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Simiyuki Simmons walked by the mantelpiece and saw the single stocking hanging there with her name on it and sighed. There were all sorts of times and places to not like being alone, such as in a dark alley at midnight with strange noises coming closer, but Christmas Eve just might be the worst.

This was her third Christmas when she wasn't with her family, and it got to be less fun every year. And annoying as her family was, they were starting to look good to her, even with all the noise and the nosy questions and the blatant attempts to direct the course of her life for her, and the crappy presents she never liked, and the food like crazy all over the place.

Oh, there'd been a couple of invitations to spend time with people over the holidays, like the creepy guy from IT who was known to have a “thing” for Asian women. And known to be into hentai, which was what made all the girls at Megatronics go “Eeeew!”

But it wasn't the hentai that bothered Simi, as everyone called her. Au contraire, she LONGED to be someone's hentai heroine, all naked and tied up and gagged and doing one nasty thing after another. That was the way her libido ran, she was a sexual submissive down to the bone. She wanted to wear a sexy maid costume and serve a Master so abjectly it would make his head spin.

Which no one would ever believe given how stubborn she was.

No, it was the “Asian” part that threw Simi off. She was sure the IT guy would want her to be all exotic and Asian. And she just WASN'T exotic and Asian. She was an all-American girl, fourth-generation Chinese living in America and herself the spawn of second generation blended family. Which was how she got the improbably sexy figure with the large breasts, the narrow waist and the wide hips combined with dark brown hair and blue eyes with that epicanthic fold that drove anime fans nuts because it made her look like an anime brought to life. But which she found annoying. She wasn't a fucking cartoon.

It hadn't helped that as a child her school nickname had been "Sim-sim" and she HATED that name. It sounded like a name you would give a pet monkey.She didn't mind being Asian. She just hated being stereotyped.

And even if she acted all All-American and was herself around the IT guy to show him that she wasn't exotic in the least, he would still project that exoticness onto her. She knew some Asian girls who played on that taste for exoticness that some guys had, used it to manipulate the guys, but it wasn't for her. She was allergic to bogus, even when it played to her benefit.

She sighed and moved on to her lonely bed. Tomorrow she would spend the day naked, in self-bondage, watching porn and jilling her brains out, getting online and playing porny games with horny guys who would never, ever learn a single real-life thing about her. And she didn't want to know about them, either.

She wanted to give herself to the right guy, and god, there were a lot of wrong guys out there.

She hit the pillow and visions of good Masters danced in her head, and her thoughts became a sort of prayer, directed to no one as she was an atheist, but still a heartfelt desire for a wonderful Master to fill her heart with the love she knew waited to be kindled there.

Joe Culpepper sat in his gaming chair, which to be honest was just a work chair he'd found in a secondhand shop, wondering if he was sleepy enough to go to bed now. He wasn't sure. He wished he was. The crew he ganged with on Rampage World were signing off as Christmas Eve wore on, each of them eager for the new games they'd find under their trees, even though they were the ones who had put them there in many cases.

You couldn't expect non-gamers to really know what was a good game and what wasn't.

There were no games under Joe's tree. Well, he didn't have a tree. Why buy a tree when you couldn't afford to put presents under it? What Joe was doing for himself for Christmas was keeping the electricity and the cable internet going so he could game on the ancient gaming computer he'd kludged together from parts bought on Ebay and Amazon and in some cases, simply given to him.

He was about the poorest gamer out there. His salary as an order picker at Budget Auto Parts barely kept him afloat. If he hadn't set up another junk computer as a BinaryBucks farm in the currency's very early days, he wouldn't be afloat, he'd be underwater. As it was, the currency just limped along, nothing like the Bitcoin farmers did. But damn, that several hundred dollars a month really helped, and he managed to save some Binary Bucks, too. It was somehow easier to save when it wasn't real money..

He sighed and put his glasses down and rose from his chair. He didn't have much of a vision problem, he wore thin wire rims, but it helped him catch details on the screen, which wasn't all that big. 

Joe walked over the tiny kitchenette of his apartment and had a nice slug of bourbon. He didn't drink much, but Christmas Eve alone was a fine reason for doing so.

It would all be bearable if he had a woman. He couldn't afford one, hell, he couldn't afford a whore, even if he'd been interested in a whore. He'd been very horny at times, but somehow, never quite that horny. And even if he had been that horny, he'd never been that flush. A couple of hundred bucks was his grocery money for the month.

Besides, his tastes in sexy were very kinky, which he knew cost extra with whores. He had ropes and gags and blindfolds and other toys he'd bought over the lonely years. And never used. He'd met plenty of nice girls over the years, pretty ones, too. Some he'd have LOVED to bind and gag and fuck their brains out.

But in addition to being poor, Joe was also very shy around girls. He wanted to dominate them, but he could barely make himself speak to women socially. What if he spoke his deepest desires to a woman? Then he'd be considered, not just shy, but a creep.

And he wasn't a creep, dammit. He was just shy and lonely and kinky. But he harbored no malice in his heart for women. They were wonderful, just … distant.

As Joe laid on his bed, he drifted off thinking of how wonderful it would be to have a girl of his very own, one who shared his interests, and who was nice and smart and easy to talk … and off to sleep he went.

Executive Logistics Facilitator 43999247613244b78cd12, known to her ELF friends as 43999, was on Christmas wish fulfillment duty and when she found two heartfelt Christmas wishes crossing her attention threshold at the same split nanosecond, she immediately observed that it was a simple magical match job. Then she noted that on this particular timeline in this particular multiverse, blatant magic wasn't allowed. She shrugged and magicked it anyway. What the hell, Admin would probably send her a stiff note about violating the no magic rule on that timeline, but she could care less. There were wishes to be filled here, and the job had already taken her .0014 nanoseconds.

Simi woke up under her tree. In bondage. She was gagged and cuffed and her feet were shackled. She was lying on her side, and feeling very relaxed and comfortable. Her eyes were closed, but suddenly a message appeared, a scroll on which the following words were written:

“Trust and love the gift that Santa has given you, and he will trust and love you in return.”

That was weird, Simi thought. She gazed at the parchment, which was unusually clear and persistent for a dream, especially since she felt very awake. Then the parchment faded, but the words remained strong in her mind, as if they had been spoken.

Then her eyes popped open and she lay there, startled.

That was not her tree. This was not her apartment. All the room in it had in the way of furnishings was a monitor, kind of a small one, and a gaming chair and a kludgy-looking desktop PC, and another, even kludgier-looking desktop PC.

The tree looked completely out of keeping with the room, it was big and beautifully decorated with lots of softly glowing lights and ornaments of all sorts, in colors that sparkled and pleased the eye.

And there were no presents under it. Just Simi, and she noticed that she was beautifully wrapped in ribbons and silk as well as the bondage gear she wore, which was not her own, she thought. She couldn't see her gag or her collar and cuffs, so she moved her legs forward and saw unfamiliar heavy gold-plated shackles around her ankles.

She also saw that she was naked. And felt that she was naked. WAAAY naked.

This was weird. WAAAAAAY weird. She didn't remember being kidnapped. Or being taken anywhere. The last thing she remembered was falling asleep in her bed at home, very peacefully.

Furthermore, she didn't have any signs of being manhandled. No sore or stiff spots, not even the shoulder and hip she was lying on. Not even her arms, cuffed behind her back and presumably slept on that way.

Weird.

In his bedroom, Joe awoke muzzily, as usual. He laid there for a moment. Something seemed different. Then he saw the scroll materialize in front of him. The one that said:

“Trust and love the gift that Santa has given you, and she will trust and love you in return.”

Joe gazed at the scroll for several long moments. It was curiously undreamlike, floating serenely in the middle of his vision. Then it faded.

Joe opened his eyes. He was still in his bed, but something still seemed different. Then he noticed the faint glow of light coming from the living room. He was pretty sure he'd turned the monitor off when he went to bed, but even if he hadn't, it should have turned itself off after a few minutes.

Well, maybe it had gotten stuck on a screen saver image or something. It had happened before.

Joe rose and padded out to the living room, clad only in his faded “Bad Girlfriend” T-shirt. When he turned the corner and saw the entrance to the living room, he froze in shock for a moment. There was a huge Christmas tree in his living room. And there was something … no, someone … under the tree, sleeping apparently. A very female someone. And she was naked.

Joe's mind went blank for a moment, trying to process what was going on.

Simi heard the sound of Joe's feet padding out to the living room and she rolled over to see what was coming, and when she saw Joe she was glad she was gagged, otherwise her mouth would have fallen open.

He was gorgeous, a powerfully built man with shaggy brown hair that hung down to his shoulders and a great big cock dangling well beneath the T-shirt that hung loosely off his muscular frame. He had a powerful nose and clean brows, and most of all, kind eyes and lips that looked like they were accustomed to smiling.

”My gift from Santa,” she thought, and as soon as she thought it, she knew that it was true.

After the initial shock wore off, a wild succession of possibilities flew through Joe's mind. A home invasion? No, they rarely left naked women tied up and Christmas trees behind. A practical joke? Once again, seemed unlikely, as leaving naked women around seemed a bit extreme. Some kind of bizarre matchmaking attempt by one or more of his buddies at work? Joe doubted any of them had the imagination, the resources, or the interest for something like this.

”My gift from Santa,” Joe thought. That fit very well with that scroll he had seen upon awakening. And looking at her very curvy body as she lay tied on the rug, looking as sweet and nice as anything had ever looked to Joe in his life, it was easy to believe she was a gift.

Well there was only one way to find out what was going on.

Joe walked forward and knelt next to Simi, who gazed up at him with little bit of fear in her eyes but mostly curiosity. He reached out and pulled the gag ball out of her mouth and slid it down her chin and let it fall to her neck, hanging from its straps.

“Hi,” he said. “I'm Joe. Who are you?”

“I'm Simi,” Simi replied.

“Are you my gift from Santa, Simi?” Joe asked.

“I am if you are my gift from Santa, Joe,” said Simi.

“Did you see a scroll about that?” Joe asked.

“Yes!” said Simi. “You saw one too?”

“Yes, I did,” Joe responded. “It said I should love and trust you.”

“Mine said the same about you,” said Simi.

“Well I'm inclined to do that,” Joe said, nodding. “But I am curious about how you wound up naked and bound on my living room floor.”

“I am, too,” said Simi, smiling. “I have NO idea how I got here. I thought I must have been kidnapped and drugged and taken here, but I don't feel like I've been drugged or roughed up and I don't have any memory of anything like that. I feel pretty good.”

“I don't know how you got here, or that tree, for that matter,” said Joe, smiling. “But I'm glad you're here. As for the kidnapping … consider yourself free to leave, if you want to. I hope you'll want to stay, but I'm not going to keep you here against your will.”

Simi knew that the smart thing, the safe thing, was to take Joe up on his offer and hurry on out of this strange situation right away. But … she didn't WANT to. Here was a nice guy, and she had to find out … she had to find out if he was really a gift from Santa.

“I'm in no hurry, Joe,” said Simi. “I feel strangely comfortable lying her naked and tied up.”

It was true. And it was VERY strange, but that's how Simi felt. Some part of her knew she should be very afraid, but she just wasn't.

One of Joe's brows went up.

“Well I feel strangely comfortable with having you here naked and tied up,” Joe said. “I don't know what the hell is going on, but I like it, I guess.”

Simi looked up at Joe. He seemed like such a nice guy. Just the sort of guy she had dreamed of. Maybe this was her chance. Maybe it was time for some trust, and some courage.

“Well if I didn't bring myself here, and you didn't bring me here, and there's no rational explanation, then I guess that just leaves one possibility,” said Simi. “That scroll we both saw. The general strangeness of how I got here. Maybe there was a supernatural agency involved here. I'd happily accept a more rational explanation if it made sense. We both know there is none. This situation just is not normal. It's magical, I think, it feels kind of magical like all the normal rules have been broken and something wonderful is happening.”

“That's it!' Joe exclaimed. “That's EXACTLY how I've been feeling since I woke up. I couldn't put it into words like you just did, but … yeah, something wonderful is happening here!”

Simi nodded.

“Yes, something wonderful,” she said softly. “Now when I went to bed last night, I was dreaming of a man. I've been terribly lonely. I was wishing with all my being for a man, a kind, good, dominant man who would dominate me and tie me up and make he his total and complete slut. A man I could love, and who would love me for who I am. What were you thinking about when you went to sleep last night, Bill?”

“I've been lonely myself, Simi,” Bill said. He had an urge to make a joke to derail things, but he knew in his heart that it would be a terrible mistake. He had to keep the magic going. He had to trust whatever this was to come out right. “I was dreaming of a girl I could dominate and tie up and who would thoroughly enjoy being my complete and utter submissive. Someone I could love for whe she is, and who would love me for who I am.”

Simi nodded.

“So, given the total lack of more rational explanations, I think the most rational course is to accept that our Christmas Eve wishes were heard, and granted,” Simi said. “I mean, otherwise, where are we? I've been kidnapped by a pervert and you have a kinky naked woman breaking into your apartment. Those might be more rational explanations, except they just don't feel right, do they?”

“No, they don't,” said Joe. “You know what feels right?”

“What feels right to you, Joe?” Simi asked.

“This,” Joe said, and he leaned down slowly and gently kissed Simi on the lips. The kiss started out tentative and tender, but Simi responded, opening her mouth and sending out her tongue to meet with Joe's, and the kiss that started out so tender and tentative quickly turned into a lip-lock of extraordinary passion and duration. Their mouths silently communicated the passion and desire they felt for one another and soon Joe's hand was caressing Simi's breasts and she was moaning with pleasure as his fingers ran over her nipples.

They came up for air some time later, and it was obvious to both of them that some barrier had been breached. They both were full of passion but they felt connected and comfortable with one another, somehow.

“Well, that felt about as right as anything I ever did,” said Joe. “Now I think I'm gonna take you to my bedroom and play with you as I've never played with any Christmas present in my life!”

“Mmmmm, sounds wonderful, Joe,” said Simi. She wanted nothing more than to be played with by Joe. It was insane, in a sense, she'd only met the guy five minutes ago in completely dubious circumstances, but it felt so right to be with him.

Joe took the ballgag and shoved it into Simi's mouth. Simi thrilled as he did it. It was the first time anyone other than her had ever put a ballgag into her mouth.

Joe rose to his feet and then knelt down and picked up Simi from the floor, practicing the full back safety lift he used at work to pick up the heavier automotive parts at the store where he worked. Joe specialized in working with the heavier parts, which is how he got so buff, though he'd been pretty buff to begin with. Once he'd realized that his job could become his weight lifting regimen he'd stopped lifting. More time for gaming, and he was still buff enough that people didn't pick fights with him. And those who did had been very sorry about it afterward.

So he was able to gently lift Simi from the floor and carry her into his bedroom.

Simi loved it. Carried, bound and gagged, by a big, powerful man, to his bedroom. It was the stuff of her sexiest dreams, made real.

Looking at the bedroom, Joe found himself wishing he'd cleaned it up, there were clothes and stuff strewn all about, but at least his bed was clean.

He laid Simi in the middle of the bed and went to the closet and pulled out his toy box and set it on the bed beside Simi.

“I've never had the chance to use any of this stuff,” he said as he began hauling out bondage toys from the box. “But I've seen a lot of instructional videos!”

Simi giggled. She knew just what Joe meant. It was strange, giggling while gagged. And so very right.

She found herself luxuriating in the man-smell of the bedding she was lying in. It had not been washed in a while, but it didn't stink, just had a male animal smell that went right to her pussy and stirred it up big-time. And it was still a little warm from Joe's body.

She contented herself with looking at Joe with eyes that were hot and smoky with desire.

Joe freed the rings that linked Simi's ankles together, then took ropes and tied her feet wide apart to the railing of his bed's footboard, which had plenty of places to tie things to. He'd chosen that particular bed frame for that particular reason.

He left Simi's hands bound behind her back. He liked them bound that way.

With her legs spread wide, Simi was feeling very vulnerable, and loving every bit of it. There was no fear attached to the vulnerability. Somehow she felt extremely comfortable and safe around Joe, especially after that kiss.

Joe pulled off his “Bad Girlfriend” shirt and Simi eyes his muscular frame with the same unmitigated desire she had seen in his eyes when he had seen her lying naked on his floor. He was so fit and strong-looking!

“Now, let's see if we can do your naughty bits some good,” Joe said as he unwrapped a Hitachi wand that was still in its original store packaging.

Simi smiled a bit, to see that the wand was still in its packaging. That packaging would have lasted about 30 seconds in her hands. But Joe was a guy. He probably had no idea.

Joe hooked up the wand's plug to a power supply and clicked the power to “on” and looked at Simi with an evil smirk on his face. Simi tried to look apprehensive, but failed miserably. She was feeling far too good to fake apprehension.

Joe knelt down on the bed, and his strong right hand guided the buzzy head of the wand right to Simi's naughty bits. For a guy who had never used a wand before, he was really good with it, Simi discovered. Joe must have studied those videos carefully. And a lot. With one hand, he used the wand to set fire to Simi's pussy, a relatively easy task since the kiss they had shared in the living room had gotten things blazing down there already.

With the other hand he fondled Simi's nipples, gently pushing and prodding and rubbing them with his fingertips and sending hot trails of ecstasy from her nipple to her brain, which was already engulfed in the pleasures the wand was creating in her pussy.

She began to squirm and writhe in her bonds, responding to the wand's probing, moans oozing out from behind her gag just like the grool that oozed out of pussy and the drool that oozed out of her corner of her mouth behind the ballgag.

It was absolute heaven for her, and Joe was clearly enjoying it too, because his big thick cock was erect and bobbing and drooling a bit, too.

Simi lost track of time as she lay writhing on the bed, her senses drowned in the sensations Joe was creating and the male musk and the feel of the bonds on her wrists and ankles and the gag in her mouth it was all good, it was all so so so so … and she started cumming as the pleasure crested inside her and swamped her mind with sexual ecstasy.

Joe saw Simi's squirming increase and heard her moans transform into gasps and cries and realized Something Was Up and that it was probably orgasm-related.

He'd been using the wand because he knew his cock was going to be lucky to last thirty seconds inside Simi. He really wanted to slide his cock right up Simi's pussy, but he wasn't about to do that until he knew whether or not she was using any birth control, and this was definitely the wrong time to stop and ask.

Instead, he pulled the ballgag out of Simi's mouth and shifted around so that he was kneeling just above her head, his long arm still holding the wand to her squirming pussy.

“Gimme that cock, please, Master,” Simi moaned, looking up at the cock above her and opening her mouth wide even as the orgasms continued to echo through her mind.

Joe scooched forward and shoved his cock into Simi's open mouth.

Simi moaned in pleasure. She had sucked a few cocks in her life, but she'd never sucked a cock while bound, though she'd practiced on some dildos during some self-bondage sessions.

Now she felt Joe's cock enter her mouth as she came some more as she licked and sucked it, enjoying the feel of it, the smell of it, the real thing, a cock, and she was tied hand and foot and naked and sucking on it.

She came some more, and she worked Joe's cock as she did, the pleasure of the cock in her mouth amplifying the effects of the wand.

Joe was kneeling above her, trying to focus on keeping the wand in place as Simi's tongue turned his cock into a gushing stream of pure pleasure.

He tried to be kind and not probe too deeply into her throat with his cock, and was mostly successful, though she sucked it down like it was a favorite hard candy.

The pleasure was so intense, Simi's beautiful body writhing in her bonds before him, the feel of her mouth and tongue working his cock, it was irresistible, irrefutable, and he was inclined neither to resist or refute. Instead, he came in her mouth, while Simi eagerly sucked down every bit of his cum.

He shivered with pure pleasure as he came, blissfully unaware of the ridiculous O-face he was making. His whole being was suffused in pleasure and joy. It was absolutely the most intense orgasm he'd ever experienced in his life, and that included that time in 7th grade when Mary Jane Esplanade had jerked him off in the cloakroom, spectacular and messy though that had been.

He pulled his cock out of Simi's mouth and slipped the ballgag back into place, then released the bonds on her feet and lay in bed next to her.

He left her hands cuffed behind her back. He somehow knew she liked it.

Simi did like it. She had really liked it when he'd put the ballgag back in her mouth as soon as he was finished cumming in her mouth. He knew. He understood. He was wonderful.

Joe cuddled up to Simi, wrapping her in his arms, two naked and very happy people just lying there being enjoying a spot of post-coital bliss.

“That was absolutely wonderful, Simi,” Joe said.

“Yeff, maffa,” Simi said through the gag in extremely relaxed tones. “We haffa oo mow ub ih.”

“Oh, yeah,” said Joe, running hand along the delightful curve that run from her shoulder down to her hip. “We are gonna do a LOT more of that stuff. Which reminds me … you on any kind of birth control, mine?”

He reached forward and pulled the ballgag out of her mouth so she could speak more clearly. Seemed only fair, as he was asking her questions.

“I am, Master,” Simi said. “I am wearing an IUD. I don't have any STDs, either … haven't had a lot of sex, these last few years.”

“Same here,” said Joe. “No girlfriends, no sex, no STDs. Funny how that works out. But now that I have you, we are gong to have a LOT of sex.”

“Yes, my Master,” said Simi. Her heart had thrilled when he had called her “mine” earlier, and she had also loved hearing the phrase “Now that I have you.” It would have been extremely fast, pushing things under less magical circumstances. But … things still felt magical, and right. She WAS his, she could feel it in her bones, and she was pretty sure he could feel it in his bones, too. Especially his boner bone.

She giggled, thinking of the term “boner bone.”

It was weird to feel so helpless in her bonds, and so safe in Joe's arms.

“Mine, I'm getting a little thirsty and hungry,” Joe said. “Let's go get us some breakfast.”

“Sounds lovely, Master,” Simi said. She was actually wanting more sex, but men did have that confectionary period when their cock got soft and stayed that way for a while, like icing on a cake. Poor things. Perhaps letting Joe eat while his cock got back in working order was a good idea.

Joe thought it was a good idea, that was clear. He freed Simi's feet and hands and said, “Heel, mine,” and headed for the kitchen. Simi padded along after him, feeling wonderful. She was heeling to her man.

“Whaddya normally eat for breakfast, mine?” Joe asked.

“Oh, some fruit, some yogurt, maybe a piece of toast,” Simi said, “with some strong tea.”

“Well, I got toast,” said Joe. “How do you feel about sausage and eggs and toast and coffee?”

“They sound delicious, Master,” said Simi. Actually they sounded kind of heavy. But she'd eaten them in the past and not found them offensive. She liked sausage and eggs in a nice egg dish with lots of vegetable and cheese and spices, but somehow, she did not think this was the way Joe ate them.

“Great,” said Joe. “I'll show you where all the stuff is and you can cook it just the way you like it.”

Simi looked distressed. She was distressed.

“Master, I know how to make toast, but I don't know how to cook the others,” Simi said. “Well, I suppose I could do the coffee, if it's like tea.”

Joe looked at her, browsed raised.

“What do you know how to cook, mine?” he asked.

“Very little, I'm afraid, Master,” said Simi.

“How do you keep yourself fed?” Joe asked.

“I eat out a lot, I have some microwavable foods I like, and there are a lot of foods that don't need cooking, Master,” Simi said. She felt defensive about it. “I've never been interesting in cooking, or in eating. I have always figured the less I do of either, the better off I am. All the girls I know who cook like food a lot. Too much, in many cases.”

“Well my job demands that I eat a lot,” said Joe. “I burn the carbs pretty heavy at work.”

”What do you do, Master?” Simi asked.

“I'm an order picker at an auto parts store,” said Joe. “When someone needs a part, I'm the one that fetches it and brings it to the front or to their truck or wherever.”

“Ah and some auto parts are heavy,” said Simi.

“Yes, some are very heavy,” said Joe.

“I noticed you are very strong, Master,” said Simi approvingly.

“And I noticed you are freaking gorgeous, mine,” said Joe, returning the compliment easily. “What do you do for work, mine?”

“I work in the IT department of Globular Trust Networks,” said Simi. “You could call me a programmer, and I guess I am, but most of my actual work involves getting various business to business programs to do what they're supposed to do.”

“Ah,” said Joe. “I thought with a body like yours, you might be a stripper or something.”

“No, Master,” said Simi, not sure if she should feel offended or flattered by his assumption. Possibly both. But in fact she found herself not caring. He was her Master, he thought she was gorgeous, that was all that mattered. “But I'll strip for you, anytime.”

“You'd need clothes to strip, I like having you naked to start with, girl,” he said, giving Simi's butt a friendly slap.

“Yes, Master,” said Simi, smiling. Joe had a way of saying and doing the right thing.

“Well you can't cook, here's a chance to learn some new slave skills,” said Joe. “Now pay attention, mine,” said Joe, and Simi did, as Joe proceeded to prepare and cook breakfast for the two of them.

What Simi noticed mostly as she watched was all the food he didn't have in his fridge and his kitchen cabinets. And what he did have was real basic stuff: big bags of rice and beans, none of it instant or canned, and a big bag of cornmeal and a big bag of flour. In his fridge was a 12-pack of diet cokes and a six-pack of beer, both half empty. He had some milk and a box of horrible looking Sugar Chocky Toasty Oats, also half empty, and some packaged bacon, eggs, sausage, butter and chicken breasts, the cheapest protein there was, she suspected.

And that's when it occurred to Simi: Joe was really poor. He was an order picker at an auto parts store, he couldn't possibly make a lot of money. And looking at his meager pantry brought it home: Joe knew how to cook because he HAD to cook. He couldn't afford to eat out a lot. Possibly at all. She might be looking at Joe's grocery's for the week … maybe the whole month.

It was hard to match that with the glowing picture of strength and health that Joe presented. Also, the way Joe talked, he didn't SOUND stupid or uneducated, which Simi had always associated with poverty.

Wow. She had so much to learn about her Master.

And she had to figure out how to get some decent food in his kitchen without bruising his male ego. She wasn't even sure he had a male ego, but he probably did. He was definitely male.

The life of a slavegirl was more complex than she had imagined.

Simi said just one egg and one sausage patty and one piece of toast would be enough for her, and probably too much. Joe, who was having three eggs, two large sausage patties and two slices of toast, just nodded and accepted her word as he showed her how to cook eggs and fry sausages, which turned out to be very simple, mostly a matter of watching them and knowing when they were done. She'd had no idea, she had always thought cooking was some kind of magic, a matter of knowing secrets about herbs and spices and having trained taste buds. But apparently not, the way Joe did it.

She had probably gotten that from her mother, who typically elevated everything she did to an art.

Simi found that she was surprisingly hungry.

“Don't worry about all the calories, mine,” said Joe with a leer, “we'll burn then all off in bed.”

“Yes, Master,” said Simi, smiling. “I cannot think of a better way to deal with them.”

“May I ask a question, my Master?” Simi asked.

Yes, mine,” Joe said, digging into his eggs and sausage.

“I saw your gaming rig while I was in the living room, but I also saw another computer there. Is it a backup for your gaming rig?”

“No, mine, it's my BinaryBucks miner,” said Joe.

“Oh, really?” asked Simi. “You know how to mine Binary Bucks?”

“It's not real difficult, mine,” said Joe, taking note of the surprise in her voice. “Some of my gamer buddies put me on to it. I harvest a couple hundred bucks a month from it, the rest I put in savings.”

“Oh, really?” Simi asked.

“Sure, why not, I can't seem to save real money,” Joe observed.

“Real money,” Simi said. She was giggling inside again. “What do you do with the money you harvest?”

“I buy the groceries, pay the rent, the utilities, whatever needs doing with it,” Joe said.

“Well it not any of my business, but I have to tell you, the company I work for is a financial services firm, and they keep track of things, acquisitions and mergers and so forth,” said Simi. “And we have been buying BinaryBucks whenever we can. That's because in early January, Bitcoin is going to acquire Binary Bucks and their value is going to increase enormously.”

“How enormously?” Joe asked.

“E-fucking-normously was the term I heard used,” said Simi. “Maybe a factor of as much as a hundred.”

“So every Binary Buck I've got will be worth a hundred times its present value?” asked Joe. “Now you've got me wondering how many I've got.”

“You don't know?” Simi asked.

“No, I figure that the best way to save money is to put it away and forget about it,” said Joe. “If you start counting it, you start thinking of ways to spend it.”

“Ah,” said Simi. She had never thought of it that way. “You have a point, Master.”

“Wait here, mine,” Joe said. “I have to check something out.”

“Yes, Master,” said Simi.

Joe left the room, and Simi knew exactly what he was checking on. He came back wearing an expression that combined surprise, puzzlement and concern.

“I've been doing this for years,” said Joe. “I got 28,000 BinaryBucks, more or less. Is that good?”

Simi took a moment to do a quick calculation in her head. “That depends on how you feel about having a quarter of a million US dollars in a few weeks, Master.”

Joe grinned. “I feel pretty good about that, mine,” he said. “I see now what that scroll was about. I was supposed to love and trust my Binary Bucks computer! You're just icing on the computer cake!”

“Ah,” said Simi. “It all become so clear.”

“Yes, mine, and that reminds me, I think Santa may have a financial surprise for you as well as me,” said Joe. “Take one of your cuffs off and put it on the table there. I want to have a look at it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Simi, and it was her turn to sound puzzled. She removed the wrist cuff and put it on the table, as ordered, though she hated to have it off. It made her feel so much like Joe's property.

Joe walked over to a drawer in the kitchen and pulled out an old wooden-handled hammer and an equally aged screwdriver, though the screwdriver had a plastic handle. He walked over to the table, pressed the screwdriver head against the inside of Simi's cuff at an angle, and then gave it a firm but light tap with the hammer.

He lifted the screwdriver and there was a small incision pressed into the metal, surprisingly deep given how light the tap Joe had given it was.

“Well look at that, mine,” Joe said, handing the cuff to Simi. “Its solid metal. Not plated at all.And very soft.”

“Oh, really?” Simi asked. "What does it mean that it's very soft?"

“Gold is very soft, and magic things are often made of gold, mine,” said Joe. “The incision indicates your gear is solid, not plated. I'd say that weighs about eight ounces. And the shackles on your ankles are much larger. And your collar is even larger. Gold's running about a thousand dollars an ounce right now. You've got about fifty thou worth of bondage gear on right now, mine.”

Simi's eyes went wide. She had not considered the possibility that the gear might be solid gold. But Joe was right. The rules were different where magic was concerned.

Joe shoved the cuff over to her. “Put it back on, I like having my slavegirls done up right.”

“Yes, Master,” said Simi, hastily putting the cuff back on. She felt better with it on. “But I have to point out that since I am yours, the gear I wear is yours as well.”

“And I have to point out that since I am your gift, the gear you wear is yours as well,” said Joe. “And also, as I am your Master your gear is yours if I want it to be.”

“Yes, Master,” Simi said. This was a point she had to accept.

“So what do you like to do for fun, mine?” Joe asked.

Simi realized that to Joe, the money was a distraction. It was going to change his life enormously, but she realized it was not going to change who he was. The money would be nice, but what he was interested in was her.

That felt great. And she felt the same about Joe, though she was very glad he would not be poor any longer soon. She had muttered the phrase “money grubbing whore” about too many members of her own family to believe that Joe's poverty would not be a problem for them. But Joe the BinaryBucks investor was a whole 'nother animal.

“Oh, game and watch anime, Master,” said Simi. Then she realized she had almost lied to her Master. “Mostly hentai, Master,” she added, not wanting to deceive.

“What kind of games?” Joe asked.

“Warriors and Sluts of Gor, World of Warcraft and Star Whores, mostly, Master,” said Simi.

“Ah, I got an avatar or three in Warriors and Sluts of Gor,” said Joe.

“Oooh, it would be so much fun to play together!” Simi said.

“Yes it would,” said Joe with a smirk. He knew exactly what Simi meant. Kinky sexual roleplay was common and accepted in Warriors and Sluts of Gor, in fact, the game was infamous for it, and you had to have a credit card as proof of age to play, though you did not have to pay to play, though there was lots of stuff to buy in-game, most of it fairly cheap. There was so much loot to buy that some people had spent thousands of dollars on the “free” game, even though there was not necessarily a connection between the goods on sale in-game and winning.

“I used to like hentai,” said Joe. “When I first started watching them, they were fucking amazing. But I lost interest when they started getting predictable, you know what I mean?”

“No, Master, I do not,” said Simi. “What do you mean?”

“Well, one of the first hentai I ever saw was Cool Devices,” said Joe. “It had this episode called “Slave Warrior Maya.” Ever seen it?”

“Yes, Master,” Simi said. “What about it amazed you?”

“Well first it had this scene where the heroine has been captured by evil dudes, and they strip her and tie her down and then the have this thing that looks like a small brain with tentacles crawl up her pussy,” said Joe. “It's supposed to turn her into a sex beast, whatever that is, and it makes her grow a giant cock, and then they've got her in this cell with her wrists tied behind her back and her ankles tied together, and she's sitting cross-legged and all she wants to do is suck on her giant cock. When her girlfriend comes by and wants to rescue her from the cell, she's totally not interested, she just wants to suck her giant cock. Later she and her friend are trying to escape and she gets excited and fucks her friend with her giant cock. And that's not the only thing.”

“I imagine not, Master,” said Simi, smiling. Now that Joe was describing the scenes to her, she was remembering them.

“Yeah, later the bad dudes put her in these giant metal stocks and they completely enclose her arms and legs and hold them spread wide so she looks kind of like a quadruple amputee doing a spreadeagle,” Joe said, “and the bad guys have put this mechanical snake tentacle in her, with its head buried in her pussy, and it's turning her into a sex beast, too, because apparently that's the program for her. And that was freaky enough. But then these two giant crow buddies of hers come by and rescue her, and they don't know how to get the metal snake out, so they just chop it off a couple of feet out of her vagina, and they escape, but she spends a long time naked with this metal tentacle hanging out of her pussy as she runs around and talks to people and stuff.”

“Yes, Master, you don't see that sort of thing in a lot of American films, even porn,” Simi observed.

“I never seen anything like it,” said Joe, shaking his head. “So I watched all the Cool Devices and a lot of others and I saw a lot of other weird shit that was kinky and interesting, but I saw a lot of stuff that was kinky that I had no interest in. Like all the enema stuff. Yech.”

“Yes, Master,” said Simi. “I never understood the appeal of the enemas, either.”

“That's a relief,” said Joe with a grin. “Between the enemas and the sex sluts that look like little girls and the way the hentai started being just like American porn, not much plot, just sex, I kinda noped outta hentai. I'm sure there's good stuff I'm missing, but I'm not missing the rest of it. Why do you watch hentai, mine?”

“For all the bondage ideas, Master,” said Simi. “I look at American video porn, too. I tie myself up a lot, Master.”

“I've heard that can be dangerous, mine,” said Joe.

“Yes, Master, it can be,” said Simi. “if you are careless or unlucky.”

“Ever have any close calls?” Joe asked.

“Just one, Master,” said Simi. “I was in self-bondage and I had the keys to my bonds on a dresser near me where I could reach them with my hand if I needed to. And an earthquake happened, a mild one, but it knocked the keys off the dresser. I had never thought of that. Fortunately, I had my cell phone on my bed and my bestie called me to see if I had come through the quake OK, and I had an app that let me answer the call by voice alone, and I was able to tell her what happened and she came over and released me, after teasing the living hell out of me. Now she makes me call her before I do any self-bondage and if I don't call her back in three hours she call me and if I don't respond, she says she'll come by. Hasn't happened again, though.”

“Well now you got somebody to tie you up, mine,” Joe said with a grin. He had noted Simi's warm response whenever he called her “mine.” “Much safer!”

“Yes, Master,” said Simi. “I look forward to your safetying my brains out.”

“Well, no time like the present, mine,” said Joe, causing Simi to brighten visibly. “You not gonna finish your food?”

“I've eaten about all I can hold, Master,” Simi said. There was still half a sausage patty and half a piece of toast on her plate. She had eaten all the eggs and drunk most of the coffee, even though it was not as good as tea. “It was very tasty, but I do not eat much. I will finish it if you wish, Master.”

“Nah, but let's not let it go to waste,” said Joe, taking her plate and eating the toast and sausage at what for him was a leisurely pace, but to her could be described as “devouring.”

“Now, mine, let's get back to the bedroom,” said Joe. ”But first, open wide.”

“Yes, Master,” Simi said, thinking Joe might have some kind of treat for her. And he did. He put her gag ball back in her mouth.

“Now wait here, mine,” he said, rising from his chair.

“Yeff, maffa,” Simi said happily. More sexy times. If she had a tail, it would be wagging.

She sat and waited, staring at her food, drooling a bit, happy as a clam. This was the best Christmas ever!

Joe disappeared into the bedroom and walked back out with a buttplug tail dangling from his hand.

She was going to have a tail. Simi was going to have a tail, and it would be wagging, all right.

“On your hands and knees, slave,” said Joe.

“Yeff, maffa,” Simi said, immediately sliding out of her chair and getting on her hands and knees. Her legs were spread wide apart. She knew what was coming.

Joe walked around behind Simi and went to the kitchen cabinet and got out a bottle of cooking oil.

“No, Maffa,” Simi said, putting a little urgency in her voice.

Joe noted the urgency in Simi's voice and walked over to her and removed her gag.

“What is it, mine?” Joe asked. “Never worn a butt plug tail before?”

“No, Master,” said Simi. “It's the cooking oil. It can make it a lot easier for me to get yeast infections in my vagina. That might not be true of my ass, but I am not sure.”

“Whoa!” said Joe. “Didn't know that, mine. I figured since cooking oil was safe for the inbox, it would be safe for the outbox.”

“Logical, but not so, Master,” said Simi said. “From what I have read, it's not dangerous to use occasionally, so we could do it this time.”

“Is there something better I might have?” Joe asked. “I mean, I got some machine oil, but that stuff really stinks and it's probably not good for you, either.”

“Yes, Master, it does not sound like a good idea,” said Simi. “Do you have any aloe-based sunburn ointment?”

“Yeah, I do,” said Joe. “Got a little burnt on the beach a couple of months ago. Just some cheap stuff I got at a drugstore.”

“Is it clear or a cream?” Simi asked.

“Oh, it's kind of a a green gel, it's clear but it's got this green tint,” Joe said.

“That sounds good,” Simi said. “Aloe is a very safe lubricant. Let's go with that.”

“Good of you to speak up there, mine,” Joe said. “Always do that if you see me doing something stupid, okay?”

“Yes, Master,” said Simi, smiling. The more she got to know Joe, the better she liked him.

Joe returned from his bathroom a moment later with a bottle of Aloe Sunburn Gel and it was clear as advertised.

“Label says it's basically aloe and water,” said Joe. “Lots of water, I bet, it was cheap.”

“It is safe, then,” said Simi.

“Good to know, mine,” Joe said, sliding the ballgag back into Simi's mouth. Then he went to the counter and lubricated the buttplug with the aloe gel over the kitchen sink. He returned his attention to Simi and put a big, cool glob of gel on her anus and rubbed it in good, then slowly worked the buttplug tail into her butt.

Simi knelt there like the patient beast she was, grunting a little as the butt was worked in. But her eyes flew open briefly as she realized something. Joes' ignorance about lube probably corroborated his claim that he had not had much sex for a while. A sexually active guy would know about lubes, probably. Hell, he'd own some lubes. Joe did not own any lubes. Simi owned lubes, as she often put vibrators and buttplugs and other stuff inside her pussy. It was a voracious pussy.

It wasn't much, it didn't mean much, but it was nice to have things checking out as they should. This might be a magical interlude in Simi's life … she had accepted that … but she had the habits of mind developed in a much less magical existence.

The tail now properly placed and dangling out of her butt, Simi give it a little shake and said “Fank oo, Maffa,” through her gag.

“You're welcome, mine,” said Joe, smiling as he saw her shaking her ass.

He knelt down in front of Simi. “So you want to be fucked senseless, slave?” he asked, putting a little hardness in his voice.

“Yeff, Maffa,” Simi replied. She really did want that.

“Then beg for it, slut,” Joe ordered.

“Pweeze, maffa,” Simi pleased, her pussy warming at the way Joe had said “slut,” enjoying the rough tone Joe was using, “pweeze fuf me hahd, maffa, ah uh flut! Pwee fluf iff flut!”

She even enjoyed the way the gag garbled her words.

“Will you do anything your Master desires, slut, to make him happy?” Joe asked. He was enjoying pushing Simi, finding out what she liked and didn't like. She didn't like vegetable oil as a lubrcant. She did like being dominated and called names. She liked being made to beg for it. And he liked making her beg for it.

“Yeff, Maffa, ennyfing!” Simi said. “Ah iw oo ennyfing oo make oo appy!”

“That's what I like to hear, slut,” Joe growled. “Now, heel.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” said Simi as she crawled to follow Joe out of the kitchen and into the bedroom. She was crawling behind her Master on her hands and knees with a tail dangling out of her butt and a ballgag in her mouth. All her sexiest dreams come true. Simi was enjoying every bit of it.

In the bedroom, Joe said, “Get on the bed, slut, lie on your stomach and grab your ankles.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Simi very nearly moaned. She was getting all excited again. She did as Joe ordered, crawling onto the bed and smelling the man-smell she loved so much already.

She raised her legs in the air and grabbed her ankles, pulling them to either side of her.

”Very good, girl,” Joe said. He fastened the rings dangling from each of her wrist cuffs to each of her ankle shackles.

“Now crawl off that bed and get on your knees where you belong, slut,” Joe said giving her a slap on her butt that set off echoes in her pussy.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Simi. She crabbed over to the edge of the bed and then slowly crawled backward to the edge of the bed and then slowly slid off the side until her feet touched the floor. Because her hands were cuffed to her feet, she slid off in a heap, but the fall was gentle and controlled and not at all harmful.

Joe made no effort to help her. He had given the orders, carrying them out was her problem, her being the slavegirl and all.

Simi easily got to her knees and Joe had a seat on the edge of the bed with his cock dangling down. Well, not completely down. Joe had clearly enjoyed watching Simi squirm her way to the floor.

“Now get over here and let's get that gag out of your mouth so we can get something worthwhile in there,” Joe ordered with a grin.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Simi eagerly.

She crab crawled over to where Joe sat and looked up at him. He reached down and pulled the gag out of her mouth, letting it dangle at her throat by the straps.

“You wanna suck my cock, slut?” Joe asked.

“Yes, Master,” Simi said breathily.

“Then beg for it,” Joe ordered.

“Master, please let me suck your cock,” Simi said. It felt so dirty to be actually saying the words to a man. And so right.

Joe slapped her lightly on the face.

“You call that begging, slut?” Joe growled. “You want it, but you may not get it. BEG for it.”

The slap on her face had the same effect as the slap on her butt had, it went right to Simi's pussy and set it ablaze.

“Master, please let me suck your cock," Simi said. It felt so dirty to be actually saying the words to a man. And so right.

Joe slapped her lightly on the face.

“You call that begging, slut?" Joe growled. “You want it, but you may not get it. BEG for it."

The slap on her face had the same effect as the slap on her butt had, it went right to Simi's pussy and set it ablaze.

“Master, please let me suck your cock, I know my tongue is unworthy, but I want it soooo much, please, please, please, Master, I need it!" Simi said, really laying it on, and enjoying doing so.

“That's better, slut," Joe said. “Very well, suck my cock."

“Oh, THANK YOU, Master," Simi said and she took his cock into her mouth, looking up at him with what she hopes was a properly grateful expression as she did so. Inside, she was giggling with glee and pleasure. So much fun!

“That's it, slave, look up at me while you suck my cock," Joe growled. He was having trouble acting gruff, because he was enjoying this play as much as Simi, but he could tell she liked it. And that he liked it.

“Yeff, maffa," Simi said. She liked looking up at Joe with her mouth full of his cock. She began sucking it, working it with her lips and tongue, gazing up at Joe with a loving, submissive look on her face, her eyes smoky with pleasure.

Joe gazed down at Simi. His cock was surging with wonderful sensations already. Simi's lips and mouth felt so good on his cock, and her tongue was pure ecstasy as it swirled around. And the sight of those eyes gazing up at him so worshipfully as she sucked was pure rocket fuel to his male ego.

“Work it, slut," Joe growled, because he could tell that Simi was loving his dominance of her as well as being bound. It all worked together, Joe knew.

Just as Simi's beauty, submissive manner and bondage worked for him. He had always wanted a girl to call his own, to tie up and play with. Now he had one.

It was freaking wonderful.

Joe reached down and took handfuls of Simi's hair and rocked her head back and forth as she sucked, forcing his cock just a little farther down her throat than she had been taking in, and pushing her head just a little farther back, making her suck all the harder, all the while gazing down at her.

For a time that was all there was in the room, the two of them, gazing into one another's eyes, almost falling into one another's eyes as Simi's lips slid back and forth along Joe's cock, her tongue relentlessly working it, her bound hands locked to her ankles.

Then Joe pushed Simi off his cock and reached down to her neck and pushed the ballgag back in.

“Time to warm up your pussy, mine," Joe said. He rose from the bed and picked Simi up by her back and put and laid her on the bed effortlessly. He was so strong, Simi thought. She felt like a feather in his arms.

Joe laid her down and then knelt between her legs and slowly lowered his face to the level of her pussy. It was smooth, with big plump vaginal lips and little bits of inner labia peeking out between them, like wavy pink lettuce bits projecting from between them.

“It's about time I had me some pussy," said Joe. “Don't orgasm without my permission, slut. And you know what to do if you want it. Beg for it."

“Yeff, maffa," Simi said breathlessly. She had not counted on her Master (her Master!) doing that. But she supposed Joe could if he wanted to. She was his slavegirl. She belonged to him.

The mere thought gave her a thrill.

Joe began probing Simi's pussy with his tongue while he toyed with her clit with his thumb, sliding his arms and curling them up so he could really get in there and work. He knew he was supposed to be gentle, that clits weren't like cocks, to be pulled and tugged at.

At first there was not much effect, Simi just lay there breathing heavily, so Joe worked her clit a little harder and went up and grabbed a nipple with one hand and began rolling it around between is fingers and prodding it and tugging at it.

That got a response. Simi began moaning and writhing, so Joe kept it up, slowly increasing the intensity of his work on her nipple. He stopped working her clit with his hand and started using his tongue on her clit and began working her other nipple with his other hand, starting gently at first and then rapidly increasing the intensity to match his other hand.

Simi had started slowly because Joe's lapping at her inner labia and vagina, while nice feeling, hadn't been very strong, and he'd been too gentle on her clit, though the general eroticism of the situation was keeping her very turned on.

Then when Joe turned things up a notch her clit came alive, and so did her nipple, when he started on it. Simi squirmed helplessly in her bonds, moaning into her ballgag as Joe went at her more intensely, and the sensations pouring in from her nipples and clit sent waves of pleasure crashing through her mind.

Joe kept at it steadily as Simi's moans and writhing increased in intensity. He saw no reason to change his course if it was making her moans more urgent and her writhing more intense. It was working, and Joe was not inclined to fix it.

Besides, Simi's pussy tasted so nice. He had been planning to do her with the wand, but damn, her pussy had looked so nice he had wanted to taste it. And now he was glad he had, and was making Simi glad he had.

Simi found that the effect of writhing in her bonds while Joe's mouth mercilessly worked her clit was incredibly intense. She felt like such a helpless, squirming slave slut, and the ballgag in her mouth and the shackles on her wrists and ankles amplified the feelings, until the waves were swamping her mind.

Simi realized she was not far from orgasming.

“Pwee, maffa!" she cried, remembering Joe's order. "Pwee wet me um!"

“No, slut, you can't cum yet," Joe growled briefly before returning to Simi's clit. He was having too much fun to let Simi cum yet.

“Yeff, Maffa," Simi said, her voice husky with passion. She really needed and wanted to cum, but perversely, she liked that Joe had ordered her not to. It kept her teetering deliciously on the edge of orgasm.

Joe's tongue soon tired of working Simi's clit, delicious as it was to make her squirm that way. That was all right, licking Simi's pussy had made his cock rock hard. It was ready to go in.

Without a word to Simi, Joe rose from her pussy and crawled forward, looming over her. Simi gazed up at him, drinking in the buff body that loomed above her, loving the gleam in Joe's eyes. She felt his cock probing her pussy, and she was soooo ready for it to enter her, so ready to be fucked, if her hands had been free she would be guiding it in. But they weren't, and she loved that too. There was a momentary bit of pain as his cock forced its way in past her relatively dry outer labia, then his cock surged into her pussy, sliding smoothly into her, leaving her filled with submissive lust. She had been occupied, she had a man's cock inside her.

She moaned with sheer lust as Joe began to work his cock back and forth inside her. Her whole being was on fire with pleasure, she felt so wonderfully helpless and submissive.

Joe worked his cock in between Simi's outer labia and felt a surge of pure pleasure from it as it slid between her silky walls. He groaned in pleasure as his cock sent a wave of pure ecstasy coursing through his system, though it wasn't just the pleasure from his cock, it was also the sight of Simi lying beneath him, her beautiful body bound, her mouth gagged, her eyes shining up at him, smoky with passion. She was his, helplessly and totally. He could feel it in his body, and in hers, too. Gazing down at her, he relished her.

Joe began pumping his cock in and out of her pussy, slowly and gently at first, but going faster and harder as he worked at her.

Helplessly bound, Simi gazed up at Joe, his smooth powerful body looming above her, his eyes gazing down at her intently, his cock surging in and out of her, her entire body alive with erotic pleasure, and she found herself getting lost in Joe's eyes, in his intense gaze. She felt a deep connection with Joe at that moment, even as her whole body roiled with pleasure as he thrust into her again and again. She felt wonderful, free, floating. It was like being in subspace, except she wasn't alone. She felt Joe's presence, felt connected to him. He was inside her, literally and figuratively. It was as if the pleasure that Joe's cock was creating inside her was flowing inside her, becoming part of her, the Joe part of her.

She gazed up at him and felt completely enwrapped in him, comfortable and relaxed, even as her body blazed with passion. The feelings inside her were so sweet and good that it made her catch her breath.

And she had a thought. And that thought made her cum so hard it put every other orgasm she had ever had in her life, even the one she had had after the three-hour self-bondage sessions where she finally let her self masturbate to orgasms after hours of teasing, into perspective. It was the nuclear bomb of orgasms, blowing her away as the pleasure and that other feeling swamped her mind in conjunction, changing her forever.

Joe gazed down at Simi and felt his cock getting harder and harder as he pumped her, his whole body surging as he thrust into her. The sensations from his cock were overwhelming, but as he pumped he gazed down into Simi's eyes and he saw paradise inside those smoky eyes that gazed up at her. She was drooling copiously from the corners of her mouth because of the gag, but neither Joe nor Simi noticed that. She was helpless beneath him, her wrists cuffed to her ankles. She could have brought her knees together and clasped him, but her instinct was to spread her legs wider, to open herself to him more, as much as she could.

Joe felt that openness as he thrust into her again and again. His cock was sending waves of pleasure that threatened to swamp his mind at any moment, and his whole body and mind was attuned to his thrusts. At the same time, he seemed to be falling into those smoky blue eyes of Simi's as they gazed up at him, gleaming and full of emotion. He felt as if she had become a part of him in that instant, some place in his mind or his heart, probably both, had been colonized by Simi, there was a Simi place inside Joe, and it felt so right, it filled his chest with a feeling of light and air and pure Masterful power and pleasure, to have such a wonderful creature as Simi in his heart.

And then he had a thought, the exact same thought that Simi had had, at the exact same instant that Simi had had it, with the same result, a nuclear bomb of an orgasm that blew him away, his whole being suffused with irresistible waves of pleasure and joy that left Joe's body mechanically thrusting his cock into Simi's pussy even as his whole being was scoured by the emotion he was feeling, irrevocably changed, now and forevermore.

And that thought that they shared was:

“Holy shit, I'm in love!"

Joe collapsed atop Simi after his orgasm. She accepted his body happily but not particularly consciously, she liked having him between her legs, and she was so suffused with post-orgasmic bliss that she was barely conscious, as was Joe. For a few minutes they lay in one another's arms, their bodies and mind spent, so happy to be with one another at a basic physical level.

Eventually, though, the ecstasy pooled away and went back to his cock. The pure physical satisfaction was still there, but Joe was able to form thoughts.

“I think I just fell in love with you, Simi," Joe said. He saw no point in hiding it, being cagey and playing games.

“Ee oo, affer," Simi said, her voice so soft and gentle that it barely got past her gag.

“Oh, you fell in love with you, too?" Joe asked.

“No, maffer, ah few in uff if OO!" Simi said as distinctively as she could with the gag in her mouth.

Joe smiled.

“Ah, so nice to hear you confessing your love for your Master with a big ol' ballgag in your mouth, mine," Joe said.

“Wu ravvar offeff mah wuv ov oo wif oor cah in ma mouf, Maffa," Simi said.

“I don't have a “Kah," mine," Joe said. “Would my cock do?"

“Yeff, maffa!" Simi said immediately, giggling a bit. She knew he was playing with her. And she loved it.

“That does seem more appropriate, for us," said Joe.

Joe rolled out of bed then reached over and pulled the gag out of Simi's mouth, then picked up Simi and gently placed her on the floor, facing the bed, on her knees.

Joe sat on the edge of the bed with his cock dangling over it. He gestured at it.

“Take the whole thing in your mouth, mine," Joe ordered.

“Yes, Master," said Simi. Joes' cock was still flaccid, and she was able to engulf it easily.

“Now what did you have to say to me, Simi?" Joe asked.

“Aw wuv oo, maffa!" Simi said, gazing up at Joe adoringly.

“I love you too, mine," said Joe. “I want to love you and care for you for the rest of my days. Yours, too! But that's all in the future. Today and tonight, I want to dominate you and fuck you and force you to satisfy our every animal need."

“Yeff, Maffa," Simi said, her tones fully conveying her approval of Joe's plan.

“Good," said Joe. He reached down and freed Simi's ankle and wrist restraints. “Now, how shall I tie you up this time, mine?"

Simi gave Joe a look.

“Ennywah oo ish, maffa," she said.

For the next few hours Joe and Simi spent a delirious time exploring each others' bodies and minds, especially their bodies. In between vigorous fuckings, Simi told Joe about that time she forgot to bring a tampon to school and she bled so much she left a buttprint on her school desk and had to figure out a way to get to the nurse's office without anyone seeing the huge stain on her jeans. “I blushed so hard and so long I feared my blush would be permanent … I was red on both ends. But no one saw it, or they would have mentioned it … oh, they would have mentioned it a LOT!"

Joe told Simi about that time he visited the state capital building as a student, wearing the “interview suit" that he only wore to job interviews, which included a shirt and tie and a jacket, and discovered only after the tour that his fly had been unzipped the whole time, his shirt and pulled out in back and his hair had gotten mussed. When he wrote about it later on Reddit, someone had suggested that the reason he hadn't been told was that everyone had thought he was a state legislator and was drunk, since who else comes to the capital building drunk and in disarray?

“Were strange men and women offering you money, by any chance?" they asked.

Between bouts of sex they shared their stories, so intensely interested in finding out about one another, and telling each other about one another.

But an awful thought held Joe back from complete ecstasy. He knew how these magical stories went. Something magical and wonderful shows up on your doorstep, unsought, unbidden. And then just as suddenly as it shows, it vanishes. And you learn a valuable lesson.

Joe did not want to learn a valuable lesson. He wanted to have Simi as his for the rest of his life. After what he had just discovered with her on his leash, the prospect of living life without Simi had no appeal whatsoever.

Simi had been having the exact same thought, having encountered the exact same stories. She had no idea how she had wound up in Joe's apartment. She was so happy she had. And she feared that she might just as mysteriously vanish and find herself in her own apartment, alone, never to see Joe again. She did not share it with him, because she did not want to bother him, but it was bothering her, a lot. Masters were supposed to protect their girls, were they not? Could he somehow protect her from this fate? Probably not, Joe did not appear to have magical powers, other than the magical effect his touch had on her.

“My address is 153 Fontanelle Street, San Tabarello, mine," said Joe. “My phone number is 555-555-5555. Do you think you can remember that?"

“153 Fontanelle Street, San Taberello, phone number 555-555-5555," Simi replied softly. “I hope so, Master."

“You hope so, mine?" Joe asked.

“I have silly thoughts," Simi said. “Silly fears, Master. It is nothing to bother about."

“You've been having the same thoughts I have, haven't you, mine?" Joe said. “You've been thinking that if you came here so magically, you could disappear as magically, never to see me again."

“Yes, Master," said Simi. “I don't know how I got here. I fear I will vanish when this day ends. It happens so often in stories about magical wishes being granted. I do have one hope, however."

“What is that, mine?" Joe asked.

“In all the Christmas stories I have ever encountered, the gifts don't magically vanish," Simi story. “They stay. Perhaps the people that get them change. But the gifts remain."

“You're right, mine," said Joe. “Christmas magic never cheats on the giving. It's not Christmassy."

He felt quite cheered up at Simi's thought. Christmas stories rarely cheated people.

“Still, I think we'll both sleep better if I chain you to the bed tonight," Joe sid.

“I would love that, Master," Simi said. “And I was wondering … may I keep your cock in my mouth as I sleep tonight? I have always wanted to do that, spend the night with a real cock in my mouth. I wear a dildo gag every night."

“How big is the dildo gag, mine?" Joe asked, curious.

“Oh, about this big, Master," said Simi, holding up her feet and narrowing the distance between them to a very specific distance.

“Oh, REALLY?" Joe asked, brow raised.

“Well I did not start out using one that big," said Simi. “I ordered a dildo holder gag, and started with a little stubby three inch dildo, and over time went to a bigger and bigger dildo. It took me FOREVER to get used to the four-inch gag, and then the four and a half inch gag, and then the five inch gag was much easier, and after that, it was a lot easier."

“You are ambitious, mine," Joe observed. “Which is good. And before I can answer your request, I have another question: do you grind your teeth in your sleep, mine?"

“Not that I know of, Master," said Simi. “How would I know if I did?"

“I don't know, mine," said Joe. “If you grind your teeth tonight, you will know from the high-pitched screaming you will hear, because you will sleep with my cock in your mouth."

“Thank you, Master, I will try to make you glad that you allowed me to do this," said Simi. “I do not really think I grind my teeth in my sleep, Master."

“Neither do I, mine," said Joe, "or you would not be sleeping with my cock in your mouth tonight."

“Yes, Master," said Simi.

Before they went to sleep that night, a sleep well earned with many feats of sexual bondage gymastics, Joe got some long chains from his hope chest of drawers and chained Simi to the bed by her ankle shackles. It was probably useless against magic, but still, he had to try.

Then he laid down and he and Simi twisted and turned until she had his cock well into her mouth, and they were both reasonably comfortable. Joe thought that the fear of losing Simi would keep him wide awake, but it was not so. He went out like a light. All those sexual gymnastics had exhausted him.

Simi thought the same thing, but she had also been sexually gymnastic, plus the warmth of Joe's body, and the smell of him, and taste of his cock all left her feeling very comfortable and happy and relaxed, and she fell asleep, too.

Several times during the night, Joe's cock stiffened inside Simi's mouth. She was awakened each time it did, and she did what was natural to her and sucked Joe's cock til he came in her mouth, trying to do so subtly enough that she did not wake her Master, and she succeeded, as far as she knew. Then she would fall asleep, her throat full of Joe's cock and his cum, very happy, because he was still there.

Joe awoke and before he even opened his eyes, he knew that Simi was still there … he could feel her mouth surrounding his cock, he could feel her breath on it.

He cranked one eye open and there she was, her face so peaceful and pretty as she slept. She had undoubtedly slept like a rock all night, just like him.

Joe felt curiously sated and satisfied as he gazed down at his love slave. But mostly he felt glad. She was still here. This Christmas might well last forever. Joe was OK with that.

Joe reached forward and gently shook Simi's head.

“Wake up, sleepyhead, time to get this day started," he said.

“Yeff, maffa," Simi said, reluctantly letting Joe's cock out of her mouth. It felt very natural there.

Joe sat up and reached down and picked up Simi by the shoulders and pulled her up to him, then rolled to one side so he could lay there holding her in his arms.

“Well, mine, it looks like we have a life together to plan," said Joe. “I've no idea what we are gonna tell our folks about how we met."

“Oh, I've given it some thought, Master," said Simi. “I think we should tell them the truth."

Joe thought for a moment.

“Clever," Joe said. “They'll never believe us."

“Yes, Master," said Simi, smiling. “And then all we have to do is smile the smuggest smiles anyone ever smiled, and continue to insist we were given to each other by Santa."

“You gave this a lot of thought, mine," Joe observed. “You've probably got our wedding all planned out, probably got the cocktail napkins picked out and the silverware patterns or whatever it is …"

“Oh, NO, Master!" Simi cried. “I have not!"

“Well SOMEBODY better plan our wedding!" Joe said, giving Simi a look.

“Yes, Master!" Simi cried, and she kissed him passionately, and one thing led to another as it often does, and they both lived ecstatically ever after.

A few months later, ELF 43999 got that stiff note she had anticipated from Administration about using magic on a non-magical Earth timeline. It didn't bother her. And there was an addendum. It read:

“Despite your error in using magic on a non-magical Earth timeline, it is noted that the happiness created by your magical intervention increased Christmas joy in that timeline by a thousandth of a percent, a remarkable achievement. This demonstrates excellent judgment in effective use of magic. Therefore, you are hereby granted increased magical powers, and discretion to use those powers in any timeline, magical or otherwise, per your best judgment.”

ELF 4399 grinned. A thousandth of a percent was a HUGE effect. This had to be from the Big Man, Santa himself! He was known to be results-oriented. 4399 smiled. Then she smiled an even bigger smile, with a hint of mischief. Christmas on that timeline was going to get a LOT more exciting. That timeline desperately needed some magic. And many other timelines did as well.


The End
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Also By Pat Powers:

The Slut Run
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Cyndi was a very conservative young feminist who enjoyed nothing more than the tedious academic arguments about gender that came naturally to her as a brilliant graduate student in the Gender Studies program at good ol' Goof U (aka the Grand Unified Free University of Colombo 7).


But Cyndi had a secret, a secret she kept even from herself. Every couple of weeks or so, she got very drunk at Gavigan's Tavern, stripped off her clothes, screamed “I am a slut!” and ran out the front door, knowing that she would be pursued by half the tavern's patrons. Because the first one to catch her and put a collar on her could claim her as his or her love slut.


It was called a slut run, a huge mass of drunken students pouring out on to the university grounds in hot pursuit of a naked woman. Who would catch Cyndi? She had run many times, always escaping. But Joe the handsome, charming, definitely dominant bartender at Gavigan's had plans for Cyndi. As did Moira, a hot, kinky dominant woman who made Cindy's submissive knees weak.


And also seeking Cyndi were half the patrons at Gavigan's. She led them all a merry chase, and arguably was leading herself on a merry chase as well. What would happen on the day she got caught?


It's a sexy fun run for everyone involved, even Cyndi, and especially for you!


This story is 14,196 words long. 


The Lovonian Honey Trap
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Imagine a land where sex-positive consensual BDSM culture is publicly accepted and fully integrated into the mainstream society, in fact, has become the mainstream. A land where “slut” is a label worn with pride and pleasure. A land where visitors can travel around the capital in carts drawn by naked ponygirls. A land where parks are full of giant sex toys for couples and groups to engage in public sex on. A land where major hotels have slut rental desks. A land where many restaurants allow you to have sex with their waitresses for the price of your meal. A land where the room service maids serve lodgers in all sorts of ways on beds that are conveniently equipped with rings allowing lodgers to restrain their girls in any way they liked.


That's Lovonia, and that was where Tom Rackham, a data analyst for a US intelligence agency, wanted to vacation. Tom got a lot more than he bargained for when he rented the slut Cara from Maranovsky Slut Rentals. He was initially attracted to her because of the almost unearthly beauty of her catlike face with her huge oval eyes. But as he got to know her, he discovered a deeply submissive women with a powerful libido, a swift, clever mind and a dry sense of humor to match his own.


But most of all, there was deep connection between Tom and Cara. From the moment they met they were two animals that wanted to get at one another, male to female, man to woman. And that should have been all that mattered.


But Tom was vacationing under an assumed identity because of his intelligence work -- no one would believe he wasn't a spy if they knew who he worked for. Cara had secrets of her own. And Lovonia had secrets that went back thousands of years, secrets that might change the global balance of power.


Can a skilled data analyst like Tom avoid blundering into one of Lovonia's secrets during his vacation? Because he really was on vacation, and he didn't WANT to do any spying, he just wanted to have lots and lots of kinky sex with Cara and the other sluts in Lovonia. 


More importantly, what is the nature of this powerful connection between Tom and Cara? Is it simple animal lust or could it be something deeper? Could it be love? And if it is love, what should these two people thrown together seemingly by chance for a week do about it?


If you're looking for a lighthearted kinky erotic romance novel written from a dominant's eye view, look no farther, you've found it! “The Lovonian Honey Trap” is over 76,000 words long. Enjoy! 


Tavern Slut #2: Mia The Contortionist
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Come explore the science fiction of sex in a world that's an unending sex party for the young if they want it to be – and they do.


Mia has the best sex toys ever! She has nanotech augments in her mouth, butt and other places that let her experience sexual sensations that an unaugmented human never could. She also had nanotech augments that make her a contortionist, bendier than any unaugmented human being could ever be. And she has augments that let her share sexual pleasure sensations with her partners.


Mia is having boyfriend issues, though, because she's a natural-born slut. She wants lots of sex with lots of boys, and hence has trouble doling out her favors to keep boys interested. She's a very giving woman. But there's a solution for her: the slut tavern, where you can make love to lots and lots of boys (and girls) and make lots and lots of cred to augment your Basic Income.


And bendy girls like Mia are oh, so welcome at slut taverns.


It's a dream come true for a slut, and it's about time some bold writer wrote a raunchy exploration of that dream, instead of focusing on ugly aliens that want Earth women for immoral porpoises. Dig in and enjoy the ride!


This science fiction erotica novella is a little over 22,000 and is part of the Basic Income universe. 


Tavern Slut #1: Jessica's Virgin Auction
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

For eighteen long years, Jessica was a very good girl. She had to be. Her parents had bought a watcherball and set it on her. It floated in the air near her at all times, and made sure no one could harm her or bully her. But her sexually hyper-conservative parents had also used the watcherball to prevent her from having any contact with boys, and little or no knowledge of sex outside of the clinical details that were taught in the mandatory school sex education program.


But Jessica had an intense interest in boys and sex, because she had a powerful libido, and keeping it bottled up for 18 years had only intensified it. The day Jessica turned 18 and became a Basic citizen in her own right, she had deactivated the watcherball, moved into her own apartment and gotten a pornstar body nano-upgrade. Then she had applied for work as a tavern slut, the most sexually intense work there was.


And when the tavern mistress learned that Jessica was a virgin, she suggested to Jessica that they have an event that was rare even in the ultra-sexually licentious 2100s: a virgin auction (because there were so few virgins, and even fewer of them were interested in being tavern sluts).


Jessica went for it, big time, especially when she found out that her virginity would be auctioned to not one, but ten lucky men who'd use her, one after the other, on a single night of unbridled passion and sexual debauchery. Jessica wanted to dive right into the black box that her parents have made of sex and sexuality. She has names and clinical descriptions of the things she might do, and which might be done to her, but she has NO idea what it will feel like, how it will changer her. But Jessica does know that the idea of giving her virginity to ten random men in return for money as if she were some lowly slave girl appeals to her like nothing else ever has.


Jessica's virgin auction at the Smiling Slut Tavern will be a night of unbridled passion and raw lust that will inspire a full-blown, flat-out brawl among the customers. What adventures will await Jessica as she kneels in sexual bondage in her alcove, locked in a chastity belt and a head harness, blindfolded and with her hands cuffed behind her back, waiting to have sex for the first time ever? Don't miss out!


This story is over 28,000 words long, and is part of the Basic Income world. 


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

When Professor George Huntington came back from his expedition to Bagooly-Nooly deep in West Africa in 1925, he brought a treasure trove of ancient manuscripts from an ancient silver mine that made his reputation as a scholar of antiquities.


He also brought with him a new wife, Safi, a former slave girl whom he bought from slavery and sexual bondage in Bagooly-Nooly. 


It was easy to understand why Professor Huntington chose to rescue Safi from the brothels of Bagooly-Nooly and none of her literal sisters … Safi has white skin and red hair, perhaps a genetic throwback to a distant ancestor kidnapped during the Dark Ages. She was quite beautiful, friendly and engaging as well. But she had much to learn of America.


The academics at Humboldt College, particularly Antiquities department head Percy Webster and his wife Lily, considered them to be very advanced, very forward and very much a part of the wild life of the Roaring 20s in America. But like most Americans of that time they are deeply inhibited about many sexual practices. They will discover that they have a lot to learn from the humble slave girl from the fleshpots of Bagooly-Nooly, who knows all the ropes where kinky sex is concerned. 


This story is a little over 21,000 words long.  


The Master Plan: Samantha
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International readers: Click here and be whisked away to a listing for your Amazon store

Samantha had her Master Plan all worked out. A successful executive and a submissive woman, she knew what she needed -- a strong, masterful billionaire who would rule her like a king in private and with whom she could publicly enjoy all the pleasures that billionairehood brought.


In the meantime, as she sought the billionaire Master whose adoring slave she would be, she played the game of Master and slave with many men, enjoying the thrill of submitting to a man and seeing what kind of person he turned out to be.


So when she submitted to Jeff, the dirt-poor bike messenger who hung out at the same munch she did, she didn't expect much. He was a hardcore bondage fan with tremendous powers of endurance in bed, she knew that much from the girls at the munches who had submitted to him. But he was about as far away from being a billionaire as you could possibly get without being homeless.


Samantha soon learns that the best-laid plans of women and men often go astray, and we're not just talking about finding herself naked, bound and gagged in an unlocked bathroom at a busy coffee shop.


Will Samantha's plans go astray in a terrible way, as often happens, or in a wonderful way, as sometimes happens? You'll just have to read the story to find out. Kinky erotic romantic comedy was never so sexy, or so much fun!  


The Love Slave Robot War: Book 1
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Click here and be whisked away to Amazon.com!

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? 


The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears
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Click here and be whisked away to Amazon.com! 

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. 



The Prop Master: Cindy's Student


Book Two of the Prop Master Series
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Click here and be whisked away to Amazon!

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!


The Prop Master


Book One of the Prop Master Series
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Click here and be whisked away to Amazon!

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.


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 ...


The Hottitude of Servitude -- Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

[image: ]

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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