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Disclaimer

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

 





Chapter
1

Pussy Go Lightly

 


“I'm very intrigued by your interpretation of
the role of Pussy Golightly,” said Byron Swagger, smiling. “I'd
like to discuss it further with you in my office later tonight, if
you're free.”

“Oh, I love to talk about roles,” Sabrina
Sinclair said (actual name, Marybeth Scoggins) pouring the honey
on. From the look in Swagger's eye, she had a pretty good idea what
kind of discussion he wanted to have … and she was not averse. It
would be fun whether or not she got the part.

“Good, shall we meet at seven at my office on
LaBrea?” he asked, smiling.

“Sure,” Sabrina said, smiling. Both smiles
were, for once, genuine, and strangely, for the same reason.

Sabrina hustled home and put on her best
formal slutting dress, a slinky black number whose hem managed to
cover her crotch but was nowhere near her knees. It was the sort of
thing you could show up at a party in but which could be peeled off
in about half a second. No underwear, you betcha. Then she headed
out, humming. She liked the casting couch, especially if she was
chained to it.

“Sabrina, so nice to see you,” said Byron an
hour later when she walked into his office. He was dressed in
loose-fitting maroon tracksuit. It wasn't unusual after-hours
office attire for guys like him, even if his track suit looked kind
of like a pair of pajamas.

Sabrina smiled. “Nice to see you as well,”
she said. It was true, he was so much better looking than your
average producer who'd put MeToo moves on an actress. But the fact
that he'd done so showed there was a greasy hole where his heart
should be, whatever he looked like.

Which was fine. She wasn't about to have a
relationship with the guy, she was as uninterested in that as he
was uninterested in having a relationship with her.

And he didn't know that, and she wasn't about
to tell him. Men's feelers, even among the letches who used the
casting couch to get laid, got so hurty when they learned a woman
cared no more about them than they cared about women.

“Right this way,” said Byron, and he led her
directly to, of all things, an actual couch. It was on the side of
the wall in his office. A lot of execs had them, supposedly so they
could sleep on them if they had to pull an overnighter because of
reasons.

Reasons such as they had a woman they wanted
to fuck in the office. Most of them had wives at home, made taking
other women there for a quick fuck difficult, y'know.

“Hope this will be comfy for our talk,” said
Byron.

“Sure,” said Sabrina with a tight little
smile. She didn't want to appear too eager. “I've had so many
thoughts about the role, you know?”

“I want to hear every one of them,” said Byron, looking at her
expectantly. So smooth. She preferred the kind of guy who was so
hot to fuck her that he couldn't even make a pretense of caring
about the role he was dangling in front of her.

“Well, it's like this,” said Sabrina, fixing
Byron with her best hopeful smile. “I figure Pussy Golightly is
pretty much just a damsel in distress with a side of sexy, which
I'm fine with. And which I will play to the best of my ability. But
you know, ever since “Fifty Shades of Gray” we've all known there
are a ton of women out there who just love things a bit on the
kinky side. 70 million sales in one year's time, I believe. Such
women buy books and they pay for streaming services, right?”

“Oh, you are a smart one, you pay attention,”
said Byron. “Most actresses never put their role in the big
picture.”

“Well I love acting as much as the next girl,
but to have roles to play, you have to have movies, and for movies
to exist, people need to pay money for them. So I think about
giving people what they want. Now I know the audience for “Bullets
of Fury” isn't the same as the audience for “Fifty

Shades but you know, guys like to watch a
woman tied up and squirming around, especially if she's naked or
nearly so and their dates might like it a lot, imagining they are
that woman, given Fifty Shades, don't you think?”

Sabrina looked at Byron prettily and he
practically licked his lips. “Oh, you're absolutely right,” he
said.

“And I know the script says I have to be tied
to a chair, but it doesn't say HOW I'm supposed to be tied to a
chair,” she said. “Or how I'll be dressed.”

“I guess that would be up to the director,”
said Byron, nodding.

“Of course,” she agreed. “But you know, a lot
of directors like input from their actors and their producers.”
(This was mostly a lie, but neither of them cared.) “Now, I was
thinking I could be tied to a chair in a different way … could I
just show you? It's kind of hard to describe.”

“Of course,” said Byron.

“All right,” she said. “In the typical scene,
the damsel is tied to the chair in a sitting position. She's
helpless because she's tied up, and sometimes gagged as well, but
her body posture doesn't show it much, she appears to be sitting
comfortably in a chair, right?”

“Yes, except for the whole being tied up
thing,” said Byron, “which I agree doesn't register visually.”

“Right,” Sabrina said, smiling. “But how
about instead of being tied to a chair, I'm tied to a stool? Let's
say this arm of the couch is a stool. And the bad guys, instead of
tying me to it in a sitting position, drape me over it face down,
like this?” she asked, as she rose and walked around to the arm of
the couch next to Byron and draped herself over it so that she
faced the back of the sofa and her butt was hanging off the other
end, right next to Byron's face. “They tie my wrists to the base of
the stool and they tie my ankles to the base of the stool, so I'm
completely helpless. And I LOOK completely helpless like this. Just
the position of my body invites all sorts of thoughts of sexual
activity, even without the bondage. But with the bondage, it's so
much more powerful, you know, because I am obviously unable to
prevent any sexual activities by the bad guys who've tied me to the
stool. And even if there isn't any sexual activity, which I know
the script doesn't call for, my posture will summon it up.”

And as she said “summon it up” Sabrina gave
her butt a little wiggle. Draped over the arm of the chair, her
butt cheeks were practically falling out of her dress, and her
commando pussy was getting aired out, too.

“I see,” said Byron with a leer. What a
bastard. At this point he should have been all over Sabrina. But he
just wouldn't take the bait. And her butt was EXCELLENT bait. It
had been taken a LOT.

Byron probably just wanted to see how far
she'd debase myself for this role. How pathetic of him. Sabrina was
debasing myself for the fun of it, not the role. What a sucker he
was.

“That's very powerful,” said Byron, nodding
judiciously as if Sabrina's ass was evidence in a Supreme Court
case.

“If I were wearing a flesh-colored thong
microkini, I would look naked from most angles, but you could keep
a soft R rating and maybe even slide through with a PG13,” she
said.

“We're thinking an R rating,” said Byron. “We
have a lot of graphic violence planned, language, too.”

“Then naked is the way to go, maybe even
further ...” she said. If Byron wanted self-degradation from
Sabrina, he'd get it. She loved that sort of thing. Humiliation,
too. But the nice thing about seducing a man like Byron Swagger was
that there was a certain amount of humiliation involved in being
willing to be used by him. Delicious, to Sabrina.

“What do you mean?” Byron asked, effortlessly
picking up the cue but not giving Sabrina anything positive in the
way of feedback. So neutral, he was really going to string her out
here.

Sabrina felt a sudden throb of lust. She
loved being made to expose myself as the slut she was.

“I mean sex, of course,” Sabrina said. “Can I
show you?”

“By all means,” Byron said, smiling, and
there was a gleam in his eyes when he smiled and Sabrina knew what
that gleam meant, she'd seen it on many men's faces. He was going
to go for it.

It was ridiculous that she needed to show him
what she meant by “sex” it was practically self-explanatory given
her current position, but this wasn't about explanation, this was
more about having an excuse.

“Well, let's say the bad guys are planning to
use me for sex while they're holding me captive,” Sabrina said. “Or
at least some of them are. Whatever. So you are sitting on a chair,
kind of a throne, and there's a ring set in the seat of the chair
at the front. And I'm wearing a collar or a rope or something and
it's tied or chained to my neck and to the base of the chair. And
my hands are tied behind my back and each of my knees are tied to
the nearest leg of the chair,” I said, pulling myself off the
armrest and kneeling in front of Byron with my legs spread wide. “I
could even be wearing a spider gag ...”

“A WHAT?” Byron asked, brow raised.

“A spider gag,” she said. “They're very
dramatic. It's just a metal ring with straps on either side. They
would prop my mouth open with the ring and strap it in place behind
my neck so I couldn't push the ring out with my tongue, plus there
would be some wicked-looking metal prongs coming out of the ring on
either side of my mouth to keep me from pushing it out, too. But
mostly they look wicked cool.”

“And they would put the spider gag on you
because …?” Byron asked.

He knew damn well why, but he wanted her to
spell it out, damn him. And damn him for making her pussy throb
like that.

“Well let's see,” Sabrina said, scooching up
so her face was right in his lap, then looking up at him, kneeling
with her hands clasped behind her back, legs still wide open. “I am
here and I can't close my mouth. Whatever will you do? What will
you do?”

And Sabrina knelt there and looked up at him
and held her mouth wide open and ran her tongue slowly around her
lips.

“Let's find out,” he said and there was a
nice growl in his voice as he reached down and slid his track pants
off and his underwear off and his cock popped up, all erect and
bobbing like a big pink apple. He put his hand on the back of her
head and guided it cockward, and she engulfed his cock with her
mouth, all the time clasping her hands behind her back as if they
were tied there. Acting!

Sabrina loved acting, and for the next few
minutes she acted like she was giving Byron a blowjob, while giving
him an actual blowjob. He lasted a very long time. Often guys
lasted hardly a minute. Byron must have rubbed one out before she
came over, Sabrina decided, and she applauded him for being so well
prepared.

Sabrina found herself getting very aroused as
she sucked his cock, a big juicy one that responded very well and
most of all tasted clean. She hated it when men didn't clean
themselves up, but then, as her mom used to say (and still does)
men are just bears with furniture. She was so right about that, and
so wrong about so many other things.

Sabrina worked his cock hard, though, and
expertly, enjoying every bit of it. This was for her pleasure, as
far as she was concerned. And with his hand still on her head,
controlling it, holding her hands as if bound, Sabrina got very wet
and very happy very fast. The feel of his cock sliding into and out
of her mouth was highly erotic – she associated it with all sorts
of good things. She moaned with pleasure as she sucked, not acting,
just expressing her feelings naturally (but knowing that Byron
would probably like it). Byron was pumping my head faster and
faster and she knew what that meant.

And Sabrina was right, Byron came in her
mouth moments later and she drank it all down while her body
simmered on the edge of orgasm, but not quite making it there.

When Byron's cock was soft Sabrina let it
fall out of her mouth and leaned back, smiling up at him. “See what
I mean? Very dramatic!”

Byron smiled back at her, and the look on his
face told me she had charmed him. Just as Sabrina had meant to.

 


“So, how'd it go?” Amy asked when Sabrina got
home from my audition.

“Oh, the usual,” she said, standing next to
Amy with just two steps into the tiny apartment they shared. “He'll
pitch me for the role, but no guarantees, despite a great audition
on the casting couch.”

“Couldn't turn him down, could you?” Amy
asked.

“Hell, no,” Sabrina said. “I mean the guy had
a certain something ...”

“A certain greasy charm?” Amy asked.

“Well … yes,” she answered. “I mean, he was
better looking than most producers, i.e., late 30s, not late middle
aged, brown hair, not balding, well built, not fat and almost
handsome instead of being kinda saggy in the face. But he had that
gleam in his eye, y'know, and I knew that fucking him would be
TOTALLY humiliating and degrading even if it was only vanilla sex
so I went with it, and damn, yes, it was so humiliating and so
degrading.”

“You are the biggest perv in Los Angeles and
that's saying something,” Amy said, her voice full of eyerolls.

“Maybe,” Sabrina said. “But sooner or later,
it might get me a part, and that's all I am asking … a chance.”

Sabrina had been asking for a chance for
three years on the mean streets of L.A., so far, without luck.
Well, not COMPLETELY without luck. Sabrina happened to look just
like Candace Morrison and she'd gotten some double work for her. No
speaking parts, but her name on the cast list for a couple of big
movies … generally, in very tiny print that scrolled very fast, but
it was something.

“You'll get that part sooner or later,
probably sooner,” said Amy. “It's not like you haven't been
giving.”

“Preach it, sister,” Sabrina said, flopping
down on the sofa and giving her a smile. It was great to have
friends.

 





Chapter
2

PussySlayer

 


“I can't BELIEVE Tannenbaum tried that shit
with ME,” growled Candace Morrison as she stormed across the rug of
her gorgeous LA house with her personal assistant following her
with his carefully blank face and her friend Ellemere Watson,
looking mildly alarmed. “I don't do AUDITIONS any more, much less
casting couches. Jesus, the nerve of him!”

“He can't get away with this shit,” said
Ellemere.“

“Not with me, he can't,” said Candace. “I
will sue his ass into next year!”

“Go for it!” said Ellemere. “He's got top
lawyers, but so do you!”

“Yeah, he needs them, I bet he pulls that
shit on EVERYBODY if he pulls it with me,” said Candace. “I put
butts in seats! My name on a contract means a successful movie! I
don't have to suck a dick to get cast! Fuck him!”

“'Slave Girls of Outer Space' isn't the only
movie project out there,” Ellemere said.

“It's the only DECENT project out there,”
Candace growled. “Everything else is The Girl, hell, there are
THREE damsel in distress roles out there where my main thing would
be getting kidnapped by the bad guys. No, I'm still gonna get this
role, I'll go right through that bastard if I have to!”

“I don't know how,” said Ellemere.
“Continental Shelf Productions has it locked up, and that scumbag
Tannenbaum IS Continental Shelf.”

“Yeah, that's how he gets away with it,”
Candace said. “But let me tell you … that shit doesn't work on me.
I'm smarter and better than that. And I'm going to figure it out
and take it to him.”

“That's my girl,” said Ellemere. “Why not
#MeToo him and see if you can take him right out of the game?”

“Can't, he's a big Democratic donor and the
Democrats have captured MeToo.org,” Candace said morosely. “MeToo
is just a catch-and-kill operation at this point.”

“What's a catch-and-kill operation?” Ellemere
asked.

“Oh, it's where some magazine or website or
in this case, social action agency, a place where people might go
to do some whistle-blowing you know, and instead of helping them
whistle blow they shut the story down.”

“I never heard anything about the MeToo
movement doing that,” said Ellemere.

“Not the whole movement, but MeToo.org, the
organized part,” said Candace. “Some Democratic Party agent took it
over and shut down Tara Reade on the whole Joe Biden thing for a
while. Same thing will happen if I try to call out Tannenbaum. I
know better than to try to go through MeToo.org about a giant
Democratic donor like Tannenbaum, but no matter where I go, agents
like the ones who took over MeToo.org will be there. No, we need
something more creative, something different, we need off the wall
thinking. Jack, make a note, do some creative off the wall thinking
for me, have it ready by tomorrow at noon.”

“Yes, Candace,” said Jack, her personal
assistant. He was the third personal assistant Candace had had in
the last year and he had lasted for eight months, primarily because
no matter how insane the request, his only response was “Yes,
Candace,” followed by an attempt to fulfill it, often succeeding
because of his secret weapon.

 


Later that day, Jack slipped into his Central
Operations area, as he called the cramped desk inside his cramped
apartment. He made good money as Candace's PA, but even good money
didn't buy much in the Los Angeles housing market. He was doing
pretty good by the standards of his friends just to have a place to
live at all, much less a nice, if tiny, place.

But he did have a bitching gaming computer
that could run rings around his buddies' computers, and could also
dance around the Internet like mad.

He made sure his super ultra secret VPN
network was on and that his IP address faking software was enabled,
then logged onto his secret weapon, the Candace Morrison Fans
subreddit on Reddit, under his online handle
“candyforeveryone.”

“Hey, gang,” he wrote. “It's me, Candy's
secret agent. Candy needs our help once again. A powerful bad guy
in Hollywood has tried to MeToo her ass and he won't let her be in
a movie you would all LOVE her to be in unless he gets a little
MeToo action from her. I know you hate that as much as I do. What
Candy wants and needs from you is some brilliant, off-the-wall
ideas for getting over, under, around or through this scumbag and
getting that role without letting him MeToo her. Any ideas
welcome!”

It didn't take long for Jack to get
responses. The Candace fan group did not really believe he was an
actual agent for Candace, but they didn't believe his was NOT an
actual agent for Candace. That was the way it was online. The
general belief was that he MIGHT be a security guy for Candace
mining the fangroup for ideas and also ginning up enthusiasm among
her fans.

Jack was glad to let them think that --
Candace had no idea he was in touch with a fan group and might fire
him if she found out. And he needed to stay on as Candace's
assistant as long as possible to make his slender resume look
better.

“Give us the sumbitches' name, we'll see to
it that he doesn't do that MeToo shit to Candace or anyone else,
ever” was a popular response. Jack had a canned response to
this:

“C'mon, people, you know Candace would never
do anything illegal or ask anyone else to. We need brilliant, out
of the box thinking from you, not violence.”

Jack didn't really think the fan group's
members would actually do anything violent, it was all bluster. But
online, you could never be absolutely sure that one of the fans
wasn't bugnuts crazy. Fans had a history of producing occasional
maniacs.

There were a number of less violent
suggestions, of varying degrees of usefulness.

“Report him to MeToo,” was a popular
suggestion. Jack responded that it was “under consideration” but
that it wasn't exactly off-the-wall thinking.

Also proposed were some considerably more off
the wall suggestions, such as siccing the Scientologists on
Tannenbaum. And drugging and hypnotizing Tannenbaum, “sort of doing
a reverse roofie on him and making him give up the part without
consent” was a suggestion. And cutting off Tannenbaum's dick with a
dull kitchen knife or similar was a very popular suggestion. A
lawsuit was a suggestion, though there was uncertainty as to how
“failure to hand over a juicy part” was grounds for a lawsuit.
Blackmailing Tannenbaum by threatening to link him to the Epstein
affair was one of the more creative suggestions, Jack thought, and
one he made note of.

But there was one gem of an idea that came
up, though Jack was careful to dismiss it as “not something Candace
would do.”

“Candace has a stunt double who looks just
like her, doesn't she?” posted the fan known only as
69xxxpussyslayerxxx420. (Everyone just called him “pussy” though.)
“Why not just pay her double to have sex with this guy? I doubt
he'd know the difference, especially if you worked on it a little.
Candace gets her part, her stunt double gets a gig with a nice fee,
and the bad guy gets scammed, since he won't be fucking Candace.
It's a win win win.”

Candace, of course, would never ask her stunt
double to do such an awful thing, also maybe an illegal thing, Jack
wrote. But in actuality Jack thought about it carefully. He knew
some things PussySlayer didn't.

 





Chapter
3

“I like fucking disgusting excuses for
men.”

 


“So what did you come up on the Tannenbaum
front?” Candace asked Jack as she had lunch with him at Fresca
Avacado, a trendy eatery that prided itself on never serving food
on a plate. They said they wanted diners to appreciate the foraging
experience. Candace was having a salad that consisted of vegetables
draped artfully on glazed pieces of driftwood. Jack was having a
cheese bagel with tomato soup, with the bagel hung from a hook on a
little frame, its cheese melting from it and dripping into a large
bowl of tomato soup that sat beneath it. It was difficult to figure
out how to eat it.

“I have several ideas, but there is one that
you might find very useful,” said Jack. “It involves your double,
Sabrina Sinclair.”

“Oh, Sabrina, I'm liking this already,” said
Candace. Jack smiled carefully. He was pretty sure Candace liked
Sabrina because she had the good taste to look like Candace.

“Right,” said Jack. “My idea is fairly simple
at base: let Tannenbaum have his MeToo way with Sabrina, thinking
she is you.”

“Oh, I really doubt that Sabrina would go for
that,” said Candace. “She strikes me as a very, um … upright …
woman.”

“Actually, there is evidence that Candace
might go for that,” said Jack. “I did a little research online and
there is a lot of whispering that Sabrina does things that you
might not approve of in her private life.”

“Such as?” Candace asked.

“Hooking, for one,” said Jack. “A kinky sex
life, for another. She also is rumored to have spent a lot of time
on casting couches, looking for roles.”

“Oh, my!” said Candace. “I had no idea.”

“Good,” said Jack. “We should keep it that
way. Plausible deniability is a good thing. I mean, keep it that
way officially. Unofficially, we'll probably want to rehearse with
Sabrina if she accepts the deal.”

“You're sure she'll accept it?” Candace
asked.

“No, I'm not,” said Jack. “But all the
evidence is that it won't bother her to be offered such a
deal.”

“Ah,” said Candace. “Well to keep things
plausibly deniable, you make the offer, so I can claim never to
heard of it in case things go south.”

“Of course,” said Jack. “Just part of the
job.”

“You understand things very well, Jack,”
Candace said, smiling.

Jack was pretty sure he'd be fired if things
went so badly with Sabrina that it created a problem between her
and Candace. Candace valued Sabrina a lot more than she valued
Jack: good stunt doubles who looked just like you were rare,
personal assistants were a dime a dozen.

But those were the risks you had to run if
you wanted to be a personal assistant to a star.

“So what is this part Candace wants me to
study for?” Sabrina asked Jack, the latest iteration of “personal
assistant” employed by Candace. They were sitting in a conference
room in one of those “rent an office” places for businessmen who
had no offices but wanted people to think they did. A very discreet
location, in Jack's opinion. It was dull and drab and looked even
duller and drabber in contrast with Sabrina, who was gorgeous. It
would have outraged Candace if she were to learn that the makeup
artists had to ugly Sabrina up to make her look like Candace, but
it was true.

“It's not so much a part as a role,” said
Jack carefully.

“Part, role, whatevs,” Sabrina said.

“You will be playing Candace in this role,”
said Jack.

“Sure, I always play Candace when I work for
her,” Sabrina said, shrugging.

“No, you play the role that Candace plays,”
said Jack. “This time, Candace wants you to play Candace.
Herself.”

“Oh, really?” Sabrina asked. “Is someone
going to be pranked?”

“In a sense,” said Jack. “Candace wants to
hire you … she'll be paying you, not a movie production firm … to
help her get a role in the upcoming film “Slave Girls of Outer
Space.” Heard of it?”

“Heard of it?” Sabrina asked. “Who hasn't? I
was planning to audition for it.”

“Candace doesn't really audition for roles
any more, but she wants the lead role in the film,” said Jack.
“She's been in talks with Tannenbaum and Associates about it, and
things looked good, but a problem came up.”

“Yeah, problems come up when I look for roles
all the time,” Sabrina said dryly, thinking of the casting
couch.

“So I've heard,” said Jack.

“What?” Sabrina asked.

“I have heard that you have been been
sexually harassed on many of your auditions, and that you succumbed
to the harassment,” said Jack.

“You heard wrong,” Sabrina said.

“Really?” Jack asked.

“Yes, really,” said Sabrina. “I like fucking
disgusting excuses for men.”

“Well, you're in the right place for that,”
Jack observed.

“Oh, yeah, I'm living the life,” said Sabrina
with a wry smile.

“Well here's an opportunity to live it some
more, and for lots more money,” said Jack. “Tannenbaum won't give
Candace the role unless she fucks him, or does whatever he does for
fucking. She of course would never do that, whatever it is. But we
were hoping you might, if we could make it worth your while.”

“You're pimping me out to a scumbag so
Candace can get a role?” Sabrina asked.

“I wouldn't put it that way,” said Jack.

“A shame, it sounds DELICIOUS,” said
Sabrina.

“Ah,” said Jack. “Well, that is certainly one
way of thinking about it, I suppose. The thing is, though, it's
Candace who will be paying for your services, not Tannenbaum, but
otherwise, it's a straight up pimping job by me, I suppose.”

“Ah,” said Sabrina. “I do love it. The only
problem is, I'm an actress, not a whore.”

“Oh, this is going to be an acting job, a
really tough one,” said Jack. “You're going to have to convince
Tannenbaum that you ARE Candace, for real.”

“Oh, come on, I know men like him cold,” said
Sabrina. “He'll be so hot to fuck me he'll barely notice me, when
it gets to the fucking it will be even worse, and once it's over
he'll be so eager to get me out of the office that he wouldn't
notice if I turned into a purple penguin right before his
eyes.”

“You know men, I guess,” said Jack.

“Not all men,” said Sabrina. “Just this
particular sort of man, the kind that will try to use an advantage
over a woman to get her to fuck him. That kind of man I know well,
because I like fucking them.”

“It doesn't sound like you have a romantic
attraction to them,” Jack observed.

“You're right, I don't,” said Sabrina. “I
have no idea why I'm attracted to them. The thought of having a
relationship with a man like Tannenbaum just disgusts me. But I do
like to fuck them. The humiliation, the degradation, it's
delicious.”

Jack nodded. “Ah,” he said. It was all he
could think to say.

“I guess I've freaked you out a little, but
if you're going around making offers to pimp me out for a part,
you've got no business judging anyone else.”

“I wasn't judging you,” Jack said.

“You were,” Sabrina replied. “I figure it's
just a fetish. Some people like leather, some like latex, I like
scum.”

“Ah,” said Jack. “So you'll do it for the fun
of it, not for money.”

“How much money were you planning on offering
me?” Sabrina asked, “just for the record?”

“Well, to be honest, since the role would be
worth millions to Candace, the offer would be in the six figure
range,” said Jack.

“That's a big range,” said Candace. “I bet
you were given a narrower range.”

Jack sighed. Sabrina was fucking reading his
mind.

“I was told to try to get you for a hundred
thou, but to go up to five hundred thou if that was needed,” said
Jack, sighing.

“Wow, four hundred thousand dollars' worth of
discretion,” Sabrina said.

“Sabrina's agent says she might make between
ten and twenty mil on the deal, depending,” said Jack. “If it
works, it would be totally worth it.”

“Yeah, the economics make sense,” Sabrina
agreed. “Problem is, half a mil, or even a puny hundred thou, is
too much.”

“Wha ...” Jack started, then said. “Candace
would agree to pay you less.”

“Too late, now that I know I can get five
hundred thou, I'd feel like an idiot asking for less,” said
Sabrina. “And the problem is, that is so much money that it's just
seriously tempting. I mean, no matter how deliciously disgusting
Tannenbaum is, part of me is going to be doing it for the money,
and that would make me a whore, and I'm not a whore.”

“I'm confused,” said Jack. “My research came
across some claims that you've fucked men for money.”

“Oh, yeah, I've done that,” said Sabrina. “To
pay the rent. To have food to eat. To survive while I look for
acting work, basically. That sort of thing. In the past more than
recently, but I'd do it again to survive and stay in the game. Lots
of women actors do it, some male actors, too. But this wouldn't be
to survive. It would be greed. And … I'm not a whore, just a
working actress.”

“Ah,” said Jack.

Sabrina sighed. “I have a more nuanced view
of these things than most, I know. But I suppose it's inevitable. I
am operating off my lived experiences, you are operating off your
social prejudices.”

“I'm not prejudiced,” Jack said, “or at
least, I try not to be.”

“I believe you, at least about the trying,”
said Sabrina, “but everybody's got prejudices, like it or not. What
we don't know directly, we fill in with prejudice. It's just the
way we are. But at least you recognize it and fight it.”

“Well thank you,” Jack said, though he wasn't
sure if he'd been complimented or not. “I hope you don't think I'm
human scum like Tannenbaum for this.”

“No, of course not,” said Sabrina. “There's
no deception or bad faith on your part here, you're making an
honest offer that I can refuse and there'll be no repercussions,
right?”

“None from me,” said Jack. “I can't speak for
Candace, of course, but I don't really think she'd hold a grudge.
In fact, she thought you might be offended.”

“No, I'm not offended,” said Sabrina. “Like I
said, it sounded delicious until we got to the money part.”

“That's really going to be a problem?” Jack
asked.

“Yes,” said Sabrina.

“So you're turning us down?” Jack asked. He
really had not expected this. But then, he hadn't expected most of
what she'd said.

“No, I'm not turning you down,” said Sabrina.
“I am not accepting the deal, either. I want to think about it. To
be honest, I really want to do this, but I have to figure out a way
to do it that will work for me.”

“Ah,” said Jack. “I think we'll be willing to
meet you halfway here.”

“Halfway?” Sabrina asked, smiling. “You'll
meet me a damned sight farther than halfway. Just how many women
who can act who look just like Candace and might be willing to fuck
Tannenbaum do you have on call?”

“Good point,” said Jack, “but this IS
Hollywood.”

“Lucky for you, or I'd have you TOTALLY over
a barrel, instead of just three-quarters over a barrel,” said
Sabrina. She rose. “I'll get back to you soon and let you know what
I've come up with.”

“How soon?” Jack asked.

“Soon,” said Sabrina, and left.

Jack sat in the chair and put his face in his
hands. What a fiasco. He'd come to the meeting expecting the usual
greed, the usual cupidity, maybe some half-faked moral outrage. He
hadn't expected all this … honesty. And maybe the weirdest moral
code he'd ever encountered, and he'd grown up in L.A.

 






Chapter
4

“Every man is unwrappable, until he gets
wrapped”

 


“So, I understand you want to go through with
Jack's little plan, but you want to do it in your own way,” Candace
said to Sabrina. They were sitting in a sunlit vestibule in
Candace's modest little mansion in the hills. Candace's security
staff had swept the vestibule for bugs and pronounced it clean, so
there would be no tapes to disagree with their story that this was
just a meeting about an upcoming doubling part for Sabrina … which
is exactly what it was, in a sense.

“Not exactly,” said Sabrina. “I mean, I want
to do the thing, but not exactly in the way that Jack planned
it.”

Jack sipped his coffee and carefully looked
blank. They were both using him as a foil, blaming him for the
original plan. Which was fair, in a sense. It had been his idea,
well, pussy-slayer's idea, but he was the one who had transformed
it from online bloviating to a plan being discussed by real human
beings who might actually carry it out. It didn't matter. Let them
blame him for this and that all they wanted to. The fact was that
they both liked his idea. If they hadn't liked it, they wouldn't be
discussing it.

“How do you want to do it?”

“I was thinking of doing it in a way that
destroys Tannenbaum and makes my career,” said Sabrina.

“What?” asked Candace.

“Let me spell it out to you ...” Sabrina
said, and she spelled it out to them, and they listened, and as
they listened their mouths didn't fall open with amazement and
their eyes didn't bug out with surprise, but that was only because
both Candace and Jack were skilled at hiding their feelings. If
they had been cartoon characters, things would have been very
different.

“I love it!” Candace said when Sabrina
finished talking. “But I'm not sure we can manage it.”

“Let's talk about that,” Sabrina said
smiling.

Hours of taking ensued. Lunch ensued, then
more hours of speech. When Sabrina left, the sun was starting to go
down. She didn't care. A bright future beckoned before her.

Jack sat at his chair. He liked the plan,
too, but the future before him was not bright.

“Candace, I will absolutely do my best to get
all this done,” he said, looking down at the pages and pages of
notes he had taken. “But I just don't see how I can manage it on
top of being your personal assistant.”

Candace looked at him, distracted. She'd been
thinking about their plans. So wonderful!

“Oh, just hire a new PA to replace you and
give yourself some sort of cheesy executive title … “Vice President
in Charge of Development, something like that,” said Candace. “And
make sure your replacement is as good as you are.”

“Yes, Candace,” Jack agreed. His heart was
singing joyfully, though he kept his expression calm. Out of the
Personal Assistant track and into generic executiving. His star was
rising.

Well, it was only fair, if things worked out
the way they hoped it would, a lot of stars would be rising.

 


The next two weeks were a storm of work. At
any time, Tannenbaum might give the role to someone else. Candace
was worried about it, Sabrina was not.

“Look, so long as Tannenbaum has this role to
dangle in front of actresses' faces, he's got a steady supply of
victims on hand. You probably aren't the only A-lister he's tried
this on. And so long as he holds out on awarding the role, he's got
more chances. He's in no hurry.”

“I wish I had your faith in his
self-control,” said Candace. “Some of the women on the A-list can
wrap men around their little fingers.”

“It's not faith,” said Sabrina. “It's
knowledge. I know these men. Women are objects, toys to them.
They're not wrappable.”

“Every man is unwrappable, until he gets
wrapped,” Candace responded.

“True,” said Sabrina, “but the misogyny these
men have makes them particularly difficult to wrap around the
finger. They don't care what we think. They'd fuck you while you
cried, and probably enjoy it more – they certainly wouldn't enjoy
it less. A man like that is not real wrappable, though I suppose it
could be done somehow – I have no idea how.”

“Well I still think we should move as fast as
possible,” said Candace. “I really want this to happen, and just
because we can't think of something ruining it, doesn't mean
something won't if we give it time.”

“Can't argue with you there,” Candace
said.

So Sabrina and Candace worked on getting all
of Candace's mannerisms, speech and history with Tannenbaum down
cold while Jack worked on other aspects of the plan. The work
involved calling on a number of individuals with very particular
skills, some of them legal skills only under very narrow
circumstances. Jack was impressed with the length and breadth of
Candace's Rolodex in that regard, but he wasn't surprised. At the
top level, you got roles by fair means or foul, or more likely, the
gray areas in between. Like this plan.

Gray areas like the private investigator that
Jack hired to bug Tannenbaum, and to tail him, and to obtain a
great deal of information about him. The tailing and the
information gathering were legal, but the bugging, not so much.
Still, it was very useful information they got from the bug.

Like, for instance, that Tannenbaum was using
the Slave Girls of Outer Space casting just the way Sabrina had
predicted he would, dangling it before actress after actress. It
would have been funny if it hadn't been so sad. But it was
understandable. Some of the things Tannenbaum liked to do with his
victims were alarming, and they were all deeply humiliating.
Sabrina was practically drooling with eagerness to get used by
him.

Jack was learning a lot in his new executive
position, all right.

 










Chapter 5

 


Operation Tannenbaum

 


Finally, the day to start Operation
Tannenbaum came.

It started in the afternoon. They had noticed
that Tannenbaum liked to set up his traps/assignations in the
afternoon and then take the victim in the evening.

Candace got a call through to Tannenbaum
easily. Being an A-lister had its perks.

“Roscoe,” she said, her voice honeyed just a
bit, “glad you had time to speak to me.”

“It's always a pleasure to speak to you,
Candace,” said Tannenbaum.

“I'm glad to hear it,” said Candace. “Let me
get right down to it, then. The reason I called is, I'd like to
have further discussions with you about the Slave Girls of Outer
Space role.”

“Really?” Tannenbaum said, his voice
warming.

“Yes, I've decided that some of the
preconditions we discussed should be … doable,” said Candace.

Jack and Sabrina tensed as they listened in
while Candace spoke the words. This was it, the bait was
dangling.

“Would you like to discuss it tonight?”
Tannebaum asked.

“Sure,” said Candace as Sabrina and Jack
high-fived one another. “Where would you like to meet?”

“How about after dinner, at the Cosmopolitan
Club?” Tannenbaum suggested. “I have a meeting room there.”

Sabrina gave Jack a look. “Meeting room” was
not the correct word for Jack's den of inquity at the Cosmopolitan
Club. But they were smiling, too. The bait was taken.

“I'd be happy to meet you there, Jack,” said
Candace. The Cosmopolitan Club was a lot like a mullet – business
on the ground floor, play in the upper floors. Most Hollywood
heavies were in on the dual nature of the Cosmopolitan Club, which
had attained an aura of respectability in the mainstream press,
while the underground press was full of whispers about what really
went on there.

“All right, we know the place, we know the
time, let's get cracking,” said Candace after she disconnected.

“I'm on it,” said Jack. He'd anticipated that
Tannebaum's favorite room at the Cosmopolitan Club would be the
most likely site if Tannenbaum went for it and had made
preparations. He got out his burner phone and made a few calls,
finishing the preparations.

 


“Candace!” said Tannenbaum a few hours later.
“You look lovely, as always.”

“It's very kind of you to say so,” said
Sabrina. She was in full Candace drag, her hair colored and styled
like Candace's (not the usual wig and for good reason) her makeup
emulating Candace's. She was wearing a slinky white dress Candace
had once worn to an awards dinner, very sexy without being blatant,
with a deep neckline and a hem that ended well above her knees. A
set of white heels and a tasteful pearl necklace completed the
ensemble. She looked every bit the Hollywood A-lister that Candace
was.

Tannenbaum was wearing a tan leisure suit
that had a distinct jungle bwana look to it, with wide lapels and a
relaxed, baggy fit that concealed the relaxed, baggy nature of his
body well. It went well with his scruffy excuse for a beard. A pith
helmet would have set it off nicely, but Tannenbaum was bareheaded.
His hair was thinning but he didn't appear to care.

“Have a seat, let's talk,” said
Tannenbaum.

“Thank you,” said Sabrina, sliding into the
offered chair with the understated elegance that the setting called
for. She had thought she might be nervous at this juncture, but she
had too much to think about and do to be nervous. She was into the
role.

Still, any tiny mistake might give the game
away, especially early on before Tannenbaum was at full horndog and
distracted by his own lust. Sabrina was dancing on a tiny pinpoint
between confidence in her preparation and fear of failure. And she
was loving it.

A waiter came by and they ordered wine.

“I'm glad to hear that you reconsidered the
role,” said Tannenbaum when Sabrina's white wine was in front of
her and Tannenbaum's red was in front of him.

“Well, yes,” said Sabrina, smiling. “I kept
thinking about the role, what a great role it is, and I realized
that I needed to level up if you will, and make the kind of
commitment needed to get the role.”

Sabrina somehow made the words “kind of commitment” sound deeply
suggestive.

“I'm so glad you did,” said Tannenbaum. “A
role like this is worth any sacrifice.”

“Exactly my thought,” Sabrina said. “I did a
lot of things for much lesser roles in my early days.”

“A shame,” said Tannenbaum. “A fine actress
like you deserves roles that are worthy of her commitment.”

Sabrina smiled. Tannenbaum knew how to lay it
on, when it was time to lay it on.

“Well I'm willing to do what needs to be done
to make this role happen for me,” said Sabrina. “Yours wouldn't be
the first cock I ever sucked to get a role.”

“Sometimes you have to give head to get
ahead,” Tannenbaum said, smiling.

Sitting at his recording rig in a van parked
outside the Cosmopolitan Club, Jack nodded, pleased. Sabrina was
already making things explicit.

“I do have one question,” said Sabrina. “If I
go through with this and have sex with you, what assurances do I
have that I will actually get the role?”

“You have my personal assurance,” said
Tannenbaum. “You are my first choice for the role.”

“Ah, of course,” said Sabrina. “Your personal
assurances. The reason I bring it up is, I have heard that you have
offered the role to several other actresses.”

“Well, of course when you refused my offer, I
had to consider other casting options,” Tannenbaum said.

“That bastard,” Candace snarled, listening in
on the same speaker Jack was using to monitor their conversation.
“He makes it sound like I turned down the role rather than the
chance to suck his cock!”

“Still, it's the sort of thing that gives a
girl pause to think,” said Sabrina.

“Yes, but you're not like the others I
considered for the role,” said Tannenbaum. “Your name will put
butts in seats for the movie. The others … not so much. My personal
inclinations toward you may be romantic, but as a businessman, I
have to be hard-headed, and my businessman head says you're my best
choice for the role … if I can get you for it.”

(At the word “romantic” Candace rested her
face in her hands. “Romantic” she muttered. Watching the camera,
Jack noted that Sabrina's face retained its friendly, interested
expression. What a pro she was.)

“Well, there is that,” Sabrina said. “I know
you are an important man in this town, but as you say, I can put
butts in seats, so I hope you understand that if I don't get the
role after I let you fuck me, there could be consequences for
you.”

“Oh, let's not put things so harshly,” said Tannenbaum. “Let's just
say I respect your standing in this town, and know better than to
offend you.”

“That does sound better,” said Sabrina. “And
I respect your standing. So I guess we have an understanding
here?”

“We do indeed,” said Tannenbaum, smiling.

Jack let out a sigh. He thought Sabrina had
pushed it kind of hard in setting out the terms of their deal in
such blunt language. Of course, they WANTED things set out in blunt
language. But surely Tannenbaum didn't. Jack figured that
Tannenbaum probably didn't think Candace would set him up like
this: that her status as a Hollywood A-lister meant she knew how to
play the game, and played it.

Sabrina's big problem was not showing how
eager she was to be fucked by Tannenbaum. She knew it would be
deliciously humiliating and kinky. It made her horny just to think
about the things he'd done to some of his victims. She was really
looking forward to being one of them, but she had to play against
it for their larger purposes.

It was by far the most difficult role she had
ever had to play.

And she was loving it, strangely enough.

“Well, now that we understand one another,
what now?” Sabrina asked.

“Oh, I was thinking we could go upstairs to a
room here,” said Tannembaum. “It's very well appointed.”

“I bet it is,” said Sabrina, putting her wine
glass down with a determined expression.

Tannenbaum rose to his feet and bowed
slightly, and together they headed for the discreet elevator that
led upstairs to the discreet playrooms.

“They're on their way up,” Jack said on the
mic that was connected to the earphone of the bodyguard that they'd
placed in a neighboring room after renting it in the name of a male
associate of Candace's who might plausibly rent a room there.

“Gotcha,” said the bodyguard. He was sitting
in a chair, playing a video game idly while he waited for word that
he was needed. He'd seen pics and videos of the guy he was supposed
to handle. He had a key to the room they would be in. He wasn't
particularly worried about this gig. He could handle Tannenbaum,
and very quickly.

Jack checked his monitors and relaxed
slightly. He'd done as much as he could to assure Sabrina's safety.
The rest was up to her.

When Sabrina walked into Tannenbaum's suite
(because it wasn't just one room) it was all she could do to keep
from smiling in delight at all the toys in the room. There was a
horse. There was a big bed with posts on all four corners with lots
and lots of rings. There were frames and machines that sent a
shiver of delight down her back as she remembered the fun she'd had
with them. There were ropes and chains and plenty of rings to tie
them to, everywhere. There was a huge pegboard with all sorts of
fun toys hanging from it.

But Sabrina was careful to put an
apprehensive expression on her face as she stared around, and tried
to keep a look of recognition out of her eye.

“Wow,” Sabrina said apprehensively, “what a
lot of devices.”

“Oh, they're cool devices,” said Tannenbaum.
“They're great fun. You'll see.”

“Yes, I imagine I will,” Sabrina said
dryly.

“Might as well get comfy then,” said
Tannenbaum. “Time to get those clothes off. You can leave them on
the bed.”

 










Chapter 6

 


“With this collar I make you mine”

 


“Ah,” said Sabrina. She knew what Tannenbaum
was doing, and she was all for it. He was establishing dominance
over her, the person he thought was Candace. It went with her
plans, too.

So Sabrina didn't say anything and didn't do
any teasing as she undressed. She did it prosaically, almost
reluctantly, trying to give the impression that she was aware she
was being watched and that she was nervous about it. In truth, she
wasn't nervous at all.

In a few moments she was entirely naked.
Tannenbaum kept his clothing on … more dominance. Plus it hid his
baggy flesh. Good taste, thought Sabrina.

“You are beautiful,” Tannenbaum said, a
compliment but also a simple statement of fact. He was working her.
“A shame you have never done any fully nude scenes.”

“There are three nude scenes in Slave Girls
of Outer Space, two of them sex scenes, and for most of the picture
I'm practically naked,” said Sabrina. “That should make up for
it.”

“The world will thank you,” said
Tannenbaum.

“Mm-hmm,” said Sabrina.

“What I have in mind for tonight is for you
to be my slavegirl,” said Tannenbaum, “and I will be your Master.
So let's get you collared. Kneel on the floor in front of me.”

“All right,” Sabrina said, her voice soft but
cool, a tinge of resignation in it. She knelt in front of
Tannenbaum, head down, idly looking at his sock-clad feet.

“Look up,” Tannenbaum ordered.

Sabrina looked up as ordered, seeing the bulk
of his belly, mostly, with his meaty face hanging over it. She felt
better when she saw the expression on his face – the gleam in
Tannenbaum's eyes meant he was already deep in sexual lust for her,
which meant he probably wouldn't notice any minor slip-ups she
might make.

Tannenbaum held in his hands a simple steel
ring with a smaller ring hanging from it, one of the most basic
collars out there, but fitting, given that this was their first
scene together.

“With this collar I make you mine,” said
Tannenbaum, opening the collar wide via a hinge at the back. He
reached down and fastened it on Sabrina's neck. “Wear it with pride
and joy.”

Sabrina said nothing, but she was getting
familiar frissons of pleasure from the collaring. It felt so good
and so right to be collared. And Tannenbaum had done it right –
just the right degree of ceremoniousness for the occasion. It was
hard for Sabrina to fake indifference to something she enjoyed so
much, but she managed. Candace didn't understand collaring the way
Sabrina did.

It was acting, real acting, the stuff she'd
studied for years, and Sabrina found herself enjoying it, strangely
enough. The stakes were high, but then, she was fine with that.
She'd taken bigger risks with her personal safety, just for the
thrill of it. Just for starters, she'd never had a bodyguard
standing by to break into the room if she said her secret safeword
or gave her secret sign.

She'd never had every move she made
videotaped before either (well, not to her knowledge anyway).

“Now on your feet and hold your hands behind
your back,” said Tannebaum.

“All right,” Sabrina said.

“Customarily, the proper response in an
encounter like this is “Yes, Master,” said Tannenbaum.

“Really?” said Sabrina.

“Yes, girl,” Tannenbaum said.

“Very, well, yes Master,” Sabrina said
tonelessly as Tannenbaum cuffed her wrists together behind her
back. More sheer pleasure. She knew damn well that “Yes, Master”
was the preferred way to address a Master if he wanted that, she'd
had to fight the impulse to do so ever since she entered the room,
but she also knew damn well that Candace didn't.

“Heel,” Tannenbaum said.

“What?” Sabrina asked.

“It means “follow me,” said Tannenbaum.

Sabrina nodded and followed Tannenbaum. He
led her to a bare spot in the room where a long chain dangled.

“On your knees,” Tannenbaum ordered, and
Sabrina slowly and reluctantly sank to her knees, making much of
having to balance carefully with her hands bound behind her back.
(Actually, she could move around as easily with her hands bound
behind her back as not.)

Once he had her on her knees, Tannenbaum
attached the chain dangling from the ceiling to the ring on her
leash via a snap hook at the end of the chain. He walked over to
the wall and pressed a button and the chain, which was dangling
down almost to her nipples, tightened up until she couldn't move
her head lower without choking.

Finally, Tannenbaum walked over to the wall
and picked something off a rack full of delicious-looking toys (to
Sabrina) and walked behind her.

“Open wide,” Tannenbaum.

“Oh … yes, Master,” Sabrina said, as if she'd
just remembered to call him Master.

Tannenbaum reached around and shoved a metal
ring sheathed in a thin layer of rubber into her mouth, slipping it
under her front teeth and on top of her lower teeth, propping her
mouth wide open. Then he fastened it in place behind her neck, with
straps. The familiar feel of steel tines pressing gently against
her cheeks told Sabrina it was a spider gag. Right now the touch
was gentle, but if she tried to push it out with her tongue, the
tines would dig right into her cheeks, preventing her.

Sabrina approved right down to her pussy,
which was warming up to her situation.

“Faffif!” Sabrina cried. Candace knew nothing
of spider gags. “Faffif?”

“It's a spider gag,” said Tannenbaum. “Which
reminds me, for some reason. I haven't told you your safe word. Are
you familiar with safe words?”

Sabrina shook her head “No.” Of course
Candace would not be.

“OK, if at any time you feel you really want
to get out of this, all you have to do is said the words “Fire me!”
and I'll stop whatever I'm doing and let you go,” said Tannenbaum.
“You should also know, though, that if you say those words, I'll
consider you to have reneged on our deal, and you won't get the
role. To get the role, you have to not say the safe word. But you
CAN get out of this at any time if you say the safe word. It's
strictly voluntary. Understand?”

Sabrina nodded.

“Say “Yes, Master” if you understand,” said
Tannenbaum.

“Yeff, maffa,” Sabrina said tonelessly. She
couldn't believe what Tannenbaum was doing. Safe words didn't work
like that … they didn't have conditions! They were part of
consensual sexual roleplay, they were what made it consensual, the
fact that the bottom or the slave or the whatever you wanted to
call him or her could end a session at any time. You didn't impose
CONDITIONS on the use of safe words, that made it
nonconsensual.

Of course, that assumed a willing partner,
which of course, Candace would not have been, had she been the one
kneeling before Tannenbaum.

But Sabrina thought she saw what Tannenbaum
was up to here. It was his way of making things SEEM consensual, a
sort of limited, legal, TECHNICAL consensuality that may have
fooled his victims and kept him out of jail, but which defied the
whole spirit in which safe words had been created.

What a sleazebag Tannenbaum was. Sabrina felt
a sudden pang of sheer lust. It was her fetish kicking in big time.
Tannenbaum was so scummy, and this was so demeaning, and that made
her so hot.

“Now repeat the safe word,” said
Tannenbaum.

“Fi-mee,” said Sabrina through the gatg.

“Great, you've got it,” said Tannenbaum. “Use
it again, and the session is over, and you're out of the running
for Slave Girls of Outer Space.”

Sabrina nodded, trying to look frightened.
The fact was, she had a REAL safeword, and a safe sign, too.

And her for-real safeword didn't have any
conditions attached. Candace and Jack had assured her that she
could use the safeword at any time, even within the first minute,
and she'd still get paid. Sabrina found their concern on her behalf
touching, in an amusing way. Sabrina would have bet half her payout
that she would not use the safeword at all tonight. She was a gal
who could take … or give … a licking and keep on ticking.

Jack and Candace gazed at the monitors, both
faces full of contempt.

“Well he is an evil ass, but damned if we
don't have him cold now,” said Jack.

“Oh, yes we do,” said Candace. “I sure would
like to send the bodyguard in there so Sabrina doesn't have to go
through with it.”

“Sabrina's enjoying herself, remember?” said
Jack. “This is her thing.”

“Oh, right, I know,” said Candace said. “I
don't understand it, but I know it. Let Sabrina have her fun, I
guess.”

Tannenbaum stood up and unzipped his pants.
He was taking his time. He knew he had Candace, had her by the
surest grip any man could ever have on a movie star – he had a firm
grip on her ambition.

He pulled out his cock and grabbed a bunch of
Sabrina's hair at the back of her head and then forced his cock
into her mouth.

It wasn't the best cock she'd ever had in her
mouth and it wasn't the worst, it was just kind of average as cocks
go. She was fine with it, but she let her face wrinkle up as he
began pulling and pushing her head back and forth, forcing her to
give his half-erect cock a blowjob.

Sabrina absolutely loved it, it felt so good.
She surrendered herself, let Tannebaum do as he wished to her,
mentally at least.

Physically she made unpleasant gargling and
retching sounds and squirmed in her bonds. This turned Tannenbaum
on. His cock quickly grew fully erect, and his use of Sabrina's
face grew more intense as his cock stiffened. So Sabrina ratcheted
up her responses, making choked, gagging noises, struggling to
escape his cock, then letting him shove it in harder and longer,
even occasionally getting the cock out of her mouth briefly and
sobbing and spitting out long strings of drool as her arms worked
helplessly behind her back and her hips writhed with desire to
escape.

She was actually loving the whole process. It
got her going right in her submissive little pussy.

Tannenbaum was totally turned on by it, too,
and in just a couple of minutes he came in her mouth, pulling her
head close into his crotch as he did so, forcing his cock down her
throat, so that she didn't have to fake gagging on it as he came
deep in her throat.

When he was through he let up and Sabrina
pulled her head back, making a great show of coughing and retching,
tears streaming from her eyes, ruining her makeup.

“Mmm,” said Tannenbaum. “That was nice.”

Sabrina said nothing, she just made choking
noises. Actually, it had been wonderful. So dramatic! She was a
skilled deep throater and had swallowed much larger cocks than
Tannenbaum's and enjoyed doing it. But none of them had matched
this for intensity.

Her pussy was a roiling well of pleasure.

“Well, I need a break,” said Tannenbaum.

Sabrina just knelt there, the chain keeping
her upright, drool and cum oozing down her chin. She was so horny
she would have barked like a dog for Tannenbaum, if he'd just fuck
her. But she managed to sit there and shake, as if from anger and
resentment and shock.

Tannenbaum reached down and disconnected the
chain from her collar.

“On your feet, girl, let's see if I can find
some way to reward you for that excellent blowjob,” he said.

Sabrina struggled to her feet and let
Tannenbaum lead her to the bed. Once she was standing right next to
it, Tannenbaum gave her a casual shove so that she fell face down
into the bed. He fastened her ankle shackles together, then walked
back over to his wall of toys and picked out some things and
brought them back over while Sabrina lay there and watched him over
her shoulder, drooling all over the bed, trying to keep the lust
she was feeling from betraying itself as she played the wretched
victim.

“Let's start with a nice tail for you,” said
Tannenbaum. He took out a device that was familiar to Sabrina, a
buttplug with a fluffy bunny tail on its end. He took the plug and
slowly worked it into Sabrina's ass. He didn't even lubricate it …
he probably wanted Candace to feel it. Sabrina obliged him by
grunting and squirming as he slowly shoved the rounded end of the
brass plug into her ass, only stopping when it fully entered her
and her anus closed around the stem of its cool, metallic base with
a bunny tail glued on it.

“Very cute and fluffy now,” Tannenbaum said
idly as he took some straps and began binding Sabrina up, first
over her shoulders, above her breasts, then a strap below her
breasts, then he rolled Sabrina over on her back (pushing the
tailplug deeper into her in the process) and then hauling out a
short dildo wand pole. He pulled Sabrina's knees apart, then shoved
the dildo on the end of the pole slowly and carefully into her
pussy until the wand was snug up against her clit, pressing hard
against it.

Sabrina made alarmed noises and squirmed a
bit as he did so. Acting!

Then Tannenbaum ran a strap over her upper
thighs, putting it right over the wand, pulling it tight so that
her legs were forced tightly together and the wand was locked in
tight against her pussy and between her legs. He fastened the strap
down then fastened another strap around her legs just above her
knees, and finished with a strap around her calves.

Finally, he ran a rope from her collar to the
headboard and tied it there, and then ran another rope from her
feet to the footboard of the bed. When he was through, Sabrina
could barely squirm in her bonds.

Finally, he shoved a plastic cock gag into
her mouth, securing it to the ring gag she still wore with some
snaps that went around the metal spike part of the gag. It was
thick like a big cock but wasn't a super deep gag designed to make
her retch. Once it was in, it felt just like a cock, even if it
didn't taste like one.

“Feeling comfy?” Tannenbaum asked and Sabrina
just looked daggers at him. She was in fact feeling very comfy,
because she knew what was coming next, and she was really looking
forward to it.

And sure enough, Tannenbaum reached down and
flipped the switch on the dildo wand buried in her pussy and
suddenly wonderful vibrations were throbbing within her, especially
on her clit.

Tannenbaum then lay on the bed beside her and
picked up a remote control unit and pressed a button. A huge screen
slid down from the ceiling. Tannenbaum pressed a few more buttons
and suddenly there was a slick newsroom with a woman talking about
Hollywood. Tannenbaum dialed the volume way down but kept it on. It
was some kind of business news program, but Sabrina absolutely
could not follow it because the vibrations from the wand were
surging through her clit and she could feel the dildo inside her as
she squirmed in her bonds, and DAMN it was hot, it was so intensely
pleasurable to be tied up so tightly, helpless, with pleasure
surging through her body and mind.

Tannenbaum rolled over on his side and
watched the program and Sabrina. He played idly with her tits while
he did, it squeezing and pulling and rolling her nipples. He also
gave her belly and thighs some casual slaps and ran his nails along
her skin.

Tannenbaum was scum, but he knew what he was
doing. It made Sabrina hot. It was a weakness, she knew, finding
such guys attractive. There were guys she liked better, but damn
…

She bit hard on the gag and tried not to
moan, but a few stifled moans slipped out anyway. She couldn't help
it, it was SO HOT.

Tannenbaum wasn't paying much attention, he
was mostly engaged with the news program he was watching. It was
deliciously humiliating to be so displayed, so excited, and so
ignored.

Sabrina was a paragon of self-control
compared to many others, but she was only human. After fifteen
minutes of squirming helplessly on the bed she was a drooling,
moaning mess. She'd wasn't trying to hide her excitement from
Tannenbaum, she was doing all she could to keep from cumming. The
tight bondage kept her from squirming all over the bed, but her
muscles bunched and her arms and legs strained against the straps
that held her while the drool bubbled out of the corners of her
mouth and her pussy leaked love juices.

It was mostly the wand that was doing it for
her physically, but the psychological boost created by the very
tight bondage and the cock gag amplified the wand. And Tannenbaum's
casual groping and slapping of her were like punctuation marks in
the stream of pleasure that the wand and the abuse created in
her.

Eventually, it was too much. It overwhelmed
Sabrina. She started to cum, and she didn't stop. The first orgasm
was like a really close lightning strike, overwhelming her senses,
an explosion of pleasure that flooded her brain.

The other orgasms were almost as intense, a
rolling succession of orgasms that echoed through her being like
the thunderclaps that come with a really close lightning
strike.

And when she came, she squirted. Sabrina
didn't squirt every time she came, but when she squirted, she
squirted a lot, and the dildo lodged in her pussy with the wand
shoved right against her clit didn't stop it up, they just made her
squirt spray in all sort of weird directions as it vented from her
pussy.

“Oh, look there, you're a squirter,”
Tannenbaum observed, as if she had displayed some surprising skill,
and in a way maybe she had, though it wasn't anything she'd ever
TRIED to do, it just happened.

Tannenbaum moved back so she wouldn't spray
him and watched Sabrina cum, idly stroking his cock, which was
getting hard. It wasn't difficult to understand why, Sabrina was
bound orgasmic pleasure personified as she moaned and squirmed
while the pleasure rolled through her entire being.

Eventually the echoes of passion died and
Sabrina lay still in her bonds, just the occasional shiver of
pleasure going through her.

Tannenbaum saw that she had finished and he
reached down and shut off the wand.

“Hell, if that felt half as good as it
looked, you should be giving ME a part,” Tannenbaum said, a corner
of his mouth pulled up.

Sabrina just lay there, her face blank. It
was what she felt and also it was what Sabrina figured Candace
would do if she'd just had a big, noisy and very obvious orgasms
while in Tannenbaum's bonds. She wouldn't be responsive, not wanted
to make herself emotionally vulnerable by responding to
Tannenbaum.

“I'll tell you what, watching you squirm in
those bonds really turned me on,” said Tannenbaum as he began
undoing Sabrina's bonds.

“Holy fuck,” Candace said as she watched
Sabrina squirt all over the place. “Is that squirting?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Jack said.

“You ever make a girl squirt?” Candace asked
him idly.

“No, but I've seen a few porn vids that
featured squirting,” said Jack. “It generally doesn't go all over
the place like that, but I've never watched a video where the woman
squirted while tied up.”

“Tannenbaum's going to think I'm a real
freak,” Candace observed.

“Maybe so,” said Jack. “But soon no one will
care what Tannenbaum thinks.”

“Here's hoping,” Candace said.

Tannebaum kept Sabrina's hands cuffed behind
her back and kept the spider gag and cock gag in her mouth, but he
removed all her other bonds. He didn't clean her up, he left her
thighs and ass damp and stinking of sex. Sabrina loved that.

“You ARE a kinky beast,” Tannebaum observed.
“Now get up, time for me to have some fun.”

All sorts of snark immediately rose in
Sabrina's mind, but she said nothing, and instead got up from the
bed with her hands still cuffed behind her back, feigning
clumsiness. (The list of things Sabrina could easily do with her
hands tied behind her back was quite long.)

Sabrina made no show of resistance. She and
Candace had discussed Sabrina's performance at length, and their
conclusion had been that Candace's approach would be one of grim
determination to get it all over with and done, no matter what.

Tannenbaum steadied her as she got up then
grabbed Sabrina's leash and walked her over to one of the toys
scattered about the room. It was a steel frame, two parallel bars
that came up to about waist height on Tannenbaum, a little higher
on Sabina. Several thick leather straps ran between the two
bars.

“Lay on those straps on your back, beast,”
said Tannnenbaum. “Pretend it's a hammock.”

Sabrina sighed. “Yes, Master,” she said
tonelessly, not responding to “beast” which Candace would have
taken as a taunt. Grim determination, that was the tone. She stood
with her back to the device and walked backward until she felt one
of the straps tight against her back, then sank down into the
“hammock.” It was surprisingly comfy, except her bound arms had the
weight of her back on them. Her butt hung off one end of the
hammock and her head hung over the other, so it wasn't comfy in
absolute terms, but for a BDSM toy it was pretty good.

“Good girl,” said Tannenbaum. He knew that
his every word would rankle Candace. The terms he was using were
practically endearments in BDSM, but Candace wouldn't know
that.

Tannenbaum fastened a couple of straps over
Sabrina's torso, snugly but not tightly. Then he ducked under the
hammock and freed Sabrina's wrists.

“Just let your arms hang between the straps,”
Tannenbaum said.

“Yes, Master,” Sabrina said, in neutral
rather than chilly tones as Tannenbaum was actually making her more
comfy. She let her arms hang down loose, thinking this was very
nice and relaxing, but in a few seconds she felt Tannenbaum grab
her left foot and then her left hand and fasten her wrist cuff and
ankle shackle together. A moment later, he did the same for her
right foot and right hand. With the straps securing her to the
hammock, she was very securely fastened down. She wasn't going
anywhere.

And she had a pretty good idea what
Tannenbaum had in mind for her while she didn't go anywhere.

And when she felt Tannenbaum fumbling at the
snaps that held her cock gag in place, Sabrina knew she was right.
He undid three of the snaps and pulled the cock gag out of her
mouth, leaving the cock gag dangling off her face by one strap. The
ring gag still held her mouth wide open.

And Sabrina wasn't surprised when she felt
Tannenbaum's cock sliding into her mouth through the ring gag once
more. She idly wondered if the ring gag was a control thing for
Tannenbaum, or if someone once had bitten him hard. She had no
idea, and it didn't change things. That cock was sliding in and out
no matter what.

And not that Sabrina minded, at first. More
bound cock-sucking worked for her.

Then Tannenbaum started choking her while she
sucked. Not persistently, as if he wanted to kill her, but
intermittently, like he wanted her to feel she was dying. Actually,
it was breath play, reducing her oxygen supply to intensify her
organs, making her feel helpless and vulnerable to intensify her
orgasms, too. And making himself feel more powerful and in control
(of her very life!) to intensify his own orgasms.

And it worked.

Sabrina made all sorts of alarmed, frightened
and indignant noises, but the one thing she didn't do was make any
noises that sounded like “Fire me!” Not that she could manage
coherent speech while being strangled with a cock in her mouth,
which was being held open by a ring gag. But she made some noise to
indicate Candace's displeasure.

She also struggled in her bonds. There was no
way she could escape from the steel-framed, bolted-down hammock
that held her, but she could move her arms and legs quite a bit,
all things considered. The thing was, since her arms and legs were
fastened together, whenever she moved her legs, her arms moved, and
vice versa. What her mindless struggling produced was a sort of
bicycling motion as she lay on her back, or maybe it was a swimming
motion.

Whatever it was, Tannenbaum liked it. Sabrina
knew that because she could feel his cock getting harder in her
mouth, making breathing harder.

This made Sabrina squirm all the more
vigorously, figuring that if she got him off he would stop. But he
did not stop, he kept choking her while his cock got harder and
harder and Sabrina got closer and closer to using her real safe
sign. She was dedicated to the job here, but getting choked out was
not something she was willing to do.

Finally Tannenbaum stopped and pulled his
cock out of her mouth, only to shove the cock gag back in place and
fasten it down while Sabrina puffed desperately around it, her
whole body sucking in air.

Once the cock gag was in place, Tannenbaum
walked around to the other side of the hammock and rammed his now
rock-hard cock into Sabrina's pussy. Which was, to be honest, very
wet. Sabrina got off on a lot of things.

And she got off on being fucked while bound
and gagged, she got off on that a LOT. Tannenbaum grabbed the rails
of the hammock with either hand and focused entirely on railing her
pussy but good. And this time, he lasted a LONG time – maybe it was
a second wind. Sabrina wouldn't have guessed someone as out of
shape and, well, fat as Tannenbaum could last like that, but he
did. He used the railing to keep himself balanced and just let his
hips work back and forth, taking a lot of the effort out of it for
him.

Tannenbaum rammed Sabrina with great vigor
and almost effortlessly, making her whole body rock back and forth
with every thrust, particularly her head. Sabrina just bit down on
the cock gag and took it, which was her only option at the
moment.

Sabrina started the bicycling motion with her
arms and legs as this had seemed to excite Tannenbaum earlier. And
it worked. Tannenbaum railed her even harder.

Sabrina made gasping and spluttering noises
too, as her head swung back and forth, her neck arched. If she had
the least inclination toward dizziness, she would be very dizzy by
now.

For a long time, that was all the sound there
was in the room, the slight squeaking of the hammock, Sabrina's
strangled, gagged cries, and increasingly, Tannebaum's huffing and
puffing.

Finally, Tannenbaum came, groaning and
thrusting deep inside Sabrina, who, although she didn't cum, was
working up to cumming. She might have cum already except that the
swaying back and forth of her head distracted her, and not in a
good way.

Tannenbaum pulled out of her and walked over
to the bed and flopped on it, leaving Sabrina hanging in the
hammock.

“Oooh, that was good,” Tannenbaum said as he
lay there. After a couple of minutes, he recovered his breath and
rose from the bed. He walked over to Sabrina and freed her from the
hammock.

“Heel, slut,” Tannenbaum said, getting a
listless “Yeff, maffa,” in response, her mouth still filled with
the cock gag. Sabrina followed Tannenbaum to the side of the
bed.

“Lay on the floor on your back, facing the
bed,” said Tannenbaum.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Sabrina, and she laid
down and looked everywhere but at Tannenbaum. It was great to be at
rest, anyway.

Tannenbaum walked to the wall and pushed a
button. Down from the ceiling came a rectangular wooden frame
supported by chains at each corner and with ring snaps at each
corner.

When the frame was about half a meter above
Sabrina, Tannenbaum stopped pushing the button. And the frame
stopped.

Tannenbaum walked over and said, “Raise your
right leg.”

Sabrina raised her right leg, but she didn't
say “Yes, Master,” because she figured she would have to say it
four times in the next minute if she did, and she hated calling
Tannenbaum “Master” at all.

Tannenbaum grabbed her ankle and fastened her
right leg to the frame, attaching the ring snap to the ring on her
ankle shackle with practiced skill. Then he followed suit with her
other limbs and walked to the wall and pressed a button and the
frame rose into the air, and so did Sabrina, hanging beneath
it.

At one end, above her head. the frame was
about as wide as Sabrina's shoulders, but at the other end it was
much wider, so that her legs were spread wide … not a full split or
anything, but quite wide.

Tannenbaum pushed another button and the
frame moved closer to the bed. When Tannenbaum stopped the frame,
Sabrina was hanging in midair with her dangling butt just above the
surface of the bed, at the side of the bed. Tannebaum went back to
his wall of toys and pulled down a toy Sabrina didn't recognize,
which surprised her … Sabrina thought she'd played with ALL the
toys.

Of course, Tannenbaum was a
multi-millionaire, maybe a billionaire, nobody knew for sure, which
meant it didn't really matter. He was loaded, and could buy any toy
her wanted.

Even, he thought, Candace.

Tannenbaum walked over to Sabrina with the
toy and when she saw it more clearly, she was at least able to
figure out what went where. There were two lumpy dildos coming out
of one side of it, one clearly for her pussy, the other for her
anus. There were some little pink nubby bits, looked like plastic
or silicon or rubber or something, at the base of one them, which
told her which dildo would be going where, since the nubbins were
obviously for her clit.

And Sabrina was right, one dildo went up her
pussy and the other went up her ass, and nubbins nestled snugly
against her clit when he fastened down the straps that held the
device on her. Once it was on her, it was kind of like a plastic
imitation armored bikini bottom with all sorts of strange bulbous
shapes and buttons and dials and lights.

“That looks comfy,” Tannenbaum said. “Let's
see if we can make you less comfy.”

Tannenbaum held up a couple of things from
the toy wall. Sabrina recognized them instantly, she'd worn them
before. They were small but heavy lead weights that were attached
to nipple clamps. Tannenbaum attached the clamps to her nipples and
the weights dangled on either side of her breasts, tugging at her
nipples at her slightest motion.

They were wonderful, Sabrina thought, but
true to her role as Candace, she looked alarmed.

Tannenbaum sat on the bed and peered at the
front of the device. He pressed several buttons, then nodded and
pressed a final button before laying down on the bed and grabbing
the remote control and lowering a small screen from the ceiling,
which was showing another news program before it even finished
lowering.

Sabrina was side by side with the screen, her
spread legs obviously competing with it to entertain Tannenbaum in
some way. And Sabrina knew exactly what way because when he'd
pressed that final button, the dildos inside her and the nubbins
pressing tightly against her awoke to thrusting, pulsing, vibrating
life, and in a very short while, Sabrina began squirming on the
frame.

 


“What the fuck, is he trying to exhaust her
into submission?” Jack asked as he saw Sabrina squirming again.

“Could be,” said Candace. “Then again,
Sabrina said that some nights she plays with guys for six or eight
hours at a stretch, nonstop.”

“Holy shit,” Jack commented.

“Well … yes,” said Candace. “Can you imagine?
Anyway, she'll use her safeword if she wants out.”

 


Once again Sabrina found herself casually
ignored while Tannenbaum watched his damned news program. It was
wonderfully humiliating. With her legs held wide apart by the bar,
there was no way for her to escape the insidious vibrating and
pulsing of the dildos and nubbins. Her physical helplessness was
intense enough, but her psychological helplessness amplified the
intensity.

And that made her very, very horny, on top of
the unsatisfied arousal of being fucked by Tannenbaum. Sabrina
didn't bother fighting it this time, she leaned into the ecstasy
instead. Candace would have been physically and mentally exhausted
by now, probably well before now, resisting orgasms would have been
well past her. (Sabrina was far from exhausted, though she would
have been glad for a chance to rest.)

And the vibrations and throbbings from
whatever those knobby dildos were doing inside her were getting
more and more intense. They seemed to have sensors that told them
which vibration rates and pulses in which direction got the most
powerful response from Sabrina, because the sensations just got
more and more and more intense as she squirmed under the rack.
Especially when the dildo probe “found” her G-spot, it went at it
relentlessly.

And her squirming set the weights clamped to
her nipples off, every motion of her torso making them pull and tug
at her nipples, arousing her, causing her mild pain, which aroused
her more.

She bit the cock gag a lot, she had to, this
was maddeningly intense.

Tannenbaum, meanwhile, got up and poured
himself a drink and got himself some kind of snack mix, probably a
super delicious billioinaire snack mix of some kind, caviar mixed
with opium and orphan tears maybe, and he watched TV and drank and
snacked and watched while Sabrina squirmed, confident in his toy's
ability to turn Candace into a helpless, squirming sex beast.

And he was right to be confident, because
after a time, it was hard for Sabrina to say how long, Sabrina lost
it. The orgasms began building inside her, and she just writhed.
All she could do, really, bound to the frame as she was, was shake
her butt up and down and raise and lower her head and upper torso,
so she did that, the nipple weights spilling across her chest like
cowboys trying to hang on to a pair of bucking bronco breasts. She
moaned and bit on the cock gag, her eyes wild with pleasure, while
Tannenbaum watched her with a little smirk on his face.

(It was a delicious sight, so humiliating.
She knew Tannenbaum wasn't smirking for her sake, he was smirking
to see Candace reduced to an animal in chains, but it worked even
better for that very reason. It was a REAL evil smirk.)

Sabrina had been through so much sex already
that her orgasmic responses were much slower, much more drawn out,
than usual. She had had six or even eight hour sessions with
Masters before, but they generally included rest periods where they
lay in bed and talked or cuddled, like regular human beings. That
was with real Masters who were into consensual BDSM, though, very
different and far superior men to Tannnenbaum, men Sabrina saw as
demigods rather than subhumans like Tannenbaum.

Even the other men who had MeToo'd her in the
past had been easier, because they were generally through with her
as soon as they had an orgasm. A few of them had been inclined to
fuck her several times, but they, too, had rested with her, not
rested while machines molested her.

Tannebaum's approach was more fiendish than
the rest. Sabrina liked that. Not at the moment, to be fair. She
was too busy moaning and squirming as the vibrations on her clit,
against her G-spot and in her ass drove her mad with pleasure.

And there wasn't a thing she could do about
it, so she just dangled there and squirmed and took it and took it
and took it.

Tannenbaum didn't molest her at all this
time, he must have figured his toy would do it all, and … he was
right.

After what seemed to be a very long time
(Sabrina had lost all track of time, she was just a squirming thing
floating in the air, drooling and moaning and waving her butt in
the air as if it were on fire. (And a sense her ass was on fire,
the fires were just sexual in nature.) The orgasmic build-up ended
eventually and the orgasms began, a long string of them. They
rolled through her mind, swamping it with pleasure, making her body
ripple with passion beneath the frame.

Tannenbaum watched her with that smirk of
his. When at last she hung there limp and exhausted, her body no
longer able to respond to the pleasure, he got up and pressed a few
buttons on her armored G-string and pussy and ass tormentor, and
left her hanging there for a short while, while he finished
watching his news report and had another drink.

Then he got up and removed the toy from her
crotch. Long strings of sex juice broke off as he did so.

“My, you funked that thing up very nicely,”
Tannembaum observed. “That is one used-looking pussy you got
there.”

“Yeh, maff,” Sabrina mumbled, responding
automatically to Tannnenbaum's comment. She didn't think Candace
would be in any condition to rise to any baiting by Tannenbaum,
given that Sabrina herself was not in any condition to rise to his
baiting.

Tannenbum tossed the toy on the bed with the
tail plug and removed her nipple weights. He walked to the wall and
pressed the button and the frame moved away from the bed and then
lowered until Sabrina was resting on the ground with the frame
about half a meter above her.

Tannenbaum unfastened her legs and arms from
the frame and sent it back up to the ceiling while Sabrina laid
there limply, able to rest at last.

“Roll over, slut,” Tannenbaum ordered and
Sabrina uttered a tired “yeff maff” (still gagged) and rolled over
on her stomach. A moment later she groaned as Tannenbaum slowly
worked the butt plug out of her ass. It didn't take long or hurt …
much.

She knew she looked pathetic lying there on
her stomach, and she was OK with that. She knew there were cameras
in the room, videotaping her every move. Looking pathetic worked
very well for their plans, but TRYING to look pathetic, acting
pathetic, as it were, would ruin things.

Fortunately, Sabrina didn't have to act at
all to look pathetic, she just had to lie there and look as worn
out as she was.

“You look like you can use a rest from being
suspended on things and under things,” Tannenbaum said
sympathetically. Sabrina did not respond. “Don't worry, I'm gonna
set you up in a more restful way now.”

Sabrina still said nothing, she just laid
there splayed on the rug, her legs still spread wide, love juices
smeared all over them, drool oozing down her chin.

“On your feet, slave,” Tannenbaum ordered,
holding down a hand.

“Yeff, maff,” Sabrina said. She reached up
and took his hand and struggled to her feet. Tannenbaum left his
hand on her shoulder and guided her over to a familiar bit of sex
furniture, a bondage horse. Bondage horses, unlike sawhorses, came
in a lot of different styles. This one was sturdier than most, but
very simple in design. Its legs had crossbeams a few centimeters
off the ground to keep it from wobbling, wide flat crossbeams.
There were rings set in its legs just above the points where the
crossbeams intersected with the legs of the horse. The top of the
horse was wider than most, almost a third of a meter, and it was
heavily padded, with a dark plastic cover that looked like it would
wipe clean of body fluids easily.

“Step up on the horse, lie face down on it
crosswise, slave,” said Tannenbaum. He had not addressed her as
Candace once they were in his playroom. It was part of Tannenbaum's
fantasy, Sabrina knew. Because it was part of hers, too.

Sabrina did as ordered, stepping up onto the
crossbar and lying down across the horse so that her butt dangled
over one end and her head dangled over the other, this time at
least face down so her neck wasn't being arched backward.

It was like Tannenbaum had thought out this
sequence of events at length, and OF COURSE he had done just that,
ever since Sabrina's call. Maybe long before that – Sabrina wasn't
sure EXACTLY what kind of creep Tannnenbaum was. He could have been
stalking Candace for years, unknown to her.

Tannenbaum tied Sabrina's ankle shackles to
the rings on the horse legs, then he tied each wrist to a ring set
on the top of the horse on either sode of her. She was, once again,
completely naked, her legs spread wide, helpless.

Tannenbaum looked at her for a moment, then
nodded and walked back over to the bed and picked uip the nipple
weight clamps and attached them to her nipples again, so that they
hung from her dangling breasts.

It was a good call, Sabrina thought. Her
breasts would dangle and sway. The weights would dangle and sway,
pulling on her nipples. Candace would have thought it was horrible
so Sabrina made sure to grimace as he put them back on. Playing the
role of Candace here had been surprisingly easy … it had was just
like sexual roleplay only instead of playing a generic damsel in
distress, she was playing a specific person, Candace, in
distress.

And doing it very well. Early on she'd been
afraid that some little nuance, some unguessable physical
difference or manner of speaking or gesturing would give her away.
But Tannenbaum had never shown any sign of guessing that she wasn't
Candace. He probably wasn't a big one for noticing little details
about women like their personalities. His fantasies about women
sort of got pasted over their actual selves. God knows even
ordinary non-rapist men did it often enough.

Well, it was working for her, with
Tannenbaum. Usually it just made things more difficult.

Tannenbaum moved around in front of Sabrina
and she felt him fumbling with the snaps on the cock gag. As
before, he undid three of them and left the gag dangling from the
fourth spike of the spider gag.

Sabrina knew what was coming next and it did.
Tannenbaum grabbed a handful of Sabrina's hair and pulled her head
upright. Then she felt his cock sliding into her mouth through the
ring gag. She was helpless to stop him, bound as she was, and that
felt great. Her hair being pulled while she sucked him off felt
great, too. It hurt, but in a muted way that combined with the
pleasure of sucking a cock very nicely.

For a while Tannenbaum just silently fucked
her mouth with his cock while Sabrina made little coughs and
gagging and retching noises. They seemed to excite Tannenbaum.

Sabrina felt his cock getting harder after a
bit. Like her, he was taking longer to get excited, hence, erect.
But he had had that rest, and Sabrina was perfectly positioned to
be used by him, and in a short while, his cock was hard enough to
be probing the back of her throat.

Sabrina was fine with that, but she knew
Candace wouldn't be, so she ratcheted up the retching and choking
and moaned unhappily, which of course made Tannenbaum harder.

Tannenbaum pulled his cock out of Sabrina's
mouth at one point, then quickly jammed the cock gag back into
Sabrina's mouth and fastened it in place. It was probably his
thing, wanting a woman to always be gagged or eating his cock.
Sabrina understood it. Candace would not have.

But Sabrina's mouth was no long Tannenbaum's
target. Her ass was. She felt a dollop of lube hastily smeared on
her ass and then Tannenbaum was forcing his way into her while she
clutched the ropes that held her arms in place and braced with her
feet, her toes curling as his cock worked its way into her.

She was glad of the cock gag at that point,
glad to have the chance to bite down on it as she felt Tannenbaum's
cock invading her ass.

Tannenbaum took it easy and slow at first. He
knew how to do anal. Then he began working her ass harder and
harder. Sabrina moaned and felt her head swaying and felt the
weights pulling on her nipples as her breasts swayed and most of
all felt Tannenbaum's cock reaming her ass. He was very turned by
it, Sabrina knew, because his cock was very hard. Of course it was
hard, what man's cock wouldn't be hard when he thought he was
ass-fucking one of the most beautiful women on the planet, and one
of the most popular A-list stars in Hollywood? Clearly Tannenbaum
bought into the glamour and mystique of Hollywood to some extent,
which was ironic since his way of celebrating female movie stars'
glamour was rape them.

It was funny when you thought about it, which
Sabrina was emphatically not doing at the moment. She was awash in
sensation, most of it unpleasant. She didn't really like having her
ass fucked as a physical thing. But she loved the submission of it,
yielding her whole body to a Master, even the parts that didn't
have a lot of sexy nerves.

Tannenbaum liked fucking her ass, he was
groaning with pleasure as she clenched on his cock, and clearly
enjoying the way she squirmed beneath him, the moans and cries she
made.

And the tugging of the weights on her nipples
as they swayed in time to Tannenbaum's thrusting were turning
Sabrina on. Her nipples were very sensitive, and the Masters who
knew her well used them well. That whole pain/pleasure thing worked
for her so long as the pain was mild and the pleasure was intense.
And that described the sensations welling up from her breasts to a
T. She made little moans of ecstasy into her gag, knowing they
would arouse Tannenbaum, and they did, his reaming of her ass got
more and more intense, and Sabrina was just a pink thing squirming
on the horse, helpless and in pain and in pleasure and enjoying the
living hell out of it, and hiding her pleasure as she did so. It
was glorious.

Finally Tannenbaum came and pulled out of
her. He left her draped across the horse while he went and got a
towel and cleaned his cock off, leaving Sabrina limp and drooling
from both ends.

When he was through, Tannenbaum put on his
bathrobe and slippers and walked back over to Sabrina and freed her
from the horse. She was vaguely surprised when he also removed her
cock gag and the ring gag, freeing her mouth. Sabrina gently worked
her aching jaw while Tannenbaum watched her.

“That'll do,” said Tannenbaum. “I'm through
with you. Get dressed and leave. There's a signed contract offering
you the role of Tina in Slave Girls of Outer Space on the table.
You'll find the terms quite generous, but your lawyer or mine,
probably both, will want to dicker with it to show they're worth
the ridiculous amounts of money they charge. Doesn't matter, you
got the role. And may I say, I respect you for coming through on
your end. Shows real professionalism, real commitment on your part.
But then, you're a pro, I never heard anything else about you.
Also, by the way, you're a natural submissive, which I know you
don't believe, but really, you should explore that for your own
good.”

“All right,” said Sabrina, keeping her voice
tight and controlled. She knew Candace would be barely holding a
mountain of rage in check at this point, for how Tannenbaum had
treated her, and that she'd suppress it until she got home, so
that's how she played it.

She kept her face still, a mask of rage and
hurt and anger, and she let her body language exprress that as she
silently got dressed, picked up the contract, not looking at
Tannenbaum at all. She grabbed the contract on the desk and walked
out of the room clutching it, the very picture raped woman leaving
the scene of her abuse, clutching the papers that were the symbolic
payment for her very real violation.

In the hallway and through the lobby Sabrina
walked stiffly but briskly to the street (in case there were
cameras monitoring the club's open spaces) where James was waiting
for her in her car, as was Candace.

 






Chapter
7

 


“I guess it seemed horrible to
you”

 


“Oh, god, Sabrina, that was horrible!”
Candace said, embracing Sabrina as she joined Candace in the back
seat of the limo.

Sabrina began sobbing as Candace embraced
her.

“Oh, honey, I should never have asked you to
endure such horrible treatment!” Candace continued. “It was too
much! Too much!”

Sabrina stopped crying.

“Wait … what?” Sabrina asked.

“I saw how you looked and acted, I could tell
Tannenbaum got to you,” Candace consoled her.

Sabrina started laughing … actually, she was
cackling.

“Wait … what?” Candace asked. It was her
turn.

“Oh, god, Candace I had a WONDERFUL time in
there, I mean, the sex and the BDSM weren't that great, except the
toys were pretty good, but the INTENSITY of the feelings I got from
playing you getting fucked by Tannenbaum, it was so GREAT. And it
fed right into my acting. I thought I did my best acting EVER in
that room.”

“Oh, Candace, you did a GREAT job in there,
so much more than I could EVER have done!” Candace exclaimed. “But
what Tannenbaum put you through!”

“That?” Sabrina asked, smirking. “I guess it
seemed horrible to you, but to me, it was a kind of mediocre Friday
night.”

“Ah,” said Candace, looking at Sabrina
wide-eyed. She'd watched everything that had happened in the room
with Tannenbaum through the secret cameras they'd hidden throughout
the room. She'd known objectively that Sabrina did that sort of
thing, and she'd watched a few kinky porn videos that James had
provided her, but it was one thing to imagine Sabrina doing it and
enjoying it and another to see her

doing it and enjoying it.

Sabrina handed Candace the contract. “Plans
to the Death Star, sis,” Sabrina said. “Make it worth it.”

Candace took the contract. “I will do my very
best to match your performance, but no guarantees. You were
great!”

“Yeah, I was,” said Sabrina, smiling. “I'm
gonna go home now and have a shower and sleep the sleep of a girl
who's been used hard and put up wet.”

“Yay?” said Candace.

“Yay,” said Sabrina.

James kept silent, as seeemed wise, but he
was smiling. He was so glad Sabrina was OK and the contract would
work. He just hoped the the result would be worth it.

 










Chapter 8

 


“I'll be the one with all
EVIDENCE!”

 


Revenge is a dish best served cold, they say,
and Candace and Sabrina let their revenge get very cold indeed,
mostly for practical reasons. They kept silent about Tannenbaum
while “Slave Girls of Outer Space” was made, and also during the
early part of its theatrical run. The movie was, as expected, a
hit. It made Tannenbaum and Candace more millions than they already
had, and since Sabrina got 10 percent of Candace's earnings per
their deal, it made her more money than she had ever seen in her
life.

But that was just the beginning.

James was very busy working with Candace and
a video editor known for her discretion, and with the private
detective. They needed one extra bit of footage of Tannembaum, so
they bugged Tannenbaum and eventually they got it. Jack had been
confident that they would: if you fucked one of Hollywood's top
stars, of course you'd brag about it to SOMEONE.

With its box office success and its offbeat
plot “Slave Girls Of Outer Space” was an awards winner, and Candace
even scored a Best Actress nomination at the Oscars. Candace didn't
win, but she announced a special event following the Oscars, a
“celebration of the man who made Slave Girls of Outer Space a
reality on Earth.” By which she meant Roscoe Tannenbaum.

Candace had promised some racy
behind-the-scenes footage from the production of “Slave Girls of
Outer Space” would be screened at the event, so most of the news
crews that had showed up at the Oscars left a cameraman and a
lower-level talking head on hand to cover it because the footage
might be juicy stuff, considering all the nudity and strong sexual
content that “Slave Girls of Outer Space” contained. (It had just
squeaked by with an R rating, by design.) It meant Candace's event
got a lot more coverage than it would have otherwise, when most
news editors were inclined to dismiss it as just another bit of
awards show shmoozing.

The news crews and invited guests filed into
the conference room Candace had rented for her event and set up
while the audience filed in. Knowing that the patience of the news
crews would be very limited after a long night covering the much
more newsworthy Oscars, they set things up fast.

“Hello, and welcome to our little event,”
said Candace. She was dressed in a glittering evening gown that
showed a lot of cleavage and had a slit that damn near came up to
her waist. She looked lovely, very runway-ready. “We've got some
little surprises for you tonight, and don't be surprised if your
footage splashes ahead of the other Oscar footage. And I want to
take this opportunity to welcome a very special guest, Roscoe
Tannenbaum! Stand up, Roscoe!”

Tannenbaum, still dressed in his Oscar tux,
rose and smiled and waved. He had not expected to be honored by
Candace, but he wasn't surprised, either. Lots of people who hated
his guts privately had honored him publicly. It was how the game
was played in Hollywood, and a lot of other places, too.

“And now I'd like to introduce to you the
main speaker for this event, a very dear friend and co-worker of
mine, my double on “Slave Girls of Outer Space,” Sabrina
Sinclair!”

Sabrina sashayed onto the stage and the
audience suddenly got very attentive, because Sabrina was dressed
in a barely-there microbikini, done in the same silvery glitter as
Candace's gown, but much less of it.

Flashbulbs popped frantically as Candace and
Sabrina hugged and smiled at one another in a relaxed and friendly
manner, not the stiff and formal pose of two people who were just
making nice for a camera.

The newsmen were very glad to see Sabrina,
this was the sort of salacious eye candy that often showed up in
Oscar coverage. Even if the rest of the event was a pure puff
piece, they had this at the very least.

“Sabrina will do the talking tonight, but
I'll be right here to answer questions, as required,” sand Candace.
Candace knew damn well they stood a better chance of getting
coverage if mostly naked Sabrina was the focus of the event. She
stepped away from the podium and Sabrina stepped forward.

“Thank you, Candace,” Sabrina said, smiling.
The newsmen found it uncanny, looking at the two of them. Although
they were dressed differently, their hair and makeup was just the
same, so that it appeared that they were looking at the same woman
in two different outfits.

Tannenbaum had lost his relaxed demeanor. He
didn't know what was going on, but he knew something was up.

“My resemblance to Candace has served me very
well,” Sabrina said. “It has gotten me roles as her stunt double in
quite a few movies. But for “Slave Girls Of Outer Space,” I did a
different sort of stunt doubling. You see, when Candace and Mr.
Tannenbaum were negotiating for the role of Tina, Mr. Tannenbaum
told Candace she could have the role on one condition: that he
agree to be her sex toy for a night.”

Tannenbaum was on his feet immediately.

“That's a lie!” he shouted.

“It is NOT a lie!” Sabrina shouted right
back. “Roll tape!”

The screen behind Sabrina lit up, with an
image of Tannenbaum and Sabrina (or was it Candace, the newsmen
wondered) sitting at a table where the following conversation
ensued:

 


“Well there is that,” Sabrina was saying. “I
know you are an important man in this town, but as you say, I can
put butts in seats, so I hope you understand that if I don't get
the role of Tina after I let you fuck me, there could be
consequences for you.”

“Oh, let's not put things so harshly,” said
Tannenbaum on the screen, his eyes glittering. “Let's just say I
respect your standing in this town, and I know better than to try
to cheat you.”

 


“FAKE!” Tannenbaum yelled at the screen.
“It's a fake! I never! She never!”

He realized suddenly that he might say
something that could cost him if things went badly, so he shouted,
“I'll see you in COURT, Candace! You can't do this!” and stormed
out of the room.

“Yeah, I'll see YOU in court, and you'll know
me, I'll be the one with all EVIDENCE!” Candace yelled at
Tannenbaum's hastily retreating back.

The news cameramen knew enough to catch
everything on their cameras, and the talking heads were suddenly
alert, eyes bright. They realized that they had stumbled onto a
story that would actually trump most of the Oscar coverage.

“Candace!” one of them cried, “Regina
Wiggins, WXIA. Did you have sex with Tannenbaum so you could get
the role of Tina in “Slave Girls of Outer Space?”

“No, I did not,” Candace replied. “Sabrina
did. Ask her about it.”

All eyes turned to Sabrina.

“Sabrina, what about it?” Wiggins asked.

“Yes, I had sex with Roscoe Tannenbaum so
Candace could get the role of Tina,” said Sabrina.

The newspeople immediately broke out into an
excited gabble of questions.

“I'm sorry, I can't answer your questions if
I can't understand them,” said Sabrina calmly. “Maybe you should
take turns. Or maybe just watch the video we've prepared, it shows
exactly what went down and constitutes proof of our
allegations.”

“Wait! You've got PROOF?” Meredith Jamieson
of WPOP cried.

“Yes, we have proof,” said Sabrina. “We got
the whole thing on video, and we'd love to show it to you. But
anyone under 18 should leave the room, as it's quite explicit.
Also, anyone who's triggered by rape imagery might want to leave.
There's a lot of that.”

“Wait a minute, wait a minute!” cried Jenny Fortson of WMAM. “Are
you saying that Candace hired you to fuck Tannenbaum so she could
get the role of Tina?”

“Not exactly,” said Sabrina. “Sabrina hired
me to help her expose Tannenbaum's attempt to MeToo her. The
scenario we came up with had the happy side effect of getting her
the role of Tina. Win win win all around.”

“So she didn't just pay you to fuck
Tannenbaum while pretending to be her?” Fortson asked.

“No, of course not,” said Sabrina. “I
wouldn't have done it under those terms.”

“Do you have any evidence of that?” Fortson
asked. She was clearly angling for a story about Candace pimping
Sabrina out to Tannenbaum.

“Isn't this press conference proof enough?”
Sabrina asked. “Do you think we would have held it if the object
were just to get Candace that role? No we would not have. Candace
would have gotten the role and no one would have been the
wiser.”

“Could we see the evidence?” Wiggins
asked.

“Yes, you can,” said
Sabrina. “Roll the video, please. And we have unedited copies of
the videos available for all of you on a server at
www.crimesoftannenbaum.com,
as well as edited copies.”

By now more journalists were hurrying into
the room as the reporters called their websites, tv and radio
stations, publications and whatnot and let them know something big
was coming through.

The house lights dimmed and a 20 minute video
came on that told the story of the transaction between Candace and
Tannenbaum, and Sabrina and Candace, and then Sabrina and
Tannenbaum. The Sabrina/Tannenbaum section was of necessity quite
explicit, with video blurring to conceal naughty bits. It was a lot
like watching hardcore Japanese porn, except that Sabrina wasn't
crying constantly, though the initial blowjob was just horrifying
to watch. And of course, Tannenbaum was uglier than your average
male pornstar.

When it ended there was a moment of silence.
No one in the audience had expected it to be so … explicit.

“Sabrina, that looked like a really harrowing
experience,” said Jamieson. “How did you stand it? Did you really
do that just for revenge?”

“Well first of all, thank you for saying it
was harrowing,” said Sabrina. “It was my finest performance, I
think. As far as the sexual activities were concerned, it wasn't as
good as most Friday nights to me. I was having a good time, but
mostly because I was playing the role of Candace in that situation,
who wouldn't have been having a good time, since she's not kinky
and she's not at all attracted to men like Tannenbaum.”

“Wait … what?” Jamieson said, totally
surprised by Sabrina's answer, temporarily knocked out of her
journalist role. Blunt honesty confused her.

“So, are you attracted to Tannenbaum?” asked
Wiggins.

“I didn't say that, did I?” Sabrina asked. “I
said I was attracted to men LIKE Tannenbaum, and by that I meant
kinky men, dominant men, the kind of men who can give submissive,
kinky me a great time on a Friday night. Or any night. But I also
mean men who will listen when I say “No,” men who give me safe
words and safe signs so I can stop things at any time, men who will
honor those safe words.”

“Tannenbaum gave you a safeword!” Fortson
cried.

“Not really,” said Sabrina. “Tannenbaum made
the safeword conditional, remember? He said if I used it, Candace
didn't get the role. That's not a safeword! That's just rape and
sexual harassment with a veneer of safety, and a very thin veneer
at that. Safewords aren't conditional. Would you respect a
lifeguard who would only come to rescue you if you signaled
distress if you also agreed to give him a blowjob afterward,
otherwise he throws you back in the water?”

“I see your point,” said Fortson.

“So you agreed to do this because you're
kinky?”

“No,” said Sabrina. “I agreed to do it
because a LOT of men in this town have done the same thing to me,
and I wanted to expose one for once.”

“So you can name a lot of other men who have
done the same thing to you that Tannenbaum tried to do to
Candace?”

“Yes,” said Sabrina. “But I there's a big
difference here … I don't have any objective evidence. It would all
be he said/she said. However, if any other woman wants to publicly
accuse any of the men who MeToo'd me, I'll add my voice and my
story, for what it's worth.”

“So would you characterize what Tannenbaum
did to you as rape, given that you like that sort of thing and
voluntarily agreed to do it on Candace's behalf?” Fortson
asked.

“Sure it was rape,” said Sabrina. “Or more
accurately, attempted rape. Tannenbaum wanted to rape Candace, but
he didn't get to, but he still THOUGHT he was raping Candace, I
think that's VERY evident from the videos. And if you think that
Candace isn't the ONLY person whom Tannenbaum has raped, you're a
very naive person.”

“Candace, do you feel that you were raped by
Tannenbaum?” Wiggins asked.

“No, given that he fucked Sabrina and not
me,” said Candace. “But I feel that he TRIED to rape me. He THOUGHT
he raped me, very clearly.”

“Sabrina, do you feel that you were raped by
Tannenbaum?”

“That's a difficult one,” said Sabrina
thoughtfully. “I volunteered for the experience, true, but as
Candace says, Tannenbaum definitely thought he was raping Candace
and not me, so some kind of rape event occurred. I'm content to let
the law work it out, the important thing as far as I'm concerned is
that everyone should know what kind of man Tannenbaum is, and what
he did. He's a rapist, by intent and by practice.”

“So this is all about revenge?” asked
Fortson.

“Not just revenge,” said Sabrina. “By
exposing Tannenbaum, we hope to show that the rottenness in
Hollywood didn't end with Weinstein. We hope it will help make it
more difficult for other men to use their power and wealth to rape
and sexually harass women. It's all good, as far as we're
concerned.”

“This event occurred almost two years ago,
when “Slave Girls Of Outer Space” was being cast,” said Jamieson,
who'd been writing in her notebook. “So you sat on the story for
almost two years. Why didn't you expose Tannenbaum sooner?”

“Candace, you want to take this one?” Sabrina asked.

“Yes,” said Candace. “We held off on this for
a number of reason, the main one being that exposing Tannenbaum
immediately was likely to at least delay and maybe even sink the
production of “Slave Girls of Outer Space.” And yes, I stood to
lose a great deal of money if the deal didn't go through. But so
did a lot of people: this was an A-list film, hundreds of millions
of dollars were at stake, and hundreds, maybe thousands of people
would lose money if I exposed Tannenbaum immediately. When I
thought about it, there was something kind of self-centered and
greedy about risking the whole production when I could just as
easily bring it out now, after everybody, not just me, got
paid.”

“But how many women might Tannenbaum have
raped over the last two years?” Fortson asked.

“I don't know, do you?” Candace asked.

“I don't, but you are the one who says
Tannenbaum is a rapist,” said Fortson. “Surely you don't think he
stopped after you?”

“Of course not, but I'm not responsible for
Tannenbaum raping people, Tannenbaum is,” said Candace. “I just
figured to shut down Tannenbaum with the best outcome for all
concerned, including myself, and this was the best solution we
could come up with.”

“Some people might say you and Sabrina waited
just to get paid yourselves,” said Fortson.

“You can second-guess us if you want,” said
Candace. “But once again, if the only object was to get paid, we
could have just taken the role and the money and gone on … nobody
would know. We chose this hard route instead.”

“Have you had any contact with law
enforcement about this?” Wiggins asked.

“Not yet,” said Candace. “We anticipate we'll
be speaking with law enforcement soon after news gets out, and we
have all our primary data sources ready to give to the appropriate
law enforcement agency. We'll gladly cooperate with them.”

“What if the law enforcement decides to
prosecute you for entrapment, or for concealing a crime?” Fortson
asked.

“We've consulted with our law firm about
this, of course,” said Candace. “And of course, they are appalled
at what we've done. But they don't think we are likely to have a
problem. We're not the ones who committed a crime, or tried to
anyway.”

James smiled as he heard this. Benson of
Benson & Hedges, Esquires, had run around like his head was on
fire at first, “appalled” was putting it mildly. And Benson's
reason for thinking they wouldn't be prosecuted was that the optics
of prosecuting the victims of a crime rather than the perpetrator
were just horrible, especially given the very raw footage of
Tannenbaum raping the woman he thought was Candace.

Which was another reason for getting the
story out before it could be quashed by a judge. The tapes were
truly damning.

Jack went down his list of points they had
wanted to cover and found that they had covered all of them. They
had agreed to stop talking once they got their points out, mostly
at their lawyers' insistence. Benson had been on the point of
crying over their decision to hold the event in the first place, he
had been utterly opposed to it. But Candace and Sabrina had been
unmovable on that point. Legal risks be damned, they were going to
let the world know what Tannenbaum was. The best Benson had been
able to do had been to get their promise to stop talking once
they'd made their points. Which they had.

Jack caught Sabrina's eye and made a slashing
sign over his throat, Sabrina nodded and stepped up to the
microphone.

“And that will be all we'll be saying
tonight,” said Sabrina. “Thank you all very much for coming and
feel free to grab any of the supporting materials we have brought
to this event.”

Jack walked over to the table and waved his
hand, smiling.

The newspeople still tried to get more
questions in, but Sabrina and Candace would say nothing. They had
taken their shot, it was time to shut up and deal with the
consequences.

 


The consequences came thick and fast at
first. The story made national news. Jack and Sabrina holed up in
Candace's mansion, which had a fence and a security guard to keep
crazed fans out, who now kept crazed reporters out.

Benson spent almost as much time in the
mansion as they did at first, because there were a lot of police
who wanted the evidence they had. The county sheriff's office and
the Hollywood police department had a fine jurisdictional squabble
over it. And they were visited by several district attorneys,
detectives and whatnot who would have been terrifying except that
no one at the mansion would talk to any of them without their
lawyer being present, and Benson had a way of puncturing any
attempts at threats or bullying they made. They weren't arrested or
booked or made to “go downtown” though there was the occasional
threat along those lines.

“We're not the criminals!” Candace told about
the fourth DA to threaten her. “Go after the criminals! Stop trying
to bully their victims!”

“You and Sabrina do not fit the classical
mold of “victim” very well,” the DA replied.

“No, we do not, as Tannenbaum now knows,”
said Candace, giving the DA a meaningful look. “But Tannenbaum, he
fits the classic mold of “rapist” very well.”

Benson, after his initial dismay with Candace
and Sabrina's decidedly nonlegal policy of telling the truth early
and often, wound up very happy with them.

“This case is truly a legalistic furball,” he
said happily. “We're sure there's been a rape but we're not sure
who got raped. Tannenbaum's lawyers are claiming that since no one
will admit to having been personally raped by him, that there was
no rape. But there's no way he can get around the fact that his
clear intent was to use the role of Tina to make you have sex with
him. If he were an ordinary rapist we'd have him cold, but he's got
some very good lawyers, so it's going to be a real bear to get him
behind bars.”

“But you WILL get him behind bars, won't
you?” Candace asked.

“Oh, yes ma'am, that we will,” said Benson.
“I've got some back channels to the DA's office, and they are sure
they can get a conviction here. They're pissed as hell about you
holding on to the evidence for as long as you did, and then for
exposing Tannenbaum the way you did, but … they do love all that
evidence you collected, even if they don't love the way you
collected it.”

“If we hadn't collected it the way we did,
they'd be complaining that it was a “he said/she said” case,”
Sabrina pointed out.

“Yes, they would,” agreed Benson.

“How do they think we should have collected
the evidence?” Sabrina asked.

“You should have gone to the police initially
and let them put a wiretap on you,” Benson said.

“A wiretap?” Sabrina asked. “Don't you think
Tannenbaum would have noticed I was wearing a wiretap when I was
naked?” Sabrina asked.

“Yes,” said Benson. “It wouldn't have worked
at all. But it's the way the police would have preferred it.”

“Jesus,” Sabrina muttered, “no wonder people
don't respect the cops.”

“Well, that and shooting unarmed black men a
lot,” Benson said, nodding.

 


Sometime during the weeks of being besieged
by newspeople and district attorneys, Sabrina and Candace were
lounging by the pool and drinking white wine spritzers.

“I've been thinking about this whole thing,”
Candace said.

“It's about time somebody did,” Sabrina said,
nodding.

“I've been thinking about how we might
capitalize further on this whole thing,” Candace said.

“I thought you were being offered scripts
left and right,” said Sabrina.

“Yeah, I have,” said Candace. “Not great
scripts, but scripts. Mostly either saint or sinner scripts, you
know?”

“No, I don't know,” Sabrina said.

“Well I'm getting a lot of offers of Lifetime
wronged-woman type scripts. Saints, you know? Also, I'm getting
lots of sexy woman roles, nude scenes, sex scenes, that sort of
thing. That was to be expected, of course, after “Slave Girls of
Outer Space” but these roles don't have much character to them
beyond “sexy woman.” Are you gettting any offers?”

“Tons,” said Sabrina. “Every kinky porn video
maker in America wants me in a starring role. Beyond that, I've got
offers in a lot of sexy B-movies and erotic thrillers and even a
couple of romantic comedies.”

“Rom-coms?” Candace asked. “Really?”

“Really,” said Sabrina. “Mostly stunt
casting, mostly involving kinkiness of some kind, but you know,
legit movie roles. I never used to get OFFERED roles. I'm loving
it!”

“I'm glad to hear things are looking up for
you professionally,” said Candace. “I was afraid Tannenbaum's
influence might dry up the offers for both of us, but from what
I've heard from my agent and my friends, we've already destroyed
Tannenbaum professionally. Nobody wants to be known as a person
who'd work with him after those videos went out.”

“That was the point,” said Sabrina.

“Anyway, I was thinking about how wonderful
it was that I know someone who looks just like me and is a topnotch
actress and who's relatively inhibition-free,” Candace said.

“Guilty as charged,” said Sabrina.

“So I was thinking how we could work this to
both our advantages,” said Candace. “We're extremely popular right
now. So, why not do a movie together? Take full advantage of our
publicity?”

“Hell, Candace, you know I've got your back
on anything you want to do and will work with you on anything,”
Sabrina said.

“I know,” said Candace. “But I want you in on
this because you think it's a good idea for you, not just out of
friendship.”

“So all right, what is this idea of yours?”
Sabrina asked.

“Well, some of the movies I've been offered
have been erotic thrillers,” said Candace. “Erotic thrillers covers
a lot of ground: most of them are little more than softcore porn,
but some serious adult erotic thrillers have been made. But most of
the serious erotic thrillers aren't all THAT erotic, primarily
because the female leads have limits on what they're willing to do
onscreen. There are some lines you can't safely cross when you're
on the A-list. Unless, of course, you have a double who can really
act and who can do the things you can't.”

“That would be me,” said Sabrina.

“And the other part of this is, we use our
celebrity here,” Candace said, nodding. “We go into the film as
co-stars, and we market the film as much sexier than other erotic
thrillers. Maybe much kinkier, too.”

“You know, I've been thinking about doing
something along the same lines, but in a different genre,” Sabrina
said. “I didn't think you'd like it so I didn't mention it.”

“What genre?” Candace asked.

“A rom-com,” said Sabrina. “Rom-coms tend to
be aimed at women, and it's assumed that women won't like explicit
sex scenes, or kinky sex scenes that involve submissive women.”

“What?” Candace asked.

“Yeah, most of them involve submissive men,
you know, for the humor of it,” said Sabrina.

“It sounds really stupid,” said Candace.

“It is,” said Sabrina. “Anyway, I was
thinking a rom com involving you as the star and me doing a lot of
really raunchy sex scenes as your character could work.”

“It could,” said Candace.

 


Epilog

 


Twelve months later, Candace and Sabrina
hosted another event, celebrating their latest movie, “Crazy Aunts
and Scary Uncles,” a kinky rom-com set on an alternate Earth where
all women wore collars and all men were glad of it. The movie
looked to be a tremendous success, and the guests had a great time
and Sabrina rewarded the newsmen who attended with a truly
eye-catching costume that was sure to get some coverage. Sadly, one
audience member was missing. He couldn't even watch on TV or via
the Web because he didn't have a TV or an Internet device in his
cell.

 


The End

 





About Pat
Powers

 


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.

Pat Powers is a writer who lives in the Deep
South. He has seen alligators, bears, rattlesnakes, water moccasins
and copperheads in the wild. (OK, ONE of the alligators he's seen
in the wild was in a park.) You can check out his blog at
http://patpowersrocks.blogspot.com/

 


You can email Pat Powers at
patpowers1995@yahoo.com.

 


Pat Powers enjoys reading, cycling, travel,
dining out and watching hilariously bad B movies. He loves to laugh
and to make others laugh. He believes the secret to writing about
adult topics is to bring one's humanity to the topic, and let it
inform the humanity of the characters. Plus, keep it raunchy!

 


Other Books By Pat Powers On
Smashwords




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!

 


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.

 


Other Smashwords Novellas and Short Stories
By Pat Powers

 


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: “Emmalina's Rape”
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
“nonconsesual,” “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, including lots and lots
of sexual bondage and (consensual) sex slavery. Sorry if that makes
the stories 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, two of the novels listed below are not
erotica, they're science fiction, though they're very much adult
science fiction, and are clearly identified as not erotica. Let
there be no confusion!

 


 Crazy Aunts & Scary Uncles

 


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!

 


 


 Other Collar World Books

(in order of publication, no timeline,
they're all standalones)

 


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 (see
above)

 


Crazy Aunts and Scary Uncles 2: Emmalina's
Rape (you're reading it, you idiot!)

 


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 writing as Barry
Anderson (not erotica, it's SF)

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.

Fortunately, the crew of the Don't Make Me
Come In There seem much more inclined to make love than to make
war, but can the Participation Prize command staff be blamed for
looking a gift slave girl in the mouth? Among other places? 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!

 


Coming Soon To Collar World

 


Looker (Working title, subject to
change)

A story about a slavegirl who likes to
watch.

 


 Other Stories By Pat Powers

 


The Adventures of Jenkie Jenkins,
Interstellar Sex Reporter

Science fiction space opera, humor. Sex
slavery, sexual bondage, hucows, public sex, public nudity

 


Tavern Sluts

Compilation of three sexual bondage/sex
slavery stories set in The Smiling Slut Tavern.

 


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/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

 


So This Is My Life Now ...

Science Fiction, lesbianism, sex slavery,
sexual bondage

 


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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