
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sucked Into It
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Although Rick's back was aching and his legs were sore, and he really had to go to the bathroom, he didn't get out of bed for some time after he awoke. It violated every instinct for him to remove his dick from a woman's mouth.

Especially the beautiful woman who lay sleeping with her head buried in his crotch. She had her head resting on his left thigh, and he could see most of her face. She wore an expression of extreme contentment and peacefulness as she lay there with her eyes closed and her mouth closed around his dick. Her round face with the big, blue eyes, the blond hair, and just the tiniest bit of baby fat filling out the cheeks and the jaw had a Buddhist look to it, unearthly contentment with a dick in the middle of it. Occasionally, she would give it a tiny suck, just as a baby will occasionally give a pacifier a tiny suck.

What had he done to deserve her? He did not know. But god, Daria was like some kind of feverish sex dream that lingers in the mind long after waking, brought to life.

"Do you mind?" she had asked that night as they snuggled down to bed.

"Mind what?" Rick asked muzzily, rendered unnaturally mellow by all the sex that had gone before.

"I find that it helps me get to sleep if I have a little something in my mouth," she said. "Or a big something."

"Sure," he mumbled. He sensed her moving around so that she lay between his legs, with her head and shoulders resting on his upper thigh. Then he felt a tongue probing at his dick, and moments later, a mouth encircling it, warm and moist.

Under most circumstances he would have gotten an erection at that point. But he'd already had three erections that night, the last one a scant fifteen minutes ago. So it just felt good to him, very, very good.

He lay there enjoying the feeling, and in a little bit he heard her breathing become slower and steadier. She had fallen asleep. Soon, he did too.

When Daria woke up in the morning with his dick in his mouth, she smiled dreamily up at Rick and swirled her tongue around the base of his penis, then proceeded to suck him off. Literally, she worked his dick with such skill and enthusiasm that it felt as if the semen had been pulled out of him by her artful tongue and fellatio lips.

That was the word for them, all right. Fellatio lips, round and full and soft and remarkably pliant.

Afterward, Rick staggered off to the bathroom, stiff in every joint except the one that had just been sucked so skillfully. Still, he felt just great, like he'd suddenly discovered he was heir to a great fortune.

Rick and Daria found they liked each other over the next few weeks. She was funny, fresh and always interested in what he had to say. She laughed at his jokes. When she smiled at him, her eyes gleamed with love for him. But there was nothing desperate or needy about her love. If he had to study, that was cool. If he wanted to go out with friends, that was cool. If they were out in public and met up with one of his female friends and classmates, she was always friendly and easy-going, none of that pffft! pffft! MINE! stuff you got sometimes with women. There was that subtle sizing up stuff that women always did, but it was subtle, and hence, ignorable.

There was something strangely mature about Daria, almost like she was an older woman, which was belied by her fresh-faced, youthful appearance. Rick shrugged it off as her having an old soul. She'd heard that phrase somewhere, and it fitted Daria very well. Though he had never associated the concept of an old soul with a disposition as sweet as Daria's.

Daria also liked beer, especially in long-necked bottles. She was wonderful, in Rick's view.

There was just one thing. During their every moment alone together, Daria wanted to suck Rick's dick. Or fuck him. But have his dick inside her, one way or another. Even if they weren't actually DOING anything, if he was at his desk studying, and she was watching TV on the sofa, he could feel her over there, wanting him.

It was weird because it was supposed to be the GUY who always wanted it, but that wasn't the way it was here.

She'd started spending all her time over at his apartment, which was cool, because as soon as they were alone and the door was shut, she'd be at his fly, unzipping, feeling, kissing him, grinning, her eyes shining. Then they'd go over to the sofa and she'd strip naked, pull his pants off, and bend over his cock and suck him off. He'd come, and she'd swallow and keep sucking until she had him drained dry. Then she'd lie there and play with his limp dick in her mouth, rolling her tongue over it and sucking it and licking it like a dog mouthing a favored toy, her eyes gazing lovingly up at him.

He'd get bored after a little bit and switch on the TV with the remote. But he never got uncomfortable or unhappy, which was a little surprising. She seemed to radiate contentment and happiness when his dick was in her mouth, and maybe it was infectious. Because he felt relaxed and contented at such times, too.

It was a great change from the restless energy that had made him a Dean's List student in Computer Science and a tennis team stalwart. He supposed it was an effect of having a good sexual relationship -- you put more time and effort into the relationship, because it was so rewarding.

Well, that was part of it. He know that most guys didn't have a girlfriend who loved nothing more than getting his dick in her mouth, who sucked their cocks for hours on end. Not that he was complaining, or ever would be fool enough to complain of such a thing. In fact, he not only didn't complain, he didn't mention the cocksucking at all. He admitted to having a girlfriend, but that was all. He knew that if the other guys knew about her, they'd start to envy him. That wouldn't be good.

But he wondered if the phrase "domestic bliss" and "the peace and contentment of domestic bliss" was some kind of code for this endless lazing with his dick in her mouth, talking idly about this and that, surfing the channels, and reading text books that grew less compelling with each passing day. Maybe everybody who had a real relationship did this, but no one talked about it, except in code.

Several times a night Daria would suck him off, working his dick with an incredibly nimble tongue and lips, But it wasn't so much her tongue and lips that made the whole experience of being sucked off by her so compelling. It was the way she seemed to know exactly what turned him on, exactly what effect her every movement and sound had on him.

For example, as she sucked on him, her fingers would sometimes stray down beneath his nuts and brush the place where his cheeks came together. Felt pretty good. Se seemed to sense this, because her finger probed there more and more, sliding all the way up his backside to his tailbone, then back down. It made him shiver. Then, as she continued to suck, her finger slid back in again and began to probe gently, playfully, at his asshole.

Well, that was pretty homo, but under the circumstances it seemed kind of OK. She was all woman, after all He tensed up at first, but slowly relaxed and relaxed and when her finger slid inside him he hardly tensed at all. Then she started massaging his prostate. Wow! What a gusher!

She didn't have ANY inhibitions, he would eventually discover. Over the weeks and month Rick slowly became more and more compliant, because she brought him so much pleasure. It wasn't because she dominated him, or made him do things. It was strictly because doing what she wanted gave him so much pleasure.

She cooked for him, she cleaned for him, she sucked his dick for hours on end. What wasn't to like?

Weekends were especially intense. He had pretty much given up on tennis, it was all he could do to attend class with a woman like her waiting for him. How SHE managed her classwork, he had no idea, but she never complained, never seemed to have any problems.

As for him, he aced his courses that quarter, but it wasn't like the As he'd gotten in previous quarters. In previous quarters the As were a natural outgrowth of his work, of his interest in computers and mathematics. Taking the test was almost a formality, he mastered the material and then some in the process of satisfying his natural interest in the subject, easily. But that quarter, the test had been TOUGH, he'd felt lucky to get As, some of his answers had virtually been guesses.

At some level, he realized he was coasting, but he just didn't care.

His fiercely competitive friends didn't care, either. He was just a less effective competitor for status as a computer ubergeek, they didn't care why or how it happened.

Rick's tennis coach was concerned, but he thought the problem was the challenging coursework associated with his major. He'd never had a top player who majored in mathematics before. The coach had been expecting him to lose interest at some point, when the math got really hairy.

If only they'd known. But he wasn't telling. He had fallen heir to a love slave, he wasn't about to broadcast that fact, some slimy Lothario would surely come along and snatch her away.

Except Daria never showed the least interest in other men. She clearly adored him. And his cock. Worship would not be an inappropriate word for the reverence with which she placed it in her mouth each day.

Weekends were especially intense. More and more, they because prolonged sexfests, with the whole day spent on the sofa, or in bed, or on the floor, locked in a sexual embrace of some sort, most often involving her with her face in his crotch, with just brief breaks for eating and the bathroom. Even sleep was no break -- every night when they snuggled up she'd disappear under the sheets, and he'd feel her mouth closing around her dick, and every morning when he woke up she'd still be there.

It was a weird situation, but it didn't bother Rick. Nothing much bothered him. He figured it was because he was in love. Something was definitely going on. He'd spent one Saturday afternoon watching fishing shows and the shopping channel and the food network, drifting lazily from one to the other, his heart swollen with contentment, his dick in Daria's mouth. Ordinarily he would have just as soon watched paint dry as watch any of those programs. But when he was with her, it just didn't matter. Everything was all right. All the emotions he used to feel so strongly, especially the unhappy ones -- fear, anger, annoyance -- were gone. They were replaced by a warm glow of happiness and contentment that emanated from her whenever she was close to him, most especially when his dick was in her mouth.

It got to the point where that was all they did, in a surprisingly short span of time. The only breaks were for eating and going to the bathroom. Food didn't interest him any more, though he ate an awful lot of it and never seemed to gain any weight. But he didn't really care what it tasted like, or what it was, just so long as there was enough of it.

The quarter ended soon after he took his tests. Ordinarily he would have gone home to see his parents for a few days, but she asked him to go with her to see her family for a few days, and he was OK with that.

Her family lived in a big, rambling old house in a remote hollow of the southern Appalachians, Daria told him, an area called “Transylvania” because back before Kentucky was a state, a large portion of the land had been a privately-owned extralegal colony by that name.

"It's near where the blue people used to live," Daria had explained. "You know, that family that interbred a little too much, and they had some kind of recessive gene that gave them a deficiency that made them look kinda blue-green. Some doctor found out about it and figured out what it was they were lacking, and gave it to them, and bam! they were normal looking again."

Rick had traveled through the mountains many times before. He'd seen the tarpaper shacks and the country clubs, the tourist traps and the endless stands selling boiled peanuts, honey, apples and apple cider.

On the way to Daria's home, Rick started to get tired after a couple of hours' driving, and she noticed.

"You're tired," Daria said as he rubbed his eye. "Let me drive for a while."

"No, I'm OK," Rick said.

"Sure, but I would like to drive a little, too," she said.

"OK," Rick said. He was tired. Soon after she took the wheel, the leafy green vistas began to blur, and he was asleep.

Rick awoke some time later, muzzy and tired, his brain dull. He wasn't moving any more.

"He's awake," a distant voice said.

"Damn," said another. "I told you, he's a live one. Secure him and get Cynthia in here, fast."

He felt gentle hands seize his arms and legs and heard a clicking noise. That woke him up.

There was a strange woman standing over him. She was a redhead. She looked to be about Daria's age. She had a great body, with nice, pendulous breasts. She was wearing nothing but a leather boustier that left her breasts hanging out. She watched him with an expression of concern.

He was in a strange room -- felt like a basement room, but it was kind of long and narrow. The walls were lined with thick wooden panels, but there were no windows. A large-screen TV stood against one wall. There were also a couple of overstuffed chairs and some bookshelves filled with books. All beautifully done.

Rick was lying spreadeagled on a bed, a bed about as wide as a queen-sized mattress, but which extended the entire length of the room so that another person could have laid down with her head beneath his feet, and been fully stretched out and quite comfortable.

And there were also leather cuffs on his wrists and ankles, and chains attached to those cuffs that kept him spreadeagled. A thrill of alarm spread through him and Rick began struggling mindlessly against his bonds.

"All right, he's panicking let's calm him down," came a voice he recognized as Daria's.

Three more naked women came into the room. Two of them were strange, one was Daria. The strange women were both blondes. One was tall and leggy and very fit-looking, with a patrician, but friendly face. The other was shorter but still very fit looking in a muscular sort of way, like a female gymnast who'd grown up but still did the exercises. She had an upturned nose and freckles, making her look even more like a gymnast. She was the one with the pendulous breasts, though, so not exactly your typical gymnast.

"Hi, Rick, it's OK, don't worry," Daria crooned as she approached him.

"What's going on?" he asked.

"Just a little fun, a little kinky fun," said Daria softly. "We aren't going to hurt you, in fact, we've got some pleasure planned for you."

All three women and the redhead who'd been watching him proceeded to climb onto the enormous bed with him and began stroking him and kissing him and rubbing against him. He quickly discovered that all of them shared Daria's lack of inhibition.

Waves of comfort and pleasure that you could almost see emanated from them. He had never been able to resist the comfort and pleasure that Daria alone emanated, the four of them alone were overwhelming, a tidal wave of pleasure and relaxation. Soon he was limp, unresisting, except for one particular organ that got stiffer the more relaxed the rest of him got.

The strange thing was, Daria wasn't sucking his cock. None of them were.

That would have been nice, to have his cock sucked, he thought muzzily.

"Cynthia's here," a voice said from outside the door. "Is he ready?"

"He's ready," Daria said.

Three women entered the room, two women escorting a third. All were naked. They all looked to be about Daria's age, in their early 20s.

The woman, who was being escorted appeared to be in the grip of some strong emotions. She was a brunette with a round face and a cute little snub nose and huge brown eyes that were wellsprings of emotion … longing, perhaps, and also … embarrassment?

“OK, now for the formalities,” Daria said. She was apparently in charge here. “Rick, we've got you tied to the bed, but we'll gladly untie you anytime you ask. We'd like to get your consent to being tied up as well, and to letting Cynthia here suck your cock while you're tied up. Is that OK with you?”

“Well, sure,” said Rick. “Kinky fun and all … but I don't see why I need to be tied up to get a blowjob. You sucked my cock often enough without any bondage at all.”

“Strangely enough, we've got you tied up for your own protection,” Daria said. “I'll explain later. For now, can you take my word for it?”

“Sure,” Rick said, relaxed. “I can handle having my cock sucked, no problem.”

“I knew you could, Rick,” said Daria with a warm smile.

Daria then walked over to the woman who was being held by the other two women. The woman looked nervous, but also … needy in some way. Desirous. It was hard for Rick to put a finger on it. And her cheeks were bright red, and so was the skin at the base of her neck. She was blushing all over, Rick realized.

“Cynthia,” Daria said, “Now comes the time you have been waiting for for so long. We are so very happy to give this gift to you. Do you accept this gift?”

“Y-yes,” Cynthia stammered, her voice low and breathy, full of pent-up emotion.

“Do you desire this with all your heart?” Daria asked. 

Cynthia looked as if she were about to burst with emotion. She was embarrassed, desirous, hungry, frightened and humiliated, all of it expressed in a face that appeared to be on the point of crying.

“Y-yes,” Cynthia almost whispered, her voice growing a little stronger but still gripped by all those emotions. The women holding Cynthia's arms, by contrast, looked knowing, and somehow pleased, as if they anticipated something very good happening soon.

Well, blowjobs were good, thought Rick. He idly wondered when he had gotten so good at reading women's feelings. Women had always been a ciper to him, until Daria. She and these other women were transparent to him, somehow. That was probably why he was so relaxed as the deeply kinky scene unfolded before him … he could sense the good intentions of everyone in the room. Except for Cynthia of course. She was broadcasting every emotion under the sun, beneath it all a deep, needy hunger that was driving her every emotion before it like a tsunami drives all before it. 

“Now, for your safety, and for Rick's, we are going to bind and gag you,” said Daria. “Do you accept these binds and your helplessness within them, for both your own sake and Rick's?”

Daria was talking about Cynthia as if she were some kind of dangerous beast, but Rick could see no danger in Cynthia, she was just a deeply humiliated young woman standing naked before Daria. Daria was being a bit of a meanie, in Rick's opinion.

“Yes … I accept all,” Cynthia said, her eyes blazing with emotion. She was so deeply humiliated, but not all the humiliation in the world could shame that hunger/lust that was driving her.

"Apply the gag and the bonds,” Daria ordered.

"As Cynthia wishes," said one of the women escorting Cynthia, holding up a set of leather straps with a plastic ring set in it.

Cynthia gave the woman a look that was reproachful and at the same time almost giddy wth need, then reluctantly opened her mouth and let the woman plant the bottom end of the ring in her mouth, just inside the front row of teeth in her lower jaw. Then the woman slowly and carefully tilted the ring upright while Cynthia stretched her jaw wider and wider to accommodate it. Cynthia's jaw was open about as far as it could go when the ring passed beneath her front teeth and she was able to close her mouth on it.

Cynthia's handlers then busied themselves with the leather straps that hung from the ring. A strap ran from the ring at either corner of Cynthia's mouth, and the ends were buckled together behind her head. Secondary straps were buckled beneath her chin and over the top of her head. The one that ran over the top of her head buckled in back of her neck, and diverged into two smaller straps at the bridge of her nose, each one running to a rivet set in the main strap an inch or so on either side of her mouth.

When the whole contraption was buckled and tightened, it was very clear that the ring gag wasn't coming out of Cynthia's mouth until her handlers were ready for it to come out.

Rick idly wondered why all the rigamarole, but he was more fascinated with Cynthia's expression. The harness gave her face a trapped animal look, which was heightened as Cynthia's handlers … that's what they were, handlers, Rick was sure of it, they were treating Cynthia as if she were some kind of animal … tied Cynthia's hands behind her back and tied her feet together, so that she stood balancing precariously. Waving slightly as she balanced, Cynthia's face was a raw mask of emotion, her mouth held open in a silent scream of raw need and of humiliation at having that need so publicly revealed. 

And in contrast to Cynthia, her handlers were exuding kindness, understanding and confidence. Satisfied that the gag harness was properly fitted, Cynthia's handlers seized her by the elbows and slowly led her toward Rick. She shuffled forward slowly on her bound feet. It was almost as though they were afraid she would try to get away, except that she showed no sign of wanting to go away. The powerful emotions that gripped Cynthia were leaving traces on that quicksilver face of hers, changing from second to second. Tears were streaming out her eyes, but it was hard to say if they were being caused by grief or joy or the sheer force of her emotions.

Cynthia's handlers slowly brought their quivering charge to the edge of the bed Rick lay on, and gently laid her down on it. One of the women who had been comforting him stopped and put a hand at the base of his strangely neglected cock, offering it to Cynthia who was slowly inching his way toward it. With her hands bound behind her back -- by leather cuffs, he could see now, and her feet hobbled together, she had to move like an inchworm. But she made it, and her face was nestled in his crotch , and she slowly and carefully brought her O-ringed mouth down over his cock, gazing up at the women who surrounded him, who smiled down at her, and said encouraging things. Rick could feel droplets of moisture on his crotch … Cynthia's hot tears faling from her eyes.

Rick sensed enormous relief and pleasure suddently exploding Cynthia as her ring gagged mouth enclosed his cock. Cynthia gagged a little the first couple of times she tried to go down on him, but the other women were right there to help here, one of them holding his penis at the base, literally serving it up to the bound girl.

"Remember your practice," said one of them. "Remember to relax and just let it down. It's easy, you've done it a lot."

"Mmmph mmm mmhph" she responded.

"Well, that's right, not with a real man, but it works just the same, only this way, this way is so much BETTER!" the handler replied.

And they all laughed. Rick laughed too. He was with 'em.

Cynthia slowly adjusted to his cock, slowly letting it work farther and farther down her throat. At last he felt her lips touching his groin, the base of his shaft encircled by the ring in Cynthia's mouth, and Rick sensed an electric thrill of pleasure coursing through his entire being … or was it Cynthia's being? Rick wasn't sure all of a sudden.

"Work it with your tongue," advised one of the naked women who was gently caressing his nipple with her tongue.

Rick felt Cynthia's tongue rubbing and curling itself around his dick and moaned in pleasure.

“Get that up and down motion going," advised the woman who was preparing to sit on his face.

When the woman sat on Rick's face, he couldn't see Cynthia work on him any more, especially her bound hands straining as she tried to gain purchase as she moved, but there was a pussy in his face, so he didn't mind.

Cynthia wasn't as technically as good as Daria at oral sex, but the emotion she brought to it added a whole new level to the experience. This was by far the most emtionally powerful sex Rick had ever experienced, and that included when Mindy Tasmere had fucked him and taken his virginity that first day when he came to college.

Even without Daria's skill, however, Cynthia still had a tongue, and so did the other women who were working on him, and sitting on him. So he got hard. Very hard. And Cynthia's tongue, relatively unskilled as it was, and without the use of her lips and jaws, still as warm and moist and wonderful and it moved up and down his dick. And he felt himself coming....

Suddenly it stopped. One of Cynthia's handlers had dragged her off him. She knelt on the bed between his legs, pulled back by the handler's grip on her shoulders, gazing down at his cock, a thin trickle of drool oozing down one corner of her chin, looking down at his cock with a hot-eyed animal expression of need that made the necessity of handlers very clear. Cynthia was out of control, the only thing she wanted in the world was to have her mouth on Rick's cock, which bobbed and thrust blindly, as if seeking the mouth that had been pleasuring it just a moment before. Rick wanted it just as bad as she did.

"Not quite yet," said the handler in response to Cynthia's desperate, pleading glance. "We're not quite there yet, and he was almost ready to come. Let's cool down a bit."

The women who had been ministering to him slid off him.

His dick waved in the air for a few moments while the women chatted idly around him.

"I hear we're going to expand our Web operations," said one of the women to another.

"Yeah, we're getting in some real bitch kitties, 1 billion instruction per second boxes that can really chew data," said the other.

"We may finish our genome before they do," said another. "I mean, 3D real-time modeling and everything. Gonna be nice."

Rick smiled. He remembered computers. They were fun, in their way.

"Looks like we can try again," said the redhead. "I believe things have simmered down. Maybe just let Cynthia handle things from here on in."

"That work for you, Cynthia?" one of the women asked.

Cynthia nodded, unable to meet the other women's eyes, unwilling to speak with her mouth in a ring gag, her animal self fully in control now. Rick had a sudden intuition of how she must feel. She was very young, probably no more than 20 years old, to judge from her looks.

He guessed that she had never done anything like this before. It was hard to believe Cynthia had had no sex at all, but she may not have had the major kinky stuff this was. Never with more than one other person in the room. That would explain the embarrassment and humiliation that had emanated from her at first.

But Cynthia also wanted him, desired him greatly, there was no doubting that from the way those huge eyes looked at him, as if he were the most wonderful thing they had ever seen. The nipples on her plush, full breasts were fully erect, her face and body were flushed, and a thin trickle of drool oozed down her chin and left droplets on her breast, which would surely have mortified her, had she noticed.

Oh, it was a deepk, intense state Cynthia was in. And ... maybe no sex. Maybe not, judging from her reactions. Nobody who'd ever had it before could be so naked in their emotional responses. She had that quality of being unable to conceal her sexual feelings because she'd never had them before, at least, not quite this way.

Why did they have her tied up like that anyway? And why the ring gag? Were they afraid she would bite? She looked far too adult to do anything like that. But you never knew, he guessed. It was very strange.

He felt a sudden wave of empathy for Cynthia as she very carefully went about the business of scooping his dick into her mouth without the use of her hands. He smiled down at her, thinking friendly thoughts. She happened to glance up at him and saw how he was smiling. At the sight of his smile, her eyes widened a little, and the corners of her mouth lifted as much as they could with the ring gag in place. Mostly, her eyes smiled back at him. They were friends.

A wave of good feeling washed over him at that moment. It wasn't contentment, not so mild as that. More like .... joy. Enormous surprise and happiness. His breast filled up with the goodness of it. It seemed to increase with every pull that Daria took on his cock, for she was now sucking him with energy and enthusiasm. It was more like she was drinking him in than sucking him.

He couldn't believe the intensity of the feelings that were suddenly surging through him. He was so happy, and so fulfilled, and there was also this quality of being satiated. It was like someone who had wandered around the desert for years who had suddenly discovered a bug pool of deep, clear, cool water, and was drinking water for the very first time.

The feelings intensified to the point that he couldn't see what was going on around him, couldn't hear, the only sensation he could feel was that wonderful sense of satisfaction and pleasure.

It was as if the world were going black and white. It got so intense that he suddenly was on the verge of blacking out, ignoring the distant voices that were saying, "She's pulling too hard, back her off! Now!"

The wonderful sensation was suddenly gone, gone with the release of his dick from Cynthia's lips.

Slowly, sensation returned. He could see again. And hear again. Cynthia was making desperate protesting moans though her ring gag. Her handlers were hanging onto her shoulders, preventing her from returning to her place between Rick's legs.

He did not understand what was wrong with the women holding Cynthia back. He wanted Cynthia back, about as badly as he had ever wanted anything in his life.

"Remember your lessons, Cynthia," said a handler. "You're pulling too hard. You'll hurt him. He's only human, even if he is strong and young and good. Take it easy. Take it slow. OK?"

Cynthia nodded "yes" vigorously, sending a bead of drool or sperm or whatever flying from her chin.

"OK, go get him, baby," said a handler, and they released her.

Cynthia shuffled over to the bed as fast as she could, hobbled as she was, and humped her way over to Rick's crotch with great speed. She slipped his dick into her mouth, and suddenly, all was right with the world again. Oh, so right. When he came, he looked down at Cynthia, and she looked up at him, and her eyes were blazing wells of love. She kept her mouth in place as he came, just making some mmphing noises, and swallowed it all. Her tongue probed his cock for the longest time afterward, seeking more.

He woke up with Cynthia still hooked to his dick. It had been a long night. Several times the handlers had pulled Cynthia off him, just as he was about to have one of those ecstasy blackouts. After a time, he began to get the same sense of contentment with Cynthia that he had had with Daria. Only now it was mixed with a profound joy, and an exhilarating sense of discovery.

Daria was in the room when he awoke, gazing down at the two of them with a look that was pleased and happy.

Daria pulled a stool over to the side of the bed.

"Hungry?" she asked.

"A little," he said.

Daria nodded and went out to the door. She stepped outside the room for a moment and came back with a tray. There was a coffeepot on the tray, an insulated one, and two cups and a big dish with a silver cover. It was all very nice.

Daria opened the cover, to reveal a dish laden with scrambled eggs, smoked bacon, wheat toast, cheese grits and hash browns. She poured steaming black coffee into one of the coffee cups, poured one for herself in the other cup, then fixed the coffee just the way he liked it.

He was suddenly famished, smelling the food and seeing it like that.

"Why don't you eat and I'll talk?" said Daria. "I know you have a number of questions, but I'll answer them faster if I just tell you what's going on."

"What about Cynthia?" he asked. "She must be hungry."

"Cynthia IS hungry,” admitted Daria, “but she's also feeding on that which she most hungers for, and could hardly be expected to take any interest in your food at the moment.”

Rick looked down at Cynthia, her face propped between his legs, his dick filling her mouth, as she sucked on it reflexively.

Daria spooned a spoonful of buttery grits into his mouth -- he was still chained to the bed and couldn't feed himself.

"Just let me tell you about it," Daria murmured as she worked at feeding him. "First thing is, I want you to forget everything you've ever heard about vampires, because it's almost all wrong.”

At Rick's startled look, she said, 'That's right, we're vampires, or at least the reality on which the vampire legends are based. But you don't have to worry, contrary to the legends, we have no interest in blood, we're not dead, or undead, though we do live for a very long time. Our donors are long-lived as well, though not as long-lived as we are."

"The stuff you've read about blood and undyingness was undoubtedly due to some of us discovering we're vampires and going insane back in the Middle Ages, which was not a good time for mental health among Europeans generally, much less those who are born different and don't know what's going on," Cynthia continued.

"So, what do you do, if you don't do blood?" Rick asked after swallowing his eggs.

"I think you know," she said, grinning down at him.

"You suck cock!" Rick said.

"Exactly so," said Daria. "We suck cock. We love to suck cock. We can't get enough of it, as you well know. Look at Cynthia there. Yesterday at this time she was embarrassed to have people in the room while she sucked your cock, much less while bound and gagged. Now she doesn't care at all. She's learned what this is all about. There's nothing I could say that would embarrass or mortify her, because she's finally been getting what she's been hungering for for the last eight or nine years."

"Eight or nine years?" Rick asked. "You mean, she's a virgin?" His guess had been right, he was sure.

"Yes, she is," Daria replied. "You see, we're born like you are, and grow up as you do, but when puberty hits, we ... change, just as you do. But the change we go through, in addition to the normal sexual changes, is that we develop the ability to directly absorb the life energy of another person. We accomplish that through a psychic link that's opened up through intimate contact -- generally, the kind of intimate contact that's opened up through an exchange of bodily fluids. Such as semen. Or blood."

"The facility usually asserts itself during sex, and in the old days, we would be as ignorant about what was going on as were our donors," Daria continued. "We'd wake up in the morning with the guy's dick in our mouths, feeling wonderful, and the guy next to us dead or in a coma because we'd suck all the life energy out of him in our sleep. So we've learned to be very careful about first-time events."

"Is that why Cynthia is all tied up and there's always somebody in the room with us?" Rick asked.

"Yes," said Daria. "That's why she's wearing a gag, too. There's a tendency to resist breaking contact by any means possible, which can involve clamping down with the jaws and teeth on the donor's cock, causing considerable pain and even injury to the donor. That's why you're tied up, too -- donors tend to fight breaking contact, even if it's killing them, because it feels so good and so right."

"You've got that right," Rick said, reveling still in the joyous sensations he was feeling.

"Well, we think it's a mechanism that allows us to feed," said Daria. "We send some portion of our own feelings back to you on the psychic link that we're feeding on, making you feel very good, too."

"So that sense of contentment and pleasure I've been feeling has been you all along?" Rick asked.

"Well, some of it," Daria replied. "You WERE getting your cock sucked."

"True," Rick grinned. "And you know, it's different with Cynthia. There's a sense of joy, of ... wonder. Sort of."

"Well, of course," said Daria. "It's her first time. For her, it's the equivalent of Christmas morning, and she's just found out that Santa is for real, and has brought her presents more wonderful than her wildest dreams. The thing is, you only get PART of what we feel. What we feel is so incredibly intense that your dick is literally like a drug to us. That, combined with the very long wait we have to go through before we can start sucking makes this a really powerful experience for any of us. In fact, many of us prefer to be bound and gagged when we feed on cock because of its association with that first time."

"So you all wait eight or nine years?" Rick asked. "Why?"

"Well, some of us wait as little as four years," said Daria, "depending on when we reach puberty, but eight or nine is about right. We wait from the onset of puberty to the time when our appearance is clearly that of someone in their early twenties. That's because when we first start feeding on the life energies of others, our biological clock stops cold. So if we start at age 10, when puberty begins for some of us, we appear to be 10 years old for the rest of our lives, which is a REAL bitch when you are in fact 100 years old. So we all wait until we are at least 18."

"What happens to me when you feed on my energies?" Rick asked.

"You already know," said Daria. "If it's properly done, nothing much happens to you, you just feel very, very good. The trick is to absorb just a trickle of your life energies over a long period of time, rather than sucking it all in at once. You generally produce a lot more life energy than you use in any given day. We just suck off the excess."

"So there's no downside for me in doing this," Rick said.

"No, not from the act itself," said Daria. "See, vampirism got its reputation from the actions of a few mentally disturbed vampires who were basically sadists. Their preferred fluid was blood, of course, and they frequently went into frenzies and drained their victims of both blood and life energy, killing them.

"The way we do it, vampirism is a very beautiful thing,” said Daria. “We derive tremendous pleasure from it, and so do you. What's more, we don't do it with just anybody. Some people are much easier to psychically link with than others. And some have such poisonous, twisted psyches that you would never WANT to psychically link with them. Some people have beautiful, delicious psyches, full of good feeling and strength and love. Those are the people we chose to link with -- people like you. It's not just that you're a cock to us, though we DO appreciate your cock. It's who you are. We love who you are, and you get our love fed back to you when we feed."

"But there is a downside, of sorts,” Daria continue. “If you choose to stay with us, you'll spend much of your time lying there getting your cock sucked, sleeping, eating and watching TV. That's what you'll do with your waking hours, because that will be what you most want to do. You won't hack computer programs or work on math problems or anything that requires long periods of concentrated, critical thinking, because you're going to be very happy and contented. We won't PREVENT you from writing code if you want to, we won't PREVENT you from working math problems if you want to, but you won't want to."

Rick knew that she was wrong on that count.

"I know you think I'm wrong about that," said Daria. "I am not wrong. We have brought in hundreds of men like you over the years. Each one of them thought they could be a donor and do other things. They were wrong. In a sense they were right, though, because we did those other things for them. In our way."

"What do you mean?" Rick asked.

"Well, we are VERY long-lived -- in fact, we don't know the upper limit of our lifespan, since the oldest of us is approaching 300 and still looks like the 18-year-old she was the first time she sucked life energy,” said Daria. “She doesn't ACT like an 18 year old, sometimes not even like a human being, but she's definitely still running on all cylinders as far as health and mental abilities go. When you live that long, you figure a few things out. Such as how to get rich and stay that way. How to protect yourself and your loved ones from a society that would kill the lot of you if they could. And how to keep your donors alive and healthy and very, very happy."

"You also learn things like computer programming and engineering and writing and art, and anything else, because you've got the time, and because the same process that keeps our bodies young and supple keeps our minds young and supple," Daria added.

"Don't YOU guys have a lot of trouble doing things, since you spend a lot of your time sucking cocks?" Rick asked.

"We DO spend a lot of time sucking cock, but not as much as you think," Daria replied. "I spent as much time as I could sucking your cock because I had to establish the psychic link with you, and make it good and strong, before I could bring you here. It's best to start a new girl on a donor who has learned how to link psychically. That takes a lot of time, at first, when you're just feeding from a trickle. Much, much, easier establishing the link when you've already established one, as you experienced with Cynthia. And Cynthia will be insatiable for awhile, but in a few days she'll calm down and get filled. It has been a very long time, for her."

"Eight years, yeah," said Rick. "Which reminds me, why did you bring me here and just, tie us up and throw us together. That's not the way you normally do things, is it?"

"No, it's not," answered Daria. "But we kind of had to do it that way. You see, I brought you here, not just for myself, but mainly for Cynthia. When one of us does it the first time, we need someone who's been psychically linked, but who's also young and strong and um, fresh. That way, you're better able to survive when she makes that connection and instinctively tries to absorb all your life energy at once. Cynthia never would mean to kill you, she's a very kind and gentle soul and I can tell from the psychic energy that's leaking that she adores you even more than I do. But it's tough to do it right when you've never done it at all before. We can't practice on each other -- we aren't able to make that psychic connection, it's like trying to get a current to flow between two positive battery terminals.

"And I would live a long time, too, but I wouldn't ever do anything but lie here?" Rick asked.

"You'd live a long time, for sure, but you wouldn't just lie here all the time," Daria answered. "You'd lie here a LOT of the time, but you'd also have to get regular exercise, or you'd quickly become too weak. You'll probably have kids by one of us, which means a family -- it's just that the kids would never know what dad did for work. You could visit your folks, and they could visit with us -- that's mainly what we use the upstairs for. We'd give you a phony job with one of our shell corporations so your family would think you were living a normal life. We've gotten very good at this over the years. But you don't HAVE to stay and be a donor. You can leave if you want."

"So it's my choice," Rick said.

"Your choice," Daria said. "We could not keep you here if you were not happy, even with the effect the psychic link has on your mind when we are feeding on your cock. But know that we'd really, really like you to stay with us. The affection that Cynthia and I have for you is real, it's just enhanced by the psychic link. You may think that choosing us would be squandering your life, but it wouldn't. You'd always be surrounded by people who love you and you'd give much pleasure, and receive much pleasure. You could have a family, and you could be with your family. Although you might have a better career out in the world, look at the world. You could easily wind up working for some big corporation run by buffoons, writing software for products that never sell, that never get used, that are crippled and kludged in all sorts of ways by idiot managers.

"You've read Dilbert," Daria continued. "You know that these risks are real, that in the modern work environment brilliant work is more often ignored or punished than rewarded. Corporations routinely squander more lives on useless products, and on projects that never become products, than we vampires have ever taken in our whole history. So it might not be so much a matter of achievement vs. happiness, but of frustration vs. happiness."

"What if I decide now that I want to go back to school, but later I decide I want to come back to you?" Rick asked. "Could I?"

"No," said Daria. "You fell asleep on the way here. You don't know how long you slept or how far we went, or in which direction, while you slept. The one thing you can be sure of is that we are nowhere near the blue-genes people. When you leave, you'll be asleep again. You'll wake up in your room, and you'll never see me or Cynthia again. We take a risk in bringing men here, because we do let them go if they want to. The few that choose to leave spend the rest of their lives looking for us, one way or another, but they don't find us. We have members who have several hundred years of experience in keeping out of the eyes of the world."

"What if I choose to stay here and later want to leave?" Rick said.

"You won't," said Daria. "But if you choose to stay, you can leave at any time, though you'd leave asleep, and you would never have the option to return.”

"Can I sleep on it?" Rick asked.

"Take as long as you like," said Daria smiling. She walked over and stroked Cynthia's hair as she suckled at Rick's dick, eliciting a moan of pleasure from Cynthia. "We love having you here."

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

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

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

Whether it's the primitive sexual bondage rituals of a nameless tribe of swamp dwellers, or the slavegirl bondage catfights staged in the Fighting Pits of Kanorga, or in a slavegirl sex spectacle held by a Kargian army on the eve of battle, Yearby discovers that the life of a Kargian slavegirl is never dull!
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Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV
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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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A shark attack on the beach throws together Nicole DuQuesne, an emergency room nurse who is secretly a submissive slave girl in the sack, and Matt Bergson, a dominant billionaire who's not afraid to grab the shark by the tail when the going gets rough. And Matt's not afraid to grab a beautiful, curvy emergency room nurse by the tail when the going gets hot! Where will it all lead? Is their future written in the sand?
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Sarah is a big beautiful woman and a proud feminist who spends her days working at a women's shelter and her evenings as a counselor at a local hospital for victims of violence, domestic and otherwise. But she is a woman of many layers and secrets. Late in the evening, she becomes Temptation, a vigilante folk heroine who cruises the alleys of her city looking for the men who wreak destruction on women and delivering to them pain, punishment and sexual humiliation. 

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

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

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

Sooner or later, Temptation and the Gambler had to meet. And they did. What fireworks will result from that fateful encounter? 
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Anna met the man of her dreams online. Dan was an exciting, creative, dominant man with a great sense of fun, the sort of man so many submissive women like her wanted to hook up with. Anna had been around and Dan knew the ropes and how to drive a woman wild with pleasure with them. 

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

Then Anna saw sexually dominating a Jetta 2100 unit, a robot love slave, in an online video. She would have been disappointed, except for one aspect of the video that showed that her times with Dan were still on his mind. But could she reclaim his heart from a machine that looked and acted exactly like a gorgeous woman in love with whatever man she was programmed to love? Even if it was a machine?
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The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears
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Anna knew that wealthy alpha male programmer Dan could be the man of her dreams, based on the kinky online sexual roleplay they had engaged in prior to Dan's divorce. Wounded by the divorce, Dan withdrew from his relationship with Anna and bought himself a Jetta unit, the most advanced sex robot in existence, a pleasure droid designed to fulfill every man's erotic romance fantasies, including the dominance and submission fantasies that Dan and Anna had engaged in. Many men had purchased Jetta units and then gone their own way, leaving the dating pool forever, the male equivalent of spinsters.


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


This book is over 16,000 words long and is part of the Morality Laws/Basic Income universe.
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Jack Davis and his girlfriend and love slave Cindy Sturges are an up-and-coming couple in the movie industry a few decades from now. Jack is a prop master for movies, a job that sometimes entails tying people up for scenes. Cindy is a stunt woman/actress who's trying to move into acting full time. Jack's bondage and dominance sexuality with Cindy pays off on the job because it has made him a strong advocate for safety in bondage scenes, even if that means objecting strongly enough to stop production at times, and also because Jack knows how to use bondage to ramp up the drama and sexiness of any bondage or damsel in distress scene to whatever degree the director desires. 


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


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


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


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


This book is a little over 17,000 words long and is part of the basic income/morality laws world.
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The Prop Master: Cindy's Student


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


Book Three of the Prop Master Series
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Things heat up on the Desert Industries Dreams set when Jack discovers sabotage of stunt equipment that could easily injure or kill the stunt people. Just how far will the prudes go to stop the movie? Meanwhile, Cindy enters subspace as she waits for Jack to finish what he started with her, knowing he WILL finish what he started … 
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Enslaved
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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 ...
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Attack of the Internet Love Zombie
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They say that neurotics build castles in the air, psychotics live in castles in the air, and psychiatrists charge them rent. But William Oster has gone them all one better: his castle in the air, a virtual combat game called RoboWarrior Online, paid his real world rent, his living expenses and then some.


William had led a wild life in college and young adulthood ... an alpha male and a gifted dominant, he always had his share of willing and eager submissives. Then he got serious about playing RoboWarrior Online, and he created a Youtube channel about the game that made him a financial success instead of just another poverty-stricken young gamer.


Such success didn't come without a price. William pared away any part of his life that didn't involve playing and commenting on RoboWarrior games. He had no romances, no friends outside the game, no pets, and very little in the way of furniture that didn't involve gaming.


Love wouldn't leave William alone however. Out there in the Internet, the Love Zombies were approaching. His computer warned him, but he ignored it, and then one day a lovely young submissive Internet Love Zombie name Mary, a fan of the very same master and slave consensual role play that William loved, came into his life ... and it wasn't his brain she wanted ... she was not going to be satisfied until she wound up naked, bound and gagged and being very thoroughly sexually used by William. That's doing it zombie style!


This story, according to my word processor, is 7777 words long, not counting backmatter. Could there be a more propitious number of words for a story? That's reason enough to read the book ... surely it will bring you luck.
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A Little Bit of Monica
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AT LAST! A book that RIPS THE LID off HARDCORE COSPLAY and BELLY DANCING at so-called “Cons”!!!!!!!! And describes in DETAIL how much FUN it all is!


When Monica saw the three sexy Slave Leias belly dancing at GamaRamaLamaDingDongCon, her latest obsession was born – she had to learn belly dancing! The women moved so sensuously, so gracefully, entrancing all onlookers, including her, but especially boys. Especially especially cute boys. She could learn belly dancing and do the same!


After six months of belly dancing, Monica was transformed from a girl that boys ordinarily did not give a second glance to, into a hottie that ALL the guys gave first, second and third glances to. She lost weight, her hips and breasts became nicely rounded, and she moved with a sensuous sway that the dance had taught her without her even realizing it.
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Attack of the Internet Love Zombie
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They say that neurotics build castles in the air, psychotics live in castles in the air, and psychiatrists charge them rent. But William Oster has gone them all one better: his castle in the air, a virtual combat game called RoboWarrior Online, paid his real world rent, his living expenses and then some.


William had led a wild life in college and young adulthood ... an alpha male and a gifted dominant, he always had his share of willing and eager submissives. Then he got serious about playing RoboWarrior Online, and he created a Youtube channel about the game that made him a financial success instead of just another poverty-stricken young gamer.


Such success didn't come without a price. William pared away any part of his life that didn't involve playing and commenting on RoboWarrior games. He had no romances, no friends outside the game, no pets, and very little in the way of furniture that didn't involve gaming.


Love wouldn't leave William alone however. Out there in the Internet, the Love Zombies were approaching. His computer warned him, but he ignored it, and then one day a lovely young submissive Internet Love Zombie name Mary, a fan of the very same master and slave consensual role play that William loved, came into his life ... and it wasn't his brain she wanted ... she was not going to be satisfied until she wound up naked, bound and gagged and being very thoroughly sexually used by William. That's doing it zombie style!


This story, according to my word processor, is 7777 words long, not counting backmatter. Could there be a more propitious number of words for a story? That's reason enough to read the book ... surely it will bring you luck.

Now very hot and very good at dancing, Monica set her sights on SciFiFunCon. She had noticed that some girls spent the whole four days of a con dressed in skimpy outfits that left them half naked, hugging cute boys and dancing and having a wonderful time. Monica decides to go as Slavegirl Belinda, a web comic character that some snarkily called “Naked Girl” because of her very skimpy slavegirl attire. Her friend Joanie and her work up a costume and make plans that their parents would be seriously shocked by, if they knew them.


Will Monica be able to keep her parents in the dark about her plans? How will they react when they inevitably find out their daughter has been running around almost naked for four days and hugging on cute guys while being photographed? Will she be the hit of the drum circle dance? Will Monica find a very special cute guy to engage in some hardcore cosplay with? What will happen when she meets the publishers of Slavegirl Belinda comics at the Con? Can she, bursting with sexual energy and love, keep it together for four days?


All we can say is that Monica will probably have a lot of fun. If you want to know the details, you'll have to buy the book.
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20 Rules For Evil Captor

Warning: This book is not erotic fiction. It is a humorous essay. You will not find erotica in it, just straightforward humor at the expense of movie and television evil captors.
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Television and movie villains and their minions have been woefully under-performing for almost all of the history of media, especially in the area of keeping damsels in distress. (OK, marksmanship is a bit of an issue for them, too). Damsels seem to be able to escape their distress almost at will sometimes. 


That's why Evil Captor, one of the Evil Overlords, has created a list of 20 rules for keeping captives properly captivated. Specific fictional Evil Overlords and their minions will be called out for their failures! 


This is, for me, a very short piece, about 2500 words of text. My stories generally run 10,000 to 20,000 words or to novel length, so if you're expecting that, you'll be in for a surprise. It's also non-fiction. All it is, or is intended to be, is funny. Be forewarned!
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