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DEDICATION 
 

I dedicate this book to my partner and housemate 
Janet. Her support was invaluable to me in creating this 
novel. 

She allows me to be who I am, demons and all. 

She does not try to change me. She does not try to 
shape me into her image. 

For that, I cherish her above all else. In my 
experience, there are not too many like her. 

May she live in my heart and soul … forever.





 

 

FOREWORD 
Years ago, I met a man through ‘Match.com,’ and we 

shared our wishes and dreams over a cup of turkey soup! 
His one wish that resonated throughout the conversation 
was to be true to himself. He had started a journey and 
was clear, and no one would change his thinking while on 
his path to expressing himself. I believed him, and he 
hasn’t disappointed in proving me right! 

He has shared his journey, expressing himself, both 
artistically and now, in writing his first book. You can 
view his renderings on ‘richardverry.com,’ yet I am the 
lucky one seeing him express himself through his work 
throughout our home every day. 

This is a book for friends and lovers and those who 
enjoy a good story of science fiction and fantasy. As you 
read this story, you will imagine yourself in a place and 
time different from what we know now. It is a book for 
both men and women alike. It is a book for the kinky and 
vanillas alike. 

That’s what he calls me, vanilla. It is a book filled with 
intriguing characters that carry human emotions such as 
lust, jealousy, envy, deceit, greed, and more in stature 
than currency. 

It is a book that describes cannibalism, yet in this 
future world, it never uses the word. The author sets the 
story in a fictional future after a plague decimates 
civilization. The writer discusses the history, describes the 
present state, explaining to the reader how the characters 
got to this place even though it is entirely foreign in my 
mind. 



 

I found myself intrigued by the characters. I could 
identify with Mona asking herself, “Why would Honey 
leave a Master and a household she so loved and 
supported.” The author never states the human emotions 
of envy and jealousy, yet makes the reader understand 
Kristen’s motive and actions. The characters may not 
comprehend these emotions, yet the reader certainly 
understands and finds it surprising that no one expects 
this behavior. The reader needs to embrace the setting of 
the book and rely on the belief that this is unacceptable 
behavior, no matter what time frame is. 

Having said that, human emotions remain. In this 
book, one does not question what goes on around you. 
You live the life your birth gender decided for you. Yet 
one character, described in this book, selfishly can’t 
accept her fate and questions why a peer, a member of 
her house, is held in higher esteem than herself. 

Women in today’s culture do it all the time. We 
compare ourselves to other women until we reach the 
point where we accept ourselves as we are. I point out 
that not every woman comes to this realization. 

I embrace uniqueness and differences, yet not in the 
culture depicted in this book. You can see this by what 
Master Lee proposes for Kristen and his house. 

This book has it all, and the way the author has 
written it engages you from the start. You will question 
the times and the motives of each of the characters. You 
will form your opinions and views, discuss it with your 
lovers, partners, and friends. Through it all, if you are like 
me, you will hope that Mona grows and achieves a 
position like Master Charles. I hope the author thinks the 
same! 

Janet Maggio, maggical
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Prologue 

 

Hello, my name is Honey. Honey Lee-Marks, to be 
exact. However, I usually just go by just Honey. 

Actually, no one I know ever calls me by my registered 
name. No one, not even my Master, Master Marks, calls 
me by my full name. Still, though, I’m proud of the name, 
and I am proud of my namesake and my house. I love 
them all. I would do anything for them, anything. 

My Master named me Honey when he first acquired 
me at auction and registered me. Not everyone gets a full 
name as I did. I like that I did. Before that, I was just a 
number, one among thousands. I remember the thrill of 
finally getting a name I could call my own. 

It’s true. No one in the entire world has this exact 
name. I am unique, and I love it. It makes me feel special. 
He made it happen, so I feel loved. 

I am looking forward to today. My Master is planning 
a celebration. I know what it is all about and am excited 
about my contribution to it, in honoring his house and 
my family. 

They are always a time of fun, excitement, good food 
and lots and lots of sex. 

Hmmm, I can’t wait.





 The Taste of Honey  3 

 

Chapter One 

Mona 

A long, slender finger with painted nails reached out 
and pressed the call button. Immediately, the elevator 
doors opened, and Mona Bendarova stepped into the 
elevator. Pressing the button for the 29th floor, she 
thought to herself.  

“You just gotta love these express elevators.” 

Mona works for a very successful, prestigious 
investigation and security business owned by her Master, 
Charles Bendarova. Of course, he has only his house 
bitches working for him, keeping the overhead down. This 
is not unusual, of course. All community estates run 
businesses of one sort or another. The Master of the House 
manages them all, charging many within their stables to run 
various aspects of the business. Mona, as a member of 
Master Bendarova’s stable and lead investigator, feels 
fortunate that she can contribute to his estate. 

In under a minute, the elevator car arrived and the 
doors opened, revealing a beckoning coffee bar. That’s one 
thing about her Master. He understands what motivates the 
members of his stable. For Mona, an exquisite coffee 
stimulates her above nearly all else. Stepping up to the 
coffee bar, Mona took a deep breath to inhale the fresh, 
pleasant aroma of freshly ground coffee waiting for 
brewing. Other than enjoying a restful night and satisfying 
play activities on a mattress, the first cup of coffee of the 
day was the second most favorite thing she could imagine. 
After preparing a skinny sugar-free vanilla latte, after all, a 
bitch has to watch her figure, Mona stepped into her office. 
After dropping her purse and portfolio on her desk, she 
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stood looking out the window, admiring the cityscape view 
before her.  

Taking a delicate but satisfying first sip of her coffee, 
“Delicious,” she thought before adding, “Ahh!” as lush 
flavors washed over her tongue and down her throat. 

The view of the cityscape stretched out in all directions, 
but it is the park her office overlooks that captures her eye. 
From her window, she can see the trees and flowers. The 
ponds are just over there, and the morning sun reflected 
brightly off the slight ripples on the surface. To the left, the 
magnificent buildings rise over the tops of the tallest trees 
shining in all their glory of glass and polished metal. 

At one end of the park, Mona noticed the stage where 
her community frequently puts on various events and 
competitions. Empty now, Mona recalled the dance 
competitions she took part in a few dance competitions. 
While she hadn’t won, she still survived them and brought 
honor to her house. Surviving a dance competition is no 
small matter, indeed. On either side of the stage were 
hitching posts, stocks, and other similar apparatuses used 
for various purposes. On the other side of the park sat the 
vast array of barbecue pits and spit racks. For the time 
being, they rested empty of meat roasted for the 
community celebrations. 

“Hmmm,” Mona wondered, “I wonder when they 
might schedule the next barbecue feast. I so enjoy them, 
and I’m getting hungry just looking at those empty spits.” 

What was not visible anywhere were animals of any 
kind. No birds were flying around singing their songs, no 
land animals lying in the grass, nor snakes basking on a 
boulder in the warm sun. There were no cats or dogs, not 
even insects in the ground; no horses in the fields, no fish 
in the ponds, lakes or sea, not even jellyfish to soak up the 
poisons left behind from pre-civilization.  
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Pondering these thoughts, she contemplated, “I wonder 
what it would have been like to have a cat or a dog.” 

To be honest, she had no idea what was a cat or a dog. 
It’s been millennia since they even existed — ever since the 
Purge Plague. She only knew that they once existed from 
the texts she found online. Everything went extinct during 
the Purge Plague.  

“Why didn’t humanity follow the rest and go extinct?” 
Mona asked herself, not expecting an answer. “One day, I 
should look into that, that is, if anyone even remembers.” 

Reflecting upon her life, family, house, and friends, 
Mona stood in front of the window looking out over the 
park. It’s a life she knows and loves. Sure, her house 
experiences the typical turnover as all houses do, but she 
accepts the losses, moving on to make way for new 
relationships. One day, when it is her time, she would 
convert, and her house would replace her. 

As she reflected on her life, her mind wandered to some 
of those who moved on before her. Chelsea was one of her 
best friends and a considerate lover. The day Chelsea’s 
selection notice came was a bit of a bummer for her. Mona 
missed Chelsea, and many times, her loss darkened her 
mood. Mona cherished her smile and ability to improve her 
mood with just an upturned lift of her mouth. In these 
moments, Chelsea lifted her heart and Mona felt better. 

Master Charles’s voice boomed through the intercom. 

Breaking her reverie, “Mona, would you step into my 
office right away.”  

“Absolutely, Sir, I’m on my way!” Mona replied via 
intercom while checking her lipstick on the way out the 
door. 

Walking down the hall to Charles’s office, Mona 
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pondered what the urgent call might be. As she has just 
finished an assignment, she hoped it’s a new one. Working 
these assignments for Charles gave her great satisfaction 
knowing that she would please him with the outcome. Her 
success rate was very high, and except for that one stumble, 
it would have been perfect. 

Of course, he had other needs that Mona’s well-adapted 
breeding fulfilled. She enjoyed performing these deeds for 
him. 

“I wonder what he wants. Ah, well. I’ll find out 
shortly,” Mona almost thought out loud. 

Taking a moment to straighten her skirt and fluff her 
translucent blouse, Mona gently tapped the door and 
stepped into his office. 

“Ah, there you are, Mona,” her Master called out. 
“Come in. Please, have a seat.” 

“Yes, Sir,” Mona replied and took the office chair 
across from his desk. It was somewhat unusual for her 
Master to offer her a seat in his office. Even just being in 
his office filled her with solemn awe. 

“Mona,” he began, “here take this. It’s the file of a 
runaway bitch by the name Honey Lee-Marks. She missed 
her scheduled conversion a few days ago, by failing to show 
for her appointment. Her Master just gave us the contract 
to track her down and deliver her to the conversion 
center,” he went on with a smile on his face, “A very 
lucrative contract at that.” 

Looking across his desk at Mona, he continued. “Mona, 
you must make sure you do well on this assignment. Mr. 
Marks is an important client of ours. He’s contracted us 
many times in the past on various assignments. We always 
do good work for him. You need to find her and fast. His 
reputation, and mine, throughout the community, are 
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depending upon you finding her as quickly as possible.” 

Pausing a moment to emphasize the necessity of this 
contract, Charles continued. 

“It’s important, Mona. The faster you find the bitch and 
turn her over, the happier everyone will be. Please don’t 
disappoint me. Do you understand?” Charles asked, 
looking right into her eyes so there would be no mistaking 
his meaning. 

On alert, Mona nodded with a hint of apprehension. 
She saw the determined look on his face, letting her know 
that in no uncertain terms, how much this assignment 
meant to him. Just as determined, she vowed not to 
disappoint him. 

“Yes, Sir,” she answered him. 

“If you fail,” he continued, “I promised Mr. Marks that 
I would share in his disgrace. I may have to assign you take 
her place. I would hate to lose you. You are one of my 
favorite and best operatives.” 

Mona took the file. “Yes, Sir. I understand. I’ll get right 
on it. I won’t let you down.” She offered with a bit of 
trepidation. 

What she knew from this tone was, “If I fail, I will take 
the bitches place. That’s what he means. It’s one thing to 
follow my path to conversion like everyone else. It’s quite 
another to take someone else’s place in payment for their 
cowardice.” 

“Well then,” she added, “I just won’t fail, Sir.” 

“That’s my bitch. I know you won’t, which is why I 
assured Mr. Marks as I did. I know you can sort this out 
matter in short order.” Her Master said confidently, adding, 
“I know you can do this. I have absolute confidence in 
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your abilities to come out on top of this.” 

“Would there be anything else, Sir?” She followed up 
with her back just a bit straighter than before. 

“Yes, as a matter of fact, there is,” he directed. “Come 
over here and attend to me. I can’t seem to concentrate on 
my work, and I have a lot to do today. You know how I 
value your attention to my needs. Your talents will certainly 
allow me to concentrate on the rest of the day.” 

Mona couldn’t believe her good fortune. First, Master 
gave her an essential and highly visible assignment. Then, 
he offered her the honor of attending to him. Her heart 
sang as her mind filled, her mouth-watering, with a lustful 
desire in wanting to satisfy him.  

“Happily, Sir,” she replied, already getting out of her 
chair. 

Thinking to herself, “It’s been a long time since he last 
asked me to attend to him. I must make the best of it.” 

Walking around the side of his desk in her short skirt, 
pale yellow, translucent silk blouse, braless and pantyless in 
her 5-inch stilettos, Mona reached for his groin and 
squatted down in front of him. Master took great pride in 
caring for Mona, and she enjoyed attending to his needs. 

Opening his pants, she reached in and pulled out his 
already engorged cock.  

“Hmmm,” she murmured out loud. Without a 
moment’s delay, the purple head of his cock disappeared 
behind her waiting lips. 

“That’s nice, Mona,” he uttered while leaning back. 
“That’s very nice.” 

Smiling inside at the praise, Mona doubled her efforts, 
taking him deep into her willing mouth. 

As the head of his cock tickled the back of her throat, 
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her tongue caressed the shaft. Working him in and out of 
her mouth, she felt him grow bigger and heavier. She felt 
his breathing change, grow faster, and sensed the building 
tension in his body. Happily, Mona continued giving him 
precisely what he needed and was in no hurry to finish him. 

“Damn,” she thought as she savored him. “This is nice. 
I love his cock. It’s been a while since I had the pleasure to 
feel, taste and enjoy his scent, and feel his power emanating 
from him.”  

She knew inside herself that she would do the best she 
could. It was crucial to remind him how much she missed 
him and, more importantly, how much he missed her. As 
she continued to work her magic, she felt him growing 
inside her, filling her. She relished the sensation inside her 
mouth as his pulse began throbbing faster and stronger 
against her tongue. The beat of his heartbeat dictates when 
and how she would proceed. As his pulse grew stronger, 
she sensed his building explosion, giving her feedback she 
welcomed so that she could cum together with him. 

She welcomed his hands, gently stroking the back of her 
head, his fingers combing her hair as she worked him in 
and out of her throat. The sensation of his hands on her 
reassured her that she was doing an excellent job. He was 
enjoying her expertise. His increased stroking urged her to 
double her resolve. Reaching her hands behind his upper 
thighs, she pulled him in deeper, working him in and out 
intending to bury his cock deep down her throat at the 
moment of his explosion. 

“Excuse me, Sir,” Master’s secretary interrupted as she 
stepped into his office. 

“Damn,” Mona reflected; the intimate moment broken. 

“Yes, Sharon, what is it?” Charles replied after a short 
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pause. 

“Mr. Marks is here to see you,” Sharon replied. 

“Ah, send him right in, please. And Sharon, please send 
in an attendant to attend to his needs along with a cup of 
coffee.” 

“Certainly, Sir,” Sharon replied as she left. 

With Master’s cock buried deep inside her mouth, Mona 
realized that she needed to take a different tack with 
attending to Master’s needs. He would never want to finish 
before any of his guests. Mona could only hope that 
whoever was next in the rotation would remember this and 
make sure Mona fulfilled her duty. Though she knew that 
only those in his service for at least three years would be in 
the rotation and undoubtedly trained in his expectations, 
she was still nervous that she would not achieve his desired 
results. However, the knowledge that her Master knew that 
she would do her best to prevent him from finishing before 
his guest reassured her. 

“Charles. Thank you for seeing me on such short 
notice.” Mr. Marks remarked as he entered the office and 
shook his hand, never looking down, nor bothered by 
Mona’s head in Charles’s lap, her head bobbing up and 
down. 

“Not at all, Lee. Please, have a seat. What can I do for 
you? “ 

“Thank you, Charles,” Mr. Marks replied as he sat 
down. 

Before Lee could answer, an attendant came in and 
handed Mr. Marks his cup of coffee. Kneeling in front of 
him and parting his knees, she freed and took his cock into 
her mouth and gave it her dedicated and undivided 
attention. After allowing time to enjoy the service, Mr. 
Marks returned to his conversation with Charles, even as 
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he gently caressed the bitches bobbing head in his lap. 

“Charles, it’s like this. I need to know you are taking my 
case seriously. I know I only offered you the job last night, 
and I didn’t intend to stop by today, but I’m worried. Find 
the bitch. Her disappearance is disrupting my house and 
my standing in the community. Please tell me. You’ll find 
her and turn her over to the center.” 

“Of course, Lee. We will find her, and together, we’ll 
get you out of this mess. I’ve assigned one of my best 
operatives to the case. She has a superb track record, and I 
know she will sort this out in short order. I’m sure we will 
get results fairly quickly.” 

“Great, Charles, that’s just what I wanted to hear.” 

Going on, “Charles, I must tell you. I had planned on 
serving that bitch at an important dinner for some very 
influential friends from the Club. Her failure to appear, 
well… embarrassed the Club leadership. Hell, the bitch 
embarrassed me. Complicating the issue was the processing 
summons delivered without my authorization. I’m still at a 
loss of how that happened. I distinctly remember 
authorizing a different bitch to meet the needs of that 
dinner. I almost had nothing ready to serve. Luckily, I 
discovered the problem just in time and served a different, 
lesser quality offering from my stock. Of course, I had to 
compensate the Club for the last-minute substitution by 
donating nine more bitches from my stock to the Club. 
Finally, the rules of Club Lothario require me to donate 
another ten more bitches each week the runaway does not 
appear.” 

“Lee,” Charles replied. “It truly is unfortunate that this 
happened to you. If I were in your position, I too would be 
just as upset and demanding of a quick resolution. I 
promise you. We will do everything we can to resolve this 
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situation quickly.” 

“Thanks, Charles, that makes me feel much better.” 
After taking a satisfying moment, Lee went on. “Your 
attendant here is also doing wonders as well. She’s very 
talented.” 

“Thanks, Lee. I try to offer only the best-talented 
stock.” Charles went on. “I have very demanding standards 
and rotate my stock as necessary to maintain the highest 
quality. You gratify me to know you are so pleased.” 

“But Charles — as we both know — her attentions are 
— er — short-lived — but very much appreciated.” 

And with that, Mona heard Mr. Marks explode into the 
mouth of the attendant and hearing the muffled sounds of 
‘Ahhhhh’ escaping from his throat as he finished. 

After waiting an appropriate amount of time, “You’re 
welcome, Lee,” Charles responded while still enjoying his 
pleasures from his attendant. 

“Whew,” Mona thought to herself with Master’s cock 
still buried deep in the back of her throat. “That was close. 
I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold him off from 
finishing. Still, I’m thankful that I could do this for Master 
and to make him proud!” she reflected. 

And with that, Mona swallowed Master Charles’s 
pulsating cock deep, letting it slide down her throat. 
Holding it there, she massaged the underside of his cock 
with her tongue while licking his loins, milking him with 
her throat muscles. As Mona held him buried deep inside, 
her breathing labored as she tried hard to accommodate his 
expanding cock that threatened to block her airway. He 
rewarded her with a copious load of his seed exploding 
down her throat. Holding him in place, pulling him in as 
deeply as she could, she milked every drop he offered and 
swallowed. 
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“Wow.” Mona smiled to herself, proud of her Master. 
“He can cum time and time again throughout the day, 
shooting such loads repeatedly. No wonder he has such a 
large house.” Inside, she was smiling. Outside, her 
gleaming, enchanted eyes spoke volumes. 

“Don’t worry, Lee,” Master Charles continued with his 
guest when he too recovered from his little death. “You 
can count on me.” And looking down at Mona said, 
“Thank you, dear. You were awesome!” 

Mona, struggling, looked up, smiled, and swallowed 
more of his seed. She continued cleaning his cock of their 
activities with her tongue. When finished, she gently 
returned him to his pants and straightened up, wiping a bit 
of moisture from the corner of her mouth with her finger 
and licking it off. Smiling at Charles, Mona straightened her 
skirt and stepped back out of the way. 

With that, Mr. Marks took his leave. His attendant 
followed, carrying his empty cup of coffee along with her. 

Turning towards Mona, Charles began, “Mona, Mr. 
Marks is the one whose contract I assigned to you. From 
our exchange, you must have realized just how important 
this assignment is to Mr. Marks, to the firm, and me.” 
Master Charles commented. 

“Oh yes, Sir,” Mona replied. “I fully understand the 
implications. It is never good to embarrass one’s owner and 
triply bad when done in a public venue such as the Club. I 
will give this my full undivided attention and get right on 
it.” 

“Good.” Master Charles replied. “However, please 
remember you also have duties to me, and I expect that 
you will remember to attend to me as needed.” 

“Of course, Sir. I would never shirk my duties to you or 
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my house. I find it surprising that the runaway bitch didn’t 
do the same for her house. Surely, she must know that as 
of now, she can never provide for her family in any way. 
Especially now, with the special offering, she would 
normally provide for them. It’s well… to be honest, Sir, it’s 
disturbing.” 

“Mona,” Master replied. “I couldn’t have said it any 
better. Now get going and send in Sharon on your way 
out.” 

And with that, Mona retrieved the file from Master 
Charles’s desk. Going back to her office, she relayed to 
Sharon the Master’s summons.
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Chapter Two 

Honey 

Sunlight streaming through the window, Honey awoke 
to another warm day while lying on her side, snuggled next 
to her Master. Smiling, Honey looked over at the two other 
sows sleeping beside her, also cradling her Master. 
Reflecting while her body recalls the satisfying night of 
passion, what a night they all had. Her heart warmed by the 
sun and memory of her two sisters and herself pleasing her 
Master, she recalled drinking deeply of his cum and filling 
her womb of potential new life, over and over again. It 
took a long time, but eventually, they completely drained 
her Master, thoroughly satiating him before he finally fell 
asleep. 

Master was a thoughtful Master. He was always 
blending his needs with the needs of his stable. Not all the 
bitches in his bed this morning were part of her inner circle 
of sister sows. She knew enough to know that no one sow 
could fulfill all his needs. He needed to spread his attention 
around to as many members of his stable as possible. 
Deluded, maybe, but Honey believed that since he invited 
her to his bed regularly, she was one of his favorites. 

His stable was a mix of different sows used for various 
purposes. Some were his sex toys; others were his pain and 
play toys. Honey was both a play and a sex toy. Others 
were servants and cooks, while still others were his 
breeding and milk mares used solely for prorogation or 
milk production. Breeding and milk mares were relatively 
rare in the community. Most bitches were born sterile, so 
everyone held breeding sows in high esteem. 
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Over the years, she dreamed of carrying her Master’s 
offspring. She felt she was exceptionally fortunate to be 
one of the few breeding sows within the community. 
However, so far, she hadn’t conceived. She didn’t know 
why, even though they told her she was fertile. Master gave 
her his seed often enough, but she never seemed to catch. 
She hoped to carry anything, but it was her dream to 
deliver a male, an heir, to her Master. Male births were so 
rare that she didn’t expect to carry one, but it would be 
wonderful if she did if they happened at all. Most naturally 
terminated before their first year. Even reaching a second 
year was challenging, but the odds of reaching maturity 
increased with every passing year. 

“Wouldn’t that be grand?” she reflected “to deliver him 
a male, that survived to become the Master’s heir.” 

Still, though, fulfilling her role as a breeder seemed a 
fantasy. Throughout her time in his house, that thought 
perplexed her. The Doctor told her she was fertile, and yet, 
she never conceived his offspring. Her Master was capable 
enough. He regularly produced offspring with other 
bitches. It mystified her why she couldn’t. Lying on her side 
with one arm draped over Master’s chest, she gently 
massaged his nipple with her fingers. She was so pleased to 
be in his house. Master treated her right and gave her 
ample opportunity to share his bed and his time in other 
endeavors. 

“Why then, couldn’t she conceive his offspring?”  

She knew that Master frequently used his breeding stock 
within the house. There was never a time when several of 
them weren’t carrying his offspring or acting as a 
nursemaid. 

“Then, why couldn’t she?” Honey silently asked herself. 
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Reminiscing about the night before, she realized 
Master was stirring. Knowing his needs, she rolled over 
and quickly took his cock into her mouth before one of 
her other bitches could do so and began relishing his 
taste. One thing was sure. She was a greedy little bitch, 
taking every opportunity to enjoy his cock for herself. 

“First-cum, first-served,” she always believed. 

As she worked her magic, he stirred enough to stroke 
her hair with his fingers. The gentle caressing of her head 
and hair comforted her as he combed his fingers through 
her long blonde hair. That was always something she 
enjoyed when she attended to him. It gave her a warm 
sense of belonging and a non-verbal message of acceptance 
of her activities performed for him. The more he enjoyed 
her attention to his cock, the more animated his hand 
became. She looked forward to the moment when he 
would pull her tight to his loins and fire his cum deep into 
her throat. 

As Honey worked her magic, one sow got up and 
started preparing his coffee. The other began stroking 
Honey’s hips, silently encouraging her efforts. Honey 
sucked and cradled his cock with her tongue, pulling on 
him in firmly, nuzzling her nose against his loins and 
tickling the back of her throat. 

It gave her great joy to awaken him, ready him for 
another day by having him explode forcefully down her 
throat. At that moment, her Master did precisely that, 
exploding in her eager mouth. 

As he came, Honey thought, “Damn… he tastes ever so 
sweet.” 

She struggled to contain every morsel he gave her 
without spilling a single drop. Warmed by her success and 
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using her tongue, she wiped her lips of any remaining 
residue of his seed and swallowed. 

Smiling up at her Master and with a look of great 
satisfaction, Honey whispered. 

“Good morning, Sir!”
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Chapter Three 

Mona 

As Mona steps into her office, she dropped the file on 
Honey on her desk and began to think about the bitch. 
“How could she embarrass herself and her house like 
that?” she thought. It goes against every instinct and moral 
code Mona respects and upholds. 

Before getting into the file, Mona takes a moment to 
check her appearance, making sure she need not clean up 
any residue left on her outfit. 

“All good there,” she confirmed. 

While freshening up her makeup and lipstick, Mona’s 
thoughts wandered back to Master Charles’s office and 
what she did for him. She could still taste him. Relishing 
the idea, she resolved not to finish her coffee so that she 
could taste him throughout the day. As much as she 
wanted to stay with him, she couldn’t. She needed to stay at 
the top of her game to have any chance of succeeding in 
this assignment. Looking down at her cold coffee left on 
her desk, she wondered if she should freshen it. 

With a reluctant sigh, she went back to the coffee bar 
and poured herself a fresh cup. One thing about Charles, 
he always provided for his house and staff. She never 
wanted for anything, including a cup of her favorite blend. 
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Returning to her desk, Mona sat down, opened the file, 
and began reading. 

 

The usual facial and full-figure portraits with both head-on, 
profile, and full figure photos were also with the file. 

“Hmmm, she’s a pretty mare,” Mona noted to herself. 
“She’s intelligent too.” 

Honey Lee-Marks 

Registration Number: XM176956.396 

Status: Active 

Age: 29 

Weight: 58.5kg (128lb) 

Height: 168 cm (5” 5’) 

Bust: 96.5 cm (38”) 

Cup: C 

Waist: 61 cm (24”) 

Hips: 91.4 cm (36”) 

Hair: Blonde 

Eyes: Green 

IQ: 168 

Psychological Profile: Nominal 

Submissive scale rating: 8 

Meat Rating: Grade-AA Prime 

Pregnancies: 0 

Males birthed: 0 

Dance Competitions: 5 

Disciplinary Actions: 0 
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“She’s fit, given she has survived five dances. I’ve taken 
part in two dances and barely made it through and 
survived. To survive five is quite an accomplishment.” 
Mona thought to herself. “Okay, I admit, I was lucky and 
even more so since Master hasn’t assigned me more 
dances.” 

“It’s hard to survive these events. You must have the 
upper body strength to reach up over your head while 
shackled and pull yourself up. All the while, gravity pulls 
you down and tightens the noose around your neck. Any 
slip and the noose only get tighter, making it harder to 
breathe and maintain your muscle strength to keep pulling 
yourself up. And once the noose tightens, even if you can 
re-establish yourself, it doesn’t relax its death grip. It’s hard, 
very hard, indeed.” 

Noticing something in her file, she realized. “Wow, 
she’s a Grade AA Prime,” Mona commented to herself 
with a bit of envy. “I’m only a Grade A, and not even 
prime, as are most bitches. She falls into less than one 
percent of the population and would command a high 
return. No wonder her disappearance upset Master Marks. 
She would bring top value at any market or competition.” 

Interesting? She certainly has the hips for a broodmare, 
but she hasn’t carried a child yet. She seems like a good fit 
in anyone’s house. It’s not her Master’s issue. He keeps his 
breeders working hard, continually carrying his offspring. 
While not statistically relevant, it is surprising that she 
hadn’t carried yet, providing much-needed replacement 
stock for the house. 

“Odd,” she thought. 

Not that she was on top of birth statistics, but she was 
under the opinion that sows of her meat grading were also 
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breeding sows. This bitch never conceived for her house, 
satisfying her duty. 

“I wonder if Mr. Marks had other plans for her and did 
not want to diminish her value by becoming pregnant. 
Besides her meat rating, what other value might she 
provide him and the community?” She wondered. “I must 
keep that in mind. What other reason could there be?” she 
commented to herself. 

“Let’s see. What else is in these records?” She asked 
herself. 

“Hmmm, her gym records confirm she works out daily, 
as any good bitch must do to stay fit, trim, and ready to 
attend her Master. From all indications in this file, I don’t 
see an immediate reason why this bitch did not follow her 
chosen path. Instead, she ran from it. Though only twenty-
nine, it is common to convert a bitch by that age. Granted, 
she might have gone on for a decade or two, but her value 
would begin diminishing in less than a year. She is at the 
prime of her life and would bring much honor to her house 
and her Master.” 

“As for the rest of the house, Mr. Marks oversees an 
average livestock count of six hundred and twenty-two 
bitches. Thirty-five are breeding sows, of whom twenty-
nine are carrying offspring. The rest are recovering from a 
recent delivery and should be back in the rotation in short 
order. The rest of his stable are not capable of carrying 
offspring. Again, not uncommon.” 

“The ages for his stable ranges from sixteen to thirty-
nine. Seeing how the age of maturity is sixteen, there is no 
documentation on the number of younglings currently in 
the house. Undoubtedly, based on statistics, he probably 
has another one hundred and a half younglings, all of 



 The Taste of Honey  23 

 

whom will get registered and named at maturity. Until then, 
they were a summary blip on the records.” 

“Livestock average age is twenty-six, most of whom are 
Grade-A Prime, and all typically fit. Nothing strange there 
either.” Mona commented to herself. “From all intents and 
purposes, Mr. Marks maintains a house with sufficient 
livestock to sustain life but still would have to go to the 
meat market regularly to resupply his stable. Again typical, 
nothing unusual there as all houses generally needed to 
shop for food. Overall, it’s a pretty typical estate.” 

Continuing to read the file, Mona discovered that he is, 
as most males are, a member of Club Lothario, a 
gentleman’s club, and typically brings with him three or 
four mares for display or servitude whenever he goes. He 
supplies his usual quota of bitches for the events of the 
night, such as dance competitions, sex slaves, or auctions. 
According to records, Mr. Marks generally gains 
approximately a dozen new bitches at these events, 
auctioning off half as many. He meets his obligations of 
annually supplying sufficient stock for the barbeques and 
hunts. 

Overall, he and his house appear to be healthy in all 
regards. Honey, on the other hand, seemed to be the 
exception, the spike in an otherwise normal distribution of 
house members. There’s nothing that stands out which 
might indicate a malfeasance.  

“I need to find out more about this missing bitch,” 
Mona muttered to herself. “Something doesn’t seem right 
about her disappearance.”
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Chapter Four 

Honey 

After Master got up and left the room, Honey had time 
for herself. As per her routine, she got up and went to the 
gym, naked, of course, as Master would have it no other 
way. He felt that there was no better incentive to keep 
one’s body fit and in shape then by working out in the 
nude. Thinking back, she recalled that human society used 
to exercise this way over a millennia ago, and so it did not 
seem all that unusual to her. 

Pulling out her yoga mat and after inserting her Ben-
Wah balls inside her sex, she spent the next 45 minutes 
going through all the body movements, adjusting her joints, 
and toning her muscles. Within minutes, she had developed 
a beautiful sheen on her skin. Honey just loved the look of 
her toned body, all shiny and slick from the sweat built 
upon her skin. She looked oiled and basted the way her 
stablemates looked at a community barbecue. 

Although keeping her Ben-Wah balls in place was a 
struggle, she had to clamp down hard with her sex muscles 
to keep them from slipping out. However, the exercise kept 
her tight, pleasing her Master, not to mention enhancing 
her pleasure when he plunged inside her. 

Yoga was a pursuit that not all of her stablemates 
enjoyed doing. Honey loved it, despite only a couple of 
others in her house regularly who took part in the activity. 
For Honey, it not only stretched and toned her body, but it 
also allowed her mind to wander in seemingly random 
directions. 

Like today, her mind started drifting to the beginning of 



26 Richard Verry  

their current social customs and how society got where it is 
today. The community knows very little about the times 
before the plague. 

The devastating event killed almost all of humanity and 
eradicated every animal and vegetable source of protein. 
Today, their race was severely lacking in critical proteins 
necessary to maintain not only life but the species. 

They, humans, were the last animals on the planet. Only 
by a sheer stroke of luck were scientists able to introduce a 
change to the human genome that allowed them to survive. 
Not a single animal species that inhabited the land, the air, 
or the seas remained but for the humans. Compounding 
things, only one in every fifteen thousand males conceived, 
survived to reach maturity. The rest are born bitches and 
instilled with an intense need to provide for their houses 
and their Masters. Whether it was the gene manipulation or 
a naturally occurring evolution, mares submit to their 
males. She welcomed her submission to her Master. It was 
the way it was, and she embraced it. To her, it was natural, 
giving her great satisfaction. 

Honey’s mind raced in many directions, but today, it 
kept circling back to their society, one in which she not 
only embraces but loves. She could not recall from reading 
the history books, where humans lived in such peace and 
harmony as they did today. Males no longer fought over 
territory or resources. They did not covet or take what 
wasn’t theirs. They gave. Males lived in a way that met all of 
their needs, supporting, protecting, and caring for the 
members of their respective stables. Being so few among so 
many, the very continuance of the race depended upon 
keeping them healthy and content. 

Bitches, her thoughts continued, naturally turned to a 



 The Taste of Honey  27 

 

sincere desire to fulfill the needs of their Masters, his 
house, and the community. Submissive in all regards, they 
did everything, offered everything, including their bodies, 
to maintain the species and society.  

Where else would the species get the protein needed to 
survive? There were no other sources 

 

### 
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