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CHAPTER ONE

A Dream of Success

“PLEASE SIGN HERE on the dotted line,” said the voice of Mr. Peckerson, the CEO of Adulteq Corp., the leading adult entertainment and health care company in the US.

“On the line that the penis-shaped sticker is pointing to?” I asked, furrowing my brow in consternation. The contract was huge! Easily over a thousand pages, and bound in a very expensive looking leather cover. How long had the adult industry monks labored over the fine paintings that adorned each page? As I squinted at them it became apparent that they were exceedingly lewd. I blushed.

“Yes, please,” he said, blowing bubbles from his mouth as he spoke.

“Yeah, hurry up about it, Destiny! I mean, Ember,” said Jessica as she stood there, completely nude, and sporting a pair of truly enormous breasts.

“Gosh, stop hassling me,” I cried, as someone began to fondle my bottom. “This pen is just ridiculous!” I grasped the giant penis-shaped pen and struggled to write my signature. When I finished, I moaned out loud in despair. I had signed it as Ember Buns, instead of Ember Sun, my actual stage name!

“Damn, girl! You ain’t never gonna make it in this business,” said Darren as I began to cry in earnest.

“Hey, wake up!” said the nurse who had been fondling my bottom.

“What?” I mumbled.

“Wake up!” A sharp clanging sound finally roused me from my dream and I opened my eyes in panic, heart beating fast as I took stock of my surroundings. Fuck, that’s right! I was in the LA county jail, stuck in a cell, just across from the one that held my best friend, Jessica.

“Breakfast,” said the guard as she slipped a tray through the slot at the bottom of the bars that made up the front of my cell. The tray slid across the floor as she gave it a shove and then reached over to the cart next to her and took another tray. “Breakfast,” she said to Jessica as she slid it under the bars of her cell.

I slowly got up from my cot and walked the few feet over to the tray and picked it up. Looking up from the tray I saw that the guard had moved on so I exchanged a grimace with Jessica as she stared at her own tray.

“Did you ever figure out what this…pudding is?” I asked her.

“Pudding?” Jess looked at the corner of her tray and back at me. “I…don’t think it’s pudding. I’ve just been avoiding it, and I suggest you do the same!”

I sighed and set the tray off to the side of my tiny bed, picking up a slice of white bread with something that might be intended to be ham on it. A bright yellow piece of cheese hung limply on top of it, as if it had fainted from the sheer effort of just showing up. I shoved half the sandwich in my mouth and chewed. This would be it until dinner showed up, and there was the work detail still to look forward to.

“How the hell did we get into this mess,” I asked Jessica, for perhaps the hundredth time since we wound up in this hole.

“You know darn well, Des. I told you to leave that whole thing alone,” she retorted, picking at her sandwich and turning away from the bars.

“Come on,” I said, my eyes tearing up. “You know I had no way of knowing that it was going to end so badly. Please don’t be mad.”

Jessica sighed and set her tray down on her bed. She quickly came over to her bars and looked over at me with distress on her face as she gripped the bars, her nude breasts pressing against the bars. “I’m sorry, Des! You know I love you.” She looked down at the floor. “I guess I’m not exactly blameless either.”

“What did you ever do?” I said, sarcastically.

“Well…you know, I maybe should n’t have handled Big Willey like that?”

“You mean, when he wanted to be involved with…”

“Yeah, that.”

“Yeah, okay, maybe that wasn’t the greatest thing. Kicking him in the balls may have been the thing that really pushed him over the edge, just saying.”

“True. But you did that too, so no point playing high and mighty!”

I paused to think. “Wait, I never did that to Big Willey!”

“No, but you did to Mikey Murder.”

“Oh, shit! I don’t remember that at all!”

“Yeah, bitch. You were drop dead drunk!”

“Yeah, maybe I need to stop drinking.” I stuffed the rest of the sandwich in my mouth, partly as an excuse to stop talking. Things were starting to come back to me, and they were not great things.

“Hey,” said Jessica, trying to change the subject. “Are you feeling better after that spanking?”

“Yeah,” I said, shifting somewhat uncomfortably on the thin mattress pad. “It was pretty bad for a while there.”

“Shit, no kidding. I can’t believe these…” she lowered her voice, “assholes…did that!”

“I did make things a bit hard for them in intake, though. So there’s that. Lessons were learned, Jess. Lessons were learned on both sides,” I said, nodding my head sagely.


CHAPTER TWO

Intake

HAD IT REALLY been only two days ago that Jessica and I had been hauled into the police station on the corner of 6th and Maple? The ride in the police van to the downtown LA station had taken a good hour, an hour of discomfort and anxiety as Jess and I had exchanged worried glances.

Hope that all of this could be sorted out had turned to despair as the scene in the station itself unfolded. It became clear, to me at least, that this wasn’t going to sort itself out the moment we entered the station. We had been confronted with pure chaos as officers tried to tame the yelling masses of human bodies stuffed into the too small room, all clamoring for someone to listen to them, to take the time to listen to their highly detailed reasons for why they shouldn’t be there and should be set free immediately.

Jessica and I were guided to a bench along a wall, crowded with other people in handcuffs, and forced to squeeze ourselves between two homeless women. The officer shackled my left foot to a rail set in the bottom of the bench, then did the same with Jessica. As he left we turned to look at each other and then slowly gazed around the room.

“Hi,” said the woman next to me, her mouth missing several teeth, her face lined with years of neglect and hardship.

“Hi,” I said back to her, taking a moment to tune out the noise around me. I could tell that she had been pretty, once. Perhaps even beautiful. And here she was, broken by years of neglect, I assumed. And yet, even handcuffed, chained to a bench, and wearing filthy tattered clothes, she still smiled broadly at me, her dirt-streaked cheeks red with sunburn, looking strangely cheery.

“So. What’s a pair of pretty girls like you two doing in here?” she asked. “Did you…” she leaned over and winked in a slow, exaggerated manner, “you know…”

“Um…” I stared saying, only to be interrupted by Jessica’s frantic elbowing in my side.

“Des—” she hissed in my ear.

I rolled my eyes and said to the nice lady next to me, “So sorry. One moment…” then turned to face Jessica.

“What?”

“Um, there’s a lot of scary looking guys. Over there…” she twisted around and pointed a finger over to the side of the room, her handcuffed wrists kept close together near her abdomen. “You see them?”

I glanced over to where she was pointing and suppressed a sigh. “Yeah, I guess,” I whispered back. “We’re at the downtown station, Jess. There’s bound to be all sorts of scary-ass people here!”

A nudge in my other side brought me back to the woman who was still smiling at me. “What’s your speciality, sweetie,” she said, winking again. “Handy dandies? Blow sucky mouthy ducky? Italian lube jobs with extra mozzarella?” She nodded knowingly as I stared at her in confusion.

“What even is that—” I stared to say as Jess elbowed me again. “What!” I hissed, looking over to see that a group of gang members were casually strolling through the station, fist bumping some of the officers. “What the fuck!” I whispered.

“Yeah,” said Jessica as she scanned the room. It was hard to keep track of all the threats here, given the crowd of people streaming in and out of the room, and the general disorder.

“I used to be really good at that one,” continued the increasingly chummy woman. She smacked her lips together. “It’s an important skill, you know? Get you far in life,” she said, as she rubbed her filthy jacket between her fingers. Her current condition seemed to belie her words.

“Yes, I’m sure,” I said, nodding at her, trying to scan the room surreptitiously. “But that’s not what—”

A tap on my shoulder caused me to squeak in fear and then relax as the officer bent over me. “Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you. I’m going to need to take a picture of you as well as take your fingerprints,” he said as he stood back, holding a phone up to my face. I leaned back and stared straight ahead, trying to smile. Months later, my boyfriend Jordan and I would laugh about the picture, making a game out of finding new words to describe the frozen contortion of my face. Even the officer grimaced in sympathy.

“Press your fingers against this pad,” he said, holding up an electronic pad down where I could easily reach it with my handcuffed hands. I dutifully pressed each finger down until he nodded, then the next one until he put the pad away and went over to Jessica, repeating the whole process with her.

“How long until we can talk to a lawyer,” she asked. He simply barked out a short laugh, like a gunshot, and then walked away.

“Fuck, Jess! This is going to take forever!” I squirmed on the bench, my butt rubbing against the woman next to me, who nodded and grinned at me.

“Moroccan spice rubs are pretty good too,” she said, staring at her hands. I raised my eyebrow at that, wondering if she was talking about food now. I was starting to get hungry.


CHAPTER THREE

Interrogation

IT TOOK ALMOST three hours before an officer came for me, unchaining my ankle first, then guiding me by my arm towards the far side of the room. “Where’re we goin?” I asked, but he didn’t bother replying. Pushing past a keycard guarded door, we entered a hallway, bleak and dirty. We passed a number of doors on either side, each with a frosted window and a plaque on it. Interrogation 1, Interrogation 2, Punishment, Special Handling. I furrowed my brow as we passed that door, a faint sound coming from it, possibly someone crying out? Finally he stopped by a door labeled Interrogation 3 and, opening it, we entered a small, dim room, mirror lining one wall, a small table with two chairs and a ring set in the middle of the table top. He sat me down on one of the chairs then bent over to lock the chain of my handcuffs onto the ring.

“Wait here,” he said as he marched out of the room, locking the door behind him, the first word from him this whole time. I sighed and waited there, drumming my fingers on the table top.

A few minutes later the door opened again and a detective entered, shutting and locking the door behind him. “Destiny?” he asked as he pulled the chair out and sat down on it, placing a folder on the table next to him.

“Yeah?”

“I’m Detective Pestalozzi,” he said, tapping his right hand on the folder as he fixed me with a steely gaze. “I’ll be asking you a few questions here,” he continued, opening the folder and pulling out a sheet of paper. From my vantage point I could see my picture on the top left of it, followed by a significant amount of writing.

“Look, I don’t know what you think I did, but none of it’s true,” I said, frustrated by my shackles as I tried to move my hands to emphasize my innocence.

He pulled out another sheet, gazed at it for a moment, eyes widening somewhat, then turned the sheet over and slid it over to me. I blushed as I saw what it showed, a picture of me, sitting on the lap of Mikey Murder, the lead singer of Murder Kitty. I had a bottle of something—beer?—in one hand, and a stupid drunk expression on my face, with one tit hanging out. I looked like I was having a super amount of fun, though, my nipple sticking out, elongated with what was clearly lust. Behind me, a number of people I recognized vaguely, along with one I did: Jessica. Also sitting on the lap of another guy, getting fondled.

“This you?” he asked, staring at me.

“Um, yeah,” I said, struggling to remember any of that night.

“Can you tell me who these guys are that you’re with?” He pointed to the men in the picture.

“What, the guy Jess is sitting on?”

“Jess? Oh, you mean Jessica Ibanez?”

“Yeah, my bestie! And yeah, I kinda know him. I mean, I know who he is—just met him that night, I think. That’s the drummer, Flounder. He’s not bothering her, though.”

He looked at me for a moment, then turned back to the image, tapping at the image of Mikey with his finger. “Do you remember what happened between the two of you?”

“Nope.”

He leaned back in the chair and furrowed his brow. “That’s going to be a problem,” he said.

“Look, I really don’t remember anything from that night. We partied pretty hard,” I said.

“Yeah, I can see that.” He looked annoyed. “Fine, I think we’re done here,” he said, standing up and gathering the papers together, shoving them in the folder and closing it all up.

“Wait, what’s going to happen to me?” I leaned forward, growing nervous. “I don’t do well in confinement,” I whined.

He paused at the door. “Nobody does well in confinement, sweetheart. Doesn’t stop us from putting them there. Maybe your memory will improve, yeah?” With that he unlocked the door and left, locking it again behind him.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I said as I raised my hands to put my face in them, squeaking with pain as they were jerked short by the handcuffs. “Fuck!” What the hell happened that night? Whatever it was, it was wasn’t good. I needed to ask Jess about that, the next time I saw her. Looking at myself straddling Mikey I really wished I could remember that night. It looked fun!

The door opening again startled me out of my contemplation. A guard came in, leaving the door open and heading towards me as I shrank back.

“Hands still!” he barked as he reached over and unlocked my handcuffs from the ring on the table. I wasn’t quite sure what he meant so I just kept my hands flat on the table top. He reached over and grabbed my upper arm, pulling me up and moving me out of the room.

“Where are we going?” I asked, looking over at him as he marched me along the hallway towards our destination.

“You’re going into lockup,” he answered, turning briefly to look me up and down.

“For how long?” I groaned. “I didn’t do anything!”

“Yeah, yeah. Look, I don’t know anything. They tell me to take this person over there, I take them over there. Drag this dude, haul that dude. Chain this girl, shackle that girl.” He sighed. “It gets to be a bit much, you know?” He looked at me again. “Everyone’s innocent, if you believe them. The girls cry a lot.” He looked away again. “I hate that.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Processing

WE REACHED THE end of the hallway and he knocked on the door. A short pause and door opened and I was hauled into another hallway, filled with people of all sizes and shapes being processed in an assembly line of misery. I noted with apprehension that the prisoners in line all had their ankle chained to a steel guide bar running the entire length of the hallway. My guard leaned down and snapped a cuff to my left ankle, then fastened the other end to the bar.

“Alright,” he said, straightening up again with a grunt. “Don’t do anything stupid.” He patted me on the back. “You’ll make it through this, don’t worry,” he said and then he was gone, the door closing behind him.

I stood there for a moment while I adjusted to my new situation. It looked like we were all in a line to be processed for intake into…jail? I really wasn’t sure what my—our—ultimate fate would be here, but jail seemed like the most likely thing. Lockup of some sort at any rate. I could hear some voices from the front of the line as orders were barked out and the occasional protest was uttered in response. More disturbing was the occasional zapping sound followed by a cry of pain.

After a pause the line would shuffle forward, our ankles dragging the chain along the bar until we stopped and waited again. Eventually it became clear to me what we were waiting for: a female worker in a gray uniform came into view. She stepped up to the woman who was ahead of me in line.

“Madge! You again?” she said to the woman chained to the bar, an older Black woman, dressed in a once cream-colored raincoat and a shower cap, with a faded outline of a cartoon character on it.

“Yup,” came the answer as Madge proceeded to pull off the raincoat and hand it over, the worker stuffing it into a large cloth bag. “How you been, Alicia?”

“Oh, good, good. You know how it go,” she said, waiting patiently for Madge to pull off several layers of tattered clothing, handing each over until she was in her bra, sweatpants still on. Madge looked over at me and asked, “Hey, baby. Could you unclip my bra for me? Old Madge can’t reach so good anymore.”

“Oh, okay,” I answered as I reached over and undid the clasp of her bra for her. She slipped out of it, her heavy breasts hanging free, and handed it over.

“Shower cap.”

“Okay, baby, okay,” said Madge as she took it off and handed it over.

“Thanks, Madge. See you later, okay?”

“Okay, baby.”

The line moved forward again and now it was my turn. The woman, Alicia, looked at me expectantly and I sighed. Okay, this was happening. I knew we were all headed for a strip search, and although I hadn’t expected an approach quite as industrial as this was, it still was something that I had dreaded. I pulled my top off and handed it to Alicia and reached back to undo my bra, handing it over as well.

“Necklace, earrings,” came the curt, clipped response.

“Oh,” I said, clasping my pretty gold chain necklace. Seriously doubting I would ever see my jewelry again, I took off my necklace, handed it over, and did the same with my fake diamond stud earrings.

No response from Alicia other than a nod and she went over to the man who was next in line behind me. The line moved forward again. I wondered if we would get to keep our pants on, or how they would manage the fact that our ankles were chained. The answer became apparent as we approached the next worker, a man who progressively bound each body before him around the waist with a chain, padlocked at the belly, while the other end was attached to a railing at hip height.

My nipples peaked as he brushed my body with his arm, fastening the chain tightly and then reaching past me, to secure me to the railing with a snap of the padlock. He bent down and freed my ankle from the bar. The line moved a few feet forward gradually, over the course of the next ten minutes, until we reached the next station.

“Shoes off, pants off,” came the next directive, as expected. Madge wiggled her way out of her sweatpants and panties, pulling her shoe off with the other foot. I kicked off my flats and pulled my jeans off, taking the panties down with them. With a blush I noted that the panties had the words, “Insert appropriate items here” on them. As I handed them over, I fervently hoped the man wouldn’t look at them, and indeed he didn’t.

We moved forward a few more steps, my hand gripping the chain to move it along. As we stopped I felt something soft yet also a bit hard touching my bottom. Oh, my god, I thought as I turned around to glare at the man behind me.

“Sorry,” he said as he grinned a toothless grin at me. He didn’t move back, however and his member persisted in touching me.

“Hey,” I said, “knock that off!”

“What’s going on here,” came the gruff voice of a guard strolling over.

“Um, nothing. I just, um…his…” I mumbled, not wanting to make a scene.

The guard took one look behind me and reached over and, to my shock and surprise, he lifted his hand and gave the intruding penis a hard smack.

“Ow, fuck! Bitch that hurt! Fuck!”

“Keep to yourself or else,” muttered the guard as he walked away.

“Damn, bitch! Why you gotta snitch?” the man mumbled.

I kept my gaze forward as Madge snickered to herself, muttering, “Snitchin’ bitches!”

A few more feet forward and another worker came and fastened our ankles back to a bar, freeing our waists and taking the chains away. Finally we arrived at a wider part of the corridor, where the wall turned away from the bar at our feet which continued straight, with another horizontal bar spanning the open space. I groaned as I saw what was happening here. Eventually my turn came and I leaned over the bar as directed.

“Grab the bar at the far end with your hands. Spread your legs,” came the order and then the snapping of latex gloves. I spread my legs as far as I could and felt the finger probing my entrance. Whoever the finger belonged to was efficient, parting my lips and entering me, running along my inner walls and feeling every part of me they could reach. Finally they retreated and I felt fingers spreading my opening wide as presumably a visual inspection was carried out.

Then the finger returned to my other opening, pushing itself past my tightened muscle and moving relentlessly inward. I groaned as I felt it moving around in there and then finally retreating.

“Get up and continue,” the voice ordered and I did so, following the long suffering Madge. I assumed this happened often to her for her to be on a first-name basis with Alicia. Perhaps this was better than another night on the street? I wouldn’t think so, but then again I had never had to be in her shoes.

The rest of the humiliating experience passed quickly: some combing through my hair, examination of my open mouth, lifting of my breasts and caressing the underside of them, examination of my fingers and feet. Finally I was placed in four-point chain harness and unclipped from the ankle chain.


CHAPTER FIVE

Spanked

“SO,” I STARTED, “where are you taking me now? I’d like to talk to my lawyer!”

The guard marching me along the empty drab hallway as I shuffled along, hitting my ankles on the short chain every other step, ignored me.

“Hey! I said, I want my lawyer!” I was starting to get very cranky.

“No lawyer,” came the reply.

“What? What the fuck! I’m a citizen and I have rights!”

He stopped and stared at me, eyes quickly dipping down to my exposed breasts before coming back to look me in the eye. “Listen, toots, I don’t know what you think’s going on here, but here you obey orders or you get punished. Nobody said anything about bringing you to a lawyer.”

He turned away and tugged me sharply to get me to move again, and I hurt my ankle on the cuff.

“Ow, fuck! Stop,” I squealed. “You fucking Nazi!”

“Oh, hell no! You did not just call me that!”

“Yeah, I did. Nazi! There, I said it, so go ahead and goose step over to your Kommandant and complaint to him if you want. I’m not going anywhere until I get my lawyer!”

“Alright, that’s it! You’re going to punishment!” And with that he proceeded to turn me around and drag me over in the other direction and down a corridor we had passed earlier. Shit. After a few turns and more corridors we reached a door marked Punishment 1. He knocked on the door and opened it, pushing me in ahead of him.

A very bored looking young man started out of his chair where he had been watching a video on his phone.

“Oh…hey…” he said, lamely putting away his phone and standing up. “What have we got here?”

“This one’s got a fucking mouth on her,” the guard replied. “Give her a level two and then have her sent over to cell 371.”

“Okay, fine,” he said as he came over and grasped my upper arm. The guard left and locked the door behind him, leaving me naked and chained in a room with a guy in his early twenties, whose job apparently was to administer punishments on some arbitrary scale. Whatever number two was, I was going to get it.

“Hey…” he said, looking at me a bit sheepishly. “Haven’t seen you around here before.”

I lifted a brow at him before answering, “Yeah, I don’t make a habit of getting arrested and punished. You?”

“Oh,” he laughed. “No, I guess not.” He shrugged, tugging me over to a bench that had a padded top and was at about waist height. “It’s my job so I guess I am here a lot. But not to be punished. That would be your fate.”

He bent down to clip my left ankle to a cuff chained to the floor by a very short chain. He then unlocked the cuff that secured me to my other limbs and gently nudged my other foot over until he could snap on the other cuff and undo the existing one. Standing up, he pulled on the chain that held my hands and pulled my upper body over the bench so that I was bent over it. He secured the chain to a ring set into the floor and stood up.

“Hey, I know you! Right? You’re some actress! I just know it!”

“Um, yeah maybe,” I muttered as the blood rushed to my head.

“So, like, do you know any directors? Producers? Cause I got a script I’m working on, you know?” His voice came from somewhere behind me, possibly at the far wall. “I think it’s pretty good.”

“Oh? What’s it about?” I asked, hoping to buy time.

“Well, some aliens have invaded the earth, okay? And they, like, love pussy. Just love it. Turns out they don’t have pussy on their planet, you know?”

“Oh, yeah. Um, what do they have?” I heard him take something down from the wall and come over to stand behind me. My butt cheeks clenched in anticipation.

“Well, they have butts. Like they’re totally used to inflicting butt-hurt on each other. But like their kids grow on trees, and shit. Haven’t really figured that part out so well. Next revision I’ll totally get it right, you know?”

“Okay,” I said, trying to sound enthusiastic. “So they don’t have pussy and then they invade and they discover—Ow! Fuck!”

“Sorry, you were talking,” he said, stepping back from having delivered a sharp blow across my left buttock. “Rude of me, but I do have to get this done, you know?”

“Yeah, I guess, but—Ow! Oh fuck! That hurt!” I screamed.

“Two. But yeah, so they were gonna, like, farm our shit for food, but the pussy—“

“Argh! Shit! Ow,” I cried as the third blow fell across both cheeks.

“Three, yeah. So what do you think?”

“Fuck! Ow, ow, ow!” I clenched and wiggled my butt as the blows rained down and I tried to critique his sad little story while my own story got sadder and sadder. Finally, as I felt my bottom was literally on fire and I was roaring out my displeasure, he reached ten and stopped.

“Yeah, thanks for that,” he said, panting a bit with the exertion. “I really needed that feedback. I do agree, if the aliens had cocks that did not expand to twice their size it would be a bit more realistic.”

He unchained me from the bench and helped me stand upright, putting my ankle cuffs back on and guiding me to a chair.

“Ow,” I gasped as I sat down on the hard plastic chair.

“Oh, sorry. I really should put a cushion there one of these days.”

“Yeah, maybe that would be nice,” I pouted. “Hey, what’s the deal here? Since when do prisoners stay naked and get spanked? Like, do I get clothes any time soon?”

“Yeah, I don’t think so? I think it’s a cost-cutting thing. No money for uniforms, you know?”

“That sucks!”

“Yeah. I’ve got a sister in here.”

“Wait, what?”

“Yeah. That sucks. She just fell in debt, couldn’t get it together. Wound up getting swept up one day when I was working. Mouthed off to an officer and got sent to me.”

“Oh, shit!” I paused, looking at him expectantly. He just stared at my tits.

“So…did you spank her?” I asked.

“Oh?” he looked up at me. “Um, yeah. It’s my job. Boy was she pissed!”

“I’ll bet—” I stared saying as the door swung open and an officer entered.

“This her?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Send her to…um…”

“Cell 371,” I sighed.

“Yeah, that’s it! Cell 371.”

“Alright, up you go,” said the officer, holding out his hand. I took it and shuffled out of the punishment room.

“It was nice talking to you,” he yelled out. “Tell your directors!”

“I will,” I lied.


CHAPTER SIX

Inspector Moralez

IT WAS TWO days after my intake spanking that Jess and I were summoned from our cells to be taken back to meet with our assigned public defender. Jess was stretched out on her bunk, her nude body partially covered by the thin sheet, her breasts free and perky as always. The previous day we had both worked a shift at the jail laundry facility, helping fold sheets and pillow covers, as well as a whole slew of prisoner overalls. I had protested their existence, as pretty much every prisoner I had seen was kept fully nude. Apparently some prisoners were given clothing for good behavior. Not us.

The guard came over to our cells, Jess first, and ordered her to step up to the bars to be chained. I did the same when it was my turn and we both were released from our cells. For the next few minutes we shuffled in front of him through several automatic doors until we were led into a room with a table, only one chair, and some strange equipment along a wall. My eyebrows rose in dismay as I saw that the wall had a number of cuffs and shackles affixed to it.

The room also contained a man, dressed in a cheap looking suit, with a god-help-me for real 70s porn star mustache. The door slammed shut behind us as the guard made himself comfortable, standing against it, arms folded.

“Hi,” said the man with the ‘stash. “I’m Inspector Moralez. I’ll be conducting your interrogation and coordinating your defense.” He gestured over to the wall and continued, “Officer, if you would, please.”

The guard gestured for Jessica to stand by the wall and he bent over and cuffed her ankles, checking the fit of each cuff before standing back up again and fastening Jess’s wrists to cuffs set slightly above hip height on the wall. “You too,” he said, curtly, and I sighed and moved over to stand with my back against the wall as he secured me as well. With that done, he adopted his prior position and stood there, lost in thought. I couldn’t help but wonder what a man like him would spend such time thinking about. He didn’t even seem that interested in our bodies, naked as they were.

Jessica asked the obvious question when it seemed like the Inspector was waiting for someone else to start the conversation.

“So…you’re a policeman? But you’re also…what? Our attorney? How does that work?”

“Yeah,” I spoke up. “Aren’t we supposed to get a public defender? Aren’t they usually…not cops?”

Moralez sat down heavily and took a good long time enjoying the view of my bare front. “Budget cuts, I’m afraid,” he said. “Voters got a bit tired of paying for criminals to get stuff handed to them for free, so we’ve made it a bit more efficient.”

The guard snorted, then composed himself again, staring at something beyond the wall, lost in his own world, one that let him continue to work this job and not give up before his retirement kicked in.

“Since I’ll be investigating what went on, it makes sense for me to figure out the best way to help you—and the city—out by advising you on how to plead.” Moralez tapped impatiently on the table where he had a bunch of papers spread out. “Let’s get started, okay?”

“I told the other guy I really don’t remember anything,” I said, starting to get that whine in my voice I got whenever I felt no one was listening to me.

“And you, Miss?” Jessica started as Moralez turned to face her.

“Oh,” she said, looking guilty. “Um, well, yeah. I mean, I do kinda remember some stuff. I wasn’t as drunk as Des here.”

“Des? You mean Amber, right? Amber Sun. Oh,” he corrected himself, staring closely at the pages in front of him. “Ember Sun, so sorry.”

“That’s my stage name,” I said, trying to clarify. “Destiny is my real name.”

“Really?” He looked puzzled. “I thought that was your stage name. Sounds more like a porn star name, to be quite honest. Anyway, Jessica. You were saying?”

“Yeah, I wasn’t as drunk as Des, so, there’s that. But we’re innocent. Totally!”

“Yeah, I doubt that very much,” he said.

“Hey,” I said, incensed. “Aren’t we supposed to be innocent unless proven guilty? And aren’t you supposed to be on our side? Pretty shit attitude for a defender.”

“Technically, yes. But it’s a lot more efficient, to be honest,” he replied, shuffling some papers around. “Let’s face it, the public takes a bit of dim view of sex industry workers, so there’s definitely a presumption of guilt that we’re going to have to battle here. And that’s why it will be best for us to start with some enhanced interrogation, get that out of the way, and then we can get the full story from you.”

“What do you mean? Enhanced?” I was staring to get very worried about the tools I saw hanging from the other wall. Those were definitely whips and paddles. I should know.

“Oh, it’s nothing to worry about,” he said dismissively. “The nice officer here is just going to give you the standard prescribed amount of negative stimulus, and then you’ll be motivated to be truthful.”

“Negative stimulus!” Jessica squeaked. “No fucking way, what the hell?”

“Officer, could you please get started?”

“Certainly. The one with the big tits, or the other one?”

“I think the bigger tits.”

“No, wait!” I shouted. “You can’t be serious! You’re going to whip my tits?”

The officer had taken down a martinet, its short strands looking wicked, and started walking over towards us. He chuckled, “Sorry, but we’re referring to the other one. You know, the one with the bigger tits? Sorry.”

I blushed. I guess Jessica’s breasts were bigger than mine, at least a little.

“Wait, wait!” Jessica squealed as the officer took a position in front of her. “Her tits are bigger! It’s just the lighting in here!” She looked over at me with wide panicked eyes and whispered, “Sorry, Des.”

He drew his arm back and I winced as he laid a hard stroke right across Jessica’s chest, striking her left breast right across the top, a strand hitting her nipple and causing her to cry out sharply.

~~~

“Oh, fucky, fuck fuck!” Jessica screamed. “Shit! Stop! STOP!” I closed my eyes, willing all of this to end. Hoping that my poor friend could endure until these animals finished. Finally I just had enough.

“Stop hurting her!” I screamed. “How is this shit even legal?”

“What?” Inspector Moralez burst out as he stood up and gestured for the officer to stop. “What are you talking about. This is literally the law! It says so right here,” he said, gesturing at a large blue, bound volume sitting on the corner of his desk. I quickly glanced at it to try and read the title, but it was too difficult to do so.

“Yeah,” said the officer, sweating profusely. “We’re doing everything by the book!” He set down the martinet and turned away from me and Jess, crossing his arms in a huff. “If I’m going to be accused of being a bad cop, then I just don’t think I want to do this anymore!”

“Aw, shit, Jenkins! Don’t let these girls get to you! You’re a great cop,” said Moralez as he rushed over to comfort Officer Jenkins. “There, there. I know how this upsets you. Do you want me to continue?”

“Yeah,” sniffed the officer. “I don’t really feel like myself right now.”

“Alright,” said Moralez as he picked up the martinet. “Jessica, I guess we’re done with you.” He turned to me and I shrank back a bit. He let loose with a swing that smacked my right breast right across the center. I squealed as Jessica looked over at me, sniffling.

“Ow, fuck! NO!” He swung again and hit my left breast, causing me to squeal even louder.

He stopped and stood back, looking at Officer Jenkins who was still pouting. “I get what you mean, officer. These girls are bumming me out.”

He looked over at me with hurt eyes. “Why can’t you just accept this? The manual says that you should be perfectly fine with this kind of treatment! In fact, your own union recommended it!”

“Union? What union?” I was puzzled. What the hell?

“The sex workers union! Who else?” he asked.

“We’re not union members,” I said, looking over at Jessica and raising an eyebrow at her. “What the fuck,” I mouthed at her.

“It says here in your file that you’re sex workers who do BDSM stuff. Like, whipping videos, is that correct?” he asked, hands on hips, still clutching the wicked whip.

“Well, yes, we just started doing that, that is true,” I prevaricated. “But that doesn’t mean you can just whip us to get us to talk! That vid shit’s not real, you know!”

“Well, that’s not our problem,” he said.

“Yeah, you should have thought of that before breaking the law and wasting our time,” added Officer Jenkins, turning back to look at us. “You really should know what your obligations are in this matter.” His hand clutched his badge. “I stand by the quality of my work, you know? Nobody has ever complained before!”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I guess the titty whipping just caught me by surprise, that’s all. Sorry.”

“That’s okay,” said Moralez. “I think we can agree that we may have gotten off on the wrong foot here, and we can all strive to do better next time.”

“Sure, sure…” said Jessica. “Um, can you let us go now?”

“Oh, no,” said Moralez, sitting back down. “We’re going to need your whole story, from the top! Since you’re apparently the less drunk of the two, why don’t you start, Jessica.”

“Oh, sure,” she said, shifting uncomfortably on her feet. “Alright, here’s what happened. It was just—what—two weeks ago? Anyway, Des and I were with the guys wrapping up a shoot…”

I leaned back against the wall, memories rushing back. Ah, how innocent we had been back then…


CHAPTER SEVEN

Two Weeks Ago

“HOW WAS THAT?” I asked as I got up from the bed, fluffing out my hair and standing on somewhat shaky limbs. “Darren, you were a beast!”

“Oh, god, girl! I think you broke my dick! Look at it!” Darren went over to Dieter, who was manning the video editing laptop. “Look at it!” he insisted, as Dieter turned away in horror.

“Fuck, dude! Stop waving that thing in my face. I’ve told you before, it’s quite impressive, yes. No doubt. But I’m not actually that interested.”

Darren huffed. He strode over to my boyfriend, Jordan, who had been supervising the shoot. “Come on, my brother! Do you think it’s bent? I think it’s bent.” Darren looked over his shoulder at me. “Girl, you bent my dick. How’m I gonna work?”

Jordan peered at the proffered member. “Nah,” he said, looking up. “I think it’s fine. Give it some rest and we can do the next scene later, after lunch.”

I groaned. As much as I loved sex, this was getting a bit much. “I’m tired,” I whined. “Want some food. Cream pies are not actual pies, it turns out, guys!”

Dieter guffawed. “I could eat.”

I scampered towards the restroom to wipe myself down and put on a bathrobe. As I walked back in the room, the warm, snuggly bathrobe tied around my waist, Jordan looked up at me and smiled. “How do you feel, sweetheart?”

“I’m good, just a little tired. I feel like we’ve been going all day!”

Mahesh came into the room, looking at his phone.

“Lunch,” I said to him. “You want? I think we want.”

“Okay, yeah. Let’s try that new burrito place on Sunset,” he said, pocketing his phone.

“You mean that food truck?” Dieter was not the biggest fan of food trucks, having a somewhat biased viewpoint on them. “If they were so darn good, why do they have to be so mobile all the time? It’s so they can flee the scene, isn’t it!”

We all sighed. “Dieter,” said Jordan. “It’s not a food truck, it’s a totally stationary restaurant that just happens to be set up in a formerly mobile vehicle that is now no longer able to flee the scene. Okay?”

He nodded reluctantly, stomach growling.

“I’ll get dressed and we can go,” I said, perking up. I really liked going out to lunch with the guys. They always made me smile with their silly banter. And I especially liked how everyone had embraced Darren. Even though he wasn’t an owner of the company like the others, he was treated as an equal, and very important, part of the group. In fact, he was waiving his usual fees, choosing instead to take a percentage of our revenue once we actually got any.

I slipped back into the bathroom with my clothes, suddenly shy about dressing in front of everyone. Ridiculous, since they had all just seen me completely nude and being thoroughly fucked by Darren. Still, a girl gets to be modest when she wants, I thought to myself.
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“What’re you having?” I asked Jordan as we stood in line. There were about five or six people ahead of us, waiting to give their order to the sweating man behind the window of, what had to be admitted at this point, was a food truck. Albite one that didn’t have any wheels on it and was held up by bricks on each of the four corners. The nice man behind the window had explained the other day, when Jordan and I had come here on our own, that someone had stolen the wheels in the middle of the night.

“I think I’ll get the rice and beans. You?”

“Maybe veggie?”

“Al pastor for me,” interjected Dieter. He was eying the truck with a disgruntled expression. But hunger could stop many an objection in its tracks.

“Al pastor? What’s that again? Pork?” asked Darren.

“Yeah. You muslim?” asked Dieter.

“Muslim? Why, cause I’m Black? Sheesh,” he replied with feigned outrage.

“Yeah, cause you’re Black,” said Dieter, going along with him. The two of them had become good friends and liked to yank each other’s chains.

“No pork for me. Too expensive, man. Look at that, 15 bucks for a burrito? Shit, I’m going for rice and beans, man. I ain’t rich like my man Dieter here.”

Dieter shrugged. “Suite yourself, dude. Today I’m splurging.”

“No kidding, Dieter,” I said. “Dang. I need to work two extra shifts at the diner just to pay for my lunch.” I found a spot to sit next to the guys as we waited for our food. “You got any other gigs booked,” I asked Darren.

“Yeah, I’ve got something with Ice Babes in a couple of days, and then Cuckold Fantasies has something lined up next week.”

“I’ve never quite understood that one,” piped in Dieter. “Like, what’s the attraction?”

“What, to watching your wife or girlfriend getting banged by a big, Black stud like me?”

I quickly looked over to Jordan, to see if that had stung him in any way, but he had walked away and was preoccupied with his phone again. I walked over to him and touched his shoulder.

“Babe, is everything okay?”

“Oh, sorry,” he replied, looking up at me and putting away his phone. Just then our names got called and we went over to get our food.

“Oh, yummy,” I said as I bit into the burrito. “Crunchy veggies. Yum!”

Dieter looked at me sideways as he bit into his. “Meat. Much better,” he said, mouth full.

After a while Jordan looked up from his burrito and fixed us all with a grim smile. “Eat up folks. I don’t know how much longer we can afford even rice and beans at the rate we’re getting business.” His shoulders slumped. “I think we might have made a big mistake here.”

“Dude, hang in there,” said Darren, setting his burrito down on the bench next to him. “Listen, I’ve heard of a big distributor down in the Valley. They work with a lot of the production companies that hire me. They usually work with more established outfits, but they really like my work, so maybe I can get you a meeting?”

“Really? You think you could do that?” I asked, getting excited. I hated seeing Jordan down. Of course, I would hate going bankrupt even more. While I was a part owner of the company, the company itself owned me. Or rather, my guardianship contract. If it went under, there was a chance the courts might sell my contract to pay off any outstanding debts. Neither Jordan or I knew what that would really mean, but we didn’t want to find out.

“Well, I would need to clear it with everyone, but yeah,” said Jordan. “Maybe we should get something set up. If we got some sort of deal, that would at least get us some guidance on how much we could afford to spend in the next few weeks.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Adulteq

TWO DAYS LATER Darren and I pulled up to the headquarters of Adulteq Entertainment and parked.

“Oh shit, shit!” I moaned as we darted across the broiling hot asphalt of the giant parking lot. “It’s so hot, Darren! I think my nips are melting off!” I looked down at my sheer top. Yup, they were melting. At least, they were pointing downwards, which was not natural for me. “You think starlets with fake boobs ever have them start boiling?”

Darren looked at me like I was nuts. “What? Are you serious? You think that’s a thing?”

“Well, it could be!”

“God, I hope not! That would suck,” he said. “I think the tip of my dick’s on fire.”

I croaked out a weak laugh. It was too hot for a full laugh. “Like a giant black matchstick, eh?”

“Jesus, Des, you’re on fire today!”

“No shit!”

Thankfully we made it to the front doors before we passed out. But my top was completely soaked through, as was Darren’s. He navigated us toward the front reception desk and smiled at the girl behind the counter. “Darren Starr to see Franklin Preston,” he said with a confidence I would never have been able to summon. I glanced over to the wall behind the desk, where a number of name placards had been pasted to the wall. There were several different company names on them, including what appeared to be a nutritional supplements firm. There were several spots that were missing placards. Maybe this building wasn’t solely for the use of Adulteq? I reminded myself to ask Darren about that.

“Third floor. Elevators to the right,” she said, and we headed over. On the ride up I kept quiet as there were a number of other people on the elevator, who were going higher than us. We got off on the third floor and walked into the lobby where Darren repeated his spiel and we were asked to wait. As we sat there, I whispered to Darren, “How big are they really? I thought they had this whole building, but I don’t think so.”

“Yeah,” he whispered back. “They’re big for a distributor. But that doesn’t—”

“Mr. Starr, Ms. Sun?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s me. That’s us,” he corrected himself, standing up as a woman dressed in a tight fitting business suit looked over at us from a hallway that led from the waiting area. I stood up as well and smoothed down my skirt.

“I’m Julia Fontini. Please follow me,” she said and led us down the hall and after a bit, into a conference room where two men were seated. As we entered they rose and extended their hands.

“Franklin. Franklin Preston, director of content acquisition,” said a man in his early thirties, his hair in a fashionable fifties slicked-back style.

“Hi, Franklin,” I said as I shook his hand. Darren greeted him and shook hands as well, as the second man stepped closer.

“I’m Alex Rossi, talent acquisition,” he said as he eyed me up and down before shaking my hand vigorously. I smiled back and said hello.

We all sat down, Julia sitting opposite me, Darren next to me, and the other two men on either side of Julia.

“First of all,” said Julia, “We’re all very excited to have you here, Darren. We’ve seen your work and it’s really quite remarkable.”

“Thanks,” said Darren with an easy smile. I imagined he was picturing what “seen your work” might mean in the context of the conservatively dressed woman who seemed to have a high position at an adult entertainment company.

“May I ask,” I interrupted, “what your position is at Adulteq?”

She tore her gaze from Darren, reluctantly, and addressed me, “I’m the head of streaming here. I make all the decisions as to what we schedule and, ultimately, who we work with.”

“Ah, thanks,” I said and decided to keep quiet and let Darren work his magic on her for a bit longer.

She turned back to Darren. “So, I understand that you’ve been working with…what is it…Cockswell?” she looked up from her phone where she had turned to look up the details of whom she had to deal with today.

“Yup, I’ve been working real close with this lovely young lady here. Ember Sun, you’ve surely heard of her,” he said, bless his heart.

“Nope, I’m afraid not.” She turned to Alex. “You?”

He shook his head too. “Sorry,” he said. “But you know, there’s so many new starlets every day. I’m sure you’re wonderful—”

“Ah,” interrupted Franklin as he looked up from his phone. “I’ve found her. You. Nice, I’m impressed.” He handed his phone over to Julia who looked at it for a moment then passed it over to Alex. He raised his eyebrows briefly then handed the phone back to Julia, who relayed it dutifully over to Franklin.

“Yes,” she said, “I see now. You’re quite beautiful,” she said to me. I blushed, realizing that three strangers had just seen me naked and getting fucked by Darren. I would probably never get used to this, I thought.

“So you think you could create enough content to satisfy our viewers?” asked Franklin.

“Yes,” I started.

Julia waved her hand to stop me. “I don’t doubt that you think so, but it’s different when you really need to scale up to our needs. A subpar product won’t cut it. I’m not going to sign any deals where all we get is the same stuff, you and Darren here, doing basically the same thing over and over. I need assurances that you can do other things. Innovate, not just replicate.”

“What were you thinking?” asked Darren.

“At the very least we need girl-girl action to start with,” said Franklin.

“What, that’s it? Just girl-girl,” asked Darren, understandably a little peeved.

“No, I think we could handle some threesomes in there as well,” Julia interjected, eyeing him hungrily.

Franklin nodded, “Yes, that would be perfect. Right now the market is very heavily weighted towards girls, so the more of them on screen at the same time the better. Of course, there are diminishing returns, like if the screen is too crowded and you can’t follow what’s going on.”

Julie nodded in agreement. “Hate that,” she said.

“But it seems like two to three girls is optimal. Toss in a guy and you have some extra places to go, so to speak,” he continued.

Julie tapped her fingers on the table. “Can we get a look at you?” She was looking mainly at Darren, but Franklin and Alex were staring at me.

“Uh, you want…to take a look at us? Here?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Go ahead. If we’re going to do a deal, we should know what we’re signing up for, right?”

“Why don’t you go first, Ember?” said Alex.

“Sure,” I said as I stood up, looking around myself to see where it made the most sense for me to undress. Office conference rooms were not known for having been designed for such purposes, I thought. Finally I just stood to the side of my chair and began stripping. Crap, I thought. Mental note, practice stripping at home. This was the second time that I could have used that skill.

Finally I had everything off, placing my clothes on the chair, and stood there, my arms awkwardly hanging by my sides. “So…” I started to say, my voice trailing off. Julia and Alex were staring at me intently, as if they were assessing every inch of my body for its suitability. Franklin simply sat there, giving me a smile, his eyes casually taking me in.

“Nice. Please turn around,” said Julia after throwing Alex a glance. He nodded. I turned around slowly, stopping with my back to the three execs before continuing to turn and stopping when I was back where I had started.

“So, what do you think?” Darren asked them. “Isn’t she something? She’s already done some girl-girl stuff, so I think we’re all set in that department.”

“Yeah…I guess I’m happy,” said Alex. “Let’s go ahead and take a look at the pussy before we call it a day, okay? Standard procedure here.”

“Oh, okay…” I said, starting to blush. Being naked in an office environment was bad enough. Now I needed to show them my most intimate parts? “Um, where should I…”

“Just hop on up on the table,” said Julia. “Face us and do a standard spread. Shouldn’t take long.”

“Okay,” I said as I turned around, placed my butt on the table edge, and then hopped onto the table. With a few gyrations I was finally in position, on my back, legs spread apart and my girly bits facing the executives.

“Do you mind spreading your lips for us?” Alex asked me. “We like to keep it professional here, so I’m afraid it would be inappropriate for me to do it. I hope you understand.”

“Yes, of course,” I replied. “Makes total sense.” I reached between my legs and used my index and middle finger to spread myself open. No need to be humiliated as long as we’re keeping it professional, I thought to myself, mentally shaking my head.

“That’s wonderful, Ember. Thank you,” Julia said. Franklin just kept on smiling. Alex nodded his approval.

“Yes, thank you, Ember,” Franklin said. “Now how do you feel about some light pussy whipping?”


CHAPTER NINE

Whip it Good

“EXCUSE ME?” I lay there with my legs open, wondering if I heard correctly.

“Pussy whipping,” said Alex as Franklin opened his mouth to answer. “It’s pretty self-explanatory, I think.”

“Well, yeah, maybe,” I squeaked. “But why?”

“Well,” Alex said as he stood and walked over to a cabinet against the wall of the conference room. “We’ve found that adding some…spice to our vid offerings does wonders for viewer retention.” He found what he was looking for and came over to where I lay, having reflexively closed my legs in the meantime. “Not viewer acquisition, strangely,” he said, looking to Julia for confirmation. She nodded. “Girls doing girls brings in the viewers, whipping them keeps them on.”

“Oh, okay? So you want us to do that too?” I said, looking over to Darren as he stood there with a slight frown on his face.

“Exactly!” Alex positioned himself next to me and looked down on me. “We’d just like to see how you do. You know, just to see if you’re committed.”

“Yeah, um, couldn’t we just send you a vid, maybe later?”

“No, I’m afraid not,” said Franklin. “We’d really like to see how you do right now.”

Alex cleared his throat. “Yeah, so…could you spread for me? That would be great…”

I sighed and spread my legs, holding onto my upper thighs to keep my legs apart, and closed my eyes in anticipation.

I felt a movement of air and heard a strange swishing noise and then the strands of the whip hit me, right on my sensitive flesh! “Ow, oh fucking…” I squeaked out, trying hard not to scream. My eyes flew open as I looked up at the ceiling, the florescent lights wavering as my eyes tried to focus.

“Yeah,” said Julia. “Could you maybe…look like you’re enjoying it? We’d love that…”

Another swish and the whip smacked into my reddening flesh. “Eeek, ow. Um, okay?” I forced a grin and a thumbs up.

“Perfect,” said Franklin as Alex continued to whip me several more times. I tried my best to look happy about it, turning cries into fake expressions of delight. “Oh, ooh. Ah—yeah, uh!” Finally he stepped back and looked at the others, as I momentarily closed my legs and opened them again, my flesh feeling like it was on fire.

“What do you think?” Alex asked the others.

“Loved it,” Julia replied.

“Wouldn’t change a thing,” said Franklin.

“I’ve got a few note,” Alex said, looking at me with a blank expression, as if this was something he did every day. “But overall, quite acceptable. I think we can do a deal.”


CHAPTER TEN

Jordan

“SO WHAT DO you think,” I asked Jordan as we both got ready for bed. Darren and I had just gotten back from our visit to Adulteq and my head was still trying to come to terms with what had happened. I slipped out of my mini skirt and tossed it in the hamper. It was already overflowing with clothes neither of us had any time to deal with. My pussy still throbbed a bit from the whipping, but it had actually been pretty mild, the redness disappearing pretty quickly.

As I stood there in my panties and bra Jordan came over and pressed up against me, nuzzling his face against my neck, pressing his lips against my ear. “I think we should get reacquainted with all our naughty bits,” he whispered.

“What?” I mocked him. “You’ve been staring at mine for days now, Mr. Big Director!”

“Yes, true,” he said. “But that’s quite a bit different from actually sampling them, I would say. You can’t just wave those things around in my face and not expect me to want some num-nums?”

“What’re num-nums, you silly man,” I teased, trying to wiggle away.

“This,” he squeezed my butt. “And this,” he said as he reached around with his other hand and grabbed my tit, squeezing gently. “And…”

“Okay, I get it,” I giggled softly. “But seriously, Jordie! We need to talk about Adulteq, it’s stressing me out. You know I can’t boink when I’m stressed,” I pouted. “Plus, I’m still a little sore.”

“Oh, all right,” he sighed as he stepped back and slipped out of his jeans, tossing them on the floor. We both sat down on the bed, my hands folded under my breasts, his clasped together between his thighs. Perhaps to try and keep his raging hard-on from making itself known now, in a moment of seriousness where it was not welcomed.

“They said that they wanted more girl on girl action, as well as some of that spanking and whipping stuff,” I said.

“Yeah, I know. You said that already.”

“Well, the problem is, as you know, that we can’t seem to get any new girls cast,” I said. “And I think—”

“It’s Stone, isn’t it,” Jordan interrupted. “He’s blacklisting us.”

“Yeah,” I said as I looked down at the floor, at the raggedy carpet that could really use replacing, like maybe ten years ago. “I’m sorry, Jordan.”

“Why are you sorry,” he asked, looking at me and reaching out with one hand to touch my cheek.

“He was so pissed that I messed up that shoot, he fired me as a client. I think he’s making sure no other agent works with us.”

“Okay, so first of all, let me repeat this,” said Jordan, looking at me with concern, but also determined to get his point across, finally. We’d had this discussion before. “It was the director’s fault, not yours, okay?”

I nodded, keeping silent.

“Secondly, he should have had your back, not drop you as a client just because the director tried something you hadn’t agreed to. Thirdly, he should have made sure it was clear to both sides what was expected. It’s all his fault!”

“That may be, Jordan. But it’s we who suffer now!”

“Look, it’ll be alright. We can find another girl. Maybe someone who doesn’t have an agent yet.”

“Yeah,” I said. “About that…have you thought about maybe…we could use Jess?”

“What, Jessica? Our Jessica?” He looked at me like I had gone completely mad.

“Yeah, our Jessica. Would it be okay if I talked to her about it? Maybe she’d be willing. Maybe not, but it’s worth trying,” I argued.

“Fine, talk to her. See what she says. I’m not against it,” he said with a twinkle in his eyes. “So…discussion over for now?”

“Yeah, for now. Let’s see, what were we talking about before?” I teased, as I reached back and undid my bra.

“Hmm, it might have been about your various delightful parts, that I wished to maybe examine a little closer? Perhaps…do things to?”

“That sounds about right,” I said as I lifted my butt to slip my panties off, tossing them onto the floor. I rotated suddenly and flopped my self onto the bed, reaching across it with my hands and bouncing my butt up and down. “Am I a naughty girl, Jordie? Have I been just…way too naughty? For words?”

“Yes, you have, you little vixen,” he said in a low, deep, husky voice. “Do you need a spanking, perhaps?”

“What?” I squealed. “No, I don’t wanna get spanked! I already got a whipping today. But…”

“Yes?”

“But maybe I need to get fucked? Like, real hard?” I bit my lip as I said it. I really did need it. And I wanted it from Jordan. While I really enjoyed having sex with Darren, it had become somewhat familiar and, kept as it was in the context of work, with others staring down at us with critiquing eyes, not as sexy and fun as it had been at first. Jordan was my man, and sex with him was still special.

“Yeah, you do,” he said as I heard his boxers being pulled down. Soon enough the mattress shifted as he climbed on top of me, pressing his cock up between my legs, the tip touching my lips. I felt the moisture coursing through my channel and wetting my opening for him.

“Please,” I moaned. “Push it in, push…oh, oh.”

His cock parted my folds and pushed in, filling me. I began rubbing my self against the top sheet of our bed, my clit rubbing, feeling so good. Another difference: when I was with Darren, the positions I had to hold and the angles that he used to thrust into me were designed just for the viewer, to let them see the most of what was occurring down there. To see in vivid detail just how his cock parted my lips, how they fluttered as he thrust in and out. None of it was for me, for my pleasure. But this was. Jordan wanted his own release, of course. But he wanted mine as well, and was willing to work with me to reach that.

We both groaned through our coupling, his flesh thrusting into mine as I buckled and ground and squeezed until with a shout he came inside me and I shuddered through my own orgasm not long afterwards.

As we lay there, spent, I allowed myself the luxury of contemplating Jessica. What would she say? And if she agreed, what would she feel like? I had done a lesbian scene before, but this would be different, I knew.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Jessica

I SHOWED UP at the diner in the late afternoon for my evening shift, as usual. Jessica was there and I nervously sidled up to her.

“Hey…Jess. Have a moment?”

“Yeah, sure. Anything for you,” she said with a smile. Jessica was my best friend in the whole world, and we shared everything together. She was the one who had helped me get into the industry, and now she was part owner of Cockswell and my main pillar of support. Even more than Jordan, even though he was so cool and supportive. But what I had to propose to her now would potentially test our friendship like nothing else had so far.

“Let’s go in the break room,” I said as I led the way. We both squeezed in there, making sure that “Big” Willey, the owner, wasn’t hanging out in there. “Listen, Jess,” I started.

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“Um, so, like…the deal is…” I hesitated. How to approach this? “Well,” I started again, deciding to just go for it. “We’re having a real issue finding girls to join us, you see…and Darren and I talked to this big distributor and streaming company, called Adulteq, and they…well, they said we need to do more girl-girl stuff, and maybe some…spanking stuff too,” I babbled as I looked into Jessica’s eyes, trying to judge if I had lost her yet or not.

She nodded at me, encouraging me to go on. “So, since it looks like Stone is blacklisting us, and we really need at least another girl, um…to, you know, like, do sex stuff. On camera. With me,” I trailed off. Shit, my babbling had descended into sheer pathos at this point. I looked at Jess hopefully, trying my best innocent, big-eyed look on her.

“So you want me, to shoot for you? Is that what you’re trying to say so, so very badly?” she asked.

“Um, yeah, basically,” I finished lamely, looking down at the ground.

“I’d have to think about it, Des. You know, there’s a few things I’d need to work out. Like, there’s Mahesh, for one.”

“Mahesh? Oh my god, you two really are a thing!” I squealed. It was somewhat of an open secret that Mahesh had a serious crush on Jessica. But none of us had ever summoned the courage to ask her how she felt. We had all been afraid of hurting the dynamic of our friend group.

“Maybe,” she said, shyly. “We’re keeping it kinda low key right now.”

“Bitch, why didn’t you tell me,” I pouted.

“I said, we’re keeping it low key! Anyway, I’d want him to be cool with it, you know? And then there’s the matter of my contract…”

“Oh, yeah. You mean…your guardianship contract? Yeah, you never told me who has it. I assumed your mom?”

“Well, yeah. Ever since my dad passed away, my mom’s been my guardian. But she leased me out, I think. Or something like that.”

“Wait, what? What do you mean, leased you out? To who?”

“Whom,” she corrected.

“Okay, grammar nazi. Whom. To whom did she lease you out. And, that’s a thing?”

“Yeah, it’s a thing. Apparently. But, she never actually told me that, you know? I just did a search a while back and it showed up in the public records. ‘Leased’ it said.”

“Wow. Just wow. And it didn’t say who leased you?”

“Nope. I guess that’s not released publicly,” she said.

I paused for a moment. “Wait, Jess. You didn’t say anything yet about…not wanting to be, like, with me. In the shoots.”

“Yeah, Des. I think…I think I’d be okay with that. If you are.”

“Really? It wouldn’t be weird?”

“Oh, it’s gonna be real weird,” she said, punching me playfully in the arm. “You’re probably some freak when it comes to girly sex, aren’t you?”

“Freak? Shut up!” I screamed.

The door opened and Big Willey stuck his head in. “You know there are customers out there. I’m pretty sure I hired you two to work, not whatever the hell this is.”

“Sorry,” we giggled and hustled back out the door and over to our tables.


CHAPTER TWELVE

The Contract

THE NEXT DAY Jordan, Jessica and I showed up at her mom’s place, out in Tarzana, where she had a modest, one story house. Jess knocked on the door and it opened to reveal her mom’s surprised face. She quickly glanced from her daughter over to us and then back again.

“Jess, sweetie! So good to see you again. You never call!” she said as she gestured for us all to come in.

“Thank you, Ms. Ibanez,” I said as I entered behind Jordan. “Oh, wow, such a nice place you have here,” I said. It was nice enough, I had to admit. Not my style, certainly. Far too many overstuffed couches and seats, a plethora of candles and ceramic cat figurines. Also, there was a rug, that stretched the length of the family room, depicting the seven stations of the cross. Except that the central figure was Elvis and the cross was his microphone stand. What weird, blasphemous fetish was this, I pondered as she gestured for us to take a seat.

“Um, mom,” Jessica said as she sunk into the couch.

“What would you like to drink, dearie? Your usual grape juice with extra sugar?” Mr. Ibanez interrupted.

“Ew, no mom. Oh my god,” Jessica said as she looked around at us with a panicked, embarrassed expression. “As if I ever drank that,” she said. “Water will be fine.”

“And your friends? You never brought any friends over before, you know,” she chided as she bustled over to the kitchen.

“Water will be fine for us too, Ms. Ibanez,” I called out and shot Jessica a quick grin. Jordan was looking intently at the rug.

“Here you go, dearies,” Jessica’s mom said as she returned with a pitcher of water and three glasses.

“So, mom,” Jessica started again as I poured water for us. “Um, you see…I want to go into…business with my friends here and—”

“What kind of business?” her mom asked, innocently eyeing us.

“Well, its—”

“Entertainment,” said Jordan. “We’re an entertainment company. Vids mainly.”

“Oh, so nice,” said her mom. “Anything I’ve seen?”

Jessica turned a brighter shade of pink. “No, I wouldn’t think so. It’s still early, you see. Nothing out yet, really,” she lied.

“Oh, wonderful! Well, I’m sure you’ll all do very well,” she said, unwrapping a sweet that had come out of her pocket.

“Yeah, thanks,” said Jess. “So, I would need to settle on that whole contract thing? Like, you know…my contract?”

“Your contract?” she asked, innocently.

“Yeah, mom. You know, my guardianship contract?”

She still looked blankly at us.

Jordan spoke up, “You, as her parent, hold guardianship rights over Jessica, I presume. We would need to take over that contract for her to be allowed to…produce anything for us. We’d be willing to pay to take it over, we’re just a bit short on cash flow right now, so maybe there might be something we could do for you?”

“Oh, yes. That contract,” she replied, looking a bit guilty. “I was hoping that wouldn’t come up. Totally forgot about it, to be honest.”

“Mom!”

“What, Jessie? I’ve got a lot going on. Anyway, I’m afraid it’s a bit complicated, you see—”

“You leased me out, didn’t you?” Jessica glared at her. “It’s true, isn’t it? I saw online that there was a lease on me.”

“Oh, you saw that? I didn’t know you could see that,” said her mom, looking even more guilty. “Well, times were tough, sweetie. I had to get some extra income in, and so—”

“Wait, what exactly did you do? Who’d you lease me out to? And how come I didn’t know about this earlier? I had to find out by myself!”

“Well, dearie, when that nice man came over and—you know him, right? He came over a couple of times, had drinks with me. Such a nice man—anyway, when he came over he kept saying how it was so hard for him to hire good girls to work for him, and he really enjoyed having you work there and you were such a good worker. He just wanted to make sure he wouldn’t lose you, that’s all!”

“What, that guy from the car wash? I quit that job a long time ago,” said Jessica, growing agitated.

“No, no. Not him. The guy from the diner. You know him, Willy something.”

“Oh, shit, mom! Big Willey? You leased me out to Big Willey? What the fuck!”

I stared at the two of them, quickly exchanging a glance with Jordan. This was a new wrinkle.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Big Willey

LATER THAT EVENING we wound up at the diner, all three of us. It was time to talk to the man who, apparently, owned Jessica’s guardianship contract. Well, not owned as such. But had legal rights by virtue of the lease on her guardianship and, therefore, control over large parts of her life.

“Willey,” I called out. “Big Willey, we need to talk.” There were no guests in the diner at this moment and after a few minutes he popped out of his office.

“Hey, Destiny. Oh, hi Jess. Who’s your friend?” he said as he spotted us.

“Hey Willey,” Jessica said. “This is Jordan, Destiny’s boyfriend. Listen, we need to talk about my contract.”

“Hi, Sir,” Jordan said.

“Oh, yeah, hi,” said Big Willey as his shoulders slumped. He sat down heavily on one of the counter seats and turned to us. “So, yeah, about that.”

“Yeah, what’s the deal?” Jessica was getting agitated. “All these years I’ve worked for you at the diner and you never told me about this?”

“Well, the deal is, Jessie,” he said, gesturing for us to sit. We, however, remained standing. “Your mom, bless her heart, but she’s not the best at finances. She really isn’t. And she and I dated for a little while. You were already working for me. And yeah, I could see she was struggling with things so I proposed some cockamamie idea that I wanted to make sure you stayed working for me, so I would take out a lease on your contract and that way I could slip your mom something every month.”

Jessica’s mouth hung open. “What? How much?”

“Oh, just a couple hundred. As I said, not much, but it helped her out a bit and it didn’t hurt me. It also didn’t hurt her pride,” he said.

“It hurts my pride,” she yelled back. “I’m only worth a couple hundred a month? What the fuck?”

“Now, now, Jess,” I said as I tried to calm her down. We didn’t want to piss him off.

“I’m sorry, Jessica,” he said. “I wanted to tell you eventually, but, quite frankly, I didn’t want to badly enough and it was easier just to keep things the way they were.” He looked hopefully at her. “So no harm, no foul, right?”

“No, Willey! What about if I wanted to quit. Would you force me to keep working for you?”

“Oh, no! No! I’d never force you to do anything, Jess. I swear.” He started sweating profusely. “Wait, are you thinking of quitting? Cause you’re my best worker here and really, this whole place would fall apart without you. Sorry, Destiny. You’re great too,” he said, unconvincingly.

“It’s fine,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Look,” said Jordan. “Here’s the deal. We want Jessica to work for our company. And to do that, the company would have to own her contract. You now control it, so we’re asking you if you’ll transfer it over to us. Could you do that?”

He still looked a bit panicked, so Jessica interjected. “I’ll still work here too, Willey. You know I wouldn’t leave you in the lurch. I just really want to be able to do this other thing too.”

“What exactly would you be doing, Jessie? As your guardian I feel it’s my responsibility to make sure you’re not doing something that would hurt you. Or take too much of your time, for example.”

I looked over to Jess and grimaced. He was right. He had legal responsibility for her and if she lied to him about what she was doing, and he disapproved, he could invoke some serious consequences. Not that it seemed he would hurt her, but he could force her to quit Cockswell. I nodded to her.

“Okay, fine. I’ll tell you, but if you tell my mom, I will seriously kill you, okay?”

“Fine,” he murmured.

She started to say something, paused for a moment, then glanced over to Jordan with a silent plea in her face.

“Okay,” he said. “Here’s the thing. We have an adult entertainment production company. We make vids that get streamed on the adult vid channels. Well, there’s really only one channel, I guess. But anyway, we need Jessica’s help. To, um, produce content. Specific content. And, um, I guess that’s it. She would be doing that.”

“What, like porn? Is that it?” He looked relieved.

“Um, yeah,” said Jessica quietly. She was blushing.

“So, Destiny. Are you doing that too?” he asked me.

“Yeah,” I said, just as quietly.

“Wow. I never knew. I did think that one girl looked a little like you, Destiny. But her name was Fiery Buns, or something like that.”

“Ember Sun?” I said, blushing, my cheeks feeling like they were hotter than a thousand suns.

“Yeah, maybe. Fiery Buns would have been better,” he said.

“Whatever,” I replied.

“So are we cool?” Jordan asked.

“Um, look, I don’t have a problem with it. I’m not sure it’s the best career for a young woman, but it’s probably a worse career for an older woman and you should make your money now, while you can. Otherwise you’ll be an old fart like me just trying to make ends meet day after day.”

“That’s really nice of you to say, Sir,” said Jordan. “We can try to make it worth your while. We don’t have a lot of cash at the moment, but is there something we can do in exchange?”

Big Willey pondered for a moment. Then he brightened up. “Yeah, maybe. Could I, perhaps, help you guys out?”

As we glanced at each other, he quickly clarified. “Not as a—what do you call them?—talent? No, maybe I can like, spank someone occasionally?” He blushed profusely. “I always liked spanking, and so far only your mom would let me—oh, sorry,” he trailed off.

“Eww!” Jess cried out. “Don’t tell me that about my mom. But, sure, I’d be fine with it.”

“I don’t see why not,” I said, as Jessica, Jordan and I exchanged glances.

“Wow, that’s great!” Willey exclaimed. “Dreams do come true!”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The Board Meeting

THE FIRST FORMAL meeting of the board of Cockswell Productions met in the office late Wednesday evening, after I got back from my shift at the diner, and Arnold got off from work. The first order of business had been for Mahesh to announce with great excitement that he had finally gotten an actual job. It was as a barista at a coffee shop in Encino, he explained, which, even with his mechanical engineering degree, was the only job he could get.

“I’m learning how to make lattes,” he said with enthusiasm. “It’s quite complicated. There are very many types of milk, I’m learning. And everyone wants something different. The combinations are quite frankly—”

“Yes, that’s wonderful news,” interrupted Arnold. “I’d love to hear all about it. But right now, can we get on with the company business? I need to get home and feed my cat.”

“You have a cat?” Jordan said. “Wow, all this time you never told me.”

“You never asked. Actually, she’s my girlfriend’s cat. Ms. Fluff Bottoms.”

“You have a girlfriend?” Mahesh said. “Since when?”

“Oh my god, for at least a year now. Seriously, guys. Can we get back to business?”

“Alright,” I said. “First of all, Arnold, I’d love to meet your girlfriend. You should bring her over sometime. Secondly, I’m very happy to announce that Jessica—you remember Jessica, right?”

Arnold and Dieter nodded. Mahesh nodded as well, perhaps a little too eagerly.

“Yeah, Jessica has agreed to work with us for our girl-on-girl content. Now, she’s new at this, so let’s go easy on her,” I continued.

“Does she have her paperwork?” asked Arnold.

“Her paperwork?” I asked. “Well, yeah, we got her guardianship contract secured for now. Her boss at the diner, Big Willey, was quite nice about it. We just need to let him…um, spank one of us every now and then—”

“No, I mean her medical paperwork. For that matter, do you?”

“Wait, what do you mean?” Jordan asked. “I didn’t know we needed any medical paperwork. Since when?”

“Yeah, since when? I’ve done several scenes and nobody asked for anything,” I said, starting to feel a bit defensive.

“Gosh, don’t bite my head off. Apparently it’s a new thing. I just looked it up. All performers now need to show a certificate of medical clearance from a licensed doctor before they can legally do any sort of paid sex act. It’s a government thing.”

“Aw, fuck! So what does that mean now? We have to go see a doctor? That’s going to cost money!” I said, looking over at Jordan. He didn’t look happy either.

“Don’t you see a gyno anyway? I’m sure they can do whatever’s needed. Why don’t you and Jessica make an appointment. Maybe if you both do it at the same time you can get a discount?”

“Arnold,” I exclaimed. “I don’t think that’s how doctors work.”

“Doesn’t hurt to try,” he replied.

“Well, that’s just great,” I muttered. “Alright, I’ll talk to Jess and see what we can do. I guess I should try to set that up as soon as possible, right?”

“Yeah,” said Jordan. “I’m assuming we can’t really do any shoots legally before we get that taken care of.”

“Okay, with that subject done, is there anything else?” Arnold made as if to get up, clearly eager to get back home.

“Yeah, I’m afraid so,” said Jordan. “I had a chat with Darren and he said he’d just lost a couple of his scheduled shoots. He doesn’t know what’s going on, but he did say that things seem to be slowing down a bit in the business.”

Dieter perked up from his phone. “Oh, really? I thought the porn business was growing. Damn, what does that mean for us?”

“Well, I’ll keep an eye on it. It may be a seasonal thing, or maybe like the execs at Adulteq said, the demand is higher for girl-girl stuff right now. I wouldn’t worry about it too much, guys.” Jordan turned to Dieter. “Don’t worry, let’s just keep going and we’ll weather any storm, I’m sure.”

“Dude, you need a side gig,” said Mahesh. “Now, I know not everyone can handle a sweet job like mine, but there’s bound to be something out there you can do.”

“Thanks, dude,” said Dieter. “So happy to have a friend like you.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

An Appointment

THE NEXT MORNING I caught up with Jess at the diner. She had gotten there a few minutes before me and was setting up the booths by the windows for the morning rush.

“Hey girl, how are you?” I asked her as I came over, carrying some glasses and helping her out with the place settings.

“Good, good. Hey, I heard from Mahesh that we need to get a gyno appointment? Is that for real?”

“Yeah, afraid so. Sux, right? Do you know anyone that we can use? I used to go to one but they only take patients with insurance now, and I don’t have any.”

“Yeah, same here. I’ve just been doing self-exams.” She giggled.

“Oh, my god! You’re so bad! No, seriously, we need to find someone cheap. Arnold suggested maybe someone who can do a two for one deal. Is that a thing, you think?”

“Can’t imagine it is,” she replied. “But maybe we can find someone. Did you try on Searchy?”

“What are you two chatting about? Come on,” said Big Willey, coming up behind us, “I need these tables set soon!”

“Sorry, just girl stuff,” I replied.

“Yeah, we need to find a cheap gyno to check our special places,” said Jessica.

He swiftly moved away, muttering to himself. Jessica nudged me and giggled. “Listen, after the morning rush, let’s Searchy it and see if there’s someone in the area we can use.”

“Sure, sounds good,” I said.

Later on I found her in the break room, bending over her phone, tapping away diligently. When she saw me enter, she looked up and grimaced.

“Any luck?” I asked her, not expecting much.

“No, it’s kind of grim out there. A lot of medical practices have shut down or been absorbed into one of those new mega-centers that don’t take anyone without insurance.”

“Crap,” I said. “What are we going to do now? What do the existing porn stars use?”

“Well, a lot of them aren’t staying in the business anymore, I guess. But there is a free clinic in downtown.” She pointed to the page she had loaded on her phone. “Says here that they do women’s health and service readiness exams.”

“What’s service readiness?” I mused aloud. “Like for armed services? They don’t allow women in the forces anymore.”

“Yeah, no. I think it’s for the service industry or something. Like, if you’re going to be a maid for some rich folk. Or a nanny.” She winked at me. “You know, they invariably fuck the nanny, right?”

“What?” I cried out. “No, that’s just a myth. A stereotype, Jess. They don’t do that. What if the wife finds out?”

She chuckled. “Des, you sweet, innocent girl. Guys who can afford nannies for their kids have wives who won’t dare leave them. Can’t anyway.”

“What do you mean?”

“They buy their bride’s contract from her parents and then lock her into some prenup that forces her to stay, no matter what.”

“Yeah, but doesn’t that get awkward at the dinner table?”

“Probably. But I don’t think they really care. And if the wife’s pissed at you, there’s always the nanny.”

“Fuck. I don’t think Jordan and I would ever be like that,” I said.

“Yeah, you’ll never be able to afford a nanny.”

“Oh, you bitch!” I slapped her arm playfully. “No way. I mean, yeah, we’d never afford one, but he’d never be like that even if we could.” I blushed a bit, thinking about the possibility that Jordan and I could have a child one day. The idea excited me somewhat, but scared me as well. It wasn’t an easy world to raise a child in, these days, no matter what the party wanted people to think. In any case, we really didn’t seem to be in position right now to think about such things.

“So should I make an appointment with them?” Jessica looked poised to do so, her phone on the appointments page.

‘Wait, you sure? A free clinic downtown? Sounds a bit sketchy to me, Jess.”

“Come on, we just need them to sign some paperwork. It’s not like we’re getting actual medical advice here, right? I wouldn’t go there to get surgery, but for this it should be fine. Plus, it’s free!”

“Okay,” I said, putting aside my misgivings. “On your head be it,” I admonished.

“More like, in our pussies be it,” she joked and started filling in the form. “Okay…” she said, squinting at the screen. “They want our names and our SecureCheck IDs. You have yours?”

“Yeah,” I said. I pulled the government issued ID from my purse after digging around in it for a moment.

“Ooh, nice picture,” said Jessica, glancing at it.

“I look like a dork,” I replied.

“Yeah, but a cute one,” she joked. She typed in the info for both of us and then went to the next page. “Reason for appointment…there it is. Sex worker in the entertainment sector. Wow, they have a whole category for it. See?” she squealed. “I told you! There’s a category for sex worker in the home care sector!”

“Wow, damn. That’s something!”

“Yeah, no shit. Okay, what do they want here…last intercourse date…” Jessica blushed as she typed in yesterday’s date for herself, then looked expectantly at me.

“Jess, tell me the truth. Are you boinking Mahesh by any chance?”

“Maybe,” she said, blushing heavily. “So what should I put in for you?”

“Yeah, yesterday,” I confessed.

“Okay, next. What types of sexual activities have you done in the past month. For me…let’s see here. Wow, there’s a shit-ton of options, Des. Oh, I did not know about some of these. And, let’s face it, I’m not ever going to propose these last three. Eww. Any way, I think vaginal and oral will do it for me. You?”

Now it was my turn to blush. “Um, well. Oral, yes. Vaginal, of course. And…yeah, you can put down anal as well.”

“Oh, yeah. I was there, I remember. You don’t easily forget a sight like that,” she said, tapping away on her phone. “Darren was a busy boy that day.”

“So,” I said, tentatively. “Does Mahesh know about…you and Darren?”

“It was just that one time,” Jessica said, in a hushed whisper. “And I wasn’t really serious with Mahesh yet. So keep it quiet, okay?”

“Okay, I swear!”

“What types of activities are planned for your vagina within the next three months, in the context of an entertainment product. Wow, what a question.” She looked at me. “Um, what should I say for myself?”

“Oh, I guess you can say…that, um, you would do girl-girl stuff?”

“They don’t have that exactly. It’s ’Visual Presentation’, ‘Digital Penetration’, ‘Oral Usage and Penetration’, um…”

“Wow. Just wow. Why do they need so much info?” I asked.

“No idea. Maybe so they can probe the right parts of us? Anyway, ‘Penetration by a Foreign Object’, that would be Mahesh,” she giggled.

I laughed as well. “Seriously, though. I guess that’s dildoes and stuff like that?”

“Yeah, then it goes on, ‘Penetration by Male Organ’, ‘Labial Torment’, aw shit. What the hell is that?”

“No way, just no way. What the fuck?”

“And then, ‘Penetration of Urethra with Medical Probes’. Must be medical fetish stuff. ‘Electro Stimulation of Vagina’, ‘Electro Stimulation of Clitoris’, ‘Forced Piercing of Labia or Clitoral Hood’. Nope, not going to continue with this.”

“Yeah, please, quit now while I’m not barfing yet. So just choose the visual presentation stuff, digital penetration, oral usage. Might as well add all the penetration options. Well, except for the advanced crazy shit. Unless you’re into that,” I joked.

Jessica blushed a bit as she selected the items I had listed. “And for you? The same?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, now they’re asking what activities are planned for your anus, in the context of blah, blah. So, I’m going to skip that section for myself. No plans there,” she said.

“Um, maybe digital penetration? At least do that one,” I said. “What? Don’t look at me like that, it could happen. And it’s kinda hot.”

“Fine,” she said. “And for you I’m just going to go ahead and select everything.”

“No!” I squealed. “Get rid of the last three! Extended stretching? No way!”

“Fine, fine,” she giggled. “Alright, submit…oh, look! Cool! We got one in three days, with a Dr. Danford.”

“Wow, that’s great. I thought we’d have to wait until next week or even later,” I said, quite impressed.

“Awesome, let’s just hope he’s not some sort of perv trying to take advantage of us.”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Dr. Danford

THREE DAYS LATER Jessica and I went to the clinic. Jessica parked the car on a side street, in a part of downtown that I had never been to. It seemed she hadn’t either.

“Are you sure my car’s going to be safe here?” she asked me.

“Jess, absolutely no one is going to steal it. Don’t worry about that. Worry about the poor bastard who would ever try to drive off in it, and wonder just how bad their life must be to go that low,” I joked.

“Bitch, it’s a great car. Good enough to get us here, right?”

“Yes, I’m kidding. Look, I think the clinic’s just down the block.”

We started walking towards it, Jessica still nervously looking back at her car and almost tripping over someone’s legs.

“Oh, shit, sorry,” she cursed.

“Ah, ha,” the sprawled out man laughed and then went into a coughing fit.

“Whoa,” I said as we sidestepped some more people sprawled out or sitting up, barely. “What the fuck happened here?”

“I think it’s that new drug, Flexi,” Jessica whispered to me as we continued on our way. I gingerly stepped over a puddle of some viscous fluid, wrinkling my nose in disgust.

“Flexi?”

“Yeah, it’s apparently super nasty. Well, super great the first time, super fucked up afterwards. Makes your body go all flexible, but then you can’t stand properly anymore.” Jessica shook her head as we finally reached the door of the clinic. We quickly let ourselves in and wound up in a spacious reception area. Jessica and I gave our names and IDs to the woman behind the front desk, protected by glass that looked like it could take a bullet.

“Destiny? I need your real name, not your stage name,” she said, not bothering to look at me.

“That is my real name,” I said.

She raised an eyebrow at me as she looked at my ID. “So it is, okay then. Jessica, you’re good. Have a seat, the doctor will see you soon.”

As we both sat there, we noticed a girl coming out of one of the doors, brushing the front of her skirt down and walking swiftly towards the door. “See you next time, Cherise,” the receptionist called out.

“See ya,” she replied as she exited the clinic.

The door opened again and a man in a doctor’s whites came out and looked over at us. “Destiny, Jessica?”

“Hi, yeah,” I said as I stood up. Jessica stood up as well and we walked towards him.

“Hi, I’m Dr. Danford. Please come this way,” he said as he led the way down a hall and into a room, through a doorway to the left. We both walked in and he closed the door behind us.

Dr. Danford was a nice looking man. I guessed middle aged, a light beard turning to gray, and a respectable head of hair.

“Alright, so who wants to go first?” He held a tablet in his hand and was scrolling through it. “How about you, Jessica? Take everything off and hop onto that chair for me.”

“Oh, okay,” she said, looking around the room. “Like, right here?”

“Yes, let’s go ahead and get started with that. Perhaps you can get undressed as well, Destiny. That way we can finish faster.’

“Sure,” I said, as Jessica and I exchanged a glance. Jessica began removing her clothes, laying them down on a chair set against the wall. For the first time I could get a real glimpse of my best friend in the buff. She had very nice breasts and I was also pleased to see that she had shaved herself completely bare. As my own clothes came off I was a little embarrassed to see how perky my nipples had become.

“Now, onto the chair, right here,” he said, patting the big exam chair, padded and covered with a flimsy disposable paper covering. The back of the chair was slightly lowered and two shiny metal stirrups extended from the front. “Yup, set your tush right on there and scoot forward. That’s good. Now put your feet in the stirrups and spread nice and wide for me.”

Jessica did as she was asked and pretty soon the doctor and I were presented with Jessica’s most intimate area. She was clearly very embarrassed, probably because I was there as well. She was making every effort to avoid my face and the doctor’s.

“Oh, you went to Stanford?” she said, looking at his diploma hung on the wall. “Ha, doctor Danford from Stanford,” she joked.

He looked at her and said, “Yes. First time I’m hearing that.”

“Sorry,” she replied.

“Now,” he said, scooting forward on his little wheeled stool. “Given what you indicated on your form, I’m going to check how your vagina looks, and how it responds to various stimuli.” He checked his tablet again. “Oh, and I’m going to probe your anus a bit as well. Does that sound good?”

“Um, sure. Sounds good to me,” she said, staring up at the ceiling.

“Try to relax, Jessica,” said Dr. Danford as he slipped on a pair of latex gloves. With them fully on, he reached over and spread her lower lips with his index and middle fingers. I had a relatively good view from where I stood and could see her pink insides glistening slightly. He proceeded to use the index finger from his other hand to lightly move one of her inner lips over to the side.

“Very nice, Jessica,” he said. “The presentation is top notch, no problems that I can see so far. Let’s see how elastic your labia are.”

“Elastic? Why exactly are you—” she said as she bent her head forward to take a closer look between her outstretched legs.

“Genital flexibility is a key sign of sexual health, my dear,” he said as he gripped her inner lip and began tugging on it. “See, this one’s stretching quite nicely. Do you feel any discomfort?”

“You mean other than the quite obvious?”

“Yes?”

“No, I guess not.”

“Very good. Let’s try the other one…” he said as he switched his fingers over to her other lip and began tugging at it. His fingers slipped off a couple of times as Jessica blushed more intensely. Peering at her lower opening from where I was standing, and trying not to be too obvious about it, I could see that she was producing copious amounts of fluid.

The doctor let go of her lip and began rubbing his finger along her opening to coat it with her own lubricant. “Now let’s take a look at your responsiveness.”

“Oh, okay,” she said, squirming a bit as he rubbed. Still spreading her open, he began rubbing his finger along the sides of her clit, occasionally pushing on it directly. Jessica arched her back and closed her eyes, emitting a low moan.

“Is that feeling good?” he asked her.

“Um, yeah,” she sighed. “Don’t stop, that’s really nice…”

“Excellent,” he said, stopping and letting go of her, allowing her labia to close partly. He leaned forward to peer closer at her folds. “Yes, I can see that you’re properly engorged there. Very responsive. Now, relax your vagina and I’ll get right in there, okay?”

“Oh, okay. Sure. Relaxing,” she said as I could tell she was tensing up in anticipation. He started gently inserting his right middle finger into her, slowly pushing it all the way in and rotating his hand until his palm was facing up.

“Okay,” he said, wiggling his finger around, causing Jessica to arch her back again. “How’s that feel?”

“Oh, fuck! What is that?” She began to pant a bit and move her pelvis back and forth.

“It’s your G-spot,” he said as he continued to manipulate her. “You seem to have a rather responsive one.”

“Is that good?” Jessica started trying to close her legs, but he pushed her thighs back with his other hand.

“Yes, I guess one could say so?” His finger began pumping her and making wet sounds. “Okay, fluid production is very high. I’d say I’ve got enough on my finger now to work with your anus.”

“Oh, we’re doing that?” She looked over at me with a mortified look on her face. I smiled grimly back at her, sympathizing.

“Yes, we are. Destiny?” he called over to me.

“Oh, yes?” I replied.

“Could you be a dear and stand to her side and just go ahead and pinch her nipples for me? It’ll help us get through the checklist here much faster.”

“Wait, you want me to…do what now?”

“Yeah, just pinch her nipples. Both of them at the same time is fine. Just give them a good, firm pinch and, like, yank on them a bit. Just to see how she responds. It’ll distract her from my finger, anyway.”

“Okay, sure,” I said as I looked over at Jessica, her eyes wide and staring at me. As I stood by her side I reached over and grabbed her nipples in each set of fingers. “Sorry,” I mouthed to her as I began to tighten my grip on her. She squeaked and closed her eyes. Looking over at the doctor I could tell that he had started pushing his finger into her again. Even though I couldn’t see it from this angle I assumed that it was her anus this time.

“Are you okay,” I whispered to her. She nodded, still keeping her eyes closed, so I began gently tugging at her nipples, lifting her breasts with them.

The doctor continued to concentrate on his task, now peering up at the ceiling as his finger probed her narrow passage. Finally he looked over at me and nodded. “You can let go of her now. Very well done,” he said as he slipped his finger out of her hole.

I let go of her and stepped back as he rose and went to slip off and toss his gloves.

“Okay, you pass, Jessica. I’ll clear you for all noted activities. In fact, I’ll just clear you for all activities, no restrictions. Next will be you, Destiny. Go ahead and take Jessica’s place.”

I looked over at Jess as she and I swapped places. The raising of her brows indicated that she was thinking what I was as well. There’s no way this doctor was legit. I had been to my gyno a couple of times before I couldn’t afford it anymore, and it had been nothing like this. Still, I thought as I settled myself into the chair and raised my legs to place them in the stirrups, if we got our clearance from him, that’s all that really mattered.

“Alrighty,” he said, beaming up at me as his slipped on a new set of gloves. “Let’s start poking around.”

I helpfully parted my legs some more as I felt him spread me open and start to pinch and pull my lips, letting them go and then pulling them again, side to side. I felt myself getting wetter as I visualized what a camera would see if it were placed between my legs, immortalizing my exam. Would men pay to see me being probed by this doctor? Perhaps, I thought as I lifted my head a bit and peered over to where the doctor was concentrating on my girlish lips and their responsiveness.

Soon enough I felt his finger slip into me and I sighed. Watching Jessica get manipulated had made me greedy for my own turn, and now it was here and I felt every knuckle of his, even through the latex glove, as he went deeper inside me. I grunted and wiggled my hips as he began rubbing my upper vaginal wall.

“Oh,” I said as I began to get a warm feeling, pleasure starting to suffuse my body. I suddenly needed to pee and started to panic a bit. “Um, I think I need to pee,” I said, blushing.

“Oh, that’s okay. It’s just your G-spot stimulation. Just hold it in and you’ll be fine,” he said, dismissing my concerns. I rolled my eyes in frustration and clamped down with my muscles. “Oh, good vaginal strength there,” he said. “Nice lubrication as well.”

He removed his finger and nodded to Jessica. “Please go ahead and pinch Destiny’s nipples for me while I probe her anus and we should be done.”

“Okay,” said Jessica as she moved over to my side and began pinching and pulling at my nipples. She had her eyes fixed on my breasts in concentration as I looked up at her. I could feel the doctor’s finger pushing at my puckered hole, gently but firmly inserting itself. I grunted a bit and spread my legs further as I felt him penetrate me deeper.

“Uh,” I said as Jessica pulled my breasts up by the nipples and began twirling them around in her fingers.

“I’m sorry,” she said as she paused, looking at me with concerned eyes. “Is it too much?”

“No,” I said, biting my lower lip and looking up at her with half-closed eyes. “It’s good. Don’t stop.”

“Okay,” he said as he pulled his finger from my ass. “You can stop now, Jessica.” She reluctantly let go of my nipples and stepped back.

“You two are all cleared. I’ll have my assistant file your clearances and you’ll be good for whatever it is you’re doing.” He winked suggestively at us as he pulled off his gloves and tossed them away.

“Thanks, doctor,” I said as I got up off the chair. “How soon do you think we’ll get them?”

“Oh, should be done by the end of the day. Say,” he said as he came closer to us. “You wouldn’t be Ember, by any chance?”

“Oh, me? Um, yeah, I am,” I said, a little reluctantly.

“Oh, cool! So nice to meet you! Real fan,” he said, shaking my hand vigorously. “Are you worried at all about the government crackdown?”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Crackdown Worries

“SO THEN HE said there’s a big crackdown on adult entertainment happening right now,” I said as the others listened to Jess and me. Jordan turned to look over at us as he finished pouring me a beer. I reached for it eagerly and took a well deserved sip.

“Wait, really? A crackdown? Shit!” Dieter shook his head. “And right when we were getting started!”

“Yeah, I just can’t really believe it,” said Jordan. “Just because some quack says it, doesn’t mean it’s true.”

“Sure, but he really seemed serious about it, Jordie,” I said. “What are we going to do?”

Jessica looked up from her glass. “I say we continue with what we were planning. Who knows what will actually happen, am I right? If we just sit here all depressed, we’re guaranteed to not achieve anything. Let’s act like we’re on our way to success and at least we’ll have a fun time getting there.”

I squealed with delight. “Yes, I love it!” I punched Jordan in the shoulder playfully. “Come on! Let’s go for it!” I took a healthy sip of my beer and hiccuped. “Hey, what were we planning again?”

“Well, right now we’re planning on making dinner,” said Mahesh as he carried a pan from one part of the kitchen to another, then turned around and returned it right back where he had picked it up from. “If I could just remember…”

Jessica sighed. “I think it’s right behind you, sweetie.”

“Ah, yes. Thank you,” he mumbled as he spun around and found the coriander. “Perfect!”

“Um…but I told you, Heshy-pie. The recipe doesn’t call for it!”

“What? Really?”

“Yes,” she said, patiently. “You’re thinking of cumin. Butter chicken has cumin in it, not coriander!”

I hiccuped again. “Wait,” I said. “Are you making butter chicken? Yum!” I took another long sip and hiccuped.

“Yeah, yeah,” mumbled Mahesh as he stared at the ingredients spread out on the counter. “It’s like the national dish of India or something like that, I think. I should, like, totally know how to make this.”

“Do you have the chicken already cooked?” Dieter looked around the kitchen.

“Chicken? Oh, fuck! I knew there was something I forgot!” Mahesh stared at Jess with a desperate look. “That’s why the grocery bill was so low! I didn’t buy any chicken!”

“At least you got the coriander!” Dieter joked.

“Too soon, man! Too soon!” I slurred. “Hey, oh my god! Are we having a party?” I lifted my beer and hiccuped. Oh, I was such a lightweight!

“Damnit! What are we going to do?” Mahesh looked around the kitchen with panic in his eyes. “Maybe just extra cumin? You said we had that, right?”

“Heshy-baby,” cooed Jessica. “I don’t think that’s a great idea. How about maybe substituting some vegetables? Is Butter Broccoli a thing?”

“Agh, ew!” I cried out. “I hate broccoli!”

“Yeah, maybe we order a pizza instead?” Dieter left the kitchen area and walked over to where he had left his phone. “Maybe I should call Arnold and he can bring some over?”

“No,” yelled Mahesh. “I wanted this to be really special! I can cook, I swear! Once I figure out how to do it…”

“There, there,” said Jessica, patting him on the back. “We all believe in you!”

“I most of all!” I slurred out as I downed another mouthful of beer. “Hey, should we practice?”

“What? Cooking?” Dieter looked at me with his hands on his hips. “Planning?”

“No, silly!” I glanced over at Jessica with an exaggerated, slow-motion wink. “You know! Some naughty vid stuff! Aren’t we supposed to be getting it on? Like, on camera? To get better at it?” I bit my lip as I looked at Jess longingly.

“But what about dinner?” Mahesh looked at the kitchen counter in defeat.

Jessica looked at him and looked at me, then turned back to Mahesh and said, “Heshy-poo, let’s let Dieter arrange some pizza, and maybe you’d like to help Des and me do some very, very naughty practice? Hmm?”

Mahesh perked up at this. “Yeah, maybe it’s better we do…that.”

I giggled and downed the rest of my beer as I stood up, unsteadily. “Whoa!” I wobbled over to the kitchen counter and placed my glass on it heavily. “Sexy time!” I shouted.

“Um, Des, baby,” said Jessica. “Maybe you’re a little toasted right now. Let’s wait for the pizza and get some food in you?”

“Oh, yeah,!” I squealed. “Pizza!” I held my hands together in front of me, making a V shape with them. “I’m ready for your slice, girl!”

The others looked at me with puzzled expressions.

“You know?” I said, wobbling a bit. “Cause her girly bits are like, um…like a slice of pie? Pizza pie? Oh, wait…I guess more like a cherry pie, right?” I burped.

Jessica sighed. “Des, you really shouldn’t drink. Here,” she said as she guided me over to the couch. “Have a seat and we’ll have some food and then we’ll see, okay?”

“Yay!” I said as I plopped down on the couch. And promptly fell asleep.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Strip

WHEN I WOKE up the pizza was there and a slice was being placed on a plate in front of me. I snarfed it down greedily as Jordan sat down next to me, smiling at me and eating his pizza. The others were laughing and joking about stuff while I puzzled over what the doctor had told us. Crackdown. I nibbled at the crust as I pondered what that meant for us.

“Hey, feeling better?” Jessica waved at me from the other couch as Mahesh ate his slice.

“Yeah,” I said, forgetting about the crackdown. Let that be the subject of another day. Today was about having fun, while we still could. “Hey, want to do…”

“Practice?” she winked at me.

“Yeah,” I replied, my voice getting huskier. “That.”

Jessica stood up and slowly moved towards me, holding out her hand. I stood up and held her hand, Mahesh and Jordan looking up at us, keeping silent. Dieter and Arnold were off on the side, chatting about something, ignoring us. We both moved into Jessica’s bedroom, while I pulled my top off.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” she asked me.

“Yeah, I am. Are you?”

“Of course,” she whispered.

I grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her close to me, my lips touching hers. She melted into my arms as I reached up to brush a strand of her hair behind her ear. I felt her shiver as she opened her mouth, allowing my tongue to enter her. She sighed and broke the kiss, reluctantly.

“This is just…practice, right? I’m with Mahesh,” she whispered.

“Yeah, practice.” I pulled off her top. “Oh, shit!”

“What? Something wrong?” she said, looking a bit put out.

“No, sorry,” I quickly replied. “I just realized! I’ve really wanted to figure out how to do a sexy strip tease, and I wanna learn now!”

“Now? Right now? Jeez, alright.” Jessica reached over for her top and held it in front of her. “But we’ve already started!”

“Come on, let’s get dressed again and go out there and do it! You can show me how, right?”

“Well, I’m not necessarily any better than you at it, Des,” she said as she put her top back on. “Come on, let’s try it!”

So I put my top back on and we scampered back into the living room, as I clapped my hands and shouted out, “Hey! Everyone! We’re going to do a sexy ass strip for you!”

The guys perked up at that. I began to swish my hips around as I danced to the music in my head, moving my hands slowly up and down my body, sliding them alongside my breasts and then up the side of my head, pulling a few strands of my hair up, over my head and then letting them fall down again. Jessica whistled as she gazed intently at me. I fixed Jordan with my eyes, keeping our eyes locked together while I slowly pulled up my top, swaying my hips as I pulled it off over my head.

“Let’s put on some music,” suggested Jordan. Soon the sound of Mötley Crüe rang through the small living room.

I felt Jess looking at me as she pulled off her own top, flinging it over to where Mahesh was sitting, transfixed. I cupped my breasts and squeezed them together as I rotated slowly, keeping my eyes fixed on Jordan as I held my breasts, still in their bra, in silhouette, held out as if to offer them to Jess, who was gazing intently at me. She reached back and unclipped her bra, sliding the straps down over her shoulders, squeezing her breasts between her arms as she let the cups fall off her body. Her nipples were prominent, a beacon luring me towards them, but I held firm, my eyes never wavering from Jordan who seemed transfixed, completely unable to look away.

With a smile I turned slowly around and backed up towards Jess, who got the hint and reached over, unclipping my own bra as I mimicked her and let the lacy white bra slip off my body. I felt her reach over and cup my naked breasts in her hands, holding them up and pinching my nipples, pulling them out, my breasts held up by them. I tilted my head backwards, my hands moving up to pull my hair up over my head.

Jessica let go and twirled away, and I let go of my hair and faced Jordan, bending over to pull my pants down. As I did so I pressed my breasts between my arms, gazing at him, licking my lips as I stepped out of my pants. I straightened up and slowly twirled around, keeping my eyes on Jordan as much as possible while I hooked my fingers in the waistband of my panties, thrusting my bottom out towards him. I looked over my shoulder at him and wiggled my bottom.

“Whoa,” said Jordan.

“Whoa,” said Mahesh.

I quickly peeked over at Jess, who was slipping her panties off. I pulled my own off, bending over and slipping them down past my knees and down to my ankles. I straightened up and stepped out of them, turning around to face the boys. I kept my hands at my hips and swayed slowly, a slight blush creeping over my face as I realized they could all see my slit. They had seen it before, while shooting vids, but this seemed different. This was more intimate, I was doing this for them, not for some anonymous viewers somewhere.

Jordan’s eyes had a hungry look in them. He wanted me, and the feeling was powerful. I felt it coursing through me, a tingling feeling, coupled with a warmth that spread throughout my body. I loved it. As I raised my hands to cup the bottoms of my breasts I felt that this was perhaps one of the most important moment of my life so far. Here I was, naked and exposed, no barriers between me and the men in this room. I wanted to show them the essence of who and what I was: a young, naked woman, exposed and vulnerable, and it was everything that I wanted to be at this moment.

Flush with my new insight into what I felt I was and could be, I spread my legs and bent fully over, looking back at Jordan through my legs. He was staring at me intently and I felt myself starting to gush. Peering over to my side I saw Jessica move over to stand in front of me, fully nude now, and bend over to grab my bottom cheeks. As I hissed in pleasure, she pulled them apart, showing me off to the guys who shifted in their seats, clearly massively turned on.

I grabbed my ankles and bounced my ass up and down, mimicking a certain act that I really wanted to be doing right this very minute. Jessica’s fingers relaxed their grip on my cheeks momentarily to slip further towards my slit, gripping my lips and spreading them, revealing my innermost secrets to everyone there, while the hush spread throughout the room, allowing only the throbbing bass line from Mötley Crüe’s Ten Seconds to Love to pummel my insides.

“What do you want to do,” I heard Jess whisper to me.

“Everything,” I moaned back.

Gently she pulled me up to stand facing her and we kissed a deep, passionate kiss, her hands grabbing my ass again. I rubbed my tits against hers and heard a groan of delight coming from the couch where the boys were sitting, bearing witness to a new dawn of pleasure, at least for me. Maybe for them too.

“Come on, bad girl,” she said to me and gently pushed me down to the floor, holding onto my left hand as I slowly settled down. I kept my left leg up and bent while my right leg, facing the boys, was stretched out straight ahead. Jessica slowly knelt down and bent forwards, her face coming forward, oh so close I could feel her breath on my most intimate part.

“Oh god,” I moaned. Heavy breathing came from the couch as Jess came closer and closer, until I felt a moist tongue touching my throbbing, pulsating button, and jerked at the electric shock of this forbidden act between two friends like us. If the authorities had burst through the door right now with guns drawn I would not have pushed Jess away. I couldn’t. I needed her right there, right now, and I needed her tongue on me, feeling me, filling me.

“Please…” I whispered as I felt her start to lick me, so softly and so lovingly that part of me seemed to shatter at that moment, into a feeling that transcended orgasm. It was like the universe had decided to fill my hole with the pleasure of all creation, gathered from the stars themselves. The power of a billion fusion reactions exploded in my core and I arched up and cried out a heart rendering scream.

“Oh, shit, Des!” Jordan said as I opened my eyes to see him right there beside me. Mahesh was at Jessica’s side, kneeling next to her and kissing her. I blushed as I realized he must be tasting my essence on Jess’s lips. Jordan kissed me hard, cradling my head with his hand. “Want to go home?”

“No,” I said. “I want you right here, right now!”

“Um…” he looked around himself, where Dieter and Arnold were sitting on the couch, staring at them with encouraging smiles. Dieter in particular, was nodding enthusiastically at them. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I moaned as I reached down and fumbled at his zipper. “I need practice, Jordie. So much practice.”

“Fine,” he muttered and stripped his pants and boxers off, his cock springing out, rock hard. I bit my lip and reached over, spreading my legs and guiding him into my slot.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned as he slid right in, my tunnel so wet I had no trouble at all. I squeezed and heard him grunt in surprise. “Do me, stud!” I called out.

“Yeah, do her, stud!” I heard Arnold yell out, half joking. As Jordan began thrusting in me I quickly scanned the room. Jess and Mahesh were nowhere to be seen. Probably going for it in his room. I grunted as my pussy was being pounded. Jordan had his eyes half closed as he concentrated on the pleasure my soft sheath was providing him.

I pictured myself again, from the point of view of a cameraman, looking through the viewfinder at the scene unfolding in front of him. A naughty blonde slut on her back, her legs up in the air, a man between them, thrusting his manhood into her. A vision of primitive lust and sex captured with the most modern technological achievements of humanity and rendered permanent. Digital lust distributed throughout the world with the greatest communications systems ever created in the entire history of mankind. And I was that girl, the images of me captured in that camera, my soul captured, trapped and caged, fed to the gods of lust.

I screamed out my sacrifice as I came again, dying a little death, a sufficient price to pay to keep at least some people happy, satisfied. Giving others a taste of beauty and pleasure even if they had none to call their own.

Jordan shot his load inside me as he cried out. I felt his seed enter me, filling and fulfilling me.

Dieter and Arnold clapped.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

Murder Kitty

A FEW DAYS later the reality of the new situation had made itself clear to all of us. The government was cracking down on adult entertainment. The religious right had gained more power, apparently, and were not buying the argument that turning single men on with porn would increase their desire to go out and find nice girls to start families with.

I guess I couldn’t really argue with their point, having always thought it was a bit of a dumb idea. Still, giving people the right to experience pleasure how they felt was best for them, as long as it was between consenting adults—how could that be wrong?

But for us this new development was a disaster. Depressed, Arnold had retreated to his day job, and Mahesh had continued with his newfound barista gig, being rather proud of learning recently what a Cortado was.

Jessica and I had decided to console ourselves by going to see a show at the Stormdrain Lounge. The band playing tonight was one of my favorites. The 2040’s hair metal scene had produced quite a few big bands before the whole thing collapsed, but Murder Kitty had kept going, with mostly the same members, and I was super excited to see them live.

“Come on, Jess,” I griped as she spent a good twenty minutes trying to find a parking space, her tongue sticking partly out as she grimaced at the spot in front of her crappy little car.

“I can’t hurry this, Des! You know how tight these spaces are!”

“What? It’s made for a truck, Jess! Your car’s like, half the size!” I exclaimed, totally frustrated. “We’re going to be late!”

“Uh,” she grunted as she cautiously inched the car forward into the spot, paranoid about hitting the bumper. I didn’t have the heart to tell her the lower, rubber part of the bumper had torn off the other day when she had backed out of a spot. The curb had ripped it clean off while Jess was peering backwards, not hearing the sound as I had gritted my teeth.

Finally she finished the maneuver and I sprang out of the car, tapping my feet impatiently. “Come on! Jesus!” I whined.

“Fine, fine! Oh my god, you’d think we were missing the second coming, or something!”

“Almost,” I said. “This is only the second time they’ve played the Stormdrain this year!”

“Anyone opening for them?” Jessica walked alongside me, eyeing the bums hunched over along the sidewalk.

“Some Japanese band, I think.”

“Oh, cool. Some culture!” She pointed over to the neon sign up ahead. “I think that’s it.” The blinking, animated sign showed what looked like a flood of beer pouring from a tankard into a stylized, purple neon storm drain. The silhouette of a topless girl pouring the tankard blinked on and off, her nipples staying lit. “Classy!”

There was no one in line and that made me stamp my feet in frustration. “They’re all in there, Jess! We’re late!”

She sighed at me and waved to the bouncer. He gave us the once over and opened the door. The blast of the music hit us both in a very pleasant way. There was something about the energy of a live band that just couldn’t be beat. I waved my phone with the E-tix at the scanner and the doorman waved us in. Parting the curtain I was faced with a half empty room, just a few people spread out across the space. The band on stage was furiously pounding through their set, oblivious to the sad state of affairs.

I took a good hard look at them as we made our way over to the bar at the side of the room. The lead singer was in full Kabuki makeup, white face paint with black markings accentuating his mouth and eyes, giving him a severe, wild and animalistic expression. The lead guitarist and bass guitarist had long, black hair hanging down and covering their faces as they crouched over, grinding away at their instruments. The drummer was covered in a red fog and appeared to me to be on fire. I assumed that was just effects and that he would, in fact, survive the set.

“Animal joy,” the singer screamed. “Is pleasure good?”

The guitarist screamed back, “Good!”

I screamed it out as well, getting into it. I loved good lyrics.

“Animal pleasure, Tokyo streets! Sex racer, racing hard through the nights,” he yelled out as he fixed me with his demonic visage, right hand stretched out, making the devil horns gesture.

I raised my hand, a beer placed there by Jessica, and yelled out, “Woo!”

He grinned back at me and made a thumbs up gesture as the guitarist launched into a prolonged and quite technical solo. As he did so, there was a moment of consternation among the people towards the front of the stage, as it appeared that the drummer had, in fact, caught on fire.

The band abruptly stopped playing as they rushed over to help put him out and the bouncer ran onto the stage to help them.

“Gosh,” I said as I glanced at Jess. “This is going to be one hell of a fun night!”

Soon enough it became apparent that the band, Poundness JP, was out of commission and Murder Kitty was going to start early. I clapped enthusiastically and nudged Jess with my elbow as the beer in my glass sloshed onto my front. “Oopsie,” I muttered and decided to help the situation by drinking a good bit of it.

Finally the band took the stage, the room having filled up quite suddenly. The lead singer, Mikey Murder, strutted over to the front and yelled out, “Hello, Lost Angels!”

The crowd screamed. “Fuck yeah!”

“Who’s ready to get fucked,” he screamed.

“Me!” I yelled.

“…up!” he continued.

“Me!” I screamed and started jumping up and down, spilling more beer, some of it on Jessica, who scowled at me.

The drums started with a heavy, grinding beat as the guitar gave a buzz saw roar and started in on the signature riff of Hard to Rock (So Hard), one of my favorites.

“It’s hard to rock so hard,” he sang as the crowd started to pump their fists and sing along.

“But when I’m hard,” he sang, the guitarist strutting over to the front and posing with his guitar held up by one hard, the feedback ringing over the crowd.

“I just wanna rock,” he screamed, and the crowd screamed out, “Rock!” Chanting it over and over, “Rock!”

I screamed it out too and took a good, long swig of my beer.

“So hard,” he sang and raised the microphone stand up, thrusting it over the heads of the people in front.

“Aren’t they great?” I yelled at Jessica.

“Yeah, they’re…something,” she responded. I nodded enthusiastically.

The second song, Party at the Party Tonite, was definitely one of my favorites. I clutched my beer glass against my chest as I swayed and sang along.

“Toast my buns,” I sang, fixing Mikey with my eyes as I swore he looked right back at me!

“Shoot my guns, Have some fun!” I screamed out, trying to be heard over the PA system. Jizzy Rizzy, the guitarist, nodded at me as he threw some tasty licks my way.

“At the party tonite!”

The girls next to me pumped their fists and sang along with me, “Watch me run, Where I gone?”

“Number one!” I screamed out, using one hand to pull down my top, exposing my left tit.

“Watch me party, alright!” Mikey sang out as he ogled me. When the song was over, I swayed happily, my tit still hanging out, the other girls swaying, with their hands raised above their heads, and Jess looking happy and peaceful as well, occasionally glancing over at me, but not with disapproval. I felt she was happy to be here, and that made me glad.

“We’re going to slow things down a bit,” said Mikey into the mike, staring over at me. “You all know this one!”

I screamed out, as did the other girls and even some of the guys in the audience.

“What do we have to fight for?” he screamed.

“The pussy,” everyone yelled out.

“What do we have to fight for?”

“The pussy!”

“That’s right, bitches,” he yelled and the band broke into the opening riff of my favorite song in the whole world.

“Here comes the night,” he crooned into the mike. “And babe, it’s gonna be alright.” Tears started to fill my eyes as I swayed, somewhat drunk, and quite moved by the phone flashlights held up by eager arms.

“Cause I’m gonna,” he sang and Jizzy spread his legs wide in a power stance and windmilled his right arm, hitting just the right note at the right time to send an amplified shock right to my womanhood.

“Fight!” he sang and the band screamed into their mikes, “Fight!”

“Fight! (Fight!)” echoed the crowd.

I screamed along, “Fight for that pussy!”

The chorus repeated, everyone, even Jess shouting along as the energy in the crowd grew and grew. “Fight (Fight!), Fight (Fight!) Fight for that pussy!” Then the song began to wind down, with a beautiful melodic piece by Jizzy that only served to increase my tears.

Mikey stepped forward, fixing me with a steely gaze, locking my attention onto him as he sang the last line, “Till it feels alright!”

The crowd erupted into wild cheering. “Oh fuck, Jess!” I screamed in her ear. “Aren’t they just the best?”


CHAPTER TWENTY

At the Pad

AFTER THE SHOW, ears ringing, my balance basically gone, Jess and I stood outside the venue, Jess trying to find her car keys in her purse before we made our way along the dark sidewalk towards her car.

“Wasn’t that just…oh, my god! I loved it!” I said in too loud a voice.

The door behind us opened and out came the members of the band! I nudged Jess and urgently whispered in her ear. “Jess, Jess! Oh my fucking god, bitch! Look up!”

“What?” she mumbled, still distracted by her purse.

“It’s them,” I hissed.

“Who? Oh, shit!” she exclaimed as Mikey Murder himself stepped up behind her and whispered “Boo” in her ear.

“Hey girls! Like the show?” Mikey smiled a big smile at us, leaning back, hands in his pockets, hair blowing slightly in the breeze.

“Oh, my god, yeah!” I bounced up and down in enthusiastic agreement and then realized my boob was still hanging out! I squealed and clasped it in my hand, blushing deeply. “Jess, you crazy bitch! Why didn’t you tell me about my tit?”

“Huh?” she muttered as she looked at Mikey, seemingly lost in his eyes as looked at her and then back to my boob and then back to her.

“Say…would you girls like to continue the party?” he said, the other guys huddled together closer to the wall of the club, sharing a smoke.

“Oh, fuck yeah!” I said, letting go of my boob and wobbling a bit.

“Oh, Des, are you sure that’s a good idea?” Jessica started saying before I cut her off.

“Fuck yeah, it’s like, the greatest idea ever!” I exclaimed. “I’m Destiny,” I said, holding out my hand for Mikey to shake.

“Fine,” muttered Jess. “I’m Jessica, hi,” she said as Mikey shook her hand too. The other guys ambled over and we all got introduced, a great deal of attention being paid to my bare breast before we all agreed to meet at their pad, up in the Hollywood Hills.

As Jessica drove the two of us up the winding roads, she glanced at me and said, “So, Des. You know they just want to fuck us, right? Especially you, what with the whole tit thing. Think you can tuck your secret weapon away for now?”

“Um, I would,” I replied. “But for now, can we maybe take those curves slower, please. I might hurl…”

Eventually we made it to their place, finding a parking spot on the street and ducking inside a small duplex. I had tucked my breast back into its halter and was quite proud to not have hurled during the drive, although I was quite thirsty at this point.

Mikey, Jizzy, Alex Alright, and “Animal” Flounder, the drummer, all were spread out on a ratty couch, a six pack of cheap beer opened and sitting on the coffee table.

“Hey! Girls!” shouted Mikey, “Have a seat, have a beer!”

“Thanks,” I said as I plopped myself down on Mikey’s lap.

“Oh, ha! Damn, girl!” he said as Jizzy tossed me a beer. It missed and hit Alex on the thigh.

“Nice one,” he muttered as he handed it over to me, like a gentleman.

“Thanks,” I said, blushing. Mikey’s hands were wrapping themselves around my waist, inching upwards towards my breasts. “Say,” I turned to Jizzy. “You’re such an amazing guitarist. How’d you learn to do that?”

Jess had planted herself on Flounder’s lap and he was starting to get a bit handsy as well.

“Well,” said Jizzy, devoid of girl, but more than happy to pick up the next best thing, “I started when I was like, what? Five?”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s crazy! Isn’t that crazy, Jess? Jess?” I looked over and saw her biting her lip as Flounder’s fingers were clearly going places. Moist, warm, hidden places. Looking down I noticed that Mikey’s hands were starting to cup my breast. I gulped down a couple of mouthfuls of beer. So thirsty!

“Could you play us something?” I asked, slurring my voice a bit, as Mikey pulled my top down, exposing my breast.

“Oh, fuck yeah! Let’s see here…”

“Oh, my god, now you’ve done it,” muttered Mikey.

“Wha?” I asked, turned to peer over my shoulder at him. I hiccuped.

“Ha, ha,” laughed Alex. “Whenever Jizzy starts playing, all the girls get all wet over him, and there’s nothing left for the rest of us!”

Jizzy caressed his guitar, running his hand across the fretboard, fingers traveling down the strings to reach the main body, where he lingered for a moment, face bent downwards in concentration. Then his left hand moved up the neck and grasped it tightly, fingers moving into position, his right hand twisting the volume control and beginning to strum out a soft, gentle melody that became faster, tighter, almost frantic. Jess and I stared, silent as the sound caressed our ears. And then he let loose.

Jizzy attacked his guitar, fingers flying over the fretboard, bending strings, tapping on them, the mesmerizing melody touching me in all the right spots. He played a series of ascending riff, notes that struck right at my core. I licked my lips. The guitar body was shaped like a girl, all curvy and made to touch. I was shaped like a girl too, I thought. When was he going to play me?

“Aw, man!” Mikey exclaimed. “Here we go again! Girl! You’re leaking all over me!”

“What? What do you mean?” I squeaked. And burped.

“On my pants! Your pussy’s leaking on me, what the hell!” Mikey looked pissed. I scrambled off him as Jizzy set down his guitar and glared at Mikey.

“What the fuck, man! Every single time I play to some girl, you gotta bitch about something and pull the focus back on yourself. Typical vocalist bullshit!”

“Oh yeah?” Mikey stood up as I tried to move out of the way, my legs hitting Alex as my upper body slowly tumbled over his lap.

“Oopsie,” I muttered as I spilled my beer. I felt Alex’s arm draping itself over my bottom, seeking to keep me from hitting the floor.

“Fucking jerk!” Jizzy was really pissed now. I couldn’t see what was happening but at some point I heard Jessica yelling out.

“Hey,” I slurred. “Leave my girl alone, you…” I extricated myself from Alex’s lap and stumbled over to where the boys were confronting each other. I saw Jess standing and yelling at Mikey and he reached over and slapped her!

“Oh, hell no!” I yelled out and strode over, swinging my right leg back and then let loose with an epic kick that connected right between Mikey’s legs. In slow motion I saw his eyes roll back in his head, his hair flying slowly backwards, Jessica’s face contorting into a mask of horror, Jizzy averting his eyes, closing them as he felt the sympathetic pain of Mikey’s balls being driven up into his torso.

“Goooaaaaal!” I screamed, like a lunatic. And then I felt Jess’ hand gripping my arm and yanking me along towards the door as bedlam ensued behind us. The rest was a blur but somehow we wound up back at home and I slept the sleep of the innocent.

“Although in retrospect, I guess not that innocent,” I said to Inspector Moralez as Jessica and I concluded this part of our story. I shifted uncomfortably on my feet. Jess and I had been cuffed to the wall for quite some time now and my whole body was throbbing with pain.

“That is literally one of the dumbest stories I’ve ever heard,” exclaimed Moralez. “You girls are not making good choices. At. All. And you,” he said, pointing a finger at me, “need to stop drinking, okay? You do not handle your booze well!”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, looking down at my feet in shame.

“Now,” said Moralez, “I’m forced to conclude that you assaulted Mikey Murder, of the band Murder Kitty. Regardless of him slapping Jessica—and that was a bad thing, you can certainly file assault charges against him—the fact is that you assaulted him. Now, let’s back up a bit,” he said, pausing and pressing the palms of his hands together as he leaned back in his chair.

“Yes?” I said.

“You said the guys were smoking?”

“When?”

“Outside the Stormdrain Lounge, when you were leaving. Is that correct? You said they held back a bit while you were talking with this Mikey fellow, and were smoking near the door?”

“Yeah,” said Jessica. “They were right outside the door. Why?”

“Ah, well, that’s highly illegal. You’re not allowed to smoke within 100 feet of the entrance of an establishment that serves any sort of food or beverages. And I know the Stormdrain serves beer. We can have the guys arrested for that.”

“What? Really? Oh, don’t do that, I don’t want them in jail for something like that,” Jessica protested. “It’s Mikey we have a problem with.”

“Well, I’m sure we can get him to drop the charges against you, what with the assault on you, and the charges that we could file against the rest of his band.”

Officer Jenkins nodded, “Yeah, those guys have a bunch of dates to play in Europe later this month. They’re big in Germany I hear. I bet they’ll be eager to drop charges against you, Miss.”

“Oh, my god, that’s a relief!” I sighed. “So can we go now?”

“Oh, no! There’s still the matter of Mr. Willey and his gonads. Those were assaulted as well, I understand. Jessica, would you like to tell us how that happened?”


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Spanking Shoot

I LOOKED OVER at Jess as she sighed and started telling the sordid tale. I remembered it well, not having been drunk at all for that particular incident.

It was just a few days after the unfortunate incident with the guys from Murder Kitty. Naturally we had kept quiet about it, not wanting to admit to our respective boyfriends what we had done. I had no memory of it, myself, and Jess wouldn’t tell me what happened. She claimed it was best that way, so I wouldn’t say something stupid that would get us in trouble.

Darren was there at the office and Jordan and I were with him on a conference call with Adulteq. Franklin was on the call on the other end along with Julia.

“So how’s the content coming along?” Franklin asked.

“Well, yeah, that’s what we wanted to talk about,” Jordan answered. “We’ve gotten ourselves another girl and we’ve secured the rights to her, so we can certainly do the girl-girl stuff you want, and we’re willing to do some spanking and whipping content as well, but mainly,” and here he paused and looked at Darren and me. “Um, we’ve heard that the government is cracking down on adult entertainment and so—”

“Let me stop you right there,” Julia interrupted. “We keep hearing this from our providers, and there’s nothing to it, so let’s nip this in the bud right now.”

“Really? So they’re not cracking down?” Darren piped up. “Cause in my experience business has definitely slowed down.”

“So sorry about that Darren,” Franklin said. “I know it’s hard for male talent right now. But here’s the deal: yes the government is cracking down. But, let’s just say that the powers that be tend to…how shall I put it—”

“Cave. That’s how we’ll put it, okay?” Julia interjected. “As soon as their supporters realize they can’t see pussy on screen anymore, they throw a shit fit and the policy changes magically. One of the advantages of a male-dominated government, I guess.”

“Oh, okay,” said Jordan. “So, we should go ahead?”

“Yes, we’re waiting,” Franklin said, sounding a bit annoyed. “Look, give us something good. Pussy, spanked asses, stuff stuffed in areas that need stuffing. Throw in Darren’s cock wherever it can go, bonus!”

“But I want to see a lot of pussy being licked, okay?” Julia sounded quite firm on that.

“Okay,” I said. “We can do that!”

I looked over to Jess who was sitting on the couch, looking at her phone. “Hey, Jess! Are you ready to do some deep diving into the muff of yours truly?” I grinned at her as she looked up at me.

“Really Des? That’s how you’re going to phrase this?” But she didn’t look mad, just a little apprehensive.

“I think we need to ask Big Willey to come over,” said Jordan as he looked at me.

“For the spanking?”

“Yeah, and for keeping friendly relations with him. He did us a favor with Jessica, and you both are probably going to want to keep those jobs, just in case…”

“Sure,” Jessica piped up. “I’ll go ask him if he wants to come over and shoot. Are we doing it tomorrow, do you think?” Her voice wavered a bit, but she looked resolute enough.

“Yeah,” Jordan said. Looking over at Darren he asked, “Are you in?”

“Most definitely!” Darren smiled at me and I smiled back. I was always up for Darren and what he had to bring to the table. The table being my pussy.

The very next day we were all assembled in our studio to do the big shoot, the one that would secure us a lucrative contract with Adulteq.

“Mahesh, do you have the script?” Jordan asked him as Mahesh lingered with Jessica, nestling up against her and exchanging kisses.

“Hmm? Oh, yes, yes. I have it right there on the table,” he said, waving distractedly over to the side table.

“Hey, Mahesh!” I called out, teasingly. “I understand your current preoccupation with Jess, what with her being nude and all. But I’m nude too and soooo neglected,” I mock-whined, my hands on my waist, cocking my hips and thrusting my breasts out.

“Hi, um…hello?” came a tentative voice from the doorway.

“Big Willey!” I squealed in delight and rushed over to give him a big hug. He seemed stunned, confronted with not one but two naked girls that he worked with and regarded as part of his family, in a way.

“Hi girls,” he said, turning to look at Darren, eyes going down to the impressively sized penis that hung from Daren’s midsection. “Oh,” he said.

“Hi, I’m Darren! Nice to meet you!” Big Willey grasped the proffered hand and shook it.

“Hi, I’m Bud…Bud Willey,” he said. “But everyone called me Big Willey, not sure why.” His eyes went back down to Darren’s member and then back up again, scanning the room for a safe place to rest on, finding Jessica’s breasts and returning back to Darren’s face in panic.

“It’s all a bit much, right?” Darren said, sympathetic to the man’s plight.

“Um, yeah. Uh, can I sit down somewhere?”

“Here, sit next to us!” I enthused, patting the couch next to where I was seated. I had a towel underneath my bare bottom—lessons learned. He came over and plopped himself down next to me, sweating slightly.

“So…” he started. “What’s the game plan? Is that the correct thing to say? I’m sorry, I’ve never done this before.”

Mahesh came over at that point, holding a sheet of paper. “Hi, I’m Mahesh, screenwriter and lead script supervisor. Also, I handle craft services. Would you like any services?”

“Oh, um, do you have something to drink perhaps?” Willey said, shaking his hand.

Mahesh looked a little panicked at that. “Oh, yeah…I may have forgotten to get us drinks.” He looked over at Jessica who shook her head at him.

“Look in the fridge, sweetie-poo-bear. I filled it for you earlier,” said Jessica as she tossed a glance at me. I surpassed a giggle.

“Oh, my god, thank you Jessiekins, you’re so awesome!” He rushed over to the refrigerator in the kitchen.

“Mr. Willey, do you think you’re up for giving Jessica and Destiny some spankings?” Jordan came over and asked him. “Maybe you’d like to use your hand? Or we have a selection of belts that you could use?”

“Oh, um…would I be on camera? I assume I’ll be on camera.” He looked a bit apprehensive about that.

“Well, yeah, but we can always shoot you from an angle where your face isn’t visible,” Jordan answered, looking over to Dieter for confirmation. Dieter nodded.

“Well,” said Big Willey, wiping his forehead with a handkerchief, “it’s just that I have customers, you know? They might not appreciate my…interests outside of the diner.”

“Understandable.” Jordan turned to me and said, “So, Des. You think you’re ready for the pussy-licking scene? Jessica?”

“Oh, now? Sure,” I said, looking over to Jess and raising an eyebrow in question. She nodded at me and we both stood and went over to the corner of the room where a bed had been placed, surrounded by a green screen that could be used later to digitally insert whatever backdrop Dieter felt should be there.

“Look at them,” Mahesh said as he stood behind us, handing Big Willey a can of something. Willey just stared at us as we crawled onto the bed and looked back at Jordan and Dieter. Darren was standing off camera, his penis fully erect at the sight of us showing our most intimate parts to everyone there. “Remember your lines,” shouted Mahesh as he held up the sheet, with no less than three lines of dialog on it.

“Alright, action!” yelled Jordan as he aimed the camera on its tripod and Dieter stared at the screen, showing the action as it happened.

“Oh, baby!” I moaned. “I feel so horny, do you wanna, like, totally get it on?”

“Oooh, yeah, you’re so hot! It makes my girly parts all…um…horny too?” replied Jessica, not totally feeling the part at the moment.

“Let me get my tongue in you, you bad girl!” I felt proud that I had gotten all my lines correct! Now it was just a matter of licking Jessica’s pussy and then maybe Darren might pound my wet snatch while I was doing it. Oh, and the spanking of course. I wasn’t quite sure at what point that would occur, the script was not very clear on that.

Jessica arrayed herself on her back, spreading her legs, her wet pink lips engorged with lust and opening of their own accord, like a flower in bloom. I licked my lips and lowered my face towards her pussy, my tongue sticking out. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Jordan moving closer with the camera. I smiled as my tongue touched Jessica’s folds.

“Um, may I please spank her now?” I heard the tentative voice of Big Willey behind me.

“Oh, now? Um…sure, why not,” came the reply from Jordan who backed away with the camera to position it for a better angle.

“Oh, wow…wow, girls. You’re so, so naughty. And naughty girls need a good hard spanking,” came the labored voice from behind me. Suddenly I heard the sound of air rushing out of the way of something. Something headed my way! I clenched reflexively and a microsecond later felt the slap of leather against my cheeks.

I squealed in surprise and shock, right into Jess’s pussy. It hurt! Before I could recover, another blow landed, and my face fell right into the pussy splayed out before me. Jess squeaked in surprise as she scooted backwards. “Hey, ouch!”

“Whoa,” Darren said as he moved forward and laid a hand on Big Willey. “Easy there, I think you’re going a little too hard on that butt.”

“What? But I really need to spank her, oh she’s such a naughty girl, can’t you see it?” he gasped, his voice strained with lust. As I looked back over my shoulder at him, I saw him take another swing with the belt and tried to move out of the way, the belt hitting the side of my butt as I squealed again.

“Okay, that’s it!” Jordan had let go of the camera and both he and Darren grabbed Big Willey and hauled him out of the room, slamming the door behind him.

“Are you okay, Des?” Jessica pulled me into her grip, hugging me tightly.

“I’m fine, Jess. Just hurts a bit right at the moment, you know? How’s your pussy? I feel like I may have hit it with my face!”

“It just surprised me, that’s all!” she reassured me. “I’ll survive!” We hugged each other as the guys gathered around us and looked really distressed.

“I’m going to have to have a serious talk with Big Willey tomorrow,” muttered Jessica, her expression grim.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Arrested

“WILLEY!” JESSICA SHOUTED as we stormed into the diner early the next morning. “We need to talk!”

“Oh,” he said as he looked up from behind the counter, a guilty look on his face. “Uh, girls, please…can we take it in the back room? Please?”

“No, I need to talk to you right now,” Jess said. She wagged her finger at him, leaning close. “How could you act like that to Des? You really hurt her!”

One of the two diners sitting on stools at the counter looked up from their coffee cups and looked interested. Willey flashed them a nervous grin, as if to assure them that this was nothing—a momentary anomaly soon to be sorted out. He turned his attention back to us and hissed, “Let’s go in the back.” And with that he turned around and stormed into the back room, both of us following behind.

Once inside with the door closed he turned to me and, hands clasped nervously together, he pleaded, “Please Destiny, I’m so sorry about that. But the fact is that I have a problem here. I’m just really, really into spanking pretty bottoms. And yours,” he gave a chef’s kiss. “Devine! It’s really not my fault, when you think about it!”

“What?” I squealed. “Are you seriously trying to tell me that my butt forced you to hit it?”

Jessica looked like she was going to explode. I subconsciously stepped back, fearing what might happen if she went off.

“Well, um…yeah, kind of. I mean, look—” he waved his hands around as if to encompass both of us in some sort of grouping. “You’re both very pretty, gorgeous even. And I’ve had to work with the two of you for so long without being able to do anything about the temptation. I think I’ve been quite strong about it, if I’m going to be honest.”

“Yeah, thanks for not raping us the first available opportunity!” Jessica sneered. “Such a gentleman!”

“Oh, come on, don’t get hysterical about it!”

“Sure, Willey. Now we’re just a bunch of hysterical women, is that it?” I yelled.

“Hush, dang it, girl! I can’t have my customers hearing this sort of stuff,” he said, backing up and raising his hands in front of him defensively. “I’m not going to apologize for being nice to you two.”

“What? We invited you into our studio and you hurt me! What the fuck?” I was almost crying now. I just couldn’t believe it!

“No, no…well, okay, yeah,” he muttered, stumbling over his words. “I will grant you that it was a bit on the heavy side, but again, in my defense your bottom was literally begging me to work it over! And, Jess, your mom really doesn’t mind that sort of treatment—”

“Oh, hell no! Don’t talk about my momma!” Jess cried out.

“Yeah, don’t talk about her momma!” I echoed, hands on hips.

“Sorry, just trying to make a point here.” He was starting to look pissed. “Anyway, I’d just like to remind you who you really work for: me! Okay? I’m the one who actually pays you something. Whoring yourselves on camera has done what for you exactly?”

I shook my head and tried to keep from crying or screaming. I wasn’t sure which would happen first or be more fulfilling.

“That’s a majorly fucked up thing to say, Willey. We’re not whores, okay?” Jessica’s voice was getting lower and lower. I stepped back a little more.

“Look, I’m done with this discussion,” he said, pushing his hand, palm first, in front of Jess’s face. “I’m going to revoke Cockswell’s lease on your contract. It’s mine again and I want you back here, working at the diner. You too, Des.” With that he turned and, pushing forcefully against the door, leaving us standing there. We looked at each other and Jess’s face grew dead.

“Oh, shit, no Jess! Don’t do anything stupid,” I cried out. But it was too late. She stormed out the door and, as I rushed out to try and stop her, confronted Willey right there in the middle of the diner.

“Willey!” she yelled. “This is what I think about your stupid lease!” And with that, she kicked him right in the nuts.

He doubled over and I stared at her, eyes aghast. She looked frozen in place, her hands trembling. In my peripheral vision I could see one of the men at the counter picking up his phone, staring at us. We had to get out of here! Jess turned to me and mouthed, “What do we do?”

I screamed, “Run, bitch! Run!”

“Anyhow, I guess one of the patrons of the diner called the cops and they busted us while we were running to the car. And that, officer, is why we’re here, I guess,” I concluded my recollection, having picked up from Jessica about halfway through the telling.

“It’s Inspector,” corrected Moralez. “But yeah, that’s quite something…”

“It’s a terrible shame you poor girls have to resort to such demeaning ways of earning a living.” Officer Jenkins shook his head. “As if working at a diner wasn’t bad enough. Personally, I think spankings should remain something between a husband and his wife, in the sanctity of their own home!”

“Well said, Officer,” said Moralez. “Well said! Now girls,” he continued, returning his attention to where we were shackled to the wall. “I’m afraid it looks grim for you. It’s very clearly assault on your part, Jessica. And you, Destiny, are clearly an accessory to the crime. It’s going to be years of hard labor in the Central Valley for you girls, I’m afraid.”

“What?” we both cried out.

“Oh, my god! I’m too pretty for prison. Or labor,” I wailed.

“Can we get bail at least,” Jessica inquired, hopefully.

“You’re joking right?” Inspector Moralez grinned at Officer Jenkins. “We don’t do that anymore.”

As we both stared at each other, tears starting to run down my face, Jess’s face ashen-white, we heard a commotion from outside the room.

“What the fuck?” muttered Moralez. “Can’t even beat a confession out of a pair of pretty girls in peace and quiet anymore.” He went over to the door and yanked it open, starting to say something when a man barged in, followed closely by a sweating, apologetic officer.

It was Willey!

He stared at us, chained to the wall, our breasts red with the marks of the whip still on us. He winced as he averted his gaze, fixing it on Inspector Moralez. The officer behind him was recovering his breath and wheezing out, “I’m so sorry Sir, he just wouldn’t…”

Moralez dismissed him impatiently. “You must be Mr. Big Willey, am I correct?”

“Bud, but yes, I am he.”

“This is highly improper, you know that right? We’re conducting an investigation here, and I can’t really have someone bursting in here and contaminating the proceedings!”

“I’m dropping the charges,” Willey said, fixing Moralez with a steely glare.

“Dropping? What?” Moralez looked offended.

Officer Jenkins stepped in, looking concerned. “Uh, you can’t just drop charges! Can he?” He whispered the last part to Moralez.

The Inspector sat down heavily. “Well, I mean, yes…technically. But why? Why would you do that?” He leaned over and gazed at where we were standing. “They unmanned you!” he said, in a conspiratorial voice. “Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”

“Well, yeah, sure. But, gosh darn it. I need these girls!” He turned to Jessica. “Jess, I’m so sorry about all of…what I did. And I guess I earned that ball kicking. I’m really sorry and the boys are getting better. I can walk without screaming now.”

Jessica’s eyes filled with tears. “I’m sorry too, Willey. I really shouldn’t have kicked you!”

“Plus, the diner’s going to hell. I just can’t run it without you, Jess. You’re the only thing that keeps the diner running. Oh, and you too, Destiny. You’re also…there. Sometimes.”

I pouted.

“So, can we go now, finally?” I asked Moralez who was looking somewhat peeved.

“Fine,” he grunted. “Way too much drama for me. I lost interest after the titty whipping anyway.”

“Yeah,” agreed Officer Jenkins. “All that other stuff was boring. Next time we just have them suck our co—oh, yeah. Sorry, we never do that here.”

“Yeah, and perhaps we can all keep the…interrogation techniques quiet, okay?” Moralez stood up and gestured for Jenkins to release us.

“Willey,” said Jessica. “What do you say we go to your place, and maybe you can spank us a bit for being so naughty?”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” I laughed. “But not so hard this time, okay? We promise to be good if you’re good. After all, balls should be licked, not kicked!”


Thank you so much!

Please leave a review, whether you liked it or not, that way I can only improve!

And keep up to date with my books at my blog:

Erik Svalbard on Blogspot.com

Don’t miss my other books:

Spanked on the Rails: Emily’s College Trip

Emily is heading off to college for the first time. She just wants to find the cheapest way to get there and after a long search discovers RailTrek's cheapest fare: Comfort Class. Little does she know that she will be the comfort that is being sold on board!

Follow her on her journey from Oregon to Chicago where she will be treated and mistreated by the first class passengers and crew on board RailTrek's premium sleeper cars. Emily suffers many indignities along the way, but still manages to keep her spirits up and solve a mystery as well.

Get it on Amazon

And its sequel,

Spanked on the Rails 2: Female Management

“So here’s the deal, sweetie,” Augustine said as she sat down and glanced over Emily’s nude body. “It’s already 7, we were a bit delayed getting out of Chicago. Dinner starts in a half hour and you’ll be helping in the dining car. The other girl, Grace, will be doing room service. She’ll be taking passengers’ food orders in their cabin and then bringing it to them, with Frank, the dining car attendant’s help.”

“I’ve done some waitress service when I was younger,” Emily volunteered. “Not on a train, and not naked, of course.”

“Yes, this will be quite different,” Augustine replied.

Emily’s trip thus far on RailTrek has been far from what she envisioned it to be. After booking Comfort Class, she was used as a plaything for the other first class passengers on the train. Now she’s finally on the last leg of her journey to Syracuse. She hopes to attend University there and make a new life for herself. Will the mysterious professor she meets help her or will he derail her plans? And what of this new Female Management program everyone seems to want her to join? Will it involve even more spankings for Emily?

Get it on Amazon

Captive Cruise Companion (Book One): Candy

“Hi, I’m Candy!” she said as she bounced a little up and down on her heels, breasts bouncing along with her, and waved her right hand in a cheery little wave of greeting.

“Um, hello?”

“I’m your Cruise Companion! Mind if I come in?”

Arthur didn’t think that he could have said anything at this point as she proceeded to make her way into his suite. Was she skipping? Arthur couldn’t help but focus his eyes on her buttocks as they made the most delightful motions, accompanying her journey into his space and announcing every move she made with a jiggle.

She reached the middle of the room, turned around to face him, continuing to bounce up and down in barely contained excitement.

“Golly, wow! This place is just amazing,” she enthused. “This is literally the biggest room I’ve even been in my entire life! Do you just love it?”

Arthur Brentwood decides to take a cruise aboard the Corsican Carnivale. Little did he know that his cruise would come with the most delightful perk, namely a personal companion: Candy. There's more to Candy than meets the eye, however, and when things go wrong Arthur's moral compass will be tested. Will their relationship survive the cruise?

Get it on Amazon

Adult Dreams (Book One): Destiny

“Ember Buns!” called out a voice from the other room. Out came a man, thin, tall, dressed entirely in black, with his black hair tied back in a ponytail.

“Um…Sun,” I corrected. He stopped and looked at me like I had just said the strangest thing ever.

“Buns would be better,” he said, and I smiled tightly at him. I did kind of have to agree, though.

“Anyway,” he continued, motioning to me to follow him, and turned around to reenter the room he had emerged from. I followed him in and found myself in a small bedroom, with a woman (yay) holding a camera.

“Hi,” I waved to her. She didn’t bother waving back or say anything.

“So, we’ll want you on the bed here, spread out, welcoming. Got it?” he said.

I nodded. “Welcoming,” I repeated.

“We’re doing a whole concept thing. It’s going to be epic. The world is dying, Ember. You understand that, right?”

I raised an eyebrow at him. “Okay…it’s dying and…sex will save it?”

“No, no! Nothing will save it. We’re all fucked! But since it’s all going down, we might as well have sex, that’s the point. That’s the sorrow we’re trying to capture here.”

“Ah yeah, sorrows of the moon. I get it,” I said, not really getting it.

Follow Destiny and her friends in this new series centered around a young woman who wants to make it big in the adult industry, in a dystopian world that doesn’t give her the right to make her own decisions.

Get it on Amazon
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