
        
            
                
            
        

    
Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart


Kit and Coyote both wanted Donna in their collars. But Donna didn't want to be in anyone's collar.
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Disclaimer


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

The world of “Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart” is Earth, but it's an alternate Earth. On this Earth, everyone is kinky, mostly of the maledom/femsub variety, but others are around too. Since everyone is kinky, no one knows they're kinky. To them kinky is normal, and they're normal. Presented with vanilla sex, they'd laugh and say, "You're doing it all wrong!" and mean it. Bondage and dominance is natural to them.

The major difference you'll notice is that women don't get married on this Earth, they get collared. They don't date, instead they're formally kidnapped (which you have to report to the cops or it's an illegal kidnapping). Girls can't be collared until they turn 18, and even though they're called “slavegirls,” a collaring is a lot like a marriage, and a slavegirl is a lot more like a housewife in the 1950s than what we think of as a “slavegirl” from some historical epoch (though not REALLY, which is the fun of alternate worlds). Most importantly, if a woman is unhappy with the mate who has chosen her, she can “break” a collar at will, which is very much like (but not EXACTLY like) getting a divorce. If a woman doesn't want to be collared at all, she can declare herself a free woman, generally after half a dozen or so broken collars.

The fact that EVERYONE is kinky has a lot to do with the way collarings work, and collars have powerful sexual, psychological and social significance.

The tech and many other aspects of life on Collar Earth are very much like our Earth. I had a lot of fun thinking about the world of "Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart" as well as getting useful suggestion from some Not Safe For Work world builders (/r/NSFWworldbuilding) on Reddit, to whom I'm indebted, and if you have as much fun reading it as I had writing it, I will consider the book a rousing success. Enjoy!


Chapter 1 – An Important Birthday

“I'd beat up your grandpa, if I thought you cared,” said Kit Kavanaugh, making Donna Wilkerson's head swivel on her neck as she looked to see what Coyote Simmons' response to THAT would be. She was just one of a group of kids in the hallway watching Kit and Coyote.

“You couldn't beat up my grandma, much less my grandpa,” Coyote said with smirk. Coyote was a long, tall drink of water but he had the most annoying smirk -- though Kit most definitely deserved a good smirking. “He'd rip out your heart, if he could find it under all that blubber.”

Heads swiveled back to Kit now. Kit was a little shorter than Coyote, but not much, and he had a much heavier build, and it was all muscle. Well, almost all muscle. Kit was a linebacker on the school football team and he was known for his ability to stop a good broken field runner in his tracks.

“If your grandpa ain't around, I guess you'll do,” said Kit.

“I'm ready when you are, anytime,” said Coyote. Coyote was not on the football team. He was however a member of the school Mixed Martial Arts (or MMA as everyone called it) team and looked to go all-state in his weight class, as he beat everyone he fought in MMA matches.

And he beat those he fought in the school hallways as well. His takedown of Bruno Samples, the huge center for the football team who had thought he could beat up Coyote because he was a bookish type, was known to all. Bruno was VERY glad to graduate last year, though Coyote hadn't been a dick about winning the fight.

The hallway was suddenly filled with clanging.

“Woops, time for class,” said Coyote, still smirking. “See ya around, Kit.”

Coyote headed off to class, not hurriedly, but not slowly either. It was well known that Coyote did not like to fight outside the MMA cage.

The crowd that had grown up around Kit and Coyote hoping to see a fight between them dispersed, disappointed. Most people would say there would be a fight between them sooner or later, but … not today.

“That was all about you,” Donna's best friend Terry told Donna as they headed off to homeroom.

“It was not!” Donna said, snorting.

“It was,” said Terry. “They're both hot to have you in their collars, everyone knows it.”

“Except me,” Donna said. “And hush up that collar talk.”

“Some boys say they can smell when a girl is ready for collaring,” Terry teased.

“Some boys say a lot of stupid things,” said Donna. “Now, really, hush up about this, Terry. Somebody might draw the wrong conclusion.” By which she meant, somebody might draw the right conclusion.

“OK,” said Terry, noting the real urgency in Donna's voice. She knew the date of Donna's 18th birthday, and no one else did, or would. All the senior girls got their necks examined very carefully by the boys, they could feel the boys' eyes on them all the time. It was sexy and creepy and exciting, all at the same time. Mostly, it was sexy, though.

And Terry understood why Donna might be way sensitive about collar talk.


Chapter 2 – Irene, Property of Maurice

“I broke two collars before I found your father, you know,” said Irene, Donna's mother, as they sat at their dining room table amid a welter of opened presents and the remains of a half-eaten birthday cake. “It was pure hell, but it was worth it.”

Irene fingered her silver collar that had the words, “Irene, property of Maurice” in beautiful inlaid script carved into it. A tenth collaring anniversary present. She often caressed it when she talked about Maurice, or being collared.

“I don't think men like Dad are commonplace,” said Donna. “The boys at my school are such losers.”

“What about that Coyote boy, he seems nice?” Irene asked.

“Mom, he's an MMA freak!” Donna said, a little irritated because everybody seemed to think she liked Coyote. And because she did.

“I know, your father and I watched him fight at the state high school championships. He's um … VERY fit.”

“Yes, and he's got plenty of brains, too, but with all the pounding his head is taking he won't know his own name by the time he's Dad's age,” Donna said. “I've read up on it.”

“I'm sure he'll quit the fighting soon,” Irene said reassuringly. “Boys grow out of that as they age. I bet he just does it for money and cred.”

“No, he told me he likes to beat guys up,” said Donna. “Well, not all guys, just bullies and such. They used to bother him when he was a skinny, bookish kid, before he got tall and muscled up. Still.”

“Well actually that's a great sign, Donna,” said Irene. “He won't let anyone beat him up, and he won't let anyone beat you up.”

“Except him, maybe,” said Donna darkly. “I've read up on these MMA guys, some of them beat up their girlfriends pretty badly and wind up in jail.”

“Coyote didn't strike me as that type when he was over here helping you with that English Lit project this winter,” said Irene. “I remember you two did a lot of laughing and talking while you worked.”

“Well he was probably on his best behavior,” said Donna. It had been the happiest week of Donna's life,, and her life didn't lack for happy weeks. Probably just a coincidence.

“He didn't appear to be making a lot of effort to seem nice,” Irene observed. “He struck me as a good-natured kid.”

Donna curled her lip. Of course her mom had been watching Coyote like a hawk when he'd been over here visiting, just like moms watched all the males their daughters came in contact with. All the moms, all the good ones anyway, wanted to help their daughters find a good man to collar them, and so they kept an eye on all the boys they came in contact with.

“He's nice enough,” Donna admitted.

“Well, I'm just saying, don't let the perfect be the enemy of the good,” said Irene. “But don't settle for just any guy, of course.”

“Oh, sure mom, no problem,” said Donna, shaking her head.

Irene laughed.

“OK, that didn't come out right, but you know what I mean,” said Irene.

“Sorta,” said Donna. “It still takes 18 months to break six collars, right?”

Irene looked dubiously at her daughter.

“Yes, at the very least,” said Irene. “I'm just saying, give boys a chance.”

“Sure, if I can find one that deserves it,” said Donna.

“Oh, that reminds me, time to put your father to bed,” said Irene. “I'll be back down to help with the cleanup after.”

“I can handle it, mom,” said Donna.

“Well, thanks, then,” said Irene, rising and heading upstairs. She walked with that special walk she had when she was going to serve Dad. She always had a certain air of pleased anticipation to her at bedtime. She really liked being with Dad.

Donna shut down that line of thought fast. Parents having sex, ewww! It was bad enough seeing Mom gagged and leashed in public, and that look she got. Eew again.

Donna knew that her mother would be down later to check on her clean-up efforts, even though Donna of all people would be extremely diligent about it tonight.

It was her eighteenth birthday, the first day on which she could legally be collared. If there were any signs of a birthday lying around, wrapping paper, carelessly discarded birthday candles, half-eaten birthday cakes, and anybody saw it, word would get out, and she might get collared by some old rich guy looking to expand his harem on the cheap. Yech.

It was said that if you were VERY rich and connected, you could get access to the secret birthday logs of the government and discover the names of all the newly eligible for collaring girls in any given town, so no amount of caution would help. Donna didn't believe that -- if it were so, the beauties in every high school would have collars on their necks the day after their birthdays. And Donna knew of several very beautiful girls in her high school who had turned 18 and graduated from school uncollared.

She planned to be one of them.

She sighed and started the cleanup then. She still planned to be a free woman after breaking six collars, working in academia after college, teaching if she had to, and then picking out just the right man and letting him collar her.

She was a planner.


Chapter 3 – High School Sweethearts

The next day Donna was standing on a little stone footbridge that crossed the stream that ran through the little park that was adjacent to East Molina High School, really part of the school, to be honest. She liked to go there to watch the light play on the waters, it was so quiet and calm and pretty. She wasn't alone, a lot of students liked to go to the park on their lunch hour.

Not all of them were there for purposes of relaxation, however. In the middle distance, Donna could see Ann Rickman naked and on her knees with her hands cuffed behind her back, kneeling before Sammy Capablanca and sucking his cock. They'd been sweethearts since grade school, his collaring her was no surprise, and everybody knew she'd told him her birthday. And everybody was happy for them, not least of all, they themselves.

Donna looked away, but it was very hard to do so, something in her was very interested. That could be her very soon now, if she wasn't careful.

“Hi,” said a voice and Donna turned to see Coyote standing next to her.

“You sneak around in parks much?” asked Donna to cover her startlement, and also the way her heart had started pounding at his nearness. In the early April sunshine his light brown hair shone, and his skin seemed to glow with health, and his eyes sparkled with merriment, the very embodiment of the Native American trickster he had been named after.

“You were so busy watching Ana blow Sammy that an elephant could have 'snuck up' on you,” said Coyote.

“Well it's not like they're in hiding,” said Donna.

“No reason why they should be, now that she's collared,” said Coyote. “Which reminds me, congratulations.”

“On what?” Donna asked.

“On turning 18 yesterday,” Coyote said with that damnable smirk of his.

Donna struggled to remain outwardly calm while inwardly she leaped into the sky, screaming “AAAAAAUGH!!!” with her eyes bugged out.

“Keep guessing, loser,” Donna responded coolly.

“Don't worry, I'm not gonna collar you … yet,” said Coyote.

“Good, that'll keep you out of jail,” said Donna. “It's a felony to collar a girl too soon, you know.”

“If that were the only issue, you'd be wearing my collar this very moment,” said Coyote. “My problem is, I have to prove support capability for you, and my old man won't sign for me. He says I need to be able to support a woman on my own before I collar you. And until I graduate, I can't.”

“Well, it's all moot anyway,” said Donna. “I don't know who lied to you about my birthday, or why, but somebody did. Sorry.”

“Don't be, and don't worry about me telling anybody,” said Coyote. “If word gets around, Kit will have a collar on your neck before you can drop to your knees.”

“Well, it's wise of you to not run around telling lies about my birthday,” said Donna. “That can get you in trouble, too.”

“I'm not really worried about other guys collaring you anyway,” said Coyote, “not even Kit. I figure any collar put around your neck by another guy will be broken like a twig in no time.”

“Very true,” said Donna. “And that goes for ANY collar … including yours.”

“No,” replied Coyote. “You know why? Because you like me, I can tell. And I like you, you know that.”

“Wow, a mind reader,” said Donna.

“Close, but no,” said Coyote. “I am a body reader. One of the basic skills of MMA is watching your opponent to know from subtle shifts in their stance and their movements when they are going to hit you and how. Works on women, too.”

Donna suddenly let go with a tremendous slap at Coyote's face, with no warning at all. But he did anticipate it and caught her tiny, fine-boned hand in midair with his huge hand.

“See?” he said, quickly leaning forward to give Donna a kiss on the forehead before she could react. But she saw that coming and gave him a head butt that sent forth a tiny trickle of blood from the corner of his lip as it got crushed between his teeth and her skull.

“I can read you, too, mister,” Donna said coolly.

“Aren't you going to apologize for hurting me?” Coyote asked as he let go of her hand and casually wiped the blood off his lip.

”No, because you laid hands on me first,” said Donna.

“It was self-defense!” said Coyote, laughing.

“I can't help it that you misinterpreted my attempt to test your reflexes,” Donna said with a smirk.

“Well as you can tell, my reflexes are fine,” said Coyote.

“Yes, I have them timed now,” said Donna, smiling sweetly. “Next time, I'll do better.”

“I'll look forward to it,” said Coyote. “Until next time, then.” And he walked away, leaving Donna watching him swagger off.

“What a jerk,” she muttered.

“I'm glad to hear you feel that way about him,” said a voice, startling Donna again.

She turned to see Kit standing on the bridge next to her, smiling at her.

“I feel that way about a lot of boys,” said Donna coolly. What was it with boys sneaking up on her all of a sudden? Could they really smell that she was legally collarable? She didn't think so, but damn.

“I'm sorry to hear that,” said Kit. “We're not all bad, y'know.”

“No, I don't know,” said Donna.

“Well let me explain then,” said Kit. “Some of us value intelligence.”

“Is that so?” Donna said cynically.

“Especially when it comes in a beautiful package,” Kit added.

“Why would you value intelligence, Kit?” Donna asked.

“Because I'm not dumb,” replied Kit. “I mean, I'm not a super genius with the books like you are, but I'm smart in practical ways. I'm doing very well in Engineering, you know.”

“Well that's nice and all, but I'm sure your father can buy you a company to play with when you graduate.”

“He can, sure,” said Kit. “Any woman I collar is going to live well. And I'm going to need a smart one to manage my household.”

“Including the other girls on your chain?” Donna asked.

“Well, yeah,” said Kit, shrugging.

“Kit, I'm impressed,” said Donna. “The predictable line here is for you to shuffle and grin and say you'll only collar one girl, i.e., me. To lie, in short. And not a girl in town would believe it of you, or of any rich boy, really. Wow.”

“Well, what's the point in telling a lie no one will believe?” Kit asked, grinning. He knew he had won a point here, although Donna was casting it about as badly as she could. But that was only to be expected. “Fact is, I know I will need a smart woman by my side, running things, including the other girls in my collar.”

“I'll get to hold them down while you fuck them?” Donna asked sweetly.

“If you like that sort of thing, certainly,” said Kit with a smirk.

“My future fairly glitters before me,” Donna said, but she was impressed. Such an unconventional line from Kit! She had clearly underestimated him. She still had no interest in him, but she was uninterested in a different way, now.

“Yes it does,” said Kit. “You might find that my collar is a very comfortable fit for that long, beautiful neck of yours.”

“My neck has room for a LOT of collars,” Donna responded coolly.

“Bah, one is all you need, if it's the right one,” said Kit. “Bear it in mind, won't you?”

“I'll certainly give it all the consideration it deserves,” Donna said with her very sweetest smile.

“It's all I can ask until I get that collar on you,” said Kit, smiling, as he walked off.

He clearly did not know Donna was eligible for collaring now, because Donna was quite sure she'd be on her knees with a band of metal around her neck if he did, and if he was old enough to collar a girl. You had to be 18 to do that. Even if he was 18, Kit's father would have to sign up to support any girl he collared, but he'd do it, probably, just as a training exercise. It was said that Joseph Kavanaugh had almost two dozen women on his chain.

That also cast doubt on the idea that rich men could bribe their way into the government archives of girls' birthdays. If any man in town could do that, it was Joseph Kavanaugh, owner of Kavanaugh Industries. And Donna would be wearing Kit's collar right now.

Still, it was deeply unsettling that both Kit and Coyote had sneaked up on her and pled their cases, so soon after her birthday. It was probably just graduation coming up, was all. Probably.


Chapter 4 – Grandma, for example, always served everyone dinner wearing a gag

“All right, honey,” said Irene as she got out of the car and walked over to Maurice's side of the car and opened the door for him, then knelt before him so he could leash up her collar. “We're going to the Ipanetta Cafe, we'll see you after you get out of Beds, Bondage and Beyond.”

“Sure,” said Donna, walking over to take the driver's seat after her mother stood and Dad led her off on her leash. He didn't have Mom gagged but she DID wear a gag ball attached to her collar, just in case. They had been together a long time, and they'd gotten very relaxed about formalities, as many older couples did. Though some never did. Grandma, for example, always served everyone dinner wearing a gag, before she sat down to eat. She drooled a lot at such times. She couldn't help it. Mom was more modern. She only wore a gag when she was serving guests outside the family.

Donna quickly found a new laundry hamper to replace her old one, which was falling apart. She'd had it since she was ten years old, and should have replaced it years ago, but she got used to it.

She'd spent the last few months before graduation on tenterhooks, sure a boy lurked around every corner, waiting to collar her. But no collaring attempts were made.

Still, a lot of her friends at school had been collared. Terry had been collared by Mike Jackson, no surprise there. Her friends Cindy, Nancy, Shaqqara, Arnold and Wanda had been collared. And her friend Ella had collared Arabella Smythe. Nobody had seen that coming, but they both had that smug, happy look, so apparently it had worked out.


Chapter 5 – It was very uncool not to finish high school just because you'd been collared, even if you had every intention of spending the rest of your life naked, collared and confined to your Master's house.

When Terry didn't show up at school the day she got collared, Donna had asked the homeroom teacher Mr. Harkin if Terry was OK, and he'd said yes, she'd just been collared. When Mr. Harkin saw Donna's eyes filled with concern, he sighed and reached into his desk and gave Donna one of the much-coveted hall passes.

“Go, call her,” said Mr. Harkin. “But be back in fifteen minutes, OK?”

“Yes, of course,” Donna said. “Thank you so much, Mr. Harkin.”

“Don't let the other girls know I let you out for this, or every last one of them will suddenly have a close friend who's just been collared.”

“Of course not, Mr. Harkin,” Donna said, hurrying off before Mr. Harkin could have any second thoughts.

Donna found an empty stall in the girl's bathroom and called Terry's cell phone.

“Effo, onuh,” Terry answered after several rings..

“Are we … gagged?” Donna asked.

“Yeff,” Terry answered.

“And we can't get the gag off?” Donna asked.

“Unh-unh,” Terry confirmed.

“Well I was calling to see if you were OK,” said Donna. “Are you OK?”

“Yeff, wewee Uh-kay,” Terry said in happy tones.

“But you're gagged,” Donna said.

“Yeff,” said Terry. “Neky ahn bahn, oo.”

“Naked and bound, too, I see,” said Donna. “Should I call back another time? Later tonight, maybe?”

“Yeff,” Terry said. “Ah ood wewwy ahk aht.”

“You would really like that,” Donna repeated.

“Yeff,” said Terry.

“Great … because I want to know EVERYTHING,” Donna said.

“Yeff, oo oo,” Terry said in undeniably smug tones.

Donna hung up, feeling greatly relieved and unsettled at the same time. Yesterday Terry had been sitting with her in class, today she was alone with a strange boy -- OK, Mike wasn't strange, Terry thought of him as a friend, but still, Terry was bound and naked and gagged and alone with Mike, and they were doing God knows what today. He might have been doing unspeakable sex things to her when they'd talked!

She shivered, maybe with dread, maybe with desire, she wasn't sure, but in any event, she left the stall and walked back to homeroom and thanked Mr. Harkin.

”Terry OK?” Mr. Harkin asked.

”She said she was fine, and she sounded like she was in good spirits,” said Donna, smiling.

”Great,” said Mr. Harkin. ”I'm looking forward to seeing her in class on Monday.”

And that's when it occurred to Donna that that was why all her friends got collared on a Thursday … a girl and a boy always got the day after a collaring off from school, so if you did it on a Thursday -- three day weekend!

Sometimes they called in “sick” the week after and always got the week off, though nobody in the world thought they were really sick.

But they almost always came back to school and finished out the year, because it was very uncool to not finish high school just because you'd been collared, even if you had every intention of spending the rest of your life naked, collared and confined to your Master's house.

Donna was a bit distracted … well, a lot distracted -- the rest of the day, imagining what Terry must be going through. Donna was glad Terry was liking it, but also worried that she was liking it. She had thought Terry was on the same page as her about collaring. She'd always agreed with Donna on collaring whenever the topic reared its ugly head, which happened a lot in their junior and senior years.

“Hey, Terry is this a good time to call?” Donna asked when she was finally in her room alone that night.

“Yeff anh onh,” Terry had said. A moment later, Terry said, “There, got the gag off, that'll make things easier.”

“Great!” said Donna. “Now tell me every last thing that has happened to you.”

“Silly, that would take hours,” said Terry, “and it's considerably less fun over the phone. Can you come over?”

“Sure!” said Donna, “if it's OK I mean, if Mike doesn't mind.”

“No, he won't mind at all,” said Terry. “He said I could brag to my friends if he could brag to his friends, and I said fine so long as he admitted everything we did was all his fault. He was fine with that.”

“Ah,” said Donna. “So this is only fair.”

“Sure, please come over, I'm DYING to tell you everything, but I have to warn you, Mike has ordered me to remain naked until I go to school tomorrow, so I'll be naked, I hope that's OK.”

“I'll avert my eyes,” said Donna, “So long as you tell me EVERYTHING.”

“Works for me!” said Terry.

“Mom, I need the car, Terry just got collared and I need to go make sure she's OK. It's OK with Mike,” Donna said a few moments later.

Irene smiled and said, “It's fine, your dad and I have nothing planned. And if you come across any juicy bits of gossip, remember your poor old mother.”

“Mom!” Donna said. “Eew!” The thought of sharing sex gossip with her mother squicked Donna hard.

“Give me a buzz before you come home!” Irene called after Donna's retreating figure.

“Sure!” Donna yelled as she shut the door. As if. She did NOT want to come home unexpectedly on her parents, that was asking to see things she could never unsee. She shivered at the thought of it as she cranked up the family car.

It was a short drive to Mike Jackson's house, and a few minutes later, Mrs. Jackson was showing Donna to Mike's room.

“Now if you girls want anything to eat or drink, you just let me know,” she said, pointing to Mike's door.

“Thanks, Mrs. Jackson,” Donna said politely.

“Donna!” Terry cried when she opened the door and entered. Terry ran over and hugged Donna. She was naked except for collars, shackles, cuffs and a gag ball that hung from her collar. A long chain ran from her collar to a ring at the foot of Mike's bed.

Donna hugged back, carefully, because Terry was naked. Terry's hug was a lot less careful, much more affectionate. It was like she was magically OK with being naked. And in chains.

“Well, too late to avert my eyes now that we're hugging,” Donna said dryly. Donna was not used to being hugged a lot. She didn't have a very huggable personality, she'd been told on several occasions. Mostly she got hugged by horny boys, hugs that made her cringe inwardly, though she tried to seem glad of them.

Terry stepped away, grinning.

“Sorry, it's been a very affectionate day,” she said.

“It's OK,” said Donna. “Mike's room is a lot neater than I thought it would be.”

“Well, that's all me,” said Terry. “When I first got here, it looked like an explosion in a pigpen. Stuff was everywhere! I found a baseball shoe with cleats on it in the bed, the hard way!”

“Ouch!” Donna said laughing.

“Yeah, I spent the last several hours getting it all cleaned and organized. I still don't know where to put all that stuff,” Terry said, pointing to a pile of clothing, athletic gear and gaming gear that was oozing out of the closet.

“I see,” said Donna. “Well he can use some civilizing influence, I suppose.”

“Well, I'm going to be here for at least three months, maybe longer, and …”

“Maybe longer?” Donna broke in.

“Well you never know,” said Terry, smiling. “I mean … it's been FABULOUS, Donna. This collar feels so good around my neck, I can't describe it.”

“Try,” Donna said.

“Well, it's like, I feel like I BELONG,” said Terry. “And the sex, it's been SO good. I could not BELIEVE how good. I mean, when Mike pulls my strings, I really hit the high notes, and it's so strong and pure and beautiful, and God, I love it, and we're doing the nastiest, dirtiest, sexiest things imaginable. If you had told me I would like being fucked up the ass so much before today I would have laughed in your face.”

“And I wouldn't have blamed you for laughing in my face,” Donna said pointedly.

“Well it's not so much just the fucking up the ass, but all of it. I love sucking his cock, I love it when he fingers me, I love it when he kisses me down there, I love it when he uses toys on me, I love it every time he touches me. And I love being naked and I love being in chains, and I know it sounds crazy, but it's true, I swear.”

“When did all this loving of stuff start?” Donna asked.

“Yeah, good point, it might make more sense if I start from the beginning,” Terry said. “I probably sound like I'm raving.”

“Just a little bit,” Donna said dryly.

And so Terry had told Donna everything, blow by blow as it were. How Mike had captured her when she was out in her own front yard, watering plants in her mother's garden in the early evening, feeling very safe until she felt hands shove a ballgag into her mouth and a hood over her head. She'd tried to cry out, because that was what you did when you were being kidnapped, but no one heard the tiny sounds that came out from beneath the hood as Mike tied her hands behind her back and lifted her, kicking, carrying her over his back to his car, where he quickly put her in slave restraints and drove off with her to the nearest police station, where he duly registered his collaring of Terry. Terry had seen that it was Mike out of the corner of her eye when he had captured her, so she had not fought quite so hard as she might have if she had thought it was a different boy. She had hoped Mike would be the one who collared her all along.

“I think it was Mom who told Mike my birthday,” said Terry. “He comes over and visits a lot, you know, and she likes him. Looking out for me in her own way, I suppose. And I appreciate it, if you are gonna get collared, it's best to have it be a man you like.”

There was a note of defiance in her voice.

“Mike's a man now?” Donna asked.

“Yes, and I'm a woman!” Terry said. “I know it's hard to understand, but I'm sure you will, once you've been collared and fucked by a man.”

Donna said nothing, but her eyes rolled just a wee bit.

“So how's your butt feeling?” Donna asked, to change the tone of the discussion.

”Sore and tired, but happy,” said Terry, smiling.

“And your mouth?” asked Donna.

“My jaw gets tired sometimes, but it, too, is very happy,” said Terry. “I think I like sucking his cock with a toy in my pussy best. So intimate. So rewarding.”

“Well, it's good to have favorites, I guess,” said Donna. “Does he do you any favors?”

“Silly, he spends most of his time doing me favors,” said Terry. “It's like I'm a video game you win by making me cum. And boy, does he ever!”

They spent the next few hours talking and Donna left, feeling relieved that her friend was happy and in good hands, really, though she was unnerved by the way Terry, whom she had supposed was just as sane and stable as her with regard to collaring, had apparently turned into a cock beast, which was what boys called newly collared girls who were experiencing sex and physical contact with boys for the first time, when they seemed to be mad for sex.

Terry had tried to explain to Donna how her feelings had changed, but there was an experiential wall between them, apparently. “You just have to feel it, then you'll know,” Terry had said several times.

The real problem was, Donna had felt it, she just couldn't admit it to herself, much less Terry or any other human being. In the privacy of her room she had tied herself up and jilled herself senseless, and she'd sensed this huge stillness welling up inside her as she became aroused. She didn't know what it was, but it scared her, it seemed so immense, she feared her sense of who she was might drown in it.

Perhaps Terry's change of behavior was a result of being immersed in that huge stillness while in Mike's bonds.

That was all Donna could figure, anyway. But it scared her, to think that this magical transformation in personality might be real. She had always assumed it was all bullshit, like religion. But the fact that it had changed Terry so radically, and so suddenly, was sobering.

In any event, nobody had collared Donna throughout the rest of the school year and into the summer, and that's what counted to her.

Everybody who'd been collared seemed just fine about it, but like some parents, Donna was cynical about first collarings. First collars were much more likely to break than others, once the collaring effect wore off.


Chapter 6 – She was leashed, and the long leather strap of her leash was tied to a police box.

Donna walked out with her new purchase, intent on putting it in the car and joining her parents for lunch at the Rusty Bucket Clam House two doors down, when everything went black. She felt hands pulling something over her head and tightening it at her throat.

“NOOOO!” she screamed into the hood as she pummeled the empty air, unable to see her attacker.

She felt powerful hands grab her hands in midair and pulling them together behind her back, wrapping rope around her wrists in seconds, using that quick tie that all the boys practiced.

Donna struggled, but her unseen opponent had all the advantages. Still, she wasn't going to go down easy. She kicked and swore and would have run away, blind as she was, but in a moment she was swept off her legs, and moments later, her legs were shackled together.

Then she was unceremoniously rolled over on her stomach and she felt the touch of cold metal on her throat, heard a very distinct “Click!” … and just like that, Donna was collared.

And she could feel a lump at her collarbone that was undoubtedly a gag ball built into the collar.

A moment later, she was pulled to her feet, and she stood there as best she could with her feet tied together, going nowhere.

Then she felt herself hoisted into the air, and a moment later she was being carried over a man's large, bony shoulder, butt first, just the way it was in all the romances.

She swayed as she was carried, and writhed for a bit, trying her bonds, but they were expertly tied and there was no getting out of them.

After a few moments she was rolled off the shoulder and carefully lowered to the ground, sitting with her back against something hard. She felt hands at the base of her throat and then felt something hanging between her breasts.

Oh great, she'd been leashed.

A moment later, she felt her leg bonds being worked on, and she had a little bit of ability to move them, though not much. Maybe a third of a meter.

Then her hood was pulled off, and after the first glare of daylight was past, she saw Coyote looking down at her with a smirk, taking pics of her with that damn cell phone of his.

She glared at him.

“You!” she growled.

“Tolja I'd getcha,” Coyote said.

“For three months,” sniffed Donna.

“For the rest of you life, I hope,” Coyote responded.

“Well I may commit suicide before the three months are up, but I really doubt it,” said Donna. “Even though it's gonna be a long three months.”

“We shall see,” said Coyote with a smirk. He was not at all frightened by her mention of suicide. It was a scary thing for a boy because Masters were legally responsible for their girls and if they killed themselves, the legal presumption was that the boy had given her reason to. He had to prove he hadn't, or go to jail.

And if the girl had no history of mental illness before being collared, as was the case with Donna, the Master almost always went to jail and spent long hours in remedial Master classes, it being presumed that he was a terrible Master and probably not much of man either.

Collaring was a serious business for both parties, though boys tended not to understand that as well as girls.

“I remember how we laughed and had fun together last year,” said Coyote. “I am sure I will have you laughing again soon.”

“At you, or with you?” Donna asked. She may have been collared, dammit, but she was still Donna. She hoped. She had heard about the effects that collaring had on a girl's mind. She had thought them exaggerated … but Terry – Terry had changed a LOT after she got collared. She got one hell of a lot happier, and more relaxed, even though she had CLAIMED to share Donna's opinions on collaring, which was that it was all a big scam. And she loved the hell out of Mike, it was like he was candy to her. Terry had told Donna all about their fucking in lurid detail. Donna found it disgusting and scary. Terry said it was wonderful

So, Donna wasn't so sure that collaring was a fraud any more. It had done a number on Terry. But Donna was sure she was made of sterner stuff.

“Probably both,” responded Coyote.

“Possibly both,” Donna said.

Donna looked around. She was leashed, and the long leather strap of her leash was tied to a police box. Coyote stepped over to the box and made the call.

He couldn't just ride off with Donna, that would be a kidnapping. He had to call a cop and register the collaring with the city, so he could be held responsible for her safety and comfort.

Over the next few moments, a small crowd formed around them. Donna recognized a few of her friends, and yes, there were her mom and dad, her father embracing her mother who stood with tears in her eyes and a silly smile on her face. They talked softly among themselves, ignoring Donna and Coyote, as was customary at such events.

A mall cop came by with a tablet in hand.

“Good afternoon sir and girl,” said the cop. “A collaring, I see. One of my favorite tasks, I wish I got to do it more often. What sort of collaring?”

“Reluctant,” said Donna.

“Mm-hmm,” said the cop. “Any particular reason for the reluctance?”

“I'm just not interested in being collared at the moment,” said Donna haughtily.

The cop nodded and made another notation. “Your name?”

“Donna Wilkerson,” said Donna.

“And yours, sir?” the cop asked.

“Coyote Simmons, sir,” Coyote said politely.

The cop looked up at Coyote, his face suddenly attentive.

“Oh, right!” he said. “I thought I recognized you. I saw you fight at the state championship. That right jab of yours is impressive! Congrats on taking the championship cup.”

“Thanks,” Coyote said, grinning. ”I'll try to prove worthy of it.”

Donna rolled her eyes. She just couldn't help it. Guys loved good MMA fighters. (Girls, too.) Coyote was going to catch every break from this cop, from here on out.

“Not a fan of MMA, girl?” the cop asked in friendly tones. He was clearly very pleased to be officiating at Coyote's collaring of her.

“I just would like a Master whose brains haven't been turned to jelly, who can remember my name and so forth,” said Donna coolly.

“Oh, don't worry about that, girl,” said the cop. “MMA fighting is much safer than it used to be.”

“Tell it to Dedrick Taylor,” said Donna pointedly.

“Yeah, it's still got risks,” the cop acknowledged. “But so does everything in life.”

The cop leaned toward Coyote and said in a low voice -- but not so low that Donna couldn't hear it, “You know, there are a lot of girls out there that would be THRILLED to wear the state champ's collar.”

“I know,” said Coyote without a trace of smugness that was somehow worse than smugness. “But she's totally worth it. You know what they say: the wilder the uncollared filly, the hotter the collared slavegirl.”

These words all but had steam pouring out of Donna's ears, and she looked daggers at them so hard that it was a wonder they both weren't pinned to the wall of the store across the street.

“There. Are. No. Words,” Donna growled.

“You're probably gonna need that gag,” said the cop as he busied himself getting Coyote's and Donna's addresses and punching numbers into his tablet.

A moment later he said, “OK, city database shows you are both over 18, have clean records, and that Coyote here has the means to support you,” said the cop. “By the authority vested in me as a private security guard registered with the City of East Molina, I hereby name you Master and slave for a provisional three month period, subject to all the laws and regulations of the City of East Molina and all higher jurisdictions. Congratulations, sir, she's your responsibility now. And congratulations girl, I hope your Master will make you very happy.”

“Thanks!” Coyote said graciously.

“Fat chance,” said Donna just as ungraciously as she could.

A light smattering of applause came from the crowd. Her mother was outright sobbing now, but she had that silly grin on her face as she did so.

“My little girl,” she said, her voice choked with emotion.

“Mo-om, I'll be back in three months, I promise,” said Donna.

“I want you both to feel free to visit Donna anytime,” said Coyote with a smile. “My house is your house, now.”

“Thank you,” Irene said sincerely, her voice choked with emotion. This was the best proof any Master could offer a girl's mother of his good intentions.

Coyote took Donna's leash and led her off to his car, an old beater of a sports car. He buckled her into the passenger seat using slave restraints. Donna didn't offer any physical resistance. At this point, it didn't make any difference. She was collared.

And her heart secretly warmed to that fact. Now she could have sex without fear, without guilt. It was all on Coyote.

And undoubtedly she would have sex, very soon now. Coyote was not one to leave a girl in his collar untouched. And Donna was looking forward to it. As much as she had protested against collaring, her loins burned for sex. Her body was burning with need for a man's touch. When she closed her eyes at night, bulbous things swam in her imagination, thrusting, prodding, rubbing against her, and sometimes if she wasn't alert her hands would wander and she would touch herself that made the hunger for sex even worse.

Oh, Donna understood the appeal of collaring, all right.


Chapter 7 – she was a woman who liked sex and men and bondage, just like any normal woman.

“Who told you?” Donna asked as they drove off, Donna feeling very much like baggage, strapped in with the slave restraints. She could barely move. Felt kind of nice, to tell the truth.

But she fought that thought, fought it hard. She was not about to give in, to Coyote, or the lures offered by her own body as it responded to all the bondage and sex.

Donna knew it was going to be hard. She had a very strong libido, and she wanted it bad.

“Who told me what?” Coyote asked.

“Who told you my birthday, what else?” Donna growled. “You knew when it happened!”

“How do you know anybody told me?” Coyote asked. “Maybe I spied on you and figured it out.”

“And maybe the moon is made of green cheese,” said Donna. “No way that could have happened. Who told you?”

“Maybe you did,” said Coyote, “with your body language. Maybe there was subtle change in the way you carried yourself, in the way you looked at boys, knowing they could collar you now …”

“Oh, please!” Donna cried. “So much bullshit, so early on .. it does not augur well.”

“Oh, all right, simmer down,” said Coyote. “Somebody did tell me, and they made me promise not to tell you or anyone else who they were, so I'm not gonna you, so that's it.”

“Tell me!” Donna said. “I have to know who betrayed me! Was it Terry or my mom?”

“I'm not going to tell you,” said Coyote. “You'd be upset with whoever it was, and you wouldn't respect me if I told you. Now hush up about it.”

“I'd respect you,” Donna lied.

Coyote sighed and set the car on auto for a moment, then reached over to grab the gag ball on her collarbone. Donnna made the mistake of opening her mouth to tell him not to gag her and he quickly slid the ball into her mouth and tightened it down good so she couldn't dislodge it with her tongue.

“Muffufuffa!” she snarled through the gag ball.

“You go around lying like that, you can expect to have that gag ball in your mouth a lot,” Coyote said. “I don't put up with that stuff.”

Donna looked daggers at Coyote, if only to conceal the fact that she really liked being gagged. She slumped back in the seat as if resigned to her fate, but actually it was so she could kvell on being so tightly bound and gagged by a boy she really liked and found sexy. She'd bound and gagged herself very tightly when she was alone in the privacy of her bedroom, many times, and her fingers had invariably found their way “down there” and … well ... she REALLY liked being tightly bound and gagged.

Which she knew was part of the collar's appeal. But there was nothing she could do about it. She was who she was, and she was a woman who liked sex and men and bondage, just like any normal woman.

In a little while, she started drooling long strings of drool that fell down to her breasts, and THAT turned her on, too.

She was such a beast.

It was going to be a tough three months for her. She did her best to glare at Coyote, but inside she was just melting with pleasure. Strong libido was perhaps understating things a bit.

When Coyote touched her to remove the slave restraints, it was all she could do to keep from moaning with pleasure. She kept the glare on her face, or tried to, but something must have shown, because Coyote looked puzzled as he pulled her from the car and carried her to the front of the modest house he lived in with his parents, which had a banner on the lawn that said, ”Congrats, Coyote Simpson, State MMA Champion in the 160 pound weight class!”

Local hero. Of course. Coyote had also had the highest score of any boy in the English Lit. class, almost as high as hers, and she had the top score at East Molina High School. She had really blistered the results on the SATs, too. But nobody but her friends, parents and teachers cared about any of that. How well she knew.

Coyote led her along the walkway to his front door, taking it slow as her still-hobbled feet only permitted her to take tiny steps.

“Mom, I”m home!” Coyote yelled as he entered the tiny house.

“Hey, Coyote!” came a pleasant female voice, and a naked middle-aged woman walked out of the kitchen, took one look at Donna and said “Oops!” in embarrassed tones, and ran back into the kitchen. She had a nice butt, thought Donna as she disappeared.

“Coyote Simmons!” the woman yelled in irate tones. “How many times have I told you to warn me if you are bringing in guests!”

“Sorry, Mom,” Coyote said in plaintive tones, bringing a smile to Donna's lips, even with the gag in her mouth. “I got distracted.”

The woman reappeared a moment later, wearing the loose bathrobe that most women who go around the house naked in private -- which was most women, period -- kept on hand should visitors suddenly arrive.

“Sorry about that, girl,” said the woman, looking carefully at Donna for the first time. “I'm Bridget, pleased to meet you. Coyote, get that gag out of her mouth so we can talk.”

”Sure,” Coyote said, pulling the gag out of Donna's mouth. It was weird seeing Coyote behaving like a kid around his mother, taking her orders and so forth -- she'd somehow never thought of Coyote as having a mother.

“Thanks,” said Donna. “I'm Donna Wilkerson. It's good to meet you.”

“First collar?” the woman asked with a smile as she took a towel tissue out of her pocket and used it to wipe the drool off Donna's chin.

“Yes, it is, and thank you,” said Donna. She was on her best behavior with Coyote's mom. Having your mother in law as an ally could make collarings go a lot easier, Donna had heard.

“Donna is the girl from English class I told you about, Mom,” said Coyote. “Top grades in the whole school!”

“Oh, very nice,” Bridget said, nodding approvingly. “Donna, Coyote can be a handful. I of all people should know, but if he ever crosses the line or oversteps any boundaries, you tell me, I'll set him straight. But he's a decent boy, I don't think you'll have too much trouble with him.”

“Thank you,” Donna said sincerely. “I'll do that.” She felt hugely relieved. One of the reasons she'd been so opposed to being collared was that she'd heard so much about boys who treated the girls in their collars badly. Or who had family who did. But Coyote's mother seemed very nice.

Her other fear had been that her body would betray her and overwhelm her mind once she was in a collar and transform her into a sex-crazed cockbeast. That threat still seemed very real.

“I'm gonna take Donna to my room,” said Coyote.

“All right, I'll leave you two kids alone to work things out,” said Bridget. “Treat her right, son.”

“Yes, mom,” said Coyote, turning off to a short hallway that led to a modestly sized bedroom. Coyote opened the door and led Donna in.

Donna blinked in surprise when she saw Coyote's room. It was absolutely clean and tidy. The bed was made, the desk had a computer monitor and a game controller and keyboard and mouse on it, and not much else. The floor was clean and the shelving unit was filled, of course, with books.

There were also some tablets and laptops in the room. It was strange, Coyote's room looked much more affluent than the rest of the house.

And a new installed slave ring was set in the footboard of the bed, with a long chain dangling from it, nearly coiled on the floor.

Every description of every boy's room she had heard from her girlfriends who'd been collared had run along very similar lines, no matter how poor or wealthy the boy. “An explosion in a pigpen,” was how Terry had put it, and that was about par for the course.

“Do you have a maid service?” Donna asked.

“No,” responded Coyote. “Why do people keep asking me that?”

Donna smirked, she couldn't help it.

“Because as all my collared friends tell me, boys are pigs,” said Donna. “Actually, what they say is, “bears with furniture.”

Coyote smirked right back at her. “When did I ever pretend to be normal?” he asked.

“Good point,” Donna said. She found that she felt comfortable being tied up. Weird. A lot of weird stuff was going on. Well, that was typical, according to all reports.

Coyote took the end of her leash and attached it to the slave ring at the base of his bed, locking it with a small but sturdy lock whose key dangled around a chain on his neck.

Only then did he release Donna's hands and feet from bondage. She could now walk around the room, but the chain wasn't long enough to let her leave the room.

Donna said nothing as he did so, she just rubbed her wrists. She felt oddly unhappy with being untied, given that she was against the whole “being collared” thing.

“Now, let's see who we got here,” said Coyote, and he started unbuttoning Donna's blouse.

Donna said and did nothing. She knew she should be raising objections of some sort, but somehow she just couldn't manage to let any objection escape her lips. Instead, she stood still and let Coyote remove her blouse. It was sexy time, and her body had been looking forward to the day it would be stripped and used by a boy for some time now.

She wished she were still tied up so it would not seem so voluntary of her. Especially since it was so very voluntary of her. Some part of her wanted this so very, very badly. Like any normal girl, she'd fantasized about this moment since she'd first become a woman, many long years ago. (OK, only six years, but they seemed long to her.) It was so right,, so strong with the feelings playing between them, you could almost see it flickering and arcing in the air, the male-female dynamic in action.

She bit her lip a little and kept her eyes downcast as Coyote unfastened her bra. She wanted to see the look on Coyote's face as her breasts fell out of their cups and hung free in the air, but she didn't want to let him see the fires that were burning in her eyes. It wouldn't take MMA skills to read what was going on inside her if he did that. And she knew her large nipples were distended, and not just because of the contact with the air, and she was deeply ashamed and yet at the same time didn't care somehow.

Oh, so weird, and oh, so normal. It was so strange, that every woman experienced this to some degree or another, yet at the moment of truth they all found themselves standing alone and naked on the strange shore of their own desires, totally unprepared for the raw feelings they had been whispering about for years, staring at a man and wondering what he was feeling, and if it was anything like what she was feeling.

Terry had been right. There was no way to describe it in mere words. You had to experience it. And maybe it was transforming her, but she just didn't care. It felt so right.

Coyote reached out and touched Donna's distended nipple, and Donna reflexively reached up and put her hand over his, pulling it away. She didn't really want him to stop, she wanted him to keep going, but she couldn't help it, she had to put her hand there.

Coyote noted the gentleness of her touch as she moved his hand away. A corner of his lip curled into a smile. He was reading her, dammit, doing that damned MMA thing.

“Got some jewelry for you,” said Coyote. He seemed almost bashful as he brought forth four circlets made of copper, each with a sturdy ring dangling from it, each ring with a tiny catch that would open the side of the ring if pulled just so, like some earrings she had.

”Bracelets, girl,” Coyote said. He didn't bark the words, but it was definitely an order. Before being collared, Donna would have told Coyote where to stuff his bracelets, but she was too caught up in the strange sexual lethargy that had come over her to respond that way.

She knew what “bracelets” meant, every girl did. It was one of the standard commands that a woman had to obey when collared. Donna turned away from Coyote and crossed her wrists behind her back, palms open.

She had rehearsed the position many times in the solitude of her bedroom, trying to imagine being ordered to assume it by a sexy boy. It didn't seem all that sexy to her, not compared with some of the other positions like ”bara” or ”she-sleen.”

But now, with a sexy boy present and giving the orders, it was VERY arousing. She felt so vulnerable helpless standing there, it got all her sexy feelings roused. When she felt him putting the cuffs on her wrists it was all she could do not to moan in pleasure. When he fastened her cuffs together behind her wrists, she felt a surge of relief and gratitude. Bound again, just as she wanted.

“Display,” Coyote said in that same calm ordering voice, and Donna found it easy to turn and face Coyote, though she still could not bear to look him in the eye, knowing her eyes would betray her. Everybody said she had the most expressive eyes, and they were big and brown and beautiful, she supposed, but they gave her feelings away so freaking easily.

“Open,” he ordered, and Donna spread her legs a bit and opened her mouth. She was responding to Coyote strictly as a female animal now. She would never have believed it of herself, but here she was. She wanted this so much, was the problem. Maybe it was the problem. Or maybe it was that mysterious man/woman thing that made men and women behave this way. It was surely what Terry had been talking about, and related to how she'd felt tying herself up in her room. It went way beyond anything she understood, that was for sure.

“Open,” Coyote ordered, and Donna spread her legs a bit and opened her mouth. She was responding to Coyote strictly as a female animal now. She would never have believed it of herself, but here she was. She wanted this so much, was the problem. Maybe it was the problem. Or maybe it was that mysterious man/woman thing that made men and women behave this way.

It was surely what Terry had been talking about, and related to how she'd felt tying herself up in her room. It went way beyond anything she understood, that was for sure.

Coyote shoved a ring gag into her mouth and fastened it securely in place behind her neck, and Donna felt like she was almost going to pass out from pleasure at being gagged again. Being gagged meant she was not expected to talk, that she could relax and enjoy the depths of pleasure that bondage immersed her in.

She also knew what ring gags were for, though she'd never worn one before. She wondered how she would feel when Coyote used her mouth with it, idly, not with the fear and concern she'd felt when thinking about such things before.

“Lie on the bed, on your back, up near the top so you can almost sit against the headboard, but not quite,” said Coyote in what Donna had come to think of as his command voice.

She obeyed, unthinkingly, because that was what the cocoon of pleasure inside her mind wanted her to do. She was lying naked and gagged and bound and it felt so right. Who was she? Donna realized she had no idea.

Coyote stripped off his own clothes next. He didn't pose for her benefit, but she watched appreciatively anyway. He had a long, sleek body with smoothly swelling muscles on his arms and legs. His abs showed clearly on his stomach. His chest muscles were big and smooth, as were his back muscles. He had fine brown hair that didn't grow very thickly anywhere. He looked smooth. His muscles didn't bunch tightly like a weight lifter's because they were spread over his tall frame, but damn, they were beautiful. Er, handsome, that's what you said about men's bodies. He was very handsome.

Except for his erect cock, which bobbled in a silly way as he moved. It was hard not to giggle, but Donna managed. Being gagged helped.

Donna had expected Coyote to lie down on top of her once he was naked, but he didn't. Instead, he pulled her up farther toward the head of the bed (So easily! Like she weighed nothing!) then attached chains dangling from rings at the side of the bed to the rings on her shackles so that she was lying with her legs spread wide. (She'd thought the chains were a decorative fringe, but no, the row of chains dangling from the frame of his bed was so he could chain her legs in any position he liked. How thoughtful!)

Then he lifted her upward so that she was sittting, and slid into the bed behind her so that he was sitting with his back against the headboard. He let her side backward until she was resting comfortably against that smooth, muscular torso of his. He reached forward and pulled her collar chain, which was running down the center of her torso, to one side, and began running his hands along her body, leaving wonderful traceries of pleasure wherever his hands slid.

When Coyote's hands began fondling her nipples, she could not remove them, her hands were pinioned. She could only lie there and enjoy the intense pleasure of having her nipples played with while in bondage. It was incredibly good, her whole body was tingling with sexual pleasure, and there was an intense sense of anticipation. It was like it was Christmas morning and the present that was about to be opened was herself. She couldn't wait.

She could also feel the hard lump of Coyote's cock down at the small of her back. There was some dampness down there too. Was he coming? She didn't know, but then, it had been damp there for a while and Terry had told her that when Mike came, he lost interest in her body for little while. It was the way men's bodies worked.

Coyote showed no lack of interest in her body, in fact, he seemed to be growing more interested as things progressed. He began nibbling on her earlobe, and she discovered suddenly that she REALLY liked having her earlobes nibbled on.

She moaned with pleasure through the gag, she couldn't help it, it felt so good.

Then Coyote's hands stole down there and began toying with her fleshy little bean, and that's when she began squirming in her bonds and moaning, rendered almost mindless by the intense waves of pleasure coming up from her pussy.

She felt the hard lump of Coyote's cock get bigger and harder, and wetter, but he still went after her pussy, stroking it and toying with it. Coyote didn't have Donna's understanding of what was happening to her body, so his fingering of her was not so nimble as her own, but he read her body well, and the more passionate she got in response to what he was doing, the more she got of it.

And he was a boy, a sexy boy, fingering her pussy, and that added a whole new depth and power to her sensations.

And she was tied, helpless, really helpless, like, she would never get out of these bonds until Coyote released her, and she could feel the bonds restraining her as she writhed, and that added to the pleasure.

After a time, her almost mindless writhing became actual mindless writhing, and she became just a female animal in heat, tied up and responding helplessly to her Master's use. She cried out her joy and pleasure when she started cumming, and it seemed to her like she came forever, one long ululation of her very being that finally ended, leaving her lying against Coyote, her body utterly surrendered to him, feeling incredibly good and relaxed.

Coyote was not so relaxed. He still had that hard cock poking into her back. He slid out from beneath Donna and put a pillow under her head so that it was lying at an angle instead of flat. Then he straddled her head and slid his cock carefully into Donna's mouth through her ring gag.

Suddenly Donna had this pink blobby thing in her mouth. She was all right with that, she was all right with everything in the world at the moment. She explored it with her tongue, and Coyote's eyes got glazed.

“Suck it, girl,” he growled, in something like his command voice but much lower pitched and edged with lust.

Donna said nothing because she was still smothered in pleasure, and because she had a cock in her mouth. Which she did suck.

She looked up at Coyote as she did so, and saw him looming over her like a god, his smooth muscles undulating as he pumped his cock gently in and out of her mouth.

Her sucking brought forth growls of pleasure from Coyote and in a few short moments, it brought forth a surge of sperm in her mouth. She'd heard about it, some girls describing it as wonderful, some describing it as horrible, but to Donna it just was what it was, not horrible or wonderful, and she swallowed it easily, as long as it came out. There seemed to have been a lot of it.

Coyote growled in pleasure as he came and then pulled his cock out of her mouth, looking at her face. Donna had closed her eyes when Coyote came, because his face was so distorted and silly looking, and she wanted to retain this feeling of satisfaction and relaxation for as long as possible, which wouldn't be very long so long as Coyote's face held that ridiculous expression. She would have to laugh eventually.

Coyote removed her gag and unchained her legs, but left her arms pinioned behind her back. Then he rolled Donna on her side and snuggled up to her from behind, his huge, muscular arm wrapped around her body.

He never said a word, he seemed to sense her desire for silence as she lay there and floated in the bubble of whatever it was that filled her. Contentment? Yes. Satisfaction? Oh, yes! Relaxation? Yes. Submission … ye … ye … yesssssss.

It felt like she was floating on the edge of forever, a forever that expanded forward into a sea of endless pleasure. The feel of Coyote's body lying next to hers, of his huge arm wrapped protectively around her, her pinioned wrists, her naked flesh reacting to every puff of air, and this wonderful calm pleasure in her mind, it was the best thing she had ever felt. She subsided into it, and eventually, fell asleep.


Chapter 8 – “You've been negotiating my future behind my back, before you even collared me?”

When she awoke, Coyote was gone. But the feeling was still with her. It felt like it had set up permanent residence inside her.

Oh, god. It was the thing Terry had not been able to explain to her. This was it. Happiness and pleasure and goodness, now a permanent part of her being.

Was this what Terry had meant when she said, “I am a woman now?” Was this why her mother was so insanely dedicated to her father, and him to her, to be fair?

It all made a lot more sense now.

And she would never have understood it, until she felt it, just as Terry had said.

Such thoughts would have ordinarily been very disquieting to Donna, making her wonder how she could have been so wrong, and if she had REALLY been so wrong.

But now she was calm about it, no disquiet, no doubt. She knew this feeling inside her was right, it was as simple and obvious as the difference between pleasure and pain. And she had that feeling, that was all that mattered.

She reached up and touched her collar and smiled. She belonged to Coyote, and it was all right. Well, so far.

Donna rose and went to the bathroom and cleaned up a bit, not neglecting the small of her back. She was tempted to gag herself, but Coyote had not left her gagged, so she didn't. She saw a note with the word ”Donna” on it in Coyote's handwriting on the desk, so she walked over and read it.

”I left your purse on the nightstand, took out your cell phone and charged it, and the laptop here on the desk is charged, too, and it's yours to use. I'm at the gym working out, will be in around noon and after I shower we'll go to lunch. Mom made you up a breakfast basket, it's on the table, too.”

Donna was a little disappointed to read the words. She had hoped for more sex. She'd rather have eaten a boiled egg and some lettuce in the room and then done some more of that wonderful sex. Because there was nothing else like it. Nothing.

But Master Coyote wanted to take her out to lunch, well, she supposed she could put up with that.

She was reasonable that way.

Donna grabbed her cell phone and started calling people, to let them know she'd been collared by Coyote and that she was all right. First her mom, then Terrry, then school, and on down the line. Her mom was IMMENSELY relieved to hear that she was all right, and glad that it was Coyote that had collared her. Of course.

Terry managed not to be insufferably smug when Donna told her that she was right about having to experience being collared to understand it, though Donna could tell she was having difficulties keeping the smugness down.

She had run out of people to call and was updating her status to ”collared” on various social media on the laptop Coyote had provided, when Coyote arrived. Donna was amazed at how her mood brightened when she saw him.

“Well hello there, Coyote,” she said, smiling, and sliding to her knees before him. “Here for lunch?”

“Here for you, silly girl,” said Coyote, grinning. “I do have lunch plans, but first I need a shower. And a slavegirl to help me shower. Now, let's see if we have any slavegirls in the room who might help me out here…”

“Oh, shut up and get your clothes off, Ma … Coyote,” said Donna. She had almost called him “Master”! She'd have to watch that. If she did it in public he'd be able to call it a permanent collar.

And another part of her brain was already going, “Mmm, a permanent collar. The feeling … forever. Mmm.”

“Bah, some slavegirl you are, giving your Master orders,” said Coyote. “I am going to take my clothes off, but only because I was going to ANYWAY, girl. Now go get the shower warmed up while I undress.”

“I don't get to watch?” Donna asked.

Coyote sighed.

“Feast your eyes, then, girl,” said Coyote, and he stripped off his clothes in about a minute.

“You do smell like you've been working out,” said Donna.

“Yes, I tossed the heavy ball, pounded the heavy bag, pounded the speed bag, did some weight lifting and some light sparring,' said Coyote. “Wearing a kinetic helmet, I might add.”

“I approve,” said Donna.

“Good, now get your approving ass to the shower, so I can get clean,” said Coyote.

“Yes, Coyote,” Donna said, rising to her feet.

“You can call me Master,” said Coyote. “I'm not going to get a permanent collar on you on a technicality.”

“Yes, Master,” said Donna. How had he known she really wanted to call him Master? Because that was the way she was thinking of him, already. More of the great, joyful stillness that filled her.

They went into the shower and by the time they left, the hot water had started to run out. They were much cleaner, though there had been much kissing and groping and fingering of Donna's pussy and sucking of Coyote's cock during the shower. It was probably not one of the most clean showers ever, but it was the most enjoyable shower Donna had ever had, and that included the shower they day she'd gotten overheated and a little sunburned at the beach and had sand all over her and the water from the showerhead had been pure liquid pleasure. Showering with Coyote had put that shower in perspective.

Coyote wore deck shoes, a set of cargo pants and a polo shirt when they left the house, but he made Donna wear a skimpy thong and a barely-there bra that concealed her naughty bits but left no doubt as to the fineness of her figure. He also attached a leash to her collar, cuffed her hands behind her back and gagged her.

Donna was deeply conscious of how naked and bound she was as she walked around. If anyone had ever doubted she was collared, well, this would prove it. She found the gag comforting as they walked -- it insulated her from the social aspects of the walk. She was just a gagged slavegirl, there was no expectation that she respond to what was going on around her … she was literally there to be seen and not heard.

It made just the act of walking down the driveway and riding down the street arousing to Donna. Coyote was doing this for her benefit as well as his own. The men who looked openly at her, admiring her very displayed figure, were just collaterally lucky.

Coyote took her to Chez Lobster, a seafood place near the beach that had a huge patio. They sat at a patio, Coyote freeing Donna's hands and removing her gag before she sat down.

Coyote had a shrimp bucket special with hush puppies and fries and a side order of rolls.

“Trying to sneak up a few pounds in weight class?” Donna asked.

“Nope, just trying not to lose weight,” said Coyote. “I burn about 3500 calories in my workouts, so I need to eat to maintain weight.”

“Maniac,” Donna said as she ordered a bowl of shrimp bisque and a crab salad.

“So, are you wondering how I managed to support you in my collar you so soon after graduation?” Coyote said.

“I assume you got a job of some sort,” said Donna, sipping her iced tea. She could have had wine, but she was still in the grip of the joyous stillness and she was afraid the wine might break it up somehow, and she never wanted that to happen.

“Exactly right,” said Coyote, “except it's a little more complicated than that. First of all, do you still want to go to Cranholm University and major in English Literature?”

“Well … yes, that hasn't changed at all,” said Donna, a little surprised to find herself saying it. It felt as if everything had changed inside her. But apparently not EVERYTHING. She still had her ambitions.

“Good, well, here's the thing,” said Coyote. “If you are in my collar, I want you to be happy. And I want you to be all that you can be. And I know that you want to take your interest and ability in literature to the limit. So, Cranholm University has an MMA team. They want to have a team that will make it to the national championships. So they are VERY interested in me, as I am considered the state's top MMA prospect in my weight class. And I may be moving up to heavyweight in a year or two. My muscle development has not maxed out yet.”

“So, you're proposing we both go to Cranholm University?” Donna said. “I know you got a job, but I don't think you can pay tuition for both of us.”

“Au contraire,” said Coyote with that annoying smirk of his. “You don't grasp how much they want me on their MMA team. I can pay tuition, room, board, everything for both of us. A full ride, scholarships for both of us.”

“Oh, really?” Donna asked. “I mean, I know athletes sometimes get very generous offers from universities to be on their sports teams, but I don't thing English Departments ordinarily offer such inducements.”

“You're right, of course,” said Coyote as the food arrived. He dug right into the fries and the shrimp and continued talking. He ate like a starving man but he also seemed desperate to tell Donna about his plans, so the words came out a bit garbled. “But I've been talking to the people at Cranston U, and I made it clear that the only way they would get me on their MMA team was if you got admitted to Cranston U, and being of moderate means like myself, that you could probably use a full ride scholarship.”

“Ah,” said Donna between sips of her crab chowder, which was freaking delicious, especially with the smell of the salt air and the sound of the sea birds around them. “So I'm sort of a precondition to your joining their team.”

“Yes, exactly,” said Coyote. “So the athletics department, which is rolling in cash compared to the English department due to all those sports-mad alumni, is going to give some money to the English Department, who think it's about time they started up a full ride program for gifted young scholars who are tops in their school's English lit programs. And let me add, it REALLY helps that you have top marks in English lit. Made the whole thing very easy.”

“You've been negotiating my future behind my back, before you even collared me?”

“Well ... yes,” said Coyote.

Donna thought for a moment. It was extremely presumptuous of Coyote to plan her future like this. Of course, he hadn't really planned it, she had. He was just enabling the plans she had told him about when they'd spent that wonderful week working on that English Lit project. Using his skills on her behalf, as a good Master should.

And she did want to stay collared. Maybe forever, with Coyote.

She thought about what it might feel like if she lost this feeling. And she suddenly had a version of herself in full slave frenzy, behaving like a complete slut for any man who offered the prospect of collaring her. She understood slave frenzy, all of a sudden. She would be dying to feel a collar around her throat, from any man, to have that feeling back.

“Oh,” she said, stirred by the enormity of the power that collaring had over women. Over her.

“What?” Coyote asked.

“Oh, sorry, was thinking of something else,” said Donna. “I suppose it's OK since you are trying to help me do what I planned to do anyway. But watch it, Master!” she added with a grin.

“Always,” said Coyote.

“I'm more concerned with your MMA stuff,” said Donna. “I know it's what's given you power in the world to do good things for yourself and those you care about. But I hate the thought of talking to you one day and you don't really know who I am, or who you are, even.”

“I understand,” said Coyote. “Such things have occurred to me, too. But I take every precaution. I always spar at full speed, half power, wearing a kinetic helmet, so I don't get hurt that way. And all my opponents so far have been a lot slower and dumber than me. I don't get hit much at all. And all the doctors say it's the repeated impacts that do your brain in, not the occasional shot, so much. Believe me I don't want that, any more than you do.”

“You know that if this collar lasts, I will be yours whether you are an MMA champ or not.”

“I know,” said Coyote. “You are that sort of girl. That's just one of the reasons I want you and no one else in my collar. A huge one, actually.”

“You only care about my mad English Lit skills,” he added with a smirk.

“Well … yes,” Donna said, smiling sweetly. “And now, if you will excuse me, I want to visit the powder room.”

“Sure, you're excused,” said Coyote. “I'll just sit here and watch the sea birds and think mad English Lit thoughts.”


Chapter 9 – Right up until everything went black as a black cloth hood was pulled over her head

Donna headed off to the powder room, trying not to dance for sheer pleasure as she did so. Collaring was more than she had ever dreamed it might be. She had entirely discounted the whole emotional component as something women just talked themselves into because they were so glad to be having sex with a boy. It was so much more than that. And she had thought Coyote was just a nice boy who was so confused about who he was. And he was so much more than that.

There was another girl in the powder room, dressed to go clubbing in leather boots and black fishnets and a black jacket, adjusting her makeup. Donna gave her a slight nod then slipped into a stall. Time to pay the rent on all the iced tea she'd drunk out on the patio.

She left the stall to an empty bathroom, but a moment later the girl who'd been in the bathroom when she came in left a stall and headed for the sink. Donna ignored her as she surveyed herself in the mirror critically, making sure her lipstick, makeup and eye shadow were holding up well.

They were.

Right up until everything went black as a black cloth hood was pulled over her head for the second time in as many days, its base pulled tight around her neck so she couldn't remove it.

She opened her mouth to scream for help and as she did so, a ball was forced into her mouth through the outside of the hood. It was weird, because she could feel two hands grasping her arms and chest to keep her from struggling.

There had to be at least four hands going at her, maybe more. The gag was pulled tight and cinched down at the back of her neck. Her hands were secured behind her back via the links on her cuffs, and her her legs were secured to one another the same way.

A moment later, she was lifted and carried out of the bathroom by two people. They went down a short hallway and a door opened and they were outside and very near a dumpster by the smell of things.

Donna was somewhat clumsily shoved into a car and secured with slave restraints and just like that, she had been stolen.

Donna sighed so hard her hood ballooned out as she was driven down the road. Girls could get stolen during a provisional collaring. It didn't happen often, but it happened. Sandra Martino, a girl at East Molina High who had graduated a couple of years before Donna did, was locally famous for being stolen half a dozen times in less than a year. She had been POPULAR. And beautiful. And sexy. Rumor had it she wore a Free Use collar nowadays.

But the thing that bothered Donna was that she had been stolen by a girl. Girls never stole girls unless they were sure the girls were the sort of girls who liked girls. And Donna had never been one who liked girls in that way.

Sure, there had been jokes about her close friendship with Terry, and her well-known misgivings about collaring might give some the idea that her real problem was that she didn't want BOYS collaring her.

The strange thing was, the great calm and stillness was still within her. It maybe was not as joyous as before, but it layered all her thoughts with calm. She would ordinarily have been half out of her mind to get out of this and back to Coyote, now that she understood how agreeable life as Coyote's slavegirl could be. She and Coyote would be like her Mom and Dad, people who loved each other and cared for one another no matter what.

Donna could totally get behind that kind of collaring. She had always assumed her parents' relationship was so good because her Mom and Dad were very lucky people who formed a perfect match, and also good people. If she'd thought about it for even a second, Donna would have understood that she was wrong, because most of the parents of her friends seemed to have the same kind of loving relationships.

Of course they did, and the reason was this great silence, stillness and joy that filled them. Donna was not sure if it was “love” but it was something very powerful that she had never experienced or understood until she herself was collared.

And it was still with her, thank God, though she had no idea why, though she had a sneaking suspicion that it was because she still wore a collar. So she lay back and took refuge in the stillness, which was all she could do anyway … and perhaps that was another piece of the puzzle.

It was a long ride, but eventually they slowed down to a crawl and entered a place where the car's engine echoed cavernously before it was abruptly shut down, and silence and stillness fell.

“Out you go, girl,” said a male voice, and someone unfastened her restraints and lifted her out of the car, still gagged and bound at hands and feet. She was hoisted onto his shoulders and then put back on her feet for a short elevator ride.

An ELEVATOR? she thought. She had thought she was being taken to a private home, but private homes didn't have elevators, they had stairs. She was in … an office building.

Had she been taken by a commercial slaver? She'd thought that was illegal, for new collars. Commercial slavers could only take women who signed themselves into commercial slavery, for whatever reason. Or the so called “street rats” – girls who were uncollared and unemployed and surviving on their own in various questionable ways. Sometimes women in slave frenzy signed for commercial collars, desperate to be collared and unable to find an owner fast enough to suit the needful frenzy that overwhelmed them. In some places it was illegal for a commercial slaver to accept a woman in slave frenzy, but in most places it was. Most people tolerated slaves in frenzy, so long as they did not get too aggressive. Puzzled but not concerned thanks to the stillness, Donna rode up the elevator then was picked up and carried a short distance and then turned around.

“On your knees, girl,” said that unknown male voice again.

Donna immediately knelt, it was what the stillness wanted her to do. She wanted to just kneel there and let whatever this was pass over her head.

But Donna knew that would not happen. She was central to it.

“We bring you what you asked for, Master,” said a female voice. One of her captors, no doubt. That was a relief. She was not to be the slavegirl of a girl, probably.

“Very good, mine,” said a familiar male voice. Kit. It was Kit. Of course it was Kit. She had been confused by being taken by girls, but it was Kit behind it, for sure. “You will both be given the rewards you were promised.”

“Thank you Master,” the voice said, full of gratitude, and a moment later was followed by another female voice saying “Thank you, Master,” in the same grateful tones.

“Remove her gag and hood,” said Kit.

Hands busied themselves at the back of her head and the base of her neck, and in a moment the gag was pulled from her mouth and the hood was pulled off her head, leaving Donna blinking in the sudden light and drooling.

“Welcome to your new home, Donna,” said Kit. He was sitting in a chair that could only be described as a throne. It had the built-in slave rings and everything. Kit was wearing only a pair of shorts. His body was muscular, powerful, his muscles bunched and thick, not like Coyote's at all.

Beside Kit stood two collared beauties, dressed in sexy street clothes. Their hair and makeup was carefully done, as if they were just in from the stylist. They both had dyed blonde hair with pink highlights, long and glorious. Both wore barely-there black bras under black leather jackets with lots of pointy metal studs, black fishnet stocking and black thongs. Their collars were silvery and had rings and studs alternating, with a big red ballgag dangling at their collarbones. They also wore cuffs and shackles, just like Donna, except their were silvery.

Their bodies were fit and capable, sexy in a sleek way, not the ripe, lush figure that Donna had, though.

They were Kit's girls, Donna was sure. They were also fellow East Molina High graduates. Donna recognized them: Cindy Golinka and Debra Barstule, pronounced ”barstool” by everyone at East Molina High -- it was the height of humor there.

“So, you stole what you could not otherwise obtain,” Donna said. “Coyote will not like that.”

“He'll have to deal with it, just as I have had to deal with Coyote getting his hands on you before I could,” said Kit. “Really unfortunate, that.”

“I beg to differ,” said Donna. She was choosing her language carefully, for though there were limits on what a Master could do to a girl, she was very much in Kit's power right now, and Kit was a rich kid. “Coyote is a wonderful man.”

“That's just your collar talking,” said Kit. “You said he was a jerk, just a couple of weeks go.”

Donna opened her mouth to reply, then shut it. Her attitude HAD changed, and radically, since being collared and conquered by Coyote. She could not blame Kit for thinking it was just her collar talking. Maybe it was.

“Your collar will soon be telling you that I am a wonderful man,” Kit added.

Donna said nothing, but her eyes flared. Kit had depths to him that Donna had not expected, but he was not Coyote.

“Girls, give Donna the tour and prep her for use,” said Kit. “Donna, this is Cindy and Debra, they also wear my collar. I'm sure you'll all get along fine.”

”I know them from school,” said Donna.

”All the better,” said Kit. ”I'll see you later.”

Kit handed Debra a leash and she attached it to Donna's collar, then they pulled her to her feet and attached a short length of chain to her shackles so she could walk about with small steps but could not run. Then they guided Donna to the elevator.

Ah, that explained it. Kit's house was so big it had an elevator. Unreal.

“We'll start at the top,” Cindy said as they headed up. “And I'm sorry we had to kidnap you, but you know, Master's orders.”

“I understand,” Donna said. She didn't know if she would kidnap anyone at Coyote's orders, but she was pretty sure a part of her would want to. Another surprise. She might actually do it. She'd had no idea. “So did Kit steal you girls, too?”

“No,” said Donna. “It was a normal collaring for us. Master wants you on a whole 'nother level.”

“I guess he does,” said Donna.

“You should be flattered,” said Cindy. “He's incredibly rich. He could have any girl he wanted. And as many girls as he wants.”

“How nice for him,” said Donna.

“How nice for his slaves,” said Cindy. “I'm living better as Kit's slave than I ever did as a free woman. You will, too.”

“We shall see,” said Donna.

“Yes, you will,” Cindy answered as the elevator doors opened.

They walked out onto a rooftop into a strong breeze. There was a large platform built atop the rooftop, and on the platform sat several helicopters, large ones. Beyond the fenced-in edges of the roof Donna could see treetops. They were very high up. Donna wondered momentarily what it would be like to make a run for it and hurl herself off the roof. But she was shackled and Cindy had her leash wrapped around her wrist. It would never work. And really, she wasn't interested in dying. She still had hopes for a wonderful life for herself. It had just gotten more complicated, was all.

“This is the weekend garage,” said Cindy, gesturing at the platform. “The black helicopter is Kit's, he got it for his sixteenth birthday. It's got an autopilot.”

Cindy nodded. “Nice,” she said. “I bet it beats sitting in traffic.”

“Oh, it's not for going into town,” said Cindy. “It can do 150 miles per hour. Kit uses mostly to go out to Little Tombigbee Island.”

“Never heard of it,” Donna said.

“No reason you should have, it's only on nautical maps, and then only because it's a navigation hazard. The Kavanaughs own it. Nobody lives there except for them and the staff.”

“Must be nice,” said Donna.

“Oh, it's incredibly nice,” said Debra. “Cindy and I ride naked to the island and come back from the island naked, and we never put a stitch of clothing on while we're on the island. Just tons of sunscreen. It's so much fun.”

“Blowjobs on the beach!” Cindy giggled.

“I see,” Donna said, smiling. Cindy and Debra were clearly enjoying the hell out of being Kit's slaves. Well, good for them, no need to rain on their parade. They couldn't help it if they had never experienced Coyote.

“We knew you would,” said Cindy. “Everybody says you're smart.”

“Who am I to argue with everybody?” Donna asked.

“Exactly,” said Debra. “You're smart.”

Next, they went down to look at the pool, an Olympic-sized pool with a small diving platform, several hot tubs off to the side, and also some saunas. Heated, of course. There was also a large water slide at one end.

“I was here before I got collared once,” said Debra. “Kit invited the cheerleading team to a party, and most of us came. It was so much fun! And it still is. I come here every day when Kit doesn't need me.”

“Does he not need you often?” asked Cindy.

“Well, not while he's asleep, or doing business stuff. He says we're too much of a distraction for biz,” said Cindy.

“How long have you two worn his collar?” Cindy asked. “I thought he didn't turn 18 until very recently.”

“Well, officially we've only worn his collar for about three weeks,” said Debra. “Officially.”

“What does that mean?” asked Donna.

“Oh, there's a quote Kit likes to use about that,” said Debra. “Let's see, it goes: 'The law, which has such an iron grip on most ordinary people, becomes a mere hopeful suggestion for those who are sufficiently wealthy.' A very great philosopher said it.”

“Words Kit lives by,” Donna said, nodding. “So how long have you REALLY been collared?” Donna asked.

”About a year,” said Debra. “It started out as just a weekend thing, with us going to school and hanging with our parents on weekdays, then coming out to Kit's place and wearing a collar on weekends.”

“How did your parents feel about that?” Donna asked.

”Well, I can't speak for Cindy, but I told my parents how much fun I was having and how happy I was to be wearing Kit's collar and how nice he treated me, and they were fine with it,” said Debra. “I mean, they got to see me on weekdays when I was in school, and see how happy I was, though I gotta tell you, it was hard to take that collar off on Sunday evenings. It almost hurt. But I knew I would be putting it back on, on Friday night, so that made it doable.”

“Same here,” said Cindy. “I mean, Kit wants what he wants, but he's not a dick about it, you know?”

“Ah,” said Donna, gazing out at the sparkling waters of the pool. Her respect for Kit went up a notch further. This young, he had figured out that just by not being a dick, he could get all he wanted from women, and make them very happy with all that money he happened to possess.

Donna didn't know any OTHER rich kids, but she'd read enough about them to know that some of them got distinctly babyish if they didn't get exactly what they wanted, when they wanted it.

“Let's go look at the harem now,” said Cindy.

“The harem?” Donna asked. “I thought WE were the harem.”

“No, silly, the harem is where we live,” said Debra. “We're just the slavegirls.”

“Ah, right,” said Donna.

Back on the elevator, down a few floors (how fucking big was this place, Donna wondered?) and out to a bare lobby with just a single door, an iron grate that covered a wooden door.

Cindy walked over to the door and pressed a few keys and the grate slid open and the door opened as well.

“High security,” said Debra. “No one can get in but us and Kit and the cleaners.”

“The cleaners?” Donna asked.

“We're slavegirls, the only cleaning we have to do is giving Master's cock its regular tongue baths,” said Cindy.

“Oh,” said Donna. “Of course.”

The door swung open into a short hallway. It had thick carpet and thick, sound absorbing wallpaper. Muted lights bathed the hallway in a soft yellow light that suggested opulence, somehow.

The hallway was lined with doors, and the first two had signs over them labeled “Debra” and “Cindy.” A third door had a sign over it that said ”Donna.”

“As you can see, Master has a room ready for you,” said Debra, walking to the door labelled “Donna” and opening it. They walked inside. It was fairly large room, much bigger than her room at home, more like the size of their living room, very comfortably furnished with a big, comfy bed with lots of rings for chaining her up, and a desk with a huge monitor screen on the wall behind it, and a keyboard and a mouse and a laptop and a tablet and a phone, all Donna's no doubt.

There was also a closet full of sexy clothes. All Donna's size, no doubt. The shoes in the closet were incredibly nice. And not cheap at all.

And that's when Cindy realized that she was just plain old poor compared to Kit. The helicopter pad, the helicopters, the island and the Olympic-sized swimming pool, they'd been impressive, but so outside the range of Donna's experience that they hadn't made much of an impression.

But those shoes, she'd looked through the windows of stores that sold shoes like that when she went out shopping, and she'd coveted them, but she'd known they were WAAAAY outside her price range. She'd been afraid to even try them on, for fear she'd scuff them or something, and have to buy them, which would be Very Not Good for the family's finances.

And Kit had just bought them on the off chance that she would like them. It was nothing to him. It would have been an incredible boon to her, to be able to buy such shoes.

“Kit is so fucking rich,” Donna said.

“Yes, the helicopters are a pretty good clue to that,” said Cindy, missing the lost expression on Donna's face as she gazed at the Shoes of Doom.

“Let's show her the pool,” said Cindy.

“You already showed me the pool,” said Donna.

“No, we just showed you the big family pool,” said Debra. “This pool is just for the slavegirls. It's much smaller. I spend most of my time there when Master doesn't need me.”

They left the room with the shoes and walked past several unlabeled doors.

“Future slavegirls?” Donna guessed.

“Probably,” said Debra. “Master keeps the rooms locked so we don't go in. All our rooms lock from the outside only, by the way. If Master locks you in, you're in.”

“I don't think the fire codes allow that,” said Donna.

“You mean the fire hopeful suggestions?” Cindy asked meaningfully.

“Ah, yes, I forgot,” said Donna. “Hopeful suggestions.”

They opened a door that said “Pool” and entered a room with a considerably--smaller-than-Olympic-sized pool that was still very nice. It was about the size of Donna's living room at home, and it wasn't square, it had graceful arabesques at the corners with wide steps where a girl could lounge with much of her body out of water, if she so desired. There were also benches at the edge of the pool, made of cement with waterproof coating, but with thick, water-resistant padding atop them, for luxurious lounging.

There were stacks of dry towels here and there, and rings set in the corners of the pools and the benches for chaining a slavegirl down.

There was also a wire cage full of pool toys, some of them clearly sexual in nature, with dildos sprouting here and there and slave rings hanging here and there..

“I like to nap in here,” said Cindy, “right in the pool, for hours, sometimes. My fingertips look like raisins when I get out.”

Donna imagined herself spending hours floating in a heated pool, with that enormous stillness inside her, just being and enjoying being. It seemed wonderful. It probably was as wonderful as it seemed, maybe even wonderfuller.

“It sound wonderful,” said Donna, nodding.

“Oh, it is,” said Cindy with the most knowing smile ever. “Lying there after Master Kit has fucked your brains out, letting the steam escape from your ears, turning into a puddle of pleasure floating atop the water, it's so DELICIOUS.”

“Vividly put,” said Donna.

Cindy smiled. “High praise from our top scholar in English Lit. I've had plenty of time to think about it, on occasion. It's my favorite part of being Kit's slave, apart from fucking him, of course. There's nothing like that, as you'll discover.”

“I'm afraid Coyote has set the bar VERY high as far as pleasing slavegirls goes,” said Donna.

“That's just your collar talking,” said Debra.

“And what you've said about Kit is just YOUR collar talking,” said Donna.

“Oh, it is,” agreed Debra. “A collar always makes a girl believe her Master is the very best thing ever in bed, and out of it, too, and right now, Kit has stolen you, and he is your Master.”

“My collar still thinks Coyote is the best,” said Donna. “My brain, too. I mean, Kit is rich and all, but Coyote is smart, and clever and he has stamina like you wouldn't believe.”

“How do you know?” asked Debra. “Who else has fucked you?”

“Nobody, of course,” said Donna. “But I hear things.”

“And you're dumb enough to believe them?” asked Debra. “Did Terry tell you that her Master has no stamina?”

“No, of course not,” said Donna. “But, um, come on. Coyote can go 15 rounds with any guy in the state and all he needs afterward is a shower. He's a beast. Of course that works in bed, too.”

“You think that, but you don't know that,” said Debra. “Cocks aren't like other body parts. And I doubt if Coyote's cock had any practice fucking a real slavegirl -- whereas Kit has had LOTS of practice.”

“I just don't believe it,” said Donna.

“Of course you don't,” said Debra. “But you're a slavegirl, and Coyote was the last Master to fuck you while you're wearing a collar. Our collars rule us, Donna, they rule us in ways you wouldn't believe. They make us love any Master that holds our leash and fucks us. My mother had five different Masters before she found my father, and she loved each one of them with all her heart, until the next one got his collar on her, then she loved him as she'd never loved another, until the NEXT one … she was very clear on that point.”

“She sounds like a free use girl,” Donna muttered.

Debra slapped Donna on the face, hard.

“Don't you dare say that about my mother!” she snarled.

“All women are like that!” Cindy jumped in hastily. “Donna, you just say that because you don't want to believe you're like that, ruled by your collar, but I think you know in your heart, you learned it at Coyote's feet, that your collar rules you.”

Donna glared at Cindy, though Cindy's words were uncannily on target, as if she'd been reading Donna's mind. She probably wasn't a mind reader, though, she'd probably just gone through the same emotions Donna had. Cindy did have a point. And Donna was feeling the quiet stillness and pleasure in her being fading behind the physical shock of the slap and the pointedness of Cindy's words. And that stillness must not go, it was all that kept her from screaming and fighting to escape her present situation, and it was very clear that she wasn't going to be able to fight her way out of her present circumstances. Not yet. She had to have faith in herself, to believe that she could and would act when the time came. And to believe that the time would come. Coyote was a very resourceful boy, and she was a resourceful girl.

And she knew what she should probably do to keep the stillness going.

“Debra,” Donna said, “I'm very sorry I said that about your mother. It was out of line. I am just feeling kind of vulnerable. I haven't ever been stolen before.”

As soon as Donna spoke the words, she felt the stillness deepening and strengthening within her. She had done the right thing.

Debra looked at Donna distrustfully, then glanced at Cindy who nodded meaningfully.

“I accept your apology,” said Debra. “I admit, I am a little touchy about my mother. Her path to a good collar was not an easy one.”

“I'm sorry to hear that,” said Donna. “I'll remember.”

They both stood there for a moment. Donna was feeling the great stillness and pleasure grow deeper in her mind. And looking at Debra's expression, as if she were listening to a distant voice, Donna realized that Debra was doing the same thing she was, feeling her stillness return.

“You know,” said Donna, “ever since Coyote collared me, and especially after he tied me up and fucked me, I've been having the strangest feeling, like there is this giant still place filled with joy and pleasure inside me, that keeps me calm and happy, no matter what. Do you also feel anything like that?”

“Of course we do, silly,” Cindy replied. “It's called love.”

Donna's mouth fell open. She couldn't help it. Of COURSE it was love! Love was the feeling that changed everything, everyone knew that, and everything had changed for her ever since Coyote had collared her. How had she not seen that? She had almost seen it earlier, but still missed it.

“I can't believe one of the smartest people in school didn't see that,” Cindy said, echoing Donna's thoughts.

“And both of you are in love with Kit?” asked Donna.

“Yes,” Debra said.

“Yes,” Cindy said, almost in unison with her.

“You'll be in love with Kit soon,” Cindy assured Donna. “Then you'll see it a different way. And you'll love Debra and I, too, but in a different way.”

“Do you two love each other?” asked Donna.

“Yes,” Debra said, and Cindy nodded. “Not like we love Kit, of course, more like the way you'd love a sister.”

“Except we occasionally do fuck each other, if the Master orders us to,” said Cindy. “But we just do it for the Master. Not that it isn't fun, it just isn't the same, you know.”

“No, I don't know,” said Donna.

“You will,” said Debra, smiling sweetly.

“Honestly, I can't see me fucking a girl,” said Donna.

“As I recall, back in your school days you were sure you would never like being collared,” Debra observed.

“Well, yes, I was wrong about that, but Coyote is an exceptional man,” Donna said.

Debra looked at Cindy and smirked. “Listen to Donna's collar talking,” she said, then returned her attention to Donna. “Silly, every slavegirl in a collar believes the man who put it on her is exceptionally fine. It's the way things are.”

Donna rolled her eyes. “If that's so, why do collars get broken? Each collar would be forever if that were so.”

“Some girls lose their way when they're in a collar, they lose that stillness and joy you were taking about,” Cindy said. “That's how you get your slave frenzies, you know. And girls newest to the collar who lose their collars are the most likely to go into slave frenzy. I bet if you broke Coyote's collar, in less than a week you'd be at Kit's door, begging him to collar you and use you, promising him you'd do ANYTHING to earn his collar, and if Kit wouldn't have you, any man … maybe any woman as well.”

“Eew,” said Donna.

“I know I'd be like that,” said Cindy.

“Me, too,” said Debra. “Once you've worn a love collar, you'll do anything to get back into one.”

Donna sighed. She didn't want to believe them, but she'd been through some changes lately. It made her doubt everything.. She'd been buzzing right along on her rational, no-nonsense way, and her instincts and emotions had blown her right off the track.

“I bet if we chained you to one of these benches and started kissing you, you'd probably want us for your mistresses,” said Debra idly.

Donna smirked. “Sorry, girls, but even before I got collared, all my fantasies were about boys. None about girls, you know?”

“Oh, sure, you're straight, we get that,” said Debra. “So are we. But we are also collared girls, we know how weak and vulnerable the collar makes us. You think you're not, but you are. You think you have standards, but you don't. In the end, once you're collared, you're just an animal in a collar. You'll respond to just about anything. We know. The first time Master ordered us to kiss, we were frightened. We didn't want to do it. But we were collared, and our Master had given us orders, so we did it, and we did it right. Our collars made us, and our collars saw to it that we wound up enjoying it. Now sometimes we'll kiss just to get Master wound up. And boy does it ever get him wound up!”

There was a gleam in Debra's eyes as she spoke, and in Cindy's eyes, too. Donna's eyes were wide and gleaming, but not with remembered pleasure. All this talk of lesbian sex was making her nervous.

“I bet if we chained you to a bench, you'd like it,” said Cindy, “even though it was just us girls doing it. And of course, sex with girls doesn't count if you're collared by a boy. Everybody knows that.”

“I don't know that,” Donna responded. But there was a tiny note of despair in her voice, because all this talk of collars and kissing and chaining her up had got her stillness and joy moving. It was telling Donna to submit. Don't resist. Don't argue. Don't fight it, whatever it was, just submit. That was the way of stillness and joy, that was the way of … love. Submit. Let it wash over you, and deepen your pleasure.

They hadn't laid a finger on her, and she was being betrayed by her feelings.

Without thinking about it, Donna ran her finger along her collar, feeling its reassuring metallic power.

Cindy glanced at Debra. Donna's touching of her collar had betrayed her, like an arrow pointing to her inner emotions. They knew they had her now.

“I bet you'd be more comfortable without those clothes,” said Debra, undoing the bow that held Donna's bra on behind her back, while Cindy undid the bow that held her thong on by her side. When Donna had put the thong bikini on, she had enjoyed the thought that it made it so easy for Coyote to strip her in seconds, if he wanted to.

But that was also true for anybody, she discovered, as Cindy and Debra stripped her.

And her collar kept her from resisting as Cindy and Debra stripped her. At least, she hoped it was her collar. Her rational self kept saying it wasn't her collar, it was she, herself, that was doing it, under the influence of her own sexuality, awakened from what seemed like a slumber by Coyote.

Her rationality was gone, all gone, and the shocking thing about it was that, given how much she had treasured it and built it up within herself, it felt so GOOD to let it go.

“Now lie down here, girl,” said Cindy, not in a command voice, but in a soft but very firm voice. Donna's body seemed to respond to the voice without any thought on her part. She laid down on the bench and let Cindy and Donna link her cuffs to rings set at the sides of the bench. They also chained her collar down, which had a strong effect on Donna.

She was chained down, naked. And her stillness and joy, hell, all of her mind and body were responding to it. She was filled with pleasure, and a sort of anticipatory joy.

Donna would never have believed her mind could be manipulated so easily … but here was the proof, unfolding within her.

And she realized she was helpless before it, utterly helpless, and not because of the physical chains on her, not at all. They only served to magnify the feelings within her, and it was those feelings that rendered he helpless.

Every last smirking suggestion that she would be an especially helpless and surrendered collared slavegirl because she fought the very idea of it so much was coming true, and Donna was loving it. It put her in a sort of psychological shock.

Debra and Cindy lost no time in settling down to kissing and stroking Donna's body. They worked very deliberately and slowly, there was no sense of hurry. They didn't say a word, not to each other and not to Donna. Perhaps their inner selves were basking in the stillness and joy as well. Donna didn't know. But their eyes were smoky with some sort of feeling, probably lust.

When Cindy slipped a ring gag into Donna's mouth, she made no resistance, she just felt a profound pleasure at being gagged. It felt so good. Now she was truly helpless, not a participant in what was going on, really, just a collared girl chained to a bench, just there to accept what was done to her. Not her fault, not her responsibility at all. She had no responsibilities, all she had to do was respond to the sensations.

Then Debra slipped a blindfold over Donna's eyes and everything got somehow more intimate, more focused and more erotic as she could only respond to the smells, touches and sounds as the girls made love to her.

The sensations grew more intense as Debra and Cindy began fondling her breasts and kissing her lips, her lips which were helplessly forced open by the ring gag. Cindy couldn't help it, she began to moan and grind her butt against the bench she was chained to. She was ready to be fucked.

That grinding was a sign Debra and Cindy had been looking for. Cindy reached down and began toying with Donna's pussy and clit. Her fingers were magical, Donna discovered. They knew just what to do to make Donna's pussy hot. They stroked and prodded her pussy, while Donna moaned and writhed helplessly.

Then Donna's nipples got even harder and her heart started pounding and her stillness and pleasure grew even more intense.

She smelled a man. It was funny, she had never been particularly conscious of the smell of boys before. On occasion, she had noticed that some boys smelled nice, but mostly she only noticed when they smelled bad, which a surprising number of boys did. Especially right after gym class. They were supposed to shower after, just like the girls, but Donna had her doubts about some of them.

But she smelled man now, and it smelled good to her, really good. She was past guessing who it was, or caring. It was a man, and she needed fucking, and what a great coincidence that was.

Then she felt hands grab her head and gently tilt it so that her chin was higher, her neck arched.

And then she smelled the smell of cock, and felt a turgid cock slide into her mouth through the ring gag. There was not a thing she could do about it, or wanted to do about it.

The sheer pleasure of the smell and the sensation of a cock in her mouth made the stillness congeal into pure pleasure. She began sucking instinctively, with drool oozing out of her gag and down her cheek, and her all uncaring because the stillness.

The cock slid in and out of her ring gag, sometimes striking the back of her throat and making her gag slightly, but mostly just filling her mouth with it's taste and smell and roundness.

For a time she just laid there and happily sucked on the cock, letting the drool and the precum from the cock run down the side of her face unheeded. The cock kept getting bigger and harder, which Donna noticed but had no spare brain cells to wonder about.

Then the cock was pulled out of her mouth and she was disappointed. She had been enjoying the cock.

Then she felt Cindy and Debra working the catches on her cuffs, shackles and collar. She didn't WANT to be untied, she wanted this to go on and on and on.

But they didn't make her get off the bench.. They just rolled her over on her stomach, then pushed her back to the center and chained her to the bench again, this time face down. And this time with her legs pulled much farther apart.

More kissing and fondling followed, with more focus on her pussy and her butt. And her ass. They put lube all over her asshole, then they shoved something large up her pussy until some kind of bump on the outside of it rested right against her clit.

Then Donna's whole body convulsed with pleasure as the thing inside her pussy suddenly began vibrating. Her whole pussy was being blasted with pleasure, and that bump against her clit was blasting especially hard.

“Hold it in, girl,” said a male voice with command. Kit's voice. Donna did not care, it was a male voice and she was chained helpless and splayed out and that was all that counted. She clamped her pussy down on the thing inside it as best she could, which only made the sensations more intense.

But even more intense sensations were on the way. Kit climbed atop her … such pleasure, to feel a man atop her while chained naked and helpless beneath him, her drool pooling on the bench beneath her, her legs spread wide … and Kit carefully worked his cock into her asshole.

Donna had been prepared for this. Penis in vagina intercourse during a trial collaring was strictly forbidden, and that included stolen collars. So of course a girl served with her mouth and ass instead. The rules were the rules.

Still, it was amazing when it happened. She felt Kit's cock slide into her ass, and was very glad of all the lube down there because he had a big, thick cock. And he knew how to use it. He began to fuck her, slowly at first while her fists clenched on her chains and her toes curled and she bit down on her gag. It was all she could do not to scream, with both pain and pleasure.

The pain soon gave way to pleasure, though, as Kit's cock began banging on her G-spot. Donna had heard about this, but not believed it. How could you get pleasure from having the back end of your G-spot banged on through your rectum? It seemed far-fetched to her.

But Donna had not known about the way a collar focused a girl on pleasure.

And of course there were the relentless vibrations from the vibrator inside her, for although no one was allowed to put his penis into her vagina until she accepted a permanent collar or became a free use woman, or a free woman, just about anything ELSE that was safe could be put in her vagina.

The vibrations combined with the feel of Kit fucking her ass soon had Donna's body squirming like a beast, her mind reduced to relentless need for sexual release. She began to cum, her body struggling mindlessly in her chains, crying out animal sounds through her ring gag as Kit kept hammering her ass as the vibrations kept her pussy clenching with the power of her orgasms.

Kit finally grunted and came deep inside her ass, resting atop her for a moment, crushing her with his huge, powerful body, which Donna found a little frightening and strangely comforting. She was still squirming with orgasms as he slid his cock out of her, but the orgasms were fading as his male presence moved away from her.

“Well, I'd say a good time was had by all,” said Kit. “Welcome to the harem, Donna. Girls, clean Donna up, you've done wonderfully well here, and will be rewarded in a variety of ways. Starting with, take a couple of hours and get some rest after you've cleaned Donna, your call what you do to rest. Then get prepped, we're going to the island this evening.”

“Sounds great, Master!” said Debra and Cindy.

Donna said nothing, she was gagged, she just laid there and drooled, fluids leaking from both ends of her body, what Kit said was no concern of hers, she was just a naked, chained slavegirl who had been used.

Kit pulled Debra aside. “Leave Donna chained and gagged,” he said. “Let the bondage do its work.”

“Yes, Master,” Debra said, nodding. 


“Perhaps replace her ring gag with a cock gag? More comfy for her, and makes her feel it more.”

“Yes, indeed,” said Kit. “Well thought out, mine.”

“Thank you, Master,” said Debra.

Kit left the room at those words.

Donna didn't hear any of these words, and she didn't care. She was in the place of stillness and joy, now suffused with sexual pleasure. She was as pliable as a limp noodle and just as interested in talking and doing things as a limp noodle.

Debra and Cindy did all the doing. They cleaned off Donna's butt with slightly damp, thin scented towels. They turned off the thing in Donna's pussy so it didn't vibrate any more, but left it in place. Then they took off her ring gag and cleaned her face off a bit before sliding a cock gag into her mouth and buckling it in place. Donna was pleased in an animal way with having something like a cock to lick and chew on in her mouth. They put a pillow under Donna's head and that felt even better.


Chapter 10 – If he wants something horrible done, he'll call a lawyer or something.

They left her arms and legs chained as they had been, leaving her feeling so exposed and vulnerable, which she loved.

Donna lay there, a puddle of animal satisfaction in the midst of great stillness. Something important had been said by the Master a short while ago, something she should have remembered and be thinking about. But she didn't remember it, and she didn't care, and in very short order, she was sound asleep in her chains.

Debra and Cindy slipped into the pool, unheeded by Donna.

“Damn, I thought she would put up more of a fight,” said Cindy to the ceiling as she floated in the middle of the pool, supremely relaxed.

“Me, too,” Debra agreed. “But I think we did a pretty good job of easing her into it. By the time Master arrived, she was halfway there.”

“Oh, yeah,” Cindy agreed. “She was a hole just waiting to be filled by the time Kit got to her.”

“Think she'll still be fighting the collar when she wakes up?” Debra asked.

“No,” said Ciindy.

“Me, neither,” said Debra. “That was pretty good work we did. I came while Master was fucking her, just watching her squirm like that in her chains.”

“Me, too,” said Cindy. “I know what that feels like. It brought it all back to me, the first time the Master used my ass. I was just a puddle.”

“Yes, and so is Donna,” laughed Debra.

“Do you ever worry that someday that Master will ask you to do something horrible, and you'll do it, without even thinking?” Cindy asked.

“No,” said Debra. “I mean, I KNOW I'd do it. But it wouldn't bother me, because the horribleness would all be on Master. That's what being a slavegirl means … it's all on Master. He wouldn't ask us to do anything horrible, anyway. That's not what we're here for. If he wants something horrible done, he'll call a lawyer or something. That's what they're for.”

“Good point,” agreed Debra. And eventually, they too fell asleep, or into a drowse so heavy it was an equivalent to sleep.

A few hours later, Donna was awakened, unchained, leashed up and escorted to the roof, where she was put on Kit's helicopter and secured with slave restraints, as were Debra and Cindy. They also put a headset on her that damped down the noise of the engines and through which she could hear the others when they spoke into their microphones. There was no danger of them attempting an escape, but they were slaves, too, and entitled to lots of bondage as well as Donna.

The helicopter rose from the Kavanaugh mansion roof and then turned and blazed through the sky at breakneck speed, though it was hard to judge from an aerial perspective. The treetops and buildings beneath her flowed along, but not in a way that allowed her to estimate speed or distance. Donna had never travelled in a helicopter before.

Donna sat in her seat and gazed about blankly. This was what she had forgotten and should have been thinking about. They were going to the island and Coyote wouldn't know where to find her. Of course.

But to be honest, that thought no longer had the urgency it had had earlier in the day. Before Kit fucked her, to be precise. Those earlier times seemed hazy, distant and unreal. That fucking in the pool, chained and gagged, that was real, bright and sharp in her memory. Everything else was in a bit of a haze, including this helicopter ride. Which was strange, she could feel the reality of it, the feel of the seat cushions pressing against her naked flesh, the slave restraints holding her in place, the heated cockpit air flowing against her skin, the sense of motion, and most of all, the noise of the engines, which forced everyone to shout at the top of their lungs to speak if they weren't wearing a headset.

Not a problem for Donna, she still wore the cock gag. Between that and the headphones she wore, she was quite isolated. She heard the background chatter of the others, but she didn't have a word to say. She had the love to bask in.

But was it love? Donna wasn't sure. It seemed to her that the collaring and the bondage had an awful lot to do with the stillness. And the submission. She had not expected that, the absolute joy that surrendering herself to a boy could bring. And the pleasure of sex! And that great calm within her.

Still, as she sat in the jet and gazed at the land flowing beneath her, she had to wonder if she was not being rendered a passenger in her own life. Naked, bound, gagged and held in by slave restraints she could not remove herself, she didn't feel all that much in control.

And a part of her LOVED that. And a part of her was frightened by that, AND by the fact that she loved it. It had never occurred to her that she would ever have such feelings. And yet she did. She was changing, changing in ways she had never anticipated, right before her own eyes.

The old Donna would have been endlessly calculating ways of getting out of her bondage (that the new Donna loved) and overpowering the others in the copter (some of whom the new Donna was growing fond of) maybe with a gun, and grabbing a parachute and jumping to freedom (which the new Donna was not all that interested in, and which she would hate if it made her lose the love feeling).

Or the old Donna might find a hand grenade or something and threaten to kill herself and everyone else if the helicopter didn't land and set her free (the new Donna found this insane, she was happy here, and would be happy so long as the love remained.)

And there was a third Donna inside her, the old ultra-rational Donna that had rejected collaring for its irrationality. That Donna was in abeyance now, because her own feelings had demonstrated to her that she was not the completely rational creature she thought she was. But Rational Donna, although set back, was still there, rational as ever. Rational Donna was taking these new irrational aspects of her nature into account as it digested what had occurred since Coyote collared her. Rational Donna was not dead, or surrendered, she was working hard at the problems her present situation posed. Rational Donna wasn't responding emotionally like old Donna was, and it was as calm as … the love feeling.

Now that was interesting. Rational Donna, like love, was calm despite her being stolen from Coyote. And despite her feelings for Coyote and for Kit. Because she had strong positive feelings for Kit. Love? She didn't know. Rational Donna wasn't sure she loved Coyote.

Then again, rational Donna didn't feel all the love the way new Donna did.

Donna shook her head and relaxed into the stillness. Let the elements of her mind struggle while she leaned into the love. It felt like exactly the right thing to do. And it felt so good.

In a short while the green treetops were replaced by the bright blue ocean, which at their altitude was flat blue plain speckled with wavetops save where the sun gleamed unbearably bright upon it. Donna closed her eyes and dozed.

“Wake up, Donna, the island's ahead, and you've GOT to see the cottage!” came Debra's cheery voice.

“Mm-fggh,” Donna replied sleepily, but she opened her eyes and after a bit of looking saw a brown blotch on the blue plain beneath them. The blotch rapidly expanded in size as they flew toward it. Soon Sandy could see a large building. The “cottage” no doubt. It swelled and quickly became what looked like a fairy-tale castle, with what looked like a stream coming out of it, that descended to the surf of a shallow lagoon in a gentle zigzag, with small pools forming at every bend.

As they got closer, Donna saw that it wasn't a castle, but a more modern building made of modern materials, not blocks of stone. It had enormous glass sunrooms everywhere, but it had a lot of rooms and wings that gave it a castle-like look.

And the stream was artificial, flowing from an artificial opening near the base of the stairs that led to the main ground entrance to the building Still, for all its artificiality, it was gorgeous.

They landed on a rooftop helipad much like the one at the inland mansion, except smaller. There was a glassed-in rooftop entrance that had lounge chairs in it and around it, and a bank of elevators.

Down they went, Debra leading shackled Donna by a leash, while Kit led Debra and Cindy by their leashes. They clearly liked that.

All of Donna's sleepiness was gone, though the stillness remained. She followed, careful not to trip as her hands were cuffed behind her back. Donna suspected that the cuffs weren't to keep her from escaping or struggling. They were just for her, to make her feel womanly and slavish. And she DID feel slavish, and she liked that.

They headed down to a cavernous main hallway, where half a dozen people waited to greet Kit and the rest of the party.

Kit was greeted effusively, hands were shaken, and Kit introduced Donna to the staff as his “new girl.” and everybody nodded and said welcoming things, and Donna nodded and ignored the drool oozing off her chin and flying about as she did so.

“All right, everybody as you were,” said Kitt. “Debra and Cindy, find something fun to do, I want to speak with Donna for a time.”

“Yes, Master!” Cindy and Debra said, quite cheerfully. Debra handed Kit Donna's leash and he released their leashes.

“Come, girl,” said Kit.

“Yeff,” Donna replied. Kit wasn't her Master … yet.

Donna followed Kit out the front door to the stream that ran down to the lagoon. Everything was the dazzling blue, white and green of daytime at the beach. The stream had a pathway on either side of it, soft sand that stung Donna's feet with its heat until they got used to it, then it felt very good, as did the sun on her shoulders.

Kit led her to one of the pools which was mostly in shadow from the nearby vegetation. He was dressed in swimtrunks, a T-shirt and flipflops. He casually discarded all of them.

“In you go, Donna,” said Kit, “as soon as I get that gag off you.”

With those words, he undid the cock gag and left it dangling at her throat, the cock part gleaming with Donna's drool.

Then Kit carefully picked up Donna by the shoulders and lowered her into the pool. Donna weighed over a hundred pounds, but Kit handled her easily, as if she were feather light. She felt the waters of the pool engulf her legs and hips and then her breasts before her shackled feet touched the cement bottom of the pool.

Her hands were cuffed behind her back, but standing in the water, she felt fine. The water was warm, not cool at all, but not hot. Her skin inside the water felt wet, but not any cooler than her skin outside the water.

The bottom of the pool wasn't flat, it had a shallow gradient that made it a third of a meter or so deeper at one end than the other. Kit walked along the pool, watching Donna carefully as she followed along on her leash. When she was standing in water that lapped at the base of her collarbone, Kit sat down on the edge of the pool, letting his legs dangle in the water.

“Now come over and suck my cock, girl, we've got talking to do,” said Kit.

It seemed like a strange way to start a conversation, but Kit didn't have to ask twice. Donna's whole being responded positively to the chance to suck Kit's cock, something she would not have believed of herself a few hours ago. So much self-discovery!

Donna began sucking enthusiastically on Kit's cock, but he said, “Take it easy, girl, we need to talk and I don't want to cum just yet. Take your time, we have all night if we want it.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Donna said, unwilling to let Kit's cock out of her mouth to speak. She was such a slut. But she did manage to back off, sucking gently on Kit's cock and gazing up at him. He had such a massive, powerful body. He looked like he would make a fine statue if he were made out of granite. Put a beard on him and he would definitely be in Greek god territory.

And Rational Donna was noting that the gradient of the pool bottom had to be so that girls of varying height could comfortably suck the cocks of men sitting at the edge of the pool, depending on where they sat. The pool was literally made for poolside blowjobs.

“I don't know what kind of life Coyote promised you,” said Kit. “An exciting one, I bet. But you're a smart woman, Donna. You should be able to see that I am much more able to deliver an exciting and satisfying life than Coyote is. I figure maybe he promised to help you become an English teacher or something. And there's no doubt you'd be a fine English teacher, Donna. But an English teacher's life is limited in scope. You can help other girls learn to use English skillfully and spur the brighter ones on to advanced educational achievement. It's very useful in general to society, but it's not going to make a hell of a difference either way in the grand scheme of things, you know?”

Donna nodded. She did not know this but with Kit's cock in her mouth, naked and bound and with the bright sun gleaming all around them, she felt very agreeable.

“Now I know Coyote has a bright future ahead of him, so far,” said Kit. “But he's gotta be very lucky to achieve it. I know Coyote is smart, too, not like you are, Donna, but at least as smart as me, maybe smarter.”

Donna was surprised to hear Kit acknowledging that Coyote might be smarter than him. Boy's NEVER admitted things like that, most especially about a rival. Maybe having his cock in her mouth gave him a bit more confidence.

Donna just nodded though. It was not a point she would argue. And her respect for Kit grew a notch.

“But you also have to admit, things have to go just right for Coyote's ambitions to succeed. He's going to be in MMA matches at the college level now, where the opponents will be an order of magnitude better than the guys he's faced in high school. And you probably know as well as I do that means he's going to get hit in the head a lot, and that getting hit in the head a lot takes it right out of you. MMA guys are much more likely than most to wind up not able to feed and dress themselves. They become adult children that their slavegirls have to care for.”

Donna nodded. This was the nightmare that made her hesitant about taking Coyote's collar. Strange that Kit had gone right to it, it was like he was reading her mind. But Rational Donna knew there had been many stories in the media about how concussions and blows to the head could hurt fighters and football players years later, even though they didn't seem harmed at the time they got hit. It didn't take a lot of brains to figure out that a smart girl like Donna might know about that, and be worried by it.

Donna felt good because despite the love, despite the sex, despite everything, somewhere in her mind Rational Donna was putting all the pieces together. She didn't feel any less happy about standing in the pool and sucking Kit's cock as he sat on the edge of the pool, either. New Donna could take care of the sexy business, while Rational Donna figured things out.

“Now, if you take my collar, Donna, I would have you as my First Girl, over all the others, but not to watch over the other girls. You've met Debra and Cindy, they don't need much in the way of supervision.”

Donna nodded. Debra and Cindy seemed quite capable -- they had certainly managed kidnaping her very well.

“What I want you for, Donna, is your mind, not just your body,” said Kit. “Someday I will be running Kavanaugh Industries, and it's a VAST enterprise, Donna. We've gone worldwide. We've got mines in Zambia, factories in India, hell, we pretty much own a small nation in South America, and then of course there's all the North American holdings. We're more like a nation-state than a business. And I'm going to need sharp minds to help me manage it. Sharp minds like yours, Donna. Sharp minds belonging to people I can trust completely. And the decisions you'll be making won't just affect a few pupils of yours, they'll affect entire nations. You could change entire nations for the better if you were with me, Donna. You know how I know that?”

Donna nodded “no" her mouth never letting go of Kit's cock. She had no idea how Kit had gotten the idea that she could manage the affairs of nations. She thought she was capable, but that seemed to be quite a reach.

“A couple of years ago, we were in lit class together,” said Kit, “and the teacher was droning on and on about some Victorian book about a household full of daughters seeking the most advantageous collars for themselves and their families, and the men who wanted to collar them.”

“Sense and Collarability,” Rational Donna immediately prompted, but Donna said nothing because her mouth was full. But Donna did nod.

“And then you started arguing with the teacher about the unspoken economic and social implications that lay behind the girls' maneuverings, and their parents' responses, and I could see the teacher, at first annoyed and then startled because she was totally unprepared for arguments that sophisticated from a middle school girl. You blew her mind, I could see it in her eyes, because you hadn't just read the assignment, you'd thought about it, and you didn't just think about it, you were thinking outside of the box about it. And the teacher had clearly never thought outside the box about it. And that's when I knew that you were the one for me. It's really hard to find someone who can think, much less someone who can think outside the box, and much less someone beautiful who can think outside the box. And there you were, beautiful and thinking outside the box, scaring the teachers with your brains. That's when I knew I had to have you.”

“That's so sweet!” thought Donna, but all she could do with Kit's cock in her mouth was nod her head and say, “Yeff.”

“I know that you love language and literature, and I have no problem with that,” said Kit. “Communicating well is an art, and it would be VERY good if I had someone at my back on communication issues. You would be amazed at the variety and awfulness of problems created by bad communications, especially in an enterprise as far-flung as Kavanaugh Industries.”

Donna nodded, but she wasn't particularly moved by Kit's words. “He wants me to edit memos and press releases,” thought Rational Donna. “Big woo!”

New Donna was more taken by Kit's words, imagining herself giving orders to this CEO and that CEO, forcing them to treat their workers better, especially the slavegirls.

“We might surprise Kit in that way,” Rational Donna responded, thinking warmly of the infighting and backbiting and general unhappiness she could spawn among the fat-cat CEOs of Kavanaugh Enterprises as she forced them to take the welfare of their workers into account when they made their plans. It made her want to smile. Just because Kit had a future envisioned for her once she'd taken his collar, it didn't mean Donna had to follow that future. She could make her own.

And Kit could be malleable material. As Debra … or was it Cindy? … had said, “Kit wants what he wants but he's not a dick about it.”

New Donna was pleased at these thoughts. It was starting to feel like, no matter whose collar she wound up in, it would be a very comfortable collar, and that was what mattered.

That and having a collar.

Old Donna didn't have anything to say except, “But Coyote!” and thinking back to what a magnificent specimen of manhood he was. Which, granted, he was.

But then, so was Kit. They were both admirable in their own ways. Coyote was probably a little more morally virtuous than Kit. And he wanted Donna for all her own, whereas it was obvious that Donna would be sharing Kit's attentions with Debra and Cindy.

Decisions, decisions. Except, maybe not. Coyote would come for her, Donna could feel that in her bones. Maybe her best bet was just to let the winner win her. Or wait and see whose collar she wanted to break.

To be honest, she liked both collars. But neither Kit nor Coyote seemed very much like the sharing sort of man, which was a rare sort of man anyway.

This was so hard, having to cope with all these new feelings and having to make decisions, too. So Donna just leaned into the stillness and calm inside of her and concentrated on just sucking Kit's cock and enjoying the sight of his naked body looming above her.

“I'd like you to think about these things,” said Kit. “I know it may take some time, but I think you'll see things straight. Now, work my cock hard, girl, I want to cum in your mouth.”

Donna went right to it, and swallowed when he came, then ducked her head under water and rinsed out her mouth. She came up, wet and bright and gleaming in the waning sunlight.

“Let's go get some food, girl,” said Kit as he dressed. “I'm famished. There are steps in the corner opposite this one, get out and come over and get leashed.”

“Yes, Master,” Donna said. Kit had given her a lot to think about. He knew that she had the power to break his collar, and so he was proceeding carefully, and intelligently.

“As should we all,” Rational Donna said.


Chapter 11 – Bridget sat and stared at “Modern Collar Magazine” though she didn't turn the pages and she hardly noticed the selection of the latest sex harnesses from La Dolce and Vita.

When Coyote discovered that Donna had been stolen from him … right out from under his nose! … by two women, his response was not rational, or cautious. He knew Kit had to be behind it. It could be that some lesbian girl had burned for Donna in secret, but lesbian girls tended to be very careful in who they collared. There would have had to be some kind of interactions between them as the lesbian girl made sure Donna was agreeable to a lesbian collar.

Coyote did not think this was true of Donna. Her body language around him revealed the usual mixture of desire and caution among girls too young to be collared -- more cautious than most, but then she was intelligent.

Coyote quickly checked the police logs of collarings. Even a stolen collar had to be reported, otherwise, it was a kidnapping, which was illegal.

Sure enough, there was a fresh listing for Donna, noting that her collar had been “stolen by legally constituted employees of Kavanaugh Industries.” It was Kit, alrighty.

Kit had probably hired a couple of lesbian brawlers. Some of them liked to fight other girls, and Coyote knew of several who did MMA, thai kickboxing, boxing and Brazilian jujitsu.

But it didn't really matter. Kit was the one who had Donna.

Coyote knew with his whole being that he could defeat anyone who stood between him and Donna. There was only one thing to do.

Coyote hopped in his car (officially it belonged to his parents, but it had been paid for by another sports-mad alumnus) and drove up to Kit's house. Well, the Kavanaugh mansion, an imposing structure about the size of a hotel atop one of the ridges that surrounded East Molina.

Kit pulled into the circular drive in front of the manse, then walked up to the enormous wooden front door and pressed the buzzer.

“Yes?” a voice came from a speaker set in the door.

“I'm Coyote Simmons, here to see Kit Kavanaugh,” Coyote said.

“And the nature of your business with Mister Kavanaugh is?” asked the speaker.

“Collar challenge,” said Kit.

“A shame, Kit's not here right now,” said the door.

Bullshit,” Coyote said. “He's here, and so is my girl Donna. Tell him to come out and accept the challenge, if he's a man.”

“He really is not here,” said the door, “and given the hostile nature of your visit, you are not welcome here. Please leave.”

“I will not,” Coyote said firmly. “I'll just wait here until he's ready to meet my challenge.”

“This is your second request, you will not get a third,” said the door grill. “Please leave. Now.”

“Not gonna happen,” said Coyote firmly.

“Very well,” said the door, and a small stunner dropped out of the upper door frame and shot Coyote in the chest.

“Ungh!” said Coyote, his whole body frozen and in pain from the shock. A moment later the door opened and two powerfully built men came out and quickly cuffed Coyote's hands and feet. Then they unceremoniously picked Coyote up and slung him into the passenger seat of his car.

“Car autopilot, you and your owner are trespassing, you are now ordered to return home with your owner under Statue 11743b of City of East Molina ordinances. Understood?”

“Understood,” said Coyote's car, and when the door was shut, it rolled away with Coyote still bound inside it.

“Next trip will be to a police kiosk!” one of the men shouted after Coyote as he rolled away. Coyote was slowly regaining control of his muscles, and as he did so, he started feeling very disappointed in himself. Of course Kit would have foreseen this when he planned out stealing Donna. He was not about to risk losing Donna, and he might think he could beat Coyote in a fight, but Kit was bright enough to know that there was some uncertainty about the outcome.

Which led to another thought. This was not about him and Kit. It was about Donna. Kit wanted Donna in his collar, and Coyote was just an hindrance to his goal.

That was an important thought, really. Coyote and Kit had generally raised sparks when they encountered each other, because each was top dog in his own sphere, and neither was willing to acknowledge the other as top dog when they met. But Coyote had never sensed any genuine animosity from Kit, he was willing to maintain his top dog status by verbally sparring with Coyote, to show he was not afraid of him. There had been no desire on his part to fight with Coyote, Coyote could sense that. Even though Kit and Coyote both wanted to collar the same girl.

Kit was an unusual guy. And Coyote had greatly underestimated him. Kit did not consider Coyote a rival, just an impediment to his plans for Donna. Which, so far, had gone off without a hitch, except for the little matter of Coyote getting to Donna first. And Kit had managed to get Donna in his collar anyway.

Coyote sighed. He'd been dumb, underestimating an opponent, and now he was paying for it, ignominiously sent home in binds after his attempt to make Kit fight physically for Donna.

Well, there might yet be a physical battle for Donna, but first there would have to be some mental prep.

When the car arrived at his house the binds clicked and Coyote was free. He removed them quickly and hurried into the house.

“Hi, Coyote,” said Coyote's mother as he walked inside the house. She was sitting at the sofa in front of the TV, reading “Modern Collar Magazine,” looking relaxed. “Where's Donna?” she asked when she saw that Donna was not leashed to him.

“Kit Kavanaugh stole her,” Coyote said briefly.

“What?” Bridget asked, coming to full alertness. She had known something was wrong, but not something of this magnitude.

“Don't worry, I'm going to get her back, mom,” said Coyote.

Bridget looked at Coyote sharply.

“I know you will, son,” said Bridget. She knew no such thing, but she knew there was no talking to men when their blood was up, and Coyote was an exceptional young man, but not in that respect. “But be careful. Kit's rich. Rich people are accustomed to not obeying the law and getting away with it, you understand?”

“I understand,” said Coyote. “He's also very smart. I underestimated him. I won't do that again, in any respect.”

“Good,” said Bridget. “Now, what about Donna? Are you sure she was happy in your collar?”

“Yes, very sure,” said Coyote. “In fact, just before Kit stole her, I was talking about what I hoped for in the way of a future for us, the things I'd done to help her as well as me … I told you about that, remember?”

“Yes,” said Bridget. “A very thoughtful approach. I thought she'd like it.”

“She did,” said Coyote. “She loved it, I could tell. I KNEW she was going to accept my collar for good after we talked about that. Then she excused herself to go to the bathroom, and that's the last I saw of her. I talked to the bartender and a couple of the customers in the restaurant, and they said they saw a couple of girls hauling a hooded girl who looked like Donna out the back entrance. They thought it was just a lesbian collaring. It seemed very cute to them. Then I checked the public records and sure enough, Kit had filed a collar steal with the police.”

“So what are you going to do?” Bridget asked.

“I'm going to dig in and do some research,” said Kit. “Talk to some friends, see what kind of resources I can gather. Kit's rich, but I have a lot of friends and fans who might be able to help me.”

“I'd lean on the friends a lot more than the fans,” said Bridget. “Fans can be fickle, especially if there's money in it for them to be fickle, which with Kit, seems likely.”

“I knew I got my smarts from somewhere,” said Kit, grinning, as he left for his room.

Bridget sat and stared at “Modern Collar Magazine” though she didn't turn the pages and she hardly noticed the selection of the latest sex harnesses from La Dolce and Vita. Coyote had been so happy with Donna in his collar, and Donna had given every appearance of being glad to be in his collar. Bridget had had such high hopes for them, they seemed like they would make a very nice, happy couple. And now this Kit boy had spoiled it all. It was shame.

She wondered how she would tell Maurice. He was so proud of Coyote, and his pick of Donna for his collar had made him even prouder, if that was possible.

“She's a fine girl,” Maurice had said. “He's got his father's eye for quality women.”

“Of course, dear,” Bridget had said, smiling.

Coyote went to his room and fired up his desktop and began pulling up everything he could find out about Kit Kavanaugh, the Kavanaugh family and Kavanaugh Industries. There wasn't that much about Kit, just a few stories about the football team that mentioned him, a couple of profile pieces of the family that mentioned him, that kind of thing. There was a lot more about the Kavanaugh family and much, much more about Kavanaugh Industries, mostly articles from the business press, but there were a few fawning pieces in the general press. Coyote's brows went up. He had never given Kavanaugh Industries much thought -- he'd just thought of them as a big manufacturing plant on the outskirts of town. And they did indeed have an old patio furniture manufacturing plant on the outside of town, but they'd diversified a lot … a LOT. They were into shipping, finance, big agriculture and, well, a LOT of things -- anything that promised to make money by the look of it. And they were international, they had holdings in South America, Asia, Africa, Europe and the Philippines. It was bewildering.

Kit's family wasn't just rich, they were FUCKING rich. Billionaire rich. The had their own helicopters, a family jet, and a couple of yachts. They owned a freaking ISLAND just off the coast.

By the time he'd finished researching Kavanaugh Industries, Brett felt SERIOUSLY underpowered. For a while he just sat there, gazing into the distance. There were several paths he could take, but he really felt he needed more information. And his research had showed him an obvious path to getting it.


Chapter 12 – “Guess the law really doesn't matter if you're rich enough.”

An hour later, Coyote was sitting in a local Dunkin Donuts, enjoying a hot hazelnut coffee, talking with Raul Mendez, business editor of the East Molina Register, which covered the doings of Kavanaugh Industries in great detail, it being the largest business by far in East Molina.

“So you say you have some inside, gossip-type information about the Kavanaugh family?” Mendez asked. He was a short, tidy man with widow's peaks and intelligent brown eyes, dressed in a polo shirt and slacks. He wouldn't look out of place on the deck of a yacht.

“Yes,” Coyote said. “Maybe not huge, or anything you can use, but definitely something you don't already know.”

“Well, if the news is that Kit stole Donna Wilkerson from your collar, I'm way ahead of you, but only because I checked the public logs for your names before coming here, something I would not have done if you hadn't called, so it does count as news and I am in your debt,” Mendez said with a smile.

Coyote stared at Mendez for a second, startled. “Yeah, that was it,” he said. “He had a couple of his girls steal her right out from under my nose when I took her out to a restaurant.”

“That would probably be Donna and Cyndi,” said Mendez. “Two girls he's had collared for about a year.”

“For a year?” asked Coyote, startled. “I'm pretty sure that would make one or both of them underaged collars.”

“You would be right about that,” said Mendez.

“Haven't seen a word about it in the local press,” Coyote observed.

“Nope,” said Mendez, “and you’re not going to. One of our reporters interviewed them and their parents. They are both happy as clams about being in Kit's collar, and their parents are happy about it, too. And they say Kit treats them very well. If there'd been any hint of unhappiness there, we'd have a story we could run with. But as things are … we got nothing. There's not going to be a stink about making a couple of young girls and their parents very happy before you're supposed to.”

“Guess the law really doesn't matter if you're rich enough,” Coyote said.

“Depends,” said Mendez. “Like I said, if the girls were unhappy, we could maybe get public opinion riled and force uncollar them, and probably make the Kavanaugh's family pay a big fine and be on probation for a while. But by all accounts, Kit is unusually level-headed for a rich kid and treats women nicely. I'm surprised that he would even steal another man's collared girl. This Donna must be someone special.”

“Oh, she is,” Coyote assured Mendez. “She's beautiful and very smart. First in her class in English Lit, but she probably would have been first in class in whatever she was interested in.”

“Sounds like quite a girl,” said Mendez. “So how do you plan to get her back?”

“Well, I already tried going to his house and calling him out for a collar challenge,” said Coyote. “But they said he wasn't in and sent me packing.”

“You're the state MMA champion in your weight class,” said Mendez, “and Kit is, as you say, intelligent. He's probably got her out at their island. Likes to fly there on weekends and sport with his girls.”

“Wow, you DO have the Kavanaughs in your sights,” said Coyote.

“Well, they're the big story hereabouts, no doubt about it,” said Mendez, “so of course I keep tabs on them.”

“Is there anyone else keeping tabs on them?” Coyote asked.

“Yeah, a couple of locals are obsessed with them, and a couple of national reporters are unofficially on the Kavanaugh beat. The locals are mostly people who've lost big time against the Kavanaughs in business dealings, at least, they think they have.”

“I should probably talk to them,” said Coyote. “Could you share their names?”

“Of course,” said Mendez. “On the condition that you give me the inside story on what happens next, and don't reveal me as your source on Kit or his family.”

“Think you'll be able to use my story?” Coyote asked.

“I don't know,” said Mendez. “The Register tends to be very carefully about what stories it does and does not run about the Kavanaughs. They're not big advertisers, but they have a huge amount of clout with the city. Plus, they could easily buy up the Register with what would amount to pocket change for them, if they wanted to. But whether or not I get something I can run as a story about them, I'll have some background on them that I might be able to use to my advantage in future stories. Plus, there's you and Donna. You both might make an interesting story down the line.”

“I guess you have to cultivate stories ahead of time in your business,” said Coyote, smiling.

“Exactly,” said Mendez. “Now let me tell you who I think you should talk to …”


Chapter 13 – That's where you get slave frenzy when a collaring is broken.

“So, the Kavanaugh kid stole your girl, eh?” asked Neal Shepard, owner of the Molina Bay Marina, a small collection of docks, piers and small businesses that lined one end of the bay, not far from the state park where the poorer tourists went to the beach. They were sitting in Shepard's office. It was dark now, and the lights on the docks were bouncing on the surface of the water, giving the mundane group of piers and small boats a nice romantic cast.

“Yes, he did,” said Coyote. “I plan to get her back. She was real happy in my collar.”

“Well good luck, kid, but in my experience it can be hard to get stuff back from the Kavanaughs once they get their grubby paws on it. They stole Little Bigfoot Island from me two decades ago. Kit had nothing to do with it, he wasn't born then, his father Joe did it. But it sounds like Kit's being raised in the Kavanaugh mold, stealing your girl and all.”

“Yeah, Mr. Mendez said you might have some useful information on the Kavanaughs for me,” said Coyote. “So … they stole an island from you?”

“Well, not legally,” said Shepard. “That's how they operate, you understand … they don't outright break the law, but they bend the hell out of it. Little Bigfoot Island is a great example of how they operate. I had the island all sewed up, see? It was called Naparonga Island back then, after the Indian tribe that used to live there before they got wiped out by smallpox and whatnot. I developed a plan for it: to make it an upscale resort. And to attract attention to it, I renamed it Little Bigfoot Island and paid a few buddies to plant some stories about bigfoot sightings there, even got a guy in gorilla suit to pose for some photos. Then I ferried a few investors out to show 'em around, and one of them was apparently a buyer for Joe Kavanaugh. Joe decided he wanted the island for himself, and made me an offer. It was a decent offer, but I wasn't interested, because I had the buzz going on that bigfoot thing, big time, I even had some investigators from one of those woo reality TV series out there searching for Bigfoot. Didn't even have to bribe them. I knew I could make a ton of money on that island, much more than its retail value, if I played my cards right. So I turned him down. He told me that the offer remained in place in this knowing sort of way, but I said “No thanks” because I thought I was holding all the cards. But I wasn't.”

“You owned the island,” observed Coyote.”How were you not holding all the cards?”

“Well here's the thing about real estate,” said Shepard. “It's a money-loser unless you got something going on it, you know? Depending on how it's taxed, it can be a REAL drain. So when I had investors on board I needed to get a lot of permits for construction and stuff, and suddenly, I couldn't get any permits. There were environmental issues. Ownership issues, as people claiming to be the descendents of the Naparonga Indians who used to live there suddenly popped up out of nowhere and said they were the real owners of the island. And none of my permits were getting approved. And my investors started bailing left and right.”

“I see,” said Coyote. “Kavanaugh used his influence to see that you weren't able to make any money on the island.”

“Exactly, kid,” said Shepard. “He had all the local pols and also all the state and national pols in his pocket. Those PAC things are great for legally bribing pols, but they're also a very useful way for a very rich businessman to use government powers to club a less rich businessman senseless. I'd known Kavanaugh was rich, but I didn't know HOW rich, until his machine ran over me. So I saw which way the wind was blowing, and let Kavanaugh buy the island.”

“Couldn't you have sold it to someone else?” Coyote asked.

“I thought about it," said Shepard. "And I would have, if Kavanaugh had tried to squeeze me hard on the price, just unload on the first out of town idiot I could find. But that's where Kavanaugh was smart, see. He didn't try to squeeze me on price, his offer was fair, even generous, really. And if I sold it to some chump, Kavanaugh would still put the brakes on whatever development plans he might have, so he could buy the island from whoever I sold it too. I decided to make the smart play and take the deal, and that's why I own this nice little marina.”

“Ah,” said Coyote. “I see what you mean. Kavanaugh left you with no choice but to take his offer. Why couldn't you have bribed the politicians to make things hard for Kavanaugh instead of you?”

“Well the thing about pols is, they are easy to buy and cheap, too, but they don't stay bought. They always go with the highest bidder, and there's no way I could outbid Kavanaugh. Plus, I didn't even know Kavanaugh was behind all the government issues at first. Took awhile, you know, and by then the fix was in.”

“I thought bribery was illegal,” said Coyote.

“It is,” said Shepard. “That's why we do campaign donations instead. Perfectly legal. You talk to someone on his staff about the issues of the day you are concerned with, such as the way the government is issuing permits to certain developers without making sure all the environmental regs are being followed or whatever. You don't mention money then, but you DO make a sizable donation to his Political Action Committee. And the staff member you talked to never discusses it with you, but Somehow those permits don't get issued, see? It's exactly the same as a bribe, but perfectly legal. I thought everybody knew about that.”

“I don't pay much attention to politics,” said Coyote.

“Well if you're going to mess with the Kavanaughs, you need to pay attention to a lot of things,” said Shepard. “Now, you got any dirt on them?”

“Just that Kit collared two girls before they turned 18, like, about a year before they turned 18,” said Coyote, shrugging. “I talked to Mendez about it, and he said it was no big deal, that he couldn't use it.”

“Yeah, Cindy and Debra,” said Shepard. “Everybody knows about them. Just part of the Kavanaugh harem.”

“The Kavanaugh harem?” Coyote asked.

“Yeah, Joe has a couple dozen women collared,” said Shepard. “Kit probably will too, someday. Hell, considering the start he's getting off to he might have more than dad. Mind you, some of them wear only work collars, though most are either love collared or double-collared.”

“Why would a woman consent to be double-collared to a rich guy?” asked Coyote. “If she's already got a love collar, why does she need a work collar? Doesn't that mean she can't get alimony if Kavanaugh breaks the collar?”

“Not necessarily,” said Shepard. “Depends on how the work collar contract is written up. Mostly you're right, it's either-or, because most women who are double collared have a love Master or Mistress and a work Master or Mistress and they're not the same person. But in Kavanaugh's case, well, he's got a taste for very smart women, you know?”

“Kit sure does,” said Coyote.

“Yep, runs in the family, but Kavanaugh also has the smarter ones help out in his business. He's got a couple wives who aren't super bright just for fucking, I guess, and a couple specialize in helping the hired nurses take care of the kids.”

“Kids?” Coyote asked. “I thought Kit was an only child.”

“God, no,” said Shepard, grinning. “He's got all kinds of brothers and sisters by various slavegirls of Joe's but he's the only child of Margaret, Joes' First Girl, which means he's first in line to succeed Joe at Kavanaugh Industries. The Heir Apparent, you bet. So in a sense he's kind of an only child, but not really. If he turned out to be a flake or a brainless type, there would be brothers and sisters to replace him easily enough. But I hear he's sharp and capable.”

“Sharp, capable, rich and a good athlete,” said Coyote. “I was hoping for something more in the way of weaknesses.”

“None that I know of, but I don't really know a lot about Kit,” said Shepard. “He's a good athlete, you say?”

“First stringer on the football team, a defensive linebacker, which means big, strong and fast,” said Coyote. “He has done some MMA too, but he's not in my weight class.”

“All-round athlete, too, damn,” said Shepard. “Well you got one thing you can use against him, even if it's not really a weakness as you or I might see it -- his father's got that huge harem, he's got three girls already and he just turned 18, so the chances that Donna will be one of many girls belonging to Kit are very high.”

“Good point,” said Coyote. “She would not like that.”

“What about you?" Shephard asked. “I'm told you're all-state champ in MMA, and top athletes attract girls like crazy. Does Donna have any reason to think you might have a nice harem? Because I bet you could."

“Nah, I'm too poor,” said Coyote, shrugging. “The only reason I can support Donna is that an alumni sports fan got me a no-show job to encourage me to stick around and go to an in-state university, which I am going to do anyway. Not that I've been interested in any other girl. She's, like, beautiful and very smart, everything a guy would want in a slavegirl.”

“You sound smitten,” said Shepard.

“I am,” said Coyote. “And I know Donna is smitten with me now, which is why I have to steal her back.”

“Are you sure she wants to be stolen?” Shepard asked.

“They say that when you collar a girl, you can tell if she's smitten with you, which I thought sounded like bullshit, but … my experience shows they are right.”

Shephard nodded. “They also say that when you talk to a girl new to a collar, all you hear is the collar,” he observed.

“Yes, I've heard that,” said Coyote. “What the hell is it supposed to mean?”

“It means that, well, collars have a much stronger effect on women than we men understand,” said Sargent. “You know, most of them stay virgins until they get collared, so their whole sex life has been on hold for five or six years, and they've been taught that being collared will be this huge, life-changing thing and everything that was forbidden will now be, not just permitted but encouraged, and they have all these natural feelings about submission and these natural sexual urges feeding right into it, and if the boy is halfway nice they'll fall in love with him. And of course, there's the the pleasure of submission and sex both hitting her at the first time, girls say it's overwhelming. It literally blows their minds. They enter this mental place they've never been before -- call it loveland -- and they never want to leave it again, it's that great. That's where you get slave frenzy when a collaring is broken. She wants desperately to get back to that place, and she knows that being collared is what got her there, so she wants to be collared by ANYONE, RIGHT AWAY, under ANY circumstances. That's what's happening in the minds of all the girls in those slave frenzy vids that show up on the Internet.”

“Oh,” said Coyote. “I just figured it was some kind of temporary insanity.”

“Not exactly,” said Shepard. “It inspires some crazy behavior, but it's not because the girl's mind is sick. It's more she's just overwhelmed by circumstances. Point is, Donna has gone through a lot of mental experiences that you don't understand, so don't assume that you can predict what she will do or feel. Plus, of course, if she doesn't like the guy, it means she might have a really rough collar, and might even have to break it. So everything involved in a collaring makes the girl want to love it, and the man collaring her, even if he's kind of mediocre, or even sub-mediocre. I'm not saying that you're mediocre, clearly you're not. But I am saying that Donna might be just as much under the influence of a collar as any other girl."

Coyote shrugged. “I know I'm smitten with her, and she's smitten with me. I guess I could be wrong about that, but it would take a LOT of persuading to make me think I'm wrong.”

“Do you think she'll break Kit's collar, or that she has broken it?” Shepard asked.

“Yes,” said Coyote firmly.

Shepard took a fifty dollar bill out of his wallet and put it in the middle of the desk.

“I got fifty bucks says she'll take Kit's collar,” said Shepard.

Coyote glared at Shepard.

“So what are you saying, that I shouldn't go get Donna?” he asked.

“Not at all,” said Shepard. “I know there's no point in saying it in the first place, and in the second place I think you probably should take a shot at getting your slavegirl back. I'll even help you. I don't like the Kavanaughs. I'm just saying, don't be surprised to find her wearing Kit's collar, and being OK with that. Thing is, she might not want to leave Kit's collar, but as soon as you put your collar on her, she'll be just fine with your collar if you can get her back in it.”

“Well, I guess that is encouragement of a sort,” Coyote said.

“It is smart encouragement,” said Shepard. “Now, let's talk about what I can do to help you. I'm assuming you weren't planning to just walk across the water to the island …”



Chapter 14 – Donna felt just the tiniest bit jealous that Cindy got to call Kit Master.

Kit led Donna back to the mansion, or “cottage” as he called it, where he picked up Cindy and Debra and led the three of them to the dining room where the staff had laid out what seemed to Donna to be a fabulous meal for the four of them.

“All made from locally sourced seafood,” said Kit. “We let the local fishermen use one of our docks as a supply cache and in exchange, we get the pick of whatever they catch before it gets to the mainland, and Manuel here is a first-rate chef,’ he added, gesturing to one of the two staffers who stood nearby, attentive to their every need.

It was weird and not very pleasant to Donna's mind to sit and eat while being watched by people, but she supposed rich people got used to it.

The food, however, was excellent, fresh baked bread by the taste of it to go with delicious crab soup (her heart lurched a little when she remembered it was what she'd had when she ate lunch with Coyote and got stolen) and then fresh caught grilled salmon that was kissed with some wonderful seasonings and a subtle cream sauce that complemented the flavor of the fish without overwhelming it. There was also a light and fluffy corn souffle and some collard greens (she giggled as she wondered who had first collared greens) in a marvelous bacon dressing that really complemented their flavorings, followed by a chocolate silk pie that was incredibly smooth and rich and chocolatey and some flavored coffees that put any coffee shop she'd ever been in to shame.

Donna ate ravenously, and she wasn't alone, all four of them tucked in with a will.


There were wines served with the meal, but Donna wasn't interested. She found they dulled her mind, and what was the point of having a sharp mind if you went around dulling it with drink?

“Let's have a bowl of Maui Wowie after dinner,” said Kit to Manuel, and Manuel nodded and left the room. A few moments later another staffer appeared carrying a huge hookah that she placed in the center of the table, then unhooked four mouthpieces from clamps located near the base of the upper chamber of the bowl and handed them to the four dinner guests.

Donna had tried pot on a few occasions. She found it interesting, but problematical. She liked the mild euphoria and relaxation she got from it, but she didn't like the way it destroyed her ability to think and made reading difficult. At the same time, it seemed to aid her ability to meditate. Meditation was highly recommended for young girls as a way of reconciling themselves to the life of a collared woman. It was one of the few popular bits of advice that she actually respected. Meditation was great for her. It wasn't the same thing as reading a great piece of literature, but it was right up there.

When she was handed the hookah, she stared at it suspiciously.

“Kit, could I talk with Debra and Cindy alone for a moment?” Donna asked.

“Sure,” said Kit. “Step out and say what's on your mind to them.”

“Thank you, Kit,” said Donna. He wasn't disposed to be a dick about it. And he easily could have been. Masters were fully within their rights to deny their slavegirls contact with anyone but them if they were so inclined. But those that did were generally regarded with deep suspicion, and all too often, with good reason.

Donna rose and stepped over to the women's bathroom. It was big. It had an anteroom, with several sinks and some very nice, soft looking towels along one wall, and a full length mirror on the other wall for checking yourself out.

“So, what's up, Donna?” Cindy asked.

“How does being stoned affect this whole collar stillness thing?” asked Donna. “Does it knock you out of it?”

“Uh, no, it makes you get deeper into it,” said Debra.

“What do you mean?” asked Donna.

“I mean, you know how when you're stoned you can really get into eating some really nice cookies, just enjoying the HELL out of them, like you've never enjoyed a cookie before?” Debra asked.

Donna nodded. She remembered once eating a pint of bargain-priced chocolate chip ice cream while stoned and every bite was a revelation. And it was just cheap ice cream, but her sense of taste seemed really amped by the pot. Plus, she had given eating the ice cream all her attention, something she often did not do while eating ice cream, or most foods. It had been a very different experience.

“Well, the pot helps you get into the stillness like that,” said Debra. “Kind of helps you focus on it, too. And the sex, too.”

“And the sex?” Donna asked.

“Oh, yeah,” said Cindy with a grin that was about ninety percent leer. “After dinner we always go down to the playroom and play. They've got toys down there … it's just wonderful.”

Debra nodded in agreement, her eyes gleaming.

“Well what are we standing around here for?” Donna asked. “Let's go smoke some pot!”

They all came out of the bathroom smiling, Donna a little later than the other two. She'd just had to look to see if the toilets were made of gold. They weren't. But the toilet flushes were golden.

Donna didn't catch the very knowing grins that Debra and Cindy exchanged while she was still in the bathroom.

“I take it your discussion went well,” Kit said, noting the girls were all grinning and toking up big time on the hookah.

“Yes, it did, Master,” said Cindy. Donna felt just the tiniest bit jealous that she got to call Kit Master. Just the tiniest bit.

Donna relaxed in her chair as the pot took hold. She smiled. The food she'd eaten had been SO GOOD. It felt great to sit here in this room and look out the wall-to-ceiling window that formed one wall, at the sea, the whitecaps gleaming on dark waters in the last light of the sun. The chair was very comfortable. She might fall asleep in it, stoned as she was.

Impulsively, she tried meditating. She always tried to imagine her consciousness focussing at her third eye. Donna didn't really think she had a third eye, mystical or otherwise, but it served as a way to focus her mind, just a spot in the center of her forehead her consciousness centered at when she meditated. Then she tried to empty her mind of all thought, concentrating on her breathing, going “ooh, aah” mentally as she exhaled and inhaled. This was the hard part for her ordinarily. She could empty her mind early on, but thoughts kept creeping in. It wasn't the classic thing of trying not to think of a polar bear, and then of course being unable to do anything but think of polar bears. It was that when she emptied her mind, the mental equivalent of polar bears, giraffes, lampreys, chickens, cats and well, everything wandered in unannounced and she followed them and eventually found herself having a fantasy about writing the definitive analysis of romance novels as post-rational artform, instead of just being.

Then when she noticed she was thinking it was back to square one, being and nothingness, and if she was persistent, she sometimes got into a state where she seemed to be floating in space, thought free and yet feeling very aware and awake. Afterward, she always felt very refreshed and somehow, more concentrated, more her best self.

When she was stoned, getting into that thoughtless state was a lot easier. She went right there, and her thoughts did not wander at all, she just floated there, grooving, until she got hungry or thirsty or fell asleep. Except that when she woke up, she only felt rested, she never got that best self, but she still felt good, so she liked it in either case.

This time, though, things were different. Donna tried to focus her consciousness on her third eye, but it wasn't happening. She kept feeling her collar resting on her neck. It was like the collar was somehow preventing her third eye from opening, if she had one. It was strange.

So Donna decided that if the collar around her neck was inhibiting her meditation, the best thing to do might be to make the collar around her neck the focus of her meditation. And so she did. She felt where it rested on her neck with her stoned mind, and let all other thoughts and feelings fall by the wayside, focussing only on her collar.

She immediately found the sense of stillness and joy swelling within her, merging with her consciousness of the sensation of the collar, leaving her floating in a that great stillness, filled with calm and pleasure, and stoned out of her mind, grooving on everything, all at the same time. It felt as if her collar had come alive inside her mind.

Then she felt something else coming alive. Her pussy was suddenly glowing in the same way her collar was, sexually turned on and radiating pleasure in a way it never had before. It wasn't like her pussy's usual specific responses to being fondled or touched or to her sexual fantasies in this way or that, it was a general glow of sexual pleasure that radiated from her pussy directly to her mind, still floating in the stillness and pleasure of the collar.

She wondered if this was what was meant by being “horny,” a state she had never recognized in herself. She wasn't sure. Horniness had to do with sexual arousal, but it also had an element of need, of wanting to connect with another person and have sex. And this had no element of need, it was simply what it was, a glow of pure sexual pleasure ignited in her entire pussy without any sexual fantasies on her part.

It was new. And strange. And she loved it. She loved all the sensations she was feeling. She didn't know if this was true meditation, or some pot-addled variation of it, but she wasn't thinking of a thing, and she felt great, wonderful and sexually turned on and calm about it. Whatever it was, it was pure, undiluted goodness.

“Donna … you with us?” a voice came.

Donna looked at Cindy. They had been talking. She'd lost track.

“I'm pretty stoned,” said Donna with a smile. “But you know, feeling really good about it.”

“Glad to hear it,” said Kit, also smiling broadly. “I like my slavegirls to be happy.”

“Mission accomplished,” said Donna with what could only be described as a dopey smile.

“What about you, Cindy? Debra? You girls feeling all right?” asked Kit.

“Oh, yeah, Master,” said Debra with a slightly growly undercurrent to her voice that made Donna's glowy pussy throb in recognition. Debra was horny, or whatever this was, too.

“Yes, Master,” said Cindy said in a soft voice, and Donna could pick up the sound of submissive desire in it clear as day.

“Then let's head for the playroom and have some fun,” Kit said. He rose, and Cindy and Donna stood up, too, so Donna stood up as well, standing with hands behind her back like they were. Kit walked over to Donna and snapped her cuffs together behind her back, then grabbed her leash and led her out of the playroom with Cindy and Debra following, and it felt great. She had never noticed how much she loved having her hands cuffed behind her back before. It made her feel so helpless and vulnerable. And being led around on a leash, so wonderful! Her pussy's sexual glow intensified many times as she walked, as did her general sense of well-being.

Kit took them to an elevator (did all rich people's houses have elevators? popped into Donna's mind, then vanished into the pleasure rather than leading her down a rabbit hole) and Kit pressed a button, and they rode in what could only be described as a very convivial, very stoned silence for a short distance. Donna sensed that everybody was full of good food, very stoned and looking forward to the playroom.

Donna had no idea what was in the playroom, but she could guess if she cared to try. But she didn't. She wasn't even anticipating anything. She felt turned on, open, relaxed, accepting, and not hurried or worried in the least.

The elevator door opened and they walked into an anteroom with three doors across from the elevator. Kit led Donna -- god, it felt like the leash was attached to her pussy, she felt every last tug and pull of it at her collar make her pussy glow with pleasure -- to the door to the left. If Donna was a dog her tongue would be hanging out of the side of her mouth.

The first thing Donna noticed about the large room they entered was that it was comfy on her skin. The air was warm here, not oppressively so, but naked Donna felt very relaxed and comfortable all of a sudden.

Her feet also felt very comfortable on the thick beige carpeting that clearly had some very thick padding beneath it. The footing wasn't spongy, though, just … luxuriant.

Then she saw the bed. It was the hugest bed Donna had seen in her life. It stood in the middle of the room. It had ornately carved wooden posts spaced at intervals around it that supported a canopy that hung a good seven feet above the surface of the bed. Strong beams crisscrossed the top of the bed. There were rings set in the beams atop the bed, and the scrollwork that decorated the beams around the sides of the bed was a patchwork of rings. And the wooden frame that held the bed had a gentle rounded lip along its upper surface that concealed the many, many rings that framed the bed.

Unconsciously, Donna licked her lips a bit as she gazed at the bed. A girl could be bound in oh, so many ways on that bed. Her pussy warmed at the thought of it. The bed had thick, luxurious blankets and she was sure the sheets were smooth and luxuriant to the touch. There were drapes that could be lowered all along the outside of the bed if privacy was desired.

But the bed wasn't the only thing. Scattered around the room in no pattern Donna could discern were crosses, sybians, posts of various sorts, stocks, pillories, and some devices Donna was unfamiliar with, but which looked very intriguing.

There was also a wall with every playtoy imaginable hanging from pegs: blindfolds, cuffs of various types, hoods, gags and vibrators of all kinds and sizes, harnesses, whips of all kinds, and a lot of stuff Donna didn't recognize. But which she really wanted to try out.

But the sight of all these drool-worthy toys had little effect on Donna emotionally. She still dwelt in that strange place of calm, stillness, joy and sexual pleasure she had found within herself.

“Ok, here's the plan,” Kit said, and issues some short, simple instructions to Cindy and Debra that made Donna's pussy get even more happy.


Chapter 15 – Rational Donna will not believe in me, but I believe in her.

“Everybody down with that plan?” Kit asked.

“Yes, Master!” Debra and Cindy responded happily. Donna could clearly hear the lust in their voices, just as she could clearly hear the lust in Kit's voice. She said “Yes, Kit,” in a soft voice, and she wouldn't have been surprised to hear that it was full of lust, but she couldn't really tell and she didn't really care. She could hardly speak for the pleasure she was feeling, and really didn't want to.

Debra took Donna's leash and took her over by the bed and removed the leash, leaving Donna standing there, knowing she would not leave. She was clearly as eager as any of them. Debra headed over to the wall of goodies and after a moment came back with a half hood and a dildo gag. Debra put the hood over Donna's head first. She made no move to stop Debra, or to help her, she was simply there, being. Debra quickly and easily buckled the hood in place on her. The hood left the lower half of her head free. But not for long. The dildo gag was actually two dildoes, a short, stubby cock on one side and a long, thick cock on the other, with a panel gag and strap between them. Debra gently shoved the short, stubby cock into Donna's mouth, then fastened the strap behind Donna's neck, so that the long, thick cock extended from the gag right over her mouth.

Donna, hooded, could see none of this. She was helpless, and loving it. She simply accepted what was done with her, even when Debra shoved her bound and hooded body backward so that she fell onto the bed. Then Debra rolled Donna about on the bed, asking her to move her butt this way and that way, with Donna complying as best she could in binds.

Donna knew that she would be experiencing things she had never anticipated experiencing, but it didn't bother her at all, because she was not anticipating, she was just being the naked girl in binds and a hood on the bed.

When Donna was arranged on the bed to Debra's satisfaction, she pulled Donna's legs wide apart and then fastened ropes to her ankle shackles, leaving her legs tied in a wide spreadeagle, her cuffs still linked behind her back.

Then it was another trip to the goody wall, returning with a leather belt set with rings and a dildo vibrator pole, which Donna did not witness, but she felt its results.

The dildo pole was a short wooden pole with a dildo mounted to the end of it and a Hitachi wand tightly taped to it, with small wooden loops near the base of the pole.

Debra slid the belt under Donna's back and cinched it down tight, not so tight that it hurt, but tight enough to ensure it would not slip.

Then she picked some lubricant from a selection of lubricants at a nightstand at the edge of the bed and lubricated the dildo thoroughly. She shoved the dildo up Donna's pussy, slowly and carefully.

“Your safe sign is flipping the bird, Donna, don't forget to use it if you're hurt in ways you don't like,” said Debra.

“Yuff, eh uh,” Donna responded as best she could through the gag. She could not imagine why she would want to use her safeword with all the good stuff happening to her, but she supposed she would if it seemed necessary. Right now the only thing that seemed necessary was lying there and enjoying the feel of the oily dildo sliding up her pussy. It was strange, she felt the inside of her pussy as she never had before, the way her inner walls, thick with her love juices, slipped over the lubricated dildo, and the way her outer lips, relatively dry, clung to the dildo briefly before its lubrication made them slip, allowing the dildo to slide further inside her.

And every bit of this intensified sensation made her pussy just throb with pleasure.

Debra shoved the dildo all the way up Donna's pussy until the wand's soft, round head was pressed firmly against Donna's clit. That was a key point, and Debra was not at all worried about being too rough with Donna. As far as Donna appeared to be in subspace, Debra was not the least worried about overstimulating her. She was ready for whatever would happen, Debra was sure of it.

Debra was ready, too. Donna was gorgeous, all splayed out on the bed, and the little bit of child within Debra exulted at having such a beautiful doll to play with. Debra lubricated the long cock sticking out of Donna's gag and then pressed the on switch of the Hitachi wand all the way to 11.

Then she crawled up near Donna's head and straddled it, grabbing the dildo sticking out of Donna's gag, then guiding it into her own pussy lips, pushing her hips down until it was all the way in her, then sliding back up, savoring the feel of dildo sliding in and out of her pussy, stoned and aroused.

Donna hardly noticed this, though she had never before had another woman's pussy in such close proximity to her face before. She hardly noticed because the wand was on, turned to 11, and her whole being was throbbing with intense pleasure as the wand vibrated madly against her clit.

Donna didn't experience the clit's vibrations as the head of a wand vibrating against the delicate tissues of her wet, pink bean. She wasn't thinking or visualizing, just feeling, and the wand's vibrations against her clit made her pussy, already full of sexual pleasure, spread like waves throughout her body. Her butt felt good, her stomach felt good, her breasts felt REALLY good, most especially the nipples.

The waves spread throughout Donna's body, and it seemed that her whole body was throbbing in response to the wand. Her mind was throbbing as well. All that she was, it seemed, was a series of profoundly pleasurable sexual vibrations created by the wand.

Debra's butt was bouncing up and down on her face, Donna knew that in some way, but it was just barely noticeable compared to the waves of pure pleasure that the wand had sent surging through her very being.

In a very short time, Donna found herself driven to the brink of orgasm, and very shortly after that, right over the brink of orgasm. She came, she came with her whole body and mind, struggling mindlessly in her binds. But her movements were not a frantic struggle to escape her bonds, it was sensuous writhing, enjoying the feel of her bonds, her butt writhing with pleasure as she came and came, over and over again.

Debra was not cumming, but she was well on her way, feeling the dildo sliding in and out of her, enjoying her mastery over Donna, even if she was a bound and gagged slavegirl just as Donna was, even if she was drooling all over the bed as the ballgag in her mouth held it open. Donna's face was intimately close to her ass, it was in her ass at times, and if it weren't for the hood and gag Donna's whole face would have been covered with the juices that the dildo was forcing out of her pussy.

When Donna came it was as if the waves of pleasure had crashed against something in her mind, like storm waves crashing against a rocky shore, only with considerably less wind and rain.

But the crashing didn't happen once, it happened over and over and over again, as the wand drove her to multiple orgasms. The great stillness within her rang like a bell as the orgasms happened again and again, the wand as relentless as any storm-tossed sea pounding against the rocks.

Then there came a last orgasm, and suddenly everything went still. Donna was awake and alert but conscious of nothing except a white glow that appeared in the blackness behind her hood, which rapidly grew as something flew toward her. It was a human head, the head of a woman of great beauty, power and wisdom. She looked a little like Donna's mother, she looked a little like Donna, and she looked a little like the Great Mother that was an underground cult, worshiped by poor and oppressed slavegirls around the world and some of the wealthy and powerful slavegirls, too, rumor had it.

The woman looked at Donna with her wise eyes, and smiled.

“I choose you, Donna Wilkerson,” said the woman in a rich contralto voice.

Donna didn't say anything, but her whole being formed the words “For what?”

“As one of my agents in the world,” said the face, though her lips did not seem to move. “Your will is in accordance with my will. What you want, I want.”

“How? Why?” Donna asked with her whole being.

“You will know,” said the face, the lips unmoving but the eyes conveying great wisdom and great good will toward Donna. “If you are in doubt, listen to Rational Donna. Rational Donna will not believe in me, but I believe in her. And stop worrying about the stillness and joy inside you. It is a good thing, and it will always be with you, collared or not. But do not worry, you will wear a collar, more than one. And be glad of it. Now enjoy the love that the collar brings to you.”

And with that, the face disappeared, and Donna awoke. She heard Kit asking, “Should we wake her up?”

“She will probably wake up on her own,” said Cindy's voice. “So long as she is breathing easily and not struggling … see there, she's awake now.”

Donna opened her eyes to see Debra, Cindy and Kit gazing down at her, their faces filled with concern. The hood was off her head, she could feel part of it lying against the side of her head where it had been discarded.

Debra was holding Donna's dildo gag in one hand, the long end gleaming with love juices, the short end gleaming with drool.

“What happened?” Donna asked. “You all look so worried.”

“You passed out while Debra was fucking you,” said Cindy. “Has that ever happened to you before?”

“No, but I didn't get fucked before I got collared,” said Donna.

“Did you pass out before, for any reason?” Cindy persisted.

“No … though there was that one time at band camp,” said Donna, “but I was marching in 95 degree heat for hours without a break while wearing a heavy wool uniform. And I wasn't the only one who passed out that day. Our band coach got fired because of it. It was a huge deal.”

“I remember that,” said Cindy, nodding.

“We will assume that was unrelated,” Kit said dryly. “It's OK, I think. What did you call it, Cindy?”

“The petit fatale au amour,” said Cindy, “the little death of love.” It's when a girl passes out from pleasure during sex. Is that what happened to you, Donna?”

Donna thought for a moment. The correct phrase was “la petite mort” but she knew better than to correct Cindy when she was showing off her knowledge to Kit.

“It'll do!” Donna said. “That wand had me … it was … wow … wow a LOT … and then I passed out. So I guess so.” Donna kept out the narrative simple and left out the vision of the Great Mother. It would worry them. Somehow, it didn't worry Donna.

“Yes, those Hitachi wands can kind of push you over the cliff, orgasm-wise,” said Debra knowingly.

“Oh, you can use one to push me over that cliff anytime,” said Donna with a grin. “It was wonderful.”

“Duly noted,” said Kit with a grin. “We're glad you're all right. We'll take it easy with the wand for the time being.”

“Oh, don't slow down on my account,” said Donna. “I'm ready to get back on the hair of the dog that bit me.”

Cindy, Debra and Kit looked at Donna.

“Just kidding,” Donna said with a smirk. “Bring it, if you got it.”

“Challenge accepted,” Kit said, grinning. “I love a girl who's hot for the game.”

As Donna spoke and listened to the others, she was aware that she was still in the place of stillness and joy. There had been no diminution of the feeling at all. She wasn't having sex, but she felt ready to. Ready for anything, really.

“Sure, let's get some new toys,” said Kit. “Come, girls.”

”Play with her, but keep an eye on her,” said Kit in a low voice when they were Donna's earshot. “She may be frailer than she thinks she is. She's not exactly an athlete, you know?”

“Good idea,” said Cindy. “I read that the little deaths do happen and there's no harm in them, but if a girl has them a lot it's a good idea to have her checked and make sure there isn't something more serious to it.”

“Good point,” said Kit. “I'll that see she gets a thorough checkup when we get back home, first thing, and if she keeps doing this passing out thing, I'll have her flown out to a hospital immediately. Can't be too careful with stuff like that.”

“Yes, Master,” Cindy said, smiling at both the compliment and the evidence of Kit's genuine concern for his girls' health. Of course, a Master should have great concern for his girl's health as he was held responsible for her well-being in all respects. But not all Masters measured up to their responsibilities, and rich Masters like Kit could probably skate on just about any kind of negligence with regard to their girls. Being a rich Master's girl could be a double-edged thing sometimes, it wasn't the life of sex-soaked luxury it was often portrayed as.

They gathered up some toys and returned to Donna and the bed. Soon she was hooded again, but not gagged, they had uses for Donna's mouth, and the wand was used on her again, but by hand. The results were satisfying to all.


Chapter 16 – Of course their balls were sacrosanct. Their brains however, were merely decorative at the moment.

Cheyenne sat in a cushioned recliner seat on the “Urmom's Champion,” a nicely appointed fishing vessel that normally gave fishing tours of the coastal waters to well-heeled fishermen. Today it had but a single passenger, Cheyenne, and this was not a tour. It was about mid-morning, the sky was clear and the sun set the wavecaps sparkling. It was a beautiful day for a tour.

“See that green dot at about 150 degrees?” shouted Miguel Rogers.

Cheyenne looked in the indicated direction and saw a tiny dot of green.

“Yeah!” Cheyenne yelled.

“Your destination,” said Miguel. “Best to make yourself scarce now. I doubt they have any computers hooked up to telescopes scanning the ocean, but there's no use taking chances. They could afford them, if they wanted them.”

Cheyenne nodded and rose and walked down the stairs that led below decks. He opened the door. There were two tiny cabins there, one on either side. And a hatch that led to a large storage area which could be used to store a large catch, or special gear, or whatever.

And there was a hidden hatchway inside one of the cabins that led to a hidden storage area that could be used to conceal anything Miguel liked from prying eyes. The hidden storage are could also be accessed from beneath the water, as it had a tiny airlock built into it. Great for smuggling, Coyote imagined.

None of that would likely be needed by Coyote, but it was nice to have if it was needed.

Miguel owed Shepard a favor, several of them, and he was paying off that favor with this trip. And Shepard had given Miguel the opportunity because Manuel was one of the local fishermen who was part of Kavanaugh's deal that allowed local fishermen to use one of the Kavanaugh's piers as a cache point. Miguel was going to be storing an inflatable lifeboat with an outboard motor and a couple of tanks of gasoline at the cache point, which was just a large shed. There wasn't even a lock on the shed -- the fishermen who used it operated on the honor system, and none would dare violate the system unless they were through with being fishermen in that area, and maybe not even then. Honor was an almost tangible thing in their culture.

Miguel was pleased to be making the trip. What he was doing would not violate the fishermen's honor system … the cache point had been used to store drugs, people and other “hot” items on many occasions. Hiding a “hot” person in the cache who would later be leaving on his own was routine, except for the “leaving on his own” part, which was no concern of Miguel's. Paying off the favor to Shepard so easily was a fine thing to Miguel.

Down in the hold, Kit checked his gear one more time. Shepard had been incredibly generous, and had known a lot more than Coyote did about the kind of gear he would need. He had been EXACTLY the person Coyote had needed.

Coyote felt a lot better about this whole thing than he had when he started. It almost felt as if some kind of Fate were guiding him. Everything was going so right. Well, his WAS a righteous cause -- he had been stolen from.

After a time, the engines throttled down, then went silent. They were docked. Coyote could hear Miguel moving about on the boat. Then Miguel stamped three times in quick succession on the deck.

This was the signal that the coast was clear. Coyote, dressed in a white T-shirt, green hoodie, jeans and black sneakers … just like Miguel … picked up his bag of gear and scrambled up over the deck and onto the pier. He headed straight for the vegetation, where a single porta-potty stood for the convenience of visitors who didn't want to strain their boats' sometimes limited bathroom facilities.

Coyote did not enter the porta-potty, instead he slipped into the thick vegetation that fringed the pier, crouching to keep his profile down.

The vegetation consisted mostly of thick stands of shrubs with waxy leaves with sharp, pointy ends. There were also palmetto fronds and strangely, honeysuckle vines here and there. Coyote forced his way through, trying to disturb the vegetation as little as possible so no movements would betray his presence.

Once Coyote was well hidden in the vegetation, he stopped and opened his bag of tricks, as he thought of it.

He pulled out a small case and opened it. Inside it were a number of dials and needles, and when he turned them on, he watched them carefully. None were moving particularly. There was a passive sonar and a passive radar detector, which would have the dials moving if they detected sonar or radar waves impacting them.

Active sonar or radar would have been more accurate, but of course they would have lit up any detectors the Kavanaughs possessed and set off every alarm they had.

This close to the mansion, they could also be using visible light cameras. With a sigh, Coyote took off his hoodie and T-shirt and pulled a folded up piece of fabric from his bag. It expanded to become a large cloak which he pulled over his body. He cinched it around his neck and pulled the hood in place so that his eyes were opposite the plastic lenses that let him see out of it and his nose was in the vicinity of the nose hole that let him breath. Then he activated it.

Immediately, Coyote disappeared. What was visible instead was a confusing blur of leaves and branches as the cloak reflected and refracted the light hitting the objects around it, concealing the soon-to-be very sweaty person beneath it. It was the very latest thing in stealth technology, supposedly used only by spies and specially trained military assault troops. Coyote had no idea how Shepard had gotten his hands on it, but he was pretty sure it was a felony to do so.

Now feeling less visible Coyote slowly made his way out of the shrubbery, but not completely out of it. He tried to stay close enough to greenery that his cloak could pick it up and reflect it. The dense and complex patterns of greenery worked much better to hide someone in an invisibility cloak that the wide open, where patches of sand and grass might have strict borders that would change visibly as the cloak reflected them.

Fortunately, there was plenty of greenery adjoining the mansion. It had been conceived by its architect to appear to be a natural part of the landscape. That was why the pool was a descending stream with small pools at its bends. All the natural vegetation was very handy for Coyote as he made his way to the side of the house.

Inside the house, Jermaine Keppler, half of the security team, sat dutifully and watched a bank of cameras that showed all that was going on inside and outside the house, except for whatever room Kit was using to sport with his slavegirls. He could have put on the camera there, but he preferred not to.

Jermaine had watched Manuel's boat arrive and depart, leaving some smuggling supplies. Jermaine didn't KNOW they were smuggling supplies but an inflatable boat with an outboard engine and some spare gas tanks that could show up unannounced and off the radar in the middle of the sea was very handy at times, and few of those times involved routine fishing. Then again, Miguel might just be clearing his hold, anticipating a big catch somewhere. Most of the fishermen here were legit fishermen who maybe did some smuggling on the side -- the Kavanaughs would hire someone to deal with smugglers if they needed something smuggled, they had no need to get their private getaway involved.

It was a lazy summer afternoon, and there was no reason beside professional paranoia to be suspicious, and Jermaine wasn't. Considering all the good food in his belly Jermaine was feeling very relaxed. (The Kavanaugh's kitchen staff fed the staff as well, and generally the same food that the Kavanaughs and their guests got, though if there was a shortage, the staff meals were different, though still delicious -- better than anything Keppler had ever tasted in a restaurant.)

There were a lot of perks to working on the island and the job paid very well. Sweetest gig Jermaine had ever had. Which was why he took the job seriously.

That's why he still watched the monitors carefully, relaxed as he was, which was why he noticed the flicker one one side of the walkway to the servant's entrance.

The monitors sometimes created artifacts, screen glitches and such, but generally the artifacts didn't look like that. Keppler focused hard on the screens and saw a very subtle flickering moving along the edge of the greenery.

He knew what it was. He'd seen a video of just this sort of thing during an advanced training session.

Without hesitation he hit the “alarm” button. All the house's defenses lit up, the stunners powered up, the machine guns chambered rounds, the radar and sonar beacons went on full, and the steel shutters activated, ready to shield every window and door in the house at a moment's notice, while the safe room door opened and its air conditioning and lights powered up.

“Jermaine, what's up?” came Kit's voice a moment later.

“Got a stealthed intruder near the house, Mr. Kavanaugh,” said Jermaine. “Perhaps others, thought the active detectors are showing only one. I'm conducting a deep survey.”

“Nothing on visual?” Kit asked.

“Looks like the intruder is wearing a stealth cloak,” said Jermaine. “All I get is a flicker on the monitors. Military grade gear, I believe.”

“Just one, eh?” Kit asked. “No suspicious boats or aircraft?”

“No,” said Kit. “Just three aircraft, all commercial jets on their usual runs. A few fishing vessels, none headed toward the island. One was docked here a while ago, but there was no suspicious activity, and I was watching. Might have gotten one person offloaded, though, especially if they're cloaked.”

“If he's wearing a stealth cloak, how did you detect him?” Kit asked.

“The cloaks aren't perfect, as their wearers move they change what they're reflecting, creating visual artifacts, tiny ripples in the visual field.”

“And you picked that up from a monitor?” Kit asked.

“Yes,” Jermaine replied.

“Damn, great work,” said Kit. “Can you stun him?”

“Don't think so,” said Jermaine. “The cloaks are grounded. But a hit from a stunner might fry the electronics that hide the wearer, though.”

“I think I know who it is, I don't want him shot,” said Kit. “Don't shoot him with a gun unless he hauls out any weapons first.”

“Understood,” said Jermaine.

“I'll go out and talk with him,” said Kit.

“Mr. Kavanaugh, I advise strongly against that,” Jermain protested. “It may not be the person you think it is. And even if it is, they may not have planned what you think they have planned.”

“I would be disappointed in you if you did not advise against me going out to talk with him,” said Kit. “And I would be disappointed in me if I did not go out to talk with him. But don't worry … I'm bringing a stunner. And you'll be covering me. Shoot him if he makes any moves for a weapon.”

“I really think that would be a mistake, Mr. Kavanaugh," said Jermaine. “It only takes an instant for someone to shoot you. It's not a reasonable risk. Don't take it.”

“I understand your concern,” said Kit, “but I know things about this intruder that you do not. Stay cool, and I think everything will come out all right with no one hurt much, though there will probably be some hand to hand combat. If that happens, let it happen.”

“You pay me not to let this sort of thing happen, Mr. Kavanaugh,” said Jermaine pointedly.

“My father pays you not to let this sort of thing happen,” said Kit. “But he's not in charge right now, I am, and I am paying you to let hand-to-hand combat happen, but to protect us if weapons get pulled by anyone but me and mine. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” said Jermaine. Mr. Kavanaugh's blood was up, he could hear it in his voice. And he knew better than to argue with an employer whose blood was up. He was just glad the security phones were always recorded -- he'd have proof that he had fought this if something stupid happened. As it was, he thought something stupid was already happening.

Kit walked into the harem where he found the girls sleeping in their huge beds.

He walked over to Donna and gently shook her.

Donna's eyes opened sleepily.

“Hey, Kit,” she said with a smile. Soon enough she would be calling him “Master.” Maybe even later today, if things worked out.

“Hey, Donna,” Kit said. “I believe Coyote is at our side door right now. I plan to go out and see what he wants. Want to come along?”

Immediately, Donna came fully awake.

“Kit, he can only be here to get me back in his collar,” she said.

“I know,” said Kit. “How do you feel about that?”

“Indifferent,” Donna blurted out, and was surprised to discover it was the truth. She did not care which of them had her collared. She had not known that about herself.

She kept discovering new thing about herself, it was confusing.

But the stillness and joy that the Great Mother had promised her was still with her, not at all shaken by this news. Maybe that was why. It did not matter whose collar she wore, she would have this great peace of mind. Strange.

Kit looked surprised, too. Then he grinned. “Well, at least you are honest,” he said.

“I can honestly say I like wearing your collar, Kit,” said Donna, looking straight at Kit.

“Good to know,” Kit said primly, and Donna sensed that at some level she had somehow wounded his male ego. She sighed. Male egos were such fragile things, much like their testicles. There was probably an important lesson in there somewhere.

Donna rose and stood while Kit leashed her up and led her out of the room. Cindy and Debra were both awake and looking at them.

“You can come watch if you like, girls,” said Kit. Donna had to admit, Kit was confident.

Cindy and Debra immediately rose and followed Kit and Donna out the door. They were very quiet, but their faces were alive, and a little alarmed.

Donna, strangely, didn't feel alarmed at all. She must really be indifferent. Except, she sensed it wasn't that.

Who the hell was she, she wondered? She had the strangest feeling she was about to find out.

Before being collared (it felt like a century ago) she had thought being collared would bring an end to mysteries about sex. Oh no, au contraire. The mysteries were doing nothing but multiplying.

They walked to security room, where a burly security guy sat at a desk, silently radiating disapproval.

“Hey, Jermaine,” said Kit. “Stunguns in the usual spot?”

“Yeah, it's unlocked, Mr. Kavanaugh,” said Jermaine.

Kit walked over to the cabinet and pulled a Tesla Mark 7 stungun from the cabinet, then called a number on his cell phone. Jermaine's phone rang and he responded to the call and left it on the table. Now they could communicate easily.

“I promise to not let anything bad happen to me, or the girls,” said Kit.

“Yes, Mr. Kavanaugh,” Kit said. “I formally advise against going out there, but you know that.”

“I do,” said Kit, leaving without any further words.

Donna sensed that the two of them had had a lot more words earlier. Of course a security guy would have problems with Kit confronting Coyote directly. Coyote was a man who took a LOT of confronting.

Kit led them to a side entrance and they stepped from the cool, climate-controlled hallway into the heat and light outside of the house.

Donna squinted in the glare. She did not see Coyote.

“Coyote, you've been spotted, you can take off the cloak now,” said Kit to the apparently empty lawn.

Nothing, no response.

“Take his cloak out, Jermaine,” said Kit softly.

Jermaine couldn't see Kit, but the active radar had his location down cold. He used that to line up the crosshairs on one of the rooftop stunners, and pulled the trigger.

Coyote saw a red glow on his cloak and knew that he had been targeted. He ducked to one side, and Kit and Jermaine both saw the slight refraction along the ground as he moved, and both of them fired their stunners.

Coyote did not feel either stun bolt, the cloak was well grounded. But when Coyote held his hand up in front of his face, he saw the dull gray surface of the unworking cloak. The stungun had not fried any of Coyote's nerve, but it had fried the delicate circuitry that made the stealth cloak work.

With a sigh, Coyote loosened the neck strap and pulled the cloak off. It was a relief to feel the wind on his naked chest. It had been really sweaty in there.

Debra, Cindy and Donna all stood with their mouths open. They had heard of stealth cloaks -- who hadn't? -- but they were secret military things and none of them had seen one in real life before. It was so weird to see a gray canvas bag appear on the lawn in front of the wall of leaves that fringed it, and then to see a beautiful half-naked man popping out from under it.

Weird and wonderful, to judge from the glances that Cindy and Donna gave one another. They were Kit's girls for sure, but they weren't dead.

“You know what I'm here for, Kit,” said Coyote. “Donna is mine. Return her to me, and there might not be any hard feelings. I can understand wanting her badly. I might have stolen her from you if you had beaten me to the collar. But you didn't.”

“Possession is nine tenths of the law, Coyote,” said Kit. “Besides, she's happy to wear my collar, she told me so herself. I didn't even have to ask her.”

Donna glanced at Kit. What he'd said was accurate, in a way. But wrong.

“That's just her collar talking, Kit,” said Coyote. “Everybody knows what collars do to women. Now let's do this right, we can settle it right here, right now, with a proper collar challenge.”

Donna looked at Coyote. “Just her collar talking?” What the hell was that all about? Coyote was ignoring her opinion because it was just her collar talking? That was even worse than Kit misreporting her opinion. She was indifferent to whose collar she wore, she had said so. But these men appeared to be indifferent to her indifference.

“I agree,” said Kit. “A collar challenge is just what's needed. Right here, right now, as you say. Let's go around front and do this thing.”

“Sure,” said Coyote. He was amazed that Kit was agreeing to this. He had been expecting another blast from the stunner and him shipped off ignominiously again, an unworthy opponent for Kit. Coyote had been so dismayed to be found out so easily. All that sense of Fate had vanished when he'd seen Kit walk out the door and call him out.

Now here Kit was, agreeing to a collar challenge. In a way it was logical -- Coyote had always gotten the feeling that Kit thought he could take Coyote in a fight. And of course, Coyote felt that he could take Kit in a fight. Neither of them had had cause to fight, though, not really, until now.

Still, something must have changed from a couple of days ago when he'd been kicked from their inland mansion to now. And it could only be that Donna was, at some level, still in his collar. Kit was doing this, not for him, but for Donna, to show her that he was the better man, because he honestly thought he could beat Coyote.

Well, Coyote had been counting on Kit's arrogance. Now here it was, changing a hopeless situation into a potential win.

Kit led them out the front yard, thinking this could work out to his complete advantage. Coyote would be a tough opponent, but Kit had been secretly training specifically to beat a fighter like Coyote ever since he'd realized he was going to take Donna from Coyote if he got to her first, way back in their senior year. Coyote didn't know that, but he was about to find out.

Back in the security room, Jermaine was more relaxed. It was apparently who Kit thought it would be, apparently a lovelorn swain of Donna's. He looked very fit, but not nearly as heavy as Kit. Jermaine had helped Kit train when he was on the island. Kit was a really good fighter. He had a right hook that could take you right out. He was probably planning to beat the guy up and send him packing. Worked for Jermaine. But he kept the stunner trained on Coyote nonetheless. He ignored the girls -- they belonged to Kit, it was obvious. This poor Coyote guy was about to get his face smashed for nothing. Well, that was a collar fight for you.

Kit led them to the front yard, meanwhile asking Jermaine to have one of the staff bring two pair of his MMA gloves to the front yard. By the time they reached there, Chanelle the maid was running out of the front door with the gloves.

“That will be all, Chanelle,” Kit said as he took the gloves. Chanelle's face was carefully composed and she nodded and left. Kit knew the whole staff would know in moments, and he was OK with that.

Kit tossed a pair of gloves to Coyote. “Wear 'em or don't, as you please,” he said.

Coyote said “Thanks” and put the gloves on. The gloves were protective devices, but they were also weapons. They protected your hands from being broken when you hit someone. But that also meant you could hit opponents harder with your hands, and the gloves did very little to lessen the kinetic energy of a blow. Coyote would have been foolish to turn the gloves down, especially as they were the fingerless gloves of MMA fighting, which meant he could still grapple. They were an excellent weapon.

Coyote slid the gloves on while Kit led Donna to a ring attached to a stake driven into the grass near the edge of the sand ring, and tied her leash to it, then cuffed her behind her back.

“Look, Kit, Coyote, this is stupid,” Donna said. “Surely if we talk we … mmmgh!” she said as Kit worked, then shoved the ballgag attached to her collar into her mouth while Donna gazed at him with angry eyes.

“We'll get this settled, then we'll talk,” said Kit.

Donna just glared at him. He was being so stupid.

Kit laid the stun gun carefully on a rock near the ring Donna was leashed to and slid his gloves on next. They fit nicely.

“No rounds,” said Kit. “We go until someone wins. No weapons, just our bodies. No eye-gouging or nut squeezing, just like a regular bout. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” said Coyote.

Donna sneered behind her gag. Of course their balls were sacrosanct. Their brains however, were merely decorative at the moment.

Kit and Coyote stepped forward and touched gloves, then stepped back, raising their fists and approaching each other slowly, with short, careful steps.

They got close and traded some jabs and leg kicks. They were both being cautious, dancing around, testing each other's range.

Coyote faked a leg kick and then spun around and tried for a backward swinging roundhouse.

Kit blocked the roundhouse with his arm and got in a left jab to Coyote's body. Coyote skipped back. That jab hadn't landed cleanly, which was a good thing, because it had a LOT of power behind it. He had been thinking Kit was the usual amateur MMA fighter that you often got among football players … big, slow, counting on their mass and strength to defeat their opponents, and oh-so-surprised when they came up against somebody who really knew how to hit. He had been wrong about that. Kit had very good technique.

Coyote easily blocked Kit's next few shots as he tried to follow up on the jab, then got off a quick left jab that got through Kit's guard and sent him back a few paces. Coyote tried to follow up but Kit was pretty good at blocking, too, and in a moment they were back to their dance.

Donna stood at the ring and glared at the two idiots being oversized monkeys over possession of her. She glanced at Cindy and Debra and saw that they were enthralled by the spectacle. It did nothing to make Donna feel better.

That was when she suddenly knew that this was the time, the time she was supposed to do that thing, whatever it was, that the Mother Goddess wanted her to do. And Rational Donna was supposed to know what to do.

“I want to stop these two idiots from fighting and let me tell them how to settle this is a non-stupid manner,” said Rational Donna. “I need to get out of these cuffs.”

“Impossible!” said New Donna. “Your hands are cuffed behind your back and you got no keys!”

“Not so fast,” said Rational Donna. “These cuffs are slavegirl cuffs, they're not high-security, they're meant to make a girl feel nice and helpless. Picking the lock will be child's play once I find a lockpick.”

“Sure, all we need is a lockpick, those are all over the place,” said New Donna. She really did not want to escape from Kit's collar.

“Shut up,” said Rational Donna, and New Donna did. Donna began scanning the ground near her for lockpick-shaped rocks. It was not nearly as difficult as it might have seemed. The sand that covered the ground here had been brought up from the beach below, it was full of odd-shaped bits of coral and shells and rocks. Donna moved close to the sand and looked down at the ground carefully without being too obvious about what she was doing. Which was difficult, because Kit and Coyote were fighting directly across from her.

And what a fight it was. Kit was a striker, and so was Coyote. They had each gotten in a couple of good shots to the other's face and they were both filled with an unholy mixture of testosterone and adrenaline, their bodies moving at a blur.

Coyote was having MUCH tougher time with Kit than he had expected. Kit was a linebacker, and linebackers were not just strong, but FAST. Kit's short steps covered ground very rapidly, and at times it was all Coyote could do to stay out of his way.

Kit was having a rougher time with Coyote than he had expected. He had banked on his greater muscle mass giving him much more of an advantage in the fight. But Coyote had taken a couple of very good shots from him and kept fighting effectively. And Coyote's hits had been HARD, really hard, as if delivered by a much larger man. Coyote was fucking FAST, well he'd expected that, but he hadn't realized how much more powerful Coyote's hand speed made his blows.

In the meantime, Donna's search of the grounds had been successful. She had spotted a tiny bit of shell that looked like it might make a good lockpick. She casually sat down with her back to it, then carefully sifted the sand with her fingers for it while watching Kit and Coyote fight over her. It was supposed to be a very stirring spectacle, to have two men fighting over her this way, but it made Donna just want to roll her eyes at the stupidity of it. She was the one who decided whose collar she would wear.

They both had blood on their faces, Coyote from a cut lip, Kit from a cut beneath his eye. Eew, once again. Neither one appeared to care. Both were hitting each other amazingly hard, the sound and the impact made it seem that they should have knocked each other senseless a long time ago.

Coyote was starting to think that Kit had a strategy of wearing him down over time. Kit had mass on his side, it took a lot more energy for Coyote to give Kit a hard shot than it took for Kit to give Coyote a hard shot. Over time, this would work in Kit's favor, except that Coyote was noted for his phenomenal stamina in the ring. He was nothing but muscle and bone, very little fat on him, so it took less energy for him to move.

Kit was growing frustrated as the fight continued. He had gotten several good shots on Coyote, but not any good knockout shots. Coyote was great at getting a punch in and evading Kit's counterpunches. Well, most of them. Kit was sure if he could get just one solid shot in, Coyote would be staggered, and Kit would be able to move in and finish him.

Of course, that was provided that Coyote didn't get a solid shot in first. He had no more illusions about Coyote's striking ability. Coyote could knock the shit out of him if he let up for an instant.

Donna fairly quickly picked up the bit of shell in her hands. It was difficult since she couldn't see what she was doing, but her fingers were nimble and she had a good idea of its shape, and it had a unique shape.

Next came the really hard part … fitting the lockpick shell into the keyhole of the cuff around her wrists. Her fingers were nimble and her wrists were flexible, but this took some major twisting and turning and flexing.

It would have been obvious that Donna was trying to pick the lock on her cuffs, if anyone had been watching. But no one was. Everyone was watching the guys. Even Donna appeared to be watching them, if you didn't watch her hands … which no one was doing.

For Donna it seemed an infinitely long struggle. As she worked, she was intensely aware that Jermaine must be watching them on one of the camera's in the security room. And that he probably had weapons of some kind up there … stunners at the very least, and probably guns that shot bullets, too.

Donna knew she had to work fast, because sooner or later one of these stupid men would succeed in knocking the other out, and then all attention would be on her as the prize that had been won. And she wanted to be free before that happened.

There were several heart-stopping moments when the pick almost slipped out of her hands, but she was able to recover it each time and keep going. Finding it among the blades of grass beneath her might be really hard.

Finally as she twisted the coral about she felt it sink into the lock for about the third time, and she twisted it in the opposite direction from when she'd managed that previously, and there was a sudden “click” and her hands were freed.

But she was still leashed to the ring in the grass.

Here Coyote helped her by making a right uppercut that staggered Kit back on his heels. Coyote charged, hoping to finish Kit off. Kit was clearly confused, but his reflexes were well developed and he was able to stave off Coyote's attack almost entirely on instinct.

With everyone focused on Kit's charge, Donna quickly reached up and unclipped the leash from her neck, then put her hands behind her back as if bound. Then she rose, still holding her hands behind her back, hoping no one would notice she wasn't leashed … and they didn't, all eyes were still on the fight … and walked oh-so-casually over to the rock where Kit had set the stungun. Once she was in its vicinity, she abandoned all pretext, she bent down, picked up the gun and shot Kit.

Kit, totally focused on Coyote, didn't know what had happened at first. The stunner felt like a blow at first, but the unmistakable electronic sting of it soon penetrated Kit's brain and his eyes tracked over to Donna as he fell, his face the picture of betrayal.

Coyote saw Kit fall, and instinctively moved to finish him, but noticed the way Kit's muscles were corded and yet unmoving, typical of a stun gun zap.

Coyote's eyes turned to see Donna pointing the gun at Kit as Kit fell. A broad smile spread over his face, just before Donna shot him with the stunner, too.

He collapsed on the ground, his eyes bulging with surprise.

Donna stood behind a tree that offered some cover from Jermaine up in the house in case he tried to shoot her.

Jermaine, however, did not intend to shoot her. From what he had seen, Coyote had hit Kit, knocking him to the ground. Then Donna had shot him with a stun gun, coming to Kit's aid.

And Jermaine remembered Kit's words, that only he and his girls could use a weapon. Obviously, he had intended to use Donna as an ace in the hole. Jermaine was not surprised. Kavanaughs were not into fair fights. Joseph Kavanaugh had once famously said, “A man who just wants a level playing field is a man who is not standing on the high ground.”

“FAFF FIF!” Donna cried. She growled. She had forgotten that she was gagged. She was getting used to it. She quickly yanked the gag out of her mouth and cried “STOP IT!” She had the stunner trained on them still and was prepared to fire at a moment's notice. “Stop this stupid fight now!”

Cindy and Debra just looked at each other. They didn't know what to think. Slavegirls never got involved in Master fights, they let them fight it out and then went with the winner. Donna had gone crazy or something. They had no intention of getting involved. Just because Donna had gone crazy, it didn't mean they should.

Coyote and Kit didn't say anything because they couldn't. The stunner had left them partially paralyzed and it took even them a few moments to get control of their bodies back.

“You are both wrong to think any kind of fight will decide whose collar I will wear,” Donna said, her voice edged with all the anger she had felt ever since the whole collar challenge had started. “I will decide, and I won't be wearing EITHER of your collars if you won't listen to what I have to say. We can all get what we want here, if you have the good sense to listen to me.”

Kit recovered his ability to use his body first. With some difficulty, he rolled to a sitting position. “I'm willing to listen,” he said, “but it is Coyote who brought the challenge.”

“I'll listen,” said Coyote, rolling over on his side. “We can always finish it later.”

Donna looked at both of them.

“Good,” said Donna. “I know you are both strong, powerful men, not easily dissuaded from getting your way, but you're not going to be any use to anybody if you can't listen to reason when it's time to listen to reason.”

“Fair enough,” said Coyote. “But we're at loggerheads here. I want you. Kit wants you. Only one of us can have you.”

“Ah, see, that's where you're wrong,” said Donna. “Both of you can have me.”

Coyote looked at Kit, who looked at Coyote. They were clearly thinking of going back to the fighting.

“I will shoot you as many times as it takes,” Donna said in flat, cold voice that neither of them had ever heard from her before. She clearly meant it.

“How can we both have you?” Kit asked, shrugging as he looked up at the rooftop. Jermaine could put an end to this. Except there was a tree between Donna and the roof of the house.

Well, he'd wanted her because she was smart. There were downsides to having a super-smart slavegirl.

“I can wear both of your collars,” said Donna. “A work collar for you, Kit, a love collar for you, Coyote. You both get what you need from me.”

Kit rolled his eyes. Coyote looked annoyed.

“I didn't come all this way to share you with anybody, work collar or no,” said Coyote.

“Well if you don't want to collar me, that simplifies things greatly,” said Donna.

“I didn't say that,” said Coyote quickly.

“Well if you're not going to be fully with me, I don't see how much use you can be,” said Kit.

“Oh, really?” asked Donna. “A moment ago I was bound and gagged and tied to a ring here on the lawn. Now I'm freed, pointing a stungun at you, in command of the situation. Are you sure you can't use a girl who can turn things around like that?”

“Well you have a point,” said Kit. ”You are a more formidable woman than I realized.”

”Yes I am,” said Donna. “I know you are both the big, tough guys at school who are used to getting your ways about everything you care about because you're the top dogs, but didn't it occur to either of you that one of the reasons both of you are attracted to me is that I'm your female equivalent and can handle your shit?”

“I cannot say that it did,” said Coyote. “I just thought you were beautiful and smart and funny.”

“Same here,” said Kit, shrugging.

“And of course, you were both attracted to me because you sensed that I was attracted to you, on some level,” said Donna. “I didn't know that myself, at the time … I was fighting the collar hard. And the thing is, once I'd been collared, when I said I was glad to be wearing your collar, Kit, I was telling the truth. And when I said I was indifferent as to whose collar I wore, I was also telling the truth, because I also was glad to be wearing Coyote's collar. You're both strong, brave, capable men. Which is why I am attracted to you and want to wear both your collars. It's not indecision. It's knowing a good thing when I see one. Or in this case, two.”

”I can see why YOU want both our collars,” said Coyote. ”I'm not sure it's such a great deal for me.”

Cindy and Debra looked at one another again. You just didn't bargain with men like this. Even at gunpoint. Which you also did not do, point guns at men, for starters. Men were for loving, except for the bad ones, everybody knew that. Donna was breaking ALL the rules. They didn't know whether to be scandalized or amazed. So they were both, just to be on the safe side.

“You've got to be kidding me,” said Donna. “Did you not hear me say I'd wear your love collar? Isn't that what you WANTED when you collared me?”

“Well, yeah,” said Coyote, “but I didn't think there would be anyone ELSE's collar around your pretty little neck.”

“Life is full of surprises,” said Donna. “It's how we deal with them that counts. I just dealt you a very nice hand. Play it.”

“How would this even work out?” Kit asked. “We swap you on alternate days, or what?”

“Of course not, that wouldn't be efficient,” said Donna. “Most men have jobs, they go somewhere and work and go back home afterward and live with their slavegirls and children. Coyote's job is being an MMA fighter, and from what I've seen it, he works as hard at it as any man with a regular job. Probably harder. So, I'll go out each day and work with Kit, then I'll come home and live with Coyote. You both get half my time. Weekends I'm Coyote's. And that should be more than enough for both of you. Let's face it, neither one of you is a layabout who's going to spend all his time mooning over me. You both have busy lives. I'll be more than enough for both of you, and you know it.”

Donna was amazed to hear herself speaking the words as she spoke them. She had no memory of planning ANY of this. She had no memory of THINKING any of this. It was all way outside the box.

But it was pure, uncut Rational Donna all right. Clearly, Rational Donna had been thinking about this, and planning this. The Earth Mother must have known she would. New Donna just wished someone would fill her in on what she was doing. It was unsettling. Very unsettling. Almost as unsettling as having three Donnas to contend with.

“Whaddya think, Coyote?” Kit asked.

“I think I could stand to get really drunk right about now,” said Coyote.

Kit nodded solemnly.

“Definitely the right thing to do,” said Kit. “Let's go inside, there's a bar there, and we can get good and hammered.”

Donna looked at the two beaten-up men and thought they looked like they'd been thoroughly hammered already.

“Let's go,” said Kit, rising to his feet.

“Sure thing,” said Coyote. They got up and walked toward the main house, ignoring the slavegirls, Kit waving Donna and Cindy off as they started to dutifully follow their Master.

Donna did not say or do anything. She didn't need Rational Donna to know that staying in the background right now was the right thing to do.

Jermaine watched the whole thing from the house cameras and shook his head. This was freaking weird. He kept an eye on Coyote and Kit but also kept an eye on Donna. He was glad that things had come to a peaceful resolution, but he stayed on the alert, just in case violence happened again. That had been a very volatile situation down there.

Donna, seeing the men walk off, put the stun gun down on a rock. She did not think she would need to shoot Cindy or Debra.

Debra and Cindy, seeing Donna put down the gun, picked up the courage to approach Donna. They weren't sure what to do after Kit waved them off. This was not a slavegirl thing, apparently. Which was ridiculous. Everything went better with slavegirls, everyone knew that.

“What the hell, Donna?” Debra asked.

“You'll have to be more specific,” Donna said with a smile.

“You really want to have two Masters, Donna?” Cindy asked. “One's just not enough?”

“Kinda,” said Donna. “I guess one Master would be enough, but the thing is, both Kit and Coyote need me, but in different ways. Coyote needs me in his love collar, Kit needs me in his work collar, and they're both great guys. So, yeah, I want to take care of both of them.”

“Come on, Donna,” said Debra. “Coyote is the state MMA champ, and he's freaking BEAUTIFUL. All he'd have to do is wave a collar in the air and a dozen girls would get stuck in midair trying to jump into it. If I weren't wearing Kit's collar I'd be on my hands and knees begging to suck his cock this very moment.”

“True,” said Donna, “but in addition to being the state MMA champ, Coyote is very smart. Most of the girls who would leap at the chance to be in Coyote's collar are no brighter than most of his opponents in the ring. He will need someone like me to keep that mind of his sharp and exercised. And Kit only needs me for my brains, really … the two of you have him all taken care of in terms of love.”

“If that were so, why did he steal you?” asked Cindy.

“Because he covets my intellect … as he should,” said Donna. “I mean, I know I've been a nice novelty sex toy for him to play with … and for you to play with … but in a short while, he'll start me working on the problems of Kavanaugh Enterprises, and that will quickly become what I do most of the time.”

“He'll stop fucking you?” Debra asked, in tones that indicated that Debra thought Donna would be losing a very nice perk.

“He'd better fuck me, or I'll go after him with a stun gun again,” Donna said.

Cindy and Debra burst out laughing.

“So what do you think Kit and Coyote are doing up there?” Cindy asked.

“Getting drunk, just like they said,” said Donna. “Talking and probably laughing their silly asses off at what went down. Making friends, in short.”

“That's good,” said Cindy.

“Oh, very good, it means they are going to take my deal, both of them,” said Donna. “They haven't figured it out yet, but that's what they'll do.”

“Do you find yourself often knowing what people will do before they know it?” Debra asked.

“Yes,” said Donna. “For example, I know that you two are about to get in one of these pools and float around and relax with me and get drunk on some nice fancy drinks.”

“Well how do you know that?” Cindy asked.

“Because I know I'm going to suggest it, and I know you two know a good suggestion when you hear it,” Donna answered.

“We are kind of smart that way,” said Cindy. “Jermaine, can you hear us? Can you send someone down from the house with a pitcher of margaritas and a music box?”

“Yes I can and yes I will,” said Jermaine. “Everyone down there doing OK?”

“Just fine, Jermaine,” said Cindy as she and Debra and Donna eased into one of the pools that shimmered in front of the mansion.

“Good to know,” said Jermaine. “Keep me posted if you have any issues.”

“Sure, Jermaine,” said Cindy.

“So what else do you know about us that we don't know?” Debra asked.

“Well, I know that you and Cindy are good, fine people,” said Donna, “for starters.”

“And how do you know that?” Debra asked, clearly fishing for compliments.

“Because when I passed out during sex yesterday, you were obviously very worried for me and watched after me afterward,” said Donna.

“Oh, Kit ordered us to do that,” said Debra.

“And if Kit had not ordered you to keep an eye on me, would you have behaved very differently?” Donna asked.

“Probably not,” said Debra.

“I rest my case,” said Donna. “But there is something I don't know about either of you, and it's something I need you to keep inside your collars, slave's honor. Do either of you believe in the Mother Goddess?”

Debra gave a quick nod and Cindy hesitated for a moment and said, “I believe she MAY exist, but I've not seen anything convincing to show me she exists, if you know what I mean.”

“I do,” said Donna. “I didn't believe in her either, and for the same reasons as you, Cindy, until I passed out during sex yesterday.”

“Whaaaaat?” Debra asked, her voice a drawn-out exhalation of wonder.

“I saw the Mother Goddess in a vision while I was passed out yesterday,” said Donna calmly.

“No way!” said Debra.

“Really?” said Cindy.

“Way,” said Donna, “and really.”

Just then the drinks arrived but as soon as Claressa was gone, a long, boozy afternoon of floating in the water in the sun and listening to the water babble as it ran to the sea began, which included much discussion of the Mother Goddess and what she might have in mind for Donna, and by the time it ended, Cindy and Debra were halfway to being Donna's acolytes.


Chapter 17 – Epilogues

Kit, Cindy and Donna watched the pontoon boat glide out of the harbor.

“Well that was the weirdest thing ever,” Kit said, nodding.

“Yes, Master, it was,” said Debra, snuggling close to Kit.

“Donna is very special,” said Cindy thoughtfully.

“Special just isn't the word for it,” said Kit. “If someone had told me the day before yesterday that one of my slavegirls would shoot me with a stungun and then I'd collar her, and she'd cry for joy when I collared her, I'd have laughed in his face.”

“Yes, Master,” said Cindy. “But you know, I was proud of you for every instant of your conduct this weekend. You always behaved as a wise and strong Master should. You accepted Donna's weirdness and somehow rose above it. You made me so proud to wear your collar.”

“You don't think I showed weakness in sharing Donna with Coyote?” Kit asked.

“No, Master,” said Debra. “Any more than I share you with Cindy out of weakness. You showed smarts and you showed love. Donna is a girl who will need much looking after. Let Coyote handle it. You can get all the work out of her you need then.”

“Yeah, Coyote seems like a good guy,” said Kit. “And god, does he have a left jab. It's like his hands are bricks or something.”

“How do you girls feel about Donna being permanently collared by me?” Kit asked. “To tell the truth, I was half convinced she would break my collar.”

“I am glad she is with you, Master,” said Cindy. “She is weird, very smart, but she has a wonderful, loving heart. She cares for Debra and I, maybe not as much as she cares for you, Master, but she is our chain sister in her heart as well as in fact.”

Cindy did not mention the Mother Goddess. The Mother Goddess was not for owners.

“Yeah, I got that impression, too,” said Kit. “Maybe you two can help me keep a handle on Donna's weirdness.”

“We will do all we can, my Master,” Debra promised. “But she is very weird.”

“Well, she'll keep all of us from being bored, that's for sure,” said Kit with a grin. “Now let's head up to the house and you two can massage all the muscles that Coyote beat up yesterday.”

“And suck your cock while we do it Master?” Debra asked.

“It wasn't injured, but I suppose I'll let you out of general kindness,” Kit said dryly as they headed back to the mansion.

Coyote sat in the back of the boat, and while he was not in a trance, he was definitely relaxed and happy. Which was extremely weird. He should be angry. He had been forced to share the first girl he had ever collared with his rival. But having made friends with Kit when they got drunk together, it didn't bother him so much. Kit was a good guy, and a tough fighter, and he respected toughness in others. Such as Coyote.

That made things much easier. Plus, there was Donna. She was one in a million, hell, one in a billion. She was such a complete slut in bed. She LOVED being in their collars, there was no doubting it.

But Coyote knew in his heart that she would have broken both their collars if they hadn't at least listened to her. She had meant that. Plus, she was the sort of woman who would shoot men with a stunner if they got out of hand, in her opinion. Who did that? Especially to men whose collars she loved wearing?

Only Donna.

Coyote looked at her back and shoulders with the straps holding her to the chair, her hands cuffed to bolts on either side of the chain, her rich black head of hair flying in the wind like a living thing. She was beautiful, even with her lovely butt obscured by the chair.. He felt lucky to have her in his collar. Life was pretty damn good, somehow.

“See ya soon, Donna!” Kit called as Coyote shoved the pontoon boat off the dock.

“Yeff, maffa,” Donna called. She was sitting in a chair at the prow of the boat, held to her seat by slave restraints. She was gagged and cuffed. Kit and Coyote had told her at dinner that night that they had agreed to accept Donna's terms for her collaring: she would wear both of their collars. But they also said that her tongue was probably the most dangerous weapon on the island, and that she'd be gagged for the rest of her time there, until Kit and Coyote could develop enough resistance not to have their brains turned to tapioca pudding by her words.

Donna hadn't said a word. She knew to take the win once she had it. Plus, she loved being gagged. Which was totally irrational of course, but Rational Donna definitely was NOT the one in charge during sexy times.

Coyote moved gingerly as he climbed into the chair next to the boat's engine. He was young and healthy but he had had a lot to drink last night and Kit had beaten him up pretty good yesterday. Which was all right -- he'd beaten up Kit pretty good yesterday.

They'd both still been able to perform sexually in the orgy that had broken out after the collaring ceremony. Donna had cried like a schoolgirl when they both collared her. Well she wasn't much past her schoolgirl days, and she was a weird one, there was no doubt about it.

Even after a really fierce fight and some hard drinking and having to face some very weird shit from Donna, they had hard cocks and lusty hearts, and Donna, Debra and Cindy had been used hard by them, to everyone's great pleasure, especially Cindy and Debra. After watching the men fight, they both had huge hot-ons for both Masters, and to describe them as quivering sex beasts was a bit of an understatement.

Kit steered the boat out of the dock, then set out on the course that the WAVES program on his phone provided for him. It would get them to the marina in about ninety minutes.

But right now, there was nothing but the bright sun shining down on the sea, Donna's sunblock-slathered skin reflecting the light beautifully, her boobs bouncing in time to the boat's motion as it sailed over the gently rolling waves.

With the noise of the engine there was no point in either of them talking, and being sated after last night's activities, they were able to sit in companionable silence for the whole trip. Donna soon sank into a sort of trance, her eyes going blank as the wind blew the drool that oozed past her gag off her chin, hair flowing and whipping in the wind made by their passage.

And she hadn't expected it, or planned on it, but suddenly everything went blank and a white dot rapidly expanded to fill her vision with the sight of the Mother Goddess' face.

“Beautifully done, Donna,” said the Mother Goddess. “I knew I chose well when I chose you.”

“What did I do, Mother?” Donna's being asked. As usual, their “speech” didn't involve vocalizations. The Earth Mother's words appeared in Donna's minds, and Donna's words were formed by her being.

“I don't know,” said the Earth Mother.

“?” went Donna.

“I don't know things the way you know things, Donna,” said the Earth Mother. “I know what to do, and when to do it, and what to say. But I don't have a plan as you understand plans. I have a general notion of where my children need to be: a place of happiness, joy, freedom and power over their lives, but I don't have a step-by-step plan for getting there. I just know that if I say or do such-and-so at a certain time and place, that notion of where my children should be becomes more real. But I don't know what I'm going to do or say before I do or say it, and I don't know how it's going to make things better. I just know that it will.”

“You're not rational,” Donna said.

“Not even close,” said the Earth Mother. “So I may appear again to you, and I may not. I don't know. But I do know that in your life you are going to have the chance to change many people's lives for the better, and I want you to make good on those chances. If you ever have any doubts about what to do, go to the place of stillness and joy inside yourself and meditate, then when your meditation ends, Rational Donna will know what to do. I may or may not appear when you meditate, depending on I know not what. Maybe Rational Donna can figure it out. But know that the joy and stillness will always be with you, so long as you want it.”

“I will always want it,” Donna's whole being answered.

“Yes, I expect so,” said the Mother Goddess. “And thus, you will always have it.”

With these words, the Mother Goddess left. Donna remained in the trance created by the sun and the sea and the steady thrum of the engine. She felt such boundless peace and joy, she hoped this ride would never end.


AFTERWORD

My initial focus in “Stolen Collar Stolen Heart” was thinking about an entirely kinky society where sexual bondage practices had become embedded in ordinary marriage customs, so much so that it's considered not just acceptable, but fitting and proper, to go out in public and lead your wife/slavegirl around on a leash naked with a gag in her mouth and her hands cuffed behind her back.

But as I worked on the story, I quickly focused on the psychological aspects of the story. I realized that for a kinky young girl on her first collaring, the psychological pressures would be ENORMOUS. Especially as most women in this world would be virgins, and there would be no dating. The sexes would be kept apart prior to collaring.

Of course, the girls would have the example of their parents to show them that collaring was not purely the maledom/femsub thing it appears to be. The ordinary relations of love and caring for one another would balance it out, and also, the culture of this society is on the move towards something more egalitarian, though that is not apparent to the characters in the story. But I tried to point it out by noting the more formal, stricter bondage practices of Donna's grandparents, and of older people generally. And of course, Donna is part of the next wave of that egalitarianism.

But Donna is just a young girl herself, and the forces of young love, of sexual discovery, and of entering subspace for the first time, would make for a crushing, overwhelming experience the first time, one that would leave the girl's mind literally blown, changing her thoroughly.

Especially if she has, as is the case with Donna and most every other girl on Collar Earth, been acculturated to expect such a change in herself. Especially if she has seen the love and devotion that exists inside her mother for her father (and vice versa). People who look at life as a battle between the sexes often tend to miss the fact that those battles occur against an enormous backdrop of men and women who love and care for each other very much, no matter what society's rules are, which is the real basis of families.

I read a lot about subspace because I thought integrating it with an initial sexual experience would make for a very interesting and different sort of sexual experience to describe. I know that what I wrote about does not exactly match the subspace experience as described by many submissives, but then, I wasn't going for that. I just wanted it to be a part of the whole package, of falling in love and experiencing the power and joy of sex, and the peacefulness that comes with sexual fulfillment and the sense of floating and detachment that comes in subspace, all wrapped up in cultural norms that make it a perfectly reasonable thing to feel.

I also imbued this experience with the True Love package that's part of our romantic mythology. But I slid in a bit of a curveball, making the collar itself the source of the True Love, so that when a collar is stolen, its new owner becomes the focus of the love of the submissive in it.

Of course, this is different from how humans behave, and that's why I had Donna suffer a little identity fragmentation after she is stolen, with Old Donna still longing for Coyote and New Donna all on board for Kit, and Rational Donna as usual wondering what the FUCK was up with the emotional aspects of her psyche. I'm sure we've all felt like that from time to time.

Given how much power and advantage men have over women in ordinary Collar Earth society, it may seem that Kit and Coyote agreeing to share Donna is unrealistic. But I did take care to portray them both as very intelligent men, which implies a certain flexibility of mind. They are of course also very willful men, which is why Donna has to shoot them to get their attention when they are fighting over her. The shooting wasn't just dramatically exciting, it was dramatically necessary. It gave Kit and Coyote the knowledge that although they had collared her and she'd shown every sign of being happy in both their collars, that Donna was not going to let her collar make her decisions for her, that she was very much in charge, and that the old traditional ways of handling things, i.e., the collar challenge, was not going to work with Donna.

That's why Kit and Coyote go off and get drunk together when Donna offers her bargain. They've encountered an Out of Context problem, and they retreat in an attempt to resolve it. And that's why they make friends: in Donna, they have, not just a common love interest, but an uncommon problem.

As for the Mother Goddess, she could either be a supernatural entity that has come into being to make relations between the sexes work better, or she's the product of Donna's imagination, using an old fantasy legend to give herself an extra psychological resource to draw on as she negotiates life in a collar.

I don't often write afterwords to my stories. I wrote this one because I did an awful lot of tinkering under the hood before I even started on the story, and well, it was a lot of fun doing that tinkering, so I thought I 'd share with those who've read the story.

And I wrote this afterword because I was doing something ambitious, trying to create a new and powerful sexual/psychological experience that's probably not even possible on Real Earth because we don't have the cultural support for it. I may have created a chimera, but if so I hope it's an entertaining and possibly instructive one.

What do you think? As always, readers' thoughts are welcome. Contact patpowers1995@yahoo.com.


The End
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It's the future. Robots have taken all the jobs. Everyone still alive after the civil wars that happened as a result of that lives on Basic Income. They do not work, and their lives are an endless party, or an endless pursuit of their dreams, hobbies and ambitions. Nobody has to do anything just to survive.


Still, some corporations do need human beings to work for them, if only to provide human input on their products and services. Thunder Muffin Corporation is one such corporation. So how does a corporation attract human beings away from their endless parties and make them care about the WEINUS? Or the VEINUS? Or the heinous ANNUS?


By making work MORE FUN than FUN, that's how. And that's why Jenny became a corporate slave girl for Thunder Muffin Corporation, the lowest, humblest job the corporation had to offer, even lower than being an intern, and just as unpaid!


But if you think being a corporate slave girl is endless drudgery, that's where you're wrong. Drudgery is for robots! Slave girls are for sexy, kinky sex games, an important part of keeping any corporation humming along smoothly. There will be much fun had in break rooms, in hallways, in deserted meeting rooms, and in crowded workrooms, including but not limited to the slave girl bouncy ball bondage race! Plus a mysterious message, corporate insider info and skullduggery, and a heaping helping of BDSM whatnot!


If you're up for some upbeat, kinky fun, set your brain on robot cruise control and enjoy this ride.


This story is just over 15,500 words long and is part of the Basic Income universe.



The Great Chase: The Fourth and Concluding Story in the Prop Master Series
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In the fourth and final story in “The Prop Master” series, the DID Productions staff continues to work to create epic kinky movies with damsel in distress elements that appeal to mainstream viewers. And the saboteurs continue to work to create havoc on the set. 


The scenes get wilder and wilder: yes, there are pony girls in chains on trampolines! And a lot of other sexy and unlikely bondage scenes elsewhere: pony girls at a wedding, pony girls freaking out psychedelic drug worshipers and a chainsaw which has soft, rubbery tongues attached to it, instead of blades -- the fiendishly sexy tonguesaw!


And as the scenes get wilder, the opportunities for sabotage grow more numerous, and bondage wrangler Master Jack's job gets more and more difficult.


It's all hot, sexy fun in the service of making hot, sexy fun movies. But in the background, danger lurks.


DID Productions hires Rivemont Investigations to find out who'd been sabotaging them and to prevent further sabotage. Roberto Escalder is the lead detective for Rivemont and as he works, dark secrets will be unearthed, secrets that drive some DID Productions people in surprising ways. Violence will erupt, and key players will be endangered. Mixed martial arts will be involved, as well as other forms of mayhem.


Can Escalder figure out whose invisible hand is pushing the pawns that attack DID Productions' shoots before someone gets hurt? Will Jack and Cindy be able to keep their kinky love (and themselves) alive through all the danger and conflict? The saboteurs are chasing DID Productions, Escalder is chasing the saboteurs and the directors, actors and staff of DID Productions are chasing fame and fortune. Where will everyone wind up when the music stops and the chase ends?


You'll just have to read the book: and it IS a book, novel length at over 60,000 words -- to find out.



The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3 Complete
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“The Love Slave Robot Wars: Books 1-3 Complete” is a 61,000 word novel that includes “The Love Slave Robot War: Book 1,” “The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears” and “The Love Slave Robot War 3: Doera Ex Machina (Slavegirl from the Machine).”


It's the story of an exquisite love machine, a submissive woman and a heartbroken alpha male in a kinky love triangle. Jetta 2001 is the product of advanced AI tech, a love machine designed to sexually please her owners in any way they desired. Jetta was gorgeous, had no inhibitions, had skin that felt human, was always lightly perfumed, had an armature that allowed her to mimic human movement and software that allowed her to move with incredible grace, and she had some transhuman attributes like a prehensile tongue.


She also had an excellent artificial personality and a topnotch language parser. Maybe she was sentient … every so often, it happened that sufficiently advanced software slid over the line to sentience. No one was sure why or how it happened, but it happened. 


Sentient or not, Jetta was what she had been designed to be -- every man's dream of sexual desire made flesh. Plus, she was self-cleaning!


And Jetta was the property of Dan, the man whom Anna would like to be the property of with every bit of her kinky little heart. Surely Anna's wit, humanity and desire to serve Dan in ways that exactly matched HIS kinky little heart would give Anna an advantage, wouldn't it? Anna knew how much they had once meant to one another, before Dan had been emotionally wounded by a bad divorce. Anna and Dan had roleplayed their lonely hearts out, and she'd lost her heart to Dan during the course of it. She'd been prepared to find he was just a Basic, and would have been happy with him as such, but he was instead one of the few programmers still capable of creating code that was useful to the AIs that were doing all the real work of human society. Rich, handsome, dominant and successful, he was all a woman like Anna could ask for.


In the now-complete saga of the Love Slave Robot War, we dive deep into what it means to be alive, what it means to be human, and how a machine might experiences love and sex, and sexual bondage. This threesome explores the very limits of humanity and sexuality with the fun and excitement that characterizes the very best erotic science fiction.


This novel is part of the Basic Income universe.



The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter: Books 1-3 of the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures, Now In One Exciting Volume!
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“I'm going to be a sex reporter? And my beat is going to be WHAT?”


Those are the first words of newly hired reporter Jinkie Jenkins, right out of journalism school, when her editor, Grabthar Assurilogan of the Interstellar Inquirer, put her on the Sylphs of Space beat. Jinkie was outraged. She wanted to cover the crime beat, specifically, she wanted to investigate the most exciting crime story in the Human Quadrant, the kidnapping of Alderans, which after all, was an entire planet.


But Grab Ass, as everyone called him, insisted that Jinkie was on the sex beat, take it or leave it, and Jinkie was a reporter, dammit, so she took the sylph beat, even though she was from a planet where women were encouraged not to think about sex, much less have sex, prior to marriage. And since moving offplanet, she had stayed true to her planet's sex values, or tried to.


Yet here she was, a sex reporter, and on the Sylphs of Space beat, yet!


Jinkie's first assignment is Yahoo City on the rural planet of Durango 3, where she meets her local guide Pea Eye the woman wrangler, the most masculine man she has ever met, and hotmeat, the wise older sylph. She encounters hucow stampedes and barroom brawls. Chaste, innocent Jinkie must cover the story of of these wild women of outer space, but can she do so without being overwhelmed by the libidinous promptings of her long-stifled sex urges? 


In her next assignment Jinkie is sent to Sexquest Station, the filthiest sex hole in the galaxy! Harsh words indeed to describe a quiet little sexual amusement park set up on giant space station.


Jinkie's sylph hotmeat, who came along to help out with the sexy stuff (and also because she had sold herself to Jinkie for five credits back on Durango 3) was all over Sexquest Station. Jinkie was not so pleased, and was heard to say "Eew!" frequently. That's because Sexquest Station swarmed with sylphs who did one sexy thing after another. There were naked dildo jacks and smiling contests (to see which sylph could keep a smile on her face while being sexually distracted) and of course, the rump plug popping contest.


Jinkie grew much more enthusiastic about Sexquest Station when she discovered that the Borkistani, a gang rumored to be involved in the kidnapping of Alderan, were operating a sylph training pen at the station.


Will Jinkie get involved with the Borkistanis? And what about John Quill, the sexy, sexy Borkistani slaver master that rouses all sorts of feelings and urges in Jinkie? 


In “Attack of the 100 Foot Virgin,” the third and concluding book of the Jinkie Jenkins adventures, there are things we can tell you and things we can't tell you. We can tell you that on Alderan, Jinkie is now known as “The Riotess of Cyzlyk City” and is wanted by the authorities there on numerous charges. We can tell you that Marty Stu becomes a Forest Management Services bot and is eaten a couple of times. That the Mayor of Cyzlyk City comes to believe that a distant city called "France" has declared war on Cyzlyk City, for perfectly good and sufficient Jinkie-related reasons. And we can't tell you why Jinkie HATES being a hundred-foot-tall virgin in the middle of Cyzlyk City square. Wait a minute, we can: it's because she's naked. We just can't tell you why that happens, or why Jinkie is naked.


We also can't tell you why the Rebellion, the mercs, Grab Ass, John Quill, the Borkistanis and the Cyzlyk City copbots all want to get their hands on Jinkie and hotmeat, or why Marty Stu got defenestrated. We can't tell you hotmeat's real name, or Marty Stu and the Interstellar Inquirer's fates.


You'll just have to read the book to find out, you ridiculously silly human, you.


This novel is 108,400 words long and we can tell you that the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures may well be the funniest, sexiest thing Pat Powers has ever written. Especially that one scene. No, we can't tell you what it is. You'll know.


Tavern Sluts (Books 1-3 of the Tavern Slut series)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

"Tavern Sluts" is the adventures of three women who serve as waitresses in a very different sort of tavern.


We start with Moira, who's at the absolutely lowest point in her life. Moira begins her story bound, gagged and naked, being sold along with various other knickknacks and whatnots by her owners, the Grayson family. When she's bought by a local slut tavern owner, Moira figures it's just another humiliation in the long sequence of humiliations that had led her to literally being part of a yard sale.


But the Smiling Slut Tavern, Moira's new owner, has some surprises in store for her. She had no idea she'd fall in love with one of the customers. And she was unprepared for Sky, the First Girl, whose mysterious psychic powers take Moira's life in a whole new direction.


The next time we visit the Smiling Slut Tavern, a century has passed. Technology has given men and women ways of expanding sexual pleasure greatly.


But technology has potential for misuse, too, and Jessica of Jessica's Virgin Auction is a prime example. Her parents, deeply religious and socially conservative parents put a watcherball on her, a tiny flying camera that could deliver electric shocks. It was very common for parents to put watcherballs on their children, mainly to keep them safe. Most parents turned the watcherballs off when their kids were safe at home.


But Jessica's parents never turned her watcherball off. The watcherball was always right there to give her tiny electric shocks if it sensed her fingers straying southward toward her Forbidden Place.


As a result, Jessica's sexuality is a mysterious unknown territory that she is desperate to explore in the most extreme way possible. And there's no more extreme method that Jessica knows of than to become a tavern slut.


The day Jessica turns 18, she applies to the Smiling Slut Tavern. The manager suggests that she start her slutting career with a virgin auction that might make her rich. It seems too good to be true -- all that attention, all that money, all that SEX! And sweet, sweet revenge on her parents for that watcherball they put on her. 


Which is how Jessica winds up naked, bound and gagged in an alcove at the Smiling Slut Tavern waiting eagerly for the first of ten lucky men who will have her that night.


What Jessica doesn't know is that her auction will be the spark that sets off fireworks throughout the tavern, and which will put the Smiling Slut Tavern on the map as one of the most exciting slut taverns ever and make her name forever famous within the tavern!


Finally, we have Mia's story. Mia, like most women of her times, enjoys the dating scene as it has evolved under basic income. She dates the boys, she has sex with the boys and the boys give her presents. Mia is VERY popular with the boys, because she's very bendy and very submissive.


Mia's problem is that she likes the sex with the boys all too much. Girls are supposed to string the boys along, releasing the kitty from the bag bit by bit, never emptying it. But athletic, vital, sensuous Mia had a tendency to empty the bag on the very first date. 


Tavern sluts get to empty the bag all day long, every day, with a lot of different boys and girls. But Jessica can't become a tavern slut because tavern sluts are the enemies of regular women, always on offer along with all the other items on the menu, making it so much harder to string them along. How could she maintain her friendships with the other dating girls when she was in the enemy camp?


It's a tough situation which requires a supple mind to deal with, but Mia is nothing if not flexible.


These three stories have already been published separately. If you've already bought them, you won't find anything new here. If you haven't bought them, shut up and give me your money. You'll be glad you did!


These three stories together are over 86,000 words long, and are part of the Basic Income universe.


Slut Race 3250!

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

The years is 3250. The planet is Margus 5. The event: a Slut Race, in which female sluts make love with male riders, the men seeking to drive the sluts to multiple wonderful experiences, the sluts seeking to make the Masters have a wonderful experience without having wonderful experiences themselves. It's an endurance contest that continues until overwhelming waves of pleasure drive a racer to have a wonderful experience.


Truly, there are no losers in a slut race, especially on Margus 5 where the arena's audience follows right along with the slut racers in the forcefield beds that fill the arena they perform in.


The contestants: Buck Ram and his slut Emporia Longstrider Mystique, and Gunnar Blast and his slut Proudfoot Honoria Slipstream. Buck and Emporia train together for the slut races, as do Gunnar and Proudfoot, but for the race itself, they switch partners and go at it with everything they've got.


In 3250, they've got a lot: all sorts of gear to restrain and excite the women, not just mechanical devices, but force fields they can float on as they sport with their riders and neural enhancements that put pleasure centers in places where pleasure centers don't exist in unaugmented humans.


To prevent themselves from being overwhelmed by pleasure, the slut racers have only the mental disciplines known as Marusian subspace and Marusian domspace, which allows sluts and riders to vastly increase their ability to contain the surging waves of pleasure created by their systems and their partners.


All of these people, devices and techniques come together in the incredible futuristic spectacle known as a Slut Race. Who will win and how will they win? You'll have to read the story to find out.


This story is 17,400 words long. 


The Night Christmas Got Real

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Simiyuki Simmons was an Asian-American who was a long way away from her country of origin, culturally and personally. She thought of herself as an all-American California girl. But she also longed to be the right guy's hentai heroine, doing all sorts of kinky, sexy things while totally under his control. Unfortunately, there were an awful lot of wrong guys out there. She had never met one that even came close to being the right one.


Joe Culpepper was a gamer, leading a lonely and impoverished life as an auto parts picker. He was a large, powerfully built man, but was still very shy around women. What if he spoke the truth of his heart to them, that he wanted to dominate them in bed and make them do all sorts of deliciously sexy things? They might think he was pervert. And he wasn't a pervert. He was just kinky.


Christmas magic will have its way with these two, and help them learn that love and trust are the true sources of Christmas joy, in a way that will warm more than their hearts.


This story is 13,500 words long. 


The Slut Run

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

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


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


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


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


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


This story is 14,196 words long. 


The Lovonian Honey Trap

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

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


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


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


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


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


The Master Plan: Samantha

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

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


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


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


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


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


The Prop Master: Cindy's Student


Book Two of the Prop Master Series

Click here and be whisked away to Amazon!

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


The Prop Master


Book One of the Prop Master Series

Click here and be whisked away to Amazon!

Jack Davis and his girlfriend and love slave Cindy Sturges are an up-and-coming couple in the movie industry a few decades from now. Jack is a prop master for movies, a job that sometimes entails tying people up for scenes. Cindy is a stunt woman/actress who's trying to move into acting full time. Jack's bondage and dominance sexuality with Cindy pays off on the job because it has made him a strong advocate for safety in bondage scenes, even if that means objecting strongly enough to stop production at times, and also because Jack knows how to use bondage to ramp up the drama and sexiness of any bondage or damsel in distress scene to whatever degree the director desires. This makes Jack appealing to both smart, ambitious actresses who want their scenes to work well, and insurers who want to minimize costs associated with injuries on the set and the resulting lawsuits. Cindy is in demand because she has an instinct for getting the most out of any scene involving bondage or a power exchange, most especially scenes involving male dominance and female submission, because in their private life, Jack and Cindy play out these scenes in the bedroom and enjoy them immensely, within the context of their thoroughly egalitarian relationship outside the bedroom. Jack and Cindy's skills lead them to sign with Desert Industry Dreams Incorporated,(DiD Inc.), a well-financed movie production company that plans to create movies that, when properly cut, can easily earn an R or even a PG rating and be shown in theaters and on cable television, a dying market in the future, but whose full versions will entertain viewers on the adult websites who are major backers of the company. Can Jack and Cindy's relationship survive the attempts of hot female movie stars who, almost by reflex, attempt to seduce Jack, and the attempts of some men to use Cindy's sexual submissiveness to make her their sex slave? Will the dark forces that oppose DiD Inc. succeed in shutting down production? There's an easy way to find out .. read the book! This book is a little over 17,000 words long and is part of the basic income/morality laws world.


Enslaved

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

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


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

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

The Hottitude of Servitude is a filthy, disgusting, reprehensible, copiously illustrated and most of all FUN series of essays and reviews about proper portrayal of slavegirls in mainstream (i.e., not pornographic) movies that contain slavegirls as characters. The central concept of the book is as simple as it ought to be: slavegirls are characters who are uniquely sexy, given that whole mildly kinky attraction they have, and should be used by filmmakers to crank up the film's sexiness to whatever level is desired. They are also uniquely useful in this regard, and when properly used, can crank up the hottitude without slowing down the film's pace or detracting from plot or characterization. The Hottitude of Servitude looks at every kind of slavegirl look from the baggy, shapeless tunics popular for female slavegirls of the Italian sword and sorcery movies known as peplum to the general nakedness of slavegirls in 1980s big-hair-and-bare-breasts sword and sandal movies such as Barbarian Queen and all points in between. While we're at it we'll take plenty of opportunity to snark at the movies that provide the slavegirl imagery, taking time to enjoy such phenomena as the Stupidest Civil Engineering Project in the History of Civilization (from Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon), the Triangles of Death and the Irregular Polygons of Doom (from Thor and the Amazon Women), The Most Thoroughly Deposed King Ever (from Deathstalker) and many, many other snarkworthy products of such movies. In The Hottitude of Servitude, we have slavegirls ogled, hilariously bad films snarked and Grand Unified Cheese Theory, all rolled into a book that is exactly the same kind of guilty pleasure as its subject matter, but with a light patina of intellectual nattering to make it seem almost respectable. It's not just a guilty pleasure, it's a plausibly deniable guilty pleasure!
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