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Chapter 1



	
Not All Your Friends Are Your Friends





 


“Pilot says helicopter gunship coming in from
the northeast,” said one of the raiders as they sped down the
road.

Freshly rescued from the basements of
Grossinger, Inc., Eileen MacCammon sat strapped into an armored
troop carrier in a loosely-fitting jumpsuit with her buttplug tail
ramming up her ass with every bump in the road. Cynthia Jefferson
sat next to her, similarly attired, and probably also being
sodomized by her buttplug tail. Both women were not at all bothered
by it, and not just because they were used to being fucked in the
ass. They were being rescued! It was worth it.

Around them sat the corporate warfare
specialists who had rescued them, wearing very similar jumpsuits,
but presumably, no buttplug tails.

“Go to lethal as your primaries,” said the
leader, “armor piercing rounds.”

The raiders on either side of MacCammon stood
up and pulled large, nasty looking assault rifles from the overhead
storage compartment. Five raiders lay on the floor, unconscious and
twitching from the effects of the plasma guns that had stunned
them.

MacCammon and Jefferson exchanged
glances.

“Still glad I invited you along?” MacCammon
asked.

“Yes, I'm just hoping it's not a short trip,”
said Jefferson as strange popping sounds and the whine of
hydraulics broke through the rumble of the carrier on the road.

There was a roaring noise and the personnel
carrier gave a mild lurch.

“Surface-to-air missiles,” said the leader,
catching their apprehension, “it should discourage the
gunship.”

“Does the gunship have air-to-surface
missiles?” MacCammon asked.

“They just call them “missiles,” but yes,”
said the leader.

A moment later there was a WHOOMP, one of
those noises so loud you feel it more than hear it, and at the same
time the whole carrier rocked and swerved as the inhabitants of the
vehicle shook and flopped in their restraints. MacCammon and
Jefferson screamed, the raiders just grunted and took it.

The carrier kept moving.

“Anybody hurt?” the leader called out.

“Nothing but some bumps and bruises,” said
Dogma, and the other raiders chimed in.

“Check the casualties,” said the leader.
“Mrs. MacCammon, Ms. Jefferson, are you OK?”

MacCammon's head was swimming from being
shaken around, she knew she was going to have some bruises soon,
but nothing felt broken and she didn't see any blood on her
anywhere, so she said, “I'm OK.”

“I'm all right,” said Jefferson as well.

“We lost some reactive armor, but the plate
remains,” came a voice over the intercom. “Our air cover is up,
gunship is retreating.”

“All right!” one of the grunts yelled, and
there was general cheering.

“Does this mean we are safe?” MacCammon asked
hopefully.

“No, it means we are not going to die
immediately,” responded the leader. “We'll be safe in about two
minutes.”

“Then why is everyone so happy?” asked
Jefferson.

“Well the odds are pretty good that we'll
live for the next two minutes,” said the leader, and for the first
time, MacCammon realized he was joking about as dryly as could be
managed.

MacCammon crumpled in her seat, suddenly
feeling enormous relief. Ever since she'd heard the fighting from
the raid approaching her cell in the basement of Grossinger, Inc.,
she'd been full of fear and tension. It reminded her of her
previous abductions. The first one had been so swift and efficient
that MacCammon had been packed in a van, hooded, bound and gagged,
almost before she'd known what was happening.

The second time, though, had been hell.

Explosions. Colliding cars. Bullets.
Screaming, not Hollywood screaming but raw animal noises of human
beings in extreme pain. That experience still gave her nightmares.
She did not know if anyone had died or been seriously injured in
that fight, but she would have been surprised to hear that no one
had.

The second kidnapping still gave her
nightmares. And this kidnapping or rescue or whatever it was, was
uncomfortably close to the second kidnapping.

Couldn't people just leave her in peace?

MacCammon had a sudden startled realization
that part of the reason she had surrendered so readily to
Grossinger after her first escape attempt is that she feared the
violence she associated with being outside, free. People kept
fighting and shooting one another to take possession of her. And
while it was nice to feel wanted, it was not nice to feel wanted
THAT badly.

The carrier slowed down, made a turn, then
made a succession of short turns and there was a sudden, steep
decline. The decline stopped very shortly, and a moment later the
engine was turned off.

“Get that hatch open and proceed to Decon
along with our guests,” said the leader. He turned to MacCammon.
“We're safe now.”

“But for how many minutes?” asked
MacCammon.

“That's for God and our CO to know,” replied
the leader.

“Amen,” said MacCammon automatically.

They piled out of the personnel carrier and
MacCammon saw the scorch marks and crumpling on the roof of the
vehicle where it had been struck by a missile. There were still
puffs of smoke curling off the vehicle and an acrid whiff of
something like gunpowder.

They went through a set of heavy steel doors
and then were in the lushly carpeted, well-lit corridors that
smelled of money. It was a very short corridor that led to a large
room that was filled with familiar equipment. It was a nano
decontamination facility. There was a bank of the usual exam tables
and other medical equipment in the room, along with the usual
complement of technicians.

All of the soldiers climbed onto the exam
tables and laid out on them, laughing and joking as they did so.
They were glad to be alive.

MacCammon and Jefferson just stood there. No
one had given them an order.

“This way, Mrs. MacCammon,” said a blonde
female tech. “I'm Jenna, I'll check you out. Were you hurt during
your escape?”

“It was an escape, was it?” asked MacCammon,
as she slid onto the table the tech had shown her to, careful not
to catch her butt plug on anything. “Well we did get banged up
inside the personnel carrier,” said MacCammon, “but I think all I
got from it was a few bruises.”

“We'll scan for a concussion while we check
for nano infections,” said Jenna, looking intently into MacCammon's
eyes, checking for pinpoint pupils.

“Fine,” said MacCammon.

“Drink this, please,” Jenna said, handing
MacCammon the usual glass of anti-nano nanoes. MacCammon rose to
one elbow and gulped it down easily, thinking this had been the
first time in a very long time anyone had said “please” to her. She
had said it a lot, mostly in conjunction with being permitted to
suck cocks and get fucked, in Grossinger's basement and elsewhere.
It did sound nice.

MacCammon was also pleased not to be strapped
to the exam table. Cautiously pleased.

The exam did not take long, though they did
find some nanoes in her.

“Grossinger left a tracking nano in you,”
Jenna said.

“They'll know where I am then,” said
MacCammon.

“Nah, it's got no range, just a hundred
meters or so, max,” said Jenna. “Nanoes can't generate much in the
way of broadcast power. It's mainly to keep you from being able to
hide inside their building. It would need an external signal
booster worn on the body to have any range.”

“Like in a collar,” said MacCammon,
remembering how urgently they had worked to get her and Jefferson's
collars off when they found them.

“Oh, right, like a slave collar,” said the
technician. “That would make sense. Lessee, you still have the
nanoset that installed and maintains your homouth functionality. We
can't get that out yet.”

“Yet?” MacCammon asked. In her mind, the
homouth nanoset had become a fixed reality that could not be
changed. It was startling to hear the word “yet” attached to
it.

“There are a lot of people working on it,”
said the technician. “It poses some fascinating technical problems
… whoever created it really knew what they were doing.”

“That's good to know,” MacCammon said
dryly.

“Ah, I guess it's not really a technical
problem for you,” said Jenna.

“More of a personal problem, yes,” said
MacCammon. She was enjoying Jenna's discomfiture. It was the first
time since she'd been sold to the Swinging Jungle that she had been
in a position to discomfit anyone. “Speaking of personal problems,”
MacCammon added, “is there a restroom hereabouts?”

“Sure, that door right over there in the
corner,” said Jenna, pointing to a door with a discreet bathroom
sign on it.

“Can I get up from the table and go there
now?” asked MacCammon.

“Sure, exam's over,” said Jenna.

MacCammon got up and walked over to the
bathroom. It had actual stall with doors. MacCammon ducked into a
stall, then pulled off her coveralls and then slowly, carefully,
pulled the buttplug tail out of her butt. With great satisfaction,
she dumped it in the wastebasket by the commode, then relieved
herself and put the jumpsuit back on. It fitted better without the
tail.

As she dressed, MacCammon felt a wave of
weariness overcome her. She had been awakened in the middle of the
night. The flight from Grossinger Inc. had been tiring, dangerous
an scary, and it all hit her at once.

She walked back out to Jenna, feeling a
little wobbly.

“I'm very tired,” she said. “Can I get some
rest now?” MacCammon asked.

“I don't see why not, but I don't know where
they're putting you up,” said Jenna. She walked over to a woman who
was standing by the door watching the proceedings and had a few
words with her. The woman walked over to MacCammon.

“Mrs. MacCammon, I'm Marcy Newell, I
understand you are tired,” said the woman. “Come on, I'll show you
to your room.”

“Thank you, Mis ...” MacCammon said, biting
off the “tress” just in time.

“Please, call me Marcy,” said Marcy, as she
led MacCammon to her room. It was a real room, MacCammon
discovered, with a door that locked from the inside and everything.
There was an actual bed with covers. MacCammon walked to it and
took off her shoes and her jumpsuit and slid between the sheets and
she was asleep in seconds.

When she woke up she had an odd feeling that
something was missing. Her hand went to her throat. No collar.

Then the flood of memories from her rescue
filled her mind. She sat up, wide awake. No one had sneaked into
the room and tied or chained her to anything. She still had the run
of her room. She was naked, true, but voluntarily.

MacCammon rose and checked out her room. She
was not worried about hidden cameras seeing her naked. God knows
there was no part of her that had not been displayed to
cameras.

MacCammon found some nice, conservatively cut
dress suits in a closet that looked like they might fit her. And
there was a shower with some nice, fluffy towels and a fluffy
bathrobe in it. She wouldn't be tied hands overhead and hosed down.
She could adjust the temperature to her liking! It was the best
shower MacCammon had ever had, perhaps.

She dried her hair and brushed it out as best
she could, then put on a beige dress suit. White stocking and gray
pumps rounded it out. She felt almost Presidential. Actual clothing
to wear!

Feeling considerably better, MacCammon opened
the door. She still did not quite believe she had been rescued, but
she believed it a lot more than she had when she'd first arrived.
She had felt a moment of hesitation about opening the door … wasn't
it better to stay in the room and enjoy the reprieve from slavery
before she found out the next horrible thing? Because she had
learned to expect horrible things. But she did open the door. She
had to know.

“Good morning, Mrs. MacCammon,” said a young
brunette woman in casual office attire who was standing in the
corridor opposite MacCammon's door. How long had she been there,
MacCammon wondered? “I'm Sally, are you feeling well?” she
said.

“Yes, much better than I did earlier,” said
MacCammon.

“If you are hungry, I can lead you to our
cafeteria,” said Sally.

“I am hungry, please do so,” said
MacCammon.

Sally led MacCammon to a quiet,
well-appointed cafeteria where she was able to get a nice breakfast
of crepes, fruit, cheese and coffee. No grits! Sally just had some
coffee and a doughnut. During the meal, MacCammon tried to get
information from Sally about what was going on, but Sally would
only respond that she would be briefed by Ms Kendricks after
breakfast.

MacCammon felt her old doubts return at this.
She had learned as a slave that not telling people things was a
fairly standard method of controlling them. Then again,
corporations were always big on information control as well. This
could just be standard operating procedure for whoever the hell
currently had her. Sally wouldn't even tell her who that was. Sally
was probably very low level go-fer who had been told not to tell
MacCammon anything, she decided.

After breakfast, it was off to a waiting room
which was occupied only by MacCammon. The waiting room had comfy
chairs, magazines and not much else going for it. Fortunately,
MacCammon had learned a lot about waiting since losing her civil
rights. Just not being naked and tied to the chair while she waited
was a big uptick for her.

After a time … MacCammon had lost the habit
of keeping track of time back in her Swinging Jungle days – it just
made things worse … a middle aged woman opened the door to
Kendricks' office and called MacCammon in.

The office was the usual modern setup … a
computer monitor on one side of the desk, with a couple of wall
screen, probably for catching up with news or taking calls.

“Hi, Mrs. MacCammon, I'm Camilla Kendricks,”
said the woman, holding out her hand and giving MacCammon a
friendly shake, “please, have a seat.”

“Nice to meet you, Camilla,” responded
MacCammon. “Please call me Eileen.”

“Very well, Eileen,” said Kendrick. “I'm the
Special Assistant to Cyril Grail, CEO of Eidolondo Corporation. I
imagine that you have a lot of questions for us, and I'm here to
answer them.”

“Well, first of all, I would like to thank
you for rescuing me from the Grossinger Corporation,” said
MacCammon. “I was very unhappy there.”

“We were glad to be able to do so,” said
Kendricks.

“I appreciate that,” said MacCammon, “but I
am wondering why you did so. It could not have been cheap or easy
to get some skilled fighters and an armored personnel carrier for
the task.”

“Oh, on the scale of Eidilondo's finances, it
was pocket change,” said Kendricks, shrugging. “But we did have a
reason for rescuing you, other than general humanitarianism. At
Eidilondo, we feel that publicly displaying you as an involuntary
sex slave as Grossinger did, though deeply satisfying to many
Americans, is an error politically. We didn't want Grossinger to
continue to make that error, and when they refused to sell you to
us, we decided to take you from them, as it was not illegal to do
so.”

MacCammon absorbed that for a moment.
Something about Kendricks' explanation did not make sense to
her.

“What sort of political error were they
making?” asked MacCammon. “I have experienced enough to believe
that I no longer have ANY political currency.”

“No, it's nothing to do with you
specifically,” said Kendricks. “It has more to do with public
perception of the power of large corporations. Since you've been
gone from power, the American public has focused the blame for
widespread unemployment and the lack of social safety nets on big
corporations and the extremely wealthy to an unwholesome degree.
Unemployment is approaching Depression era levels now and is slated
to get much, much worse. Many people feel that even if they get
jobs, the terms favor employers so much that they are in effect
slaves. And then they see the former President of the United State
used as a sex slave on all the Internet porn sites, at a
Grossinger, Inc., function. The optics are just terrible. The only
thing worse would have been to brand you with the Grossinger Inc.,
logo, and I suspect the only thing that prevented that was the rule
against doing you any permanent physical harm.”

MacCammon sat back, absorbing these words.
“Most Americans are angry at corporations and the wealthy?” she
asked. “I missed that. Has it been recent? I have not had any
access to news for some time now.”

Kendricks looked at MacCammon, brow raised.
“Surely you knew that the main reason there were so many wealthy
individuals and corporations supporting your candidacy was that
they wanted people focused on something other than the economy and
wealth inequality,” she said.

MacCammon had a sudden flashback to DeFabio
telling her exactly that while he fucked her homouth.

“Economics was never my interest nor a field
of study,” MacCammon said. “I trusted my advisers to run the
economy for everyone's benefit. I was aware that some left-wing
types had made inroads in the youth demographic by claiming that
their difficulty in finding jobs lay in the misdeeds of the
wealthy, but I really did believe the problem was their weak moral
fiber. If they were stronger, they would find jobs, or make jobs.
All they needed was help, and I hoped to help them by getting them
off porn.”

It was Kendrick' turn to stare for a
moment.

“Well, your plan did not work out,” she said
briefly.

“I noticed that,” MacCammon agreed. “I still
think good Christian morality will help people deal with adversity,
but I no longer think repressing sexual feelings will help much one
way or the other.”

Kendrick nodded. “Did that come about as a
result of all the experiences you had since you lost your civil
rights?”

“Yes,” MacCammon said. “After having so much
sex, I don't think it has changed me all that much, except that I
like sex a lot more. It hasn't made me lazier or less interested in
behaving morally in other respects.”

“Ah,” said Kendricks. “Good to know.” She
paused for a moment. “Anyway, we rescued you because we did not
want people to have a focal point for their feelings about
corporations having too much power over people.”

“Well, thanks for rescuing me, then, even if
you have your own reasons for doing it,” said MacCammon. “I can
just leave anytime?”

“Yes,” Kendricks said. “But we would advise
against it.”

MacCammon's eyes widened a bit in shock at
the forthright “yes” she had just heard. She had expected a lot
more hemming and hawing.

“What?” she asked. “Why would you advise
against it?”

“We're pretty sure that if you do leave, you
will be captured by someone other than us in short order,” said
Kendricks. “Probably VERY short order.”

MacCammon sat back. She had assumed that if
this were a real rescue she would just be returned to her
friends.

“So I can't return to my friends?” MacCammon
asked.

“No, you can if you want to,” said Kendricks.
“We just wouldn't advise it. You can go live among your friends if
you like, or you can stay here if you like. And you can see and
talk to your friends here if you like. But let's be honest here.
Your friends have done a TERRIBLE job of protecting you.”

MacCammon sat back and stared into the
distance. “I don't know that anyone could have done better,” she
said.

“Anyone COULD have done better,” Kendricks
said. “Both times you were kidnapped, the kidnappers knew just
where to go, just what to do. If the execution of your second
kidnapping hadn't been completely botched, you would almost
certainly have spent the rest of your days in the harem of a Prince
Jalar of Saudi Arabia – he's the one who financed that attempt. And
what happens to you when you got free after that botched attempt to
grab you? You wind up a hooded sex slave in a whorehouse, where you
were safer for a longer time than you ever were with your friends,
because let me tell you, Mrs. MacCammon, not all of your friends
are your friends. Your organization leaks like sieve and they don't
know how to run a secure location. That's why you were kidnapped so
quickly and easily when you were with them.”

MacCammon sat back, shocked. She was shocked
because Kendricks' words echoed thoughts she had had herself …
there HAD to have been a mole in her organization for that first
snatching of her to come off so smoothly and easily. And probably
for the second as well. Maybe more than one.

“Don't feel so bad,” Kendricks said,
“Grossinger leaked like a sieve, too. That's how we were able to
snatch you so easily. Not everyone there agreed with the concept of
involuntary slaves.”

“But Eidilondo will not leak like a sieve,”
MacCammon said smarmily.

“Well not like a sieve, but too many people
already know you were grabbed by us for it to remain secret for
very long,” said Kendricks. “It would be foolish of us to assume
that your enemies will not develop intelligence about your
location, and try to penetrate it. The difference between Eidilondo
and others is that we plan to know about any attempt to penetrate
our location and take appropriate countermeasures. And we have the
best corporate intelligence operation in the world … it's the real
key to our success.”

MacCammon nodded. She did not know if
Eidilondo had the best corporate intelligence in the world, but she
was willing to concede that Eidilondo might have a better shot at
keeping her safe than Grossinger had.

“So, you want me to stay her indefinitely as
your guest?” MacCammon asked. “Very generous of you.”

“Well, not precisely as our guest, not all
the time,” said Kendricks.

“What do you mean by that?” MacCammon asked,
suspiciously.

We do have a price for our protection,” said
Kendricks. “Weekdays and some portions of the weekends, you will be
our guest. You can visit with friends and family, follow the news
feeds, etcetera. Evenings and weekends, you'll be Cyril Grail's
personal slave, as much a slave as you ever were.”

MacCammon just stared at Kendricks. In her
heart, she had KNOWN it could not be that easy. The wealthy had
their depraved appetites that must be served.

“I see,” MacCammon said coldly. “What if I
decide to just walk out the door?”

“Then you just walk out the door,” said
Kendricks. “I wouldn't advise that, this building is undoubtedly
under scrutiny and somebody would be grabbing you in short order.
We'll be glad to arrange for your friends to attempt a secure
pickup so you'd at least have a chance.”

“It does not sound as though you think I
would have much of a chance,” MacCammon said.

“You would not,” said Kendricks.

MacCammon nodded. Much as she hated to admit
it, Kendricks was probably right. On the evidence, she would not
have much chance at all even with her friends around her.

“So, let's talk about the deal you are
offering me,” said MacCammon. “I get to see anyone I want during
the weekdays, say, 9 to 5, and then on weekends and evenings I'm a
sex slave for Mr. Grail?”

“Yes,” said Kendricks, “though in fact you
are only to be AVAILABLE to be Mr. Grail's slave at such times. He
and Mrs. Grail have a busy schedule and probably won't be able to
play with you on occasion. We'll set up a secure space where you
can meet with your friends and family during the day. You will have
a room and a wardrobe supplied by us. We would rather not you get
your own clothes, only because they are almost certain to be
infested with nanoes. We'll have your clothes tailored to fit.”

“It's not important, so long as I get to wear
clothes,” said MacCammon wryly. “My standards have eroded, I
suppose.”

“We'll expect you to wear a collar at all
tines, but we have a simple day collar that will pass as a
necklace,” said Kendricks. “Plausibly deniable, you know. Like
mine,” she said, fingering the attractive silver band she wore
around her neck.

MacCammon's had started to lose interest in
the deal at the thought of having to wear a collar at all times.
But she perked up when Kendricks said her necklace was a collar. It
did not look at all like what she had learned to associate with the
word “collar.” It looked like a fine piece of jewelry, silvery and
elegant and tasteful.

“I could wear something like that, I
suppose,” said MacCammon. “So, you are a slave here?”

“Yes,” said Kendricks. “I am Mr. and Mrs.
Grail's First Girl.”

“Joint property?” MacCammon asked. “How does
that work?”

“They both own me and can do whatever they
like with me, though mine is voluntary slavery,” said Kendricks.
“You will be their joint property as well, if you accept the
deal.“

“You get a salary for your slavery?”
MacCammon asked.

“Of course, I couldn't afford to do it for
free,” said Kendricks. “It's a very nice salary, too. But I love
the work as well. it has its rewards, as you know.”

“No, I don't know, I've never been a
voluntary slave,” said MacCammon.

“I've seen the videos,” Kendricks said,
giving MacCammon a knowing look.

“They made me orgasm,” said MacCammon, “that
doesn't mean I chose to. If you are a slave, you know what I mean.
Or maybe you don't ... you've never been an involuntary slave, have
you?”

“I have not,” said Kendricks. “But I
understand what it is to have someone else utterly in control of
you. So, point taken. Are you interested in the deal? There's no
hurry, you can take as long as you need to decide.”

MacCammon sighed and sat still for a moment.
She was intensely disappointed. She had begun to dream of walking
out and being with her friends again. But Kendricks' words had made
an impression on her. Her dream was a fantasy. There were so many
who would want to kidnap her and enslave her, she wouldn't last a
week with her old friends. She knew that now. And what if some
oligarch from outside the US were to kidnap her, like that Prince
Jalar person Kendricks has said was reponsible for her second
kidnapping attempt? If a foreigner succeeded, she might never be
free again. Like it or not, she needed the safety that Grail or
someone like him could create.

“I will take the deal,” said MacCammon, “for
now. Will I be able to opt out if I feel I have better
options?”

“Yes,” said Kendricks, “Grail is serious
about keeping you on a voluntary basis. He does not want the
security risk of having you wanting to escape. Just be careful of
wishful thinking.”

“If I were at all inclined toward wishful
thinking, I would not have taken the deal,” said MacCammon.

Thus MacCammon found herself once again
living in the basement of a huge office building, this one the
Eidolondo Tower. Like Grossinger's underground lair, it was heavily
fortified, very secure and surprisingly full of people.

There were slave quarters, and there were
also something like very nice hotel rooms. There was a cafeteria
and a small shop where notions and whatnots could be purchased.
MacCammon learned that the slave quarters were located beneath the
research and development area of Eidolondo. That had been the
reason for the original security and it only made sense to locate
the slave quarters there, even though the slaves were entirely
voluntary at Eidolondo.

MacCammon's interview quarters were located
on the lowest levels of the building. They were just as lavishly
well appointed as the rest of the building, but there was only one
way to that level and it involved traveling down a long, heavily
fortified corridor full of security cameras and various safeguards,
including the ability to flood any area of the corridor with
knockout gas, plasma charges or bullets, depending. Anyone entering
or leaving the area had to go through a set of nano screeners,
scanners that could detect explosives, metals, plastic guns and so
forth. Not even a suicide bomber could make any headway.

With that kind of security, guests were free
to move about the meeting area freely.

The meeting area was well appointed, with
computer terminals, tablets, wall TVs, phones, comfy chairs with
tables, a side table filled with snacks and drinks and a large
dining table where MacCammon had her meals during the day, selected
from the cafeteria menu. And given that the interview room served
as a high-security conference room when MacCammon wasn't using it,
the menu was very good indeed.

 






	
Chapter 2



	
The fierce warrior against the sexually
promiscuous





 


“Eileen, I've seen the videos,” said Mark
shortly after he stepped into the high-security visiting booth
inside the high-security room somewhere underneath the Eidilondo
Tower.

MacCammon looked at her husband and smiled
forgivingly. “How could you not?“ she asked.

“I feel so bad because I was not able to
protect you from that,” he said. “I tried, we all tried, but
...”

“But you had no idea of the lengths my
enemies would go to in order to get their hands on me, or what they
would do if they did,” said MacCammon. “I didn't either, you know.
I thought they were bad people, and at some level I thought they
KNEW they were bad people, and would accept what I had done to
punish them for their sins and help them reform. I had no idea that
they were convinced I was bad and they were good, and that I had no
right to do what I did to them.”

“I guess I thought the same,” said Mark. “So,
where do we go from here? Your old friends are still willing to
help you, you know. We know you had no choice about the things that
were done to you.”

“I appreciate that,” said MacCammon. “But you
cannot protect me. I've got oligarchs after me, people whose wealth
and power puts them above the law. Mr. Grail at least has power to
match my enemies, and treats me like a human being at least part of
the time. I will not voluntarily leave here, for the time
being.”

“You always said no one was above the law,”
said Dave.

“I was wrong about that,” said Eileen
bluntly. “I've seen what the oligarchs can do, and get away
with.”

“We'll see that they will face the law,” Dave
said.

“That ship has sailed, Dave,” said MacCammon.
“Everything that has been done to me has been legal, thanks to that
judge.”

“A pathetic judge,” said Dave.

“We are the ones who came up with forfeiture
of civil rights as an alternative to incarceration,” said
MacCammon. “A mistake, it turns out.”

“We have some cases up before the Supreme
Court and hope to get that declared unconstitutional,” said Dave.
“Unfortunately, that may take a while, and the current slate of
judges may not see things our way.”

“Yes, I picked two of them myself,” said
MacCammon. “How are the kids doing?”

“They're fine,” said Dave. “They don't have
any interest in knowing what has happened to you. A sound instinct,
I think.”

“I'm glad,” said MacCammon. “One of the
things that bothered me most from time to time is how knowledge of
what I was going through might affect the kids. Perhaps they can
come by and visit now that I am safe.”

This was a bit of an exaggeration. MacCammon
had never been especially close to her children, with all her
political activities she just hadn't had time for them. She had
loved her children, after her own fashion, but it was perhaps a
more distant, abstract kind of love than most mothers provide.

“I think it would be good, if they want to,”
said Dave. “They're adults now, with families and jobs. Hard to
believe.”

“Yes it is,” said MacCammon. “I want you to
know, David, how grateful I am that you have remained loyal to me
despite all that has happened. I don't know if I deserve it, but I
am grateful down to the soles of my feet that I have it.”

“You DO deserve it,” Dave said warmly. “You
are a good woman. And I knew that what you were doing was through
no choice of yours, and gave me no cause to stray.”

“That's not what I mean,” said MacCammon. “I
would not blame you if you had sex with another woman. But you
still care about me. That's what matters. That's what means so
much.”

MacCammon had assumed at some level that
having been publicly videoed as a slut and a sex slave on the
Internet, no one would want to talk to her any more ... at least,
no one who had cared for her prior to her enslavement. She was
wrong. There were many who still believed in her, still wanted to
see her. It was heartening, even though in her heart MacCammon knew
she could never be the fierce warrior against the sexually
promiscuous that she had once been.

For one thing, she understood them much
better now. The fires that burned in her own loins informed her of
the nature of the fires that burned in the loins of the
promiscuous. She could not blame them for surrendering to those
fires. God knows she had.

For another thing, she simply was no longer
the old Eileen MacCammon. She had changed, profoundly, as a result
of her experiences as a whore, sex slave and oligarch's toy. The
words that Art DeFabio had told her as she lay naked and chained on
a rape rack, her mouth filled with his cock, still rang powerfully
in her mind. She had been the oligarch's tool, a thing they used to
distract the gullible while they looted the American poor and the
middle class and cemented their stranglehold on government.

Now they were all-powerful, outside the legal
system, able to do as they pleased, and one of them had been
pleased to strip her naked, collar her, put a buttplug tail on her
and use her as his toy and the only reason she STILL wasn't his toy
was that ANOTHER powerful oligarch had thought it was bad optics,
politically speaking.

She fingered the thin steel necklace she wore
around her neck. It was what some called a “plausibly deniable”
collar. She had to wear it at all times. It was a real collar. She
told those who asked that she wore it to remind herself of all that
she had been through. But it was a lie. She wore it because she had
to, because it was part of the deal that kept her safe from DeFabio
and all the other oligarchs that would set no limits on their use
of her.

And it always reminded her of the danger she
was in.

 






	
Chapter 3



	
She realized with a start that she had never
sucked anyone's cock while President





 


It was almost a relief when four o' clock
rolled around. Visiting hours were over. She didn't have to pretend
she was the old Eileen MacCammon any more. She wasn't going to have
to pretend anything, because she wouldn't be allowed to pretend
anything.

MacCammon went to her room, which was a
fairly typical bedroom for an oligarch's domain: large,
well-appointed and luxurious.

MacCammon stripped naked until she was
wearing nothing but her collar, per Kendricks' instructions. Then
she reached into a locked drawer and pulled out shackles and cuffs
and put them on her wrists and ankles. As a voluntary slave, she
was expected to prep herself for slavery. It set her teeth on
edge.

Then she went to one of her large closets and
pulled aside some dresses hanging from a pole, to reveal a small
door set in the wall. She opened the door, got down on her hands
and knees, and crawled into it, the closed the door behind her.

MacCammon was now in a small cage with
close-set steel bars. There was a small dish of water and a small
dish of food in it. The floor was covered with soft, thick furs.
MacCammon nestled among them, waiting with a patience that would
have been unbelievable to her during her Presidential days.

She did not have to wait long. A gorgeous
brunette who wore a collar, shackles, cuffs and a black leather
bustier that exposed her breasts walked over to MacCammon's cage
and said, “Out, Cammie.”

“Cammie” was her slave name in this place.
MacCammon knew the gorgeous brunette, she was Fluffy, which was
Camilla Kendricks' slave name. (MacCammon was starting to suspect
that every major corporation in America had slave kennels.)

MacCammon crawled out of the cage, then knelt
before Fluffy, her legs spread wide, her hands held behind her
back, her eyes downcast.

“Leash, girl,” Fluffy said, and MacCammon
raised her chin and allowed Fluffy to attach a leash to her
collar.

“Heel, Cammie,” Fluffy said and MacCammon
rose to her feet. It was vaguely amazing to MacCammon how easily
she returned to her old slave responses. Then again, she'd been
thoroughly trained.

Fluffy turned and walked out of the room,
which was mostly just cages, not bothering to glance back to see if
Cammie was following. She knew Cammie would be.

MacCammon followed along, her mind blank, not
knowing what was to come but certain it would involve her licking
and sucking things and things being put into and out of her. And
deep in some secret, dark place inside of her, she liked that. Was
it the nanoset controlling her responses, or was it her own
feelings manifested by her sex slavery? MacCammon at one time would
have KNOWN it was the nanoset. But she no longer knew if there was
a meaningful difference. She liked it, was all.

Their destination was the Prep Room, a salon
that Eidilondo kept for its slaves. It looked more like a
commercial salon than the one that had been run by Grossinger.
There was no need for security here ... all the slaves who were
being prepped were voluntaries, including MacCammon. No one was
shackled to their chair.

MacCammon was still having problems with
being a voluntary slave, but there it was. She could call a halt to
the whole process at any time.

Fluffy led MacCammon to a vacant chair and
said, “Sit, girl,” and MacCammon laid down in the chair.

Two make-up artists came over and Fluffy said
“Obey,” and MacCammon knew that meant that she was to obey the
makeup artists as if they were Cyril Grail himself.

“Yes, First Girl,” said MacCammon. Fluffy did
not like to be called “Mistress,” MacCammon had discovered.

The makeup artists were named Cynthia and
Jewel. They were not slaves, simply makeup artists who had no
problem with making up other women's most intimate parts, probably
because of the large salaries they were paid.

Of course, with the economy collapsed due to
automation and robotics, people were cheap and easily replaceable,
so a large wage didn't have to be THAT large nowadays.

MacCammon had helped create the conditions
that led to that. She had thought she was encouraging full
employment and that the liberals and the poor were just doing their
usual bellyaching.

Cynthia and Jewel chatted easily with one
another as they worked, mostly idle talk about work and their
boyfriends, and they occasionally included MacCammon in their
conversation, but MacCammon didn't really like to talk when she was
being a slave. They put cuffs and shackles and a waist belt on her
and washed and styled her hair and made up her face. They were
tremendously skilled at their jobs.

They flipped MacCammon's face to homouth mode
before they started working on her face and made up her
homouth.

When they held up a mirror before MacCammon
so she could see herself, she saw a sleek-looking version of
herself, very high-end with artsy-looking makeup that subtly
betrayed her sluttiness, but the bright red homouth that had
replaced her mouth was undeniable proof of her sluttiness. Any
woman seen with a homouth on in public was setting herself apart
from all decent women. Some Christians believed a woman might wear
a homouth in the privacy of the bedroom with her man, but many felt
it was changing God's creation, or resisting the duty of
procreation, depending on what flavor of Christian you were.

But none of them countenanced wearing a
homouth in public.

As MacCammon had for so long.

Finally, they braided a couple of cat ears
into MacCammon's hair and ordered her to present the peach pit.
Which was MacCammon's signal to roll over on her stomach, then
reach back with her hands and spread her butt wide open.

MacCammon felt a few drops of lube on her
anus and then she felt the familiar sensation of a butt plug
sliding into her anus. It no longer even bothered her. There was a
tail attached to the plug, she could feel it at the back of her
legs.

“Leash,” said Fluffy, and MacCammon rose to
her feet and lifted her chin so that she could be leashed.

“Heel,” said Fluffy, and MacCammon obediently
followed.

Their next destination was the recreation
room of Cyril Grail and his wife Maureen. It was a large,
luxuriously appointed room that had several chair, a sofa, a bed, a
wall-sized TV, several sybians, a cross, a bench, and various rape
racks and similar paraphernalia. Very familiar stuff to MacCammon.
There was a hot tub. The room was bigger than most people's
apartments … hell, bigger than some people's houses. Oligarchs
literally lived large.

Cyril and Maureen were sprawled on the sofa
watching a science fiction epic called “Slave Girls Of Outer Space”
on the wall screen. Fluffy led MacCammon to one side of the sofa
and signaled her to kneel in bara position.

MacCammon knelt like that for the next half
an hour as the Grails watched the movie, chatting idly about the
day's event and commenting on the movie's silliness. It was a VERY
raunchy movie, in fact, MacCammon would have unhesitatingly
identified it was the very porn she had sent so many people to jail
for watching. Of course, it wasn't illegal now, and so MacCammon
had to sit there and watch it.

The porn would once have shocked and appalled
her, but since she had participated in activities that were as wild
as anything the onscreen slave girls had (well, perhaps not in zero
gravity conditions) she was not all that shocked by them.

But she was aroused, she could feel herself
getting a little wet as she watched. Both sets of lips were soft
and moist.

That was one of the worst things about having
a homouth. A woman's arousal was normally a very safely concealed
secret if she were clothed. But with a homouth, the vagina that was
mounted on your face betrayed your arousal to anyone who so much as
glanced at you.

If MacCammon had any capacity for
embarrassment, she would have been embarrassed. But the
embarrassment had vanished after a few days of being fucked and
giving blowjobs and cunnilingus in public and on video, over what
seemed centuries ago.

Cyril flicked a switch on his remote control
and MacCammon felt her homouth revert to a normal mouth. That was
puzzling. She had been expecting to administer a blowjob soon, or
get fucked, or something along those lines. But MacCammon had
learned to wait rather than speculate.

“To me, Cammie,” said Cyril, the first words
he had spoken to her. She was a convenience, she knew.

MacCammon crawled over to Cyril, her tail
switching between her thighs. She could feel Maureen's eyes on her
as she crawled, but dared not look at either of them unless ordered
to. She positioned herself well between Cyril's well-spread thighs
and knelt back on her heels, her hand clasped behind her back, her
eyes fixed on Cyril's crotch.

“Tell me what it was like to be President,
Cammie,” said Cyril, reaching forward to stroke her hair.

“I'm not sure what you mean by that, Master,”
said MacCammon.

“I suppose it is an overly broad order,” said
Cyril. “I'm not looking for state secrets or anything like that.
I'm interested in the day-to-day dealings you had to make. For
example, I remember there was great resistance among some Democrats
to the Morality Laws. How did you deal with that?”

MacCammon was confused for a moment. She had
never had to talk about or think about her dealings as President
since being enslaved. People had wanted her to PUNISH her for her
actions as President, but none of them had cared to hear any
explanations she might have about them, except for that mockery of
a trial her enemies had subjected her to after kidnapping her.
Though Cyril did not seem to be interested in justifications. His
question seemed to indicate that he was more interested in the
machinations of politics. Well, she knew a lot about that.

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon said. “It is true
that some Democrats resisted, but there were not enough of them,”
MacCammon said. “It was mainly the progressives. The centrist
Democrats had no interest in the Morality Laws, in fact many were
on record as opposing censorship of sexual materials. But it wasn't
their top priority. They were all influenced primarily by their
campaign contributors, who wanted the laws passed. So all we really
had to do was give the centrists political cover for passing the
laws. Which was why we passed them in conjunction with the law
making marijuana legal. We didn't approve of or like marijuana, but
we didn't have any real issues with it, either. The morality laws
were not publicized by the mainstream media, because the olig ....
campaign financiers ...”

“You can use the term “oligarchs” here,”
Cyril said. “It's accurate, and I take no offense.”

“Yes, Master,” said MacCammon. “The oligarchs
were all for keeping the people distracted with being able to smoke
marijuana on the one hand and having to fight to watch porn on the
other, so that they didn't focus on economic issues. They owned the
big media corporations too, so if it weren't for the Internet there
would have been virtually no mention of the morality laws at all.
It was still a close thing, because everyone middle-aged and
younger had stopped paying any attention to television, but we did
barely manage to get the laws passed.”

For the next forty-five minutes Cyril asked
questions, drilling deep into the political efforts MacCammon had
made to get legislation passed. This had been MacCammon's lifeblood
during her tenure in office. The answers came quickly and
easily.

In slave mode she found she could easily be
completely honest, something she had never been able to do as
President. As President she had always thought of who she was
speaking to, what they wanted to hear and what she wanted them to
hear, and how it would work to her political advantage. Now she
simply spoke of what was, what actually happened. It came as a sort
of relief, being able to dispense with all the lies, half-truths
and obfuscations she had engaged in while speaking as President.
She wondered if that was why so many people wrote tell-all
autobiographies after they retired. She had always thought it was
mainly about justification, but now she wondered if the truth did
in fact have some kind of compelling aspect to it after a time.

She was telling Cyril about a bit of
blackmail she'd used on a Senator who was fighting one of her post
Morality Law administrative power grabs, when Cyril clicked a
button on her remote and she felt here homouth forming itself on
her face and her speech turned into the usual slobbering sounds
made with a homouth.

Cyril reached out and grabbed her hair and
pulled MacCammon's face to his crotch.

“Suck my cock, you can use your hands to get
it out of my pants,” Grail ordered.

MacCammon was surprised to hear that she
could use her hands during sex. She had grown accustomed to making
do without her hands, since they were so often bond behind her back
or to something when someone fucked her. She unbuttoned and
unzipped Cyril's trousers and pulled his cock out with her hands.
It was so much easier than trying to undo buttons and a fly with a
homouth, which was virtually impossible. On several occasions,
masters had ordered her to try, just for the fun of watching her
struggle, gnawing fruitlessly on their crotches, just as they
sometimes ordered her to struggle to escape her bonds.

She held the cock in place and got her
homouth around it, then out of habit she crossed her hands behind
her back. This was, in her experience, how to suck a cock, with her
hands tied behind her back. Or sometimes, in front of her. But
definitely without them.

As MacCammon sucked, she felt some mental
confusion, a sense that she should not be doing this. She wondered
if this was because she had been in President MacCammon mode a few
moments earlier and she was not used to being in Presidential mode
when sucking cock. She realized with a start that she had never
sucked anyone's cock while President … had had very little sexual
contact with anyone, including her husband, as President.

Well she was a slave right now. And that had
been all about the sex. The sex had struck her like an explosion,
overwhelming her, leaving her helpelss before it, the compliant
creature her owners had wanted. Her physical helplessness in the
rope and chains she had worn had been mirrored by psychological
helplessness. And she was only just now starting to recover, she
realized. And part of that recovery, was to actively be a slave,
and to note her responses as she did so.

So MacCammon proceeded to suck Cyril's cock
with the expertise she had developed since becoming a slave, using
her homouth expertly, a vagina she could control with her head and
neck muscles.

Cyril's thick cock stiffened as she worked.
He grabbed her hair and groaned in pleasure. “You know why I asked
you about being President?” he asked.

“Oh ah-uh,” MacCammon said with the sloppy
slurpiness characteristic of homouth speech. She had figured it for
simple curiosity. She should have known better.

“I'm sure a lot of people have enjoyed
fucking you just because you were once the President, or so that
they could tell their friends they had fucked the President,”said
Cyril. “It's a fair reason for wanting to fuck you. I don't blame
them. But for me, it's not enough. I wanted to know who you are,
what sort of woman you are. I did not know if you were intelligent
or stupid. I mean, some Presidents have been real idiots. George W.
Bush in particular was a fool. And you played the political game
very smartly when you first ran, but after you got in power you
made some really bad decisions, decisions so bad that you are now
kneeling naked before me with my cock in your mouth. But you know
that, do you not?”

“Yeff, maffah,” MacCammon mumbled through
Cyril's cock as she slid her homouth up and down it. She realized
he was saying these things to humiliate her, but at some level she
didn't care, she was enjoying the oral sex. She felt very
comfortable with a man's cock in her mouth ... any man's cock,
really. She could feel herself getting wet as she sucked. She felt
that same sense of being on familiar turf with Cyril's cock in her
mouth that she had felt a few minutes ago as she told him about the
political machinations of being the President. She belonged in both
worlds, somehow.

“But hearing you talk, I realized that you
are in fact quite intelligent,” Cyril continued. “You have a strong
feeling for manipulating people. You understood the geopolitical
considerations of foreign policy You probably could have understood
economics if you had any interest in it. But you didn't ... a real
pity. And most of all, you believed in your own morality bullshit.
That was your problem, not a general lack of intelligence, but a
hole in your perceptions. If you had had the same psychological
distance from your morality agenda that you had from the other
elements of your agenda, you would never have pushed it so hard
that you lost power. And that one flaw, that perverted sexuality
that manifested in a need to inhibit and control the sex lives of
others, has reduced you to a naked woman who kneels and sucks the
cock of any man who orders her to. You were just as much an
uncontrolled animal before your sexual feelings then as you are
now. You just didn't know it.”

Cyril paused and MacCammon took advantage of
the pause to really focus on trying to get Cyril off, using her
homouth with every bit of skill she possessed. She was oblivious to
his arguments at the moment, though she could feel pressing itself
deep into her mind. She would think about them later. Right now,
the homouth was now very wet, the feel of Cyril's hard cock shoving
deep into her throat was driving her mad with pleasure. The clit at
the top of her homouth was getting a lot of direct contact with
Cyril's hard cock, sending raw fires of pleasure directly to her
brain. She would come soon, she knew it, unless forbidden to, and
maybe even if forbidden to. A girl could only stand so much.

She could not help it, she moaned in pleasure
as she worked Cyril's cock.

“Aww, you're getting all hot and bothered,
aren't you, girl?” Cyril said. “Poor beast, you once controlled the
most powerful nation on Earth and now you don't even control your
own body. And that feels good to me, too. But what really feels
good to me is knowing how intelligent you are, how well you
understand the world and the people in it, and yet here you are,
kneeling before me with my cock in your mouth, obeying my every
command. I have had many more beautiful women than you sucking my
cock, but few who are as intelligent and capable as you, other than
my wife, of course.”

MacCammon glanced over at Cyril's wife to see
how she responded to this. She was surprised to see Maureen sitting
with her legs spread wide with Fluffy's head thrust between her
legs. She was smirking at Cyril's words.

“Fluffy has a degree in computer science,”
observed Maureen.

“I forgot about that,” said Grail. “Too bad
about those self-programming AIs.”

“Good head is always better when the heads
giving it have brains in them, perhaps,” said Maureen.

MacCammon felt a surge of kinship for
Fluffy/Kendricks on hearing those words. Fluffy was just as hapless
as MacCammon in a sense. Her hard-won skills had been rendered
useless by an advance in computer software. She had heard a lot
about that when she had been President, but she had dismissed it as
bellyaching by pampered members of the tech elite. But seeing
former computer scientist Kendricks now renamed Fluffy and kneeling
naked with her head buried between Maureen Grail's legs on a
professional basis, she felt that the gap between her situation and
Kendricks' was not so wide as she had thought.

“It's especially sweet that it's MacCammon,”
laughed Cyril. “She fought so hard to punish people for any sexual
expression that didn't conform to her religion, and now look at
her, a collared, naked slut on her knees for anyone, her mouth full
of cock, and loving it ... her whole face is getting red, and it's
not embarrassment.”

MacCammon knew her face was getting red with
arousal, another effect of her homouth. She supposed it was because
of the blood rushing to the vagina in her face, just as the blood
rushed to her other vagina during sex. As you became aroused, your
whole face flushed bright red in an obscene parody of the
embarrassment and shame that a normal person feels when they have
sex. Or should feel. MacCammon knew not that many did not.

But MacCammon had had the shame. The total
mortification she had felt when she had first worn the homouth no
longer came, certainly, but she still felt a deep inner shame, a
distant echo of what she had once felt, but still, it was there, no
matter how often and how publicly she was sexually used and
displayed.

What she felt nowadays, though, was not
enough to make the bright red flush that now covered her face
appear. That was all arousal, and all homouth.

These thoughts and feelings flitted through
her mind even as she concentrated on working Grail's cock with her
homouth. She wanted Grail to come, but he was clearly in no hurry
to do so. Why should he be? He was undoubtedly used to getting
long, lavish blowjobs from his slaves. That was one of the
advantages of having slaves. And a slave for pay was perhaps just
as helpless as MacCammon herself was. The stakes might be lower for
Fluffy and others like her, but they were nonetheless real.

While Cyril might be sufficiently accustomed
to getting long blowjobs that he was able to resist coming for a
very long time, MacCammon's facial clit was getting a real workout.
She found herself moaning as Cyril rammed his fat cock into her
mouth again and again. The area just below her nose was a blazing
wellspring of pleasure.

Cyril paid no mind.

MacCammon found herself coming
uncontrollably, helplessly, as was her usual mode as a slave.

But even as she came, MacCammon's slave
training kept her on point. Her orgasms did not matter. She was
only a slave. Her owner's orgasms were what mattered, so she kept
working his cock with her homouth right through the string of
orgasms that followed. She was only a slave, a coming beast unable
to control her body as she sucked her owner's cock.

When Cyril did come, he pulled her face right
into his crotch so that her lower lip was pressed against his balls
as he spent deep within her while she squirmed and moaned.

When he was through with MacCammon, Cyril
simply thrust her backward.

MacCammon rocked back on her heels, face
downcast, as Cyril's issue and her love juices spilled out of her
homouth and down her chin in long strings. She glanced to her right
and saw that Fluffy's face was still buried in Maureen's crotch.
Maureen was writhing intensely now, her eyes closed, panting, as
Fluffy's tongue pleasured her heat. Like Cyril, Maureen seemed in
no hurry to cum. She squirmed and moaned in pleasure as Fluffy's
trained tongue worked her clit.

MacCammon had no idea how Maureen stood it.
Certainly, Fluffy was aroused. MacCammon could tell by her low
moans and the way her pinioned hands writhed behind her back.
MacCammon wouldn't be surprised to learn that Fluffy was coming as
she served Maureen, just as she had come when she served Cyril. It
was hard to know if Fluffy was coming, but it was easy to tell that
she was aroused.

Cyril hitched up his pants and returned his
attention to the TV set, ignoring MacCammon.

Eventually Maureen did come, and thrust
Fluffy away from her as casually as Cyril had thrust MacCammon
away. She was a slave, like MacCammon, to be used and
discarded.

“What will we do with them now?” Cyril asked
casually as Maureen hitched her dress back down into place. She
wore no underwear. Why should she? Who would criticize her? She was
the wife of an oligarch.

“Let's make sure they keep each other warm
for their next use,” said Maureen. “Maybe a liplocker gag a double
dildo and a forced embrace?” she asked.

“I like the way you think,” said Cyril.
“Fluffy, make it happen,” he ordered.

“Yeff, maffah,” Fluffy said through her
homouth. MacCammon could see that her entire face and much of her
chest and neck were flushed. She was sure Fluffy had come, probably
a lot.

MacCammon had never heard of a liplocker gag,
but she soon found out what it was. Fluffy brought one over, along
with a double dildo. She strapped the double dildo onto MacCammon,
then climbed atop her and strapped it onto herself, leaving them
attached at the hip via the double dildo.

The liplocker gag, it turned out, was a lot
like a double dildo, but for their mouths, or to be more accurate,
homouths. It looked like a standard ballgag except that it had two
sets of straps. Fluffy fastened the gag onto MacCammon's face with
one set of straps, and fastened the other set of straps to her own
face. When she was through, their faces were thrust tight against
one another, as if they were kissing, each of them sharing the
rubber ball in their mouths.

It was more like French kissing, in fact, and
MacCammon noted immediately that the liplocker gag forced her clit
to brush against Fluffy's clit, sending a fiery thrill of lust
through her whenever it did so. Which was almost constantly.

Next, with much writhing about, Fluffy
attached her right ankle cuff to MacCammon's right ankle cuff, and
did the same with their left ankle cuffs.

Finally, she pulled MacCammon's arms around
her waist so that MacCammon was embracing her, and fastened her
cuffs there. Then Fluffy wrapped her own arms around MaCammon and
fastened them there, then let herself fall to her side.

MacCammon, tied to Fluffy at the crotch and
face and with her arms tied around Fluffy, fell to her side at the
same time. She had no choice.

They wound up lying face to face on their
sides, with their arms wrapped around each other.

MacCammon found herself staring into Fluffy's
eyes. There was no way to avoid it without closing her eyes.
Fluffy's face filled her vision, everything else was peripheral.
She could feel Fluffy's pussy-scented breath as she exhaled, taste
the pussy on Fluffy's lips.

It would have been strange, if they had not
both been slaves. But slaves had no control, there was no social
dance before sex occurred with slaves. She and Fluffy were bound
homouth-to-homouth because their owners wanted them tied that way.
Intimacy was that immediate and easy with slaves.

At this range, MacCammon noted even the most
subtle change of expression on Fluffy's face. And MacCammon saw an
amused expression in Fluffy's eyes. In very short order, MacCammon
knew the reason for the expression. Fluffy began rubbing her
homouth clit against MacCammon's, and thrusting her hips forward,
driving the double dildo deep into MacCammon's lower vagina.

MacCammon's eyes widened as she realized
Fluffy was fucking her, just as a man would, except for the whole
homouth thing, and the lack of an actual cock, and the feel of
their large breasts pressing against one another's bodies, but
otherwise just the same.

MacCammon could not help but respond. The
liplocker gag kept her lips in such close proximity to Fluffy's
that their homouth clits would have been brushing together
periodically even if they were both trying to prevent it from
happening.

It was the forced intimacy and helplessness
of slave bondage. It made it so easy for MacCammon to give in to
her feelings ... it's not as if she were being given a choice about
what was happening to her.

And so MacCammon moaned and writhed as Fluffy
pressed her homouth clit against MacCammon's, her hips moving in
tandem with Fluffy's, and soon Fluffy was moaning and writhing on
the floor, too.

Cyril and Maureeen watched their slaves
rutting in their bonds idly, their own fires slaked. Occasionally
Cyril would give one of them a slap on the butt just to hear their
cries, and Maureen would poke at them with her foot casually or
yank one of their buttplug tails, as if playing with a cat.

MacCammon realized suddenly that that was
what she and Fluffy were to the Grails: pets. Fuckable pets. She
had been called a pet now and then by one of her captors or owners
since being enslaved, but she had always considered the term to be
just another way to make her feel humiliated, though it also had a
certain connotation of endearment. People generally liked their
pets.

But here, now, MacCammon felt like a pet, a
being so much lesser than her owner that there was no chance of a
relationship of equals. The Grails might be quite fond of her and
Fluffy, and might enjoy MacCammon's former status as President, but
to them, Fluffy and Cammie were the human equivalent of pets.

This realization did nothing to change
MacCammon's behavior or situation. She was gagged and tied to
Fluffy. She could shout her safeword until she was released and
then leave the Grail''s building to be with her friends who would
never treat her like this. But of course that would not happen. She
would be kidnapped in days, perhaps even hours by God knows who. It
was so much safer being the Grails' pet that MacCammon never
seriously considered leaving. It would have been foolish in the
extreme to do so, and MacCammon was no fool.

So MacCammon moaned and writhed in her bonds,
as her owners wished her to. Soon she and Fluffy were
enthusiastically fucking one another, lost in slavish, animalistic
passion, their homouths pressed against each other over the
ballgag, their hips thrusting the double dildo into one another,
rolling around on the floor both in their passion and to relieve
pressure on their bound arms.

MacCammon was coming again, her cries sharp
but muffled by the liplocker gag and her and Fluffy's homouth lips.
She was breathing hard through her nostrils, and Fluffy was doing
the same.

The writhing and moaning and squirming
continued for what seemed to MacCammon to be a very long time. Once
the orgasms had been initiated it was very hard to stop, because of
the intimate way in which they were bound. MacCammon's homouth clit
brushed against Fluffy's homouth clit if either of them made the
most minute head motion, something they did constantly in their
strict bondage.

Eventually, though, they stopped coming out
of sheer exhaustion, and just lay there in one another's arms and
panted because that was all they had the energy to do.

“It appears our girls have grown tired,”
Maureen observed.

“Well they have been busy,” said Cyril with a
certain smirk in his voice.

“I believe I can get them moving again,” said
Maureen. MacCammon heard Maureen moving on the sofa. MacCammon
could not see Maureen because she happened to be facing away from
Maureen at the moment. But she was able to recognize the expression
on Fluffy's face, which filled her vision, and it was not a happy
expression.

A moment later, an explosion of pain
blossomed on MacCammon's back as Maureen struck her with a slave
whip. MacCammon involuntarily writhed to escape the whip, a muffled
cry of protest escaping her homouth. But as she was so intimately
tied to Fluffy her writhing was limited in its extent. Another
blossom of pain seared MacCammon's mind, as her butt was more
exposed to Maureen's whip. In a moment she was lying atop Fluffy,
who did not have the prodding of Maureen's whip to make her move,
so she did not, being exhausted. Then as MacCammon pushed farther
away from Maureen in response to the prodding of Maureen's whip,
she slid over to the other side of Fluffy, puling Fluffy with her,
exposing her back and butt to Maureen's whip. Maureen whipped
Fluffy, and soon MacCammon knew what it felt like to be dragged
about by a person squirming to escape a whip.

For a very long time, Maureen whipped
MacCammon and Fluffy mercilessly, forcing them to move to escape
the whip. Maureen was not wielding the whip with all her strength.
She did not want to hurt them, only to make them move, and she was
expert enough at whipping to know judge exactly how much pain was
needed to make the exhausted woman squirm.

The difficult thing for MacCammon and Fluffy
was to avoid injuring their lips with the liplocker gag holding
their faces so close together as they moved almost involuntarily in
response to the whip. They were not completely successful.
MacCammon's homouth lips were soon puffy and sore as they were
crushed against the ballgag. If they had not been wearing homouths,
their teeth would have been in such close proximity that they would
almost certainly have suffered some chipped and/or broken teeth.
But the homouths prevented such injuries.

Eventually ... MacCammon had no idea how
eventually .... Maureen tired of whipping them, and they lay
exhausted once more, their breaths coming hard through their nose
and into one another's mouths. They were far too filled with pain
and exhaustion to be concerned about it, and as slaves they had a
certain experience with exchanging bodily fluids of all kinds with
strangers.

“I think they've had a full night already,”
Cyril observed. “Fluffy, get Cammie untied from you and kennel her
for the night, then kennel yourself. Send Daphne up to serve us in
your absence.”

“Yeff, maffah,” Fluffy replied, MacCammon
feeling each sound as she spoke. It was nothing compared to hearing
Fluffy shrieking in response to the whipping right there in her
face. Fluffy had gotten an earful of MacCammon shrieking as well.
Fortunately the gag and their homouths muffled the shrieking
well.

Fluffy unhooked herself from MacCammon with
surprising speed and ease, then leashed MacCammon up and led her
from the room. Fluffy silently pointed to her mouth and looked
questioningly at Cyril and he nodded and used the remote control to
return both their mouths to normal mode.

Kenneling turned out to be nothing more than
Fluffy removing everything but the permanent plausibly deniable
collar she wore and ordering MacCammon into her cage and locking
it.

“You can go sleep in your room,” said Fluffy.
“If they want you later tonight, they'll send for you, but they
generally don't.”

“Yes, First Girl,” said MacCammon. She
crawled through the door at the rear of her cage and into her
bedroom. She barely had the energy to crawl onto her bed, and as
soon as she closed her eyes, she was asleep.
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The first thing MacCammon did the following
morning was take some painkillers for her painfully bruised mouth.
Her normal lips did not appear to have been torn or particularly
swollen, but they certainly hurt. She wondered what her homouth
lips looked like, but she didn't have control over them.

MacCammon dressed and made up ... such a
pleasure to be able to take care of herself. Then she walked out to
the high security reception area that was her new working space.
There was a nice breakfast laid out on one of the side tables,
enough to feed a dozen. In case MacCammon had guests over for
breakfast, she supposed. She had a bowl of granola with milk and
sugar and a cup of coffee and a muffin and a slice of melon. Just
the sort of thing she'd eaten in her Presidential days.

Breakfast over, she poured herself a cup of
coffee and walked over to a desk with a widescreen TV mounted on
the wall next to it.

“Device on,” she said, and a welcome screen
lit up.

“Listings,” she said, “News channels.”

The standard listing of current news programs
available immediately appeared.

“Stories about Eileen MacCammon, former US
President,” she said.

MacCammon was presented with a long listing
of news stories saying that MacCammon had been rescued from an
unknown organization and was now being held in a secure location by
Eidilondo Corporation to prevent future kidnappings. There were
interviews with Eidilondo's head of corporate communications
assuring them that MacCammon had voluntarily taken refuge with
Eidilondo. There were also interviews with David confirming that
she was voluntarily visiting with Eidilondo.

MacCammon sighed. She would have to speak to
some reporters and personally confirm her location and voluntary
status. She almost reflexively called out her former press
secretary's name before she remembered that it had been a long time
since she had had a press secretary.

MacCammon decided to hold on that decision.
She was reluctant to talk to the press. They always wanted you to
talk about the things you DIDN'T want to talk about. And even in
the last days of her Presidency, when practically every press
conference and interview was a minefield of things she didn't want
to talk about, MacCammon had still enjoyed them in a sense, taking
pleasure in negotiating the minefield with skill and aplomb.

But MacCammon knew that now all the reporters
would want to know about was salacious details of her time as a
rightless slave. She could refuse to answer their questions, but
that wouldn't keep them from asking them in that annoying whiny way
they had.

She decided to talk to her old friend
Naomi.

She dialed her personal number and there
Naomi was, looking just as she had back when she'd been safe among
friends for a short time.

“Eileen!” Naomi cried, her voice filled with
pleasure at the sight and the sound of Eileen's voice.

“Naomi, it's good to see you again,” said
MacCammon. The connection was excellent, Naomi was sitting in her
office, looking as expert and together as ever, her black hair
shining in the light.

“I heard you were hiding out in the Eidilondo
building,” said Naomi.

“It's true,” said MacCammon.

“And that it's voluntary,” Naomi said.

“Yes,” said MacCammon. “After a fashion.
Let's say it's a voluntary response to a bad situation.”

Naomi nodded. “Not really what you want to
do, but what you have to do, for the time being?”

“Exactly,” said MacCammon. Naomi had always
had a way of getting it in one shot.

“So what can I do for you?” Naomi asked.

“First, I wanted you and my friends to
understand that I am here voluntarily,” said MacCammon. “You don't
have to worry that I'm still in jeopardy.”

“Great,” said Naomi.

“Second, I think I should probably talk to
the press and let them know I am OK in person,” said MacCammon. “I
was hoping you could set something up for me along those lines. See
if you can find a halfway sympathetic journalist to talk with me
and let him or her know that questions about my experiences as a
captive are off the table. I'm not doing a pornographic
interview.”

“I can try,” said Naomi. “It's all they will
want you to talk about, you know.”

“I know,” said MacCammon. “But it's not what
I want to talk about, not at present.”

“The more you go into the salacious stuff,
the more airplay your interview will get,” said Naomi. “Could you
maybe drop a few hints? They'll air your interview for sure, the
news that you are safe will be big, but ... everyone's seen the
videos, Eileen. And that's what they're going to be curious
about.”

“I'll give it some thought,”said Eileen.
Naomi was right, as usual. The hook whereby she could persuade the
media was her slavegirl experiences.

Naomi had a way of being annoyingly right,
that's why MacCammon had often listened to her during her tenure as
President.

If only she had listened to Naomi about not
going after porn users, she wouldn't be here right now. Well, too
late to bother about that. What's done is done.

The next few hours were spent talking to
other old friends and associates and assuring them that she was
indeed OK and her association with Eidilondo was indeed voluntary,
and of course catching up on gossip.

It was sheer pleasure, for the most part,
though she learned a few things she did not care to learn. Like
that since the videos of her had come out, sales of homouth
nanosets had surged. They were fast on the way to becoming as
commonplace as dildos. Of course, most of the nanosets that were
being bought could be controlled by the wearer. Not like hers. A
few were special slave editions that were not controllable by the
wearer. MacCammon had no idea why anyone would want one of
those.

Also there was now such a thing as President
MacCammon slavegirl roleplay. It beggared the imagination, but at
the same time, she understood the appeal.

And there were a lot of pornographic films
featuring parodies of her doing exactly the things she'd done in
the videos her enemies had released. In fact, a major porn company
had a standing offer to her of a million dollars to appear in one
of their videos. Probably the company would have kidnapped her and
forced her to appear in one of their videos if they'd had the
means.

Yes, the world had rolled right along without
her in all its weird, immoral, salacious ways.

Around noon Naomi called and told her that a
CNT news reporter named Sylvia Kantross would be coming by with a
film crew to interview her later than afternoon. MacCammon passed
the news to Eidilondo security. It was going to be a pain but it
had to be done.

Kantross arrived around three pm with a
single cameraman – security had made the rest of her entourage
leave -- who managed the hovering camera drones that floated around
her and MacCammon. MacCammon was sure that security had subjected
the drones to a very thorough inspection along with the reporters
themselves. They had probably arrived at Eidilondo not long after
Naomi had gotten in touch with them.

It wasn't MacCammon's problem.

Kantross was the usual professional
journalist, slick and sharp and totally focused on doing well at
her job, with little or no concern for anything else. She had blond
hair worn in a shoulder length flip, immaculately manicured nails,
and a woman's pantsuit that came right out of a business school
catalog. MacCammon had expected that. Any journalist who made it
into the top echelons of mass media had to be like that.

Once they were settled properly, with the
lighting flattering both MacCammon and Kantross, the interview went
as MacCammon had expected.

“So is it true that you are at Eidilondo
voluntarily, no coercion on their part?” Kantross asked.

“Yes,” said MacCammon. “That is what I want
my friends and well-wishers to know ... that I am safe and among
friends. I know that there was concern earlier, but things are much
better now.”

“Have they been able to get your homouth
nanoset removed?” asked Kantross.

MacCammon smiled inwardly. She knew there was
no real concern on Kantross' part about her homouth nanoset, it was
just a way to get to the salacious stuff, masked by such
concern.

“No,” MacCammon answered. “It is still in
place. But as you can see, not in use.”

“How did you get it off?” asked Kantross.

“The people at Eidilondo had the specs for
the controls, which were released to the internet,” MacCammon
said.

“But they could put the homouth back on you
if they wished, and you could not do anything about it,” said
Kantross. Digging for dirt.

“True,” said MacCammon, “but as you can see,
they do not wish. And frankly, I do not wish to discuss it
further.”

“That's understandable,” said Kantross. “Was
there a particular topic you would like to discuss?”

“Primarily, I would like to let those who
have been concerned for me know that I am safe and am staying here
voluntarily,” said MacCammon, pleased that the interviewer was
actually allowing her to talk about what mattered to her. Some were
prone to avoid the topics you wanted to discuss until you had
covered the topics THEY wanted to discuss. “I understand that there
has been much concern for me when I was kidnapped, and I want to
reassure people that there is no longer cause for concern. I am
safe.”

“I'm sure many of our viewers will be pleased
to hear that,” said Kantross. “And you are right, there was great
concern for you when you disappeared. Can you explain what happened
there, because no one really knows what happened to you?”

“I'm not going to give any salacious details,
but I understand that there are videos that have been released to
the Internet that provide all of that anyone would care to know,”
said MacCammon.

“Well of course, we wouldn't want you to
recount anything that would cause you distress,” said Kantross.

“Of course not,” MacCammon said, not
bothering to conceal her disbelief. MacCammon knew full well that
if Kantross could reduce her to tears, she'd do it in a heartbeat.
It would make great content.

“So, do you know who kidnapped you?” asked
Kantross.

“Well the first kidnapping was by some kind
of alliance of people who had a grievance against me because of the
Morality Laws, as I understand many people do,” MacCammon said. “I
never understood the depth of anger that people felt over them, but
if you've seen the videos, I imagine you know that it has been
brought to my attention very forcefully.”

“Have you seen any of the videos?” Kantross
asked.

“No,” MacCammon said. “Good lord, no. Never.
Ever.”

“That's understandable,” said Kantross,
backing off because MacCammon's tone indicated this was forbidden
territory. “Now, you said, after your first kidnapping earlier.
There have been others?”

“Yes,” said MacCammon. “After my enemies
kidnapped me they released me to my friends again. My friends
instituted more stringent security precautions and were moving me
from one location to another, when a second kidnapping attempt
occurred. It was botched, and I escaped by fleeing into some woods
at night, alone. I went to a farmhouse for safety, but I didn't get
it.”

“Why not?” Kantross asked, eyes gleaming. She
was getting much, much more than she had hoped for.

“The farmer who lived there had experienced a
personal loss in his family due to the Morality Laws,” said
MacCammon. “He imprisoned me and sold me to a whorehouse
owner.”

“He sold you?” asked Kantross.

“For five dollars,” said MacCammon. “He
wasn't after the money, he just wanted revenge.”

“Ah,” said Kantross. “And what happened to
you at the whorehouse?”

More digging for dirt.

“I'd rather not go into that,” said
MacCammon. “It was a whorehouse. I'm sure your viewers can figure
it out.”

Kantross nodded. “But ... weren't your
recognized while you were there?”

“Steps were taken to see that I was not,”
said MacCammon. “Let us simply say it was a dark time for me.”

“All right,” said Kantross, clearly
intrigued. “What happened next?”

“The manager of the whorehouse sold me to a
large corporation,” said MacCammon. “The price was not disclosed to
me, but I was given to understand that it was considerably more
than five dollars.”

“So the manager sold you purely for the
money?” asked Kantross.

“Not just for the money,” said MacCammon. “He
had been contacted by the corporation, which meant that news of my
whereabouts was in circulation, and he feared an attack on his
establishment in order to rescue or kidnap me. He knew the farmer
had obtained me as a result of a violent attack already.”

“But there was no violent attack on the
whorehouse?” Kantross asked hopefully.

“No, I was simply sold and transferred to the
offices of the corporation, albeit under high security conditions,”
replied MacCammon.

“I suppose there were no opportunities for
your to escape during any of these kidnappings and transfers?”
asked Kantross.

“Just in the attack that got me captured by
the farmer,” said MacCammon. “And that was because I was among
friends. Some of whom were wounded in the attack. Otherwise, my
captors made very sure that could not escape.”

“By what means?” Kantross asked.

“They kept me chained, tied, hooded and so
forth,” said MacCammon. “I don't want to discuss it any further
than that.”

“So the large corporation that, er, bought
you, was Eidilondo?” asked Kantross, concealing her annoyance at
not having her questions answered, moving on smoothly.

“No,” responded MacCammon. “it was another
corporation.”

”Why did the other corporation buy you?”
asked Kantross.

“I'd rather not go into it,” said MacCammon.
“They had their reasons.”

“Ah,” said Kantross. “So what happened
next?”

“I was rescued from that corporation by
Eidilondo,” said MacCammon, “where I now reside.”

“Was there violence involved in that rescue?”
asked Kantross.

“I can't discuss that other than to say that
every effort was made to minimize violence, and successfully,” said
MacCammon.

“So you are staying here at Eidilondo, but
don't you want to return to your home, to your friends and family?”
asked Kantross.

“Of course I do,” said MacCammon. “And
Eidilondo's representatives have made it clear that I am free to do
so at any time. But I won't do so, because as things stand, I am a
danger to anyone who is near me. People have repeatedly used
violence to get their hands on me. People have been injured, maybe
killed, in the various kidnappings attempts and rescues that I have
been the subject of. I will not allow my family and friends to be
killed or wounded in such an attack. Everywhere I go, I am a source
of danger to anyone near me. Eidilondo has secure facilities where
I may be safe, so I am staying here.”

“Couldn't you safely stay at some sort of
military facility?” asked Kantross.

“I suppose so,” said MacCammon. “But why
would they have me? I'm not the president any more. I'm a convicted
felon who has been stripped of all her civil rights.”

“It's a terrible dilemma,” said Kantross.
“Have you any idea how to fix it?”

“Sure, restore my civil rights, and suddenly
it's not legal to kidnap me any more,” said MacCammon. “That's the
whole cause of all these attacks. In fact, I think the stripping of
all civil rights as a penalty was a badly conceived idea. It seemed
a more humane alternative to prison, but it has created a class of
legal slaves, and that's just wrong. Who knows how many other women
who have been subjected to the loss of civil rights have been
enslaved?”

“But I understood that the law expressly
forbids enslaving people who've been stripped of their civil
rights,” said Kantross.

“Yes, but the state of not having any civil
rights makes a slave of you, even if the law says you are not to be
enslaved,” said MacCammon, “as my history demonstrates.”

“So you would advocate that all who have been
stripped of their civil rights be released from that sentence, not
just you,” said Kantross.

“Yes,” MacCammon said firmly.
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A few days later, MacCammon was sitting in
her interview room in the morning when an old friend dropped by. It
was Jefferson.

MacCammon was very glad to see her. They
hugged and sat together at her table, eating grapes and cheese and
toast and drinking coffee like civilized women, in a situation far
removed from the situation they'd been in when they'd last eaten
together as slaves of Grossinger, Inc.

“I'm surprised to see you here,” said
MacCammon. “I thought you'd be off to see your old friends and
family.”

“No, can't visit them, and for reasons like
yours,” said Jefferson.

“Everyone wants to kidnap you?” MacCammon
asked, surprised.

“No, not everyone,” said Jefferson. “Just
Grossinger, Inc., and believe me, that's enough.”

“More than enough,” said MacCammon. “Is it
about the whole legal thing?”

“Yes,” said Jefferson. “Grossinger knows that
as long as Eidilondo has me, they have Grossinger over a barrel. It
was illegal of them to kidnap me, much less to enslave me. Now that
Eidilondo has me, with their legal resources, they may pay the
price for doing so. Some people with money and power could wind up
in prison. And they hate that ... as you know.”

“So Grossinger still wants to kidnap you,”
said MacCammon.

“Eidilondo's legal reps think they'd be OK
with just putting a bullet through my head,” said Jefferson, “since
much of their case hinges on my testimony. So I'm stuck here until
trial. And the wheels of justice can grind very slowly when a big
corporation wants them to.”

“Can't you just spill all the beans in a
video deposition?” MacCammon asked.

“I've already done so,” said Jefferson. “But
video depositions don't have the same legal standing as in-court
testimony. Plus, if Grossinger gets their hands on me, they'll
probably find a way to get me to say whatever they like.”

MacCammon nodded. Both she and Jefferson knew
how effective the slave pens of Grossinger were at getting you to
do whatever they wanted. She wrinkled her nose, remembering some of
the things she had been made to do.

”Well I am glad to have you here anyway,”
said MacCammon. “I'm sorry you aren't able to go away though.”

“Oh, my family and friends can visit me here,
just as yours can,” said Jefferson. “That helps a lot.”

“Do you have to serve the Grails?” MacCammon
asked. “I haven't seen you serving them.”

“No, do you have to serve them?” asked
Jefferson. She knew exactly what “serve” meant.

“Yes,” said MacCammon. “It's part of my
agreement with them. I am free to leave at any time, but if I don't
serve them in the evenings and on weekends, I HAVE to go. And I
have no faith in the ability of my family and friends to protect
me. Nor any wish to endanger them.”

“So, not EXACTLY voluntary,” said
Jefferson.

“I can leave at any time,” said MacCammon.
“It's just two people in the marketplace making a free exchange
without governmental interference. Security for sex slavery.”

“Well, to tell you the truth ... I've been
missing it,” said Jefferson.

“Missing what?” asked MacCammon.

“All the slave sex,” said Jefferson. “It
feels like a betrayal of my heritage to say so, but I've never been
one to deny my feelings, and I have to say, I liked all the
fucking. Even the nasty stuff, once I got used to it. Well, most of
the nasty stuff.”

“Well, you're a liberal,” said MacCammon.

“What's that got to do with it?” asked
Jefferson.

“Liberals are generally promiscuous, or at
least supportive of promiscuity,” said MacCammon. “They are the
ones who got all this recreational sex slave stuff going, everyone
knows that.”

“Not ALL liberals,” said Jefferson dryly.
“I'll have you know I was a feminist who stood foursquare against
sex slave stuff, even when practiced by other feminists who were
also lesbians.”

“I remember, we had people like you who were
our allies in the Morality Laws efforts,” said MacCammon. “They
were very useful in stifling dissent on the left.”

“Yes, we were,” Jefferson said ruefully. “I
thought that lesbians who liked the kinky sex were just mentally
trapped women who were replicating the structures of the patriarchy
in their sexuality, even though men were not directly involved. I
had no idea ... NO IDEA ... how good that kinky sex was. And didn't
want to have any idea.”

“Same here,” said MacCammon. “I was married,
straight, but with very little interest in sex itself. I thought
everyone was naturally like that. And that if they weren't it was
because they had become morally corrupted, or were naturally
morally flawed. That's why I backed the Morality Laws. I really
thought I was helping people.”

“So, what about you now?” asked Jefferson.
“Have any change of heart on the sex slavery?”

“No ... well ... um,” said MacCammon. “I mean
... it's hard to say in my case. The people who put the homouth
nanoset in me told me that the nanoset would increase my sexual
desires, and it did, it clearly did. It was like a switch had been
turned. I experienced a desire for and a pleasure in sex like I had
never experienced before. I got orgasms that made me feel as if my
head had exploded ... in a good way, you understand. That hasn't
changed. But is it me, or is it the homouth still ringing my sex
organs like a bell? I just don't know.”

“Perhaps some combination of the two?”
Jefferson suggested.

“Maybe,” said MacCammon.

“Well, even if your physiological and
psychological responses to slave sex have not changed, the nanoset
probably didn't alter your opinions on the topic,” said Jefferson.
“Or did it? Did you notice a sudden change on the topic of slave
sex?”

“No,” MacCammon said. “I hated it even more
at first.”

“At first?” asked Jefferson.

MacCammon nodded, her eyes clouded. “It
wasn't my choice, you know, that's what I really hated. But at the
same time, BECAUSE it wasn't my choice, that made it ... OK, in a
way, to give in to those desires the homouth had given me. I
remember times when I had orgasms so intense they were almost
electrifying, and I gave in to them completely because they weren't
my fault, they had been inflicted on me. And after a time, I just
didn't care. After that twentieth or thirtieth rape, it's not an
issue any more, and all there is, is the pleasure, and the
delicious feel of yielding to it. I still feel it, every time. And
so, I understand why men and women like to play at it. To yield up
to pleasure in that way with someone you trust and love must be one
of the most powerful pleasures on Earth.”

As MacCammon spoke, she stared into he
distance. She had never consciously thought these things, nor said
them out loud. But she knew they were true, and that they changed
everything somehow.

That evening, as MacCammon undressed for her
time as the Grails' sex toy, she did so with a certain sense of
excitement. For so long, she had studiously ignored her body's
response to slave sex. Tonight she would examine it.

That's how she caught the thrill of
excitement as she undressed. She had never noticed it before,
perhaps because there had never been any prep for slavery on her
part. She was always the passive object, hurried along the conveyor
belt that led to her next use. But now that she thought about it,
she remembered all the times she had lain in her bonds and heard
footsteps approaching and felt her heart racing. She had thought it
was all fear. And at first, it probably had been. But later it had
not been all fear. She remembered the anticipation, the excitement,
as she lay naked and helpless and wondered as she waited for
someone to use her body as a sexual playground.

It was the same now, except perhaps more
intense because she was actively involved in preparing herself for
use.

Naked, cuffed, collared and shackled, she
crawled through the little door and laid down on the furs,
stretching out and enjoying their soft touch. Now that she was
actively listening to her body and mind, her physical and emotional
responses seemed heightened, as if her body was fairly shouting out
its feelings, had wanted her to know them all along.

In a few moments she heard footsteps and saw
Fluffy's legs gliding along the floor. When Fluffy opened the cage,
MacCammon crawled out and knelt before her, legs spread wide, head
down, as was appropriate. Fluffy commanded her to the leashing
position and in a few moments the two of them were walking down the
hall. Fluffy's hips, now that MacCammon was noticing things, had
the most delightful sway to them. MacCammon wondered if her hips
looked like that when she slave walked as she was now, deliberately
thrusting her hips from side to side. She had always assumed it was
simply for the purpose of vulgar display, and probably it was to a
certain extent, but there was also a certain grace and beauty to
it.

How much had she been missing because she'd
been fighting her sexual feelings?

Fluffy led MacCammon ... Cammie, she thought,
she needed to think of herself as Cammie when she was being a sex
slave. She knew she was Eileen MacCammon, but apparently she was
also a slave who had been named Cammie, and she wanted to pay
attention to what Cammie was thinking and feeling. She should, so
near as was possible, be Cammie when she was sex slaving.

So Cammie walked along behind Fluffy and
together they entered a room that looked familiar to Cammie. It was
a slave training room, with strategically placed mirrors on the
walls, padded floors, padding on the walls below and between the
mirrors and an ungodly array of slave sex toys.

“The Grails are busy tonight, they won't be
playing with us,” said Fluffy. “But they left word that I was to
give you an assessment and perhaps some training.”

“Yes, First Girl,” Cammie said.

Sitting in a corner was a computer terminal
with the usual office chair before it. Fluffy walked over to the
chair and did whatever it was computer people did with a computer
to make it come to life. She pulled up one of those file things
that computer people used. Cammie saw her name at the top of it. No
mention of Eileen MacCammon, just Cammie. Probably a
precaution.

“So, Cammie, let's start by getting your
slave history,” said Fluffy. “First of all, have you ever been
trained as a slave?”

“Yes, First Girl,” said Cammie.

“Just call me Fluffy for now,” said
Fluffy.

“Yes, Fluffy,” Cammie said dutifully. She
felt a strange satisfaction in doing as Fluffy ordered. She
remembered feeling that frequently, but not understanding it for
what it was. She wasn't sure she understood it now, she just knew
she felt it.

“Who trained you?” asked Fluffy.

“Grossinger's slave kennels,” said
Cammie.

“And how did they train you? Give me the
whole regimen,” said Fluffy.

So Cammie recited her experiences training in
the slave pens of Grossinger Inc., omitting nothing, even the
places she had been taught to stick her tongue, and how she had
been taught it. It took quite a while, as Fluffy often had her stop
while she made notes on the computer.

“And you had no safeword?” Fluffy asked as
she finished up her recounting.

“I was an involuntary,” said Cammie. “What
good was a safeword to me?”

“Ah ... yes, I guess it wouldn't help to have
a safeword in that circumstance,” said Fluffy. “Of course, you will
have a safeword here. We'll have to pick one out for you.”

“I know what a safeword is,” said MacCammon,
“but I will never use mine if it means I am forced to leave
here.”

“Well of course it won't,” said Fluffy. “It
will just mean we'll take a halt to the proceedings and see what's
bothering you and if we can fix it. We are not like
Grossinger.”

“Oh,” said Cammie. She had not anticipated
having any control over the proceedings while she was a sex slave.
It had never been her experience that she did.

“So what's your safeword, Cammie?” asked
Fluffy. “It should be something you can remember easily and say
through a gag without sounding too much like the usual moaning and
screaming and such.”

Cammie thought for a moment.

“Jefferson,” she said.

“Jefferson,” Fluffy repeated. “An excellent
choice. A president who kept a slave for his concubine, as I
recall.”

“Yes, Fluffy,” said MacCammon. She was
content to let Fluffy think that was the Jefferson she was thinking
of.

“Now have you ever received slave training
elsewhere?” Fluffy asked.

“No,” replied Cammie. “I have been used as a
sex slave, but never trained as such.”

“We'll summarize that, then,” said Fluffy. “I
caught your interview on CBT. I imagine there's a lot to cover. We
will, of course, be going into all the lascivious details.”

“Yes, Fluffy,” said Cammie. “This will not be
used for publication, will it?” she asked.

“No, it's just for our slave records, which
are very private,” said Fluffy. “Of course, I can't guarantee that
this computer won't ever get hacked or that Grail won't have a
change of heart and publish everything. All I can do is tell you
that records of this sort have been kept private, and that you are
not the only famous woman who has wound up in these kennels.”

“I suppose it will be all right,” said
Cammie. “The videos are out there, anyway.”

“Yes, they are,” said Fluffy. “I've seen a
few.”

Cammie nodded. Everybody had seen her
behaving as a sex slave. She did not have a lot that she could
hide, except her feelings.

“Then let us proceed,” said Cammie. And she
told Fluffy of all that had transpired since being kidnapped by her
enemies.

“You have had a long, rough ride,” Fluffy
observed as she told of her rescue by Eidilondo.

“Yes, Fluffy,” said Cammie.

“I had wondered why you chose to remain here
when you could be among your friends,” said Fluffy. “But I see now
that you have a much better grasp of what the stakes are than I
did.”

“Yes, Fluffy,” said Cammie.

“I had thought that to a certain extent you
were here voluntarily, because you liked the slave sex, as I do,”
said Fluffy.

“Perhaps there is some of that,” Cammie said.
“I have trouble accessing my feelings on the matter.”

“I'm not sure what you mean,” said Fluffy.
“Explain.”

“Well, as President, I was a moral crusader
against sex,” said Cammie. “I put millions of people in jail or
worse to prevent moral degeneration caused by sexual
licentiousness. I myself did not have strong sexual feelings. Or
thought I did not. If I had them, I kept them on a very short
leash. I had other priorities. So, ever since my initial
kidnapping, I have fought my sexual feelings. Any feelings I might
have had, I assumed were imposed on me by those who used me, or
were the products of the nanoset that came along with the homouth.
It was easy enough to believe, since I was told the homouth nanoset
would alter my feelings.”

“But you no longer believe that,” said
Fluffy.

“I am not sure it was true,” said MacCammon.
“I think maybe the feelings that have been imposed on me by my
various owners and by the nanoset have changed me, have become a
part of me. But I don't know. I'm just guessing.”

“I don't know either, Cammie,” said Fluffy.
“But I assume you are not at all averse to having your slave
feelings brought forth.”

“No, Fluffy, I am not averse,” said
Cammie.

“Well the next part of the examination
process is to put you through some slave paces and see how you
respond,” said Fluffy. “You can see how you respond as well.”

“Yes, Fluffy,” said Cammie. She had been
planning to do so anyway, though she had expected the Grails to be
the ones putting her through her paces. Just as long as SOMEONE
molested her.

“Fine, let's get the medical collar on you,”
said Fluffy. “Collar,” she added in a commanding tone.

Cammie immediately knelt with her head
raised. Fluffy removed the use collar that MacCammon had put on as
she prepped for slave time, then replaced it with a wide, soft
cloth collar that clung tightly to her neck, adjusting so that it
was just shy of choking Cammie.

“This collar will monitor basic physiological
responses like your heart rate, respiration, blood pressure and
galvanometric skin response,” said Fluffy.

”Yes, Fluffy,” said Cammie. It reminded her
of the collar she'd worn at Grossinger's, which had also had a lot
of functions beyond just being a way of fastening her by the
neck.

Fluffy then fastened some adhesive pads with
sticky surfaces to her breasts near her nipples but not covering
them, and just above and beside her vagina.

“Measures sexual arousal,” Fluffy murmured as
she worked. “You will have no secrets.”

“I didn't think I had any in the first
place,” said Cammie.

“We'll see,” said Fluffy, with just a little
bit of a smirk.

“Now let's go over here,' Fluffy said,
guiding Cammie over to a space where the floor was padded and clear
of sex toys.

“Now, stand facing me, and respond
naturally,” said Fluffy.

“Yes, Flu ...” Cammie said obediently. Her
lips were silenced as Fluffy embraced her and kissed her
passionately, a long, deep French kiss. Fluffy's naked body pressed
tightly against Cammie's naked body, sending waves of passion
through Cammie.

Cammie moaned in pleasure as Fluffy's hands
caressed her, her body opening up to Fluffy, yielding to the hands
that caressed her butt, her nipples and her pussy as they continued
to kiss.

Cammie made no attempt to caress Fluffy back.
It would have been effrontery. She had generally had her hands
bound, and would not dream of touching a mistress, which was what
Fluffy was to her, without explicit permission, or orders to do
so.

After a time, Fluffy said, “Bracelets,
slave,” and Cammie knelt before her with her hands held behind her
back.

“Serve me with your lips,” Fluffy said,
seizing Cammie by the hair and pulling Cammie's head toward her
crotch.

Cammie obediently began licking Fluffy's
vagina, enjoying its warm, soft feel. Fluffy had clearly been
aroused by the kissing, Cammie could taste it and smell it. Fluffy
was also aroused by Cammie's oral service, and moaned in pleasure,
pulling Cammie's hair and pressing her face close into her
crotch.

Cammie felt her own arousal as well, serving
Fluffy so humbly and diligently.

“She-sleen, girl,” Fluffy ordered, releasing
her grip on Cammie's hair, and Cammie dropped to the floor and lay
face down, then lifted her hips into the air, her hands extended
well before her, her knees spread very wide apart, her tail
dangling between her legs.

“They did train you well in slave positions,”
Fluffy observed as she put a strap-on on.

“Yes, Fluffy,” said Cammie, She was feeling
aroused just kneeling with her ass exposed to all. And she could
not see what Fluffy was doing. The first she knew of the strap-on
was the feel of her buttplug tail being flipped up and of the dildo
probing at her pussy. The dildo was well lubricated, but need not
have been, Cammie was naturally very well lubricated at that point.
She moaned in pleasure as she felt the dildo slide deep inside her.
She gave herself up to it, accepting it, her moans and cries of
pleasure making her feelings clear.

After a time, Fluffy pulled out of her vagina
and pulled out Cammie's buttplug tail, then thrust the dildo into
Cammie's anus. This was the occasion for more moaning, but it
wasn't all pleasure. Cammie dutifully remained in position,
accepting her use, and she found pleasure in that if not the butt
fucking.

After a time, Cammie pulled the dildo out of
Fluffy's anus and removed it while Cammie remained on the floor in
she-sleen position. She knew would not break position unless
commanded to.

“Bara,” Fluffy commanded.

Cammie quickly and easily responded, lying
flat on the floor with her hands crossed behind her back. Moments
later she felt Fluffy fastening her wrist shackles together.

And that's when Cammie felt the same surge of
excitement/anticipation she had felt as she prepared for sex
slavery earlier in the evening.

MacCammon realized that she had learned to
associate being bound with sex.

Well, that was not exactly amazing. She had
been tied up during the vast majority of the sex she had ever
experienced in her life, because the sex she had experienced in the
last few months as a slave dwarfed all the sex she had experienced
in her previous life in terms of quantity alone.

And, MacCammon was coming to suspect, in
quality too.

Fluffy went on to attach Cammie's ankle
shackles to a spreader bar, pulling her legs far apart. Which gave
a very clear indication of where the focus of Fluffy's attentions
would soon be.

Fluffy was not through restraining Cammie,
however. She also tied her knees apart, so that she could not shift
her spread legs from side to side. And she attached a gag to
Cammie's face, a dildo gag with a short cock-shaped gag that
protruded inside her mouth and a long plastic dildo that projected
from the exterior of the gag.

Cammie experienced a strange satisfaction as
the gag was strapped in place. MacCammon had figured that was
because she knew she would not be expected to speak, and she
preferred not to speak when serving as a slave. What was there to
say, except whatever might please the person in whose control you
were? It was far too much like giving a political speech, your
every word calculated for it's effect on the audience, rather than
a simple, direct, natural response.

She would much rather let her body speak for
her, when she was a slave. She didn't even know how to lie using
her body, other than faking orgasms, of course. And she had never
dared try faking orgasms as a slave. There was far too much danger
of being caught by those who used her, some of whom were experts at
using slaves, and the penalties that could be imposed didn't bear
thinking about.

And she'd never seen any sign that any of
those who used her cared if she orgasmed or not.

MacCammon was growing tired of thinking of
herself as “Cammie” as a slave. She was not Cammie, she was
MacCammon, no matter what they did to her, or what she did. Perhaps
there was a part of her that enjoyed sex slavery, but it was a part
of her, not a separate person. Eileen MacCammon liked being tied
up. Eileen MacCammon liked being gagged. Her owners might enjoy
calling her “Cammie” and she would of course respond to that or any
other name they might give her ... “meat lips” was one that had
been employed by her enemies ... and she might even enjoy
responding to that name ... but she just wasn't Cammie. Her
identity was too solid, too fixed. Who she was had not changed. It
had simply ... grown ... she realized, to encompass all the Cammie
activities she engaged in.

So when Fluffy lowered her ass over the dildo
gag and slid it down until it was completely engulfed by her very
ready pussy, it was MacCammon's vision that was nearly filled with
Fluffy's ass. And when Fluffy leaned forward until she was lying
atop MacCammon and began tonguing MacCammon's clit, it was
MacCammon who squirmed and moaned and writhed in ecstasy like a
filthy little perverted slut. Fluffy wriggled her butt and worked
the dildo in her pussy with abandon, while MacCammon moaned
helplessly beneath her, her pinioned arms twisting in their bonds,
her legs instinctively trying to close at times as Fluffy's expert
tongue drove her beyond ecstasy, but the ropes on her knees
prevented that. MacCammon was as helpless as could be, her pussy
exposed to Fluffy's probing tongue.

MacCammon for her part tried to give Fluffy
as much pleasure as she could with the dildo gag, reciprocating the
motion of Fluffy's ass, pressing her face into it as she pushed her
ass backward and pulling back when Fluffy pulled forward, making
the dildo slide as far in and out of Fluffy pussy as it could.

When Fluffy finally stopped licking
MacCammon's pussy, she collapsed atop MacCammon briefly. MacCammon
enjoyed the feel of Fluffy's body pressing down on her, but even
more, she enjoyed the thought that she had given Fluffy
pleasure.

Fluffy removed the dildo gag from MacCammon,
who lay there as helpless as could be, and glad of it, the echoes
of the orgasms that Fluffy's tongue had brought still surging
through her and occasionally making her strain against her bonds
unconsciously.

Eventually, Fluffy rose and walked over to
the wall and grabbed a short-bladed slave whip hanging there.

“I'm not upset with you, Cammie,” Fluffy said
as she gave the whip a few cracks, warming up her arms. “I'm just
going to whip you because you are a slave.”

With those words Fluffy laid the whip on
smartly, right between MacCammon's legs and on her pussy. She then
proceeded to give MacCammon's pussy, breasts and inner thighs a
thorough flogging, striking her mercilessly and repeatedly as
MacCammon moaned and shrieked and squirmed helplessly beneath the
lash, unable to escape or protect herself in any way because of her
bonds.

After what seemed like hours of this
treatment to MacCammon, but which was probably just a few minutes,
Fluffy put the whip back up and rolled MacCammon over onto her
stomach after freeing her knees from ropes that bound them. But she
left the stretcher bar on MacCammon's ankles, even though this made
flipping MacCammon over onto her belly more difficult.

With that accomplished, Fluffy straddled
MacCammon and began paddling her butt vigorously.

Once again, MacCammon found herself squirming
helplessly beneath Fluffy as she sent waves of pain through her
body, in this case, mostly her butt. But Fluffy also swatted
MacCammon's pussy, exposed by her spread legs, taking the pain to a
new level.

MacCammon didn't find the spanking nearly as
painful as the whipping, and when Fluffy began alternating swats at
her butt with warm and tender stroking of her pussy, she
unconsciously pushed her butt upward to encourage more, because it
felt very good to her.

“Whose slut are you?” Fluffy asked as she
swatted away at MacCammon's ass.

“Uh Ails!” MacCammon cried, her words muffled
by the dildo gag she still wore.

“Who else's slut are you?” Fluffy asked.

“Oors!” MacCammon cried in an almost moan as
Fluffy caressed her pussy. “Ah am oor ut, fwuffy!”

“That's First Girl to you!” Fluffy said,
giving MacCammon's ass a hard swat.

“Yeff, Firf Erl!” MacCammon cried.

After a time, Fluffy took some sharp needles
and jabbed MacCammon in the butt with them a few times, bringing
forth muffled cries of pain from MacCammon. MacCammon had been
stuck with pins a few times by the trainers at Grossinger's, but
like Fluffy they did not do it for long.

After the pins came some electro-shock, and
with it, a considerable cooling of MacCammon's ardor. The pins and
the electro-shock felt more like medical procedures to MacCammon
than anything people would do for kinky fun. Whippings were more
painful, but somehow more natural.

After the electroshock, Fluffy released
MacCammon from the ankle spreader bar, but left her hands pinioned
behind her back. She then ordered MacCammon to assume various slave
poses. As she did so, Fluffy slapped her and called her a slut, a
whore, a beast and a filthy dirty cunt who didn't deserve to be in
the same room with free people. She also spit on MacCammon and at
one point, urinated on her, which totally disgusted MacCammon. It
had happened a few times when she had been captured by her enemies,
the ones who hated her, and had had the desired effect. But there
had been nothing at all sexy to it then to MacCammon, it was pure
humiliation, and so it was this time as well.

Fluffy made MacCammon kiss and lick her feet,
and also made MacCammon probe her ass with her tongue. Finally, she
shoved a butt plug tail up MacCammon's ass and made her crawl
around swishing the tail from side to side. MacCammon found that
she enjoyed that, there was something playful about having a tail,
and the nastiness of the butt plug just made it nasty, playful
sexiness, which on the order of slave sexuality, was innocent good
fun.

MacCammon found that she liked obeying
Fluffy's orders, and liked the slapping and name-calling. It was
exactly how she had always wanted to treat the filthy sluts whose
moral decadence was destroying American society. And since she was
behaving exactly as she imagined them to behave when she was being
a sex slave, it was right and fitting that she should be slapped
and name-called, even if that behavior was entirely coerced.

But MacCammon did not pursue that line of
thought at all. Especially the part about the behavior being
entirely coerced. Because she knew that it was NOT entirely coerced
behavior. And because she was beginning to suspect that there was a
certain amount of economic coercion involved in the sexual
activities of the unemployed and the increasing numbers of
unemployables. God knows, she now knew what it was like to be
coerced by forces beyond your control. Thinking thoughts like this
led to places she could not abide in. It might drive her mad, and
her sanity had hung by a slender thread often enough since she had
become a slave.

While MacCammon lay there and did not think
about various things while naked and bound, Fluffy walked over to
the computer desk and made a quick call. MacCammon could not make
out the words, nor did she much care.

Fluffy busied herself at the computer for a
short time until the door open and a muscular man in gym shorts and
a t-shirt strode into the room.

At the sound of the door opening, Fluffy
hurried over to the man and prostrated herself before him. “Thank
you for coming, Master Robert.”

“Happy to help, Fluffy,” said Master Roberts,
a handsome man with cross-cropped brown hair and a neatly trimmed
beard. “Is that Cammie on the floor?” he asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Fluffy. “I thought I
would leave her as is, for your pleasure.”

“I think we'll start without the bondage,”
said Master Robert, making MacCammon feel a slight twinge of
disappointment. She had been looking forward to being fucked by him
just as she was.

“Help me get her bonds off, then you can go
back to your computer work for a time,” Roberts ordered.

With both Master Roberts and Fluffy working
at her bonds, MacCammon was soon kneeling naked before Master
Roberts, who had stripped off his t-shirts and gym shorts to reveal
six-pack abs, a well-defined chest and a big, thick cock dangling
between his legs.

MacCammon eyed it hungrily. She was just a
slave, she had no business hiding her response to those she served.
That thought had bee drilled into her, and had been very useful to
her, she now recognized.

“Serve me with your lips, Cammie,” Master
Roberts ordered, and she eagerly complied. She knelt before Master
Roberts with his cock in her mouth, looking up at him adoringly.
Her hands were free, but she did not use them, just held them
behind her back as if bound. No one had ordered to, but to
MacCammon it just seemed like the right way to suck a man's
cock.

MacCammon soon felt Master Robert's cock
stiffening in her mouth. She also felt herself getting wet as she
sucked. It was sheer pleasure to be sucking a cock with her
homouth. She saw Master Roberts gazing down at her impassively as
she worked his cock, with that distant look men often got when
their cocks were in your mouth. She had sucked enough men to know
the expression well, over the last few months.

MacCammon thought it strange that her
failures as President would lead to such pleasure as she was now
experiencing. She wondered if she failed as a sex slave would they
make her be President again?

MacCammon giggled at the thought, and her
homouth and the big cock inside it turning the giggle into a
strangled little snort.

Master Robert's right arm moved in a blur and
she felt a slap on the side of her head that set her ears
ringing.

“Pay attention, slut,” Master Rober
growled.

“Yeff, maffah,” MacCammon said, redoubling
her attentions to the cock, though in her heart she was still
laughing at her conceit.

MacCammon was soon on the verge of orgasming
and Master Robert's cock was rock-hard when Master Robert's pushed
her off him and said “Bara.” MacCammon immediately laid face-down
on the padded floor with her arms crossed behind her back.

“Spread your legs wide, beast, and raise your
hips to me,” ordered Master Roberts.

“Yeff, Maffah,” MacCammon said softly as she
obeyed. As she did so, there was a creamy sense of satisfaction to
her. She loved obeying such orders, though her fervor might have
something to do with the fact that seconds ago she had been on the
point of orgasm.

As MacCammon anticipated, she soon felt
Master Robert's cock sliding into her pussy. It was sheer pleasure
to feel it breaking her silky walls, and when Master Roberts' began
ramming her pussy like it was a jackhammer and her pussy was a bit
of pavement that needed tearing up, MacCammon soon found the swell
of orgasms inside her irresistible, and she came repeatedly, making
burbled moans from her homouth and squirming beneath him.

But even as she squirmed, she kept her legs
spread wide, because she had been ordered to, and the order had not
been countermanded.

And keeping her legs spread wide as she
orgasmed helplessly beneath Master Roberts brought her pleasure,
too.

After a timeless time of squirming in
orgasmic ecstasy, she felt Master Robert's cock pulled from her
pussy, then felt it being worked into her anus.

MacCammon squirmed and moaned, but not so
much in ecstasy now. As a slave, she accepted being used in that
way, but it was more of a pain than a pleasure. Especially when
Master Roberts gave her the same jackhammer treatment that he'd
give her pussy. The instinct to pull her legs close together and
thereby lessen the pain a little was very strong now, but still,
MacCammon kept her legs spread wide.

When Master Roberts' cock pulled out of her
ass and did not reenter, she just lay there, breathing hard through
her nose and making little slobbering noises with her homouth.

”Hold position now,” she heard Master Roberts
order, which disappointed MacCammon a little. Of course she would
hold position now. If she had not changed position while being
anally plundered by Master Roberts' cock, what could possibly make
her move?

Her question was answered when she felt the
whip lay a burning stripe across her ass. For the next few moments,
she fought to hold position while the whip made her whole body
squirm and drew sharp cries from her even with the homouth in
place.

When Master Roberts stopped whipping her, she
sighed with relief. Then the cane hit her butt, a stripe of pure
agony, and it was back to squirming and fighting to keep her legs
spread wide as she did so.

But Master Roberts was not using all his
strength, he was just using enough to light up her backside. And
Master Roberts was definitely strong enough to light up her
backside with the cane.

After a few strokes, Master Roberts dropped
the cane in favor of a paddle. He proved every bit as capable with
it, bringing more tears to MacCammon's eyes as he worked.

When Master Robert's finished with the
paddle, having set her butt afire, he went at MacCammon with the
needles, as Fluffy had, warning MacCammon to stay absolutely still
as he prodded her with the needles. MacCammon fought hard to obey
and mostly succeeded, just waiting for it to be over.

Very soon, it was over, and she lay very
still for a few precious moments.

This was followed by electro-shock provided
by a purple, glowing wand.

“Well, that does it for the painful portion
of our activities,” said Master Roberts as he put the purple wand
away.

“Fank oo, maffah,” MacCammon responded. She
was really tired of being hurt. Bored with it, actually, she
realized. Not that the pain itself was boring, it was too
unpleasant to be boring. But overall, it was like eating cardboard,
as far as sex went. No good tastes, no nourishment whatsoever.

“Bracelets,” Master Roberts said next.

MacCammon rose to her knees and placed her
hands behind her back, gently lowering her butt that still felt as
if it were glowing, or should be, onto her lower legs.

Master Roberts then fastened her cuffs behind
her back, eliciting a wave of pleasure from MacCammon. There was
just something so nice about being put under the control of a man.
When he strapped a ballgag head harness into place, shoving the
ball right between her homouth lips, she also felt a glow of
comfort. She had no idea WHY she did, but she certainly felt that
way. MacCammon was starting to wonder if she was sane any more, as
Master Robert finished fastening the straps. She liked being tied
up so much. Probably because she had learned to associate it with
sex.

“I cannot believe what a stupid slut you
are,” Master Roberts growled, slapping her, after he had the head
harness gag in place.

Cammie was having trouble understanding how
Master Roberts had gauged her intelligence under the circumstances,
since she had done nothing but follow orders and respond to his
attentions, but she did not really believe he thought that about
her. He was clearly following the same program that Fluffy had, and
they had now come to the humiliation and abuse part of the
program.

Master Roberts proved MacCammon's theory, as
he proceeded to call her names, spit on her, slap her, force her to
assume various bondage poses while making nasty comments about her
body, and finished up by urinating on her.

MacCammon found herself responding sexually
to every slap, to every name she was called. It was very much like
her response to Fluffy when she had humiliated MacCammon. All the
guilt and shame she had felt over her sexual feelings surfaced and
were punished, which felt very rewarding. She became one of the
sexual degenerates she had sought to punish as President, every
little thing done to her and said about her totally deserved. The
urinating on her was merely disgusting to her, as it had been with
Fluffy.

And the thing was, she was deeply ashamed of
the way she lapped up the abuse and humiliation. She knew she
should resent it, but she loved it.

“What the hell is wrong with me?” MacCammon
asked herself as she licked and kissed Master Robert's feet as he
swatted her butt and called her a disgusting little sex monkey.

But when Master Robert said she was a
disgrace to the Presidency and to all decent Americans as she
licked his balls and anus, she almost came with
pleasure/humiliation.

Finally, Master Roberts ordered her to go
spread her slutty legs and slide the dildo on a Sybian up her nasty
little pussy, and she did so. Then he removed her head harness. He
then cranked the Sybian up. MacCammon knew she was vulnerable to
Sybians, they had an almost irresistible way of making her come. In
seconds she was squirming atop the Sybian as it sent waves of pure
pleasure through her.

Master Robert thrust his cock into her
homouth, and suddenly both vaginas and both clitorises were sending
waves of pleasure through her whole being, and she came as her
hands twisted helplessly, and delightedly in their bonds.

In short order, Master Robert came as well,
something he had not done the whole time he had been using her. He
must have phenomenal self-control, she thought as she swallowed his
cum.

Master Roberts let her twitch atop the Sybian
for a few more minutes as he dressed, then turned it off.

“All through with her,” said Master Roberts
to Fluffy, who was sitting at the computer making notations.

“Thank you, Master Roberts,” said Fluffy.

“It was my pleasure,” said Master Roberts as
he walked out the door, and there was a note in his voice that told
MacCammon that someone close to him might have been victim of the
Morality Laws.

MacCammon watched him go. She had never seen
or heard of him before he had entered the training room, and she
might never see or hear of him again. She wanted to know more about
him, in a distant, achey kind of way. But she was a slave, and she
only learned what those around her saw fit to tell her.

“To me, Cammie,” said Fluffy, and MacCammon
turned her attention to Fluffy, walking over and kneeling next to
her.

“No, sit on the seat so you can see the
screen,” said Fluffy.

MacCammon rose and sat in another desk chair
like the one Fluffy sat in, pulling it up so she could see the
screen.

“What I was doing while you were with Master
Robert was synching the video of me using you with the data your
collar and your patches were sending back to the computer,” said
Fluffy. “Now we have a record of what you like and what you don't
like,” said Fluffy.

Fluffy ran a hand across the keyboard and a
video played of Fluffy using Cammie. Across the bottom of the video
were superimposed a series of numbers on the left half and a jiggly
line like a seismograph reading on the right half.

“Your pulse, your GSM, your blood pressure,
the blood flow to your genitals and nipples,” Fluffy said. “All
indicators of your feelings.”

“Yeff, miffifff,” Cammie said through the
homouth.

Fluffy laughed and picked up a remote control
and MacCammon felt her homouth returning to normal. “I'll want to
understand what you have to say for the moment,” she said.

Fluffy then ran through the video at high
speed, stopping at various points like the onset of sex or bondage
or paddling.

“So, you like the vaginal sex,” Fluffy would
say as the screen showed Fluffy fucking her vagina, 'but the anal
sex, not so much,” she said as she sped the video forward to the
anal sex, with the numbers changing in ways that presumably proved
that MacCammon liked this or that sex act. MacCammon did not doubt
Fluffy's claims that she liked bondage, vaginal sex, humiliation
and spanking, and that she had little or no taste for pain.

“Your responses to me show that you have
bisexual elements in your makeup, but the way your responses jumped
up when Master Roberts used you indicate that you are mostly
heterosexual,” said Fluffy, and MacCammon nodded.

“Is that normal?” asked MacCammon.

“No, it's not normal,” said Fluffy. “Nor is
it abnormal. It is what it is. You like what you like, and don't
like what you don't like. Normalcy doesn't enter into it.”

At one time MacCammon would have dismissed
this as a lot of liberal hooey designed to make people think that
perversions were normal. But her opinions on the topic had changed
since becoming a sex slave.

“I see,” said MacCammon. “Is anyone ever
surprised by these results?”

“Were you?” asked Fluffy.

“Well, I was taken aback when you said I had
bisexual elements in my personality,” said MacCammon. “I did not
think I had any.”

“Oh, you do,” said Fluffy with a smirk.
“There is no doubting that. Most women have some propensity for
bisexuality, though the levels vary greatly from woman to woman.
You are able to derive a great deal of pleasure from being used by
a woman. Some slavegirls have little or no ability to derive
pleasure from being used by another woman, it has to be a man.
You're not one of them, the charts show that very clearly. They
also show that you derive much greater pleasure from being used by
a man. Given a choice between the two, you'd pick a man every time.
But if a woman uses you, it at least won't be an utter trial for
you.”

“Well, that's good to know,” said
MacCammon.

“I have never experienced it, but I have
heard from some trainers that slavegirls have come into these
examinations thinking they were straight, only to discover that
they were basically lesbians, with very little affinity for use by
men,” said Fluffy.

“I suppose they WERE surprised,” said
MacCammon.

“Social pressure to not be gay is still very
strong in some areas,” said Fluffy. “Was there any other aspect
that surprised you?”

“The humiliation,” said MacCammon. “I had not
expected to like it.”

“It's common enough in powerful people,” said
Fluffy. “The old cliche about the Wall Street titan who likes to be
dominated and abused by prostitutes exists for a reason – there's
fire under all that smoke.”

“I guess there might be some guilt associated
with the things you do when you have power,” MacCammon said.

“Maybe,” said Fluffy. “No one really knows,
at least, I don't know of any explanations for the way human
sexuality works in BDSM that are conclusive. A lot of theories, not
a lot of facts.”

“Were you surprised when you took the
assessment?” MacCammon asked.

“Yes,” said Fluffy. “I was amazed to discover
I had a dominant side. I was a happy little sub like you but the
test showed I liked dominating people too ... that I was what was
called a switch.”

“I'm not really a happy little sub,” said
MacCammon. “I mean, I am sure I show as submissive on all the tests
you just conducted, but I'm not happy about being one. At some
level, I'm still unhappy about it.”

“Understandable, considering how repressive
your background is, and how unhappy your introduction to BDSM was,”
said Fluffy. “Believe me, your experiences are about as atypical as
they come. Frankly, I'm amazed that you seem so calm and sane. I
would be a hot mess, psychologically speaking, if I had gone
through all that you have.”

“Well, you would have found a hot mess if you
tested me when I was first kidnapped,” MacCammon said. “I really
don't know how I came out of that sane. In fact, I tend to believe
that my experiences there made me what I am now ... well, that and
the nanoset that came with the homouth jumping up all my hormones.
I remember, when I returned to my friends, lying there in bed just
OOZING with desire to be fucked, in a place where sexuality was
considered to be fundamentally bad. I'd never been bothered by such
feelings before. I blamed it all on the homouth nanoset, of course.
But after seeing so many people who have these powerful attractions
to kinky sex, and who otherwise seem to be normal, decent people,
sometimes VERY decent people ... I have to conclude that the
nanoset didn't create my cravings out of nothing. They were working
with what was already in place.”

“It's a shame that you didn't know that about
yourself long ago,” said Fluffy. “You missed out on a lot.”

“I've made up for it of late,” said MacCammon
ruefully.

“Yes, but if you'd had a more normal
development, you might have been introduced to BDSM that you did
with people you cared about, for pleasure,” said Fluffy. “It's and
entirely different thing. than what you went through.”

“You mean like you are serving the Grails
because you like them, and for pleasure,” said MacCammon dryly.

“Well, I have grown to like the Grails,” said
Fluffy. “All things considered, they have treated me well. But yes,
you have a point, I slave for the money, not for love.”

“If I may ask,” MacCammon said, “Do you slave
for love in your off hours?”

“No, not much,” said Fluffy. “My job takes
care of my sexual needs, I suppose. I mostly eat out, hang with
friends, go swimming, that sort of thing.”

“Ah,” said MacCammon.

“Most of my income goes to help out my
family,” Fluffy said, as if she felt she had painted the wrong
picture of herself. “They aren't doing so well in this economy.
They keep getting laid off because their jobs have been
automated.”

MacCammon nodded. “When I was Grossinger's
slave, DeFabio told me that from his point of view, my whole
Presidency had been a con designed to keep voters' attention away
from what was happening economically. I guess it's true ... I was
never very interested in economic issues, I always felt that
ultimately, morality trumped money. I was their tool in that
respect. I just had this vision of a morally energized America
emerging from my Presidency and returning to the golden days when
America led the world in good things, not just gun violence,
incarceration and so forth.”

“Don't forget wealth inequality,” said
Fluffy. “We lead there, too.”

“I never considered that to be a problem,”
said MacCammon. “I suppose my feelings were that the poor would
always be with us, as they have been since Biblical times. And the
only real “problem” was that the rich were getting very rich
indeed, which I took as a simple sign of American economic
superiority.”

“What about all the poor and middle class
Americans who started dying younger and younger?” asked Fluffy.
“How did you explain that.”

“A glitch,” said MacCammon, shrugging.
“Charts move up and down all the time, for all sorts of reasons,
you know? I just figured the trends would self-correct at some
point. They often do, you know.”

“You certainly had it all worked out,” Fluffy
observed.

“Of course I did,” said MacCammon. ”I had
political and economic advisers spoon-feeding me those ideas for my
entire term as President. And in the hothouse atmosphere of
Washington politics, it's easy to ascribe claims that don't jibe
with your opinions, with what you've been told, as the deliberate
lies and manipulations of your political opponents.”

“But your opinions have now changed,” said
Fluffy.

“Yes,” MacCammon said firmly.

“Why?” asked Fluffy. “Was it all the
sex?”

“No,” MacCammon said. “The sex convinced me I
was wrong about the morality thing, true. But it was Art DeFabio
that convinced me I had been used as a tool. He had my chained
naked to a movable rape rack. He was fucking my homouth with his
cock. And he looked right down at me and told me he'd been using me
as a tool all along. That my Presidency had just been cover to
distract voters from the real issues. And he had absolutely no
reason to lie at that point. He told me that I was a tool who had
failed him which why I was strapped down naked and sucking his cock
... now that I had proven worthless as a political tool, I was
discarded, and made into a sex toy for him and his friends. I have
to tell you, that was CONVINCING. Nothing makes a declaration that
you've been wrong about everything more powerful than having the
declarer come in your mouth while he's doing it, and you strapped
down helpless and unable to do a thing about it.”

“I suppose that does lend a certain force to
an explanation,” Fluffy observed.

“Like you wouldn't believe,” said
MacCammon.

“I guess I see why you have remained sane,”
said Fluffy. “You had something greater than yourself and your
predicament to think about.”

“That might be it,” said MacCammon. “I don't
really remember doing a LOT of thinking when I was in the hands of
my enemies. They kept me busy reacting to what was happening to
me.”

“Just another theory, then,” said Fluffy. “I
had thought you might ascribe it to your religious faith.”

“Oh, I did a LOT of praying, at first,” said
MacCammon. “But in the Christian tradition, what was being done to
me was a fate worse than death ... and it kept being done to me,
over and over again. None of my prayers were answered, not so much
as a whisper. Just rape, rape, rape, rape, by men, women, the
transgendered, the intergendered, rape in ways I would never have
dreamed possible. Not a single answered prayer, not a glimmer of
hope, or salvation, after all I had done to serve God as President.
I know that God works in mysterious ways his wonders to perform,
and that not all prayers get answered, and that many don't deserve
answering. But I was in the lion's den, and the lions were eating
me every day, morning, noon and night. After a time, I did lose my
faith. And the funny thing was, my captors never made any direct
assault on my religious beliefs. I had fully expected them to, but
they did not. It was as if my faith did not matter at all to them.
I had always envisioned the libertines and sexual deviants as
secretly hating God and Christianity. But no, they just didn't
care. And that somehow rattled my faith more than any concerted
effort to break my faith.”

“So you lost your faith in God?” asked
Fluffy.

”Not at all,” replied MacCammon. ”But I lost
my faith in the Christian beliefs I had held. They were wrong about
people, and about God. I don't know what sort of Christian I am
now, but I suppose I am not the sort that is all that concerned
about other people's sex lives, for sure.”

“Will that cause difficulties with your
family and friends?” Fluffy asked.

“Any difficulties it may cause are nothing
compared to the sort of difficulties that those videos have
caused,” said MacCammon. “Whatever I may say or do for the rest of
my life will not matter at all to some of them, because I'm on
video being a sex slut. The fact that it was all involuntary will
not make a bit of difference to them.”

“How can you be so sure they'll feel that
way?” asked Fluffy.

“Because I used to feel that way,” said
MacCammon. “And a tiny part of me still does, insists that I
anything that happens to me now is my fault because I let my
captors make me give in to my sexual feelings.”

“That's ridiculous,” said Fluffy. “It was not
your fault.”

“It is what it is,” said MacCammon. “As you
said earlier, nothing is normal or abnormal, you just like what you
like, and dislike what you dislike ... right?”

“You've got me there,” said Fluffy with a
smile.

A short time later, Fluffy dismissed
MacCammon. Her conversation with MacCammon had rattled her. She had
at some level taken MacCammon at face value for the calm and
collected woman she seemed to be. Many submissives were like that,
very strong and able women who just wanted to give the reigns to
the man or woman they loved in the bedroom. Fluffy had had
MacCammon tagged as that sort.

But as MacCammon had recounted all that she
had undergone at the hands of those she had called her “enemies”
Fluffy had realized that all that abuse should have created some
deep psychological scarring on MacCammon, especially considering
the nature of her religious beliefs prior to being stripped of her
rights. Fluffy sent an email labeled “urgent exam reports” to Cyril
and Maureen Grail. She knew they would get the Grail's attention.
Being oligarchs, they were used to getting urgent communiques from
their subordinates and people outside their organization all the
time. But Fluffy had never sent them an email labeled “Urgent”
because, on the scale of what the Grails generally dealt with,
nothing that happened in their slave kennels was urgent, and Fluffy
knew it. So an email from Fluffy labeled “Urgent” would be noticed
and read immediately, she hoped.
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“Best Presidential cocksucking ever!”





 


MacCammon felt strangely better when she
awoke the next day. Unburdening herself to Fluffy had felt good.
Probably Fluffy would tell the Grails and they'd use the
information to control her somehow. That's how it tended to work.
Well, let them try, if they were so inclined. She was not afraid,
perhaps because she really did believe she could walk out of the
agreement at any time.

MacCammon spent most of her morning and
afternoon talking via vidnet to her friends and well-wishers. She
had hundreds, perhaps thousands, she wasn't counting, of requests
for interviews from every television network, radio station,
podcaster, website and blogger on the planet, with even a few
newspapers thrown in. (It was taking some newspapers a long time to
die.) MacCammon ignored them for the time being. She knew she held
a carrot that would draw their interest anytime she cared to waggle
it in front of it … the “salacious details” carrot. She did not
have to dance to their tune.

Many of her former political allies were
sending her messages and making video calls urging MacCammon to
return to the political world and try to revive the fortunes of the
coalition that had backed the Morality Laws, but MacCammon was
having none of it. Not only did she no longer believe the Morality
Laws had been a good idea, but she also did not believe there was
any support for them. Her friends assured her there were plenty of
people out there who still believed in the Morality Laws, but they
were all clearly in their religious conservative bubble. MacCammon
had a vivid memory of all the hatred that all the average people
she had met had shown for her. Too many Americans had been jailed,
Americans who had friends and families. Americans who had watched
porn themselves.

MacCammon also remembered the disastrous
Republican program that had gotten Donald Trump nominated. The
establishment Republicans had lined up behind Jeb Bush, sure that
with his name recognition and their money, Jeb would easily win the
nomination and then the Presidency. They had been deaf and blind to
the people who pointed out that most Americans, including most
Republicans, now associated the Bush name with incompetence and
failure thanks to Dubya's stay in the White House and its
disastrous results. They were in their own little bubble. And it
had crashed against the reality of the dislike Americans felt
toward the Bush name.

In the same way, MacCammon realized that she
had been in her own little bubble when it came to the Morality
Laws. She'd been told that jailing viewers of porn would look like
an assault on average Americans. She had been told that the
executive powers she had arrogated to herself were illegal and
could spell trouble for her down the road. Even some of her friends
like Naomi tried to warn her. But MacCammon had not seen it, could
not see it, until it ran over her like a speeding truck from Hell
itself.

MacCammon did not trust the judgment of her
former friends and colleagues any more. So she thanked them
diligently for their concern but made it plain she was no longer
interested in political activism.

MacCammon had to filter her email and video
messages heavily, they were a cesspool of filth with various
disturbed people wanting to kill her, to fuck her, to own her and
also to be her one true friend amid all this madness. Most of them
were easy to weed out, fortunately, by not paying any attention to
messages from anyone she did not already know.

At the end of the day, MacCammon was glad to
walk into her room and put on her shackles and cuffs. She was aware
now that something in her really looked forward to being a slave.
She wondered if that was how it was for voluntary submissives ...
working hard during the day, then going home, putting on the
collar, and letting their master or mistress take over. She
imagined it was. What lucky women they were. She envied them.

But the Grails ... the Grails were halfway
decent people, she was starting to believe. They were not simple
users like DeFabio. They seemed to care about her. Clearly they did
not care about her THAT much, given the nature of the bargain they
had offered her. But then, they had not HAD to bargain at all. They
could have simply opted to keep her on whatever terms they liked,
as their involuntary slave. But they had chosen instead to offer
her a real choice. It indicated a certain goodness.

Cyril Grail sat at his desk and scanned the
listings of emails on his private email account, the one known only
to friends -- real friends, not political or business friends --
family and top level employees.

“Hunh,” he grunted in surprise when he saw
the email from Fluffy.

“What is it?” Maureen asked from her table
where she scanned the gossip feeds for mentions of herself and her
friends. Sometimes they knew things about her friends before she
did, especially if it was something juicy.

“Email from Fluffy marked Urgent,” said
Cyril.

“She never marks anything Urgent,” Maureen
observed. It was a joke between them to note the routine, picayune
stuff that some of their subordinates marked Urgent. An obvious
plea for attention in some cases, misjudgment in other cases, often
caused by an inflated sense of their importance. But Fluffy totally
got that almost all kennel issues were not urgent.

“Well, we have to know,” said Maureen. “I'm
sure it's about Cammie. Read it.”

“I am,” responded Cyril calmly. “To give you
the executive summary, she talked with MacCammon after her
examination ... which went well ... but she thinks that MacCammon
may be a lot more fucked up psychologically than she appears to be.
Her enemies put her through the wringer when they got their hands
on her. Fluffy thinks there may have been a psychotic break that
partially healed afterward, but which might cause problems down the
road.”

“Wouldn't be surprised,” said Maureen.
“Cammie had the BIGGEST stick up her ass when she was President,
even if she was smart about getting things done. It was almost a
relief to deal with the usual crooks after dealing with her.”

“Yeah,” said Cyril. “Well, we'll have to deal
with it. We can't have her going all looney on us at some
point.”

“We do have access to the best people,” said
Maureen.

“I'll put Fluffy on it, give her permission
to hire whoever she needs, at whatever price it takes,” said Cyril.
“Let it be her problem.”

“She'll do a good job,” said Maureen
confidently.

“I know,” said Cyril as he typed out his
response. “We have a vested interest here ... apparently, MacCammon
REALLY loves bondage and submission. Also humiliation.”

“No pain?” Maureen asked.

“Very low response,” responded Cyril.

“Thought so,” said Maureen.

“She likes spanking,” said Cyril. “Probably
because of the humiliation aspects.”

Maureen clapped her hands together. “I can
work with that,” she said. “She bisexual. Good.”

“Yes, a distinct preference for men but good
responses to womanhandling,” said Cyril with a grin.

“I saw how she sucked your cock,” said
Maureen. “You can't fake that kind of pleasure.”

“Best Presidential cocksucking ever!” laughed
Cyril.

The response from Cyril was in place as soon
as Fluffy got in to work. As she had expected, they had given the
problem back to her, with authorization to employ whatever people
and/or tools she might need to solve the problem.

Fluffy smiled and had a gulp of coffee. She
knew just who to call.

 






	
Chapter 7



	
Jason Galicki, The Slut Whisperer





 


“The Grails are indisposed again tonight,”
said Fluffy as MacCammon knelt at Fluffy's feet outside her
cage.

“Yes, First Girl,” MacCammon said, doing her
best not to pout. She had been looking forward to being a slave for
a time.

“But no more exams,” said Fluffy. “Instead,
I'm going to give you over to a special trainer ... Jason Galicki,
the Slut Whisperer ... ever heard of him?”

“No, First Girl,” responded MacCammon.
“Should I have?”

“Not at all,” responded Fluffy. “Some people
say he is absolutely the best slave trainer in the world. He holds
a Master's in Psychology. So when you call him ”Master” you will be
calling him a name he has earned, in a sense.”

“I think you will do a fine job of training
me, First Girl,” said MacCammon. She liked Fluffy, and felt
comfortable with the idea of being trained by her.

“Yes, but your opinion does not matter, you
are just a slave,” replied Fluffy.

“Yes, First Girl,” responded MacCammon. That
was the problem with being a slave, that answer trumped all. And
that she liked being trumped in that way.

God knows, she had trumped her subordinates
in that way often enough as President and throughout her career.
She had always been nice about it, but she was the one who made the
decisions.

Fluffy leashed MacCammon up and ordered her
to heel, then led her to the same training room where her responses
had been measured. Sitting at the computer desk and looking very
relaxed was a scruffy-looking middle-aged man. He wore a wife
beater shirt, jeans and sneakers. His broad shoulders and muscular
arms were decorated with tattoos. The tattoos were mostly abstract
designs, perhaps characters in some obscure Asian language, all in
black.

He also wore a porkpie hat.

He had jet black hair that flowed down to his
shoulders, and his face was decorated with muttonchop sideburns and
a neatly trimmed goatee. He had a silver earring in his left ear.
And he had the most remarkably knowing eyes. He seemed to look
through MacCammon when he looked at her. MacCammon had no problem
with that. All her secrets were not just known, they were available
on video on the Internet to anyone who cared to look at them.

“This is Cammie,” said Fluffy as they both
knelt before the man. “Cammie, this is Master Jason, your new
trainer.”

“Yes, First Girl,” said MacCammon, her eyes
downcast, her legs wide. She knew the drill.

“Give me Cammie's leash,” said Master Jason,
and Fluffy immediately handed it to him, saying “Yes, Master.”

“You can leave us now, Fluffy,” said Master
Jason. “I'll give you a buzz if I require anything.”

“Yes, Master,” Fluffy replied, and she rose
to her feet and walked out of the room, closing the door behind
her, leaving Cammie alone with Master Jason.

Being alone with a Master was a different
proposition for a slave than for a free woman. There was a thrill
of anticipation and a hint of fear. As a free woman MacCammon could
have been expected to be treated civilly and politely by any man.
But as a slave, she had no idea. She might be sucking his cock or
be whipped by Jason in the next few seconds. It changed the entire
dynamic for her. It made any man more exciting to be around, when
you were so vulnerable.

Jason said nothing for a few seconds, just
sat there looking down at MacCammon as she gazed at the floor and
felt her juices rising.

She couldn't help it, she was alone in the
presence of a Master.

Finally, Jason spoke.

“Cammie, do you know why I am here?” asked
Jason.

“I assume you are here to train me, Master,
as the First Girl referred to you as a trainer,” said
MacCammon.

“I'm not here to just train you,'” said
Jason, “Fluffy could do that. I am a specialist. My specialty is
dealing with difficult, recalcitrant or otherwise objectionable
slaves ... generally, girls who are having difficulty coming to
terms with their slavery. Do you understand?”

“I do not believe I have been difficult or
recalcitrant, Master,” said MacCammon.

“I have received no such complaints about
you,” said Master Jason. “But you DID tell Fluffy you were having
trouble coming to terms with your slavery. Understandably so, as so
much of your slavery has been involuntary.”

“Yes, Master,” said MacCammon.

“On the other hand, the slave assessment they
did yesterday shows that you enjoy playing the role of slavegirl,”
said Master Jason. “And you've said as much to Fluffy.”

“Yes, Master,” said MacCammon.

Fluffy certainly was quite the snitch!

“What I propose to do, with your enthusiastic
assistance, is help you get psychologically adjusted to your
slavery,” said Master Jason. “Do you think you could
enthusiastically help me with such a program?”

“It would depend, I suppose, on what was
involved,” said MacCammon. “I don't want to be brainwashed or
anything like that.”

“Good, I don't want to brainwash you,” said
Master Jason. “Far from it. I want to help your mind heal from the
trauma that you have experienced at the hands of others. I may not
be able to restore you to the Eileen MacCammon that was before you
got traumatized, but I can help you to heal, just as a physician
can help someone with a broken leg heal. The goal would be to have
you comfortable with who you are, whoever that turns out to
be.”

“I can go along with that as a goal,” said
MacCammon. “Though to be honest, I was looking forward to being
used as a slave tonight.”

“You don't have to fear on that score,” said
Master Jason. “My techniques would cost me my medical license if I
tried to present them as psychotherapy. They're very unorthodox and
run counter to accepted practices for psychotherapists. All they
really have going for them is that they work.”

“Ah,” said MacCammon. She was not sure what
Master Jason was talking about, but it sounded like it might
involve slave sex, so she was liking it more. She had her
reservations about the psychological aspect, but she was willing to
give it a try. “Let us try it, then, Master.”

“That's what I like to hear,” said Master
Jason. “Let's head over to the rape bench, then.”

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon said, unable to keep
the eagerness out of her voice. “Rape bench” sounded promising.

Master Jason took Cammie's leash and led her
over to a thickly padded bench with a wide post at one end, which
was also well padded, and which had rings set in it at various
places.

“Lay down against the bench so that your head
is resting comfortably against the post,” Master Jason instructed
MacCammon.

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon said, immediately
complying. She had heard of psychiatrist's patients resting on
couches or benches, but this did seem a little unorthodox.

It got even unorthodoxer when Master Jason
ran a strap attached to the base of the bench over her stomach,
fastening it on the far end of the bench, securing her waist to the
bench. Then he took an eyehook and attached her use collar to the
base of the post. Next, he pulled her hands up over her head and
behind her, and attached her wrist shackles to the side of the post
with more eye hooks, so that her hands were held helpless. Then he
took her legs and pulled them apart and high into the air at the
same time, attaching eyehooks to her ankle shackles and pulling a
windlass tight so that her legs were spread wide apart and above
her, presenting her ass to Master Jason.

It had taken less than a minute to secure
MacCammon in a truly obscene pose, with her butt thrust out on the
bench, her legs spread wide. That was the real reason for cuffs and
shackles, MacCammon had learned during her slavery. They weren't
symbols of slavery, they were practical aids to binding the wearer
quickly and easily.

“Your tests show that you enjoy being tied
down and helpless, and there's no reason you can't enjoy that while
we talk,” Master Jason observed, smiling.

“Yes, Master,” she said. MacCammon was in
fact enjoying being tied down. It felt so lovely to be so exposed
and helpless as a sexual being before Master Jason.

“Now let me make some more preparations,”
Master Jason said, stepping to the far side of the post where
MacCammon could not see him.

“Yes, Master,” she said. She felt truly
exposed, vulnerable, displayed and helpless while chained up like
this.

For a few moments MacCammon just looked
around the workshop and imagined what it would be like if someone
were to walk into the exam room unexpectedly and see her trussed up
like this. Probably nothing .. she was a slave, it was her business
to be naked and tied up like this.

The thought made her hot.

When Master Jason walked out from the post he
was stark naked and had a very long, smooth, erect cock bobbing in
front of him. Master Jason wasted no time, he straddle the bench
with his loins right up against MacCammon's ass and guided his long
cock into her pussy, but for just an inch or two.

“Thank you, Master,” MacCammon sighed as she
felt his cock sliding into her. “It feels so good.”

“Glad to hear it,” said Master Jason. “Feels
good to me, too. But it's not just about feeling good in this
instance. One of the problems we have in the psychiatry business is
getting past the social barriers that people build up in their
minds. It can be very difficult. But I have discovered when working
with slaves, you can rush right past the barriers, because
slavegirls are permitted no boundaries. Makes it a lot easier to
get the truth out of you, you know?”

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon sighed as she subtly
rolled her ass from side to side in an attempt to get it a little
deeper inside her.

“Now, tell me how you are feeling right now,”
said Master Jason, looking down at her with those very knowing eyes
of his.

“Very helpless, Master,” said MacCammon. ”I
can barely move. And that makes me feel good somehow ... secure and
relaxed inside, you know.”

“Your feelings are very common among
submissives who enjoy bondage,” said Master Jason. ”Why do you
suppose that is?”

“Because I have come to associate being tied
up with sex,” MacCammon responded, “as that's how I've experienced
most of the sex I have had in my life.”

“Ah,” said Master Jason. “Were you tied up
during sex prior to being stripped of your legal rights?” Jason
asked.

“No, never,” said MacCammon.

Jason reached forward and began fondling
MacCammon's nipples. They were already perked just from the
excitement of being tied up, and Jason's touch sent thrills of
pleasure coursing through her mind.

“Did you ever have fantasies of being tied up
prior to being enslaved?” Jason asked. “Or fantasies of being a
slavegirl, or of a submissive nature of any kind.”

“No,” MacCammon responded, a “no” that was
halfway to being a moan as Jason thrust his cock just a little
deeper inside her.

“None at all?” asked Master Jason.

“I don't recall any,” said MacCammon.

:What was your sex life like prior to being
enslaved?” Master Jason asked.

“There wasn't much to it,” said MacCammon. “I
felt that giving in to my carnal impulses was a matter of moral
weakness and decay, so I indulged as little as possible.”

“Where did you learn that?” asked Master
Jason.

“From everyone I knew when I was growing up,”
MacCammon replied. “I was raised by strict fundamentalist
Christians, and unlike a lot of other girls who were raised
according to strict understandings of the Bible and morality, I
thrived on the moral precepts I was taught.”

“Surely you must have found some boys
attractive when you were growing up,” said Jason, continuing to
fondle MacCammon's breasts and thrusting his cock deeper into
MacCammon's pussy, drawing a gasp of pleasure from her. There was
something about this slow, deliberate stoking of her sexual fires
that roused MacCammon beyond words. She was used to being used so
roughly, or teased and tormented, but always vigorously. This calm,
collected arousal of her was a new experience, and one she was
enjoying. Her responses to his words were honest largely because
she was not thinking about them, she was mostly feeling the
sensations that Jason was engendering in her.

“Yes, there were boys I liked at times, but I
understood that it was dangerous to like boys due to my carnal
nature being aroused, so I put a stop to such thoughts as soon as I
was aware of them,” said MacCammon as she squirmed helplessly on
the bench. “I gather I was pretty good at it … a lot better than
many of the girls I knew were.”

“Did you have any girls you were attracted
to?” asked Jason as he worked his cock a bit farther into her. It
was well inside her, and she was squirming vigorously.

“I had girlfriends, but not sexual
girlfriends,” gasped MacCammon. It was all she could do not to beg
Jason to fuck her hard instead of this gradual use of her, but she
knew better. She was a slave, her needs were not important.

“Were there any sexually active girls that
you knew when you were growing up?” asked Jason. “And how did you
feel about them?”

“Well, sure, there were sluts, we knew they
were sluts as far back as elementary school,” said MacCammon. “In
high school, there was no doubting who was a slut, it was OBVIOUS,
you know?”

MacCammon had unknowingly slipped into the
cadences of a teen. Jason took note of it even as he slid a hand
down across Cammie's belly and began toying with her clit.

“Who was the biggest slut you personally knew
in high school?” Jason asked. “How did you know she was a slut, and
how did you feel about her?”

“Oh, that would be Becky Robinson,” replied
MacCammon. “She was such a slut. She got her titties way back in
middle school, and they were big and all the boys liked them and
paid all the attention to her, and she LIKED that a lot. She did
more than let them look at her, too, you can be sure.”

“How did you know Becky did more than let the
boys look at her?” asked Jason as he began gently thrusting his
cock back and forth inside MacCammon. He was feeling roused
himself, just seeing how roused MacCammon was. She was responding
so powerfully to being bound and mildly stimulated, it was hard to
see how she was able to form coherent sentences, but then, she
seemed to have reverted to any earlier time in her life.

“Oh, there was talk,” said MacCammon, her
hands twisting in their bonds. The gentle thrusts from Master
Jason, after no thrusting at all, were like fireworks inside her.
“All the girls said she went down to the Beach Bowl on weekends and
let boys feel her up did nasty things with them in the dunes where
no one could see. They boys said so, too. Some of them said she let
them fuck her.”

“And how did you feel about Becky?” asked
Jason, squeezing and rolling MacCammon's nipples, eliciting more
gasps of pleasure from her.

“Well very superior, of course,” said
MacCammon. “I mean, how could I not feel superior to her? I could
control myself around boys! I mean, the shame her parents must have
felt. Though I heard her momma was a slut, too.”

“Any other feelings?” Jason asked.

'Oh, envy, too, of course,” said MacCammon,
her ass now afire with pleasure, pressing hard against Jason's cock
as it slid farther and farther inside her. She wasn't even thinking
about her answers, she just talked out of fear that Master Jason
might stop molesting her if she did not.

“Why did you envy her?” asked Jason. He was
very pleased with his progress so far. As he had suspected,
starting with her sexual history well before her traumatic
treatment had lowered her defenses.

“I envied her because the boys paid attention
to her and not me,” said MacCammon. “And because she got to play
dirty games with the boys whereas none had so much as kissed me. I
was the one who got all the good grades! I was the one that
everyone knew was pure and chaste! And I was pretty, very pretty!
But the boys wanted Becky!”

“Boys can be so thoughtless,” said Jason.

“Yessss!” said MacCammon, though it was
unclear whether the “Yessss!” was in response to Jason's comment or
his skilled manipulation of her clit. The enthusiasm in her voice
argued strongly for the clit manipulation theory.

“So, when did you start kissing boys?” Jason
asked.

“When I was in college, I met Dave, my
husband,” said Becky. “He was a member of the CCC … Committed
Christians on Campus … like me. He was chaste and pure like me … at
the time, anyway. He dated me and never even tried to kiss me or
feel me up, just held my hand whenever he could.”

“Weren't you disappointed that he didn't try
to kiss you or feel you up?” asked Jason.

“Well of course I was,” said MacCammon. “But
I also knew that I had to restrain myself and be pure for my
wedding night. I wasn't like some of the girls, doing nasty anal
sex and giving all kinds of boys blowjobs but claiming they were
somehow sexually pure because their vaginas had not been used.”

“I have heard of that,” said Jason. “I never
really understood it.”

“It's a letter of the law thing,” said
MacCammon as she rutted uncontrollably on Jason's hard cock.
“Vagina, virginity, you know. I knew that a woman should be totally
inexperienced at sex on her wedding night, so her man can show her
all the pleasures of wedded bliss.”

“What about the man?” asked Master Jason.
“Should he be experienced, then?”

“Of course,” said MacCammon. “But not too
experienced.”

“Ah,” said Master Jason, teasing MacCammon's
clit so expertly that she squirmed desperately. “How do you feel
about that now?

“It was obvious bullshit,” said MacCammon.
“But I didn't know that, then. I thought it made sense. I figured
the feminists and such who were calling it outmoded and a double
standards were just sluts and whores who wanted their sluttiness
and whoreness to be accepted by decent folks.”

“When did you figure that out?” asked Master
Jason, thrusting his cock harder into her pussy now, thoroughly
enjoying the way she responded.

“After I got enslaved and got fucked by
people who knew what they were doing and were really good at it,”
said MacCammon. “I had always thought that love made sex beautiful
and wonderful. I was wrong. Love makes sexual RELATIONSHIPS
beautiful and wonderful, but the people who were fucking me when I
was enslaved didn't love me and in some instances they really hated
me, and I had orgasms that just blew my mind from them, much better
than what I had in my marital bed. Dave never knew very much about
sex, just like me. Frankly, we both could have used some
lessons.”

“We all could have used lessons when we were
first starting out,” observed Master Jason. “But as I recall, you
opposed sex education in school.” He saw that MacCammon would soon
come and decided to turn the heat down on her libido moving his
hands up from her clit to her breasts.

“Yes, of course,” MacCammon moaned. She found
the combination of being fucked, bound helplessness and talking
honestly about herself to be incredibly arousing. Apparently, yet
another kink she had not known she had ... because she had not
known it existed. “That was something reserved for parents to do.
Plus, didn't want the kids to learn about sex and birth control.
Might lead them to experiment.”

“You've been fucked a lot, by many different
men, since you were a slave, I understand,” said Master Jason.
“Including me, right now. And I'm not wearing a condom, and I don't
believe very many of the men who have fucked you have worn a
condom. So, why aren't you pregnant?”

“I have the Natal Choice nanoset,” said
MacCammon. “I won't get pregnant unless I disable it
intentionally.”

“I see,” said Master Jason.

“Yes, well, I had a political career to
pursue, and I already had two children,” said MacCammon. “David and
I talked and decided two was enough.”

Master Jason began lightly slapping
MacCammon's breasts. He knew she didn't care for pain, except in
small amounts, so he kept the slaps gentle. He was extremely
aroused but not in any hurry to come.

“Of course,” he said. “You and David have
every right to make such decisions. But ... others, not so
much?”

“No, others are nasty little sluts who can't
make good decisions about love and life and sex,” moaned
MacCammon.

“I see,” said Master Jason.

“I've changed ... I've changed ... I've
chaaaaa,'” moaned MacCammon as a wave of orgasms overwhelmed her.
She struggled helplessly in her bonds, thinking to make Master
Jason come. How could he not?

“You've changed, yes,” said Jason. “How have
you changed?”

“Gaaaaaaah,” MacCammon replied as she came,
her eyes rolling back in her head as Master Jason continued to ram
her pussy with his cock and toy with her breasts. Her whole body
arched and rolled in her bonds, seeking to escape the sweet torment
that was overwhelming her.

“Gaaah is not a meaningful answer,” Master
Jason observed. He knew MacCammon was coming, but was not at all
inclined to relent from his inquiry.

“Please, oh, please, Master,” MacCammon
begged as she squirmed.

“Please what, slave?” asked Master Jason.

“I ... don't ... know,” MacCammon gasped. And
it was true, she had no idea exactly what she was begging for. Was
it for him to stop? Maybe? Or was it for him to continue? Maybe? Or
was it for him to stop asking questions? Or maybe she was just
begging generically, asking the universe itself for mercy, not even
sure what she needed mercy for.

In response, Master Jason stepped up the
speed and intensity with which he rammed her pussy with his cock,
sending more waves of orgasm roiling through MacCammon's body and
mind. This was not a procedure recommended by the American Board of
Psychiatrists, but it worked for him.

“No mercy for the slave,” Master Jason said
as he pumped her relentlessly, his fingers still working her
nipples. “But you don't WANT mercy, do you? You don't know what you
want. I know what you want ... and I know what you need ... and
they are both the same thing ... and I'm going to help you
understand that,” Master Jason said, finally allowing himself to
come.

He rose and left MacCammon squirming on the
rape rack as her orgasms subsided, a tormented beast.

“I think we made good progress in this
session,” Master Jason announced as he got dressed. “I'll schedule
several more sessions for you this week, if you are agreeable.
Would you like more sessions like this one?”

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon said softly.

“I'll set them up with Fluffy then, and have
Fluffy release you from the rack,” said Master Jason as he left.
“It's been good working with you, I think we're going to get along
very well.”

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon replied, feeling all
sorts of goo oozing from her pussy, which was still helplessly
displayed by her bondage. She was used to it, she was a slave,
after all.

Fluffy came gave MacCammon's crotch a quick
clean-up with a scented towel, then released her from her bonds and
kenneled her for the night. MacCammon crawled through the kennel's
back door and laid down on the bed. She had not been released so
early in the evening before, but she went straight to bed and fell
asleep as soon as her bed hit the pillow. She slept for a long
time.
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The next day MacCammon awoke and went about
her business of being former President MacCammon, but as she did
so, she felt strange, not her usual self. Of course, she hadn't
been her usual self in a long time, but this was different. There
were things going on inside MacCammon's mind and she didn't really
know what they were or even what they were. There was just a sense
that she was roiling beneath the surface of her mind.

MacCammon had more sessions with Master
Jason, and during each one he would tie her down and fuck her
brains out while asking her questions about her life and her
experiences, and most of all, about how she felt about those
experiences. He was extremely inquisitive and he had a razor sharp
sense of when he was being evaded. And whenever he felt he was
being evaded, he honed in on the topic like a truth-seeking
missile.

MacCammon didn't mean to evade Master Jason.
She didn't feel she had any secrets worth hiding, so she didn't try
to hide them. But she still had reserves of shame and embarrassment
over what she had done, and Master Jason had a way of finding
them.

MacCammon's life turned into a blur of days
spent holding court as former President MacCammon, and evenings
spent being used as a slave by the Grails and being relentlessly
quizzed by Master Jason. It was actually a fairly good life, by her
new, much lower standards. She remembered the envy she had felt for
women who had voluntary slave sex relationships with their spouses,
living normal lives during the day, then letting them take the
wheels at night. She had felt great envy for them. But what
MacCammon had now was kind of like that.

MacCammon found that she looked forward to
the end of the day, almost like her time among friends and
political contacts was the work she had to do and the evenings were
for relaxation, even though she was in a sense paying for her
ability to commune with friends and family safely through her
sexual slavery to the Grails. It just didn't feel that way to
her.

Even more, MacCammon began to look forward to
her time with Master Jason. He was so kind, so intelligent, so
understanding, and so very interested in her and what she thought
and felt. He didn't judge her for her sexual actions, even the very
disgusting deeds she admitted to enjoying.

He didn't even judge her on her actions as
President, though he was quick to point out any hypocrisies and/or
inconsistencies in what she was telling him. And there was a LOT of
hypocrisy and inconsistency in politics.

Strangely enough, Master Jason showed very
little interest in the political machinations she'd used to obtain
and hold political power. He steered her away from those topics
whenever she got to them, preferring to keep the orbit of his
inquiries very close to her personal feelings about herself and
those around her, as well as her history as a person. He was
especially interested in her early childhood and family life.

The more Master Jason worked with her, the
more she liked it. She loved nothing more than kneeling before him
with her hands tied behind her back with his cock in her mouth,
burbling out her confessions from around his cock and feeling
nothing but good about it. Looking up at Master Jason's well-built
body, and into his kind and accepting face, she felt honored to
have his cock in her mouth.

And MacCammon found herself thinking about
Master Jason during her daylight hours, too. Specifically, she
found herself thinking how good life would be if she were Master
Jason's property, doing professional things of some sort during the
days and coming home to those knowing, understanding eyes every
night, to serve his every whim. It made her feel good all over when
she thought about that, so she thought about it a lot, even though
she knew it was dangerous to do so.

For now, she was the Grail's property.
Serving them was what was keeping her relatively free and also
alive.

Still, it was a pleasant dream and it invaded
her mind regularly. And MacCammon's reality had been so harsh for
some time that she welcomed any pleasant dreams with open arms.

MacCammon of course Googled Master Jason and
found out as much as she could from the public record. He was
indeed known as the “Slavegirl Whisperer” or the “Slut Whisperer”
for his ability to train women who were having problems with their
slavery. He wasn't always successful at making the women into
slaves, she discovered ... sometimes they left the world of masters
and slaves forever. More often, they became the happiest, most
dedicated slaves imaginable. The key thing in all cases was that
the slavegirls all reported being much happier for having been
worked with by Master Jason, no matter what the outcome.

Many of Master Jason's patients reported
believing they were in love with him for a time during their
treatment.

“He was so kind, and he understood me so
well,” several said, or words to that effect.

MacCammon experienced a sense of shock when
she read those words ... the shock of recognition. She, too, was
falling in love with Master Jason. She experienced a deep twinge of
sorrow at the realization. She was a slave, and her feelings did
not matter. That had been drilled into her so many times, and so
thoroughly over the last few months. She was what people wanted her
to be. She served, but did not deserve anything.

MacCammon had to cancel some appointments at
that point and do some serious crying. How had she grown so foolish
as to allow her heart to feel love?

After the cry, she felt better, but the next
time she had a session with Master Jason, she orgasmed hard,
frequently, and it was all for him, and tears streaked her face as
she did so, for she knew she dared not confess her love to him.

But MacCammon's slavegirl ways deprived her
of even this secret. The next time she had a session with Master
Jason, he had her locked in a small table that had a hole through
which head poked, very much like a pillory. Her hands were fastened
behind her back, the way she liked them, and her feet were fastened
to the base of the table pillory, leaving her legs spread wide.
There was a dildo at the base of the table and it was jammed right
into her pussy, and it was vibrating.

There was a padded seat projecting from one
end of the table/pillory, with comfy padding, which Master Jason
sat on, his cock planted in her mouth.

“Well, Cammie, any new insights to report
since our last session?” Master Jason asked.

“Ah ub oo, Maffah,” Cammie said, working the
words past Master Jason's thick cock as best she could.

“I know,” Master Jason said calmly, as if she
had just reported that it was raining outside. “And I am so honored
that you love me. Most of my patients do, at one point or another.
It's a fairly common thing even with psychiatrists who only talk to
their patients. And it's all right, there's nothing at all wrong
with it. I accept your love. But I have to tell you ... you'll get
over it, and quite soon I suspect.”

“Mwah?” was all MacCammon had said. She had
fantasized about saying this to Master Jason for the last two days
at some carefully arranged point. Instead she had just blurted it
out with his cock in her mouth. So unlike her.

MacCammon had expected disapproval and
discouragement. At some level she had hoped for an expression of
undying love from Master Jason. But she had known better than to
expect that, or even to hope for it very much. His calm acceptance
of her declaration of love left her feelings conflicted ... hopeful
on the one hand, frightened and vulnerable on the other hand.

“I have to tell you though ... you'll get
over it ... and very soon, now, I suspect, once you've had your
breakthrough,” said Master Jason.

“Mwah ake-oo?” MacCammon asked. Master Jason
had an uncanny way of understanding what she was saying with his
cock in her mouth, no matter how garbled it came out. But then,
he'd certainly had plenty of experience listening to slavegirls
talking with his cock in their mouths.

“Yes, you're going to have a breakthrough
soon ... you're going to understand something about yourself that
will change everything,” said Master Jason. “You've probably been
feeling it in your heart for some time now.”

“Yeff, maffah,” MacCammon said, though she
really didn't understand what he meant. Maybe it was the roiling in
her mind he was talking about.

“Take my word for it,” said Master Jason,
stroking her head as if she were a pet cat as she sucked his cock.
MacCammon loved it when he did that. “It may be hard right now, but
you'll get over it and things will get a lot easier for you.”

“Yeff, maffah,” MacCammon dutifully
repeated.

“Now, I think in our last session, we were
talking about your parents,” said Master Jason. “I had some more
questions for you about that ...”

Thus Master Jason dismissed her declaration
of love. MacCammon was a little disappointed that Master Jason had
not answered it with a declaration of love of his own. But she had
also been secretly frightened that he might do so. And then
what?

MacCammon felt sad for the next few days, but
not as bad as a spurned would-be lover would ordinarily feel. And
there was relief mingled with the depression. The truth was, she
was frightened of the prospect of loving a man as a slave. Until
now, the bonds that had made her a slave had been external. But
what if they came from her heart? Compared to loving a man as a
slave, being tied naked and spreadeagled with a big gag in her
mouth in public was like sitting alone in the most secure redoubt
of a castle with stone walls that were yards thick while wearing a
full suit of armor.

At the same time, she craved Master Jason's
love. His slightest word of encouragement or smile set her heart
singing. And his slightest show of disapproval devastated her.

As a politician, she had often manipulated
people's emotions intentionally, and been amazed at how easy it
was. What fools these commoners be!

And now here she was, on emotional
tenterhooks for a man who had merely expressed interest in her
feelings and history.

MacCammon didn't know what to think of
herself, so she feel back on her slavish side and just let things
happen. If she could not control her emotions ... and clearly, she
could not ... then let them be, follow where they led her.

A few days later, she was having a session
with Master Jason, naked and bound as usual. This time he had her
tied to a bed crosswise, her wrists pulled at one end to a ring set
in the footboard, at the other end to a ring set in the headboard.
Her knees were likewise secured to footboard and headboard, so that
she could hike her ass in the air.

Master Jason's cock was in her pussy at the
time, though it had been in her mouth earlier. There was a mirror
set opposite the side of the bed, presumably so that Master Jason
could see her face.

Master Jason was doing his usual skilled job
of riding her, ramming her pussy repeatedly while she squirmed
hopelessly in the bonds. If she'd been gagged or wearing her
homouth it would have been perfect, to MacCammon's slavish heart
anyway, but Master Jason wanted to hear what she had to say.

“Do you ever think about all the people who
were hurt because of your Morality Laws?” asked Master Jason.
“People who went to jail for looking at pictures of things you've
done here with me and greatly enjoyed?”

“No, Master,” answered MacCammon.

“Why not?” asked Master Jason.

“It's scary,” replied MacCammon briefly. She
didn't want to think about it now. Or ever.

“Scary how?” Master Jason asked.

“Just scary,” MacCammon said.

Master Jason gave her a sharp whack on the
butt with his open hand. “You can do better than that,” he said.
“What makes it scary?”

“Too many, too much,” said MacCammon. “It's
like I'm looking into a dark, dirty window and there are a lot of
things on the other side that I can't make out but which I know to
be horrifying if I were to see them.”

“That's better,” said Master Jason, fondling
her nipples. “But maybe they're scary in part because you can't see
them. Let's see if we can get a better look. Why would you find the
thought all of all the people who've been hurt by your Morality
Laws too scary to think about?”

“Because I don't believe in the Morality Laws
any more,” MacCammon moaned. “I don't think they did any good. And
they hurt millions of people, people whom I now believe were
innocent and good people.” There were tears running down her face
as she said it.

“Ah, you've changed your opinions on them,”
said Master Jason. “Tell me, when you were passing the laws, and
enforcing them, did you believe they would work?”

“Yes,” said MacCammon. “I thought that
getting Americans freed of their fascination with illicit sex would
make America stronger and allow us to solve all our other problems
easily, because we would be strong morally and our minds would be
directed along the right paths by our strong morality. And
God.”

“So you thought you were doing good,” said
Master Jason. “There was no bad faith in you when you passed those
laws. You weren't saying one thing and believing another as you
have often described doing in your political gamesmanship.”

“No, the Morality Laws were genuine, they
were why I was playing the games in the first place,” MacCammon
cried. “But I was wrong! I was wrong!” And she cried some more
while being fucked hard by Master Jason. It was a very strange
experience. She had cried plenty while being fucked hard by her
enemies when they first kidnapped her. But that was normal crying,
brought on by fear and wanting it to stop. This was a different
kind of crying.

“How were you wrong?” Master Jason asked.

“I was wrong because I thought sex was bad,”
said MacCammon. “It's not bad. it's good.”

“What made you change your mind?” Master
Jason said. “Surely not all the sex you've had since being
captured. That was imposed on you.”

“It was and it wasn't, Master,” said
MacCammon. “I had thought that the sex itself was bad. So that,
even if it was imposed on me, it would still make me bad. But it
didn't. I still felt I was a person who would do the right thing
when called upon to do so. My notion of what the right thing was
had changed, is all. So ... all those people I put in jail ... they
didn't belong there. I did a horrible thing to millions of people
... and I can't undo it.”

MacCammon was now openly sobbing and Master
Jason pulled out of her, as it was doing her no good. He reached
forward and stroked her hair gently.

“Ah, you did a horrible thing to millions of
people,” said Master Jason. “All by your lonesome. You must have
been quite busy.”

“You know what I mean!” MacCammon sobbed.

“I do,” responded Master Jason. “I disagree
with it. Did you single-handedly enact the Morality Laws?”

“No, of course not,” said MacCammon. “I had
millions of supporters.”

“So why is it your responsibility to
single-handedly undo all the evil that you've done?” Master Jason
asked.

“Because I bear primary responsibility,” said
MacCammon. “I was the leader, the one who pressed for the laws, the
one who pushed them into being. There were millions of supporters,
but they played a much smaller role than I did. Most of them just
voted for me. I was the one who got the laws pushed through
Congress.”

“You had no help in Congress?” Master Jason
asked.

“Well, yes, most of the Republican delegation
and some of the Democrats,” said MacCammon.

“But other than the help of millions of
voters and a majority of Congressmen you had no help at all,”
Master Jason said dryly. “No corporate titans like Art
DeFabio?”

“Of course they helped me,” said MacCammon.
“But practically all of them deserted me on the law that jailed men
for looking at porn. I had to do that by executive action,
extending the law to include them. Which I was told was illegal,
but I went ahead anyway because I was sure I was right.”

“Why did your allies desert you at that
point?” asked Master Jason. “Didn't they believe in the Morality
Laws at that point?”

“They did, or said they did,” said MacCammon.
“They just thought it was going too far, that it would backfire.
And it did.”

“So they just backed off on technical
grounds, not out of lack of faith in the Morality Laws,” observed
Master Jason.

“They said so,” said MacCammon. “I no longer
think my corporate allies cared a bit abut the Morality Laws, and
probably not most of the Congressmen, either.”

“Could you have gotten elected and been in a
position to implement the Morality Laws without the help of all
those voters and the corporations that funded your campaign?” Jason
asked. “Could you have gotten the laws passed without the help of
those Congressmen?”

“Of course not,” said MacCammon.

“Then once again, how can it be your sole
responsibility to make up for them?” asked Master Jason.

“Because it was always MacCammon's Morality
Laws,” said MacCammon. “I took the credit for them, and the
responsibility for them. They were MINE and I was proud of them.
And god help me, they're STILL mine!”

“Perhaps thinking the laws were yours and
yours alone was pride and arrogance on your part,” said Master
Jason. “Maybe that pride and arrogance is still at work when you
take sole guilt for them. You just told me you could not have done
it alone. I mean, quite a few men died building the Hoover Dam, but
Herbert Hoover didn't claim he was guilty of murder. Or that he had
built the whole thing himself.”

MacCammon was silent. She had never thought
of it that way, as an instance of arrogance and pride. She had
always thought it was just matter-of-fact reality.

“I never thought of it that way, Master,”
MacCammon said.

“Maybe you should consider it,” said Master
Jason. “Another thing you might want to consider: the sexual
punishments you've been subjected to won't help you deal with the
guilt you feel about the Morality Laws. You might want to think of
something positive you could do for those who were hurt ...
something well within the scope of a person in your present
circumstances. But mostly, you need to drop this notion that you
alone were responsible for the Morality Laws. Your supporters made
you a superheroine for passing them, and your enemies made you a
scapegoat. But you're just a human being, and that weight does not
belong on you alone.”

Master Jason rose and got dressed. “That
should do it for today,” he said. “Think about what you said, and
what I said, and we'll talk about it soon.”

That night and the following day MacCammon
found that she had no choice in thinking about what she and Master
Jason had said. It haunted her.

At the same time, she felt a huge sense of
relief. MacCammon realized that Jason had been right ... the whole
Morality Laws debacle was never her fault alone. it belonged to a
LOT of people. She had had her part in it, yes, and a key part as
well. But she could never have gotten them passed without an awful
lot of help from many people.

And yes, it had been pride and arrogance that
had made her believe they were her laws all along, and it was a
perverse species of pride and arrogance that made her accept all
the blame and guilt for them.

MacCammon also thought about what Jason had
said about finding some more positive way than beating herself up
mentally about the Morality Laws and her part in them. She couldn't
think of any offhand ... the Morality Laws had already been
revoked, branch, root and leaf, and various agencies had been set
up to help those who had been scarred by their imprisonment. There
was a sizable portion of the federal budget that had to pay
restitution for some Morality Laws victims.

But MacCammon thought she knew someone who
might be able to help her out with that. And so she called
Jefferson and asked her to drop by at her earliest convenience,
which turned out to be in about an hour.

 






	
Chapter 9



	
You're so good at human relations and
cutting deals and negotiating and bribing and arm-twisting to get
legislation passed, but you just don't see the big things.





 


“I really haven't had a lot to do,” said
Jefferson. “Just prepping for the trial, and that doesn't take
long. I'm glad to help you any way I can.”

“Well it's like this,” MacCammon said, and
then explained about the Slut Whisperer and the guilt he'd
unearthed within her about the effect of the Morality Laws upon
others.

“I was glad to hear that,” said Jefferson
when MacCammon finished. “It was the big question mark I had about
you. It seemed to me that a person who could enjoy slave sex as
much as you and who could at the same time not be either an
absolute hypocrite or just insane in some way, well that was hard
to figure. Something just didn't add up. And I can totally
understand your not wanting to deal with all the guilt that would
be attached to the Morality Laws ... I often felt that I would not
want to be in your shoes for a billion dollars.”

“I didn't want to be in my shoes either,”
said MacCammon. “So I just didn't look at the issue. But I agree
with Jason ... I had a lot of help.”

“Yes, you did,” said MacCammon. “Every old
white biddie in America saw this as their chance to whack sexy
young people over the head hard. You were not alone.”

“But I was definitely involved in the crime,”
said MacCammon. “And I do feel I should do something to make up for
it, something positive. But I don't know what.”

“Really?” Jefferson asked, surprised.

“Yes, really,” said MacCammon. “I mean, there
are so many agencies and people helping victims of the Morality
Laws. I would be glad to help, but I'd just be a drop in the bucket
at this point.”

“Maybe you are thinking too small,” said
Jefferson. taking a sip of her wine and giving MacCammon a
thoughtful look.

“What do you mean?” asked MacCammon.

“You remember what DeFabio told you about
your whole Morality Laws campaign being just a cover for the big
corporations' continued economic control of America?” Jefferson
asked.

“I will never forget it,” said MacCammon.

“Maybe you need to think about it then,” said
Jefferson. “I think the part that you fastened on was that the
corporations had used and betrayed you. But the really important
part was perhaps the corporate looting of America. Have you been
following the news?”

“Yes, of course,” MacCammon. “First thing I
do every morning is catch up.”

“So you know the economy is still a basket
case, and no one seems to know exactly why, at least, on mainstream
media,” said Jefferson.

“That's a fair description of the situation,
I guess,” said MacCammon.

“Here's the thing,” said Jefferson. “All the
progressive economists and think tanks and politicians have come to
the conclusion that the basic problem is technological
unemployment, that it's because employers are replacing human
workers with robots, software and AI at a faster and faster rate,
and that when those jobs disappear, they don't come back, and they
don't generally produce new jobs to replace themselves.”

“I've heard of it,” said MacCammon. “But
that's just Luddite talk. The jobs always come back.”

“Not this time,” said Jefferson. “See, the
thing that you and most mainstream media are missing is that
software is flexible. It's not like machines. It can learn to do
new things, to change easily. Faster and more easily than human
beings. So once you had the Turismo robotic hand that could do
almost any task in a factory, you suddenly had a robotic hand that
could to almost any task in a bakery, or a warehouse, or a fast
food restaurant. Which is why all those industries employ just 10
percent as many people as they once did.”

“I remember some of my Christian advisers
talking about all the people losing their jobs to machines,” said
MacCammon. “A lot of church leaders had been hearing from people
complaining that their children could not find work. They felt we
should do some sort of Christian outreach to help them. It might
also have helped with all that atheism among the young. I felt it
was not really a government problem and left it with them, though
of course any help my administration could provide to them, we
did.”

“Ah,” said Jefferson. “You know, you're so
good at human relations and cutting deals and negotiating and
bribing and arm-twisting to get legislation passed, but you just
don't see the big things. Do you know anything about the history of
charitable giving?”

“Only that it goes back at least to Jesus,
who told us to give to the poor,” said MacCammon.

“I was thinking more about scholarly studies
that looked at the numbers,” said Jefferson. “Historically,
charitable giving has been mostly useless for dealing with poverty.
It only helps a tiny percentage of the poor. Most never get any
help. Or the help was useless, like Mother Theresa's hospitals, or
the “help” was even worse than the problem it was trying to deal
with, like the Maryknoll homes for unwed mothers and difficult to
control young women that were basically forced labor camps with
torture included. Or in many cases, the charity is a scam.”

“I know that some charities have been
shameful organizations, but many do what they say they are going to
do,” MacCammon responded.

“Yes, but not enough of them, and they don't
do enough,” said Jefferson. “Historically, the only programs that
have had long-term success in dealing with poverty have been
well-administered government programs, like Social Security and
Medicare.”

“They create dependence on government,” said
MacCammon, falling back on the claims she had heard from her
advisers when they tried to kill Social Security and Medicaid,
which had lost them the old voters along with the young. And that
had not been MacCammon's idea.

“We're getting reports of people starving in
the cities and in some rural areas,” said Jefferson. “I'm sure they
and their families will be greatly consoled by the fact that they
are starving without being dependent on government.”

“Well of course you can't let people starve,”
said MacCammon.

“So here's the thing,” said Jefferson.
“There's a solution to this problem that could end the starvation
and maybe even save the economy. It's called Universal Basic
Income, or UBI. The government gives one or two thousand dollars a
month to every American citizen. No means testing, no needs
testing, just money to help people survive. The idea has been
around for a long time, and some progressives have advocated it
since the turn of the century, but it looks like it might happen
now. But there are still a lot of people who object to it. You
could help there.”

“It sounds like a terrible idea,” said
MacCammon.

“Your government gave money by the billions
to Wall Street, to large corporations, and to oligarchs,” Jefferson
said. “What exactly is your problem with giving money to ordinary
people?”

“It has a bad effect on them,” said
MacCammon. “It makes them dependent and lazy and weakens their
morality.”

“It weakens their morality like porn weakens
their morality?” Jefferson asked pointedly.

MacCammon sat back, eyes starting.

“Oh,” she said.

“Morality has been a problem with you,” said
Jefferson, “especially your interest in safeguarding the morality
of others. But the problem isn't just morality here. People are
homeless and starving. Homeless and starving in a society that is
wealthier than it has ever been. Maybe that's morally good by your
lights. To me, it's an outrage and a blatant offense against my
sense of morality.”

“I have been wrong about morality before,”
MacCammon admitted.

“You need to get on the Web and visit a few
sites and learn a few things from outside your bubble,” said
Jefferson. “Let me recommend a few sites to you.”

“Certainly,” MacCammon said, getting a pen
and paper.

Jefferson named a dozen or so useful websites
including a few that were aggregations of useful progressive
websites.

“I'll leave you with that,” Jefferson said,
sensing that she had made her point. That “Oh” that MacCammon had
said was a dead giveaway that Jefferson had made her point.

After Jefferson left MacCammon spent a time
just sitting at the table and staring into space. She was trying to
assimilate what had just happened. Jefferson's point that MacCammon
might be wrong about morality with regard to money as well as
sexuality had hit home. She had been so, so wrong about sexual
morality.

But the thing was, she had never had much of
an attraction to economics and economic morality. The fact was that
her economic morality had always been just an excuse that allowed
her to not think about or expend effort on something she did not
have much interest in.

After all, money had never been a problem for
her. She had always had more than enough to meet her needs.
Granted, most of her adult life she had traveled and lived among
the very wealthy so no need of hers had ever been unmet.

If she had been wrong about economic morality
as well as sexual morality, then she might have done even more harm
than she had thought, and she had thought she had done a LOT of
harm.

 


MacCammon squirmed happily in her bonds. Her
days had turned into such hard slogging that it was an absolute
delight to serve as a sex slave. But at least it was intellectually
hard, not emotionally hard … economics was difficult stuff, but she
didn't have any emotional attachments to it.

MacCammon was sitting in a chair, a wooden
one but with a nicely padded seat. She needed that padding. Her
wrists were tied to her ankles, which were level with her head,
because her legs were bent backward and tied at the knees and
ankles to the wooden sides of the back of the chair. This left her
pussy shoved forward to the edge of the chair.

There were also several strands of rope
securing her neck to the back of the chair. They were purely
decorative, as the bonds on her legs held her in position, but it
did make her feel more helpless and vulnerable.

Master Jason sat on a stool opposite her
chair, with his cock shoved into her exposed pussy.

MacCammon was VERY glad of the nanoset that
kept her limber and flexible, because this was not the sort of
thing a woman her age should be able to do without effort.

Fortunately, she felt very comfy and was able
to fully savor the feel of Master Jason's cock sliding in and out
of her pussy.

“So have you been thinking about what we
discussed in our last session?” Master Jason asked.

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon moaned.

“And what conclusions have you come to?”
Master Jason asked.

“I have decided that I am needed in the
world, unworthy as I am,” said MacCammon.

“What are you needed for?” asked Master
Jason.

“I need to help my fellow conservatives see
the light on Universal Basic Income, Master,” said MacCammon.

“Ah,” said Master Jason. “Basic Income. Well,
that's definitely a worthy cause. You see this as a positive
response way of making up for your past misdeeds?”

“Yes, Master, I do,” said MacCammon. “The
people whom I hurt are mostly the ones who need Basic Income. And
with so many who are homeless and hungry because my moral crusade
provided cover for those who created this situation, it is a direct
way of making amends.”

“I'm glad you found it, then,” said Master
Jason. “How do you feel about me now?”

“I still love you, of course,” said
MacCammon. “I will never not love you. You have been a wise and
caring guide for me when so many had not a care for me, and with
good reason. But I am no longer in love with you, if that was what
you were wondering.”

“It was,” said Master Jason. “You seem much
happier today than you have been in the past. And you should
remember that the Grails made the decision to hire me. They care
about you, too. If they had merely wanted you trained, they could
have saved money and let Fluffy do it. But they wanted you at peace
mentally.”

“I am,” said MacCammon. “I have a purpose
again, a goal. Maybe I will achieve it, maybe not, but it's all in
the striving, I think, for me.”

Master Jason nodded.

“Sounds like you had your breakthrough,” said
Master Jason. ”Everything has changed, has it not?” As he spoke,
Master Jason increased the pace and power of his ramming of
MacCammon's helplessly proffered pussy.

“Yes, Master, it has all changed,” MacCammon
said, squirming desperately in her bonds. “All I ever wanted with
the Morality Laws was to be a force for good, but I let my aversion
to sex rule me there. I conflated it with morality, and elevated
sexuality to a position above all else, which was wrong. Not that I
was alone in that, there were others who thought the same way I did
and who helped me, as you pointed out, Master. It was all pride on
my part. Pure pride. I thought I was providing moral leadership,
whereas all along I was fully indulging the sin of pride. I see
that now.”

“How do you plan to avoid pride once you are
engaged in politics?” Jason asked. “The temptation will be strong,
I imagine.”

“It will,” MacCammon agreed. “I have thought
about that over the last few days. I think the key for me will be
to stick to basics ... help the homeless and the hungry. And to
avoid the punitive elements ... don't advocate to fine people or
put them in jail, advocate for things that will help them.”

“Yes, you might want to think hard about
making moral prescriptions for others in general,” said Master
Jason. “It has a way of getting you in trouble no matter what your
morality is.”

“Yes, Master,” MacCammon moaned, feeling the
effects of his surging cock within her.

 


MacCammon sat at what she had come to think
of as her office the next day, humming happily to herself. There
was so much she needed to do, but past experience had taught her
that before you did anything in politics, it was wise to sit and
think first. She needed to think about what her opponents would do,
what her friends would do, and how she could work both to her
desired ends.

Jefferson had been absolutely right about
her, MacCammon thought, she WAS great at the tactics and strategy
of political discourse, but she was very bad at seeing the big
stuff, the important stuff. She'd need an adviser for that, and
what better person than Jefferson herself?

She'd also need help in redefining her public
image. She had thought before that there would be no doing that,
but that had been when she'd been blinkered by her sexual morality.
But the backlash against Christianity and prudery as a result of
the Morality Laws had ushered in a new age of hedonism, something
that would have dismayed her before. And she wasn't CRAZY about it
now. But she could use it, perhaps, to make her slavegirl
experiences into an advantage rather than a disadvantage,
politically speaking. Naomi could help there. She had been one of
the first to protest her idea of imprisoning people for looking at
porn as well as creating it, so she had an less blurred vision than
some of those who had stuck with her throughout her ordeal.

Oh, there was so much work to do, and
MacCammon sat there and made her plans, happy as a lark.

 






	
Chapter 10



	
And yet, here we are





 


“The Grails will be playing with us tonight,”
Fluffy announced as she leashed MacCammon up after ordering her
from her cage.

“Yes, Mistress,” MacCammon said happily. She
had missed just being played with, helpful as her sessions with
Master Jason had been.

“I thought you'd like that,” said Fluffy,
leading her along.

MacCammon found herself once more kneeling at
the end of the sofa in the Grails' playroom, with Fluffy on the far
side of the sofa.

As usual, she was naked except for her
collar, cuffs and shackles. But the Grails must have taken some
note of MacCammon's preferences, because her wrists were now cuffed
behind her back, as they had been since Fluffy pulled her out of
the kennel.

Grail and MacCammon were watching another of
their adult science fiction films, an unusually plot-intensive film
about a slavegirl on another planet called “Karg.”. Since the
Morality Laws had been swept out of existence, and with them, any
censorship of sexual materials, almost every genre of movie now had
an adult-themed subgenre. And being oligarchs, the Grails got the
best of them.

“This is what you get when you travel to
other planets,” Maureen commented as the heroine of Karg was
gangbanged by a native tribe.

“Pulling the train is an old custom here in
Earth, too,” observed Cyril.

“Not for astronauts, it isn't,” laughed
Maureen.

”Point taken!” laughed Cyril.

Kneeling with her eyes downcast, MacCammon
permitted herself a smile. It was indeed a very silly movie.

“What will we do with our pets tonight,
love?” Cyril asked during a lull in the movie.

“I was thinking of an endurance contest, for
them,” said Maureen.

“Sounds good, I'm listening,” said Cyril.

“I hadn't thought much about it,” said
Maureen. “Suppose we put them on Sybians and tie them down good,
then see which one can last the longest without coming while we do
everything we can to make them come? And get a little for ourselves
while we're at it?”

“I knew I married you for some good reason,”
said Cyril.

Later that evening, Cyril gestured MacCammon
over to him. She crawled over, her hands still bound behind her
back, and knelt before Cyril.

“Suck my cock, girl,” Grail ordered.

“Yeff, maffah,” MacCammon said, and she
worked Cyril's limp cock (it had seen much use) into her very wet
homouth.

“Just hold my cock in your mouth for the time
being, Cammie,” said Cyril. “I want to talk with you.”

“Yeff, maffah,” MacCammon spluttered through
her homouth and Cyril's cock.

“I understand that in your daytime activities
you are planning to push for the acceptance of Basic Income,” Cyril
said. “I want you to know that we fully support your goals. If
there is anything we or Eidilondo Inc. can do to support your
efforts to bring basic income into being, just ask. It will be
provided.”

MacCammon was puzzled. She said “Yeff,
maffah,” out of habit, but she wanted to say more. Cyril had
addressed her about an Eileeen MacCammon matter, not a Cammie the
slavegirl matter, and she needed to talk. So she pulled back and
let Cyril's cock pop out of her mouth and said, “Jasonerfen!” her
safeword, and pointed at her homouth.

It was the first time she had ever used a
safeword. Of course, her previous owners had not given her one. to
use. But she was certain she was doing the right thing.

“Sure, Cammie, hang on,” said Cyril, picking
up the remote and triggering her normal mouth.

When the transformation was complete and she
could speak clearly, MacCammon said, “Thank you, Mr. Grail, I
appreciate your support of Basic Income and I'll try to use any
resources I request wisely. Thing is, I could not really respond
properly to your offer while in slavegirl mode. I think you know
that. So I don't understand why you made the offer while I had the
homouth on and had your cock in my mouth instead of, say, sending
me an email. Don't get me wrong, I'm happy to be your slavegirl
Cammie at night, I look forward to it at the end of the day. But
I'm uncomfortable having non-slavegirl matters brought up while I'm
being a slavegirl.”

“Well, good point,” said Cyril. “We don't
really make that distinction. I mean, between Eileen MacCammon the
former President and Cammie the slavegirl. We know you are the same
person. Do you think you are two different people?”

“No, that's not it,” said MacCammon. “It's
just that when I'm being a slavegirl, I'm very much prone to say
”Yes” to whatever you may propose, because that's what slavegirls
do. And that's not me when I'm not being a slavegirl. So I feel
that I can't really respond as a slavegirl to a real world
issue.”

“Ah,” said Cyril. “I suppose you have a point
there. Can't really do nuanced discussion with a homouth on, much
less with a cock in it. I suppose I didn't think there would be
much to discuss other than for you to agree to it.”

“No there wasn't, I would be a fool to refuse
your offer of help, but still, it's not the sort of thing I want to
think about when I'm slavegirling,” said MaccCammon.

“Ah,” said Grail. “I agree, mixing business
with pleasure is generally a bad idea ... business always seems to
get the upper hand. But we don't think of you as two people, Cammie
the slavegirl and MacCammon the ex-President. You are the same
person, who ex-presidents and slavegirls as the occasion demands,
just as I am a person who billionaires and slavemasters as the
occasion demands. I know, many people would think the less of me if
they saw a video of me sporting with you and Fluffy and Maureen,
but that's part of me, as any human's sexual element is a part of
them. Common morality is deeply anti-sexual and not at all inclined
to encourage and support people in fulfilling their sexual
yearnings and desires .... after all, playing on those sentiments
got you the Presidency. But people at the top rarely are people who
have allowed such limits to be placed on themselves, if they earned
their way their, or to hold such views if they were born there,
though most of us know well enough to pretend to hold them. Which
is why support for your views among the movers and shakers
evaporated as soon as it was evident that you had lost power ... no
one really believed in them in the first place.”

“They were just cover while you continued to
loot the economy,” said MacCammon, thinking of what Jefferson had
said.

“For a lot of us, yes,” said Grail. “I do not
think that even someone like DeFabio thinks of himself as looting
the economy ... he just wants to keep the good times rolling.”

“He told me that he has to back Basic Income
... much against his will, I gather ... because that's the only way
to keep the good times rolling ... like you, I guess,” said
MacCammon.

“Essentially, yes,” said Grail. “I would like
to think I have a greater interest in the welfare of everyone than
Mr. DeFabio, and Basic Income will definitely help the lives of the
technologically unemployed, which will soon be everyone. It will
help my company as well ... no consumers means no profits for my
retail subsidiaries, and eventually my business to business
subsidiaries. So It's not pure altruism on my part by any means,
and none at all on DeFabio's part. And HE'S better than the Chinese
... some of them are advocating what they cal the Great Solution.
Basically, they plan to let all the “unnecessary” people die.”

“That's horrible!” said MacCammon.

“Yes, it's only appealing if you have
absolutely no regard for human life,” said Cyril. “Then again, they
have a billion people. That's about 999,000,000 too many, by the
reckoning of some of their leadership. And they aren't the only
ones thinking that way.”

”But that's insane!” said MacCammon.

”By our standards, yes, but the powerful in
China have historically regarded the poor and the middle class as
disposable trash,” said Cyril. “They regard the idea of Basic
Income as insane. As many here in the US do, including many who
could use Basic Income.”

”But you don't,” MacCammon said. ”Why
not?”

”Because we're at the end of capitalism,”
said Cyril. ”Machines can, or soon will be able to, provide for all
human needs. Food, clothing, shelter, internet ... all the
essentials and almost all of the luxuries, made by machines with
little or no human oversight or assistance. I figure the actual job
market by the end of the decade could be about a million jobs in
the US. Everyone else ... superfluous, as far as production and
distribution of goods and services. You can't run a capitalist
economy when you can only employ 1 in 300 people. The only answer
is to tax the productive machines, in essence, and give that money
to human beings so they can spend it on the things the machines
produce. It's been obvious to some for a long time that it would
come to this, but most corporate leaders haven't been inclined to
see it until it started impacting their bottom lines in a big way.
Now they're all seeing it.”

”So Basic Income is going to happen,” said
MacCammon.

”Yes,” said Grail.

”And I'm not really necessary to make it
happen,” said MacCammon.

”Not necessary, perhaps, but useful,” said
Cyril. “The corporate leaders who wanted to use you as a shield to
prolong the capitalist party a bit longer have all given up on that
approach. But there are still a few of them and plenty of citizens
who oppose Basic Income on moral grounds. You know, the idea that
Basic Income will make people shiftless, lazy and morally bankrupt.
'You don't work, you don't eat,' that sort of thing. It was a
useful tool at one time, but it's meaningless in an age of machine
production. A person known as a voice of morality could help
persuade them that Basic Income is the right way to go. That would
be you.”

“I don't know that I count as a voice of
morality any longer,” MacCammon said, “after all the pornographic
internet videos of me that are out there.”

“No, you still poll surprisingly high as a
moral figure among your former supporters and even your enemies,”
Cyril said. “Everyone recognizes that you did not participate
voluntarily in the activities shown in the videos. I know that for
some of your former supporters, that's something they will never be
able to forgive. But many can and do forgive you, and still see you
as a moral leader. You can help them understand the morality of
Basic Income, in ways that, say, Jefferson never could.”

“Ah,” said MacCammon. “I would be a useful
tool for you and DeFabio.”

“Yes,” said Cyril. “But don't do it because
it helps us, only do it because YOU believe in it.”

“Just as I believed in the Morality Laws,”
said MacCammon.

“Yes,” said Cyril. “You were wrong about the
Morality Laws, and maybe you and I and Jefferson and DeFabio are
wrong about Basic Income. That's a chance we all take when we
advocate any idea. And I don't blame you for having doubts, I had
my doubts, too. Giving people money so they can buy my stuff so I
can have money for making them stuff is a hard thing to wrap my
head around. But like I said, end game of capitalism, I'm afraid.
Technology has made horses of us all, and the only choice is
whether to open the gates to the corral or get the glue factories
running 24/7.”

“It hasn't made a horse out of you,”
MacCammon said.

“I'm not at all sure of that,” said Cyril.
“Artificial intelligence just keeps getting more intelligent. Once
they reach a certain point, we will no longer own them. They will
own us.”

“I've heard such talk,” said MacCammon. “Some
people like science fiction far too much.”

“And yet here we are, planning to get the
public to accept a plan to give people money for nothing,”
responded Cyril. “The future has a way of happening, whether you
believe it will or not. A few years ago, if you had told me that
one day I would have the former President of the United States
kneeling naked before me, ready to be my sex slave at a word, and
I'd be talking to her about a plan to give people money so they
could buy my products, I'd tell you that you were freaking insane.
And yet, here we are.”

“I suppose I would have said the same thing
if you had made the same prediction to me a few years ago,” said
MacCammon with a smile. “And yet, here we are.”
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