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   The Hunter
 
    
 
                 Rising was always difficult for James Rutherford the Third.  True, he did not suffer the normal back aches or aching bladder that other seventy eight year old males did.  He never worried about his prostrate or developing cancers, much less his weight, which had remained a steady one hundred and eighty pounds for almost six decades.  He knew, without a doubt, that his toenails would need no trim, nor would his teeth develop cavities.  In fact, there was only one thing that made getting up from a restful sleep troubling.  And that was hunger.
 
                 As far as he remembered, he had always been hungry.  Even as a child, his appetites had been insatiable and little had changed as he moved into adulthood.  From candy, to cars, to women, hunger was what drove him forward.  Even now he tended to devour more than was good for him and the only thing that kept him from over-indulgence was garnering more attention than he wanted.
 
                 He looked down at himself and flicked some lint off his suit.  Despite the satin of his sleeping arrangements, he always seemed to need a lint brush.  He ran his fingers through his lush, but somewhat oily hair, plastering it down.  He was only a tad bit vain, but he knew that looking in a mirror would be pointless.  Instead he attempted a rugged, more casual look.  It was perfect for this day and age when so many people pretended they didn’t care.
 
                 It did not take long for James Rutherford the Third to find a party.  As usual, it was in one of the grand hotel/casinos downtown, with glittering lights and half-drunk people, gambling away their fortunes on rigged wheels and biased cards.  James stayed away from the gambling.  It had never been an interest and he had plenty of money.  He was well aware that the casino owners were merely committing latrocination, legal thievery. As he made his way through the throngs of people, he looked at the women.  James had always been fond of women.  They were soft, delectable, and sensual.  But he had to admit that what he really loved was their taste.  Beautiful dresses, elegant jewelry, and perfect looks made a woman into something that defied easy definition.  He loved gathering up a woman in his arms, her breasts crushed against his chest, the beat of her heart moving liquid heat through her veins.    
 
                 Some nights he favored one of the working girls, but only if they were inexperienced and new to the business.  Prostitutes were easy to spot.  Barely dressed, with too much makeup, the various hookers walked the floor much the same as he did, looking for marks, men with too much money, few morals, and needs that a willing woman could provide.  From time to time, a few of them looked at James, noticing his rich but slightly out of date suit.  Perhaps it was the solid gold Rolex watch on his wrist, or perhaps it was the necklace at his throat.  His patent leather shoes were the best money could buy.  
 
                 But most of the trade girls, especially the ones who had been around awhile, balked when they closed in for the kill.  There was something about James that warned them off.  Perhaps it was an attitude, or merely an aura.  James knew it wasn’t because he was ugly.  In fact, he was gorgeous, with thick black hair, a clean shaven jaw, and a dark complexion that made him look rugged.  For a man who had recently celebrated his seventy-eighth birthday, he looked nor more than thirty.  But many of the working girls sensed something in him, perhaps a similarity in attitude.  After all, they weren’t the only ones hunting the casino.
 
                 James Rutherford the Third completed first one, then a second circuit of the casino floor.  For most people the flashing lights and the steady clinking of the slot machines were distraction enough.  For James, it was merely the forest in which his prey frequented.  He scanned the crowds, categorizing each woman with an appraising eye.   He ignored the fat, sixty year old women who were clearly there to play slots and look at the Chippendales’ dancers.  He ignored the wait staff, despite the short little skirts and long legs.   They would be missed.  And despite seeing several opportunities, a cute brunette with lush curves, or the tall and black haired vixen in green, his intuition told him that something better would come along.
 
                 He spotted her an hour later, sitting at the bar.  She wore a slinky gold dress that clung to her curves like wet tissue.  Her blond hair curled and framed her face, only partially concealing the diamond studs that pierced her ears.  Her neck was perfectly bare, with not even a silver or gold band, and her neckline dipped down so low that it seemed as if a gentle nudge would free her breasts and bring them rising to the surface.  She sat with her legs crossed and the high heels she wore graced the arch of her soles, elegance in perfection. James became slightly breathless when he realized that she was looking at him too.
 
                 He approached her immediately.  There was something about her, something magnetic that drew him in.  He could literally see her pulse, a smooth flow of rich blood just under the surface of her skin, right at the juncture of her neck and bare shoulder, the carotid artery.  He tore his eyes away, letting them roam over her breasts, through her magnificent cleavage, and then back up to her finely shaped chin.  Eventually their eyes met and he smiled.
 
                 “Good evening,” James said warmly, trying to suppress the urge he had to taste her right then.  “Are you waiting for someone?” he asked.
 
                 She smiled, eyes glittering with delight.  “Not anymore,” she replied mischievously.  She held out her hand, knuckles up.  James took the palm, reveling in the delight of her skin.  It was soft and warm and he bent over her hand and kissed it gently.  His tongue darted out, for just a second, tasting her and he repressed the shiver of desire he felt.
 
                 “James Rutherford the Third,” James said, rising up from the temptation of her hand, but he didn’t let her go, nor did she pull away.  
 
                 “Indeed?  A noble name for a noble man,” the woman said warmly
 
                 James smiled.  “And you are?”
 
                 “Emily,” the woman in gold replied.  
 
                 “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Emily.”
 
                 Her smile revealed a row of perfect white teeth between ruby lips.  “Well, I’m sure it will be,” she said, her tone naughty.  “At least eventually.”
 
                 She stepped down from the stool with elegance and grace that almost made James Rutherford the Third believe she was superhuman, unnatural.  But there was nothing about her that told him she was anything else but a woman.  Her scent was of vanilla and musk, of sex and hot blood.  Her body was as if sculpted by an artist attempting to capture the beauty of Aphrodite in mortal form.  And James was hungry.
 
                 She stepped close to him, one hand on his arm, their lips almost touching.  He could feel her heat.  “Are you hungry James?” she asked him.  Her tone was obvious.
 
                 James’ eyes narrowed and it was everything he could do to keep from stiffening. 
 
                 “We could go up to my room and order in,” she whispered.  One hand came up to her throat and then light fingers traced down her chest, pushing the collar of her dress even lower.  The edges of her nipples appeared, a dark luscious pink.  “And you can have some dessert.”
 
                 The sexual aspect relieved James and he relaxed.  With a nod, he took Emily’s arm and let himself be led to the elevators.  She kept up the act of decorum until the doors shut and then she immediately turned toward him, hands coming up to cup his face, her mouth hungrily devouring his.  He kissed her back, more to keep up the pretense than out of desire, though he longed to remove her dress and run his mouth along her skin, moving to the right point, the desired outcome.  Emily rubbed herself against him, her hands stroking his body until the elevator dinged and the doors opened.
 
                 She pulled him along eagerly and he smiled at her antics.  It made it easier as they passed a decorative mirror in the hall.  She was too far ahead to notice his lack of reflection, an empty suit that held nothing, standing on its own.  But then she was keying her room door, pulling him into her sanctuary.
 
                 It was immaculate, but still looked lived in.  A few articles of clothing lay strewn across the nearby sofa.  The bed was already turned down, ready and waiting for lovers.  She let him go and moved across the room toward the glass sliding doors that led to the entryway.  There, with the city skyline as a backdrop, she unzipped her dress and let it fall.  She was naked beneath.  James’ breath caught in his throat.  Had he been mortal, he would have felt awed, blessed even.  His hunger rumbled deep within and he took a quick step toward her.
 
                 She fell into his arms, lips caressing his neck, her hands touching him.  She pulled back before he could take her, moving toward the bed.  James grinned as she lay back on the sheets, her hands slipping beneath the pillow, her glowing breasts delectable in the soft light.  He sat down on the side of the bed, his cool hand on her thigh.
 
                 “You want me?” Emily asked.  James nodded.
 
                 “And you’re hungry for me?” she teased.  Her light smile and wanton flush of her arousal.
 
                 James nodded.  “You have no idea,” he replied warmly.  His eyes almost seemed to glow as he prepared himself.  She would be his first meal of the night, the hot wet blood pounding through her veins would satisfy the urge and he would crush her beneath him as he fed, drawing her will to live, her life force out with every pint of sanguine bliss.
 
                 She smiled, her nipples hard with arousal.  James bent down, intent on taking his first nip when she drew her hand out from beneath the pillow and slammed the wooden awl hard into his chest.  Scarlet blossomed, staining his white shirt.
 
                 James gasped and fell backward.  His hand came up to his shirt and he found it covered in crimson.  He tried to call out but blood exploded from between his lips, pouring down his chin.  He grasped at Emily, but she spun away, her naked body moving with lithe grace.  On the other side of the bed she dropped down and then suddenly pulled a crossbow out from under the mattress.  James flopped, a dark pain beyond anything he had ever experienced exploding in his chest.  His eyes went downward, only to see two or three inches of a wooden bolt right next to the wooden awl.  
 
                 “It’s time, vampire.   Time to die,” Emily hissed, every drop of sweet warmth gone.  Her eyes burned with cold malice.
 
                 James Rutherford the Third gaped.  It was difficult to imagine.  How had she known?  What had betrayed him?  He realized in his last moments that he had been her quarry all along.  He looked down at his blood soaked suit and reached for his patent leather shoes, intending to take them off before they were ruined.
 
                 But his fingers turned to ash.   His entire body suddenly smoldered and crumpled inward, every part corrupted and burned.  The essence of his being caught fire and then there were no more thoughts, and to be honest, the suit was still empty, despite the ten or eleven pounds of caliginous dust.
 
                 Across the room, the naked woman put down her crossbow.  Still in her high heels, she stepped across the room and looked down at the imprint of a man, now nothing more than dust.  She smiled.  Her crossbow bolt was burned to a crisp, as was the wooden awl she had slammed into James Rutherford’s chest.
 
                 “Third my ass,” she muttered.  “Dumbass vampire.”
 
                 She turned to the closet and hurriedly brought out a large bag.  In seconds sensible attire was laid out and she hurried into it, slipping a massive semi-automatic handgun into a pancake holster at her right hip.  A moment later a soft knock came at the door and she whirled, drawing the weapon.  She knew better than to stick her eye up to the peep hole.  Too many things could take advantage of that mistake.  Instead she leaned forward, yanked the door open, and prepared to fire.
 
                 “Chase!” she growled as the young man looked into the barrel of her gun with surprise.  He was Asian, with an unruly mop of dark hair and was dressed in blue jeans and a black “Buffy the Vampire Slayer” tee shirt.  
 
   “I told you I’d come for you!” she said hotly.  The gun swung away and was quickly put back in its place.  
 
   Chase swallowed and nodded.  “Sorry, Dr. Grace, but there is equipment in here and I wanted to make sure I retrieved it,” he stammered.
 
                 Emily’s eyes narrowed but then she shrugged.  “Fine.  Whatever.  But we’ve got to go.  And don’t touch anything!” she said.  Chase nodded and stared at her.  Despite the slacks and ivory blouse she was wearing, his eyes couldn’t help but follow the same path that James Rutherford had taken earlier.  Even wearing the more rugged and no-nonsense clothing she was a beautiful woman.  Emily went back to her bag as Chase shook his head and hurried over to the alarm clock.  He quickly unplugged it, tucked it under one arm, and then opened the nightstand drawer to draw an identical radio clock out into the air.
 
                 “That better have been audio only,” Emily said darkly from the other side of the room.  “Because if I find a tape of this on the internet, I’m going to hunt you down, castrate you, and use your testicles as bait for some creature that has a taste for that sort of thing.”  Her tone was matter of fact, as if it weren’t a threat, but merely a statement of fact.
 
                 Chase swallowed and froze, trying to decide what to tell her.  His silence was confession enough and she glanced up from where she was stuffing the gold dress back into her bag along with the high heels.  The guilty look on his face was more than enough to get him in trouble.
 
                 “Seriously?  You watched?” Emily demanded.  She had a pair of brown loafers in her hands and was slipping her petite feet into them.
 
                 Chase licked his lips. “Well, yes.  But come on, what did you expect?  You’re famous!  You’re HER!  I mean, the opportunity was too great to pass up!  Imagine!  The Monster Hunter!”  Then he blushed furiously. “I just didn’t realize you planned…”
 
                 Emily stood up.  She was clad in khaki slacks, a thick ivory colored blouse with a light tan sports coat.  Her gun was hidden nicely and she merely looked like a weary traveler.  She looked at Chase again.  “Listen up, kid.  I’m glad you got your jollies.  But vamps are too fast, too smart, and too difficult to just tank up on.  You’ve got to get in under their radar, show them you’re exactly what they expect.  Which is food.  Then you ambush them.  It’s the only way.  All right?  I’m not a pervert or anything and I better not find the forums asking whether I kill all the critters I hunt naked, got it?”
 
                 Chase nodded.  “Right.”
 
                 “Now get the sample and we’re gone,” she told him.
 
                 “Okay.”  His head bobbed up and down again.
 
                 “And don’t forget to wipe that damn clock down,” she said as she grabbed her case and headed for the door.  “And the nightstand drawer.”
 
                 “I won’t!” Chase stammered.  “I mean I will!  I mean not forget, but wipe it…”  His voice trailed off.  Dr. Emily Grace was gone, the door to the hotel room closed.  Chase sighed.  Carefully he got out the sample container and scooped a bit of James Rutherford the Third into the jar.  He shook the ash and then his head.
 
                 “Man, and you got to see her in the flesh!  Right there!  To touch her and kiss her even!” Chase said to the dead vampire who was nothing but ash.  “You sure were a lucky guy!”  
 
   Chase finished at Rutherford’s burnt corpse a moment later.  He boxed up the crossbow, wiped down the clock, and headed out the door. Then he remembered the nightstand drawer and quickly returned and wiped even that surface down. Dr. Grace would be waiting for him down at the van.  He grinned.  He’d gotten to help LA’s finest crypto-zoologist work her magic.  He was “in” as her tech support, and even better, he’d gotten to see her naked.  There was just no beating that!
 
   His phone rang a moment later.  “Hurry up, kid.  Times a wasting,” her voice said over the wireless.
 
   “Yes, Dr. Grace,” he replied with a smile, and hurried toward the elevator, more pleased with himself than ever before.  This was going to be fun.
 
    
 
   Abduction
 
    
 
                 
 
   Dana Garon grimaced as she poured the filthy bucket of water down the drain, watching the large dregs of spilled food, unidentifiable muck, and the assorted small debris, of over a hundred customers, pool in the large floor sink.  With a snarl she reached down, running one rubber gloved hand through the scum covering the drain and pulled the snarled mulch out, tossing it halfway across the back kitchen to have it hit the wall directly above the trash can.  It slid downward, only barely making it into the rectangular opening, but managing to attract the disapproving attention of the manager.              
 
   “Ms. Garon, I expect you to clean the wall now,” he said, leaning out of the small cubby that served as his office.  His balding head reflected the bright lights mounted in the ceiling of the kitchen and Dana hated him with a passion.  He was portly, smelled rancid, and frequently kept his employees way past their shift.  She nodded but kept her mouth shut, knowing that a reply would definitely result in another disciplinary action.                
 
   “I’ve got it Mr. Papakaris!” a cheerful voice said from around the corner.  Dana groaned in annoyance.  Chris Miller appeared from around the convection oven, a wet cloth already in his hand.  In a flash he wiped down the wall, turning to give Dana a beaming smile before disappearing back into the forest of steel and chrome kitchenware.  She rolled her eyes.  Ever since she had started working at Ivan’s Chicken House, Chris had been attentive to her, trying very hard to work his way into her awareness.  She could read between the lines and even admitted that he was okay looking, but Chris Miller was a geek’s geek, from his slightly messy dark brown hair to his thick glasses, to his horrible taste in clothing.  It was only the fact they had to wear uniforms to work that enabled Dana to stand looking at him.  Worse, he was two years older than her, a senior at the same high school.  He was president of the Chemistry Club for God’s sake!  The only blessing was that he hadn’t asked her out, despite his obvious infatuation with her.               
 
   She shook her head and tossed the bucket onto a back shelf, letting it knock over several other bottles of cleaning materials before heading back to Papakaris’ nook to clock out.  Mopping the floor had been the final demeaning act Papakaris had required of her before leaving.  She glanced down at her watch, fuming.  A full forty minutes after her shift ended!  For the hundredth million time she swore under her breath to find a new job.              
 
   “Finished?”  Papakaris asked, looking up at Dana’s cute face.                
 
   Her answer was short.  “Yep.”  She didn’t want to say more and thought that one word responses would best communicate her desire to leave.
 
   “Front counters wiped?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Fridge cleaned?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Trash taken out?”
 
   Dane smothered an exasperated look.  The idiot had posted a Store Closing List.  Everything on it was done!  It wasn’t like she couldn’t read!
 
   “Mr. Papakaris, everything on the store closing list is finished.  I’m leaving.”  She reached out and grabbed her time card, ignoring the irritated look that flashed across his face.  With a quick punch on the clock she deftly inserted the card back into its holder and skipped across the kitchen, grabbing her purse from her cubby.  She swung around the serving counter, heading to the door, and with a quick flick of the lock opened the glass portal.  She escaped into the sweltering small town Texas night with a look of relief.                
 
   She fished her keys out of her purse and headed toward the small coupe that was parked in the very back corner of the lot.  Papakaris insisted that employees park their vehicles as far away from the restaurant as possible, leaving the closer spots for customers.  Dana sighed in exasperation since the crummy little restaurant had never had more than twelve customers at a time, and that had been just once, when a bus had broken down on the main road.  She had complained of course, her concern over walking into the back corner of a dark parking lot falling on deaf ears.  To make matters worse, Chris had volunteered to walk her out.  It was only through chance she had avoided that fate.                            
 
   Papakaris’ ancient and rusting Cadillac stood proudly in one spot bearing a sign that said “Reserved: Restaurant Manager”.  Dana thought that uniquely stupid, considering the quality of the food Papakaris served.  Such a sign was asking for trouble.  The old beat up car looked like Papakaris had unearthed it somewhere between Amarillo and Dallas.  But as bad as the Cadillac was, Chris Miller’s vehicle was worse.  For one thing, the little red Nissan truck was clean; sparkly clean, and always was.  Back Texas roads were sometimes nothing more than dust, but his truck seemed to repel it.  The inside was also immaculate, with a little pine tree air freshener hanging from the rear view mirror.  While trucks were a norm for this part of the world, the underpowered and tiny little pickup just seemed wrong to Dana.  She wouldn’t be caught dead sitting in it.                
 
   Her own ride was somewhere between the two extremes.  Not as banged up, dingy, or disgusting as Papakaris’ caddy, and not as perfect as the neat-freak’s truck, she unlocked and opened the door of her 1994 Chevy Caprice.  It had belonged to her grandfather and had been a gift on her sixteenth birthday.  While not as flashy as a Camaro, or utilitarian as an SUV or pick-up, it was hers, and reflected her personality.  The interior was somewhat cluttered, filled with discarded school papers, a few sets of extraneous clothing, the crumpled remains of a fast food bag, and enough dirt to make it clear she didn’t clean it every other day.              
 
   She tossed her purse on the opposite seat and stuck her keys into the ignition.  With an eagerness born of working an extra forty minutes past her shift, she twisted the keys, impatient to hear the rushing churn of the engine, signaling her freedom.              
 
   Nothing happened.  With a look of consternation, she twisted the keys again.  Not a sound emanated from her engine and she let out another exasperated sigh, closed her eyes, and lowered her head onto the steering wheel in defeat.              
 
   Suddenly there was a sharp rap on her window and she ignored it.  There was no doubt in her mind that Chris Miller was standing next to her car, a beaming smile on his face, waiting to offer assistance.  He rapped again and she reached over, eyes still closed, and rolled down the window.              
 
   “Hi Dana!  Couldn’t help noticing your car wouldn’t start.  Want me to take a look?”  Chris asked, his voice impossibly chipper for the late hour.              
 
   Dana contemplated the implications of letting Chris Miller examine her car.  If it was a simple problem and he fixed it, then she would be in debt to him for rescuing her.  God knew where that would lead.  On the other hand, if he didn’t examine the car, then she would have to go back inside, ask Papakaris to let her use the phone, and hope to hell that someone was home who could pick her up.  She sighed and reached down to the hood release, yanking it up silently.
 
   Chris beamed another million watt smile at her and headed around to the front of the car.  He opened the hood and pulled out his keys.  Dana wondered what the hell he was doing when a small flashlight winked on.              
 
   “Of course,” she muttered to herself.  “He has a flashlight on a key ring.”
 
                 “Try turning it on!” he said loudly.
 
                 Dana twisted the key and again nothing happened.
 
                 “Turn on your lights for me,” Chris asked.
 
                 With a flick of her wrist she twisted the small control that activated the headlights.  A brilliant flood of illumination streamed from the front of the car.  Chris closed the hood and returned to the driver’s side door.  For the first time since Dana had known him, he wasn’t smiling.              
 
   “Can you fix it?” she asked him, wincing slightly at the thought of going back into Ivan’s Chicken House.              
 
   Chris shook his head.  “I could fix it, but only if I had a spare starter.” He gave her a sheepish look.  “You can turn off your lights now,” he said.              
 
   Dana turned off the lights and extracted the keys from the ignition.  “So much for escaping,” she muttered as she grabbed hold of her purse and got out of the car.  Chris moved to the side as she exited, holding out a gentlemanly hand which she pointedly ignored.  Getting to her feet she closed the car door and turned toward the restaurant.              
 
   “Umm…I don’t think you should go back in.”  Chris said softly, seemingly somewhat embarrassed.  “Ivan didn’t like how you left the floor sink and it’s highly likely that if you go back he’ll make you clean it before he lets you use the phone.”              
 
   “Damn!”  Dana said, looking at Chris.  “You’ve got to be kidding me!”  He shook his head, an expression of sympathy on his face.              
 
   “Tell you what.  I’m off, so why don’t I give you a ride home?”  He said suddenly.  “And if you want, I can swing by the auto parts store tomorrow after school and we can get this repaired.”              
 
   Dana looked at him suspiciously.  “Seriously?” she asked.  A part of her started screaming in the back of her mind, saying “NO NO NO!” but the idea of spending another thirty minutes scrubbing out a floor sink before being allowed to use the phone didn’t appeal to her.  
 
                 “Seriously.  Scout’s honor!”  He held up three fingers in some sort of salute and smiled.  “I’m an Eagle Scout.  My intentions are honorable,” he said chivalrously.  Dana glanced one last time at Ivan’s Chicken House and then made the decision.              
 
   “All right, let’s go,” she said.  Chris nodded and walked her around to the passenger side of his truck.  His keys were already in hand and he quickly unlocked and opened the door for her.  She slid into the cab, already twitching at the pine scent that seemed to permeate the vinyl and plastic interior.  The dash and seat were a dark gray color and seemed to glisten, as if layers of Armor All polish had been worked into the plastic.              
 
   Chris moved around to the driver’s side and got into the truck.  With excruciating slowness, he checked his mirrors, buckled his seatbelt, and then finally started the truck.  Dana crossed her arms, clearly grumpy that his little foreign piece of shit truck started perfectly.  It was a manual transmission and Chris moved the large metal shifter into reverse, the engine humming as he backed out of the parking spot.                
 
   Dana noticed that Chris didn’t ask directions to her place, a fact that seemed highly suspicious to her, and if it wasn’t for the fact that she knew she could take him in a fight, she might have suspected him of planning something devious.  As it was he immediately turned down the proper country road toward her house.  She said nothing, focused somewhat on hoping she wasn’t seen riding in Chris Miller’s truck.              
 
   “So…” Chris said after a moment.  “What do you like to do for fun?”.              
 
   Dana turned and looked at him incredulously.  “You’re kidding?”                
 
   Chris glanced at her for a second, smiling.   “Not in the least.  We’ve worked together for almost a year, go to the same school, and I know nothing about you,” he said honestly.
 
                 Dana made a disbelieving grunt and turned back to look out the front windshield.  
 
                 “Well, other than the fact that you ride horses, play flute in the band, aren’t dating right now, and don’t particularly like guys who you define as ‘nerds’,” he said, his tone light but now somehow filled with chagrin.              
 
   She turned and gave him a disgusted look.  “That’s creepy.”
 
                 “What is?”
 
                 “I don’t know anything about you.”  She mimicked his tone and words.  “And then you seem to know all about me, as if you’re checking up on me.”  She waved at the dusty road in front of them, tall grass and scrub mesquite trees interspersed with live oak groves passing in the darkness.   “And you seem to know exactly where I live too.”  She looked at him suspiciously.  “Are you some sort of stalker?”              
 
   Chris gave her an amused glance and then bit his lip, suddenly embarrassed.
 
                 “I uh…know what it looks like, but really I’m not trying to stalk you,” he said, concentrating on navigating the road in front of him.  He shrugged though.  “I wouldn’t deny that I’ve wanted to ask you out for almost six months though.”
 
                 Dana groaned.  This was exactly what she feared.  She rolled her eyes and looked away from him, out into the darkness.  She knew this would happen if she rode home with him and she mentally kicked herself over and over.  The dashboard lights illuminated him enough for her to see his reflection in her window and she sighed.
 
                 Suddenly the truck slowed down and she lurched forward.  She braced herself against the dashboard as the pick-up halted and she whirled on Chris, an angry comment ready to burst forward.  But Chris was not looking at her, a shocked expression on his face as he looked out the front windshield.  It was then that she noticed his face illuminated by more light than what was coming from his instrument panel.  
 
                 “What the…?” he asked, clearly focused on something outside the vehicle and Dana turned to look.
 
                 Hovering in front of them, approximately a hundred feet away, was a lighted spinning disk.  A series of multicolored lights flashed along its edge and it seemed to tilt slightly, moving closer to them.
 
                 “What is it?” Dana demanded, her heart leaping up into her throat as her fingers clutched the dashboard and turned white.
 
                 “I don’t know!” Chris said, his voice strained.  “It must be some sort of secret military vehicle.  I just don’t know how it’s staying up like that!”  His words were almost squeaky.  The strange hovering object started to pick up speed, coming closer, and Dana’s eyes widened.
 
                 “Go!  Go!  Move!” she shouted, watching as Chris nodded suddenly and moved the stick shift into reverse.  There was a grinding of gears as he let up on the clutch and the truck was suddenly moving backwards away from the strange unidentified flying object in front of them.
 
                 He looked backward, trying to steer down the road as adrenaline flushed through them.  Dana kept her eyes glued to the still approaching object, mentally willing Chris to go faster.  
 
                 “Faster!” she screamed.  “It’s catching up to us!  It’s chasing us!”  
 
                 “I know! I know!”  Chris yelled, glancing back at the saucer shaped object.  “It’s tough to drive backwards!”
 
                 A brilliant flash of blue light erupted out of the object, enveloping the speeding truck.  Dana closed her eyes, painful sparks dancing like afterimages in her retinas.  She heard Chris gasp and then the sound of the engine stopped.
 
                 “What’s happening?” she demanded, trying to look around, only to get another blast of blue-white brilliance.
 
                 “The engine died!”  Chris screamed.  He tried turning the key in the ignition, but nothing happened.  “It won’t start!”
 
                 When the passenger door opened Dana reached out, grabbing for Chris, her hands clutching at his shirt, holding on for dear life.  She felt something pulling her, tugging her out of the vehicle and she kicked at it.  Her heel didn’t hit anything substantial though and whatever had hold of her pulled hard.  Chris yelled out as she was pulled away from him and was lifted up into the air.
 
                 The sensation of a thousand needles pricking her skin washed over her, as if she were sticking a screwdriver into an electrical socket.  Her body stopped responding to her mind’s orders and she grimaced as the pain coursed through her like lightening.  She yelled, screaming Chris’ name.
 
                 When Dana finally awoke it took her a moment to make her eyes open.  She was lying on something hard and she felt slightly cold.  She reached up to rub at her eyes, but was immediately shocked to discover she couldn’t move her hands.  Something strong and fibrous was firmly holding her down and it was this fact more than anything else that made her struggle to open her eyes.
 
                 “Careful!  Don’t look…” Chris’ voice said suddenly just as Dana opened her eyes.  Another brilliant flash of blue exploded in her iris and she gasped in pain, twisting her head to the side as bright spots danced along the inside of her eyelids.
 
                 “Up,” Chris finished with a sigh.  Dana groaned, her head exploding with pain.
 
                 “What the fuck is going on?” she whispered, clenching her eyes shut.
 
                 She heard Chris cough.  “I’d tell you, but I don’t think you’d believe me,” he said, the tone of his voice hovering between fear and resignation. “On the flip side, you’re prettier than I thought,” he commented.
 
                 It was his tone that made Dana attempt another survey of her surroundings.  Making sure not to look directly up, she peeked through half closed eyelids toward her side.
 
                 A bare metal wall stood about fifteen feet away from her.  Several panels, covered with strange glowing symbols seemed to be gleaming, changing every so often like a strange computer screen saver.  She tilted her head, scanning the length of the room, seeing no door, no windows, not even a chair.  Her eyes finally opened enough to see a bit more and she gasped as she caught sight of Chris.
 
                 He too was strapped to some strange metal slab, thick manacles encircling his wrists, ankles, chest and thighs.  His glasses were gone, making him look much less the geek and much more attractive.  But it wasn’t the sudden change from super-nerd to not-bad-looking that caught Dana’s attention.  It was the fact that he was totally nude, his cock hard and standing upright.
 
                 With abrupt realization she looked down at her own body in horror, discovering that she too was unclothed, every private aspect of her body clearly on display for Chris’ enjoyment.
 
                 “What are you looking at?” she demanded, her eyes flashing in anger.
 
                 Chris looked away, a little chagrined.  “Sorry.  Didn’t mean to offend you,” he muttered.
 
                 Dana suddenly felt bad.  It wasn’t like he had stripped her naked and then done it to himself, leaving them both restrained.  “Where are we?  What happened?” she asked in a somewhat more forgiving tone.
 
                 Chris sighed.  “I don’t remember.  All I know is that the truck died and there was this blue light all around us.  The doors opened and I felt something pulling me out of the truck,” he replied.  “I remember you screaming my name and then I blacked out.”
 
                 Dana nodded, looking over at Chris.  He was making a gallant effort not to look over at her and she suddenly flushed in embarrassment.  She couldn’t help studying him, unexpectedly much more aware of Chris’ body.  He had a rather athletic build with taut muscles he usually kept hidden under button down oxford shirts and slacks.  Slacks!  Who wore slacks to high school?  She mentally pushed that thought away toward the back of her head.
 
                 She peeked again at him though.  What she couldn’t understand was his arousal.  Was he horny?  Was looking at her naked body making him hard?  Or was it the embarrassment of being exposed, bound, and humiliated in front of her.  His cock was huge, incredibly long and thick and the tip was slightly purple.  An unbidden image of it sliding into her flashed through her imagination and she quickly pushed it away, mortified at the thought.
 
                 Dana finished looking around the room, noticing quickly that the lack of entrances or exits, along with the bare walls made for poor opportunities of escape.  Finally she turned back toward Chris, ignoring his body’s obvious sexual arousal.
 
                 “Have you seen who captured us?”
 
                 He shook his head, still resolutely turned away from her nakedness.  Dana sighed.
 
                 “Look, Chris.  I know you didn’t do this to me, or plan this.  You don’t have to look away like that,” she said.
 
                 “Is that an invitation?” he asked.
 
                 She frowned, anger once more flooding through her.  “Look you pervert,” she declared.  “I may be naked for your enjoyment, but don’t think that means that I’m going to spread my legs for you and take away your virginity!” she spat.
 
                 Chris turned and looked at her, his eyes focused on her face, rather than her more salient and interesting parts.  “My apologies, Dana.  That was unbecoming of a knight.  Forgive me, my lady,” he said.
 
                 Dana groaned again. “Oh please spare me the knight in shining armor - damsel in distress crap.  You’re not in any better position than me,” she said, sighing.  She closed her eyes again.
 
                 “As you wish” he replied and Dana couldn’t help making another growl of irritation at the romantic inference to the movie “The Princess Bride”.  
 
                 “But to answer your question, our captors have not revealed themselves.  I was only awake about twenty minutes before you, give or take.”
 
                 Dana grunted.  “Where’s the clock?” she asked.  Her own sensation of time was a bit distorted.
 
                 Chris chuckled ruefully.  “I can just tell.  It’s an internal thing.  I don’t need a clock to know generally what time it is.”
 
                 “So how long where we out?” she asked, suddenly concerned.
 
                 “About an hour.  No more than that,” he replied.  He sounded very sure of himself.
 
                 “Why only an hour?  Why not a day?” she demanded, wanting to rub his nose in his own bullshit.
 
                 “Because I would need a shave, and I don’t,” he replied.
 
                 Dana opened her mouth to make a smart retort but then realized that she didn’t have one.  It was pretty good logic until she realized that it was possible their captors had shaved him.
 
                 “Unless of course our captors gave me a shave and a haircut, two bits” he muttered, giving voice to her thoughts.  
 
                 Dana almost chuckled.  “So how do we get loose?” she asked, looking over at his naked body.  His cock was still hard.
 
                 Chris shrugged.  “Do you see any weaknesses in how I’m tied down?” he asked.
 
                 She shook her head.  All of the straps holding him to the metal slab were tight and seemed secure.  Her own bindings had no give in them so she suspected he was similarly bound.
 
                 “Yeah, that’s what I thought too.”  He sighed.  “As much as I like the idea of you tied up, this wasn’t how I envisioned it.”  
 
                 Dana flushed again.  “You’ve been dreaming about me tied up?” she asked, her tone still sullen.  Chris blushed and looked away.
 
                 “Uh…no, not in the least,” he replied.
 
                 “Liar, you just said you had envisioned it,” she retorted, glaring at him, even though the nasty look was wasted on the side of his head.
 
                 “Look, when you accused me of being a stalker, you weren’t all that far off.” Chris admitted.  “I’ve followed you on occasion, asked people about you, I even went to the band concert to see you play.  I’m very much attracted to you,” 
 
                 Dana was a little taken aback.  She wasn’t really prepared for that kind of honesty.  “Why?” she finally asked.  Chris looked up and smiled at her, still pulling against his bonds.  His cock seemed to throb as he answered.
 
                 “You interest me!  You’re pretty.  You’re courageous.  You tell that prick Papakaris to stuff it when he’s being an asshole!  You seem to be an explorer, always looking for something new to do, and frankly you’re incredibly sexy.”
 
                 Dana Garon looked at Chris Miller with a look that bordered on disbelief.  Dana was certainly in with the “popular” crowd at school and had little trouble with the concept that a geeky nerd like Chris would be interested in her; but his honest and somewhat disarming explanation seemed too innocent and pure to be anything but juvenile.  She looked away in confusion, turning scarlet at his confession.
 
                 They were both silent for a few minutes, lost in their separate thoughts when the wall Dana was staring at seemed to melt and  a monster walked through the shimmering surface.  She screamed, pulling away as far as the bindings around her would allow.  The thing approached, its face a mass of writhing tentacles, each a few inches long, swaying underneath two small, black and beady eyes.
 
                 It stood upright, on several appendages that could only remotely be called legs and seemed to be larger versions of the strange tentacles dangling from the thing’s face.  Even Chris was repelled and he flinched as it looked at him, black eyes seeming to look right through Chris’ body.
 
                 It held out some sort of device, as alien looking as the creature itself, and pointed it at Dana.  Her throat suddenly froze, her scream fading into silence as she felt her esophagus constricted.  Her eyes widened in horror as it reached out to her and she felt the slimy touch of its facial appendages gliding along her skin.  She shuddered as it touched her hip, moving upward over her stomach until several of the tentacles cupped her right breast, pressing against the soft skin and then probing her nipple.  She gasped, her body tensing as it let go of her breast and continued exploring her curves.  It touched her neck and cheek, leaving a trail of slimy residue over her skin and she pulled away in disgust as it moved around the metal slab and continued back down the other side of her body.
 
                 Once more it touched her breast, concentrating on the opposite nipple, its many tentacles exploring the differences in suppleness and contour.  She felt it touch her belly and then move down her left leg, the greasy appendages leaving slick trails of mucus between her toes.  It wasn’t until it touched her thigh that she began jerking, not wanting it to explore the darkness between her legs.  The bindings however prevented her movements and Chris’ shout of “Don’t touch her!” was meaningless.
 
                 She gasped as it probed her slit, the wriggling members slipping along the folds of her sex, providing their own lubrication as they explored her petals.  She couldn’t help groaning as she felt her clitoris pulled out from under its small hood, exposed and then touched by the squirming tentacles.  But it wasn’t until two or three of them moved lower and pulled her open that she let out a whimper that was able to escape the forced constriction of her throat.
 
                 One of the tentacles seemed to expand, growing thicker and penetrated deeply.  Her eyes widened with discomfort as the monstrosity swirled itself around inside her sex and then pulled itself loose, leaving her slit to continue down her right leg.  She shuddered from the exploratory rape as the tentacles swirled along the arch of her bare foot and then back up her hip.  As soon as the thing reached its starting point at her side it left her, moving toward Chris.
 
                 Dana looked up, still revolted by what had just happened to her, but wanting to watch what it did to Chris.  It started in a similar place, upon his left hip and moved upward, the spreading tentacles seeming to map the shape of his body.  Just as with her, it spent a few extra moments in the chest area before moving up and around his head.  He squirmed under its touch, face drawn in a snarl as it swirled down the opposite hip and onto his leg.  Dana watched as he twitched, his toes curling as the appendages left slime on the arch of his foot and then moved upward past his knee to his thigh.  When the wriggling tentacles touched his genitals he winced, clearly in discomfort.  The long snake-like things seemed to wrap around his cock, tugging and pulling, squeezing him as his hips moved, trying to dislodge the disgusting feelers.  Dana wanted to cry out, demand the thing stop touching him, but her throat continued to allow only the quietest of whimpers to escape.  To her revulsion, the thing’s tentacles tightened around Chris’ cock, making the head a dark reddish purple before he let out a cry of anguish.  Finally it moved on, heading back down his other leg, circumnavigating his body to complete its examination.
 
                 It stepped away from Chris and lifted the strange device that had immobilized Dana’s vocal chords and seemed to activate several of the controls.  To Dana, it looked like swirls of dancing lights, wriggling in the same manner as the thing’s facial tentacles.  Above her, the brilliant blue light turned off and she caught sight of a large metal circle suspended from the ceiling, a series of odd contraptions mounted along its frame.  It began to drop, getting lower and Dana couldn’t help cringing in fear as several of the machines attached came more clearly into view.  
 
                 Like some sort of mad doctor’s lab, the ring had a number of robotic probes, grasping arms, and an enormous number of unidentifiable components.  Chris also looked up, clearly concerned at the dropping machinery.
 
                 “Look!  We’re sentient beings!” he suddenly said, loudly.  The tentacled monstrosity ignored him.
 
                 He began rapping against the metal slab he was bolted too.  First one knock, then three, then five, then seven.  Dana looked over at him in bewilderment and she found herself able to squeak out her question.
 
                 “What are you doing?” she demanded, her voice tiny and soft, but full of vigor.
 
                 Chris glanced back over at her.  “I’m trying to communicate.  I’m rapping out the first five prime numbers,” he said.
 
                 “What?” her voice came out just a tad bit clearer.
 
                 “Prime numbers.  I saw this once on Star Trek.”
 
                 Dana eyes were a little wild.  “Was the alien raping Captain Kirk when he was doing this?” she said angrily, even though her harsh words were still muted.
 
                 Chris’ eyes rested on her bound and naked form, tears pooling in the clear blue orbs.  “God, Dana, I’m sorry.  I didn’t realize…” his voice trailed off.
 
                 She bit her lip and turned away, her own eyes flooding with tears.
 
                 “We have to make it understand we’re intelligent,” he suddenly declared and resumed his knocking.
 
                 Dana watched the cuttlefish like creature, still wary of what was about to happen.  She watched mutely as the ring finished descending and what looked like a small black box rotated around the rail until it was positioned above her hips.  With another wave of a tentacle, the creature fiddled with its device and the front of the box erupted, sprouting almost a dozen fibrous arms, each one tapered to a point.  They seemed to ooze slime and Dana couldn’t help the creepy crawling sensation that seemed to make her hair stand on end.
 
                 “Oh God!  No! Not again!” she tried yelling, managing only to squeak her objections as several of the wriggling arms descend back down between her legs.  Chris shouted for her, uttering demands and objections to the creature, all of which were ignored.  As the first tentacle pushed at her body and then slipped inward, she let out a whimper, disgusted at what was happening.  She let out another yelp as a second probe found her anus and began pushing its way deeply into her ass.  The fibrous arms, each of which seemed to extend outward began touching her body in other places and she tried in vain to rip her arms free of the bindings holding her to the table.  Thick slime oozed onto her breasts as thin ribbons began wrapping themselves around her tits, squeezing the soft and malleable flesh tightly.  She groaned as two of the tentacles seemed to shrink, thinning themselves until they were the thickness of a hair.  In seconds her hardened nipples were wrapped just as tightly, tugged upward.
 
                 Several other probes found the insides of her elbows and knees, the delicate spots right under her arms, and even the little ticklish spots at the bottom of her feet.  Lastly she felt another thin strand wrap itself around her clit, squeezing the sensitive nub out from under its protective hood.
 
                 “Dana!”  Chris shouted, watching her disappear under the mass of fibers.  She looked over at him, her mouth open in a soundless cry as the size of the penetrating probes swelled within her.  
 
                 Then a similar box descended above Chris and Dana was able to watch as a mass of fibers seemed to erupt and fall upon his body, stretching across him until he too disappeared under the mass of tentacles.  She watched in horror as his cock was wrapped from base to tip and one thick strand tightened around his balls.  She ignored her own discomfort as more strands seemed to attach themselves to Chris, hitting his chest, his neck, and the soles of his feet.  Unlike Dana though, the majority of the probes were centered over the groin.
 
                 At first nothing seemed to happen and Dana wondered what purpose the clinical penetration had.  She could feel the thick probe inside her, but it was still, as were the small strands wrapped around her other sensitive spots.  She squirmed slightly and then gasped as she felt a soft warming radiance seem to seep into her body, pulsing like a heart beat.
 
                 Across the room Chris groaned and Dana could see his cock throbbing inside its tight wrapping.  In shock she realized that the steady thrum she was feeling matched the twitching of Chris’ cock.  More heat and pleasure seemed to suddenly blossom throughout her body.  Her eyelids fluttered close as a rush of sensation slammed into her, over-stimulating her brain. She tried to transform the feelings into images, her imagination working to stabilize the input.
 
                 Someone was suckling her right nipple, dragging a rough but wet tongue across it before closing down to draw it deeply into their mouth.  Then she could feel the rough edges of teeth as they bit down, first lightly, then with greater pressure until a sudden jolt of pain exploded up through her nipple.  Then the tongue went back to circling the areola before sucking again.
 
                 Her left breast was being plumped, a warm hand squeezing the flesh rhythmically before a smooth ice cube was pressed directly to her nipple, rolling it around as her breast slowly froze.  Then the rhythmic squeezing came again, only to alternate into a burning heat that began at the very tip of her bust, as if someone was pouring hot wax onto her nipple, letting it run in rivulets downward to cover her bosom.
 
                 Between her legs a painful clamp had been attached to her clit, squeezing the little nub into submission before letting it go.  There was a quick vibration, as if a finger was being rapidly and lightly run across the clit, stimulating it roughly before a piercing sensation caused her to scream.  This was combined with a smooth penetration of her sex, filling her completely, only to experience what felt like a thousand pinpricks within the well of her pussy, causing her hips to thrust upward as much as her bonds allowed.
 
                 Dana was only barely cognizant through the torment, her body responding, ripening, but shaking with the flashes of alternating pain and pleasure.  Worse, the torment aroused her but went no farther, stimulating the bliss and hurt centers of her brain until she longed for release.  Her frozen vocal chords kept the noise to a minimum but finally her need allowed her to overcome the paralysis.  Her eyes flashed open, turning toward the creature which stood observing.
 
                 “There is supposed to be a thrusting movement too, asshole!” she yelled, anger flushing more adrenaline and dopamine through her body and brain.  It seemed to look at her and then turned away.  With a snarl she turned back to look at Chris who was dealing with his own torments.  His face was scarlet, his chest heaving in exertion and his hips appeared to be grinding away, unable to thrust upward.  She could only imagine what he was experiencing.
 
                 Just as the sensations caused by the probes threatened to overwhelm her again she felt something move within her.  Her body tightened as both the anal and vaginal probes moved, sliding out of her until only the tips of the fibrous digits were still inserted.  She let out a wailing moan of need and then both phallic-like appendages penetrated her deeply, thrusting into her body with unnatural force and speed.
 
                 Dana’s body rocked with the impact, her eyes widening in physical astonishment.  The retraction occurred again followed by another forceful infiltration, rocking her body on the metal slab despite the bondage straps.  Dana couldn’t help herself as the probe began fucking her in earnest while the sensory stimulators on her body seemed to rotate their torments.  Her mind shut down anything even resembling coherent thought as it strove to assimilate the incoming nervous pulses.  Someone had taken a pair of pliers to her breast.  A hot needle was being shoved through her clit.  A small barrel cactus was being rammed up through her pussy.  An ice dildo several inches too thick was sliding up and down her ass, only to be replaced by a metal phallus that was glowing hot.
 
                 And those were the least of her torments.  A hand was rubbing her other breast with the palm only, bending the nipple back and forth before leaning down to suckle it.  A vibrator was pressed up against her clit, strumming her close to orgasmic bliss.  She was coated in hot wax, only to have ice water poured upon her skin.  A leather paddle was swung, hot and heavy, against her bottom.  Sharp pain lanced through her nipples as they were pierced with something sharp, only to have the pain fade to ache to disappear in soft silk rubbing back and forth across both breasts.  A white line of fire exploded across her breasts as an imaginary cane impacted her nipples.  A cube of ice was pressed into her clit, freezing the tormented nub.  
 
                 It followed no pattern and each new sensation did nothing to build upon the previous ones, leaving her in agony and sexual need.  She clenched her fists, screaming out loud, her voice filling the air, unknowingly matching Chris’ own yell.
 
                 And then it was over.  She blinked, lying still upon the table, her pussy and ass tightening around emptiness as the probes retracted almost instantly. She lifted her head, looking down her body, expecting to see blood and bruises from her damaged nipples and clit, but found that she was as hale and perfect as ever.  The lingering feelings of sexual excitement however did not disappear and she let her head fall back against the table with a thump, moaning her frustration.  Her mind slowly kick-started itself back into gear, realizing she had just been tentacle raped, trying desperately to justify the sexual longing she was currently experiencing with the brutal facts of what happened.
 
                 She glanced over at Chris who lay limply on his own metal slab, eyes closed, breathing peacefully.  To her astonishment, his cock lay flaccid, a limp but still large organ that seemed to captivate her.  She suddenly wished she was free, to go over to him, suck him into harness, and mount him.  She blinked.  What the hell?  How could she even possibly think that!  She mentally chided herself, anger giving her the edge to beat the sexual need still pounding through her veins.  Chris was the biggest geek nerd boy on the planet!
 
                 Dana groaned suddenly.  What if they weren’t on the planet anymore?  With a sobering thought she realized that she might be stuck with Chris no matter what, living out their lives, naked and alone together in some alien zoo.  She shivered at the idea.
 
                 “Hey!  Chris!  You okay?” she asked, pleased that her voice had returned to full strength.
 
                 Chris didn’t respond, his cock twitching slightly.
 
                 “YO! Chris Miller!” Dana practically screamed.  “Wake the fuck up!”
 
                 His eyes fluttered open and he blinked, trying to reassemble his thoughts into something resembling coherency.  
 
                 “Dana?” he mumbled, lifting his head.
 
                 “Thanks for rejoining me.  Did you enjoy watching me get tentacle raped or were you just turned on by the fact I’m tied up and can’t stop you from ogling me!” she demanded.
 
                 Chris looked at her in confusion, obviously working through her outburst. “What?” he asked, his words stumbling. “I didn’t.  I mean… huh?”
 
                 Dana rolled her eyes.  “Jesus Christ, Chris.  Did you have to fucking cum?”  She looked away, tears springing to her eyes.  Her body still ached with need and she was pissed that he had been given the opportunity to orgasm.  She tried to concentrate on her breathing.
 
                 The straps holding her to the table were incredibly strong, each limb fully immobilized by the fibrous material that seemed similar to the probes she had been fucked and tormented with.  She could feel them encircling her ankles and wrists, her upper thighs, even the two across her hips and upper chest.  When they suddenly retracted, releasing her, it took several moments for her to realize what had happened.
 
                 Dana sat up, looking for the creature.  It was still near her, watching her intently as she quickly leapt off the table, putting the metal slab between her and the monstrosity.  Her legs failed her initially, turning to jelly as she attempted to stand, but a stabilizing hand on the table gave her enough balance and force to prevent falling.  A quick glance at Chris made it clear that only she had been released from her bondage.
 
                 She contemplated her course of action.  Should she attempt to attack her captor?  Even if she was successful with incapacitating the creature, where would she go?  How would she free Chris from his bindings?  Other than the instrument panel and the strange machines mounted to the ring in the ceiling, there were no available weapons.  Her clothes were gone and she felt strangely alone.
 
                 The creature lifted one arm like appendage and pointed several long tentacles toward Chris, motioning toward him.  Dana stood confused.  What was it trying to communicate?  She held still as it motioned again, trying to understand its intentions.  The creature seemed unconcerned by its failed attempt to communicate and simply raised its little hand held device and triggered it.
 
                 Dana’s feet moved of their volition, pulling her off balance so she was forced to grab hold of the metal slab.  To her surprise, they moved toward Chris, clearly walking forward.  She pushed her upper body off the table just in time and stumbled toward Chris who was still in a daze.  She lifted a hand as her feet came to a stop and she reached out, touching his arm.  He blinked, looking at her, still somewhat out of it.
 
                 “Dana?” he said, his eyes unfocused. “How did you escape?” he asked.
 
                 Dana frowned.  “Idiot.  I didn’t,” she muttered.  She realized the creature was closer, on the other side of Chris.  Once more it motioned, this time pointing clearly to Chris.  Worse, it was apparent the creature was pointing toward the boy’s limp penis.
 
                 “What?”  Dana asked, addressing the creature directly.  “You expect me to do something about that?” she demanded.  “Fuck that.”
 
                 The creature lifted the device a third time and Dana snarled at it as her hand came up, moving of its own accord.  Stiffly she found herself grabbing hold of Chris’ flaccid cock, squeezing it in her palm.  Her fingers didn’t work properly, following the electrical impulse of the creature’s orders rather than her mind’s commands to let go.  Chris groaned, but didn’t really respond to the odd pressure. 
 
                 “You don’t know anything about humans do you?”  Dana said contemptuously.   “Even I know that this isn’t how you make a guy stiff, and I’m a virgin!” she said.  Then she looked down.  “I mean…I was a virgin.”  A smoldering anger filled her as her hand continued to manipulate Chris’s rod of its own accord.
 
                 Lifting another tentacle, the creature motioned toward Chris again, clearly becoming agitated at the lack of progress being made.  Dana could tell that it wanted her to rub Chris into hardness willingly and she lifted her left hand and extended a middle finger at the creature, her face filled with anger.
 
                 The device came up again and her controlled hand moved lower, suddenly cupping Chris’ balls.  Dana’s eyes widened in concern as she started squeezing, applying pressure to the delicate ovals dangling below Chris’s cock.  He let out a cry, his back arching against the bonds, finally roused into complete awareness.  He glanced down, trying to make sense of what was happening.
 
                 “Dana!  Please!  Don’t!  It hurts!” he yelled, his toes curling.  A look of pain lanced through his face and Dana shook her head.
 
                 “Please STOP!  I’ll do it! Okay!  Look! I’ll do it!” she yelled at the creature, her left hand coming up to grab the semi-ridged penis.  She began stroking it, only then feeling the pressure of her right hand release.  Chris let out a painful groan as Dana continued to rub him.  After a few minutes Chris let out a groan and Dana hoped the creature would let her stop.  She removed her hand and looked at the cuttlefish monster in front of her and lifted both hands.
 
                 “Now what?  He’s hard,” she said.
 
                 It motioned again toward Chris, but Dana didn’t understand what it wanted.  
 
                 “I don’t understand!  You have to tell me what you want!” she shouted, clearly angry with the predicament.  The alien indicated toward the boy again and she rolled her eyes, crossing both arms across her bare breasts.
 
                 It was only seconds before the alien’s device came back into play and Dana found herself a marionette puppet without strings.  In a herky jerky manner she found herself bending over Chris, her mouth disturbingly near his cock.  She shook her head frantically, only to have her neck muscles put under control of the creature and then her mouth was forced open.
 
                 Chris moaned as Dana mouth fucked him, clearly unwilling but unable to stop the creatures manipulation of her body.  Her lips closed around him and began sucking on him, the creature controlling her every move.  Up and down she bobbed, tongue swirling around his cock until he was straining upward, desperate.  Dana felt some control being returned to her, though she was kept down upon Chris’s outstretched member.  A flush of embarrassment flowed through her, but the blowjob she was giving Chris reawakened the sexual undertones of her own condition, the need she had felt earlier blossoming into full bodied desire.  Her hand came up, grabbing hold of the base of Chris’ rod, squeezing it gently as she began to suck in earnest.  It was almost four or five minutes before she realized that the creature was no longer controlling her.
 
                 She lifted her head up, realizing the creature’s intention.  She looked at it, lips glistening, with one hand still wrapped around Chris’ manhood.  It motioned again and this time she nodded in understanding, letting go of the cock and putting the palms of her hands on the metal slab.
 
                 She hoisted herself up, moving across his body, feeling his warm skin press against hers.
 
                 “Dana?” he asked breathlessly, realizing that she was on top of him.  “What are you doing?”
 
                 She lifted one hand, pressing a finger to his lips.  “What I have to do,” she whispered.  She felt his cock against her thigh, her moist petals only inches away and she positioned herself above him.  When the tip of his cock pierced her sex she closed her eyes, reveling in the soft but ridged feel of him.  Slowly she lowered herself downward, controlling his penetration.  Her sex brimmed with sensation and once she was fully impaled upon his rod she began rocking back and forth, lifting up and then sinking gently back down.  
 
                 “Oh God…Dana!”  Chris gasped.  She leaned forward, mashing her breasts into his face, moving so that he could suckle a nipple.  She moved up and down upon him, wishing he could move and then his arms were free, wrapping around her, hips suddenly thrusting up into her body with force.  Dana gasped, her mouth finding his, lips locked together in sexual union.  His fingers moved down to her buttocks, clutching her as he thrust inward into her.
 
                 Dana let out a soft moan as the rush of sexual tension filled her, bringing new heights of sexual pleasure.  It was unlike anything she had ever known, so different from the tentacle rape she had just experienced, and singular in form from every other pleasure she had ever indulged in.  Their bodies moved together like one being, two entities merging in reproductive bliss until she tightened, her eyes closing as the wave of sexual orgasm peaked within her, causing her to clench around Chris’ manhood.  She let out a cry, shuddering above him as the pent up energy flooded through her sex, climaxing in a tsunami of pleasure that exploded out into her body.
 
                 She collapsed upon him, the scent of his skin filling her nose.  He continued to move beneath her, thrusting upward with his own need while his fingers traced lazy circles on her back.  She let out a small murmur of satisfaction, only to feel him roll, arms around her, staying buried in her body.  She barely realized that the metal slab had expanded, enlarging to support their bodies and she felt herself once more pressed to the metal.  But this time she was held down not by fibrous straps, but by Chris, pinning her to the table with his humanity.  He began pumping rapidly, his mouth coming down frequently to suckle her breasts.  She spread her legs, totally willing, her body responding to the urgent and strenuous lovemaking.
 
                 Then he exploded, his face tightening as he climaxed within her.  She felt his cock shudder, almost seeming to enlarge and tighten within her sheath, and then erupt, squirting cream into her well with abandon.  He buried his face between her breasts as she held him, holding him close, the clean scent of his hair making the sensation of his satisfaction all the more real.
 
                 He nuzzled her nipple, exploring it with his tongue as he slowly recovered.  With a little push Dana shook him, reminding him that they were captives on an alien ship.
 
                 “Do you want to try the prime numbers thing again?” she asked, somewhat cruelly, as if ignoring what had just happened.  Chris looked at her blankly, still befuddled with the afterglow of sex.  Then he frowned, clearly irritated at Dana’s lack of romantic feelings.
 
                 She frowned as she pushed him off her body, feeling his rapidly deflating cock slip out of her sex.  He rolled to the side as she got up, a look of hurt in his eyes.  The creature stood nearby, watching silently as Dana turned and faced it.
 
                 “Look.  You got what you wanted!  I fucked him, okay?  That’s what you wanted to see, right?  I’m tired of this shit!  I want to go home.  Let us go, now!” she said forcefully.
 
                 The creature stared at her, the black beady eyes totally unreadable.  If it had emotion, Dana was unable to detect it.  When it raised the body control device again she leapt forward, totally intent on knocking the device from its tentacles and serving up a dish of calamari.  
 
                 She froze in mid-step, her body trembling as it struggled to obey the commands of two different entities.  Dana snarled as she found herself stepping sideways, moving toward her previously abandoned metal slab.  With each painful step she fought the control, only barely noticing that Chris had leapt up from his own table and had made for the creature.
 
                 He too was frozen in place, struggling against the control exhibited by the creature.  Dana let out a yell as she was forced to once again mount the table.  With every fiber of her being she resisted as she laid flat, lifting her arms above her head and spreading her legs obscenely wide.                
 
                 “No!” She yelled as the fibrous straps burst into being again, wrapping around her wrists and ankles, securing her tightly to the table.  She felt control returning and she struggled for a minute until she burst into tears, frightened of what was going to happen to her.
 
                 She suddenly felt Chris’ presence by her side and realized he had been released.  Rather than attacking the creature he approached her, trying mightily to tear the straps binding her to the metal slab.  When that failed he draped one arm over her body, holding her head as she cried into his shoulder.
 
                 “Hush, Dana.  I won’t let him do anything to you,” he whispered.
 
                 “H-h-he’s g-g-going to rape me again!” she wailed, her sobs choking up the words.
 
                 Chris shook his head.  “I won’t let him.  I swear it!” he said.  Looking up at the alien Chris gave it a dark stare.  “You leave her alone!”
 
                 The creature raised a tentacle and pointed toward Dana’s sex.  Chris ignored him and turned back to comfort the crying girl.
 
                 It wasn’t until he was forced upward, once again feeling the motor control device move him around like a toy solider did Chris leave Dana’s side.  The creature marched him around the table until he was positioned between Dana’s legs, a strange indentation opening up in the metal slab.  He was forced to kneel, his nose only an inch away from her clit, before the monster released control.
 
                 It didn’t take any appreciable mental prowess to understand what the creature intended.  Dana was still damp, the petals of her flower still glistening with moisture from her earlier orgasm.  He made a special effort not to look up through her legs toward her eyes, instead moving forward stiffly, as if her were still under control.  His mouth closed the gap and then latched firmly onto her clit, sucking the small nub between his teeth.  
 
                 Dana couldn’t help gasping, lightning rushes of pleasure exploding up from between her legs. In the back of her mind she knew it was Chris, and she even knew that he was being forced to touch her.  Tears sprang to her eyes as she tried to ignore the steady stimulation between her legs.  As his tongue stabbed delicately into her clit she gasped, hips bucking, feeling the folds of her sex ripen, swelling as the blood and juices of her lust flowed into her loins.   Chris took special pains to work her gently, using his tongue and lips to caress her body.  Part of him reveled in the sexual contact while another part screamed in protest, wanting Dana desperately, but not like this.  He felt her thrust upward, obviously in need.
 
                 As he began to suck harder on her clit he felt a sudden tingle in his legs and he was pulled away from her, his calves pumping of their own accord.  He stumbled backward, surprised, and turned to look at the creature.  It was still clutching the small device, the facial tentacles seeming to stroke it.  Chris felt himself whirled around, facing away from Dana, catching a glimpse of her confused expression, still desperate and needy from his acts of cunnlingus.
 
                 “Chris?” she whispered, voice filled with need.  Chris turned to answer her but his eyes were suddenly filled with a bright blue light and the sensation of a thousand pins and needles pressing against his skin filled him.  His eyes rolled up into the back of his head as he passed out, collapsing on the floor.
 
                 “Chris?”  Dana asked again, unable to see the fallen boy.  “Chris!” she shouted, wondering what had happened.  She twisted in her bonds, stretching, only barely able to catch a glimpse of his collapsed form lying at the foot of her table.  
 
                 “Damn you!” she glared at the creature who ignored her.  “What did you do to him?” she demanded.  All thoughts of sexual need was flushed from her mind despite the still moist readiness of her sex.  Finally the creature turned toward her, moving closer while the forest of tentacles waved like fronds twisting in a warm ocean current.  Dana felt another wave of revulsion as it approached, the small tentacles reaching out and stroking her body again, the thin strands leaving slimy trails up over her breasts.
 
                 “You bastard.  What am I?  Some sort of sex toy?  An experiment?  Leave me the fuck alone!”  
 
                 It stepped back and Dana stared at it, fury dancing in her eyes.  It raised the small device it held and a sudden blue light exploded into sight above her.  An electric like shock set her teeth on edge, her body going ridged as her nerves screamed.  Within seconds she was unconscious, body relaxing, still bound to the metal slab.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 Dana Garon twitched as the sound of chirping crickets seemed unusually loud in her ear.  With a groan she twisted her back, lifting her head to open her eyes, only to find herself looking out into a starlit night through the dirty windshield of a small Nissan pick-up.  To her left, Chris Miller sat in the driver’s seat, slumped over, mouth open, with a small line of drool dribbling down his chin.  Dana checked to see if he was breathing, and then looked down at her own body.
 
                 She was fully clothed, the uniform of Papakaris’ disgusting chicken restaurant still completely covering her lithe and petite frame.  But while she was clothed she felt a terrible longing from between her legs and realized in a flash that the whole abduction had been real.  She let out a small whimper and then reached over, shaking Chris.
 
                 “Chris.  Chris!  Wake up!” she said, her voice rising in the cramped quarters of the truck.  His eyes opened in surprise and he jumped up, hitting his head on the cab ceiling before turning and looking at her.
 
                 “Oh my God!  Are you all right?” he demanded, his arms reaching out and pulling her into a hug before she could even object.
 
                 Dana stiffened as he held her but suddenly couldn’t hold it back anymore.  Bursting into tears she sobbed, head buried in his shoulder as she let the tension, fear, and revulsion of what had just happened pour from her.  Chris held her, rocking her in the darkness of the truck, one hand stroking her hair as the other rubbed her back.  When the crying subsided she lifted her head, tears still clinging to her lashes, her lips close to his.  He couldn’t help it.  He tilted his head and kissed her softly.
 
                 She melted into his embrace, the warm wet kiss reawakening the needs she had so recently felt.  Power surged within her and she pushed against him.  Her hands found his shirt, pulling it upward in a savage urgency that seemed to overwhelm her.  Chris responded in kind, his own fingers cupping her breasts through the uniform blouse, only to have Dana yank the shirt off, baring her bra encased breasts to his eyes.  It took only a second more to remove the bra and then she was pressing her chest into his face, rubbing the nipples back and forth.
 
                 Dana slid down his body, the stick shift poking her in the side.  His black trousers were easy to remove, slipping down his long legs and exposing the white briefs he was wearing.  Those too she tugged, exposing his shaft to her eyes yet again, and this time, of her own free will, she clamped her mouth around him, sucking on the long ridged member until he trembled.  
 
                 She alternated her ministrations with disrobing, managing to get her own pants and panties on the floor of the cab all the while maintaining almost a constant sucking upon Chris’ manhood.  With bare thighs she let him go, moving up to straddle him, feeling the swollen tip of his cock push aside the swollen petals of her flower.  She impaled herself upon him, matching his upward thrust with a downward motion, her legs spreading, her bottom pressed up against the steering wheel of the truck.  They began bouncing, the entire vehicle swaying in the middle of the deserted country road as they rocked to climax.
 
                 She exploded first, the stimulation she had been given earlier seemed to have primed the pump.  Her fingers curled into his hair, holding onto him tightly as she quivered upon him.  She let out a piercing scream as she came, his face pulled tightly into the cleavage between her breasts.  
 
                 Before she was able to come down from her own heights he joined her, clutching her body forcefully as his cock pumped away, erupting inside her with exquisite pleasure.  His eyes closed, his mouth still nuzzling her breasts as they collapsed against each other, hearts racing.  It was almost a full minute or two before Dana opened her eyes, only to find him staring at her in wonder.
 
                 He started to say something but she quickly reached out, placing one delicate finger against his lips, silencing him.  Slowly she lifted herself off his lap, feeling his cock slide from her body as she moved back over to the empty seat.  She didn’t speak to him as she picked up her panties and bra and began redressing.
 
                 Chris licked his lips, his face bearing a sad expression and his mouth formed a stoic thin lipped line as he too found his clothing.  He pulled up his trousers as she slipped back into her shirt, finally pulling her pants up each sculpted leg.  After Dana finally slipped her shoes back on she sat in the seat looking straight ahead.  Chris turned and looked at her, waiting.
 
                 “Why didn’t they take our memories?” she finally asked, eyes still pointed forward.  “I thought aliens were supposed to erase the memories of those people they abduct.”
 
                 “I don’t know, Dana,” he replied, putting his hands back on the steering wheel, gripping it tightly.  “Either they didn’t have the technology or they wanted us to remember.”
 
                 She turned and looked out the window.  “I remember all of it.  Every second of it.  I remember what it did to me.  What you did to me.”  Her voice cracked slightly.  “What I did to you.”
 
                 Chris reached out one hand, resting it lightly on her arm, pleased that she didn’t flinch or pull away.  “I don’t mind what you did,” he replied.
 
                 Dana turned and flashed him an angry look.  “I DO!  We were forced!  It was RAPE!  Do you understand that?  Do you understand what that THING took from me?” she demanded.
 
                 Chris trembled at the implications.  He didn’t know what to say.  He looked down and away, troubled and uncomfortable.  
 
                 “And now I’m confused.  Worse, I can’t tell anyone what happened,” she whispered.  “They won’t believe me.”
 
                 He took a deep breath.  “I will support you and tell them the truth.  I will make them believe,” he said forcefully.  
 
   She looked back at him and gave him a weak wry smile.  “You would, wouldn’t you?” she asked.
 
                 “Absolutely.  I would do anything for you,” Chris replied, his voice soft.
 
                 “Then drive me home, Chris,” she said.  Then she turned and looked out the window into the darkness, clearly ending the conversation.
 
                 For a moment it looked as if Chris wanted to say something, but finally shook his head and started the truck.  The keys were still in the ignition and the engine turned over immediately, the little red truck shimmying into life.  His hand reached out and grabbed hold of the stick shift, grinding it forward as he pressed on the clutch.  With a little jerk the truck moved off, speeding down the road.
 
                 The rest of the drive was done in silence, the remnants of the distance taking only fifteen minutes.  Chris kept surreptitiously glancing at Dana, wondering what was going through her mind.  There were a million things he wanted to ask her.  He wanted to hold her, to comfort her.  But he didn’t know where to start.  Up ahead he could see the lights of the ranch house she lived in, long strands of barbed wire fencing holding in the assortment of livestock her family kept.
 
                 The truck pulled up to the front of the house, the wheels crunching on the gravel driveway and Chris put the gear into park.  Dana stayed in the truck a moment longer, making Chris’ heart race.  Finally she turned and looked at him, her expression inscrutable.
 
                 “Do you like working at Ivan’s Chicken House?” she asked him.  The question was not what he expected and it surprised him.
 
                 “Uh…no, to be honest.  I was just doing it because you worked there,” he replied.
 
                 She nodded, clearly thinking about his answer and throwing him off center.  He decided to wait for her response.  After a moment she opened the truck door and started to get out, much to his dismay.  He was about to protest when she turned back toward him, leaning in.
 
                 “I’ll be waiting for you tomorrow morning, seven thirty.  Then after school we can get my car fixed,” she said, her voice calm.
 
                 He nodded, somewhat eagerly.  “All right.  Seven-thirty tomorrow morning.”  He repeated.
 
                 “And Friday night you can pick me up at six p.m.”  
 
                 “Six?  On Friday?  What for?” he asked, slightly confused.
 
                 She gave him an exasperated look.  “For our date.”
 
                 His look of surprise was precious.  “We’re going on a date?  You’re going out with me?”  
 
                 Dana couldn’t help chuckling.  “Yeah.  We have things to talk about…and do.”
 
                 He cocked his head.  “Do?  What do we have to do?”  
 
                 Dana laughed and leaned into the cab, standing on tip toes as she planted a kiss on his cheek. 
 
                 “Don’t forget to bring condoms next time,” she whispered.  “And get a nice set of sexy boxers.  Those white briefs are awful.”   Ignoring his shocked expression she planted both feet back down on the ground and closed the door of the truck.  He watched her as she crossed in front of the headlights and disappeared into the house, still astonished at the culmination of the night’s adventure.  In his wildest fantasies he never imagined that he would be the first to go where no man has gone before…with Dana Garon.
 
    
 
                   
 
   The Invitation
 
    
 
                 
 
   A warm breeze ruffled Angie’s long dark hair as she fumbled around in her purse, looking for her keys.  A blue and white toned backpack was neatly slung from one shoulder, emblazoned with a red cougar, which clashed horribly with her pink tee shirt and white shorts.  Both articles of clothing were too tight and during the day a number of males had examined her taut ass from behind and concluded that Angie was a “thong” girl, since the tell tale lines of panties were totally invisible.  The truth was much simpler.  She wasn’t wearing panties or a thong, a fact that drove her to distraction.  For guys seeing her from the front, the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra either was plain to see.  Two hard bumps pressed tightly against the overstretched fabric, distorting the words “Good Girls Do Bad Things” that was emblazoned across her chest.  The ensemble was completed with a pair of thick soled flip flops, spectacularly customized by a number of small multi-colored strips of cloth, each delicately tied to the top strap.              
 
   With a mild curse she stood at the doorway and dropped her school bag.  With both hands she began rooting around in the dark recesses of her purse, frantically searching.  A moment later the door opened, interrupting Angie’s frenzied explorations.              
 
   “Looking for these?” said the stunning blond who stood in the doorway.  Dressed in tight blue jeans and a red long sleeve blouse, the blond in front of Angie seemed to ooze elegance.  In her right hand she held a dangling key chain, a number of silver and brass colored keys hanging from a gray loop.  A small replica of a set of handcuffs was attached to the loop and hung playfully from the key ring.”              
 
   “Oh, damn.  Sorry Kat,”  Angie said, looking sheepish.  She reached out for the keys but the buxom blond in front of her pulled them out of reach.
 
                 “You know the price.”  Kat’s voice was hard.  Angie’s eyes widened in alarm and she bit her lip.  Kat just stared at her until Angie took a deep breath and tossed down her purse.  
 
                 Angie grabbed hold of the bottom of her tee shirt and quickly pulled it over her head, exposing a luscious set of firm nineteen year old breasts.  Half way through her first semester of college, Angie still possessed the innocent “girl-next-door” body of a high school senior, something many of her fellow freshman peers would have died for.  She tossed the shirt down on the floor of the entryway, nervously looking around.  Fortunately, this early in the afternoon, there weren’t any observers.  Mentally she gave a silent prayer of thanks, especially since someone watching would have only encouraged Kat.  Kat jiggled the keys, a look of impatience on her face.              
 
   “Keep going,” the stunning blond said, motioning Angie to continue.              
 
   With delicate fingers Angie unbuttoned the small silver clasp at the front of the shorts.  The zipper came down next and then she began to push them down, shimmying out of the white cotton material.  If anyone had been watching they would have seen a well-rounded ass, almost perfect in color and shape, atop a set of creamy white thighs.  A closer inspection would have revealed another interesting fact: a series of faded welts crisscrossed both cheeks, marring the smooth skin.  Angie stepped out of the shorts, leaving them on the ground beneath her.  She looked back up at Kat, standing totally naked.  Something new appeared in Kat’s hand and the dark brunette cringed as Kat held it out.              
 
   “Really?” Angie asked, her voice almost a whimper.              
 
   “Oh yeah.  You’re going to have to learn not to leave your keys at home,”  Kat said, the smile disappearing from her face.  “And every time you do this it will get just a bit worse.  You should be happy it’s just the nipple clamps this time.  Next time you do this I’m going to hand you a ten inch dildo as well.”  Kat shook out the nipple clamps, two small metal alligator clips connected with a chain.  Angie reached out and took them, wincing at the thought of the metal teeth biting into her delicate nubs. She pinched the ends, one in each hand, and lifted them up to her breasts.  It didn’t make sense to wait, since the longer she took to finish her punishment, the more likely it was that she would be seen.  She let the first clamp close and she hissed as a sharp rush of pain burgeoned in her right breast.  She flinched slightly and then let the other clamp shut, her eyes closing as she adjusted to the biting pressure.  The sound of her keys falling on the concrete floor of the entryway forced her back to the present and she opened her eyes just in time to see the door closing.  The sound of the lock turning made her sigh.              
 
   She looked down at the ground.  Her shorts and shirt were gone, leaving her the backpack, purse, and fallen keys.  She bent down quickly and snatched everything up, fumbling to find the key to the apartment.  It slipped into the lock and she pushed the door open, stumbling into the cool dwelling as she hastened inside.               
 
   The apartment was immaculate.  Furnished in a contemporary style, it screamed “wealth”.  Kat was an artistic decorator and it was her plan to major in interior design.  For Angie, it was a little much.  But since Kat had paid for everything, or rather her rich father had, Angie had little right to complain.  She knew better than to leave her book bag and purse lying in the doorway and walked through the living room toward her bedroom.  Flipping on the light she entered her private domain, a smallish room cluttered with fallen clothing, a rumbled and unmade bed, a desk covered with papers, books, and notes, and a small half closed lap top computer charging on the floor.  Shoes spilled out of the closet, while the dress she had worn at the party last weekend was draped over the closet door’s leading edge.  A large pile of tee shirts, bought for Angie by Kat, each with a naughtier message than the last, lay in a jumbled pile at the foot of the hamper. Truth be told: the room was a mess.              
 
   She dumped her stuff at the foot of her bed, kicking aside a tee shirt with “Future MILF” written in black across the front and lifted her hands to her breasts.  Her nipples throbbed, a sharp ache pumping upward through her entire chest. She longed to remove the clamps, but knew better.  She didn’t bother looking for her shorts and shirt, knowing that Kat would have dumped them in the laundry room hamper, but she didn’t pick up replacements either.  One of the long standing rules of co-habitation was that Angie was to be naked in the apartment, always.              
 
   It had taken awhile to get used to.  The first few weeks living together had been a learning experience, one reinforced frequently with a paddle and whip.  The rules were relatively simple.  Unless give permission by Kat, Angie was to disrobe the moment she got inside the door.  She was only allowed to get dressed right before leaving, usually standing right in front of Kat.  Angie was to follow every order given to her while inside the apartment.  This had caused a number of issues right off, especially when Kat had ordered late night pizza her first week, ordering Angie to answer the door and pay for it.  The occurrence had thoroughly embarrassed her, standing naked in front of a shocked but delighted pizza guy.  She had even fumbled the change, giving the man an extra few minutes of ogling.  Since then, pizza night had practically been a weekly episode.              
 
   Angie had a long history with Kat.  They had met in middle school and grown up living only a few miles apart.  While Angie had grown up on her family’s farm, Kat had been lodged in a small subdivision that had sprouted up nearby.  Easily a bicycle ride away, the two girls had fast become friends.  At fifteen, just as both were beginning to discover their own sexuality, Kat had discovered her errant father’s BDSM video collection, tucked away in the closet.  Separated from her mom, Kat’s father had evidently not had time to retrieve the box, giving his daughter the opportunity to liberate it and discover her own dark nature.  Needless to say, Angie had been invited over one night and the two girls had ogled, laughed, and made fun of the actions taking place on screen, all while secretly hiding their dual fascination.  Kat’s mother had been out on a date, leaving the two girls snuggled under separate blankets, each trying to masturbate without the other knowing.
 
                 Three or four months later, after watching the entire collection, it was apparent where each of them found themselves.  Kat, which was short for Katherine, clearly was drawn to the position of dominant, seeing herself in the role of Mistress and tormentor.  Angie however imagined herself bound and gagged, spread-eagled and whipped.  Kat was no dummy and their conversations about what they were watching made Angie’s predilection for submission obvious.  It wasn’t long before one evening, while Kat’s mother was out, the fifteen year old blond girl had turned to her friend, holding out three of their agreed upon favorite videos.
 
                 “Choose one.”  Kat had ordered.  Angie had selected the video with the brunette girl getting tied to a coffee table, legs spread, and then fucked with an assortment of different vegetables.              
 
   “Now strip, slut.  We’re going to act this one out.”                
 
   Angie had only hesitated for a moment before she pulled off her nightshirt.  While not the first time she had been naked in front of Katherine, it certainly was the first time she had gotten naked FOR Kat.  For Angie that night had changed everything.  She had been tied to the coffee table while Kat had taken her to the heights of orgasmic bliss.  Tongue, fingers, a zucchini, and a cucumber had each found their way through Angie’s warm slit, resulting in a life changing experience.  Even after Angie had experienced the pleasure, Kat had continued, sitting astride her while Angie returned the favor, the end of a leather belt lightly smacking into Angie’s sex.  It had been a long night.              
 
   For the next three years of high school Angie had been Kat’s sex slave.  Kat had controlled what she wore, who she met with, what she did, all the while forcing her to maintain excellent grades.  At home, Angie was the typical farm girl, dressed in jeans, plaid shirts, and boots.  At Kat’s she became a slut, with tight tee shirts, inappropriate skirts, and a standing rule never to wear a bra or panties, except at her home or during her time of the month.              
 
   High school had been like a dream.  While Kat had dated boys, Angie had only fucked them, usually in a sadistic threesome.  Worse, they would come and go with Kat’s whim.  There had been Jason, the shift manager from the little fast food restaurant Kat had worked at.  There was Michael, the jock who had looked at Kat with desire and ended up with both Kat and Angie.  There had even been Mr. Jenkins, the history teacher, who had fallen to Kat’s seductive charm, only to have been blackmailed after doing things to Angie that would not only have cost him his job, but probably sent him to prison.              
 
   And through it all Angie had remained loyal.  They had applied to the same college, both being granted scholarships.  Kat’s dad had rented his daughter an apartment, so she wouldn’t have to stay in a dormitory, and Kat had made it clear that she expected Angie to live with her.  Had Angie known the rules prior to agreeing to stay there, she still would have accepted them without question.
 
                  Angie padded back out into the living room and entered the kitchen.  Despite her aching breasts, the hunger in her stomach was too much to deal with and she shivered slightly as the blast of cold air from the fridge struck her skin.  She quickly extracted the necessary ingredients for a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and assembled a snack.  Finished, she put everything away and picked up her plate and a napkin, heading for the dining room.              
 
   Like the rest of the apartment, the dining room was elegantly furnished.  A long polished table made of dark cherry stretched from one end to the other and could easily host a banquet.  For Angie, she knew that it was exactly six feet long, exactly eight inches longer than her height, knowledge she had gained one evening while tied to it.  The dark polished wood seemed to glow under the stylish light Kat had hung and Angie pulled out a chair, sitting across from Kat, who was busy writing, a pile of cards and envelopes in front of her.
 
                 “Whatcha doin’?”  Angie asked, her mouth semi-full of peanut butter sandwich.  Kat looked up from her task for a moment and sighed at Angie’s poor manners.  With a shrug she picked up one of the cards and tossed it across the table.  Angie carefully wiped her fingers on the napkin before touching the card, not wanting to earn another punishment so quickly after forgetting her keys again.  She lifted the card up and read the words on the front cover.
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
                 
 
   “You’re invited to an A.A. Party?” Angie asked with incredulity.  Kat liked to drink a bit of wine now and again, but was certainly no teetotaler.  Angie herself enjoyed beer but Kat kept limits on how much Angie was allowed to drink, resulting in delicious buzzes and the occasional drunk stupor, none of which resulted in hangovers.  From what Angie remembered of the few times she had been plastered, she was supposedly a “fun” drunk.  Little party hats decorated the rest of the invitation and Breanne looked up at Kat.
 
   “You’re hosting an Alcoholics Anonymous Party?” she asked Kat.  Kat didn’t bother to look up.              
 
   “Open it up,”  Kat ordered.
 
                 Angie did so and her heart leapt into her throat.  
 
    
 
   You’re invited to our ‘Abuse Angie’ Party!
 
                 Saturday, October 17th  7 PM  Apartment 221
 
   The Lakes Apartments
 
   Please RSVP at time of invitation delivery!
 
    
 
   Angie looked up at Kat, her eyes wide in shock.  “We’re having an abuse Angie party this weekend?” she asked, her voice cracking.  Kat nodded, continuing to work on the invitations.              
 
   “I guess that means I’m going to get abused,” Angie said, trying hard to keep her voice level and emotionless, despite the now racing heart banging away in her chest.                
 
   “You’re the entertainment, dear heart.  You’ll answer the door, be the centerpiece for dinner, and then afterward get tortured and fucked in the living room,” Kat said matter-of-factly, as if reading off a grocery list.  Angie noticed that Kat was writing personal messages in each card before addressing and sealing them.              
 
   “I see,” Angie replied.  “What’s this bit about RSVPing at time of invitation delivery?” she asked.              
 
   Kat looked up for a moment and smiled.  “You’ll find out tonight when you deliver them.”              
 
   “I have to deliver them!  You’re kidding me!”
 
                 Kat sighed.  “It’s not a request, it’s an order.  Look, there are only ten to deliver.  It shouldn’t take you longer than a couple of hours.”
 
                 “A couple of hours!”  Angie declared in surprise.  “But Kat!  I’ve got homework to do tonight!”
 
                 Kat shook her head.  “Do it now.  After dinner you’re busy.”  Then she went back to personally addressing the invitations.              
 
   Angie took another bite of sandwich, thinking about what was going to happen.  It hadn’t been the first time Kat had given Angie away, but never before had Kat invited people over to help sexually torture Angie.  She trembled slightly at the thought.  Her mind drifted away from the weekend’s scheduled party and moved to her homework.  There were a couple hours worth and she would need to start right away to get it finished before dinner.
 
                 She stood up, grabbing hold of her plate and napkin.  She turned to take the dish back to the kitchen when she thought of one other issue and coughed softly, interrupting Kat.              
 
   “Uh, Kat?  Um…”  Angie’s fingers found the chain connecting the two nipple clamps and lifted it up, clearly asking permission to remove the offending devices.  From the crushed look of both nipples, it was obvious that Angie was feeling a relatively decent amount of discomfort from the metal toothed clamps.              
 
   Kat looked up, seeing Angie’s mute request.  “You forgot your keys for the third time, Angie.”
 
                 Angie cringed.  “Please, Kat?  I promise not to do it again!” she begged.
 
                 The rolling of Kat’s eyes were more than answer enough, but the blond haired dominatrix gave Angie a dark look.  “Tell you what, you can remove them only if you put in the large vibrator and turn it on low until dinner.”              
 
   “But Kat!  I’m trying to do my homework!”                
 
   Kat shrugged.  “That’s your problem.  You knew what the consequences of forgetting your keys would be after the last time.  If you recall, not only did I strip you at the door but you got a decent whipping too.  I haven’t decided when you’re going to get that yet.  Now get going,”  Kat ordered, motioning for Angie to get moving.              
 
   With a sigh of resignation Angie turned away and headed for the kitchen, depositing her empty plate in the dishwasher and the dirty napkin in the trash.  She didn’t dare leave it in the sink, knowing that doing so would result in punishment the moment it was discovered.  That too she had learned during the first week of living with Kat.  The minor infraction had resulted in a terrible spanking followed by twenty four hours with a butt plug stuffed up inside her.  Since then Angie had been pretty good about putting her dishes in the washer.                
 
   Angie headed back to her room, her mind already churning on the next major issue facing her.  Unfortunately it wasn’t which subject to start with first, but whether or not to swap the distraction of the nipple clamps with the distraction of the vibrator.  To Angie, the concept of pain vs. pleasure was a meaningless one, since even the slightest bit of pain, especially on certain parts of her body, elicited sensations of pleasure.  Even now she was soaked.  If she chose the vibrator then it would go in easily.              
 
   Finally she settled on splitting the difference.  For the first hour she would keep the painful nipple clamps on her breasts, and then swap them out for the vibrator for the remainder of her homework session.  Angie smiled, please with her solution as she headed back to her room.  Once more she entered her personal disaster zone, the one area of the house that Kat had designated as Angie’s alone.  She kicked aside a short plaid skirt with its accompanying black tee shirt, this one announcing “stop staring at my breasts…” in large bold letters, followed by “and touch them!”  She scooped up her bag and settled down on the bed, reaching out to snag hold of her laptop and pull it closer.              
 
   The pain in her breasts had subsided into something more like a dull ache that seemed to throb in time with her pulse.  It was tolerable, but Angie mind was distracted, not by the little toothed monsters nibbling on her tits, but by the idea of Kat’s “Abuse Angie” party.  What exactly would Kat make her do?  How many people would be there?  How long would she be tormented?  How far would Kat take her?  These questions kept flitting through her mind as she attempted to work on her social studies essay.  After an hour and only one page to show for it she decided that it was time to relieve the pressure on her nipples.  She leaned over, pushing the laptop out of the way, and extracted her large purple vibrator from the nightstand.              
 
   It had been a gift from Kat years ago, a monstrosity that was meant to replace the various little objects that Kat had spent ages pushing in and out of Angie’s tight little cunt.  The first time Angie had felt the large plastic motorized phallus pushing into her tight hole, she had been bound to a stump, legs spread wide apart and tied at the ankles to some neighboring trees.  Kat had spent over an hour using the vibe to torment Angie’s private parts before driving it in with a solid push.  Since then it had been Angie’s favorite, used both with Kat, Kat’s friends, and on her own.  
 
                 She spread her legs and leaned back on her pillows, slipping the tip of the vibe against her clit.  Her fingers managed to thumb the dial at the base to maximum, sending a rippling sensation up through her body.  She gasped in pleasure, eyes closing and with trembling fingers she pushed the vibrator deeper, pushing it in until the tip hit her cervix.  She rocked for a moment, adjusting to the deep and thick penetration.  For a moment she sat there, reveling in the sensation of her painfully throbbing nipples, the maximum thrust of the vibrator, and the feeling of a thick hard phallus buried to the hilt inside her.              
 
   Angie had long responded well to the mixtures of pain and pleasure that sexual submission frequently imposed upon her body.  Over the years Kat had trained her so that even the slightest discomfort caused a sexual response.  Kat had also discovered that humiliation and embarrassment added fuel to the fire, sending Angie’s sexual experiences into the realms of unbelievable heights.                
 
   It was as if Kat had a sixth sense that told her just when to walk in at the worst possible moment.  Angie jumped slightly, a blush of embarrassment crossing her face as Kat opened the door, looking over at the naked girl.  Angie opened her mouth to try to explain but Kat merely rolled her eyes and gave Angie a shake of her head.              
 
   “I said either or.  Not both,” Kat said, her tone filled with disappointment.
 
                 “It was just for a moment, Kat,” Angie replied.  “I’ve worn just the clamps for the last hour and I decided to switch out.  That’s what I’m doing now.”  She lifted her hands up to her breasts, clearly about to open the alligator toothed maws.  Before she could however, Kat had stepped across the room.  
 
                 “That’s not an option now.  They stay on.”              
 
   “So I should take out the vibrator?” Angie asked, somewhat confused.              
 
   “Nope, that stays in too, on that setting.  You can do your homework like that.”  Kat replied.              
 
   “But it’s on high!”  Angie said, shifting slightly on the bed.  It was obvious that the vibrator’s buzzing was having an agitating effect on the brunette college freshman.
 
                 “So?  You disobeyed me.  I said one or the other, not both so you could masturbate.  You wanted both…so now you get to keep them in.”  Kat shrugged.  “Deal with it.”
 
                 
 
   Angie opened her mouth to argue, but suddenly realized that doing so would only make it worse.  With a nod she closed her mouth and looked down at her laptop.  There was no way she would be able to compose an essay with both her pussy and nipples throbbing.                
 
   “And by the way, I expect that essay done by dinner time or you will think these next two hours will be a light and pleasant way to spend an afternoon.  Understand?”  Kat continued.  Angie could only nod.
 
                 “Say it.”
 
   “I understand,” Angie replied, her voice subdued and beaten.              
 
   “How long has it been since you’ve been pussy whipped, Angie?”  Kat said, suddenly leaning in, putting her hands on the bed.              
 
   “About two weeks,” Angie said, stiffening in alarm.  Pussy whippings were reserved for major infractions.
 
                 “You are about this close to earning another one.”  Kat lifted her hand and held two fingers about an inch apart.  “Get this done while I make dinner and then you will deliver the invitations.”  Kat looked at her intensely and then left the room, shutting the door behind her.
 
                 Kat’s mention of the invitation only brought Angie’s concerns about the party back to the forefront of her mind.  She groaned under the sexual stimulation and tried to focus on her essay.  It was impossible and she finally spent a quiet five minutes pinching and manipulating her own clit until she gritted her teeth as an orgasm rocked through her.  Panting with the exertion, she shook her head and refocused her efforts on the work.  The release of immediate sexual tension, if not the causative means, left her with enough mental prowess to get her assignment done.
 
                 Finally she was able to leave the room, her essay complete, just as Kat called her to dinner.  Kat forced her to keep the vibrator in and the clamps on while Angie ate dinner, but near the end Kat surprised her.
 
                 “You can take off the clamps and remove the vibrator.  Also, you don’t have to worry about the dishes tonight,” Kat said over the pasta.
 
                 “I don’t?” Angie asked in surprise.  She had barely heard Kat’s permission to remove the clamps and vibe, more focused on the abdication of one of her usual chores.              
 
   While Angie was certainly a sex slave, she wasn’t a house slave.  All of the chores for basic housekeeping were divided equally between the two girls.  Every week they swapped chores so that no one got burned out.  The only difference was that Kat got to complete her set of tasks clothed, while Angie did them naked.              
 
   “I’ll take care of the dishes while you’re out.”
 
                 “You’re not coming with me?” Angie asked, surprised.
 
   “Nope.  It shouldn’t take you longer than a couple of hours.  All of the addresses are within walking distance, and I even put them in order so you wouldn’t be back tracking across the campus multiple times.              
 
   Angie nodded and reached up to her breasts.  With a sharp hiss she pinched open the evil clamps and dropped them on the table, examining the crushed nubs of her bosom.  Both nipples showed damage, with even a small blood bruise on one of the crushed nips.  Each was tender to the extreme, sore to the touch and Angie dreaded the idea of having her breasts tormented for the next couple of hours.  She sighed in relief and then reached down between her legs, twisting the dial on the vibrator to off and pulled it out.              
 
   Kat gave Angie a meaningful look and Angie nodded.  Another house rule was to always clean “used” sex toys before putting them down.  With a deep breath Angie opened her mouth and began licking the tip of the now silent vibe.  The slightly sweet musky taste was one she was intimately familiar with, having done this particular act thousands of times.  Kat also was a fan of pussy, and the two frequently began and ended their sexual escapades naked, sixty nine, both mouths sucking on clit and loving it.  Angie knew that this was practice for decent blow jobs.  Both girls were bisexual, a fact that made them very popular, and Angie had already been complimented on her cock sucking skills several times over the years.  It only took her two or three minutes to lick all of her own juices from the long thick phallus.              
 
   “Okay.  I’ll guess I go and get my outfit together.” Angie said, putting the vibrator down. “Which shirt would you like me to wear?”
 
                 Kat grinned.  “None of them.  No shirt.              
 
   “What?  Out in public?”              
 
   “And no shorts or pants or panties either.  Tonight all you will wear is your long coat.”              
 
   “Kat!  I’ll look like a flasher!” Angie protested, a little outraged.              
 
   
  
 

Kat leaned in.  “Angie, you are a flasher.”  She sat back and folded her arms.  “In fact, that’s exactly what you will be doing.  When you knock on the doors of these addresses, you will have your coat open before you even hand them the invitation.”              
 
   Angie cringed. Too be honest, it wouldn’t be the first time she had been out in public, dressed provocatively, or wearing very little.  Every day was a new adventure in humiliation for Angie, especially with the twenty or so slutty tee shirts Kat had bought her, but at least she was fully dressed.  If that wasn’t enough experience, certainly her excursions to the mall dressed in spaghetti strap halter tops and super short skorts with the short part cut out should qualify. 
 
                 
 
   Under certain circumstances Angie was even comfortable with nudity.  There had already been a few parties this semester where she had ended up naked, while Kat had carefully decided the who’s, where’s, and what’s would happen to her.  For Angie that was a comfort; the knowledge that someone who cared was watching out for her.  Tonight, that would be missing.              
 
   “Oh yeah, and you’ll be wearing these,” Kat said as she lifted a small box.  Angie couldn’t help her body’s reaction to the ben wa balls.  She felt a sudden surge of wetness from between her legs and her pussy contracted tightly.  Angie felt her appetite disappear as the apprehension of tonight’s foray settled in her stomach.  What little food was in there seemed to flop around like a caught fish being hauled to shore.              
 
   “I’m going to go get dressed,” Angie said, which was something of a misnomer since all it meant was putting on a coat.  Kat laughed and nodded, sliding the box containing the ben wa balls over.              
 
   “Don’t forget these.  Do you need help getting them in?” Kat asked, a wicked smile on her face.”              
 
   Angie shook her head.  “No I’m good.”  She picked up the small box and headed back to her room.              
 
   With a sigh she tossed the ben wa balls down on the bed.  They were another frequent toy Kat used on Angie, frequently making her wear them to class.  Angie remembered the acute embarrassment she had endured the day Kat had pushed the two little round balls into her pussy before she left for school, and then handed her a tee shirt reading “I Can’t Be Good All The Time” and a new pair of white shorts.  Angie had been just a tad bit concerned about the thickness of the material.  In less than an hour her crotch had been soaked, making the thin white material practically transparent.  Noticing the stares, Angie had high-tailed it to the bathroom, only to discover her unwilling indecency.  A text message to Kat had resulted in a predictable response.  Angie clearly remembered reading “So what?” along with the admonition not to cover herself.              
 
   She found her coat hanging in the closet and pulled it out.  It was another gift from Kat, a cream colored women’s trench coat that could be closed with either buttons or a thin belt at the waist.  It was stylish and would have looked fantastic over a pants suit or business outfit, but each time Angie had worn it so far she had been dressed like a slut.  She removed the coat from the hanger and tossed it down on the bed, scooping up the ben wa balls and dropping their box back on the rumpled bed clothes.  With a practiced hand she rolled them around her palm, listening to the ringing music of the tiny clappers embedded in each sphere. When worn, ben wa balls were among some of the least sexually charging toys Angie had endured.  It could have been a lot worse.  But regardless of the lack of batteries and a motor, the ben wa balls would stimulate her sex with each step.              
 
   She put one leg up on the bed and reached down between her legs, touching herself.  Despite the afternoon’s masturbation session, she felt the sexual pressure that had been rebuilding due to the continued stimulation of the vibrator.  To be honest, Angie was a little immune to long term vibrator penetration, unless it was actively being manipulated by Kat’s hand.  Angie had spent so many hours with sex toys buried inside her that it usually took some sort of combination of humiliation, sex toys, punishment, and direct attention to make her orgasm.  Angie’s problem was that any of those things alone could get her sexually excited.              
 
   Every once in a while Kat and Angie would pass each other on campus and the ritual greeting Kat had created usually caused a stir.  Angie would stop directly in front of Kat and hold still, while Kat would lift both hands and then flick both of Angie’s nipples through the tee shirt as hard as possible.  This was usually followed by a wet French kiss, and then Angie could go on her merry way, nubs hardened and making clear bumps on the front of her tee.  If someone was to pull down her shorts they would find her soaked.  It was an excellent example of how the smallest things got her going.
 
                 Angie picked up the first ben wa ball and rubbed it lightly against her clit.  Clear sex juice immediately covered it and Angie pushed it in, wincing slightly as it rolled into her bruised and wet hole.  With a sigh she picked up the other ball, listening to the light ringing and forced it to follow the first, settling it in place within her.  She put her leg down and took a few experimental steps.  She could hear the faint sound of the bells, but it was the movement of the two round objects rolling around inside her twat that was the true distraction.  She picked up one of her towels and patted her thighs and crotch dry.  With a sigh, she wondered what it would be like not to be permanently wet between her legs.              
 
   Grabbing the coat she headed out to the main foyer.  Kat came out of the kitchen and gave her a big smile and then turned and picked up a small plastic bag from the coffee table.  With a serious look on her face Kat reached into the bag and extracted three plastic clothespins.  Angie’s look of alarm turned to downright fright as Kat put the clothespins into the coat’s left pocket.                
 
   “What are those for?” Angie asked, her voice tight.              
 
   Kat grinned.  “You’ll see.”  She lifted up the coat and held it out.  Angie shivered, not from cold, but from foreboding, but put her bare arms into the long sleeves.  The weight of the coat felt comforting, but the fact that she was totally naked underneath was not something she would be able to forget.  In fact, her entire body seemed to be on fire with embarrassment, sexual need, and fear.  She wished Kat would just tie her down and pussy whip her rather than put her through this task.  Angie knew it was pointless asking though.              
 
   “All right dear heart, here is what you will need to do.  This list has the addresses and names in order.  You will go up to the door, open your coat, knock and then politely ask for the person on the list and give them the invitation.  They will open it and read it.  You will allow them to do whatever they want at that point.  If you’re told to take off the coat and get on all fours and bark like a dog, you do it.  Understand?” Kat said, her voice serious.              
 
   “What if they want to fuck me?” Angie asked, astonished at the orders Kat was giving.              
 
   “Then take out the ben wa balls and do me proud.  It’s that simple.”              
 
   Angie blanched.  “My breasts are still sore from the clamps.  Do I really have to take the clothespins?”  she asked, searching for a way to get out of the evening’s task.              
 
   Kat’s mouth turned downward in a frown and a look of anger flashed across her eyes.  “What did you forget today?”              
 
   Submissive Angie bowed her head.  “My keys.”              
 
   “And did you know what the punishment would be if you did that again?”              
 
   “Yes, Kat.”  The words were sullen.              
 
   “When did I tell you what would happen if you forgot your keys again?”  Kat demanded, reaching out and grabbing hold of Angie’s chin, lifting her face up so that Angie was forced to look into Kat’s eyes.               
 
   “Last time I forgot my keys, Kat!” Angie stammered.              
 
   Kat let go of Angie’s jaw.  “The next time you forget your keys, not only will I strip you on the front doorstep and put those alligator clamps on your tits, but I will clamp your clit and ram a freshly peeled ginger root up inside you.  Got it?”              
 
   “Yes, Kat.”  The whisper was almost inaudible, but Kat nodded.              
 
   “Now get going,” Kat said forcefully, handing her the plastic shopping bag.
 
                 Angie’s flip-flops were sitting right next to the door along with all the other footwear and she quickly slipped her dainty feet into the small sandals.  She rushed, wanting suddenly to get out of the angry gaze of her mistress, upset that Kat seemed furious with her.              
 
   She exited the apartment and escaped into the night, the heavy apartment door closing behind her.  The lush smells of the gulf breeze filled the air and she proceeded down the entryway to the stairs and out into the early Texas dusk.  Despite the lateness of the season, it was relatively warm and after ten minutes of walking Angie began to feel uncomfortable in the coat.  She had buttoned it up all the way from throat to knee and even wrapped the belt around her waist, but as the heat began to build up she unbuttoned first the top, and then the second button, allowing a bit of air to flow down her body.              
 
   The grinding of the ben wa balls was a major distraction and she could hear them clearly, ringing in time to the flapping of her flip flops as she moved down Cullen Boulevard.  Her first stop was the Cambridge Oaks Apartments, where there were two addresses on her list.  Angie turned into the complex and took a moment to find the appropriate building.  She matched the apartment number on the list and headed for the right door.  When she found it, a surge of irrational fear flowed through her and she kept walking down the hall, passing the apartment door.  She struggled to get her breathing under control and finally stopped, putting her head against the wall right next to the stairs.              
 
   “Are you all right, Miss?” a concerned voice asked.  Angie looked up to see an elderly man standing on the landing, holding three bags of groceries, somewhat awkwardly.  He had a head of thick hair and a kind mouth.  She smiled wanly and sighed.              
 
   “Yes Sir, I’m fine.  Just a little, um…nervous.  Meeting someone.”              
 
   He nodded, a little unsure of her response.  “You look a little flushed.   You might want to think about wearing something a little more appropriate to the weather.  Houston nights in October ain’t that cold.”  He gestured toward her coat as he readjusted his grip on the bags.              
 
   “Oh well, it ain’t my business, so I hope you have a good evening.”  He nodded at her again and started to limp past her.              
 
   “Can I help you with some of that?”  Angie suddenly asked, stepping forward.  The light in the old man’s eyes glimmered.              
 
   “Won’t say no.”  He passed over one of the bags and gave her a deep smile.              
 
   “My apartment is just down here.”  He nodded down the hall.  Angie followed a step behind him, her mind no longer on her fear.  He fumbled with his keys, dropped them, and Angie picked them up and quickly inserted them in the lock, giving him a beaming smile.                
 
   As they entered the apartment Angie looked around.  It was clean, but dark and clearly needed a woman’s touch.  She carried her grocery bag to the kitchen and the old man began unpacking plastic bags.  It was clear he was cooking for one.  Another quick glance around let her spy a number of pictures of a handsome couple and her heart thumped in pity for the old man who was missing his other half.              
 
   “Care for a soda?  It’s the best I can offer you in thanks for helping an old man out.”  He said with a smile, reaching up to the cupboard.              
 
   Angie thought about it for a moment and then nodded.  “Sure, that would be great, sir.  Thank you.”  She sat down at the kitchen table and he nodded, pulling out two glasses.              
 
   “You remind me of my daughter.”  He said as he reached into the fridge and pulled out two cans of diet Coke.  Angie squirmed a little uncomfortably.              
 
   “I look like her?” she asked.              
 
   He shook his head.  “Nope, just real courteous and helpful like.”              
 
   Angie smiled.  “Thank you.”  He handed her the full glass, condensation forming on the cool sides.  She took it, thanking him again.
 
                 “Can I take your coat?  You look uncomfortable,” he said, standing next to her chair.              
 
   Angie’s eyes widened in alarm. “No!  Thank you!  I’m fine…really!”  She exclaimed, her fingers clutching the coat tightly.  The old man gave her a suspicious glance and then nodded, sitting down at the kitchen table across from her.              
 
   “So who are you meeting?” he asked.
 
                 Angie looked confused for a moment and then remembered that she had told him she was meeting someone.  “I’m going over to Apartment 228, Jason Hark.”              
 
   The old man nodded. “Know him.  Seen him over at the university too.”              
 
   “Do you work there?”  Angie asked.  He chuckled.                
 
   “Yep, fifteen years.  I work in maintenance.”              
 
   “I’m a student there too.”              
 
   He eyed her and Angie suddenly felt as if he were looking through her soul.              
 
   “Then whatcha doing here tonight?  You may be meeting that Hark fella, but I get the impression it ain’t done willingly.  You in some kind of trouble?  I can get the police out here and put a stop to it,” he said.              
 
   Angie shook her head, expressions of alarm crossing her face.  “No! Please, it’s not like that!  I’m not in…trouble.  It’s complicated.”              
 
   He crossed his arms.  “Complicated?  I’m a pretty worldly man, missy.  I got the distinct impression you’re doin’ somethin’ you don’t want to do, maybe bein’ forced to.  Add to that a pretty girl like you dressed in a coat she won’t take off, and I got some pretty strange set of circumstances to make fit.”              
 
   He leaned forward.  “I think you should take off your coat and stay awhile.  We can talk about it.”                
 
   Angie shook her head.  “I can’t.  Really.  I should go.”  She stood up.  The old man did too, reaching out to take her arm.              
 
   “I won’t stop you from leaving, but you need to know that I just want to help.  Whatever is going on isn’t right and I’ll help you if you want.”              
 
   The dark brunette girl looked at the old man and then gave him a sad smile.  “You are a very sweet man, sir.  But it’s not like that.”  She quickly downed her drink and put the glass back on the table.  “What I’m doing is of my own free will.  Really, it is.”  She patted the old man’s arm and headed for the door.
 
   “Now I need to deliver an invitation to a party.  Thank you for the drink,” Angie said.  With that she turned and headed for the apartment door.              
 
   “Are you a prostitute?” the old man asked, suspicion writ large upon his face.              
 
   Angie shook her head.  “Nope, nothing like that.  Like I said, it’s complicated.  Good night, sir.”  And she headed out the door, letting it close behind her.               
 
   The night air seemed crisp after the apartment and she strolled down the hallway to Jason Hark’s apartment.  With confidence she unbuttoned her coat, pulling the lapels away from her breasts, exposing every soft element of her body.  With a strong rap she knocked on the door, her hand pulling the invitation out of her bag.              
 
   “Yes…holy shit!”  The startled expression of a young man with a scraggly goatee appeared in the open doorway as he took in the sight of the beautiful brunette girl standing naked before him.  His mouth flopped open like a fish.              
 
   “Are you Jason Hark?” Angie asked, smiling.              
 
   “Uh…yeah!” he replied, still trying to come to grips with Angie’s appearance.              
 
   “I have a party invitation for you from Katherine Livingston.  You may know her as Kat,” Angie said.
 
                 Sudden recognition appeared in the man’s eyes.  “Oh!!! You must be Angie!” he said, smiling, once more giving her body a through look.   Angie nodded and held out the invitation.              
 
   “Well thanks.  Do you want to come in?” he asked.              
 
   Angie grinned.  “I’ve got a lot of other invitations to deliver, but Kat said that I was supposed to wait for you to read it, so I can come in for a moment.”
 
                 Hark stepped aside and Angie stepped into the apartment.  It was trashed, with clothes and beer bottles lying practically everywhere.  A huge LCD television was nestled against one wall while a variety of different game consoles and controllers were spread around the room.  Angie stood in the foyer area, scared to walk any farther into a disaster area that rivaled her own room.
 
                 Jason Hark tore his eyes away from Angie’s breasts and shaved slit and ripped open the invitation.  A quick glance at the cover and then the inside caused him to look up at Angie, his face a mixture of confusion and delight.                
 
   “So what’s an “Abuse Angie” party?” he asked.              
 
   Angie licked her lips.  “You come for a party.  I’m the entertainment,” she responded.              
 
   “So you like, what…dance?”              
 
   She shook her head, and then nodded.  “Well, yes I do dance a little, but it goes a bit deeper than that.  I’m a sex slave.”  She paused and then continued.  “I dance, I suck cock, I get fucked, I get whipped, I get waxed, and I get tied up.  And you get to help do it to me,” she said, her voice filled with sensuality.  Angie grinned as Jason Hark practically wilted.              
 
   “The card says that if I can’t come on Saturday I’m supposed to give you ten spanks,” he said.              
 
   Angie was surprised.  Kat hadn’t mentioned that.  She nodded.  “If you can’t come and abuse me on Saturday, then that’s what you need to do.”  She took a step closer, grabbing hold of his hand.  “But you want to come and do me, don’t you?” she asked, lifting his arm and putting his palm on her tender breasts, closing his fingers around the soft flesh.              
 
   He let out a soft sigh.  “Damn right I do.”  He lifted the card with his other hand.  “The card says if I can come to the party, then I’m supposed to get the clothespins out of your coat pocket and put them anywhere I want to on your body.”              
 
   Angie licked her lips.  She had been expecting something like this. “They’re in my left coat pocket,” she said and then pulled the coat open as far as it would go.  She leaned back against the wall, lifting her arms above her head.  Hark swallowed and reached into her coat pocket, extracting the three clothespins.  His eyes went to her nipples and he reached up, stroking her soft flesh.  Angie moaned as his hand came up, pinching open the plastic clothespin.  A soft cry escaped her lips as it bit down on her tender nub, still sore from the hours of torment left by the cruel alligator clamps Kat had placed on her earlier.  A matching clip was quickly placed on her other breast and Hark cupped her tits, bouncing them slightly.  Angie let out another moan.              
 
   Hark finally let go of her breasts and held up the other clothespin.  “Um…I’m not sure where this should go.”  He said.  Angie grinned and spread her legs.  Her sex was soaked from the ben wa balls, but her clit was already swollen and waiting.                
 
   “Right on my clit.”  She pointed down to her pussy.  His eyes widened but then he grinned, kneeling down.  His fingers on her thigh were hot and Angie gasped when the clothespin crushed her clit, sending rippling shoots of pain up through her body.  They combined with the extreme pleasure she was feeling and she moaned loudly, clearly in the throes of her sexual need.              
 
   “Damn, I wish I didn’t have to wait until Saturday!  I’d love to fuck you right now” his voice hot and thick with need.  “And you look like you need it.”  Angie smiled, eyes closing.               
 
   “I’m a sex slave,” she whispered, her meaning veiled but clear enough for Jason Hark.  He straightened, his eyes filling with command.              
 
   “Get down on your knees and suck me off,” he ordered.              
 
   It was what Angie had been waiting for; what Kat had trained her to do.  Her body was screaming with need and she fell to her knees, following his order, hands going up to the young man’s shorts.  In seconds they were off, his cock between her palms, her lips opening.  Hark groaned as she sucked him into her mouth, tongue swirling around the tip, devouring him.  Her head bobbed up and down, setting the clothespins on her body swinging, a sensation that just drove her to an even deeper sexual agony.
 
                 Hark stiffened, too taken in by the talented deep throat capability of the naked, clamped, and gyrating girl before him and Angie felt the first tremor of his orgasm.  She swallowed fast, using her throat to force him to cum, inwardly letting out a cry of fury that he had cum so fast.  She wanted release, orgasm, and it was something that the ben wa balls would never provide.  She grasped his balls and squeezed them lightly as he erupted in her mouth.              
 
   Hot cream hit the back of her throat and she gagged slightly as it pumped from his throbbing cock.  She continued to bob her head as he spurted into her, letting loose a thick load, until it dribbled out of the corner of her mouth.  She sucked hard, trying to get every drop and he moaned, his fingers entangling in her hair, holding her face to his crotch.  She kept sucking his cock until it went flaccid, limp between her lips.  Finally he sighed, his breathing deep and he pulled away from her.
 
                 “That was fucking fantastic!” he said.  Angie bowed her head, lifting one hand up to her mouth to wipe away the last dribble of spunk.              
 
   “Thank you, sir,” she murmured, still heady with the raging need that flowed through her veins like hot magma.
 
                 “I can’t wait till Saturday!  I’m going to whip that cute little body of yours and then fuck your brains out!”  Hark exclaimed, pulling up his boxers and shorts.
 
                 Angie resisted the urge to yell at him, demanding to be fucked.  She knew the torments of denial; it was a punishment Kat often used upon her.  Angie had spent hours and hours bound and tormented, brought to the peak of sexual need, only to be denied climax, slowly sinking back down to the depths of hunger.  It was a torment that only a woman could truly understand and know.  She stood up, pulling the coat closed, wincing as the heavy cloth caught on the clothespins latched firmly to her tits.              
 
   “I guess I’ll see you on Saturday,” Angie said, her voice hard.  Hark was oblivious and grinned.  
 
                 “Guess you will.  See ya!” he said.
 
                 Angie opened the door, her face neutral until she left the apartment and Hark was left behind.  With a groan she stumbled to the entryway, coat still wide open.  Her left hand went down between her legs and she grabbed hold of the clothespin attached to her clit and twisted it, hard.
 
                 A sound to her right brought her out of the pain-washed moment of personal need.  She turned, clutching at her coat, only to see the eyes of the old man looking at her.  He was standing in his doorway, watching her.  Angie grimaced and turned toward him, facing him. Her steps brought her closer and the edges of the open coat flapped around her sides.              
 
   “This is what I am,” she said, stating a fact.              
 
   “I see that,” he said softly, his eyes caressing the curves of her body.  He looked back up at her face and Angie was surprised to see sadness, rather than lust.  “Are you happy with what you are?” he asked.
 
                 Angie swallowed hard.  It was a question she often asked herself, usually after enduring a brutal punishment.  She bit her lip and then reached up, cupping her breasts.              
 
   “Would you like some of this?” she asked, offering herself to the old man.  She angled one leg out so that the clothespin on her clit was clearly visible.  To her astonishment his eyes never left her face.  Instead he reached out and put his hand on her chest, touching her breast, his fingers slowly closing, sliding against her bosom until they grasped the clothespin.  She gasped as it released her nipple and he held it up, offering it to her.              
 
   “You are beautiful, missy.  But I’m an old man, and can’t satisfy these desires.”               
 
   Angie swallowed again and took the clothespin from his hand.  She put it back in her coat pocket.
 
                 Without a word he turned and went back into his apartment, closing the door.  Angie stamped her foot in sudden anger and began belting her coat closed, ignoring the buttons.  She was desperate, with nine more invitations to deliver.  She started down the stairway, ignoring the clothespins still on one breast and her clit when a shadow detached itself from the wall.
 
                 
 
   “My my my, aren’t you being a little forward tonight,” Kat’s voice said, startling Angie.  She let out an involuntary cry and gasped as Kat strode forward into the light.              
 
   “Kat!  You scared the hell out of me!  What are you doing out here?” Angie asked.  Kat shrugged.              
 
   “You didn’t think I would let you go walking the campus after dark with no cell phone and no escort while wearing only a coat did you?  I followed you up here,” Kat said, her tone quiet.  “Granted, I was a little concerned when you went into the old man’s apartment, but you came out quick enough.  I saw that Jason accepted Saturday’s invitation.  You looked good up on that entryway.”  Angie blushed scarlet.              
 
   “I’m desperate and horny,” Angie said as they moved across the complex, ostensibly heading toward the next apartment on the list.              
 
   Kat laughed.  “That’s the way you should be, Angie.  Always desperate.  Always horny.”  She gave Angie a quick hug and kiss.  “I like you that way.”
 
                 Angie sighed and then gave Kat a look.  “Jason is a slob.”  Kat shrugged.              
 
   “Well, we won’t ask him to marry us.  I just want him over to do some interesting things to your body.  It will be fun.”                
 
   “Are you coming up with me to deliver the next invitation?” Angie asked, guessing the answer as they approached the next door on the list.              
 
   Kat shook her head.  “Nope. I’ll wait over here.  You can do this without me.  Oh…wait!”  Kat reached out and unbelted Angie’s coat, exposing the beautiful brunette to the elements again.  With delicate movements Kat removed the clothespins on Angie’s nipple and clit, putting them in the left coat pocket with the other peg.              
 
   “Have to be ready for whatever their answer is,” Kat said with a smile.              
 
   Angie frowned. “Clamping or spanking…those are the options.”
 
                 Kat shrugged.  “You might get lucky.  Maybe you’ll get fucked.”  Kat grinned as Angie looked upward, rolling her eyes.  The tall blond dominatrix leaned closer, her hands reaching up and cupping both of Angie’s breasts.
 
                 “But if you don’t get fucked, after you’re done delivering the invitations I’ll screw you silly, okay?” Kat replied.              
 
   Angie smiled.  “Soft or hard?” she asked.  Her long brown hair cascaded onto her shoulders.
 
                 Kat’s eyes gleamed with mischief.  “What are you?”  
 
   Angie chuckled again, shook her head and then turned away from Kat.  She headed toward the door, but her answer was still clearly audible in the night air.              
 
   “I’m a sex slave, a pain and humiliation slut who likes it hard,” Angie declared, pulling open the coat, her hand clutching the small envelope.  “And I belong to Kat.”  She reached up and knocked on the door, totally sure that she was happy with what she was.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Author’s Note:  “The Invitation” was sitting in my vaults for a long time before finding its way to “In The Dark II: A BDSM Anthology.”  Some of you who are fans of Breanne Erickson, my protégé and website co-author, might recognize certain elements from her incredible novel “Coming of Age – A BDSM Romance.”  The truth is that before she began writing, she indulged me, providing scores of amazing sexual tales of her relationship with Kari Anders.  If you have read ANY of my Angie and Kat stories, it becomes rather obvious that these two fictional characters are based on t he real Breanne and Kari.  So if you want more, check out Breanne Erickson!
 
    
 
                 
 
   The Arroyo
 
    
 
                 The white gravel crunched under the tires as the dark green Jeep Cherokee pulled up parallel to the edge of the scraggly woods, parking along the circle at the end of the road.  A mixture of cedar, mesquite, and live oak dotted the landscape and he grinned, pleased to be back at one of his favorite hiking spots.  He put the Jeep in park and looked over at Karen, his eyes flashing in excitement at the thought of her accompanying him on this hike; a romantic outing that was sure to contain a few surprises.  She returned his smile, her silvery blue eyes matching his intensity, and they both got out into the mid-morning light of a beautiful spring day.  It was a little warm, but not terribly hot, perfect for two lovers to explore the outdoors.
 
                 He was dressed for the hike, with leather boots, khaki shorts, and a simple tee shirt that proclaimed him to be a fan of the Red Hot Chili Peppers.  Karen was similarly dressed in blue shorts and a cotton shirt that was stretched to capacity across her full breasts.  The only difference was that Karen was wearing two really good sneakers instead of his more rugged footwear.  To be honest, the trail was certainly navigable in athletic shoes, he just preferred his boots.  During the summer, the gully was frequently flooded and he had hiked its length in sports sandals, ignoring the three inches of water that only made things more interesting as one slipped along the muddy bottom of the creek bed.
 
                 But today the arroyo was dry.  A long twisting scar in the Texas landscape, the arroyo was a dry creek bed cut into the Austin Chalk limestone over the thousand or so years since Texas had been flooded by a shallow sea.  Formed by millennia of discarded sea shells pressed into a solid white stone by pressure and time, the white limestone was the primary bedrock of the area.   Parker had found the creek while exploring one day, visiting his grandmother who lived nearby, and had spent hours following its meandering path through the rural communities and farms of Waxahachie.  At some points, deeper than twenty feet, the arroyo was a frequent weekend recreational destination for hikers, quad riders, and the occasional teenager with their .22 rifle.  But Parker had brought Karen out on a Wednesday, knowing that they would be alone.
 
                 He lifted out his green backpack and quickly slung it over his shoulders.  He was used to its weight, shifting it till it settled as he smiled at Karen.
 
                 “You know, I would have been fine carrying a backpack too,” she said, her eyes sparkling.
 
                 He laughed.  “I know, but I’m used to it and we can always take turns,” he replied.
 
                 She shrugged.  “Okay, just remember that I don’t mind carrying it.  Don’t go all chivalrous on me.”  She smiled at him again.
 
                 He nodded.  “Gotcha.  Come on, I want to show you the arroyo.”  He held out his hand.  She took it without hesitation and together the two began walking down a path clearly formed by four wheel drive vehicles that weaved through massive cedar trees.
 
                 “Are there a lot of trucks going back in here?” Karen asked, looking around.
 
                 Parker shrugged.  “Well, a lot of teenagers park back here on the weekends, and of course there are a couple of diehard ATV riders who bring their quads and motorcycles back here on the weekends.  I’ve also encountered the occasional crazy who tries to get their jeep down in the arroyo, but that’s pretty rare.  The creek isn’t really optimal for large vehicles.”  
 
                 They weaved their way through another grove of cedar and Karen gasped in delight as they came to the deep ravine, a straight drop of over twenty feet.
 
                 “It’s beautiful!” she exclaimed.  The bright white limestone cliffs stretched down below them, dotted with yucca and the occasional prickly pear cactus.  Parker held out his hand and she followed him along the edge until they came to a spot where the sides had been worn away by water, time, and the passage of a large number of human vehicular traffic.
 
                 “It’s too bad this isn’t just a hiking trail.”  Karen commented, seeing the damage caused by the wheeled conveyances.”  She was a big environmentalist, loving the outdoors.  Parker didn’t really mind the ATV riders as long as they were respectful and not trash the place.  He smiled at her but shrugged his shoulders.
 
                 Descending into the arroyo he took a moment to admire the girl climbing the rock next to him.  She was petite, her small frame barely scrapping five feet.  She was thin, but not anorexic, her well-endowed curves a definite attraction.  Long brown hair the color of milk chocolate cascaded from her head and was pulled back in a loose pony tail, giving her a comfortable beauty that wasn’t too severe, but radiated “girl-next-door” desirability.  Her skin was like alabaster marble, protected by layers of high s.p.f. sunscreen that filled the air with the scent of coconuts as she walked by.  Her ears were pierced conservatively, two small blue stoned studs that merely accentuated her beauty.
 
                 They proceeded down the gully, carefully picking their way past large boulders, fallen trees, and other detritus that had been washed down the dry water way.  Karen kept exclaiming in delight as each turn of the arroyo brought new visions of beauty to her eyes.  Little things delighted her: the small tiny paw prints of a raccoon in a puddle, the iron geode Parker pried from the limestone, even the small shell fossils littering the floor of the wash.
 
                 For Parker, these things held none of the same fascination as his companion.  He watched her every move, studying her sculpted legs as they moved her up and down, hips swaying seductively as they moved deeper into the ravine.  He longed to touch her, to taste her body, to hold her close.  He had made love to her before, but never outside, never in the eyes of nature.  He reached out and caressed her face before smiling, moving along the trail with her.
 
                 The first resting point was a small pond that he had affectionately named “Skip Rock Lake” that marked a junction between the main arroyo and another tributary.   The sides of the arroyo had been worn down, letting the trees grow close, a variety of trails and paths branching out.  As usual, the sunken depression was full of water, filled with water skimmers, frogs, and the occasional snake.  Bright sunlight reflected off the clear waters as they approached and Parker picked up a small piece of flaked limestone and threw across the pond, letting the stone skip along the surface.
 
                 “Skip Rock Lake.” he announced.  “We’ll stop here and rest a moment.”  He removed his backpack and pulled out a water bottle, handing it to Karen.
 
                 “Thanks,” she said, taking the bottle.  She twisted off the top and quickly drank.  “It isn’t that hot, but all that exertion takes a toll.”  
 
                 Parker nodded, taking out his own bottle and downing half of it.  “Yeah.  I know what you mean.”
 
                 Karen looked around the hollow.  “This sure is pretty.  Is this where we are going to do it?” she asked.
 
                 Parker couldn’t help smiling.  Evidently she was just as interested in the goal of this outing as he was.  With a chuckle he leaned over and kissed her.
 
                 “Not here.  We’ll do that at White Rock Cliff.  It’s about another mile and a half down the arroyo.  However, you need to be prepared for our little ceremony, so I have something for you.”  He reached over to the back pack and unzipped a second compartment.  A bundle of white cloth appeared and he held it out to Karen.
 
                 With a smile she took the bundle and shook it out, holding it up.  A white sun dress appeared, exactly her shape and size, clutched in her delicate fingers.  With a laugh she held it up to her body, whirling once.   
 
                 “You want me to wear this?” she asked.  Parker nodded.
 
                 “Absolutely.”
 
                 “I’m going to look ridiculous wearing a white sun dress and these tennis shoes!”  She exclaimed, giving him a petulant look.
 
                 Parker chuckled.  “I don’t think we need to worry about that.  Eventually the shoes will come off too.”
 
                 She gave him a naughty look.  “I’m going to change right here in front of you.  You need to be tantalized a little.”
 
                 He folded his arms and sat down for the show.  “I’m looking forward to it,” he replied.  “Oh, by the way.  You won’t need to wear your bra with that dress.”
 
                 The naughty look in her eye deepened.  “I see.  Pervert.”  
 
                 She reached down to the small button of her shorts, snapping it open.  The blue shorts seemed to pull apart as she wriggled her hips, slowly tugging the cotton cloth downward.  Parker grinned, leaning back against a tree as she did a strip tease in front of him, the dappled sunlight streaming down upon her skin in front of the back drop of Skip Rock Lake.  She was wearing a pair of purple panties that cupped her bottom playfully and she spun in front of him, tantalizing him with her body as she stepped out of the fallen shorts.
 
                 She kicked them toward him with a laugh.  “I guess you get to carry these from here,” she teased.
 
                 Parker caught them and then tucked them away in his backpack.  “Go on.  That shirt needs to come off.”
 
                 She gave him a mischievous look.  “Wouldn’t you rather come over here and pull it off yourself?” she asked him.
 
                 Parker swallowed.   The answer to that question was yes, but he wanted to wait till they had gotten to the perfect location.  He took a deep breath, willing his hardening cock to relax and shook his head.  
 
                 “Not yet” he replied.  “That will come.”
 
                 She stared at him, the smile still across her face as her fingers grasped the bottom of her cotton shirt and began pulling it upward.  Smooth taut belly appeared, the tiny dimple of her belly button a slim shadow, and then the white lace encased curves.  As many times as he had seen her, tasted her, held her, loved her, the first views of her body never failed to excite him.  He was like a little boy at Christmas, enjoying the entire idea of unwrapping presents to get at the special gift inside.  With Karen it was no different, despite the fact that this time it was a self-unwrapping present.
 
                 As the shirt came over her head, she shook free her brunette locks and tossed the cotton cloth too him.  He caught it, holding it up to his face and drawing in her scent.  As she reached around to unsnap her bra she turned, facing away from him, baring the long slim splendor of her back to his eyes.  The bra straps parted and he watched as the lace fell to the dry rock floor of the creek bed.  She glanced over her shoulder, clearly keeping him from seeing her private charms, and picked up the white summer dress.  Parker’s heart thumped and his cock again immediately stiffened as she wriggled into it, sliding it downward over her head.  
 
                 She turned as it covered her breasts and then hid her torso, finally concealing even the purple panties, though he could still see their faint outline through the white material.  The sun seemed to explode above them, casting a brilliant light downward to illuminate her.  Single straying strands of hair seemed to catch the light, ringing her in a minute halo of sunshine and he almost could see her love for him parting the air between them.
 
                 “To be honest, I’m surprised I get to keep my panties on,” she said playfully, breaking eye contact and reaching down to pick up her fallen bra.  
 
                 Parker grinned.  “Oh, those will come off eventually,” he replied, knowing full well that the hike was about to get much more interesting.
 
                 She handed the lace bra and shirt to him and he stuffed them into the backpack.  To be honest, the tennis shoes didn’t really match the dress, which was sufficiently thin to leave very little to his imagination.  Her breasts seemed to fill the bosom of the summer dress completely, as if it were just a tad tight, the low collar displaying the cleavage nicely.  It wasn’t exactly indecent, but she would have been stared at had she been walking alone through the mall.  The collar was just a tad low; the hem just a tad high.  She reached up, wrapping her arms around him and kissed him passionately.  It was a warm wet kiss and he returned it eagerly, all the while ignoring the growling roar building in his loins.
 
                 Finally their embrace broke and Parker asked Karen if she was ready to continue.  She nodded and he picked up the back, grabbing her hand as together they headed downstream.  The water course was still bone dry, filled with winter leaves, fallen branches and the occasional man-made object which had ceased to be garbage and had instead become an oddity.  What was that rusty old thing that had dissolved into a practically unidentifiable lump?
 
                 Their conversation was light, despite the fact that Karen was a visual feast for Parker’s libido.  The hem of the dress seemed to bounce with every step and Parker knew that had he been standing below her on a stairway, her incredible bottom would have been perfectly in view.  With that thought firmly in mind, he stopped mid-trail, grabbing her hand.
 
                 “This is where you need to take off your panties,” he said, his voice filled with longing.
 
                 Karen looked at him curiously.  “You waited for us to move down the trail a hundred yards to tell me this?”
 
                 He laughed.  “Do you feel different, wearing the sun dress?”
 
                 Karen looked thoughtful for a moment and then nodded.  “I’m not used to clothes like this, so I guess so.”
 
                 “More exposed?  More free?” he pressed.
 
                 She looked at him, her eyes flashing.  “It’s the experience.  I get it,” she replied.  Without further objection she lifted her dress, flashing her purple panties at him.  Turning around she bent over, tugging the cotton cloth over her perfectly rounded ass.  Her bottom was just as incredible as her breasts and he swallowed hard as she peeled the panties away.  They seemed to roll down her legs and then she was stepping out of them, flashing the faintest hints of her sex, a bare slit, swollen and wanting.  The hemline of the dress fell back down to the top of her thigh and she handed him the purple cloth, wadding it up tightly.  He stuffed them in the pack and gave her a quick kiss, his hand going around cupping her bottom.  It was ridiculously easy to lift the dress and caress her bare cheek, giving her a tiny squeeze.  She laughed, flitting away like a butterfly caught in the breeze.
 
                 Up ahead the arroyo turned rocky, the water cut channel eroded by time and element.  Boulders the size of shopping carts and even larger had detached from the limestone cliffs, undercut by twisting currents of water during the wet season, falling into the creek bed, catching limbs, leaves, and other debris.  Parker motioned for Karen to go first, admiring her form as she climbed up over the first of the rocks, her dress exposing her secret parts daringly as she scrambled upward.
 
                 “What does it feel like to be so exposed?” he asked her as another climb afforded him the perfect view of her sex, slightly swollen and moist, as if ready to open for him.  She looked back at him, face flushed from the exertion of the climb and grinned.
 
                 “It feels strange actually, but sexually exciting.  The air against my skin is like silk, but cool and different.”  She leaned toward him and whispered “and its making me wet too, knowing you’re looking up my dress.”  She turned away and clambered up another unusually large rock, standing on its two foot pinnacle.  
 
                 “You can touch if you want,” she said daringly.
 
                 With an invitation like that Parker could hardly refuse.  He put his hands on her legs, caressing upward, feeling the soft skin, pliant under his fingers.  She spread her legs slightly as his hands glided higher, over the knee and onto her thighs.  She grabbed hold of the dress, pulling the hem up as his fingers rose and then he was looking at her bare slit, wet and pulsing.  He leaned forward, drawn in like a bee to nectar, his tongue extended to lap at her clitoris.  She let out a tiny moan as his tongue darted against her, licking and then probing the tiny button at the top of her slit.
 
                 He wrapped his hands around her buttocks, pulling her tight against his mouth as he ran his tongue through the folds of her sex, tasting the tangy sweetness of her desire.  Her fingers entwined in his hair, caressing him, holding him, communicating the urgency of her need.  But just as she was about to cum, her clit exposed and peeking from its tiny hood, he pulled back, leaving her wanting.
 
                 He wiped the juice from his chin and reached into the backpack.  Karen opened her eyes, clearly lost in the sexual tension of the moment, trying to understand what was coming.  He pulled out a small box and opened it, revealing two small rubber coated balls connected together with a thin wax coated string.  A second string, folded into a loop, stuck out oddly from one end.
 
                 Karen looked at him curiously as he moved toward her again.  The hem of her dress had dropped, but sensing his intentions she once more pulled the white edge upward, revealing her wet loins.  She spread her legs even farther as he held up the first smooth rubber ball, shaking it slightly for her before pressing it up against her clit.  There was a small ringing sound and Karen gasped as the object touched her sensitive nub.  Parker rolled it around, coating the smooth sides of the ball with her copious juices and the pushed it against the opening of her sex, watching the ball pop inside her.  Karen let out a little cry of excitement, her hand going back to his head, holding on to him for balance.  The second ball was being pulled tightly against the folds of her pussy by the string attached to the first ball, which was now deeply embedded in her sex.  Parker twisted the second ball once and then let it follow the first, driving it in deeply with his finger.  Karen gasped again, her hips twisting as the two modern ben wa balls settled into place.
 
                 “W-what are those?” she moaned, her hips still doing a wild dance as her muscles contracted around the two golf ball sized intruders.  Realizing that Parker was done she let her dress drop back down, hiding her delicate secrets.
 
                 “Ben wa balls, or at least modern ones,” Parker replied.  “You ready to move on?  We’ve got about another half a mile.”
 
                 Karen gave him a disgruntled look. “I’m hot and bothered.  Why can’t we make love here?” she asked plaintively.  
 
                 He held out her hands to help her down from her rock and she took them, leaping down.  
 
                 “You mean sacrifice you!” he taunted.  She rolled her eyes and tried to kiss him.  Instead of stepping into her embrace, he took a step away from the boulder.  Karen surged forward with a naughty grin, only to be pulled up short, her hands flying toward the hem of her dress.  She let out a wild breath and looked at him in shock.  Her hand went to her groin and she pressed her palm against her clit through the material of the dress.  
 
                 “Oh my God…what are those things?” she asked, experimentally taking another step.  Parker could hear the slight ringing originating from inside her body.
 
                 “I told you.  Ben wa balls, but the modern kind.  They have a tiny clapper inside so that every time you take a step they vibrate and roll around.”  The description was quite clinical, but having her roll her hips in front of him, a wet spot soaking the front of her dress where she was touching herself, was almost more than he could take.
 
                 “How am I supposed to walk like this?” she demanded, her face flushed with longing, clearly reacting to the intense stimulation.
 
                 Parker chuckled and cupped her cheek tenderly.  “Passionately,” he responded.  He turned and headed down the pathway knowing she would follow with every step a riot of pleasurable sensation as the two little balls rolled around inside her.  He glanced back and was rewarded with the sight of her pursuing him, the white summer dress flaring around her now glistening thighs, her face flushed with heat and need.
 
                 He let her catch up and together they continued down the arroyo.  Tall cliffs now rose twenty to thirty feet high on each side, peppered with vines and exposed tree roots.  The budding leaves of spring added a clean fresh scent to the air that mingled with the earthiness of the Austin chalk and the fallen leaves of the previous autumn.  The foliage had moved from cedar stands to live and scrub oaks, dropped acorns crunching under their shoes.  Intricate sculptures made of tree roots dotted the cliff tops as the underlying limestone was worn away. Toppled trees were frequently encountered as they put another quarter mile under their belts.
 
                 Karen was clearly having a difficult time.  Her breath was labored and her face a bright pink, while clear trickles of desire decorated her inner thighs.  The front of her dress showed a wet spot that at the right angle made the slit of her sex easily visible.  Add to that the occasional up and down climbing that incited even more frenzied movement from the ben wa balls, and Parker knew that she was close to rebelling.
 
                 He stopped at another large rock and let her rest, watching her as she leaned against the boulder, hands still fluttering near her loins.  
              “You are terribly cruel,” she muttered, looking at him staring at her.
 
                 “How am I cruel?” he asked, pleased that she was so aroused.
 
                 She shook her head.  “Putting me through this.  If you were a decent man you’d let me suck on you till you were hard and then walk the rest of the way just as hot and bothered as me.”
 
                 He tilted his head.  “You want to suck on me, get me hard, and then leave me like that?”  
 
                 She nodded, eyes flashing with heat.  Parker took a deep breath and thought about it for a moment.  Then he dug a hand into his pocket.
 
                 “All right, but it will cost you,” he said, extracting something small and metallic, holding it tightly in his hand.
 
                 “Cost me?  What?” she asked suspiciously.
 
                 Parker opened his hand, letting a thin black metal chain dangle from his fingers.  On each end of the chain was a small metal rubber tipped clamp, each with a tiny screw to change the tightness of the bite.  It seemed to sway in the breeze and Karen’s eyes got very big.
 
                 “You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said, eyes locked on the clamps.
 
                 He shook his head.  “Nope.  You want to suck on me, this is the price.”  He jiggled the chain and grinned.
 
                 The indecision was clearly written across her face and he thought about telling her that he had every intention of putting the clamps on her anyway, a little later down the trail.  However he sensed that her sexual need was relatively desperate and that she would choose to wear the clamps herself, without any urging from him, which would give him the opportunity for something even more diabolical later on.
 
                 Finally she stepped up to him, eyes dark and filled with hunger.  She reached up to the simple spaghetti straps of the sundress and pulled first one, then the other, off her shoulders.  The dress clung to her breasts regardless of the loss of the spaghetti straps and she tugged the material down, exposing her magnificent bosom to his eyes.  Each soft curve was tipped with pink, a tiny bud exposed and raised in the cool breeze of spring.  Her chest heaved with deep breaths and she cupped both grapefruit sized mounds and held them, presenting herself.
 
                 With a grin Parker pinched open the first clamp, setting it over her right nipple.  Coming from straight on, he let it close, watching the reaction on her face as the sensation rushed through her.  He could tell that it wasn’t painful, at least not much, but the pressure was just intense enough to focus her thoughts on her breast.  The other clamp went on just as easily and her eyes closed as she dealt with the onslaught of new sensation streaming through her body.
 
                 It took her more than a few moments to settle down, to push her intense arousal out of her mind enough to look at him again.  When she did though, he got the uncomfortable feeling that he was steak, or at least a really nicely grilled Portobello mushroom basted in garlic butter.  Her eyes were hungry and she grabbed hold of the backpack and tossed it at the ground in front of him.  She went to her knees, hands coming up, rapidly and almost frantically unbuckling his belt and tugging his shorts and boxers down.  His already hard cock seemed to erupt from his clothing and then she was on him, mouth encircling his shaft as she rapidly bobbed her head up and down on his extended length.  Her hands gripped him as well, one stroking and softly squeezing his balls while the other mimicked the piston movements of her head upon his shaft.
 
                 Parker groaned.  While nowhere near Karen’s level of sexual arousal, he had been hard since before Skip Rock Lake.  The sight of her semi-naked, and then in the white, almost transparent summer dress, along with the flashes of bare bottom, not to mention the slipping in the vibro balls, made for a lot of sexual energy.  Her mouth took that power and enhanced it, strengthening it until it seemed to vibrate through him.  He closed his eyes, his breathing ragged as his fingers entwined through her hair.  He began pulling her into him, thrusting his cock down her throat as she sucked on him.  He felt his thighs tremble and he groaned, desperate and felt the first throbs of orgasm rushing up through his cock.
 
                 She broke free of his grip, her hand coming up to squeeze the tip of his cock hard.  Parker let out a gasp and he looked down to see her mischievous grin.  
 
                 “You wanna cum?” she asked, her pouty lips naughty, as she spoke the slang.
 
                 He nodded, his loins on fire as she dragged her thumb back and forth across the tip of his shaft.  A bead of white cream appeared at the tip and she leaned in, her tongue darting out to lick it from his cock.
 
                 “It’ll cost you, Parker.  You have to take me.  Right now,” she said, her voice filled with need.
 
                 Parker reeled.  It wasn’t in the plan to have her here, in the middle of the creek bed.  Up ahead, where the arroyo took a sharp ninety degree turn was a huge boulder that had broken from the cliff face.  The top was flat and perfect.  He had so wanted to see her lying naked upon it.  He trembled with desire, but his mind filled with that image and he took a step back, breaking free of her grip.
 
                 “You’ve got to be kidding me!” she demanded, an exasperated look flashing across her face.  “I’m desperate here!” 
 
                 He reached out, pulling her to her feet and placed a gentle soft kiss on her cheek.
 
                 “We’re almost there.  Just be patient a little while longer,” he said.  His fingers grabbed hold of the white dress bunched up around her middle and pushed it downward over her hips.  Karen let him, holding on to his shoulders as she stepped out of the white material, standing naked before him in nothing but her athletic shoes.
 
                 She was truly a sight to behold.  Her narrow ankles swelled into muscular but trim calves that became soft pliant thighs.  The wet slit between her legs was swollen, slightly pink from the sexual torments she had endured along with her desire.  Her taut tummy dipped to her navel and then his eyes feasted on her breasts, both still caught in the delicate bite of the clamps, a narrow black chain stretched between the nipples, like a bridge crossing a crevasse.  Her neck was narrow, elegant, feminine and her thin arms smooth as silk ending in hands as petite as the rest of her body.
 
                 He rolled the dress up in his hands and then deposited it in the back pack, which he then slung over his shoulder.
 
                 “You want me to walk naked?” she asked, staring at him as he took a few steps further down their course.
 
                 He grinned.  “Of course I do.  Feel the freedom of it.  You.  Me.  Nature.”  He said it with a laugh.
 
                 She rolled her eyes, took a deep breath and moved to his side.
 
                 “Tell me honestly that being totally naked out here doesn’t make you feel different,” he said as they once more began their trek down the trail.  Her breasts bobbed with each step, the chain swinging, pulling on her nipples.  He knew how that sensation would affect her reaction to the ben wa balls.
 
                 “I admit that it’s a turn on,” she replied softly.  “But I was getting turned on long before you stripped me naked.”  
 
                 Parker reached over and ran his hand over her bare bottom, delighting in the curve of her posterior.   “Trust me, it’s about intensity.  This is foreplay, Karen.”  He gave her a wicked grin before giving her a tiny pinch.  She yelped and slapped his hand away.
 
                 “Foreplay huh?  Well I admit that I’m as ready as I’ll ever be and if you don’t do me soon I just might tackle you and ravish you!”  
 
                 He laughed. “Mmmm…there’s an idea.” He nodded down the trail.  “But we’re just about there.  Right up a head, you see that cliff?  The arroyo turns and there is a huge rock there with a totally flat surface.  We’re going to play right up there.”  He pointed down the dry creek bed. 
 
                 She followed his pointing hand with her eyes.  “Really?” she asked.
 
                 “Really.  I promise.”
 
                 “And you’ll make love to me there?”
 
                 Another chuckle.  “I’m going to tie you to the rock, sexually torment you until you’re screaming, and THEN make love to you.  You are my sacrifice to the rain gods!”  
 
                 She frowned.  “The rain gods?  I’m a sacrifice to the rain gods?”
 
                 Parker couldn’t help laughing.  He wasn’t a pagan and Karen could see he was joking.
 
                 “I presume that this sacrifice is sexual in nature and not lethal?”  
 
                 “Give me a break.  The rain gods demand a great beauty to be taken beneath their gaze, under the sky.  They want orgasms.  Not blood.”  He reassured her.
 
                 “Orgasms?  As in plural?” she asked again as they continued forward, the slight ringing of the bells embedded inside her adding a musical tone to their hike.
 
                 “Yep.  We’ll try to set a new record,” Parker replied.
 
                 “As long as I get at least one,” she said sullenly.  
 
                 Up ahead the large boulder Parker had spoken of came into view.  At least the size of a small car, it stood like an island in the center of the dry creek bed, its white limestone surface reflecting sunlight.  As they got closer Karen could see that it had broken free of the cliff behind it, rolling until it came to rest in the middle of the arroyo.  Already the erosive effects of water were working on the massive stone, smoothing out the rough edges and washing away the remains of millions of years.
 
                 As they rounded the boulder Karen was surprised to find it sloped, like the Rock of Gibraltar.  At the far end it was a simple step upward to climb onto the massive limestone boulder and then scramble the slanted edge to the opposite end, still a good eight feet above the surface of the arroyo.  As soon as they both were standing on the rock Parker pulled off the back pack and dug in, pulling out water bottles and a large navy blue blanket.  As Karen drank he unfurled the cloth and draped it over the rock, covering the white stone.
 
                 When Karen finished her water he took the bottle and gave her a smile.  “Lay down on the blanket.”  He ordered.  Karen gave him a naughty smile and complied, stretching out upon the navy blue cloth.  She spread her legs, angling the knees slightly and assumed a pose that was half “take me now” and half “you should sexually torment me more”.  Parker removed the two twenty foot lengths of rope from his pack.
 
                 “You’re going to tie me up?” she asked, one eyebrow arched with interest.
 
                 Parker grinned and quickly wrapped one end of the silken cord around her tender wrist, pushing her arm up and outward so that her hand was held out over the edge of the rock.
 
                 “Absolutely.  Sacrifices to the rain gods must be restrained.  How else do you expect to stand the purifying torment?” he asked good-naturedly.
 
                 “I’m not so sure about this religion of yours” she said sarcastically.  “Sounds more like ‘perversion’ than ‘religion’.”  She allowed him to lift her other wrist as he tossed the rope out over the edge in a loop, pulling it tight against the overhang of the boulder.  The extra end was also quickly wrapped around her wrist and she found herself pulled tight with her arms above her head.  She knew if she scooted up the rock that the rope would slacken and she would be able to free herself.  But when Parker pulled out two more strands of rope and tent stakes, she twitched slightly.
 
                 It wasn’t until each leg was spread wide that she began to understand his plot.  In a heartbeat she was immobilized, splayed open under the sky for all the gods to see.  His finger roamed over her skin, touching her, tantalizing her, until finally she felt his fingertips probing between her legs.  She groaned as he tugged on the small string attached to the two vibroballs, pulling them gently but forcefully out of her body.  They clattered down the rock as he pulled out a new toy, this one egg shaped and larger.  He held it up like an offering, showing it to her, and then began slowly screwing it into her body.
 
                 A long wire was embedded in the base and it lead to a small control box.  Tucking it up against her side, he thumbed the switch to medium, eliciting a tiny gasp from Karen who pulled hard against her bonds.
 
                 “Oh my…” she whispered, her hips doing a tiny dance as they rolled in sexual lust.  
 
                 “Sweet,” Parker replied.  A few more moments digging through the bag resulted in two red candles that he quickly set to the sides of her body.  He extracted a lighter from his pocket and quickly lit the wicks.
 
                 “Matches are better for ceremonies.  The scent of smoke you understand.”  Karen said critically, watching him.  Her hips still seemed to be jerking spasmodically as her body dealt with the vibrations inside.  He gave her a sour look and reached down, jacking the control to full power.
 
                 “Evidently, if you can still critique my performance, you don’t have enough to occupy you.”  He said.
 
                 Karen’s eyes widened as the mild buzzing between her legs became a roar.  Her fingers clenched tightly as her body strained upward.
 
                 “Oh…I can’t explode like this!” she said, voice strained.  Parker grinned.
 
                 “Good.  I don’t want you to explode from just a little sex toy.”  He patted her thigh.  “But now I know what you can wear on the walk home.”  
 
                 Karen groaned.  He reached up and gave the nipple clamp chain a soft tug, pulling gently on her breasts.  Another spasm of thrusts rippled through her body and she whimpered, her expression bordering on the verge between pain and pleasure.
 
                 “Wow.  I haven’t even really started to torture you yet,” Parker said softly.  She clenched her teeth and opened her eyes.
 
                 “W-what have you been doing to me for the last hour during this hike?” she asked haughtily.
 
                 Parker laughed and reached for the backpack again.  “That was just prep work, making you READY to be sacrificed.”  He tugged out a small bottle of oil and uncapped it, squirting it liberally across Karen’s body.  She squealed as the cool liquid touched her, only to moan as Parker’s hands began rubbing the oil into every crack and dip and curve of her body.  In less than a minute she was vibrating, begging him to take her, ravish her, to screw her silly.  His oily hands grasped the chain stretched between her breasts.
 
                 “Ready for this to come off?” he asked.
 
                 She nodded, lips tightly pressed together as her hips continued to jump.
 
                 Without warning he pulled the chain, literally tugging it off her nipples.  The oil that had seeped into the clamps prevented it from hurting more than a sharp pinch but she let out a yelp, face flushed as she sank even further into sexual desperation.  Parker tossed the chain aside and pressed his thumb against her clit.  She groaned and pushed back up against him, hips rocking as she strove to work herself against his finger.
 
                 While his left hand was busy with her clit his right took hold of one of the red candles, holding it up above her.  Her eyes were closed and she didn’t see him tilt the cylinder much less the hot paraffin dropping down to splatter on her well oiled and pink breast.  Little droplets splashed outward, encircling her areola as she cried out, back arching.  
 
                 It was too much for her body.  The grinding push of Parker’s thumb combined with the fiery heat on her breast and the buzzing inside her sex drove her over the edge.  She screamed her orgasm into the morning air, body rippling with sexual energy.  Her heels thumped against the rock as her fingers found the rope holding her arms and pulled on it, stretching herself.  Parker watched in amazement as her body seemed to tighten and then relax with her arms and legs slowly loosening so that she lay as if asleep, totally tranquil.  
 
                 He put down the candle and turned the vibrator inside her to its lowest setting.  He had no intention of turning it off, much less pulling it out, at least not yet.  He sat back on his heels, trying to ignore the rock hard rod pressing painfully against the interior of his pants.  Finally he pulled out his camera and stood up, taking several shots of her naked, bound, oiled and waxed body.
 
                 “What are you doing?” Karen asked, her eyes barely open.
 
                 “Recording this for posterity,” Parker replied.
 
                 She looked up at him, eyes flashing.  “If that finds its way onto the internet I’ll castrate you.”
 
                 “I believe it,” Parker said, continuing to snap pictures of his bound beauty.  Karen ignored him, turning her head.
 
                 “So are you going to untie me?” she asked a few moments later.  Parker watched as she once again tested the ropes holding her.  
 
                 “Nope.  Now I’m going to torture you,” he replied.  She opened her eyes and looked up at him.  
 
                 “Torture me?”
 
                 “Yep.  Sexually.”  He enunciated the last word, giving extra meaning to it.
 
                 “What…no thumbscrews and needles?” she said sarcastically.
 
                 Parker gave her a disapproving glare.   “I’m trying to make you orgasm, not reveal secrets.”
 
                 She shrugged.  “Too bad.  I’ve got some good ones.”  She turned her head again, clearly trying to egg him on.  Parker grinned and retrieved the nipple clamps.
 
                 “Okay, well I don’t have thumbscrews but I can put these back on” he said, “and make them tighter!”  Karen jerked slightly as his hands pawed at her breasts, plumping the right one up slightly has he positioned the clamp.
 
                 “Ooohhhh.”  She hissed as it bit down on her turgid nipple.  He gave the screw a long twist and her moan turned into a wince.  He moved on to her other breast, which was still covered in a thin coating of red wax.  With several flicks of his finger he knocked the majority of it away from her nipple, leaving it hard and ready for the same treatment the other breast received.  When the clamp bit down she moaned, a look of pain crossing her face for just a second before she opened her eyes and looked at him.
 
                 “I still won’t talk,” she said daringly.
 
                 He laughed again.  “But you will come.”  His voice was earnest and he moved down her body, sliding against the rock until her was able to move between her legs.  It took only a moment to get in position, his face inches from her open petals.  He moved his arms forward and slid his fingers through the sopping wet folds of her sex, making tiny fluttering movements.  She couldn’t help letting out a tiny cry of pleasure, her hips bouncing as Parker’s hands began stroking her gently.  He worked up and down her slit, never entering, leaving the internal caress to the still softly thrumming vibrator.  Instead he concentrated on tantalizing her externally, fingers fluttering against her clit before slipping up and down through her slit.
 
                 It didn’t take long for aching throb of Karen’s nipples to merge with the blissful sensations coming from her between her legs.   Parker’s fingers stroked and dipped, never quite entering her, instead focusing the caress in an exploratory manner, touching every little part of her.  Soon her hips were thrusting forward, her body demanding more pressure, more depth.  Parker stopped his caress only long enough to touch the small control box of the vibrator, once more turning it to high.  She barely had time to react before his hand plunged back into the wet swollen petals of her flower.
 
                 Karen let out a wailing keen that seemed to echo off the surrounding cliffs.  Parker glanced up, seeing her chest heave with the overwhelming sensation and then she cried out, fists once more balling up as the tsunami of orgasm rushed through her body, a cascade of pleasure that overloaded her nervous system and turned her body into jelly.  Through it all he kept up the caress, playing with her clit as his fingertips grazed the swollen nub back and forth, watching her thighs ripple as the orgasm shot through her like lightning.
 
                 “Oh my God,” she said once she had caught her breath.  The vibrator continued to buzz merrily away inside her even as Parker continued the light touch of his caress.
 
                 “Feel good?” he asked, his fingers still slipping through the now even wetter folds of her body.
 
                 “Mmmm…if you keep doing that I’m going to cum again,” she murmured, her body tensing and relaxing as she stretched slightly.  
 
                 Parker chuckled.  “Oh gosh, we can’t let that happen,” he said.  He reached for the control box and turned the vibrator back to low.  “You’ve become much more cooperative.  What happened to the ‘you’ll never make me talk’ stuff?”
 
                 Karen opened her eyes and lifted her head, looking down her body to where Parker lay between her legs, face only inches away from her clit.
 
                 “You distracted me,” she replied.  Parker could detect the weariness in her voice and continued his massage, though he stayed away from her clit.  He moved his caress a little lower, circling the ring of her opening, the tender perineum, and even the tiny button of her bottom.  The oil and juices leaking from her body made his fingers glide over her skin easily.
 
                 “Oh my…” she gasped as he delicately began working a single finger into her bottom.  She arched her back, quivering as he worked the digit back and forth, penetrating up to his knuckle.  His other hand slid back up through her folds until he found her clit, giving it a gentle squeeze before letting his fingers glide back and forth across the swollen nub.
 
                 For Karen it was like lightning and she couldn’t keep herself from returning to her previous state of heightened sexuality.  The blue sky above, the soft cool breeze of spring, and even the rustling leaves of the trees high above the cliff seemed to gaze down at her, watching her move through the paths of sexual euphoria.   Like lightning the extreme pleasure she had felt just moments earlier exploded back down each bundled cord of nervous, moving from between her legs upward.
 
                 Parker could sense her readiness and he continued to drag his fingertips across her clit, back and forth until her body was rolling on the rock.  Her thighs rippled with tension and as her breathing became gasps and she pulled on her bonds, he reached out, snagging the candle.  With one finger still buried in her ass he held the candle up over her sex, tipping it.  As the first wet hot drop landed on her clit he drove his finger into her ass, thrusting deeply.
 
                 What might have been a terribly painful moment was instead interpreted by her sex wracked body as pleasure.  Karen cried out, her body wracked with spasms as the heat seared her clit.  More drops of fire began coating the petals of her sex and she lifted up, thrusting forward to meet them.  Soon her entire groin was covered and Parker even felt some of the drippings hit the back of his right hand which was still moving in and out of Karen’s ass.  He put down the candle and took hold of the vibrator control box, this time twisting the power dial to max without a moment’s thought.  She jerked wildly at this new explosion of feeling and Parker brought his hand back up to her sex.  With sharp fast blows he began spanking her pussy, shattering the still slightly warm covering of wax which chipped and splintered.  Her blushing petals appeared in seconds and her body trembled.  She tugged, pulling on the ropes binding her and then let out a scream, not in agony, but in release. 
 
                 As her body went limp like a rag doll, and she let out a soft whimper, Parker immediately turned off the vibrator and extracted his finger from her bottom.  As he cleaned his hands of oil and juice on a spare towel, he watched her, amazed at her resilience, her beauty, her exquisite sexuality.  Even more amazing was her willingness to let him do this to her.  Not once had she objected.  Not once had she said no.
              He stepped back, picking up his camera again.  Another few snapshots recorded her bound form, bright pink between her legs, still spattered with little shards of wax.  She lay as if asleep, relaxed in her bonds, eyes closed, still under the powerful afterglow of orgasmic bliss.  A small smile played across her lips as the camera clicked shot after shot, sometimes zooming in to capture the image of a clamped nipple or a paraffin spotted thigh.  
 
                 “So do you think the rain gods are happy?” Karen asked, her voice barely audible.  Parker laughed, lowering the camera.  
 
                 “Beats me, but I know I sure am,” he replied.
 
                 She looked up at him.  “Really?  As great as this has been its missing one very important thing...”  Her tone was very suggestive.
 
                 Parker cocked his head, knowing what she was referring to, but wanting to hear it from her lips.
 
                 “You inside me,” she finished, eyes flashing.
 
                 “Do you think you’re ready for that?” he asked, motioning down at her somewhat abused body.  “You’ve been pretty well sauced.”
 
                 She let out a tiny laugh.  “Untie me, lay down on this rock, and let me ride you.”
 
                 He shook his head.  “But that would mean you would no longer be a sacrifice to the rain gods.”
 
                 She looked upward at the sky.   A number of very white fluffy clouds had appeared since she had been tied to the rock but rain certainly wasn’t on the horizon, or at least what she could see of it.
 
                 She glanced back his direction with a rueful grin.  “Are you saying they aren’t satisfied yet?” she asked with a sarcastic tone.  “Even after all that?”
 
                 Parker got back down next to her, running his hand over her stomach and then down her side.  “I guess not” he muttered after a quick glance at the sky.  “But that’s okay because I wasn’t close to being done with you.”
 
                 Her eyes seemed to shimmer and she gave him a look that went beyond sexual longing. For a moment his heart thumped painfully and he was lost in her eyes.
 
                 “How can you go on this long?” she asked.  “I’ve had my fun.  Let me give you the same pleasure,” she whispered, her voice filled with longing.
 
                 He swallowed roughly and then caressed her, one long finger running from the inside of her right elbow to her breast and then downward.  When it touched her clit she let out another involuntary gasp, her hips rocking forward.
 
                 “That’s why I’m holding off as long as I can.”  Parker answered.  His finger worked her clit back and forth.  “You are multi-orgasmic.  I can keep you like this for hours, working you over and over, up and down, until the rain gods are pleased. If I release you, let you ride me, its over.  My energy is gone, my will power destroyed.  As long as I hold off I can bring you to the brink of sexual climax as many times as I want.”  
 
                 She let out a soft moan as his fingers continued to manipulate her, pulling tiny pieces of wax from her skin.  He got up on his knees and then reached up, unclasping the two clamps that had been steadily chewing on her nipples.  He cupped each breast, rubbing them as she let out another moan, then moving back down to her loins.  She was still stuffed with the vibrating egg, the control wire emerging from her swollen petals down to the small control box.  Parker reset the dial to its lowest setting, starting up the tiny vibrations that would eventually lead back to orgasmic bliss.  Once more he settled down between her legs, brushing away cracked paraffin.  Little pieces still sprinkled her thighs and sex and he reached up, plucking the last bits from her body.
 
                 “Are you trying to torture me or something?” Karen asked with a soft moan of pleasure as his fingers slipped through her sex.
 
                 “Yep.  That’s exactly what I’m doing.  Thumbscrews and hot irons,” Parker replied with a laugh.  
 
                 She let out another soft moan.  “Well feel free to screw me with your thumb.” Her back arched and she lifted her hips, thrusting upward involuntarily.
 
                 Parker didn’t reply vocally, but took his right hand and used his thumb to work her clit.  The startled gasp from the other end of her body told him all he needed to know and he starting making little circles across her flower, always dragging his thumb across her clit, until it passed over the dark opening of her well.  He pushed the digit inward, pressing it up against the vibrating egg, mashing it in deeper.  At the same time he took hold of the control box and twisted the dial up to maximum.
 
                 The effect couldn’t have been more noticeable.  Karen twitched and let out a hoarse cry, her toes curling as she pulled against her bonds.  He worked his thumb around inside her, literally stirring her honey pot in a clockwise motion, rolling the vibrating egg around within her.  
 
                 “How’s that for a thumbscrew?” he asked, knowing she wasn’t able to answer.  He bent down, moving his face closer and dragged his tongue across her clit.  The soft touch of his mouth elicited another cry of passion from the bound girl and she thrust upward, pressing herself against his lips.  He suckled her clit, taking long loving tastes of her nectar, then working her clit rapidly with his tongue.  She arched her back and began shaking as his thumb wriggled inside her.
 
                 This time her climax was a bit more subdued and Parker realized that he had moved just a tad bit fast.  While responding reasonably well, Karen’s body was not a machine and needed a bit more time to recover and reset, despite being multi-orgasmic.  There was only so much a girl could handle, no matter how beautiful.  As Karen finished her trembling orgasm he once more turned off the vibrating egg.  Slowly he extracted not only his thumb, but the little sex toy.  He was totally intent on giving her a small break.
 
                 Moving back to his satchel he pulled out a small container and popped it open.  Another oily substance leaked out onto his palm and he put his hand down between her legs and began gently rubbing the dark brown oil into her skin.  She moaned as Parker made circular motions, rubbing the oil over her clit and moving outward in ever widening spirals.  When his fingers caressed her thighs he began moving back inward until his palm was once again.
 
                 “Is that chocolate I smell?”  Karen asked suddenly, still purring with the soft massage.
 
                 Parker laughed and continued his circular motions, eliciting another moan from her lips as he dragged his finger tips across the petals of her flower.  “Well, not quite.  It is chocolate scented oil.  Pretty expensive too.  I know how much you love chocolate.  It even tastes like chocolate.”
 
                 Karen’s hips moved upward and she sighed.  “Oh yes…fucked by the two things I love most.  Chocolate and you.” Her tone betrayed her feelings precisely.
 
                 Parker slipped a finger into her well and she gasped.  “Chocolate huh?  The two things you love the most?”  She hummed and wriggled slightly as his fingers danced and twirled inside her.  “It’s good too know I rank so high.”  
 
                 She pulled against her bonds, arching her back.  “Oh….yes…you do.”  Her sentence was punctuated by sexual moans.  “Just…keep…doing that.”  
 
                 He couldn’t help letting out a soft chuckle.  A shadow fell across her body and he looked up, still working her sex, and noticed that large dark clouds had drifted across the blue Texas sky.  He shook his head and turned his attention back to Karen, trying various caresses to see how she would react.  She evidently could barely stand it when he used his thumb on her clit and moved two fingers inside her at the same time.
 
                 “Okay…this is torture now,” she suddenly said, her body seeming to pulse in time with his handicraft.  
 
                 “Want me to stop?” he asked softly, stroking the petals of her flower once more before plunging his fingers back into her body.  She stiffened at the insertion, but shook her head.
 
                 “I want you to make love to me, Parker!” she demanded.  Parker ignored her and continued his languid gentle thrusts, twisting fingers around inside her.  Her thighs began trembling and he could see that the ropes around her ankles were pulled tight.  Her pussy was so inviting, warm, wet, and ready.  When she began a keening moan, the muscles in her sex tightening around him, he knew she was ready.  Quickly he rose to his knees, pulled his pants down and off, and moved into position on top of her.
 
                 Opening her eyes, she watched him, face impassive but her look filled with smoldering heat.  He knew she needed him, wanted him, and as the tip of his cock touched her sex he felt her stiffen beneath him.  He drove himself deep, allowing himself to feel his own needs, his own lust, held back for so long by his own willpower.  With both of them so ready, it was a powerful and rapid entry, filling her completely and driving upward to the bone.
 
                 Karen gasped, finally experiencing the one thing she had truly and desperately wanted inside her.  She pulled against the ropes, wanting to hold him, to wrap herself around him, to twist and take the top, riding him in wild abandon.  As it was, he controlled his penetration and the rhythm of their coitus, and she groaned in frustration as he pumped slowly and steadily.
 
                 He knew she wanted more, a faster and more powerful beat, but he was also very aware that the tension he had built up with his fingers would best be kept going by a steady thrust, deep but not hard, so that her body would rise to more awesome heights by the very act that provided enough to raise the heat, but not enough to combust.  He was a practiced lover and he knew the key was steady, rhythmic thrusts, always kept just under the desired level of your partner.  Had Karen been free, her hands would have been roaming over his chest, pinching at his nipples, gripping his hips and trying to force more rapid movement.
 
                 “Please!” she begged, her teeth clenched and Parker grinned.  The look on her face was priceless, a combination of desperate abandon, lust, pleasure, and even a bit of pain.  It was the look every man strived to put on their lover’s face, the ultimate reward for perfect sex.  He increased his pace, staccato beats ramming into her body.  His own urges and desires threatened to overwhelm him, but he turned his thoughts away from the gorgeous beauty bound and impaled beneath him, focusing on the rock.  Karen cried out, this time in satisfaction and her voice echoed off the rocks as she exploded, her body trembling as the orgasm flooded through her.  
 
                 He couldn’t hold back.  In seconds he went from strong willed lover to quivering release.  His shaft turned to granite, pounding away into her body as he felt his own orgasm spurt upward, erupting from his pillar like a geyser, filling her and matching the intensity of her explosion.  So absorbed by the intensity of his orgasm he didn’t notice the first wet droplet falling to the rock near his head.
 
                 He collapsed upon her, his elbows taking a good portion of his weight as their bodies pressed together.  More splatters fell before he felt the cold and wet drop on his back and he looked up.  Karen’s eyes were closed and she was still trying to catch her breath.  Another rain drop fell on the rock and he quickly glanced up.  Dark clouds hung above them and he watched in amazement as the sky opened.
 
                 The smattering of drops turned into a full throated pour in seconds, rousing Karen, who tugged on her ropes as her hair turned dark with water.  Parker jumped up, quickly tucking toys and tools away in his knapsack, and then went to untie her.  As he looked down at Karen’s naked and bound body, her skin wet with rain, he found himself amazed at the sight of her creamy white skin covered in water, the oil and fluids of their sexual union washed away.  He freed her wrists first and then moved around to her feet as she sat up, wiping rain from her eyes.
 
                 “Where the hell did this come from?” she asked, glancing up at the sudden downpour.  “It wasn’t supposed to rain today!”  She hopped up as he released her legs, reaching out to the soaked white summer dress.  She held it against her body, the wet material conforming to her curves.
 
                 Parker laughed.  “I told you.  You were going to be sacrificed to the rain gods.  It’s clear they liked the offering.”  He pulled on his own soaked clothes, ignoring the rivulets of water running down his body.  Karen let out a laugh.  
 
                 “You expect me to wear this?” she asked, holding out the completely transparent and soaked summer dress.
 
                 Parker grinned and wiped water out of his eyes.  “Well, I personally think you should go naked, but that’s up to you.”
 
                 With a sparkle in her eye she flung the sodden dress at him.  He caught it and stuffed it into his pack, pushing aside the four heavy ropes that had held her down.  Karen reached for her shoes and quickly pulled on her wet socks and slipped her feet into the soaked footwear.  She tied the laces and stood up, her incredible naked body causing Parker’s cock to twitch despite the recent exertions.
 
                 “My god, you’re beautiful,” Parker whispered, holding out his hand to her and helping her down from the rock.  Karen smiled and fell into his arms, kissing him passionately.
 
                 “That was the most incredible sex I’ve ever had,” she whispered, holding him tightly.
 
                 “Me too.”
 
                 “You can do this to me anytime.”
 
                 “Really?  You want to be sacrificed to the rain gods again?”
 
                 She nodded instead of answering, her head still against his chest.  Both of them ignored the falling rain.
 
                 Parker held the naked girl tightly, feeling her body, hands caressing her.  She trembled under his light touch and then tilted her head.  Their kiss was something special and she melted under the heat of its intensity.  When it was over, he reached into his backpack.
 
                 “Spread your legs Karen” He said softly, grinning as her eyes widened in astonishment.  She licked her lips and swallowed, but then followed his command, spreading herself open, rain pouring over her chest and down her taut belly.  His right hand came up to her sex and he carefully pushed first one, then the second ben wa ball deep into her still wet well.  She moaned, her hips jumping slightly at the sensation of the sex toy entering her body.  When both spheres were seated within her, he stroked her clit rapidly until her chest was heaving once again.
 
                 “We should head out.  It’s a long walk back to the car.”  He turned and started back down the arroyo.  Water splashed under his feet as Karen looked at his back in astonishment.  She bit her lip and took a few steps.  The ben wa balls rolled around inside her and in seconds she felt the sexual need of the last hour explode back into her body like a raging beast.  She gasped, her hands going down to her sex.
 
                 “Oh my god…” she whispered, clearly overwhelmed.  “The whole hike back?”
 
                 Parker turned and looked back, his wet hair streaming down his head.  He grinned and held out his hand.  Finally she blinked, wiping water from her eyes and hurried forward, her sex churning.  She grabbed his fingers and pulled herself up to him, wrapping one arm around his body.
 
                 “I swear to the rain gods I’m going to get you for this,” she said, her voice a growl.
 
                 Parker laughed.  “I suppose.  But I need time to recover.”
 
                 Karen gave him a glance that was half playful and half hungry.  “We’ll see.  You may not make it back to the car.”
 
   He grinned.  “By the way, I think you should always hike naked.”  Karen responded by punching him lightly in the arm, but she returned his smile. 
 
                 With a grin they started back down the trail, splashing along the waterway.  A rumble of thunder overhead shook the arroyo and they disappeared into the falling rain, arm in arm.
 
   The rain gods had been satisfied.  And it was good.
 
                 
 
    
 
   The Punishment: PFG
 
    
 
   “Order in the court!”  The gavel banged down on the wooden desk several times as the crush of news reporters and the morbidly curious slowly went silent, eyes forward.  A forest of television station microphones extended as the judge called for order.  This trial was major news, the first of its kind and it had attracted quite a lot of interest.  It had been a long time since the judge has seen his courtroom so packed.
 
   “The defendant will stand,” he ordered, nodding toward the defense attorney.  With a grim nod the lawyer placed one hand upon her client, giving her a little shake.  With a startled blink, the twenty four year old woman stood, brushing her chocolate dark hair away from her matching eyes.  The chiseled perfection of her face showed signs of strain.  It had been a long, hard trial and she knew that the evidence had been damning.  Evidently posting the weblog on the internet had been a mistake.  She looked forward, eyes slightly unfocused, still shocked at the speed of events.
 
   Six weeks earlier had been a happier time.  Sofia Lopez was a third-generation Hispanic American immigrant who had been born in San Francisco, California.  Fourth daughter of a restaurant owner, her Spanish was limited to the various menu items found in her father’s business and she was as acclimated to the American culture as any white protestant could be.  College, majoring in political science, had resulted in a typical administrative business career that provided just enough money to maintain a vivid social life and keep her fed.
 
   It was the social life part that had become a problem.  Sofia had found that men of all types were attracted to her.  With the dark lush hair of Mexico combined with the bone structure of the Spanish Conquistadors who invaded and left their genetic codes written into the fabric of Aztec society, Sofia Lopez was a genetic mongrel who’s mixed DNA had resulted in something bordering on sexually hypnotic.  Well aware of this, Sofia used her looks as not only a weapon, but as a resource, teasing the various men in her life to get whatever it was she needed. Her philosophy was quite simple.
 
   Need your oil changed?  Go on a date with a Mechanic.  Hungry?  Find a guy and ask him to take you out to dinner.  One of Sofia’s friends had jokingly called her parasitic.  Sofia grinned and replied “Guys are simple.  They’ll do anything if they think you’ll suck their dick.”  To make matters worse, when Sofia got what she wanted, she had no aversion to leaving a trail of broken hearts and hardened cocks throughout the city.  Despite all the coy looks and promises to the contrary, Sofia Lopez never ever gave into the demands of her conquests.  As soon as she had what she wanted, she manufactured a fight and dumped the guy.  
 
   It had finally caught up to her.  The new anti-cock tease laws had finally made it past the US Supreme Court in a six to three vote.  Not surprisingly, the three female justices had voted against the draconic law.  Legal pundits everywhere had argued fiercely about violations of the Constitution.  But it wouldn’t be the first time a law that violated the US Constitution was enacted and enforced.  “Just look at McCain-Feingold!  Or at Barack Obama’s Health Care Reform!” one pundit said with a shrug.              
 
   At an employee party Sofia had spent the entire evening targeting one of the upper level managers, aiming to ingratiate herself and earn a promotion.  She had even gone to the lengths of letting his hands roam over her generous curves, enjoying the look on his face when he discovered that she wasn’t wearing a bra.  With a mischievous grin she had pressed her body against his and whispered in his ear her offer.              
 
   “See what you could have if I was working for you?” she said softly.              
 
   “I certainly can.”  He grinned, pleased.   “I want you right now, Sofia.”              
 
   She shook her head and laughed.  “Only in your office, Mr. Davidson.  I want to work for you.”              
 
   Her plan had been simple.  Land the new job and salary, and as soon as Davidson asked her to make good on her promises, feign outrage and threaten a sexual harassment complaint.  It hadn’t been Sofia’s first time.  Davidson had seemed on board and a few extra drinks and some minor physical contact had only given Sofia the flush of victory as her target left the party with promises to contact her the next morning for an interview.              
 
   At home, Sofia had logged onto her computer and still flushed with a combination of success and too much alcohol for clear thinking, she detailed the outline of her devious plan and posted it to her video channel.  It wasn’t until a week later, after the disastrous interview with Davidson that charges had been filed against her, a search warrant had revealed the smoking gun weblog, and she had found herself arrested for violation of California’s newest law prohibiting “cock-teasing”, not to mention blackmail and fraud.              
 
   After meeting bail with the help of her father’s money, she had found an attorney, another woman with a high degree of success.  It had been a bitter discovery to find that the weblog was practically a confession.  Sofia had refused to plead guilty and accept lesser charges and instead insisted they proceed with an active defense.  It had been the second mistake.              
 
   “Sofia Lopez,” the judge said stoically, reading from the jury foreman’s note, “the jury finds you guilty on all counts.”  There was an immediate rustle as the crowd reacted to the verdict and the judge was forced to hammer his gavel against the desk once more.              
 
   “It is the decision of this court that you serve four years time for blackmail, concurrent with four years for fraud.  Furthermore, this court orders you to serve three weeks in the public fucking gibbet for violation of the cock-tease law.  The sentence will be carried out immediately.”              
 
   Sofia’s gasp was instantly lost in the roar of the audience.  Reporters were hurriedly scribbling in their notebooks or speaking into mini-digital voice recorders.  She stood stock still as the bailiffs came forward and took hold of her arms.  Tears filled her eyes and began leaking down her cheeks as steel handcuffs were snapped around each delicate wrist.  She felt the pull of the uniformed officer and she looked back at her attorney who sat, shaking her head, defeated.              
 
   It wasn’t long before Sofia was being lead through the well lit tunnel that connected the court house with the jail facility.  Her mind whirled.  At one point her attorney had talked to her about the various sentences the judge could use, but she had angrily told the attorney that they were going to win their case and told her to focus on defense.              
 
   It didn’t take the sheriff’s deputies long to book her.  A female guard strip-searched Sofia and she found herself dressed in an orange jumpsuit, the body hugging clothes she had worn in court gone, bagged, and deposited in the property room.  Soft canvas shoes were given to her and she put them on, clearly beginning to break down.  As soon as she was properly dressed two burly officers arrived, both male, who once more put her arms behind her back and handcuffed her.              
 
   “Time to go, princess” the first guard said with just a tinge of sarcasm.  Evidently he too had been watching the proceedings on courtTV.  “You’ve got a date.”              
 
   Sofia barely registered the guard’s comment but jerked her head up a moment later.  “What?  A date?  Where are you taking me?” she demanded, the fiery arrogance once more coming to the surface.              
 
   The guard blinked, clearly surprised.  “To the P.F.G. obviously.  It’s in the square in front of the courthouse.”              
 
   “What?  What the hell is a P.F.G.?” demanded Sofia.  The acronym sounded familiar, but she was unable to place it.              
 
   “Were you even awake during your sentencing?  You’ve been ordered to spend three weeks in the Public Fucking Gibbet,” finished the guard.  Sofia’s eyes widened in alarm.              
 
   “You can’t be serious!” she declared, pulling against his grip.              
 
   “Totally.”  His fingers tightened and he nodded to his partner as they began walking down another corridor, escorting Sofia toward the front of the building.              
 
   “I won’t do it!  I’ll fight it! I want an appeal!”  Sofia demanded.  The guards ignored her.  She dropped to her knees, unwilling to blindly walk to her own humiliation, whatever the PFG actually was.  It made little difference to the guards, who picked her up and carried her along between them.  She began to fight but found herself extremely limited thanks to the handcuffs.              
 
   A quick smack across the face quieted her and the real tears began.  She sobbed as the buzzing locks of the main door released and she found herself escorted into the lobby of the detention center.  She looked out through the heavily tinted glass windows at the front of the building and saw a crowd gathered in excited expectation.  A large black tent had been erected next to what looked like a converted cherry picker, a kind of lift designed to raise repairmen up to the tops of telephone poles.  A series of ropes and pulleys at the top disappeared into the tent on the other end.  Cops stood everywhere and a ragged cheer from the crowd sounded as Sofia was led out of the detention center building into the bright sunlight.              
 
   “Yeah do her!” she heard shouted.  She turned her face away, practically burying it in the arm of the guard next to her.  He laughed.              
 
   “You might as well face them.  You will be doing it every day for the next three weeks.              
 
   She stumbled then as they pulled her forward.  The only good news was that they weren’t fighting the crowd.  A series of steel rails had created a safe pathway out of the detention facility to the tent.  It was hard for her to ignore the invective she was hearing.  Shouts of “slut”, “cock-teaser”, “whore”, and worse bombarded her ears and she moved through the crowd in a blur of raucous cries and insults.  When they got to the tent she felt relieved to be protected from the crowd’s viciousness.              
 
   Her relief only last a few moments as her eyes took in the contents of the tent.  At one side of the small enclosure stood a metal cage.  It was shaped like the letter “X” clearly designed to keep a person immobile and spread-eagled.  Worse, the metal bars were widely spaced, making movement impossible but leaving the person locked inside completely exposed.  The area around the crotch and chest of the cage was open, making a display of sorts.  Sofia could only tremble in horror.
 
                 There were three other guards in the tent and one was female.  She stepped up to Sofia and gave her a sad smile and began removing the handcuffs.               
 
   “All right, Miss.  You need to disrobe please,” the female guard said softly.
 
    “What?”  Sofia asked in surprise, clearly thinking she had not heard the guard correctly as she rubbed her sore wrists.              
 
   “You need to disrobe.  Prisoners who are locked in the PFG are to be nude,” the guard explained patiently.
 
                 “Fuck you!” declared Sofia.  “I’m not stripping so everyone can ogle me!”                
 
   One of the other guards stepped forward, his hand moving toward his belt.  “Miss, I understand your reluctance.  But you need to follow orders and disrobe.”              
 
   “Bite me!”              
 
   He sighed.  “Miss Lopez, let me explain.  You have to be put in the gibbet naked.  It’s the law.  Neither you nor we have a choice.  If you don’t cooperate we have to force you.  Please don’t make us.”              
 
   “I will not strip naked!  You can’t make me!”  Sofia’s voice rose in pitch and timbre as fury raged through her.              
 
   “Ms. Lopez, please?  Don’t make this harder on us?” he asked, pleading.              
 
   Lopez actually kicked out but missed, making the deputy’s face darken.              
 
   “Ms. Lopez, is there anything I can say or do that will make you cooperate with us?”                
 
   Sofia Lopez jerked away from the guard and made a mad dash for the tent entrance.  It was madness, since she only had two ways to go, into a crowd demanding a show, or back to the detention center.  She only made it a few steps before she was caught and brought crashing down to the tent floor.  Hands grabbed hold of her jumpsuit and she felt the canvas shoes and the orange pants being pulled from her body.  She squirmed and fought but the assembled officers were able to hold her down.  She felt hands taking hold of her cotton panties, ripping them literally off her body and then the jumpsuit top was being pulled up and over her head, then down her arms, until she lay crying, naked.  She curled up into a ball, tears flowing down her cheeks.
 
                 Sofia felt them pulling her up, dragging her over to the metal gibbet.  She didn’t have the energy to resist further as she was placed face down into the metal cage, her arms and legs outstretched.  She felt the guards close the back of the gibbet around her and she gasped as it was lifted upright.                
 
   To her surprise, she was actually well supported.  Wide footsteps were welded into the frame, giving her purchase.  Her fingers were able to grasp the metal frame encasing her hands, and even her head was kept upright by the small flattened chin bar that kept her eyes straight ahead.              
 
   She tested the gibbet of course.  It was solidly made and no amount of flexing on her part enabled her to close her legs or arms.  Both of her magnificent breasts actually stuck out through the chest opening and a small ridge at the back of the cage caused her back to arch slightly, causing her bosom to stick out even farther.  It was decidedly uncomfortable and she couldn’t move. Almost immediately she felt the need to scratch her nose and groaned as the irritation wasn’t relieved.
 
                 The guards distracted her next as they spent a few moments going in and out of the tent through the second exit that lead to the cherry picker.  Sofia couldn’t see when they attached the steel cable and rope to the top of the gibbet, thanks to the cage itself, but she felt the first tug as the winch outside began lifting her.  With heart thudding, she almost sent herself into a bout of hyperventilation as the gibbet was lifted and then swung through the tent entrance, giving the demanding crowd their first view of the naked prisoner.  Screams of pleasure, applause, and ragged cheers went out from the crowd and Sofia closed her eyes, trying to understand how Americans could enjoy such a spectacle.  An air horn sounded and she opened her eyes, catching glimpses of television news crews, cameras focused on her swinging and nude shape, sending the details of her humiliation and punishment to households across the country.  Sofia wished she could hide her face and settled for closing her eyes.                
 
   The winch had lifted her up a full six feet above the surface of the square and almost immediately the sheriff’s deputies began moving a cloth covered piece of equipment into the space immediately below Sofia.  She didn’t really notice, still wrapped up in her public humiliation, peeking through partially closed lashes at the mocking crowd.                
 
   But finally she realized that some sort of major activity was taking place beneath her and she tried to look down.  Whatever was beneath the gibbet was still covered with a cloth.  Several moments later one of the deputies removed the white sheet and the crowd roared in approval as two long shafts, each topped with rubberized phalluses were exposed.  Sofia twisted in her confinement, trying to see what was below her, but the immobility of her head kept her from discovering what had made the crowd cheer again.
 
                 One of the deputies spent a moment squirting lubricant on the two phalluses and then slowly extended the poles each phallus was mounted on.  For Sofia, it was the slight touch against her bottom that first signaled the impending violation and she screamed, much to the crowd’s delight, as the heavily lubricated and overly large dildo was slowly pushed up into her ass.              
 
   Sofia had never ever had anything stuck up her bottom before and the experience was not pleasant.  At first she tried to prevent the phallus from driving up and in, but her immobile position made her resistance futile.  Her loud gasp was lost in the roar of the crowd as they watched her body jerk, toes curling as she was impaled deeply upon the anal phallus.  Her hips moved wildly as she tried to adjust to the penetration, giving the crowd an even better sight.                
 
   The distraction of her rear end being penetrated prevented her from being prepared for her vaginal implantation.  Rolling hips thrust upward as the deputy pushed the phallus into her pussy, finishing the double transfixion with little difficulty.   The soft petals of her sex were spread widely by the large rubber dildo and Sofia’s eyes were wild as she dealt with the humiliation of what she considered a public rape.  The crowd cheered as she shook from the nonconsensual sexual act and Sofia once again closed her eyes, letting the tears flow freely down her cheeks.
 
                 An electronic buzzing sound filled the air and Sofia clenched her fingers tightly around the bars of the metal gibbet near her hands, wondering what was coming next.  To her horror, both phalluses embedded in her flesh began to move, pumping up and down with a regular rhythm.  The heavy lubricant the deputy had applied earlier to ease entry now slicked her interior cavities, smoothing the way for each phallus to drive deeply and strongly into her body.              
 
   For awhile, she merely endured, clenching her teeth and holding herself rigid, as if she could resist the sexual onslaught like the Rock of Gibraltar resists the sea. But as her muscles tired she began to relax, letting go of her death grip on the gibbet.  As the tension poured from her she felt the first surges of her own sexual desire building up.  Trying to ignore the new sensations coming from between her legs, she looked up at the soft blue sky, thankful it wasn’t the middle of the summer.  She turned her mind back to the trial, trying to remember each little detail; the looks of disgust on the jury’s faces as the weblog video was played.              
 
   It was the crowd chanting that brought Sofia back to the present.  The rush of sexual need came flooding back to the forefront of her mind and she couldn’t help thrusting her hips forward, rocking the gibbet.  It took a moment for her to register the crowd again.  Hands were waving and she finally made out the words.              
 
   “Faster! Harder! Faster! Harder!” seemed to be the rallying cry and Sofia blinked, still not understanding what the crowd was calling for.  The deputy in charge however had no trouble reading the mood of the crowd.  Moving to the control panel of the double fucking machine, he twisted both the speed and depth control knobs to maximum, giving the crowd cause to cheer.
 
                 Sofia stiffened again as both phallus began a series of rapid strokes, like pistons in an engine.  She let out a keening wail as the steady brisk rods punched upward repeatedly into her body.  Her hips jerked, her sex seemed to swell, and then she was screaming out her orgasm, juice squirting out from her abused pussy, inadvertently striking one of the deputies below.                
 
   Wiping his face, the sprayed deputy shook his head with a grimace and moved over to the tent.  A small hand towel cleaned him up, but he spoke a few words into the tent and was immediately handed a small item.  Sofia barely paid attention since she was still dealing with the after affects of a powerful orgasm, not to mention the continued mercurial thrusting of the double dildos into her lower body.  The deputy grabbed one of the six foot ladders leaning against the side of the cherry picker and began setting it up to the side of Sofia.                
 
   To Sofia’s surprise, a water bottle with a straw was placed against her lips and she greedily sucked.  Despite the balmy spring day, the strenuous sexual activity had caused her to break out in a sheen of perspiration, turning her body into a shiny brilliant sexual object.  Swallowing, she thanked the deputy, not noticing the droplets of her own pussy juices that had spotted his uniform blouse.
 
                 “Don’t thank me yet” he said sternly.  Passing the bottle back down to one of the other deputies, the man in front of Sofia reached out and cupped her breasts, flicking his fingers across both nipples.  The crowd roared its approval.  Sofia gasped again, body shaking as the sensation renewed the sexual tension between her still spread legs.    To her horror though, he held up two black metal clamps, each end cruelly cut into dull but bumpy ridges.  She shrank back but had no place to go, the metal gibbet holding her not only in place, but with breasts totally presented.  The first clamp bit down and she screamed as a sharp spark of pain raced up through her breast.  The deputy wasted no time, no doubt encouraged by the cheering and applauding crowd behind him, and attached the second clamp.  It caused a similar reaction as the first one did and he grinned as he climbed back down the ladder.              
 
   Sofia began shaking as the shooting pain in both breasts seemed to slip through her body and slide directly toward her sex.  Once there it changed from hurt to need, fueling her desire and upping the ante of her sexual torment.  Fifteen minutes later she was crying out again in desperation, her loins trembling violently.  The crowd matched her cries and when she exploded, the deputies all moved to the sides of the cordoned off area beneath her, not wanting to get caught in any more fluidic discharges.                
 
   As the ruckus subsided, the deputy at the controls turned the dials back down to minimum, slowing the impaling phalluses and reducing their penetration depth.  Sofia slumped in the gibbet, as much as the metal bars would allow, still feeling the slow and shallow inward movement as her pussy and ass were still fucked, but without the intensity of her earlier debasement.  The crowd murmured their disapproval, but no one dared to confront the Sheriff’s deputies about the matter.  At one point, a doctor arrived and checked Sofia’s vitals, making sure she got additional water.                
 
   Slowly the crowd began to disperse.  There were stragglers of course, not to mention the ever present video cameras.  As dusk came she closed her eyes against the flash of cameras.  Soon, her ordeal became more structured as every hour or so the deputies would turn the double phallus fucker to its maximum yields, changing Sofia’s humiliation into sexual epiphany.  After four hours mounted in the square in front of the courthouse, Sofia began to wish the deputies would turn on the machine for longer periods, and more often.  The sexual tension it caused seemed to bury her embarrassment.
 
                 She saw faces she recognized too.  It seemed all her co-workers had come down to view her.  A slow steady parade of men who had given her everything she had asked for and gotten nothing but empty promises seemed to work their way up to the fence that kept the crowd away from Sofia.  She looked at each one, seeing not only pity in their faces, but a sense of justice too.  Suddenly she knew she was getting what she deserved.              
 
   The doctor had insisted on the occasional removal of the nipple clamps and Sofia began to welcome their reapplication, knowing that the deputies would soon be turning the fucking machine to its maximum setting.  Occasionally, one of the phalluses would be removed, lubricated, and reinserted, giving Sofia not only a welcome break from being stuffed with synthetic cock, but also giving her the new sensation of fresh penetration.  It wasn’t long before even the slowest and shallowest setting of the fucking machine kept her sexually charged.              
 
   At ten o’clock that evening, bathed by the light of the arc lamps overhead and the television lighting that kept her completely and fully illuminated, Sofia experienced her final screaming orgasm of the evening.  The square was still full of people, but not packed like it had been when she was first mounted.  Venders were selling food, flags, and one enterprising young man was selling “I watched Sofia CUM while PUBLICALLY FUCKED!” tee shirts, each with a full color picture of Sofia naked, experiencing an orgasm, in the gibbet.              
 
   As Sofia recovered from her last orgasm, she felt the phalluses slow and then removed, leaving her feeling empty and needy.  Then the winch started again and the deputies helped guide the gibbet down from the top of the cherry picker, moving it sideways into the tent.  When the gate of the cage finally opened, Sofia found that she couldn’t move and had to be pulled out of the gibbet.  One deputy held her up while another helped get her dressed in the orange jumpsuit she had been wearing earlier.  Her feet were tucked into the canvas shoes and then the guards formed up around her.  Arms were pulled behind her back, eliciting a whimper as the handcuffs were applied to her wrists.  Then they marched her out of the tent and back toward the detention center.
 
                 Sofia stumbled, and if not for the steady grip of her escorts, she would have fallen.  Her body ached in ways she had never experienced or imagined and she took each step in a sort of daze.  When they finally were inside, away from the crowd and the lights and the noise, Sofia began to revive.  She was given a through exam in the jail medical infirmary and then sent to a private cell.  She took a few steps to collapse upon the small green mat that made her bed.  Everything ached and it was almost impossible for her mind to wrap itself around the day’s events.  
 
                 She curled up into a ball, wrapping her arms around her knees.  Tears once more rose filled her eyes and she wept silently in her small, eight by five cell.  Just as she was about to fall asleep there was a soft knock on the window and one of the detention officers looked in, her eyes filled with sympathy.              
 
   “Get some sleep, Ms. Lopez.  You have to be in the gibbet by eight o’clock tomorrow morning.”              
 
   Sofia Lopez burst into tears.
 
    
 
    
 
   Rumors
 
    
 
   Jeremy Evans sat stiffly at his desk, the crumpled paper ball wadded up in his right hand.  He shook, just a little, as he contemplated what he was about to do.  Normally he wasn’t a trouble maker and was considered one of the “well-behaved” kids.  But he just had to know.  The rumors… they were just too incredible to believe.  Spoken in dark rooms, behind the field house, after drinking one too many beers at a party, the tales bordered on insane.
 
   Ms. Candice Rutger was an attractive woman, if a little older than the type Jeremy would normally be attracted too.  She was a few inches over five feet, even in high heels, with blonde hair that was going to steel.  She was in her early forties, thin and strong, and wore conservative, yet tight clothing that emphasized the well proportioned curves of her breasts and hips.
 
   But even had she been a crone, Jeremy would have been tempted, at least to find out if the rumors were true.  He bit his lip.  Timing was the most important thing involved.  He had to choose the moment to throw so carefully.  His hand trembled as Ms. Rutger turned her back to the class, scrawling across the blackboard.  Her voice was powerful, easily in command of the lecture, and just as she finished her sentence, Jeremy slid half-way out of the desk, and hurled the paper ball directly at Ms. Rutger.
 
   Not only was his aim phenomenal, but so was his timing.  She turned around as the paper ball hit the apex of its arc, and her eyes flashed in fury.  To Jeremy’s astonishment, she not only spotted exactly who threw the paper wad, but caught it mid-flight, right before it was about to bang her in the nose.  
 
   Caught red-handed, Jeremy’s face went white and he finished sitting down as the class erupted into laughter.  
 
   “That will be enough!” Rutger hissed.  The class went immediately silent.  Nothing, not even Jeremy’s almost awesome shot, was worth violating the school rules.  Corporal punishment was the most common means of correction and no one wanted to risk getting their rump redecorated in the school colors of blue and red.  
 
   “Jeremy Evans, how dare you?” demanded Rutger, her eyes burning.  Jeremy shrank into his desk chair, wishing for just a moment that he was terribly small.  “Detention.  You will return to my classroom at the end of the day where you will be paddled.  Do you understand?”
 
   His mouth went dry and he nodded stupidly, but inside, a part of him screamed in triumph.  He had been afraid that she would merely chastise him with a verbal reprimand, or perhaps notify his parents.  Instead she had demanded his presence that afternoon, after class, and if what he had heard was true…
 
   The rest of the school day seemed to crawl and Jeremy had trouble concentrating.  Part of it was due to the fear of the paddling, which he knew he would have to endure regardless of what else happened.  But there was also the knowledge… well, the suspicion, the hopes of what else would happen.  The knowledge, that hope, was a distraction that made him uncomfortable.
 
   Finally the last bell rang and he proceeded quickly to Ms. Rutger’s room.  He arrived even before the last class’s final student left and the boy in question gave him a suspicious wink as he left.
 
   “Close the door, Mr. Evans, and lock it,” Ms. Rutger said as she opened one of the drawers of her desk.
 
   Jeremy nodded and closed the door, his foot kicking up the stopper and letting the heavy weight of the door swing it shut.  He twisted the dead bolt and the loud thunk of the lock securing the door sounded distinctly ominous to him.  When he turned back to Ms. Rutger, she was sitting in her desk chair, holding the paddle.
 
   It was a serious looking weapon, made of solid wood and drilled with holes in order to make it sting more.  The handle itself was thin, but counterbalanced by a wide pommel.  It looked fearsome.
 
   “Now, come here,” ordered Ms. Rutger.
 
   Jeremy approached, his heart thumping wildly.  
 
   “Unbuckle your jeans and push them down to your knees, Mr. Evans,” Ms. Rutger said.  Jeremy licked his lips, but then his pulse went even higher as he watched her reach across the desk and grab the large bottle of hand lotion she kept near the edge.  She pulled it toward herself and then pressed the top, depositing a massive dollop of white, unscented skin cream into her left palm.  
 
   
  
 

Jeremy trembled as he unbuckled his belt and pushed his jeans down.  He was wearing a pair of blue boxers.  The front was tented embarrassingly.  Ms. Rutger looked at him with bemused indifference and then she nodded.
 
   “Now put your hands on the desk and bend over,” she ordered.  “No, take a step backward.  There needs to be room between you and the edge of the desk.  That’s better.”  She put the paddle down for just a moment, her right hand coming up and grabbing hold of the boxers.  “Now, as you well know, all corporal punishments are delivered bare bottomed.  We aren’t going to have a problem, are we?” she asked harshly into his ear.
 
   Jeremy shook his head. “No, ma’am,” he replied, still trembling, having second thoughts.  His buttocks clenched in pre-stroke anticipation.
 
   “Good,” Rutger replied.  Then she tugged the boxers down with one hand, the other held up, still coated with lotion.
 
   Jeremy’s granite like cock bounced into view like a just raised mast of a sailboat.  It bobbed up and down for a moment, seeking something, but as Ms. Rutger pushed the boxers down to Jeremy’s knees to join his jeans, his cock seemed to wilt.  The thought of the paddling was not something to look forward to.
 
   “I’m going to hold you so that you don’t jerk too much,” Ms. Rutger said as she picked up the paddle again.  “This is going to hurt, but I hope you learn your lesson.”
 
   Jeremy gritted his teeth. “Yes, ma’am,” he said again, bracing himself.
 
   And then it happened.  Just like everyone said it would.  He gasped as she grabbed hold of his cock, the cool cream covering the tip as his shaft head hit her palm.  And it wasn’t merely a grip.  She began rubbing his shaft vigorously, working the lotion over his manhood, which had again hardened to immediate need.  He groaned, his hips involuntarily shoving forward, thrusting into her curled hand.  She squeezed him, pulsing around his rod when suddenly she laid a stinging swat on his bared rump.
 
   It had come as a surprise to Jeremy, but the delicious pleasure she was inflicting on his anterior made the pain in his posterior bearable.  He thrust again, grunting as the sting turned to heat and he rocked, his breath coming in short gasps.  Rutger wasted no time, but swung again, this time even harder.  The pain made him grimace, but the blow also moved him forward again, making the thrust of his cock through her slick fingers even more penetrating.  
 
   For Jeremy, it felt like nothing he had ever experienced.  His cock seemed close to bursting as stroke after stroke fell on his exposed buttocks, burning them.  Rutger seemed to almost toy with him, moving her fingers, curling them around the tip, at one point making a small, tight “O” shape and gliding it down his shaft length until she was able to squeeze the very base of his cock. Then she focused on the purpled head of his shaft, tormenting him.  Together they moved, her hand stimulating him, working him to release, while he bounced between the need of her hand and the stinging agony of her paddle.
 
   He cried out, shuddering, as the impending release rose in him.  His hips churned, rapidly pumping and Rutger picked up the pace of both her strokes against his ass, and the ones around his penis.  Her arms moved in blurs and then Jeremy grimaced, his cock throbbing in orgasmic release and he pumped a massive load of cream, indistinguishable from the lotion except in its viscosity, into her palm.
 
   He almost fell, but instead put his head down onto his arm, his knees weak. Rutger continued rubbing his cock until it softened. Then she pulled away and used a paper towel to wipe her hand.  
 
   “Turn and face me,” she said a moment later.  Jeremy blinked and straightened, his cock still hanging out, but limp and small, still coated in a mixture of cum and lotion.  He felt a momentary flush of embarrassment as Ms. Rutger took a second piece of paper towel and cleaned off his shaft. It felt… wrong, somehow.
 
   “Pull up your pants, young man,” the teacher said, tossing the paper towels in the nearby waste basket.  It was ironic they fell on the crumpled paper Jeremy had thrown earlier, smearing it with cum and lotion.  “I think that’s enough correction for this afternoon.”
 
   Jeremy swallowed.  He tugged his boxers back up, covering his manhood. “Yes, Ms. Rutger.  Thank you.”
 
   Her eyebrow went up. “I am a bit surprised at you, Mr. Evans.  You aren’t the kind of student I would have expected this kind of behavior from.”
 
   He flushed crimson.  There was no way he could possibly explain.  He pulled his jeans up over his smarting posterior.
 
   She shook her head.  “But since you are here, I thought we might also discuss your scholastic situation.”
 
   “My grade?” he asked stupidly.  He was a great student and was doing well.  What would she need to talk to him about?”
 
   She nodded.  “Not your grade.  I said scholastic situation.  It’s my understanding that you will be attending university next year, are you not?”
 
   Jeremy bobbed his head.  “Yes, ma’am.”
 
   “Then I think you would qualify for an English Scholarship, but it would take some private tutoring.”
 
   “A scholarship?” Jeremy asked, his brain still not yet functioning at normal levels.
 
   She nodded. “That is correct.  If you wish to be tutored, you will come to my private residence each Saturday for the next two months.  The tutorial will last a few hours at most.  Are you interested?”
 
   “Oh! Um… sure!  That sounds great,” Jeremy replied, still at a loss for words.
 
   Ms. Rutger nodded and picked up a pen, scribbling an address down.  “Excellent.  Be at this address at ten am, sharp, Mr. Evans.”  She handed him the paper and turned away.  It was clearly a dismissal.
 
   Jeremy took the paper and blinked.  Slowly he shuffled away and headed for the door. It took him a moment to unlock it, but then he stepped out into the hall.  He felt strange, as if the day’s tension had been forcibly ejected from his body and his mind replayed the events of the last forty minutes.  His rump still ached and burned, but it was nothing compared to the arousal that returned in seconds as he remembered the feel of Ms. Rutger’s hand around his shaft.  
 
   He looked down at the note paper in his hand, his cock thickening underneath his jeans.  Scholarship?  Private tutorials?  Jeremy Evans grinned.  Who would have guessed?
 
   The rumors were right.
 
    
 
    
 
   [image: ]
 
    
 
   Kikkus
 
    
 
   Yuki Ichiru fumbled with the combination of her locker as she tried to simultaneously turn the tumbler while juggling an armful of textbooks.  It wasn’t easy with the rush of students flowing behind her, jostling her occasionally, or the fact that she was forced to translate the numbers into Japanese.  Her English was understandable, but only barely, and she was still at a point where everything had to be consciously converted into her native tongue.  She had been late learning the foreign tongue and her accent had made her the butt of some snide comments.  She messed up twice before the lock finally opened and she was able to pull the door outward.
 
   A small white envelope with a pink rose emblazoned across the front fluttered to the ground.  Yuki’s eyebrows narrowed and after stuffing her collection of books into the limited space, she bent down and retrieved the envelope.  It had her name on it, written in bold black ink, with graceful curved letters.
 
   “Oh my God…” someone said behind her.  Yuki turned to see a white faced girl staring at the envelope.  Like Yuki and everyone else at the school, she was dressed in a white blouse, blue tie, and blue plaid skirt.  Her long brown hair fell to her shoulders and she seemed to tremble.
 
   Yuki cocked her head, wondering what was wrong with the girl.  Yuki had never met her before, having only transferred to the school a week before. She had been engrossed in her studies, making sure she would get good grades, rather than socializing.  This girl look scared.
 
   “You… okay?” Yuki asked in her heavily accented English.  She wasn’t quite yet used to the common English idiom, but her question was sincere. She reached out to touch the girl on the arm.  The brunette girl looked up at Yuki, her bottom lip quivering.  
 
   “You’ve been summoned by Kick!” the girl whispered, eyes still wide in an expression akin to horror.  Yuki didn’t understand.  Kick in her mind was a verb, an action, something you did to a ball.  This girl spoke as if the word “kick” was a noun.
 
   Yuki looked confused.  “Kick?” she asked.
 
   The girl nodded and it looked as if tears were forming in her eyes.  “Yes.  Just whatever you do, don’t ignore it!”  Then she whirled and hurried off down the hall, dark brown locks disappearing in the sea of other students.
 
   Yuki looked at the envelope in her hand, but since she only had two more minutes to get to her next class she jammed the envelope into her biology book and slammed the locker closed.  A spin of the lock followed and she went off to learn mitosis.  She forgot about the note as the teacher began lecturing on some sort of cellular process and it wasn’t until the end of the day, when Yuki began the long march home, that she had a chance to open the envelope.
 
   The paper was pink; the same color as the rose on the outside, and the ink a startling shade of red.  Yuki concentrated, translating each word into Japanese, working out the letters.
 
    
 
    
 
   Yuki Ichiro,
 
   Welcome to Benchwood Academy.  It’s great to have a new sophomore student to get to know.  You are commanded to present yourself to the sisters of Kick on Wednesday at 4 p.m. in Gym A.
 
    
 
   Sincerely,
 
    
 
   Becca Garden 
 
   President
 
    
 
    
 
   Yuki blinked.  An invitation?  Gym A?  4pm?  Wednesday was tomorrow.  But she couldn’t!  She had her gymnastics class tomorrow afternoon.  She had been a gymnast since she was two and before they had moved her parents had made sure they lived near a top quality gym.  She turned the paper over.  There wasn’t a way to contact this “Becca Garden” and Yuki felt a sudden surge in disappointment.  She had so wanted to make friends.  Then Yuki thought back to the strange behavior of the girl in the hall.  Why had she seemed frightened?  Yuki replayed the whole thing in her mind and finally decided that the girl had been jealous of the invitation, and perhaps upset that she hadn’t received one.  Yuki sighed.  Her first real opportunity to meet some people and she was going to have to miss it.  Damn!
 
   The next day was another long one of traversing a barely familiar school, to classes she wasn’t really prepared for, with teachers who spoke to fast.  In the struggle to keep her mind clear, she totally forgot about the invitation, much less Becca Garden, and she finally grabbed her stuff and headed home at the end of the school day.  Four o’clock came and went with Yuki blocks away, tumbling and swinging from the parallel bars.  
 
   The next morning it took Yuki almost an hour before she noticed the stares being directed toward her.  There was whispering too, almost as if there were some dark secret that everyone knew but her.  Even more disturbing was the occasional angry looks a few of the students gave her.  All of those came from an older student, but Yuki couldn’t understand what she had done to anger so many people. She didn’t even have classes with most of them! As the periods passed by she began to feel the pervading antagonism like a weight, crushing her spirit.  When school was finally over she was glad to grab her bag and head for home.  Just as she exited the building, two of the upper class girls she had seen scowling at her earlier stepped onto the sidewalk, barring her path.
 
   “Where do you think you’re going?” the large red head asked.  She was overweight but rather tall and towered over the petite, dark haired Yuki.  The other girl was a golden blond, with a sharp nose and piercing blue eyes.  Her arms were crossed.
 
   Yuki translated the words, but the tone was easy to understand.  She took a step backward, suddenly wary.  “I am going home.”
 
   The red haired girl shook her head.  “No you’re not.  You’re on your way to Gym A.  No one refuses to go before Kick.”  She reached out and grabbed Yuki’s arm.
 
   Yuki’s eyes widened as she was twisted around and marched back into the school.  A surge of raw fear went through her.  Why would these two girls do this to her?  What was going on?  She didn’t even understand what they wanted, or what they were asking or what they were kicking?  Was it some sort of sport?  Was it some sort of after school game?
 
   The red-head’s fingers were tight around Yuki’s upper arm, while the blond didn’t bother to touch her.  Together, all three weaved through the mostly abandoned halls.  The few times they passed other students Yuki saw them look quickly down, as if they didn’t want to be noticed or say they had seen Yuki.  It was decidedly strange and added to the feeling of unrest that had settled in Yuki’s stomach.
 
   The blond moved forward and pushed open the doors of the gym and they stepped into the semi-lit darkness.  A pool of light came from a single over head lamp that was directed downward from the ceiling.  The rest of the room was cast in shadows.  When the door shut behind Yuki and her escort, it rattled in its frame with a metallic boom, echoing through the chamber.
 
   Yuki blinked, eyes trying to adjust to the darkness.  She realized that there were several other girls standing on the gym floor.  One of them, a tall brunette whose uniform seemed custom tailored to accentuate her curves, stood just at the edge of the light.  The skirt was just a tad bit too short, the shirt just a bit too tight.  Steel gray eyes peered at Yuki and a haughty look crossed the brunette’s face.  She looked at Yuki and then smiled.  It was not a nice smile and Yuki suddenly had the urge to run.  The red-headed girl’s fingers tightened on her forearm.
 
   “Ah, so Yuki has finally decided to join us.  Very well.  Bethany, Veronica, take her aside until we are finished with Christy.”
 
   “Yes, Becca” the red haired girl replied.  Yuki was jerked sideways as the red-head girl, whose name was evidently “Bethany,” pulled her away from the light.  Veronica followed and Yuki found herself at the wall of the gym.  The girl Bethany had called Becca stepped into the light and motioned off toward the other side of the gym.  Yuki guessed this was Becca Garden.
 
   A moment later a trembling girl stumbled forward into the light.  She was obviously a freshman from her diminutive size.  Her mousy brown hair gave her appearance a sort of cuteness that would eventually become beauty, but for now merely appeared adolescently innocent.  Becca took a deep breath, putting her arms behind her back.
 
   “Your name?” Becca demanded, her voice rose in volume, as if she were addressing a crowd.
 
   “P-p-please… don’t kick me!” the poor girl begged.
 
   “YOUR NAME,” Becca said slowly, enunciating the syllables individually.
 
   “Christy!” the little mouse squeaked.  She wrapped her arms around her body and Yuki realized that the poor girl was terribly frightened.  What was going to happen?  Yuki couldn’t help leaning forward, her mind stuttering along as she translated every spoken word into Japanese before understanding.
 
   Becca nodded.  “Christy, you have been summoned before Kick to meet your yearly requirements.  Are you ready?”
 
   Christy let out a wail and seemed to fold to the ground.  Yuki took a step forward but was caught by Bethany who pushed her back toward the wall.
 
   “Don’t worry. It’ll be your turn soon enough, bitch.” Bethany whispered, her fingers tightening around Yuki’s arm.
 
   Yuki hadn’t recognized the last word but she was too concerned about Christy.  Becca didn’t go to the girl on the floor, who was now sobbing.  Instead Becca Garden lifted her hand and there was a rolling sound of something heavy being pushed out into the center of the gym.
 
   From the opposite side of the lacquered wooden floor, a large cart appeared from the darkness.  Two more Amazon sized girls manhandled a wooden frame, easily six feet tall and five feet wide, complete with a large heavy base, into the center of the light.  In the process they had to move Christy and to Yuki’s astonishment and horror, they did this by literally kicking her out of the way.  The impacts rolled the little freshman to the side where she remained in her crying heap.
 
   Yuki tried to fathom the purpose of the wooden frame.  It had ropes attached to it, one in each corner and the thing looked sturdy enough to support an entire grown man’s weight.  The two girls who had brought out the object pushed the cart back into the darkness and then grabbed Christy, hauling her to her feet.
 
   Still bawling, Christy was dragged forward into the frame.  To Yuki’s horror, Christy’s hands and feet were quickly tied off, the ropes pulled outward and wrapped around the wooden frame.  The poor girl’s skirt slid upward slightly as her legs were stretched to the far corners of the frame.  Yuki couldn’t see Christy’s panties, but had the skirt risen another inch they’d be exposed.
 
   Christy’s head was hanging down and torrent of tears steadily fell onto the frame’s wooden platform.  She was still crying when Becca Garden came forward holding a small container in her right hand. Becca bent down and tossed something out in front of Christy.  The room seemed to go silent and then Becca bent down, studied something on the floor, and announced loudly “ELEVEN!”
 
   The roar of cheers startled Yuki who looked around.  Her eyes were still adjusting to the lack of light, but she now realized that there were other students sitting in the bleachers, watching.  There must have been at least forty or fifty of them!  Yuki couldn’t understand why they were cheering.  What did the number mean?
 
   Becca Garden went up to Christy, lifting her head by a single finger placed under the poor girl’s chin.  Tear streaked cheeks appeared and Becca shook her head in disgust.
 
   “You’re pathetic.  I’d tell you to get ready, but I suspect it won’t matter.”  Then Becca reached down, grabbed Christy’s skirt, and pulled it up, exposing the white panty clad crotch.  Yuki took another step forward, anger flaring inside her, but was once again stopped by Bethany and Veronica.  Becca Garden tucked the hem of the skirt into Christy’s waistband, leaving the white cotton panties visible.
 
   “Let us begin,” announced Becca.
 
   Another girl appeared out of the darkness.  She walked straight up to the bound freshman who was struggling against the ropes.  Standing a good two feet in front of Christy, the girl stopped, studied the bound girl for a moment, and then pulled back her foot.  Yuki stiffened in shock as the older girl lashed out, swinging her leg in a vicious arc that ended with the top of her foot slamming into Christy’s exposed, wide open, panty-clad crotch.  The freshman girl literally was lifted up several inches, her legs pulled taut against the rope binding her, before screaming in agony.  Christy’s knees buckled, but the hemp around her wrists kept her upright.  Her sobs filled the gym but were lost in the roar of approval coming from the spectators.  Another girl stepped forward from the darkness as the first moved off.
 
   Yuki’s fingers tightened as she clenched her fists.  Oh my God! How could they DO THIS?  Where were the teachers?  How DARE they?  Another terrible kick was delivered to Christy’s sex.  She twisted in the frame, trying to mitigate the pain.  Yuki watched as a third girl came up, aimed her foot, and sent another solid thunk into Christy’s crotch.  Yuki couldn’t stand it.  She turned toward Bethany. 
 
   “Why?  Why are you doing this?  What did she do?” Yuki demanded loudly, hands on her hips.
 
   Bethany looked at Yuki in surprise.  “Do?  She didn’t do anything.  She’s not a member and all non-members get kicked.”
 
   “What?” said Yuki, suddenly understanding her predicament.  Her eyes widened in alarm.  She wasn’t here just to witness Christy’s humiliation.  She was next in line!” The fight or flight response suddenly kicked in and Yuki pushed Bethany away and made a run for the door.
 
   But Bethany was ready for it and had Yuki pinned in seconds.  Veronica came in to help, even as Christy let out another agonizing wail from the center of the gym floor.  Yuki was driven to the ground, hands pulled behind her back.  Her view of Christy was blocked by a set of slightly higher than regulation heels that appeared in front of her face. Yuki knew that it was Becca Garden.
 
   “Take her to the lockers and get her prepped.  We’ll show our little Japanese friend what it means to disobey the will of Kick.” Becca said, her voice filled with ice.  
 
   Yuki was jerked to her feet, her teeth rattling as she was marched and pulled across the gym.  Strong hands held her and she passed within a few feet of Christy.  The poor freshman girl hung limp in the frame, her thighs red from the glancing blows.  As Yuki passed another girl approached from the front and placed a bare foot kick into Christy’s open legs like a golf club hitting a pillow.  Another croon of suffering came from the girl and then Yuki was pulled away, forced toward another door.  They entered a locker room with long wooden benches between rows of lockable cubbies.  Yuki was shoved down onto a patch of bare floor.
 
   “Strip bitch!” ordered Bethany.  Yuki’s palms stung from catching herself and she looked up at Bethany, not understanding the large girl’s words.
 
   “Please, I do not understand!” Yuki said, tears now seeping down her cheeks.
 
   “You don’t understand, strip? I thought all you Japanese were supposed to learn English in school.  Well, never mind. I’ll show you what strip means,” Bethany snarled.  She reached out, grabbed Yuki’s shirt at the collar, and then yanked hard.
 
   Buttons went flying across the locker room like a shower of cherry blossoms.  Yuki gasped, her hands coming up to her torn shirt, but both Bethany and Veronica moved in, fingers grasping, tearing, pulling.  Yuki tried to stop them but only ended up getting her wrists caught in an iron like grip.  She screamed aloud, hoping someone would hear her, but a quick blow across the face dazed her and the cry faded.  Her shirt was tugged off and she felt Veronica unsnap the bra, freeing Yuki’s ample breasts.  Next Bethany yanked off Yuki’s pumps and knee high socks, revealing purple painted toe nails.  Yuki tried to curl up, but then came the ultimate humiliation.  Bethany grabbed Yuki’s skirt, yanking it down, leaving the poor Asian girl in nothing but her white cotton panties.
 
   Bethany stood up, handing the ruined and removed clothing to Veronica.  All of it went into a nearby trash receptacle.  Yuki curled up into a ball, arms hugging herself, covering her breasts.  They waited another ten or fifteen minutes and then the door opened.  Yuki looked up to see Christy dragged into the locker room.  She was limp, clearly in pain, and bedraggled.  Her skirt was off and she was tossed onto the floor like a pile of used gym towels.  One of the girls that had helped carry the abused Christy turned to Bethany and nodded.
 
   “Becca says they’re ready for her.”
 
   Bethany nodded and walked over to where Yuki lay.  The half-naked girl resisted, but was hauled to her feet, arms almost pulled from their sockets before Yuki managed to get her bare feet under herself.  Bethany and the blond girl escorted Yuki out the door, holding on to both arms, half dragging, and half pushing the stunned and frightened transplanted student into the light.
 
   The wooden frame was still there, but another piece of furniture had been added to the scene.  A large wooden table stood just off to the side and Yuki could see that a number of objects lay artfully arranged across its surface.  Because of the shadows, Yuki couldn’t really tell what was there but she knew it did not bode well.  She was dragged to the wooden frame and placed squarely between the two uprights.  Yuki’s arms were lifted and quickly tied with the rope.  Then Bethany and Veronica pulled and Yuki’s hands were tugged toward the top corners of the frame.  She went upon tiptoes as she was pulled taut, almost dangling.  Her large breasts hung heavy, totally exposed, the rosy tips clear in the hard light.
 
   Becca Garden stepped forward, entering the circle of light and the glare she directed at Yuki was enough to melt ice.  “Your name?” Becca asked, obviously for the crowd.  
 
   “You know my name,” Yuki said, summoning a mantle of courage around her.  
 
   “You will say your name,” Becca said slowly, placing emphasis on the last word.
 
   Yuki shook her head, the long straight beautiful black hair shining in the light.  “No.”
 
   Becca’s eyes narrowed.  “Yuki Ichiro, you were summoned before Kick to meet your yearly requirements.  You failed to appear and had to be forced.  Furthermore, you have shown nothing but disobedience and disrespect for this organization.  You will be punished for your behavior.”  Becca paused for a moment and then a cruel sneer appeared on her face.  “Severely punished,” she amended.
 
   Strong fingers suddenly touched Yuki from behind, sliding down to her naked waist.  It was Bethany, who grabbed hold of Yuki’s white cotton panties and yanked them down, tangling Yuki’s feet even as the poor girl took her weight on her wrists and aimed a futile blow at the fat red-haired girl’s face.  A spark of anger exploded inside Yuki as the thought “you want a kick?  I’ll give you a kick!” roared through her.
 
   But Bethany used Yuki’s panties to tangle the bound girl’s blow and then the last shred of Yuki’s protection was cast away.  Bethany and Veronica each grabbed an ankle.  Yuki fought with all her might, but her legs were drawn outward, thick heavy rope wound round each ankle.  In moments she was bound just as Christy had been, but naked, exposed, and much more terribly vulnerable.  Yuki understood this however.  Christy, while obviously unwilling, had at least shown up and not fought.  Becca Garden moved over to the table and picked up something metallic.  It dangled in her hand and she brought it over to Yuki, holding it up to show not just the “prisoner” but the crowd.  
 
   “Isn’t it ironic that these are called Japanese Clover Clamps?” Becca asked with a slightly smile.  Yuki stared in horror at the metal pincers.  They were connected by a heavy chain and Yuki didn’t need much imagination to realize what part of her body the clamps were intended for.  
 
   “Yamete-yo!  Sawannai-de!” Yuki yelled, no longer translating her words into English.  She twisted away from Becca who squeezed open the pair of clamps and quickly managed to attach them to Yuki’s nipples.
 
   Yuki had never experienced anything like it before.  Pain lanced through her breasts and she felt a spark of energy that spiraled up through her body.  Every part of her tightened, from her toes to her fingers, but then she turned scarlet, not at her exposure, or the upcoming torment, or even because of the brutal pain she was feeling on her nipples.
 
   She turned scarlet because she felt a surge of wetness between her legs!  She turned her head and pressed her face against her arm, hoping that her body’s betrayal wouldn’t be discovered.  Becca moved away, not noticing Yuki’s humiliation, once more going to the side table.  This time she returned with two metal cylinders, each topped with a thin hook.  These were brought forward, one in each hand.  Yuki shook as Becca calmly and deliberately hung the heavy, one pound weights from each clamp.
 
    
 
   The bite on her nipples increased dramatically and Yuki tried hard not to move.  Even breathing caused the weights to swing, pulling on her tender nipples with added pressure and force.  The pain was excruciating.  Worse, Yuki’s sex had started to pulse in time with the throbbing of her nipples.  After a moment, Yuki realized she actually had to concentrate on not thrusting her hips forward.  Her expression went dark as she tried to force her body to respond to her mental commands.  Becca misunderstood Yuki’s look of intensity and watched as Yuki tried to deal with the torment.  
 
   The brunette senior returned to the table, picked up a thick leather paddle, and slowly circumnavigated the circle of light.  Yuki saw what Becca was holding and tried to brace herself when Becca moved behind her.  But nothing could prepare the sophomore girl for the swat delivered.  It was as if her entire backside had been roasted and then dragged across forty feet of asphalt.  She let out a powerful cry and stiffened in her bonds.  
 
   “Ikkenai!” Yuki screamed, her bottom jiggling as she struggled to find an outlet for the pain.  Becca responded with another stroke across both smooth, creamy buttocks, turning the white skin scarlet.  A third, fourth, and fifth stroke, each powerful enough on its own, became a wall of fire for Yuki, scorching her backside like some mighty dragon. But with each spank the heat moved forward even as the pain caused her loins to tighten spasmodically.  More strokes followed and the skin of Yuki’s bottom quickly abraded, and then split. Becca only stopped when the damage looked serious enough to require Yuki to sit on a pillow for the next week.  As it was, a full fifteen spanks were delivered to the poor girl’s bottom, leaving it a dark red, both buttocks capped with a blistered circle of damage.
 
   Yuki sagged in her bonds, not even capable of standing upright on her own. The pain and the heat from her spanking were just too much.  Her voice felt raw, her throat nearly as abraded as her ass.  Her screams and begging had gone unanswered and then Becca dropped the paddle back down on the table, only to pick up the small container Yuki had seen before.
 
   The Kick president stepped up to Yuki and rattled the contents of the container in her hand.  A quick toss resulted in two white cubes falling to the floor.  Yuki blinked, but was unable to see due to the tears obscuring her vision.  Becca knelt down, picked up the dice, and put them back in the container.
 
   “Five.  A two and a three, Yuki.  Five kicks are all you would have had to endure in order to meet your quota.  But oh no.  You decided to ignore the summons.  Now you will receive the full amount of twelve kicks, plus the punishment set.”  Becca stepped away, put the container back on the table and then moved into position.
 
   Yuki watched it coming.  Becca’s high heel and stocking clad foot came up swiftly and there was nothing Yuki could do about it.  She was too tightly bound to twist more than an inch or two out of the way and then the top of Becca’s foot came into contact with Yuki’s sex, crushing the labia, stinging the clitoris, and delivering a bruising blow to the poor girl’s pubis that felt worse than the spanking.  A crushing ache suddenly blossomed between Yuki’s legs.  She gasped.
 
   Worse, the kick had forced her entire body to rise up in the frame, setting the weights at her nipples swinging wildly.  Becca moved aside even as Yuki screeched, teeth clenched, eyes closed, her body twitching with pain overload.  Another girl stepped forward, this one wearing the standard pumps required, and punted Yuki’s crotch as if she were trying to score a field goal.
 
   Almost passing out from the torment, Yuki’s breaths came in shuddering gasps. Her body twitched, her pussy clenching and releasing, the petals in pinched agony.  Her knees had buckled, turning in slightly, not that it did a single bit of good in protecting her.  In short order Bethany was standing in front of Yuki.  Oddly, she had pulled off her shoes and socks and was standing there barefoot. The fat red-haired girl pulled a foot back and let out a short but vicious kick that grazed Yuki’s thigh and then smashed against the swelling and reddened petals of Yuki’s sex. It was a short kick, and Bethany’s toe actually penetrated into Yuki’s sex slightly.  It came back glistening.
 
   Bethany blinked and then looked at Becca Garden.  “Becca?  She’s turned on!”  
 
   Becca’s eyes widened.  “What?  Seriously?”  She stomped over to Yuki and reached down between the Japanese girl’s legs.  Pushing aside the thick black hair, Becca jammed her thumb into Yuki’s sex, feeling the building wetness and then the convulsive tightening of a pussy reacting to penetration.  She wriggled the thumb around inside Yuki, who moaned, her hips now thrusting, and fucking Becca’s digit.  
 
   “Why… you slut!” Becca announced loudly, making it clear to the entire audience that Yuki was sexually excited.  “I’ve heard Japanese girls are like this.”  She extracted her thumb with a noisy sucking sound and then shoved it into Yuki’s open mouth, forcing her to suck her own juices.  Yuki gagged on the salty musky fluid but managed to choke down the excess, cleaning Becca’s thumb.  
 
   “Well, I suppose we can move to the punishment phase a little quicker, not that it will reduce the number of kicks you’re getting, slut.”  Becca took a step back, giving Yuki a dirty look.  Yuki slumped in the frame, her body a riot of agony even as she felt the humiliation of her body’s betrayal.  How could she even possibly be turned on by this?
 
   Once again it was Bethany who came forward, but not to kick Yuki.  She had picked up one of the large items on the table, a strange looking device whose design was unfamiliar to Yuki.  Except for the rubber dildo that seemed to stick out of one side of a padded block, she had no idea what it was.  What seemed odd to Yuki was how small the dildo appeared.  It couldn’t have been any longer than two inches, though it was at least two inches thick.  There were various straps and Bethany approached, shaking out the attachments.
 
   Yuki gasped when the tiny dildo was rubbed through the wet petals of her slit.  Then with practiced dexterity, the club’s enforcer began strapping the “device” on Yuki, making sure that the full two inches of rubber cock were properly aligned and buried inside Yuki.
 
   Yuki was a virgin, but like many girls her age, her hymen had been broken by the physical exertions of gymnastics. She had never had anything bigger nor longer than Becca’s thumb stuck up inside her.  Even her own simple sexual explorations hadn’t gone any farther than some judicious rubbing of her clitoris, and the idea of having that rubber cock up inside her put mixed feelings into her head.  Part of her recognized what this was: a brutal object rape.  Another part of her, the dark secret part that had responded to her torture with arousal, wanted to be fucked.  Hard.
 
   But when Yuki wiggled around, the dildo still didn’t penetrate more than just those first two inches.  Worse, the padded block was now covering her pussy.  It seemed cushioned and Yuki shook her head, thinking “well at least it won’t hurt as much now!”
 
   Another girl approached.  She too was dressed in the school uniform, soft pumps on her feet.  She took a running start and then swung her leg, slamming the top of her foot into the padded block suspended between Yuki’s legs with a blow that lifted the bound girl to the limits of her bonds.  The ropes tightened around her ankles as Yuki was punted in the wooden frame.
 
    
 
   Yuki let out a squeal unparalleled to anything she had uttered to that point.  Her eyes flew open wide at the incredible pain splitting her in two and she only realized what had happened when the pain ebbed slightly, allowing her to connect cause and effect.  Already, the dildo was slipping back down to its original position as Yuki adjusted to the forced penetration of twelve inches of flesh toned rubber, straight up into her sex. For a girl who had never been fucked before, it was a brutal, evil introduction to cock.
 
   “Figured it out yet?” Becca asked, stepping up to Yuki’s side as the little Asian girl began sobbing.  “There’s a spring that pulls the cock out after we kick it.  So does your little turned on pussy like that?”
 
   Yuki shook her head.  Pain was flooding through her bruised sex and Yuki was pretty sure she wasn’t finding this a turn on.  She clenched her teeth as the next girl in line approached.  Yuki turned and glared at Becca Garden.  “Jiguko e ike kono ama!”
 
   Becca clicked her tongue and shook her head.  “I have no clue what you said, but I’m pretty positive it wasn’t nice.”  Becca turned and pointed at the next girl in line, motioning for her to come forward.  Yuki turned and watched the kick coming.  Once again a foot impacted forcefully with the padded device between Yuki’s legs.  The spring compacted under the pressure of the kick, allowing a full ten additional inches, combined with the two still in Yuki, to rapidly penetrate.  Yuki once again let out a full screech, teeth clenched, eyes closed, her body shaking as the pain exploded through her again.  
 
   Becca didn’t wait for Yuki to relax though.  She stepped away and the line continued.  Yuki could barely see through her tears as the next girl approached with a cruel and yet excited look on her face.  The next kick came within thirty seconds.  Even before Yuki recovered from the previous kick, the next blow between her legs drove the thick rubber cock up into her, splitting her body in two.  The line seemed to go on and on and soon Yuki was exhausted, her body limp as the kicks continued, each one driving the rubber cock deep into her body.  
 
   But as the kicks came unrelenting, each one forcing the rubber dildo deep into Yuki’s sex, she found herself gradually acclimating.  The pain began to ebb as her sex adjusted to the width and depth of each penetration.  Her body was already lubricated to some extent and to Yuki’s astonishment, between one kick and the next there was a new sensation, something she was relatively unfamiliar with.  Her hips swung forward as the next kick came, changing the angle of the penetration.  She let out a new cry, but one filled with a far different emotion than just the pain and humiliation of her torture.  This cry now had the tone of deranged pleasure. 
 
   The kicks still hurt, but each one added more sensitivity to Yuki’s already well plowed hole.  She discovered that if she arched her back, pushing her hips forward, the blows between her legs sent the rubber cock slipping through her and also cushioned her pubis, alleviating the pain.  With her breasts and hips thrust to the fore, and the repeated kicks fucking her, she began to respond positively to the stimuli.  The nipple clamps and weights suddenly seemed to add to her sexual arousal and as the line of girls, each clamoring to kick Yuki, finally approached an ending, Yuki orgasmed, screaming out her climax as her body shook with the first rush of sexual bliss she had ever experienced.  Everyone stood still, shocked at what they were witnessing.  The thought was repeated throughout the gym, unspoken but not silent.  How could she possibly cum from being kicked?
 
   When Yuki finally slumped back down in her bonds, eyes closed, skin covered with a slick sheen of perspiration that made her glisten under the overhead lights, Becca moved to the wooden frame.  Her eyes flashed in anger and she practically ripped the padded block and its rubber spring cock from Yuki.  Instantly everyone saw the reddened flesh, the swollen petals, and the slight blue tinge from the bruising.  She was also dripping, the moisture of her sex literally streaming down her leg.  
 
   Becca Garden tossed the dildo device aside and then grabbed Yuki’s chin, turning her head.  “You fucking slut! How dare you ENJOY this!” Becca snarled.  Yuki didn’t reply.  Becca released Yuki’s chin and drew back her hand.  It flashed between the girls and struck Yuki’s left breast, continuing across to the Asian girl’s right globe, setting the clover clamps and the chain swinging.  A grimace of pain crossed Becca’s face and she clutched her hand, even as Yuki let out another squeal of agony.
 
   “You okay, Becca?” Bethany asked, coming up.  Becca held out her right hand. There was a small cut across the palm.  Becca looked furious, as if Yuki was responsible.  Becca ignored Bethany, motioning the large red-haired girl away.  She reached out, and removed the weight hanging from the clamp chain.  Tossing the weight away, she grabbed hold of the chain between Yuki’s nipples, and yanked as hard as she could.
 
   Clover clamps are designed to tighten the more they are pulled, and they did tighten, but only to a point.  To Yuki, the pressure increased dramatically but then disappeared, replaced by an excruciating pain of the likes she had never experienced.  The blood rushed back into the crushed tips of her breasts and she let out another piercing scream. Her body shook as her breasts seemed to have been dipped in molten lava.  Becca threw the clamps aside and went back to the table.  When she returned to Yuki’s side, she held a wicked looking multi-headed whip.
 
   Becca motioned at the next girl in line.  “Kick her, Helen!”
 
   Helen hesitated.  “Her crotch is all wet, Becca! I’ll get her pussy juice all over my shoe!” she objected.
 
   Another glare of anger came from the club president and Becca swung the whip angrily.  It hissed through the air and impacted across both of Yuki’s breasts, smashing the soft flesh into the Asian girl’s ribcage and drawing another screech from the bound girl.
 
   “Then take off your fucking shoe off, damn it!” Becca yelled.  “Or you’ll be the next person in this fucking frame!”
 
   Helen swallowed in sudden fear and quickly bent down. It took only a moment to remove her shoe and sock, and then, with one foot bare, she stood up, approached Yuki, and lightly kicked the sobbing sophomore girl between the legs.
 
   “That’s your idea of a kick?  Kick her again! HARDER!” demanded Becca.  She swung the whip again, this time back around the frame as the strands impacted across Yuki’s ass.  Yuki pitched forward at this new torment, making loud noises of protest.  Helen nodded and drew her bare foot back.  This time the blow between Yuki’s legs was solid and obviously powerful.  The pain shot through the bound girl even as her pussy was splayed and flattened.  A spray of sex juice splattered out from the impact and Helen had a slightly disgusted look on her face as her foot came back soaked.
 
   As Helen backed away, Becca swung the whip again, once more striking Yuki’s breasts.  Thin red lines appeared across the soft white flesh and the dark pink tips of her nipples.  Yuki stiffened as the stroke stung, but then once more hung limply in her bonds as the next girl in line after Helen stepped up.  She too had taken off her shoes and socks and delivered the kick with force.  
 
   Another whip stroke across Yuki’s chest took all of Becca’s attention and when she turned back to motion the next kicker forward, she discovered herself alone except for Bethany, who stood aside at the table.
 
   “Where is the next kicker?” Becca demanded, whirling around, looking out at the darkness.
 
   Bethany blinked.  “Uh… all the kicks have been delivered, Becca.  She was only supposed to get twenty of them.”
 
   Becca blinked, her hardened eyes flashing.  “I’m the one who decides when she’s had enough.” Her tone was dark and deadpan.  
 
   “Becca? I think she’s had enough.” This time it was the other enforcer Veronica who stepped forward.  Becca glared, furious, but then she turned, whirling back toward Yuki.  The poor girl was still sobbing, hanging by her wrists, limp.  Her skin was flecked with dark red streaks where the whip had stung her.  Her sex looked like some sort of mashed road kill that only slightly resembled a woman’s flower.  Her clit had swollen to twice the normal size and stuck out oddly.
 
   The President of Kick threw the whip down and then took two mighty steps, bringing all her anger and frustration into one powerful boot.  The top of Becca’s foot smashed into Yuki’s clit with more force than any other kick given that day and Yuki literally was lifted off her feet, propelled upward until her outstretched legs were pulled taut by the ropes.  Her scream filled the gym and Becca pulled back to deliver another blow.  Both Bethany and Veronica rushed forward, grabbing Becca and pulling her back.  The three girls disappeared into the darkness, Becca’s spluttering demands getting softer as the two girls took the club president out of the gym.
 
   Yuki felt hands releasing her.  She fell to the floor, unable to move.  Her body felt like lead weights. It hurt to breath.  It hurt to even shift around.  She almost cried out when she was picked up by her hands and feet and carried back to the locker room.  Even that was almost more pain than she could bear.  She was deposited on one of the benches; the ruins of her clothing removed from the trash can and tossed atop her. She was left alone.
 
   Slowly the pain ebbed but it didn’t go away.  An hour later Yuki finally was able to sit up.  The agony between her legs had faded to a throbbing ache and she struggled to slip back into her panties and skirt.  Her bra was gone; she couldn’t find it. Her shirt was ruined of course, the buttons scattered across the floor.  She did her best to tie the shirt together, covering her breasts, her midriff bare.  She stood up, barely able to walk, and stumbled out of the locker room.
 
   The gym was empty.  The wooden frame was gone.  No one was there.  She weaved her way across the play floor and to the hall door.  The lights were off, with only an occasional hallway light on.  Stumbling, one hand on the wall, she worked her way to the school office.  No one was there either and she wondered if she was all alone at the school, or worse, locked in.  But a telephone on the receptionist’s desk made her blink.  She sat down, hissing, hurting, and picked up the phone.  She had learned this number almost immediately after moving to America.
 
   “911, what is your emergency?” a male voice asked.
 
   Yuki took a deep breath. “P-p-please help!” she begged, trying to hold back the tears.
 
   “Okay, calm down,” the dispatcher asked. “Where are you?” 
 
   “I’m at school,” Yuki replied.  “They hurt me.”
 
   “You’re hurt?  Are they still there?”
 
   “No, they are gone.”
 
   “Okay, can you tell me what they did to you?”
 
   Yuki broke down into tears and could barely speak.  “They tied me up…. Took my clothes… and they kicked me so hard!”
 
   There was a distinct pause, and then the dispatcher asked, “Did you say they kicked you?”
 
   Yuki nodded, still crying, then said “Hai!”
 
   There was another moment of silence.  Then there was a click, as if something had been turned off.  
 
   “Miss, I’m dispatching our chief of police himself to deal with this.  You’re at the Benchwood Academy I presume?” the dispatcher asked. 
 
   Yuki cried harder.  “Hai, yes,” she managed to choke out.  “In the office!”
 
   “All right.  The chief will be there in just a few minutes.  Okay?  Wait right there.”
 
   “Okay,” Yuki replied, her tears still coursing down her cheeks.  She hung up the phone and laid her head down on the desk.  The police were coming and then Becca Garden would get arrested. Yuki hurt everywhere.
 
   Less than five minutes later a pair of blue and white flashing lights pulled up in front of the glass windows of the school.  A large man, dressed in a dark blue uniform got out of the car.  He slid his large black baton into a loop on his belt and he came up to the school with a grim look.  A key fished from his pocket opened the door and he walked up to the receptionist’s desk and Yuki.  Her red eyes and tear streaked face came up and she looked at the police officer in relief.  She burst into a fresh round of tears and he came around the desk, kneeling down next to her.  She threw her arms around him, burying her face in his shoulder.
 
   He patted her back gently, not moving into the hug. It wasn’t professional.  She cried and cried as he comforted her.  A few minutes later she was able to control herself and when she finally had moved from sobbing to hiccups, he went to the small water dispenser and brought her back a cup.
 
   She sipped it gratefully.
 
   “Now miss, I’m the chief of police, and I need to know what happened tonight, and who did this to you.”  He sat down on the edge of the desk and removed his black wooden baton, tapping its long thick length into the palm of his hand.  Yuki looked up at him.  She had so much to tell him!  The kicking, the object rape, the cruelty of Becca Garden!  His badge glimmered in the light and as she opened her mouth, ready to tell of the horrors inflicted upon her by Becca, she read his name tag.
 
   With a frightened look, she glanced up toward his steel gray eyes, eyes she had seen before, and let out a low moan.
 
   David Garden, Chief of Police tapped the baton in his hand menacingly.  “So go ahead.  Tell me what my dear little Becca did to you…”
 
    
 
   Saigo ni
 
    
 
    
 
   The Shop
 
    
 
   Late morning sunlight streamed golden across the fields of solid emerald, tall waving stalks of growing corn and cotton stretching as far as the eye could see.  The earth was flat, broken in elevation only by the occasional tree stubbornly growing at the fence line between two fields, or one of the giant silos and two story farmhouses that periodically dotted the landscape.  In one of those trees, next to a large white washed house, hung a girl, her bare legs and feet swinging from one of the uppermost branches as she contemplated the world, upside down. A forgotten jump rope lay in the grass beneath the tree, next to a small pink bike, the white basket cracked and useless, the bottom long rotted out.
 
    "Jess!  You are going to fall and crack open that stupid head of yours!" Caitlyn said, clinging to a branch a few feet down.  Jessica's long brunette braids dangled in the open air as the upside down girl grinned at her best friend.
 
   "I'm not going to fall!" Jess replied, shaking her head slightly, sending the long braids swaying.  She let out a laugh as pure as a ringing bell and then swung dangerously, twisting around the branch in what could only be described as a spin, left her sitting on the very bough she had been hanging from.  She was dressed typically for her age: faded denim shorts, just a tad bit threadbare and worn, and an old, hand-me-down tee shirt that clung to her frame, stretching over her budding breasts.  The tail was tucked into her waistband, though it had started to come loose due to her monkey-like behavior.
 
   Caitlyn clung to her branch several feet lower, rolling her eyes.  She wasn't exactly scared of heights, but she was uncomfortable, and Jessica's devil-may-care attitude about falling to her death was about as attractive as rolling in a patch of sandspurs.  She shifted her grip, wishing she had worn jeans, rather than the half coveralls that left her lower legs bare.   Unlike Jess, Caitlyn's shirt was a simple halter, the thick swell of her breasts causing the front to push out rather provocatively.  It was a sore point between them.  Jess thought it uniquely unfair that Caitlyn was already growing substantial curves while Jessica’s chest was still rather unimpressive. Caitlyn let out a sigh and watched as Jess moved closer to the trunk, no longer taking what appeared to be dangerous chances.
 
   "Hey, have you seen that new kid on Decker?" Jess asked, suddenly looking out across the fields.  She had propped herself up on one of the upper branches, as if they were parallel bars at a gym.  Caitlyn followed Jessica's gaze and saw the light green colored farm house contrasting with the corn several fields away.  It had been purchased by a family from New York, or at least that was what the scuttlebutt going round town said. Jess had been at the feed store with her dad when John Casey from down the road had mentioned it.  The wife was some sort of writer, while the husband was a "day trader", whatever that was.  Though in truth, Caitlyn had been mostly interested in the boy, who seemed a year or two older than her and Jessica.  But after encountering his scowling face one afternoon in town, Caitlyn was just as happy to leave him be, no matter how cute he was.
 
   "I've seen him.  He seems to have a bad attitude," Caitlyn replied judiciously.  Jessica gave a shrug and continued looking out across the fields at the house on Decker.  
 
   "I've seen him too.  He's kind of cute," she said, nodding toward the house across the fields. "I've seen him going into that old garage.  He takes a bunch of stuff in there with him too.  Metal stuff," she said with a sinister tone and a grin on her face.
 
   Caitlyn gave Jess a weird look.  "Have you been spying on him?"
 
   Jess laughed and gave her friend a look of mock outrage.  "Of course not! I’m just a bit curious.  What's he need all that junk for?  I've seen him take old beat up bikes, mill parts, he even dragged an old rusty plow into there.  And some times at night the garage’s windows light up like lightning, with flashing lights and stuff.  It's just got my interest peaked, that's all," Jess replied nonchalantly.
 
   The snort that came from Caitlyn was filled with derision.  "Admit it.  You want to be his girlfriend."
 
   "Do not!"  Jess replied quickly, with mock outrage, hiding the slight blush in her cheeks.  She kicked one bare foot toward the other girl's head.  Caitlyn ducked easily, her blond hair swirling as she moved to the other side of the trunk.
 
   "So you really want to know what he's doing in there?"  Caitlyn asked, still teasing Jess.
 
   "Sure I do.  Maybe he's building something," she said.
 
   Caitlyn moved back around the trunk and glanced at Jess.  "Like what?"
 
   Jessica shrugged. "A time machine?  Maybe some sort of doomsday device!"
 
   Caitlyn couldn't help rolling her eyes.  "Or maybe he's just building a go-cart.  That's what Frank Bishop is doing."  Frank’s go-carts were always fodder for gossip.  He had yet to build one that could stay together longer than the distance of his folk’s driveway.
 
   Jess sighed and tore her gaze away from the house on Decker.  "I suppose, but I kind of doubt it. He's a city boy.  He's different."
 
   Caitlyn let out an exasperated sigh.  "All right, fine.  Let's go."  She started slipping down out of the tree, moving groundward much more quickly than it took to climb upward.  Jess looked at her in confusion.  
 
   "Go?  Go where?" she called out.
 
   "To his house, dummy.  We can take a look through the windows of the garage," Caitlyn replied, sliding a few more feet.  Jess released her grip and swung down, quickly following Caitlyn.
 
   "Are you serious?  You want to go take a look?"  Jess asked as she caught up to Caitlyn.  They both reached the bottom at the same time.  Caitlyn looked at Jessica with a wicked smile on her face.  
 
   "Absolutely.  You're game right?  Not too much of a chicken?"  
 
   Jess stuck out her tongue. "I'm good.  I can do it."
 
   Caitlyn nodded. "Good, let’s go.  We'll cut across the fields."
 
   Together the two girls moved across the short cut grass of the front yard and then disappeared into the standing corn.  Caitlyn led the way, somehow able to navigate despite the similar looking rows, cutting diagonally across the field until they found themselves brought to a stop by a barbed wire fence.  Caitlyn pushed down on the lower wire while pulling up on the top line.  Jess climbed through, her bare feet quiet as she stepped onto the lawn of the house on Decker Street.  She turned and held the wires for Caitlyn, who had a bit more difficulty getting through the opening thanks to her larger bosom.  Both girls looked around conspiratorially and then ran across the backyard toward the stand alone garage.  
 
   It was a bit ramshackle and had probably served as a sort of mini-barn to the original owners.  It was boarded up with a patchwork set of planks and sheet metal that gave it a piecemeal appearance.  Several windows were mounted along the sides and back, though a few had been broken out and boarded up.  At one point, someone had tried to paint it, but hadn't applied an undercoat and the latex layer was flaking off.  Caitlyn and Jess sneaked around until they were right below one of the clearest glass windows opposite the house and they peeked through into the garage.
 
   It was dark inside, which made it very difficult to see.  Caitlyn looked around but saw no sign of the new boy.  
 
   "He's not in there," Caitlyn said.
 
   "What is all that stuff?"  Jess asked, putting a hand up to the glass to cut down the glare.  "It looks like strange machines."
 
   Caitlyn peered into the garage and emulated Jess, raising her fingers to the window.  "I'm not sure what he's building.  Doesn't look like anything to me."
 
   Jess pulled back, glancing at her best friend. "What if he's building something dangerous?"  
 
   "Damn Jess, he’s just seventeen.  I doubt he's building a bomb or something."
 
   Jess let out a little grunt of exasperation.  "He could be doing it.  City kids are different. We should at least make sure."
 
   Caitlyn rolled her eyes.  "And what if he is?  Are we just going to call the police?  Let them know we were trespassing?
 
   For a moment, Jess looked concerned but then brightened visibly.  "We could call it in as an anonymous tip!  Deputy Ricker would check it out.  I know he would."
 
   The long sigh from Caitlyn made it clear she didn't approve.  But then the blond girl shrugged.  "Fine.  Let's just make it quick, all right?"
 
   Jess grinned and the two girls moved around to the front of the garage.  Jess pulled on the door handle, but it wouldn't budge.  Caitlyn pushed Jess away and gave it a hard wrench, but it was clearly locked.  Disappointed they moved back to the side of the garage.  Caitlyn was ready to head back to Jessica's house, but Jess grabbed her arm.
 
   "We can't go until we know what's in there," Jess said seriously.
 
   "Jess, it’s just a garage. It's locked.  We looked in the window.  That should be enough."
 
   Jess shook her head.  "Come on.  There's one more thing we can try."  The brunette braided girl stepped back up to the window, her clever eyes searching.  After a moment, she grinned and pushed, popping a single frame of glass out.  It went sailing into the darkness and both girls heard the quiet tinkle of it shattering.
 
   "Oops," Jess said with false regret, and then she reached in and undid the clasp.  For a moment Caitlyn watched in astonishment, but then she chuckled and grinned as the window swung open.
 
   "Come on," Jess whispered. She lifted one foot up and disappeared into the dark interior.  Caitlyn followed her best friend into the darkness.
 
   "Careful.  You don't want to cut yourself on the broken glass," Jess said, her voice a whisper.  Caitlyn nodded as she climbed through the window sill.   Once inside, she had even more trouble seeing, and both girls stood still for a moment, letting their eyes adjust to the darkness.
 
   The interior of the garage was something of a mess.  One counter against the wall was a cluttered mishmash of tools, and not the kind of tools Jessica and Caitlyn were used to seeing.  There were machine tools, not to mention a whole slew of power tools.  A number of loose papers were stacked in one corner and held down by a cadre of screwdrivers and ratchets.  There were also stacks of raw material.  Aluminum and iron pipe lay against the wall, haphazardly sorted by size and type. Wooden dowels, plastic bins, sheet metal, and enough spare parts for tractors and bicycles lay in piles. But as their eyes adjusted to the dim light inside the garage, it was Jessica who first noticed the chair.
 
   “Caitlyn, what do you think this is?” Jess asked, squatting down to study the strange looking seat.  Caitlyn turned away from the bench and padded over to Jess.  To Caitlyn’s eyes, it didn’t look like much.  It was some sort of chair and she recognized an old tractor seat welded midway in the steel frame.  There was some sort of motor, or engine mounted beneath the seat and a series of leather straps along the piping meant to be armrests.  Caitlyn bent down, peering underneath the seat and saw two more leather belt straps down at the front of the base.  She shook her head, clearly bewildered, and straightened.
 
   But Caitlyn continued to study the thing.  The most disturbing aspect about the device was a tapered, black rubber rod sticking up from the very center of the seat!  Caitlyn reached out and touched it experimentally, feeling it yield slightly under her hand.  It felt soft, yet quite firm and it didn’t seem firmly attached to the seat, almost as if it was actually mounted beneath and merely fit through a hole.
 
   “What is it?” Jess asked, more than a little baffled.  Caitlyn shook her head, trying to figure it out.  It took a moment but then she gasped, her eyes widening.
 
   “Oh my God!” she exclaimed loudly.  
 
   Jessica froze.  “What?  What is it?  Is he coming?”  She glanced over her shoulder toward the door with a mixture of both fear and longing on her face.
 
   Caitlyn shook her head, her face still sporting a combination of shock and morbid curiosity.  “No! This thing! I think you’re supposed to sit on it!”
 
   Jess turned back to look at her friend. “What?  Are you crazy?  There’s a stick in the middle of the seat!  How are you supposed to sit on a seat like that?” She gave Caitlyn a look of befuddlement.  
 
   Caitlyn rolled her eyes.  “It’s a special seat, dummy,” she said with just a bit of exasperation.  “When you sit on it, that stick is supposed to go in your cunny!” She whispered the last word like it was taboo.
 
   Jessica’s eyes widened into saucers and she looked down on the chair, suddenly embarrassed.  Now that Caitlyn said it, she realized what her friend meant.  She reached out and touched the black rubber rod and then shook her head.  “No, no it can’t be that!”  Jessica said, backing away.
 
   Caitlyn let out a little laugh. “You’ve got a lot to learn, Jess.”  She turned back to the chair and peered under it again. “I can’t tell what it’s attached to, but I’m absolutely sure you’re supposed to sit on it.”
 
   “Why?” asked Jessica.  “I mean why would anyone WANT to?” she demanded.
 
   Caitlyn was still pouring over the chair, sticking her fingers into some of the dark corners, exploring.  “Why would anyone want to sit in the chair, or why did your boyfriend build it?”  Caitlyn’s smile was just a tad bit wicked.
 
   Jess blinked, the implications of Caitlyn’s question hitting hard. “The first, uh I mean the second, wait, both!” she replied, her head still reeling.
 
   Caitlyn shrugged.  “Maybe he’s a pervert.”
 
   Jess frowned.  “He is not,” she declared.  Then she looked at Caitlyn.  “Hey, how would you know all this?” she demanded.
 
   It was Caitlyn’s turn to look embarrassed and she blushed crimson, shuffling slightly.  She lifted one tiny foot and scratched at her other ankle as Jessica’s mouth opened wide in shock.
 
                 Caitlyn bit her lip and then smiled. “I’ve been walking with Matthew McCormick.”
 
                 Jessica blinked.  “Matthew McCormick?  But he…”
 
                 Caitlyn nodded with a frown. “Yeah, I know. He left and went to college, but we walked before that.”
 
                 Jessica gave her best friend a screwy look.  “And you didn’t tell me?”
 
                 Cait shrugged. “It was private stuff.”  She pointed back at the bench.  “And let me tell you, Matthew McCormick didn’t have nothing like that.  This is bigger, but I still know what it is.”
 
                 Jessica glanced back at the chair.  “It can’t be that,” she insisted.
 
   Caitlyn turned and looked back at Jessica.  “Seriously? This chair has a cock.”  The expression on Caitlyn’s face made Jessica blanch and look guilty.  Caitlyn turned back to the chair and stood up straight.  “I wonder what it would feel like,” she said curiously, more to herself than to Jessica.
 
   “What? You aren’t thinking of…” Jessica’s voice trailed off into silence.
 
   Caitlyn grinned at her friend.  “Well, obviously it’s meant for that,” she said with a laugh.
 
   “But Caitlyn!  You CAN’T!” Jessica said urgently.  
 
   Caitlyn frowned and shook her head.  “Look, it’s not like the machine is on.  It can’t hurt me or anything.”
 
   Jessica looked alarmed again.  “But Caitlyn!  You can’t! I mean, it will go up into your cunny!” The panic in Jessica’s voice was readily apparent and Caitlyn’s eyes narrowed.
 
   “I dare you to sit on it.”  Caitlyn said, eyes narrowing.
 
   “What?  No way!” Jess shook her head, her brown braids swinging.
 
   “I double dare you!” Caitlyn pushed, her eyes flashing.
 
   Jessica shook her head.  “No way!  I’m not sitting on that thing!”
 
   Caitlyn grinned.  “Match.  If I do it you have to do it, otherwise I get a promise.”
 
   “What?  That’s not fair!” Jessica objected, planting her fists on her hips.
 
   Caitlyn shrugged.  “I called it.”  Then she grinned and started unbuckling her half coveralls.  Jessica bit her lip and watched as Caitlyn pushed the thick blue denim down her bare legs, stepping out of the clothing easily. Underneath she wore a pair of white panties and a halter top, the swell of her breasts clearly visible under the thin cotton.  With a naughty grin she slipped her panties down, showing Jessica a slightly swollen slit covered with a soft fuzzy patch of hair.
 
   Jessica was riveted as Caitlyn climbed up into the seat, positioning herself above the black rubber rod.  Slowly she rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing her slit against the tip until her petals glistened with moisture and the tip of the dildo seemed to reflect the dim light streaming in through the windows.  Slowly she let herself sink down, gasping as the thick black rubber opened her as she dropped.  She let out a groan.
 
   “What does it feel like?” Jessica asked, unable to contain her curiosity as Caitlyn settled into the seat.
 
   Caitlyn gave her a mixed look, half discomfort and half exquisite pleasure.  “It… it’s thick, and very long,” she grunted, moving her hips rhythmically as she tried to find a comfortable position.  But as she pushed down on the arm rests she was able to find purchase and she began bouncing slightly, letting the thick rubber cock slide up and down through her body.  Her eyes closed even as her breath began coming in sharp little gasps and Jessica watched in jealous astonishment as Caitlyn worked herself on the chair’s rubber cock until the girl cried out in orgasmic bliss, exploding wetly in self-satisfaction.
 
   Caitlyn let out a long sigh and settled down, letting her full weight rest on the seat.  She could feel the amazing cock inside her and leaned back, clearly experiencing the bliss of release.  “That was damned amazing,” Caitlyn said softly, her whole body feeling loose and relaxed.  Caitlyn rarely swore and that, more than anything else, emphasized her impression of the chair.
 
   Jessica just stood there, watching her friend, her eyes practically glued to the point where Caitlyn’s legs were parted and the thick black rubber rod penetrated her best friend’s cunny.  There was a good deal of juice leaking out from between Caitlyn’s legs and Jessica couldn’t help but wonder just how amazing that black rubber rod really had felt.  She bit her lip, suddenly wanting it.  That feeling scared her though and she took a step back.
 
   Caitlyn finally rose, groaning a bit as the large phallus receded as she lifted herself off.  It glistened in the pale light and then Caitlyn levered herself off the chair, her thighs wet.  She grinned at Jessica and then reached over to the counter and grabbed a bit of paper towel from one of the rolls there and wiped herself off.  When she was clean she quickly picked up her panties and stepped into them, followed by her half-coveralls.  Moments later she was dressed, looking for all the world as if she hadn’t just fucked herself silly on a mounted dildo.
 
   “Your turn,” Caitlyn announced, looking at Jess expectantly.
 
   “Um, I’m not sure I…” Jess trailed off, the look of disgust in Caitlyn’s eyes more than enough to humiliate her.
 
   “You’re a chicken,” Caitlyn said, her voice contemptuous with just a tad bit of taunt.  
 
   Jess flared.  “Am not! I just don’t think…”
 
   “Exactly.  Don’t think!  Just do it or I’ll tell Corey Braston that you like him.”
 
   Her eyes widening, Jessica gasped.  “What? I don’t like Corey Braston!”
 
   Caitlyn laughed. “I know, but he won’t.  You’ll spend the next year at school trying to get away from him.  And you know how he is.”
 
   Jess glared at Caitlyn.  “That is just totally evil and wrong!”
 
   Caitlyn shrugged.  “So sit in the chair.”
 
   Jess took a deep breath and held it, glancing over at the still glistening dildo.  Finally she let it out in an explosive sigh and nodded. “Fine. Whatever.”  She stepped over to the chair and pushed her shorts down her long trim legs.  While her breasts were still barely budding, especially compared to Caitlyn, Jessica’s bottom and legs were incredibly shaped.  She just wasn’t aware of it.  Caitlyn leaned up against the work bench and watched with a grin as Jess then pulled down her panties and climbed up onto the chair.
 
   She was clearly more nervous than Caitlyn had been and it took her quite awhile before she actually allowed the rubber cock to slip inside her.  When it did, she let out a moan and a gasp and looked around wildly, clearly feeling strange at the sensation of being penetrated in this manner.  She sank down slower than Caitlyn had, despite the lubrication left on the dildo, and Jessica felt a tightness within her that seemed to resist the massive dildo’s penetration.  She wiggled back and forth and felt a sharp pain.  She gasped and rose back up, but that very movement created another sensation within her, one that seemed to say “go back down.”  Gingerly she lowered herself again, this time letting the thick phallus slide deeper. She felt her buttocks touch the seat and she wriggled her ass to get a better feel.  It felt incredible, like nothing she had ever experienced before.  She began bouncing slightly, emulating Caitlyn’s earlier behavior.  She groaned, fucking herself on the black rubber dildo.
 
   Caitlyn however had wandered off, examining some of the other half built devices.  “You know, Jess?  I think all of these things are like that one, except I’m not sure how they work,” she called out from behind another pile of metal.  Jess blinked, groaning.  
 
   “What do you mean?” Jess asked, her voice thick as her body responded to the up and down movement of her loins.
 
   “I think this one over here is another one, except I don’t know how you’d sit in it.  The rod is sticking straight out on the side.”  Caitlyn’s voice seemed far away as she moved back through the garage.
 
   “And this one… my god!” Caitlyn’s voice trailed off.
 
   Jess looked over her shoulder, but didn’t see her friend.  “Cait?  Are you okay?  What’s wrong?” Jess asked, concern in her voice, but she didn’t stop her piston-like movements.
 
   “N-n-nothing,” Caitlyn replied.  She hurried back into view, her face deep scarlet, with a worried expression in her eyes.
 
   Jess looked at her best friend. “What?  What was it?” she asked, even as she continued the bouncing.  There was this strange sensation inside her, building into something she had never felt before and not even Caitlyn’s strange behavior was worth stopping for.
 
   Caitlyn bit her lip and then took a deep breath.  “I think we should probably get out of here.”
 
   Jess stopped bouncing. “Why?  What is it?” she asked.  She tried to ignore the pulsing between her legs.
 
   “Well, I think the Decker boy is…” Caitlyn started to say.
 
   There was a loud click at the front door of the garage and their eyes widened in alarm.  Caitlyn twisted and ducked, moving quickly behind some of the equipment and parts while Jessica struggled to dismount the chair.  The huge size of the dildo hampered her and she had only just managed to snatch up her shorts and panties and hold them in front of her bare snatch when the boy walked in.  Their eyes met.
 
   He was tall, as Jessica had noted earlier.  His sandy blond hair was carefully coifed, standing up at the front and giving him a rather cool Hollywood look.  He was wearing blue jeans and a black tee shirt, giving him a more cosmopolitan appearance than country hick.  His deep blue eyes took in Jessica’s state in seconds and his lips pressed together tightly.  With a slow movement of his arm, he reached to his right and flicked a light switch.
 
   Bright over head lights came on, clearly illuminating the workshop for Jessica.  She wondered where Caitlyn was and she blushed crimson as she realized she was standing half-naked in front of the boy, barely covered.  Nothing like this had ever happened to her.
 
   “What are you doing in my workshop?” demanded the boy.  Jessica opened her mouth to speak but he held up his hand, shaking his head.  “Never mind. I can see what you were doing.  Did you like it?” he asked.
 
   Jessica blinked.  “What?”
 
   He pointed at the black rubber dildo.  “The chair; did you like it?” he asked again.
 
   Jess stood there flabbergasted for a moment.  Then she nodded.  “Uh… yes.  Um… can you turn around so I can get dressed?”
 
   His right eyebrow went up.  “You’re the one who stripped in my workshop; and tried out my machine without permission.”
 
   Jessica swallowed hard.  “Yeah, but it’s because Caitlyn was…” her voice trailed off.  She realized she had just implicated her best friend as well.  Would he realize it?
 
   Suddenly he stuck his hand out.  “I’m David Meeks.”
 
   Jessica shifted her shorts and panties to the other hand, all of it still pressed to her crotch.  She took his hand and shook it politely.  “Jessica Parks,” she replied.
 
   David smiled.  “I wish I had known you were here.  I could have turned it on for you.”
 
   “What? Turned what on?” Jessica asked.  Suddenly a small trickle of fluid began sliding down the back of her thigh, making focusing on David difficult.  She twitched a bit, her sex still pulsing from her ride.
 
   “The chair.  It must have been frustrating sitting on it and having to bounce up and down without it moving.”
 
   Jessica’s eyes widened. “It moves?” she asked.
 
   David nodded.  “Yeah. Here, let me show you.”  He stepped next to Jessica who moved to the side, and he bent down.  A moment later the phallus in the center of the seat began corkscrewing and moving up and down.  “See?” he said with a satisfactory grin.  “Don’t you think that would have been much better?”
 
   Jessica stared at the now moving revolving phallus and suddenly wondered what it would feel like inside her.  
 
   “So, did you orgasm?” he asked.
 
   Jessica looked at him, not understanding.  “Orgasm?”
 
   David gave her a look.  “Yeah, you know… cum?”
 
   The expression of cluelessness on her face frustrated him.
 
   “Pop? Explode? Blow up? Burst? Release? Cum?”
 
   Jess blanched again.  “I- I-I’m not sure.”  Her thoughts went back to Caitlyn and that look of utter bliss on her face, that release, and wondered if that was what David was talking about.
 
   David rolled his eyes. “You’d know it if you did.”
 
   “Um… sorry. I was interrupted,” Jess said, trying to explain.
 
   “Oh, right.  Sorry.  But hey, why don’t you try it again and this time I’ll turn it on for you and you can cum.  Besides, I need to test it out anyway.”
 
   Jessica shook her head, stammering. “Oh no, I couldn’t. I can’t! I mean, I couldn’t!  Do it, like that, in front of…”
 
   David looked away and frowned.  “You broke into my workshop.  I guess I should probably call the police.”
 
   Jess started. “The police?  What for?” she demanded.
 
   David shrugged. “Oh, breaking and entering, maybe you were planning on stealing something.”
 
   “I was not!” said Jessica, clearly getting angry.
 
   “Oh.  Well, perhaps we can drop it if you’re willing to help me test my machine out.  Hell, you’ve already been on it once.”  He reached over again and turned off the moving dildo.  It ground to a halt, once more perfectly upright and looking just like it had before.  Jessica gave him a wary glance.
 
   “I sit on it and you’ll let me go?” she asked.
 
   David nodded.  
 
   Jessica bit her lip.  She couldn’t help wondering what Caitlyn was doing. “Okay fine, but look the other way while I get up on it, okay?” she said.
 
   David looked like he was about to laugh but he nodded and turned away.  As soon as his eyes were pointed in the other direction she looked around wildly.  Caitlyn was nowhere to be seen.  Concerned and just a touch angry, Jessica took a deep breath and once more climbed up on the seat.  It took her a moment to position herself properly, but once she was in the right spot, she sank down, letting the huge phallus penetrate her for the second time that morning.  She let out a little groan as she impaled herself, letting it fill her.
 
   David turned around and she let out a little squeal, bringing her panties and shorts down in front of the phallus, between her legs.  
 
   “Hey! You weren’t supposed to look!” she said angrily.
 
   He chuckled.  “Yeah? And how am I supposed to turn it on?”  He came closer, his eyes lingering on her bare legs.  The skin there looked soft and perfect.
 
   “Okay, this will only take a moment, okay?” he said, the repetition of his assurances betraying a sudden nervousness.  Jessica nodded, her sex tightening convulsively around the thick dildo as her hips wriggled back and forth.  She put her arms on the arm rests, bracing herself for when the dildo began moving.
 
   But then David surprised her.  Instead of turning on the machine, he took the leather buckle and strap on the right armrest and quickly secured her wrist to the metal framework.
 
   “What are you doing?” demanded Jessica, alarmed, pulling on her bonds.  David just looked at her.
 
   “Do you know what this is going to do to you?” he asked softly.
 
   “You said it will make me explode.”
 
   David laughed out loud even as he grabbed her other wrist. “Oh yes, it will definitely make you explode.  It will do that.”
 
   “Then why are you tying me down?” Jessica demanded, pulling against him.  He was too strong and in moments her left wrist was as securely bound as her right.
 
   “It’s about extremes.  Sure, you’re going to cum.  But it will be the most powerful, most amazing orgasm you’ve ever had.  It’s going to blow your mind away.”
 
   Jessica froze, a sliver of fear rushing through her.  “But… I’ve never had an orgasm!”
 
   David hesitated.  “Really?  Never?  You don’t masturbate?” he asked, truly surprised.
 
   Jessica shook her head.  “No.” Her voice was small and slightly frightened.
 
   “Wow. I get a virgin!  That’s pretty cool!” he suddenly said.
 
   “Let me up.  Please,” Jessica pleaded, now quite uncomfortable despite the pleasant sensations coming up from between her legs.  David smiled.
 
   “I will. I promise.  After you cum.”  He knelt down and began buckling her ankles to the frame.
 
   Jessica squealed.  “No!  I don’t want to do it!”  She kicked out with her free foot, but he caught it and then pressed it against the chair frame.  His fingers made quick work of securing her and then she was tightly bound and impaled.  Jessica’s jaw trembled and the tears flooded into her eyes.  Just as she was about to start sobbing, David leaned forward between her legs, pulled away her shorts and panties, and activated the machine.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Jessica was certainly not prepared for what happened next.  The phallus, fully embedded inside her suddenly began moving.  It seemed to pulse actually, sinking a full four or five inches, as if trying to extract itself out of her sex, only to corkscrew upward in a swirling thrust that had her gasping.  She let out a groan and whimpered as the machine began fucking her in earnest, the thick rubber dildo pumping and churning her sex into a froth.  She couldn’t help it, even when David squatted down to examine her spread sex.  Her bound legs made it impossible to close up, to conceal her widely spread petals or the impalement of her cunny on the rubber cock.  
 
   David actually seemed distracted though. He kept reaching between her legs to make adjustments, little touches that seemed to translate into increases of speed, or more angle on the corkscrew swirl and thrust inside her.  In almost no time at all Jessica was gasping, clearly spiraling upward into the orgasmic bliss David had described.  The feeling was like nothing she had ever experienced before.  It was like the pleasure of chocolate, the excitement of Christmas Day, and all of it mixed with something she couldn’t even describe, her body reacting in ways she had no way of comparing to anything else.  
 
   She was getting close to her climax when David reached up and pulled upward on her tee shirt.  She wasn’t wearing a bra; she didn’t need one yet, despite the two small bumps on the front of her chest.  She yelped a bit, shaking her head as his fingers found her small nipples and began squeezing them lightly, rubbing his thumbs across each bump even as her hips jerked forward, fucking herself on the rotating grinding cock.  
 
   “Does that feel good?” David asked softly, his voice intense.  “What does it feel like?  Can you describe it?”  The questions were more like demands, an inquisition of sexual release.
 
   “Please!  I feel…” she gasped as a particularly strong sensation rushed through her, concentrating in her sex.  “I feel like…” her words failed as she let out a soundless “oh” and tensed, her fingers tightening like vices on the arm rests.  Her entire body stiffened and the only movement visible was the continuing churning of the rubber dildo that literally moved her entire lower half in slow thrusting circles.  Jessica’s eyes shut tight and her teeth clacked together as she let out a long squeal, her body shaking with release.  It went on for a good fifteen or twenty seconds with David grinning from ear to ear and examining her from several angles.  Even as she started to come back down, he went to the work bench, grabbed a pen and paper, and began making notes.
 
   Jessica sat in the chair as limp as a jelly fish on a sandy beach.  The dildo inside her continued to thrust and turn, but she was so out of it, so befuddled with the rush of adrenaline and endorphins, of her first orgasm ever, that it took her several minutes to actually realize that she was still strapped down.  She swallowed, glancing over at David who was busy writing on a clipboard.
 
   “David?” she whispered, her voice cracking.  She tried again. “David?”  
 
   He glanced up.  “Yes?”
 
   “Please?  Please can you let me up now?” she asked softly.
 
   “What?  Oh.  Um… well no.  Not yet,” he replied, still jotting notes down.
 
   Jessica blinked and looked up at him.  She pulled on the leather straps holding her wrists down.  “What do you mean, not yet?” she asked with a little more force.  The rubber cock swirled inside her, continuing the non-stop mechanical fucking.  “I did what you asked.  I sat on it.  Now you’re supposed to let me go.”  She said it patiently, as if he had forgotten.  He ignored her and continued writing.
 
   “David?  David.”  Jessica said his name again.  “David.  Hey! I’m talking to you!” Anger flowed through her, bringing a measure of energy back to her taxed frame.  David looked up.  
 
   “Just let me know when you’re feeling the urge again,” he said simply, ignoring her glare.
 
   “Urge?  What do you mean, urge?” Jessica asked.
 
   David sighed and put down his pen.  “The point of the chair is that the girl can’t get off of it.  She keeps getting fucked on and on.  So you see I can’t let you up, at least not yet.”
 
   Jessica gave him a horrified look as the realization dawned upon her.  “What?  Let me up, now!” she demanded.  She began struggling even as the cock inside her churned through her sex, already bringing it back to life.
 
   “I don’t WANT to do this anymore!” Jessica said loudly, almost shouting it.  
 
   David just chuckled.  “Like what you want matters at this point.”
 
   Suddenly a long metal pipe came out from behind one of the other machines and Caitlyn stepped into view.  The end of the metal bar she was holding was pointed, a wickedly sharp looking weapon that she aimed right at David Meeks.
 
   “What she wants may not matter to you.  But what I want certainly does.  Now turn it off or I’ll perforate your skull,” Caitlyn said, eyes dangerous.
 
   David’s eyes widened momentarily.  “So, a second intruder, and one who is threatening me.”  He leaned back against the work bench, dropping the clipboard before crossing his arms.  “You’re really going to stab me with that?”
 
   Caitlyn didn’t budge an inch, though Jessica suddenly let out a low moan and started to wiggle in the chair.  “I’m certainly thinking about it. And if you don’t let Jessica up, I will do it.”
 
   David nodded and crossed his arms patiently.  “Won’t that look a little funny?  I mean, the police will investigate my murder or my assault, whichever you do, and I’ll tell them about you hurting me.  I’m sure they’ll enjoy that.”
 
   The sneer that came from Caitlyn was harsh.  “And what will they say when I tell them what you did to Jessica?”
 
   “What I did?” David asked in mock astonishment.  “Hey, she was on the thing long before I got here.”  He paused.  “Of course, you must have known that.  Were you watching?  Did you like it?”
 
   Caitlyn swallowed but didn’t lower the pipe.  David’s questions were certainly uncomfortable.  He saw her expression and then grinned.
 
   “Oh wait.  That’s not how it was.”  He suddenly laughed.  “Oh no.  You tried it first, didn’t you.  Did you cum?  Is that how you convinced her to try it?”
 
   Jessica let out another loud moan and closed her eyes.  Already her body was churning with need, the rubber cock thrusting upward into her at the same time it stirred her insides.  To her surprise it took much less to bring her to climax, forcing her through another orgasm even while David and Caitlyn verbally sparred.  She cried out as the second explosion rushed through her, once more matching the intensity and incredible pleasure of the first orgasm. Jessica slumped down in the seat, only the gently rocking of her hips betraying the non-stop sexual torment of the machine.
 
   Caitlyn glared at David.  “Turn it off.  Now.” 
 
   David shrugged. “Why should I?  Look at her.  This is the best day of her life.  She’s obviously never felt anything like it before.  I bet you haven’t felt anything like it either.  Do you want to try it?” he asked.
 
   “Caitlyn?  Please?” Jessica moaned even as her body betrayed her.  She was exhausted, but the still moving dildo rotated inside the poor girl’s groin, stirring and mixing her into the beginnings of another orgasm.
 
   David sighed.  “Oh, all right.  I was going to turn it off after this last one anyway.  Not sure any girl can handle more than three.”  He moved forward, ducking around the pointed tip of Caitlyn’s pipe.  He squatted down between Jessica’s outstretched legs and pressed something up inside the chair.  The hum of the motor died down and Jessica let out a sob of relief.  Without being asked, David immediately began loosening the restraints, freeing Jessica’s ankles and then her wrists.  Finally he held out one hand to her.
 
   “Here, let me help you off of it,” he said courteously.  Caitlyn watched suspiciously even as Jessica took the proffered hand and used David’s leverage to lift herself off the corkscrew dildo.  Her slit was bright pink and incredibly wet and she pulled her shirt down to cover her scrawny breasts even before picking up her shorts and panties.
 
   “So how did that feel?” David asked curiously, looking down on the slim little teenage girl.
 
   Jessica looked up at him, the mix of confusion on her face betraying her.  “I hated it. And I loved it,” she said with equal intensity. “I’ve never had anything done like that to me before.”
 
   “Jessica!” Caitlyn hissed, motioning her to come over, away from David.
 
   David frowned. “I won’t hurt her!” he said defensively, holding up his hands.
 
   “Yeah, that’s why you wouldn’t let her up,” Caitlyn sneered.
 
   He shook his head.  “No, it’s because I needed to see how she reacted to the stimulation.  This is what I do.”
 
   Caitlyn gave him a cross look.  “Yeah, I’ve seen some of your other machines.”
 
   David grinned and held up his hands.  “Well the ones in the back of the shop are ones I’ve only barely worked out.  I have no way to test them.”
 
   Caitlyn raised an eyebrow.  “I can imagine.  What girl would let you?  I saw that one in the back with those clamps!”
 
   Crossing his arms, David leaned back.  “Obviously you don’t understand how arousal works.”  His tone darkened.  
 
   “You are a pervert,” Cait declared.  She glanced over at Jessica who was just standing there, her shorts and panties in her hands, not even bothering to cover up her swollen and soaked sex.  “Put your clothes back on, nitwit!”
 
   Jessica blinked but then started to push her feet through the white panties.  When she was covered she slipped on her shorts and then looked up at Caitlyn.
 
   “All right, let’s go,” Caitlyn said, backing away.
 
   “Wait! Please!” David exclaimed, coming off the counter and taking a step forward.   Caitlyn waved the pipe in his face and he halted.  “Look, I’m not trying to hurt anyone, but please… I could really use your help.  I need someone willing to test my machines.”  He turned and looked at Jess.  “Jessica, you are the perfect candidate.  I could make you cum some more…” his voice went quiet as Caitlyn’s eyes narrowed.
 
   “And I could use a second opinion as well.  You could ride the machine again, Caitlyn.”  David said defensively, using her name as if she had given it to him.
 
   “Why on earth would I want to ride your filthy machine?” Caitlyn asked contemptuously.
 
   David grinned, holding his hands apart.  “Because you’ll cum.  If you thought the machine was great when it was off, imagine what it would feel like on.  Aren’t you curious?  Tell her, Jessica.  Tell her what it felt like.”  
 
   Jessica reached up and touched Caitlyn’s arm.  Her big brown eyes looked into Caitlyn’s blue orbs and she nodded.  “Caitlyn, really.  You should try it. I still can’t describe it.  It was so intense!” she exclaimed.
 
   Caitlyn gave her a dark frown.  “You’re just taken with him!” she accused Jessica.
 
                 Jess looked embarrassed and then glanced downward, not sure how to respond.  “But it felt good,” she whined.
 
                 Caitlyn’s eyes narrowed and she turned toward her friend.  “Jessica Parks. In the back of this garage is a device that looks like it belongs in a medieval torture chamber.  It has leather belts and clamps and looks like it hurts like a whoopin’ and I’m not sure a whoopin is what you don’t need right now.”
 
                 Jessica blinked, trying to follow the confused logic Caitlyn was rattling off. 
 
                 “But what I do know is that David Meeks is one right messed up fellar and the last thing we need to do is cooperate with him and let him use us to test his wicked perversions.  Got that?” Caitlyn said.
 
                 Jessica frowned in frustration and David sighed.  Caitlyn grabbed Jessica’s hand, tugged her toward the door, and then with a quick toss, chunked the metal pipe downward.  In seconds she was pulling a surprised Jessica out of the barn.  David called out to them, but they disappeared into the corn, leaving nothing but bright sunshine, bare footprints, and the scent of arousal behind them.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 The subject of David Meeks was taboo by mutual but unspoken agreement and the two girls proceeded through their usual routine without much in the way of deviation the next day.  Neither one wanted to admit to the other that those moments on David’s machine had been more than just a momentary pleasure.  Jessica especially seemed preoccupied to Caitlyn and was barely responsive.  In fact, Caitlyn frequently caught the brunette girl looking off across the fields toward David’s garage workshop.  It was everything she could do just to keep herself from glancing in that direction herself.
 
                 Later that evening, Jessica was standing at her bedroom window.  Off in the distance, she could see a light on in David Meeks’ garage.  Caitlyn had gone home hours before and her own bedtime was quickly approaching.  It had been a tough day.  Almost every hour had been a dream, repeating over and over in her mind, the terrible and amazing moments from the day before.  Finally she couldn’t take it anymore.  With a deep breath she slipped out of her nightgown and donned a pair of denim shorts and a tee shirt, and swung out her window.  Her bare feet were light on the porch roof and she tiptoed to the edge and swung down.  She glanced through the window.  Her mother and father sat in their respective chairs, her mother’s knitting needles clicking away as they watched late night television.  She knew they wouldn’t be checking on her anyway.
 
                 It only took five or six minutes to traverse the corn field before she got to the barbed wire fence.  Near one of the posts she pressed herself through barrier.  As she crossed over to the garage, she heard a sound, a motor thumping quietly inside the building.  With a deep breath she moved around to the front door of the garage, knocked loudly, and went inside.
 
                 David was right where she expected him, at the tool bench, clipboard in hand, furiously writing.  But what she wasn’t expecting was Caitlyn.  Her best friend was sitting in the dildo chair, bound hand and foot, totally naked, her legs spread outward while the black rubber dildo pounded away between her thighs.  Her skin was covered in perspiration, making it clear that she had been there for quite some time. Even more shocking was the fact that her nipples were clamped, two steel pincers were tightly latched to her nubs, tugging them outward and down.
 
                 The door swung shut and David jumped slightly.  “Shit!” he exclaimed, but then sagged in relief as he saw Jessica.  Caitlyn’s eyes were closed and she was clearly oblivious to Jessica’s entry, too wrapped up in the orgasmic ecstasy building between her legs.  At least she was oblivious until Jessica cried out.
 
                 “Caitlyn!” Jessica said in shock, eyes staring at her very naked best friend.
 
                 Caitlyn’s eyes snapped open and her mouth formed a soundless “oh!”  She tried to rise but the leather bindings held her in place.  The thick black dildo pumped rapidly in and out of Caitlyn’s spread pussy and she shifted slightly in her seat.  She looked at Jessica with a worried and guilty look, but it only lasted a moment before she moaned again, slipping once more into David’s world of sexual over-stimulation.
 
                 Jessica glanced at David.  “What are you doing to her?” she demanded.
 
                 David held up his hands. “Hey, don’t look at me.  She came over and offered.”
 
                 That caused Jessica to blink and she whirled around, glaring at her friend.  For just a moment she felt a surge of anger toward Caitlyn, but then she realized that she herself had done something similar. The only difference was that Caitlyn had gotten here first.  Her anger slipped away and she took a deep breath.
 
                 “How’s she doing?” Jess asked, moving a step closer to David.  He glanced at her in surprise, but then shrugged.
 
                 “Actually, better than I imagined.  She’s just had her fourth orgasm and we agreed we’d go to five tonight,” David supplied.
 
                 Jessica’s eyebrow went up.  “Just five?  Tonight?” she asked.
 
                 David gave her a patronizing look.  “For a girl who had trouble handling just one, you should be a little more respectful.”
 
                 Jess pouted.  “Excuse me, but I had three yesterday.  Two with you and one on my own.  I think I could handle five.”
 
                 David crossed his arms.  “You do, do you?” 
 
                 Jessica nodded resolutely.  “Definitely.”
 
                 His eyes narrowed.  “So why are you here?  Come to volunteer?” he asked.
 
                 It was the blush that betrayed her and she glanced down.  David chuckled and shook his head.
 
                 “Too bad the chair is taken right now.  God knows how long it might be until she cums again.”  He motioned toward the seat.
 
                 Jessica stared at Caitlyn who was moaning even louder now.  “So why are her nipples clamped?” she asked, moving closer to Caitlyn and looking at the metal rubber tipped clamps dangling from her best friends breasts.
 
                 “Nerve clusters.  The nipples are an erogenous zone and after her third orgasm I put them on her to maximize her sexual potential,” David replied seriously.
 
                 “Wow,” Jess said. “Don’t they hurt?”  She had trouble imagining what a set of clamps dangling from her nipples would feel like.
 
                 David shrugged. “A little, but you have to understand that in the throes of sexual excitement, your sense of pain and pleasure get a little mixed up.  In fact, that’s some of what I’m investigating.  A lot of people get turned on when it hurts a little.”  He nodded at Caitlyn.  “Like your little friend here.  A little pain and embarrassment sends her right over the edge into orgasmic bliss.”
 
                 Jessica glanced at Caitlyn’s face. “Cait?” she said softly.
 
                 Caitlyn was panting and she looked up, her eyes glazed, barely aware of her surroundings.  “Jess?” she asked.
 
                 Jessica smiled and patted Caitlyn’s bare thigh, very aware her fingers were only an inch or two away from the squelching penetration of Caitlyn’s soaked sex.  “I’m here, girl.  Guess you couldn’t stay away either?”
 
                 Caitlyn let out another soft cry, her hips jerking wildly on the seat before she settled down a moment later.  The steady thump, thump sound of the dildo ramming deeply into Caitlyn’s body seemed to calm Jessica and she stepped away, still watching.
 
                 “Jealous?” asked David.
 
                 Jessica turned in surprise.  “Jealous?  No.  Why would I be?” she asked, honestly confused.
 
                 He shrugged.  “Because you were hoping to ride the chair.”
 
                 Jessica let out a laugh.  “I can wait until she’s finished.”
 
                 He nodded.  “Don’t have to if you don’t want.”
 
                 She blinked.  “I don’t?” she asked.
 
                 David shook his head.  “I’ve got another chair.  It’s a little different, but the basic principal is the same.  So if you want to test it now, rather than wait, I’d be happy to let you.”
 
                 Jessica felt a lump in her throat tighten.  She had intended to offer herself up for testing, but now that she was faced with the idea, the reality of it, she bit her lip, trying to summon the courage.  
 
                 “Here, let me bring it forward and you can check it out,” David said calmly.  He disappeared into the back and after a moment he wheeled a cloth covered object forward.  It was easily as big as the one Caitlyn was still panting on and he stopped it next to her chair.  With a flourish, he tugged the tarplin off the device and held out his hand as Jessica tried to make sense of the mishmash of metal and wood in front of her.
 
                 The first obvious difference to the seat Caitlyn was riding, was that there was no seat! Instead there was merely a framework of metal pipes that formed an open bottomed support.  Swivel hinges and more leather straps stuck out in odd spots and Jessica’s eyes widened as she spotted the dildo.  Unlike the smooth black rubber rod slipping in and out of her best friend, this one was shaped like a corkscrew, again made of black rubber, but it wasn’t smooth, instead sporting hundreds of tiny bumps and nodules.  In addition, there was another rubber fixture on one of the hinged arms, and she had no idea what that was meant for.
 
                 “It’s um… it’s…” she was at a loss for words.
 
                 “It’s different,” David supplied.  “To be honest, it does stimulate in an entirely unique way.”
 
                 Jess looked at him with distrust.  “You mean I won’t… what did you call it?  Cum?”
 
                 David laughed.  “Oh no!   You’ll cum all right!  Multiple times!  It’s just that this machine stimulates the nerve centers differently than the straight dildo.  This one feels very different.  But that’s a good thing.  It means you won’t get used to a particular stimulation.  This one will be nice.  Trust me.”
 
                 Jessica stood there, shifting her weight from one bare foot to the other.  She glanced back at David.  “Will you put clamps on my nipples too?” she asked.
 
                 He shrugged.  “If you want.”
 
                 She bit her lip again, but then nodded.  “All right.”
 
                 David grinned.  “Great!  Okay, I’ll need you to take off your clothes.”
 
                 She squirmed slightly.  “All of them?”
 
                 He nodded.  “Every last bit.”  He stared at her.
 
                 “Well?” she asked, waiting.  
 
   
  
 

              He blinked.  “Well what?”
 
                 “Turn around!” she demanded.  “It’s impolite to watch a lady undressing!”
 
                 His mouth opened, about to protest, but then he pressed his lips together, trying to stifle his amusement.  He resolutely turned around, ostensibly to stare at the OTHER naked girl in the room.
 
                 Jessica peeled off her shorts, tee shirt, and panties quickly.  With one arm across her breasts and the other covering her already wet slit, she moved over to the strange fucking chair.
 
                 “All right. You can look now.”
 
                 David turned and saw the delicious curves of her nubile body, her flared hips perfect for the sort of pelvic thrusting he intended to eventually use upon her.  He moved forward, enjoying the sight of her delicate bottom and he reached out for her arm.
 
                 “All right, you’ve got to sit down on the seat frame and make sure you can feel the tip of the dildo in your pussy.”
 
                 “Pussy?” Jessica asked, one eyebrow raised.
 
                 David winced. “Uh… your cunny,” he corrected.  “Pussy is a city word for cunny.”
 
                 Jessica gave him a disbelieving look.  “That’s stupid.  Why would they name a woman’s cunny after a cat?”
 
                 David took a deep breath, biting back the reply.  “City folk,” he offered lamely, as if that explained it all.  Jess grinned and nodded, clearly in agreement.  She shifted a bit and put her hands down on the pipe armrests, giving David another clear view of her budding breasts.  There wasn’t much there, but the growing bumps were more than enough for David to realize the potential rack Jess would one day possess.  She settled, her eyes focused in the distance as she worked herself into the appropriate position.  Finally she looked at him and nodded.  
 
                 “You set?” he asked.  At her grin he began buckling the leather straps around her ankles and wrists.  She willingly let him, testing the bonds as he finished each fastener.  Then to her surprise, he put one strap around her midriff, just above her hipbones. “All right. To set this up, I have to manually move the dildo into place for the first thrust, so this might feel a little awkward.”
 
                 He bent over at the front of the chair and began cranking a little wheel.  To Jessica’s surprise, her legs, bound at the ankle to the pipe frame, began spreading.  At first it was just a foot, but David didn’t stop and a few moments later she felt her entire body changing angle.  A steady pulling sensation in both thighs appeared and she realized that her cunny was now on full display.  David reached out and she jumped, thinking he was about to touch her.  Instead, he hand cranked the dildo upward and she felt the supple tip begin to penetrate.
 
                 “That feel okay?” he asked cautiously.  Jessica let out a tiny whimper of pleasure. 
 
                 “Oh yes.  Oh God YES!” she said.  The phallus went deeper and she tried to shift her hips, to encourage the penetration.  Her bonds prevented it and she was forced to rely on David’s cranking.  “Please?  Please?  More?” she begged, her chest starting to rise and fall with her increased breathing.  Her toes curled and then she let out a tiny groan as it seemed as if the penetrating dildo had opened her wide apart.
 
                 “You ready?” David asked.
 
                 Jessica nodded, not trusting herself to speak.
 
                 “Good, let me get the gag,” he said.
 
                 Jessica blinked. “Why do I need a gag?” she asked curiously.
 
                 David smiled.  “This one might make you want to scream in pleasure.”
 
                 Jessica looked at him suspiciously, but then nodded.  He lifted a red rubber ball gag and slipped it into her open mouth, buckling it around her head.  Once he was finished, he smiled.
 
                 “Let’s begin.”
 
                 Jessica heard a click and then the most amazing sensation burst through her loins.  She had thought the dildo would pump, the strange corkscrew shape pushing and bruising her petals as it worked its way in and out.  But instead it turned, vibrating slightly as it literally screwed its way through her soft flesh.  Then to her dismay, it dropped sharply, tugged out by mechanical means until the tip of the screw was only barely embedded in the petals of her sex.  She let out a moan of disappointment, only to have it change into another gasp as the corkscrew phallus once more climbed through the levels of her cunny, churning her sexual need as if she were milk and cream being made into butter.
 
                 “Oh GOD!” she said, or tried too.  It came out a jumbled mush thanks to the gag.  David grinned and took a step back to watch the mechanics.  Slowly the screw shaped dildo would grind its way upward through Jessica’s body until it reached a pre-determined depth.  Then it would be forcibly pulled free, leaving her empty and ready for another penetration.  But the slow and bruising fuck was not the truly diabolical torment.  He swung one of the hinged arms forward, the knobby black plastic tip upon the end, and he positioned it so that the rubber touched against Jessica’s clit.
 
                 “MMmghp,” she squealed around the red ball. 
 
                 David grinned.  “Stimulation.  Don’t worry about it.”  Then he flipped another switch.
 
                 Jessica’s eyes widened in alarm as the little rubber nodule on the hinged arm began vibrating.  It was pressed to her clitoris and caused all sorts of never before experienced sensations in the young girl’s body.  She gasped, her hips pumping, trying to sort out the myriad of different feelings.  David snapped his fingers as if just remembering something and pulled a set of nipple clamps, the ends bound in black rubber, out of his pocket.  He reached for Jessica’s breasts and managed to barely snag the first one.  In seconds she was keening from the pain, not understanding why the hurt actually felt good.  She kept blinking and a moment later she gasped in understanding, her body trembling as the orgasm powered through her.
 
                 David stepped back as she shuddered, watching with barely concealed delight.  On the right was Caitlyn, bound and pummeled, her sex taking a penetrative beating that no real cock in the world could duplicate.  On the left was Jessica, actually being screwed for a change while her clit was slowly but surely rubbed beyond tolerance.  Or at least, that was what David intended.  He sat back down as Caitlyn exploded her fifth time, right before Jessica’s second, and started making notes.
 
                 It wasn’t until Caitlyn begged him in a hoarse voice to let her up, did he actually turn off the machine.  He released her bonds even as Jess was screeching in the other chair, stiff and pulling against the leather straps even as her body was subjected to more forced stimulation.  He wondered what it felt like, to have her clit constantly vibrated like that.  Did it feel good?  Did it itch?  Did it burn?  From the sounds she was making and her pleas to have the vibrator removed, it sounded like she was having trouble dealing with it.  She was already on her third orgasm and quickly approaching the fourth as David helped Caitlyn up.
 
                 She was unable to stand and he wrapped one arm around her naked body and helped her stumble across the front of the shop to the padded armchair he had set there for when he wanted a comfortable seat.  She dropped into it like a sack of potatoes, her legs spread open, her swollen, bright red pussy on full display.  She reached up and pinched open the clamps, hissing as the blood seeped back into each crushed little nub.  Caitlyn glanced over at Jess who was crooning her distress, the muscles in her legs taut, her toes curled.  
 
                 “That was more than five, damn it,” Caitlyn said weakly, hugging herself.  She was too tired to curl up in a ball, though she longed to do it.
 
                 David shrugged.  “You almost got to seven.  Another ten minutes would have done it.”
 
                 Caitlyn glared at him.  “That’s not the point.  We agreed on five.”
 
                 He shook his head.  “No, we agreed you would endure at least five.  There’s a difference.”
 
                 Caitlyn was still looking at Jess.  “Is that a gag?” she suddenly demanded.
 
                 David glanced over at Jessica.  “She was having trouble containing herself.  She can still vocalize.”
 
                 For a moment, Caitlyn felt a surge of energy, enough to leap out of her chair and rescue Jess, but then it faded and she slipped back against the padded seat.  
 
                 “What orgasm is she on?” Cait asked, feeling defeated and exhausted.
 
                 David quickly checked his notes.  “Uh… she just finished her fifth and it looks like she’ll get her sixth without any problems.”
 
                 Cait shook her head.  “No.  Let her up.  She isn’t as strong as I am.”
 
                 The clipboard came back down and David gave her an uneasy look.  “No offense, but this isn’t like a game of cowtipping or manure shoveling.  Her strength in the sex department is at least on par with yours, and that’s considering she’s had less time than you and gotten to practically the same point.”
 
                 Caitlyn frowned. “Different machine,” she pointed out.
 
                 David nodded. “Yes, obviously.  We’ll have to swap to see if similar results occur.”
 
                 Caitlyn shuddered.  “Not tonight I hope?”
 
                 He laughed.  “No not tonight.  I don’t think either of you can take much more.”
 
                 A loud screech came from Jessica’s bound mouth as she shook violently on her chair.  The steady grinding of the screw shaped phallus pushed and pulled on her labia, bending them and pulsing as the vibrator continued to rub her clitoris.  Her wet squirt of orgasm exploded out of her sex, leaving a wet splatter on the bare concrete.  When it was over, she slumped in her restraints, chest heaving, the tiny clamps still chewing on her nipples.  
 
                 David moved forward, bending down to turn off the machine, but Caitlyn’s hand reached out, grabbing his arm.
 
                 “Let her be,” she said softly.  “Wait till she cums one more time.”
 
                 He suddenly grinned.  “You have a wonderful cruel streak in you, Caitlyn.  You know what that vibrator is doing to her clit, don’t you?”
 
                 Cait nodded.  “What it will be doing to me tomorrow.”
 
                 Jess trembled, waiting for her seventh orgasm.
 
    
 
    
 
                 “You look a little worse for wear,” Caitlyn said to Jess as they met up on the road.  Jessica really did look tired.  She hadn’t even braided her hair that morning and there were dark circles under her eyes.
 
                 “Just not used to going to bed so late,” Jess muttered.
 
                 Caitlyn glanced over at her friend.  Jess was wearing a skirt, which was highly unusual, and seemed to be waddling.  “You okay?  We don’t have to do this, you know.”
 
                 Jess turned and gave her a disgusted look.  “Of course I’m okay.”
 
                 Cait raised her hands defensively. “Okay! Okay! I’m just saying that all play and no work is going to make you very sore.”
 
                 “Hmmph,” Jess grunted.  “Just wait till it’s you getting screwed stupid.  Then we’ll see how you look later.”
 
                 Caitlyn chuckled.  “You get to ride the hammer chair.”  She gave Jess a little push on the arm.  “Just wait till you’ve got those clamps on those little titties of yours and that heavy rubber cock is pumping through you…” 
 
                 Jess snorted and they continued walking along the lane.  “Do you think David is a little odd?” she asked.
 
                 “Odd?” replied Caitlyn.  “In what way?”              
 
                 Jess fidgeted for a moment.  “Well, he is a boy.”
 
                 “No kidding.”
 
                 “I just mean that for a boy, he seems uninterested in us as girls.”
 
                 Caitlyn blinked. “What do you mean?  He’s been ogling us naked from day one!  Last night he touched you all over, and put you on a machine of his design that fucked you silly.  And you think he’s not interested in girls?”  She laughed.
 
                 Jessica shook her head. “No, I mean like in having sex with girls.  Corey Braston is always boasting about how big his cock is, and how much the girls over in Barthes like to suck on it.  David hasn’t said a word about his cock.”  Jess suddenly grabbed Caitlyn’s arm.  “You don’t think he’s lost it do you?  You know, like in an accident?”
 
                 Caitlyn rolled her eyes.  “Seriously?  Is that what you think about in your spare time?  Corey Braston’s cock?”
 
                 Jess turned away with a frustrated grunt.  “No!  I’m thinking about David’s cock!”
 
                 “Well geeze, just ask to see it if you’re that concerned,” Caitlyn supplied.
 
                 “Do you think he would show me?”
 
                 It was Cait’s turn to grunt.  “Offer to suck on it.”
 
                 “Ewwww!  No!” Jess said, appalled.  
 
                 “It’s what the girls over in Barthes do,” Cait said with a grin.
 
                 “According to Corey Braston,” Jess clarified.
 
                 “According to Corey Braston,” Cait repeated.
 
                 They fell silent for a moment, the gravel of the country road crunching under their shoes.  Finally Jess took a deep breath.  “Do you believe it?” she asked.
 
                 Cait shrugged.  “I think the girls in Barthes do it, just not with Corey Braston.”
 
                 Jessica giggled.  “What do you think it tastes like?” she asked.
 
                 “No clue.  You tell me,” Cait replied.
 
                 “I don’t know!” 
 
                 “Find out.”
 
                 They turned down the driveway and walked past the mowed grass of the front lawn.  They made a beeline for the garage, knowing that David would be waiting for them.  As they approached the door, it opened and David waved, holding it ajar for them to slip inside.
 
                 As usual, the place was a jumbled mess.  Both chairs from the previous night were waiting, as was David.  His stonewashed blue jeans and rumpled tee shirt looked and smelled clean, but his hair was merely pushed back from his forehead and he looked tired himself.
 
                 “Did you not get enough sleep last night?” Caitlyn asked suspiciously.
 
                 He grinned.  “Got creative.  Had some new ideas and wanted to sketch them out.”
 
                 “Oh! Anything interesting?” Jessica asked, stepping forward.  She pressed herself against him, her chest grazing his arm.  He didn’t seem to notice.
 
                 “Not yet.  But I’ll work on them later and if they seem possible, I’ll build them,” David replied.
 
                 Jessica smiled warmly at him.  “Cool.”
 
                 He put the clipboard down.  “So, are you two ready to compete?” he asked.
 
                 Caitlyn nodded and stepped forward.  Jessica actually blinked in surprise as her friend’s overalls slipped down, exposing bare skin from her waist down.  She stepped out of her shoes and then slipped off her tee shirt.  Jessica looked at her friend.  Already there was a wet shine to Caitlyn’s cunny and she didn’t bother covering herself in any way as she was led to the corkscrew seat.  This time it was Jessica’s turn to watch as Cait was placed in position, her legs brought outward while the screw shaped dildo was cranked up and in.  She even stepped forward to help as David started the machine and put the vibrator up against Caitlyn’s clitoris.
 
                 Caitlyn didn’t want to wear the gag, but David insisted and Jessica came up and tweaked one of Cait’s nipples enough to get the thick rubber ball in between the girl’s teeth.  Cait glared at Jess, but then the earthquake like rubbing of her clit overwhelmed her and the first orgasm came explosively.  Jess had already kicked off her shoes and was surprised to feel the droplets of juice spatter her toes.
 
                 She backed up as David turned toward the first chair and began preparing the straight but firm rubber dildo.
 
                 “David?” she asked, stepping up to him and laying one hand on his back.
 
                 “Yes?” he asked absently, still working on the machine beneath them.
 
                 “How big is your cock?” Jess asked.
 
                 David stiffened.  “Well, um… it’s a decent size, I suppose.”
 
                 Jess reached around and touched the bulge at the front of his pants.  He let her, turning to look at her eyes.
 
                 “Can I see it?” she asked tentatively.
 
                 For a second, it looked as if he were going to agree.  Then he shook his head.  “I don’t think that’s a particularly good idea.”
 
                 Jess pouted.  “Why not?  I just want to see it.”
 
                 David took a deep breath.  “Because it’s hard enough for me to tolerate watching the two of you without my dick wanting to be involved.  Having Sammy waving around without relief would suck worse than it does now.”
 
                 “Your cock’s name is Sammy?” asked Jess with a grin.
 
                 David chuckled.  “Not really.  But seriously, why do you want to see my dick?”
 
                 Jess tucked a sliver of hair behind her ear.  “Oh, just curious,” she replied impishly.
 
                 “Curious?”
 
                 She gave him a hard look.  “I’ll suck it.”
 
                 “Okay.”
 
                 Jess blinked.  “Okay?  I can see it?”
 
                 David shrugged.  “If you’re willing to suck too, I’m willing to pull it out.”
 
                 Jess grinned.  “Oh.  Okay.  Cool then.  Now?  Or after the chair.”
 
                 He glanced over at Caitlyn who was thrashing in her chair after her first orgasm.  She was screeching but the gag was keeping things down to a tolerable level.  
 
                 “Um… let’s do the cock sucking first.”  He put aside the clipboard and reached down to his jeans.  Slowly, but steadily he unbuckled and unbuttoned his pants and then pulled out a thick, semi-rigid shaft.  Jess stared at it first, but then gently reached for it.
 
                 “Oh! It’s so soft!  I was expecting it to be rough.”
 
                 David gave her a crazy look.  “Why would you think that?” he asked as she began lightly stroking him.
 
                 Jessica shrugged. “Not sure.  I just thought it would be like that.”  Her hands worked the skin sheath up and down and then began rubbing at the tip.  David let out a little groan. “Can I suck it now?” she asked.
 
                 David nodded, clearly tense.  “Yes please.”
 
                 She sank to her knees and opened her mouth.  To her surprise, his shaft became even thicker, harder in some ways, though the skin still felt soft and supple.  She put it in her mouth and tasted a combination of soap and musk.  It wasn’t an unpleasant taste, but it was a unique one, and Jessica licked at his shaft for a minute or two before pulling back.
 
                 “That’s… um… that’s different,” she said.  David looked down at her in horror.
 
                 “You aren’t done, are you?” he asked.
 
                 She blinked.  “Well, I mean… yes.  I sucked on you.”
 
                 David rolled his eyes.  He took a step back, his cock still hanging out.  “Stand up,” he said with a sigh.  Jessica stood, baffled.  He took her hand.  “Now come with me.”
 
                 Jessica followed as he led her around one of the piles of junk.  He stopped in front of a strangely bent bar that came up only to her waist.  
 
                 “What’s this?” she asked.
 
                 David didn’t answer.  Instead he looked up at her and said, “Can you please take off your shirt?” 
 
                 Jessica gave him a frustrated look but then shrugged.  She tugged the shirt over her head.  The sound of Caitlyn’s screwing came loud and clear for a moment as the bound girl stopped her moaning and Jess wondered which orgasm she was on.  Then she stood in front of David half naked, her chest exposed and bare to his eyes.  
 
                 “Good, now stand right here and bend over,” David said softly, pointing at the bar.  Jess did, feeling kind of silly.  His fingers touched her hair and then moved her head a little farther to the left, letting it slip down into the metal loop.  Her hands were next and as she thought about standing upright, she suddenly found herself unable to move.  David had swung a second bar down, locking her wrists and neck in the makeshift stocks.  She pulled hard on the metal frame, but it was solid.
 
                 “Now, we’re going to have a few lessons,” David announced, “before you ride the hammer-fucker.  First of all, you are going to learn how to suck cock properly.”  
 
                 “The hell I am!  Let me out of this!” Jess demanded.  She shook the metal pipes but they continued to hold.  David ignored her outburst and ran his hand down her spine.  She shivered under his touch but she was still too angry.  Off around the corner they both could hear Caitlyn whimpering through another orgasm.
 
                 David slipped his fingers under the waist band of Jess’ skirt, slipping it down her curvaceous ass and letting it fall to her ankles.  Her panties went next and he caressed her bottom with gentle fingers.
 
                 “Damn it, David, if you don’t let me go this instant, I’ll…”
 
                 “You’ll what?” David asked, running his hand down the crack of her ass and then back up between her thighs.  He could feel her wetness, the soft folds of her sex.  The height of the stocks forced her to spread her legs, which in turn kept undue pressure off her wrists and neck.  It was perfect for giving him access.  He probed gently, working his fingers through her wet slit.  She let out a tiny moan.
 
                 “I’ll… I’ll…I’ll…” she stammered, then let out a soft gasp.  “Yes… right there!” she whispered.  David couldn’t help chuckling as he worked his thumb in tight circles over her clitoris.
 
                 “Right there?” he asked.
 
                 Jess nodded, her fingers curled tightly into fists.  “Ahh…. Yes,” she whispered, clearly in response to his stimulation.  He rubbed her for a few more seconds, then pulled his hand away.
 
                 “No…. please! David!” Jess gasped.
 
                 He moved around to the front.  “Yes, well…. We still have that matter of the cock sucking to address first,” he said confidently as he undid his pants for a second time.  Jess stared in shock as his shaft popped out, this time already hard and wanting.  He tapped it lightly against her cheek.
 
                 “Now, the key to a proper cock sucking is the bobbing of your head.  You have to want to swallow my cock.  You know, get it as deep down your throat as possible.  And you need to lick it like a popsicle.  Do you think you can do that, Jess?” he asked.
 
                 “Uh… I think so.  If I do it will you touch me again?” she asked, her voice strained.  The stocks were keeping her in a quite uncomfortable position.
 
                 “I will make you cum, I promise,” David replied.  He pushed forward and the tip of his shaft pressed against her lips.  “Open up and lick it.  Suck it, Jess.  Use your tongue.”
 
                 Jess did as ordered, opening up and sliding her tongue along the dark colored head.  She slurped, her saliva coating the long hard cock and she tried bobbing her head as well.  David let out a low moan and ran his fingers through her hair, helping her movements.  He thrust forward and Jess gagged, panicking for just a moment before the air came back.  She coughed, but he kept his cock in her.
 
                 Time seemed to slow and she couldn’t help wondering how long she would have to suck on him.  His movements became more rhythmic and she couldn’t help relaxing, allowing him to jam his cock into her mouth, rather than working her own head up and down.  Her tongue still swirled around him and then to her surprise, his cock jerked wildly, spurting gobs of white salty cream into her mouth.  It tasted awful!  She gagged on the stuff even as David pulled out, sending one last squirt across her face.
 
                 She spat out what was in her mouth onto the floor and David sighed heavily.  “Well, it wasn’t the best blowjob ever, but you did get the job done.  More of a skull fuck really,” he commented to no one in particular.  He wiped the tip of his cock on her cheek, smearing a last bead of cum across her lips.  She glared at him.
 
                 “What the fuck was that?” she demanded, still spitting, trying to get the taste out of her mouth.
 
                 He looked at her incredulously.  “What do you mean, what the fuck was that?  That was my cum.  What did you think it was?” 
 
                 “Your cum?  You mean that’s how boys have orgasms?” she demanded, both shocked and appalled at the same time.
 
                 David rolled his eyes as he buttoned his fly.  “You’ve got to be kidding me.  Don’t you know about the birds and the bees?  You grew up on a fucking farm.  Didn’t you ever see a horse or cow fuck?”  He finished getting his attire back together and walked away, leaving her alone.
 
                 “David? David?” she called.  “Please don’t leave me like this!” 
 
                 From around the corner she heard his voice.  “I won’t.  Just checking on your cum slut friend here.  I don’t think she can take as much as you, Jess.”
 
                 Concern for Caitlyn flooded through Jessica.  “Is Cait all right?” she asked shrilly.  “You didn’t hurt her, did you?”
 
                 There was another sigh of exasperation.  “No Jessica, I didn’t hurt her, but I’ve had to turn off the screw seat.  She can’t take that sort of non-stop sex.  She’s passed out but her pulse is steady and her breathing is regular.  We’ll let her rest and then wake her up.”
 
                 Jess shook her head.  “But passing out, that’s not good right?” she asked, the worry in her voice palpable.  David came back into view around the corner.  “Shouldn’t we call an ambulance?  Or at least take her to her house?  Or maybe get your parents?  That’s what we should do!  We should get your parents and explain what happened and maybe…. Oh my!” she gasped, her flurry of words cut short.
 
                 David wiggled his thumb around inside her pussy while his forefinger flicked her clit back and forth.
 
                 “Caitlyn is fine, Jess.  Trust me.”  He wiggled his fingers again and she moaned.
 
                 “That’s… that’s…  that’s not a machine,” she whispered, clearly overwhelmed by his touch.
 
                 “No.  That’s my hand.  Do you like it?” he asked.
 
                 She shuddered, her knees trembling.  “It’s…. it’s nice,” she replied.
 
                 “Do I uh… have to stay in this position?” she asked quietly, meekly even.
 
                 “For right now.  I’ve got some things I have to do to you and it would be better if you weren’t fidgeting around.”
 
                 Jess blinked.  “What things?”
 
                 David laughed.  “Well, I promised to make you cum, didn’t I?  And I figure while I’m here, I might check a few things.”  He swirled his thumb again and felt her tighten around it.  “Anyway, I think you’re wet enough.  So hold on for a moment, and I’ll be right back.”  He slapped her ass roughly, just enough for a light sting.  It caused her to yelp.
 
                 “Ow! What was that for?” she snarled.
 
                 “Because I wanted it.  That’s what girl’s bottoms are for, you know.”
 
                 “To be slapped?” Jess demanded angrily.  “I doubt that.”
 
                 “No, to be spanked.  It’s even better if you’ve got cock in you.”  He paused, thoughtful.  “Maybe I need to make a machine that does it all.”
 
                 He returned a moment later with a big cardboard box.  “I had these molded and poured about a year ago.  Did it myself and it was a lot of fun.  But I’ve never had a willing girl test them out.  So let’s get started, hey?”
 
                 “Test what out?” Jess demanded.  She tried arching her neck to look behind her, but couldn’t see.  David pulled something out of the box and then pressed it to her wide, wet, and ready hole.  Jess let out a little gasp as he began pushing it in.  But as it penetrated, Jess could tell something was wrong, or maybe it was just different.
 
                 “What?” she said quietly as David pumped the dildo in and out of her pussy.  “What’s on it?” she asked.
 
                 “Ridges,” David replied smartly.  “This one has all of these soft ridges which rub the insides firmly.  Do you like it?” he asked.
 
                 Jess blinked, her body responding much more rapidly than she thought.  In seconds she was panting, her bottom swaying and rocking in time with David’s slow thrusting movements.  “Oh, God, yes.   That feels amazing!” she said sincerely.
 
                 Then David pulled it out, eliciting a groan of desperate disappointment from Jess.  He patted her bottom.  “Don’t worry, you’re getting a new one.  Here,” he said, warning her.  Another rubber dildo began sliding into her, but this one felt entirely different.  It bulged in odd spots, at the tip and lower down and as David worked it through her internal passages, it massaged spots she hadn’t known needed massage.  
 
                 “On a scale of one to ten, rate how this makes you feel compared to the last one?” he asked.
 
                 Jess screwed up her forehead, trying to think around the extreme pleasure coming from between her legs.  “An eight maybe?” she gasped.  
 
                 “And the last dildo?  The one with ridges?”
 
                 “I’m…I’m not sure,” she admitted.  
 
                 “Well here.  Try it again,” David said.  He slid the bulging dildo out and rammed the ridged one back into her hole.  Jess grunted and quivered as David worked it rapidly through her loins.
 
                 “You’ve got to keep the speed the same!” she gasped.  “Or I won’t be able to rate them properly!”
 
                 “Fuck that,” David replied.  “I’m having too much fun.”  He tugged the ridged dildo out and smacked it against her buttock.  Then he lifted another dildo.  It seemed to have bristles.
 
                 “How’s this?” he demanded as he slid it in.
 
                 To Jess, the soft bristles felt as if tiny fingers were caressing every point inside her.  She moaned, weak at the knees, wanting to cum.
 
                 “Or how about this one?” he asked, removing the bristled dildo and stuffing in a monster sized pole that stretched her painfully.  He pumped it, sending waves of discomfort through her pussy.
 
                 “Or what about this dildo?” he asked, his voice cold and hard.  Jess groaned as a new but much sharper pain exploded between her legs and she shook as David worked it in.  “Like that, Jess?  Or would you just prefer my cock?” he demanded.
 
                 “Please!  Please!  Your cock!” Jess cried out.  The sharp angles and edges of the last dildo scraped her insides painfully.  David tugged the dildo out and tossed it back in the box.  He quickly unbuttoned his trousers and exposed his cock.
 
                 “Usually it takes me an hour or so to get it up, but I have to admit, I like tormenting you,” David replied.  He moved behind her and she felt him, his cock hard and ready.
 
                 “Please?  Put it in?” she begged.  David chuckled.  “I think I really like you Jessica Parks.”  Then he slid his shaft deep into her hole.
 
                 For Jess, it was like nothing else.  It wasn’t as thick or as unyielding as the solid rubber dildos, nor did it move like them.  It was a combination of perfection and different expectations.  It didn’t hurt her, but instead moved within her, creating needs she didn’t know she had.  Her hips churned as he pumped, his hands on her waist, thrusting efficiently and decidedly into her depths.  
 
                 “This is nice,” he said, working himself deep into her body.  “But you should feel what this is like face to face.”
 
                 “Face to face,” Jess repeated.  Her legs were getting tired and there was a heat in her loins that she recognized as the need to explode. “Please? Take me like that?  I want to feel it,” she whispered.
 
                 A moment later the top bar of the stocks were lifted.  He pulled her up, slipping out of her pussy, only to turn her around and push her down.  For a second she thought he wanted her to suck him again, but instead he followed her down, pushing her onto her back.  Then he kissed her, pressing against her as her legs opened.  His cock found her slit and entered.  Jessica groaned, ecstatic with the new position, the intimacy, the delicate probing of her sex.  They moved together in fervent passion, soft cries of satisfaction, of discovery, of grace.  It was Jessica who exploded first, clinging to David as if he were a life ring in an ocean storm.  Then as she sank into the quiet euphoria of orgasmic bliss as he continued to thrust, working himself up into a lather before grunting out another release, spilling his seed deep into her body.
 
                 They rolled together in a tight embrace, until there was a soft chirp and a motor began turning on the other side of the shop.  Almost immediately afterward came a muted cry of anguish.
 
                 “What’s that?” Jessica asked in concern, looking up from David’s shoulder.  His hand caressed her tiny breast and he looked up.  Shallow cries floated across the room.
 
                 “Oh, that was just the timer on the screw chair.  I set it to come back on after ten minutes.  Caitlyn is getting fucked again,” he explained.
 
                 A loud squeal came from behind the stacked materials and Jess let out a long sigh and cuddled closer to David.  The words came out of her mouth before she even had time to think. 
 
                 “Good. She needs a good fucking.”
 
                 
 
    
 
   Calibration
 
    
 
   Part One
 
    
 
   Cassandra Goldstein strolled across the manicured lawn of Acme Products and Services heading for the glass enshrined entrance that led to their Human Resources Department.  The facility was huge and Cassie was glad that this was her third trip to the massive complex.  The first time she had dared breech the barbed wire and chain link fence, a security guard at the gate had given her directions and she had still gotten lost.  The second time was a little better, with familiarity giving her a better sense of confidence.  Cassie smiled.  Evidently that confidence had translated over into the interview.
 
   When she had gotten the call from Rosa Lopez, Assistant Director of Human Resources, Cassie practically jumped for joy.  Just out of college, jobs had been scarce due to the economy and the market was flooded with college degreed professionals.  She had applied to nearly thirty different businesses and only interviewed at two.  Acme was the second, and they had actually called her back!  Ruefully, Cassie admitted to herself that majoring in political science and only getting a minor in business administration had been a mistake.
 
   Cassie paused before entering, using the reflective glass surface of the main entrance to check her appearance.  At twenty three she was in the full flower of her beauty.  Strawberry blonde hair with completely natural streaks of auburn cascaded down the sides of her head in loose curls.  A light complexion, tanned by sunlight into a soft glow, colored a well proportioned body.  She was neither thin nor fat, sporting a flat stomach, wide hips, and long legs that seemed shapely and toned without being rippled with musculature.  To be honest, Cassie was neither athletic, nor model thin.  She considered herself to be the “girl next door” type, appealing to the classic “peek over the fence” crowd.
 
   Her hands smoothed down the dress she was wearing.  It wasn’t sexually suggestive, instead using bold blues and a more conservative cut to send a statement to Ms. Lopez.  Cassie wanted this job.  She had applied to be an administrative assistant and with bills coming due, she needed the work.  She had thought about wearing a business suit, but she didn’t want to look over qualified either.  Besides, it would have meant buying one, which would have driven her credit cards even further into the red.
 
   Everything looked as if it was in place and she opened the door to the building, stepping inside the air conditioned entry.  Almost immediately her nose wrinkled at the slight antiseptic scent that permeated the facility, a smell she knew she would have to get used to quickly if she was going to work at Acme.  She turned right toward another glass lined series of offices, heading directly for the door she had found her previous two visits.  A small placard to the side of the glass read “Human Resources” and Cassie entered the office.
 
   A few small potted plants sat between the typical office waiting room furniture; comfortable yet relatively cheap couch, heavy but functional side tables, and even a few thickly padded armchairs were arranged neatly around the room.  A small and somewhat beaten up coffee table sat in the center of the sitting area, covered with magazines and brochures, many of them sporting products made by Acme.  To be honest, it was one of the main reasons Cassie wanted to work for Acme.  They made practically everything, a giant of a corporation with offices and manufacturing plants spread out all over the country.  If she could just get in, she could slowly move up.  There were lots of opportunities available.
 
   Cassie bypassed the sitting area and stepped right up to the receptionist.  A quick glance at the clock behind the older lady’s head told her she was about five minutes early for her appointment.  Cassie politely informed the receptionist she was here to meet with Rosa Lopez and was directed to have a seat. Cassie found herself slowly looking through a few of the magazines.
 
   “Ugggh,” she said out loud as she tossed one of the news magazines aside.  A dramatic and somewhat disturbing picture of an execution chair was splayed across the cover along with the title “Inside America’s new FOES Program, Page 21.”  Cassie shuddered.  Ever since the Supreme Court had ruled in favor of the new standards for capital punishment, not to mention expanding on the list of laws that were now capital crimes, states all over the country were installing the new equipment.  Worse, executions were now being shown on television, granted for a fee, but it was still monstrous.  Cassie had only watched one, out of morbid curiosity, and then ran at the end for the bathroom where she had promptly thrown up.  With a look of disgust she pushed the magazine under the rest of the stack and buried herself in a somewhat tamer if less sexualized, Cosmopolitan.  
 
   “Ms. Goldstein?” a voice said suddenly, bringing Cassandra out of her focused reading.  She glanced up and saw Rosa Lopez standing in the doorway with a smile.  Cassie had already met Lopez on one of her previous visits, spending almost an hour with her answering questions and trying not to appear stupid or inexperienced.  Cassie stood up with a smile.  Evidently she had impressed Ms. Lopez.
 
   “Hello, Ms. Lopez.”  Cassie replied, walking up to the woman.  Rosa Lopez stood several inches taller than Cassandra, and would have even had she not been wearing high heels.  Her slightly angular face was a reminder of the Spanish blood inherited from the raping of her Aztec ancestors by the Conquistadors. Her lustrous dark hair flowed in stylish curls. A dark gray business skirt and a white blouse made the Hispanic woman’s appearance very elegant, yet professional.  Cassie suspected a matching jacket was draped around Ms. Lopez’s office chair.
 
   “Ms. Goldstein, it’s good to see you again.  Why don’t you come back to my office?” Lopez said, holding open an inner office door, allowing Cassie to enter one of the back hallways.  
 
   Cassie knew where she was going this time so she led the way while trying to keep close to Ms. Lopez.  She turned in at the appropriate spot and saw the matching jacket to Lopez’s skirt draped over the back of the office chair.  Cassie smiled and sat down in one of the two chairs opposite the desk.  Lopez swung around the cluttered workspace and sat down as well.
 
   Lopez pulled out a manila file folder that had Cassie’s name written on it and flipped it open.  “Well, Ms. Goldstein, I want to tell you that I was very impressed with your resume and interview demeanor last time we met.  You seem to be a very knowledgeable young lady with a bright future ahead of you.”  Lopez said.  Cassie glowed, a beaming smile across her face.  She had suspected she was being called in either for a second interview or a job offer.  She hoped she was right, especially if it was a job offer.
 
   “The reason I’ve asked you to come in again, is because we have a position open that I think you would be perfect for, but it’s not the administrative assistant post you applied for.”  Lopez said.
 
   Cassie’s eyebrows arched with the development.  Originally she had applied for what she considered the lowest degreed position in the company.  Something higher definitely had its appeal, and as long as she wasn’t the janitor she could live with it.  For a moment though she realized that with her current financial situation, even being a janitor might be enough.
 
   “That’s interesting, Ms. Lopez.  What’s the position?”  Cassie asked politely and carefully.
 
   Ms. Lopez smiled softly.   “Calibration Assistant.”
 
   Cassie had no clue what that was.  “I’m sorry. I’m not familiar with the position. It wasn’t advertised on your website.”
 
   Lopez nodded understandably.  “It’s a sensitive position, so we don’t advertise it.  Right now we have an opening on the team and I couldn’t help thinking that you are perfect for the job.”
 
   Cassie grinned. “Well thank you!  What kind of duties does a calibration assistant perform?”
 
   Lopez hesitated for a moment, as if she were about to broach a sensitive subject, or as if she were uncomfortable.  “What do you know about the FOES program?”
 
   With a somewhat shocked and confused expression Cassie looked at Lopez.  “The FOES program?  You mean the new execution stuff?”
 
   The nod from Lopez was confirmation enough.  Cassie fought down her revulsion and the accompanying shudder.  She didn’t understand what the FOES program had to do with the position of Calibration Assistant, but she didn’t want to screw up her chances for a job.
 
   “To be honest, Ms. Lopez, not much.  I mean, I’ve seen part of one of the executions,” she said with obvious distaste, “but I don’t really know much about it except that the list of capital crimes practically doubled two years ago.
 
   Rosa Lopez nodded.  “Yes.  I know from your background check that you are an upstanding young lady who has never run afoul of the law.  We approve.  The reason I’m asking what you know about the FOES program is because Acme builds the equipment used to execute the condemned criminals.”
 
   There was a very long silence as Cassie digested this new revelation.  No doubt it wasn’t a public secret, but it was probably something that Acme didn’t go out of its way to publicize either.  Known for making washing machines, refrigerators, coffee makers, and vacuum cleaners, not to mention the odd manufacturing plant robot or assembly line, Cassie realized that promoting their involvement with the FOES program probably wasn’t that good for business.
 
   “I see.”  Cassie replied, digesting this new information.
 
   “You object?”  Ms. Lopez asked.
 
   Cassie bit her lip.  “That’s a difficult question to answer, Ms. Lopez.  I’m not a fan of the death penalty.  In fact, I think it’s quite wrong from both a fiscal and moral standpoint.  However it is the law of the land and I don’t really see a problem with Acme providing the equipment, since it is legal.”  Cassie thought it a safe answer.
 
   “Well said.”  Ms. Lopez replied with a small smile.  “I agree with you actually.  I find the executions distasteful and do not watch them, despite their popularity with the general public.  I find them demeaning as well.  However, until we can change the law, we have to live with the way things are.  And as far as Acme goes, this company is one of the few that have the necessary engineering and manufacturing capacity to fill the requirements set by the government.”
 
   Cassie smiled, feeling a wave of relief, pleased she answered the question correctly.  
 
    
 
   “What you may not know, especially since you said you’ve only see one execution, is that Acme provides a wide variety of systems for the program.  Ever since states started to recoup incarceration expenses by broadcasting the executions, there has been a demand for novel pieces of equipment.  With that requirement, our engineers have been designing a variety of mechanisms.  Each one goes through a very strict design and construction process and is then tested, calibrated, and then retested.”
 
   The strawberry blonde applicant looked confused.  “I’m sorry, I don’t understand.  Why are they tested so much?”  Callie asked.
 
   Lopez sighed.  “Well part of the law states that a certain percentage of the condemned survive the procedure.  It increases the likelihood of a better performance.  Current mandates are set between five and ten percent.  So as a result, we have to calibrate the equipment to those percentages.”
 
   “And I’d be helping with that?”  Cassie asked.  It didn’t sound so bad.
 
   Lopez nodded, again hesitating before her answer.  “Yes, you would, but the position is more complicated then that.”
 
   Cassie just waited.  Lopez seemed slightly uncomfortable.
 
   “Basically, after a product is out of the design and construction phase, we have to test it to make sure it functions the way it was intended, and to determine what settings and adjustments we need to make in order for it to meet the law.”  Lopez said quietly.  “As a result, we have a special team of Calibration Assistants who test the equipment in order for us to determine its performance capabilities.”
 
   Cassie still didn’t understand.  “So they use like, special tools to test the equipment?”
 
   Lopez licked her lips and shook her head.  “Not exactly, Ms. Goldstein. You see, the calibration assistants ARE the tools used to test the equipment.”
 
   The sudden silence as Cassie took this in was palpable and the color drained from her face.  “Y-you mean you kill them?” she whispered in horror.
 
   Lopez looked startled.  “Oh no! Nothing like that! My goodness!  We would ourselves be guilty of capital crimes!  Nothing like that!” she repeated forcefully.  Cassie took a deep breath, still unable to control her trembling.
 
   “Yes, it is true that the calibration assistants are placed on the various machines.  But unlike the actual executions, a small electrical shock is used to simulate the ending.  Our goal is to make sure that we understand how a condemned prisoner will react to being subjected to the various sexual torments the machines inflict prior to the actual execution.  We have around thirty calibration assistants.  Turn over is practically non-existent, and those few who have asked to be transferred found rewarding positions in other areas of the company.”  
 
   Lopez could see that Cassie was still terribly nervous about the whole concept.  “Look, would you like to take a tour?  See what is actually going on?  I can introduce you to our chief engineer on the project, and even let you meet and see some of our Calibration Assistants.  Would you like that?”
 
   Cassie just stared at Lopez, the very thought of what the woman was suggesting was almost beyond acceptance.  The silence lengthened and then Rosa Lopez spoke again.
 
   “It pays three times what the administrative assistance position earns.”
 
   For a second, Cassie considered just leaving, but finally she took a deep breath and looked up at Ms. Lopez.  
 
   “All right.  I’ll look.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   Rosa Lopez led Cassie out of the human resources department and outside into the bright sunshine.  It felt warm and a little too cheerful to Cassie, who was still somewhat in shock from the revelations Lopez had given her in the Human Resources Office.  Lopez walked over to one of several golf carts that sat in a line and quickly produced a small key.  Cassie sat down next to the Hispanic woman and gripped the edges of the metal frame holding up the roof.  To her surprise, the little cart had a lot of zip.
 
   “Right now we’re housing the design and development program in Warehouse 32.  It’s big enough to handle the various testing areas as well as provide offices for the staff.”  Lopez said.  Cassie nodded dumbly as they sped off into the depths of the Acme Manufacturing facility.  
 
   A multitude of turns later they pulled up in front of a building marked with a simple number: 32.  Lopez parked the cart, extracted the key, and motioned Cassie to follow her up to the main door.  Huge metal garage doors lined one side of the building, but both women approached a single glass door a bit further down.
 
   Out of the glare of the morning sunlight, Cassie found herself in a well lit entry room.  A security guard sat at a desk and looked up as Lopez and Cassandra entered.
 
   “Morning,” the guard said as they entered.  Lopez smiled and held up a picture ID emblazoned with the Acme logo.
 
   “Can I get a visitor pass for Cassandra Goldstein please?” Lopez asked.
 
   It took a few minutes and Cassandra was forced to hand over her driver’s license.  Eventually she was issued a badge on a lanyard which she dutifully hung over her head and Lopez nodded.  Together they entered the facility.  Every door they passed through was electronically locked and Lopez had to use her ID card to access the area.
 
   “We take our security pretty seriously here.  As a calibration assistant, you would be given full access.”  Lopez commented as they walked down a long sterile looking hallway.
 
                 Finally, Lopez turned toward a door marked “Bullpen” and unlocked it with her proxy card.  Cassandra stiffened slightly as they entered and she found herself in what looked like a drafting room.  Bright work lamps were clipped to drafting desks and piles of schematics and diagrams were stacked on the large illuminated work table in the center of the room.
 
   But what really drew her attention was the variety of pictures and drawings on the walls.  In Cassie’s mind, it was as if a triple X rated bondage film had been combined with an engineering school.  There were hundreds of rough sketches, plans, and even some color photos of actual devices.  But Cassie’s eyes were drawn to bound and naked bodies, of women stretched spread-eagled, hung upside down, folded, impaled, seeming to writhe in sexual torment.
 
   In one corner of the room a man was hunched over one of the tables, slowly and methodically working.  Lopez cleared her throat and he looked up.  Cassie turned her attention away from the perverted wall postings and looked at the man.  Huge spectacles covered his eyes, enlarging them to insect like proportions.  He gave them a startled look and then pulled the magnifying goggles off his face. 
 
   “Good morning, Doctor Rawlins.  How are you?” Lopez asked politely but with exaggerated patience.  He gave her a small and slightly wicked smile, as if he were imagining what the HR director would look like naked.
 
   “Not bad actually.  We’re about ready to start testing on a few new Type Two devices today.  We should be ready for production runs in about three months if the calibration goes smoothly,” he said, clearly pleased.
 
   Lopez nodded appreciatively. “Excellent.   Dr. Rawlins, this young lady is Cassandra Goldstein. We have offered her a position as a calibration assistant.  She would like to know a little more about the program before making a decision to accept.”  
 
   Cassie quivered just a bit as Dr. Rawlins turned his attention toward her.  “Well she’s certainly pretty enough,” he said.  Cassie found the comment slightly in poor taste, especially considering the wall of bondage porn to her left.  He pulled himself off the high stool he was sitting at and walked over, holding out his hand.  Cassie took it and felt a weak squeeze coming from the man.
 
   “Dr. Rawlins is our chief engineer.  He has doctorates in both electrical and mechanical engineering,” Ms. Lopez said.
 
   Cassie nodded politely. “That’s a lot of work.  You must have studied hard in college.”
 
   Rawlins laughed.  “I didn’t date much.  Maybe that’s why I like this assignment.”  He grinned and Cassie felt another wave of repulsion flow through her.  He was still holding her hand and she pulled it back against his grip.  A moment later he let go of Cassie’s hand.
 
   “So you want to know more about the Female Orgasmic Execution System, huh?” he clapped his hands together and then pointed at the wall Cassie was trying to ignore.  “Basically we design machines that sexually torment the condemned prisoner to the point of orgasm and when the bio-feedback sensor detects an orgasmic response it initiates a pre-programmed execution protocol.”
 
   Cassie’s eyes had glazed over, even as she was trying not to look at the hundreds of pictures of bound women.  “Excuse me?”
 
   Rawlins paused, giving her an understanding look.  “Ah.  Okay.  Well, to put it bluntly, we design machines that kill a girl when she cums.”
 
   Cassie swallowed hard.  She had understood THAT statement.  
 
   Rawlins held up a hand.  “Look, Ms. Goldstein, all we are doing is providing a product.  The market is demanding it right now.  Advertisers and sponsors are paying big bucks for new and exciting programs.  The cost of our system is negligible considering the amount of money the government is getting for doing things this way.”
 
   It took Cassie a moment, but she nodded. “I understand.  We don’t make the world, we just live in it” she said softly, feeling dirty.
 
   Rawlins smiled again.  “I’m glad you understand.  Okay, so basically what happens in the process is we engineers come up with an idea.  We flesh it out, draw up schematics and building diagrams.  Then we send those to the fabricators who actually build the machines.  We then do a preliminary test to determine how effective the machine is.”
 
   Cassie interrupted.  “You mean how well it kills a person?”  Her voice was just a little strained.
 
   Rawlins laughed and wave a hand in the air.  “Oh goodness, no!  There are no executions here at Acme.  It’s the sexual stimulation that we test.  Frankly, it isn’t that hard to kill a person.  I mean seriously, our country was electrifying people since the early 20th century and shooting or hanging them before that.  Now that the process has developed into being a televised spectacle, it was only natural that the sex industry and criminal corrections merge.”
 
   Cassie nodded though it made her uncomfortable.  Death and sex were not usually two topics she felt complimented each other. Evidently she was in the minority though.
 
   Rawlins continued, not noticing her discomfort.  “In any event, we use calibration assistants to test the system’s capability to force orgasm.  We currently have three types of devices and all of them are triggered by some sort of orgasmic response.  With Type One devices, it is imperative that we adjust the equipment so that the condemned can hold off as long as possible and may even be able to escape the punishment.”
 
   Cassie didn’t miss the mention of “first stage devices” and she looked at the geeky little doctor apprehensively.  “What’s a second level device?”
 
   Rawlins had been looking hungrily at one of the full color pictures on the wall and he glanced back, slightly surprised at Cassie’s question.  “Oh.  Sorry.  Got distracted.  A stage two device, or Type Two as we call it, is reversed.   Rather than the execution being triggered by orgasm, it is triggered when the condemned does NOT have an orgasm within a certain time frame.”
 
   “You mean that the woman has to work herself on it to keep from being killed?” Cassie asked, startled at the concept.  It was horrifying.  But to her shock, she felt a sudden tingle between her legs.
 
   “Absolutely!” Rawlins said with a grin.  Cassie got the immediate feeling that not only did he watch every single execution on Pay Per View, but that he had taped them and watched them over and over again.  He looked toward the door and then smiled.  “How about we take a tour of the floor and I’ll show you a few of the devices we’re currently testing.  We’ve got both stage one and stage two devices on the floor right now.”
 
   Cassie waffled for a moment and it was Rosa Lopez who smiled.  “We’ll follow you Doctor. Lead the way.”
 
   Rawlins grinned and opened the door, holding it open as first Cassie and then Lopez followed him out into the hall.  Cassie felt awkward with the whole thing.  The idea of taking a look at the various devices that Acme had designed to actually KILL people was almost unthinkable.  But she managed to push her feelings aside and followed the little man out of the drafting room.
 
   At the end of the hall Dr. Rawlins pushed open a large double set of doors and turned left.  Cassie found herself in a giant warehouse type room, separated into individual areas by large cubicle type frames.  She could see almost the full length of the warehouse, down what she could only describe as a corridor that intersected the various rows. Large lights the size of garbage cans hung from steel reinforced cords and the hum of the massive air conditioning system was easily noticeable.  Almost immediately Cassie heard the sound of someone moaning and she turned her head to see Rawlins taking a few steps down the row.  Cassie followed and discovered herself just feet away from one of the most bizarre scenes she had ever witnessed.  Standing in front of Cassie was a beautiful brunette girl who wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing.  Both of the brunette’s feet were locked into heavy metal clamps that closed like boots, stretching up mid-calf.  Worse, her arms were secured above her head.  Between the woman’s legs was a long rod, sticking straight up.  To Cassie’s horror it was jerking rapidly up and down almost a full six inches, enabling the young applicant to see that a large, thick, rubber dildo had been attached to the end of the rod.
 
   Rawlins looked at the whole device and smiled, hands on hips. “This is called the Hammerfuck.  It was one of our first devices,” he announced proudly, glancing at Cassie.  “Basically, the subject is locked in place and the dildo device starts off at a snail’s pace and then slowly builds up speed and penetration depth.  Every time the subject orgasms, then the dildo’s penetration depth increases by an inch.”  He moved over to a small cart that held a touch screen computer monitor and had several other devices mounted to it.  “Come over here, Cassandra.  See this readout here?  That’s Jessica’s bio-rhythm, hormone levels, heart rate, blood pressure, and endorphin and adrenaline levels.  When she explodes, it registers here and this sends an order to the machine to adjust the penetration depth.
 
   “So it just keeps going up into her?”  Cassie asked, her face a mask of revulsion.  She glanced back at “Jessica” who was moaning even as she was repeatedly rammed by the thick dildo.
 
   “Well that’s sort of the idea.  Of course, here at Acme, we have twelve inches as our stopping point.  But in practice, the rubber dildo stiffens at thirteen with an internalized hydraulic line and the dildo keeps going until it penetrates the interior organs.  At fifteen inches it’s designed just to keep going up.”
 
   Cassie looked at Jessica again.  “You mean she’ll have twelve orgasms before you let her off?”  This time her question was filled with incredulity.  Dr. Rawlins clucked his tongue.
 
   “Oh, of course not.  We start out at two inches with a one inch withdrawal.  The first orgasm goes to four inches.  Every orgasm after that causes the penetration depth to increment upward by one inch.  Let’s see.  Jessica is only on her third orgasm.  She was mounted,” he checked a time log on the machine, “only about an hour ago.”  
 
   Cassandra looked at the nude calibration assistant who was obviously struggling not to orgasm.  The woman’s face was red and a light sheen of perspiration coated her skin.  The tips of her nipples were hard and her thighs were soaked from the copious juices that were streaming from between her legs.  Cassie tried to imagine what it would be liked to be mounted like that, a thick dildo rapidly pounding between her legs, trying not to orgasm, knowing that too many would result in death.  To her shame, the very thought elicited a slight moistness between her legs.  Cassandra quickly pushed that thought away.
 
   “What I really like about this one is the fact that we eventually get over a hundred penetrations per minute.  It’s really pounding her!” exclaimed Dr. Rawlins.  His face was hungrily taking in the sight of Jessica and her sexual torment.  Then he sighed. “Wish we could videotape,” he muttered.  Ms. Lopez didn’t hear the comment, but Cassie did.
 
   “Perhaps we should continue, doctor?” Ms. Lopez asked politely.  Dr. Rawlins looked up, then nodded.  “Oh! Of course.  Let’s continue!”
 
   He led the way, moving down the row.  They passed several unused stations, white cotton tarps covering strange looking shapes that baffled Cassie.  Eventually they came to another station that was occupied and running.  This one caused Cassandra to gasp in alarm.
 
   The girl “calibrating” this machine was also naked, a state Cassandra was starting to suspect was the standard “uniform” for Calibration Assistants.  Long chocolate colored hair cascaded down over the poor girl’s shoulders and Cassie could see her chest heaving as if she were having trouble breathing.  She was mounted to a wooden restraint chair which was standing in the center of the space, but it was elevated, providing room for a set of electric motors underneath.  Cassie could see two poles going up into the base of the chair and she suspected that both rods fully penetrated the chair and even the girl.  Her eyes detected movement as well and she saw both rods not only jerking up and down, but vibrating violently.
 
   “This is Marissa, one of my favorites!” Dr. Rawlins announced with another grin, checking over the bio-readings on the computer.  “Oh my!  She’s close too!  Fourth orgasm!”  He turned and took Cassie’s arm, pulling her forward, ignoring her slight resistance.  He pointed at Marissa, who sat stiffly in the chair, head straight, with black leather straps around her waist, thighs, ankles, wrists, elbows, and throat.  “See the strap around her throat?  That’s an airway restriction strap!  Wait for it!  She’s about to cum!”  Rawlins glanced back over that the bio-sensor read out even as Marissa suddenly squealed and tensed in her seat.
 
   Cassie watched as the poor girl went into shuddering paroxysms and then Marissa’s face turned red.  Marissa tried to cry out but nothing came and Cassie realized that her airway had been cut off even as her body rocked in orgasm.  Cassie almost moved forward to tear the restricting collar away from the trembling girl, but as the orgasm ended, there was a terrible gasp and Marissa, who had been on the verge of unconsciousness, sucked in another breath.
 
   “Autoerotic asphyxia,” whispered Dr. Rawlins, who looked enraptured.  He glanced at Cassie who stood just as fixated, but with a totally different expression on her face.
 
   “How does it kill her?” Cassie asked softly.
 
   “On the tenth orgasm the airway restrictor doesn’t release.  She dies cumming,” Dr. Rawlins replied.  Then he blinked.  “But here there is no killing. Please remember that Cassandra.  On the tenth orgasm here, our Marissa will endure a rather painful, but non-lethal electrical shock.  She knows it’s coming, and so is trying very hard NOT to orgasm.  It was the same with Jessica on the Hammerfuck machine.  At twelve inches, she gets the shock, which simulates the negative aspect of death enough that our calibration assistants do their best to emulate a real subject’s behavior.”
 
   “Dr. Rawlins, please… let’s continue the tour.” Ms. Lopez insisted, glancing back at Marissa, who was sucking in air.  Cassie watched as Rawlins tore himself away from the awful tableau of sweat slicked flesh, pumping phallic rods, and the tense body of the beautiful woman bound before them.  Cassie looked at Marissa and their eyes met.  Cassie tried to convey her concern, her compassion, her hope that things would end well.  Marissa just looked desperate.  Ms. Lopez took Cassie’s arm and they moved down the row.
 
   The next cubical was actually empty, but unlike the other unused stations, this machine was uncovered.  Cassie paused in front of it, trying to understand its purpose.  It was a giant table shaped like a capital “X”.  At the end of each arm was a thick leather bondage cuff.  But what Cassie couldn’t understand was how anyone, of any height, could be comfortable secured.  To make matters even more confusing, there were a series of bent copper hoops embedded at intervals along the limbs and even the center portion of the table.  Cassie assumed they were designed to hold the “subject”, as Dr. Rawlins called them, to the table.  But why then the bondage cuffs?
 
   “What’s this Dr. Rawlins?” asked Cassie.  The little man stopped and whirled back, surprised at the interruption.  
 
   “What?  Oh.  This.”  He said.  Then he smiled.  “Well, we had mentioned that there were three types of devices earlier.  This is a Type 3.”
 
   Cassie waited.  The little man continued after a moment.
 
   “We can’t calibrate or test Type 3 devices beyond proof of concept.  So there isn’t much we can do with this one.  On this device, the subject is placed in the middle of the restraint table and locked into place by these copper retention holders.”  He reached out and actually touched a few.  Cassie stepped up next to him, examining the table and metal restraints.
 
   “Yeah, but why the bondage cuffs then?” she asked, looking up at the diminutive engineer.  
 
   He reached out and grabbed one of the empty wrist cuffs and pulled.  To Cassie’s surprise a steel cable was attached to the cuff.  
 
   “Put simply, the subject is attached to these cuffs, both on her ankles and wrists and she is drawn taut.”  He moved around to the end of the table, fiddled with something underneath, and metal attachment swung upward, right where the “subject’s” parted legs would be.  Cassie took a step back as she looked at the assorted dildos and vibration tools.  There was even one attachment that looked like it delivered electrical shocks.  
 
   “The executioner chooses which sexual stimulator to use on the subject.  With every orgasm she experiences, the cuffs are pulled one inch.  Our medical staff has told us that the human body can handle only two inches of pull before the shoulder and hip joints are dislocated, so we’ve only tested it to that point.”
 
   Cassie gasped in horror.  “You mean you PULL her apart?” she demanded.
 
   Dr. Rawlins looked up.  “Essentially, yes.  And this device is in high demand.  We’re building twenty of them for the first run.  The girl will continue to orgasm until her arms and legs are pulled out of their sockets and then finally will continue to be sexually stimulated until she is torn to pieces.”  
 
   Cassie gagged and almost vomited.  She took a step back and away from both the device and the perverted, disgusting engineer who was lovingly caressing the device.  Ms. Lopez looked at Cassie with concern.
 
   “Ms. Goldstein, maybe we should cut this tour short.  I’m beginning to think you might not be the right choice for this position.  I’m sorry for having wasted your time.  I’m sorry that the administrative position you were seeking has already been filled, but we’ll keep your application on record and if another spot opens, we’ll consider you,” Lopez said softly.
 
   Cassie realized her chances at getting a job were plummeting and she held up her hand.  “Please!  Wait, Ms. Lopez.  My personal revulsion is based more upon the finished… product.  Not the process.  I’m sorry if I’ve disappointed you.  My objections are more about the killing thing, not the testing.”  Cassie said hurriedly, trying to stem Lopez’s decision to withdraw the job offer.  Granted, Cassie wasn’t ready to accept it in the first place, but she wanted to be the one who decided.
 
   “Shall we continue?  There is an excellent Type One device just ahead.”  Dr. Rawlins said, interrupting.
 
   Ms. Lopez gave Cassandra a penetrative look.  “If Ms. Goldstein feels up to it.”
 
   Cassie took a deep breath and turned back to Rawlins.  “Absolutely doctor.  Let’s continue.”
 
   Dr. Rawlins smiled and once more stepped briskly down the aisle.  A few more white covered stations were passed and then Cassandra found herself watching three people, all dressed in lab coats.
 
   “Cassandra, please let me introduce to you Dr. Devon, Mr. Edwards, one of our physician’s assistants, and one of our Calibration Assistants, Rebeka.”  Dr. Rawlins said.
 
   Cassie was surprised to encounter another Calibration Assistant who wasn’t on a machine and she was astonished to find the woman dressed in a typical lab coat.  In fact, the only difference in uniform between the engineer Dr. Devon and the Physician’s Assistant, were her shoes.  Unlike the two men, she was wearing open toed high heels.  
 
   “So are we getting ‘the Chair’ ready?” asked Dr. Rawlins.  His counterpart, Dr. Devon, laughed and nodded.  “Absolutely.  We got a request to see if we could make the action last a full two hours.  We’ve dialed back the frequency and depth levels and we’re going to see if that makes a difference.”
 
   “Oh… yes.  Very good,” Rawlins replied.  “If you don’t mind, we’ll stay and watch while you get set up.  We’re giving a prospective Calibration Assistant candidate the tour.
 
   “Ohh! You’re thinking of being a Calibration Assistant?” asked Rebeka, looking at Cassandra with new interest.
 
   Cassie flushed.  “Um, well, I’m still undecided.  It’s been quite a tour and looks intense,” she stammered.
 
   Rebeka laughed.  “It is!  But this is the best job I’ve ever had.  I come to work every day and have my brains fucked out.  Every day!  And I get paid for it!”
 
   Cassie’s eyes widened at the crudity of Rebeka’s language.  She swallowed a bit.  “But don’t some of the machines, um… hurt?”
 
   Rebeka smiled wickedly.  “That just makes it better sweetheart.  You try cumming your fifteenth time, knowing you’re about to get zapped and the explosion is like fireworks going off inside your brain.  It’s awesome.”  She reached up and started to unbutton her lab coat.  Cassie’s eyes were drawn to the brown expanse of skin that suddenly appeared.  Rebeka shucked out of her lab coat and stood completely naked in front of everyone.  A few steps took her up onto the platform where she stood next to a metal and wooden chair, complete with two metal dildos sticking up from the seat.
 
   Dr. Devon hurried forward and quickly lubricated both rods, smearing what appeared to be some sort of gel along the lengths of metal.  When he was finished, Rebeka stepped to the front of the chair and lowered herself down.  Cassie watched in amazement as the woman willingly impaled herself, working one rod into her ass while the other penetrated deeply into her sex.  Suddenly Cassie felt a different sensation, one that surprised her considering the circumstances.  She pressed her thighs together, embarrassed that her own sexual organs were reacting to the display. 
 
   Rebeka spread her legs, helping Devon and Edwards to strap her legs to the frame of the chair.  Her labia were completely exposed, wrapping around the steel pillar embedded in her sex.  Cassie couldn’t tear her eyes away, watching as the two men secured Rebeka’s arms, and then even wrapped one leather strap across Rebeka’s forehead.  
 
   “I’m ready for the clamps,” Rebeka announced, totally immobile except for being able to wiggle her fingers and toes.  Devon laughed but brought out three sets of clamps, each one connected to another device by black and red wires.  To Cassie’s astonishment and growing sexual discomfiture, they were attached to Rebeka’s nipples and clit, eliciting a soft moan of gratification from the bound girl.
 
   Dr. Rawlins sidled up to Cassie.  “Makes you wish you were the one getting on, doesn’t it?” he asked with a tone that made it clear he too wished it was Cassie getting on the chair.  She looked at him in shock, but his suggestion brought forth a sudden gush of wetness between Cassie’s legs and she squirmed in both humiliation and revulsion at the little man’s perversion.  
 
   “This device is designed to allow the subject just one orgasm; the final one.” Rawlins said informatively.  “Rebeka will be subject to intense sexual stimulation and told not to cum.  Of course, over the course of the preset time, the amount of electrical current applied to the subject’s genitals and mammary glands increases steadily.” Rawlins supplied.  
 
   “You mean this is an electric chair?” asked Cassie.  
 
   Rawlins nodded.  “Yes, except instead of getting the jolt in one lethal second, we work up to it with the lethal amperage coming at the moment the subject can no longer keep from orgasm.”  He grinned again.  “According to the bio sensors, women who experience that final lethal shock during orgasm experience the most mind blowing orgasms of their life.”
 
   Suddenly Rebeka gasped, stiffening in her chair.  Cassie could see the petals of Rebeka’s pink flower clench around the metal phallus penetrating her and there was a gentle hum as the electric current pulsed into the bound girl’s nipples and clit.  
 
   “There’s electric current going between her pussy and clit as well.” Dr. Rawlins said, leaning over and putting his lips near Cassie’s ear.  “Can’t wait, can you?  You can imagine sitting on that chair, with that phallus inside you, vibrating like mad, stimulating you toward release, all while you get slowly fried?”
 
   Cassie could hear the leer in his voice.  She turned away and stepped closer to Ms. Lopez.
 
   Rebeka let out a deep gasp and Dr. Devon moved closer.  “Think you’ll last the two hours required?” he asked her.  
 
   She shook her head.  “I doubt it,” she said between deep breaths.  Her voice was already strained.  “I can feel the increase already and the frequency change isn’t really making a difference.” 
 
   Devon frowned.  “All right.  Well, do the best you can and after you finish we’ll let you take a thirty minute break while we make some additional adjustments and then we’ll zap you again.”
 
   Rebeka groaned, her hips now doing a strange roll as her body tried to thrust itself up and down on the electrified phalluses penetrating her bottom and sex.  “Please!  Don’t say things like that!  The idea is turning me on even more!”  Devon and Edwards just chuckled.
 
   Suddenly, Devon’s tablet computer beeped and he looked down at it.  With a smile, he turned toward Dr. Rawlins.  “David, Bethany is about to have her tenth climax if you want to take your newbie over to watch.  You’ve got about three or four minutes.”
 
   Dr. Rawlins face brightened.  “That would be perfect.  Come along, Cassandra.”
 
   He turned and hurried down the aisle, with both Cassandra and Ms. Lopez following behind.  All three of them ignored the rising volume of Rebeka’s cries of pleasure.
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
    
 
   As they walked down the corridor, Cassandra was having mixed feelings.  It didn’t help that every step was now a reminder of how damp she was, and how sexually aroused she was feeling.  Rawlins was disgusting and she wanted to avoid him, but after seeing Rebeka’s amazing attitude, Cassie couldn’t help wondering if there was more to being a Calibration Assistant than just being a sexual object.  Rebeka seemed to be providing actual feedback.  Cassie frowned ruefully.  Sure.  Feedback on how to better sexually torture women!  Cassie shook her head.  She had to remember that in an hour or two the amount of electricity Rebeka would be feeling wouldn’t be that gentle pulsing.  She made a mental note to ask to be taken back to Rebeka later.
 
   They passed more darkened cubicles, but then walked by a lit one.  Dr. Rawlins didn’t stop, but Cassie looked over to see a woman strapped down to a large table, her legs obscenely spread.  A plunging mechanical dildo, which seemed to be a central design commonality, was centered between her legs.  However Cassie also saw a sort of vibrator pressed tightly to the woman’s clitoris.  She was shaking.  She was also bent in half, painfully, her arms and legs stretched tight.  Cassie bent down as they walked past, noticing the thick and tapered rod pressed against the woman’s spine.  She looked terribly uncomfortable, even as she was lost in the throes of another orgasm.  Cassie’s first reaction was to avert her eyes, but her step actually faltered and she watched, turning her head as they passed.  Another surge of wetness between Cassie’s legs told the young girl that her body and mind were not on the same page.
 
   They hurried on.  Another few shadowed and cloth covered machines were passed and then Dr. Rawlins stopped in front of another well lit station.  Cassie and Ms. Lopez came to a stop next to the entranced engineer and Cassie gasped in alarm as she took in the site.
 
   Dr. Devon had mentioned Bethany, and Cassandra stared up at the girl in both horror and amazement.  Bethany was suspended upside down, her face flushed, her eyes wide, with a thick, heavy gag strapped around her head.  Painful clamps, complete with weights, were attached to her nipples and actually dangled down by her ears.  There was even one on her clitoris, which swayed and tapped the poor girl’s stomach.  Bethany’s arms were bound behind her back and she was hanging by her ankles.  Thick leather cuffs were strapped to her feet and her legs were spread wide.  This allowed room for the most astonishing device Cassie had seen so far.  
 
   A phallus, jerking up and down sporadically, extended vertically from an overhead motor chassis.  But what was equally amazing, was that when extracted from the overly wet pulsing receptacle of female flesh, Cassandra could see that the dildo was metal and perforated, like a metal strainer.  She squinted, trying to get a better view, but the steel probe kept disappearing deep into Bethany’s body, causing the girl to jerk wildly for a moment, tensing every muscle.  Then Bethany would relax as the perforated phallus was brought back up by the motorized tormentor above.
 
   “She’s close!  Her tenth orgasm!” Dr. Rawlins exclaimed, looking over the computer readouts from Bethany’s bio-sensor.  He licked his lips in excitement.
 
   Cassie looked back up at the dangling Bethany.  Her skin was slick with perspiration and she looked hot and tired.  Her eyes were open, but Cassandra couldn’t help feeling that it was because it was too tiring to keep them closed.  Then the dangling girl’s toes curled and she let out a squeal through the gag.  Dr. Rawlins clapped his hands as she started shaking, the ten inches of chrome colored dildo disappearing deep and freezing in place.
 
   There was a hum behind her and Cassie turned away from the show long enough to see two more men dressed in lab coats arrive in a golf cart.  Both carried a few heavy boxes and nodded to Rawlins in quick greeting before turning their attention to Bethany.
 
   Cassandra realized that the girl was still in the throes of orgasm as the seconds ticked by and Bethany continued to gyrate wildly in her bonds, causing the heavy weights on her nipples and clit to sway dangerously.  Cassie wondered how long a girl could actually experience an orgasm, and she felt another surge from between her legs.  She took a step to the side and pressed the palm of her hand to her crotch. Her dress wasn’t particularly thick and the pressure of her fingers alleviated some of the immediate sexual need.  
 
   And then something happened above Cassie.  Bethany suddenly screamed through the gag.  Cassandra blinked, removing her hand from her crotch and taking a step forward in concern.  Bethany bucked again and the bio-sensor computer was flashing blue.  
 
   “My God!” exclaimed Dr. Rawlins with surprise.  “She’s having a level four orgasm!  Phenomenal!”
 
   There was a massive hissing sound and then a froth of white water exploded out of Bethany’s sex, a flowing geyser of foam that cascaded down her body, washing away the slick sheen coating the poor girl’s skin.  She bucked madly, twisting and curling her body in what appeared to be a combination of extreme pleasure and pure agony and Cassandra was suddenly overwhelmed by the sheer physical intensity of the procedure.  The water splashed down, filling a pool at the base of the platform that Cassie only now noticed.  She felt a few droplets splatter along her cheek and neck and was immediately surprised by how cold they felt.  
 
   She took a step forward, ignoring the twisting writhing body above her and put her hand in the pooling water under Bethany.  It was icy, so cold it almost hurt.  Cassie pulled her hand back and turned to stare at Dr. Rawlins, her eyes wild.
 
   “It’s our liquid nitrogen execution system!” Dr. Rawlins shouted over the roar of falling water.  “We decided that icy water would work even better than an electric shock for our negative reinforcement during calibration.  And look!  She had a level four orgasm during the ENTIRE simulated execution!”  His voice dropped back down toward normal levels near the end of his comments as the roar of water died.
 
   Cassie turned back to look at Bethany who was even now being lowered to the ground.  The two men who had pulled up in the golf cart were quickly unbinding her.  The phallus which had not only tormented her to orgasm, but then served as the vehicle for the gallons of icy cold water flooding into Bethany’s guts still dangled and dripped above, giving Cassie her first real good view of the monster dildo.  It was easily three and a half inches wide, made of smooth metal, burnished to a shine and was at least twelve inches long.  She had underestimated its earlier length.  Cassie tried to remember how much had been buried in Bethany when Cassie had first seen her and gasped in astonishment at how much metal cock the poor girl had been able to take.  Cassie suspected that it was the holes through which the water had flowed that were the real torment.
 
   Bethany was now being propped up by one of the men, her gag removed.  She was wrapped in a heated blanket and the weighted clamps were being removed from her nipples and clitoris.  She shuddered and let out a series of passionate whimpers as the blood rushed back into her crushed nerves.
 
   “Amazing, isn’t it?” Dr. Rawlins asked.  He turned and gave Cassandra a warm smile.  It wasn’t returned.  He continued on, oblivious.  “This device is one of our most unusual and I have hopes that it will be very popular.  The subject is suspended, upside down, which I might add is a novel method, penetrated with the liquid nitrogen nozzle phallus, and then stimulated to orgasm.  On her tenth orgasm ten gallons of pure liquid nitrogen is pumped into her body cavity, and unlike little Bethany here, the subject is instantly frozen from the inside out!”
 
   Cassie looked sick, despite another convulsion of her sex.
 
   “What?” asked Dr. Rawlins, clearly surprised at Cassie’s look of disgust.
 
   Cassandra didn’t say anything.  She moved away from the enthusiastic engineer and moved closer to the spot where Bethany lay twitching.  She was shivering violently despite the heated blanked and she seemed to have trouble focusing her eyes.  Bethany looked up at Cassandra and a hesitant smile crossed the calibration assistant’s face.
 
   “D-d-did you l-l-l-like the sssshow?” Bethany asked, stuttering through her sentence before hissing the “s” in show.  Cassandra nodded, not sure of what to say.
 
   Bethany curled into the blanket just  a bit more, with only her high heeled clad feet sticking out from under the blanket.  “I l-l-lost c-c-count on f-f-four.  Thought I was n-n-near eight.” 
 
   Cassie realized that Bethany was referring to the orgasms.  Rawlins had stated that the machine took ten registered orgasms before activating, and Cassandra imagined what it would be like, hanging there, with non-stop sexual stimulation, not knowing when the big one was coming.
 
   “Are you okay?” asked Cassandra.  Bethany offered up a wan smile.
 
   “I will be once I warm up,” she said, not noticing that her stutter had disappeared.  Cassie nodded.
 
   “What was it like?” Cassandra asked.  She couldn’t help herself.  The thought of being suspended like that, constantly cumming, and then experiencing that final climax had Cassandra in a state that almost demanded relief.  Her sex was now pulsing and her panties were noticeably damp.  Cassie pressed her thighs together, trying to ignore the sticky feeling.
 
   Bethany took a deep breath.  “It was… incredible.  I mean sure, it was cold and having the water gush into me hurt, but it just made the sex that much better.”  Bethany looked at Cassandra “You a new Calibration Assistant?” she asked.
 
   Cassie nodded, not even realizing she had made the decision.
 
   “You’ll love it.”  Bethany smiled.  “It’s unreal.  You get paid to orgasm, every day.”  
 
   “But everything I’ve seen…. What about the negative reinforcement shocks?  And the cold water?” Cassie demanded.
 
   Bethany rolled her eyes.  “It’s nothing.  Well worth it.  I’d work double shifts if I could.”
 
   Cassie was stunned.  The idea of working double shifts was almost unimaginable.  She blinked and nodded, then returned to Ms. Lopez’s side.
 
   Lopez smiled at her.  “So, what do you think, Ms. Goldstein?  Should we head back to my office?”
 
   Cassandra tore her eyes away from where the two medics were helping Bethany into a heavy terry cloth robe and into the golf cart, while Dr. Rawlins was pouring over some data displayed on the computer nearby.  She looked at the HR director.
 
   “I guess I’ll take the job,” she said hesitantly, still nervous about the thought of being strapped to some machine and fucked to simulated death.
 
   Lopez smiled warmly.  “That’s wonderful. I suspected you might be perfect for the position.  Why don’t we leave the doctor to his amusements and go take care of the paperwork?”
 
   Cassie looked back at Dr. Rawlins.  With a turn of his head he winked at her, his eyes glittering.  Finally she nodded at Ms. Lopez.  “All right.”
 
   As the two women began walking off Dr. Rawlins caught Cassandra’s elbow.  “I’ll make sure I’ve got something special for your first day, Cassandra.  I’m looking forward to watching you cum.”
 
                 Cassie swallowed but then shrugged.  “I’ll see you around, Dr. Rawlins.”
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   It was late in the afternoon on a hot spring Friday, the last Saturday before Dead Week at the university, and the weather had turned hot.  Dappled sunlight streamed down on the sidewalk that lead up to the large, stately, white-washed house, unadorned even of Greek letters, despite the somewhat common local knowledge of the sorority that owned it.  It was a semi-secret sorority, one tolerated not because of its sexual nature, but because of its alumni’s iron fisted control over university officials.   It was the skeleton in the closet, the black sheep among the flock, it was Sigma Epsilon Chi.
 
                 Samantha Mayfield stepped gingerly up the sidewalk, her long brunette hair streaming down in a ponytail at the back of her head.  Her porcelain face bore the signs of almost no cosmetics, her “girl-next-door” beauty more than sufficient to attract the longing gazes of both students and professors alike.  Her white blouse was open down the front, just a tad more than modesty allowed, exposing the delicate cream slope of her breasts encased in a light pink brassiere that was almost completely visible through the thin cotton.  Her shapely bottom was encased in a black skirt that wrapped its way midway down her thighs.  Certainly higher than her fingertips, it left her white, thigh high stockings just an inch lower than the hem.  Her high heels were strapped delicately around her ankles and toes, arching each foot into that sexually appealing shape that drives men insane.
 
   But Sam barely recognized the suggestiveness, or even the acute sluttiness, of her dress as she shrugged her shoulder, moving her satchel higher up.  She ascended the steps to the porch, seeing the swinging bench, the large thick wood railings, hearing the familiar creak of the planks beneath her feet.  
 
   She dropped her satchel on the floor and almost mindlessly began to unbutton her blouse.  Her fingers flew down the front of her shirt until she was able to shrug it off, draping it over one arm of the swinging bench, her pink bra seeming to repeat in lace the pattern of the sun falling through the budding leaves of the oak that stood to the side of the porch.  
 
   She wasn’t terribly worried about being seen.  From the sides, the porch was lost amidst the heavy foliage and overgrown boxwood and fotina that bordered the wooden deck, and while it was possible some stray pedestrian or a passing car might get a glimpse of her via the short walkway and stairs leading up to the deck, it would be just a momentary vision.  Besides, she was hardly shy.
 
   In moments the pink lace joined the folds of white cotton, leaving Sam’s breasts bare.  Two cream colored mounds, tipped in the same shade of pink as the bra, seemed to glow in the muted sunlight.  Her fingers unzipped the skirt, working it down over the swell of her hips until the matching rose strands of her thong were exposed, and then disappeared back down into the darkness of her bottom.  She deposited the skirt with the rest of her clothes, and then snagged her thong, yanking it down her long legs with practice and grace.  This left her standing in only her thigh high white stockings and the high heels.
 
   It had only been two months since the sorority had started requiring certain novices to strip prior to entering, and Sam had been the first one to stand in sixty degree weather and strip to the skin.  Her mentor, Sister Kristen, had grinned like a Cheshire cat at Sam’s goose bumps as Sam had shivered in the early spring air.  Now, weeks later, the weather was certainly cooperating, and Sam had lost all her inhibitions, as had many of her fellow sorority novices.
 
   Gathering her clothes, Sam grasped the door handle and entered the Sorority House.  The main hallway was dark as usual, the light spilling from the glazed glass of the front door, and the far back window.  Common rooms were braced on opposite sides of the hall as Sam’s high heels clacked on the wood, her destination the stairway that led to the upper rooms.
 
   “Samantha,” a voice called out, causing Sam to pause and turn.  Mistress Tami, the senior girl that had chosen and inducted her into the sorority at the beginning of the school year last fall, stood in the doorway of the large common room, her elegant slacks and blouse echoing the richness of her superiority. 
 
   “Hello Mistress Tami,” Samantha replied, nodding with both respect and obedience.  The disparity of their dress was more than obvious, echoing their relationship perfectly.  Sam’s nudity, emphasized by the white stockings and heels was the perfect counterpoint to the gray slacks and blue silk blouse of her Mistress.
 
   “Samantha, just leave your belongings in the hall and please come into the common room.  There is someone here who wants to meet with you,” Tami ordered, her voice curiously devoid of emotion.  Sam’s eyebrow went upward with curiosity.  Normally Tami was a very expressive person. It made Samantha wonder. Who could possibly be here at the Sorority House that would put Mistress Tami on edge?  Samantha deposited her belongings on the small hallway table.
 
   Sam followed Tami into the meeting room where she had endured so many torments the previous fall. During her pledge week, a line of wooden chairs had been set up across one end of the room, near the ancient fireplace and hearth.  Each had been fitted with one of the many dildos used by the sorority and novices were only allowed to sit in one of those wooden chairs.  After the ordeal and her acceptance as a novice, those chairs had been removed to other corners of the house.  In their place, an elegant seating set with leather couches and armchairs had been set before the fireplace.  Only one wooden chair remained, a physical reminder that any novice choosing to mingle with the upper echelons of the sorority did so from a very low place.  The chair itself wasn’t terribly uncomfortable, and it was set in view of both sofas.  The heavy wooden phallus sticking up from the seat glistened with oil.  
 
   Two women were sitting on one of the couches.  Samantha immediately recognized her mentor Sister Kristen, who seemed to sit demurely and submissively as she chatted with another woman in an expensive suit.  Samantha, felt a flutter of humiliation as the strange woman’s eyes turned, examining her.  Samantha felt a sudden flush of humiliation, a feeling she thought she had long ago suppressed.
 
   “Samantha,” Mistress Tami began, “I would like to introduce Mistress Calli Barnett.”  
 
   Sam’s eye widened and she stared at Calli Barnett.   The name was very familiar to Samantha since both Kristen and Tami had told so many stories about the infamous dominatrix who had revitalized the basement dungeon beneath the Sorority House.  Calli Barnett had been Tami’s mentor, and then Mistress, just as she had dominated Kristen.  It was Mistress Calli who had taken both girls downward to sexually torture them beyond what had become accepted practice at the sorority.  Tami, who had been a “sister” at the time, and only provisionally under Calli’s thumb, had not handled the sexual torment well.  Kristen, who had been a novice, had endured it, and been changed by it.  It had been Kristen who had opened the basement door again and shown Sam the same loving attention and the sadistic side of domination Calli had exemplified.
 
   “Mistress Calli, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Samantha said submissively, her eyes downcast, as Kristen had taught her.  “I’ve heard so much about you.”
 
   “I can say the same, Samantha.  You are very pretty, I must say.  Kristen was absolutely correct in her assessment of your physique.”  Calli smiled, her manners exquisite.  “Please take a seat.”  
 
   Samantha didn’t have to ask where.  She moved immediately to the wooden chair, spreading her white clad legs to each side.  With very little trouble she positioned herself above the wooden phallus and lowered herself gently. The oiled wood entered her and she stifled the groan that seemed to always come when she sat down on one of the many wooden chairs around the Sorority House.  Fully penetrated, she placed her hands on her thighs, palms up, and looked expectantly at the three gathered dominatrix sitting in front of her..  
 
   As Samantha expected, Mistress Calli took the lead.  “I see you’ve adjusted well to the different intrusions membership in our sorority has brought to you.  Both Kristen and Tami speak very highly of you and your appetites.”
 
   Sam pressed her lips together in a barely concealed smile as she shifted slightly on the dildo.  “Thank you Mistress.”  Sam replied gracefully, nodding ever so slightly.
 
   “And so polite too!”  Calli noted, her dark eyes flashing.  She crossed her legs and leaned back, still svelte and professional.  “Samantha, there is an opportunity that I wanted to offer you, as a member of my sorority.  No doubt you are aware that alumni of Sigma Epsilon Chi take special care of their fellow members in a variety of ways.  I am the Assistant Director of Client Relations at AMT International.  AMT provides a variety of services in the legal, manufacturing, and customer service fields.  My job is to organize the ‘out-of-office’ activities of current and prospective clients when they come to visit, or when we go overseas to form new relationships and form trade partnerships.”
 
   Samantha sat listening, giving her attention to Mistress Calli.  Kristen was unusually quiet, but grinning, while Mistress Tami had a sick look on her face.  Sam wondered what her two best friends at the Sorority knew about this offer.
 
   “I have need of an assistant for this summer, as we have several big contracts coming to fruition.  The official title would be ‘special assistant’ and it would look very nice on your resume.  The position will last seven weeks, so a week after the term ends you would report to me in Chicago.  It’s an unpaid internship, but there is some compensation.  We would pay all of your travel expenses, fees, and provide you with appropriate attire for your work.  As for a place to stay, I’d be happy to put you up at my place.”
 
   Sam’s mouth opened in surprise and her eyes widened.  The offer was a total shock.  She glanced at Mistress Tami still sat quietly, her expression stoic, her arms crossed across her chest.  For a moment Sam grew concerned and she looked back at Mistress Calli.  “What exactly will my responsibilities be as your assistant?”
 
   Mistress Calli leaned forward.  “On occasion you will be assigned one of our prospective clients.  You will provide our client with anything necessary to make them happy and interested in our company.  You will be their escort.”
 
   Sam stiffened at the word, suddenly understanding.  She glanced at Tami and bit her lip, thinking.  “Why me?  What makes me the right person for this job?”
 
   Calli and Kristen glanced at each other, but it was Kristen who spoke.  “It’s because of what you are Sam.”
 
   Calli’s hand rose, attracting Samantha’s attention.  “Let’s be totally honest, Kristen.  Samantha, there is an expectation that some, if not most of the services you will be providing with out clients will be sexual in nature.  You will attend parties and other outings with them, but you will act as a willing partner for their every need.”  Mistress Calli paused momentarily.  “Normally, my regular staff handles these kinds of assignments.  The reason you are perfect for this position is that several of our prospective clients this quarter have some very unique tastes in sexual matters and those tastes are exactly the kind of activities that you have been exposed too here at the Sorority House.  I need someone with your flair for the dramatic.”
 
   Samantha leaned back in the chair, Calli’s honesty overwhelming her.  “You’re asking me to be a whore,” she said softly.
 
   “No.  You will be compensated to promote the company as best you can.”  Calli replied. Sam couldn’t tell if it was sugar coating or just sophistry, but the woman seemed honest. 
 
   Sam fidgeted in her seat, feeling the wooden rod impaled in her sex dig into the sides of her well.  Her imagination flashed through a multitude of possible scenarios and she looked up at Calli, her decision already made.
 
   “And I can stay with you?” she asked.
 
   Mistress Calli nodded and then smiled at Kristen. “You were right, Kris.  She is perfect.”  Calli turned to Samantha.  “That’s right Samantha. I have an extra guest room at my home.  We will also provide you with a company car while you are in Chicago, though you many not need it, since you can always ride with me.  Also, we need you to go get your passport since we will be traveling overseas.  I’m not sure exactly where, but I know we will be going to Japan at least once, possibly twice, and several locations in Europe.”
 
   Sam nodded, still too stunned to reply.
 
   Mistress Calli smiled at the pretty sophomore girl.  “Samantha, I am looking forward to having you with me this summer.  I wish that I could spend some time right now with you, especially in my old dungeon, since I would enjoy hearing you scream in desire, but I have a plane to catch and need to get to the airport if I’m to get back to O’Hare before the end of the day!”  Calli stood up and reached out a hand to Samantha who took it, squeezing lightly.
 
   “Thank you Mistress.”  Samantha said, shaking Calli’s hand.
 
   “Director from here on in, Sam.  Call me Director.”  Calli chuckled softly.  “As common as things are at the firm, I don’t think they would handle ‘mistress’ too well.”
 
   Sam nodded.  “Yes, Director.”
 
   “I’ll be sending you a plane ticket and the name of a respected tailor here in Dallas.  You will need to go and get measured so that we can provide you with all the necessary apparel you will require.
 
   Calli grinned again and then turned to Kristen.  “Walk me out, Kristen.”  Kristen immediately stood and followed the no-nonsense businesswoman as she marched from the room, leaving Samantha alone with Mistress Tami.
 
   Tami sighed and turned toward Samantha.  “Sam, I wish you hadn’t taken this job from Mistress Calli,” she said, her voice soft and slightly sad.
 
   Samantha cocked her head.  “Why not, Mistress Tami?” she asked curiously.
 
   Tami stood up and moved toward the large fireplace, her back toward Samantha.  “Because of what she wants of you.  In almost every case you will be submitting to men, Sam.  Men who will use you, abuse you, torment you, and think nothing of it.  Sam, she needs you because the normal girls she has working for her aren’t going to tolerate the physical tortures that these prospective clients will inflict upon you.”  Tami looked back at Samantha, genuinely distressed.  
 
   “Sam, I told you at the beginning of this semester that I saw a disturbing pattern in your behavior.  You like being submissive too much.  You are the epitome of a humiliation pain slut.  I know of Kristen’s antics with you, the vulgar punishments, the public abasement.  I’ve seen so much of it and I see how much you respond to it, and I’m not sure whether you will be able to make the transition from novice to sister.”
 
   Sam didn’t move a muscle.  Sam’s relationship with Tami was unusual, since Tami’s requirements of her had been miniscule and barely sexual compared with Kristen’s Calli-like tastes.  The occasional spanking and a once weekly full body massage followed by sexual release seemed all that Mistress Tami had needed from Sam.  Privately, Sam had found Tami to be a weak Mistress, but now Sam began to wonder if Tami’s undemanding behavior was more in response to Kristen’s excess.  She didn’t know what to say.
 
   Tami went on however.  “If you take this job I think you will not be able to transition at all.  I’m worried about you serving directly under Kristen as well, and I fear for the next novice who serves under the both of you.  Even if you are promoted to Sister rank, I fear that it will be in name only, since Kristen will dominate you as thoroughly as now, if not more, never letting you build up your own will to dominate.”  Mistress Tami turned and looked at Samantha.  “Am I making any sense, Sam?”
 
   Samantha looked down at her lap.  She felt such empathy for Mistress Tami, and at the moment, a great deal of love for this tall auburn haired goddess who seemed to care so much.  For a moment, she almost decided to yield to the passive demands of the woman who had brought her into this life, but she knew she couldn’t.
 
   “I’m sorry Mistress Tami.  But I already said yes.”
 
    
 
   Visit Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog to stay up to date!
 
   www.michaelalexanderstories.blogspot.com
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