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Chapter 1: A Honeypot Convention

The next speaker, a shortish, thickly-built, middle-aged man in a black Barber Industrial ballcap, rose from a seat at the front of the auditorium, hunched his shoulders as he took the steps to the stage two at a time, walked to the podium.

“Howdy!” he shouted into the microphone. The word and the way it was delivered – with a thick Western twang – prompted scattered laughter among the 2,500 people there.

“It may sound like a hoot to you,” he said, voice a little shaky, public speaking obviously something he had a natural affinity for but was still mastering. “But back in Lubbock, that’s how we say hello to each other. And we understand each other good enough.”

He paused and surveyed the audience while they laughed again.

“My name is Brick Holstead,” he said. “That’s right, Brick. My name’s Brick. Given name, God’s honest truth, says it on my birth certificate. In Lubbock, if you ain’t named after a gun, an engine part, or building materials, people ain’t sure how to address ya.”

The crowd roared, and Holstead smiled, his next words stronger, surer.

“When Bobby Gumpert asked me to speak to y’all today, I about fell out. ‘Bobby, you know I can’t do that. Those good people don’t wanna hear from a old redneck like me.’”

Brick turned, beamed at the man in the middle of the line of dignitaries seated behind him on the stage, turned back to his audience.

“And Bobby told me, ‘Brick, that’s the thing. They do. They will hang onto your every word, because you made the program work. You succeeded. And if you can succeed at it, by God, anyone can.’”

Brick paused until the laughter subsided.

“So I said, ‘Bobby, whatcha want me to talk about then?’ and he said back ‘Just talk about how successful you are, just show them all the things you’ve bought.’ And I said, ‘Now Bobby, you know that ain’t how we do things here in Lubbock. We don’t talk ourselves up. We don’t go braggin’.’ And Bobby says back, ‘Well, if you got a fine boat, you put it in the lake, don’t ya?’ And I said, ‘Yes, Bobby.’ ‘And if you got a fine car, you put it on the street, don’t ya?’ ‘Yes, Bobby.’ ‘And that ain’t bragging, is it? That’s just usin’. So just show the folks what you’re usin’, and then tell ‘em how ya got them things to use, ‘n’ they won’t hold it against ya.’ So Bobby had a point. And if you’ll look on the screens here and here, I’m gonna do a little showin’ of the things I use, that’s all, ain’t braggin’, and then I’ll do a little tellin’.”

Brick stood back, watched the screens to the left and right of the stage as pictures flashed in quick succession, of him on a fishing boat by the shore, standing proudly beside a yellow Spartan sports convertible, drinking a beer in a hot tub, standing in lederhosen before a snow-capped mountain.

The screen went dark and the audience offered the invariable response to American consumption: applause and cheers.

“Honeypots has been a godsend,” Brick announced, returning to the podium as the ovation died down. “Now, for the record, I wasn’t broke before. I was making a good living driving a truck. And I still drive it, a few times a month. When I want to. Did I have doubts starting out? Damn straight. In fact, doubt ain’t a strong enough word. When Holly came to me a year ago and said ‘Daddy, I wanna do this,’ I looked at her and I said ‘Babygirl, are ya outta your everlovin’ mind?’ But she showed me the numbers, and I did a little research myself, and we bought the kit, and the day it showed up, she unboxed it and went into her bedroom and mounted it up . . . and we were off to the races.”

Brick stepped from behind the podium and raised his arms like a NASCAR winner and waited for the cheers to die down.

“Holly was an average producer,” Brick continued. “Not the most honey, not the least, somewhere in the middle. But we had two things going for us. Number one, Holly is on that thing seven days a week, twenty-five, twenty-six days a month. Once right after school, once at bedtime, three or four times a day on weekends and holidays. And second, she’s never satisfied. She spent two weeks on the standard kit before she moved up to the eighty-five. We made our money back in three weeks. And then we bought the accessories. Anal stimulator, clitoral thumper, the restraints, the patented collection line. She taught me how to get her set, and in another month, her weekly quantity was up by almost 50 percent. But that wasn’t the end of it. Turns out my girl is an ace recruiter. She studied up on the Find-A-Honey program, talked to every one of her friends, and well . . . Holly, I’m sorry, I know I promised I wasn’t going to do this, but would you please step up?”

Brick moved to the edge of the stage, waving down to a girl in the front row with long, straight red hair who was shaking her head vigorously, covering her mouth and smiling in what appeared to be profound embarrassment.

“Come on up, Holly, don’t be shy, come make your daddy proud.”

The girl continued to shake her head, but when he placed his hands together in a gesture of urgent supplication, the auditorium filled with applause and shouts of encouragement, and she stood, laughing into her hands, a black floral skirt swishing against her thighs as she climbed the stage and hugged her dad, who was six inches shorter than she, and she looked out at the cheering crowd with a face of abject terror.

“This is my daughter, Holly Holstead,” Brick announced, “and I couldn’t be prouder of my girl.”

Brick waited for the applause to die down before he looked at his daughter and spoke again.

“So how many direct recruits did you get?” he asked.

Holly leaned toward the microphone, her hair swinging against her cheeks, voice barely audible: “Forty-seven.”

“Did y’all hear that?” Brick shouted. “Forty-seven. Forty-seven new honeypots.”

The cheers and applause echoed off the walls, and Brick beamed, and Holly seemed to grow more comfortable.

“And how many secondary honeypots did those girls bring you?”

“Eighty-three,” Holly said, her voice clear and strong enough now that Brick didn’t need to translate, and the crowd cheered.

“And how many total in your Honeybunch?” he asked.

“Two hundred twenty-one,” Holly announced, to a response that was immediate, and thunderous, some two thousand people jumping to their feet to recognize the girl.

Brick hugged his daughter again, waved and offered an abbreviated “Thank you” into the microphone, and the man named Bobby Gumpert, in a gray suit with his hair slicked back, stepped up to shake Brick’s hand, hug Holly, and continue the applause as they crossed the stage, Holly doing a passing job of feigning anger at her dad, although she just laughed again as they settled into their seats.

“Brick Holstead is one of the most humble men I’ve ever known,” said Gumpert. “So I’m not going to embarrass him by talking about his checkbook. But in the materials you’ve been given today, you’ll find schedules for what you get upfront when you recruit a direct honeypot, a secondary, what you get for anyone else in your Honeybunch, what you get when they buy equipment and the guidebooks, what you make as a share of each girl’s production, and so forth. And Brick and Holly didn’t mention this, but near a hundred members of Holly’s Honeybunch have spent time in one of our Honey Hives, and most are repeat guests.”

More applause followed, more speakers stepped to the podium, there were updates on products and literature and overall corporate success, and several references to a Synergy Conference in Atlanta in a few months, and then the thousands gathered were sent home to seek their fortunes, including a girl named Bethany Robinson, who went on a whim but was now hovering uncertainly by the tables where new honeypots could sign up, buy a printed brochure and a DVD, pay for their starter kit.

After lurking near the women’s restroom door while the crowds dwindled, Bethany walked up, smiled blushingly at the man and woman handling transactions, and plunked down her debit card.




Chapter 2: Questions and Curiosities

“So how are you doing, 67?” Dr. Cooper asked.

“In what way?” Priscilla replied.

“What ways are there?” he asked, because playing dumb was one of the brilliant researcher’s favorite investigative tools.

But Priscilla van Dross knew how to play dumb as well, and for her the tool was existential. So, as she had many times before, she considered carefully before she delivered glib answers that hid deeper ideas.

“Well, I’m here,” she said, chains ringing as she shifted in her seat and shrugged, and Dr. Cooper eyed the naked research female curiously from behind the desk in his lab at Atlanta General Female Laboratory and Services.

“It’s been 13 months,” she continued, “and I feel like I’m contributing to the research, and I want to do that. Is this what you’re looking for?”

“It is exactly.”

And today’s been a good day,” she continued.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. I worked with some of my regular partners in Dr. Bank’s lab, and I got wet and orgasmed when I was supposed to, and they climaxed inside me . . .”

Priscilla let her voice trail off.

“However,” Cooper prompted.

“Huh?” Priscilla replied, looking up innocently.

“I sense a ‘however’ coming,” Cooper said.

“No,” Priscilla replied.

“I sense the presence of a ‘however’,” Cooper said. “It would have been left unspoken. Maybe not even spoken in your mind, if I hadn’t called you out.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said with a laugh, because he could read her, and he was right. But she knew he could read her, and she didn’t think he knew that, and she looked down at her cuffed ankles, joined by chain, joined by a longer chain to her cuffed wrists, which at the moment were clasped between her bare thighs. “I’m hungry and I want dinner, and I’d like to get my restraints off.”

“I’d like to talk a little longer,” he said. “Want me to put a leash up your rear?”

“Would you mind?” Priscilla said.

Cooper pushed back from his desk, retrieved Priscilla’s anal leash from its peg on the wall, and as he approached her she stood, turned away from him, bent and put her hands on her knees and grimaced briefly as the simpler and less restrictive restraint was pushed up her rear chamber. Once its tip was expanded, the plug locked inside her, he pulled it forward between her legs and latched it to the ring set into the edge of his desk, and he removed her walking chains and hung them up.

Priscilla responded with relief, leaning back, rubbing her wrists, scratching her face, fluffing her hair.

“Thanks,” she said, waiting for Dr. Cooper to return to his desk and tell her what was on his mind.

Seated again, he leaned forward, planted his elbows and looked at her.

“So, Synergy,” he said.

“The conference,” Priscilla said, nodding and hoping he couldn’t hear her heart suddenly thumping in her chest, a sound so loud to her she believed she could hear it echoing off the walls.

“Yes,” Cooper said. “You sure you want to go?”

“I think so,” Priscilla lied.

“Take it or leave it, then?” Cooper said.

“No, I’d like to go,” Priscilla said, trying not to let Cooper hear the catch in her voice. “It sounds interesting. A change of scenery.”

“The work will be harder than anything you do here,” Cooper warned.

“Who else is going?”

“I’ll offer it to 25, and 71,” he said, referring to Titania of course, and Rachel, the sad Christian girl. “I think they’ll both say yes. And then a few male inventory, I’m not sure who yet.”

“For a couple of days, right?”

“Two and a half days. And far less comfortable lodging.”

“How will we be kept?” Priscilla asked.

“A traveling pen of some kind,” Cooper replied. “We’re still working out the details, but when you’re not being used in demonstrations, you’ll probably be chained to the floor of a cage. Wrists, ankles, neck, possibly anus or vagina too.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, nodding evenly. “And what will I be doing during the conference?”

“We’ll keep it varied,” Cooper said. “We’ll be showing off your vagina, of course, so you can expect a fair amount of penetration. But we’ll let you do some recruiting too, answering questions from an inventory perspective, making the rounds.”

“Making the rounds?” Priscilla echoed.

“We’re not just there to show off our own wares,” Cooper said. “It’s going to be the biggest confab any of us have seen, and we’ll be sending teams out to take a look at what the other players are up to. So if you make the rounds with a team, you can expect to be put on anything they’re curious about. It might be a holding system, something for stimulation, new kinds of punishment.”

“That’s okay,” Priscilla said. “I’d be glad to go, if I can help.”

“Alright, that was your last chance to back out,” Cooper said. “You’re going.”

“When is it again?” Priscilla asked.

“October 20,” Cooper said. “Three weeks from now.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said.

“Good,” Cooper said, nodding with finality. “So, is there anything else you need? Anything else you have questions about?”

Cooper had been asking some version of that question for months now. At first, Priscilla barely noticed, dismissing it as a tic of politeness. But she’d begun to wonder if he was angling for something, if he was looking for a certain kind of question from her, and she’d been putting together a tentative response. And now it was time to find out if she was right.

“Well,” she said, her heart still pounding, “how are you doing? I don’t think we ever ask you that, and you have the hardest job here.”

Cooper smiled, a big, sincere, surprised grin.

“I really appreciate the question,” he said. “I feel like it’s going very well. But what do you think? How am I doing?”

It was late afternoon, the sun at a slant beyond the windows, all the girls except Priscilla returned to their cages on the other side of the wall behind Cooper’s desk, all the girls out of earshot if Priscilla and Cooper kept their voices low.

“Well, I know you’re doing an amazing job,” Priscilla said, and she dropped her volume by half for her next words. “But . . . I wonder, sometimes . . .”

“Wonder about what?” Cooper said, lowering his voice as well.

“It’s just, something I’ve always been curious about,” Priscilla said. “I mean . . . don’t you ever imagine, um, what . . . what . . .”

“What?” Cooper said, his voice an urgent whisper.

“What . . . with all the work you do on us . . . what it . . . what we . . . would feel like? To . . . you?”

Cooper breathed in, made fists, and his eyelids fluttered briefly before he answered.

“Every day,” he whispered. “Every. Day.”

“I’m sorry,” Priscilla said, recoiling in feigned horror, leaning back into her chair and covering her mouth and laughing. “Way out of bounds.”

Cooper laughed too, disarmingly, but Priscilla wasn’t fooled, and after he composed himself, he picked the matter back up.

“It’s okay,” he said. “The question of a curious mind. But what made you ask it?”

Priscilla looked down at the leash that ran from her anus to the edge of Cooper’s desk, and an observer might guess she was merely fidgeting when she reached for it, fingered the links in the chain and then, ever so subtly, pulled it up, driving the leash’s six inches of soft rubber coating up against her clitoris.

Mild stimulation was what the coating was meant for, of course, and girls did that all the time, when they were waiting, when they were being escorted, when they were seated at Cooper’s desk. The clitoris was just another body part here – sensitive, central to research, a doorway into another universe of pleasure – but just another aspect of female anatomy in the end, and a girl might be expected to toy with it absently from time to time, to pull her leash up, to distract herself with the pressure.

But Priscilla’s gesture seemed to mean something more to Cooper, his gaze drifting down briefly but pointedly before he looked back into her eyes.

“Well, I’m sure I’m not the only one who’s had that question,” Priscilla said.

“Is it something you girls talk about?” he asked.

Priscilla looked down, as if it were but she didn’t want to admit to it.

“It’s normal to wonder about,” Cooper said reassuringly. “Especially in a professional relationship that’s this intimate.”

“Right,” Priscilla said, doing a poor job of hiding her disappointment. “Professional relationship.”

“You’re curious too,” Cooper ventured.

Priscilla looked up as though caught at something.

“I’m sorry,” she blurted. “I’m not . . . I shouldn’t . . . really.”

“So maybe the curiosity is mutual,” Cooper said quietly. “I’m sure you wonder about all the researchers.”

Priscilla did not agree, nor did she shake her head.

“Dr. Bank, perhaps? Dr. Morrow?”

Priscilla grimaced under Cooper’s gentle inquisition, for he was methodically unwrapping all her most intimate secrets, her most closely-guarded feelings about the men who had directed her research use since she’d arrived at the lab. But were these really secrets? Was she really embarrassed?

“It’s natural,” Cooper assured. “Nothing to be embarrassed about.”

Priscilla nodded, and smiled with relief, and Cooper continued, his next words making clear he’d been considering the matter with far more than a casual interest.

“In the wilds, so to speak, most sexual intercourse happens at night,” he began, “but we’re only looking at the vagina during standard research hours, 9 to 5. What if it’s different at night? The human body shrinks something like half an inch over the day. What if the female sex organ changes too? Tighter, more relaxed, wetter, stronger? So I’ve thought about an evening study, bringing some males up here after hours to sample you, maybe five girls.”

“I used your trainer at night all the time,” Priscilla said. “I wonder if you could get some data from that?”

Cooper pointed at Priscilla, winked and made a clicking sound. “Very good. But a penis is the gold standard,” he said. “So a few males, a few girls strapped in position. And it would just be me, supervising. No handlers, just a few males. And I might . . .” Here Cooper paused strategically, his words hanging in the air, “. . . help with sampling too.”

“I’d like that,” Priscilla said, quietly, a little breathlessly, as if these were new, forbidden ideas, and she waited to add, “for the science of it.”

Cooper laughed, the bursting, slightly unsteady laughter of a boy who is being subtly propositioned by a girl he likes. Priscilla felt she recognized the sound, even if she’d never heard it while she was free, and she wondered what Benjamin Cooper’s wife and daughter would say if they were sitting beside him right now.

He was proposing the breaking of a rule. Priscilla understood that. Maybe a lab rule, but she wasn’t clear under what strictures someone at Cooper’s level operated. But definitely a household rule. A Cooper family rule. And when men break rules, they want company. Priscilla believed this as a concept, but Cooper’s next words confirmed its applicability here.

“Some of the other researchers might want to examine you too,” Cooper said. “Maybe at Synergy. Maybe outside show hours.”

“Aren’t we staying in cages then?”

“Yes, usually,” Cooper said. “But it’s up to us, and I’m looking into facilities at the conference venue. More private areas, where examinations can be done.”

“Okay.”

“But you’d be amenable?” Cooper said, very quietly. “If some of the researchers you’ve been working very closely with over the last year . . . and that you might be curious about . . . thought that a personal assessment made sense, would you be comfortable with that?”

“Yes.”

“And you’d cooperate?”

“I would.”




Chapter 3: Kind of a Business Thing

Every day for five days, once when she came home from school, again a little before bedtime, Bethany Robinson put a sign on the door of the bedroom she shared with Meredith, her younger sister.

“DO NOT ENTER,” the sign read at the top in black magic marker. “DO NOT DISTURB,” she wrote lower down in red crayon.

The door remained closed and locked for approximately 25 minutes, and when the time was up, the door opened and the sign came down and Meredith was allowed back into her bedroom from the living room, which was only her second favorite place to study.

“Mind telling me what you’re up to?” Meredith asked on the third day, a Wednesday.

“In good time,” Bethany replied cryptically.

“Are you doing drugs?” Meredith asked.

“Why would you even ask that?”

“Because you always have this . . . look . . . afterwards.”

Bethany opened her eyes wide and stared at her sister until Meredith looked away.

“Okay, seriously,” Bethany said. “I’m working on something, Kind of a business thing. I find out Monday if it’s gonna be something I can make work.”

“Monday,” Meredith said. “As in, this Monday?”

“Exactly,” Bethany promised.

“Does Lorraine know what you’re doing?”

“Of course not,” Bethany said. “Why are you even asking that?”

“Because if you two start doing shit behind my back,” Meredith explained, “I’m finished.”

“Okay, you’re not finished, then,” Bethany said, “but right now, mainly you’re paranoid.”

“Just because you’re paranoid doesn’t mean the world isn’t plotting against you,” Meredith noted.

“Me and Lorraine aren’t the world,” Bethany said. “We’re just two girls who happen to be your sisters.”

“You’re my world, bitch,” Meredith said curtly.

“Are you being serious?”

“Sort of,” Meredith said. “What time Monday?”

“Probably before dinner,” Bethany said. “If it works out. And if it doesn’t, I’m not gonna wanna talk about it. Ever.”

Meredith studied her sister’s face, and her eyes grew wide.

“This is about sex, isn’t it?” she hissed.

Bethany just stared, offering neither a yes nor a no.

“I knew it!” Meredith said. “You’re . . . you’re . . . entertaining! Online! Cybersex!”

Bethany laughed so sincerely and uproariously any reasonably astute observer must conclude Meredith’s guess was wrong.

But Meredith wouldn’t let it drop.

“Is it the same guy?” she asked. “Or multiple? The highest bidder? You whip it out and—”

“Whip it out?” Bethany interrupted.

“Your stuff,” Meredith said.

“Girls don’t whip it out,” Bethany corrected. “That’s what boys do.”

“That’s right,” Meredith agreed. “Girls just show it. So you show it and then he whips it out.”

“No,” Bethany said flatly. “Just no.”

“Whatever,” Meredith, said. “If it doesn’t work out, I’m still gonna wanna know what you’ve been doing.”

“Let’s hope it works out,” Bethany retorted. “And I’m going to need the room three times a day Saturday and Sunday. So please don’t be a bitch about that.”

“Don’t call me a bitch.”

“I didn’t call you a bitch, bitch.”

“Bitch.”

“Bitch.”




Chapter 4: A Commitment to Synergy

“Last chance to back out of Synergy,” Harper said. “Or you go next week.”

“I’ll go if you want me there,” John replied simply.

“I do,” Harper said. “I’m still working out the manifest, but I have important roles for you.”

“Okay,” John said.

“Do you want to know what you’ll be doing?”

“If you want to tell me,” John said. “But I trust you.”

“You’re usually more curious than that,” she said.

“I’m a little uncomfortable,” John confessed. “We can always talk later.”

John looked down between his legs, where a high-security leash dangled from his testicles, short spikes driving into the sensitive flesh of his scrotum. That, along with the cuffs that bound his hand and feet together made escape virtually impossible, all measures Harper insisted on anytime a breeding male was brought to her office on the first floor of Sutton Mirabilis, Inc.

Not that John Wright had any interest in trying to escape. Nor did any of the other 19 males Harper kept on hand to provide semen. A few months before, he’d swum a river, crawled through the muck along its edges, squeezed under a fence to get here, and he would do it again, for here was where he belonged. And where would he go if he left? He’d virtually disowned his family and for good measure accused his mother of the infidelity that brought him into the world. This was his home now. This was his family.

But Harper Sutton couldn’t take chances. Every one of her 60 breeders, male or female or otherwise, represented an investment in human treasure that her firm depended on. Vetting, lodging, training, acculturation and the rest represented an important part of her investment. But there were other things she’d put into it, selecting the unique genetic makeup of each breeder. In Harper Sutton’s mind spun a globe not of continents and oceans but of DNA, and she liked to draw from all of the sphere as she made the children she would sell to the highest bidder. John, for example, brought DNA from England and Scandinavia, but he had something special too, Pawnee, a unique North American inheritance that Harper wanted poured into select sheaths, including the comfortable vagina of a Black girl named Chantrelle, herself gifted with a biological heritage that included the Central African Bantu.

Harper was as close to a genetic designer as anyone in the industry, her artistically-crafted offspring winning exorbitant sums from adoptive parents who wanted, first and foremost, a child to love, but secondarily, a fashion statement. Mutt, halfbreed, mulatto, might have been pejoratives in the not-so-distant past, but Harper and her decade-old corporate creation, Mirabilis, had almost single-handedly established a nationwide demand for such children among the people whose taste and wealth facilitated the acquisition of designer things, whether inanimate or more active. Yes, mixed-race individuals had taken their place for decades among the best athletes, the most creative musicians, the profoundest thinkers, the most natural politicians, but they’d been viewed as one-offs for almost as long, seen as propelled by their oddness, or achieving despite their genetic disadvantages. Mirabilis offered disabuse one child at a time: here, humankind, is your new race, infinitely varied, inherently superior.

“I just wanted to go over a few things with you, privately,” Harper said. “And then I’ll take you back upstairs.”

“Okay,” John said. “You have my attention.”

“Synergy is going to be hard work,” she said. “You’ll be shipped securely, kept securely once you get there, not nearly the freedom you have here. And you’ll be all over the map during the show. I’m gonna go ahead and show off the thrusting profiler, and you’ll be on that. You’ll be making the rounds at some point to try out some of the other offerings. We might have you do a punishment demonstration. And you’ll do some recruiting.”

“Recruiting?”

“I’m short one gestator now,” Harper said, using the preferred term for a person – male or female – who housed a fertile womb. “And I’ll need two more in a month.”

“And how . . . do I help with that?”

“Just do what you do here,” Harper said.

“But we’ll be there,” John noted, prompting a laugh from Harper.

“We’re opening the doors to girls who want to know more about breeding,” she said. “Not opening the doors wide, necessarily, but I’ve put a Synergy questionnaire on the website, and if you answer right, you get a ticket.”

“What does a ticket get you?” John asked.

“Nothing more than admission to the conference,” Harper replied. “But if a girl shows up at our booth with her ID and her Social Security number, and it matches my list, and she wants to see how things work, I’ll put her on a board and let you demonstrate.”

“What happens if you put her on a board and she changes her mind?” John queried.

“Or if I put her on a board and you’re getting in position between her legs and she changes her mind?” Harper said. “Or if you get halfway up her vagina before she finally changes her mind? I shouldn’t even have to say this, but it stops, and we’ll find someone else for you to finish in.”

John nodded, reassured. Since he’d signed up here, two months before, under a contract to spend two years at the breeding institution known informally as Mirabilis, he’d found the facility a match – a divine match, even – for his physical, mental and spiritual self. But he was still learning the ways of the place, and of the larger culture to which it belonged, and his own deep and evolving faith kept him on guard for anything that might violate his beliefs in decency, kindness, respect. And the trappings were certainly problematic to an uninitiated observer, particularly where the gestators were concerned. Here, the possessors of uteri – whether they identified as female or male – were kept exceedingly secure, including during insemination, and to one watching for the first time, this would look like an atrocity, something ungodly: a girl (most but not all conventional girls) stretched out and bound to a board or rack while a boy (mostly conventional boys) thrust within her to orgasm. Were one to investigate beyond appearances, however, one would learn that it was done this way to ensure the body, and thus the vagina it housed, was kept still to ensure the optimal impregnation dynamics: vaginal tilt, maximal stimulation prior to release, the meeting of the penis tip and the cervix, all vital elements of a process that could not be assured if the girl were allowed to squirm, shake, bend, pull away, tease, twist, grind, arch or otherwise impede the optimal delivery of seed to her egg. Further, all participants to the transaction accepted its necessity and endured it, if not enjoyed it, as something they had contractually signed up for and agreed to, a format critical to conception and, ultimately, the financial success of the endeavor. The monetary fruits that followed conception and the placement of the adoptee, it should be further noted, were shared generously. Harper Sutton had created this enterprise, virtually but not entirely from scratch, and she benefitted most from it, but she was not stingy where her breeders or her employees were concerned.

“So, no one’s being abused,” Harper said. “Nothing happens without their contractual consent. It doesn’t mean they might not like it, might ask for it to stop, might let it continue and feel bad about it afterwards. But that’s the nature of our business.”

John nodded.

“Still good?”

“I am,” John said.

“Something else,” Harper said.

“Yes, Ma—” John began, catching himself short. He’d been raised to speak with the utmost politeness to any woman in authority, but Harper had corrected him enough times that he was trying to break the habit.

“I’ve bought my tickets for the Cayman Islands,” she said.

“To solve the mystery,” John said.

“To enjoy myself first,” Harper said.

“But that’s where the mailbox is,” John noted.

John liked mysteries. He’d grown up on them, reading and re-reading the 10 Dick Faithful novels about a Christian detective who solved crimes (one for each of the Ten Commandments) using his wits, his logic, and his Christian faith. Real life was full of mysteries as well, John had noticed, where the solution was often God, his hand evident in seemingly random ways, if one knew how to look.

Harper Sutton had been an obvious beneficiary of divine support, John was certain, her breeding business propelled forward at critical junctures by forces that seemed supernaturally fortuitous. A male breeding candidate had shown up just when she needed him, in answer to a promotional flyer she hadn’t mailed. There’d been a story in a national business magazine about her success, the article’s impetus unknown, its impact more obvious, both on her firm and interest in interracial adoption generally. Someone had even died, a murderous ex-boyfriend trying to kill her and her first breeding female, banging furiously on their door until he’d been dispatched with a pair of arrows through the chest, the murderer possibly an Olympic gymnast. And then, there was the low-interest loan from a firm that didn’t seem to exist in any physical form beyond a post office box in the Cayman Islands.

All of it could be God’s hand, chance events, or something under the direction of more earthly forces, who might even now be operating somewhere on the Cayman Islands.

“Yes, there is a business component to the trip,” Harper said. “So I could probably write it off, if I wanted to.”

“Write it off?” John repeated.

“For tax purposes,” Harper replied.

“I hope you solve the mystery,” John said.

“Without being killed,” Harper said. “But if I don’t come home, you know where I was.”

“I hope I’m not the only one you’re telling.”

“No,” she said, “but you’re one of a handful who know. People I feel like I can trust. People who encouraged me to look into it. You’re both. And I’d prefer you not mention it to anyone else.”

“Yes . . . okay.”

“There’s something else,” she said, her expression suddenly, unexpectedly tentative.

“What’s that?”

Harper smiled awkwardly.

“I’d like to leave it at that for now,” she said. “But I’m going to ask for your help with something. Soon. And you can say yes or no when the time comes.”




Chapter 5: Bedroom Negotiations

As soon as she got home from school that Monday, Meredith Robinson went to the bedroom she shared with her sister, Bethany.

Bethany was on her bed, her laptop on her thighs.

“Well?” Meredith demanded.

“Well what?” Bethany replied.

“Your little sex project,” Meredith said. “Did it work out?”

“It’s not a sex project,” Bethany said. “And I don’t know yet.”

“You said you’d know today,” Meredith protested.

“I said I’d know later today,” Bethany shot back. “I’m supposed to find out online, and there’s nothing there yet.”

“Are you checking?”

“Yes.”

“Check now.”

“I’m refreshing the page every 30 seconds.”

Meredith stomped over, bending to peer at the laptop screen, but by then Bethany had rendered the screen blank, unlockable only with a 4-digit PIN she had no interest in sharing.

“I hope whatever perverted thing you’re working on makes you happy,” Meredith said bitterly.

“It’s not perverted,” Bethany said.

* * *

Phones were forbidden during dinner at the Robinson household, but Bethany smuggled hers onto her lap, glancing down briefly whenever Mrs. Robinson was talking to one of her other daughters. Meredith was throughout keeping a watchful eye on her sister’s face, and was witness to the precise moment when something happened.

Something undefined, something mysterious, but something important, of that Meredith was certain. Bethany’s eyes drifted down, as they had frequently during the first half of the meal, but they stayed down this time, for 10 seconds, 15, 20, before Bethany bit her lip and raised her eyebrows and offered a slight smile before she peered first at her mother to make sure she hadn’t been caught, and then at Meredith, and she gave the slightest nod, and Meredith scowled back, because whatever Bethany was working on had apparently succeeded, meaning that the temporary porn or perversion or whatever she’d been dabbling in all week was now going to become a permanent thing.

Bethany participated only perfunctorily in the rest of the dinner, her mind obviously elsewhere, and Meredith did little better, yielding the table to Lorraine’s tedious account of her friend’s conversation with a new boy at school, and the girls’ eating was perfunctory as well, but cleaning up after the meal wasn’t, the clearing of the table and setting right of the kitchen performed with impressive dispatch, and at last the two were in the bedroom they shared with the door closed under the ruse that they needed to study without being disturbed.

“Okay, out with it,” Meredith said.

Bethany dropped to her knees, reached under her bed, moved aside game boxes and castoff clothing and several old pairs of shoes and drew out a contraption whose obscene function was immediately obvious to Meredith. The primary feature was a six-inch long, light blue dildo, rising at a slight angle from the base of the device, grooves running all along its length. Other questions remained unanswered in Meredith’s mind, however, as Bethany knelt beside the thing and looked up victoriously. This didn’t seem to be some mere pleasure object, Meredith thought uncertainly, because it was more complicated than it needed to be, with a ring around the base, and a gap in the ring where a little tube had been fixed. And then, if it was simply a pleasure tool, something Bethany used to relieve her adolescent hormones, what website had she been consulting all afternoon and during the first half of dinner? Who needed – or wanted – a dildo that came with online support?

“Okay, so you have a new boyfriend,” Meredith sniffed. “He’s cute, I guess.”

“You have no idea what this is?” Bethany asked.

“I know what it is,” Meredith replied. “I hope he makes you happy.”

Bethany sighed. “Stimulator,” she said, pointing to the tip of the dildo. “Gu—”

“Obviously,” Meredith said. “I guess you like them big. But why does it have ridges?”

“That’s called fluting.”

“Fluting, uh . . .” Meredith repeated, fumbling for a joke that wasn’t quite there. “So you can, uh, blow?”

“Gutter,” Bethany continued humorlessly, pointing to the little ring around the base.

Meredith snickered.

“Collection tube,” Bethany continued, indicating a thin straw before pointing to a thumb-sized container of clear plastic. “And the collection vial attaches here, at the end.”

“Collection for what?” Meredith demanded, screwing up her face.

“Female honey,” Bethany replied.

“Huh?”

“Pleasure sauce.”

“Don’t get it.”

“Penetration syrup.”

“I’m lost.”

“Joy juice.”

“Speak English, please.”

“Seriously?” Bethany said, rolling her eyes. “Okay, fine. The stuff that comes out of girls’ pussies when they’re excited.”

Meredith breathed in, raised one eyebrow, stared at her sister. “Okay,” she said with a tone of profound weariness. “Kinda sad, but I still respect you.”

Bethany stood, used her toe to nudge the contraption back under her bed, went to her laptop and punched keys furiously before she turned the screen to Meredith, and Meredith smiled snarkily as she read.

“Congratulations!” it said. “Your sample has been accepted, and it has been valued at $110.40! All payments are completed by direct deposit. Please submit your banking information here. You may order additional vials and more advanced collection equipment here. The average girl can double her output with better tools! Refer a friend! To learn more about Honeybunch, the Honeypot recruiting program, click here!”

Bethany set her laptop back on her desk, looked at her sister.

“Impressed yet?” she asked.

“Impressed by what?” Meredith said.

“What part of one hundred ten dollars don’t you understand?”

“All of it,” Meredith replied.

“It’s my money,” she said. “They’re going to pay me. That much.”

“For what?”

“For my juice.”

“Oooh,” Meredith said with disgust. “Who could possibly want that?”

“Honeypots,” Bethany said.

“Honeypots?”

“Honeypots,” Bethany said. “It’s a company.”

She picked up her laptop again, pointed the screen at her sister, put her finger at the top, where the Honeypots URL appeared. Just below it, the corporate logo had been placed, the word “Honeypots” superimposed over a drawing that looked roughly like the sort of pot where one might store honey.

“Okay,” Meredith said, looking at the screen. “Most obvious question. Of many questions. Who the fuck wants that stuff?”

“The company,” Bethany said. “Honeypots.”

“Why?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Bethan said. “They pay.”

“But what’s done with it?” Meredith demanded. “I mean, that’s super-personal, don’t you think?”

“How is it personal?”

“Well, it’s from . . . down there.”

“So?”

“Someone could use it,” Meredith said. “Against you.”

“How?”

“I don’t know,” Meredith said. “It’s just . . . it’s probably got your DNA in it or something.”

“So does blood, and saliva,” Bethany noted. “You’d give those, right?”

“For a valid medical procedure, yeah,” Meredith said.

“This is better than that,” Bethany said. “They’re paying me. A lot.”

“So that’s what you’ve been doing all week?” Meredith said.

“A few times a day,” Bethany said. “And it’s fun.”

“Oh, god, please don’t tell me that.”

“What’s wrong with it?”

“It’s personal,” Meredith said. “All of this is. It’s private.”

“It pays,” Bethany said, adding with a sigh, “and right now, I’m really disappointed.”

“How so?”

“I was hoping you’d support this,” she said. “You’re the only person I’ve told so far, and you’re being super-judgey, and it feels bad.”

“This is not being judgey,” Meredith countered. “This is, what you’re doing, is several layers of weird. So . . . let’s just leave it at that.”

“Leave it at what?”

Meredith shrugged and offered an exaggerated sigh. “Do it, then,” she said. “Don’t tell me about it, I won’t ask about it.”

“It’s not that easy,” Bethany said.

“Why not?”

“We share a bedroom.”

“Whatever,” Meredith said. “I can give you your space. Like I’ve been doing.”

“My schedule’s . . . not that predictable.”

“What do you mean?”

“A lot’s getting wasted,” Bethany said.

“A lot of what?”

“A lot of fluid.”

“What does that have to do with me?”

For the first time in the conversation, Bethany blushed.

“It can happen at bedtime,” she said. “Or first thing in the morning.”

“What can happen?”

“Production,” Bethany said.

“You mean, production of . . . your stuff.”

“Yes,” Bethany said.

“What, it just starts coming out?”

“Those are the times when I’m more amenable.”

“Amenable?”

“To certain ideas.”

“Amenable?” Meredith said again. “That’s a word we’re using?”

“It means agreeable, ready, compatible. It’s how they put it.”

“Who’s they?”

“Honeypots,” Bethany said. “The company. There’s a website.”

“Amenable, then. Amenable to what?”

“I really have to spell this all out for you?”

“Humor me,” Meredith said, crossing her arms.

“Every female has a natural arousal cycle,” Bethany said. “Times when they are more susceptible to arousal, and to lubricant production. Afternoon’s good for me, but morning can work, and bedtime’s best.”

“You want to do this . . . every night?” Meredith asked. “When I’m trying to go to sleep?”

“Not every night,” Bethany said. “But yes. Sometimes. Most times.”

“Oh, god,” Meredith said. “And what is it you’re doing?”

“I mount the stimulator, release, finish, close the vial, go to bed.”

“So like, you get off,” Meredith said dourly. “And you want me here.”

“No, I don’t want you here,” Bethany said. “But since we share a bedroom, you’re here.”

“Well, that’s awkward.”

“And I don’t get off,” Bethany continued. “It’s a job.”

“It’s a job, then,” Meredith said, nodding slowly. “In your words. But here’s what I’m hearing. You’re fucking this blue dildo while juice runs out of your hole and after a week you sell it to a bunch of perverts.”

“They’re not perverts,” Bethany asserted. “It’s a business.”

“What happens to it then?” Meredith asked. “Why do they want it?”

“I don’t know,” Bethany said. “And it doesn’t matter. They pay.”

“I’d want to know,” Meredith said, but her tone was softer now. This was about money. The kind of work a high school student could do. Bethany was always trying to make money, for clothes, for shoes, for independence. She seemed happy with this, whatever it was.

“Mom doesn’t know?” she asked.

“Not yet.”

“Are you going to tell her?”

“I don’t know,” Bethany replied. “Maybe. Eventually. I don’t think she’d have a problem with it.”

“She wouldn’t care about you getting turned on, or sticking things up yourself, responsibly,” Meredith conceded. “She’s made that clear. But she’s going to want to know where you’re stuff’s going and what they’re doing with it.”

“Why does that matter?”

“Like I said, it just seems really personal,” Meredith said. “Too personal.”

“What about what men do, then?” Bethany asked.

“What do men do?”

“They have to put stuff in vials too, for certain purposes, and they don’t freak out.”

“What do they have to put in vials?”

“You know, their semen stuff.”

“What for?”

“Like, to be tested for it. Or, it’s used to get someone else pregnant.”

“Yeah, but they don’t just go selling it on the open market.”

“They sell it,” Bethany said. “I’ve looked it up. Sperm donors. People pay for that.”

“But they know where it’s going,” Meredith said.

“No they don’t,” Bethany said. “It’s all anonymous.”

“They know what’s being done with it,” Meredith persisted. “It’s going to someone who wants to be pregnant.”

“Do you think they really care?” Bethany asked.

“Okay,” Meredith said, raising her hands. “I feel like we’re going in circles. I’m done.”

“Are you going to support me, then?” Bethany asked. “That’s all I really wanted from this whole conversation.”

“And how am I supposed to support you, exactly?”

“Just . . . let me do my job, when I need to.”

“So when I’m in the same room, then.”

“Yes. I’ll be quiet.”

“You mean, you won’t grunt and moan and keep me awake?”

“I’m not a screamer,” Bethany said.

“But seriously?” Meredith said. “You’re going to do this in front of me?”

“No, I’m going to do this in the same room as you. I don’t need you to watch.”

“I didn’t say I wanted to watch.”

“I didn’t say you did.”

“But you’re going to . . . have the final event though, right?”

“The final event?”

“You know,” Meredith said. “You’re on that thing, your stuff’s coming out, and the rest . . . is history.”

“Oh, you’re talking about climaxing?” Bethany said. “Yes, it happens. I hope you can deal with that.”

“Are you loud?”

“I said I’m not.”

“You have to make a little noise, though.”

“I breathe in and out. Like when I run. It’s not a big deal.”

“I’m going to hear it, though. And I’ll know you’re not running.”

“Are you trying to be funny?” Bethany said.

“No, I’m trying to work through something I’m not sure I’m ready for.”

“But maybe you can deal with it?”

“Do what you gotta do,” Meredith said with a sigh and a shrug.

“Can I do it tonight?”

“Yeah,” Meredith said with another shrug. “But if I don’t like it, that’s the last time. We’ll have to work something else out.”

“Deal,” Bethany said, face breaking into a broad, relieved smile, and the sisters hugged, as they often did at the end of tense bedroom-sharing negotiations.

An hour later, after the girls shut their door for the night, the true success of those negotiations was about to play out, and there was no guarantee things would work.




Chapter 6: Under the Glow of the Pumpkin Light

At bedtime that night, Meredith took off everything but her panties, then slipped into a long t-shirt, got under the covers, and looked at the ceiling.

Bethany, standing by her bed, took off everything and, when her sister turned to look, she smiled apologetically. “You need to do it naked if you can,” she explained, and she crouched down, reached under the bed and set the contraption in the middle of the bedroom floor.

“Shit,” she whispered under her breath, standing and going to her dresser.

“Mind telling me what’s going on?” Meredith said.

“I thought you were going to ignore me,” Bethany said.

“This is not something you can ignore.”

“I need a new vial,” Bethany said, opening her top dresser drawer.

“What happened to the old one?”

“I turned it in. It’s the one I’ve been filling.”

“How many vials do you have?”

“They only gave me two with the starter kit,” Bethany said. “I put the other one in my dresser. Somewhere.”

“You don’t know where you put it?”

“I had to hide it,” she said. “I didn’t want you or Lorraine finding it.”

“It’s just a little bottle though, right?”

“Yes, but that doesn’t mean you wouldn’t notice it while you were borrowing something, and have to ask about it.”

“I wouldn’t ask about some weird tube.”

“You probably would, though,” Bethany said. “Okay, that’s right, third drawer. I put it with my turtlenecks, since you both hate them.”

Bethany pulled open the third drawer, rummaged around, found what she was looking for, crouched beside the thing with the blue dildo sticking up, twisted the cap off the vial and screwed it onto the end of the tube.

“How full was the last one?” Meredith said, rising up on one elbow.

“About half,” Bethany said, standing, turning off the overhead light and the lamp between the beds so that only the orange glow of a pumpkin nightlight illuminated the room.

“You’re getting more than a hundred dollars for half of one of those little containers?” Meredith said, sounding impressed for the first time.

“Yeah, but it took me a week to get it half full. The best girls can fill theirs completely in three days.”

“How do you know all this?” Meredith inquired.

“It’s on the website,” Bethany said, and she moved back to the device, dropped to her knees, put a leg on either side of the contraption, looked down and looked up at her sister, still propped up on her elbow.

“Why are you watching?” she asked.

“Morbid curiosity,” Meredith replied.

“An hour ago, you were acting like this was some huge scandal,” Bethany said.

“I’ve gotten used to the idea,” Meredith said.

“Okay, I’m glad,” Bethany said. “But you’re looking at me like Mr. Pantsuit, and it’s creepy.”

Meredith opened her eyes wide and tilted her head side to side in her best impression of the family’s nosey cat, whose unfortunate black and white fur pattern resembled the formal wear choice of people with nothing better to put on. Bethany scowled in response, so Meredith dropped to her back with a dramatic sigh.

Directing one last glance at her sister’s profile, Bethany went to work, lowering her body down until her vulva hovered just above the tip of the blue dildo, at which point she used her right hand to cup her genitals, massage her clitoris, part her lips and slide a finger into the hole, massage a little further, spread her lips a little wider and, finally, make contact, her body dropping, the dildo tip spreading her vaginal mouth and entering her, the girl grunting involuntarily as the uncomfortable thickness pushed her walls aside and filled all of her female chamber.

After she’d adapted to being plumbed, she rose up, dropped down again with another quiet grunt, lifted and dropped again, and she looked toward her sister and gasped when she saw the girl back on her elbow, peering through the gloom, eyes blazing.

“What’s wrong?” Meredith said.

“I thought you were asleep.”

“I think you don’t know how sleep works,” Meredith noted.

“You close your eyes and go to sleep,” Bethany said, still moving slightly up and down on the stimulator.

“Yes, that’s what you do,” Meredith agreed, “when someone’s not having a very personal moment three feet from where you’re trying to close your eyes.”

“Is this going to be some huge problem for you?”

“No, it’s fine,” Meredith said. “I’m not judging anymore. I’m just curious.”

“Can you please . . . not stare right at me, though?” Bethany pleaded.

“Turn around,” Meredith said. “You’re the one who decided to get on it facing me.”

“I would feel your eyes on my back,” Bethany said.

“That is such a myth.”

“For normal people, yeah, but you have those eyes.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Meredith demanded.

“They can burn through metal,” Bethany said. “I’ve told you that. They almost hurt.”

“It’s humanly impossible not to watch this,” Meredith said.

“How about watching like you’re in school, in a boring class?” Bethany offered. “So, like, your eyes are sort of dull.”

“How’s this?” Meredith said, and she half closed her eyes, dropped her mouth open, let her tongue hang out.

“I didn’t say to look dead.”

Meredith moaned like a zombie.

“Okay, you’re hopeless,” Bethany mourned. “So right now, you don’t exist. You’re not here. I’m totally ignoring you.”

“Why didn’t you do that from the start?”

“I thought you would be like a normal sister,” Bethany said. “Boy, that was naive.”

“I’m reacting normally to something that’s’ not normal,” Meredith said. “I—”

Bethany silenced her with a wave of her hand, closed her eyes, and by all appearances forgot that her sister was there.

Up she rose, then down again, moving judiciously, maximizing the stimulation to every part of her female organ, opening her eyes again only to look down, and even in the room’s orange half-light, a certain glistening could be detected along the dildo’s fluted shaft, Bethany’s thick lubricant working its way down to the gutter, filling it, gathering at the tube and running from there into the collection vial.

Was it business? Pleasure? A little of both?

Meredith’s eyes swept the spectacle before her, from her sister’s closed eyes and clenched jaw and bouncing breasts and wet vulva – shorn of hair except for a black ornamental strip that started an inch above her clitoris – to her clenched toes and her thighs, flexing with every push upwards.

Meredith’s eyes, after traveling up and down, returned to Bethany’s sex organ. All of her hair was black, from the thick mop that that grew past her shoulders to the muff that used to grace all of her private place. Was shaving around her hole a prerequisite of the job? Did she mind almost being bald there? Didn’t Bethany used to love her hair?

You would not know the girls were sisters just from looking at them. Meredith had been born blonde, and she’d never abandoned the look, all her hair, whether public or private, still the color of white gold, her features Germanic, her eyes blue and piercing. The darker Bethany might pass for Italian, dark eyes matching her dark hair.

Same mother but, quite possibly, different fathers. Ms. Robinson didn’t volunteer certain information, and no one had thought to ask.

Where dispositions were concerned, the girls were a better match, both practical and open-minded, even a little earthy, but not libertine, and they had until this day observed as much modesty as could be enjoyed by two girls sharing a single bedroom and bathroom. In terms of demeanor, their older sister Lorraine was the outlier. While she had Bethany’s dark hair, she stood alone for her seriousness and her single-minded focus on getting a nursing degree.

She occupied the top floor of the family’s townhouse, an attic room too small for more than one girl and, given her thinly-veiled disdain for her sisters’ frivolities, a place she was welcomed to hold exclusively regardless of its size.

After several minutes of closed-eyed sliding up and down on her stimulator, Bethany looked toward her sister, eyes locking with a face still trained on her.

“You’re not going to sleep?” she asked, a little breathily.

“It’s not gonna happen,” Meredith said. “Not while this is going on.”

Bethany scowled, reached down and brushed her clitoris with her fingertips, bounced so energetically after that she had to hold her breasts to stop them from swinging.

And all the while, her honey continued to spill, sliding down the fluted grooves of the stimulation rod, oozing into the gutter, flooding the tube, entering the vial, drop by precious drop.

“Uhhh,” Bethany groaned, obviously nearing orgasm, and even a casual observer watching through the half-light would know things were changing. Every time she dropped down now, her back arched, her buttocks tightened, her toes clenched, and on each ascent, her hips swiveled, as if trying to wrest every possible sensation from the blue rod.

“Uhhh, ohhhh,” she continued, eyes closed, one hand dropping back to her middle, resting innocently on her thigh first before it drifted over, fingertips touching her vulva, the lips on either side of the stimulator, her clitoris itself.

“Uurrrgghhh,” she groaned, a third deeper sound, more urgent, more primal, coming from further down in her throat than the place where human language was formed, and now she was rising and falling with abandon, her ring and middle fingers splayed obscenely on either side of the dildo, caressing her lips and tapping her clitoris.

“Oh yeah,” she gasped as her hips wriggled. “Oh yeah, oh yeah, ohhhhhhhh yeahhhhhh . . . uh, uh, uh, ahhhhh.”

Bethany breathed out, dropped one last time on the dildo, bent over on herself and breathed and finally rose up, opened her eyes, met Meredith’s gaze, looked away and slid completely off the stimulator.

Wordlessly, she unscrewed the vial and capped it, held it up to the pumpkin night light to view it, put it in her third drawer, went to the bathroom to urinate and wipe her vulva, slipped on a t-shirt and panties and got under the covers.

“Get a lot?” asked Meredith.

“Most I’ve ever gotten in one session,” Bethany said.

“Congratulations.”




Chapter 7: Bedtime Research

It didn’t take long for Dr. Cooper to follow through. Speaking privately to Priscilla, he’d proposed an after-hours study of the vaginas in his lab, a visit of four or five males to sample four or five of the girls there. At the end of the day two days after that conversation, he asked the 10 females to step to the fronts of their cages for a quick announcement.

“We’re going to be doing a vaginal examination tonight,” he said. “We want to get a sense of how the vagina changes later in the evening – if it does. So around 10 tonight, a few of you, up to five if I can get five males, are going to slide up to the foot of your beds to have your legs bound by staff, and I and the males will be in a few minutes later to get everything done.”

Dr. Cooper looked back and forth along the line of confined girls.

“It shouldn’t take more than 45 minutes to get each male up each vagina,” he said. “And we’ll be turning all the lights off, so our males can focus on the sensations.”

There were no questions, so Cooper took his leave, and the girls had dinner and read and talked around the cage walls and, once the sun went down, they could see each other’s reflections in the window, and the conversations continued until the handler named Sandy came in to get their legs bound up.

“Up to the bars,” Sandy said to the girl in the first cage, and Priscilla could hear the sounds of bedclothes rustling and, immediately after, restraints being attached.

Cooper had experimented with a variety of bindings, straps and chains before he’d settled on what was being done tonight. After the girl had slid up to the end of her bed, her bottom against the bars, she would raise and spread her legs, holding that position while thick leather bands were secured around her thighs, knees and ankles and then fastened to the bars with rings and short chains.

The system had been devised for those occasions when it was more convenient to penetrate the female’s vagina without releasing her from her cage. Once she’d been bound, back comfortably on her bed and her legs raised, her male partner could couple with her under research-approved conditions, both her participation and positioning assured throughout the session.

The system had an additional feature that most examination chairs did not – each bed could be raised and lowered to accommodate the penis height of the male assigned to that girl. The male would step up, the handler would raise or lower the bed to match the tip of his erect penis to the girl’s vaginal opening, he would insert a portion of his member, and then a little fine-tuning could be done, the bed further raised or lowered to maximize comfort for both partners, the optimal angle for even stimulation along all of his shaft, for balanced pressure from the mouth to the depths of her sheath.

The ability to raise and lower a bound girl added technical challenges, of course, but Dr. Cooper had found solutions. It was his idea to use leather belts at three places on each leg, instead of rubber or vinyl or steel. Leather, he’d determined, was the least distracting restraint for a girl who needed to concentrate on other things. And then, the chains running from each belt were short but not draconian, long enough to allow some movement, a little shifting, even some repositioning of the vagina as the boy neared completion and, inevitably, both his pace and the angle of insertion changed. Finally, the chains ran to rings that were locked around the bars, and here too was a Cooper solution. The rings were loose enough to slide along the bars as the bed’s height was adjusted. They were, furthermore, simple to operate, just a single click closing them around the bars, a single key unlocking them. The final aspect of restraint, something Cooper added as an afterthought, was handcuffs, in the front. In the unlikely event a girl decided she positively, absolutely could not tolerate having her legs bound any longer, and she rose up in a desperate bid to unbuckle her belts, use her fingernails to unclasp the rings, wrestle her legs out of the collars, being cuffed would slow her down. Not stop her, of course, but add that small, essential degree of difficulty to the endeavor that would discourage the attempt altogether, or delay her struggle for freedom enough that staff could step in, reassert lab authority, and restore the integrity of the scientific method – which in the most common case would be indicated by the emergence of semen from the penis tip, and quite possibly by the convulsing orgasm of that same recalcitrant female.

Did such things ever happen? Did girls here ever try to free themselves from their leg restraints?

No, of course not. But it was the philosophy of Atlanta General Female Laboratory and Services not to take chances. When in doubt, restrain. If chains might help, use them. If two chains were good, three would be better. If there was any imaginable way a girl might disrupt the Scientific Method, secure another limb.

Sandy, the handler, made her way from cage to cage, belting and binding and cuffing, and when Sandy reached Pricilla’s cage, the fifth in the row, the last to be included in tonight’s exercise, Priscilla was ready.

More than ready, really.

The first four girls had been bound under the understanding they would participate in a little after-hours research. Priscilla’s sensibilities came from another place altogether, and as soon as Sandy reached the front of Priscilla’s cage and raised her eyebrows expectantly, Priscilla scooted down to the bars, stopped only when her buttocks hit the cold metal, raised her legs and waited.

Sandy, new to the lab but a quick study, worked efficiently, wrapping the leather belt around Priscilla’s left thigh, cinching it tight, buckling it, closing the ring around the bars.

Priscilla preferred to spread her thighs widely but bend her knees, and Sandy belted and secured her legs accordingly, and even as she finished, Priscilla felt the first release of the clear juice within her that was meant to ease the insertion of penis up vagina, to reduce the friction of hard flesh amid tight flesh, and thereby to ensure the pleasure of both partners during the transaction.

Who would go inside her tonight? The usual suspects, she was sure, males she knew, penises she had borne many times before.

And then, Dr. Cooper too. His participation this evening was guaranteed. Of this, Priscilla had no doubt.

All of this – the four or five males who would be brought, the five girls who would be plumbed, any data that might be collected – was science in the most generous sense. There was but one real purpose here: Dr. Cooper’s penetration of a prized research female, a girl whose epic vaginal prowess would at last be his to investigate in that most personal of ways – with his penis.

And the prospect had Priscilla strangely, unexpectedly excited.

It’s not that he was handsome, although he was. It’s not that he was wealthy, successful, brilliant, all things true as well. Nor was she primarily concerned with his authority here, in her world, his ability to command handlers and medical technicians and a torturer now and then, to order penises up vaginas at the drop of a hat, to order female orgasms whenever he wished, and have them duly provoked and scientifically recorded.

No, it was none of that.

It was, instead, that Priscilla had seduced.

She had made of Dr. Cooper a target, consciously, intentionally, and – very soon, she believed – successfully.

Why had she done it?

For her own reasons.

As soon as Sandy closed the last ring around Priscilla’s cage bar, Priscilla placed her hands together over her belly and looked at the ceiling as Sandy reached through the bars to cuff her wrists.

Yes, bound this way, she could push the boy from her, press her fingertips against the base of his penis, grab his shaft and work him out of her hole. But girls secured like this in their own cages were rarely subjected to the lab’s most rigorous forms of research, the hours of grinding stimulation, cascades of orgasms or denial of the same, methodologies that would propel even the most cooperative of girls to the reflexive defense of their sex organs. And should she for some reason strive to protect herself under the less demanding conditions of in-cage penetration, her cage could quickly be entered, her wrists tethered to the top of her bed, and her correction scheduled.

Within a minute of her being bound, the lights went out, the lab as dark as Priscilla had ever seen it, just the glow of a camera in the corner and the electronics in the research area.

Priscilla reached down to her vaginal opening, confirmed that she was leaking, pressed a finger against her hole and ran it up between her lips, stopping at her clitoris to smear it there, and she bucked, raising her hips as much as her bonds would allow. She wanted the pleasure that her regular male partners would bring, consistently large penises that they knew how to use. But more than that, she wanted the knowledge that would come from receiving Dr. Cooper’s shaft. Was it thick, long, circumcised? And how would he use it? In and done? A long, passionate impalement, drawing out his pleasure and hers too before he filled her chamber with semen? Something in between? She had her own ideas about how long he should stay, and some ideas about how to meet that schedule, but Cooper was an unknown quantity. Start relaxed, she told herself. She could do nothing about her muscle tone, lubrication, velvet lining, and these were factors that could provoke orgasm in half a minute with an inexperienced male. But if Cooper had the fortitude to endure those initial provocations, Priscilla would refrain from the coup de grâce until she believed he’d wrested sufficient pleasure from her body and, just as importantly, she’d had the time required for a complete examination of his manhood.

She heard the beeps from the two security doors that led from the hall to the lab, she heard the distinct sound chains made when closed around the ankles of the research males, she heard muffled voices and a few quiet instructions.

The chains were getting louder, the voices more distinct, until hushed words yielded to the slight squeak of a crank being turned to raise a bed, followed by a male grunt and a female coo, and Priscilla knew the first pairing was underway in the first cage, that Doria was taking one of the males into her chamber. Priscilla heard a second bed adjustment, and then a grunt, slightly closer, and now it was Dusty’s turn to take a penis, something she always did with an initial flinch. The sharp ring of chain against bar marked the moment she was entered and her legs shook involuntarily. Another squeak of a crank, then Wendy took the next male with her usual sigh, and Brook’s lips were parted a moment later with a quiet moan.

Now it was Priscilla’s turn, and she lifted her head and clenched her hands and looked into the darkness beyond her bars, where a shape had arrived, face almost invisible.

Had Dr. Cooper brought four males, or five? Would he send a lab male into Priscilla first, either to maintain at least a shred of research integrity, or to have the girl opened up for his own arrival? Or would he want his prized female to himself, at least tonight, at least in this instance?

The male before her grabbed the bars with his left hand, hitting the ring that fastened her right thigh in place, and it clinked quietly, and now his right hand was down between her legs, fumbling there, finding her hair, her anus, her lips, her clitoris, her heavily-moistened slit.

Her lips were forced open and she felt the touch of a penis tip against the mouth of her sex. Who was it? Dr. Cooper? A research male? Not enough information yet.

The right hand moved away, to the crank, and she heard the meshing of gears and the squeak of the handle, and she felt herself dropping, no more than an inch or two, and then the hand was back at her female door, spreading her open, and this time, the tip spent only a moment at her antechamber before it barged through to her inner sanctum, stretching her and reaching the depths of her treasure in one quick thrust.

“Oh!” Priscilla blurted, for this was not the way lab males usually pushed into a girl. There was usually more preamble, a few shallow thrusts to make sure her lubricant was flowing, and – if they found her honey to be at sufficient volume – a few more partial insertions to get her juice distributed evenly.

“Aggghhhh,” the male groaned in response, a deep, unspellable exhalation of relief, of pleasure, of wonder.

Yes, this was Dr. Cooper.

Relax, Priscilla told herself. Keep him for awhile, if he can stay that long. Do not squeeze, do not grip, do not give him the initial, evaluative embrace, the quick tightening used to sense a new or unfamiliar partner’s length, thickness, shape, texture.

Little Boy Blue

He withdrew, pushed back in, pulled out and pushed back in more quickly, throat issuing panicked sighs, and she could feel the orgasm welling within him before the man pulled out completely.

Yes, he wanted this to last, for his reasons. So did Priscilla, for her own.

She estimated his length at just over six and a half inches, his girth somewhat narrow, his stature bent slightly upward. He was not circumcised, which surprised her. Obviously, he was not Jewish, but was he also not Christian?

He was breathing now, shallowly, with concentration, as if he were an athlete in the midst of a contest he found both physically and mentally demanding.

And then the breath stopped, the man closing his throat for his next foray, the penis tip arriving at the hole, wet and already opened from the last insertion, no spreading required this time, and Priscilla gasped but did not otherwise speak, and he only groaned, tragically, as she imparted the soft joys of her feminine essence.

Once all the way inside her, he held still, for he had learned. This was not a hole one danced within immediately upon entering. To move at all before one got a sense of the room would quickly crush any dreams of a prolonged visit.

But he was not just regaining his composure, Priscilla realized. He was sensing her as well. In the stillness, she could almost hear his mind working, gathering at last the first-person data concerning a girl whose vaginal attributes were until now experienced only vicariously, cold numbers or the gasping reports of research males.

At last, he moved, ever so cautiously, just a little slide out before he reinserted, still gathering data, about both Priscilla’s sex organ and his ability to survive it.

come blow your horn

What were the other males here supposed to be doing? Priscilla wondered. She could hear the unmistakable sounds of pleasure, grunts and sighs, and of the labor that pleasure required, of metal ringing against bars where the bound females were concerned, of chains clinking between shifting feet for the males. Was that it, just plumb the girl you were put with while Dr. Cooper got his moment? Orgasm at will?

And what of order? Were the boys not bound at the wrists behind their backs? Priscilla wondered. She wasn’t sure, but she suspected not. Boys restrained that way required supervision in a lab setting, assistance in the guiding of their penises up their partner’s vaginas, for example, someone there to make sure they engaged properly, up the right hole and with the correct pacing and angle, always maintaining lab order and discipline.

Could the four, even if they were bound in front, not launch some sort of insurrection, disabling Cooper and stealing his keys and riding down the executive elevator across the hall to the lab’s subterranean garage?

Maybe the boys didn’t want to escape, Priscilla thought. Boys were different. And they were making the most of things now.

The volume and tenor of at least one male’s grunts changed, and Priscilla recognized its meaning immediately. He was going to cum. With no one there either to stop him or gather data, the male simply arrived, thrusting so hard into his girl that the chains and rings of her restraints rattled.

The sheep’s in the meadow the cow’s in the corn.

“Ahhh!” she said a moment later, her own climax brought about by either rigorous penetration or her own stimulation.

Another cry, another grunt, another girl in the throes of relief.

Chaos, Priscilla thought. Complete disorder. Four pleasure-seeking couples serving as a veil for what was happening between the legs of the fifth girl, a researcher there to satisfy something other than professional curiosity.

Was she going to orgasm? Priscilla wondered.

The thought struck her like a bomb.

Dr. Cooper would soon be climaxing. He would want her to arrive too. But these were not ideal conditions. Priscilla needed consistent, aggressive penetration, and pressure on her clitoris, or both, and this was neither the position nor the man for it.

She could masturbate, of course. Her hands were bound in front, already positioned just above her mound. One or two fingers against her clitoris would get the job done in a minute or two.

But could she get it done on Dr. Cooper’s penis alone? If she concentrated? If she let her mind wander? If Cooper could keep going? He would prefer that, she knew. And she wanted to please him.

Faking was, of course, out of the question. He knew the female climax better than most girls, not just the superficial indicators like sounds and words, but the more subtle physiology, the way the vagina constricted, the uterus spasmed, the body shook. She could not duplicate any of those latter things, they were all involuntary, and Cooper would know and some important aspect of their relationship would be damaged. He would not trust her. He might not return to her for this, and she wanted him back again. He might not recommend her to his colleagues . . . and she wanted that too.

It needed to be a real climax, and it needed to happen under his stimulation alone.

But where’s the boy who looks after the sheep?

Cooper seemed to have found his stride as Priscilla made her decisions. He was moving more bravely now, sliding almost all the way out before he pushed back in, his pace measured but fast enough to assure his pleasure, and she imagined the machinations that had occurred in his mind as he reached this point, the self-coaching he had to conduct before he settled down to the normal male pleasure cycle.

Yes, it was his mind that excited Priscilla, the gray matter linked to the hard flesh thrusting between her legs, holding out, holding on. Cooper was determined to maximize the pleasures of working with this girl in this new way, this scientifically prized hole, these walls of delight. It was her vagina he was here to sample. He’d given up an evening with his wife and daughter to do this. His family would have to do without tonight, because he preferred Priscilla.

Priscilla’s body, Priscilla’s vagina, Priscilla’s mind.

Her mind, yes.

That curve in his penis was tickling her front wall.

This was a meeting of sex organs, and of minds as well. Both were important to Priscilla. Both were important to Dr. Cooper as well, she believed. He didn’t just study her vagina. They shared ideas. They bantered. They flirted. His control over her was thorough, deciding when she would leave her cage, how she would be bound, when she’d be returned to it, and what would be done to her in his lab. But in some ways, they were equals, even intellectually, in a sense. And this, as much as for any other reason, was why he was here, why he was doing this, why he was neglecting his family to be here tonight, with her, within her.

Somewhere, a boy orgasmed, and Priscilla clenched.

Keep moving, she urged him in her mind. Keep examining me. Keep knowing me. Keep . . . keep . . . fucking . . .

“Oooh,” Priscilla sighed, quietly, for Cooper’s ears only. “Ahhh . . . yeah . . . ohhh . . .”

She tightened, relaxed, gripped again, toying with him while he worked at his own things, driving in and out faster, deeper, pulling almost all the way out before he rammed back in, and that maddening tip kept scratching her.

“Yeah!” she shouted, no longer concerned who could hear, because she was cumming now, cumming with her body, cumming with her mind. Mainly with her mind. “Oh yeah, oh yeah, ahhhhhhh.”

As the last of her groans ebbed, Cooper began his finale, thrusting and withdrawing at full pace, and he grabbed the bars, caught his finger on the ring again, forced himself up to the hilt within the girl, issuing a rapid guttural sigh, “hhh, hhh, hhh, hhh”, as his loins spat cream into Priscilla’s chamber.

“Ahhhhh,” he continued to sigh as he finished. “Ahhhhh.”

He’s under a haystack fast asleep.

He stayed within her and kept moving, even as he softened, until finally it was all done, and his shape vanished from the front of Priscilla’s cage, and one more boy grunted through his orgasm, and one more girl made the desperate sounds that might have been cumming or just wanting to cum, and then there were quiet commands, chains rattling, doors beeping open, a shower running, and Priscilla knew Dr. Cooper was washing her off his body before he dressed and went home – an important detail – and the lights came back on and Sandy reappeared, moving cage to cage to remove handcuffs and open belts and unlock rings from bars, and Priscilla slid back toward the head of her bed before she sat upright to watch Cooper’s semen ooze out between her lips.

He'd put a respectable amount inside her, not as much as some boys, but certainly more than the volume of a boy cumming for the second or third time in a day.

How long had Dr. Cooper saved up his charge? Priscilla wondered. And do you really think this happened because I’m smitten?

Will you wake him? No, not I – for if I do, he’s sure to cry.




Chapter 8: Little League

By the third night after Bethany had revealed all, she and Meredith had reached an understanding about Bethany’s new occupation. The girls would kiss their mother goodnight, say goodnight to big sister Lorraine if she were about, and retire to their room, where Bethany would get the bathroom first while Meredith texted friends, surfed the web, did a little schoolwork.

Once Bethany was done, she’d come out and strip and set up her collection device and Meredith would put on a t-shirt and head to the bathroom, brushing her teeth and washing her face, taking her time, and going from there to her bed, not staring at her sister as she slid up and down on her vaginal stimulator, but not completely ignoring her either.

A little conversation was okay at that point in the process, while Bethany got warmed up and her juices first started to flow.

“Expecting a good night?” Meredith might ask, her voice even, supportive. Or she might gossip about school, talk about a boy they both liked, make an observation about Lorraine or their mom, comment on the news or the weather, and Bethany was more than able to reply in kind. “I’m usually surprised by how much comes out,” she’d say, voice a little short as she bounced. “Sometimes more than I’d expect, but sometimes less too.”

But at a certain point in the proceedings, Bethany would no longer be able to speak, and she’d press her clitoris and grind around the blue dildo and Meredith would turn away, stare at the wall, close her eyes and listen to her sister gasp, pant, and groan her way to orgasm.

After Bethany had finished the climax and the aftershocks, she’d lift up off the stimulator, unscrew the vial, gauge the quantity in the half-light, and cap it. The device would go under her bed, to be drawn out the next afternoon to be cleaned, and she’d go to the toilet, wipe her vulva, and the day would be over, no more conversation, just two girls going to sleep.

Meredith found somewhere else to be during Bethany’s afternoon sessions with the stimulator, but on Friday morning before school, Bethany needed to collect and Meredith needed to take a shower.

“I’m going to fill it all the way this morning,” Bethany exulted. “Took me four days, if you start counting from Monday night.”

“You’re doing it now?” Meredith asked, pausing at the bathroom door.

“Yes, take your shower,” Bethany said.

“Will you still be on it when I get out?”

“Maybe,” Bethany said. “I’m going to go until it can’t hold anymore.”

“Then what?” Meredith asked.

“I’ll be done, and I’ll get around two hundred dollars.”

“No, I mean, what do you do with your little joy jar?”

“Joy jar?” Bethany said. “Yeah. I drop it off, along with a form, so they know who it’s from. There’s a place downtown.”

“When are you going?” Meredith asked.

“After school. You want to go?”

“Yes,” Meredith said. “I want to know who these people are.”

“You’re not going to find out anything,” Bethany said. “It’s just a little shop that sells cannabis and delta 8 and handmade candles and weird dolls you put on the shelf and forget about.”

“They sell the vials too?” Meredith asked. “Don’t you need another?”

“No, I got 10 more in the mail a couple of days ago.”

“Ten more?” Meredith said. “So this is going to be a way of life for you?”

“It makes me money,” Bethany said. “So, yeah, that’s a way of life. Like any other job.”

“Okay, I’m going with you.”

“Why, you wanna do it too?” Bethany asked hopefully.

Meredith’s answer was a “No,” but it was a little slow, a little uncertain.

“I could sign you up,” Bethany said.

“No,” Meredith said, a little more firmly.

Yes, she was curious, about two things. The job was interesting – she had to give Bethany that. Interesting, and viable, and not as ignominious as one would think once you saw someone actually doing it. How long would it take Meredith to fill one of those little vials? You had to sort of wonder. But there was a bigger question in Meredith’s mind:

Who?

Who wanted female lubrication so bad they’d pay $200 for a little jar of it? And what, in the name of God, were they doing with it?

* * *

“I’ve been here before,” Meredith said as Bethany pulled up to Treasure Cove, a little shop on the outskirts of Portland.

“When?” Bethany asked.

“With Marta and them, last fall. They were looking for stuff for a haunted house. The coffee’s not bad.”

Bethany slipped out of the car quickly, as if she didn’t want Meredith following her, but Meredith followed regardless.

“Honeypots,” Bethany said quietly to the middle-aged woman behind the counter.

The woman, in a series of practiced motions, bent to pull a small, padded envelope from a drawer at her knees, reached out and took the little vial and the form from Bethany, slipped them together into the envelope, sealed it, set it on the counter.

“May I see that envelope, please?” Meredith asked.

The woman lifted it, Meredith took it and examined it. The postage had already been stamped on it, as well as an address, a post office box in Moline, Illinois.

“Do you ever talk to the people this goes to?” Meredith asked, handing back the envelope.

“Talk to them?” the woman asked.

“Yeah,” Meredith urged. “Like, do they stop by ever? To pick things up in person?”

“Shhh!” Bethany said, reaching for Meredith’s arm.

“It’s a normal question,” Meredith said, waving her sister off. “I just want to know if you’ve ever had personal contact with the people these things go to.”

“None at all,” the woman said.

Meredith handed the envelope back, the suspicion obvious in her half-closed eyes, and she let Bethany grab her arm and lead her from the shop.

“What?” Meredith demanded as soon as they were outside the building.

“You’re going to get me fired!” Bethany shouted back.

“Fired?” Meredith echoed with a laugh. “You haven’t even been hired!”

“They’re paying me,” Bethany said, jiggling the key in the car door until it turned. “And they can reject my collection, anytime they want. It’s on the website. And if word gets out that I have a freaky sister, they’ll—”

“I am not the freak!” Meredith said. “The people who pay for that . . . stuff . . . are the weirdos.”

The girls huffed to themselves for half the drive home, until Bethany broke the silence.

“What are you doing Saturday?”

“I don’t know, why?” Meredith asked curtly.

“I want to see if I can do a whole-day honeypot.”

“Meaning?” Meredith prompted.

“At certain times of the month, some girls can go all day, and they can fill a vial then,” Bethany explained. “So I want to see if I can do it.”

“How does that involve me?” Meredith asked.

“It would be easier if you were gone.”

“I’ve got a report to write, and some other things to work on, until early afternoon.”

“In the bedroom?”

“Yeah, that would be my preference,” Meredith said. “And I’m going to sleep late.”

“I’ll start in the living room.”

“What if Mom or Lorraine catch you?”

“I checked,” Bethany said. “Mom’s spending the weekend with Rick, so she probably won’t get home until Sunday. And Lorraine’s got class all day.”

“And you want me to leave too?”

“No, I don’t care,” Bethany said. “I’m just hoping you aren’t planning to have any friends over.”

“Probably not,” Meredith said. “But having to listen to you groan all day is going to cramp my style.”

“I don’t groan,” Bethany said.

“When you cum, you do.”

“I won’t be cumming all day,” Bethany countered.

“How many times, then?”

“I don’t know,” Bethany replied. “Maybe, like, six, eight? You have to pace yourself.”

“I wasn’t asking seriously,” Meredith said. “But if you’re on that thing all day, you’re going to have more orgasms than that.”

“How many would you have?” Bethany asked, to which Meredith replied with a wide-eyed stare. To date, Bethany’s new venture had been all about Bethany and her peccadilloes. And until this phase of their lives together, the girls had kept their sexuality mutually discreet. Did they fantasize, get aroused, masturbate? Neither girl was talking until Bethany landed on her money-making venture. And Meredith still wasn’t talking.

“Do you think I’m going to judge you?” Bethany asked.

“I just don’t want to talk about it,” Meredith said. “It’s none of anyone’s business.”

“They say blondes make more,” Bethany offered.

“Stop,” Meredith said, unconsciously running her fingers through that blonde hair. “Just do your thing Saturday, and I’ll stay out of your way.”

* * *

Meredith slept until 10 that Saturday morning, stared at the ceiling, sat up and rubbed her eyes, looked at her sister’s empty bed, went to it and peeked underneath to confirm that the blue, fluted dildo and its attendant apparatus was gone.

She took her time getting her day started. She went to the toilet, returned to her bed to check the day’s headlines on her phone, decided she was hungry and exited the bedroom, but she paused at the door, proceeded a little cautiously, looking before her as she made her way to the end of the hall and into the living room.

The TV was on, tuned to a sports channel, the volume set low, and there was the device in the middle of the living room floor, but there was no Bethany being impaled on it at the moment.

Meredith went to the kitchen and shouted “Ah!” when she spotted her sister’s naked form hunched over the counter.

“Hey,” Bethany said, mouth working on something wet, juice dripping down her chin.

“What the hell are you sucking on?” Meredith asked. “And why are you naked?”

“I’m eating an orange, which is considered normal food to most people,” Bethany said, throwing a battered orange rind into the trash. “It’s supposed to help with quantity, and quality. And I’m naked because I’m collecting all day, like I’ve been telling you.”

“You’re not on it now,” Meredith observed.

“I’m taking a break,” Bethany said. “I spent more than two hours on it. You were snoring so I couldn’t sleep anyway.”

“Getting a lot?”

“It’s going pretty well.”

“Gonna fill one of those cum cups?”

“Cum cups,” Bethany repeated. “I’m trying. Got about a third of it filled up now.”

“You were on it for two hours?” Meredith said. “You must be dying.”

“I can handle it,” Bethany said. “I’m slippery enough.”

“I’m surprised all you’ve got is a third, then.”

“I’ve been slowing down,” Bethany confessed. “I’ve got plenty inside, but it’s not leaking anymore.”

“And you really think an orange is going to help?”

“It might,” Bethany said, and she went to the sink to rinse her hands, headed back to the living room.

“You’re doing it now?” Meredith asked.

“Yeah,” Bethany replied. “You’re okay with it, right?”

“Can we watch my show?”

“What do you want to watch?”

“Something naturey, like Nature, or Island Earth,” Meredith said. “I just woke up. I want to look at birds and fish.”

“I was watching sports,” Bethany said.

Meredith stepped into the living room, looked dourly at the TV.

“It’s little league,” Meredith said. “You were literally watching little league while you were doing it?”

“It’s what was on.”

“On every station?” Meredith asked.

“It works, okay?” Bethany said.

“Please don’t tell me you were getting off on—”

“Don’t judge me!” Bethany barked. “I just needed something with not a lot of action to it. If adult baseball was on, I’d be watching that.”

“Okay, okay,” Meredith said, heading back to the kitchen with one last glance at Bethany, who had stepped up to the collection device and dropped to her knees.

Meredith boiled oatmeal, poured coffee, grabbed an orange for herself, and by the time she made her way back to the living room, Bethany was firmly planted around the blue dildo, lifting and dropping slowly, pelvis twisting a little on every drop, when the dildo was deepest inside her.

Meredith grabbed the remote, began flipping through the channels, stopped on the news, where two boats were spraying water onto a third, which was engulfed in flames. “Hudson Ferry Fire,” read the words under the video.

“I thought you were going to watch nature,” Bethany protested.

“It’s a boat fire,” Meredith noted.

“Which is the complete opposite of squirrels and kittens.”

“It’s important,” Meredith countered. “It’s current events.”

Bethany bent to look down at the contraption.

“Getting any?” Meredith asked.

“A little’s coming out,” Bethany said. “More than before.”

“Boat fires,” Meredith suggested.

“Probably not,” Bethany said. “Can you deal with it if I touch?”

“Like in the bedroom?”

“Yeah, climaxing always helps.”

“Why would I mind?” Meredith asked.

“Because it’s daylight,” Bethany said. “And you’re awake.”

“It’s all the same to me,” Meredith said dismissively, raising her coffee to her mouth and watching languidly as images of the flaming boat were interspersed with pictures of the boat on better days, a schematic of it, pictures of people smiling from its railing, a list of its horsepower, range and displacement.

“What’s displacement?” Meredith asked.

“I don’t know,” Bethany said. She was moving a little more quickly up and down now, one hand resting on her thigh, the other between her legs, one finger against her clitoris.

“It says displacement, twelve hundred tonnes,” Meredith said. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“No idea,” Bethany retorted. “And you are really killing the mood.”

“You are killing my mood,” Meredith said. “My mood was to watch TV.”

“I thought you said it didn’t bother you.”

“It doesn’t,” Meredith said. “It bothers me that you can’t have a normal conversation. I’m trying to understand something.”

“Oh my god, google it,” Bethany said, her voice rich with annoyance even while she continued to work at herself, riding up and down on the blue dildo.

“I don’t care that much anyway,” Meredith said. “But yesterday I googled where your stuff goes, and there wasn’t anything about it.”

“Because it’s a corporate secret,” Bethany said.

“I would want to know where it’s going.”

“Is that why you won’t do it?” Bethany asked.

“One of the reasons.”

“What are the others?”

“It’s nothing specific,” Meredith said. “I just don’t . . .”

“Would you try it?” Bethany asked, her voice growing thick as she neared orgasm. “Just once?”

“No,” Meredith said flatly. “I’m not going to buy . . . that thing.”

“What if I gave it to you?”

“What would you use?”

“I’m going to upgrade, as soon as I get paid for my next vial.”

“Upgrade?”

“A new stimulator, with more attachments.”

“Attachments?” Meredith echoed, her laughter booming. “You mean, like for a vacuum cleaner? Those kinds of attachments?”

Bethany walled herself away, as she had shown the capacity to do at such moments, to finish her current round of production. She grunted, twisted her pelvis, slid her hand up and down against her clitoris, and after a minute of effort groaned and shook through another moderately powerful orgasm.

Immediately, while she was still catching her breath, she bent to examine her success, squinting at the vial, turning her head for a better look.

“Volume sensor,” she said, breathing out. “That’s what I want to buy next.”

“What does that do?” Meredith asked, turning her eyes away from the flaming ferry, where the fires were starting to subside with help from a third fireboat.

“I can track how much I’m making on my phone,” Bethany explained.

“Why not just look at it?” Meredith asked.

“It’s hard to see while you’re on it,” Bethany said, resting, all of the blue dildo buried within her. “And that’s when you most want to see, so you know what’s working.”

“That’s one of the . . . attachments?” Meredith asked, saying the last word with a pointed hesitancy.

“No, it’s an accessory. Attachments are things that go against your lips and clitoris, or you can have your anus—”

“Stop,” Meredith said, raising her hand.

“And you can get different stimulation rods,” Bethany persisted. “Thicker, longer, rougher.”

“Rougher?”

“If you like that kind of thing,” Bethany said.

“Do you?”

“I might get one and see what happens,” Bethany said.

“Great, so instead of groans of pleasure to go to sleep to, I’ll have to listen to you screaming in pain.”

“You’re ridiculous,” Bethany said. Meredith ignored her, so Bethany continued, rising up about halfway on the dildo before settling again. “It’s all about experimentation. They have a lab, where they can try all kinds of things on you to see what works.”

“A lab?” Meredith said, suddenly sounding more interested. “Where?”

“I don’t know, I think Moline.”

“Where all the stuff goes,” Meredith said. “That was the address on the envelope.”

“I guess,” Bethany agreed. “I bet you want to go.”

“No, I want you to go, so you can find out what they’re doing with it.”

“So you’ll never try it?” Bethany asked.

“Try what?”

“Honeypots.”

“I just . . . no.”

“You don’t want the money?”

“I don’t think the money’s real.”

“Uh, I got a hundred dollars this week.”

“Bait and switch,” Meredith said. “I bet you never get any more money. They just want you to send your stuff for . . . their own purposes.”

“What purposes, do you think?” Bethany demanded.

“I’d love to know,” Meredith replied.

“Tell you what,” Bethany said, pausing to lift all the way off the stimulator so she could peer at the vial. “Okay, I’m at the halfway point.” She spread her vaginal lips and allowed the dildo back into her front hole. “Tell you what. I should be getting something close to two hundred dollars. And if I do, I’ll be ordering the upgrade. And I’ll give you this one. But you have to promise to use it. At least once.”

Meredith sneered and picked up the remote, because the Hudson river boat fire was apparently over and now it was just people talking about some kind of business thing.

“Deal?” Bethany said.

“Okay,” Meredith confirmed. “Deal.”




Chapter 9: Death Match

“Priscilla!” came the frantic voice in a surprisingly loud whisper from the next cage.

Priscilla opened her eyes, stared at the ceiling, gazed at the windows, noticed that the sun was almost up.

“Priscilla!”

Priscilla grunted but did not answer beyond that, slid off her bed groggily and went to her toilet, finished but chose not to flush until everyone else had been awakened.

“Priscilla!” the girl next door said again.

Priscilla went to the front corner of her cage.

“You need to stop calling me that, or you’ll get us both in trouble,” Priscilla whispered. “What do you want?”

“We need to talk,” Titania replied.

“About what?”

“Important things.”

“Like what?”

“Something that happened yesterday.”

“What happened yesterday?” Priscilla asked wearily. Overall, she liked Titania. The girl was friendly and energetic, and had proved a more than able lover when they’d been mated. But the girl had an overactive imagination. Or no, that wasn’t quite it. She occupied a different plane, perhaps, and every third day, there was something going on that Titania found urgent that no one else understood. But you had to humor Titania. If you didn’t, she wouldn’t shut up.

“I had to collect a gentleman’s semen,” Titania said.

“That’s nice,” Priscilla said quietly. “Did you make a new friend?”

“No, I never saw him or talked to him,” Titania said. “But I felt him. And I heard him.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, drawing away from the corner of the cage. Titania couldn’t see her through the solid walls that separated each girl, but Priscilla hoped she could sense the diminishment of her voice and would take the hint.

No such luck.

“He said something very important,” Titania persisted. “That I just figured out.”

“Tell me more,” Priscilla said resignedly, returning to the corner.

“When they brought him into the room where my lower half was waiting, I heard him ask a question. He said, ‘Where’s the regular girl?’ And the handler, you know the one, I think she was a scullery maid in an earlier life, she said, I could hear her say, ‘She’s not available today, but I think you’ll find this one very satisfactory. She’s also got a finely-tuned collection chamber.’ Or maybe she emptied chamber pots. Just a guess”

“That’s great,” Priscilla said, hoping again that the conversation was over.

“And then he performed his ablutions,” Titania continued.

“Ablutions?”

“You know,” Titania said, “the Cock of the Walk, Puss ‘n Boots, Bambi does Boston.”

“It was a Disney-themed encounter?”

“Good question,” Titania said. “I’ll have to check that out. But I enjoyed it. And I gave as good as I got. I really hugged that Lincoln log.”

“And childhood toys,” Priscilla noted sadly.

“Who else has a finely-tuned collection chamber?” Titania asked.

“I don’t know.”

“You,” Titania said, voice rising. “You do!”

“Wait, where were we?” Priscilla asked. “I’m lost.”

“The man who used my tunnel of love had been using someone else’s grove of enlightenment before me.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said.

“And whoever it was, she also had a finely-tuned Café du Monde,” Titania said. “So it must have been you.”

“Plenty of other girls have tight vaginas,” Priscilla said.

“But you and I stand out,” Titania said.

“I guess.”

“Who else would they give to him if you weren’t available?” Titania asked. “It would have to be me.”

“Okay.”

“You’ve been going down there, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” Priscilla admitted. She’d never been inclined to talk about her weekly trip to the first floor, where her lower half would be slid through a hole into another room and she would be strapped and tied and spread and penetrated by the same man, week after week, ostensibly for medical reasons but, she was certain, not really. He simply liked the feel of her hole so much it had become an addiction, and he and his doctor and the lab had figured out a way to accommodate that urge for, she was certain, a considerable sum of money. The most important player in all of it was Priscilla, of course, who got nothing but room and board and the fleeting pleasures of attention from a man she could not see.

The man was married, she imagined. And he was circumcised.

“It must have been you,” Titania said.

“I guess,” Priscilla said. A toilet flushed in one of the cages to her left. The world beyond her window was glowing bright. The other girls were starting to wake up. She didn’t want to have this conversation during regular hours.

“Afterwards,” Titania said, “he held my leg. He kissed my foot.”

“Okay, same guy,” Priscilla said. “He’s been doing that to me too.”

“I knew it!” Titania exulted, before her voice went very low and she hissed, “Don’t you know what this means?”

“No, what?”

“Death match,” Titania said.

“I don’t follow.”

“Two vaginas are going to Synergy,” Titania said. “Only one is coming back.”

“A lot of vaginas are going to the conference,” Priscila said. “At least three girls from here alone.”

“But only two top vaginas,” Titania said. “Yours and mine. And even now, they’re comparing them. And I think . . . I’m winning.”

“How do you figure?” Priscilla asked.

“No one kisses a foot like that unless it’s three feet from the best velveteen rabbit he’s ever grabbed out of the toy box.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said.

“And when they did that night study, they didn’t bother with me,” Titania continued, “only you. Because they already knew about me.”

“Well yeah,” Priscilla said. “If you say so.”

“But don’t you think it’s time for them to decide who’s is best? As in, officially?”

“Maybe they already know,” Priscilla said. “They spend a lot of time studying both of them.”

“I think it needs to be settled, once and for all,” Titania said.

“And only the winner comes back here?” Priscilla asked.

“Yes.”

“What happens to the loser?”

“I don’t make the rules,” Titania said ominously.

But could Titania read minds? Because yes, Priscilla thought hopefully, there was a chance only one of the two girls would be coming back from Synergy.

But not because of a death match.




Chapter 10: Meredith Produces

The money, $205.12, showed up in Bethany’s account the following Tuesday, and she held up her phone so Meredith could see the number, and she placed her order for a new stimulation and collection system, and Meredith, as good as her word, signed up that day and credited her sister for bringing her to Honeypots, and Bethany was exceptionally pleased, because now she had her first girl in her own Honeybunch.

The new equipment arrived Thursday, in an overnight package that Bethany snatched from the front porch before anyone else could see it, and she unpacked it and assembled it and synced her phone with the volume gauge, and that night after their bedroom door had been closed and all lights but the pumpkin had been turned off, Bethany set the new device on the floor next to the older kit, and she knelt between them naked and waited for Meredith to finish brushing her teeth.

“Ready?” she asked as Meredith exited the bathroom in a short black t-shirt and white string panties.

“Yeah, I’m ready to go to bed,” Meredith replied.

“Tonight’s the night,” Bethany said.

“I’m not going to get on that thing until it’s been washed,” Meredith said, dropping to her bed.

“I washed it this afternoon,” Bethany said. “Very thoroughly, just the way they say to do it on the website.”

“I don’t want to do it now,” Meredith said.

“We’ve talked about this,” Bethany said. “You promised you’d do it the first night after my kit came.”

“Can you leave?” Meredith asked.

“And go where?” Bethany challenged.

“Go watch TV or something. Go have a snack.”

“What should I tell Mom when she asks me what I’m doing?”

“That you’re watching TV or having a snack,” Meredith replied.

“We already told her goodnight. She’s going to ask why I’m up again. She worries about that kind of thing.”

“So if I do it now, you’re going to do it too?” Meredith asked, her distaste obvious.

“I can just watch, and do it after you’re done.”

“That’s even creepier,” Meredith said.

“Agreed,” Bethany said. “We’ll do it together.”

“I’m not going to make anything,” Meredith said. “You get that, right?”

“You just have to try,” Bethany said. “That’s the deal.”

Meredith grabbed her t-shirt at the hem with both hands and pulled it over her head, her breasts bouncing, her nipples firmer than one might expect, and she tossed the shirt onto her bed, pushed down her panties, stepped out of them and looked at Bethany.

“Okay, get on,” Bethany said, pointing to the old contraption before she touched the tip of her new stimulator, moved her knees to either side of it, rose up.

Meredith dropped to her knees beside Bethany’s first device, reached between her legs, spread her lips, ran the edge of her thumb over the thick blonde hair growing above and around her vulva.

“I didn’t shave,” she said, looking down. “Was I supposed to?”

“It’s recommended,” Bethany said, parting her own lips above her new stimulator, black and long and slightly curved. “But not required.”

“And I’m not wet,” Meredith said. “Did they give you any lube?”

“Artificial lubricant ruins it,” Bethany said. “It’s the first thing they test for.”

“I’m not going to let it up me dry,” Meredith said. “I think I’m going to have to pass this time, for medical reasons.”

Bethan rose up and knee-walked over to Meredith’s device, straddled it, spread her lips and brought the blue dildo into her body, sliding up and down on it three or four times before she dismounted.

“Try it now,” she said, returning to her new kit.

“Seriously?” Meredith whispered.

“It’s all the same,” Bethany said. “We’re sisters. And I promise you, there’s nothing wrong with me down there.”

Meredith just stared at her sister through the orange glow of the pumpkin.

“I know you’ve let a boy tongue you,” Bethany said.

“So?”

“So you’ve had an unrelated boy’s spit in your mouth,” Bethany said. “That’s way worse than having your sister’s lubricant up your pussy. Now get it up you before my stuff dries out.”

Meredith had no more arguments left, so she returned to her earlier position, knees on either side of the equipment, lips spread, vaginal mouth an inch or two above the tip of the stimulation rod.

Bethany was in the same position over her own device, but she paused, waited, watching until Meredith gingerly descended, her eyes going wide and her jaw clenching as she allowed the tool within her, descending with exquisite slowness, every inch stretching her walls to at least twice the dimensions of a tampon on her heaviest day.

Halfway around the blue dildo, she began to pant, slowly, like a locomotive at the start of its run, but she soldiered on. Bethany, monitoring her sister’s progress from a position a little to the girl’s left, turned her attention to her own hole, spreading her lips wide to accommodate the new, longer and thicker stimulation rod, and she also gasped as her female chamber was forced around the unfamiliar girth.

“What if there’s blood in it?” Meredith whispered, grunting with the effort of another one-inch drop.

“Your period doesn’t start for another week,” Bethany replied.

“It’s just that it’s . . . big,” Meredith said.

“Please don’t tell me you’ve still got your cherry,” Bethany said, lifting herself up.

“No, I broke it years ago,” Meredith said with a gasp. “But damn, this thing kind of hurts.”

“Good hurt or bad hurt?” Bethany inquired.

Meredith said nothing, just looked down at her middle.

“They don’t like blood, but a little is okay,” Bethany said. “Don’t do it in the middle of your period, but first day, or last day, when you’re not cramping up, it’ll be fine.”

“How do you know if anything’s coming out?” Meredith asked. “I mean, not blood. Juice.”

“I couldn’t tell at all the first few times,” Bethany admitted. “But the less resistance, the more production. When you can barely feel it going in, that’s when you’ve hit your peak.”

“I’m always going to feel this thing,” Meredith said, and she rose up until all the but dildo’s pointed tip had left her body, and when she slid back down around it, something inside her changed.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said, reaching for her middle, parting her lips and her thick down with her ring and index fingers so she could tend to her clitoris with her middle finger.

For the first time since they’d begun arguing about this new business venture, Bethany looked at her sister with a hint of professional satisfaction instead of worry, and she lifted up and dropped and tapped her phone to life and pushed a button on the base of her collector, and a high-pitched whine issued from between her legs.

“What’s . . . that?” Meredith asked, opening her half-closed eyes and turning to regard Bethany with alarm.

“It’s things for my . . . my clit . . . and my . . . okay.”

“Your what?” Meredith demanded weakly.

“Other, wow, wow, hole.”

Meredith closed her eyes again, tilted her head up, continued massaging her vulva as she bobbed up and down on the stimulator.

Bethany was right. Once you’d settled into a rhythm and adjusted your thinking to this, the blue dildo felt like nothing, its impact on her senses mild but completely pleasurable. Yes, she was fully engaged, but not physically so much as mentally. Would a boy slide in and out of her hole just as easily, once she’d reached this point with him? Would he feel her? What if she was so wet he could feel nothing? He would have to just move faster, probably. Faster and deeper. And harder. And faster. So fast it would make them both groan, because it was so fast. And deep. And he would . . . he would . . .

“Oh . . . god . . .” Meredith mourned. “Oh . . . god . . . oh . . .  god . . . yeah, I’m . . . ohhhhhh.”

Meredith squirmed, bucked, shook, bounced, gasped and groaned as the unplanned and unexpected orgasm wracked her body, and when she was finished, she remained in place, the stimulator deep within her chamber, her hands on her thighs, head bowed, looking at the floor and at the thing between her legs. Once she’d regained her composure, she lifted up slowly, sighing as the rod left her grip, and she fell to her hands, paused there a moment before she drew one leg up, lifted herself upright, went to the toilet and wiped her vulva.

She returned from the bathroom to find Bethany more distracted than pleasured, adjusting knobs on her collector, rising and dropping and frowning at her phone. But every few moments, she squirmed, arched her back and drove her pelvis downward, her face registering simultaneous shock and enjoyment.

Meredith looked briefly at her sister, whose eyes were half-closed and not aimed at her, so she knelt to examine the little vial at the end of the collection tube.

It was difficult to see in this light, so she unscrewed it and held it up before the orange pumpkin, was surprised to see that she had in fact produced something, the bottom tenth of the vial occupied by a thick, clear liquid that glinted in the orange glow, casting rays of white light, blue, green. It was beautiful, in its own way, and what Meredith held in her hand was worth something too. Twenty dollars, maybe, if Bethany’s earnings could be trusted. And all she’d had to do was orgasm.

She capped the vial and slipped it behind her underwear in her top drawer, brought her collection kit to the tub, ran water over it, returned to the bedroom and slipped it under her bed and pulled the covers back, put on her t-shirt and panties, and lay down, finished for the night.

Bethany arrived soon afterward, her climax a little weak by the standard set in the last few days, but then, she had been preoccupied by her new equipment and her phone app, which kept a faithful record of her production, and an impressive record as well, the vial now at an estimated 23 percent full.

And it was still a solid climax, the girl groaning for 30 seconds, drawing in her breath and gasping out, shaking and arching and issuing the usual “oooh, ooooh, ooooh” at the end.

Once she was done, she looked at Meredith, who was on her side with her face toward the wall.

“What did you think?” Bethany asked. “Not a bad way to make money?”

“If they pay me for it,” Meredith replied.

“Oh, you’ll get paid,” Bethany promised. “They’ve given me more than three hundred dollars so far.”

“What if they don’t like my stuff?”

“It’s the same as mine, I’m sure,” Bethany said.

“I’m sure it’s somewhat different,” Meredith offered.

“You’re going to keep doing it?” Bethany asked.

“This week, yeah,” Meredith said. “And if I get paid, maybe I’ll keep going.”

“So you think it’s normal now.”

“No,” Meredith replied. “It’s still weird. And I still want to know why they want it. But if it pays, and no one finds out I’m doing it . . . maybe.”

“Think you could do it all weekend?” Bethany asked.

“You mean like you?” Meredith asked. “Probably not, since I have an actual life.”

“You could make four hundred dollars.”

“You can’t even make that much in two days.”

“I could with help,” Bethany said.

“What do you mean?”

“There’s a collection lab in town,” Bethany said. “They’ve got weekend spaces for a few more girls.”

“What are you talking about?” Meredith said, turning to look at her sister through the darkness.

“It’s an option,” Bethany replied cryptically.

“An option for what?”

“You go there,” Bethany said. “It’s called a Honey Hive, and—”

“Honey Hive?” Meredith repeated with a laugh.

“Yeah. And they figure out how to get it out of you. They can do all kinds of things that—”

“What kinds of things?” Meredith asked.

“They don’t go into detail on the website,” Bethany said. “Trade secrets, and you can’t talk about it afterwards. But the average girl makes about four hundred.”

“Friday night to Sunday night?”

“Yes.”

“What time do you come home Sunday night?”

“So you’re going to do it?”

“I did NOT say that,” Meredith retorted.

“But you’re considering it?”

“Not even that,” Meredith said. “I’m just curious.”

“What if I said you leave at six Sunday night?”

“Okay. Is that when it is?”

“I don’t know.”

“I would need that in writing,” Meredith said. “Exactly when am I leaving. Or they could drag it out to four in the morning and have to do school a few hours later.”

“I don’t think they’d do that.”

“And there are people there?” Meredith asked.

“Yes, they figure out everything. They call it optimizing.”

“Optimizing what?”

“Units per hour,” Bethan said. “They try different things on you and whatever works, they keep doing it.”

“So you’re basically getting paid to be molested,” Meredith said flatly.

“If you want it to be creepy, it can be,” Bethany countered. “Or, you’re just getting paid to let them help you make vaginal lubrication. Call it whatever you want.”

“It’s more weirdness then.”

“So you’ll consider it?” Bethany asked.

“We’ll see.”




Chapter 11: Meeting with Harper

“Hey, John,” Alyssa said, standing at the bars to his cage, a leash in her hand.

“Hey, Alyssa,” he said, sliding off his bed. “What’s up?”

“Lift your penis,” she said simply, and John went to the front of his cage, lifted his member out of the way and watched as Alyssa fastened the leash to the collar locked tight around his scrotum.

It was a late Sunday afternoon in mid-October, a few nights before the start of the Synergy conference, so John wasn’t particularly surprised that he was being taken. Maybe someone wanted to check something, or do some pre-show training. But Alyssa offered no answer to his question, and that was unexpected. Normally, Alyssa was willing to explain things. And the fact he was the only one in the male cageroom being secured at present surprised him as well.

A handful of males were going, John knew, a handful of females as well, and all of them were in for an ordeal, a five-hour trip from Savannah to Atlanta in secure transport, followed by two and a half days of unusual and potentially grueling work, speaking to strangers, answering questions, demonstrating the technologies and methodologies of the Sutton Mirabilis breeding enterprise.

It was an ordeal he was more than glad to suffer, of course. He’d been a virtual prison at Mirabilis since July, and there were certain things he missed. Running and swimming, for example. Waking up somewhere other than in a cage. Walking without chains, without a leash between his legs. And being anywhere but here, which was the only restriction Synergy was going to relieve. But the trade he’d volunteered for three months prior was entirely satisfactory to him. Every day – sometimes multiple times per day – he was partnered with the female stock of Mirabilis, and he maintained an overarching delight in the joys of penetrating a girl, moving within her, hearing her grunt, feeling her orgasm, and finally coating her insides with his semen in a completion that felt like the universe was trying to hug his soul.

Would he get a chance here and there for the same thing at the conference? Yes, most likely. Would representing Mirabilis there be a good decision? Probably.

Only when they’d left the male cageroom and the door had closed behind them did Alyssa answer his question – but then, only halfway.

“We’re going upstairs,” she said. “Fourth floor.”

“What’s going on up there?”

She said nothing more until they were in the elevator. “You’re going up there,” she said. “That’s all I know.”

John’s penis usually hardened during his walks to other places in the building, and because one of those places was the breeding room, the habit added to his breeding prowess. More often than not, he showed up ready to enter whatever female he’d been assigned to, with no need for staff or a non-ovulating teaser female to coax, provide manual stimulation, take him by mouth or perform some other manner of foreplay.

The top floor of Mirabilis was not the breeding room, but that didn’t matter to John’s manhood. Maybe it was the mild stimulation of being leashed. Maybe it was the possibility of some kind of pleasure on the top floor, for such had happened before. Or maybe it was the presence of Alyssa. She was always fully-clothed, but John could not help but look at her black-hair and the pretty blue eyes behind her round glasses and wonder how she kept the hair down below, what her breasts looked like, how firm her nipples got when she was aroused, how her vagina felt.

Whatever the cause, John’s penis was as firm as it ever got, seven inches of rigidity, a sort of third entity riding the elevator with John and Alyssa.

She looked down at it, looked back up, smiled.

“Will I need it tonight?” he asked.

“I think so,” Alyssa replied. “I’m just supposed to put you on a long chain in the holding cage and leave you there. Maybe someone’s being brought to you, but I’m not sure.”

The door opened, and John followed Alyssa into the large, half-unfinished fourth-floor space. This was the home for the one-offs, for everything from spare furniture and equipment to leading edge technologies, the place where Harper could entertain stray ideas in what was otherwise a tightly-managed breeding enterprise. Resting on its cream-painted concrete floor were tables, cabinets, a chair or two. More permanent were the sinks, the exposed ductwork and wiring, and a handful of cages for the confinement of males and females who weren’t part of the general population, or needed to be separated for some other reason. John had been held up here in the first few days after he crawled up, literally, from the river that marked the property’s back edge.

And then, here was the “wombinator,” its pale flashing lights and its five darkened tanks representing a technology so revolutionary John’s provincial mind at first relegated it to the realm of abomination. After a few months of gestation, the fetus is removed from its mother’s body and installed here to finish preparing for independent life. All that a developing human needed had been anticipated, from the ideal blend of nutrients pumped through its umbilical cord to the sounds its mother made, and even her movements, tracked through a sensor pinned to her labia and transmitted wirelessly to the artificial womb. Sound was piped through the fluid, motion delivered through advanced hydraulics. Listen carefully to it from anywhere on the fourth floor and you’d hear heartbeats and soft female voices and the swirls of amniotic fluid.

There were four fetuses here at the moment. A child was born from here every few months, delivered to parents who were invariably not told of their new child’s unusual genesis. Harper had her own reasons for keeping that detail confidential, but she couldn’t be accused of hiding a defect. The Apgar scores of the wombinator children were consistently above average. Abnormally so, according to rumor. How would they do in school? Would they be brilliant, creative, unusually humane, particularly enlightened? Too early to tell. The technology was still young.

Alyssa brought John to the largest of the cages, not unlike the place where he was kept downstairs, with a bed, sink, open shower and toilet, and he walked in and she shut and locked the door and he turned to have his leash removed.

Perhaps Harper was too strict. Mirabilis, it should be recalled, required that all members of the breeding population be confined and restrained, or both, at all times, even during insemination, and perhaps this policy was unnecessary. The corporal punishment meted out for disobedience, carelessness, rudeness, was perhaps a little extreme too, given it often resulted in tears and shouts from all but the most stoic gestators. And no one directly involved in the breeding arts here was ever allowed clothing, regardless their will to modesty, decorum, or fashion sense. But there was a logic to it all. Where breeding was concerned, these were not people, really. Some were penises, so named because they bore a tool perfectly designed to deliver sperm to egg. And some were gestators, so named because they housed those eggs just above the equipment designed to position those eggs for fertilization and gestation, and they maintained the tool uniquely designed to stimulate the penis in such a way that the sperm must be expelled. But all this equipment belonged to independent and unpredictable entities, who might pursue other objectives than the fertilization of the approved egg by the approved sperm. The boys (and girls, in some instances, who had penises but considered themselves female) might wander off, get lost, launch some new enterprise in which their organs ended up doing the wrong things in the wrong bodies. And the girls (who on occasion identified as male) were also vulnerable to distraction, to the opening of legs and the spreading of lips and the welcoming of penises that didn’t belong and would inevitably spew semen that didn’t need spewing. And then, what other trouble might a free breeder get into? Alcohol and drug use, some injurious mishap, an infectious disease that could interfere, genetically or gestationally, with the issuance of an optimized human being. Even the nudity made sense, perhaps, enabling staff to monitor and control each breeder’s equipment, and ensuring that there would be no delays when it was time to bring that equipment together for the purposes of profitable conception.

And so after Alyssa unlocked and removed the leash John wore on his trip to the fourth floor, she put it up and retrieved what was called a tether, simply a longer chain that gave John the run of his cage and, should his cage door be open, limited access to the rest of the floor. John stood at the front of his cage, raised his erect penis, watched as the restraint was applied to his collar and the other end was padlocked to the bars of his cage.

Finished securing him, Alyssa stood, looked at him with her blue eyes, and John stared back.

“Don’t masturbate,” she said.

“I kind of figured that,” John said. “How long will I be here?”

“I don’t know,” Alyssa replied. “I haven’t been told much at all.”

“Does this mean I’m not going to Synergy?” John asked.

“I haven’t heard anything like that,” Alyssa said, continuing to talk as she backed toward the elevator. “They just told me to get you and put you on a tether up here. Maybe someone wants to check your health.”

“Okay,” John agreed. “Thanks.”

He watched Alyssa until she vanished into the elevator, and once she was gone, he looked down at his penis, softening somewhat now there was no female to talk to him or secure his genitals. He’d done no breeding today. There was no one sufficiently fertile, apparently, among his assignees. Nor had any vaginas been brought to the male cagerooms to provide the usual, twice-daily exercise, meaning John’s last release had been more than 24 hours ago – an unusually long time by lab standards. But then, things were always a little quieter on Sundays.

Only once did he imagine touching himself, wondering if he could get away with ejaculating before he was asked to do whatever it was he was needed for here, but he refrained. If they didn’t catch him in the act, they might be able to ferret out his indiscretion from the reduced volume of ejaculate recorded on his next release. He had a spotless record so far at Mirabilis, and he didn’t want to ruin it now. Nor did he want the punishment, a day with his penis caged and untouchable.

Five minutes later, to John’s relief, the elevator door opened and Harper emerged. And it was just Harper, stern and professional, a hard blonde whose curves seemed unintentional but that John had reveled in when she’d used her mouth or vagina to assess him.

“Hi, Harper,” John said, peering at the woman curiously as she approached his cage. She was in her usual jeans and white shirt, simple white sneakers. But something about her was different.

“Hello, John,” she said. “Last orgasm?”

“Yesterday afternoon,” he said.

“I want to get pregnant,” she said bluntly, looking between the bars and into his eyes.

In a place full of surprises, this was another, an announcement – or confession – from the business owner that seemed completely out of place, even inappropriate.

But John liked Harper. Perhaps he even loved her. Yes, she carried herself like his overbearing mother, but there was probably nothing Oedipal going on, any more than there ever was when a man desired the motherlike. It was more a matter of familiarity, the pursuit of a known personality template to reduce by some degree the mysteries of the feminine.

And so John read between the lines of Harper’s declaration, as did his penis, and while the latter hardened and lifted with impressive speed, his mouth spoke.

“And you’d like some help with that?” he asked.

Harper laughed in her peculiar, husky way, but she seemed sincerely amused.

“Everything’s ready,” she said, looking down at her middle, and John had no doubt what she meant.

“You’re not the only one I’m going to try with,” she said.

John nodded, expecting as much. Among the early disabusals of his time here was the quaint notion of exclusive partners. You bred with whom you were assigned. You practiced with whoever was sent to your cage.

“You made the list because you’ve got some non-white blood,” she said. “That’s the first reason. The second is that you make as much sperm as anyone here. And the third is that you’re discreet. I don’t need anyone talking about this. I know how rumors circulate here, and if the word gets out, it gets out, but I don’t want it to, and I know you’ll respect that.”

Harper cocked an eyebrow, one of her more masculine gestures, and looked at John, waiting.

If he had any reservations about this, he could share them now, he knew, and he’d be returned to the male cageroom and nothing further would be said. And perhaps he might find some reason to object, something about fornication or single moms or patriarchy, some tenet from his strict religious upbringing that had somehow survived until this moment. Boys, religious or not, could be inscrutable too.

“I’ll do my best,” John said, using words he used to speak with faithful earnestness that were now tinged with irony, and Harper smiled and stepped over to a table to undress, unbuttoning her shirt, laying it flat, kicking off her sneakers, pushing down jeans and panties, unhooking her bra and – bare-mounded, with her breasts bouncing – she returned to his cage door, unlocked it and pulled it wide.

John stepped back and Harper went to his bed, sliding down the cover and the top sheet.

“On your back to start off with, we’re doing foreplay,” she said, and John obeyed, sitting on the bed, adjusting the chain that ran to his testicles, slipping it beneath his thigh as he fell to his back, all of him horizontal but his achingly firm penis.

Were John burdened by any lingering hope that this was something more than insemination, that he and Harper were about to connect personally, intimately, romantically, Harper’s next action confirmed nothing but the opposite. Standing at the head of John’s bed, she raised her leg, dropped her foot next to his ear, put down her knee and climbed above, her vulva positioned just above his mouth, and she didn’t wait to engage, her mouth immediately down around John’s tip, her tongue circling his circumcised head and pressing at the opening there, an act not so much of arousal or stimulation but more, one might guess, a search for pre-ejaculate.

This moment might be the first where Harper planned to take semen during ovulation, but she was no stranger to the fine points of male reproduction, both its biological and interpersonal constructs. Indeed, within hours of making John’s acquaintance, she had provoked him to orgasm by hand and mouth, and took him up her vagina soon thereafter, although not on that occasion to conceive.

But that was the goal now, and the placing of tongue against the little hole in John’s penis would tell Harper when he was nearing completion, for she knew the taste of that first clear juice that bubbled up from the depths of the male pelvis, and knowing it was there would tell her how close the rest of his juice was to emerging.

Meanwhile, John took but a moment to look up at the proprietor’s glistening vulva before he raised his tongue to it, his mouth immediately deluged by the ovulatory potions and lubricating tonics that spilled from her parted lips.

John lapped hungrily at Harper’s sexual opening, at both the yielding texture of her folds and the cocktail of her tastes – musky, sweet, earthy, salty – driving him to another station of arousal. A station of madness, really.

Was this pussy worship? Was John worshipping Harper’s pussy?

If there was a line that John refrained from crossing yet, between the artificial sanctimony of his upbringing and the raw carnality human breeding demanded, it was this one. No, he did not worship the pussy, because the pussy was not worthy of worship. To worship the pussy would be idolatry, a violation of the first commandment, a step too far in John’s mind.

He’d heard the term more than once, here at Mirabilis, from the other males, and had always dismissed it as sacrilege.

But what is religion, really, if not a state of being, an essence of mind and body? One might point to Biblical verses and their interpretation and the Commandments and the beatitudes and prayers and the rumors of the power and the glory, or one might live it, shake and quiver amid forces beyond one’s ken, writhe against forces too strong for word or writ or dogma.

And was this not exactly what John was doing, his whole form shaking across the length of the single mattress while he drank from the gates of heaven, and as a citizen of that holy place worked at his other end, her mouth clamped tightly around his penis, licking his head and searching for precum?

Harper rose, untangled herself, planted her feet on the floor.

“Missionary,” she said, and John sat up, scooted off the bed, his tether trailing behind him, and he and the woman traded places, she lying back with her head on the pillow, looking at the ceiling and opening her legs.

John did not exactly pounce, but he wasted no time getting back on the bed, kneeling between her knees, lowering his penis to her wet opening, pushing inside.

The hole was tighter than he’d remembered it from last time, and he wondered if some combination of fertility and arousal had changed the makeup of her sheath, thickening the lining or adding tone to the muscle. But whatever it was, it was good, and John set to work, sliding in and out on the way to as full an orgasm as he could give to the lab.

Harper, however, had other ideas.

“Take your time,” she said, and she put her hands against John’s hips and held him in place, his penis halfway into her body and frozen there. He could have resisted, of course. He could have pulled back, pushed forward, broken her grip and gotten all of his rod back up her warm chamber. Such would not have been consistent with decency, however, or the culture of the lab. Entering another body, whether done for conception or exercise, was a privilege here, done only where and when allowed, and at whatever pace was prescribed. Women ran this institution, and any penis that felt or acted otherwise would suffer, up to and including the ultimate punishment: a one-way walk to the front gate, a final bank transfer for all he or she was owed, with some portion reserved on a debit card so they could buy their own transportation home.

So John waited, allowing Harper to draw him forth when she wanted, her eyes going wide as she forced all of him back up her front opening. And when she wanted all but his tip out of her, and needed him to pause in that position, he obeyed, and waited again. And it all made sense. The longer they dallied, the greater the volume of his semen and the attendant sperm, the wetter her vagina, the stronger their orgasms, all established factors in the desired outcome.

For 10 desperate minutes, Harper toyed with John, pulling him in and sliding him out and driving him to an urgent place, penis swollen and unbendable, seed and the white ocean home of that seed building up within the vault of his loins.

How did Harper decide when it was time? She lacked due to gender the experience to sense through the penis his optimal readiness, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t thoroughly versed in the science of the male orgasm. She had watched male bodies cum countless times, had seen the way male faces contorted before and during the event, had watched shoulders hunch and thighs strain and backs arch and lungs draw shallow breaths, and she knew all she needed to.

“Now,” she said, her nails driving into John’s hips and pulling him all the way inside. And then she let go, and John knew these last moments would be his to engineer, and he concentrated on his own pleasure now in the certainty that what felt best to him was also what should work best, and he shook and thrust and rammed himself so fiercely up Harper’s sheath she cried out with what sounded to John like discomfort, his pelvis banging against hers, the chain dangling from his scrotum swinging against her anus. But if she wanted it to stop, she would have said so, John knew, so he soldiered on, confident all was good, moving toward release. Had he been questioned at this moment about thrusts so assertive they provoked cries of distress from his partner, John would most likely have been unable to articulate the principles. But were one to ask him later, the answers would come easily enough. The vagina is by design very sensitive, which makes the insertion pleasurable up to a point, but which can be overtaxed by a male organ as that organ pursues its own pleasure, driving deep and fast, rubbing soft walls raw, and swelling and going deep one last, excruciating time as it spits and grinds.

And so it was for Harper, mouth and eyes open in shock as one of her well-trained males practiced his art within her hole, finishing with a pounding flourish and, in the last moments, burying to the hilt his penis while his shaft convulsed, all the maleness from his loins to his tip devoted to flooding the depths of her chamber with semen, and John grunted with profound pleasure, almost all of his mind absorbed in surviving the ravishments of orgasm, just a little of his remaining consciousness reminding himself to line up his penis tip with Harper’s cervix, so that some measure of his release would wind up in that second female chamber.

As his climax ebbed, John continued to thrust, both to ensure the delivery of every drop of cream, and because the embrace of Harper’s slick sheath was still a pleasant sensation.

“Press against my clit,” Harper commanded, and John shifted accordingly, sliding up and angling down and continuing to insert his mostly-firm penis so that the bone above his pelvis struck Harper’s clitoris rhythmically a dozen times, a dozen times more.

Harper stiffened, eyes closed, her head tilted away from John and her back arched, her hands grasping the sheets on either side of her hips, and she remained fixed in that position as she climaxed, enduring an event considered doubly useful at Mirabilis, both pulling semen deeper into the reproductive tract, and providing the participant a reward for her cooperation.

“Ahhh!” Harper shouted as if being burned. “Ohhhhh ahhhhhhhh.”

It was an unusual reaction, but John understood it well enough, particularly because it was accompanied by the tightening of her vagina and the spasming of her uterus, the latter quivering against John’s softening tip, and he waited until she was done to ease out of her, her hands relaxing against the sheets, the arch in her back going straight, her eyes closed and her breathing deep but steady. He looked between her legs and eyed the sad waste that always occurred at this point in things, the excess cream clinging to his penis and, as his tip left her body, pearling up at Harper’s hole and running down from there to her anus.

How many tens of millions of sperm were lost this way? John wondered, imagining a nation of flagellating wonders who would never reach their destination, who would continue to thrash until they gave up.

But then, it took just one successful adventurer to make a new life.

Harper stretched, doubled up her legs and, without looking at John, rolled off the bed and stood, her back to him.

“You’ll spend the night here,” she said. “I’ll have dinner sent up, and yesterday’s New York Times,” and you’ll go back to the penis room tomorrow morning.”

“Sounds good,” John said.

“We’ll be shipping you to Synergy tomorrow night. Tomorrow’s going to be a long day.”

“I’ll see you there Tuesday?” John asked.

“At some point, yeah, tomorrow or the next day,” Harper said, exiting the cage, stepping to her clothes and putting them on.

She returned to the cage and closed and locked the cage door and released John’s collar from its tether.

“You can masturbate tonight, once,” she said. “But after midnight, save it. You’re on tomorrow’s breeding schedule.”

“Sure,” John agreed.

Harper was almost at the elevator when John spoke again.

“Hey, Harper,” he said, and she stopped and looked back at him. “I hope it’s mine.”




Chapter 12: Arriving at a Honey Hive

A little before 4 on a Friday afternoon in late September, Bethany and Meredith were making their way through a light industrial district on the outskirts of Portland, looking for a suite number in a neighborhood where suite numbers were hard to come by.

“Nothing here says Honeypots,” Meredith noted as Bethany, at the wheel, drifted past a long, squat building housing a row of gratuitously unrelated businesses, a balloon and party shop, a custom rubber stamp maker, a medical tubing supplier, a t-shirt screen printer.

“Maybe it won’t say Honeypots,” Bethany ventured. “They can be a little secretive at times.”

“Okay, there’s a number,” Meredith said, staring over the door of a label printing shop. “M. It says M.”

“We want I-J,” Bethany said.

“M is close,” Meredith said. “Wait, what was the street number again?”

“5480.”

“Never mind, this is 5472,” Meredith said. “Keep driving. There’s another building past the dumpsters.”

“If that’s 5480, that means the building numbers are getting higher,” Bethany said.

“So?”

“But if I-J is this way, that means the suite numbers, I mean suite letters, the letters are getting lower,” Bethany explained. “They should get higher when the building number gets higher.”

“You’re overthinking it,” Meredith said. “Just keep driving, we know it’s not back there.”

Meredith spotted a suite G over a door two more buildings down, this structure L-shaped, with a mortgage company and a computer repair firm facing the street, and more shops down the side.

“I bet it’s down there,” she said, pointing, and Bethany pulled in, rounded the building’s corner and coasted past a filing systems firm, a musicians’ supply house, a cryptocurrency desk.

“There’s J!” Meredith shouted. “And it even says Honeypots!”

Bethany stopped the car, threw it into reverse and eased into the next space beside a row of cars, trucks and SUVs.

“Last chance to back out,” she said, turning off the car and opening her door.

“I said I’m doing this,” Meredith retorted, exiting the car, and the girls crossed the parking lot to the glass door marked “J.” Beneath it was a small sign that read “Honeypots” and “Please enter at Suite I.”

“Nervous?” Bethany asked as they made their way down the sidewalk to the next glass door, this one with a sign that read “Honeypots, Welcome!”

“It’s just two days,” Meredith replied, reaching for the door. “How bad can it be?”

Bethany was in jeans, Meredith in black shorts, both in white t-shirts, with schoolbags slung over their shoulders, because that’s all they were allowed to bring. Food and all the other things a girl might need during 48 hours of vaginal lubricant extraction would be provided by Honeypots.

They found themselves in a small foyer, nothing but white walls, a door, a window of opaque, sliding glass, and, beneath it, a button that said “Press for Admission.”

Bethany put her finger against the button, and somewhere within the space a buzzer sounded, followed by the squeak of a chair, a half dozen footsteps, the sliding aside of the glass and the appearance of a woman’s face.

“Yes?” she said, looking from one girl to the other.

“I’m Bethany,” Bethany said. “Bethany Robinson. And this is my sister Meredith. We’re spending the weekend here.”

“Come through the door,” she said, and Meredith reached for the door, pushing it as it beeped, and the girls passed into a small office space, a desk and PC in one corner, a table with two chairs, a cabinet.

The woman grabbed two sheets from a tray on her desk, two pens from a cup, set them on the table.

“We already signed the online agreement thing,” Meredith blurted, adding before Bethany could shush her, “and there were some weird rules in it.”

“I know, this is just your intake confirmation,” the woman replied. “Fill in the blanks and sign it and we can take you back.”

Meredith sat first, peering carefully at the form, slowly filling in her name, address, birthdate and Social Security number. Bethany joined her, and the girls each signed their name at the bottom, stood and handed over the documents.

The woman returned to her desk, filed the forms, tapped on her computer.

“Someone will be out for you shortly,” she said. “You can have a seat while you wait.”

“Can we study?” Meredith asked, reaching for the school bag by her feet.

“You shouldn’t have to wait long,” the woman said, but Meredith unzipped her bag anyway, reached in and pulled out The Picture of Dorian Gray.

The door behind the woman’s desk opened, and a man in a white coat appeared.

“Bethany?” he asked.

“Hi there!” Bethany said, nearly leaping up, slinging her bag over her shoulder. “I’m Bethany!”

“C’mon back,” he said.

Bethany turned to Meredith, offered a little wave with the ends of her fingers, headed through the door, and Meredith watched until the door shut before she turned back to her book.

As part of her study of the Oscar Wilde classic, Meredith had learned that the author was gay, was very active about doing gay things, and had been convicted of being gay because that was illegal in England in the late 1800s. They called it “gross indecency.” She never understood what all the fuss was about. At her high school, Danny Sutcliffe was gay, and everyone knew it, and he went out with Nadran Madrassa and sometimes with Raphael Mars, and all three of them were cute, and Meredith was curious about what they did with each other, but she respected people’s privacy and wouldn’t have asked. She was sure none of it should be illegal, though.

If you read between the lines in Dorian Gray, you could sort of get a sense of how gay they were, because of the way the main characters were talking to each other. Stilted language, perhaps, but Meredith found it suggestive.

Supposedly boys sucked each other’s penises. That’s one thing they did. Sucked until the cum came out.

It was like they were hitting on each other, Dorian Gray, Lord Henry Wotton and Basil Hallward, and for a time Meredith turned the pages hoping she might arrive at some sort of consummation, veiled perhaps, only hinted at, but enlightening to her nonetheless. She got no such satisfaction, however, every pointed conversation among the men concluding with a last few words and nothing more.

Did anyone ever try to collect what boys made? Meredith wondered. Did they spend the weekend at a place like this, getting touched and rubbed until they squirted?

Boys also stuck their penises up each other’s rears, and they came that way.

“Meredith?”

Meredith looked up, startled, at the same man who’d brought her sister back. How long had it been? Maybe 10 minutes?

Meredith marked her place in her book, dropped it into her bag, zipped it and stood, noticed that her hands were shaking, and she wasn’t sure if it was because of what she’d been thinking about, or because she didn’t know what was going to happen next.

“Hi there,” said the man, shutting the door behind her. They had arrived at a short hallway, a door ahead and two to the side. “I’m the medical director here. Everyone calls me Don.”

“Hi, Don,” Meredith said.

“First stay here?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m really curious.”

“About what?” he asked, smiling at her as if she could ask him anything and he’d tell her the truth.

“Well . . .” she began, stepping back so Don could push open the door beside her. Inside was a small clinic room, no different from her gynecologist’s office, with a sink and counter and cabinets and places to sit, the space dominated by an examination chair.

Meredith, realizing quickly that she was going to have to undress, held her question, stepped in.

“We’re going to do a quick exam, get a few questions answered, and then you can go back,” Don said. “You can undress behind the screen there.”

Meredith set her bag down on a chair next to the sink, stepped behind the screen, noticed the hooks on the wall.

“So . . . everything off?” she asked.

“Yes, completely nude,” Don replied from his side of the screen. He didn’t seem at all embarrassed about having to say that. He must say it all day. He must have just told Bethany to get completely nude.

She started with her shoes, scuffed white canvas flats, loosening the laces, pushing them off, pulling off her socks and shoving them into the shoes. She pushed them against the wall beneath the hooks, looked down at her t-shirt, noticed that her nipples were showing, scowled and pulled it off, put it on a hook, removed her bra, confirmed that her nipples were as full and hard as they ever got, ignored them and hung up her bra and pushed her black shorts and her light blue panties down past her thighs, down to her ankles, stepping out of them and hanging them up next to everything else.

“What’s going to happen to my clothes?” she asked, noticing the little oval of lubricant in the crotch of her panties and refusing to be embarrassed about it. That is what she was here to make, after all.

“If I clear you for admission, I’ll give you a bag for everything and it’ll be waiting for you Sunday.”

“So I should just leave everything here for now?” Meredith asked, standing naked behind the screen and trying desperately to come up with more questions, because she knew once the conversation stopped, she’d have to step out and show herself to Don.

She’d been told to shave. The online instructions had asked that she remove all her pubic hair, everything between her legs and across her mound, and she’d parted with the dirty blonde carpet reluctantly, because it had first shown up when she was 11, and she liked it and had never done more than trim it before now. And with it gone, the slit that curved upward from her hole was completely exposed, a dark crease of femininity that she considered one of the most private parts of her body.

“Yes, just leave it,” Don said. “Just in case I can’t clear you for some reason.”

“What would make that happen?” Meredith asked, feet planted firmly behind the screen. It was best to know this now, she thought. If he mentioned something about her that was going to get her sent home, she’d rather hear it before she stepped from behind the screen. What if extremely hard, protruding nipples were an issue? Maybe her vagina wasn’t the right shape for the equipment they were going to put her on – a pronounced slit up the front, for example, like she had. If Don mentioned anything like that, she’d just put back on her clothes and say bye. Bethany had the car keys, but she could probably get them from her.

“If you’ve got a high fever, that’s a no-go,” Don said. “Or any sign of pelvic problems. Infection, heavy menstrual flow. Most girls pass, but come on out and let’s take a look.”

Meredith willed her right foot forward, and she stepped toward the edge of the screen, kept moving her feet until she had emerged completely, turning toward Don, her hands at her sides before she brought them together, hooking her fingers together over her vulva.

He barely glanced at her before he reached across the examination chair to pull down a long sheet of paper, tucking it in at the end, and he rapped the paper twice to indicate this was where she needed to sit, the sound like two sharp taps of a drum.

Thus commanded, Meredith sidled toward the chair, hands still clasped before her female opening, and she clambered up, the paper crinkling with a sound like thunder beneath her hands, her knee, her hip, her rear, her back, and once she was in position, reclining against the chair, with her feet in the stirrups and her legs splayed wide, she fixed her eyes on the ceiling and concentrated on keeping her face neutral.

Meredith had been seen naked by a male doctor before. Her first gynecologist was a man, and after a peptalk from her mother, she’d trooped in and endured a thorough but polite examination of everything down there, and he’d explained what he was doing and why and declared her fit and prescribed something for cramping, and that was that.

But this was different. This wasn’t for her health. It was for money. She was submitting to an intimate medical procedure as part of a job, and that was a first.

Mr. and Mrs. Demetriou hadn’t asked her to undress before she started babysitting Nikolai. There was no examination of female body parts prior to looking after the neighbor’s cat or the other neighbor’s cockatoo. She didn’t have to show her private parts to Planet Potato to start that ill-fated job. Of course, none of those jobs were predicated on her sexuality.

So here she was, staring at the ceiling and listening to the squeak of one of those rolling doctor’s chairs, and she knew that Don was wheeling himself up to look at her female opening, and she braced for the touch she knew was coming.

“Temperatures first,” Don said, his terse warning followed immediately with the insertion of a cold thermometer up her vagina, a second up her anus, and she breathed in and tried not to clench around either object.

“Cycle pretty regular?” Don asked, holding both thermometers in.

“Sort of,” Meredith replied. “At least 25 days, but it’s been six weeks or so a few times in the last year.

“Where do you think you are now?”

“It’s been um . . .” Meredith began, consulting a mental calendar, “10 days since I started my period.”

“Perfect,” said Don. “That means you might be ovulating, and we pay for that.”

“What do you mean?” Meredith inquired.

“Did you look at the agreement you signed at the website?”

“Yeah, most of it,” Meredith said.

“Your base is $400, but you’ll get bonuses for extra production,” Don said, pulling out the thermometers and peering at them. “And ovulating girls tend to make a lot more.”

“Okay,” Meredith said. She remembered a few paragraphs and a “schedule” in the agreement, but it was too complicated to remember. You got $400 no matter what, but then you could get extra for extra ounces. Meredith was going to do whatever they told her to do, and she was going to be happy with $400.

“Now, we’re going to take a brief look at your responsiveness,” Don said, standing and moving to a small cardboard box of latex gloves, pulling two out. “That means a little touching, and some stimulation.”

“Okay.”

“Ready?”

“Okay.”

Don pulled off the old gloves, pulled on the new pair, slid his chair up between Meredith’s legs and leaned forward, first doing a visual inspection of her vulva before he reached up and spread her lips.

Meredith was already producing, as she usually did this time of the month. She could feel the wetness on her lips, making them cool as they were parted and exposed to the air. This had been going on all afternoon, judging from the quantity, despite her nerves.

Meredith felt Don’s finger at her opening, and she braced for it to enter her, but all he did was stroke the place between her lips, above the mouth of her hole before he touched his wet finger to her clitoris, circling it and pressing it, the lubrication there adding the same delicious sensation she felt when she used her own wetted fingers to masturbate.

Don pulled her lips apart again, presumably to confirm that there was more fluid there than there had been a moment before, and Meredith guessed there was, because he stood, pulled off his gloves and threw them in the trash, and nodded to her.

“Okay, we’re going to get you fitted and send you back,” he said. “You look good.”

“Thanks.”

“Go ahead and climb down.”

Meredith slipped off the exam chair, the paper rattling beneath her.

“Pull a bag from the dispenser,” Don said, pointing to a yellow box mounted on the wall, “and go ahead and put all your things into it.”

“I brought some homework,” Meredith said.

“Two books, one notebook is the limit,” Don said. “No phone, no laptop.”

“I remember seeing that in the rules,” Meredith said. “Why no phone?”

“While you’re with us, you need to be focused on what you’re doing here,” Don said. “We used to let girls have phones, and they’d read something or get a text and get upset and dry up.”

Meredith stepped behind the screen to pack up her clothes, folding each garment, even her panties and bra, and slipping them neatly into a black bag that looked like something you put kitchen trash into.

Next went her phone, then her bookbag minus the two school books and the one notebook she was allowed to keep with her, and she stepped out from behind the screen, black bag in one hand, homework in the other, and looked at Don.

He gestured toward the counter next to the sink, and she set everything there.

“Now,” he said, “we’re going to walk a little further down the hall, and we’re going to introduce you to what we call collection protocol. You remember the term?”

“I saw it in the contract I signed, but I don’t remember what it said.”

“It didn’t say anything,” Don told her. “It’s a very confidential aspect of your time here. And some of it might be a surprise at first. So we’ll need you to cooperate, just like you promised when you signed the agreement, and we’ll get you through it and onto collection.”

“Can you give me a hint?” Meredith pleaded. “I sometimes have panic attacks.”

“There’s nothing to worry about,” Don promised. “Every girl who comes here gets through it just fine, and about three quarters come back at least once more, sixty-one percent two or more times.”

“Does it hurt?” Meredith asked.

“Rarely,” Don promised. “Some of it might be a little uncomfortable. You might not like some of it. But everything is meant to help you produce.”

Unconvinced, Meredith simply stood, naked but too anxious about other things to bother with covering her parts, so Don opened the examination room door and stepped into the hall, motioning her to follow, and she obeyed, trailing him through the door at the far end of the hall and into another space, this one devoid of furniture, equipment or any other features but a metal security door, and when Don closed the door behind her with an industrial clank, Meredith looked at the door in front of her and noticed that it was no standard interior barrier either, that it was metal, and solid, with a touchpad instead of a doorknob.

Don tapped the door and within 30 seconds it opened with a beep, making way for a young woman and a small cart.

The door closed behind her, and now Meredith understood that she was stuck here, between two unyielding doors, with a doctor of some kind and a girl little older than herself bearing equipment and other things, the most disconcerting of which was a belt of some kind, but with stainless steel parts and peculiar attachments.

“Hi,” the girl said.

Meredith grimaced back while her mind turned to the 25 percent of girls Don mentioned who came once and never returned.

“Meredith, this is Natalie, one of our prep technicians,” Don offered. “She’s going to get you geared up and then we can take you back.”

“Hey, Meredith,” the girl said, smiling again, the very picture of geniality.

“Hi, uh, Natalie,” Meredith said. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“So first, we need to get you labeled,” Natalie said, grabbing a marker, uncapping it, stepping up to Meredith and raising the marker to her right breast.

“You’re going to write on me?” Meredith said.

“It’s not permanent,” Natalie said, neatly inscribing “MEREDITH R.” in black ink just above her nipple. “It’ll be completely gone after three or four showers. Turn around.”

Meredith, looking down somberly at her breast and her name, turned and stood still while Natalie wrote more letters into her upper back, across her left shoulder blade.

“Good,” Natalie said, capping the pen and setting it down.

“What if I’m Black?” Meredith asked.

“What do you mean?” Natalie said.

“My name wouldn’t show up,” Meredith said. “I mean, if I was really Black.”

“We’ve got a few light colors,” Natalie said. “Yellow and white.”

“Oh,” Meredith said.

“Now we’re going to give you something to wear,” Natalie said brightly, picking up the mysterious belt. "Can you stand here, feet here and here, on the red squares, arms out to your sides?”

Meredith looked down, found the red squares painted onto the floor, faded a little with what she assumed was the scuffing of many other bare female feet.

“This is a collection belt,” Natalie said. “I assume this will be your first time in one?”

“It will,” Meredith affirmed, spreading her arms.

Natalie picked up the belt, opened in the back, and she stepped up before Meredith and passed it around the girl’s waist, bending so she could reach around to buckle it, her mouth inches from Meredith’s left nipple.

Meredith both heard and felt the click at the small of her back, and she suspected this was no ordinary buckle, that it was something that locked and required a key to open, a key that would remain in someone else’s possession.

The belt was heavy but not needlessly uncomfortable, the leather lining soft against Meredith’s skin. But there was more to the belt than what went around her waist, an assemblage of things hanging from the front whose purpose Meredith could only guess at.

“Next, we tighten it, and then I’ll set up your apparatus,” Natalie said, and she stepped behind Meredith, raised the belt from behind and did something else to it that produced a series of clicks, the belt’s circumference shrinking accordingly.

Meredith, by reflex, breathed in and tightened her abs, both behaviors Natalie was familiar with, apparently, and instead of continuing to adjust the belt tighter, she waited for Meredith to exhale, at which point she resumed whatever was making the belt click, stopping only when it was as tight as the favorite pair of jeans Meredith outgrew at 13 but insisted on wearing for another year because of how they made her butt look.

Meredith gasped, frowned, and looked down at the equipment dangling from the front of the belt, saw Natalie’s hand extend between her legs to grab the chains at the end, watch as it was pulled behind her and the chains were clicked in place, presumably also with some sort of locking mechanism.

These too were tightened, pulling what Natalie called the “apparatus” – a clear plastic cover with various fittings and attachments – up against the space between Meredith’s legs.

And here was a new torment, because this was a very sensitive part of Meredith’s body, and what was being forced against it wasn’t designed for comfort, or wearability.




Chapter 13: A Catch and a Closet

Indeed, as Natalie winched the two chains up against the back of Meredith’s belt, the peculiar design of the apparatus became increasingly obvious. There was a roughness against Meredith’s vaginal lips, not like sandpaper but not like panties either, more like something in between – knobs or bumps that brought a sensation a little too stimulating to be entirely comfortable.

Beyond her vulva, the equipment fit her with what felt like airtight exactitude, a rubber lining pressed firmly all around her genitals.

“How does it feel?” Natalie asked after the adjustments were complete.

“A little tight,” Meredith replied, stating the obvious. “Do I have to wear this all weekend?”

“No,” Natalie said, “it’ll come off regularly, whenever you’re put on other equipment. But you’ll spend a lot of time in it.”

“Will I sleep in it?”

“Yes,” Natalie said. “You’ll be cathetered at bedtime.”

“Cathetered?”

“A tube up your urethra,” Don explained.

“We don’t want you to urinate in the belt,” Natalie said. “That ruins the collection.”

“Okay,” Meredith said, wondering if there was any room for negotiation. She’d never had anything put up the place where pee came out, and she didn’t want that done here. She could hold it all night. She was usually able to do that. So she’d leak whatever honey she leaked into her belt, have it removed as soon as she woke up, release pee in a toilet.

“Let’s go over the belt,” Natalie said. “First, the collection vial. It’s at the lowest point of the apparatus, right under your vagina.”

Natalie looked at Meredith expectantly, so Meredith bent, confirmed that a vial, about twice the size of the containers she and Bethany used at home, had been screwed into the bottom of what had been pressed against her vulva.

“Now, the clitoral port,” Natalie continued, crouching before Meredith, and she tapped the place where it covered the top of Meredith’s slit. “There’s a little door here, that we can adjust. Can you see it?”

Meredith bent again, this time to peer at a pair of small sliding doors that covered the length of her upper vulva, and as she watched, Natalie began adjusting the doors, sliding one up, pushing the other down, reaching in with one finger to find her clitoris, then positioning the doors so that they exposed only that part of her female area.

“You’ve got a good-sized clit,” Natalie observed, pulling the sensitive tissue out through the cover’s opening. “Is this its usual prominence?”

Meredith sucked in her breath, too stimulated to feel much embarrassment.

“I don’t know,” she said, her voice a grunt. “I don’t really pay attention to it.”

“But it does swell up during arousal?” Natalie persisted, continuing to hang on to the engorged flesh, turning it side to side with the air of someone inspecting delicate equipment.

“Uh,” Meredith gasped. “Yeah . . . I guess so.”

“Your clitoral port will usually be open, for stimulation,” Natalie said. “But we’ll close it anytime we think necessary.”

“Okay,” Meredith said.

Natalie turned to Don. “Her clit’s big enough for a catch,” she said and, still crouching, she turned to the cart’s second shelf and grabbed something from it, small and blue.

“Okay, hold still,” she said, and Meredith struggled to obey as her organ was once again pulled through the little port and stretched out. But this time, Natalie wasn’t just inspecting Meredith’s clitoris. After studying it, extending it and pinching it, she raised the little blue object and slid it over the flesh, forcing a gasp from Meredith as the unknown device bit into her clitoris, bringing first pain before a sudden maddening pleasure surged up from her sex organ to the rest of her body.

“Ahh!” Meredith shouted. “What is that?”

“It keeps your clitoris elongated,” Natalie replied without sympathy, turning back to the cart, grabbing something else from the lower shelf.

“Bend over, hands on your knees,” Natalie said.

Her misgivings growing, Meredith obeyed, her eyes following Natalie and whatever she was holding as the tech stood and moved behind Meredith. This object was small and black, pointed at one end, flat at the other, its purpose unknown but sinister in Meredith’s mind. As soon as she lost sight of that object, her eyes moved to the thing on her clitoris, its deceptively soft blue coating concealing either hard plastic or metal, its bite around her aroused pink organ almost too much to bear. But the new wash of lubricant oozing between her lips made clear its purpose and confirmed that Natalie knew what she was doing.

Meanwhile, Meredith felt something against her anus, realizing with dread that the black object Natalie had grabbed from the cart was going inside her – inside her rear hole.

“Ahh!” Meredith shouted again, pressing her fingertips against her kneecaps, her knuckles going white. “What?”

“I’m putting a sensor in your anus,” Natalie said, continuing to push, the hard plastic stretching Meredith’s rear opening.

“Sensor for what?” Meredith demanded with a gasp.

When Natalie didn’t answer, too busy working to get the object lodged inside Meredith’s chamber, Don chimed in. “Physical indicators,” he said. “It tells how you’re doing, what you’re reacting to, what you like and don’t like.”

Natalie finished pushing the object in, took off her gloves and went to the sink to wash her hands. “It hooks into a little wi-fi network we have here,” she said. “We can watch data in real-time, adjust on the fly, keep you going beyond what you’d be able to do for yourself.”

Meredith straightened slowly, her legs weak, her breath shallow.

“They’re really uncomfortable,” Meredith said. She meant her words as a warning. Or as a notice. She’d tolerate them now. She’d cooperate while Don and Natalie were standing next to her. But as soon as she had the chance, they’d both be removed.

What Natalie next pulled from the cart suggested she had already anticipated this thought, however: a pair of stainless steel cuffs, which she looped through small rings at the left and right of Meredith’s belt.

“Give me your hands,” she said, and Meredith once again obliged despite her misgivings, dropping her arms to her sides, watching as first her left and then her right wrists were tightly cuffed beside her hips.

“These are what we call positional aids,” Natalie said. “Anytime we need you held in a certain position, we’ll use the appropriate aid.”

Meredith swallowed but said nothing. What had she expected? She was playing a key role in a business enterprise, and businesses didn’t play around. If they wanted milk from a cow, juice from an orange, vaginal lubricant from a girl, they’d figure out how to get it. Cows and fruit couldn’t volunteer, but girls could, and Meredith had, and now she was bound and penetrated and clamped, and she knew she was making juice because she could feel it coming out.

She didn’t want that thing on her clitoris. She didn’t want her anus reamed. But she could do nothing about it now, her hands secured helplessly at her sides, no way to pull the sensor out of her butt, no way to remove the maddening catch from her screaming clit.

“How long is that thing going to be up me?” she asked.

“It varies,” Natalie said, turning to the door she’d walked through. “If you produce consistently under a few common kinds of stimulation, it might come out later today. And you probably won’t sleep in it.”

“Probably?” Meredith queried.

“If you make a lot while you’re sleeping, someone might want to look into that.”

“Look into what?” Meredith demanded, immediately wincing. Something about the way her posture changed when she asked the question forced the rough edges of the plastic cover against her vaginal lips, which were growing more sensitive under the same duress that was troubling her other parts.

Natalie laughed, because there were two possible meanings here.

“Look into why you’re producing at night,” she said. “Behaviorally, I mean. Psychologically. What your mind’s doing at night. They probably won’t need to look into your actual vagina.”

“That thing in my ass can tell you what I’m dreaming?”

“No, it’s not that sensitive. But it can detect REM sleep, and arousal levels, and even nightmares and sex dreams.”

“I don’t dream about sex,” Meredith declared.

“Yes you do,” Natalie shot back. “You just don’t remember them. Follow me.”

Meredith stepped forward, passed through the door and into another short hall with three more doors in it, one ahead and two to the right.

Meredith stepped forward cautiously, getting used to a half dozen new sensations with every step, all of them outrageous in one way or another, including the steady stream of fluid passing from her female hole.

Natalie closed the door behind them, leaving Don to his own devices.

“We’re going into what we call the visual room,” she said.

Meredith nodded, as if she understood, but Natalie was clearly not fooled.

“Sexually, on average, men are more visual than women,” she said. “But women can be visual. Very visual in some cases. There’s just more variety between women, and in the same women, under different circumstances.”

“Yeah,” Meredith agreed, because it made sense to her. She’d looked at things now and then, online.

“But some of the difference has to do with social expectations,” Natalie continued. “It’s considered less acceptable for females to use pornography, so they just don’t.”

Yes, also true, Meredith thought.

“We’ll need you to do your best to forget all that,” Natalie said. “I’m going to put you in a viewing booth, and we need you to interact with it as honestly as you can.”

“Interact?” Meredith said. “Is there someone on the other side?”

“No,” Natalie said. “Just look at what interests you. No one will know. We don’t track it. The app is completely autonomous. It tracks whatever you’re looking at, and it will give you more of it. Just look at wherever you want. It’s between you and the app.”

“Okay, sure,” Meredith agreed, looking back to make sure the door between them and Don was still closed. “I have a question.”

“Shoot.”

“Where does our stuff end up?” she asked, lowering her voice. “It’s supposed to be a total secret, I know, if you’re just doing it at home. But you tell the girls who come here, right?”

“No,” Natalie said. “No one here is going to tell you that, because no one knows.”

“Don’t you wonder, though?” Meredith asked, voice rising. “Don’t you think we should be told?”

“It’s a trade secret,” Natalie said. “Like the formula for Coke. We do our jobs, we get paid, and no one worries about it. And you probably shouldn’t either.”

Meredith scowled, but she didn’t completely lose hope. Maybe that’s just what they told new girls on the first day. By the end of the weekend, after she’d filled a gallon bucket with her juice, she’d have earned Honeypots’ confidence, and they’d reveal all.

Could she produce a gallon in the next 48 hours? No, that was probably an exaggeration. But with the way her pussy was sizzling right now, maybe it wasn’t that far off.

Natalie pushed open the second door on the right, drawing Meredith into a small room lined with more than a dozen little doors – doors to the left and right, more doors ahead, most of them secured with a simple bolt latch, some unlocked.

To Meredith’s immediate right, someone was muttering, her voice at first unintelligible until Meredith focused on the words: “Oh, yeah? . . . You’re gonna do it again? Oh, I bet you will. I bet you . . . oh, damn you. Damn you! Uh! Uh!”

Natalie guided Meredith deeper into the room, the first voice fading, a second ringing out quietly from behind another door. “Ow! Oh no! Ow!”

Natalie pulled open one of the unlatched doors, revealing a tiny space, just big enough to stand up in, a large monitor on one wall glowing with the Honeypots logo, the other two walls bare.

“Once I close the door, you shouldn’t be able to hear much of anything,” Natalie said. “Just stand in the middle of the booth, and watch the screen, and feel free to say what you want, within reason. Blood-curdling screams are frowned upon, but if you want to talk, have at it.”

Natalie stood back, looking at Meredith, but Meredith held her place. She wasn’t claustrophobic, but something about this frightened her.

“What are you going to show me?” she asked.

“Whatever interests you,” Natalie replied.

“But what if . . . I look at something gross?” Meredith said. “Just ‘cause I’m looking at it doesn’t mean I want to see it.”

“The system will only show you what’s been created for it,” Natalie said. “There’s something like 400 genres of content, but nothing illegal. No kiddie porn. And there’s a hard limit to the gore.”

“Gore?” Meredith echoed nervously.

“Graphic violence.”

“What’s the worst thing?” Meredith asked.

“What do you mean?”

“What’s the worst thing I could see?” Meredith asked.

“If you don’t want to see it, you won’t,” Natalie said.

“But what if I look at the wrong thing, by accident?” Meredith asked. “Am I going to see someone getting cut in half or, like, being roasted? That stuff freaks me out. I threw up once.”

“The worst thing I ever saw was an amputee,” Natalie said.

“An amputation?” Meredith said. “If I see that, I—”

“An amputee,” Natalie interrupted. “His arms and legs were gone.”

“What happened to them?”

“There’s no way to know,” Natalie said. “It was computer graphics. He was crawling.”

“How was he crawling?”

“He had stumps.”

“Bloody? Bones hanging out?”

“No,” Natalie said. “No blood, no bones. It looked like he got his amputations a while before. They were healed up.”

“That would still bother me.”

“Don’t look at people falling off all-terrain vehicles.”

“That’s what you looked at?”

“Yes, at the start. And it got worse from there.”

“You didn’t like it?”

“No,” Natalie said. “I looked at the worst things I could, because I was curious. And I stopped when I saw that.”

“Wait,” Meredith said. “You’ve done this?”

“Yes, all the time.”

“You’re not doing it this weekend.”

“I’m on my period.”

“You do it a lot then?”

“Most weekends, when I’m not on my period, or I have finals or something.”

“I heard 25 percent of girls never come back.”

“Thirteen percent go on to the big Honey Hive,” Natalie said. “Twelve percent never return for institutional collection.”

“What’s the big Honey Hive?”

“It’s a place in Moline, where you stay for weeks, or months.”

“Moline?”

“Moline, Illinois.”

“Oh yeah, that’s where our stuff gets shipped.”

“Yeah.”

“It’s like this?”

“Bigger,” Natalie said.

“So that’s the main place?” Meredith said. This felt like progress. Just a casual conversation. Natalie probably felt the same way. Just shooting the breeze. If she knew what they did with what the girls made, she just might let it slip. “They ship everything there, don’t they?”

“It’s the company headquarters,” Natalie said.

“And they use all the stuff there?” Meredith said.

“What stuff?” Natalie asked.

“You know . . .” Meredith said. “Our pussy juice.”

“They collect it there,” Natalie said. “And what we collect here gets shipped there.”

“What do they do with it there?”

“No idea,” Natalie said flatly. “You ready to get started?”

Foiled again.

“Yeah, sure,” Meredith said, stepping into the booth, turning toward the screen, waiting to be locked in.

But Natalie didn’t shut the door and leave. Instead, she crouched, grabbed a blue rod dangling from a brace beneath the video screen, raised it.

“What’s that?” Meredith asked. Her first suspicion was that it was some other kind of monitor, something pointed up toward her vulva to detect the things going on there. Either that or a dildo. It was the right shape. But with her vagina covered, she wouldn’t be able to get it inside her.

“You rub against it,” Natalie said.

“What do you mean?”

“You press your clitoris against it, if you want to.”

“What for?” Meredith asked, truly unable to fathom the use of this thing.

“For stimulation,” Natalie said. “Or if you need to orgasm, since you can’t touch yourself.”

“I won’t need it,” Meredith said. She knew Natalie wouldn’t care if she would or wouldn’t use it. She just wanted it on the record. The thing the girl had put around Meredith’s clitoris was all the stimulation she needed. More than she needed, really. At the moment, it was mostly just annoying to her.

“Push up against it, let me make sure I’ve got it set right,” Natalie said.

Meredith obliged. She was just humoring Natalie, of course, as she raised her pelvis slightly, looked down and brought the end of her bound clitoris against the tip of the stimulator.

It was a peculiar sensation. The material at the end of the rod was very soft. Almost too soft to be felt. So Meredith advanced a little, discovering that the harder she pressed, the more resistance the rod delivered. Grinding against it, which she did briefly, just to get a sense of its substance, revealed its underlying structure, an unyielding firmness. So it was probably a metal rod covered with a few kinds of rubber, from the softest on the surface to a firmer coating deeper in. A little like a finger, with soft skin over a bone. But it wasn’t a finger, and that’s what Meredith used. Her fingers. Which were attached to hands, that at the moment were bound against her hips. Not that she was inclined to touch anyway, or push against that thing. Something about the way she’d been bound and stimulated had her flowing just fine, as evidenced by the steady trickle of lubricant between her lips. No video was going to help, particularly the odd kind they apparently showed here.

“Good?” Natalie asked.

“What?” Meredith replied.

“Is it where you want it?”

“Oh, yeah, I guess,” Meredith replied dismissively.

“Do you ejaculate?” Natalie asked.

“What?” Meredith asked.

“Do you release projectile fluids during orgasm?”

“Projectile?” Meredith repeated, laughing. She’d heard of projectile vomiting, but never projectile girl cumming. Not even projectile boy climaxing, even though that stuff came flying out. But then, she didn’t know all the names for things.

“Coming out in a fast manner,” Natalie explained patiently.

“Oh, no,” Meredith said. “Girls do that?”

“Some do,” Natalie said.

“Enough to fill my jar thing?”

“More than fill it,” Natalie said. “If it ever happens to you, we need to know that so we can watch for it.”

“I don’t think that ever happens to me,” Meredith said. “But what if it did?”

“We’ll want it collected,” Natalie said.

“Wouldn’t it overflow?”

“The vial, yes, but most of it would stay in your cover, and a new vial or two would get the rest.”

“So girls can fill a bunch of vials by . . . having it once?”

“Yes, if they can ejaculate.”

“Should I try to?” Meredith asked. “I mean, is there a way to have it like that?”

“It just happens,” Natalie said. “Trying for it would probably be counterproductive. And it doesn’t pay the same anyway.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s much lower quality than straight lubrication,” Natalie explained. “They’ll look at it to make sure, but average discount factor is something like 80 percent.”

“Eighty percent,” Meredith repeated, trying to do some quick but very distracted math in her head. “So that means, if I filled, I don’t know, like eight vials with it, you’d only count, um, one? Wait, that doesn’t make—”

“It would take five vials to count as one,” Natalie said.

“Yeah, right,” Meredith said. “That adds up. Yeah.”

“Anything else you want to know?”

“Can’t think of anything,” Meredith said.

“Okay, have fun.”




Chapter 14: The Girl in the Candy Store

The door closed, and the sound of the bolt in the door told Meredith she was locked in. She inhaled and focused on the screen, reminding herself to look only at what interested her, and to NOT LOOK at anything involving all-terrain vehicles.

The Honeypots logo vanished and she braced for something awful, but the first thing that popped up were words: “Commence Visual Audit.”

Four numbers popped up, at the four corners of the screen, followed by the flash of instructions at the center.

“Look at number 3,” it said. Meredith aimed her gaze there, and the instructions continued.

“Look at number 5.”

“Look first at number 1, then at number 4.”

“Look at the arrow as it crosses the screen. Look at the ball as it drops. Find the numbers 1 through 10 as quickly as you can.”

The visual audit ended, and a new word appeared: “Begin.”

The word disappeared, replaced by a dozen of what looked like book covers, but without titles or author names, just pictures from a variety of book genres: young adult romance, for example, with a boy holding out flowers to a girl under a tree; true crime, a woman in a torn dress pressed flat against a wall, eyes wide with terror; combat, with a man and woman crouching with rifles in a forest. Some genres were more difficult to label – a girl with a grease-streaked face working on a motorcycle, a boy with a parrot on his head looking down at her.
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But Meredith’s gaze quickly settled on the bare back of a girl standing waist deep in a pond, a clothed boy looking at her from the bank. What was she doing there? What was the boy doing there? Was she just topless, or naked all the way down? If you stared at the water just behind her, could you see her butt crack? Was the boy going to undress and join her? Was she going to walk out and let him see all of her?

The image expanded and the girl began moving, and Meredith had her answer.

This was live action, not computer-generated, a movie someone had shot, and the girl’s naked ass was very real as she cleared the water and climbed the bank, and the boy continued to look at her, at the front of her, not visible from the perspective of the camera following her out of the pond.

The boy pulled off his t-shirt, unbuttoned and zipped down his jeans, and Meredith stared at his crotch, which expanded to fill the screen, and thumbs appeared to push down white briefs, exposing a penis that was aimed down and to the left. The boy’s hand appeared and Meredith focused on that, and when it brushed the side of his penis, she breathed in and arched her back, and now the hand was wrapped around the penis, and it was fully-erect.

Where’s the girl? Meredith thought, eyes scanning the edges of the screen, and after a brief pause, she saw the boy and the girl naked, standing and facing each other, the boy’s penis full and hard but not wrapped up by his hand now, and she stared at it, just at that, and when it filled the screen again, she understood that the aim of her gaze had caused this to happen, that the penis had come into focus because she’d been looking at it. But was that what she wanted? Just a video of a boy’s erection?

No. An erect penis was interesting but quickly boring. Do something with it, she thought, her mouth forming the words silently, and she looked away, panicking, because she suspected she was failing at this, the things she was looking at not things she really wanted to see. Was she still producing lubricant? No. Or not much, at least. She was too distracted.

A grid of twelve squares appeared, each with a penis in it, and she scanned them all, well aware that whatever she focused on would become the next thing she had to see.

They were all erect, some with a hand around them, some not, some black and some white and some with hair and some shaved and one, just one, that was . . . wait . . . 10 inches long? A foot long?

Before she could look away, the giant penis filled the screen in profile, then turned toward her. The camera panned back a bit, and she saw that the penis belonged to a male of average build, olive skinned, standing in a living room, it seemed, with a couch and dark-paneled walls behind him.

Was he alone? Was someone with him? Was he going to stick that thing into some poor girl’s body? Her eyes darted back and forth, looking for someone on either side of his pelvis, and the camera panned out and angled to the left, and now there was a naked black girl, sitting upright on the couch, beside her a white redheaded girl, pale with freckles, and then a blonde girl at the end, and Meredith looked at her, at her hair and her full breasts and her middle. Her legs were slightly parted, and Meredith could see her pink vulva and the strip of black pubic hair above it, and after a brief pause, the blonde girl rose.

“Run,” Meredith said, forming the word silently with her mouth. “Don’t let him do that to you.”

But the blonde girl didn’t listen. Like a fool, she walked up to the boy, smiling while he stood there with his enormous penis, smiling back, and she took his hand and led him to a second couch, this one empty, and she sat and pulled him down beside her, and they kissed, and Meredith forgot her hands were cuffed, forgot her vulva was covered, and tried to reach for herself, to no avail.

The girl touched the boy’s penis, and leaned back, and in Meredith’s mind the behavior of the actress was no different from the girls in movies who walk into dark basements or cemeteries at night, and the girl reclined, resting her head on the pillow at the end of the couch, and she spread her legs and the boy seemed to understand that now it was time to kill the girl, because he turned toward her, rose to his knees, lowered the end of his terrifying member to her opening.

“Don’t do that to her,” Meredith moaned. “You’ll kill her.”

But the boy paid her no more mind than the girl had, and in the next moment, his head had gone inside her.

“Stop there,” Meredith begged, but the boy still wouldn’t listen, feeding his shaft slowly into the girl’s vagina.

Meredith looked at the victim’s face. She didn’t seem to be dying, at least not yet. Nor did she seem particularly happy, however. Her eyes were wide, and her mouth was open with what looked like fear.

In it went, slowly, inch by inch, while Meredith looked on in horror at the girl’s frozen, astounded face, at the boy’s tense face, and then back to the penis, continuing its journey into the girl’s body.

What would it feel like? What would that awful thing feel like, going inside her, stretching out her lips impossibly, forcing her walls wide, invading her depths? What would happen to her clit?

Almost as an afterthought, Meredith swung her pelvis forward, bringing her own clitoris into contact with the end of that rod Natalie had set up for her.

She gasped and drew back as soon as she touched it, surprised at how sensitive her clit had gotten.

And still the boy was pushing his penis into the girl, and still she was letting him, and Meredith tried again, more gently this time, barely touching the tip of her bound clitoris to the rod.

Yes, just that much pressure. Now a little more. Now a little less. And forward again. Oh, that poor girl. Now hold it in place, now back, now forward, a little harder. A little harder.

With that last, aggressive thrust against the rod, Meredith sensed the shifting of her cover, the clear plastic pressing against her vulva, its rough texture sliding against her outer lips in a way that felt . . . not terrible. In fact, she was getting used to it, the stimulation of her lips occurring in proportion to the force of her clitoral grind, and she wished she could move her hands to her sex organ to masturbate the way she wanted to, and she balled her fists in frustration and continued her slow buildup.

And all the while, the boy’s penis went deeper, slowly and inexorably filling all of the girl’s pelvis. Not just her vagina, not just her vagina and uterus, but everything up to her belly, and now Meredith spotted a new horror, because the girl’s abdomen was beginning to rise, just below her belly button, exactly where the tip would be.

How could she hold something that big? Had her vagina been surgically extended?

Meredith looked at the girl’s face, bearing the same expression of surprise as during the start of penetration. So she wasn’t dying yet. Meredith looked at the penis, all but an inch of it buried within the girl’s sheath, and now the boy was doing his best to get that last part in too. Meredith looked at the abdomen, where the lump beneath the belly button continued to grow, until all the boy was in her.

“Okay, you’re done, get out of her,” Meredith said quietly.

At last, the boy seemed to hear her, easing his penis out of the chamber with the same excruciating slowness he’d used to enter it, and Meredith studied the exiting shaft, relieved to see that it was coated with clear lubricant and nothing worse, no blood, no severed organs, and Meredith rocked her pelvis furiously, making quick, haphazard strikes against the end of the stimulation tool, and as she ground forward, the cover caressed her lips, and she knew her juice was gushing the same way that poor girl’s was, and now all but the tip of the boy was outside the vagina of the girl, and they looked at each other, and then the girl looked down at the boy’s penis, at the mass of it outside her hole, and she looked up at the boy and nodded, and that seemed to constitute an agreement of some kind, to do what he did next, as horrifying as it was.

Up went the penis, not slowly this time, but all the way inside in a few seconds, and out went her abdomen, and Meredith knew the girl was being ruined inside, if not with that thrust, then the next or the next, for the insertions followed quickly now, and with every thrust, Meredith drove her clitoris in sympathy against the end of the rod, and at around the 20th reaming by the boy of the girl’s tormented hole, Meredith closed her eyes and clenched her fists and screamed, because now she was having an orgasm.

Normally she would lie down to climax, so this was strange. Her legs, instead of bouncing against the bed, shook her whole body. Her breasts bounced as the rest of her vibrated. And she groaned out with abandon, gasping, sighing, banging her clitoris against the stimulation rod.

Done with her orgasm, she closed her eyes and looked down, breathing deeply, pondering what she had just seen.

No, the boy wasn’t really ruining the girl. They wouldn’t make a movie about that. These weren’t snuff films. The girl was just particularly well-endowed, equipped with a vagina large enough to hold the boy’s thick member.

Where was Bethany? Meredith wondered with a start, and she raised her head and opened her eyes and peered around, as if she’d find her sister standing next to her.

She must be in another booth, watching videos and releasing juice and cumming. She was probably in one of the booths Meredith had walked by. Maybe she’d even heard her sister’s voice, muffled through a door.

Bethany must also have been bound like this, covered like, this anally violated like this. Was she also surprised by what they had done? Was she okay with it? Had they put a catch on her clitoris? Even now, was she begging to be let go, and sent home?

Meredith looked at the screen, which bore the Honeypots logo, but it seemed to sense her gaze and rewarded her attention with the slow materialization of a lagoon, crystal clear water below, palm trees swaying gently in the wind, a blue sky over everything.

She breathed in, weary but at peace, and imagined herself in that water, just her feet if it were cold, or all of her if it were as warm and inviting as it looked. Would she go in nude? Yes, if no one was around. If that’s what one did here.

Her vulva felt wet, but she sensed that she was no longer oozing lubricant. How much had she released? she wondered. Definitely more than at home.

She bent to look at herself, at the clear plastic cover and the girl parts dimly visible behind it. The level of juice in the vial was difficult to gauge, but possibly it was a quarter full. Maybe more. And it might still be filling. Her honey, as it was called, flowed slowly.

She straightened, remembered the object in her anus, tightened around it. It felt unnatural but not unpleasant. Maybe even good, she wasn’t sure.

She looked at the lagoon again, into the water, then along the shore, from the sand at the bottom of the picture to the distant reaches.

Wait, was someone there? She saw a flash of blue, of red. Shorts and a shirt?

Instantly, she was transported across the water to him, a handsome, dark-skinned boy, sitting on the stump of a palm tree and smiling up at her.

This time, it was just the two of them, Meredith and the boy, whom she was undressing, literally with her eyes. He stripped, his penis grew erect but not frightfully so, he touched it, and eventually, through some ocular magic Meredith barely understood, he was above her, rocking gently, smiling as his body performed one slow thrust after another in the missionary position, and she smiled back at him as if she were on her back in the sand, the waving palms and the blue sky above his head, and she ground her clitoris against the stimulator in time to his thrusts, and to her amazement, he seemed to know when she was cumming, because as soon as the orgasm built in her loins, heating her up around her anal sensor and forcing her vagina to swell and spasm, his expression changed, went tense, and the pace of his undulations doubled, and in Meredith’s mind, she could feel the appropriately-size penis slide in and out of her and spit its cream into her front hole, and it was almost as if she were, at this moment, losing her virginity.

Eventually, she composed herself, and she didn’t want him to leave, and he didn’t, sitting back down, naked this time, pointing at things in the distance and opening his mouth to speak, but no sound came out, and Meredith found that a little disconcerting and eventually looked away, the Honeypots logo reappeared, and she heard a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” she asked.

“Meredith, ready to go?” asked a woman’s voice.

“I guess,” she replied.

“We need to get you,” said the woman. “You’re full.”

“Full?”

“Your vial’s full,” said the woman.

Meredith heard the bolt slide, and the door opened, revealing a middle-aged Asian woman with black hair.

“Hi,” she said. “Come out, we need to get your vial changed.”

“I already filled it?” Meredith asked.

“You’ve been in there more than an hour,” the woman said.

“Really?” Meredith said, astounded. “I would have guessed 20 minutes, tops.”

“We hear that a lot,” she said. “You want to keep going, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” Meredith said.

“Okay, turn toward me and open your legs.”

Meredith obeyed, watched as the woman knelt, unscrewed the vial, capped it, screwed on a new vial, put a label on the first container.

“What does that sticker say?” Meredith asked.

“It’s a unique serial number,” the woman replied.

“My serial number?” Meredith asked, pretending she cared about how things worked here.

“It’s tied to you, and the date, and your booth number,” the woman replied.

“Okay,” Meredith said, asking casually, “so where does it go now?”

“We ship it all to Moline, every afternoon,” the woman said.

“Oh yeah,” Meredith said, yawning. “I’ve heard of that place. But after that. What do they do with it?”

The woman shrugged. If she knew, she wasn’t saying. No one was saying.

“You’ve had two orgasms, so far,” the woman said, standing and putting her hand on the edge of the door. “Any idea how many more you can do?”

“I’m not sure,” Meredith said. “Maybe none. I just really want to spend some more time with that boy.”

“What boy?” the Asian woman asked.

“I don’t know his name,” Meredith said. “He was with me at this lagoon. And, you know. It was nice.”

“Don’t expect to see him again,” the woman warned.

“It’s what I really want, though,” Meredith said. “So I’m sure I’ll go back there.”

“It’s better to think of it like a dream,” the woman replied. “It’s very hard to recreate.”

“What am I going to see this time, then?” Meredith asked, the fear returning that she would be forced to witness something terrible.

“Here’s what they say,” the woman confided, leaning against the door jamb. “Your mind . . . has a mind of its own. It’s figuring out that it can try anything, so it’s going to go wherever it can.”

Meredith nodded but didn’t feel particularly reassured.

“Kid in a candy store,” the woman said.

“What do you mean?”

“Female sexuality is like your appetite. But you can’t just enjoy what tastes good. First, you have to make sure it’s okay with everyone you know. ‘Don’t eat that.’ It’s what you grow up with. It’s what every girl is told all her life, before she even knows what she wants. And then you step into the booth for the first time and you get to eat anything. Kid in a candy store. But most of the candy you’ve never even heard of. And it can be a little . . . jarring”

“But it’s private, right?” Meredith asked.

“Does that matter?” the woman asked. “I mean, it is, but does it really matter?”

“Well, yeah,” Meredith said. “Isn’t it to you? You don’t want anyone to know what you look at, right?”

The woman arched an eyebrow.

“You do this, right?” Meredith said awkwardly. “You’re just taking the weekend off?”

“Heavens no,” the woman said, looking shocked.

“Okay, uh, sorry,” Meredith stammered.

“Have fun,” the woman said, easing the door shut.

“Have you talked to my sister?” Meredith blurted, finally remembering her most urgent question. “Her name’s Bethany. She got here today, the same time as me. So she must be here, watching too.”

The woman shook her head sadly.

“She doesn’t look that much like me, she has dark hair, but she talks like me,” Meredith continued, speaking quickly because the door was almost shut. “You probably had to empty her a few minutes ago. Or soon. She would be next.”

The door closed all the way, but Meredith continued to talk, even as she heard the bolt sliding to lock her in.

“Her name’s Bethany if you see her tell her Meredith said hi!”

Meredith spent another hour plus in the booth, cumming three more times. Once you ascend to the multiple orgasm phase, she realized, they arrive quickly, easily. It didn’t hurt that she was learning to use the stimulation rod, tapping it gently at first, edging herself as whatever she was watching got increasingly interesting, and then going in for the kill, banging her enveloped clitoris against the tip of the instrument while she cried out with abandon.

During these three orgasms, she was treated to (or treated herself to) ravishment by a werewolf, mutual oral sex between two boys on a couch, and a female stripper, just the girl alone, slowly undressing, finally revealing a naked body not unlike Meredith’s, when she turned to look straight out from the screen, and somehow Meredith’s shifting eyes caused her to masturbate, almost innocently, just rubbing her vulva while she smiled slightly, and she and Meredith came together.

And after that climax, Meredith was done. Really done. She was hungry and thirsty and utterly exhausted. Her legs were shaking so badly she wasn’t sure how much longer she could stand. She wanted her hands free, wanted to stretch her arms out, wanted that sensor gone from her butt. And she was sexless. Or was the word asexual? Either way, she wanted nothing to do with arousal, movies, lubricant, stimulation. The cover was an annoyance, as was the clamp around her clitoris, and the sensor, but she was so numb down there she could barely feel any of it.

Without her eyes to provoke the screen, it went blank, and Meredith rested her back against the wall and dropped her head, and apparently someone was paying attention because within two minutes the door opened and the same Asian woman appeared.

“Ready to go?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Meredith sighed with relief, and she stepped out and searched the room, hoping Bethany might be exiting her own space, or just loitering, but no one was there but the Asian lady.

“Where are we going now?” Meredith asked hoarsely.

“Break chair,” the woman said.

“What’s that?” Meredith asked.

“You just sit and do whatever you want.”

“Will my sister be there?” Meredith asked.

“I don’t know,” the woman said, leading Meredith to the door, back into the hall and through another door and into a room where 10 of what looked like toilet seats faced each other, half of them occupied by other girls.

Meredith, suffering immediate mortification, struggled to take in the scene.

Each girl was bound to her seat, with a chain across her hips and a short tether running from the floor to one ankle. All were still wearing their collection belts, with one wrist still cuffed directly to it, the other bound as well, but with a longer chain.

There were TVs at either end of the room, one showing news, one on a sports channel, both close-captioned. Most girls were watching one or the other station, but a few glanced briefly at Meredith as she was brought in and led to a seat in between two other girls.

Meredith scanned the room for her sister, did not find her, wasn’t sure if that was a disappointment or a relief.

She heard the quiet hissing of discreet conversation, wasn’t sure if that was good news either. What would you talk about here? The movies you just watched in the other room? No thanks.

Meredith sat, raised her hands as far as they would go so she could be belted down, watched as her right foot was chained to the floor, looked around and noticed with another wave of deep apprehension that some girls were . . . tending to themselves.

Were they masturbating? Or just casually touching? Meredith wasn’t sure, didn’t think she needed to know. The fact was, a few of the hands were between a few of the pairs of legs, and a few of the fingers were moving with varying intensities, from languid to something more industrious.

“Do you need to urinate?” the woman asked, snapping Meredith’s attention back to her own situation.

“Oh, yeah,” Meredith said, discovering a need she’d been too distracted to feel until now.

Without asking permission, the woman reached down between Meredith’s legs and unscrewed the vial.

“Go ahead,” she said.

Meredith blanched, surveyed the room again, realized that the rules were different here. In fact, the release of urine was probably one of the most dignified things taking place here at the moment, and she focused her mind on her bladder and, a moment later, felt the warm rush of something other than lubricant exit her sex organ and flood her cover, most of it pouring through the hole where the vial had been, the rest dousing her lips and leaking out at the edge of the cover between her vagina and anus.

Emptying seemed to take a long time, the liquid at first a steady stream that rang quietly into the water beneath her before it dwindled to a series of splashes and, finally, a series of tapering drops.

Meredith, left alone for these ablutions, lost track of the woman until she returned with a bag and a hose, and again without asking, slipped her hand between Meredith’s thighs, pushed the hose into the vial port, and squeezed, a rush of cool water filling the space between the cover and Meredith’s vulva before it drained next to her anus.

The hose was removed, the rest of the water dripped out, the vial was screwed back into the port, the water beneath Meredith was flushed away, and the woman had one more question.

“Which hand do you masturbate with?” she asked.




Chapter 15: On to the Straddle

Meredith blanched, sucked her lips into her mouth, looked down at her hands, eventually settled her gaze on her right hand, identifying it as the one she usually relied on when pleasure was needed, and she raised it and mumbled, “This one.”

With the deftness of someone who performed this embarrassing task all day, the woman pulled a short chain and cuff out of her pocket, hooked it to the ring at the right of Meredith’s belt, closed the cuff around her right wrist, opened her original cuff and, after a quick check of tightness, stepped away, welcoming the dumbstruck Meredith Robinson to this community of commercial lubricant producers, unabashed clitoris massagers, female masturbators extraordinaire.

Meredith scanned the room again, certain they all knew how uncomfortable she was and would add to her discomfiture with scowls, sneers, derision, but none seemed interested in her at all. There was a little talking, a lot of interest in one or the other TVs, and what was now obvious to Meredith to be masturbation. In fact, the slender, heavy-breasted Black girl to her left seemed to have moved past the informal manipulation of her clitoris to something a little more deliberate, her eyes aimed blankly at the floor while her hand moved up and down and her fingers danced over the little opening in her cover.

Once she’d ascertained what was happening there, Meredith looked away, hoping her neighbor hadn’t noticed her voyeurism.

But then, why should she be ashamed, or offended? They were here to make juice. No, they were here to make money. Juice was just the means to an end. And you did what you had to do. You touched, and juice came out. Touching was your job, just like flipping burgers could be a job or vacuuming could be a job.

And most of the girls here were duly employed, the longer-chained hands of almost all of them between their legs, against their covers, fingers moving.

“Uhhhh . . . uhhhh,” one girl groaned, shaking, her chains ringing as she writhed and her feet danced against the floor.

Oh God, one just came.

But no one laughed. No one looked at the girl. No one made fun of her, and she quieted down and smiled a little dazedly and turned her eyes to the news.

Was her new chain really long enough? Meredith wondered. Not that she was going to masturbate, or even massage her clitoris, still in its little wrap and still sore and extended . . . but could she reach it?

As it turns out, the chain was definitely long enough. More than long enough, its links running loosely across her left thigh as she pressed one finger against her clit, stroked it gently, squirmed a little as her sensitivity made her shiver.

The door opened and Meredith withdrew her hand, turned and, to her relief, watched as Bethany was led in and brought, daze-faced, to a place a few spaces to the left and opposite Meredith’s position.

The same things that had been done to Meredith had been done to Bethany, she concluded. She was naked except for her belt, her wrists had been bound to it, and when she turned, Meredith spotted the sensor protruding from her anus.

However, she was wearing nothing over her clitoris, Meredith noted with disappointment. She could see her sister’s flesh at the little door in the cover, but there was no blue clamp there.

“Hey,” Meredith whispered as soon as Bethany was seated, leaning forward, trying to break into her sister’s field of view.

Bethany’s attention however was directed entirely to the woman who had brought her in and was now binding her hips, chaining her ankle, allowing her to urinate, confirming that she masturbated with her right hand, chaining her wrist accordingly.

“Bethany,” Meredith hissed once the woman had gone.

Bethany blinked, looked about, found her sister, offered a half-smile.

“Hey,” Meredith said. “Are you okay?”

Bethany nodded a little mysteriously, as if she and her sister were in a secret club, and only the slightest tilt of the head was necessary when members greeted each other.

“How did you like your movies?” Meredith asked.

Bethany nodded a little more energetically.

“What did they show you?” Meredith asked.

Bethany shook her head this time, the question obviously too personal, and she looked down at her middle, moved her hand to the opening in her cover, probably just to confirm as Meredith had that she could reach her clitoris and that the organ was still intact.

Meredith looked at the place down there, looked at her own place. Now that one hand had been put on a long chain, she could remove the blue catch if she wanted to. Would she get in trouble? She wasn’t sure. But she decided to leave it on. She was getting used to it.

Bethany seemed slowly to be returning to a place of relative sentience, and she looked at her sister, down between her legs, mouthed the words “What’s that?”

“They put it no me,” Meredith said quietly back. “They—” she continued, pausing because a girl a few seats from Bethany was climaxing noisily. “They said I had to wear it . . . because I’m big enough.”

“Does it hurt?” Bethany asked.

“No,” Meredith said. “Not when I’m . . . doing it.”

“How much did you make?” Bethany asked.

“I filled one, and I’ve got on part of another,” Meredith replied. “What about you?”

“They got me and brought me in here when I filled mine up,” Bethany said.

“I did more than you,” Meredith boasted.

“I’m gonna catch up,” Bethany said, and just like that, with no discernible inhibition, she moved her hand back to her clitoris and went to work, fingers moving over the cover door while she looked up at the news station, jaw clenched.

Meredith, loathe as she was to follow her sister’s lead when it came to sexual expression, was also loathe to fall behind when there was work to be done. And so she compromised. She didn’t exactly masturbate, but once her hand had drifted back to her middle, and once her fingers found her erect clitoris, she pressed, teased, tapped, circled slowly, and she could feel the liquid creeping yet again down her tunnel and out the opening, wetting her lips and dripping down from there.

This room seemed to be a waystation of sorts, a kind of Grand Central for girls who had been in one place and needed a pause before they went to another.

New girls were brought in from the room with the video screens, all of them bearing the countenance of the stunned, eyes glazed and mouths bent in the shape of weak smiles.

And girls who had been seated awhile were released, and some were asked where they wanted to go, and Meredith heard two answers: “my cage” and “the straddle.”

Meredith continued to touch herself casually, unable to convince herself to do more with a handful of girls around her, and she pivoted her gaze from the sports to the news screens and tried to ignore Bethany, who was apparently determined to orgasm but not having much luck. Her hand was rising and falling rhythmically between her legs, and she’d tense up and point her feet down and work at herself with abandon, and then she’d sigh and go limp without making any of the sounds that Meredith knew marked a successful release.

At last they came for Meredith, two staffers, the first leaning over and asking, “Do you want to go to your cage yet, or want to straddle first?”

“Straddle,” Meredith replied, not because she really wanted that, whatever it was, but because it sounded better than the alternative.

Her right hand was returned to its cuff, her ankle cuff was opened and her waist chain was unlocked and she was raised to a standing position, opening her legs so her vial could be checked, and she winked at the still-masturbating Bethany, and Bethany grimaced back, and Meredith was brought through a series of doors and into a room where, to her profound amazement, two boys had been chained on their backs, wrists and ankles bound to narrow tables while two unbelted girls stood over their middles, their legs spread, the boys lifting and dropping their hips slowly while their toes curled.

Straddling meant . . . straddling a boy, Meredith realized with equal parts horror, offense, and raw animal fascination.

A woman and a girl Meredith’s age were working this room, both in black skirts and pink shirts, and Meredith wondered if either ever produced lubricant for this factory, or if this was their entire job, just this room, where people were . . . oh my God, yeah, they were really, really fucking.

“That’s enough, step back,” said the woman to the girl closest to Meredith, and the girl took a few small steps backward, and Meredith was able from her vantage point to confirm things beyond a shadow of a doubt, because as she moved down the boy’s legs, his big thing slid out of her hole, and it was all wet and shiny and once the girl had cleared it, it swung upward, like it was on a spring, slapping his belly with a wet thud.

Meredith sensed the woman stepping over to her, sensed her hands being freed from the cuffs at the sides of her belt, and sensed the opening of the belt itself, and by the time the girl was done straddling the boy and was being put back into her belt, Meredith was being helped over the boy’s bound feet, shuffled up his legs, and stopped right above . . . it.




Chapter 16: An Unceremonious End

Nobody asked Meredith’s permission. No one checked in with her, verified her virginal status, surveyed her feelings about this. The woman who had brought Meredith to this place above the boy didn’t seem to possess any interest in Meredith at all, other than as a hole she needed to put a penis in. To her credit, the woman worked deftly, grabbing the middle of the boy’s shaft with one hand and raising it to Meredith’s vulva, which was being simultaneously opened by the woman’s other hand, and now the boy was doing his part, lifting his middle on cue, and now it was going into Meredith’s female slot, and yes, thank you very much, everyone, because Meredith Robinson’s life as a virginal girl had come to a very unceremonious end.

So this is what it was supposed to feel like. Sort of like a pump, sort of like the dildo at the top of the collection kit, but it was alive, and a little thicker, and definitely warmer, and it was attached to a boy, and it was filling her whole wet chamber, and then he was pulling it back out, and then pushing it back in, and Meredith looked down at him, at his face, and fortunately his eyes were at the moment closed, so he couldn’t see who he was doing.

He was maybe a little older than she, with a handsome face. Well, handsome in the sense of sort of being chiseled. Prominent nose and chin.

What was his name? Did he want to know Meredith’s name? Would he remember her after this was over? Probably not.

This wasn’t personal. It wasn’t a date. It wasn’t boyfriend-girlfriend, for heaven’s sakes. It was just another way to get her juices flowing, or flowing again. And it was working, if the increasingly silken feel of his shaft was any indication. Not that this was entirely comfortable. She was straddling not just the boy but the table he’d been chained to, and the table pressed a little against her thighs. Standing with her legs spread this wide wasn’t Meredith’s first choice in options for being upright.

Another girl was brought in, and the girl on the boy next to her was eased backward and returned to her belt, and the new girl was unbelted and walked into position, and she took it stoically, hips barely flinching as the penis entered her for the first time. Not that Meredith was paying much attention. She was having the first sex of her life, after all. That was kind of distracting.

“Rob, how’s it going?” asked the woman who’d put Meredith in place.

“I’m getting close,” he said, opening his eyes to look first at the woman, and then at Meredith.

“Hey,” he said.

“You talk?” Meredith replied. She meant it as a veiled insult, but the boy just laughed. And as he laughed, he shook. And that made his dick do weird things in her pussy. Like, shake, sort of.

“So you just lie here all day?” Meredith asked.

“Not all day,” he said.

“Okay,” Meredith conceded. “But you just lie here?”

“Don’t really have a choice,” he said. His wrists were bound to the table at his sides, so he raised his hands as far as his chains would allow, pressing his palms around Meredith’s thighs for a moment and smiling ironically.

“This is your job?” Meredith asked. She had a lot of questions all of a sudden.

“How close are you?” the woman asked, completely interrupting the moment.

“If you don’t pull her off, she’s going to get it,” the boy said, a little urgently.

The woman turned to Meredith quickly, grabbed her arm and eased her backward, and the penis left her body and swung back against the boy’s belly, and Meredith could hear in the way it landed how wet it was, but she had plenty more where that came from.

The girl her age stepped up to Meredith to put her belt back on, while the woman took her place over the boy.

Yes, now the woman was walking up the boy’s legs, and getting over his middle, and stopping right where his cock was waiting, and she pulled her skirt up, revealing to both the boy and Meredith the peculiar fashion choice she’d made today of working without wearing undergarments, and she bent and worked the boy’s penis between her lips and grunted and arched her back a little, and the boy answered with a more fervent grunt, and he started bouncing with something akin to passion, and within a minute he was moaning, bouncing much more fiercely than he had beneath Meredith, and obviously having an orgasm, the first real male climax Meredith had ever witnessed, and she felt slightly jealous, although she wasn’t really sure what she should be jealous of.

The woman with her hiked up skirt stayed in position even after the boy calmed down, but there was nothing in her demeanor to indicate that this was any more than part of her job description. Her pelvis was tilting a little, back and forth, but that was probably just to find the most comfortable angle now that he was done. And her jaw was sort of clenched. But that was probably from being sensitive, not because she had strong feelings for the boy. They were just coworkers. Coworkers.

Meredith could feel her vagina gushing as she was escorted from the room, and she knew she must be almost done filling the vial for the second time, but she didn’t think about that, or about the money, because she was too preoccupied with the possibility that her brain was going to break.

Everything was getting blended together in her mind. That’s what concerned her most. When she thought about the boy who had actually, literally been inside her, she kept seeing the boy in the video booth, pointing things out to her in the lagoon. But there had been other boys, one with a huge dick, and two who played with each other, and other girls and . . . oh god.

She trailed obediently after the employee, male this time, who brought her through a dizzying series of doors (or was she already dizzy, for other reasons?) to a place that looked disconcertingly like an animal shelter. Several dozen cages had been arranged on the floor in three rows, and Meredith quickly recognized them as a place for keeping girls, not dogs, for extended periods of time. And not just because there were girls in about a third of the cages, but because each cage featured a thick mattress, a pillow, and the things a girl might need to pass the time: bottled water, snacks, books, magazines.

The boy released Meredith’s wrists from their cuffs and she surveyed the space. There was something strange about the girls here, Meredith decided. The cages, three feet tall, three feet deep, were long enough to lie down in, but all of the girls were sitting upright at one end, reading or sitting or masturbating.

Meredith followed the male to an empty cage, spotted a paper tag dangling from the corner that read “Meredith R.,” noticed the notebook and the two schoolbooks she’d brought waiting for her within it, as well as an unopened bottle of water and a little packet of what she guessed was food. The boy raised the top of the cage and Meredith stepped in and sat down and fought humiliation as the top of the cage was angled down and locked shut.

“Okay, get what you need and move to this end of the cage,” the boy said, turning toward a wall where large square grills hung on pegs.

Meredith obeyed – what choice did she have? – grabbing everything and pulling it with her to the end of the cage and noticing new things about her space. First of all, the end she’d been directed to occupy featured a sort of donut-like place to sit, a welcome accommodation for the vial screwed into her vaginal cover, and the plug still lodged in her anus. Second, and less welcome, was the slot formed into the top of the cage. The male staffer approached with the thing he’d pulled off the wall and eased it down through the slot and clamped it in place, forming a cage within a cage, a tiny space forcing Meredith, and all the other girls – and yes, all were confined this same way – to remain upright so that any lubricant leaving their bodies would be brought by gravity to the waiting vials.

“Do you want to keep your catch?” the boy asked.

“Can I take it off?” Meredith asked, reaching down to touch the blue clamp over her clitoris.

“If you want,” he said. “Just squeeze it at the top and it should open up.”

Meredith reached down and pinched, her feelings mixed as a tool that was both distracting and pleasurable was removed from her body. How long could she wear it? she wondered, passing the catch through the bars of her cage and into the boy’s hand. Could she stay in it all day? Wear it to school? Get a boyfriend and put it on and let him fuck her, the way the boy in the other room had done?

She opened her legs until her knees stopped against the sides of her little space and looked down at her clit, decided it was no worse the wear for the binding it had been placed in. Yes, it was a little longer than usual, a little redder, and she touched it gently and discovered that it was also a little more sensitive than usual, and she gasped as she played with it.

Someone in the room grunted, and Meredith knew another girl was having a quiet orgasm, and she decided not to indulge in completion, nor did she need to, biologically or commercially. The warmth between her lips confirmed that things were happening, a new flood of lubricant oozing into her vial. And she had cum enough for one day already.

She looked up, shook her head, focused, decided to move past the shock of all she had experienced, and attend to this room. She was here to make money, but she was also intent on unwrapping the Honeypots secret. Where did it all go, and what was done with it? And while this room of caged females seemed the last place she’d learn anything essential, she needed to pay attention. People were talking, after all. Someone might say something:

“Then Mom’s all ‘Girl, you can’t make two pies, you can barely make one,’ and I got back in her face . . .”

“. . . I told him I was with my cousin all weekend, and this time he asked which one.”

“He’s getting smarter.”

“Not really. I just made up a new one. He doesn’t know my cousins from a . . .”

“I’m Jessica, what’s your name?”

“Leeza.”

“Leeza, with a Z?”

“Yes.”

“That’s so cool. A Z. Wow. Your parents must like Zs.”

“. . . there’s a science to it. It’s not just about the touch, it’s about the mental discipline. So while I’m doing this . . .”

Never mind, Meredith thought to herself. There’s nothing to be learned here. In fact, listening to this would erase learning. She was already dumber from just listening for a few seconds.

She grabbed a textbook from between her feet, opened it to the chapter she was supposed to finish by Wednesday, starting reading.

Five pages later, Meredith had arrived at a profound realization. This place was perfect for schoolwork. Perfect. Just the right amount of background noise, and no opportunity for distraction. She couldn’t use her phone or her laptop or her TV to bail out of her schoolwork. She had to study, or listen to a bunch of lame conversations. Once she was reading social studies the voices all became a consonantless hum. Her eyes weren’t locked to the book, it should be said, but she looked up only when she felt like it. For one thing, she confirmed that non-black ink was used when the girl was Black. One girl’s name had been written in yellow, the other in white.

Meredith also looked up any time there was a change in the room’s population, and these occurred frequently. Apparently in accordance with some invisible time measuring system, staff people would show up, walk to a specific cage, crouch and mumble something to the girl, and the girl would mumble something back, and then the girl might be left alone, or might be freed from her cage and walked through the door. Where were they going? Meredith suspected some form of stimulation was involved, but couldn’t help but wonder what. Maybe they were going back to the boys? Were the same boys still there? Probably not. They had to squirt their stuff after they were in a few girls, and they couldn’t just go again. Meredith knew that much. The boy had almost done it in her. He’d almost lost control in Meredith’s vagina. What would that have felt like? Could you feel the boysauce come out? Would it hurt? Did his penis get bigger while it was shooting? And what if he got her pregnant? They could probably take care of that, Meredith thought. Or maybe he was one of those boys who didn’t shoot sperm, just the white stuff the sperm had to surf to get to the girl’s egg.

Meredith looked down at her clitoris, which had relaxed somewhat now that it had been freed from the blue clamp and her mind was occupied with a textbook. But it was still sticking out of the little hole in her cover, and she was thinking about grabbing it again, just to see how it felt, when the door opened and a female staffer escorted Bethany in.

“Hey, Bethy,” Meredith singsonged, watching her sister go by.

“You’re reading in there?” Bethany said with a scandalized tone.

“Uh, yeah,” Meredith said back, watching as Bethany’s nude form was brought to her own personal cage, two spaces from Meredith’s, and she was locked in, told to get her things and get to the end, and caged there.

At the moment, the cage between the sisters was vacant.

“What took you so long?” Meredith demanded quietly.

“They decided to let me finish first, and it was a lot of work,” Bethany said, pointing to her middle.

“Did you fill your little bottle again?” Meredith asked.

“Not yet, what about you?”

Meredith bent, angled her pelvis up. “Not yet, but I’m close,” she said.

“Do they take us out when it’s full?” Bethany asked.

“They’ve been taking people out, but I don’t think it was for that,” Meredith said, and on a hunch, she peered behind herself, noticed that the bars there had been shaped into a fist-sized opening. “Look, there’s a place where I bet they do it,” she said.

“Where?” Bethany asked, squinting toward Meredith.

“Look in your own cage, behind your back,” Meredith said.

Bethany twisted around, found the opening, stuck her hand through it.

“Hey,” Meredith said, lowering her voice as if it mattered, “did they put you on a boy after that room where we were sitting?”

“Yes,” Bethany said.

“I got put on one too,” Meredith said. “They didn’t even ask, just made me do it. So now, virginity is over.”

“Really?” Bethany said.

“Well, duh,” Meredith said, and she leaned forward until her forehead hit the bars, and she narrowed her eyes at her sister. “Wait, why are you surprised? It wasn’t your first time?”

Bethany flashed her sister a toothy grin.

“Slut,” Meredith said. “You should have told me.”

“You couldn’t handle it,” Bethany said.

“Handle what?”

“The truth.”

“If I couldn’t handle it, Bitch, I wouldn’t be here,” Meredith retorted.

“Well, I know that now,” Bethany said.

“No more secrets,” Meredith said. “How did you like him?”

“He was good,” Bethany said.

“As good as whoever did you before?” Meredith asked. “Who was it, anyway. Miguel? Raymond? . . . please don’t tell me it was Buck!”

“He kind of went to the side,” Bethany said, as if it was a serious question.

“Who?”

“The boy in the room,” Bethany said.

“So, uh, Raymond didn’t go to the side?” Meredith fished.

“I’m not going to tell you about that.”

“Why not?” Meredith demanded.

“To protect their privacy.”

“Whose privacy?” Meredith persisted, to which her sister just stuck out the tip of her tongue and bit it to make clear this line of questioning was futile.

Meredith returned to her textbook and Bethany grabbed a magazine from between her feet and the two girls concentrated on reading mostly, and when one of the blonde girls in the next row of cages started groaning and arching her back, Meredith ignored that too.

And so it went for her, the girl mostly studying but occasionally observing, peering up as other girls were walked out and brought in and caged and checked on but mostly left to their own devices, which consisted of self-pleasuring often enough. While lubricant production did not seem to be a focus here, it happened, and vials were replaced accordingly, capacities reached as a result of masturbation, but also as the natural order of things, Meredith concluded. For even as she studied, her mind would turn toward what she had seen and felt today, the fake boy in the video, the real boy she had straddled, the disconcerting but not unpleasant sensations of the equipment between her legs, and she could feel her own liquid continuing to leak out, the volume slowed but not stopped by academic distraction.

Was the nature of this place a source of arousal as well for her? Did Meredith find it . . . interesting might be the word of choice . . . that here was a place where female arousal and its gushing excess was not looked on with moral disapproval but instead provoked, rewarded, celebrated? Did the chains and cages and tools that other people had thought up and used on her render her pleasures acceptable, even innocent? Was this, ultimately, just a job, her orgasms no more shameful than the retrieval of boxes of frozen potato parts, which she did frequently during her short-lived career at Planet Potato?

She had spent close to an hour in her cage within a cage before a female worker stopped, knelt and peered through the bars.

“How are you doing?” the girl asked.

“Hey,” Meredith said. “I’m okay. I’m feeling sort of restless though. And, um, hungry.”

“Would you like to go to the stimulation room after dinner?” the girl asked.

“I guess,” Meredith replied. “What happens there?”

“Stimulation.”

“Sure,” Meredith said. “When’s dinner?”

“In about half an hour. But I need to empty you now.”

“Empty?” Meredith said. “Oh, you mean my vial thing?”

“Yeah.”

Meredith had seen the process done enough times in this room, but it was easier than it looked. You were supposed to lean forward, get up on your knees and push toward the back of your cage so they could unscrew the old vial and put in a new one. But uncrossing her legs and getting them under her as she worked around her books and her hollow seat proved surprisingly difficult, and it was a good minute or two before she was at last in position on her hands and knees, the vial of her female elixirs positioned, unscrewed, capped and labeled, and an empty container installed, after which she had to repeat the difficult process in reverse, grunting as she returned to a sitting position, her back against the bars and her book in her lap.

How long would it take to fill this one? she wondered. What if her supply of girl juice had already been exhausted for the weekend? What if the stimulation room didn’t do anything for her? And what was the stimulation room anyway?

At the moment, she felt nothing again. No arousal, no interest in being aroused. She thought about touching, and she spread her legs and looked down at her clitoris, still poking slightly through the door of her vaginal cover. But her mind recoiled from the thought of doing anything to it. It was almost like anti-arousal, where she was as committed to not being sexual as she’d been interested in sex earlier, in the video booth or even when she had to stand over that boy.

The room began to fill, girls being brought in, none being taken out any longer, and when all but two cages were occupied, dinner was brought, a plastic-sealed tray slipped sideways through the bars, with a little red tag on the top that you could open it with. It was sort of like a frozen dinner, with little compartments for various things, but none of them tasting quite like what she expected. The Salisbury steak tasted a little like fake meat, and the Texas toast was chewy and thick, like actual meat, and the orange gel fruit was either apple or pear, she couldn’t decide. There were real nuts, and the carrot cake wasn’t bad, but the little carton of juice tasted artificial, and she had to eat and drink all of it with her hands, so she was glad for the water bottle, and she used it to wash her hands and drank the rest of it. One of the main ingredients of female lubricant was water, wasn’t it? Either way, she was glad for something to drink.

But she was going to need to pee soon, and she didn’t want to ruin a vial and the mat in her cage. Nor did she want to visit the stimulation room. The name made her nervous. But she suspected she’d have to accept the latter to get the former, and her suspicions proved true even before the trays were empty, staff members checking in with each female and freeing those who wanted something else to do.

“You want another stop?” one of the girls asked Meredith, crouching by her cage.

“Sure,” Meredith said. “Can I pee on the way there?”

“There’s a toilet, yeah,” the girl replied, unlocking the top of Meredith’s cage. “Do you need to empty your bowels too?”

“I have no idea,” Meredith said. “I’ve got that thing in me, so I’m not sure what I’m feeling.”

The girl helped Meredith stand and guided her from the room, entered a hall, stopped at the first of a row of doors that Meredith recognized as little bathrooms, and the girl opened one of the doors for her and Meredith stepped up.

“Bend over and let me get your sensor out,” the girl said, adding with a peculiar juxtaposition, “I’m Debbie, by the way.”

“Hi, Debbie,” Meredith said as she bent, glad to have her rear hole freed of the device, at least temporarily, but wincing too, as its removal was not without unpleasantness.

Debbie unlocked the belt next and completely removed it, freeing Meredith’s sex organ for the first time in hours, the rough texture gone from her lips, the constant squeeze around her hips just a fading sensation.

“Do what you need to do, knock when you want out,” Debbie said, and Meredith entered the little restroom, with its small toilet and tiny sink, and sat and watched as the door was shut and, with another click, locked from the outside.

Meredith sat up straight and breathed in, but as soon as felt the first trickle of urine leaving her body, she breathed out and collapsed on herself, back bending under the weight of too many things, too many sensations, too much to see and think about, and she kept bending down until her arms were crossed on her thighs and her forehead was planted on her forearms, and she forced her mind through a quick summary of all that had happened here, because she didn’t want to forget it. She’d watched movies. Lovely movies, really, that made her cum, with the help of that thing she rubbed against. And she sat somewhere and talked to Bethany and then she . . . and then she totally, literally fucked. A boy fucked her. Like it was nothing.

Well, how else was she planning to lose her virginity?

She thought about it often enough, like any girl should. It didn’t have to be her husband. She wasn’t that traditional. But having it done by a boyfriend would have been nice. A future husband. Or husband material, at least. But who was that guy? No one to her, and she was no one to him. But they’d talked a little, at least. And then, she got him so close to orgasm the woman had to step in. They didn’t want boys cumming in the, um, honey pots. Wouldn’t that be a mess? Here the girl is, innocently trying to make a little pleasure sauce and now all this boy stuff is coming out. What would they do with that vial? Rinse it out and start over? No, they’d probably burn it. With a barbecue lighter. Or a flamethrower, more likely. So now that woman had to get over him and just, oh God, take all the stuff, since it had to come out somewhere, but definitely not in Meredith’s woo woo. Or her jelly jar. Or her little red Corvette. It made sense, that he’d get the woman. Here he is, chained to this, like, bench thing, and he has to go up all these girls but he can’t cum inside them. So you can’t just tell a boy, do this all day but don’t cum. And when it finally comes out, it has to go into someone. The boy would want that. The boy would want to put it in someone, and not just his hand or something. That’s what the woman is for. She takes it, for him. She takes it, without protection. She was definitely not using protection. She just got on that thing, like it was no big deal, and just took it. And then it was all inside her. What was that like? What happens to all that stuff once it’s inside you? Does it all spill out? Or does it all go deeper inside? Those things were hyper. Meredith had seen them at work. They had these tails that were going crazy, and they all just went further and further inside the girl, and they never quit. You would think it would tickle, but they were probably way too small for that.

Meredith raised her head and looked at her vulva, halfway expecting to see the boy’s cream leaking out of her. Like maybe he really did cum in her, and just didn’t tell anyone. Sort of their little secret. But no, nothing out of the ordinary there. A few drops of urine, and more clear juice, because her mind was spinning again, and that was making her warm.

She wiped with regret, because some of her precious lubricant was getting removed too. Did she need to poop? No, not yet. Probably tomorrow morning, maybe.

Her clitoris was big again. She touched it and immediately gasped. It was tender, almost sore. But damn . . . damn, it felt . . . strange . . . good strange. This was working. Whatever they were doing to her here, it was working. She liked this. They were turning her into a sex creature. Just for business. Just to get her making her stuff. But she liked it.

She flushed, stood, rapped on the door, and it opened a moment later.

“Let me get this in you,” Debbie said, and Meredith looked at the black sensor in the girl’s hand, presumably a fresh one, and she turned and bent and winced as it was pushed into her anus.

“And your collection belt,” Debbie said with ironic enthusiasm. Who would ever willingly wear one of those things?

Meredith stood up straight and held her arms out, grimacing as the newly-familiar sensations of the belt returned to her vulva. The textured cover immediately began grating against her lips, and the little window where her clitoris could be accessed was causing sensations as well. She was big enough again to stick out, and Debbie noticed it as well, and after she’d locked on the belt, she knelt before Meredith and adjusted the opening and grabbed the pink member, pulling it further out the window while Meredith gasped.

“Wow, big,” Debbie said, and she turned the flesh from side to side, inspecting it as it swelled to the next size up. “It looks like you had to wear a catch earlier?”

“Ye . . . yeah,” Meredith confirmed between pants. “They let me take it off though, when I got in my cage.”

The girl reached into her pocket and, without asking Meredith’s opinion, pulled out a blue clamp, ignored Meredith’s grunts as she stretched the clitoris to its full length so it could once again be afflicted.

“Dammit, dammit,” Meredith grunted under her breath. And yet, despite her discomfort, she could feel the wetness rolling out her hole, between her lips, dripping into the vaginal cover, seeping by grace of gravity into the vial and, ultimately, adding money to her bank account. But where her liquid would go, and what would be done with it, was an unanswered question that nagged at her as relentlessly as the little blue catch gripping her most sensitive body part.

Debbie motioned to the cuffs on either side of the belt, no words necessary, and Meredith understood and positioned her hands there, watching dispassionately as they were cuffed uselessly at her sides, bound out of reach of the thing around her clitoris, locked away from her anal sensor. Wherever she was going, apparently, these would stay on her. Of course, she had no idea where she was going. Something called the stimulation room was all she knew. But what room here wasn’t a stimulation room, stimulation being the nice word for pushing a girl’s most private buttons, physical and mental, until she was practically peeing love honey?

Debbie took Meredith’s arm and led her through another two or three doors and into a hall toward another door where Meredith heard something that sounded distinctly like a girl in pain.

“Ow, God, please no, stop, not another one!” the girl pleaded.

And then, apparently, she got another one.

“Ahhhhh!” she cried.




Chapter 17:  A Drug Deal Gone Wrong

Meredith stopped in her tracks and looked at Debbie.

“No way,” she whispered hoarsely. “I didn’t sign up for this.”

“You are so cruel, Lord Broadaxe!” cried the same voice from the other side of the door. “When my father the Earl of Southhavenmoor finds out how rudely I’ve been treated in your country estate, you’ll hang at the docks!”

And then another female voice made its way into the hall: “Brreeeooowwwl!”

A cat, then. A cat meowing. Or growling. Or something.

“The hell?” Meredith whispered.

“Give it a try,” Debbie said, her hand wrapped gently around Meredith’s bicep. “Three minutes. I’ll be timing you. If you don’t like it say the number 15 and I’ll take you out.”

“15?”

“Your safeword.”

“Safeword?” Meredith echoed.

“15,” she said. “I need to hear it from you now.”

“15,” Meredith said, eyes blank.

The girl, hand still clinging, opened the door and eased Meredith through, into a world every bit as awful as her worst imaginings.

This was no stimulation room. It was a torture chamber.

“Auggghhh!” shrieked a girl to Meredith’s left, her body stretched against a wooden post, her hands tied overhead while a male wearing a hood over his head and nothing else crossed her back with a multi-thonged whip, his erection swinging as the thongs bit into her flesh with a sickening hiss.

“Odin, save me please!” she screamed, shaking against her post.

“You’ll never break me,” gasped another girl, strapped to a chair to Meredith’s right, hands making fists, pelvis rocking furiously as she was tormented by two gestapo agents – naked except for their gestapo hats. They were doing something to her breasts, touching her nipples or something, and suddenly she groaned and shook and . . . came. She came. She shook her pelvis frantically, her collection covering rang against edges of the hole cut into her chair, and she groaned and shouted things like “Oh God” and “Oh Jesus” and she closed her eyes and raised her face to the ceiling in ecstasy and spent the better half of a minute in the throes of sexual relief before she lowered her head as if exhausted, wearied almost to death, and then she raised her eyes to her tormenters, glared at them and almost spat her next words: “You Nazi scum, I demand you take me back to cell 31!”

“I’m not a witch!” protested a girl on a wooden rack across the room from Meredith as another naked, hooded and erect male turned the wheel at the head of the device, shortening the ropes that held her hands.

“EEEEEE!” she shrieked. “I am no witch, I swear!”

Her torturer eased the wheel back enough that her ropes went slack, and she twisted her head upwards to look first into his head, and then at his penis.

“You enjoy this, don’t you?” she said, and there was no pain in her voice, or in her eyes, just the feigned contempt of someone acting in a high school-level drama production.

“It’s my job,” he replied gruffly.

“I’m sure you can do this all day.”

“As long as it takes to get a confession.”

“Do your worst!” she said, grimacing as the ropes went tight again.

And so it went:

“Stop, Lord Broadaxe, please! I’ll marry you. I’ll marry you if only you’ll stop!”

“I’m sorry, Mom, I promise I won’t stay out late again!”

“Oh, fuck you, you fucking pigs, I want to talk to a lawyer. You can’t do this to me.”

“Meowrrrrrllll!”

There was more said, much more, the words running together, the shouts jumbling over each other as a dozen females wearing a dozen collection belts suffered.

No, pretended to suffer.

“This is all,” Meredith whispered, pausing as she searched for the right word, “bullshit.”

“It’s real enough,” said Debbie. “The juice just flows in here.”

Meredith turned her attention back to the girl being interrogated by the Nazis, one of whom was incongruously Black, but her ordeal was over, the victim standing now, freed from her chair, eyes glazed and mouth curved into a half smile, hands being returned to her cuffs by one of her torturers while the other knelt before her, unscrewing her vial. Once it was freed from her cover, he put his finger against the hole, but not quickly enough to keep a long string of vaginal juice from stretching out between her thighs.

“I knew that was going to happen,” she said weakly as the boy brought a new vial to the hole and screwed it in and watched it fill and removed it and set it aside and replaced it with a third. How much juice could one girl shoot out? Meredith wondered.

Her cover stopped draining with the fourth vial, and she was escorted from the room while Meredith stared at her and all the ejaculate that had been wasted, shining around her clitoral door, glistening on the floor where she’d stood, catching the light on the insides of her thighs, which Meredith stared at until the girl passed through the room’s entrance.

“Want to start with that chair?” Debbie asked.

“I don’t want Nazis.”

“South American dictators?”

“No.”

“Drug dealers? Maybe you lost a shipment?”

“Yeah,” Meredith said. “But do they have to be naked?”

“No, want them to put something on?”

“No.”

“That’s probably good,” Debbie said. “Because they sometimes use their penises as part of the torture.”

“How do they do that?” Meredith asked, trying to imagine what pain a boy could inflict on her with his cock while she was tied to a chair and her pussy was covered. Jab her shoulder? Poke her in the nipple, maybe?

“Oral is sometimes used,” Debbie said, “to extract a confession.”

Meredith’s mind worked through the words until they formed a coherent picture.

“Wait,” she said. “You mean shove it in my mouth?”

“If you approve,” Debbie said.

Meredith drew in her breath in a backward gasp, her shock prompted by things well beyond anything she imagined when she signed up for a weekend of collection.

But then . . . why not?

“Okay,” she heard herself say.

“Stay here,” the girl said, and she stepped to the two males working the chair, whispered something to them, and they went over to a supply closet and put up their gestapo hats and tied red bandanas around their heads and returned, looking sternly at Meredith.

“This bitch lost 100 kilos of my fentanyl?’ the Black one asked, raising his chin in disgust.

“Yeah,” Debbie replied, “but I’m sure you’ll find out where she hid it.”

“I’m going to enjoy getting this one to talk,” said the white drug dealer with a disturbing leer. These guys weren’t half bad, Meredith thought, and she wondered how long their shifts lasted, and how many different characters they had to play on a given day, and how long they’d been doing this particular job, and if they considered it a career or something.

Debbie stepped back and the two interrogators took Meredith firmly by her arms, forcing her into the chair, which like all chairs in the building here were shaped like toilets, with a hole cut out to make way for the cover and the vial. There was no water beneath her here, however, but there was another one of those blue rods, the same thing she’d rubbed against in the video booth, sticking up from the front edge of the hole. So this was how the last girl had cum, Meredith realized. It’s why she was moving her pelvis.

There was not a single shred of shame in any square inch of this building.

Was she leaking? Was this going to be arousing? Was it already arousing?

All around her, female voices continued to cry out as they pretended to be suffering abuse, or pretended to be a cat, or suffered real abuse. While the girl on the rack was presumably not going to be broken there, real red welts ran along the backs and bottoms of several girls tied to the posts.

What if her own stimulation went too far? Meredith wondered as the angry drug dealers bound her ankles to the legs of her chair, strapped her wrists and elbows to its arms. What if she wanted it to stop?

Fastened securely now, she looked at Debbie, who was staring at her phone without any indication of concern for Meredith’s well-being, or for any of the other females here begging for mercy.

What was she doing on her phone?

The two furious drug dealers maintained character even as they carefully positioned the blue rod so Meredith could unite her clitoris with its pliant tip any time she needed to. At the moment, her rear was pressed against the back of the chair and the tip was about an inch from her clitoris, but she confirmed that there was enough give in her straps that she could slide forward and make contact, and she did so and breathed out because it felt good, and the drug dealers watched and waited. That’s not exactly what real gangsters would have done, Meredith believed, but she was ready to pretend. She was nervous, aroused, agitated, but no longer frightened. No one was going to be killed here, and the minor injuries she observed seemed to be welcomed by the girls suffering them.

“Where did you leave our stuff, bitch?” demanded the Black dealer.

“I don’t know,” Meredith replied honestly.

The two boys were standing on either side of her, each bending to regard her menacingly, their erect penises adding to the mood. Were she truly a failed drug transporter, an interrogation by nude, aroused males would make it worse. Their penises were like additional weapons, aimed at her for the most part, bouncing or swinging malevolently when either boy moved. Nothing was going to be put up her vagina with the cover on, but Debbie had mentioned oral penetration, and now she was able to examine the logistics.

It probably couldn’t be done from the front. Meredith would have to lean way forward to reach the penis of a boy standing there, and he’d have to bend his legs a lot to get himself in position.

But as they stood on either side of her, she sensed more than saw the members, tips hovering inches from her head, practically tapping her shoulders.

“Maybe this will help you remember,” said the white boy, raising his hand to her breast, and she looked down and saw that he was holding something that looked, at first blush, like a spider but upon further inspection revealed itself to be a large metallic clip with rounded spines. The spines spread wide and closed around Meredith’s left nipple, and it hurt. A little.

The Black boy put an identical device on her right nipple and Meredith grimaced. Eventually, she would want these things off. They were uncomfortable. But at the moment, she was lost in the realization that two boys were showing significant interest in her nipples, and they were hardening as a result, and she knew they must have noticed her reaction, and she slid her pelvis forward an inch or so to stimulate her clitoris, and she knew the boys must be noticing that too, and the lubricant was warm as it dripped from her swollen lips, and she could feel her clitoris extending through the window.

“Let’s choke her,” said the white boy, and the Black boy nodded and Meredith felt him stepping up close to her right side, felt the penis tip touch her chin.

“Open up, bitch,” he muttered, and Meredith turned her head and, for just the second time in her life, took an erect penis into her mouth.

Oh, God, it was weird, soft on the surface, hard underneath, and with an indescribable taste she found foreign and unpleasant.

Fortunately, the boy wasn’t really choking her. He wasn’t shoving it all the way into her mouth, where the end would hit the back of her throat and make her gag and probably go down inside her a little. It was just resting in there, between her teeth, her lips around the middle of the shaft, her tongue pressing against it because her tongue had no choice.

What do I do now? Meredith wondered, but she couldn’t arrive at an answer before the penis left her mouth, the boy backing up slightly, and she looked at the organ, glistening with her saliva, and then noticed that Debbie was still standing there, looking at her phone. How much time had passed? Three minutes? Was Debbie waiting for Meredith to say she’d had enough? Or no, Debbie was waiting for a safe word. Say this word and you’ll leave, Debbie had told her. But it wasn’t a word, it was a number. 15. That was it. 15. Meredith wanted to stay. She liked these boys. They weren’t really drug dealers. They were pretending. She was pretending. So were all the girls and boys here, and Meredith listened to the cries and the groans and the whips biting into flesh and wondered how much juice was coming out, and how many girls would cum here.

Debbie looked up from her phone, her eyebrows raised into a question, and Meredith nodded, because she was doing just fine, and she looked down at the clamps on her nipples, and she thrust against the blue rod and her eyes went wide and she groaned, and she turned her head toward the penis and opened her mouth and the boy pushed himself back into her mouth, and this time her tongue didn’t just lie there in her lower jaw but moved, licked, caressed, and the boy liked it, she could tell by the way he moved back and forth.

Was he going to orgasm? Was Meredith?

She was ready for another, but she wasn’t sure how much of it she could stand in one day. And this was all jarringly unfamiliar. Not just this room, but everything that had happened to her since moments after she and Bethany had walked through the door. Bouncing up and down on the blue stimulation rod in their bedroom in her sister’s presence was odd enough. This was another world altogether.

It was all very strange; but strange in a very compelling way.

The boy was moving in her mouth, slowly, in lieu of any actual interrogative torture, but Meredith found that pretending that’s what this was – the infliction of bodily stressors to get her talking – made her want to keep rubbing herself on the rod.

But what if she came like this, the boy’s penis forcing her mouth wide? Or what if he came, and squirted his stuff in there? What would that be like?

Meredith decided she didn’t care about the unknown possibilities, didn’t care about all the screaming and carrying on happening around her or the things digging into her nipples, didn’t care that Debbie was still standing in front of her, staring at her phone. She was too far gone, her clamped clitoris on fire now as her middle bucked.

“Uhhh,” she groaned, struggling to make the sounds of pre-orgasm with that penis in her mouth. “Uhhhh.”

She wanted to talk, to mutter, maybe even to cry out, but that wasn’t possible, so she rocked and bobbed and issued unintelligible groans, and her tongue and jaws started working at a new pace around the penis, and Meredith sensed something sudden happening to the back corner of her mouth, but her focus was on her sex organ and the climax she’d begun, and for the next minute she was shaking and grunting and wetting herself, profitably.

Only when she was done, gasping and shaking and looking at her hands – the penis having been withdrawn softly soon after she was finished cumming – did she realize that the thick fluid in her mouth was boy stuff.

It wasn’t much. Maybe she’d already swallowed some, or maybe he didn’t make that much because he gave it away all day, but Meredith couldn’t quite bring herself to swallow what was left consciously, so she rolled it around in her mouth and looked at Debbie, and Debbie looked back.

“Okay,” Meredith said thickly. She wanted to go. Desperately. She’d had enough of all this. She needed to be by herself. She wanted to lie down.

“Um, 15,” she said weakly before she remembered that the last girl who’d given a safeword had placed it in a fictitious context. “I mean, uh, it’s on highway 15. All the drugs are on highway 15, where I hid them.”

Before she could be unclamped and released from the chair, however, Debbie had to check her vial, and it was full again. Meredith had lost track of how many she’d filled. Not as many as the last girl, though. She wondered if she could learn to ejaculate. Even if the fluid were cheaper, filling vial after vial would be satisfying for other reasons.

Meredith was freed, said bye to her torturers and was walked back to her cage, which to her relief was no longer partitioned. Letting the females lie flat seemed to be a pre-bedtime practice here, and Meredith reveled in the relative freedom, her hips still bound by the collection belt but the sensor removed from her anus and her hands uncuffed. She and Bethany exchanged glances but no words – there was too much to be said for either of them to know where to begin. Snacks were brought, everyone got a little toothbrush and then, to Meredith’s dismay, a catheter was slipped up every girl’s urethra, without exception. No bargaining, no negotiating. The team simply went from cage to cage, checking vials, unlocking belts, ordering each girl to back up to her bars so they could do their work, cathetering her, taping the bag at the other end of the line to the inside of her bars, telling her to be careful about rolling over, locking her belt back on, clamping the line to her cover next to her anus. It stung a little when it first went in, and it continued to bother Meredith after the lights went out and she put her head on her little pillow.

Exhausted from a day of too many unfathomably new things, she put her head on her pillow and thought she might sleep, but that was not the first thing that happened in this room after darkness fell.

“Oh yeah,” whispered a female voice somewhere to Meredith’s right. Someone else sighed. Someone grunted, and in the darkness, Meredith could make out hands oscillating over pelvises, could hear the tap of fingernails striking the edges of clitoral windows, and as the quickest girls clambered in silhouette to their knees so gravity would take their orgasmic honey to the collection point, she understood. The day was not over for most girls until they had climaxed one final time.

She at first rejected the idea. Too much had already happened this day. But she reached down between her legs, more just to make sure everything was all in order than to stimulate herself. But she found her flesh waiting there, a little warmer than she expected, a little bigger, a little more sensitive, and she eased it through the window of her covering, pinched it gently, squeezed it, raised her pelvis against her hand, and succumbed to the inevitable, the experiences of the day overlapping the things she usually thought about during masturbation, like a bunch of semi-transparent sex pictures stacked up.

It took her longer than usual to release, no surprise there, a duration that she estimated at something around 15 minutes from getting started to a rollicking, gasping completion. How much more lubricant did she make? She couldn’t tell, but she didn’t think it was much.

As she dropped to her mattress and put her head on her pillow, she tried to look on the bright side of this peculiar ordeal. She’d had a lot of orgasms today, and she’d enjoyed them all. She was going to make money – a lot of it – for a weekend’s work. She’d solved the riddle of sex, and she’d gotten paid for that too. It felt good but it took effort, and it felt good to the boy too, so good he had to finish right after her.

Was she being used? The question had sprouted somewhere in the back of Meredith’s mind as the evening wore on, and hadn’t let go. And the answer was simple enough: of course she was being used. But wasn’t everyone, who had a job?

But was she being used inappropriately? Well, define inappropriate.

Meredith was no philosopher, wasn’t religious, didn’t pretend she knew the answers to the Big Questions. But until she knew what was being done with her product, she couldn’t answer this much smaller question. Maybe they were injecting all the female lubricant they collected into babies, to make them super babies. Hormones and all. That would be good. Or, maybe some pervert was taking a bath in it. A million-dollar bath, if he filled the tub with it at full concentration. That would be . . . well, creepy. Or was it? He was paying for it. And maybe he was raised by freaky parents, and it was the only way he could feel clean. Or he got off on it, but he was getting clean too. Maybe he was youngish, working out in a gym every day. Maybe he was handsome too, but too haunted by his childhood to have a normal girlfriend relationship, so he was really wealthy, but he only wanted the lubricant, not the body. Sad. Or maybe they were drowning puppies in it. No, they weren’t doing that. Whatever was being done with it, puppies and kittens weren’t involved.




Chapter 18: A Business Opportunity

Meredith slept fitfully, hitting her head on the bars once, her feet more than once, the catheter causing a dream about a snake that scared her. Someone snored now and then, someone else moaned in her sleep, someone on the other side of the room masturbated quietly, but Meredith knew what it was and it woke her up.

The lights came on too early, and Meredith opened her eyes and blinked and looked about herself groggily, but with a sense of impending adventure. They would probably put her in the booth again, to watch whatever her mind got interested in. She’d probably go to the stimulation room again. Maybe she’d get to straddle another boy. Was it wrong to want that? Was she being used when she let a boy in her? Or was she using the boy?

Breakfast reminded Meredith of a holiday gift box, little bags and boxes with dried fruits, meats and cheeses and pastries, cartons of juice and milk and coffee. While she was still contemplating the firm’s largesse, the girls around her with more experience here began horse trading, offering pastries for fruit, cheese for juice, passing things through bars to the nearest girl and keeping them or sending them to their intended recipient, a little economy rising up and fading away as the bartering ended and the consumption began.

Meredith gave up a milk for a second coffee, ended up with an extra pastry that no one else wanted, and she and Bethany smiled at each other as though they shared some secret. Everyone else in this room was in on it, of course.

Meredith rose to her knees to check her vial, believed it might be half full, glanced at the line running from her bladder and the bag taped to the bars, only a quarter full. At the moment, she was utterly non-sexual, her clitoris still asleep, not yet emerging from its little pleasure window.

As breakfast wound up, staff arrived in force, checking and replacing vials, removing catheters, releasing girls in small groups to go to the toilets and the showers, and as she bathed unbelted, Meredith almost felt normal, and she cleaned between her legs with a little more than simply hygienic passion.

After that, they locked her into a clean belt and did everything in their power to get her going. She watched videos in the booth, pumped out juice under the power of her own fingers, suffered a mild whipping in the stimulation room, straddled two boys, each of whom seemed to enjoy entering her, even if neither needed a staff member to release into right afterwards. She was given lunch upright with a half dozen other girls in a tiny cafeteria, which also imparted a sense of normalcy on things, even if she was mostly naked. She had dinner in her cage, studied there too, slept better that night, and continued her production exercises until two Sunday afternoon, at which point she was released one more time from her cage, and she picked up her books and walked to a small room where all the things she’d shown up with were waiting for her in a bag, and returned her body to clothes she’d almost forgotten over the last 24 hours, and she covered her vulva with her panties and allowed herself to mourn briefly, because until she got back on her collector at home, or came back here, everything that came out of her female hole would go to waste.

Once she was dressed, she was brought through the door and into a small meeting room, where someone she hadn’t met before was working on her PC.

“Can you chat with me for a moment?” the woman asked, turning toward Meredith.

“Sure,” Meredith said. “But I came here with my sister. Bethany Robinson. She might be waiting for me.”

“I’ll be quick,” she said. “How did you like your stay?”

“Stay,” Meredith echoed. “I didn’t really think of it as a stay. It was too weird to be something normal-sounding.”

“Weird?” the woman asked.

“Of course,” Meredith said. “But not terrible weird. Sort of okay weird. A lot of things I wasn’t expecting is all. I get what it’s for, though.”

“Think you’ll come back again?”

“Well, wow,” Meredith said, laughing a little self-deprecatingly. “That’s one thing I haven’t thought much about. But maybe.”

“You made 530 dollars this weekend,” the woman said.

“Oh, I got some extra,” Meredith noted.

“You did really well,” the woman said. “Especially for your first time here. It’s what we’re looking for.”

“What you’re looking for?” Meredith said. “You mean, for me to come back?”

“Yes, that,” the woman said, “and maybe an extra day or two?”

“I could probably do a full Monday or Friday at some point,” Meredith said.

“What about a Tuesday or Wednesday?” the woman asked.

“Here?” Meredith said. “I sort of have school, so this is strictly going to be a weekend thing, until summer.”

“Not every week,” the woman said. “A special event, in Atlanta.”

“Atlanta, Georgia?” Meredith said. “That’s on the other side of the country.”

“There’s a conference happening there,” the woman said. “Starts October 20th. Tuesday to Thursday. We’re looking for about a dozen girls, and they’ve asked us to suggest one or two, and your name came up.”

“Why me?” Meredith asked.

“You’re clitoris made an impression,” the woman said.

“Well, it’s sort of big,” Meredith admitted.

“That’s what I mean.”

“Why would that matter?”

“It’s just something we were told to look for,” the woman said. “One of the slots they were trying to fill was a blonde girl with full breasts and a prominent clitoris.”

“Wait a minute,” Meredith said, narrowing her eyes. “What would I be doing there? Because I don’t want anything to do with—”

“Oh no, it’s all very professional,” the woman said. “There’s a whole industry built around the commercial value of . . . of what females have to offer. Commercial value.”

“You mean girls and their, um, honey,” Meredith said.

“That’s one thing,” the woman said. “But not the only thing, not nearly. There’s research. There’s, uh, surrogacy. Like pregnancy surrogacy. There’s milk. There are even military applications.”

“What would I be doing there?” Meredith asked, eyes still narrowed.

“The same kinds of things you did this weekend,” she answered.

“But it’s, like, a conference,” Meredith said. “So, lots of people?”

“Yes, several thousand.”

“Several thousand,” Meredith said slowly. “Okay, and so, I’m just, out there? People watching me?”

“Yes.”

“Watching me, um, naked?”

“All attendees are verified,” the woman said. “They have to be part of the industry. And there will be at least a hundred other models in dozens of other displays. So yeah, you’ll be seen, but as one of many, by individuals and small groups only.”

“But seriously, what would I be doing?” Meredith asked. “If total strangers are watching me, you know, get excited, I’m not sure I’m that comfortable with that.”

“It’s up to you,” the woman said. “But we’re paying $1,000 per day.”

“Whoa,” Meredith said. “That’s like, if I was there two days, I would make . . . four times what I’m getting this weekend.”

“We want to make it worth your time.”

“But then, I have to buy plane tickets,” Meredith said. “That’s like half of it.”

“We cover all that. Airfare, meals, lodging.”

“Wow,” Meredith said, and she paused, her mind whirring, looking for objections, finding many. “But look . . . I mean, why? What’s the purpose? Why not just, you know, show a movie of what we do?”

“It’s more powerful in person,” the woman explained. “And there’s a recruitment value to it. You’ll be representing Honeypots to any girls who might be interested.”

“Interested girls? I thought you said it was only for people already in the industry.”

“I misspoke if that’s what I said,” the woman conceded. “People in the industry, and people who might be ready to join the industry. Either one. Viable candidates. Company representatives. Partners and vendors. Top affiliates.”

“Affiliates?” Meredith echoed. “You mean, like, um, people you, you know, who you sell . . . you know, who you do business with?”

“Yes.”

“So, if for some reason, whoever is out there who buys, you know, who buys what we make, or who uses it, I guess, if they thought they should be there, then they could be there, because you might, you might, like, say they should be there or something.”

The woman raised her eyebrows, looking puzzled.

“Sorry, sorry,” Meredith said, blushing as much as she’d blushed all weekend, “I’m sure that didn’t make much sense. I was just curious about how it all works. Like, who shows up.”

“We’ll invite everyone in our value chain,” the woman said.

“Value chain?” Meredith echoed.

“Suppliers, customers, partners,” the woman said.

“Partners,” Meredith said. “Okay, I’m interested. I can’t give a solid yes yet, but I’m interested. What would I have to do to go?”

“We’ll email you an agreement, and once it’s signed, we’ll send you your itinerary, and then you just get to the airport and we’ll do the rest.”

“So I get on a plane and fly?” Meredith said. “And I go to Atlanta. Really to Atlanta?”

“Yes, the conference is in Atlanta.”

“I just mean,” Meredith said with a nervous laugh, “I’m not going to end up in some Third World place and wake up missing a kidney, right?”

“It’s for the Synergy conference,” the woman said humorlessly.

“Well, do you have some information about it?” Meredith asked. “Is there a website or something? I mean, I was joking about the kidney thing, but I’d just like to know what it’s about, or more about it . . . what’s being said about it. Does that make sense?”

“It does,” the woman said, smiling again. “I’ll send you some links and a contract. If you can make a decision in the next few days, we’d appreciate that.”

“I’m leaning yes,” Meredith said. “But I need to make sure I don’t have any tests or papers that week. Or I can make them up. But yeah, the money would be good.”

The woman stood, offered her hand.

“I hope you’ll say yes,” she said.

“Sure,” Meredith said. “Maybe. What was your name again?”

“Iris,” she said. “If you go to Atlanta, you’ll see me there.”

“Oh, that’s good,” Meredith said.

* * *

The sisters spent most of the drive home decompressing.

“I had three guys,” Meredith said, leaning back and staring at the ceiling with amazement as she rubbed her face. “Oh my God.”

“They put me on four,” Bethany said.

“Because you needed more help?” Meredith speculated, “or because you asked for it?”

“I didn’t ask for anything,” Bethany said. “They just did things to me.”

“How much did you make?” Meredith asked.

“Close to five hundred,” Bethany said.

“Are you going to miss it?”

“Good question,” Bethany replied, nodding solemnly. “I think I’ll want to go back again. But not today or tomorrow. Maybe not even next weekend. I think my period’s going to start Saturday, anyway. What about you? Would you go back?”

“Yeah,” Meredith said. “Right now, I think I would. But what if we both wake up tomorrow with traumatic migraines?”

“Traumatic migraines?”

“A head thing. Caused by stuff that you didn’t know was abuse when it happened.”

“I never heard of that.”

“I think it’s real,” Meredith said. “They asked if I wanted to go to Atlanta next month.”

“For what?” Bethany demanded sharply.

“Their conference,” Meredith said. “Imagery. It’s called imagery.”

“Synergy?” Bethany said, almost yelling.

“That’s it,” Meredith said. “Synergy. A lady named Iris told me about it.”

“You got invited to Synergy?” Bethany shouted. “Please tell me you’re shitting me!”

“No, they asked me if I wanted to go,” Meredith said. “It’s true.”

“As a honeypot?” Bethany said, taking her eyes off the road to stare at her sister.

“Well, yeah,” Meredith replied. “Why else would I go?”

“Definitely as a honeypot, though?” Bethany persisted. “Not just to work it?”

“I’m pretty sure as a honeypot. I asked and she said I’d do the same things there I did here.”

“No, this is incredible!” Bethany said. “Everyone wants to go! You get paid hugely.”

“It’s in the middle of the week,” Meredith said. “I’m going to have to cut class.”

“Just get makeup assignments. You have to go.”

“So you knew about this?” Meredith said.

“I swear I told you about it,” Bethany said. “It’s going to be crazy. Everyone’s going to be there.”

“It’s going to be weird,” Meredith said. “I’m not going to have clothes on, and people will see me.”

“How much are you getting?” Bethany said. “Did they get into that?”

“One thousand a day.”

“Shit, shit,” Bethany said. “You’re going. You have to go.”

“I’m seriously considering it,” Meredith said.

“Did they tell you why they picked you?”

“Well, I guess,” Meredith said.

“What did they say?”

“Okay, they mentioned blonde hair,” Meredith said. “And big tits.”

“Bitch,” Bethany said.

“But my, um, clitoris too.”

“What about it?”

“They said it’s big. And that’s something they wanted too.”

“What for?”

“She didn’t say.”

“You’ll probably have to wear that thing on it again.”

“Maybe,” Meredith agreed.

“Did you like it?”

“It was okay,” Meredith said. “I think I made more juice with it, so I wasn’t opposed to it.”

“I can buy you one for home use,” Bethany said. “I think I’ve seen stuff like that on the website.”

“No, please don’t,” Meredith said. “With my luck, Mom will open the mail that day and this whole thing comes crashing down.”

“What do you mean?” Bethany demanded.

“You know she wouldn’t approve of this.”

“She wouldn’t care,” Bethany said.

“Then why haven’t you told her what we’re doing? And why did you make up the biggest lie in the world?”

“Weekend bachelorette party isn’t the biggest lie.”

“Who do we know who’s getting married?”

“No one,” Bethany said. “That’s what makes it a lie.”

“So if she asks who’s getting married, what do you say? You have to make up a bunch more lies. The girl, the guy marrying her, where. And then we’re going to have to dress up and leave like we’re going to the wedding.”

“In case you haven’t noticed,” Bethany said, “Mom is so over giving two fucks about anything we do.”

“She cares,” Meredith said. “She asks me about stuff.”

“What are you going to tell her about going to Atlanta for a week?” Bethany said.

“I’m sort of putting a story together,” Meredith said. “Something that doesn’t involve a wedding.”

“What then?”

“College interview, maybe.”

Bethany laughed out loud.

“You’re giving me shit about a wedding lie, and you’re making up a college lie? We just have to dress up one Saturday to cover for my lie. You have to go to school for four years!”

“Okay, that’s dumb,” Meredith said.

“Yeah, well when you tell Mom whatever lie you settle on,” Bethany said, “let me in on it so we can get our stories straight.”

“I’m not even sure I’m going yet,” Meredith said. “I have to make sure there isn’t some big test or paper that week.”

“You have to go,” Bethany asserted. “This is more important than school.”

“How do you figure?”

“It’s professional,” Bethany said. “It’s an important job.”

“It’s getting my pussy played with,” Meredith retorted. “That’s all it is. You know that. That’s all it is.”

Nevertheless, when the email arrived Monday afternoon, Meredith opened it and followed the links and learned all that could be learned about the Synergy conference. And she confirmed that she could miss the days of the conference with a little makeup work, so when the contract showed up a few hours later, she read it carefully, grimaced at some of the things it said she needed to be ready to do, and she signed it.




Chapter 19: Breeder Transport

Until 6 o’clock that evening, it was a typical Monday for John. He bred once, in the morning, pumping a satisfying load up Chantrelle’s vagina while the girl lay chained spread-eagle, grunting and making fists and climaxing both naturally and, after John was finished, under the powers of a tool designed to force semen-propelling orgasms from girls who were already sated. Her cries were almost deafening.

That afternoon, they brought one of the new girls up to John’s five-cage section for mutual exercise. Blonde and thickly built, she wasn’t familiar with the regimen, but she proved a quick study, making her way from cage to cage and engaging with each occupant in accordance with his or her preferences.

Greg, the Irish/Native American, took her on her back, while Rhonda, who identified as a girl and had the B-cup breasts to prove it, but also sported a seven-inch erection, took the girl from behind. John also entered her from behind. He could tell she was getting sore and tried to make his work quick. Next was the Nigerian, Ben, tall and very black, and Pete, of Indian and Chinese descent, who lay on his back on his bed and chivalrously invited the girl to mount him, and she winced as she slid up and down his penis but eventually coaxed him to climax.

She, unfortunately, never came during her visit, but as she was leashed for the walk back to the cages where the gestators were kept, she smiled a little dazedly, obviously pleased to have survived her first exercise tour.

After she left, John spent the rest of the afternoon reading and writing, adding to his thoughts of a “Third Testament,” an addition to Biblical thought that was as far as he knew unique to him, which encompassed all the ways of living that didn’t square with the first two testaments but that weren’t, as far as he was concerned, wrong: breeding, for example, which required near-daily fornication. Being a girl with a penis or a boy with a vagina. Being gay. Not knowing what you were. All were accepted in John’s Third Testament, and as he added to it, he kept an eye on the door, because he knew they’d be coming for him, and they’d be taking him on an adventure.

At 6 they arrived, three handlers, all female. Alyssa came for John, stepping up to his bars with a leash and shackles in her hand, and John stared straight ahead as his ankles were bound, raised his penis and winced as Alyssa fastened a security collar around his scrotum, the little pins biting in as she tightened and locked it.

“Am I going to wear this all the way to Atlanta?” he asked.

“Do you want to?” she asked back, unlocking his cage door.

“Honestly? No.”

“You’ll be glad to know it’s coming off as soon as you’re strapped to your carrier,” she said.

“What’s the carrier like?” he asked.

“Secure,” she replied, leading him toward the door with Pete, the Indian/Chinese breeder, and Roscoe, who was pure American Black, tall with skin the color of coffee, his DNA from Africa and Europe, the former handed down from his slave forebears, the latter from the owners, the totality of his being a glorious amalgam of ancient, terrible sins.

John hadn’t known until now who else was going to Synergy, but he might have guessed. The three males Harper had selected each represented great genetic swathes of the world.

Once in the hall and headed to the elevator, the males smiled at each other

“Looks like Tonto’s coming,” Roscoe said to Pete with a tilt of his head toward John.

“Sambo gets a ride too,” Pete observed, nodding to Roscoe.

“And then there’s the Chinaman,” Roscoe noted, “chinky chinky chopsticks.”

John smiled but did not laugh, did not join in, not yet quite at peace with the byproducts of the facility’s eclectic culture. All races were equal at Mirabilis, regardless how things played out beyond the institution’s walls. When it came to making designer babies, there was no inferior, no superior ethnicity, any more than there were greater and lesser paints on an artist’s palette. Harper used them all. And so it was inevitable perhaps that the males in particular would call each other the worst things they could think of, because there was no sting to any of it. Kikes, Micks, Honkeys, Sambos, Chinks, Redfaces, Tontos, Darkies, Onionheads, it’s how they spoke to each other, and no one cared. Only the N-word remained off limits. You might hear it now and then, from the mouths of the Black breeders, but that was it. Some taboos were still too strong to be broken here.

As they waited for the elevator door to open, Alyssa pulled a padlock out of her pocket and hooked the loops of all three leashes to it, adding one more level of security to the effort of moving these males out of Mirabilis, all of them too valuable to be tempted with freedom.

The elevator opened and they stepped on, and as the car descended, John felt a wave of embarrassment. He should have been used to the way things were. He’d been here three months, since July. But he could still be jarred by the strangeness of this place at times, and this was one of those times, three nude males shackled by the feet and leashes by the genitals, three clothed females responsible for the leashes, all packed into one elevator.

“Are you going to Atlanta?” he asked, looking at Alyssa.

“No, they don’t need me there,” Alyssa said. John couldn’t tell if she were being bitter or ironic and, thankfully, the elevator door opened a moment later and all stepped onto the first floor and through several secured doors and to a place John had never been before, a small covered shipping dock with an open truck waiting at the edge. They were at the back of the building, the side open to river and the cool October air, thick smells of earth and slowly meandering water wafting up to him. It had been three months since he’d been outside. He missed it.

The girls were already here, Madison and Chantrelle and Josephine – European white, African Black, Native American Japanese, respectively, three distinct colors from Harper’s gestational palette. John had been up all three vaginas many times, enjoyed both their bodies and their dispositions, and wondered if they’d been selected in part because of his affinity for them. It was a vain thought, but he allowed himself to ponder it briefly, along with its implication: Harper wanted Mirabilis represented by breeders who were comfortable working with each other, because they’d be doing so at Synergy. After John’s vanity came lust, because his mind went of its own accord to the unique sensations of each girl’s chamber, and his penis hardened, and he looked down at it with a slight wistfulness, because he was certain no relief would be available during the four-hour trip to Atlanta.

Josephine was the first to be packaged for shipping, Madison and Chantrelle looking on distractedly, their ankles bound together and chains running from their anuses to the hands of two female handlers.

Six black, human-sized platforms had been laid in a neat line on the dock, each bearing the logo of a company called Cassock on its edge, and attended by two females and one male in black and wearing the same logo on their shirts.

Josephine was seated on the platform in the place where dents indicated her bottom should go. Her shackles had been removed and as John watched, cuffs were being closed around her ankles. One of the Cassock employees said something to Josephine John couldn’t hear, and she leaned back and spread her legs as far as they would go so her leash could be removed, and once it was out she dropped to her back where where the dents for her head and shoulder blades waited, and she put her arms into the little grooves shaped for them and stared at the ceiling as her wrists and neck were cuffed, and she closed her eyes, resigned to her fate.

This did not seem a terrible way to get around, John thought, if it had to be done securely. Josephine was lying down, legs spread a little, arms at her sides, all in all a position one might sleep in.

But the Cassock people weren’t quite done yet. One of the female employees was examining the place between Josephine’s legs, spreading her lips and touching her anus and offering instructions to her colleague, who was examining items on a cart, and she picked up a small object with two little spikes protruding, and John’s suspicions of what would be done with it were quickly confirmed. While Josephine’s eye went wide, the spikes were eased up her anus and vagina and the whole apparatus was fixed to the platform with a pair of bolts.

Finally, a pair of clamps were produced and closed on Josephine’s nipples, prompting another silent, wide-eyed stare.

How much did they hurt? John wondered, feeling a silent, vicarious sympathy with the girl. And why had they been put on her?

Madison went next, resisting not at all as she was moved to the second platform in the row, putting her rear where it was supposed to go, allowing herself to be cuffed by the ankles and unleashed and secured by the wrists and neck, vagina and anus, but when one of the Cassock girls clamped Madison’s nipples, the girl at last showed what John interpreted as a little resistance.

“Ow!” she said. “Any reason for those?”

“Mild pain,” said the Cassock worker.

“Obviously,” Madison said. “Why?”

“We’ve found it makes transport go a little more smoothly.”

“How do you figure?” Madison asked.

“It keeps you distracted,” the worker explained.

“And docile,” the other female employee explained.

“Just for the trip, right?” Madison asked, raising her head as much as she could to study her breasts.

“Until you’re let off the platform,” confirmed the worker.

“What if we need to pee?” Madison asked.

“Just release,” said the Cassock employee.

“There’s a thing up my pussy,” Madison protested.

“It’s a vaginal security rod,” the worker corrected.

“Okay, there’s a vaginal security rod up my pussy,” Madison said. “But I might still need to pee.”

“It’s got a channel for urine,” the worker said.

“And then it just goes everywhere?” Madison queried. “I have to lie in it all the way to Atlanta?”

“You already have to go?”

“I didn’t have to go until I found out I couldn’t,” Madison whined. “That’s how girls’ minds work. But then, you probably knew that.”

“There’s a reservoir between your legs,” the worker said. “Most of it will end up in there.”

“Oh,” Madison said drily. “That would have been the first thing you could have said.”

“Same thing for males?” Pete asked.

“Don’t urinate when you’re erect,” the worker replied.

“Who does that?” Roscoe asked.

“As long as you’re flaccid, most of it will end up in the reservoir.”

“What if I start swinging?”

“Swinging?” the worker echoed dubiously.

“You ever seen a firehose turned on full blast?” Roscoe said, turning side to side so his penis slapped alternating thighs. “Swinging.”

“Don’t flatter yourself, Roscoe,” Chantrelle said.

“I’m being serious,” Roscoe said. “Piss is gonna be all over everything.”

“The platforms drain along the edges into the reservoir,” the worker said, scowling. “But if you can, hold it. It’s just three hours.”

“I’ll probably last for the first hour,” Madison said. “And then, I really hope I’m not swimming in it.”

Chantrelle was brought to the third platform, and John noticed that the space for her body was longer than for the first two girls. Mirabilis knew everyone’s dimensions, and they must have communicated all the numbers to the company called Cassock, and Cassock must have brought platforms that had been sized accordingly.

John looked at the rest of the equipment, quickly spotted the platform meant for his relatively large frame, and after they were done with Chantrelle, one of the workers touched his arm and pointed to his platform and he sat down on it and was bound the same way the girls were at first, by the wrists and ankles and neck and, finally, with a catch on his leash and a rod up his anus, and he grunted as the large restraint was pushed inside him and secured to the platform. And strange as the sensation always was, it prompted his already agitated penis to full attention, and he looked down at it with a sense of resignation, because there would be no one to take care of it during the trip, and he wouldn’t be able to either.

As Pete and Roscoe were secured, John consoled himself with the expectation that he would be in high demand at Synergy, and the demand would include plenty of sexual release, courtesy of the girls bound on the dock beside him, and probably some others as well.

Was it ungodly to lust after girls he hadn’t even met yet, when he already had his fill of known females?

He wasn’t sure. But when in doubt, he’d decided a few months ago – and doubt was a constant companion at a place where the breeding was done naturally, and diligently -- it wasn’t’ a sin. And if God felt otherwise, He’d find a way to let John know.

It didn’t help when the platforms were stacked, Chantrelle on the bottom, John above her, then Pete and Madison and the rest, a plane of fiberglass just a few inches above John’s face and penis, and on the other side a female he’d often been inside, and whose vagina he wanted now, and above her two more girls whose bodies he had delighted in often enough.

He could see light around the edges of the platform, turning his head to the left to look at a narrow strip of the rest of the world, where the legs of the workers continued to move, and now the six bound breeders were being slid as one toward the end of the dock, little wheels squeaking beneath the four corners of the stack.

“Oh, dayum!” protested Chantrelle. “Holy god!”

The cry would have meant nothing to John three months ago, but now he understood. As they were pushed across the rough concrete of the dock, the stack of platforms rattled as one, each quiver transmitted to the captives’ backs and heads and limbs and through the restraint rods into them. For John, it was an interesting sensation, although a little disconcerting, as though a mild electric charge were being sent through his rectum, and his erection persisted. But he knew the feeling must have been multiplied 10-fold, 20-fold for the girls, who were holding rods up both holes, including one hole designed with excruciating sensitivity.

“Uh!” grunted another female voice John recognized as Madison’s. “Rrrrahhhh!”

As soon as the sensation began, it ended. The stack of six breeders was pushed from the dock to the truck, its bed floored with smooth metal that offered no stimulation.

“Did you cum, Madison?” Chantrelle asked in the sudden silence.

“I did not cum,” the disappointed girl replied. “Did you?”

“No.”

“Josephine?” Madison asked.

“No,” Josephine said from the top of the stack, her voice distant. “I could barely feel it.”

“Lucky you!”

The door closed and a light glow at the edges of his platform told John there was some source of light here, maybe a plastic ceiling, and the truck rumbled to life. The shake of the engine transmitted its own vibrations to John’s body, but it was nothing like the earlier sensation of being pushed along the dock.

“And we’re off,” Chantrelle announced, her voice sounding surprisingly close to John.

“Hey, Chantrelle, can you hear me?” John inquired quietly.

“Yes, Sweetie,” Chantrelle replied. “I’m not deaf.”

“I’m not talking that loud, though,” John said. “Does it sound like I’m right behind you?”

“Pete, you there?” Chantrelle said.

“I am,” he replied, his voice also sounding a little closer than John expected.

“I think they put holes next to our ears,” Chantrelle said. “All the way through.”

“They want us to talk,” John speculated.

“They don’t want us not to talk,” Chantrelle countered. “But either way, nice not to have to yell.”

Above John, the other breeders were discovering the same thing, chatting quietly to each other, most of the words too quiet for John to hear.

“You happy, John?” Chantrelle asked.

It was a question out of the blue, not something he’d ever been asked by anyone at the lab, certainly not before the lab either, when his life was wrapped up in the worship of a god for whom human happiness was an unnecessary by-product. Happiness was for those who waited. Happiness was for those who died and made it to heaven. If you were happy on earth for more than a brief and blessed moment here and there, it was probably because you were sinning. False happiness, in other words.

But John’s answer came quickly, not much thought required.

“I am,” he said. “What about you?”

“When I think about getting out of here, yes,” she said.

“You’re unhappy now?” John asked.

“Not unhappy,” she said. “Just not as happy as I’ll be when I move on, and I can spend my money, and be free.”

“Where will you go?” John asked. “How will you live?”

“I’m gonna have my own baby,” she said. “Live in a city somewhere, and be me.”

“Your own baby,” John echoed. “You’ll be married?”

“I don’t need all that,” she said. “Just a man to get me pregnant.”

“Okay,” John said, uncertain a fatherless childhood was good for anyone. But then, his own father had been a disappointment, a man who wanted to be a minister but couldn’t, for some reason, make the connection.

“You wanna do the job?” Chantrelle asked.

“Get you pregnant?” John said.

“Yeah.”

“You mean after . . . after we’re out?”

It was a question he’d never pondered before, a vital question. He had paused his labors at earning his place in the Kingdom of God once he got to Mirabilis, but he wasn’t thinking about anything else in the future either, even life after his two-year Mirabilis had ended.

“You don’t dream of it every day?” Chantrelle asked.

“I don’t,” John said. “This is as far as my dreams ever got.”

“You like it, don’t you?”

“More than anything,” John said.

“So is that a yes or no on getting me pregnant?”

John laughed, certain Chantrelle wasn’t being serious.

“A yes,” John said, but not completely jokingly, and his next words were entirely earnest. “But let me stay a little while with you.”

Chantrelle laughed. “I’m not going to let you stick that thing in me five times a day.”

“Just three times,” John said, and Chantrelle laughed, but his mind had become serious, for this was a post-Mirabilis destiny he could fathom, even if it were temporary. Two months with the girl, six months, a year, breeding with her until she got pregnant, making love to her even if she was already pregnant. Taking pleasure. Giving pleasure. Finding in her the personal god that replaced a god that refused to speak, never showed himself, never bothered even to touch his creation. Little pieces of God were in everyone, and little shards of the God-given joys were in them as well. Even the carnal joys. So take, and delight, for that was service too.

“You still hard, Johnny?” Chantrelle teased.

“It’s gone down a little,” John said, bending his neck to peer at himself. “Why do you ask?”

“You think I can keep you hard with words?”

“Is that something you want to do?”

“It would help,” she said.

“Help what?”

“I’m going to try to cum on this thing they put in me.”

“Is it allowed?”

“No one said don’t.”

“What are you going to do?” John asked, his penis warming up again.

“Shake a little on it,” she said. “But I need you hard.”

“Why?”

“Helps me imagine things.”

“I could just tell you I’m hard.”

“I’d know you were lying.”

“How could you tell?”

“Honey, really?” Chantrelle said, her exasperated tone seeping through the platform. “I know what a boy sounds like when he’s ready for me.”

“Am I hard now then?”

“Almost.”

“You can tell that?”

“Of course,” Chantrelle said, and she sighed audibly, and John sensed a shaking from the platform above his, and he knew what the girl there was doing, could picture her grinding her middle against the vaginal restraint peg, knew her pelvis was bobbing, her hands were clenched, her eyes were half-closed with the concentration it would take to orgasm like this, and his penis quickly went to full mast again.

“C’mon, Johnny,” Chantrelle grunted. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” John said through clenched teeth.

“C’mon, white boy, c’mon,” she continued, and to John’s relief, she finished a few moments later with a great shaking of the platform above him and the usual gasps of impossible pleasure.

“Chantrelle, was that what I think it was?” said Pete.

“Wha—“ Chantrelle said, because she was still recovering.

Eventually, the three bound males, and the three bound females, sorted out what had happened to Chantrelle, and they spoke of other things, and fell silent as well, and Chantrelle and Madison urinated and announced that they had and that it went alright, and some of them slept, but John did not, his perpetual restlessness of mind and body a blessing most of the time, but a torment at present, and he endured the hours of transport until the starts and stops of the truck they were bound on suggested city driving, and then a final stop and the turning off of the engine, the opening of the truck door, and the emergence of a bright illumination that made John blink.




Chapter 20: Lab Transport

The research inventory at Atlanta General Female Laboratory and Services had before them a far shorter trip to Synergy than the breeders of Savannah’s Mirabilis, but what the trip lacked in duration was more than made up for in security.

That evening, as the sun was setting and dinner was wrapping up, a man and woman in black shirts bearing Cassock logos, escorted by a single lab staffer pushing a cart, arrived to prepare Priscilla, Titania and Rachel for the trip across town to the conference. Priscilla went first, stepping to the bars to have the tattoo on her hip scanned, then waiting with a sense of eager dread for what would be done next.

“You’ll be transported in an eight-point restraint cage,” the woman said, and when Priscilla replied with a blank expression, she elaborated. “Mouth, anus, vagina, neck, and four limbs.”

“Mouth?” Priscilla blurted before she could stop herself. She’d never been restrained by her mouth, in fact rarely had anything beyond the occasional gag been applied to it.

“It won’t hurt,” the woman promised. “Now turn around and bend way over. Touch your toes if you can. Bottom against the bars.”

Priscilla obeyed, closing her eyes and clenching her jaw, the uncertainty worse than whatever was going to be done.

The Cassock couple worked quickly. After she heard the sound of things being retrieved from the cart, she felt a finger against her vaginal hole, and then it entered her and exited, leaving something cool that she knew must be lubricant. The same thing was done to her anus, and she felt another flash of coolness before two cold, metallic rods were pushed up both holes simultaneously.

“Ah,” Priscilla said quietly, grimacing as the intrusive objects were adjusted, the angle where they met widened and their tips expanded to plant them firmly inside her body.

“Straighten,” said the woman, and Priscilla obeyed and felt fingers around her neck, then the tight embrace of a metal collar.

“Hands behind your back,” said the woman, and Priscilla complied and made fists as her wrists were cuffed. No instructions followed the shackling of her feet, and it was finished, the team moving with their cart to the next cage over, where Titania was kept.

“Let there be light,” Titania proclaimed as the restraint bit into her chambers.

“What’s that?” asked one of the Cassock people.

“One if by land, two if by sea,” Titania clarified, ending the conversation for the moment, the next sounds only that of binding.

But before they could move with their cart to Rachel’s cage, they were accosted one last time.

“How will oral restraint be done?” Titania asked.

“It won’t hurt,” the Cassock woman promised.

“That doesn’t matter,” Titania countered. “I just want to know what to expect. Will it go down my throat? Will it be anchored to my tongue, or my teeth?”

“None of the above,” said the woman. Priscilla, leaning against her bed, could not see the workers, but she didn’t need to. The words had been spoken through a scowl.

“I can exercise my jaw if that would be helpful,” Titania said, her offer followed by “aah, aah, aah, aah. Like that. Should I be doing that?”

“No,” said the woman, and Priscilla heard the cart squeak and was relieved to know they were done with Titania, because she didn’t want the girl to keep talking and get in trouble. The fact Titania seemed to be gratified in some peculiar way during her weekly maintenance session, enthusiastically counting out the pops on her bottom, or singing as the voltage was pumped through her nipples or labia, didn’t make it any easier for Priscilla to listen to.

“Sixty-seven!” Titania whispered as the transport crew worked on Rachel.

“Yeah?” Priscilla responded from the other side of the wall, relieved Titania didn’t address her by her real name.

“Can you talk?” Titania asked.

“Yes,” Priscilla said.

“Have you ever been bound by your mouth?”

“No.”

“Neither have I,” Titania said. “How do you think it will work?”

“No idea,” Priscilla said, not particularly curious or concerned about it. She had plenty of other things to worry about, and she looked down at her middle, where the rods up her rectum and vagina joined together, a small ring poised at the openings.

“Sometimes they pierce the tongue,” Titania ventured.

“Who does that?” Priscilla asked, not that she cared.

“The people in charge of things,” Titania replied vaguely. “Or they might replace a tooth with an iron ring.”

“No one does that,” Priscilla said.

“No one did a lot of things,” Titania countered, “until they did.”

“So how would that work?” Priscilla said with a mix of irritation and morbid curiosity. “How would they get the tooth out and the ring in?”

“Surgery,” Titania replied.

“Which tooth?”

“Incisor,” Titania said without skipping a beat. “Very deep root.”

“When?” Priscilla asked.

“Right before we leave.”

“You mean, now?”

“Soon.”

“Where?” Priscilla asked. “Here in the lab?”

“Or on the truck, if it has the right equipment.”

“Do you think they’ll use Novocain?”

“No one uses Novocain,” Titania said. “They use other things now. Or nothing.”

“I think they’ll leave our teeth alone,” Priscilla said, tiring of the banter.

“Suit yourself,” Titania said.

Priscilla heard the opening and relocking of a cage door, the unmistakable sound of a girl shuffling in chains, and Rachel appeared, smiling weakly at her, ignoring Titania. Rachel still remembered that first day, Priscilla was certain, when she and two other girls from her church sold themselves to the lab as an offering to God, and as they rode with Priscilla on an old converted school bus, each girl caged and chained by the wrists and ankles to a hook set into the floor, the church girls had sung hymns, each making her own harmony. Their spiritual hallucinations survived for perhaps a few days or a few hours after they’d reached the lab, faith disassembled piecemeal by the things they did to newcomers here – the replacement of names from the Bible with numbers from a corporate inventory system, the stamping of those numbers and their corresponding barcodes four times into each girl’s sensitive flesh, the insertion of monitors and rods and collection tubes and, invariably, penises, up rectums and virgin sheaths, the caging and chaining and punishment. And all for godless science.

And yet Rachel had prevailed, in a sense. The natural obedience of a Christian girl had come with her into this place, and when she was told to tighten, she tightened, and when she was told to exercise, she exercised, and when a boy was brought to her and told to put his erection up her and she was told to apply her best grip to him, she did so, and the boys grunted and held still, but they usually could not keep from climaxing into her chamber, eventually. Rachel was not happy, not animated, not creative the way Priscilla was, and she seemed resigned to the sex she was forced to endure, but she did her best, and her best was good enough to earn her a spot among the 10 prize girls in Cooper’s lab. And when she climaxed, a result inevitable even for a chaste girl from a Baptist church, she shouted desperately, her high-pitched wails audible through solid doors.

Titania was released from her cage, the lab staffer opened Priscilla’s cage door and let her out, and the three bound females were escorted to the lab door, to the elevator, and down to the first floor and the same loading dock where Priscilla had been disgorged with her fellow prisoners more than a year before, and she shivered as she remembered this stop on her way to scientific servitude, exiting the bus, standing in line to be harnessed and bound to a pole, stealing glances behind herself toward a fence topped with barbed wire and beyond it, freedom.

An opened truck had been backed up to the dock, where five little cages waited, all still empty, and Priscilla studied them next.

She would be seated, she concluded, her knees drawn up to her chest, with virtually every available body part from her mouth to her ankles chained, cuffed, leashed, plugged. She had expected to be transported in something more like the bus she’d been brought to the lab in, with its little cages and four-point restraints, but that was a moment of glorious freedom compared with what she was about to suffer. How long would she be bound like this? Twenty minutes, an hour, an hour and five minutes? Every second before she was released would be another second of misery.

“Okay, you first,” the Cassock girl said, and Priscilla bit her lip and stepped forward, resigned to the fact she would probably spend the most time of all the girls in the transport cage, unless she were freed first once they got to the conference.

The cages all bore the Cassock logo too, she noticed, just a little plate in the upper corner of the cage’s sidewall, which also served as its door and was swung open for her as she shuffled over.

“Sit on the platform,” the worker told her, pointing to a flat metal seat only large enough for her bottom. A short chain with a clip on the end had been fastened to the platform’s front edge, and as Priscilla took her seat, wincing as her weight settled against the cold steel, she took in the other chains and cuffs and clamps fastened all over the cage, quickly determining where most of them would go.

Once seated, she opened her legs without having to be told so the worker could chain her by her chamber plugs to the platform. After that, her shackles were removed and her ankles were cuffed with short chains to the floor of the cage. Her handcuffs came off next, her cage door was closed and locked, and she moved her hands where she knew they had to go, watching as the Cassock girl reached through the bars to fasten each wrist to the cuffs at the sides of the cage.

“Lean back,” she was told, and as soon as she obeyed, she felt the slight pressure on her collar that told her it was being bound to the bars behind her.

Several unused chains still hung from the bars beside her, each ending in a small clamp, and Priscilla gazed at them and knew now where they would go, and her suspicions were immediately confirmed. The worker knelt, grabbed the end of the chain by her hip, reached in between her legs, and fastened the clamp to her left labia.

“Ah!” Priscilla exclaimed, more from shock than pain. The clamp was annoying but not excruciating.

The worker circled the cage, grabbed the end of the chain next to Priscilla’s shoulder, reached through the bars, opened the clamp wide and put it around Priscilla’s right nipple, jagged teeth biting her sensitive flesh.

“Ow, damn!” Priscilla protested, because this one hurt more than her labial restraint.

“You’re not going to forget her mouth I hope,” Titania said.

The Cassock girl ignored her, instead answering the question by grabbing one last item from the cart, a ball with a pair of chains extending from it, and she passed it through the bars with one hand, grabbed the free chain with her other hand, positioned the ball in front of Priscilla’s mouth, and again the girl did as required without having to be told, opening her mouth wide and allowing the ball to be pulled backwards, like a bit, between her teeth.

The staffer hooked the ends of the chain to the bars, forcing Priscilla’s head back, and the girl looked forward with a wide-opened mouth and eyes that, for the umpteenth time in the last year, showed surprise.

“Are you an equal opportunity restrainer?” Titania asked.

The Cassock girl, as expected, ignored the question, but Priscilla did not. She could see herself, restrained to what might be called an atomic level of captivity. Not even the wildest animal would be bound this way, but here was Priscilla van Dross, a girl with three years of college behind her, a girl who believed her destiny was architecture, chained and clamped and plugged so thoroughly and so cruelly it was all for the moment she could perceive as her identity.

And then here was Titania, once again asking one of her ridiculous questions.

The things the girl said, the countless things she wanted to know, were sometimes a source of mild amusement for Priscilla and ofttimes an annoyance. But today, at this moment, the girl was a tonic, and Priscilla’s smile would have been broad and visible had her jaws and lips not been forced around a hard rubber ball.

“You next, sit here,” the Cassock girl told Titania, who shambled up as quickly as her restraints would allow, who sat on her little platform and spread her legs and cooperated not just fully, but eagerly, Priscilla believed, as her body was subjected to all the same violations as Priscilla’s just had.

Gather information, Priscilla told herself. Even here. Study, learn, know. And she licked the ball between her teeth, and noticed at once the roughness. Rubber can be scarred the same way skin can, and this object bore the marks of many other teeth.

Perhaps she should have been revolted by the knowledge hers was not the first mouth forced around this object, but she assumed it was sanitized between uses, and the marks she felt with her tongue were not harbors of germs, but instead a tenuous connection with all the other victims, all the other girls who’d had this done to them.

She could turn her head and her eyes just enough to confirm that the other two girls had been caged and restrained in the same ways she had, and now there were boys here too, a Black male three cages from hers who had arrived over the summer and was named Astor, and Nick, one of the research males she was especially fond of, the last of the five going to Synergy.

Were the boys getting their nipples clamped? Some part of their genitals subjected to the troubling teeth? Priscilla couldn’t tell. She didn’t particularly want either boy to suffer, but then . . . it was only fair.

They were wheeled onto the truck one by one, each tilted back on a handcart, moved, set down like merchandise in a warehouse, and when the last of the five had been loaded on, the door of the truck was rolled down and all were plunged into darkness. And as soon as the truck’s engine rumbled to life, Priscilla had something new to worry about, a startling vibration that passed from the drivetrain through the truck floor to the floor of her cage and the platform she was sitting on and from there to the ring in the base of her plugs and, inevitably, into her body, against the walls of her rectum and vagina.

It was not a terrible sensation, just unexpected and unfamiliar. But even if she found it delightful to have her most intimate places jolted by a diesel-powered vibrator, what more could she do about it? Touching her clitoris was out of the question. Perhaps she could manage an orgasm if the restraint up her reproductive hole was thrusting and stirring, but if all it was going to do was vibrate, attempts to satisfy herself would mean a risk of nothing but frustration. The pains at her nipple and labia, although they’d subsided somewhat, weren’t helping. Nor was the ball in her mouth. Or really, anything about this trip.

Besides, no one had said she could orgasm on the ride. Of course, no one had said she couldn’t. But choosing discretion over valor in this instance, she tilted her pelvis back to put some distance between her leash ring and the platform, and the maddening transference of the engine’s rumble immediately subsided.

What would Rachel do? Probably the same thing. Did she masturbate? Priscilla wasn’t sure, but she imagined the irony of the girl’s refraining from that carnal delight out of a nightly chasteness while at any moment during working hours she might be screaming through the pleasures of a climax forced on her by a machine, or a lab assistant’s hand, or the penis of a boy she wasn’t married to.

What would Titania do? Priscilla had her answer even as she asked the question, for in the darkness, the sounds of the girl working at release were unmistakable. From Priscilla’s left, where Titania’s cage had been set, there was the tap of the ring against the platform, the meaning obvious: first, the girl needed to experiment with this unusual source of stimulation: Roll the pelvis forward and drive the twin prongs as deep as they would go, examine the effect; ease back a little; pause; assess; separate the ring from the platform, take stock of things, and then drive forward again, repeat the process, vary things a little, and eventually discover the most satisfactory pattern.

And then, just go for it and pray it worked.

Priscilla was familiar with Titania’s sexuality. They were sometimes worked on together in the lab, chained side-by-side to examination chairs while machines or males ravished their insides, and they’d been allowed to make love a few times as well, so she knew what the girl liked and what she needed for orgasm. And after she’d listened to the evolving pattern of steel ring against steel seat, she began to believe the girl might just get it done.

“Tap-tap-TAP,” went the beat. “Tap-tap-TAP.”

The pace of the taps picked up, slowed down, but the pattern itself remained consistent, and now a second sound arose to accompany it, a series of gasps, amplified by the ball forced into the entrance of the girl’s mouth, the breath rasping around it. And now the gasps turned to grunts, a little animal-like as they escaped Titania’s gag, but another sound Priscilla had no trouble interpreting.

Other things began to rattle, the chains of wrist and ankle, produced by what Priscilla guessed were the involuntary movements of a girl’s body as she neared completion.

In the end, everything was happening, grunts, cries, rattles, taps, and finally a long, strangled “Urrrrrrrgh” as Titania got what she wanted.

And then came silence, breathing, silence, the clinking of a few links of chain. Some of the sounds were coming from the places where Nick and Astor had been set, and Priscilla knew they’d been listening as attentively as she had been, and probably with less academic interest and more of the attention that sprang straight from the loins. Were they erect? Both had been assigned to the plumbing of Titania’s genitals more than once, and surely both had replayed the sensations of her remarkable chamber as they listened to her relieve herself.

Yes, of course they were erect. Both of them.

And Priscilla was wet, she noticed, the lubricant easing out around her vaginal plug, her vulva thickening, her clitoris swelling. Should she follow Titania’s lead?

No. She’d lost all sense of time, and her sense of space was iffy. If her attempt at orgasm was interrupted because they’d reached their destination, she’d remain in an agitated state before she finally got that reward, a reward that might not come until tomorrow.

So she suffered through the rest of the trip, keeping her leash ring up off the platform for the most part, occasionally relaxing and paying the price, rapid vibrations tormenting her chambers fore and aft.

After some unknown amount of time, possibly several days but probably more like 45 minutes, the truck’s motor slowed, the vehicle came to a complete stop, a corner was turned, the truck stopped and turned another corner, and Priscilla guessed they were nearing their destination, and when the truck stopped again and backed up with a steady beeping and stopped a final time and the engine shut off, Priscilla knew they’d reached whatever space was hosting the Synergy conference, and her heart leapt because over the next few days, wheels might start to turn that would draw her forth from life as a sexual guinea pig, in the same way that wheels had been turning for more than a year to keep her a captive of the lab.

And just as exciting to her, for other reasons, was the chance she might reconnect again with her sister, for that had been quietly hinted at by a worker who seemed to know her.

The truck door rolled up, bright LEDs behind chasing away the darkness, illuminating the four others bound here. She couldn’t turn her head to see out the truck’s back end, but the shadows moving against the front wall told her that people were coming to take her and her companions to their next destination, and hopefully to move her to a form of confinement that wasn’t quite so severe.




Chapter 21: Meredith Robinson, Honeypot Model

“I want a full report,” Bethany said, voice cracking as she hugged Meredith in the departures lane at Portland International.

“Full report of what?” Meredith said. Her feelings remained mixed – strongly so, in both directions. The money would be amazing. She liked adventures, and this would be one, of the first order. She’d never been to Atlanta, or Georgia, or the American South, for that matter, and now she could say she’d been. But she was going as the guest of what she considered a questionable outfit. She had yet to get completely comfortable with the idea of selling her vaginal lubricant, regardless its purpose. Honeypot’s operations were both creepy in her mind, and probably criminal as well. Why all the secrecy? She was still a little doubtful she’d make it through this deal with both kidneys and her freedom intact. Dumb girls signed up for things like this all the time and woke up in cages, or so she’d heard. In the end, it was the possibility of uncovering Honeypots nefarious business plan that tipped the scales in favor of going. The woman at the collection place told her Honeypot’s business partners were coming to Synergy. Surely that would include the people buying their stuff.

But what would Meredith look for? Russian mobsters? The Russians used to be really weird about dog saliva, a side note to the Pavlov dog story Meredith found particularly disturbing. They’d collect it because they thought it could cure you of stuff. Maybe they thought girl juice could too. Maybe they were right.

Or maybe it wasn’t Russians. Maybe it was aliens.

Of course, it might all be completely normal. That’s one of the things Meredith had learned to look for first in a unit on logic in English. No matter how weird the evidence was, come up with the most normal theory you could, and test that first. Someone was buying girl juice for some appropriate business purpose. Money was being made. End of story.

But even if she could assume legitimacy, and legality, and nothing at all creepy, the question lingered over what, exactly, Meredith was going to be doing for the next three days. She knew she’d be staying at the Westin tonight, a few blocks from the conference hall. She knew she was expected at the hall itself at 8:35 the next morning.

And then . . . what? The instructions Honeypots had sent her didn’t say. Show up, and then probably take off her clothes, and then do what she was told, and try not to mind if a bunch of people were watching her doing . . . things.

Things she didn’t want to do, things she found embarrassing, things she could never admit she’d done, to Bethany or to anyone else.

So she wanted Bethany to understand that she might come back on Thursday evening with nothing to say. There might be no full report. There might be no report at all.

“Full report of what?” she’d demanded.

“A full report of everything that happens,” Bethany said. “I must know all.”

“We’ll see,” Meredith said with one last squeeze before she released her sister. “But if I can’t talk when you pick me up, I don’t want to hear about it. Let me have my space.”

“You’re gonna have so much fun, I know it!” Bethany said.

“We’ll see,” Meredith replied, stepping up to the curb with a rolling carryon, smiling and waving at her sister one last time before she headed into the building.

The flight was uneventful, and Meredith studied and watched a movie and, toward the end, got bored. She took a normal hotel shuttle to the hotel, checked into a normal room, texted Bethany that all was so far going as expected. She watched another movie and got room service and decided not to masturbate before she fell asleep, because she’d probably need it – both the lubricant and full sexual desire – tomorrow.

She slept poorly, which didn’t surprise her. She never did the first night in a new place, especially when that time zone’s bedtime was three hours earlier. She awoke groggily at 6:30 the next morning – 3:30 Portland time – but coffee, shower, a quick breakfast and thoughts of what might transpire over the next three days pushed her to a jittery wakefulness by the time she was putting on her clothes.

Expecting she might not be stripping alone, she’d packed her newest white panties, her newest white bra, put on her best pair of jeans and a loose Oregon University sweatshirt, fluffing her blonde hair before she tied it back with a black ribbon. They’d told her not to put on any makeup, for some reason, and not to bring her phone, so she left that on her bed, and by a little after 8 a.m., she was slipping through the Westin’s great glassed entrance and making her way toward the convention address, looking at the sidewalk because – irrational as she knew she was being – she didn’t want to see anyone she knew and have to explain her presence in Atlanta. Nor did she want to make eye contact with anyone, including all strangers, because she was certain they’d know where she was going, and they’d think less of her. Irrational too, but there it was.

Without her phone to guide her, she had to use her memory, looking at street numbers on office buildings and another hotel and matching them against the convention center’s address.

And here it was, 1701 Peachtree Drive, a boxy, peach-colored, three-story building set back from the street with a big vinyl banner roped to the front: “Welcome Synergy”

The very ordinary plane ride had eased her fears. The hotel room and the meals had helped. But now that she stood before her ultimate destination, the place where she’d be subjected to all manner of unknown embarrassments, the nerves returned, and she had to take a deep breath and will her feet to turn toward the front of the building, where other people were entering in frightening quantities – two dozen at least – every one of whom would look at her and know why she’d come.

Just inside the revolving door, a table had been set up with a skirt in front that read, “EVENT ATTENDEES ONLY.” Two stern-looking women sat behind the desk, each with a laptop, the two backed up by two security guards, male and female, in bulky blue jackets and earpieces.

A line had formed at the desk, so Meredith went to the end of it, watching as the people before her drew out their IDs and, after they were checked against records on the laptops, were either given an event badge that got them past the guards, or sent away.

“Name?” the woman on the right asked Meredith.

“Meredith Robinson.”

The woman tapped on her keyboard, squinted at her screen.

“ID?”

Meredith fished her driver’s license out of her front pocket, handed it over.

“Company?” the woman asked, handing the ID back.

“Oh, yeah, Honeypots. Honeypots.”

“Role?”

“Oh, uh . . . I guess, I don’t know. Damn. Product demonstrator. Or, that’s not it. Like, I’m doing demonstrations or something. I show what . . . what we do.”

Good enough, apparently.

“Look into the camera,” said the woman, tapping the little black orb at the top of her laptop screen.

“What’s this going to show?” Meredith asked warily.

“Just your face, mainly,” the woman replied. “It’s just for internal security.”

Meredith tried to smile, the picture was taken, a little printer hummed next to the laptop, and the woman handed Meredith a cardboard badge with her full name on it in big letters, “Honeypots” and “Model” below it in smaller letters, and a barcode in the corner.

“You’ll be nude, so you don’t get a badge holder,” the woman said to Meredith’s deep chagrin, her voice loud enough to be heard by the next five people in line at least. “Just ask your company how they want you to wear this.”

“I’ll do that, yeah,” Meredith promised, trying to make it all sound normal.

“It’s a twenty-five-dollar replacement fee,” the woman said. “Some girls are getting them taped to their bottoms, or stuck to a nipple, or put through their labia on a cord, and it’s a little precarious, so make sure to keep track of it.”

“Totally,” Meredith agreed quickly, wanting to move on. “I really will.”

The woman turned in her chair and pointed through the lobby, and Meredith saw a pair of guards before two heavy doors, with a sign that said “Synergy Hall” fixed to the wall above. Someone stepped up and a guard scanned their badge. Not just read it, but used a phone-sized device to scan it, and only after the scan succeeded was the door opened and the person allowed in. But Meredith could see a second set of doors beyond the first and guessed one would have to get through both passages to reach the actual hall. This was a relief to her. Whatever she’d be doing here, it wouldn’t be seen by just anyone.

“Do you see the little side hall to the left of the main entrance?” the woman asked, snapping Meredith’s attention back.

“Yes.”

“That’s where models go. Your badge will only work at that entrance.”

“Thanks,” Meredith said, sidling toward the guard at that end of the table, passing between the stanchions after the chain was unhooked, heading toward the side hall, and looking at the paper badge she’d just been given, which represented an unexpected new challenge. Were they really going to hook it to her nipple? Or her labia? How would that even work? So she couldn’t just put it on a lanyard like the ID she wore at school?

She shoved the badge into her back pocket and looked ahead. She felt less self-conscious now she was in an area of the building reserved for conference people, and she kept her gaze up, noticing the ordinary-looking men and women moving toward the main hall, and an Asian girl about her age headed to the side hall, which led to a door with a sign that read “SYNERGY MODELS” and “AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY.”

The Asian girl reached the door first, knocked, and it opened, and she held up her badge so it could be scanned by a woman just inside the door.

Meredith followed, got her badge scanned, entered what looked like a narrow hallway with dark blue curtains on either side, plain cardboard signs every 20 feet or so bearing the names of what Meredith guessed were companies.

“Cassock’s third on the left,” the woman told the Asian girl before she turned to Meredith. “And Honeypots is down that way, on the right.”

Meredith heard voices from behind the curtains, mostly female, mostly young, realized that the curtain-lined hallway concealed people, maybe many of them, each group in their own little curtained compartment, getting ready for their roles at the conference.

These were girls just like her, Meredith thought, here to do the same things she was doing, and her relief was almost palpable. These were her allies. She was going to keep her kidney.

She stopped beneath the paper sign that read “HONEYPOTS,” paused, heard voices and the shuffling of something, drew in her breath.

“Hello?” she asked. “Is anyone here?”

“It’s open!” shouted a woman’s voice, and Meredith fumbled with the curtain for a moment, found the gap, drew it aside and entered another world.

Here were a half dozen girls that Meredith quickly concluded were models like her, some undressing in front of lockers, some naked and seated in front of mirrors and being made up, three or four being fitted with collection belts.

It was the girls getting makeup applied that surprised Meredith the most. Or really, disturbed her the most. In her mind, she had seen her role in the conference as simply demonstrating the methods of collecting a female’s vaginal lubricant. The focus would be on the equipment, the methods, the tools. But no, the girl in the seat closest to her, naturally armed with flaming red hair, was also sporting bright red and very unnatural lipstick and black eyeliner and no clothes, looking less like a girl here to reveal corporate processes and more like an exotic dancer, a porn star, a streetwalker.

“Meredith!” someone shouted, and Meredith started, raised her hand to her chest, looked toward the sound of the voice, saw that she was being hailed by the woman from Honeypots in Portland, the woman who’d recruited her.

“Iris?” Meredith said, saying the name like a question.

“Stay right there,” Iris said, speaking quickly to a girl who was naked except for the belt she was being fitted with, and Meredith studied the space a little more, saw that Iris was one of about a half dozen staff wearing clothes who seemed to be managing things, and she noticed a large white board with little squares for the next three days and the hours of each day, with red marks in the squares that Meredith guessed made up the show schedule, and she thought about stepping over to read it, but Iris had told her to wait, so that’s what she did.

Done with whatever else she’d  been working on, Iris swooped over and surprised Meredith by throwing her arms wide and giving the girl a hug.

“I knew you’d make it,” she said, strongly indicating to Meredith that she was pretty sure Meredith wouldn’t show.

“Well, you paid for my flight,” Meredith said. “And my hotel room.”

“Of course,” Iris said, and she turned toward the row of lockers where a few girls were chatting as they slowly got naked. “Put your clothes in one of those, an empty one, and then we’re going to make you up, so go to one of those chairs, and then we’ll get you belted.”

Iris moved to the lockers, so Meredith followed, paused in front of an empty unit, looked about her instinctively to confirm that there were only females here, pulled off her sweatshirt.

“So I’m going to have a belt on the whole time?” she asked.

“Yes, a completely functional collector, with real-time monitoring,” Iris replied.

“Real-time monitoring,” Meredith repeated, not sure what that meant.

“We’ll be posting everyone’s production in our space,” Iris explained.

“You mean . . .” Meredith began, trying to arrive at the reason that would be done, “so you can see how we’re doing or something?”

“Not so much that,” Iris said, which Meredith interpreted as a nice way of saying No. “It’ll be one of the focal points of our space. We think people who visit us will want to know what’s happening, and what’s provoking it.”

“Okay, that makes sense,” Meredith said, unsnapping her jeans. She used her toes to slip out of her shoes, pushed her jeans down, folded them and put them in her locker, folded her sweatshirt and put it away, set her shoes and socks on top, took a breath, unhooked her bra and put it on the pile, slipped off her panties and added them, and turned to Iris, completely nude.

“I shaved last night,” she said, just to have something to say, and Iris gazed down at Meredith’s bare mound.

“Good,” she said. “Is your clitoris going to perform for us?”

“I can’t promise that,” Meredith said, and she looked down apologetically at her slit. “I guess it’s not doing anything right now.”

“I’m sure we’ll be able to get you standing up,” Iris said.

I’m already standing, Meredith thought, but she knew what Iris meant and held her tongue.

“Go get made up,” Iris said, “and then go over there for a fitting. Any questions yet?”

“Should I keep my ribbon in?” Meredith asked.

“Yes, black looks good on you.”

Meredith made her way over to the makeup chairs, one of which was empty, so she approached it and smiled at the woman presiding over it.

“Hey,” Meredith said.

“Have a seat, I’m Terry,” said the woman. “What’s your name?”

“Meredith.”

“Pretty name,” she said, stepping before Meredith and bending to peer into her face. “How do you usually make yourself up?”

“A little eyeliner,” Meredith said. “Maybe lipstick, but I don’t do bright red or anything.”

“Okay, I’m going to go a little heavier than you’re used to,” Terry said.

“Why is that?” Meredith asked.

“Have you ever done a show before?” Terry asked.

“Nope, first one.”

“What do you do for a living?”

“High school student.”

“Oh, really?” said Terry. “Okay, then. For the next three days, you need to think of yourself as a performer. People will be looking at you. You’re on stage. Try to get used to that.”

“Okay,” Meredith agreed a little hesitantly. “But for the record, I usually go a little light on makeup. I feel like—”

“Let’s start with your lips,” Terry said by way of shutting Meredith up, and she pulled out a stick of very red stuff and began applying it, and Meredith held still and tried not to scowl as she looked into the mirror to watch her face and hair take shape in accordance with the standards of this event, and when the work was done 30 minutes later, she stood up and squinted into the mirror and decided she looked like she was making a music video. A naked music video, maybe, but it could be worse.

“I think you get a belt on next,” Terry said, pointing to the place where a few girls were standing, being measured and adjusted. Meredith scanned the space, noticed she was seeing new faces here now, in the makeup chairs, undressing at the lockers. And some of the girls she’d noticed before were gone, already on to the exhibit hall probably. How many honeypots were coming to the conference? She thought she’d been told it was a dozen or so, and that was a good thing. She definitely wouldn’t be the only one.

She went to the belting station, a place of minimum chitchat, just some quick passes of a tape measure around her waist and hips and between her legs, the locking on of a belt with its little vial at the bottom, its familiar roughness against her lips, open cuffs on short chains at her hips.

“Where’s your badge?” asked one of the girls on the belt fitting team.

“Still in my jeans, sorry,” Meredith said, and she went to her locker, fumbled in her pants to draw out the card, brought it back and held it out and watched while one of the girls scanned it.

“This is a clitoris,” she told her fellow fitter, and the other girl stepped in front of Meredith and crouched to look between her legs, and she reached up to the little clitoral window, putting a finger through to find the sensitive tissue, adjusting the window to reveal it, tugging on it briefly to enlarge it and pull it through.

“Ahh,” Meredith said quietly, hoping no one was expecting her to get fully-erect already. Nothing that was happening right now was arousing her, at all.

“Bend over,” the girl said, grabbing something black off the table and knee-walking around Meredith until she was behind her, and Meredith clenched her jaw as the anal sensor went up her rear entrance, and she heard a beep that suggested it had been activated.

“Now your badge,” the girl said, holding out her hand, and Meredith put her badge in it, and the girl turned, found a little plastic sleeve for it with a ring at one end, slipped the badge into it and – without apology or a request for permission – grabbed Meredith’s right nipple, raised it, pulled it until it hardened, passed the ring around it and turned a little screw at the edge of the ring, clamping the ring to the soft flesh.

“So it’s going to go there,” Meredith said in the vain hope the girl would say no.

“Yeah, all honeypots wear their badges here. So, you’re all set. Go out that way, turn left, the door to the expo’s on your right, go straight to the Honeypot booth, 901, and they’ll tell you what to do.”

“Okay, thanks,” Meredith mumbled, and she headed toward the side of the curtained area she’d entered, tried to be grateful they hadn’t cuffed her wrists yet, tried to be grateful her vaginal opening was concealed, however imperfectly, behind the plastic cover, and she tried not to think of what the black plug looked like sticking out of her anus. As for the badge, whatever. Before today, she wouldn’t be caught dead wearing something like that. Now it was the least of her worries.

She turned left in the narrow hallway lined on both sides by the dark blue curtains, the voices still ringing out everywhere. She looked to the right to find the door to the exhibit hall, saw a door open up ahead to the right just past the place where the curtain ended, headed for that.

A man was exiting, and he looked at Meredith, raised his eyebrows as if about to ask her something, but she pushed forward, not interested in getting in a conversation with a man in a vacant hall while she was all but nude, and she slipped through the door and closed it behind her and turned to regard something . . . something . . . something . . .

It was, after she’d had a moment to absorb it all, like the worst parts of Honeypots, except 100 times as big.




Chapter 22: Show Time

Here were not just girls in cages, but boys as well, all naked, easily a hundred, in rows and stacks, each tiny space barely big enough to sit up in, every ankle she could see bearing a cuff with a chain running from it to somewhere in the floor of the cage.

The closest two cages were less than 10 feet away, one resting atop the other, and she stared at the occupants, a boy below, a girl above. They were both sitting, and the girl was at the moment talking.

“No, she’s breeding me with any person of color,” the girl was saying. “Black, Hispanic. But not pure Asian, though.”

“They’re people of color too,” said the boy.

Other people in other cages were talking, and Meredith took them in, noticed the dozens of empty cages and racks and kennels on the other side of the room, spotted a gaggle of clothed workers sitting around a table in the far corner, and began to suspect she’d somehow wandered into the wrong place.

She turned toward the door she’d walked through, pushed the crash bar, found it locked, fought panic with logic. If this was some kind of trap, if she was going to be tossed into one of these cages and chained to it by the ankle, someone would have been waiting for her. And the people that had already been captured here would have been exhibiting much more distress than she was detecting. They were all just talking. She heard laughter. Someone was singing. So she made her way into the room, glanced at a few of the caged people, smiled when someone looked back at her, and approached the people at the table.

A woman looked up at her, started.

“Uh, hello?” she said.

“Hey, sorry,” Meredith said, “I think I’m in the wrong place.”

Everyone at the table, a half dozen men and women, turned, looked with equal alarm at her.

“Where did you come from?” the woman demanded.

“I’m with Honeypots,” Meredith said. “They said to take, like, a right and find this door and then go to the, um, the main hall, but I think I took a wrong turn.”

The woman stood. “How did you get in here?”’ she demanded.

“That door,” Meredith said, pointing. “A man was coming out, so I just . . . came in.”

“That’s your badge, right?”

“Yes, totally,” Meredith said, looking down at her right breast.

“Does anyone have a scanner?” the woman asked.

“They gave us one yesterday,” said a man, and he stood and went to a nearby table, rummaged through a stack of brochures and bags, grabbed a black, phone-sized object, stepped up to Meredith, and she turned her breast to him and he scanned her badge, peered at the scanner, and Meredith could see her picture on the device before he turned the scanner toward the rest of his colleagues.

“Okay, it’s her,” he said before he turned back to Meredith. “What’s Honeypots do?”

“They collect our, um, our vaginal stuff,” Meredith replied.

“They’ve got a big space in the middle of the hall,” said a woman.

“What do they want with that?” asked another woman at the table, the distaste in her voice obvious.

“I heard they sell it to someone, like in Hawai’i or something,” said the man.

“Hawai’i?” someone else said. “They water pineapples with it?”

Everyone but Meredith laughed.

“No idea.”

In the span of a few seconds, Meredith had gone from a state of panic to what Bethany called “cat-mode,” staring with her unblinking eyes at whoever was speaking, willing them to keep talking, to reveal the secrets she so longed to uncover here.

Staring like that was probably a mistake though, because she needed to be a fly on the wall, and she looked more like a cat on a mission.

“You’re not supposed to be in here,” said the man who’d scanned her badge.

“I’m really sorry,” Meredith said, feeling doubly guilty, for ending up in the wrong place, and for spying on people. “They just said go to the door on the right, and I thought this was it.”

“Let her out,” said the woman, and the man headed back to the door Meredith had come through.

“Maybe we should put a sign up that says keep out,” the woman proposed.

“It won’t keep people from getting in like she did,” the man said. “Gary must have let her in when he stepped.”

As she followed the man, Meredith cast another glance at the caged people, and some of them looked back.

“Who are the people here?” she asked quietly as she neared the door. Curiosity may have killed the cat, but she couldn’t help it.

“Captive models,” the man said.

“Are they in trouble?” she asked.

The man snickered. “Depends on what you mean by trouble.”

“Well, it seems like they’re in a prison or something.”

The man reached the door, used a badge to unlock it, pushed it open.

“Some are serving sentences, some are under contract,” he said vaguely, and he stepped into the hall and pointed. “The door you were supposed to go through is right past there, the little gap in the curtain to the left, go to the end and push the door open.”

“Oh, okay,” Meredith said. “I missed it earlier.”

Another walk between curtains, more voices coming from behind them, a path ending at a door where you wouldn’t expect to find one, and Meredith tried to imagine the layout here if they took down all the curtains and found she couldn’t, and she sucked in her breath and pressed the bar, and the door opened before her and let her into a world where there were no blue curtains, no narrow hallways or scattered voices, where there was instead a space of breathtaking size, like a little city where, instead of buildings, there were rows of displays and stands and tables and floating signs and flashing screens, a place of concentrated American commerce, ordinary except that Meredith was walking in almost nude, and there were other nude people here, a girl with absolutely nothing on bending to pick up a box on a stage a few yards to her left, a male with something dangling from his penis who was too far away for Meredith to make out what was around his boy part, and plenty of clothed people as well, men in hardhats directing lifts, men and women sorting brochures and erecting signage. Meredith searched the walls, spotted a large clock to her right. It was 9:15. They would open the conference hall at 10. In 45 minutes, she’d start showing off her body and her made up face for whomever they let in here.

It helped that she wasn’t the only underdressed person here. It helped that her lower area was covered, at least the front part, even if the covering was clear plastic. At least her sensitive female part, which sometimes stuck out far enough to be visible from a few feet away, wasn’t completely bare.

She looked at the boy again, trying to see what was dangling from his penis.

He was erect, she noticed. Why was that? Was he about to go into a girl? Or touch himself, like boys did?

Meredith wanted the boy to look at her, but he was distracted by something on a computer screen, and they were expecting her at the Honeypots display anyway, so she looked up, saw that white cards had been posted above every space with three-digit numbers. She was in the 700 area, and Honeypots was in the 900s, so she stepped forward, looked right and left, found that numbers were going higher to the left, headed that way, rounding a lift and trying to understand what she was seeing, signage and exhibits and displays that all seemed to have something to do with the human body, or particular places on the human body, and she felt the first tingles of the thing she was here to do, or at least pretend to do. She was doubtful she could make much juice under these conditions, but being put back in the collection belt and having the sensor put inside her were working their magic. And so was what she was seeing. And her imagination.

The sound of rattling drew her attention to her left, where she saw what for lack of a better phrase were three naked prisoners, a male and two females with their ankles chained together, wrists cuffed, chains running from one body to the next, two clothed people escorting them. Were these some of the same people she’d seen in the cages a few moments ago, now uncaged to do whatever it was they were going to do? Maybe. And what were they going to do? A chain demonstration? Were they chain models? If Bethany were here, Meredith would be quipping with her under her breath, amusing themselves at the expense of these people who quite possibly didn’t want to be here, didn’t want to be living this life, might have fallen into all this innocently enough. Arrested for not paying a parking ticket, maybe. Meredith turned away, kept walking.

The Honeypots space was one of the bigger ones here, the size of a classroom, with a temporary building in the back corner and a sort of mini honey hive in the rest of the space.

“Welcome to the Honey Hive!” said a helpful sign mounted at the top of the building for anyone who didn’t know what this was.

The space was occupied by a half-dozen girls like Meredith, most of whom she recognized from the room where she’d had her makeup put on, all naked except for the collection belts and the nipple badges, some with writing on their backs in a creative script that Meredith didn’t bother trying to read. Another half-dozen worried-looking staff were doing their jobs, talking to the girls, looking at tablets, barking orders and, at one spot in the corner, writing things on a girl’s back.

“Hi, let me scan you,” said a frazzled-looking staff member, barging up to Meredith with her little scanner at the ready.

Meredith turned and waited.

“Okay,” she said, tapping on her tablet, sliding the contents up and down. “Meredith Robinson?”

“Yes.”

“You’re going to start out as an ambassador,” she said.

Meredith raised her eyebrows.

“That means you just walk around, smile, answer basic questions, and tell them to read your back.”

“What will be on my back?” Meredith asked, turning in the hope she could read someone else’s back, but no one was close enough.

“We’ll be writing some things there,” the woman replied.

“What things?” Meredith asked, and her mind went to the things boys wrote on a bathroom wall about a girl.

“Marketing messages,” the woman said. “We want them to visit our booth.

“So it’ll just say come to booth, uh, 901?”

“A little more than that,” the woman said.

“Okay,” Meredith said. “So I’m supposed to talk to people? About Honeypots?”

“That’s right.”

Meredith felt a hand on her shoulder, turned to see a girl there.

“Hey, need to put your sign on,” the girl said.

“What does that mean?”

“I’m the artist,” the girl said, as if that explained everything, but she held up a black magic marker, and Meredith understood. She was here to write Meredith’s message, on Meredith’s body.

“Okay,” Meredith said, turning back to the woman. “What if the people I talk to ask me a question I can’t answer?”

“That’s a good thing,” the woman said. “That means you’ve gotten them curious. Just send them to our spot.”

“Oh, that’s cold!” Meredith exclaimed as the girl who called herself an artist began writing on Meredith’s back.

“But how . . . what am I supposed to say?” Meredith asked the woman.

“Just answer honestly, and try to get them to stop by,” the woman said. “Tell them your name’s Meredith, and they can see how you’re doing here.”

“How I’m doing?”

“How much honey you’re making.”

“So I’m supposed to do that?” Meredith asked.

The woman looked back at Meredith like she was a second-grade teacher and Meredith was the dumbest kid in the class. But instead of telling Meredith how disappointed she was, she just pointed to a big electronic board set up next to the fake building, which had been just a white thing before, something Meredith hadn’t noticed. Now it had a message, a list of girls’ names: Amber, Chiffon, Darla, Geoffina and, a few more spaces down, Meredith. And next to each girls’ name was a column that said “My Excitement!” and “My Production!”

As her comprehension grew of the sign’s importance, Meredith’s disappointment grew as well.

There would be two Merediths at Synergy, she realized, one who looked like her and walked around with something written on her back, the other on a board that tracked her sexual arousal and the stuff trickling out of her vagina, that anyone could come and look at.

Okay. This is what she’d signed up for.

The artist behind her had put her first marks between Meredith’s shoulder blades. Now she was writing on the middle of her back. The ink was still cold but she was getting used to it.

Not used to it specifically, of course, but she’d agreed to cooperate with whatever it was they wanted to do, and this was what they wanted to do.

Still, there were questions that could be asked.

“So what is the purpose here?” Meredith asked the woman. “What is your overall goal?”

“More honeypots,” the woman responded. “And maybe another customer or two.”

“Customer,” Meredith said. “You mean people to buy the stuff we make?”

“Business partners,” the woman clarified.

“Like the people from Hawai’i?” Meredith asked.

“Yes,” the woman replied.

Meredith was very impressed with herself at the moment. Despite all the distractions, she had maintained her focus. She was here to make money, but she was also here to get a question answered. And she’d just gotten corroboration on a critical data point. The stuff the girls made was getting sold to a company in Hawai’i.

Keep digging, she told herself. I wish that girl would stop writing on my back, she also told herself. Oh God, now she’s writing on my rear.

“So what kind of companies should I look for?” Meredith ventured. “The same as in Hawai’i?”

“Sure,” the woman said absently, looking back down at her tablet.

“So I should look for the people who . . .” Meredith said, trying to ease more information from the woman, who did not speak or look up.

“You know what I mean?” Meredith persisted. “Like, the same, you know, that does that same, what those people, those Hawai’ians, you know . . .”

The woman looked up sharply at Meredith.

“What?” she asked.

“Huh?” Meredith said back. “Oh, I mean, nothing.”

“Welcome stimulation,” the woman said.

“Okay . . .” Meredith said slowly, to make clear she had no idea what that meant.

“The girl who makes the most gets a $500 bonus,” the woman said.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Meredith said. “But how . . .”

“Be creative,” the woman said.

“You mean like . . .” Meredith said, moving her hand to her clitoral window.

“No, you’ll be cuffed,” the woman said. “You won’t be able to touch it. But there are other ways to produce. You can ask for help. We’ll have some stimulators here. You can find something. Or someone.”

“Oh, God,” Meredith said out loud. She had meant to just think it, but the words slipped out. She looked at the woman, fearing a rebuke. The woman smiled instead.

“You’ll be cuffed at 10 o’clock sharp, which is few minutes from now,” she said. “And then we’ll tell you which area to focus on first.”

“Okay,” Meredith said, turning and almost bumping into the artist.

“Just one more thing,” the girl said, her uncapped marker ready.

“What?” Meredith said. Her mind immediately conjured the fear that the artist wanted to draw on her face, but instead the girl peered between Meredith’s breasts.

“What goes there?” Meredith demanded.

“Turn me around,” the girl said, bending to look at the space.

“What does that even mean?” Meredith demanded.

“We just want them to read what’s on your back.”

“Oh, right,” Meredith said. “What did you write there?”

The girl slipped behind Meredith and touched her left shoulder blade.

“Collection in Progress,” she said, running her finger along the words, upper back, mid-back, the top of Meredith’s buttocks. “How Much Have I Made? See Honeypots, Booth 901. Meredith.”

Okay. Not a terrible thing to have written on your personal body.

“So we want people to come and look at our stats,” Meredith surmised, pointing to the board.

“Yup,” the girl said, moving back before Meredith and bending to write.

“Why can’t I just tell them?”

“More memorable this way,” she said.

Somewhere, a gong chimed, a few people shouted, Meredith looked up at the clock on the wall. It was 10 exactly.

“Show time!” someone announced.

END
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