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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, and not the product of an evil conspiracy to control the Internet. We just want that understood!

My second day on the beach, I was finally able to relax and enjoy myself. It's always that way, the echoes of work and schedules and being on top of the job and getting organized and at the beach takes at least a day to wear off before I could let the sand and the sun and and the semi-tropical breezes wash away my cares.

I was finally rested and ready to meet some men. I had come to the beach with a feeling that it might be nice to have a fling. So I put on my skimpiest thong bikini, bought in the depths of winter in the middle of a string of 60 hour work weeks when I had to have something to make me feel like there were good times ahead of me somewhere. It was just narrow tan straps with a pair of straining tan triangles that threatened to allow the ripe curves of my large breasts to spill out in front, and a tiny tan triangle that concealed my lady parts, which I had to keep shaved bare to fit under the triangle.

It was the sort of outfit that might get me arrested anywhere but the beach, and maybe chased off some beaches, but the beach on little-known Magnolia Key, while not really a nudist beach, was very relaxed about swimwear, and as long as genitals and nipples were covered, nobody cared. It was a playground mostly for the wealthy, and the standards were adjusted for mistresses and trophy wives as well as regulation wives. And for vacationing emergency room nurses.

I also put on my collar on. Well I called it my collar, it didn't look like a collar, it was a simple steel band with pendant attached to it that was a nice large green topaz-ish stone that rested at the base of my throat, contrasting nicely with my artificially tanned skin. It looked innocent enough, but it had its secret. 

I also put a little moisturizer in my hair and brushed it out really well, because the sea breeze was going to frizz it out fast, and I was very pleased with my lustrous brown hair.

So after my morning coffee and some grapefruit and toast at the hotel restaurant, I slathered on some sun block, put on my sunglasses, picked up my cooler with the huge beach towel on top of it and my beach umbrella and marched out into the bright sands, blue waters and sea breeze.

I found a great spot not far from the Trade Winds Hotel beach access, just off the strip of sand that beachgoers patrolled throughout the day. I spread out my beach towel and pulled my weathered copy of “Far Tortuga,” my favorite beach read, and poured myself some nice pink chablis into a paper cup from the bottle in the cooler as I settled in to the adventures of a group of desperate turtle hunters on the Cayman Islands. I regularly peeked out over the top of the book to watch people passing by. I also kept an eye on couple of cute little fiddler crabs that would occasionally scuttle onto my beach towel as they did their crabby business.

It was heaven, it was bliss, it was all that I had looked forward to. I wiggled my toes in sheer pleasure as the warm sea breeze caressed my body and the waves hissed along the shore and the chablis gave me a nice mild buzz. 

About ninety minutes in I was in a deep state of relaxation, not drowsing, but not thinking of a damn thing, just lying there soaking it all in, when I noticed some splashing and distressed noises coming from the blue stripe of sea in front of me.

I looked up and saw a small brown child struggling and fighting in the water, and a large triangular fin trailing behind him. The whole world suddenly geared down into slow-motion horror mode as I dropped my book and rose to my feet as if pulled. I started running toward the child at top speed, without even being conscious of doing so.

I wasn't the only one who was running, there were several people beelining for the struggling child, most of them farther away than me. The closest was a barrel chested man with shoulder-length hair who was coming up from behind the shark. A tiny portion of the shark's caudal fin was projecting above the water, and when the man was almost upon the shark, he leapt forward and grabbed the shark just in front of the caudal fin at the shark's rear. He dug his feet into the water, dragging the shark backward. 

The shark open its jaws wide and shook its head, and the child was flung loose, as it happened, straight in my direction. I did not pause to think, I immediately scooped the child up out of the water. It was very obvious where he'd been bitten … his left leg was bleeding copiously just below the knee. There was a ragged bite where his calf should have been. 

I saw some of the blood spurting. Arterial bleeding, possibly the femoral artery. I immediately pressed hard on the site of the bleeding to stop the arterial blood flow. Once I had the spurting stopped I carried the child to my blanket. Several people followed me. 

“Call 911!” I yelled. “Tell them we need a helicopter ambulance, now!” hoping someone would get the idea. I was glad to see two people immediately run to their beach towels and start rummaging through their belongings, undoubtedly searching for a cell phone.

I had not brought my phone with me to the beach. The last thing I had wanted was a call from work. Instead, my work had come to me. I inspected the child as thoroughly as I could. He looked to be about ten, healthy and strong except for the shark bite, a handsome young boy but now with a glazed, distant look and occasional calls for his mommy. He was losing blood from veinous bleeding, but slowly, now that I had stopped the arterial bleeding. His pulse was rapid and his breathing was fast and shallow. All classic symptoms of shock, and not at all surprising.

The arterial bleeding was the big risk. As long as I could keep that staunched, he had a chance. Direct pressure was the preferred method, and it was working, so I would stay with that.

“Excuse, me, lady, do you know what you're doing?” someone asked, possibly alarmed at the veinous bleeding that was still occurring.

“Yes,” I said calmly, “I'm an emergency room nurse. Now where is that helicopter ambulance?”

“On the way,” said a middle-aged woman in a flowered cover up with a smart phone in her hand.

“Is there anything we can do?” someone asked. 

“Find his parents,” I said, and was gratified to see people start looking around for someone Hispanic-looking that might be the boy's parents.

“He's not your kid?” someone else asked.

“No,” I said.

“Would you like a robe or a jacket?” someone asked.

“No,” I said. I was not going to think about another fucking thing on Earth until the helicopter ambulance crew landed and I had the child safely handed off.

I spend another few minutes lying on the blanket, telling the boy he was gonna be all right in a soft voice and asking him his name in the same soft voice. He was in shock, shouting and screaming at him would do no good. On about a third request I got an soft, “Roberto,” in response.

“His name is Roberto,” I announced. “Find Roberto's parents.”

I had to release my pressure on his artery for a second to relieve the pressure and the blood spurted out, making some people gasp in surprise, then I shut it down again. 

“Helicopter is here!” someone said, pointing and at the same time a distant whuff-whuffing rose over the beach sounds. 

“We found Roberto's parents!” someone else shouted, followed shortly by the arrival of a young Hispanic couple. The mother was surprisingly calm. No screaming, no tears, she just knelt beside me and said, “My Roberto, what happened?”

“He was attacked by a shark,” several people in the crowd said.

“Give him to me, I will hold him,” the mother said.

“Do you know how to keep pressure on femoral artery to keep it from bleeding?” I asked.

“No,” she replied.

“Well then maybe I should keep holding him,” I said. “I'm an ER nurse, and the shark bit through his femoral artery, and we need to keep it closed. But by all mean, touch him and talk to him, let him know you are here.”

As I spoke, the whuff-whuffing of the helicopter ambulance got much louder, and soon I had to move to protect Roberto from the sand grains that the helicopter blades were whipping into a sandstorm. My back stung as the grains blasted it, and many in the crowd retreated before them. I stayed in position, along with Roberto's parents and some hard-core gawkers, which included the barrel-chested man who had chased off the shark.

The ambulance medics arrived in seconds. The first two came at a dead run, kneeling down beside me. “We'll take him, ma'am,” one of them said.

“Yes, but first you need to know that Roberto was bitten by a shark, his femoral artery was severed, and I'm putting direct pressure on the artery to prevent bleed-out. Maybe you'd like to take over applying the pressure, then take the child,” I said.

“Right,” said the medic. “You a professional?”

“I work as an ER nurse,” I said. “Right now I'm on vacation … or thought I was.”

I felt the medic's finger pressed on top of mine.

“I'm ready to take over when you are,” said the medic.

“Go,” I said, slipping my finger out from under his. My finger was numb.

The medic pressed down hard on the artery but not before a spurt of blood came out. The stretcher arrived and there was much shouting over the sound of the helicopter.

“Are you Roberto's mother?” the medic asked.

“No,” I said. “This is his mother and father,” I said, nodding toward the parents who knelt beside me on the blanket.

“Can you come with us, please?” the medic asked the parents.

“Yes, of course,” said the parents, and in a moment the whole crew was trotting toward the helicopter. I knew why they wanted the parents along. Blood donors. Roberto had undoubtedly lost a lot of blood in the water.

The helicopter lifted off and I stood there in my formerly sexy thong bikini, now smeared with blood along with a fair amount of my skin, with blood smeared all over my beach towel and my back still stinging from the sandstorm the helicopter had produced. People were smiling and patting me on the back and calling me a hero, but I didn't feel all heroic. This was what I had gone on vacation to escape.

I knew I had done the right thing, but I wished I had not had to, in that moment.

“You did a great job on Roberto there,” said someone, and I saw it was the barrel-chested shark grabber.

“Thank you,” I said, looking at him with interest. He was handsome, with wavy brown hair, a strong chin and cool, intelligent eyes. His hands were bleeding, I noticed. “You're the one who got the shark off him. What happened to your hands?”

He held up his hands, and I saw they had a lot of tiny cuts in them, and were bleeding slowly. It looked like my work was not yet done with me, but perhaps …

“Shark skin is kinda rough,” he said. “That thing was thrashing all over and I had to keep a firm grip on him or get bitten. It's nothing.”

“It won't be nothing if those cuts get infected,” I said. “Come on, my room is right in that hotel behind us. I've got some first aid supplies.” (Of course I HAD brought my first aid kit along. You can take the nurse out of the emergency room, but you can't take the emergency room out of the nurse.)

He nodded. “All right,” he said. I found this slightly off. He should have “Aw, shucksed” and “You've already done enough ma'am.” Perhaps he had an ulterior motive. Well that was all right, so did I.

I picked up my stuff and we headed to my room. I dumped the bloody towel into a laundry bag … even my cooler had blood on it … then I got out my first aid kit.

“Name's Matt, Matt Bergson,” Matt said as he held out his right hand. It was a mess, filled with small cuts and bits of sand.

“I'm Nicole, Nicole Duquesne,” I said, taking his hand in mine and beginning the task of cleaning it. 

“So, how close were we to having a dead child out there?” Matt asked as I cleaned his hand. 

“Very close,” I said. “With the femoral artery severed, you can bleed to death in about three minutes.”

“So that's why you were so focused on staunching the blood,” Matt said. “I heard you say you were some kind of nurse.”

“Yes, I'm an emergency room nurse,” I said.

“So you deal with stuff like this all the time,” Matt said.

“God, no,” I said feelingly. “We rarely get children with extreme trauma in the ER. Mostly it's old people who are circling the drain with heart, lung or kidney problems. For kids it's mostly minor injuries. Sometimes auto accident victims … but I don't want to think about it, I'm on vacation. What do you do?”

“I'm in finance,” said Matt. “It's pretty dull stuff, by comparison.”

“You're in finance,” I said as spread mercurochrome on the cuts. “Pardon me for saying so, but you see kinda young and buff to be in finance.”

“I'm going to take that as a compliment,” Matt said with a grin. “I'm a stock trader, a lot of us are young, and some of us are buff, I'm just a big believer in staying fit,” he said almost defensively. “And you're one to talk … you look more like a model than a nurse.”

“I'll take that as a compliment, too,” I said with a big smile as I wrapped gauze around his hand and taped it off. I took his other hand and started treating it, looking at him with a smile. “Do you live here on Magnolia Key?”

“Well I have a summer house here,” he said. “I like to come here and relax when I can. I actually work out of New York, but I'm trying to set it up so I can telecommute.”

“That would be nice,” I said, “because it's a hell of a regular commute.”

“Yes,” Matt agreed with a nod. “But worth it, at times. Where do you live?”

“I'm from Raleigh,” I said. “Went to school there, and liked it, so I stayed. I just wish it was on the coast.”

“A lot places would be improved by being on the coast,” Matt said agreeably.

“All I really wanted today was to spend my days lying in the sun, reading, drinking and maybe going out to a nice restaurant at night,” I said.

“That sounds nice,” Matt said. “Well your sunbathing time is shot for the morning I guess, but I'd really like to make up to you by taking you out to lunch. I know some nice places around here.”

“Well lunch does sound nice,” I said, pleased at the way he'd picked up my carefully tossed out hint. “But I really couldn't impose on you. What say we go dutch?”

“Oh, come one, let me thank you for this work you've done on my hands,” Matt said with an engaging grin as I finished up his other hand.

“Well fine,” I said, “Let me clean up a bit, even the restaurants that will let you in without shoes or a shirt won't let you in if you're spattered with blood.”

“Yes, even on the beach there are sticklers for formality,” Matt agreed solemnly. “I'll call my driver and have some clothes brought over for me if it's OK.”

“Your driver?” I asked. 

“I said I was in finance,” Matt said defensively.

I shrugged. Matt WAS rich. “Fine with me,” I said and headed for the shower. There was definitely a nice sexual vibe going on between us, and a part of me wanted to stay and pursue it, but I was covered in blood, sand, sweat and sun block and I didn't want my skin touching ME, much less anyone else, until I had it cleaned.

After a quick and incredibly refreshing shower I put on my bathrobe and walked out into the room. “Shower's all yours,” I said. “Spare bathrobe in there, too.”

“Than ks,” said Matt, “My clothes arrived while you were showering, though.” And he headed into the shower. “Don't unlock the door,” he said. “We're probably going to have to deal with reporters soon.”

“Reporters?” I asked. 

“I'm kind of famous locally,” Matt said as he entered the bathroom.

“Kind of famous?” I asked. 

“Famous, then,” he said from behind the closed door.

While Matt was in the shower, went over to my laptop and quickly Googled “Matt Bergson Magnolia Key finance.” I needed to know if Matt was a famous philanthropist or a famous serial killer, and I needed to know fast. My search pulled up a ton of listings. I did an image search and found several pictures of Matt. I visited the web pages that hosted the pictures and everyone of them combined his name with the “B” word … Billionaire.

I have to admit, my eyebrows went so far north when I read that, that they were in serious danger of being lodged in my hairline. Apparently, Matt was a very successful financier. And famously fit, handsome and successful with the ladies.

Would I become another of his many conquests? I have to admit, the prospect was appealing to me. I had come to Magnolia Key looking for a dalliance, and here one was. A rich one! My mother told me when I was young that it was just as easy to love a rich man as it was to love a poor man, and much more rewarding. Not that she had taken her own advice.

Well, call me a romantic overachiever then.

Better informed, I quickly dressed in a tight spring dress in a nice shade of pink that showed off my curves to great effect and provided plenty of cleavage. I thought about dallying in dressing to give Matt some thoughts about me not getting dressed, but I decided that would be too obvious. It was hard to know with men. Some of them needed to be clubbed over the head like baby seals, others could read a woman like a book. What little I'd seen of Matt made me think he was in no need of being clubbed.

Ok, and maybe some people might think I was being cold getting into seducing Matt so soon after holding an injured child in my arms. But working in the ER, you soon learned how to let go of what you experience there, or else you won't have a life, and eventually you won't have a job, because sleep will not be something you can do any longer. It's not coldness, just self-preservation.

“Great shower,” Matt said when he came out of my room. He was dressed very differently now, a set of tan cotton slacks, a polo shirt and strangely enough, sandals. His powerful body really made the outfit, though. “Nice dress!” he added, looking me up and down and smiling. Then he looked more closely at me. “Nice collar … er, necklace, too.”

I unscrewed the gem from its holder so its leash ring nature was evident. “Busted!” I said with a smile.

“I like women who like to wear collars,” Matt said, returning my smile. “They know what they want. And what you want, as I recall, is lunch. I have a surprise lunch for you, I think.”

“Lunch on your yacht?” I asked.

“Yes,” Matt said. “How did you know?”

“I did some Googling while you were in the shower,” I answered, “I wanted to know why you were famous, you big billionaire, you.”

“Busted!” Matt said, smiling.

“I like a man who wears his wealth lightly,” I said. “He knows who he is.”

“Well, then we definitely should do lunch,” said Matt. “But first, if you would put that jewel back in your collar for now. There will be press people out there, almost certainly, and it would probably be smart to keep things plausibly deniable.”

“Good thought,” I said, hastily screwing the jewel back into its setting.

“You're probably not used to being photographed simply because you CAN be photographed,” said Matt.

“A lot of people have wanted to photograph me,” I said. I did not mention that they were almost all boyfriends and almost all of them had wanted to photograph me while I was naked. A few had gotten lucky, most had not.

I walked over and picked up a large bag I had brought with me. It was heavy and sometimes made clanking noises if set down too quickly.

“My yacht is very well equipped,” said Matt.

“With stuff like this?” I asked, opening the bag and showing Matt the collection of bondage gear and sex toys that nestled within it.

“Not THAT well equipped!” Matt said. “But do let me carry it.”

“No way,” I responded, “Your injured hands get minimal use … for now … nurse's orders.”

“Yes, ma'am,” said Matt. “Let's go, then.”

We opened the door and sure enough, there were half a dozen people lurking in the hallway outside my room, four carrying cameras and two carrying videocams emblazoned with the logos of television stations.

“Mr. Bergson, Ms. Duquesne, may I have a word with you?” asked a blond woman in a drab gray skirt suit that fairly screamed “TV news reporter.”

Matt looked at me. “Your call,” he mouthed.

I thought for a moment.

“If you can keep it very brief, yes,” I said. There was food and fucking on my agenda, I was willing to be locally famous but not willing to delay the fun for long.

“Mr. Bergson, is it true that you saved the life of a child this morning by fighting off an attacking shark?” the reporter asked.

“I did get into a tussel with a shark,” Bergson said, “but I didn't save the child' s life. Ms. Duquesne did that.”

“Well I beg to differ,” I said. “The shark had the boy in its jaws, and Mr. Bergson here grabbed it by the tail and pulled the shark backwards, making it spit out the boy so it could attack him. He risked great danger to himself to save that boy. All I did was grab the boy when the shark let go of him and try to minimize his bleeding.”

“The emergency room staff did say that you saved the boy's life, Ms. Duquesne,” said the reporter. 

I smiled. Roberto had survived. That did make me feel good.

“I beg to differ on that point, too,” I said. “The emergency room staff saved the boy's life. They had the equipment, the skills and the medicines the boy needed to live. All I did was keep him from bleeding out until they could take over and save him. All I did was buy him some time.”

“Is it true that you are an emergency room nurse yourself?” the reporter asked.

“Yes it is,” I said. “That's why I can say with confidence that they saved Roberto. And now, if you'll excuse us, neither of us have had lunch yet, and we've both been through a lot … unless you wish to say something?” I asked Matt.

Matt smiled. 'I believe Ms. Duquesne has got it completely covered,” he said. He seemed to have very little interest in being in the spotlight. Well he had probably been in it a lot. So with those words, I followed Matt out of the hotel, with the reporters pulling the classic paparazzi act of following us and hounding us with more questions.

Instead of walking out to the street to be picked up by a limo, Matt led me and the press down to the beach almost directly across from my hotel, where a pontoon boat awaited us. It had a long ramp extended to the shore, and we simply walked aboard the ramp from the beach and settled into the boat while the crew pulled up the ramp, which telescoped into itself neatly. The boat's engine roared to life and we headed out to sea, leaving the journalists pacing the waves like a flock of shore birds as we left. I never even got my feet wet.

We rode in silence because of the engine noise, and I just enjoyed the feel of the wind and sun on my skin and the feeling of just skimming over the waves, smiling occasionally at Matt to let him know I was having a good time. In a short while I saw a distant white dot that soon grew to become an enormous yacht. It was so enormous that we didn't pull up beside it, instead we pulled up to the rear of the boat and docked INSIDE of it, on top of pneumatic lift that brought us up out of the water so that all we had to do was step onto a wet floor and climb a ladder to board the yacht.

The yacht was lavishly appointed. It had the relatively cramped interior that you expect on any kind of boat. The yacht was big enough that the wave action was reduced to a very gentle rocking as we moved through the mahogany paneled interior. Matt showed me my cabin, and it was about the same size of my bedroom at home, which is to say, palatial by yacht standards. The crew member who'd lugged my bags stowed them in the closet for me and left. No tipping here. I imagine the wages were pretty damn good.

When the crew member was out, I turned to Matt and said, “What now?” with my eyes set to Sparkly and my smile set to Inviting.

Matt smiled. “That's entirely up to you. You are my guest, it's my goal to see that you have a wonderful time.”

“I like the way you think,” I said. “I think I'm in the mood for some alone time with you.”

“Works for me!” Matt said, and shut the door.

I smiled and strode over and we embraced and shared a long, passionate kiss. Matt was a good kisser, and there was a certain intensity and urgency to his kiss that let me know he was fired up and ready for love. As was I.

After we kissed, I slipped the jewel out of my collar then opened up my bag and pulled a snap leash out of it. I attached the leash to my collar's ring and handed the other end to Matt. 

“I'm yours,” I said. “All I ask is that you use me wisely. And funly!” I gave him a big There Is Much Fun To Be Had smile.

Matt grinned and used the leash to pull me toward him, then we kissed some more.

“Well, for starters, take off those clothes, mine,” he said, “then let's get your Big Bag O' Toys on the bed and see what we have to play with here.”

“Yes, Master,” I said and immediately kicked off my sandals and shimmied out of my pink dress. I did of lot of hip waggling when I shimmied out of the dress and also when I pulled down my silky thong. When I removed my lacey white bra I also gave my breasts a good shaking. 

Matt watched it all. He was not gawking or leering, just taking it all in with an approving smile.

Then I picked up my toy bag and dumped its contents on the bed, a pile of sexual playthings to which I hoped to be adding myself. Letting a man take control and lead me on a sexual adventure was always such a thrill. Of course, I always picked the man carefully.

Matt looked over the toys. “Well, you are a woman who likes to play!” he said, picking things up and moving them around to see what was what. There were leather cuffs and shackles, a full hood, a half-hood, a ballgag, a cock gag, an O-ring gag, a leather panel gag (I liked being gagged and this was a none-too-subtle hint) a buttplug with a jewel in the end and a buttplug with a fake fur tail, a strap-in vibrator, a Hitachi wand, a paddle, a whip, a set of remote-controlled ben-wa balls, a sex harness, a Joni's butterfly, purple dyed ropes, chains and a tube of lubricant and quite a few batteries. 

I had been hopeful when I packed that bag.

“Yes, Master,” I said. 

“Well, I am a man who like to play,” Matt said, nodding as his eyes roamed over the toys. He picked out a set of leather cuffs. 

“Bracelets, mine,” he said.

“Yes, Master,” I said, and walked over to him and crossed my hands behind my back and stood with my back to him.

Matt quickly cuffed my hands behind my back.

“Now bend over and spread your legs wide,” Matt ordered as he picked up the lubricant and the the strap-in. When he had it lubed enough, he walked behind me and caressed my pussy, making me give out a quick moan of pleasure, then he slowly and carefully slid the vibrator inside me. I took a deep breath as I felt it enter and stood patiently as he got the leather straps that held the vibrator in place fastened properly.

“Now, kneel before me,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said, turning around and sinking to my knees before him, feeling the vibrator shift inside me as I moved.

Matt smiled down at me and pushed the remote control on the vibrator now nestled deep within me and I felt it come to buzzy life.

Matt then proceeded to disrobe, quickly and efficiently, popping off his shoes and shucking his trousers and socks, then pulling off his shirt and removing his boxer shorts. There was no hip waggling on his part, but it was nice to see those six pack abs revealed when he pulled his shoes off. He had nice, tanned skin and sleek muscles that flexed nicely when he moved. And when he pulled off his shorts I was rewarded by the sight of a long, thick cock of almost pornographic proportions. 

It was arousing to look up at his powerful body from my knees, and to think that I would soon be in intimate contact with it, and with the vibrator working within me, it was VERY arousing. Any second now, I thought. The general air of pleasure and benevolence he projected was arousing as well. He was looking down at me like I was a favorite desert he was about to eat. I liked that, right down to my vagina.

“Serve me with your lips,” Matt ordered.

“Yes, Master,” I said, smiling up at Matt to show him that these were the very words I had hoped to hear. I knelt forward, my hands still cuffed behind my back and took his big, uncircumcised cock into my mouth. I licked and sucked it, looking up at him with wide, adoring eyes as I did so. I worked his cock with my tongue, as I had worked other men's cocks in similar situations in the past. 

Matt reached down and seized my hair in his hands, pulling it slightly, and drew my head in close to his belly. I felt his balls against my chin. I smelled his manly musk and felt his cock sliding deep inside of my throat. I did not gag. As a teen I had spent many hours in my room sliding bananas, cucumbers and such into my throat, because I wanted to be able to Deep Throat (that's the way I thought about it at the time, in capital letters) boys. As a result of all my practice, I was able to accommodate any boy without gagging. As a nurse I used to joke that I had had my gag reflex surgically removed.

So when Matt began throat-fucking me, slamming his large cock deep inside my throat, I was able to go with it, easily, getting totally into the feeling of being a naked, bound slut sucking a Master's cock. 

I found myself sinking easily into subspace as gazed up at Matt's muscular torso and felt the vibrator bringing my vagina to hot, throbbing life. Matt's throat-fucking didn't bother or offend me, he knew what I wanted and was providing it. I wanted to be dominated, controlled, used, made to submit and fucked like a beast, and Matt knew it, and was doing it wonderfully.

Matt's cock became rock-hard in my mouth in no time and he pushed me backward. Long strings of drool trailed down to my breasts.

“I'm about through with your mouth for the time,” Matt said with a low growl that thrilled me to the core. 

Matt picked up the buttplug with the tail on it and held it before my mouth. I opened my mouth wide and licked it and sucked the smooth plastic surface of the plug when he thrust it into my mouth. I tried to do a very thorough job. I knew where the plug was going.

“Stand, mine,” Matt said as he removed the plug from my mouth.

I rose to my feet, balancing carefully with my hands cuffed, but managing it easily. 

Matt leaned down and undid the straps that held the vibrator within me and pulled the still vibrating dildo out of me while I stood there and moaned helplessly, and delightedly.

“Bend over on the bed,” said Matt. I lost no time in complying, trying not to seem too eager, after all, I was a helpless slavegirl. I should be terrified, not smiling, but I was having so much fun.

Matt slowly thrust the buttplug into my butt. I squirmed and moaned until it was in and I felt the familiar feel of the fur tail against the back of my thigh. I wiggled my butt a bit to make the tail wag back and forth, feeling the slight pressure of the tail pulling the buttplug.

“Now face me, kneeling on the bed,” Matt ordered.

I did so, a bit clumsily. 

“Open wide,” said Matt.

“Yes, Master,” I said. Opening wide was something I liked to do in subspace, and I was in that almost druggy state where I was happy to do whatever I was ordered to do.

Matt picked up the ballgag and thrust it into my mouth and fastened the strap behind my neck.

“Don't want your screams of passion to alarm the deckhands, girl,” said Matt. 

“Yeff, Maffah,” I said through the gag. I did not believe him. I think he had picked up on the hint provided by the three gags in my toy bag.

“Now lay on the bed face down and spread your legs as wide apart as you can,” Matt ordered.

“Yeff, Maffah,” I said, turning away from Matt and falling face first onto the bed. I spread my legs wide apart, knowing that my labia lips would be glistening from the effects the vibrator had had on me, and they would be very visible, with my legs spread so wide. 

I had my face pushed into the mattress so I couldn't see what Matt did next, but I felt it. He fastened leather shackles to my feet, which were much like the ones on my wrists, by more footish. Then I felt a tugging on the shackles and I knew he was tying something to the shackles. I felt my legs pulled slightly farther apart, not enough to be painful, but when the tugging stopped and my legs tried to return to normal, they could not. I was tied with my legs spread wide, and there was nothing I could do about it.

Not that I wanted to do anything about it. I was deep in subspace, ready and in fact eager for whatever happened next.

“God, you're beautiful, lying there like that,” Matt growled. That purple bedspread really brings out your beauty, your skin is almost glowing,” he said as he caressed my ass, bringing forth a moan of pleasure from me. Plus, I love praise as much as the next woman.

With these words, he crawled onto the bed, grasped my hips in his hands and thrust his huge cock deep inside me. My legs were spread wide by the ropes, I could not resist, even if I had had the slightest intent to do so. It was so lovely not to be able to resist. 

Matt began thrusting vigorously deep into me, and his powerful thrusting soon had me squirming in my bonds, overwhelmed by pleasure as my vagina responded naturally to his thrusting. 

“Enjoying your use, mine?” Matt growled as he pumped me ferociously and slapped my ass.

“Yeff, Maffah,” I moaned through the gag.

“Good,” Matt growled. “But before you cum, you have to beg my permission to cum, slave … understand?”

“Faff affume ah ill um, Maffah,” I moaned.

“I have no idea what you said right there, but it doesn't matter, because you are a slave, girl,” Matt said, giving my ass another whack. “Say, “Yes, Master!”

“Yeff, Maffah,” I said, my whole body thrilling in response to his domination. Matt knew his stuff. I was in subspace proper now, cruising happily through a mindscape where I have given up all control to someone who knew how to drive me mad with pleasure.

I focused entirely on the sensations that came to me … the feel of the soft, downy mattress I lay on, the gag in my mouth, Matt's cock in my vagina, the feel of his skin against mine, the rocking as he thrust in and out, the smoother and less frequent rocking of the ship we were in, the soft strain of the leather cuffs on my ankles and wrists, the manly musk coming off Mark, the sound of his breathing.

All of these sensations combined to turbocharge my sexual responsiveness. I was soon moaning with an urgency, like a cow lowing with desire to be milked because its udders were full. Not that I had ever heard a cow lowing with desire to be milked, or that I thought of myself as a cow, but I felt that animal urgency, that simple response to my sensations.

Matt heard my cries and sensed my emotions.

“Are you enjoying yourself, girl?” Matt growled, a certain teasing note in his growl, “Are you reaching the point where you are willing to beg like the slut you are for release?”

“Yeff, Maffah,” I said, drool stringing out past the ball gag as I moved my lips.

“Good!” Matt said, giving me another lovely whack on the ass.

My ass was his to whack, as far as I was concerned.

For a timeless time, I returned to subspace, helpless, being used, and loving every second of it. My whole body sent waves of pleasure curling up to my brain, which was soon swamped by them. My mind was as wet as my vagina, which was sopping wet. I felt my orgasms curdling inside me, ready to burst forth on a rising tied of ecstasy. When I said “Pwee, Maffah,” in soft tones through the gag, it wasn't by any conscious volition, the words were forced out of me by the ecstasy that now flooded my body.

“Pwee what, slave?” Matt growled as he pumped my vagina full of ecstasy.

“Pwee et me um, Maffah!” I cried, begging slavishly. “PWEE!”

“Your begging is not sincere enough, slave,” Matt growled. “Make me believe it!”

“PWEE PWEE PWEE!” I cried through the gag as my feelings threatened to overwhelm me and make my disobey my Master through sheer ecstatic force. “Pwee et me um li uh east I am, Maffah!” As I spoke, I squirmed furiously in my bonds, my hands twisting and grasping at the ropes that restrained me.

“Now that's a little more desperate, but it's not QUITE abject enough, slavegirl,” Matt said as he pumped my rump mercilessly with his huge stallion of lust. He was having fun forcing me to beg for release. And I was having fun begging and fighting off the now-overwhelming need to orgasm. “Let's have some true abjectness.”

“Maffah iss irl is uh-eh-er-ng (I was trying to say “undeserving” while gagged, it was not a success) “lut egs oo it-ee-uh-ly (“piteously.” Sigh.) “oo awwow er oo um.” I drooled a lot while saying this too. Speeches are hard with a ballgag in your mouth. But I really, really needed to cum, the effort of forming the words while my vagina was filled to the bursting point with ecstasy was sweet torment.

“I suppose that's the best a poor slut like you can do, slave,” Matt said. “Very well, you may come.”

“Fank oo, Maffah!” I screamed into the bed as my body explosively orgasmed, finally released at his command. I squirmed and moaned beneath him as I felt him pump his seed into me, a helpless slut tied hand and foot and responding animalistically to his control. My mind was a seething pit of lust and joy as my whole body surrendered to ecstasy.

Matt groaned and collapsed atop me after he came, pushing me deep into the mattress, while I squirmed beneath him.

“Fank oo, Maffah,” I said from beneath Matt, feeling every bit the bound slut as I felt the love juices trickling out of me and down my thighs, my legs still spread apart by the chains.

“You are welcome, mine,” Matt said. “You look so nice all spread out in those chains … I think I'll leave you like that. Now I need to do a few things, but I'll stay right here while I do them … but I'll keep you entertained …”

With those words he pulled the strap-on Joni's butterfly out of my pile of sex toys and slid the tail into the still simmering depths of my vagina, ensuring the body of the “butterfly” was resting right over my clit.

I moaned in pleasure and frustration as he strapped the butterfly into place. I was primed for some cuddling and hugging, but no, my Master had determined that I would be subject to more sex. I was his slave and must endure. (Who was I kidding, I was HAPPY to be subject to more sex. Cuddling and hugging could come later.)

Matt rose from the bed and got his cell phone and a few other devices, then rejoined me as I lay there and squirmed. I knew what he had in mind when sat back on the bed with his cell phone and his remote controls beside him. Matt slid his legs along side my body, then piled up some pillows behind his back. He picked up my head and removed the ballgag from my mouth.

“Serve me with your lips, mine,” he ordered, holding his limp cock before me. “I have important Master stuff to do.”

I wriggled my jaws a bit and licked my lips as the gag was removed, working out a little stiffness. But of course, my mouth was not to remain empty for long. I took his cock into my mouth and began sucking as the Joni's butterfly worked its buzzy magic on my vagina. 

Matt thumbed his remote and one of the screens opposite the bed lit up, but it wasn't a television program or a movie that was showing, it was a set of rapidly scrolling charts and numbers. Matt thumbed the remote again and a different set of numbers and letters popped onto the screen. Stock market ticker, I thought. A shame he couldn't pay attention to a naked woman when she had his cock in her mouth, I also thought. Perhaps a bite ...

Matt stared at the screen and shook his head, then picked up his cell phone and made a call while I continued to worship his cock with my lips. He idly patted my head as I did so, I could almost hear him saying “Good dog,” as he did so because it was just that sort of pat. Then I understood what was going on. Matt was catching up on his work. But this was also more roleplay. I was the helpless slavegirl, serving her Master abjectly as he did important Master stuff … just as Matt had described it. I was not important in any way, just a slut whose mouth was to be used whenever the Master pleased, even if it was only as a pleasant distraction while he conducted important business.

So I continued sucking Matt's cock as he spoke on the phone. “Yeah, this is Matt. Listen, Consolidated Bots is going south, it was down to 97.2 just now, what's going on there?” 

I kept sucking his cock, enjoying the feel and the sex-soaked taste of it as the Joni's butterfly sent my already-inflamed clit into overdrive. Soon I was squirming desperately in my bonds again as my body was shot through with ecstasy, my mind once again floating happily in the depths of subspace. 

I felt Mark's cock begin to harden under my determined sucking. I kept at it, worked it like the total slut I was in my heart, bound, helpless, naked, with a cock in my mouth and trapped in the throes of ecstasy while my Master talked financialese on the phone. It was fitting, it was perfect, in fact.

Eventually, the inevitable happened. I began orgasming again, helplessly, my body reduced to helpless animalistic writhing before my Master. At the same time, I felt his cock becoming harder in my mouth. Much harder. I caressed it with my tongue and allowed it to slide deep into my throat, determined to have my little effect on him while he spoke.

And I was rewarded. Because he came in my mouth, and as he came I heard him say, “And let's not accept Browning's unsuppooorted gau-aaa-aaaaa-aaa-rantee this time” as he came. My victory, small as it was!

“No, sorry, I'm calling from my boat, things get a little rocky sometimes,” Matt said, patting my head in that “good girl” way as I swallowed all his cum.

Matt hung up the phone soon after and pulled his cock out of my mouth and offered me a few gulps of champagne from a split on the beside table, which I gratefully swallowed. Oral sex was thirsty work!

“Well that's enough of THAT!” Mark said. “How about some lunch?” he asked.

“Mmm, sounds lovely, my Master,” I said.

“We'll probably have to stop the roleplay when we go to the dining room,” said Matt. “The crew is open minded and all, but they might not understand.”

“Understood,” I said. “I was just … I so rarely get to play the slavegirl, it's so MUCH FUN, I don't want to stop,” I said.

“Well I intend to give you plenty of opportunities to be my curvy little slave,” said Matt as he began untying me from the bed. I felt a little disappointed to be freed. The real world was coming back, subspace was going away.

“Thank you, Master … er, Matt,” I said.

“Now how does fresh-caught steamed lobster with some she-crab soup and a nice marinated artichoke salad sound? Perhaps a nice Montrachet to go with it? And a light chocolate mousse for desert? The chef texted that that was on the menu for today.” Matt.

“Delicious,” I said. “I am absolutely famished. Slavegirling will build an appetite.”

“Slavegirling AND life-saving,” Matt corrected me. “We've had a busy day and it's just mid-afternoon.”

“Yes, Matt,” I agree, though I was thinking “Master.”

I put on a bikini and went out with Matt after wiping off all the various stains that had accumulated on my much-used body. I hoped he would make good on his promise to let me play the slavegirl more. I felt so good. I had saved a life, met a billionaire, had some wonderful sex and now some wonderful food. Even if the rest of my vacation consisted of sitting in my hotel room watching movies and talking with my friends, the vacation was MADE as far as I was concerned.

Fortunately, Matt did come through on his promise. It's been twenty years since we met, and I am still his devoted slavegirl … also his wife … and although I no longer work in an emergency room, I do administer a program to help provide emergency room and women's health services in rural areas. My Master has been very, very good to me .. and I've been very, very good to my Master, and I like to think the world is a better place because of us.


The End

Also By Pat Powers

Temptation and The Gambler
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Sarah is a big beautiful woman and a proud feminist who spends her days working at a womens' shelter and her evenings as a counselor at a local hospital for victims of violence, domestic and otherwise. But she is a woman of many layers and secrets. Late in the evening, she becomes Temptation, a vigilante folk heroine who cruises the alleys of her city looking for the men who wreak destruction on women and delivering to them pain, punishment and sexual humiliation. 

But that's just one secret of Sarah's and to her, the least shameful. Her truly shameful secret is that she is a sexual submissive who desires nothing more than to submit sexually to a man, if she can find a man who is worthy of her, and if she can overcome her shame over her decidedly non-feminist sexual feelings. 

Rod is a billionaire, a true alpha male, a born gambler who is not only lucky but smart. Worth several billion dollars from his Wall Street gambles, he now finds no joy in financial gambling, and so gambles with higher stakes – his very life, stealing out into the streets of the city to become the Gambler, a masked vigilante who stops criminals with nothing but his fists and his courage. 

Handsome, fit and charismatic, Rod can have any woman he wants, but none of them seems a match for him. His closet full of bondage gear and toys has been used only for prostitutes who know how to play with him and his toys, but don't have what it takes to ignite his heart. 

Sooner or later, Temptation and the Gambler had to meet. And they did. What fireworks will result from that fateful encounter? 


Also By Pat Powers

Riverbeast: The Gambler


Book Six of the Riverbeast Series
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Trapped in the notorious Hole in the Bluff Saloon after she is sold as a runaway slave girl to the saloon owner by riverboat pirate Bart Fink, Constance Harlee finds herself forced to live the life of a saloon girl. She expected it to be a hard life, serving outlaws so wicked that in many towns they would soon find themselves hanged for their crimes. But what she never expected was that she would fall in love with one of the customers! But will he be offering her a ring ... or a collar ... and which one will she want?


Also By Pat Powers

Riverbeast: The Saloon


Book Five of the Riverbeast Series
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Life can change in an instant when you're just one of many human beings floating down the mighty Mississippi River on a few bits of wood, as Constance Harlee discovers when Bart Fink leaves her among the outlaws and cutthroats of the infamous Bluff's Hole outlaw hideout and saloon. Suddenly she is no longer just cargo traveling down the river, but a saloon girl, in a saloon whose customers mostly had prices on their heads. The desires of such men knew no limits, as Constance discovers when she becomes a saloon girl at Bluff's Hole. 


Also By Pat Powers

Riverbeast Games


Book Four of the Riverbeast Series
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Constance Harlee, princess of the river town of Euharlee, Missouri, has been reduced to a human pet, lower than a slave, by keelboat captain Bart Fink, who had a grudge against her father. As they travel down the mighty Mississippi, the riverboatmen find all sorts of fun, sexy games to play with their pet. She learns her role in the games, and how to play them well. She intends to seduce the men, to fool them, to trick them into making them treat her better. She poses prettily as she begs for table scraps, she But she will slowly learn, to her chagrin, that sometimes you play the game, and sometimes, the game plays you.


There are a lot of nice bits in Riverbeast Games: Constance has her face secured to the cock of a riverboatman named Big Jack Folsom by means of straps attached to her head harness and his belt, and then Belle the whore joins in on the action and suddenly Constance is the bound third party in a three-way between Jack and Belle, literally unable to keep her face out of their crotches. There's also a scene where the riverboatmen and the whores conspire to bring a helplessly bound Constance to the point of orgasm, and then denying. Finally there's a scene that's a bit of a nod to steampunk in which Belle brings out a brass device, a steampunk style "spreader" that Constance finds herself wearing, helplessly displayed to the men as Belle manipulates her body.


Along the way, a bound and naked Constance experiences the river in a way she never has before, not as background scenery while she plays her social games on a riverboat, but as a dangerous and unpredictable place where the only thing between disaster and safe arrival is the skill of the riverboat pilots.


I say, buy it and read it, dammit! 


Also By Pat Powers

Riverbeast: Beneath Slavery


Book Three of the Riverbeast Series -- Free!
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Book three of the Riverbeast series will cost you nothing ... Amazon won't allow it, and it's ridiculous for people who've bought books one and two not to be able to enjoy book three, so click on the pic and go to the website to get book 3 in Kindle format or read it in HTML format if you prefer. Enjoy!

Constance Harlee, kidnapped by wild west keelboat rowdies with a serious grudge against her father, continues to experience indignities. Being a former Boston blueblood, she is richly humiliated by her new circumstances. Reduce to less than a slave girl, she learns of the inconveniences of having a tail. She also discovers the real meaning of what it is to be bent over a barrel … she though it was just a figure of speech! At the same time, even within the depths of her bondage, she finds kindness in one of the prostitutes on the boat, and discovers that keelboat men, rough and ready lot though they are, are for the most part kind to her, in their crude way. Her voyage is a voyage of discovery in more ways than one.


Also By Pat Powers

Riverbeast: Awakening


Book Two of the Riverbeast Series

[image: ]

You HAVE to read this. Here's why. A few quotes from random paragraphs from Riverbeast: Awakening:


"My butt's all itchy," said the woman. "Must be from wearing all these clothes. So it needs scratching. And here's this nice girl's face that looks like it'd do the job real good."


I writhed helplessly in my bonds and tried repeatedly to push his cock out with my tongue. This appeared to have a terrible effect on Fink, for he groaned loudly and his fists clenched on my head harness. Obviously his pink cock was terribly sensitive and any pressure on it caused terrible pain. Certainly it looked terribly sensitive. So I pressed more vigorously with my tongue, with greater frequency. Bart groaned again and pushed my head away from him.


I did not have the slightest bit of guilt for pretending to feel faint when I did not, thus inspiring such attentions. I was a member of the smart set of Boston society and quite a beauty besides. It was only fitting that every consideration should be given to my feelings, even those I chose to misrepresent. I remembered this as I lay naked, bound and gagged with my legs spread and sperm oozing out my nether regions while men laughed at me for responding sexually to the forced attentions of a brute.

I was pretty full by the time the meal ended. It was an excellent stew, very New Orleans, with all sorts of savory spices mixed in with the meat and vegetables. Though the taste of dirty fingers kept it from being the sort of thing you'd expect to find in a top-quality New Orlean restaurant. And of course, most restaurants didn't strip their guests naked and tie their wrists to their ankles. It's the little things like that that make the best places stand out, I guess.

I have to admit, the bear grease potion really helped.


Also By Pat Powers

Riverbeast: Fink's Revenge


Book One of the Riverbeast Series

[image: ]

Click here and be whisked away to Amazon!


Riverbeast: Fink's Revenge – an historical erotic romance 


Constance Euharlee had it all back in 1824. In the town that was named for her family, Euharlee, Missouri, she was a princess, daughter of the richest merchant in town. Although born in Euharlee, she has spent most of her young life in finishing schools back east in Boston, consorting with the finest (and richest) people, learning the manners and making the connections to secure an advantageous marriage. 


Constance's beauty and grace were also a great help to her in Boston. But they became a hindrance to her when she returned to Euharlee from boarding school, on the day she was kidnapped by the wild keelboaters of the Mississippi. These rivermen were among the toughest and most dangerous men in the Old West, men who braved the pirates and Indians who populated the river's wild shore to take their flatboats full of very stealable goods down to New Orleans. 


Worse yet, Constance's captors have plans for her, plans for making her lower than the lowliest slave. The keelboaters plan to deny her humanity entirely and make her a Riverbeast, a naked slave, crawling before men, who must serve any man in any way that pleases him, on command. 


Can Constance survive the torments of her captors as they teach her what it means to be the lowest kind of slave girl? Can she survive life on the mighty Mississippi in the days when it was wild and free? Can she manage to struggle back to the life she once knew, or something like it? Will she ever find love in her new and degraded state? 


Riverbeast is an historical erotic romance novella, a classic piece of Western erotica set in the Old West days of the Mississippi River.



Also By Pat Powers:


The Love Slave Robot War: Book 1
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Anna met the man of her dreams online. Dan was an exciting, creative, dominant man with a great sense of fun, the sort of man so many submissive women like her wanted to hook up with. Anna had been around and Dan knew the ropes and how to drive a woman wild with pleasure with them. 

But then Dan's wife found out about Anna's virtual relationship with Dan, and Other Womaned her in court, using evidence of their relationship to claim loss of consort. Dan cut off all contact with Anna, fearing he would lose visitation rights with his daughter. Anna was heartbroken, but understood.

Then Anna saw sexually dominating a Jetta 2100 unit, a robot love slave, in an online video. She would have been disappointed, except for one aspect of the video that showed that her times with Dan were still on his mind. But could she reclaim his heart from a machine that looked and acted exactly like a gorgeous woman in love with whatever man she was programmed to love? Even if it was a machine?


Also By Pat Powers

The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears
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Anna knew that wealthy alpha male programmer Dan could be the man of her dreams, based on the kinky online sexual roleplay they had engaged in prior to Dan's divorce. Wounded by the divorce, Dan withdrew from his relationship with Anna and bought himself a Jetta unit, the most advanced sex robot in existence, a pleasure droid designed to fulfill every man's erotic romance fantasies, including the dominance and submission fantasies that Dan and Anna had engaged in. Many men had purchased Jetta units and then gone their own way, leaving the dating pool forever, the male equivalent of spinsters.


But when Anna learns that Dan has been using their old roleplay scripts in his sessions with the Jetta unit, Anna knows that she is the one his heart burns for, and decides it is time to rekindle that flame – in the hottest possible manner!


This book is over 16,000 words long and is part of the Morality Laws/Basic Income universe. 


Also By Pat Powers

Karg
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It's about time someone wrote a fun, sexy science fiction novel about sexy slavegirls on a barbarian planet full of roaring dinosaurs and big, strapping barbaric warriors, and that's exactly what Pat Powers has done in his novel "Karg." Not since John Norman's Gor novels has a writer so skillfully interwoven a science fiction plotline with strong sexual bondage imagery.

"Karg" is the story of Susan Yearby, a gorgeous and brilliant young explorer charged with re-establishing contact with Karg. Her job is part of a program to rediscover human colonies lost during a decades-long exodus through an alien artifact known as "the Pelman point" where for a long time ships could travel to interstellar space, but had no way of knowing where they were going and no way of getting back.

When Yearby is captured by Kargian warriors and made into a sex slave by them, she does not adapt well, coming from the more egalitarian society of Earth. She escapes many times and is recaptured many times, as she searches for her Earth lover Tully, getting plenty of opportunity to learn much about Karg and Kargians, especially what it's like to be a Kargian slavegirl (hint: lots of sex, lots of being bound and gagged, not much in the way of clothing).

Whether it's the primitive sexual bondage rituals of a nameless tribe of swamp dwellers, or the slavegirl bondage catfights staged in the Fighting Pits of Kanorga, or in a slavegirl sex spectacle held by a Kargian army on the eve of battle, Yearby discovers that the life of a Kargian slavegirl is never dull!


Also By Pat Powers

The Prop Master: Cindy's Student


Book Two of the Prop Master Series
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In The Prop Master: Cindy's Student, Cindy asks Jack to help B-grade movie start Julia Strange learn the ropes, the chains and the gags, so she can cope with the submissive feelings that being tied up in her various movie roles arouse in her. Of course he obliges … anything for art! But how will it affect their relationship? Meanwhile, a group of old-line prudes and feminists are trying to throw legal and technical monkey wrenches into DID's new series. Can the Prop Master keep the gremlins at bay and keep two insatiable women very, very happy as they writhe in the intense bondage pleasures wrought by Jack's naughty, knotty skills? Only one way to find out! 



Also By Pat Powers

The Prop Master


Book One of the Prop Master Series
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Jack Davis and his girlfriend and love slave Cindy Sturges are an up-and-coming couple in the movie industry a few decades from now. Jack is a prop master for movies, a job that sometimes entails tying people up for scenes. Cindy is a stunt woman/actress who's trying to move into acting full time. Jack's bondage and dominance sexuality with Cindy pays off on the job because it has made him a strong advocate for safety in bondage scenes, even if that means objecting strongly enough to stop production at times, and also because Jack knows how to use bondage to ramp up the drama and sexiness of any bondage or damsel in distress scene to whatever degree the director desires. 


This makes Jack appealing to both smart, ambitious actresses who want their scenes to work well, and insurers who want to minimize costs associated with injuries on the set and the resulting lawsuits. 


Cindy is in demand because she has an instinct for getting the most out of any scene involving bondage or a power exchange, most especially scenes involving male dominance and female submission, because in their private life, Jack and Cindy play out these scenes in the bedroom and enjoy them immensely, within the context of their thoroughly egalitarian relationship outside the bedroom. 


Jack and Cindy's skills lead them to sign with Desert Industry Dreams Incorporated,(DiD Inc.), a well-financed movie production company that plans to create movies that, when properly cut, can easily earn an R or even a PG rating and be shown in theaters and on cable television, a dying market in the future, but whose full versions will entertain viewers on the adult websites who are major backers of the company. 


Can Jack and Cindy's relationship survive the attempts of hot female movie stars who, almost by reflex, attempt to seduce Jack, and the attempts of some men to use Cindy's sexual submissiveness to make her their sex slave? Will the dark forces that oppose DiD Inc. succeed in shutting down production? There's an easy way to find out .. read the book! 


This book is a little over 17,000 words long and is part of the basic income/morality laws world. 


Also By Pat Powers

President Slave Girl: Billionaire's Toy
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Beautiful blond Eileen MacCammon, former President of the United States, became a de facto slave when she was stripped of her legal rights as punishment for her excesses as America's most prudish President. Kidnapped by those whose lives she'd destroyed in her tenure as President, they put a homouth on her, nanotechnology that transforms her mouth into another set of lips entirely, and back again, under certain highly distressing circumstances. The nanosets have also increased the intensity of her sexual feelings by an order of magnitude. For a dyed-in-the-wool prude, it's a horrible punishment. 


Sought for her beauty, her notoriety, by people who hated her, who cared for her, who wanted to use her, she embarks on an odyssey that leads her to the life of a bordello slave and billionaire's plaything. Subject to every excess of lust and depravity in a science fiction world of insidious technology, kept in strict sexual bondage, will she ever find romance and experience real love? 


This book is part of the morality laws/basic income universe and the text of the story itself runs to just over 32,000 words according to the Open Office word counter.



Also By Pat Powers


The Homouth Part 1
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Eileen MacCammon, President of the United State, a strong, morally conservative woman who, on ascending the the Presidency, follows through on her campaign promise to wipe out sexual moral degeneracy in an America beset by economic woes. She imprisons hundreds of thousands of prostitutes, strippers and even erotica writers in her drive to bring moral purity to America. Then she goes a step further and begins imprisoning the clients of prostitutes, the fans of strippers, the viewers of erotica and the readers of erotica, by the millions, often bypassing the Constitutional protections of citizens on very flimsy pretexts. 

The tables turn in the next election,when she and her party are swept out of power by a tidal wave of voters who are essentially voting to keep themselves out of jail.

For her crimes as President, MacCammon is given no jail time, but a new kind of sentence: she is stripped of all her Constitutional rights except her right to life. She walks out of the courtroom legally able to be kidnapped and used in any way her kidnappers like, so long as they do not kill her or permanently maim her.

She is soon kidnapped by her enemies, who subject her to quite a few torments, torments of the exact sort often seen in the erotica she has so vigorously suppressed.

But perhaps worst of all, her enemies use nanotechnology to place a homouth on her, transforming her mouth into a vagina. It's a technology widely used by sex workers, but they have the ability to control it, reverting to a normal mouth at will. MacCammon can only revert to a normal mouth by performing acts that she would have described as disgusting and vulgar before she had the homouth on her and found her power of speech reduced to making disgusting slucking sounds.

MacCammon's captors release her, but she soon finds that in her new, rights-free state she is in essence a fugitive slave, and eventually, a slavegirl, sold and resold by people who hate her and want to abuse her, and by those who simply want to use her.

And everyone, she finds, has a use for a former President of the United States who is now a rightless slave and who wears … the Homouth!


Also By Pat Powers

Shameless Outlaws
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Markus the Meaty is the mighty warrior who commands the Shameless Outlaws, and Slinky the Slave Girl is his slave, but it's not the typical relationship. Slinky, the former leader of a band of cougar women, is smarter than Markus and a better fighter, too. In a world where outlaw bands, pirate bands and cougar women battle one another constantly, a slave girl who can defeat enemies by the horde is an excellent thing to have, especially if you are not the smartest warrior on Lothar. In fact, Markus will not sell Slinky for any price, mostly because he knows if he does, she will simply escape and return to him, and not even his semi-magical Carl Talbot Underoos would save him from losing the battle that would ensue. Anyway, that's his EXCUSE for refusing to sell her at any price -- though his battlefield strategies often lead to glorious near-victories (or "defeats" as some call them) Markus may be a smarter man than he seems.


Join Markus and Slinky as they struggle to stay together in a topsy-turvy world where slave girls fight alongside their Masters and Mistresses and even the bravest warrior screams in terror when captured and forced to listen to epic slave girl poetry!



Also By Pat Powers:

Fifty Shades of Gaia: The Slave Princess
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Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!


If you couldn't get enough of Slavegirl Leia in "Revenge of the Jedi," you're REALLY going to like "Slave Gaia," the story of another beautiful princess captured by a different ruthless alien gangster in a place far, far away from that other place. 


This is a story that has it all -- giant, disgusting worms, alien harems, kinky advanced technology and reckless adventure as Floot Skootfluter attempts to single-handedly rescue Slave Gaia armed with nothing more than his Popiel Pocket Saberman! 


You'll thrill as Gaia learns what it is to be a slavegirl, whether it's being tied up in sexy ways, tormented in sexy ways, having sex in sexy ways, being used as alien chewing gum, and other alien practices so obscene they don't even have names. 


Can Slavegirl Gaia use her Jiggi mind powers to maintain her personality and avoid being transformed into a will-less sex doll via her addiction to the Hunn slave stalk? Will Flook rescue her? 


Also By Pat Powers

Enslaved
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Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!


Enslaved is the story of a one night stand, told from the viewpoint of a traveling airport lounge Lothario who's just picked up a gorgeous woman in a bar -- a gorgeous woman who happen to have another gorgeous woman living with her as her slave. The straightforward pickup he'd envisioned becomes a night of unrestrained carnality as the bar pickup forces her slave to serve them both in every imaginable way and several that probably aren't. But all is not as it seems ... 


Also By Pat Powers

Doin' Time In The Blue Shadows
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Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!


"Doin' Time in the Blue Shadows" is what a Lifetime Women in Prison story should be. It's the story of an innocent, or at least semi-innocent woman who has been imprisoned and used in one of the more degenerate work-release programs ever devised, strictly for financial reasons, of course, the cause of most of the evil things in the world. 


Lifetime Channel women in prison movies do a great job of exploiting the emotional vulnerability of women trapped in a prison environment, but lack that raw edge of passion that women in prison exploitation films have. This story is intended as an illustration of how far you can take things if you pay attention to both the lessons that Lifetime movies have to teach, and to the possibilities brought up, however crudely, by exploitation films. We pull no punches here, emotionally or otherwise. It's set in a very near future where the economy has gone south in a big way due to massive unemployment cause by automation and roboticization, driving many formerly middle class people into poverty. Sex work becomes an increasingly common option for these people, causing some to decry rampant immorality as the actual cause of America's problem. An extremely prudish Congress and President are swept into Congress and enact the Morality Laws, sending millions of Americans to jail. 


Sally, the protagonist is a former pharmaceutical sales representative who lost her job to automation and wound up stripping and hooking to make ends meet. She got swept up in the Morality Laws net, and wound up in prison, enrolled in a very special work program that is very profitable for prisons, helping recoup the cost of imprisoning so many millions of Americans. How can she cope with a prison sentence where her punishment is reenacting her crime over and over again? 


This story is part of the Morality Laws/Basic Income world. 


Also By Pat Powers


The Hottitude of Servitude --


Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV
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Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!


The Hottitude of Servitude is a filthy, disgusting, reprehensible, copiously illustrated and most of all FUN series of essays and reviews about proper portrayal of slavegirls in mainstream (i.e., not pornographic) movies that contain slavegirls as characters. The central concept of the book is as simple as it ought to be: slavegirls are characters who are uniquely sexy, given that whole mildly kinky attraction they have, and should be used by filmmakers to crank up the film's sexiness to whatever level is desired. They are also uniquely useful in this regard, and when properly used, can crank up the hottitude without slowing down the film's pace or detracting from plot or characterization.


The Hottitude of Servitude looks at every kind of slavegirl look from the baggy, shapeless tunics popular for female slavegirls of the Italian sword and sorcery movies known as peplum to the general nakedness of slavegirls in 1980s big-hair-and-bare-breasts sword and sandal movies such as Barbarian Queen and all points in between. While we're at it we'll take plenty of opportunity to snark at the movies that provide the slavegirl imagery, taking time to enjoy such phenomena as the Stupidest Civil Engineering Project in the History of Civilization (from Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon), the Triangles of Death and the Irregular Polygons of Doom (from Thor and the Amazon Women), The Most Thoroughly Deposed King Ever (from Deathstalker) and many, many other snarkworthy products of such movies.


In The Hottitude of Servitude, we have slavegirls ogled, hilariously bad films snarked and Grand Unified Cheese Theory, all rolled into a book that is exactly the same kind of guilty pleasure as its subject matter, but with a light patina of intellectual nattering to make it seem almost respectable. It's not just a guilty pleasure, it's a plausibly deniable guilty pleasure!
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