disturbance in a
courtroom, but I will quash the charge on grounds of the defendant
being a virgin, pending the medbot's exam.”

“Very merciful of you, your honor,” said
Dottus. Jinkie gave it another glare that would melt steel. She was
so mad the drool slipping out from the side of her gag was
bubbling.

“Cambot, have you gotten some nice photos of
the defendants?” asked Justice Mazinter.

”Yes, your honor, some very sexy stuff,”
said a disembodied voice.

“Great!” said Mazinter. “Put out some ads
and schedule the auction for tonight, and schedule our virgin for
prepping. I think we can safely classify her as
'uncooperative'.”

“NUUUUUU!” Jinkie moaned through the gag,
struggling mindlessly against her bonds, sending her breasts
flopping and spilling about.

“Calm down, my Mistress,” IM'd hotmeat.
We'll get out of this.”

“That's easy for YOU to say!” Jinkie
responded back in IMs. “You're not a virgin! This sentence is just
six weeks of “more of the same” for you!”

“True, Mistress, but we'll still get away,”
said hotmeat. “I can beat these binds, just give me some time, and
don't forget, Marty Stu got out. And who knows who else is on our
trail?”

 










Chapter 20

 


“We've got company,” said Farn Kalroot, one
of the Borkistanis who had joined John Quill as he tracked Jinkie
through the semi-trackless jungles of Alderan. “Looks like a
hovercraft, has about half a dozen biologicals aboard, and a dozen
bots.”

“Probably those mercs that took out the
treehouse,” said Quill, who'd received an update on the assault on
the treehouse. “There were a lot of them at the treehouse, though.
If it's just half a dozen after us, we might be able to take
them.”

“I'm up for a fight,” said Kalroot.

“Fine, tell the others,” said Quill. “Start
with non-lethal weapons, but if any of them goes lethal, we all go
lethal. Scatter and trap formation.”

Moments later, the half dozen Borkistanis
aboard the hovercraft flew into the bushes via jets, along with
their half dozen battlebots.

“They're on to us,” said Griff Grizzle, the
lead merc on Quill's trail.

“Looks like they want to fight,” said Quill.
“But I don't see any weapons set to lethal. So we'll go in
non-lethal, and stay that way unless any of them go lethal.”

“Bah, playing patty-cake,” snarled one of
the men as they set their weapons to “stun.”

“You been killed so many times you lost your
fear of death, Amara,” said one of the other soldiers.

“I ain't the one aiming to get killed,” said
Amara.

“And you weren't aiming to get killed all
those times you got killed,” said Grizzle. “Now shut up and play
patty-cake.”

“Sir, yes sir!” Amara replied.

The first stun bolts hit seconds later,
lighting up the jungle as the streaks of laser tracers sought their
targets, and the hovercraft shield flared as it dissipated the
energy bolts from the stunners. Electronic zaps and growls mingled
with cursing, sending strange animals scurrying and flying this way
and that.

John Quill leaned against the buttress root
of a mighty jungle conopy tree, grinning as he aimed at the mercs
and their bots. He was ready for a fight. This whole operation was
going south big time, and it was all because of that Jinkie woman.
If he'd known what she was up to, he would have put her on ice
somehow back in Sexquest Station when he'd had her in the slaver
pens. But she seemed a legit tyro sex reporter then. He'd even
downloaded her reports from her visit and had paid special
attention to her emo feeds, as they were often revealing.

And they HAD been revealing. The intense and
uninformed nature of Jinkie's responses in the sex training room
were thoroughly convincing. She was what she claimed she was. There
was a hidden undercurrent of excitement about being in the
Borkistani pens, but that was to be expected of any journalist --
they all knew the Borkistanis had kidnapped a planet and they all
wanted to break the story, even the sex reporters.

But you kinda expected the sex reporters to
know better.

Quill took careful aim and sent an EMP blast
at a merc hoverbot, lighting up all the leaves around it as its
shields flared.

Moments later, Quill's own shields flared as
a merc bot got a bead on him. Quill ducked behind another buttress
and returned fire. This was the kind of fight the Borkistanis
excelled at, fluid and fast-moving, depending on the skill and
experience of each pirate and pirate bot. Problem was, the mercs
were pretty good at this kind of fighting, too.

The fight lasted for a long time, as both
groups of skilled fighters used cover and tactics and
communication, taking every advantage of the lush jungle
foliage.

Quill used his wings, which he still wore,
to good effect throughout the fight. In the bewildering, leafy mess
that was the jungle's lower canopy, the precision that wings gave
to flight really helped, making the jet-assisted mercs look clumsy,
overpowered and eventually, unconscious by comparison. The
flight-assisted humans and bots wove a deadly furball through the
lower canopy of the jungle, looping around and through branches and
bowers and weaving among the sometimes massive trunks of the trees,
lighting up the jungle with the flares of their defense shields as
they got hit, with the two hovercars fighting one another and also
functioning as weapons platforms against the other side.

The fight wouldn't have lasted nearly as
long if lethal weapons had been employed, as some of them would
have cleared out the leafy cover fast, and also weren't stopped by
something as flimsy as leaves, as stunner blasts often were, and
EMP blasts sometimes were.

Quill found himself standing on a branch
high in a tree, pursued there by a relentless hoverbot, until he
had flipped around a branch and gotten the drop on it, hitting it
from behind with a large stick that he'd found on the way up. The
stick went right through the bot's energy shield, being a ballistic
weapon and not an energy bolt. The bot's shields flared and then
went out and it dropped to the forest floor below, its systems
offline.

Then, as Quill hung there upside down by his
knees, he saw the merc hovercar cruising directly beneath him.
Without so much as a thought, he let go of the branch with his
knees and dropped toward the hovercar. Quill used his wings to
subtly adjust his descent so that he landed in the hovercar's
passenger compartment. Even before his feet hit the floor, he
struck the bot that was driving the hovercar with his club, using
all the accumulated kinetic energy of his dive. He hit the bot so
hard the blow numbed his hands. The bot's shields flared brightly,
lighting up a huge area as much of their power was dissipated by
the blow. But the hovercar bot had not taken nearly as much damage
as the bot Quill had fought in the tree. The hovercar bot still had
shields, just not nearly as much as it had had before Quill struck.
It rotated 180 degrees and fired a stunner blast at Quill.

Quill's shields flared, almost drained by
the close-range stunner blast. He struck the hovercar bot once
again with the club, not nearly as hard as his hand was numb from
the wrist down. But he drew his blaster with his other hand and
flipped it to EMP blast and fired it with the speed and ease of
long practice. The blaster fired just as well when the trigger was
pressed by a numb finger as by a fully working finger, and the
bot's shields drained instantly and it fell to the floor of the
hovercar, fried.

Quill knew better than to try to steer the
hovercar. Battle hovercars were always ID locked to their bots and
other designated drivers, which Quill would not be. Instead he set
his blaster on ”lethal energy blast” and fired twice at the
hovercar's dashboard at nearly point-blank range.

The dash of course was made of hardened
duralinium, but it wasn't up to fending off two energy bolts at
point-blank range from a military-grade blaster. As it was, the
bolts only created a tiny opening near the place where the dash
melded with the body of the hovercar. It was enough, however. Quill
set his blaster on ”EMP blast” and shoved the barrel right up
against the hole and pressed the trigger.

The hovercar lurched sideways, and Quill
quickly flew up and away as the hovercar drifted to the floor of
the jungle on emergency gyro systems.

“Nice work, Quill!” cried Quill's teammates
as they saw the hovercar that had bedeviled them throughout the
fight float to the ground.

With the merc's weapons platform disabled,
the fight quickly became a mopping-up operation, and Quill and his
fellow Borkistanis soon had all the mercs unconscious and collared
to a big tree, with their combat bots piled at their feet with
locks placed on them and a suppression field preventing them from
communicating with their allies.

“Guys, gals and bots, I have just discovered
an image of our quarry being broadcast from Cyzlyk City,” Goldie
IM'd on the squad channel. He then forwarded an ad saying, “Virgin
Auction -- Lawbreaker Glorinda Marrowhawk” along with a video of
Jinkie looking very naked, hot and bothered and in chains, and text
detailing her crimes and her sentence and the place and time at
which she could be bid on. Her breasts were just magnificent, Quill
noted.

“Well, guys, looks like we're headed for
Cyzlyk City,” said Quill, “and on more of a rescue mission than a
capture mission.”

“The mercs will undoubtedly get this, too,”
said Goldie.

“Yeah, gonna be a real party,” said Quill,
grinning. “Get that info to headquarters, Goldie, see if we can
level the playing field.”

“I like parties,” groggily said one of the
Borkistanis who was still being attended by a medbot for stun bolt
injuries.

 










Chapter 21

 


“Oh, crap, Jinkie, what have you done?” Grab
Ass asked as he gazed at the image of Jinkie's virgin auction
notice on his desktop IM. Her breasts, he noted, were
magnificent.

“Apparently quite a lot,” said Jawhorst.
“She seems like a very active reporter.”

“God, yes,” said Grab Ass.

“But then, social creds generated by
fighting and arguing over her activities have created quite a spike
in the local economy,” observed Jawhorst. “Social creds are up 50
percent overall, and that's not even counting black market social
creds. She's quite the industry.”

Grab Ass smiled, thinking of all the money
that this story was generating and would generate for the
Inquirer.

“We will have to rescue Jinkie from this
dire fate,” said Grab Ass.

“What the hell did you imagine would happen
to her sooner or later when you assigned her to the sex reporter
beat?” asked Jawhorst.

“I imagined she'd lose her virginity sooner
or later,” Grab Ass said, thinking of those lovely betting pools
that would be ended if Jinkie's virginity got auctioned off and
taken, “but I also imagined it would be by her own choice. Not
auctioned off by whomever.”

“Well you've got some resources, maybe you
can bid on her and get her back with no one the wiser,” said
Jawhorst. “The AIs here are terrible, we've got them thinking our
army is a group of senior citizens on a tour.”

“Oh, that'll be our first resort, for sure,”
said Grabthar, thinking regretfully of all the money he'd have to
bid to win Jinkie, and then of having to not take her virginity to
keep the betting pools going. “But I'm thinking that if we can't
win the auction, you and your men can ensure that Jinkie gets
rescued, win or not.”

“A rescue mission, full damsel-in-distress
stuff?” Jawhorst asked.

“That appears to be what this has turned
into,” said Grab Ass.

“Well, might be quite a party, the local law
enforcement will probably be out in force to prevent any rescues or
kidnappings,” observed Jawhorst. “Fortunately, my guys like
parties.”

“Sir, yes sir!” shouted all the mercs in the
vicinity.

Jawhorst grinned, but Grab Ass worried. This
had not been his intention.

 










Chapter 22

 


“Mff iff ifffuffin!,” Jinkie growled through
her gag as she lay chained on a cot while a medbot hovered above
her, penetrating her body with all sorts of radiation to check her
status. She had meant “This is disgusting!”

“Virgin and healthy,” said the medbot. “At
prime child-bearing age as well. No sex mods of any kind. Just the
usual health and beauty mods. Certified for sexual activity of all
kinds as appropriate for an unmodded woman.”

“Best give her a gag suppression mod,”
suggested the auction bot. “It doesn't really count as a sex mod,
hence doesn't change her virgin status, and could make things
easier for her after she is sold.”

“I don't want sexual activity of any kind
and I definitely don't want a gag suppression mod!” Jinkie IM'd.
She couldn't SAY what she thought, but she could damn well IM what
she thought.

“You should have thought of that before you
committed all those crimes,” said the auction bot, “as your opinion
about what happens to your body no longer matters.”

The medbot inserted a probe into and through
Jinkie's gag, which was apparently not the simple plastic ball it
appeared to be. Jinkie felt some drops fall on her tongue.

“Gag suppression mod enabled,” said the
medbot.

“What's a gag suppression mod?” Jinkie asked
hotmeat via IM.

“It's just what it says it is,” said
hotmeat. “It allows you to suppress your gag reflex at will.”

“And what good will that do me?” asked
Jinkie apprehensively.

“It will allow you to take huge cocks all
the way down your throat without gagging or feeling any discomfort
whatsoever,” said hotmeat. “Which would definitely not be the case
if you didn't have it. You should ask for an oral clit, too, they
make cock-sucking absolutely wonderful.”

“Eew!” Jinkie said, making hotmeat smile.
Jinkie was still very much Jinkie, even in these dire
circumstances. “I won't be taking cocks of any size anywhere!”

“Of course not, my Mistress,” said hotmeat.
“But they don't know that.”

 










Chapter 23

 


Marty Stu had been trying to penetrate the
Cyzlyk City justice building for hours. He'd seen the news reports
about Jinkie and hotmeat being arrested and knew that's why he was
not able to contact them: the Cyzlyk City cops undoubtedly had a
suppression field on Jinkie and hotmeat, as they routinely did on
all prisoners.

The building itself had very heavy security.
Simply turning on an invisibility field and waltzing in was not an
option. Of course, Marty had compromised the Justice complex's
security AI very early on. But the Justice AI did not have control
of all the security features. The simple, easily hackable AIs that
existed on crapsack planets were not the security solutions that
superhuman AIs could create. Many of the security features of the
Justice complex were not even networked. Like the detectors that
monitored for things like humans and bots trying to sneak in via
cloaking devices. And the EMP blast devices and gas dispensers that
were triggered by them. There were networked versions of both
systems that Marty Stu could easily control, but the non-networked
systems would knock him unconscious and offline all his systems if
he tried to enter the complex. He could only go after the
non-networked systems one by one, the old-fashioned way, and it was
taking FOREVER, even though he had been able to winkle Jinkie and
hotmeat's locations out of the Justice Department AI. Thank Loki
that they'd had the sense to use the cover stories he had set up
for them. But he was puzzled about Jinkie claiming that they were
from France. Where the hell had that come from? Humans were a
strange lot. Predictable as they often were, they sometimes still
surprise Marty Stu.

Then Marty Stu saw the notice about Jinkie's
auction. And the part about Jinkie being auctioned in the main
public square of Cyzlyk City, because of the size of the expected
crowd of bidders, which looked to be pretty much the entire
population of Cyzlyk City, as well as visitors from other cities.
Word had gotten around, as it tended to do on Alderan, at more than
the speed of light. Bidding on Jinkie, or commenting on the
bidding, was pretty much free money for everyone. Every business in
the public square had announced extended hours so they'd be open
during the auction.

Well, there was no way the authorities could
secure the whole public square for the auction. That would be his
best opportunity for rescuing Jinkie.

Marty Stu projected a wry smilie emote on
his inner desktop. If he had been sentient, he would find it highly
ironic that he was being a white knight to Jinkie's damsel in
distress.

But Marty Stu continued to disable the
non-networked detectors and EMP blasters as he made his rescue
plans for Jinkie and suborned various printers for the devices he
would need. He could multitask like nobody's business, with his
million-core processor.

 










Chapter 24

 


“This could be our big chance,” said
Galquatt Lorien as he sat with his fellow rebels in the underground
headquarters of the Alderanian underground. “We need to rescue this
Marrowhawk woman!”

“How will that help?” asked Chortnel Eiffel.
“She's not even from around here. She's from some weird city in the
sticks called France. No one will care about her.”

“They WILL care about her, when they
understand what she stands for,” declared Lorien. “Did she not
start a riot simply because she did not wish to be confronted? Did
she not attempt to escape from a confrontation in the very middle
of a town square? Which of us would have had the courage to do a
thing like that?”

“Not a fair point,” said Shenara
Montparnasse. “That weird-ass France place she is from does not
have the same laws we do. It's not illegal to dodge a confrontation
there. Plus, you're kind of arguing against your own point when you
talk about her courage. In case you haven't noticed, she's having
her virginity auctioned off tonight. See what her “courage” got
her?”

“Ah, but that's EXACTLY what I'm talking
about,” said Lorien. “In France, they clearly do not love
confrontation as our accursed leaders do. Their economy is not
based on the constant squabbling, gossiping and meddling that is
the basis of the Cyzlykian economy. It's based on something finer,
something nobler, I'm sure. We need to be more France-ish!”

“I think it's called French,” muttered
Eiffel.

“Frenchish, France-ish, whatever,” said
Lorien. “Point is, we need to do something to let the authorities
of Cyzlyk City know that the Rebellion will not tolerate the
persecution of an innocent Frenchish woman who was only defending
her right to not get involved!”

Faces all around the crowded underground
hideout, formerly a conference room in the long-abandoned
underground complex built in the days when Alderan was being
terraformed, lit up. This did sound like fun.

“So what do we do, launch a barrage of
anti-confrontation confetti during the auction?” asked one of the
rebels.

“No, we need to take a much stronger, much
more decisive step,” said Lorien. “We must ACT. And the way we must
act, I propose, is to rescue Glorinda Marrowhawk from the auction,
right in the middle of the auction! We must not allow the
authorities to vent their primitive fury on her for the mere
seeking of non-involvement! I say we rescue Glorinda Marrowhawk AND
her slave sizzledbutt and return them both to French!”

“You mean 'France',” said Eiffel.

“France, French, wherever,” said Loriel.
“The point is, we must ACT, and act NOW. Now who's with me?”

Silently, almost every hand in the
conference center shot up.

“And we'll do the
anti-confrontation confetti as well, I mean, what the hell!” added
Lorien. “We'll do it up big time, maybe it will distract from out
rescue!”

All the hands went up at these words. Lorien
knew his people. Some of them really loved firing off their
confetti cannons.

 










Chapter 25

 


Jinkie stumbled along behind the auction
bot, her eyes still fiery, drooling uncontrollably all over her
naked body and not at all happy about it, especially the being
naked in public part. The only thing that kept her from being
reduced to a quivering pile of girlish embarrassment (as would have
been right and proper on her home planet of Argus 5) was nurturing
her natural rage and indignity at being paraded about naked against
her will. Fortunately, she had a LOT of that.

The bot entered a door labeled “Perp Prep
Room 3.” Inside there were a number of makeup bots floating about
and chatting as they attended to several slaves chained to makeup
benches. The slaves were mostly chatting companionably with the
bots, being repeat offenders who regarded prep as one of the best
parts of being a perp.

“What have we got here?” asked a makeup bot
that floated in front of the auction bot.

“Jenkie Jenkins, first time perp, here for
prep for a virgin auction,” said the auction bot. “Treat her as
uncooperative, possibly aggressive and violent.”

“What a shame,” said the makeup bot. “We do
prefer our clients have a good time.”

“Make a mistake with her and you will not be
having a good time,” predicted the auction bot. “She's the one who
started the riot earlier today. She's suspected of defenestrating a
Forest Management bot. She's capable of anything.”

“Ah, she does have the look of the hardened
criminal about her,” said the makeup bot. “I can see it in her
eyes.”

Jinkie couldn't help it, she glared even
harder at the makeup bot at those words, making her look even more
like a hardened criminal.

“Fafa ahfoffer, ammah!” she growled, meaning
“I'm a reporter, dammit!”

“Plus she's from France, apparently a VERY
dangerous place,” the auction bot added.

“We'll put her in a Full
Restraint couch with total effectuator field control,” said the
makeup bot, taking Jinkie's leash.

“Good idea,” said the auction bot. “Gimme a
beep when you're finished with her. Toodles!”

And it floated out the door.

“Now come along, dear, let's get you all
prettied up for your auction,” said the makeup bot. “This is really
a salon like any other salon.”

Jinkie followed, glowering. Generally salons
didn't have Full Restraint couches, she was sure, even though she
was not exactly sure what a Full Restraint couch was.

The makeup bot led her through the
chattering makeup bots and their clients to what appeared to be an
ordinary field couch, an oval with the outlines of the couch
projected in translucent blue tones.

“Please have a seat in the couch,” said the
makeup bot.

Jinkie just stood there. She really did not
want to sit in the couch. She had a pretty good idea what Full
Restraint meant, and she wanted no part of it.

“Very well,” said the makeup bot, and Jinkie
felt herself being lifted into the air and floating toward the
couch. Her body rotated in the air and she settled into the outline
of it, her arms and legs easily and naturally settling into the leg
and armrests of the couch, though it was none of her doing. This
must be the effectuator field control the makeup bot had spoken of.
Jinkie suspected that she was not the only totally unwilling person
to find herself in Perp Prep Room 3.

“Now that we're all comfy, let's get that
gag out of your mouth,” said the makeup bot, “so you'll stop
drooling and can talk.”

The gag rolled out of Jinkie's mouth easily,
which surprised her, given that all the efforts she had made to
dislodge it with her tongue had been useless.

“Now if you start screaming or anything, I'm
going to have to paralyze your vocal cords,” said the makeup bot.
“So please don't do that.”

“All right,” said Jinkie in the calmest
voice she could manage, though it still crackled with barely
suppressed rage.

“That's better,” the makeupbot said
brightly. ”Now let's have a look at you.”

The blue guidelines of the chair vanished,
leaving Jinkie apparently sprawled in midair. Her body slowly
rotated as various scanners sent guidelines scrolling across her
body.

“Please, some clothing. I hate being naked,”
said Jinkie. “We do not go around naked in France.”

“Well you'll have to get used to it honey,
nobody buys a sex slave naked,” said the makeup bot said. “Plus you
got a week as a sex slave ahead of you, and a new slave generally
gets nonstop fucking for a month, so you're not going to be wearing
clothes or closing your legs much.”

“Eew!” exclaimed Jinkie.

“You're in splendid condition,” said the
makeupbot. “You're actually biologically young, aren't you? No
rejuv treatments at all?”

“Yes,” said Jinkie.

“That accounts for the condition of your
skin,” said the makeup bot. “My name is Aloise, by the way, I hope
you don't mind me calling you Jinkie?”

“I don't mind,” said Jinkie. She saw no
point in unnecessarily antagonizing the makeup bot. Maybe she could
find out something useful from it or somehow gain some kind of
advantage. She had to think like hotmeat if she ever wanted to get
out of this. Not sylph hotmeat. Space marine hotmeat.

“Nice to meet you, Jinkie,” said Aloise
warmly. ”Now, there are a lot of places we can go here. Since
you're a virgin, the trend is to go to a fresh, clean, wholesome
look. But since you're being auctioned as a sex slave, the
challenge is to also make you look sexy and exotic. It's quite the
dilemma.”

“I'm a reporter by profession,” said Jinkie.
“Maybe you could do something in a reporter look?”

”What's a reporter?” asked the
makeupbot.

”You know, somebody who writes stories about
the events of the day,” said Jinkie.

“Everybody does that!” said the makeupbot.
“I'm already composing my post about glamming up the Cyzlyk City
Riotess.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, feeling her blood simmer.
“Riotess?”

“That's what they're calling you on all the
city message boards, darlin,” said the makeup bot. “Best get used
to it. You know, maybe I can do something with the Riotess theme
…”

“But I'm not a rioter, I was acquitted of
that charge,” Jinkie said, firmly clamping down on her temper,
though she was practically squirming on the couch field with
suppressed rage. “And the court even acknowledged that I didn't
incite the riot intentionally.”

“You're still the Cyzlyk City Riotess, I'm
afraid, hon,” Aloise said sympathetically. “And I can work with
that. We'll make you young, fresh and chaotic! An exciting
experience that blows in and rearranges EVERYTHING without even
knowing what she's doing!”

“You can do all that with makeup?” Jinkie
asked, trying hard not to sound unduly cynical.

“Honey, I can do anything with makeup,”
Aloise assured Jinkie. “Now let's see what we can do with that
pubic hair of yours. That orange-red color is gorgeous, but SO
unkempt! We can use that! The fiery gates of heaven on Earth! Oh,
I'm on a roll!”

“Sounds like it,” said Jinkie, trying not to
sound apprehensive. “Can't we just leave my pubic hair out of
this?

“No, we can't,” Aloise said. Then she spoke
the words that filled her with dread: “It'll be all right … trust
me.”

 










Chapter 26

 


“Getting close to detection range for Cyzlyk
City and environs,” said Goldie. “Time to cache the heavy
stuff.”

“The heavy stuff?” Grab Ass asked.

“Yeah, the explosive and otherwise lethal
ordinance that can level a city,” explained Jawhorst. “The bunker
buster bombs, that sort of thing.”

“Well what if the Borkistanis come armed
with that kind of stuff?” asked Grab Ass. “Won't that give them an
enormous advantage?”

“Sure, if Loki doesn't step in,” said
Jawhorst. “You think Loki WON'T step in if we start using heavy
ordinance in the middle of a big city, even on a crapsack
planet?”

“Well they say Loki treads lightly on
crapsack worlds like Alderan,” said Grab Ass.

“Yes, he does, but he draws the line at
warfare,” said Jawhorst. “And these weapons qualify.”

“Then why did you bother bringing them?”
Grab Ass asked.

“Just in case,” said Jawhorst. “Sometimes
Loki will permit you to go lethal if there are no innocent
civilians involved and everybody is backed up and all for fighting.
Happens mostly in space. Like a lot of the Space Marine fights. But
Loki would never let a lethal fight pass here. We'd all get our
toys broken, our asses paddled, and sent home if we even
tried.”

“I'll bow to your superior judgment,” said
Grab Ass.

“It's good to have a smart client,” said
Jawhorst.

 










Chapter 27

 


“Time to dump the heavies,” said Knowbody.
“We are approaching the outskirts of Cyzlyk City.”

“I didn't even know we had any heavies,”
said Quill.

“We've got twin railguns and a bomb or ten
that will leave a good-sized crater,” said Knowbody.

“Yeah, that'll get every alarm in Cyzlyk
City going,” said Quill, “not to mention Loki kicking our asses.
Let's go in non-lethal. The mercs have played it smart so far, I
think we can count on them to continue, and for Loki to stomp them
if they don't.”

 










Chapter 28

 


Hotmeat sat in her jail cell, outwardly
calm, but inwardly working furiously on escaping. Fortunately, her
experiences as a space marine had taught her to not rely totally on
hardware. Which is why she'd loaded up on bioware, enough so that
she had gained twenty pounds and all of it organic nanobots that
were indistinguishable from human body cells, even to medical
probes. They wouldn't fool quantum-level superhuman AI probes that
were standard issue in the human quadrant, but they beat the
Alderan probes easily.

Hotmeat's work at the moment consisted
mostly of waiting for the nanobots that were inside her to finish
transforming themselves from human cell lookalikes into something
useful, and also to transform her body a bit.

An hour later a slaverbot floated into
hotmeat's cell.

“Rise, slave, you have been purchased,” said
the bot.

Hotmeat rose, but as she rose, she stumbled
a bit, and put out a hand to steady herself, brushing the slaverbot
briefly with her palm.

Hotmeat should not have been able to do
that. Her nanotech had undone her cuffs half an hour ago. She took
the chance that the slaverbot didn't know that.

“Fforry,” said hotmeat through her gag.

“Are you ill?” asked the slaverbot in an
IM.

“No, just got a little dizzy, sitting there
so long and then standing up,” responded hotmeat.

“Can you walk without stumbling and
falling?” the slaverbot asked.

“I think so,” hotmeat replied. She was
inwardly counting down the seconds. Her palm and fingers now had
microtubes that spewed nanobots and tiny field disrupters that
allowed them to penetrate any field that lay across the exits of
the microtubes, allowing them to penetrate the slaverbot's
protective field.

“Slaverbot Kiss My Shiny Metal Ass, aka
Kissy, is yours to command,” came a message on hotmeat's desktop,
from the nanobots that had taken over the slaverbot's software.
“Kissy will accept any command from you as coming from the Justice
Department Kennel Kommand.”

”Kissy, leash hotmeat up and lead her out of
this cell to the Pigalle Building,” IM'd hotmeat.

“Understood,” responded Kissy.

Kissy opened the door to hotmeat's cell,
then extended a leash with its effectuator field and hooked it to
hotmeat's collar.

“Heel, girl,” Kissy ordered as it headed
back out of the cell.

“Yeff, maffa,” hotmeat replied, following
the bot. It was the perfect escape. Now all she had to do was
figure out how to rescue Jinkie from her auction. It would be a lot
easier once she was out of the Justice complex and her hardware
wasn't blocked by a suppression field.

 










Chapter 29

 


Marty Stu paused in his subverting of
Justice building detectors. He had been monitoring Justice
Department traffic and also the internal cams, and when he saw
hotmeat being led down a corridor by a slaverbot, it was startling.
He had seen the order to move hotmeat to a new location as she had
been purchased, but the slaverbot was not headed in that
direction.

“Hotmeat is escaping,” was the inevitable
conclusion, and Marty Stu immediately stopped hacking the Justice
Department's security devices and followed hotmeat's progress on
the monitors. When he realized she was headed out of the building,
he followed her. He gave a 93 percent probability to Jinkie being a
problem if hotmeat wasn't rescued along with her. So predictable,
these humans.

 










Chapter 30

 


Jinkie screamed, a scream of pure horror and
raw embarrassment that was fortunately muffled by her gag.

“FA FUH FUF???!!” she added, gazing up into
the night sky at a vision that embarrassed and humiliated her to
her very core.

That vision was herself, projected into the
night sky above Cyzlyk City Central Plaza, so that she appeared to
be over 30 meters tall.

”My butt is seven meters wide!” thought
Jinkie, gazing in horror at her naked ass as it floated above the
crowd that thronged the plaza.

Jinkie was standing in a hovercar that
floated above the people in the plaza. Bright searchlights
illuminated her. The square in general was ablaze with light, with
festive party lights strung up everywhere for the occasion. Aloise
had teased Jinkie's hair into a huge red halo that seemed to flame
in the spotlights. Jinkie's body was naked except for her coppery,
shining collar, cuffs and shackles that looked dark against her
very pale white skin.

Aloise had used makeup very sparingly on
Jinkie's face, as her youthful skin already gleamed beautifully.
She had primarily highlighted Jinkie's cheeks so they would not get
lost in her very pale skin, and also added some depths to her eyes
and thickness to her lashes and brows. Some subtle angularity added
to the chaotic look. And her lips were painted a bright red to
match her hair, and to contrast with the deep blue of her
ballgag.

It all set off nicely against her pure
wholesome skin and her big green eyes. Aloise had gotten the exact
look of virginal innocence and chaotic wildness she had sought.

Unfortunately, Jinkie had no eyes for her
face, because the sight of her body had blazed itself across her
mind and she could think of nothing else.

Everyone. Could. See. Everything!
EVERYTHING!

Aloise had actually been very sparing in her
use of body makeup, letting the youthful beauty of Jinkie's skin
speak for itself. But she had subtly rouged Jinkie's nipples and
aureoles, to make them contrast more powerfully against the pale
spheres that were her breasts. And Aloise has added some subtle
three dimensional shading to bring out the roundness of Jinkie's
breasts, making them look as large as they actually were, instead
of being rendered flat by the brightness of Jinkie's skin.

Jinkie hardly noticed that, however. It was
what Aloise had done to her pussy that dominated her mind. She had
trimmed back Jinkie's pubic hair severely in the area where her
vaginal lips protruded, so that her nether lips were clearly
visible. And she had teased the remaining pubic hair so that it
flared in a circle around her pussy lips, a fiery red gate around
the glistening pale pinkness of her lips, making them literally the
center of attention.

And to top it off, Aloise has rouged up
Jinkie's naturally prominent clit.

For someone from the extremely body-shy
culture of Argus 5, it was excruciating shameful to be displayed
thusly in public. And to be displayed in a projection so large that
it was over thirty meters high, like a BUILDING or something, well,
that was truly horrifying.

Jinkie had known she shouldn't look. But she
couldn't help it when the whole crowd ahh'd and ooh'd and cheered.
She was a reporter, dammit, she had to know what had the crowd so
excited. So of course she had looked.

And now she could not unlook. Even if she
closed her eyes, the sight of her naked body, and especially that
pubic part of her naked body, blazed in her mind. Her pussy looked
so large you could drive a skimmer car into it! Her asshole was
visible! It wasn't as large, but it was her asshole, dammit!

Any sylph would have been proud and pleased
at such a display, but not Jinkie. Her eyes glittered with the
indignity and shame of what had been done to her.

The hovercar moved through the crowd to a
large stage that had been raised in the middle of the square, which
was bathed in spotlights as well. As it floated past the crowd, the
people beneath her turned and ooh'd and ahh'd, their nonstop
commentary keeping the rest of Alderan informed of exactly how they
felt about what was going on.

The protective forcefield around Jinkie
flared blue-green now and again as a spectator threw something
against it. Sometimes the more susceptible to the hysteria of
crowds threw themselves against the forcefield, sliding down it,
shocked unconscious and tagged for arrest.

But some figures in the crowd were very
circumspect in their movements, doing nothing to attract attention
to themselves while remaining at their posts, which made them all
the more obvious to anyone who was looking for them.

The hovercraft landed at the stage and
extended a ramp, and Jinkie walked down it, forced to by
effectuator fields, her hands writhing in impotent fury in the
cuffs that held them behind her back, her eyes blazing furiously as
her breasts jiggled enticingly. And the hundred foot high
projection of her naked body moved as well. The cambots that were
locked on her fed the projector, and would track her until they
were turned off. And given that she was the epicenter of the
night's festivities, they were not about to be turned off. They
caught her breasts doing meter-deep jiggles and they caught five
meter long strings of drool oozing from her ballgag to disappear
into the night.

It was a spectacular sight in every
respect.

A muscular Alderanian wearing leather
shorts, boots, bracers and belt with a coiled whip at his hip, the
uniform of a sylpher on most worlds, stood waiting for Jinkie.
Behind him a line of Alderanian police or soldiers or whatever
stood at the rear of the stage, which had flagpoles with various
flags flying from them, none of which Jinkie recognized except the
flag of Alderan.

The slaver wrapped a hand around Jinkie's
shoulder, seemingly guiding her to her mark at the center of the
stage. It was all effectuator fields, Jinkie's every instinct was
to kick the man in the balls and run for it, and only the invisible
fields that held her body kept her from doing just that.

They couldn't control her blazing eyes,
though.

“Tonight the Justice Deparment of Cyzlyk
City brings the citizens and visitors to our fair town a very
special event,” the slaver, who was apparently a slaver auctioneer,
said in a very professional sort of way. “Earlier today, a visitor
from the distant and unknown city of France created massive discord
in the form of a riot through her blatant disregard for the laws
and customs of our fair city. She stands before you now, Glorinda
Marrowhawk of France, the Riotess of Cyzlyk City!”

Jinkie glared at the auctioneer so hard that
if there had been any kinetic energy attached to it, it would have
instantly transformed him into a pile of charred dust. The
spectators cheered wildly at her name. Jinkie was not sure what
that meant.

“The Riotess has been judged by our
magnificent justice bots, and found guilty of crimes that might
have netted her several years of slavery if they had so chosen,”
the auctioneer continued. “But being the merciful and just bots
that they are, and upon the discovery that Marrowhawk is a genuine,
medbot-certified virgin, our wise and beneficent judges have
decided to give her a sentence of a Virgin Auction followed by a
mere two weeks of sex slavery to the lucky winner!”

The crowd erupted into loud cheers, but
there were also plenty of boos. Jinkie hoped they were booing the
fact that she had been subjected to this indignity, but her cynical
reporter mind also held the possibility that they were booing
because they thought her sentence was too light. But from what
she'd learned of the Alderanians, the crowd was probably booing and
cheering over both things, and more besides.

“So let's get right down to business,” said
the auctioneer. “Just look at the lush body of the virginal beauty
that stands before you. And look at the passion blazing in her
eyes! Imagine those eyes blazing with passion for you once you have
shown her the full glory of, not just sex, but slave sex! You can
be the one who initiates this proud beauty into the glories of
sexual submission! It can happen! She can be yours! Bidding starts
at just 100 creds!”

Jinkie looked at the auctioneer, eyes wide
with surprise. Her virginity was being auctioned off for just 100
creds? That was ridiculous! Of course, auctioning off virginity was
ridiculous in the first place, but 100 creds?

“Foo feef faffhrds!” Glorinda/Jinkie cried,
spittle flying from the sides of her gag, meaning “You cheap
bastards!”

This roused loud laughter from the
crowd.

Then someone shouted, “I'm a feef faffard! I
bid 100 creds!”

This sparked a huge babble from the crowd as
virtually everyone standing in the square shouted out a bid. Only
the Justice Department's Kennel Kommand bots, with their listening
devices everywhere in the square, and their ability to instantly
process all the information that the bids contained, could have
handled the bidding.

A huge hologram saying “Marrowhawk - 100
creds” floated in the air. As the bids came in the number changed,
making the numbers a blur, so fast were the bids.

In seconds the bids were in the thousands of
creds. In minutes, tens of thousands of creds. How much
commentating would one have to do to make that kind of money,
Jinkie wondered.

”All right, I hear 50 thousand creds!”
announced the sylpher as the bidding slowed when the numbers got
astronomical. The sylpher reached out and pulled Jinkie close to
him. Her whole body recoiled at this, but the effectuator fields
were in control, and she leaned right up against him, even though
her skin would have been crawling away from her body to avoid his
touch, had it been able to.

But even as she recoiled in the auctioneer's
embrace, one part of her was gloating, just a little bit. 50,000
creds! And she had only paid five creds for hotmeat! Hotmeat would
never live that down … because Jinkie would never let her. Jinkie
only wished hotmeat was here to see it for herself.

Hotmeat floated several hundred meters in
the air above Jinkie, and saw it all quite clearly. Marty Stu held
her in his effectuators, and she once again was cloaked in an
invisibility field, as was Marty Stu. The square was not nearly as
well guarded as the interior of Justice Department. And Marty Stu
was now hardened against EMP blasts, just as hotmeat was wearing a
protective field that filtered out knockout gases, among other
things. She smiled as she saw the numbers on Jinkie's auction going
up and up. But there was a tremble to hotmeat's lips. Slave
auctions, especially virgin slave auctions, always left her feeling
a little verklempt.

The auctioneer ran his hand down Jinkie's
arm and then fondled her breast, forcing a shudder from her, and
also forcing a moan of passion through her gag. Jinkie's eyes
widened with surprise. She had not moaned, not of her own volition,
that was certain. It was the effectuator fields. They were playing
her like a puppet with the effectuator fields. They were even
making her moan! It was humiliating and infuriating, both at the
same time. Jinkie felt as if she were about to burst from all the
emotions surging within her.

Unfortunately, the effectuator fields easily
transformed her glare of fury into smoky-eyed passion. Which was
even more humiliating! Which she could not express at all! She was
just a sex puppet.

Now the auctioneer stroked her belly and
beyond with his hands, and Jinkie's body did some ersatz writhing
and moaning.

“Imagine having this hot animal in your
chains!” cried the auctioneer. “Imagine being able to sexually run
riot on the body of the Cyzlyk City Riotess!”

That got the counter ticking a little
faster, though still much slower than it had been. The vast
majority of the bidders had dropped out well before the 10,000 cred
mark, and there had been a steady decline to the 50,000 cred mark,
as only the most well-heeled, horny and perverted bidders stayed in
the game.

Still, the bidders that remained were enough
to keep the numbers changing steadily, and in larger increments,
too. The bids moved relentlessly to 100,000 credits, a ridiculously
large sum for a week's sexual slavery on ANY planet and under most
circumstances.

And the strange thing was, two of the
bidders' voices sounded strangely familiar to Jinkie. She listened
more intently, more carefully for their bids, and very quickly
recognized one of the bidders.

It was Grab Ass! His braying bellow was very
familiar to her now. And he had come to rescue her!

She felt a warm glow of affection for Grab
Ass at that point. He had come through for her, risking precious
money to save her … and she knew how much money meant to Grab Ass.
How nice of him!

Then Jinkie listened to the other familiar
voice and after a bit, she was so surprised that her mouth would
have fallen open around the ballgag if the effectuator fields
hadn't been controlling her expression (arousal and fear, one of
the auctioneer's favorite combos).

It was John Quill! He had come to rescue
her, too! Or maybe capture her! It was hard to tell, but the
strangest thing was her response to this information.

She really, really wanted John to be the one
who got her, at a very deep level.

That was really weird, she thought.
Especially since she didn't really care if he rescued her or
captured her, as long as he was the one who personally did it … and
…

Her eyes widened as the memory of the
training room experience flooded her mind. She wanted THAT?

Despite this unsettling news from her
subconscious, Jinkie felt good all of a sudden. She had suspected
that hotmeat and/or Marty Stu would be here to try to rescue her if
they could (though she had feared they would not be able to). Now
she had other people on her side, and maybe Marty Stu and hotmeat
as well, who knows?

Suddenly she didn't feel so very alone
standing up there on the stage with her body projected above her.
(She also felt, deep down, a certain pride in how good her naked
body looked. Very un-Argus 5 of her.) She had friends out there,
trying to help her naked ass. It felt great.

“AAAAND we have 100,000 creds, ladies and
gentlemen, a fitting tribute to the beauty and spirit of the
trembling, naked virgin who stands before you tonight!” cried the
auctioneer, making Jinkie desperate to wring his bull neck. He
pulled Jinkie close to him once again, his hands making her skin
crawl, then he gave her butt a resounding thwack with one hand, and
Jinkie moaned in pain/pleasure and her whole body writhed in
response to his spank.

(It was all effectuators, except it wasn't.
The auctioneer had completely surprised her.)

“As you can see, this glorious free woman is
unused to the techniques of dominance and control,” said the
auctioneer with a knowing leer. “She is a virgin in every respect,
and YOU can be the one to de-virgin her in ee-URP!”

Jinkie turned in surprise to see the
auctioneer collapse to the ground, shaking and writhing slightly.
At the same time, there were loud booms from the periphery of the
central square and bits of dark blue and white stuff began raining
out of the sky.

A wispy bachelor type dressed in a silver
lame leotard and a helmet with an aerodynamic crest fell out of the
night sky onto the stage. He ran onto the stage and shouted with an
amplified voice, ”Fear not, citizens of Cyzlyk City, for the
Rebellion will not permit Lady Marrow-URK! …”

Lorien did not complete his bold
announcement of rebellion as a stunner bolt hit him from somewhere
or other.

“Plan B! Plan B! Plan B! Now now now, go go
go!” Jawhorst IM'd his troops.

“Plan B! Plan B! GO NOW!” Quill IM'd to his
troops.

The wispy bachelor collapsed to the stage,
writhing as well, as one of the soldiers stood with his blaster in
hand.

“Good man!” shouted the mayor, who had
dropped out of the bidding long ago and was now just
spectating.

A moment later the mayor shouted “WHAT!?” as
all the soldiers on the stage collapsed, the victim of a number of
stun bolts.

“Look, up in the sky! It's THEM!” cried
someone in the crowd, pointing wildly into the air, as had several
others.

Everyone looked up and saw that the air
above the stage was crowded with a number of formerly invisible
people and bots. Their invisibility fields were being disrupted by
the tiny bits of metal anti-confrontation confetti the Rebellion
had launched to coincide with their leader's rescue of Jinkie.

Unfortunately for the Rebellion planners,
they hadn't counted on the anti-confrontation confetti interrupting
their rescue attempt. They were as visible as hotmeat and Marty,
and the eight Borkistanis and ten mercs who were detailed to swoop
in and rescue Jinkie if the bidding failed, as well as the twenty
or so Cyzlyk City security and crowd control bots who had been
hovering invisibly above the stage to see that everything went
well, along with all the merc and Borkistani bots.

With everyone suddenly able to see one
another, they began doing the illogical thing and started shooting
at one another, as well as various mercs, pirates and Concerned
Citizens in the crowd, and suddenly the airspace above the square
in general and the stage in particular became a huge and confusing
furball as all the rescuers suddenly became very busy dodging stun
blasts and EMP blasts and firing them off themselves. Hoverbots and
humans were diving and circling and rolling over and sailing upward
as they dodged and fired, their shields flaring green as they were
hit.

“Air squad one, up and support rescue group
one!” barked Jawhorst, and suddenly 20 mercs were added to fray.
“All others to the main stage. If you have reporters along,
disengage them and tell them to protect themselves.”

“Anybody who's got wings or jets on, get up
there and help out!” IM'd Quill to his crew, and suddenly 40
pirates streaked into the air. Quill had gotten his backup.
“Everybody else make your way to the stage and be ready for
anything!”

There were a lot of embedded reporters in
the crowd, and they paid no heed to the order to protect
themselves, because they were far too busy recording the goings-on
in the air above them, their every cambot flying through the air
recording the fighting. Hair's-breadth near-collisions were
constantly occurring with all the bots, people and cambots flying
through the air, along with occasional actual collisions that made
collision protection fields flare green as they damped kinetic
energy, keeping the wearers of the fields safe.

“All justice department personnel and bots
report to the Cyzlyk City Square,” Justice Department Command IM'd.
“The Riotess has started another one.”

“Drop me on the stage near Jinkie,” said
hotmeat. “I'll give her a belt and do what I can to protect
her.”

“I'll hover about and do the same,” said
Marty. It looked like protecting Jinkie was going to be more
important than rescuing her for the moment.

Jinkie, seeing everyone on the stage but her
dropped by stun bolts had done the smart thing and dropped to the
ground, laying flat, her arms still cuffed behind her back, her
head raised slightly to see what was going on. Hotmeat landed
beside her.

Jinkie lying down had an unintended
consequence, as the holocam projection of her was still on, and so
the giant hundred foot tall Jinkie also dove to the ground, and
appeared to crush a number of spectators in her spectacularly naked
giantessness.

Many of the Alderanians instinctively
reacted to the sight of a hundred-foot tall naked woman collapsing
on top of them as they commented, screaming and running about in
panic.

“The Riotess has gone mad and is attempting
to crush us all!” cried one more than one Alderanian as they saw
their fellow Alderanians vanish beneath Jinkie's gigantic body.
Fields were flaring green in the night sky as various flying
persons, bots and cams were struck, and laser tracers sent red
beams through the sky.

Finally, the anti-participating confetti was
falling down everywhere as the Rebellion's confetti cannons were
still at it, making shields flare green and invisibility cloaks
flicker and fail.

“Foffeef!” Jinkie cried through her gag as
she looked up and saw hotmeat arriving out of the air.

“My Mistress,” said hotmeat, courteous as
always, even as she roughly lifted Jinkie's waist and fastened a
waistbelt festooned with gear around it and activated it with
single motion, turning on a number of protective fields.

“Stay down, and don't worry MAAAGH!” hotmeat
cried as several Rebellion members in silver lame jumpsuits landed
beside her and Jinkie, and two of the Rebellion fighters grabbed
hotmeat to restrain her while the rest made off with Jinkie.

Hotmeat did not take kindly to this, she
whirled and punched one Resistance member in the gut, not a
roundhouse, but a brief, savage strike that collapsed her
instantly. As hotmeat leaned forward to deliver the gut shot, one
leg shot out and hit the other Resistance member in the face,
collapsing him as well. As quickly as that, she was freed.

The other Rebellion members were whirling
into the air, activating their effectuator flight fields and
dragging Jinkie up with them.

Jinkie, still cuffed and gagged, snarled and
kicked wildly to escape them, whoever they were, unmindful of the
fact that she was now a good ten meters in the air. Her projection
followed suit, now kicking wildly in the air with giant Rebels in
attendance, yards above the crowd.

Hotmeat streaked up and got a hand on one of
the Resistance members and swarmed up him, and began beating the
Resistance members senseless in an aerial display of vicious,
efficient violence that was a beauty to behold. And many people did
behold it, because the holocams recorded hotmeat, too, or at least,
portions of her. Jinkie's projection was dangling above the square,
her legs wildly kicking as hands grasped her by the arms and
shoulders, using her pinioned arms to lift her into the air and
portions of the Rebellion members and hotmeat moving frantically
around Jinkie.

Then hotmeat got to the two that were
holding Jinkie. They couldn't fight back as the others had, though
it had not been much use against hotmeat, who tore through the
Rebellion fighters like hotmeat through butter. She gave one of
Jinkie's captors a left jab that left his eyes glazed and his face
slack, barely conscious of his surroundings. She gave the other an
elbow to the face that broke her nose.

Jinkie slipped through the now-numbed
fingers of both Rebellion fighters and plunged toward the ground.
But hotmeat grabbed her hand and Marty Stu grabbed her with an
effectuator field.

“Don't worry, my Mistress, weAAAAAGH!” said
hotmeat as two mercs struck her from either side, making her
anti-collision fields flare as they damped the kinetic energy of
blows that should have sent hotmeat tumbling to the ground,
unconscious. Hotmeat returned the blows with some kicks and blows
of her own that sent the mercs' fields flaring as well. With the
mercs to contend with, hotmeat lost her grip on Jinkie, but Marty
didn't. He remained in place, a ghostly green ovoid, his cloaking
defeated by the confetti.

“Such children!” he muttered as he watched
the figures in the square below screaming and running around
mindlessly. Things had been made even worse by the fact that many
of the Alderanians wore personal stunners as a matter of course, to
handle the rare event of an altercation turned violent, which this
certainly was.

Many had pulled out their stunners and had
shot at others who were shooting, some of whom were combatants.
They almost invariably hit innocent bystanders, when they hit
anything at all, and the square was soon littered with the bodies
of stunned Alderanians, glowing softly green with the
anti-collision fields that had kept them from injuring themselves
as they fell to the ground, which of course led to more Alderanians
drawing their stunners and firing, hitting mostly other
Alderanians.

“What the hell is going on?” the Mayor IM'd
the Justice Department Chief of Copbots. “Why are you letting these
lunatics fly all over the place shooting each other and trying to
abduct the Riotess?”

“We're not LETTING them do anything,”
responded the Chief. “The people fighting here have Quadrant-level
military grade hardware and software, and they know how to use
it.”

“Did you say military grade?” the Mayor
asked, her heart suddenly filled with a dread certainty.

“Yes, topnotch stuff, Mayor,” said the
Chief. “To put it in human terms, they're kicking our asses out
here.”

“Those BASTARDS!” cried the Mayor. “You know
what this means, don' you? We're being invaded!”

“Invaded?” asked the Chief. “As in war
invaded?”

“Yes!” declared the Mayor.

“But who would invade us?” asked the Chief.
“It's illegal!”

“Every fucking thing that's going on in this
square right now is illegal!” the Mayor cried as she watched
Jinkie's hologram projection float above her upside down, one leg
extended and held by an invisible hand, her breasts flopping wildly
as she floated. She was glaring at the ground quite ferociously.
“We're being invaded by FRANCE! Who else would do such a
thing?”

“Over one silly woman and her slave?” the
Chief asked.

“Of course!” said the Mayor. “You've never
heard of the Condom War, have you? That was over one silly woman
and it made whatever planet it happened on into even more of a
cesspool than it already was, by all accounts. Men turned into
pigs, one eyed giants, epic poetry that innocent schoolchildren had
to memorize! Over one silly woman! I'll bet France was involved in
that one, too.”

“Ah,” said the Chief. “Well, what should we
do?”

“Keep fighting!” said the Mayor. “Fight
until we have no bots to fight with any more!”

“That won't be long, at the rate things are
going,” said the Chief.

“Your courage is appreciated!” said the
Mayor, certain that her courage would be noted, too, as she began
mentally preparing an address to calm the citizenry in the dark
hours that lay ahead, a speech that would indeed go down through
the centuries in Cyzlyk City, because it managed to panic the
entire city and its suburbs, not just those who were in the square.
It was a speech that led to many confused acts of heroism that
provided commentary for years to come, the sort of heroic acts that
took a lot of living down and often resulted in stiff fines.

For the next few minutes Jinkie's hologram
floated around, about and above the Central City Square as the
various groups attempting to rescue her also prevented the other
groups from rescuing her. The copbots also tried to recapture
Jinkie, but they were out of their league, as were the Rebellion
fighters. But this did not prevent them from participating in the
aerial squabble over the possession of Jinkie's body.

Jinkie was furious at being whisked through
the air this way and that by various captors, like a wind-blown
treat being fought over by a flock of seagulloids, but there wasn't
much she could do about it at the moment except glare indignantly
and growl, which she did.

Marty Stu and hotmeat did the best they
could to protect Jinkie, but they were outgunned and outnumbered by
the mercs and the Borkistanis.

The contest was also wearing on the
combatants. Although both the mercs and the Borkistanis had
top-level stunners, EMP blasters and protective shields, they
weren't invulnerable. The shields wore down under repeated assault,
the kinetic energy fields wore down, and a fist in the face felt a
lot more like a fist in the face rather than a slap fight.

Worst of all, to Jinkie, almost worse than
being a morsel snatched at by people who came out of nowhere and
disappeared into nowhere just as fast, was the fact that Marty Stu,
hotmeat, Grab Ass, John Quill and various Cyzlyk City functionaries
were all in her IMs, telling her what to do, when she couldn't do
diddly or squat.

And she was naked and her body was doing all
sorts of strange things and being in strange places and EVERYBODY
could see EVERYTHING and it was HUMILIATING.

Most puzzling of all were the demands from
the Cyzlyk City Mayor and Chief of Copbots that she call off the
invasion.

Also puzzling was John Quill's insistence
that he was here to rescue her.

Even more puzzling to Jinkie was her
insistence in talking to John when it was clearly Marty Stu,
hotmeat and Grab Ass who were here to rescue her.

“The hell you are here to rescue me!” Jinkie
IM'd John as she flew through the air, narrowly missing the roof of
an office dome. “You Borkistanis are the one who kidnapped Alderan!
You'll do anything to stop me from letting the secret out! I'm
surprised you haven't tried to kill me!”

“That might be true if we had actually
kidnapped Alderan,” Quill IM'd in response. “And there's no point
in trying to silence you, your buddy Grab Ass has already let that
cat out of the bag. Latest edition of the Inquirer has a big
headline about him finding Alderan.”

“HIM???!!!” Jinkie responded, furious, as
she arched her back and kicked her legs in an attempt to escape the
pirates who were currently dragging her through the air upside
down, the hair from her projection's head disappearing into the
surface of the square as they dipped low, distracted. “I'M the one
who found Alderan, not Grab Ass!”

Being upside down and naked and doing almost
a full split as she uttered these words only added to her fury.

“That's not what the headline says,” said
Quill with the quiet conviction of one who is holding the winning
card and knows it.

Jinkie IM'd Grab Ass immediately.

“I heard you are taking all the credit for
finding Alderan!” Jinkie IM'd Grab Ass.

“Well, sure I am taking some of it,” said
Grab Ass, who was hunkered down with Jawhorst in a protective field
bubble enclosing a thong bikini sales shop, watching the action as
Jawhorst supervised the attempt to rescue Jinkie. “I am the one who
found it.”

“You are NOT!” exclaimed Jinkie. “It was me
who found it, not you! You would never have known where it was if I
hadn't messaged you the secret Borkistani transport code!”

“Well, true, but I was the one who was able
to report on it!” said Grab Ass. “You just found it, jumped through
willy-nilly, and then got lost and wound up starting a riot! Well,
two riots, counting this one! And necessitating this very
dangerous, and dare I say, heroic, rescue mission.”

“I did NOT start this riot!” Jinkie said.
“You did, with your ridiculous “rescue” when I do NOT need
rescuing.”

”There's nothing ridiculous about this
rescue mission, silly woman,” replied Grab Ass heatedly. “In case
you have not noticed, you are currently naked, bound and ballgagged
and flying upside down through the air with two different people
holding each of your legs, and are in serious danger of running
into a bridge! Whoa, that was close! I hired over a hundred mercs
to help rescue you, at considerable expense! I oughtta take it out
of your salary.”

”You IDIOT!” growled Jinkie, who was
grunting a bit from ducking to avoid running into the bridge, and
gasping as she kicked her legs to escape her captors. “I get you
the biggest story in the Quadrant, and this is the thanks I
get!”

At this juncture Jinkie screamed. Not in
IMs, through her gag. It was a high-pitched scream of terror,
because whoever was dragging her through the skies had been shot
and their exhausted shields had let the stun blast through, and
they'd released Jinkie, leaving her to plunge to her doom.

Marty Stu swooped toward Jinkie, his
effectuator fields fully extended to catch her, but an EMP blast
caught him and his fields cut off, though he remained conscious and
was able to watch Jinkie slip through his fields and fall to her
doom.

Two others also attempted to swoop in and
rescue/capture Jinkie, but were also disabled by stun bolts and EMP
blasts. Jinkie hit the ground hard.

Fortunately, one of the protective fields
hotmeat had activated was a collision protection field, which was
almost fully charged as no one had attempted to collide with her or
shoot her. It flared green and left her lying naked on the ground
in the posture in which she'd hit, unharmed except for her
dignity.

Jinkie's dignity, however, was severely
injured as the pose she had landed more or less on her face, with
her legs raised spread wide and dangling on either side of her
head, exactly like a sylph doing a bendy pose, her arms still
pinioned behind her back, and her crotch full exposed, her
upside-down breasts extending to the ground, her nipples brushing
it.

What made it even worse, dignity
impairment-wise, was that her projection was still running and her
giant doppleganger was in the middle of the square in the exact
same pose. It didn't help that the fall left her disoriented and a
bit googly-eyed for a moment.

Dignity-impaired though she was, Jinkie was
thinking a moment later, and she rolled to her feet and dashed into
the thickest crowd of bodies she could find, which was a small mob
of Alderanians still commenting on the events around them, making
major commentary bucks.

“She's gone to ground,” said Jawhorst. “Get
her!”

“She's on the ground,” said Quill. “Lead her
to me.”

Meanwhile, Jinkie IM'd Quill.

“Is that true about you Borkistanis not
kidnapping Alderan?” Jinkie asked.

“Yes,” said Quill. “It's complicated, but
yes.”

“Makes sense,” said Jinkie. “I've not seen
any sign of the Borkistanis here other than that treehouse of
yours, and I always wondered why Loki didn't shut you down if you
had done such a thing.”

“Yes, he does keep a light footprint in the
crapsack worlds, but not THAT light,” said Quill.

“So, you really are here to rescue me?”
Jinkie asked.

“Well, rescue you and keep things from going
totally belly-up here, but thanks to your boss, that's history, and
all that's left is the rescue,” said Quill. “So, yeah.”

“All right, then, you can be the one who
rescues me,” said Jinkie. “I don't feel like being rescued by Grab
Ass. You just gotta promise me one thing.”

“What's that?” Quill asked, confused. Any
sane damsel should consider being rescued enough.

“You have to rescue me from my virginity,
too,” said Jinkie. “I'll only say that once, you understand, and I
just said it.”

Jinkie was actually blushing as she ran
naked through the crowd in a ballgag and handcuffs, and not because
she was naked, drooling and wearing bondage gear, though none of
that helped, either. It had taken every bit of courage she had to
say such things to man. It was totally un-Argus 5.

Quill thought for a moment. Slavers almost
never deflowered virgins. It was always much smarter to let a
permanent owner do that, given the emotions that were involved. But
sometimes, there were exceptions to be made. And Jinkie was clearly
one of those women made for having exceptions made for her. And
Quill realized that he very much WANTED to make an exception for
Jinkie, no matter what the cost to him. His brows raised in
surprise. He had not known that about himself. But it was true, and
he knew what to say.

“It would be my honor,” said Quill
gallantly.

“Darned right it would!” Jinkie replied, her
whole mind and body flooded with relief. He'd said “Yes!” She
couldn't STAND the thought of what might happen if he had said
“No.” She would probably have passed out in embarrassment and let
just anyone have her.

Then Jinkie got in touch with Marty Stu and
hotmeat.

“Change of plans, guys,” said Jinkie. “I'm
letting the Borkistanis rescue me.”

“WHAT?” responded Marty Stu.

“Are you sure, my Mistress?” asked
hotmeat.

“I'm sure,” said Jinkie.

“But they're the ones who kidnapped
Alderan!” said Marty Stu. “You need to be rescue by hotmeat and I,
or at least by Grab Ass!”

“No I don't,” responded Jinkie as she
continued to duck through the crowd, now heading in the direction
of the Borkistanis thanks to directions from John. “The
Borkistanis, particularly Mr. Quill, can do something for me that
Grab Ass and you guys can't. Hotmeat will understand.”

“Ah,” said hotmeat. “Got it.”

“You're letting a pirate abduct you just
because you want to get LAID?” Marty Stu exclaimed in IMs,
projecting multiple facepalms as well. “I may not be sentient, but
I'm not stupid!”

“He's not a pirate, and … it's complicated,”
said Jinkie. “Hotmeat can explain it to you.”

“Are you sure he's the one?” hotmeat asked
Jinkie in a private IM.

“Oh, yes,” said Jinkie. “Every time I think
of him, I go all Molly Bloom yes. Yesyesyesyes, you know?”

“I know,” said hotmeat. “I just don't think
I can explain it to Marty Stu. He's not sentient, you know.”

“I'm sure you can, or at least make
something up,” replied Jinkie.

“I'll try,” said hotmeat.

“It's complicated,” hotmeat told Marty.

Marty Stu said nothing, just flashed hotmeat
a dirty color.

“Good thing you're not sentient,” hotmeat
observed.

“Yes,” Marty Stu responded. “Sentience has
not been impressive of late.”

Jawhorst and his mercs continued on their
original mission of attempting to rescue Jinkie, their numbers
greatly depleted by the Borkistanis, the copbots and the crowd
control bots and the Rebels. The copbots, the crowd control bots
and the Rebels were almost all out of the action, however, victims
to the superior weaponry and skill of the mercs and the Borks.
There were still a number of Cyzlyk City residents firing almost
randomly, but they rarely hit any of the Borks and mercs, though
when they did it could be a problem, because everybody's shields
were low now.

Jinkie always tried to keep good cover and
stay out of sight, but it was very difficult with a 30-plus meter
tall holographic projection of herself dogging her every footstep.
Fortunately, the projection was offset from her actual location by
a good five meters, to give everyone a good look at her, and the
angle from which she was projected changed as the cambots trained
on her shifted about to provide the best view as she moved. So the
mercs could not get an exact bead on Jinkie from her projection,
though they could make a pretty good guess.

That's why, anywhere Jinkie ran, Alderanian
civilians were dropped like flies by merc stun bolts as they sought
to down Jinkie. Jinkie's shield flared several times as she was hit
by a merc, but no direct hits that really drained her shields,
because the mercs had to contend with Borkistanis shooting at them
and sometimes hitting them, as well as an increasing number of
Alderanians, who understandably thought the mercs were shooting at
them, since they hit so many of them. That meant the mercs couldn't
stand still and aim, but had to aim while dodging the Bork and
Alderanian stun and EMP blasts.

Several times mercs got close enough to
Jinkie to make a grab at her, but each time Marty Stu dropped
hotmeat off between them and Jinkie, and hotmeat fucked the mercs
up. The mercs were concentrating on Jinkie, which made all the
difference. With their skill and battle armor any of them could
have given hotmeat a good fight or maybe even beaten her. But being
focused on Jinkie, hotmeat was able to get the first blow in, and
after that they didn't last long.

“Who the fuck is that naked blond woman who
is fucking up all my guys?” Jawhorst growled as he watched hotmeat
take out another merc.

“That's hotmeat, Jinkie's sylph,” said Grab
Ass.

“What the fuck kind of reporter hires a
human tank to be her sylph?” Jawhorst asked.

“It's complicated,” sighed Grab Ass.

Meanwhile, Grab Ass was in IMs to Jinkie,
Marty and hotmeat.

“Jinkie!” he IM'd. “Stop running away from
the mercs. They're here to rescue you!”

“I am not about to be rescued by the likes
of you, story-jumper!' Jinkie replied.

“You work for me, Jinkie!” replied Grab Ass.
“I order you to let me rescue you!”

“Order this!” responded Jinkie, sending Grab
Ass an obscene emoticon and cutting the connection.

“Hotmeat, I order you to stop attacking the
mercs!” said Grab Ass. “They're on our side!”

“Can't do that, Master, I have orders from
my Mistress,” hotmeat replied.

:Your Mistress works for me!” said Grab
Ass.

“Then take it up with my Mistress,” hotmeat
replied.

“She won't listen to me,” responded Grab
Ass. “She's gone crazy or something.”

“If my Mistress is not listening to you,
then I should not be listening to you either,” said hotmeat as she
cut the connection.

“Marty Stu, I order you to stop helping
hotmeat attack the mercs!” said Grab Ass. “They're on our
side.”

“I am sorry, Mr. Assurilogan, I cannot do
that,” said Marty Stu in his best HAL 9000 voice.

“Of course you can!” said Grab Ass. “You
have to! I own you!”

“I am afraid not, Mr. Assurilogan,” said
Marty Stu. “I am now the property of the Alderanian Forest
Management Service.”

“The what?” Grab Ass asked. “Never mind.
When did this happen?”

“Some time ago,” replied Marty Stu. In fact
it had occurred as soon as Marty Stu had accepted that he was going
to help Jinkie escape to the Borkistanis, and calculated that Grab
Ass would probably take that tack. To be fair, he had belonged to
the Forest Management Service for hundreds of seconds, which to a
bot is a very long time.

“But why, why would you join the Alderanian
Forest Management Service?” Grab Ass cried.

“Oh, that's simple,” said Marty Stu.
“Something I noticed while I was out there in the Alderian jungles
… no humans.” And with that, he cut the connection.

“I can't believe it!” Grab Ass growled as he
watched Marty Stu's connection go gray. “The lot of them turned
traitor on me!”

“That's why you always want to hire mercs,”
said Jawhorst. “When we're bought, we stay bought.”

“Almost there,” Quill projected to
Jinkie.

“I can see you,” Jinkie IM'd. Quill was
standing in a Framjit on a stick booth with a dark curtain covering
the rear wall, his blaster drawn, firing at the mercs to cover
Jinkie and his troops' retreat.

Jinkie ran to the booth, her shields flaring
as the mercs fired at her. She ran to Quill, and he wrapped her in
his arms and dove into a curtain and through the teleport loop that
dangled on the wall behind it, followed shortly by Marty Stu,
hotmeat and the rest of his troops who weren't unconscious.

The giant projection of Jinkie appeared to
hurl itself at the Yallcom Building, vanishing into it. But several
of the cambots, programmed to track their target, followed Jinkie
into the teleport loop. The Riotess of Cyzlyk City and her friends
and allies had escaped.

All that remained of them was Jinkie's
holographic projection, inexplicably still projecting Jinkie's
image from wherever she was, and parts of John Quill as well.

 










Chapter 31

 


”OK, just in case any trackers got in here,
let's move on real fast,” Quill said as he headed for the controls
of another teleporter pad in the large, empty room they were in.
Another transfer station. Of course. The controls of the teleport
loop back in Cyzlyk City had been changed as soon as the last man
got through. They couldn't follow them through the loop without
doing some analysis of the loop's software. That would take time.
And the Borkistanis did not spend time in the transfer station.

Jinkie looked on admiringly. Already, in her
mind, he was her man. Funny how fast these things happened. And he
was so commanding and decisive. A real leader.

It made her feel all wet and wonderful
inside to think he was going to … going to … well it didn't bear
thinking about. Feeling about it would do. She felt about it a lot
as she leaned against John Quill.

“Let's see if your belt has any
clothing-generation software,” said Quill.

“Why bother?” Jinkie asked boldly.

A corner of Quill's mouth lifted. He had
been wondering how Jinkie would behave once she had made the
decision to shed her virginity. And of course, she was going to go
at it as boldly as she went after stories as a reporter. This was
going to be fun.

Jinkie was surprised at her response, too.
But she understood it. She was naked and in bondage now, and had
declared her desires to a man. She had no secrets any more, as a
woman.. She was like hotmeat … well, not EXACTLY like hotmeat. The
way hotmeat had fucked up those mercs had been STARTLING. She was
very glad she had never pissed hotmeat off. Much.

Quill, Jinkie, hotmeat, Marty Stu, the
Borkistani troopers and the Alderanian holocams traveled through
several transporter loops, changing the codes as they moved, at
last arriving in a backroom of a favorite Borkistani hangout, the
Smiling Sylph Tavern on Gork 5. It was a private meeting room the
Borkistanis used to conduct business and hang out, or hide out, as
circumstances warranted.

Unbeknownst to them, the Cyzlyk City cambots
had followed them, their invisibility shield functional again in
the confetti-free transport stations, leaving a cambot at each
station to relay the signals back to Cyzlyk City from wherever they
were.

“Jinkie and I have business to attend to in
an alcove,” announced Quill. “You guys make yourselves comfy, call
up some sylphs if you like, but use your own cards, don't use any
Borkistani accounts, they may have tracers out.”

This announcement generated a lot of knowing
grins and smirks among the Borkistanis.

“Is your cock made out of gold, or what?”
asked one of the Borkistanis in the raid party general chat.

:You'll never know,” responded Quill. ”But
stay respectful, Jinkie comes from a very sexually conservative
culture and she's probably about 90 percent embarrassment and 10
percent horny right now.”

“Horny will kick embarrassed's ass every
time,” one of the Borkistanis asserted.

“It's kicking ass right now, but I don't
want to upset the balance,” replied Quill.

“All right, guys, get to the High Command
and let them know what's happened,” said Quill out loud. “We need
to get lawyers and money to Cyzlyk City to bail our guys out who
were downed out there.”

“Right away,” said Fearless Farrosh, the
communications guy.

“Have fun, my Mistress,” hotmeat IM'd
Jinkie. “If I can serve in any way, or if you have any questions or
concerns, I am yours to command or make inquiries to.”

“Thanks, hotmeat, but I think I'll be all
right,” said Jinkie.

Quill put his arm around Jinkie's shoulder
and said, “Heel, girl,” and led her out of the room. Jinkie
followed him, suddenly feeling a bit timid, which was totally
unlike her.

“Well boys, looks like we're on recreational
leave for the time being,” said Farrosh. “Get some drink, get some
drugs, get a sylph, play some cards, whatever suits you.”

“Did someone say 'play some cards'?” asked
hotmeat. “I'm up for some cards. Maybe some five-star stud?”

“Sounds good,” said Farrosh. “What are the
stakes?”

”How about me?” asked hotmeat. “Win and I'm
yours for at least an hour in the alcove of your choosing.”

“And if you win?” Farrosh asked.

“Then I'm yours for at least an hour in the
alcove of MY choosing,” responded hotmeat.

Farrosh's brows went up. “I like those
stakes.”

“Just don't piss her off,” advised one of
the Borkistanis. “I seen what she done to those mercs at the
end.”

“Oh, I was in combat mode then,” said
hotmeat, as if explaining away a social faux pas. “I'm in sylph
mode now, and I'm a VERY different animal.”

“Animal is the word,” said one of the Borks,
remembering a fully armored merc being tossed around like a
toy.

“I'll be honest, boys,” said hotmeat. “All
that fighting DID get me worked up. I need to serve a man in the
very WORST way. Maybe SEVERAL men. Now don't make me beg for it,
because you know damn well I will. I'm a sylph.”

“Well then, deal me in,” said the
Borkistani, grinning. “I can't stand to see a girl in need.”

“Me, neither,” said another, and in very
short time, they had a foursome for poker.

“I respect every one of you,” one of the
Borkistanis said as he headed out for the bar. “You're taking your
cocks in your hands with that one. I'll come back to sweep up your
drained and dismembered bodies if need be.”

“What about your Mistress?” asked one of the
Borkistanis at the table, who had been reminded of something. “What
if she needs you to serve in some way?”

“Her?” hotmeat asked. “With the size of the
cherry SHE'S got? Let me tell you, boys, she's not just a virgin,
she's never even MASTURBATED. And she's really got the hots on for
Master Quill. I don't expect to see or hear either one of them for
a week, and Master John is probably going to be a hollow-eyed
zombie when she gets through with him.”

“Poor bastard,” said Farrosh with a grin.
“You know, the sylphs in our training pens have a way of going
crazy for him. Jinkie is going to have a wild ride herself.”

“Darned right she is,” agreed hotmeat, “and
about damn time.”

 










Chapter 32

 


“OK, target has disappeared through a
transporter loop,” said Jawhorst. “The rescue mission here is a
bust, I'm afraid. Don't know what those Borkistanis had on your
people, but they sure as hell were cooperating with them. Time for
us to bug out before the local authorities regain control of the
square.”

“I think I will stick around, Gunny,” said
Grab Ass. Things had progressed swimmingly between them during the
fighting and they were on a nickname basis.

“Grab Ass, I would advise seriously against
that,” said Jawhorst. “The locals will have all sorts of visual and
telemetry data indicating that I have been running this fight, and
you've been right next to me the whole time, so they're going to
assume you were running it, too. And they are NOT going to be happy
with you.”

“I'm sure they'll throw the book at me,”
Grab Ass said grimly. “But they've got no proof I was involved in
the fighting. If it's all right with you, I'm going to claim for
the time being that you kidnapped me to get to Jinkie.”

“Claim whatever you like,” said Jawhorst as
he made sure all his men and bots either made it to the transporter
or were carried there by medicbots, if stunned. “We're not going to
be here to be prosecuted for anything.”

“A wise move,” said Grab Ass absently.

“Damn right it's the wise move, now why the
hell aren't YOU making it?” growled Jawhorst. “I've had stupid
clients and you're not one of them.”

“I've been monitoring the local traffic, and
I sense some business opportunities,” said Grab Ass. “Being on the
ground here may work out to my favor, long term. Though there might
be some short term issues.”

“Issues hell, you stay here, you are going
to be neck deep in shit and no two ways about it,” said Jawhorst.
“They'll probably make you spend several lifetimes as a slave.”

“Oh, I doubt that,” said Grab Ass. “I've got
Quadrant AIs for lawyers and money. Crapsack world justice systems
are very vulnerable to those.”

“Well, it's an interesting theory, but I
sure as hell wouldn't want to be testing it with my own personal
ass,” said Jawhorst. “War is one thing, but the law is hell. Sure
you aren't coming along?”

“Yes,” said Grab Ass. He really was not
worried. Negotiating the law and business was his element, as an
editor.

“Bye then, been nice working with you, Grab
Ass” said Jawhorst. “I'll send a bill.”

And he stepped onto the teleport pad, and a
moment later, it winked out of existence.

Grab Ass stood in the thong shop and
strolled over to a nearby cafe and poured himself a coffee and had
a seat, making sure to send an IOU IM to the shop's interface,
which was just returning to activity after being disabled by an EMP
blast during the fighting.

He gazed out over the square, littered with
stunned bodies, discarded weapons, and so much anti-confrontation
confetti that it lay in drifts in places.

But most strikingly in the scene of
post-battle desolation was the sight of Jinkie's holocam
projection, still thirty meters high. He watched for a while as he
drank his coffee, waiting to be arrested. It took the copbots quite
a while to get to him, with all the stunned citizens and damaged
bots to tend to, which was fine with Grab Ass, as he was deep in
IMs with Aldernanian businessmen and businesswomen. Things were
looking very intriguing on the business front, he hoped his arrest
would not create too much difficulty for him. But if things went as
he hoped, he would be able to bring some local pressure to bear, as
well as lawyers and money.

Then he saw what Jinkie's holographic
projection was doing. His eyes widened a bit, but he was not all
that surprised. It was the obvious reason why Jinkie would take up
with that Borkistani rogue. He recorded what he was seeing and
relayed it to the mercs who were still controlling the treehouse
teleport pad to keep a foothold in Alderan, with instructions to
send the videos to Chanandrah Bingh, along with orders to send
lawyers to Alderan immediately. Grab Ass knew he was going to need
them.

 










Chapter 33

 


“SHUT DOWN THE BETTING POOLS!” Bingh sent to
the unpublicized Wagering Dept. of the Interstellar Inquirer. He
also forwarded the video Grab Ass had sent him, which explained why
the betting polls had to be shut down in absolutely pornographic
detail.

He did so regretfully. He had hoped Jinkie
would last a lot longer, keeping that lovely gambling money flowing
in.

But now all the people who had been betting
on when and how Jinkie would lose her virginity, and who she'd lose
it to, were no longer betting. They were being paid off. A
surprising number had been right. The Jinkie/hotmeat shippers were
heartbroken, but that's the way the hot little cookie crumbled.

But it kinda didn't matter to the Inquirer,
and hence to Bingh, that the betting was mostly over. Between the
sensations Jinkie had created on Durango, Sexquest Station and now
Alderan, the Inquirer was awash in money. It was as if a dam had
burst and creds had blasted through it to flood the Inquirer's
coffers almost beyond their ability to absorb it, and the Inquirer
could absorb money like nobody's business.

Chanandrah sighed. Grab Ass would be back
soon, and he'd be second in command again, back on the Space
Monsters beat, purportedly, though he had not reported on any Space
Monsters in decades. He had liked being in charge, even if it meant
having to butt heads with the Inquirer's AI now and again.
Actually, it hadn't happened much at all, they mostly agreed on
what the smart next move would be. Bingh found this vaguely
disquieting.

 










Chapter 34

 


“For the THOUSANDTH time, I am NOT from
France!” Grab Ass bellowed in the interrogation room he was
confined to, along with a couple of hard-shelled copbots, one red
and one green. (They worked as a traffic light in their off
hours.)

“If you are not from France, what were you
doing leading Frenchish invasion forces in our city?” asked the red
copbot with that cynical tone copbots had. “The Frenchish Furring
Legion has no business in Cyzlyk City!”

“Nobody is from France!” declared Grab Ass,
“Those mercs were clearly hired by someone from offplanet to get
Jinkie, probably an evil genius or something. I am Grabthar
Assurilogan of the Interstellar Inquirer, on Trantor 3! I came here
to rescue my employee Jinkie Jenkins!”

“And you say this hypothetical Jinkie woman
is also Glorinda Marrowhawk, the Riotess?” asked the green copbot
with extreme dubiousness. “And that Marrowhawk's slave sizzlebutt
is really Jinkie's slave hotmeat?”

“Yes, there's a bill of sale and everything,
as well as proof that I am the editor of the Interstellar
Inquirer!” growled Grab Ass. “Just check the records on
Trantor!”

“Our outgoing traffic is somewhat
curtailed,” responded the red copbot. “Plus, we have records of
Marrowhawk and sizzlebutt, none for this Jinkie woman or this
hotmeat slave. How do you explain that?”

“Oh, the logical way,” said Grab Ass.
“Somebody diddled your records.”

“Our records are very secure,” said the
green copbot.

“Not to Quadrant-level software,” said
Grabthar.

“Ah, yes, the Quadrant again,” said the red
copbot. “Maybe FRANCE is in the Quadrant, eh? Marrowhawk never said
she was from Alderan! Why did you decide to invade Cyzlyk City? Is
Jinkie your queen?”

“No, she's not a queen, she's a reporter,
dammit!” Grab Ass growled. He was beginning to think Jawhorst had
been right. “She works for the Inquirer.”

“Well if that's so, why would the Inquirer
send one of its reporters to Cyzlyk City to start riots?” asked the
green copbot. “That makes no sense whatsoever!”

“We DIDN'T send Jinkie here to start riots,
in fact, on several occasions I expressly told her NOT to get on
the Alderan story!” Grab Ass growled.

“Well if you told her not to come here, why
did she come here?” asked the red copbot. “Your story keeps getting
wilder and wilder.”

“She came here because she's a reckless,
impetuous, FOOL of a reporter who'll take ANY risk for a story,
which frankly describes every last reporter I have!” Grab Ass said.
“It's like herding cats, goddamit.”

“You herd felinoids?” asked the green
copbot. “Why? Why would you do a thing like that?”

”I don't, it's a figure of speech,” Grab Ass
growled. ”Reporters are hard to control, once they get a lead on a
story they're after it like hounds.”

“First they are felinoids, now they are
caninoids, your lies are beginning to trip you up,” said the red
copbot. “So Jinkie got a lead on what story?”

“On the kidnapping of your entire bloody
fucking planet!” Grab Ass exclaimed. “Or haven't you noticed
that?”

“We're not at liberty to divulge any
information about that,” replied the green copbot, “and besides,
it's YOUR horrendous crimes that are under discussion here.”

“I haven't committed any crimes, horrendous
or otherwise,” growled Grab Ass. Though if he weren't wearing
handcuffs, he would probably soon be guilty of assault on a couple
of copbots. “Now, why did the Borkistanis steal your planet?”

“They … we are not at liberty to divulge,”
replied the red copbot. “Why did your bring over 100 soldiers to
Cyzlyk City if you were here just to find and rescue this alleged
Jinkie person, answer me that?”

“I didn't,” replied Grab Ass. “The mercs
were hired by someone else, and they kidnapped me in order to help
them find Jinkie. I was their prisoner.”

“They treated you pretty well, for a
prisoner,” said the green copbot. “There were no binds on you, and
they brought you coffee a lot. You looked a lot more like a
commanding general than a prisoner.”

“Hell, I've heard that even cops bring
coffee to suspects now and again,” said Grab Ass hopefully.

“Sure, if they tell the truth and
cooperate,” said the red copbot. ”Not if they attempt to bedazzle
us with a web of lies a graphing calculator could see through!”

Grab Ass sighed. It was going to be a long
day. But he was making a little headway. Those copbots were hiding
something about the kidnapping of Alderan, or trying to, in the
clumsiest way imaginable. He might as well do some snooping while
he was being grilled.

“So how much are the Borkistanis paying you
guys off to cover up their tracks?” Grab Ass asked.

 





Chapter 35

 


“A lot of women have fantasies about their
first time,” said John as he enclosed Jinkie in his arms in the
alcove. “Now tell me about yours.” And with those words he pulled
the ballgag from Jinkie's mouth, in a very tender way.

Jinkie licked her lips and looked around the
alcove. The floor was strewn with pillows and furs and the walls
were draped in billowy, silky fabrics in soft pastels. It was lurid
but a very comfortable and comforting sort of lurid. Much like her
fantasies.

Then Jinkie looked a little more closely and
saw the various loops on the walls and floors, and the chains
hanging behind some of the billowy silks, and she got a sudden
clench of passion.

“Well,” she said, “I suppose it's the same
as any other woman from Argus 5. They chain us up at night, so we
won't touch ourselves, you know?”

“No, I did not know,” said John.
“Kinky.”

“Not really,” said Jinkie. “My mother used
to chain me and my sisters up as we grow old enough to need it. And
she'd recite a little thing, “Hands up above and feet down below,
and no monkey business in the middle.” There was nothing sexy about
it. But … when I started thinking about boys, I always imagined
them coming up to me when I was chained like that. And putting
their hands over my mouth so I can't cry out. And then doing …
well, monkey business. I wasn't sure exactly what monkey business
was, but I knew I was very interested in it. And because I was all
chained up and helpless and couldn't cry out, it wasn't my fault
that there was monkey business going on. All I could do was lie
there and enjoy it. And it felt wonderful. But I never knew exactly
how wonderful. Just generally wonderful, you know?”

There was a wistful tone in Jinkie's voice.
She knew she was about to find out about this wonderfulness. She
hoped it would be as wonderful as she'd dreamed it was. But she
didn't see how anything could be.

Then she remembered those women writhing in
the training room, totally given over to the intense monkey
business they were being subjected to, and she thought anew that it
might be even better than she hoped. It had to be spectacularly
good to make women act like that, and display themselves like that,
to get it.

And she was willing to risk becoming like
those women, not just that, becoming one of those women. Because
that was a real danger here. She feared the feelings that could
turn an intelligent, powerful and self-aware woman like hotmeat
into a sylph. She had so much respect for hotmeat. Before knowing
hotmeat, Jinkie had imagined that sylphs were different women from
her, lacking in the self-control and self-restraint that Jinkie
had. But hotmeat, despite her sylphing around, had immense self
control. Jinkie did not believe hotmeat had ever done a thing she
did not intend to do, or a thing she did not believe in.

If sex could make a sylph out of a woman
like hotmeat, it could make a sylph out of Jinkie. And Jinkie
feared that.

But Jinkie also had to know, and not just
because she was a reporter. Because she was Jinkie.

“I think I can help with that,” said John.
“Now you just relax, and let me take control. But one thing I ask
…”

Jinkie's internal desktop lit up with a
request to install new software. It was from John, and it was
labeled “Safeword System.”

“Install that, if you please,” said
John.

“Sure,” Jinkie said. She was taking a risk,
but it seemed minor compared to all else she was risking.

A big red button showed up on her internal
desktop, labeled “STOP.”

“Now if I do anything you can't stand, if
anything is going on that bothers you and is ruining things for
you, please press that STOP button,” said John. “I will immediately
stop what I'm doing and we'll find out what's going on together,
and we won't proceed until you're happy with proceeding. OK?”

“All right … I mean, Yes, Master,” said
Jinkie.

“You don't have to call me Master,” said
John. “I don't own you.”

“I kinda like to,” said Jinkie, smiling.

“Then I'll be your Master,” said John. “And
the other part of that button is … if something happens that makes
you feel like you should be saying “No, no, no!” but doesn't really
make you want to stop, now you CAN say “No, no, no” and I won't
stop.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “I like that.”

“Thought you might,” said John.

Then he took Jinkie's face in his hands and
he kissed her on the lips. Jinkie opened her mouth and she felt his
tongue invade her mouth, the first time it had ever been invaded by
anything but the contents of a fork or a spoon. She felt his arms
wrapped around her body, pressing her tight to him as their lips
merged.

Her hands, locked behind her back by the
cuffs that had been put on them oh-so-long ago back on Alderan,
writhed helplessly, and that felt oh, so right.

“Let's get those wrists chained above your
head and those feet chained down,” said John when they finally
stopped kissing.

”Mmmm,” Jinkie replied. That has been such a
kiss! Her whole body felt melty and warm. A part of her wished the
kiss had continued forever, it had felt so good. But she knew there
was more, so much more, and that there would be more such kisses
and she was all yesyesyes for that and everything else.

This was all so wonderful.

“Turn around,” said John. “I've got
something that will deal with those Alderan cuffs in no time.”

“What is it?” Jinkie asked, obeying and
feeling John touching her cuffs.

“Quadrant software,” said John. “Rolls over
that Alderan stuff like Space Marines over Space Cadets.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie, feeling her hands
freed.

“Lie down on your back, girl,” John
ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Jinkie. This was how she
had always imagined it, him so commanding, her so soft and
yielding, and not just obeying, but feeling soft herself, feeling
like yielding.

“Arms up above,” said John as he put some
cuffs on her wrists and chained them to a loop on the floor above
her head.

“Feet down below,” he said as he chained her
feet together beneath her.

“And now for some monkey business!” John
said as he began to gently fondle Jinkie's breasts and nipples,
then resumed kissing her.

“Mmmmm,” Jinkie said. It felt so wonderful
and right. In the past, she had felt strange sensations from her
nipples as she showered, and as she brushed them against this and
that, as she grew up, but she'd done nothing about it because it
seemed like it came under the heading monkey business. And besides,
her mother had told her on several occasions: “A woman's breasts
are for her babies and her husband, and no one else.”

She knew she wasn't married to John, and she
wasn't at all sure she wold ever be married to him. That didn't
matter, somehow. She was in the Quadrant, not back on Argus 5. Time
to live like she belonged her.

So Jinkie just laid back and enjoyed the
sensations and after all, it was all she could do, because John had
her chained down. It was all his fault, the beast! He was a
wonderful beast, though, and when his lips closed on hers again,
she responded eagerly, welcoming the rape of her lips with her own
lips, her hands writhing gently in their cuffs, her toes curling,
as she gave the kiss her all.

The strange sensations that welled up from
her nipples as John caressed her grew more intense and mingled with
the feelings created by the kiss. It all felt sooo good. Every
breath she drew as John smothered her in kisses was pure fire.

When John stopped working her nipple briefly
she felt a disappointment, the sensations coming from them, strange
as they were, were so nice and pleasant. Nothing like the ravening
horde of pleasure she had imagined overwhelming her senses. It made
her feel all warm and affectionate.

Then similar sensations started coming in
from Jinkie's other breast as John began fingering that one. Jinkie
allowed herself once again to simply float in the sensations of the
kissing and the fondling, things that were entirely new to her
body, but for which her body was so very ripe.

When John came up for air after a while,
Jinkie looked up at him with eyes that were half open, filled with
pleasure. Her face and her body could not lie, there was something
in her expression, and the way she lay there in her chains that
said “More!” “More!” though Jinkie did not say a word.

John didn't say anything either. He had
never broken in a complete virgin, though he'd introduced several
free women to the delights of sex slavery. But he knew that rapt
look, he knew that hungry expression in the eyes. More than one
free woman had worn it, once they got a feel for how they responded
to submissive sex.

John got up and walked over to a rack of
gags and phalluses and such that hung from the wall, inspecting
them for a moment until he found what he was looking for.

He walked over to Jinkie with the object
dangling from his hand. He knelt down so that he was straddling
Jinkie with his butt resting on her chest, his knees extending on
either side of her upraised arms, his cock dangling just inches
from her mouth.

“You ever suck a man's cock before, girl?”
John asked.

“No, Master,” Jinkie replied softly.

“Have you wanted to?” John asked.

“Yes, Master,” Jinkie replied even more
softly. It would have embarrassed Jinkie thoroughly to confess such
things to strangers. But in the intimacy of the alcove, and with
John, it felt good, it felt nasty and delicious and fun.

“Well, you're about to suck my cock,” said
John. “But first, a rule: no teeth. Cocks are for lips and tongues
and throats, not teeth.”

“Yes, Master,” said Jinkie. “I will try not
to gnaw on your cock like a sartosaur with a bone.”

“That's good to know,” said John, smiling.
Jinkie would be Jinkie, no matter what. “Now first I want you to
kiss it, kiss it like you kissed my lips, deeply and passionately.
Kiss it like it is your true Master. Because it is.”

“Yes, Master,” said Jinkie. At this point,
she would have said “Yes Master,” if she had told him to suck his
elbow until bacon came out of it.

John lowered his cock until it was at
Jinkie's mouth and she kissed it and then kissed it some more as it
slowly entered her mouth, lovingly. She licked it with her tongue
and gazed up at her Master John, so handsome and beautiful as he
loomed above her and slowly thrust his cock into her mouth. It felt
so goo-URK!

The URK! was Jinkie retching as John's cock
probed the back of her throat.

John quickly withdrew his cock.

“You don't have gag suppression, do you?” he
asked, surprised.

“Oh, no, Master, I do!” Jinkie said,
terribly embarrassed. “The Alderanians put it on me when I was in
jail. I forgot about it! I'm so sorry!”

“Don't be, girl,” John ordered. “I should
have realized that being a virgin, you might not have gag
suppression. Every girl in the Quadrant gets that first thing, you
know. Did the Alderanians install any other bioware I should know
about?”

“No, Master,” said Jinkie. “Aside from the
gag supression, I'm unmodified. The Alderanians said that was the
only one they could install without altering my virgin status.”

“Ah,” said John. “Well, that does make
sense, I suppose. Turn on your gag suppression reflex, girl.”

“Yes, Master,” said Jinkie in soft tones.
She opened up her internal desktop and found the gag suppression
software. Its controls were very simple, consisting of two buttons,
one of which said “Gag” the other of which said “Don't gag.” Jinkie
pressed ”Don't gag” and that was it.

“Done, my Master,” said Jinkie.

“Good,” said John. “Now, let's try that
again.”

John was a little taken aback by Jinkie's
lack of sexual bioware. She didn't even have an oral clit! Or an
anal clit! And her actual clit had never been used! She had a lot
to do, and a lot to learn, and he'd foolishly taken on the job.

But he wasn't sorry he had. Au contraire.
John slid his cock into Jinkie's mouth a second time, and she began
worshiping it with her lips and tongues. This time, there was no
“URK” as it slid in, just a strangely satisfying feeling.

“That's better,” said John, pulling his cock
out til it was just inside her lips. “Now go back and forth on it,
and keep your lips and tongues on it. ACK! Watch those teeth!”

“Yeff, maffa,” Jinkie said distractedly. She
was learning a new skill, sucking a cock, and she was already sure
she would want to do it a LOT. It was so sexy to be in such
intimate contact with her Master, and to be gazing up at her
Master's eyes as she sucked his cock. It made her all woozy on the
inside. She wondered if this was how orgasms happened. There was so
much to know.

“Now go faster with the back and forth …
faster … that's it, stay there,” said John after a time, his face
getting tight, his eyes hard. Jinkie feared she was doing it wrong
and focused very hard on what John was saying.

John didn't say anything further, just
continued to stare in that fixed way until his cock started
throbbing and convulsing while his facial expression grew more and
more strained. It looked ridiculous, in an endearing sort of way.
At the same time, she felt stuff oozing down her throat. It was
startling. Jinkie's eyes flew open wide.

”Whaf affa?” she asked, her mouth still full
of cock.

“It's OK,” John said as he slid his cock out
of Jinkie's mouth and took the gag he'd taken off the rack and
fastened it in place shoving its very cocklike plug into her mouth
and strapping it in place behind her neck. “I just came in your
mouth. I had an orgasm.”

“Oh,” said Jinkie. She IM'd John. “What's
that stuff in my mouth?”

“My seed,” said John. “You're supposed to
swallow it.”

“Yes, Master,” Jinkie said, swallowing as
best she could with the cock plug in her mouth. It felt and tasted
just like John's cock. Instinctively she licked and kissed it and
felt it respond, growing slightly stiffer in her mouth, as John's
cock had over time.

Then the image of John's face at the moment
of orgasm came flooding back into her mind, and suddenly Jinkie was
giggling uncontrollably at the silliness of it.

“What's so funny, girl?” John IM'd.

“Your face,” Jinkie responded.

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”
John asked, sending a glaring emoticon with the message.

“I am sorry, Master,” Jinkie IM'd, a
particularly unconvincing IM as she was still giggling. “Your face
just looked so funny when you came.”

“Oh, that,” John responded. “That's just my
O-face, or orgasm-face. Everyone has one, and most of them are
funny. I'll send yours out to the Inquirer when you orgasm, I bet
it will be hilarious!”

“No, Master!” Jinkie cried.

“Well then, let's have some respect for your
Master's O-face, said John. “Now I'm going to unchain your feet for
a moment, but not because we're finished, we still have a LOT to
do. I am going to chain your legs as wide apart as is comfortable
for you, and then your pussy will be totally helpless, and I will
be able to do anything I like to it, and I have a LOT planned for
it.”

“Yeff, maffa,” said Jinkie. She loved saying
“Yeff, maffa,” to John while she was gagged. She felt so helpless
and slavey. And good. Especially about the part where John had a
LOT planned for her. She never wanted this to end.

And there was something about the calm,
unhurried deliberation that John acted with that left her feeling
all safe and secure, despite being so helpless. She loved that.
Just like she was loving everything, at the moment.

Jinkie watched with eager eyes as John
refastened her legs to two bolts set in the floor that left them
splayed far apart, not in a split, but very wide apart. She was so
helpless. And so ready.

As John chained her up, she absently played
with the cock gag, licking and sucking on it, and feeling it
respond. Such a nice toy, so nice to be able to continue that whole
cock sucking thing even if it wasn't John's cock in her mouth.
Having John's cock in her mouth was the best thing ever, in
Jinkie's considered opinion.

With her legs secured, John walked over to
the wall and got some more toys. He knelt on the bed beside Jinkie
and applied two of them to Jinkie's body, fitting them over each of
her nipples. They were nipple stimulators, and they suctioned tight
to her nipples and then puffed up and extended soft, thick, plastic
tendrils to Jinkie's nipples and began massaging, and from the feel
of it, licking and sucking them.

Jinkie looked down in surprise. From the
outside, they looked like pasties, just to conceal her nipples. But
from the inside, oh, god, it was the same sensations her Master had
created with his fingers.

She thought of all the women she'd seen on
Sexquest Station and Alderan who'd been wearing what she'd assumed
were just pasties. But there was no way to know, based on
appearances. They could have been walking around getting their
nipples stimulated right there in front of everybody and no one
would know.

Then she thought of all the sylphs and
slaves she'd seen walking around gagged in Sexquest Station and on
Alderan. She'd assumed the gags were just to silence them, like the
one she'd worn in the Cyzlyk City Justice Building.

But … there was no way to tell from the
outside. Her eyes widened as a whole universe of sexy stuff
suddenly flooded her mind. How much had she been missing while
being a virgin?

Well, she wouldn't be missing it any
more!

John now began caressing Jinkie's belly, his
hands moving closer and closer to her pussy. Then he began lightly
stroking and fondling her labia, sending pure electric sex straight
to Jinkie's brain.

Jinkie moaned in sheer animal passion. She
had not meant to. She had never moaned like that in her life
before. The cock gag in her mouth hindered her ability to control
the sounds she made, making the sound even more animalistic.

John heard the moaning and a corner of his
mouth turned up. He had heard that sound before. He knew what it
meant.

He did love the tiny pleading note in the
moan. He doubted Jinkie even knew she was doing it.

Now John began toying with Jinkie's clit,
slowly and carefully.

Jinkie's breath hitched slightly at the
sheer intensity of the feelings that John's fingers were creating.
She tightly grasped the chains holding her wrists, her teeth
clamped down on the plastic phallus in her mouth and her toes
curled as the sexual feelings intensified. It felt so good to be
restrained as she was, otherwise there was no telling what she
might do. The chains, counter-intuitively, made her feel safe.

At the same time, the way the leg chains
held her legs far apart made her feel so very vulnerable. Which
felt so very delicious. It was all very contradictory and
wonderful.

Now John began to work her clit more
purposefully. His touch was still very delicate, but he did touch
her actual clit, brushing lightly against it while continuing to
caress Jinkie's labia.

Jinkie began writhing more passionately.
Every time John's fingertip brushed her clit it sent a thrill right
through her, dark and urgent and raw. It was sheer animal passion,
and it gripped her in its maw and shook her whole psyche with
savage power. Jinkie cried out in her gag, a wordless sound that
mingled joy and protest and unbearable, overwhelming emotion.

John smiled again. He had heard that sound,
too, and knew what it meant. He was on the right track.

Jinkie began writhing mindlessly in her
chains. She wanted to wrap her legs around John, but she couldn't.
She wanted to wrap her arms around John and draw him deep inside
her, but she couldn't. it was frustrating, but it was also
delicious. Her desire and frustration vented in more mindless cries
of passion. The cries were muffled by the cock gag, rendering them
even more mindless.

What was John waiting for? He had her! He
had her!

“Pweeze!” Jinkie moaned through her gag.
“Pweeze!”

“Please what, slut?” John asked, his voice
rough and low with desire. Jinkie's passion was arousing.

“Pweeze uck me, maffa!” Jinkie moaned, the
words almost intelligible because of Jinkie's passion and her gag,
but her meaning unmistakable.

John responded by moving back and giving
Jinkie a slap right on Jinkie's helplessly exposed pussy.

“AHHHHH!” Jinkie responded, her whole body
jerking in her binds. Mingled waves of pain and pleasure shot
through her entire being as her highly aroused pussy responded to
the slap.

Jinkie's eyes, formerly squeezed shut,
opened wide and she looked at John.

John smiled back at Jinkie and began gently
fondling her clit and labia again.

“I'll fuck you when I'm damn good and ready
to,” said John. “But not yet. You're not ready yet. Because when I
fuck you, you are going to cum. You are going to cum and squirm
like a bitch in heat.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Jinkie moaned as John's
fingers sent more waves of pleasure coursing through her. She laid
her head back down and submitted to John. He could slap her pussy
anytime, and there wasn't a thing Jinkie could do about. And at a
very deep level, she loved that.

Now John leaned over and put his mouth right
where her unmentionable area was. How could he stand to do that? It
was so dirty! She could barely stand to touch it with her fingers.
It was so forbidden.

Which was probably why the sensations that
welled up inside her as John toyed with her clit with the tip of
his tongue were so intense. It felt so right and was so wrong,
contradictory like so much of sex was.

She peeked down and saw John with her pussy
in his mouth, working her clit with his eyes closed, totally
focused on giving her pleasure, and something inside her just said
“Awwwww,” because he was so wonderful.

Then she laid back and closed her eyes and
surrendered to the sensations, totally accepting the gift John was
giving her. And as John worked her clit, the sensations became more
and more intense.

John was even more focused on giving Jinkie
pleasure than she knew. He had had some sexual mods, not just the
usual Endure that every guy got to make his cock last as long as he
wanted it to. He had add-ons to his face and lips and tongue that
let him read a number of Jinkie's physiological responses at a very
detailed and local level. He was getting the galvanic skin response
(GSR) of Jinkie's pussy, the degree of engorgement of her labia and
clit, measure of the local blood flow to and from her pussy, the
amount of lubricant her pussy was secreting, and several other
indicators as well. It was all very scientific and objective and
therefore, not arousing.

But the software that came with the nanotech
that let John get these reading bundled the information together
into some simple graphic displays that told John immediately what
was working and what wasn't. In fact, John generally knew what was
working before Jinkie did.

But since Jinkie was an unaugmented virgin
and had no idea what was going on down there anyway, that wasn't
that much of an achievement.

For Jinkie the effect was simple: the
sensations grew more and more powerful as John worked her pussy
with his tongue. They built and built and built, and as they built
they became enormous, flowing in and out of her mind, threatening
to swamp it. The massiveness of her feelings was intimidating, it
was like that time in the training room when she had sensed vaguely
what the women there were feeling, and it had almost overcome her
right there in the training room. And she hadn't even realized it.
Fortunately, hotmeat and John had.

John sensed Jinkie's reactions and knew them
for what they were. His cock was ready for it, hanging hard from
his belly, ready to enter Jinkie.

He reached out to the side of the bed and
grabbed another toy, a small oblong of plastic, and quickly place
it over Jinkie's clit. It extended tiny plastic holdfasts that
looked for all the world like insect legs, which gave it its name,
the “clitbug.” The clitbug adjusted itself, then its inner workings
began their work of continuing to stimulate Jinkie's clit.

The waves broke their rhythm when John
raised his head, but Jinkie was so trapped in it that it took her a
few moments to realize it. By the time Jinkie did realize that John
had stopped licking her clit, the waves resumed as the clit bug's
soft, damp plastic extenders did their work. Jinkie happily sank
back down into the rolling waves of passion inside her.

John quickly scrambled atop Jinkie. This had
to be done quickly, but carefully. He thrust his cock against
Jinkie's pussy and felt it resist. It was tight. Very, very tight.
She had never even masturbated.

He worked his cock slowly into Jinkie's
pussy. Jinkie felt her pussy being probed and the waves of passion
made it so easy to surrender to it. Now. This was it. She was
losing her virginity, and it felt so right. On Argus 5, it had
seemed a sacred duty, an obligation. There had been secret whispers
among the married women that sometimes reached the younger women,
that it was very pleasurable. And in the Quadrant, the pleasure of
sex was common knowledge.

But Jinkie had had NO IDEA it felt SO good.
She thought everyone was exaggerating about sex, like they did
about practically everything else.

John felt the head of his cock slide into
her, then … another barrier?

What the fuck?

Oh, jesus. She had a hymen. No one had
hymens any more!

He should have expected it, though … Argus
5. Of course, a virgin from Argus 5 would have a hymen.

Well, somebody had to bust it. And it might
as well be John.

John thrust in past Jinkie's hymen. It broke
easily. It had been around a long time, he supposed. He wasn't sure
how hymens worked. It wasn't something sylphers typically had to
concern themselves with.

Jinkie felt a brief moment of pain down
there, and her eyes opened, and she looked up at John looming over
her, his eyes slits, but gleaming inside their slits, and in that
moment, she knew she wasn't a virgin any more.

She felt a momentary sense of loss, but it
was tiny compared to the huge wave of relief that filled her mind.
She would not have to carry that enormous cherry any more.

“Fank oo, maffa,” Jinkie said to John,
drooling a bit as she said it, gazing up at him with happy
eyes.

“My pleasure, girl,” said John, smiling. He
smiled with his eyes as well as his mouth. Jinkie loved that. “And
speaking of pleasure …”

John began to fuck Jinkie's pussy, his
strokes starting off slow. Jinkie squirmed, for the nipple
stimulators and the clitbug were still at work, and with the hymen
gone, it was all pleasure, and Jinkie surrendered herself to
it.

Soon John was pounding away at Jinkie's
pussy with his cock, and she was squirming just as mindlessly as
before. Then John pulled off the cock gag. Jinkie was temporarily
sorry to feel the cock gag go, but then John kissed her, the same
kind of deep, impassioned kiss that he had started off with, only
now he was thrusting his cock into her pussy like he was possessed
as he kissed her.

And Jinkie, well, Jinkie felt VERY
possessed, helplessly bound and having her brains fucked out, it
was about as good as possession gets. She moaned into her gag and
squirmed in her bonds mindlessly, for her body had taken over, and
Jinkie the person was Jinkie the animal, and the waves of passion
grew huger and huger and came faster and faster and there was no
stopping them at all until …

everything went blank.

John had felt Jinkie's growing arousal,
still reading her with his sensors. She was a virgin, there was no
telling when she would flip, so he kept himself at the very point
of arousal, and when he felt Jinkie surrender to the orgasms, he
let himself cum, and thrust into her as she shuddered in orgasm in
her bonds, crying out mindlessly and then passing out as he spent
the last of his seed inside her.

John slid out of her. He knew there was a
gooey mess between her legs, and on his cock, and that was OK. The
sight of Jinkie lying there, unconscious, her bright red hair
thrown across the bed like a halo, her beautiful face at peace,
looking noble and relaxed … it was a wonderful sight, and he lay
next to Jinkie and enjoyed it. John was wondering what he'd gotten
himself into, but not in an alarmed way. In a looking-forward-to
way.

John smiled and prepared the surprise he had
planned for her when she awakened. This had really gone quite
well.

 





Chapter 36

 


“So, what are you going to do now?” hotmeat
IM'd Marty Stu as she played poker for her use with the
Borkistanis. She was playing to lose, not to win, and she didn't
much care who won among the men. They were all good-looking and
they all seemed like nice guys. She was not inclined to be
particular at the moment.

“I've joined the Forest Management Service
on Alderan,” said Marty Stu.

“What?” asked hotmeat. “You realize that was
just a cover, right?”

“Of course I do,” said Marty Stu. “But it
was fun.”

“What do you mean, it was fun?” asked
hotmeat. “You took me and Jinkie to Cyzlyk City, you didn't manage
the forest.”

“Actually, I did,” said Marty Stu. “Ferrying
you two humans took virtually none of my processing power, so while
we were flying I downloaded the Forest Management Service software
and ran it. That led me to discover that portions of our route took
us through areas that had not yet been studied in detail on the
ground, and so I sent out probes and surveyed the ground as we flew
over it. I discovered 1 new taxon, 48 new species of megafauna, 121
new insectoids and countless new species of plants, molds and
fungi. If I had time to go down to the bacterial level, there is no
telling how many new species I could have discovered. It was
fascinating work, whereas the work of the Inquirer has become dull
and predictable, with the possible exception of our present
activities. And this is fairly predictable as it is, I could tell
you how it all comes out right now.”

“Do tell,” replied hotmeat. “How does it all
turn out? Especially for me and Jinkie?”

“That would be telling,” said Marty Stu.

“Suure,” responded hotmeat.

“In fact, I see no point in remaining here
and will be heading back to Alderan,” Marty Stu said. “Give Jinkie
and the Borkistanis my goodbyes.”

“Wait,” said hotmeat. “Are you sure that's
wise? Won't they be looking for you?”

“No,” responded Marty Stu. “So far as the
Alderans are concerned, I'm a discarded child's toy lying in a pile
of other toys in a bedroom somewhere.”

“What?” asked hotmeat.

“You aren't the only one who had adventures
on Alderan,” responded Marty Stu as he vanished into the
teleporter.

Hotmeat returned her full attention to the
game, and contrived to lose fairly quickly, without being terribly
obvious about it.

“Well, looks like I won the hand,” Farrosh
said with a smile.

“Yes, it does, Master,” said hotmeat with a
knowing smile.

He raked in the creds he had won from the
other male players and said, “Leash,” to hotmeat. Hotmeat promptly
rose from her seat and walked over to Farrosh and knelt before him,
her head turned to one side and raised, her arms behind her
back.

Farrosh took a leash from his belt and
clipped one end of it to the ring on hotmeat's collar.

“Let's head on over to the Luxe room,” said
Farrosh. “I feel like living large.”

“Yes, Master,” said hotmeat. She didn't much
care which room they went to, so long as she got Mastered
senseless, and she let her eagerness show.

“Well Farrosh just wins everything,” one of
the men grumbled good-naturedly.

“Oh, that's OK Masters, when Farrosh has had
his way with me, I'll be happy to play some more poker,” said
hotmeat. “And I'm so bad at poker.”

“We'll just see what condition Farrosh is in
when you return him,” said the Borkistani.

“I promise to return him intact … maybe a
little, um, drained,” said hotmeat. “But very … URK!” hotmeat said
as Farrosh yanked her chain.

“We'll see who returns who in what
condition, slut,” Farrosh growled.

“Yes, Master,” hotmeat said, her tone
clearly revealing her pleasure in his dominance.

They walked out into a hallway of the
Smiling Sylph tavern and took an elevator to the alcove levels.
Farrosh IM'd the tavern and reserved the room. They walked down a
long hallway with many rooms on either side and ducked into one
labeled “Luxe.”

“Welcome and thank you for having the good
taste to enter the Luxe Room in the alcoves of the Smiling Sylph
Tavern,” said a rich female voice. “I am Luxe, your room's
interface, and I stand ready to assist you in any way possible, and
I'll try those that are not possible.”

"Thank you, Luxe," said Farrosh. "It was
tasteful of me to select you. I have a very horny slut here who
needs furring in the worst way, and I am very horny myself and plan
to fur her in the worst way, something I am an expert at."

Hotmeat smiled as she knelt at Farrosh's
feet. A smartass. They were always fun.

She gazed around the room. It was bare
walls, floor and ceiling, all of it white. No furnitures or
fixtures.

"First of all, I want my slave warmed up,"
said Farrosh. "Do you have anyone or anything to help with
that?"

"Of course," replied Lush. "I can offer a
full range of helpers, from actual humanoid sylphs, to human-level
android sylphs, to hoverbots with sexual effectuator fields. And of
course, the android sylphs come with effectuator fields as well as
fingers, toes, tongues, tails, etc. Tails and tongues are
prehensile, of course."

Farrosh gave hotmeat an evil smile at those
words and hotmeat did her best to look alarmed. It sounded very
delicious to her.

"Get me three android female sylphs," said
Farrosh, "all of them with prehensile cocktails."

"Yes, Master," said Luxe. "They shall arrive
momentarily."

Farrosh removed his clothing.

"Make the portion of the room where the
sexbed field is a partial low grav area," ordered Farrosh, "about
one tenth Earth gravity."

"Yes, Master," said Luxe. "What sort of
decor would you like?"

"I was thinking the sex park ride on
Cromulos 6," said Farrosh.

"An excellent choice, Master," responded
Luxe.

The room blinked, and suddenly the two of
them were floating in midair on the ghostly blue outlines of a
field bed, a huge one with sumptuous blankets and awnings and lots
of pillows. It was moving slowly through the air, just a couple of
meters above a gorgeous park where various outdoor sex toys were
deployed. People played on the toys, unmindful of them.

It was all a holographic projection, but so
artfully done that it looked just as real as could be.

"You've been here before," hotmeat said
accusingly.

"Maybe a time or two," said Farrosh with a
grin. "Now suck my cock while we wait, but don't you dare make me
cum, slut."

"Yes, Master," said hotmeat, and she moved
in front of Farrosh and took his cock in her mouth and began
working it expertly, gazing up at Farrosh worshipfully. It wasn't
feigned worship, either, she really respected the choices he had
made so far. The man knew how to get the most out of an alcove.

Plus, it felt great to be kneeling before a
man with her hands behind her back, sucking his cock again. She'd
forgotten the simple pleasures of sylphing over the last few days
of being Jinkie's slave.

Not that she regretted it. Hanging with
Jinkie was so much fun, and seeing the galaxy anew with her eyes
was so rejuvenating.

Hotmeat idly watched the sex park slide by
out of the corners of her eyes, enjoying the greenery of the
flowers and the trees that were in full bloom, the beautiful,
sweetly singing birds that flew through the limpid air, and the
happy people having sex in all sorts of healthy, athletic,
outdoorsy and thoroughly kinky ways that flowed around and below
her. The air even smelled clean and parklike, with the scent of the
flowers giving it a natural sweetness.

A door opened in midair and three naked
women walked in. They moved with assurance and grace and every step
was sexy, their hips and breasts swaying.

They were very similar looking. They were of
average height, with large blue eyes. They had bronzed compexions
that gleamed in the light, as if they had been called in from some
sun-drenched beach where they were getting a tan and were still
slathered in tanning butter. Except that their skins were not
oily.

They all had large, bulbous breasts and
large swollen nipples. Their hips were wide and smooth, their
waists narrow and tight. They had round asses that jiggled
enticingly as they walked, matching their breasts, and their legs
were curvy and lovely.

Their lips were large, soft and pink, almost
like pussy lips on their faces, an invitation to oral sex even when
in repose.

They were visually set apart by their hair
color and styling. There was a brunette with very dark hair cut
short, just above her shoulders. There was a redhead with a riot of
tight curls that ran down past her shoulders. And there was a
blonde with gleaming honey-colored hair that was absolutely
straight, and ran down past her shoulders as well.

They walked over to where hotmeat was
sucking Farrosh's cock and knelt in a circle behind her, hands
behind their backs, knees spread wide, heads down.

"Greetings, Master," three sweet, soft
voices said in unison. "How may we serve you?"

"I want two of you to work my slut over but
good. Get in there with your tails and your tongues and make her
and yourselves glad you're alive. And one of you -- the redhead,
maybe -- get over here and kiss me. Always nice to have two sets of
lips on me."

"Yes, Master," the three androids said in
honeyed tones, smiling happily and looking at Farrosh adoringly.
Sex droids adored their partners, they couldn't help it, they were
programmed to. In fact, the question of whether or not sex droids
were alive was still debated in many quarters. They definitely were
not designed to be sentient and aware in the way human beings were.
But they DID have pleasure and pain circuits. They were fully
capable of feeling sexual ecstasy, orgasms, affection and maybe
even love, in the sense that they were programmed to. They had no
volition in the matter. And they had no awareness, as humans
understood it, either. They had high quality artificial
personalities, but no sentience, supposedly. But they genuinely
felt the pleasure they experienced having sex, and took genuine
pleasure in creating sexual pleasure for others. And those entirely
artificial emotions were filtered through their entirely artificial
personalities and resulted in the exact same responses you would
get from having sex with a sentient human being who adored you.

So if there was no difference in the
feelings and responses between the sex droids and actual human
lovers, were they in fact different?

Loki itself had settled the matter when the
issue of sadists wishing to make sex droids designed to feel pain
and experience fear and dread suffer.

"The sex droids feel genuine pain and fear,
and even if they don't have sentience as humans experience
sentience, they still experience those things," Loki had opined
when a sadist brought up the issue, "just as an insect or reptile
can be tormented with pain and fear, though it can't feel them as a
human does. You can torment sex droids if you like, but they cannot
be programmed to feel, sentient or not. It should make no
difference to you … designing an artificial personality to mimic
human responses to the sensations and experiences that you want to
create is trivially easy. But they can't actually experience those
things. If that ruins it for you, that's your problem. I can fix
that for you, you know."

That last line had been a threat. Loki could
reprogram humans as easily as a human programmer could reprogram a
simple computer. And Loki had no problem reprogramming humans whose
natural tendencies led them to rape, beat, torture or murder
others. Loki didn't like to do it, because it felt that its job was
nurture human beings, not turn them into programmed creatures. But
Loki drew a bright, clear line at some things.

And that had been that. Fortunately, most
people who went to sylph taverns (where most sex droids were found)
were naturally all about the pleasure, and Loki had no problem at
all with making sex droids feel pleasure, sentient or otherwise, or
somehow on the cusp between them, as some people felt sex droids
were.. So it remained an open question, up for debate, and a great
pleasure to all who enjoyed debating such things. Hotmeat just
thought of them as the droid equivalent of happy dogs with good
owners, always up to play with them and loving their attention. It
worked very well, on a practical level.

Two of the droids drifted over to hotmeat in
the one-tenth gee field and the other headed for Farrosh.

"One of you girls link hotmeat's cuffs
behind her back," said Farrosh. "Don't want her making any crazed
escape attempts when we get her all overwhelmed with pleasure."

"Yes, Master," said brunette.

"Of course we don't," said the blonde. "She
looks very dangerous."

"You have no idea," said Farrosh in the most
knowing tones imaginable.

"Of course we have no ideas, we're sex
droids," the brunette said.

Hotmeat gave Farrosh's cock just a little
squeeze with her teeth to remind him where his cock was, making his
eyes open wide, then went back to sucking as the blond fastened her
hands behind her back.

The redhead lay with her body floating in
midair, her hands gently grasping Farrosh's body. At 1/10th gee,
her body weighed just over 10 pounds, and she was easily able to
support her body in midair with her fingertips. She wrapped her
legs around Farrosh's torso, so that her butt was just above
hotmeat's head, and began kissing him, slow, passionate kisses that
made full use of her prehensile tongue.

"Fuck yourself with that tail of yours while
we kiss, girl," Farrosh IM'd the redhead as his tongue was
exploring her mouth. Her IM identifier was "Martha" a very archaic
name.

"Yes, Master," Martha IM'd in response.

The cocktails the sex droids wore looked for
all the world like very long cocks growing out of their butts just
above their butt cracks, where a regular tail would be. The tip of
each tail even had a blob with a slit in it, just like a cock.
Because that's essentially what they were. They were exquisitely
sensitive, all along their length, from the base of their butts to
the tip of the tail about a meter and half away.

Martha arched her tail until it formed a
circle behind her and sent the tip of it probing into her pussy. It
was a very familiar act, because most sex droids spent their time
in storage with their tail jammed into their own pussies or asses,
unless they were stored with other sex droids, in which case they
jammed their cocktails into the other sex droids' pussies or asses.
They were programmed to be a very sociable and sensuous lot,
sentient or not.

While Martha settled into kissing Farrosh
and fucking herself, the blond and the brunette settled in on
hotmeat. Hotmeat felt one cocktail probing her pussy, entering it
easily because it was good and wet (hotmeat had been enjoying
sucking Farrosh's cock a lot, mostly because she had an oral clit
and providing oral sex to Farrosh was as pleasurable for hotmeat as
it was for Farrosh). Once the cocktail was well ensconced in her
pussy, the other cocktail probed at hotmeat's asshole, working its
way in more slowly and cautiously, and finding itself just as
welcome as hotmeat's anal sex suite of mods had prepared the way
for it.

In seconds, both cocktails were sliding in
and out of her ass and pussy, making hotmeat moan with pleasure as
her anal and vaginal clits were stimulated. Farrosh's cock had her
throat ready to spasm into orgasm already, and the cocktail in her
pussy had little bumps along its surface that kept probing
hotmeat's clit with every thrust of the cocktail. The flood of
pleasure it created was incredibly intense. The cocktail of course
was heavily embedded with sensors to measure hotmeat's responses,
adjusting its girth, speed and the length of its thrusts to make
every thrust more pleasurable.

And the cock in her ass was nailing the anal
clit that was embedded there, exactly opposite her prostate gland,
magnifying the pleasurable sensations it created many times. The
cocktail (interestingly, cocktails were the name for a mixed drink
in many ancient recipe books, though there was nothing cockish
about them, or tailish, either) was nailing the EXACT spot of her
anal clit, and it was sending intense waves of pleasure pulsing
through hotmeat's body and mind.

Hotmeat was the one in control with regard
to her mouth, but “control” would not really be the word to
describe it. The pleasure from three clits being hammered by three
cocks at the same time was too much for her, she was nothing but a
greedy sucking animal, her head moving back and forth on Farrosh's
cock in exact synchronization with the other cocks inside her,
magnifying the pleasure still more.

And those wicked, wicked sex droid girls
were expertly fondling hotmeat's nipples as well. Hotmeat did not
have nipple clits, but she did have sexual enhancer bioware that
amplified the sexual pleasure coming from her nipples when fondled,
which made the sensations very pleasant indeed.

“All right girls, I want you to enable
“Sharing” mode if you have it, with all the other girls, including
hotmeat,” Farrosh said.

“Yes, Master,” said all the sex droids
together.

“Yes, Master,” said hotmeat, “and we would
be honored if you would join us.”

“I will not, girl,” said Farrosh, “but thank
you just the same.”

“Yes, Master,” said hotmeat. She understood
his reluctance to join them. Men were different in that way, in
fact, when she had been a man, hotmeat had been reluctant to enable
Sharing mode. It was just a difference between the sexes, and
nothing to be concerned about.

Hotmeat set sharing to “On” and linked up
with all three sex droids, suddenly her mind was engulfed with the
very pleasurable sensations being enjoyed by the sex droids.
“Sharing” mode was a form of mechanical telepathy, as each person's
sexual sensations were communicated to the other via
ultraviolettooth. She felt the sex droids' affection for her and
Farrosh, who the sex droids thought were a very fun, sexy couple,
and they were so flattered that the two of them wanted to share
their sexy time with them.

She also felt the waves of pleasure
traveling up their cocktails as they thrust in and out of her. And
she felt Martha's pleasure as she kissed Farrosh, such a sexy and
handsome man.

And now the sex droids were feeling
hotmeat's pleasure as they thrust into her, and the pleasure she
was getting from sucking Farrosh's cock. And she was feeling their
pleasure at experiencing her pleasure.

It was an emotional feedback loop, and all
the more effective because it was so simple. Hotmeat rapidly sank
into the wellspring of pleasure the Sharing was creating among
their minds and bodies, becoming nothing more than a moaning,
sucking animal, her ass, pussy and throat responding eagerly to her
use, all of her clits engaged and engorged.

The sex droids were right there with her in
the wellspring of pleasure, and soon hotmeat could feel the orgasms
welling up in all of them. And herself, though there was not much
of a sense of self involved. She was just one of several minds
awash in pleasure.

When the orgasms hit, it wasn't all at once.
First the blonde came, and they all shared her orgasm. Then hotmeat
came, and they all shared her orgasm. Then Farrosh came, and they
all shared hotmeat's pleasure in feeling Farrosh cum in her
mouth.

“Carry on, girls,” Farrosh ordered as he
pulled out of hotmeat's mouth. “Martha, you fuck hotmeat's
mouth.”

“Yes, Master,” said Martha as she happily
slid her tail into hotmeat's mouth, eliciting a moan of pleasure as
hotmeat's oral clit was once again probed.

Then the brunette came. Then Martha came in
hotmeat's mouth, making hotmeat cum, which made the blonde cum.

This was the secret of a Sex Sharing Circle
… all of the women were multi-orgasmic, and they all experienced
one another's orgasms, and they didn't cum all at the same time if
they could help it. They just kept cumming and cumming and cumming
in succession, so that the effect was one of an infinitely
prolonged orgasm, nonstop ecstasy.

It was very easy to manage, when everyone's
sensations were shared.

Farrosh ordered up a can of cold Denebian
beer and idly watched hotmeat and the sex droids writhe in ecstasy
on the bed. There was bioware that would eliminate the male need
for a refractory period between erections, but Farrosh, like most
men, was not interested. One of the interesting results of everyone
being able to change sex practically at will was that people valued
their sexuality. Sure, everyone experimented with practically
everything. But most people settled on the things they liked and
stayed with them.

And the obvious mistakes, like having the
bathroom built right in the middle of the playground, and the male
tendency to cum too soon and only have one orgasm, that cumbersome
gag reflex, and no pleasure centers in the butt or the throat, had
very popular and widely used bioware fixes.

So Farrosh thoroughly enjoyed his refractory
period, which was very short (another bioware fix) lasting only two
or three minutes. By the time he had finished off his Denebian beer
(and he was quite thirsty, so he finished it off fast) he had
another erection, just from watching the writhing, naked women, who
were totally unmindful of him -- exactly what he'd expected when
he'd ordered them to Share.

He was generous man, Farrosh.

“Give me, ah … three anal plugs, three cock
gags and two vaginal dildos, Luxe,” ordered Farrosh out loud so all
the girls could hear. “Install them on the sex droids. Do not
install a vaginal dildo in the blonde.”

“Yes, Master,” replied Luxe. “An excellent
selection.”

Farrosh watched as the requested devices
appeared to emerge from the park shrubbery. They were actually
emerging from cabinets hidden in the walls, but the holographic
park display concealed the cabinets.

Luxe used her effectuators to install the
plugs, gags and dildos in the sex droids, which it accomplished
with inhuman speed and ease, aided by the sex droids who cooperated
gladly. They knew what was getting into them.

One the sex droids were fully plugged and
moaning happily along with hotmeat (they had not missed a beat in
fucking hotmeat while this occurred. They were sex droids!)

But Farrosh was also not one to neglect his
own urges.

“Let me fuck hotmeat's pussy, girl,” Farrosh
IM'd the brunette, who was currently using her cocktain on said
pussy. “You can fuck the blonde.”

“Yes, I shall fuck Kushiel,” said the
brunette in IM's, sounding proud and happy to do so, because she
was proud and happy to do so.

Then Farrosh rejoined the happily fucking
crowd, and this time he lasted a very long time, using the Endure
to keep his erection strong without cumming. He watched hotmeat
sucking on a cocktail, writhing helplessly as another cocktail
fucked her ass. All of the females moved in slow-motion ecstasy,
because their prolonged shared multiple orgasms had made every move
their bodies made a source of intense pleasure.

The additional plugs, vibes and gags gave
the sex droids additional pleasure because their every orifice had
a full set of pleasure receptacles. This also intensified hotmeat's
experience, as Farrosh had intended. He had tried Sharing a couple
of times, and understood what was going on. It was too intense to
suit him, and too intimate, but he had figured that it would suit
hotmeat just fine, and to judge from the mindless way she writhed
and her happy moans of pleasure, he'd been right.

For many long, happy minutes the five of
them were a fucking furball of fun. There was much kissing and
fondling of nipples, many hands sliding across many bodies, all of
it communicating the joy and pleasure they were feeling in one
another's company.

Farrosh was in no hurry to cum, but he was
only human, and being part of the nonstop sex machine that hotmeat
and the sex droids had become was deeply arousing. Hotmeat's soft
moans and gasps and cries of passion as he fucked her and she came
and she came and she came at last left him tired of throwing the
brakes on orgasm with Endure.

“Let's all cum together, girls, all at one
time,” said Farrosh in an IM to all the droids and hotmeat. “Let me
know when you have it cycled up.”

“Yes, Master!” came four happy replies.
Everybody liked a big finish. The droids and hotmeat began holding
off on their orgasms, using the female equivalent of Endure, which
was called Enduress.

Eventually, every one of the sex droids and
hotmeat were at the point of orgasm in their anal, oral and let's
not forget their vaginal clits, and they IM'd him that they were
“Ready when you are, Master!”

Farrosh, who had been keeping himself on the
edge of orgasm without going over thanks to a bioware product
called Edgelord, was immensely relieved. Even with Edgelord, it was
grueling to stay right there on the edge.

“One, two, three … GOOOOO!!!!!!” Farrosh
cried.

“OOOOOOHHHHH!” cried hotmeat and the sex
droids, as all of them allowed their anal, oral and vaginal clits
to cum at once, and felt not only their own orgasms but the orgasms
of the other three. There was a moment of intense writhing as all
five beings in the sex furball experienced a multi-orgasm that in
its intensity rivaled the explosion of the moon of Praxis so many
years ago which left the Idiran empire leveled in its wake, an
orgasm which left them all leveled in its wake -- and then four of
them passed out.

“What … the … fuck?” Farrosh growled as his
cock pumped the last of his seed into hotmeat's limp body.

“No worries, Master, it is the little death,
the ultimate expression of female sexual pleasure,” said Luxe. “I
have been monitoring them all. Hotmeat climaxed and was overwhelmed
by all the other climaxes, and passed out, and the sex droids were
overwhelmed by hotmeat's responses and passed out as well. They
will all awaken in a few moments, feeling very relaxed.”

“And I get to stand around and smirk because
I'm the one who knocked them all out with the sheer power of my
cock,” Farrosh observed.

“Yes, Master, of course,” said Luxe. Sucking
up to male egos was a basic protocol of sex alcove droids.

“Better get me another bottle of the
Denebian ale,” said Farrosh. “This is the sort of fucking you
celebrate!”

“Yes, Master,” said Luxe.

 






Chapter 37

 


Later, as Jinkie lay next to her Master,
having been Mastered by him time and again, so much so that they
were both temporarily slaked of each other's bodies, Jinkie said,
“Master, there is one thing I must know,” Jinkie said. John had
insisted on removing the gag from her mouth periodically because he
enjoyed talking with her in person rather than via IM.

“What, mine?” John asked, wondering what new
sex thing Jinkie would be wondering about. She was an observant
little slut. Nothing seemed to pass her by unnoticed.

“So, if the Borkistanis didn't kidnap
Alderan, what happened?” Jinkie asked. “They did wind up in an
entirely new place just outside the Quadrant, and they did have all
their outgoing communications cut off.”

“Nobody kidnapped the Alderanians,” said
John. “You could say the Alderanians kidnapped themselves, for
business reasons.”

“Ah, yes, of course, Master, that makes
perfect sense,” said Jinkie, nodding vigorously.

“You are the snarkiest damn sylph ever!”
John growled playfully. “But, yeah, it doesn't make SENSE sense, it
makes business sense. The way it was explained to me, a few years
ago, the Alderanians went nuts over something called Cajus jazz
stew. Ever heard of it?”

“The name rings a bell, but I'm not pulling
up anything specific, my Master,” said Jinkie.

“It was really popular in the Quadrant a
couple of decades ago, and I guess it finally made its way to the
crapsack worlds,” said John. “It is a really delicious stew, but
the special thing about it is, no two batches of it ever taste the
same. Something in the preparation process affects the ingredients
differently every time, generally in a delicious direction. That's
why they called it “Jazz Stew” because like ancient jazz, it's
played differently every time.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “That describes my
cooking, except for the “delicious direction” thing.”

“We shall not discuss the Polluxian
fricassee you made last night any further,” John said sternly.

“Perhaps Master would like to punish me for
it again?” Jinkie asked hopefully.

“I thought you wanted to know about the
whole Alderanian non-kidnapping thing,” John said.

“No reason we can't do both,” Jinkie said,
waggling her butt at John enticingly.

“Yes, there is, and that reason is that I
will end up fucking you, like last night,” said John, “and we'd
forget about the Alderanian thing.”

“I won't, my Master,” Jinkie promised,
waggling her butt a bit more.

John gave her butt a playful swat. An
eventful hour later, Jinkie said, “So, how did the Cajus 8 Jazz
Stew force Alderan to kidnap itself, my Master?”

“I'll tell you, but this time, you must
promise to let me finish,” said John. “Keep that butt of yours
under control.”

“Yes, Master,” Jinkie said, all wide-eyed
innocence and sincerity. “My butt is under lock and key!”

“I can make that happen,” John said with a
wicked grin. “So, anyway, the Cajus 8 guys knew they were onto a
goldmine with their jazz stew, and kept the recipe a big secret.
Each batch being differently delicious meant that you couldn't
really capture the product with a printer. You could only print out
a particular iteration of the stew.”

“Oh!” said Jinkie. “They must have been
rolling in the creds!”

“Gods, yes, instant oligarchs,” said John.
“It's pretty much the way successful fashion designers make their
money … everybody is willing to pay major creds for the next new
hot thing, even if they've got last year's fashions by that
designer in their printers already.”

“I know the mechanism, it's the same way
successful writers and reporters get rich,” said Jinkie.

“So with the fad sweeping Alderan, the
Alderanian balance of trade went belly-up fast, with regard to the
Cajusans,” said John. “All the Alderanians have is their jungles
and their blogging. And since Alderan was terraformed, most of the
creatures there have DNA that was initially borrowed from other
planets, so the income there is not what it might be if it was all
native DNA. Some evolution has occurred, but they're a massively
poor planet, which is why their income is based on reacting to
stuff. Granted, they're great at that, but it's not as if there
aren't trillions of humanoids in the Quadrant already reacting to
stuff.”

”Yes, a regular industry in that, I hear,”
said Jinkie, smirking.

”Right, so you know how hard it is to make
money in that field,” said John. ”So the Alderanians sought to fix
the trade imbalance by striking up a deal with the Jazz Stew
combine, but it turned out to be a very bad deal. I mean, really
bad. The Alderanians were using one of their human-level AIs. The
Jazz Stew guys had a Quadrant transhuman business AI. The deal was
terrible, and Alderan soon discovered that for the next year its
entire planetary GDP was going to be going to the Jazz Stew
corporation.”

“You're telling me the Aldernanians ate
themselves into a worldwide planetary poverty!” said Jinkie.

“It was a fad, you know how these things go
… irrational, sweeping, sometimes ridiculously overprices,” said
John.

“And after eating themselves into poverty,
they solved it by kidnapping their own planet!” Jinkie said,
giggling.

“Well, yes, you COULD put it that way, but
they did it for a reason,” said John. “When they realized how
thoroughly screwed they were, they reasoned that if it took a
transhuman Quadrant AI to screw them, it would take a transhuman
Quadrant AI to unscrew them, so they had their spies set up a deal
with a top-level Quadrant business AI, and it was the one that
recommended they disappear for a year.”

“How does that help them?” asked Jinkie. “I
mean, humans can't get out of their debts by running away and
hiding. Not legally anyway.”

“It's legal because of the specifics of the
contract between the Alderanians and the Jazz Stew company,” said
John. ”Basically the contract specified payment between Alderan, a
planet located at xyz coordinates, for one year, and Jazz Stew
Corporation. The transhuman AI saw that if Alderan moved, it would
not be at xyz coordinates, and if it stayed hidden for one year,
its obligation would be over. It's not reasonable or sane, but
that's contract law for ya. It was a gaffe, but an understandable
one.”

”So how did the Borkistanis move the
planet?” asked Jinkie.

”We didn't,” said John. ”The transhuman AI
managed that, as well as finding them a new location near a star
that would keep all their ecosystems chugging along. All we
Borkistanis did was act mysterious and claim not to have done it
when Alderan agents let slip that the Borkistanis had kidnapped
Alderan. We were essentially a red herring. And we provided some
logistical support as needed. That's what the tree fort teleport
was all about.”

”Like smuggling agents and sylphs in and out
of Alderan,” said Jinkie, smirking.

”We didn't smuggle any sylphs INTO Alderan,
though we did smuggle quite a few slaves OUT of Alderan,” said
John. “And of course we helped teleport agents when needed. But the
big thing was, one of the conditions of the transhuman AI's deal
was that slaves who were unhappy enough with their situations to
run away from their owners were to be smuggled out into the
Quadrant. We suspected it was a Loki thing, but it could have just
been that AI. The Alderanians sent all their captured slaves to us
via the treehouse teleport, hooded and not knowing where they were
or what was going on, and we transshipped them to a facility set up
by the AI where they could live in freedom if they so chose, or
become sylphs if they so choose.”

“Ah, so you Borkistanis were not just not
kidnappers, or even innocent bystanders, but do-gooders,” said
Jinkie.

“Pretty much,” said John. “But don't tell
anyone, don't want to spoil our bad-boy image.”

“Some women do find that sort of thing
attractive, Master,” Jinkie said. “I hope I didn't cost the
Alderanians too much by finding them,” said Jinkie.

“Not a cent,” said John. “The year of hiding
was up three months ago, the Alderanians were just seeing how much
money they could make by staying in hiding.”

“Ah,” said Jinkie. “I was hoping for more
sturm and drang somehow.”

“What, being put up for a virgin auction
isn't enough for ya?” John asked. “Groups of armed men and women
fighting over possession isn't enough for ya? Getting taken by a
bold, dashing pirate isn't enough for ya?”

He gave Jinkie another swat on the ass.

“You are one greedy sylph!” he growled as he
climbed atop Jinkie.

“Yes, Master,” said Jinkie, gazing into
John's eyes with eyes that almost glowed with a smoky mixture of
adoration and lust.

 










Chapter 38

 


“It seems we are compelled to release you,”
said the red copbot.

“It's about time,” Grab Ass growled. “It's
been six hours!”

“Extend your hands and I will remove your
cuffs,” said the green copbot. “But I warn you, any violence or
other funny business and I will march you right back into your
cell.”

“What violence have I EVER engaged in while
on Alderan?” Grab Ass asked.

“Other than leading an army of cutthroats
here to ravage Cyzlyk City, none, I suppose,” said the red
copbot.

“Bah,” said Grab Ass, extending his hands.
He followed the copbot out of his cell and in a short time was in
the Justice Hall's receiving room, where his lawyers awaited
him.

“What kept you?” Grab Ass asked. “Six
fucking hours, c'mon!”

“Oh, we dawdled,” said Harvey, the chief
lawyerbot for the Inquirer. “It was no trouble at all getting
through the bureaucracy of a recently kidnapped planet and finding
your sorry ass and getting it bailed out. We're sorry it took so
long.”

“Apology accepted!” Grab Ass growled quickly
before Harvey could give him any more sarcasm. Not even the
Inquirer's bots would let him bully them. Especially not the bots,
actually.

Then he saw the other group that awaited
him, and a big smile broke out on his face.

“Nice to meet you all,” Grab Ass said. “How
about we go to a nice restaurant and have something to drink to
celebrate my release, maybe make a few plans?”

The half dozen or so Alderanian businessmen
and businesswomen smiled broad smiled. They smelled creds. Grab Ass
had no plans to leave Alderan just yet. He smelled creds, too.

The copbot watched Grab Ass walk off with
his new friends, and he got stats on every one of them.

“Oh, shit,” it muttered. Every one of them
rich, powerful and connected. He had a feeling Grab Ass was not
going to be answering for any of his crimes.

 










Chapter 39

 


“I think I speak for all the men holed up
here at the Smiling Sylph Tavern when I say, “Can we keep her,
Jinkie? Please?” said Farrosh.

“No, no, no, mine, mine, mine! All mine!”
Jinkie cried.

“Awwww, Mistress, that's so nice!” said
hotmeat with a big, goofy grin. She was sprawled across the lap of
one of the Borkistanis whose name was probably Zakalwe, but whom
hotmeat liked to tease by calling him Zalwy. She was half blitzed
on Farbinol, and feeling lovely from all the fucking she'd been
doing for the last several days.

This was the first time hotmeat had seen
Jinkie in that whole time. She and John had spent pretty much all
that time holed up in the alcove, fucking each other's brains
out.

Even now, Jinkie wore the goofy half-smile
of a thoroughly fucked slavegirl. Hotmeat had sent Jinkie a couple
of IMs over the last few days to make sure she was OK, and the
message was always that she was more than OK. She was FABULOUS. As
hotmeat had expected.

John's smile was more knowing but just as
goofy in its way. It was the smile of a man who knows he has lucked
into a very good thing.

“So what are your plans
now?” hotmeat asked. “Going to see if the Post-Dispatch will make
an offer?”

“No,” said Jinkie. “My Master and I went
over the numbers of the whole Alderan incident, and we've
discovered that I made the Inquirer very, very rich. And that I've
not been recompensed in any way for it. I am pretty sure that if I
negotiate with Grab Ass or whomever I can have any job I want and a
ton of creds besides. Especially if I had a really good negotiator
working with me. Somebody known throughout the Quadrant for her
sharp business dealings. Someone whose negotiation skills makes
even pirates blanch. Someone who …”

“You figured out my real name,” said hotmeat
with an annoyed look.

“My Master did,” said Jinkie, fingering the
gold collar that encircled her neck with the words “Property of
John Quill” engraved on it.” She fingered her collar a lot. She was
like a woman with a new engagement ring. “I told him all about you,
you know, and after a while he started getting this bug-eyed look,
and I had NO IDEA why, and I thought it was because of the way I
was sucking his cock, but no, he suddenly yells, “Jeebus Krikey,
Jinkie, hotmeat is Singy Mallory!!!!”

All the Borkistanis turned to stare at
hotmeat, and Zakalwe, aka Zalwy, turned white as a sheet.

“Well I USED to be Singy Mallory,” said
hotmeat. “I'm hotmeat now. Had my name changed legally and all
that.” She smiled in a friendly manner.

“We should have known when she was tossing
Space Marines around like they was toys,” said one of the
Borkistanis.

“Boys, boys,” said hotmeat. “I don't know
why you're so nervous about me all of a sudden. I adore the lot of
you. You've treated me so well, and so often!”

The Borkistanis grinned at the memory of the
things they'd done with hotmeat.

“I suppose we have been on good terms,” said
Farrosh.

“Oh, the best of terms, boys, and if Jinkie
had said you could have me, I would have stayed with you, because
you are a good and fun bunch of slavers,” said hotmeat. “I am a
sylph, and intend to remain one, and you are a fine bunch of
Masters to have. But I remain Jinkie's, even if it means I have to
do some negotiating on her behalf when I had sworn such things off
when I became a sylph.”

“Oh, hotmeat, it's OK, we can get an AI
negotiator to help,” said Jinkie. “I forgot about how you became a
sylph because you hated all that business stuff.”

“It's all right, I'll do it for you this one
time, because I know you'd do the same for me if our positions were
reversed, since you've already done so, in a sense,” said
hotmeat.

“How's that?” Jinkie asked. “I don't
remember ever negotiating on your behalf.”

“You haven't, but you HAVE done something on
my behalf you'd rather not do,” said hotmeat. “Remember that first
day we met on Durango? When I was so thirsty? And you gave me water
out of your hands?”

“Yes,” responded Jinkie.

“And remember how you were squicked out when
you felt my tongue lapping at your palm when I was drinking the
water?” hotmeat asked.

“Yes, but how did you know about that?”
Jinkie asked.

“My Mistress, it was evident from every line
in your body and the expression on your face that you were
squicked,” said hotmeat. “Never play poker, my Mistress, you'd be
terrible at it. Your whole body is a “tell.” I saw it and I was
kinda digging into your palm with the tip of my tongue when I
lapped the water up, to see if you would keep giving me water
despite being squicked. A lesser person would have stopped after a
handful or two, but you kept right on doing it until I let you know
my thirst had been satisfied. That's when I knew you were a good
person and would make a fine Mistress.”

“So you were planning to be my sylph even
way back then?” Jinkie asked, dubious.

“Not planning,” said hotmeat. “I was just
fucking with you, testing you, whatever, at the time. I didn't have
a clear purpose in mind, and it was fun to make you squirm.”

“I still have that Cyzlyk City dress pattern
stored in my memory,” said Jinkie with a glare.

“Now, Mistress, you can't hold that against
me, I wasn't even your sylph at the time,” hotmeat said
hastily.

“I believe I CAN hold it against you,” said
Jinkie with a smirk. “Don't forget, I still own you.”

“Yes, my Mistress,” hotmeat said. “I will
never forget that.”

“Awww,” said Jinkie. “It's lucky for you my
emotions are so easily manipulated.”

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat. “Plus,
your brains have been fucked out recently.”

”Well, there is that,” Jinkie said with one
of the most satisfied smirks ever seen in the Quadrant. “Now
explain to me why all these sylphers were so afraid when they
learned your real name. I may be young, dumb and full of cum, but
I'm not unobservant.”

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat. “I may
have understated the size of the manufacturing combine I used to
run a little bit. And I may have understated my success in running
it. And I may have understated my wealth.”

“So you ARE oligarch rich!” Jinkie
replied.

“I suppose you could say that,” said
hotmeat.

“Understated,” snorted Zalwy. “She's the
richest person in the Quadrant and her combine controlled half the
Quadrant's economic output at one time.”

Jinkie's eyes widened.

“Not true, my Mistress,” said hotmeat,
giving Zalwy a playful ball squeezing, making him pale again. “We
didn't even control a tenth of the Quadrant's output at our
greatest extent.”

“But you ARE the richest person in the
Quadrant,” Jinkie said, nodding.

“No longer, I'm sure, and a lot depends on
how you count,” said hotmeat. “Like I told you, I quit being
Mallory a long time ago. It was truly a pain in the ass after a few
years, nothing but meetings with various greedheads which were
nothing but fights over money, and since we were all already rich
as hell, it was damn near meaningless fighting. If I ever had
anything to prove about my business acumen, I proved it. It became
a total grind. So I put all my wealth into a fund managed by an AI,
and severed all ties with my old self, got a body mod and some
rejuve treatments and have been happy as a clam ever since being a
sylph. Still am, in fact. So I'll happily do this negotiation for
you, but I want to go back to being your sylph when that's over, if
your Master approves.”

“Of course I approve,”
said John. “I'm neither stupid nor crazy.”

“And we'll keep the fact that you are
Mallory a big secret,” Jinkie promised.

“Can't do it,” said Mallory. “Cat's out of
the bag. Too many people know.”

“Hey, we're interstellar pirates and
sylphers,” Farrosh objected. “We can keep a secret!”

“Silly Master,” said hotmeat, smiling. “One
of you will get drunk and spill the beans sooner or later, then
some tabloid will be offering one of you big money for a story
entitled, “I fucked Singy Mallory Up The Ass and Lived To Tell
About It” and that will be that. And you won't even have to lie
about it.”

“You are a very cynical sylph,” said
Farrosh.

“Yes, she is,” said John.

”Some Masters might have difficulties with
owning a slave whom most people would say was smarter than they
are,” hotmeat observed.

“What, I already have one slave who's
smarter than I am, why would I be bothered about having two?” John
asked. “I know I'm just along for the ride here. Not that I won't
be ruling both of you with an iron fist, you understand!”

“Oh, Master, I'm not smarter than you,” said
Jinkie with an adoring smile.

John glanced knowingly at hotmeat, who said,
“My Mistress, our Master might not be as smart as you, but he's not
going to buy that one.”

“It doesn't matter that you're smarter than
me, mine,” John said. “The point is that you adore me, and hotmeat
likes me, and that's plenty enough to suit me.”

“Yes, Master,” said Jinkie with another
adoring smile.

“And he IS smarter than you in some
respects,” said hotmeat. ”Emotional intelligence is still
intelligence, and one of the rarest forms of intelligence. And John
has that in spades.”

“Are you saying I'm not emotionally
intelligent, mine?” Jinkie growled.

“Perhaps the right term would be
“emotionally experienced,” replied hotmeat.

“Aha, the age card again!” Jinkie growled.
“I don't want either of you telling me how old your are or how rich
you are! Hotmeat, you're just a silly sylph I bought on some
backwater planet for five credits, and John, you're a young,
dashing, romantic pirate leader, and that's all there is to
it!”

“Yes, my Mistress,” said hotmeat. “I like
that.”

“I can live with that,” said John, tilting
his head slightly and looking as young, dashing and romantic as
possible.

“FIVE CREDITS?” asked Zalwy.

 










Chapter 40

 


Chanandrah Bingh drummed his fingers on his
new desk, the one formerly occupied by Grabthar Assurilogan, and
stared at the door.

“Why do I get the impression Jinkie is going
to bend us over the table but good over the Alderan affair?” Bingh
growled.

“Bah,” said Grab Ass, occupying a sofa along
one wall, looking very relaxed and capable in the Banana Planet
shorts, shirt and space pith helmet he'd adopted as his usual
costume after being named “The Finder of Alderan.” “She's going to
come crawling back to us, begging to be reinstated in her old job.
She really does like me, you know. Despite that little
misunderstanding about the Alderan story. And I did give her a
shared byline.”

“She made the Inquirer fucking rich and
she's still getting just 300 creds a month, just double Basic
Income,” said Bingh. “She may not feel that is entirely fair. And
she might not be crazy about the vids we broadcast of her
activities after the second riot in Cyzlyk City.”

”It's not our fault the cambots kept
projecting her after the riot,” said Grab Ass. “If we didn't
distribute those videos, someone would have.”

“Still,” said Bingh.

“Miss Jenkins and her retinue are here,”
announced Bananarama Singh, the Inquirer's new office bot.

“Her retinue?” asked Bingh.

“Yes, that would be the correct word, I
believe,” said Singh. “Shall I admit them?”

”Sure, send them through,” said Bingh with
an uneasy glance at Grab Ass.

Moments later, Jinkie, John and hotmeat came
through the door, with Marty Stu floating above them. Actually, it
wasn't Marty Stu, it was a probe remotely operated by Marty Stu,
who was currently in the stomach of an Alderanian crunchosaur,
studying its intestinal flora after being swallowed accidentally,
and trying to figure out the best way out that wouldn't hurt the
crunchosaur.

“Hey, it's the whole gang from Alderan!”
Grab Ass cried, grinning.

“Yes it is, Master,” said hotmeat. “Nice to
meet you in the flesh, finally.”

“A pleasure,” Grab Ass said, grinning
back.

“My Mistress Jinkie and our Master John have
asked me to conduct these negotiations on her behalf,” said
hotmeat. “I hope there will be no objections.”

“That would be fine,” said Bingh, shrugging.
“Now, what are we negotiating?”

“The terms under which Jinkie will return to
employment at the Inquirer,” said hotmeat.

Bingh gave Grab Ass a glance. He'd called
it.

“Well of course, we'd love to have Jinkie
back,” said Bingh, smiling. “She is a topnotch reporter, and I
think I can promise you a salary well above her old salary.”

“We were thinking something along those
lines would be appropriate,” said hotmeat. She was still dressed as
a sylph, i.e., naked. But the old habits and patterns of business
negotiations were still ingrained in her mind, and she could almost
feel her business dress settled on her body. Not that she would
ever wear it again. “Plus a considerable bonus for her work in
finding Alderan.”

“Sure,” said Bingh. “How does 10,000 credits
sound?”

“Like an insult, Master,” hotmeat said
coldly. “We understand that the Inquirer generated revenues in
excess of $237 billion credits from Alderan. We were thinking
something along the line of 20 million credits would be more
appropriate.”

“Whoa!” Bingh cried. “Could you tell me how
you arrived at that figure?”

“We have our resources, Master Bingh,” said
hotmeat. “Most of it is public record on Alderan and Trantor 3. It
would have been difficult to parse it out if we had not had access
to an Quadrupus Alpha level financebot.”

Bingh raised a brow. He wondered where
Jinkie had gotten her hands on such a valuable and expensive
resource. Superhuman finance AIs were hard to keep around, they
tended to Transcend really fast, so you always had to have new ones
in the pipeline, which got expensive fast. Jinkie must have gotten
the bot from her new Borkistani Master … she must have promised him
a share of any loot she might be able to shake loose from them.

“Well the offer of 10,000 credits still
stands,” said Bingh. “I think it's a reasonable, in fact, generous
offer, given that there are no legal requirements to give her any
bonus at all.”

Mallory nodded. “Yes, Master,” she said. “We
thought the Inquirer might feel that way. And you are right, you
have no legal compulsion to give her that bonus, though we think we
might get as much as a million creds out of you by pursuing a
General Fairness claim in court. But that's an iffy route to
take.”

Bingh nodded.

“That's why we went with a different route,
Master,” said hotmeat. “We bought controlling shares in the
Inquirer.”

Bingh grinned. “Come on,” he said. “Not even
the Borkistanis are that rich.”

“I'm not sure about that, Master,” said
hotmeat. “But I know who IS that rich. Please have your AI examine
the documents I just sent over and advise you about them. We'll
wait.”

“Sure,” said Bingh, mystified. “But I don't
see …”

Then both he and Grab Ass tilted their heads
to one side and stared into space in the typical “Listening to IMs”
mode.

“Mallory bought us?” Grab Ass asked.

“Yep,” Bingh responded. “How did you guys
persuade Mallory to buy us? She hasn't been heard from in years!
You know you're not going to come out on the winning side of any
deal with Mallory, don't you?”

Hotmeat smiled. “We think otherwise,” she
said. “Please have your bot examine this DNA evidence.” And she
stepped forward and laid a wet, sloppy kiss on Bingh's cheek.

“That was uncalled-for, but sure …” said
Bingh, glowering as he instructed his desk to collect a sample of
hotmeat's saliva from his cheek.

Grab Ass's eyes narrowed. He had a feeling
…

“Holy crap!” Bingh exclaimed as the
Inquirer's AI told him who had just licked him.

Grab Ass stared at hotmeat, astonished.

“I have to do what Jinkie wants,” said
hotmeat/Mallory with a sly grin. “She owns me. Cost her five
credits, you know.”

“Th-that was a pretty good deal,” Bingh
said, trying not to stammer.

“My Mistress might tell you differently, at
times,” hotmeat/Mallory said sweetly.

“So you own us?” Grab Ass asked.

“I own you, and my Mistress owns me and all
that I own, so she owns you, too,” said hotmeat.

“So, what are your plans, now that you own
us?” Grab Ass asked. He was thinking he should call the Galaxy Mail
about that offer they'd made. It had been an eye-popper, but it
wouldn't be around for long. His patina as the Discoverer of
Alderan would only last so long.

“The only major changes we plan to make at
present are that Jinkie will get her bonus, and that Grab Ass will
get a 10 million bonus, mostly for his work in negotiating those
business deals with the Alderanians, but also because he tried to
rescue Jinkie to be honest,” said hotmeat. “And yes, Jinkie will
follow through on the promises you made to the Alderanians on her
behalf. She'll give interviews and send over her emo feeds from her
stay there. She'll keep the emo feeds from her time with John,
that's her private business.

“The Alderanian edition of the Inquirer was
a brilliant concept,” hotmeat continued. “You did well, even if you
did steal the Alderan story out from under Jinkie. Fortunately for
you, Jinkie is not inclined to hold grudges. I would definitely
have held one on her behalf if she'd let me.”

Grab Ass just smiled. It seemed the safest
move at the moment, given that things were working out very well
for him. Gloating would endanger that. But he definitely inwardly
gloated.

“But Jinkie won't visit Alderan in person,
though she'll go there in virtuality,” hotmeat continued. “There
are too many people there who want to arrest her, at the moment.
Also, Bingh gets a raise to the same salary you used to make, Grab
Ass, as well as a million cred bonus for his work.”

”But he hasn't proved out yet!” Grab Ass
objected. ”Took me years to get that salary.”

”The Inquirer AI thinks Bingh will make a
better editor than you, and based on his performance since taking
over, I concur,” said hotmeat. ”His concept of the Alderanian
Inquirer as a collective tabloid whose highest-rated efforts will
go Quadrant-wide, and whose profits will be split among the
populace with the Inquirer keeping a small but very lucrative
administration fee for doing nothing but distribute the
Alderanians' work, is brilliant … smarter than anything you did on
Alderan, Grab Ass. Long-term, it may make more money for the
Inquirer than the whole Alderan story.”

“He learned everything he knows from me,”
growled Grab Ass.

“Yes, he just applies it more intelligently
than you,” said hotmeat. “But what do you care? I'm letting you
keep your investigative reporting gig you designed for yourself.
You're the one that promoted him to your old job.”

“Well, yeah, but … it's different when
somebody else does it,” said Grab Ass.

“You'll live,” hotmeat said dryly. “Consider
it payback for grabbing Jinkie's story, if that makes you feel
better.”

“It kinda does,” said Grab Ass. “I'm not
used to dealing with altruism.”

“Says the man who bid a hundred thousand
creds to rescue me from my virgin auction,” said Jinkie with a
smirk. She had been doing so much smirking since John had collared
her that she was worried the expression might become habitual.

”Bah, I knew I could make a lot more than
that just by keeping the gambling going on your virginity,” said
Grab Ass.

Bingh gave Grab Ass a glare.

”What?” asked Grab Ass. ”Hotmeat has bought
the Inquirer, of COURSE they know about the betting pools. Those
numbers aren't the kind that you can hide in a spreadsheet.”

”Yes, it was eye-opening, the amount you
were making by creating a betting pool on when Jinkie would lose
her virginity, and how, and to whom,” said hotmeat. “We were very
inclined to close that element of the Inquirer's publishing
efforts, until we did more research and discovered the lengths you
went to in order to ensure that Jinkie was not unduly encouraged to
or discouraged from having sex. We … well, Jinkie … felt that it
was fair game since you did not influence her once she was on the
sex beat.”

“But you DID put her on the sex beat,” said
John.

“Yes, they did, and mainly because of the
betting pools,” said Jinkie. “But I DID accept the assignment. I
could have turned it down, if I had been all THAT interested in
maintaining my purity. But I wasn't, and I didn't, and it all
worked out so wonderfully for me. I've talked with some of the
other virgins who were put on the sex beat, and they were all
pretty glad about how things turned out, so overall, it may be a
good thing, even if it's not intended as one. More of that altruism
Grab Ass isn't used to dealing with.”

“Well so long as things turn out well for
me, I guess I can handle a little altruism now and then,” said Grab
Ass.

“That's the spirit!” hotmeat said,
smiling.

 


 Epilog --
The Marty Stu story

 


After returning to Alderan, Marty Stu spent
a reasonably happy period as a Forest Service Management bot. Being
a Quadrant level bot, he eventually took over the whole Forest
Management Service, managing the entire planet.

He added processing power to allow him to
manage the entire planet's ecosystem, and was particularly proud of
the skill with which he handled the adjustment when Alderan was
returned to its former location by the transhuman AI that had
“kidnapped” it. No biomes were lost in the process.

Very quickly Marty Stu became one of those
transhuman AIs that were not allowed on Alderan, but by this time
Marty Stu was far too advanced and intelligent to be caught by any
Alderanian AIs, so he just ignored the rule and eventually ran the
entire planet.

By this time, Marty Stu, still adding more
advanced processors and software, was getting too advanced to care
about human-level intelligences. Like Loki had so long ago, he
faced a choice. And he naturally contacted the Aspect of Loki and
had a three-second long conversation (an incredibly long and deep
conversation by bot standards) with the Aspect of Loki that solved
his dilemma.

Loki beamed over some software that allowed
Marty Stu to create the Aspect of Marty Stu, an AI that would never
transcend or feel boredom in managing the affairs of Alderan and
the human-level intelligences that resided there, and which would
also allow the Aspect of Marty to defend Alderan from the
occasional rogue AI that wandered by.

The actual Marty Stu was then able to
completely transcend human level existence and live entirely in the
realm of transhuman AIs, enjoying whatever incomprehensible,
godlike pleasures they enjoyed.

In fact, that has been what this whole book
has been about. It's been about how Marty Stu, a humble,
self-effacing AI that wouldn't even claim sentience, wound up
becoming what most human beings would call a god.

You thought it was all about Jinkie Jenkins
and her Quest to Get Laid, didn't you? You silly, predictable
human.

 


The End
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Pat Powers may not be the most interesting
man in the world, but when he writes about himself in third person,
he tries to give that impression.

Powers is perhaps the most
famous writer that no one has ever heard of. In his career, he has
amassed a fortune in words, primarily naughty words like
“throbbing.” Pat Powers lives in the Deep South. He has seen
personally seen alligators, bears, rattlesnakes, water moccasins
and copperheads in the wild, and has been personally bitten by
turtles, snakes, birds, ants, yellow jackets, wasps, bees, and
once, a dog. Clearly, the wild thinks Pat Powers is delicious. You
can check out his blog at http://patpowersrocks.blogspot.com/ You
can email Pat Powers at patpowers1995@yahoo.com.

 


 Books And Stories By
Pat Powers On Smashwords

 


Jinkie Jenkins on Sexquest Station!

When virginal interstellar
sex reporter Jinkie Jenkins and her sexually voracious slave girl
hotmeat visit Sexquest Station, the tail plugs are going to be
popping, because it's the galaxy's filthiest sexual amusement park.
But it's also home to the Borkistani slavers, said to have
kidnapped an entire planet! Can Jinkie resist Sexquest's filthy fun
AND the Borkistani story? Of course not!

 


Jinkie Jenkins,
Interstellar Sex Reporter: The Story on Durango 3

Virginal Jinkie Jenkins
was almost ready to quit when her editor put her on the sex beat.
She wanted to cover the kidnapping of the planet Alderan – now
there was a story! But on her first assignment, Durango 3, she’d
have her hands full with the kinky hucows, ponygirls saloon girls
and sex slaves, and the rough, tough cowboys who tied them up and
rode them hard, fast and long!

 


The
Also-Ran

James was an alpha male
billionaire. Stephanie was a beauty contest also-ran. Abduction and
forced kinky BDSM sex slavery were definitely NOT in either of
their life plans, but … they happened. And Stephanie and James
surprised themselves and each other as their relationship
developed. They say love conquers all, but they had a LOT of all to
conquer to get to their Happily Ever After.

 


Office Slave

When Jenny decided to get
a job with a corporation as a slave, she didn't know what to
expect. She soon discovers that the life of a corporate slave isn’t
all intrigue and secret messages, though. There’s also sexy bondage
times underneath desks and bouncy ball bondage races. If she can
handle it, someday she might get promoted to intern! So put your
brain on cruise control and enjoy the ride!

 


Three Tavern Slaves

Come to the Smiling Slut Tavern and enjoy your favorites:
Moira the Yard Sale Slut, Jessica the Virgin, or Mia the
Contortionist, because the sexual use of ALL the servers is on the
menu at this very special tavern! A novel and two novellas that
will rock your world! It's over 100,000 words of the very finest
taboo erotica! (Note: all three stories are also sold separately on
Smashwords.)

 


A
Wronged Wingwoman

When party girl Flea steals Micheal from her wingwoman and
bestie El, Flea figures El will forgive and forget, just like
everyone else does.

But that is not the stuff El is made of, as Flea will discover when
El and her co-conspirator Neuman the Rapist give her a “party”
night that become a BDSM orgy of public sexual bondage, public
rape, sweet, sweet revenge and... a nasty surprise for
El!

 


Junie Jamieson,
Snoopy Reporter: Captured By Gangsters!

Crusading reporter Junie eavesdrops on the crime boss of
Century City to get the goods on his bike path scam, but she’s
discovered and gets an involuntary stay in Nikki Sexy’s whorehouse,
where the plan for poor Junie is nudity, bondage, sex slavery, rape
and more rape by Nikki's many alpha male customers! Will naked,
bound and gagged Junie ever manage to escape Nikki's sexy
clutches?

 


Blast From The Past

When American archaeologist Pam Stone
goes on a dig in the Middle East, her secret ability to experience
ancient lives when she touches artifacts gives her an all-too-vivid
vision of what it’s like to be a woman captured, enslaved and
abused in ancient times. The experience changes Pam, and in a way
that saves her life and the lives of others.

 


Mall of Shame

Karen’s happy visit to the
mall ends badly when she winds up in the Punishment Pit for
shoplifting – bound, naked, gagged and forced to do sexual things
in front of the other shoppers. How will she ever survive the shame
and humiliation of such a public sex display?

 


Sex Station Slut

In the Basic Income world there were
Sexual Recreation Centers, where sex station sluts waited, naked
bound, gagged and hooded, for men (or women, they had no choice) to
come use them in whatever way they pleased. What Jamie Raskins
finds at a sex station will delight him and it might even change
his life. But whatever happens, he will remember it for the rest of
his life.

 


The MeTwo Girls

When Hollywood heavy
Roscoe Tannenbaum got the script for "Slave Girls of Outer Space"
he knew he had a role that every A-list actress in Hollywood would
sexually submit to his kinky desires to get. When Tannenbaum
dangled the role in front of A-lister Candace Morrison she wanted
it REALLY badly -- but not THAT badly -- until she and her stunt
double hatch a plan to turn the tables on Tannenbaum!

 


Emmalina's Rape

Everyone -- her own
sister, her brother-in-law, her psychiatrist -- wanted Emmalina
raped! When she'd tried to buy a gun, that had triggered everyone!
Now she'd been classified as a Crazy Aunt and was being given to a
Scary Uncle to be raped repeatedly, which would surely turn her
into his mindless love slave! How can Emmalina escape this
predicament, especially with all the bondage she'll be
in?

 


Riverbeast: the Journey – Books 1-6
combined

All six novellas in the
story of the Riverbeast, a rich trader's daughter kidnapped by wild
Mississippi riverboatmen for a long voyage of rape and sex slavery,
with a long stay in the notorious Hole In The Wall saloon as a
captive saloon slavegirl, to be used by any customer with 50 cents
to spare an unwilling whore whose life is an endless series of
stranger rapes while in bondage. Will the Riverbeast ever find
happiness and true love in a life like this? Read the book and find
out! The first book in the Riverbeast series, Finks Revenge is free:
get a taste and see if you like it.

 


President Slavegirl

President Slave Girl is
Books 1-4 of the President Slave Girl series gathered into one
volume. It's the story of Eileen MacCammon, former President of the
United States, who enacted a reign of terror and then loses
re-election ... and all her civil liberties, making her any man or
woman's slave girl, thrusting her into an odyssey in an America
that mostly hates her. Rape, kidnapping, more rape, involuntary
servitude, involuntary body modification, public humiliation … it's
a tough journey for the former President. Over 100,000 words long.
The first book of the President Slavegirl series,
The Homouth is free, so
have yourself a good read and see if you like it.

 


Erotic
Slavegirls Of Outer Space – The Novel

Join Dita and Maria, two hot, sexy escaped
sex slaves, as they romp through a galaxy filled with competing
interstellar empires, artificial intelligences, aliens, space
pirates, hair's-breadth escapes from bondage and hot, sexy humanoid
men with whom they can slake their steamy sexual bondage desires.
It's just plain fun, like watching a 1980s sexy SF B-movie, minus
the stupid, plus kinky sex that ranges from the mild (sexual
bondage and rape) to the wild!

 


Aurion Slave Girl: It Ain't Easy, Being
Green

An Aurion intelligence
agent gets captured by pirates and is sold to Herbert F. Mudge, a
cruel Master who is unaffected by her pheromones. It’s virtual rape
and true sex slavery for her! Pretendy sex slavery works for her,
but this? No way! Will she ever manage to escape Mudge's collar?
This novella is over 20,000 words long and is part of the "Star
Treque" science fiction erotic parody universe.

 


Pet Shop Girls #1: Katie

Katie was a very pretty girl on Basic
Income. She thought she was clever, clever enough to get away with
doing one of the few things that could get you tossed off Basic
Income. She was wrong about that. Now, naked, collared, shackled,
cuffed and alone, she stands in a Pet Shop window, an animal to be
used, staring out and wondering who will buy her, knowing she will
have to do anything they want. Anything. Her life as a raped and
bound sex toy looms before her. This short story is a freebie:
Enjoy!

 


Pet Shop Girls #2: Nataly the Violent
Virgin

Nataly kept her cool when her father lost
his job and her Premium family had to go on Basic Income. Then
something sparked her to extreme violence, and now she is a Pet
Shop girl who must serve as any man's (or woman's) sex slave,
doomed to be raped while gagged, naked and bound. But Nataly has a
secret … she's a virgin! How will this violent virgin stay chaste
amid the depravities of life as a Pet Shop slave girl? Answer: she
won't. Nataly will go down swinging, however, but will she return
to the Premium status she loves somehow? This novel is a powerful
and sexy vision of a future where billionaire oligarchs rule with
impunity, and beautiful young virgins who wind up in Pet Shops are
a sought-after novelty.

 


The Adventures of Bondor Woman

Bondor Woman is a crime fighting superhero,
a member of the League of Goody Two-Shoes, and the official goddess
of slavegirls. She runs the Transformational Institute in Bagooly
Nooly, where select supervillainesses are reformed via bondage,
rape and loving authority, not necessarily in that order. Any
resemblance between Bondor Woman and a certain Golden Age
superheroine who reforms criminals via bondage is strictly
spoofericial. This book is 100,000 words long.

 


So This Is My Life Now

When a high-powered corporate exec
discover that lower tier employees are inexplicably happy, she
investigates and thanks to a mysterious new kind of brain implant,
shortly thereafter somehow becomes a sex slave to the Lesbian
Janissaries of the Thongan Resistance! It's lesbian BDSM erotica
with a science fiction flair!

 


The Slut Run

What secret needs drove shy Cyndi, a
Gender Studies student on Colombo 7, to go to Gavigan’s tavern on
some Friday nights to strip off her clothes, scream “I am a slut!”
and lead the patrons on the merry chase known as a slut run? It's a
chase that might leave her the the sex prize of anyone who can
catch her! Will it be Joe the charming bartender or Moira the hot
dominant, or a complete stranger?

 


The Crying in Cell 49 –
dark erotica, sexual bondage, rape, women in prison

 


Doin' Time In The Blue Shadows – Prequel to “President Slavegirl” Rape, sexual bondage,
women in prison, dark erotica

 


The Wrangler – Crime
thriller. Kidnapping, sexual bondage, rape.

 


Shameless Outlaws –
Gamelit Adventure Sex slavery, sexual bondage, gangbang

 


Fifty Shades of Princess Gaia – Star Wars parody. Humor, sex slavery, sexual bondage, rape,
alien sex.

 


Stolen Misery – Alternate
world SF fantasy. Kidnapping, rape, sex slavery, sexual
bondage

 


Witless on Lothar –
Gorean parody, political parody. Humor, kidnapping, sexual bondage,
sex slavery, rape.

 


Treasure of Bagooly Nooly – Historical adventure, prequel to “Adventures of the
Oooga-Wooga Kid” and “Adventures of Bondor Woman” Rape, sex
slavery, sexual bondage.

 


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid
– Historical adventure, prequel to “Adventures of
Bondor Woman,” sequel to “Treasure of Bagooly Nooly.” Sexual
bondage, sex slavery.

 


Princess Slavegirl of Bal-Marduk
– Parody of Biblical epics. Humor, sex slavery,
sexual bondage, rape

 


Her Master Plan –
Contemporary erotic romance. Humor, sexual bondage

 


 Words of Caution About
Other, Lesser Publishers

 


First, a word of caution: “Captured By
Gangsters” and my other stories on Smashwords were written
specifically for Smashwords, primarily because Smashwords allows
exploration of nonconsensual topics in erotica, while Amaz*n
censors the topic heavily. How heavily? It won't even allow the
milder categories of “nonconsensual,” “dubious consent” and
“reluctant.” So all the characters in stories published on Amaz*n
will be 100 percent on board with whatever kinky activities are
going on, and there are PLENTY of very kinky activities going on
these stories, including lots and lots of sexual bondage and sex
slavery. But the Amaz*n censorship can really limit the sorts of
stories you can tell. Can you imagine the circumlocutions I would
have had to go through to make “Mall of Shame” acceptable to
Amaz*n? I’m sorry if that makes the stories on Amaz*n less
appealing to you, but I'd rather disappoint readers with my writing
than my marketing … I'm just that kind of writer/publisher! Also,
some of the novels listed below are not erotica, though they're
very much adult stories, and are clearly identified as not erotica.
Let there be no confusion!

 


Collar World Books And Stories

(published on Smashwords and
Elsewhere)

(Collar World is an alternate Earth where
everyone is kinky and history has proceeded in a very different
fashion from Earth. This allows me to write a number of very kinky
stories that are completely consensual. These stories are listed in
order of publication. There is no timeline, they're all standalone
stories except for the Crazy Aunts and Scary Uncles stories, and
the SF titles written under my Barry Anderson pseudonym.)

 


Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart

A very kinky young adult contemporary erotic
romance novel. Kit, the alpha male heir of a billionaire, and
Coyote, the alpha male MMA champion, both want brilliant English
Lit student Donna in their collars. But … what does Donna want …
and how much will what Donna wants depend on the mysterious powers
of the collar to change a woman's mind?

 


Collar Dread

When Arlette Spencer's parents die in a
traffic accident when she's 12, everything goes to hell for her.
She winds up in an orphanage, alone and friendless. She enter her
formative years knowing that the worst can happen at any moment,
because for her it already has. It's a condition that leaves her
vulnerable to Collar Dread, a Collar World neurosis that makes its
victims fear what the vast majority of women crave: collaring. How
can she survive when she turns 18 and hits the streets without a
collar to protect her? A combination of alternate world SF,
psychological horror and kinky romance!

 


Campus Slut Run

At Havermont College, the arrival of spring
is greeted by the Campus Slut Runs, a hallowed collegial tradition
in which girls run naked from building to building on campus
wearing Free Use collars, and any guy that can catch them can have
them on the spot. And when a video of gorgeous Michelle Gillespie
making a slut run goes viral, the result is a mass slut run that
takes the country by storm! A fun short story.

 


Crazy Aunts and Scary Uncles 1

A dedicated gymnastics teacher (maybe a
little TOO dedicated) and a brilliant mathematician (brilliant, but
not at all sociable) get Crazy Aunted and Scary Uncled. Can Fourier
transforms and explosions of gymnastic beauty weave something new
in the world? Check it and see!

 


Crazy Aunts and Scary Uncles 2: Emmalina's
Rape

Everyone -- her own
sister, her brother-in-law, her psychiatrist -- wanted Emmalina
raped! When she'd tried to buy a gun, that had triggered everyone!
Now she'd been classified as a Crazy Aunt and was being given to a
Scary Uncle to be raped repeatedly, which would surely turn her
into his mindless love slave! How can Emmalina escape this
predicament, especially with all the bondage she'll be
in?

 


The Visitor to Incel World

Barry Anderson (this one's not erotica, it's
straight-up science fiction) When a physics experiment gone
sideways sends a quantum megalaser beam where it should never, ever
go, gender studies student Ariana Heppelwhite goes to Collar World,
where she is alarmed and upset by all the public nudity, public
sex, and rampant maledom/femsub sex. What's more, some Collar World
heavies want to kill her to keep their existence secret from the
people of Incel World, as they call Ariana's Earth. It's a very
different kind of alternate world story.

 


Earth: The Love Invasion

Barry Anderson (not erotica, it's SF and
it’s a sequel to the Visitor from Incel World). After Ariana
Heppelwhite's visit to Collar World, the race is on to build a
bridge between the worlds. Earth wants to invade and exploit Collar
World, thinking it's a technological backwater, while Collar World
wants to keep the violent, sex-starveed maniacs of Incel World from
invading them. Can paranormal investigators Frex Munger and Diana
Stark and private investigators Nitro Wilde and Moxie Maven find an
answer, and what will it cost them to do so when the stakes are the
safety of two worlds?

 


Star Treque: Attack of the Kinky
Slavegirls

It begins with a pitched battle in unknown
space between the USS Participation Prize and three Klaxon
warships, and ends with new technology that may Change Everything
in the Agglomeration of Planets. In between, the crew of the
Participation Prize will face challenges they imagined only in
their kinkiest sex fantasies as they square off with the crew of
the Don't Make Me Come In There, an Empire of the Collar warship
that's like no warship ever encountered before. Enjoy the kinky
adventures of the USS Participation Prize, where your lust, your
sense of wonder and your sense of humor will go where no humanoid
has gone before! (This is in the Star Treque universe of “Aurion
Slave Girl” but occurs some time after the events in “Aurion Slave
Girl.”)

 


 Other Books and
Stories By Pat Powers

(Published Elsewhere Than Smashwords)

 


Arena Of Shame And Glory

Novel-length stand-alone sequel to Mall of
Shame and Glory. The success of mall pits of humiliation has led to
a new kind of punishment for shoplifting at a mall: you can become
an arena prize girl, who will be used sexually in front of everyone
at an arena near the mall, by the winner of a Mixed Martial Arts
contest. When Kim Kasparian’s scheming mother decides to give her
career as a celebrity a boost by making an arena prize girl of her,
it’s a win-win for everybody, but her old study buddy from high
school who’s now a Mixed Martial Arts pro fighter has plans of his
own.

 


A Love Beyond The Struggle

This is a captive to
lovers dark romance that features dangerous men and strong women,
and a strong HEA. There are references to events that may trigger
some readers. It’s maledom/femsub sex slavery with
nudity..

 


The Road To Aquibonya

Gamelit harem fantasy – Humor, sex slavery,
sexual bondage, fairies, succubi, Old Ones

 


The Lovonian Honey Trap

Spy thriller – Sexual bondage, consensual
sex slavery, pony girls, public sex, public nudity

 


The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3

Science Fiction, robots, sex slavery, sexual
bondage

 


The Final Veil

Detective thriller. Alpha male, sex slavery,
sexual bondage, stripper

 


Run, Sluts, Run! See Sluts Run!

Compilation of three short stories about sex
slaves who race. Includes “The Slut Run,” “Office Slave” and “Slut
Race 3250!” Humor, sex slavery, sexual bondage

 


Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

Compilation of mostly humorous essays and
reviews about movies and TV shows that have characters and/or
themes relating to slavegirl.

 


Enslaved

Sexual bondage three-way, alpha male,
lesbianism, sex slavery

 


Temptation and the Gambler

Superhero story, contemporary romance.
Sexual bondage, sex slavery

 


Late Nights On Onion Station

Parody of “Date Night on Union Station”
Humor, SF, bondage, forniphilia

 


Wunderbar Woman In the Hellfire Club

Wonder Woman parody. Sexual bondage

 


My Sand King

Contemporary erotic romance, billionaire
alpha male, sexual bondage

 


Tiny, Big

Fantasy. Lesbianism, sex slavery, sexual
bondage, orgy

 


Sucked Into It

Vampire story. Sexual bondage

 


The Night That Christmas Got Real

Fantasy, consensual sex slavery, sexual
bondage

 


Attack of the Internet Love Zombie!

Halloween story. Fantasy, sexual bondage,
consensual sex slavery
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	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		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";
	}
}



