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	In the Beginning…  

	 

	June 9th, 9:33 am, 82 degrees Fahrenheit, another warm, early summer  day in the small town of Hooker Wells.  The main street was basking in the  clean, pure sunlight with only a few people about.  Some store owners were  putting put signs, one old man sweeping the sidewalk in front of his hardware  store, and a few pedestrians were strolling to or from Ye Olde Coffee Shoppe.  This peaceful, middle American small town was about to experience an inva-  sion of a type the simple residents could never have imagined.  It started when a young lady stepped out from an alleyway between two  buildings and began walking along the sidewalk.  She appeared to be one of  the students from the only claim to fame of Hooker Wells: Hooker College.   She was dressed in a rather small bikini of bright electric blue that revealed a  fine, firm body with ample breasts and a nice curve in at the waist.  Long black  hair hung down to the middle of her back.  However her age and appearance  was hard to judge since she wore a mask over her face.  It was more of a  leather hood, actually, with two eyeholes and one nose hole in front, nothing  more.  It laced up the back.  Heads on the few people who were outside at that point turned towards  the young lady, especially the males, who immediately noted the fine body on  display, and some of the females who immediately noted that such a blatant  display of near-nudity should not be allowed in a God-fearing, conservative  town such as theirs.  As the young lady approached the Coffee Shoppe, her observers noted the  hood and wondered.  As she got closer and passed a few of them, there were  gasps of surprise and lifted eyebrows.  From the back it was obvious why the  woman held her arms behind her.  Her wrists were joined by a bright, shiny  pair of handcuffs!  She casually walked past the Coffee Shoppe, drawing more attention from  those inside who saw her through the window.  A few even left their seats and  coffee to step outside to get a better view of this phenomenon.  Without turn-  ing her head, she continued down Main Street.  By the time she reached 

	Crosby Street, everyone was watching her hip-swaying progress.  She turned  the corner and disappeared from sight.  A couple braver observers, rushed down the street to see where she was  going.  When they got to the corner and looked down Crosby, there was noth-  ing to see.  The handcuffed woman had disappeared!    

	 

	Mrs. Helen Cross, a spinster of advanced years, was so upset by the spec-  tacle that she immediately called the local law enforcement.  Natalie, the  receptionist at the Sheriff’s Station, stuck her head into Sheriff Robert Parker  office and informed him that an upset woman on the phone insisted upon  talking with him.  He sighed and picked up his phone.  “Sheriff Parker here.  What may I do for you?”  After calming the semi-hysterical woman, he managed to piece together  the story of blatant public display of nudity and possibly a kidnapping scene.   He assured her that he would look into it and finally managed to get her off  the line.  “Damn college girls,” he muttered.  But after thinking for a few seconds,  he decided that he would personally investigate this supposed crime.  He  knew that some of the older residents did not like the sexy clothing the female  coeds wore, and if it were simply a case of semi-indecent exposure, he would  suggest to the girl that she keep such skimpy clothing out of town.  On Main Street, the main topic of conversation was the handcuffed girl.   As he talked with the witnesses, two versions emerged.  One group held that  she was doing this voluntarily and trying to shock the public.  Another group  maintained that she was a kidnap victim who escaped from her captors and  was trying to find someone to help her.  She could not see where she was  going, they said, because of that leather hood laced on her head.  The Sheriff  discounted that version since everyone agreed that she had walked a straight  line down the sidewalk and ignored the fact that there were people around  her.  Even with her ears covered by that hood, she could probably have heard  the people talking.  A few even called out to her.  The Sheriff made a few notes, and then drove around the town’s few  square blocks, finding no kidnap victim nor any exhibitionist.  He shrugged  his shoulders and dismissed the affair from his mind. 

	 

	Laurie Patterson could not hold in the giggles.  From the backseat of the  car, sitting next to her friend Melody, they could hear her giggles and see the  gleam in her eyes through the two holes in the hood.  “Damned, but that was cool!” she exclaimed, although the words were  somewhat muffled by the leather hood still laced tightly over her head.  “How  about someone getting this thing off me?  It’s hot inside this leather.”  Melody began unlacing the hood.  When it was off, Laurie shook her head  and took in a deep breath.  “Oh, my, you should have seen the looks on those  people!  The men were popping out their eyes!  I could hear gasps from be-  hind me when the people saw the handcuffs.  It was so cool!”  The others in the car, two more students like Laurie, were also highly  amused by the little stunt.  “We drove down the next street and saw you from two blocks down,”  Mary said.  “Of course we couldn’t see you as well as those people could.  I’ll  bet some of those old ladies shit in their panties!”  The driver, Michelle, asked, “Were you nervous?”  “At first.  But then I remembered that no one could see my face.  That  was when I began to swing my hips and enjoy it.  Oh, gosh, it was soooo  cool!”  Hooker College was only a few minutes’ drive from the town, and they  were soon pulling up to an apartment building next to the campus where many  of the students resided.  Michelle parked the car, got out, and opened the  door next to Laurie.  “Come on,” she told Laurie, “let’s get in so Rachael can  hear about it.”  “Hey, what about my hands?  They’re still handcuffed behind me.”  “So…?”  Laurie looked around the parking lot behind the building and saw no  one.  Wiggling over to the door, she stepped out then hurried along on bare  feet towards the stairway to the second floor.  The others followed at a more  leisurely pace.  They found Laurie standing by the apartment door, anxiously  

	looked around.  “Come on, Michelle, unlock the door.  What if someone sees me?”  “A lot of someones saw you this morning,” she was told.  It was very true, but still, she was happy to get inside.  The apartment was  large, two bedrooms and rather neater than most student places.  There were  the usual desks, textbooks scattered around, computers, one HD TV and  some sofas.  There was also a naked woman lying on the center of the car-  pet.  This was Rachael, the one member of the informal club who had not  gone along for the ride.  That reason was simple: she was being punished and  had to stay back in the apartment, hogtied quite nicely on the floor.  Out of  kindness, they had not gagged her.  They all knew how much more miserable  having a ball gag shoved in your mouth will make you when you have to stay  tied for a long time.  Rachael had been lying on her stomach for almost two  hours, and heaven only knew when they would decide to untie her.  She could  roll around a little, but the hogtie was very tight and she was denied more  movement than that.  Laurie sat down on the floor and proceeded to tell Rachael all about her  little walk down Main Street.  No one seemed inclined to remove her hand-  cuffs, which did not really bother Laurie now that she was indoors and among  friends.  The tale having been related in detail, there fell upon the group a brief si-  lence.  Finally Melody spoke up.  “What do we do next?” she said to the lead-  er of the group.  Michelle smiled and told them.    

	 

	It was a pleasant evening two days later.  The sunset had been fairly nice,  coming through a layer of distant clouds and painting the horizon with a  pleasing collection of reds shading into purples.  The streetlights were on, al-  though twilight still lingered over Hooker Wells.  Of the restaurants in that  town, Roddy’s Steakhouse was considered the best, far and away.  Since this  was a Tuesday, the eating-house was not as filled as it would be on the week-  end, but there were still a couple dozen people sitting at the tables and enjoy-  ing their meals.  Unbeknownst to the diners, two figures were sneaking up on the rear door  to Roddy’s in a dimly lit alley.  They were both young women.  A little ways  down the alley a car waited in the dark.  When they reached the back door,  open as usual to allow ventilation on the warm summer nights, one turned  and waved to the person in the car.  The motor started but the car did not  move or turn its lights on.  One girl was dressed in jeans and a tank top, pretty much normal dress  for the college coeds.  The other wore a long overcoat, very inappropriate for  the warm evening.  The first peeked through the doorway, noted that three  cooks were working in the kitchen.  She turned to the other girl and told her  simply: “Now.”  Then she unbuttoned the two buttons that were all that held  the front of the coat closed, and slid it off her shoulders.  Under the coat, the girl was naked.  And, more, her arms were bound  tightly behind her back.  Rachael had about the biggest set of beasts in the  whole college, and by far the largest in that secret little group of kinky girls.   With her elbows bound behind her back, those huge knockers really stuck  out.  Rachael took a deep breath and then went through the door.  Behind  her, the car began moving down the alley.  Since her only clothing was a pair of running shoes, it was not hard for  her to pick up speed as she hurried through the kitchen.  Two of the cooks  looked up and froze in amazement at the apparition passing through their  kitchen.  A bare ass and bound arms disappearing through the waiter’s door  

	into the dining area was the last they saw of her.  Rachael was not dashing when she went through the restaurant, but she  was not walking either.  Jogging would be the best word.  And, even though  they had agreed that it would be best to rush through so as to catch everyone  by surprise and thus minimize the chance of someone grabbing her, she  paused in the center of the room to do a pirouette, her large breasts pre-  senting themselves to all present.  Then she was out the front door and gone  before anyone could react.  The car was waiting in front of the restaurant.  Mary held the back door  open and Rachael dove in.  They were far down the street when the first per-  son came out of the restaurant.  Rachael was slightly out of breath as she struggled up to a sitting posi-  tion.  “Shit!  I don’t believe I actually did it!” she exclaimed.  “Were they surprised?” asked Laurie, the driver this time.  “Surprised?  Hell, some of them probably shit in their pants!”  She took  in a deep breath and smiled at her two friends.  “Hey, Mary, how about  putting that coat over me?  Someone might see me.”    

	 

	 

	Sheriff Parker had just come back from investigating this latest really  strange event in Hooker Wells, and had decided that it was so similar to the  first that they had to be related.  He called Natalie into his office.  “How many female students at the college?” he asked.  Natalie, who usu-  ally knew a lot of little facts that no one else did, thought for a second and  then came out with, “Just a shade over three hundred.  And about two hun-  dred men.”  “And how many of the coeds could be described as having blonde hair  and big breasts?”  “Twenty, thirty…” she ventured.  “Maybe more.  Why?”  He told her.  “I’m sure it was one of the coeds.  But except for the blonde  hair, I couldn’t get a descent description from any of the witnesses.  They all  described the big breasts – some of them in detail – but none really looked at  her face.”  “Figures,” was all she said.  

	 

	Michelle called the Hooker Rope Streaking Club to order.  All five of them  were present in Melody’s apartment, their usual meeting place.  “First we will have a report from our observers in the restaurant.   Melody?”  Melody stood up and waved her can of beer to the group.  “It was spec-  tacular!  When Rachael race through, all the conversation stopped!  When she  disappeared out the front door, there was absolutely stunned silence in the  place.  Then two cooks came running in with the strangest looks on their  faces.  Then everyone started talking at once.  I had trouble keeping from  laughing out loud.  “Michelle, you were there with me.  You have anything to add?”  “No, except that I also had trouble not laughing.”  She turned to Rachael  who was sitting on a sofa looking very pleased with herself.  “And what would  the star of the show like to say?”  Rachael stood and bowed to all.  “It was as scary as hell,” she told them.   “At first.  Once I got to running, I didn’t have time to get scared.”  “Did anyone try to stop you?” asked Melody.  “Hell, no.  They were all too stunned to even get a word out.  It was  beautiful!”  She took in a breath, and then added, “Would anyone care to untie  my arms?  No…  Well, okay.”  And she sat back down.  Later, after some talking about the stunt, Michelle again called them to  order.  Someone had tied Rachael’s ankles together and she was busy twisting  and pulling her legs, trying to work the rope off.  “The Chair will now entertain motions for our next performance.”  

	 

	After the others had gone and only Michelle and Melody were still in the  apartment, there came a moment of serious talk after an evening of light-  hearted banter.  “Michelle, you do know that we could get kicked out of school for doing  these stunts? Maybe spend some jail time, even,” Melody asked.  “Yes, I know that.”  “Then why are we taking the risks?  I mean, it’s fun and all, but my par-  ents would kill me.  And yours…”  “Maybe it’s just that we’re frustrated and bored with classes.  It’s summer  break now and we can have a little fun.  Besides, I’ve lived in this stinking little  town all my life and I want to shock some of the old fuddy-duddies.  Believe  me, as soon as I finish my senior year, I’m out of here like a rocket.”  “Well, we’re sure as hell shocking them,” Melody said with a grin.  “And I  guess I can understand why we’re not just streaking nude, like the fade back  when I was just a kid.”  “That nude streaking has already been done,” Michelle said, defensively.   “Besides, all of us are kinky as hell, aren’t we?”  “Damned right we are!”  “So, we just have to be careful not to get caught.”  Michelle’s face took  on her cat-seeing-mouse grin.  “Speaking of being caught…  Before I go  home, how about I tie your hands and force you to service me?”  “Oh, Michelle, I thought you’d never ask!  I’ll get the rope.”  

	 

	There are only two industries in Hooker Wells: farming and the college.   The college picked that site because the land and a generous amount of  money were given by the wealthiest farmer around so that his daughter would  not have to go away to college when she was old enough.  The college was  built, but four years later, when old man Magee’s daughter finished high  school, she ran away with one of the farm boys and was never seen again.   The student population was about equal to the town’s, neither of which was  very large, so the Sheriff’s Department was only the Sheriff, two deputies and  two receptionists.  Still, Sheriff Parker had his deputies patrolling around and keeping an eye  out for suspicious activities.  In the weekly edition of the Hooker Tribune, a  front page article described the two incidents, and an editorial decried the  scandalous activities of the coeds.  Additionally, several letters to the editor  condemned the lax morals of today’s youth, blaming it on not forcing the stu-  dents to attend church on Sundays, drugs, and/or lack of parental discipline.   Old man Carter, as usual, blamed the whole thing on “Godless Commies.”  When nothing happened for a few days, most of the town’s righteous, up-  standing citizens breathed a sigh of relief and assumed the worse was over.   They were very wrong.  

	 

	Deputy Sanders was cruising slowly down Main Street late Friday night,  checking to make sure that there were no drunks in the parking lot of the  town’s only two bars.  When it came time for his lunch break, he radioed into  the department his off-duty status and drove to the Red Barn Doughnut and  Coffee Shop.  Leaving his patrol car in the parking lot, he made his way inside,  sat in his usual booth, and ordered his usual hamburger, fries, two chocolate  doughnuts and a chocolate milkshake.  Also as usual, he considered ordering  a diet cola and no doughnuts instead, because of his spreading waist, but gave  

	in to his addiction to chocolate – as usual.  Unbeknownst to the deputy, skullduggery was afoot just a few feet away.   Two figures emerged from behind the building, carrying a third person in their  arms.  They had to carry that person because she was tightly bound with  ropes and totally unable to crawl, let alone walk by herself.  Michelle and  Rachael were carrying Mary, who was, as you might have expected, totally  naked save for the ropes, a hood over her head and a stylish pair of black  patent leather high heels.  They placed her on the hood of the patrol car,  pushed her back so that she was leaning against the windshield, and then  stood back.  Mary had not the huge breasts of Rachael, but hers were firm as  youthful breasts often are, and large enough to please most men.  Her body  was on the slender side, but also pleasing to look upon.  Then came the dangerous part.  Both of the clothed, unbound women  pulled digital cameras out and quickly took several photos.  The flashes lit up  the parking lot, briefly but brightly enough to attract attention from those in-  side the doughnut shop.  Fortunately for them, no one inside took any notice, especially not the  deputy who was just finishing his hamburger and eyeing the chocolate cov-  ered doughnuts.  They put away their cameras, and pulled their helpless friend from the  hood, nearly dropping her on the gravel in the process.  A muffled cry came  from within the hood when Mary felt herself being dropped, but fortunately it  was not loud due to the large rubber ball gag that was strapped tightly in her  mouth.  They managed to get her back to their car behind the building and  into the backseat.  They then, with incredible chutzpa, locked the car and  walked around to the front door and entered.  Casually, they went to the  counter, ordered coffee and doughnuts and proceeded to calmly eat and drink  while watching Deputy Sanders finish his meal and leave.  They had trouble  keeping straight faces when he told the clerk behind the counter that it was a  “really dull” night with nothing happening in town.  Eventually they finished, strolled out to the car and drove home, where  they untied her legs, put a coat over her and helped the hooded and still partly  bound young woman into the apartment.  The next day, copies of the best of the photographs were found in a plain  brown envelope on the doorstep of the Hooker Tribune, the Sheriff’s Office,  the City Council meeting room, and the Mayor’s office.  Copies were also  emailed to almost everyone in town who had an email address.  Care had  been taken to route the emails through an anonymous server so that they  could not be traced.  The photos showed, in very clear detail, the naked woman sitting on the  Hooker Sheriff’s Department patrol car.  The tight ropes binding her legs to-  gether could easily be made out, as could those numerous windings of rope  around her torso, crisscrossing her breasts and indenting her waist.  Her  bound arms could not been seen in the front shot, but there was another  photo showing her twisting to one side to show that her arms were also tightly  bound behind her.  The hood completely hid her face.  From the color pho-  tos, you could not even tell what color her hair was – her pubic mound had  been neatly shaved clean.  All hell broke loose in Hooker Wells. 

	 

	 

	Sheriff Parker slammed down the newspaper.  The headlines read: “Town  Plagued by Pornography.”  Under that, rather large headline were two of the  photos, with inappropriate parts blacked out.  Still, the basic idea came across  quite well.  That copy of the paper, by the way, was the first to sell out totally  since the one announcing the election of President Roosevelt.  The lead article went on to re-describe the two prior incidents and point  out that this one had occurred while the Sheriff’s deputy was only a few feet  away, chomping on doughnuts.  The editor’s column was twice as large as  usual, and deplored the inability of their law enforcement officials to repel this  “invasion of perverted pornography” from their fair town.  It did, however,  stop short of demanding his resignation.  Some of the letters to the editor did  not, however.  “Natalie, tell Sanders that his vacation is postponed.  I can’t be short  handed during this… this… this damned crisis!”  Sitting back in his chair, the Sheriff, being a reasonably intelligent man,  tried to analyze these incidents logically.  He remembered the nude streaking  fad of a number of years ago, but that had never reached anywhere near Hook-  er Wells.  Why were these college girls doing this?  He assumed they were  from the college, the largest source of young females around.  And why were  they doing it with one of them tied up?  For a moment, he considered that the  tied up women were not voluntary contributors to the effort, but he quickly  dismissed that idea.  The first girl had casually walked down Main Street.   And the streaker in Roddy’s had even stopped to do a graceful turn in the mid-  dle of the dining area.  That did not sound like a victim.  The Sheriff, having been born in that town and raised there all his life,  knew about kinky stuff only from the news on the TV and a few raunchy stories  told down at the bar, which were probably not true anyway.  Each incident, he figured, was a little larger than the last.  The girl who  ran through Roddy’s was completely naked, unlike the first girl who was only  nearly naked in that bikini.  And the girl on the patrol car was totally naked,  

	plus she was totally bound.  He pulled the photos that had been left on his  doorstep out of a desk drawer and looked at them again.  He had to admit  that she was a good looking girl, even if you could not see her face.  And she  might be a little on the skinny side, but that was a nice figure.  He stared at  the nude girl and tried to see if that general shape and size fitted any young  women he knew.  It was a useless task.  Having never seen most of the young  girls in the town or at the college naked, he really had no means of compar-  ison.  Disgusted, he put the photos away and wondered what they might pull  next.  Heaven help this town if this gets out and hits the national news media,  he told himself.   

	 

	 

	“I call it the ‘Disappearing Act’,” Michelle told the others.  The meeting of the Hooker Rope Streaking Club started out as a joyous  occasion.  Each girl had a copy of the newspaper and tales of the reactions  they had heard about their little stunt.  Eventually, the laugher and mirth died  down and someone asked their leader what was next.  Immediately, Mary spoke up.  “Are you sure we want to continue this?  I  mean, I was pretty scared doing that.  What if the deputy had come out early  and found me sitting on his car?”  “She’s right, you know,” chipped in Melody.  “They’ll be watching care-  fully for anything suspicious.  It won’t be easy to do next time.”  “I’m well aware of that.  The Sheriff has stepped up patrols, especially in  public places.  The deputies are working extra hours.  But…” she paused dra-  matically, “I have the patrol schedule and we will know where and when they  are around.  Which is a big part of what I have in mind.”  She went on to describe the “Disappearing Act.”  It was met with mixed  reactions.  Some thought it was very “cool” while a couple others were wor-  ried about the risk.  “A little risk makes it more delicious,” said Michelle.  “And I’ll need all of  us working on this next act.  You girls don’t want me to have to enlist a boy or  two to help, do you?”  There was a silence.  All of them were bi-sexual, except for two who were  hard core lesbians.  Even those who did sort of like men would never have in-  vited men into their little club.  “Okay then, we all agree,” said Michelle.  “United we stand, divided we…”  “Mary!  Knock it off!”  “Yes, oh Fearless Leader!”  She went on to assign duties.  Several of the girls begged to be the “vic-  tims” but Michelle and Melody were chosen because the other three had had  their turn already.  When everyone has had a turn, Michelle told them, they  

	would start over again.  

	 

	 

	As per the schedule, Deputy Sanders was patrolling the downtown section  of town.  With him was Natalie, who had asked to do a “ride along”.  She was  not a sworn-in, trained law officer, but had a real interest in becoming one,  and the twenty-two year old was planning to apply to the Sheriff’s Academy in  Center City.  Besides, Sheriff Parker thought that it was a good idea to have  another pair of eyes in the car.  In Hooker Wells, nothing much happens after ten o’clock at night on  weekdays.  There might be a little activity at the bars, but that was all.  Farm-  ers tend to go to bed early.  And the college held only a hundred or so stu-  dents, most of the usual five hundred or so being home on the summer break  and there being no summer classes.  “Pretty boring,” commented Natalie after four and a half hours of driving  slowly around.  Deputy Sanders turned to the pretty young woman beside him and told  her, “Yeah, it can get very boring.”  They had just turned off Main Street onto Second Street when Natalie  suddenly spoke.  “Hey!  I think I saw something down that alley!”  Sanders backed up the patrol car.  Sure enough, there was a figure down  near the other end of the alley.  At a hundred yards off, it was hard to make  out but it seemed to be a naked person standing there.  He turned the car and  entered the alley.  Half way down, he swore, “Damn!  That’s a naked woman!   And she’s tied up.  Now’s our chance to get them.”  At the end of the alley the figure standing there was, indeed, a naked  woman.  And her arms were bound tightly behind her back, the elbows to-  gether and even some rope wrapped around the narrowest part of her waist to  lash her arms against her body.  She was wearing the same hood that the biki-  ni girl had worn the first time, so she could see but her face not be seen.  “We got her now,” said Natalie.  “Look, her feet are handcuffed together!   She can’t get away!”  As the car approached, the naked girl turned and shuffled around the  

	corner of the end building.  “She can’t get far like that,” said Sanders as he switched on the flashing  lights atop the car, something he loved to do but rarely had the chance.  Red  and blue and yellow flashed off the building walls around them.  It took only  five seconds before he was turning the patrol car around the corner, but when  he looked there was no one in sight.  “What the hell!” cursed Sanders.  “Where could she have gone?” added Natalie.  The street before them was empty.  The bound woman had turned to-  wards Main Street, but the distance to that intersection was far too great for  anyone with handcuffed ankles to cover in such a short time.  “Maybe she took off the handcuffs?” asked Natalie.  “You saw how she was tied.  Could you have reached down and unlocked  a pair of handcuffs?  And that fast?” he told her.  “No, she’s got to be some-  where around here.”  He slowly cruised down Third Street.  There was nothing but bare brick  wall of the bank on one side and another building on the other.  There were  no doors she could have ducked into.  He made a turn onto Main and quickly  drove around the block, winding up back where they started.  They had seen  nothing.  Natalie shivered.  “You don’t suppose that was a ghost?” she asked.  “No way.  The other girls were very real; this one is, too.”  “Then where…”  She glanced up in the rearview mirror.  “There!  Look,  behind us!”  Sanders looked up to the mirror and saw, at the other end of the alley be-  hind them, a figure.  It appeared in the dim light to be a naked figure.  “There she is!” he uttered as he drove out onto Third and made a U-turn  as rapidly as he could.  He squealed rubber as he rushed down the alley.  But  they could see that there was nothing at the end of the alley.  Skidding to a  stop, he jumped out of the car and ran to the corner, flashlight in one hand  and the other resting on his gun.  There was nothing but dirty alley and brick buildings, dimly lit by the cor-  ner street lights.  “Where the hell did she go?” he asked of the empty alley.  Turning back to  the car and Natalie, who was standing alongside it, he said, “You saw her!  It  was a naked woman and she was tied up just like she was at the other end of  the alley.”  “Yes, I saw her.”  “Then where the hell did she go?!”  They searched for a few minutes but found nothing.  Then, as they were  walking back to the patrol car, something moved near the other end of the  alley.  Sanders began running in that direction, followed by Natalie.  The  lighter shape was next to a dumpster behind the bank.  As Natalie ran up, out  of breath, she saw Sanders shining his flashlight on a figure bound in ropes.   But, instead of a real, live woman, it was a fashion display mannequin.  It was,  however, naked and bound with ropes as best the stiff arms and legs could be.  From behind them came a voice: “Hey!”  Both turned around.  Suddenly there was a bright flash.  For long sec-  onds neither of them could see, having been blinded by the strobe.  When  they could again make out the alley, there was no one to be seen.  Sanders, cursing colorfully, and Natalie, blushing at his language, picked  up the dummy and carried it back to the patrol car.  “The Sheriff’s gonna be pissed,” Sanders said. 

	 

	 

	The Sheriff was pissed.  He slammed down the newspaper, a special edition, and cursed colorfully  for a full minute.  The headlines that caused this display of foul language  read: “Deputy Catches Streaker?”  Before that was a photo covering half the  first page.  It showed Deputy Sanders and Natalie standing in the alley, turned  to face the camera with surprised looks on their faces.  Between them, the  bound mannequin could clearly be seen.  The article included his statement  about having seen a disappearing bound and naked women.  Parker did not even want to read the editorial.  Half the town would be  calling for his resignation.  Once again the photo had been sent via email, along with a copy to the  newspaper.  This time the Sheriff did not get his own copy.  But the Mayor  did.  The Sheriff was pissed. 

	The five girls were gathered the next day in Melody’s apartment.  It was  generally agreed that they had pulled off the best stunt ever done in that  town.  But among the jocularity there was one sour tone.  “I fucked up,” Rachael told them.  “I almost let Michelle fall.”  The room became quiet.  “That is true,” Michelle said.  “When I stepped into the net and you were  pulling me up, you let the rope slip.  I almost fell on top of the deputy’s car.  I  know you and Mary were doing your best, but you did almost screw up the  whole operation.  You know that I had to be out of sight when he got there.   But instead of being on the roof, I was still hanging half way up the wall when  his car came around the corner.  I was damned lucky that I wasn’t seen.”  Their leader spelled it out so that the others would understand what  Rachael was saying.  The big breasted girl bowed her head and repeated, “I  fucked up.”  There was a pause, and then: “I deserve to be punished.”  All eyes were turned to the miscreant.  “And what degree of punishment would be appropriate?” asked Michelle.  Rachael took a deep breath and said in a very quiet voice, “The paddle  line.”  “I agree,” was all that Michelle said.  Melody immediately got up, went to a cupboard and returned with an  armful of ropes, which she dropped on the coffee table.  Without being told  to, Rachael began removing her clothing.  Soon, she was standing totally  naked before her friends.  Those friends noted that there was just the slightest  hint of amusement on her face, but it was mixed in with a healthy dose of  apprehension and maybe some honest fear.  Pain was coming and she knew  it.  Laurie and Melody begin binding her arms behind her.  First, they pulled  her hands back then turned them up and pulled until the wrists were crossed  and between her shoulder blades.  There they bound them, adding rope up  and over her shoulders and around her chest just above her breasts.  When  

	they were finished, her arms were tightly bound against her back and totally  immobile.  Meanwhile, Michelle and Mary were getting the paddles.  They were only  ping-pong paddles but the surfaces were covered with sandpaper.  Players of  the game often do that because it gives better control of the ping-pong ball.   Four of them were set down on the coffee table.  With her arms bound, Melody knelt and locked a pair of handcuffs on the  bound girl’s ankles.  With a hand on Rachael’s arm, she guided the naked  woman over to the edge of the front room.  Laurie came forward with gagging  material in her hands.  First, a wash cloth was rolled up and shoved into  Rachael’s mouth, filling it.  Then, an elastic bandage was wrapped tightly  around her head, covering her mouth from nose down to chin.  Over that,  duct tape was wrapped as tightly as they could.  It was a gag that she would  never be able to remove by herself.  The four girls lined up, each with a paddle in her hand.  Rachael was  showing real fear in her eyes now as she saw the paddles and the stern looks  on the faces of her friends.  She lowered herself to the carpet with a thump  when her knees hit.  Then she began crawling forward, her knees taking only  tiny moves because of the handcuffs preventing her feet from separating more  than a couple inches.  She came up to the first girl, Laurie, and stopped  there.  She lowered her head until it was resting against the carpet, her bottom  sticking up.  Laurie really loved Rachael.  They were close friends and lovers.  But  when she swung the paddle to strike the bare ass presented to her, it was with  all the strength in her arm.  There was a loud smacking sound, followed by a  muted cry, and Rachael jerked up, almost falling over in the process.  But she  recovered and again put her head down on the carpet.  The second stroke was delivered with the same force, and it generated an-  other muted cry of pain.  Laurie gave four smacks against the bare skin, two on each side.  Rachael  then lifted her head and shuffled forward until she was kneeling before Mary.   The ritual was repeated, her bending over, followed by four loud and hard  smacks.  Then came Melody’s turn and the once again there was no holding  back in her swing.  The stinging and burning of Rachael’s ass was making  tears flow from her eyes.  But there was more.  Shuffling over to Michelle, she bowed her head again and tensed up.   Michelle was well known to never hold back when it came to punishments.  Her smacks were the hardest of all.  The first was so strong and planted over  an already abused ass, that it caused Rachael to fall to her side and shake.   Part of the extra pain was because Michelle had not just struck the skin; she  had stuck with a sideways motion to make the paddle slide across the sensi-  tized skin.  The sandpaper surface made her strokes hurt much more.   Michelle waited patiently for her to struggle back up to her knees for the other  three strokes.  And they were just as hard.  When finished, Rachael was sob-  bing and her bottom was a nice red color.  The term “glutton for punishment” is more colloquial than saying some-  one is a masochist, but both would describe Rachael (and, to a lesser extent,  the rest of them).  With her bottom burning, she turned around and then bent  backwards as far as she could without falling over.  This presented her really  large breasts to Michelle.  The paddle line punishment usually required only  one pass, but Rachael was saying that she felt she deserved more.  Michelle  did not hesitate to smack one large breast, making it bounce nicely.  The  shock in Rachael’s eyes clearly demonstrated the pain.  But she kept her body  bent backwards to accept a second blow on the other breast.  The sandpaper  covered paddles really hurt the nipples.  Only then did she turn and shuffle to  the next in line.  When Rachael had finished a second pass of the line, both her breasts  and ass were red, especially the skin on her ass from the abrasive paddles.  Melody went to untie the sobbing girl but Michelle halted her.  “Leave her  tied for a while,” she said.  Then, turning to the others, “Any other old  

	business?  Very well, we will go on to new business.  For our next stunt, I  have a goodie in mind.”  At Michelle’s bidding, Melody and Laurie lifted Rachael and sat her down  on the sofa between them.  With the gag still in place, there was little that she  could contribute to the discussion, but that mattered little.  They all agreed  that what Michelle was proposing was audacious, bold, sure to be dangerous,  and definitely “cool.”  “There is one problem that has to be solved,” Michelle told them.  “We  need a pickup truck.  None of us has one.  Which means that we will have to  borrow one.  Michael St. James has one.  With the proper incentive, I’m sure  that he will lend both the truck and his help to our plan.  But it will mean that  one of us will have to ‘put out’ as payment for the truck.  Who would like to  do that?”  The man mentioned was one of the best looking studs on campus.   Melody and Laurie’s hands immediately went up.  Mary abstained, being such  a hardcore lesbian that the idea was repulsive to her.  Rachael would have lift-  ed her hand but both of hers were still tightly bound behind her and the gag  prevented her from begging for the assignment.  It fell to Melody to provide  sexual services in exchange for the loan of a truck.  After the rest of the plans were discussed and assignment made, they  turned to their usual fun and games.  The handcuffs were removed from  Rachael’s ankles and her legs were spread wide as she leaned back on the  sofa.  Then Laurie knelt between her legs and spread her labia to attack that  oh-so-sensitive spot with her tongue.  It was her way of showing that they  loved her, no matter how much they hurt her.  Melody began sucking on a  nipple, joined by Mary on the other one.  Rachael was soon moaning with  pleasure.   

	 

	 

	The next day, Michelle approached Michael St. James while he was prac-  ticing basketball shots.  Since Michelle was wearing very short shorts, a tank  top and no bra, he was willing to stop his practice and listen to her propo-  sition.  Fortunately for the girls, he thought that the idea was great and he was  willing to help.  She told him of the payment and his eyes took on a gleam.  That evening, Michelle met Michael and took him to Melody’s apart-  ment.  The door was open and she went right in without knocking.  “She’s in the bedroom waiting for you.  Have fun.”  Michael wondered why Melody was not there to greet him but he found  out when he entered the bedroom.  The room was lit only by two candles, but  that was enough to display a naked Melody tied spread-eagle on the bed.  She  was not gagged, but the ropes spreading her were quite tightly tied and  Michelle had put a pillow under her ass so that her hips stuck up provoca-  tively.  As Michael was hurrying off his pants, Melody informed him that she  would use her mouth to “get you ready.”  He eagerly accepted and soon the  room was filled with moans and sucking sounds.  Fortunately, Michelle had  teased Melody for a long time before going to get Michael, and the girl was  well primed for sex.  When he crawled over between her legs, she was juicy  and ready.  There followed a prolonged session that left both of them ex-  hausted.  Afterwards, Michael was heard to comment that this bondage stuff  was pretty good and he wanted more. 

	 

	 

	A week passed and nothing more happened.  The uproar died down and  the incidents were almost forgotten as the increasing heat and lack of rain  occupied the townspeople.  The one person in town who did not forget was Sheriff Parker.  He did  not like having crimes committed in his town, and especially did not like him  and his department looking like fools.  He had the photos that were left  checked for fingerprints but apparently whoever handled them had worn  gloves.  He tried to get a computer expert to track down where the emails  came from, but that man could only track them to a server in Belarus and  could not get farther.  Then he was occupied by plans for the forthcoming Fourth of July parade  and celebrations. The thought occurred to him that the people behind these  incidents might choose that day to pull another stunt.  He vowed to be ready  when they did. 

	The Fourth of July dawned bright and sunny.  Sheriff Parker personally  patrolled the parade route down Main Street.  The parade was set for noon  and a town-wide street party for that evening.  He hoped the only fireworks  would be those in the sky.  In a garage only half a mile away, a pickup truck was being prepared.   Among other things, a wooden platform was set in the bed.  To that platform  was bolted a wooden post, round and about five inches wide.  It was about  five feet tall.  “This is my cousin Timmy’s truck,” Michael told Michelle.  “Mine’s a lit-  tle too customized.  His is stock and rather plain.”  “Fine.  You did a good job of preparing it.”  She checked her watch and  grinned.  “Show time!” she said.  Then she unbuttoned her blouse and  tossed it aside.  Michael watched those wonderful breasts with interest.   Then, when she pulled down her shorts, he sucked in air and felt himself  growing hard.  The lack of panties and bra made it simple and quick for  Michelle to be ready.  She climbed up into the truck bed.  Melody and Laurie were ready with the ropes.  First, as Michael watched  fascinated, a rope was looped around her waist, pulled tightly, and then  passed down between her legs.  Melody was careful to spread her labia so the  ropes would go under them and press against her clit.  With that crotch rope  tightly in place, they began binding Michelle to the post.  First, her arms were  pulled behind it and the wrists tied crossed.  Then her body was lashed to the  post with numerous turns of rope applied so tightly that it cut into her.  Her  legs were bound to the post but only above the knees.  Her ankles were left  unbound.  When the ropes were all on and Michelle was solidly bound to the  post, Melody stood by with a specially made hood.  In her other hand was a  ball gag.  During the process, Michael had tried to get onto the truck to help with  the binding of that gorgeous naked body, but the girls had pushed him out.  As the time approached noon, Laurie left to get in her position.  Melody  

	pulled out a cell phone and dialed a number.  After a short conversation, she  told Michelle that the “team” was in position and ready.  A quick check and it  was announced that it was time to go.  Michelle opened her mouth to accept  the ball gag from Melody.  When it was tightly buckled in place, the hood was  placed over her head.  It was a variation of the hood they had used before, but  lacking the eye and nose holes.  Only, this one came down just far enough to  cover the nose and left the gagged mouth visible.  Michelle could not see,  could not talk and was honestly secured to that post.  Until someone untied  her, she could not move.  Michael got into the truck and Melody joined him.  She slid open the  small window in the back of the cab, reached out and patted Michelle’s bare  bottom.  Then the garage door opened and they drove out.  Laurie, standing at the beginning of Main Street, was on her cell phone,  talking to Melody.  They had to time this perfectly or they would get caught.  With virtually the entire town lining Main Street to watch, the side streets  were empty.  They drove slowly along then turned onto First Street.  They  were only one block from Main Street.  He stopped the truck and they both  put on hoods that would hide their faces but allow them to see.  When Laurie  announced that the parade had just started, Michael increased their speed.  If  they had practiced it a dozen times, the timing could not have been better.   Just as the high school band struck up a tune, and the flag bearers began step-  ping out followed by the drum majorettes twirling their batons, he turned onto  Main Street, only fifty feet in front of the beginning of the parade.  At a sedate speed, he cruised down Main just ahead of the parade.   Cheers and applauding began to welcome the parade, then quieted down sud-  denly as people saw what was in the truck bed.  Michael and Melody cheer-  fully waved to the watchers.  Tied to the post and helpless, Michelle knew where they were.  She also  knew that hundreds of eyes were turned upon her naked and bound body.  There was more than a little exhibitionist in her and she was highly excited by  what was happening, even if she could not see it.  She struggled against the  ropes, knowing that she could not free herself but wanting to show that she  was putting out the effort.  The struggling also made her more excited.  Truth  was, she had been moving against the ropes from the time they left the  garage.  She was in a pretty high state of sexual excitement from her efforts  and that tight crotch rope pressing in just the right place.  She could feel the  heat growing in her loins and her breathing increasing.  The oooos and ahhhs and cries of astonishment she heard added to the  excitement.  Soon, she was thrusting her hips hard against the ropes.  To  those watching, it appeared as part of the struggling.  But inside, much more  than struggles to be free was going on.  By the time the truck had gone two  blocks, for Michelle a wonderful orgasm blossomed between her legs and set  her on fire.  Her body tensed and she moaned loudly as she experienced  about the best orgasm she had ever felt.  It was wonderful!  Behind them, the parade came on as if nothing unusual was happening.   Perhaps they were too astonished to react.  Likewise, the watchers lining the  sidewalks were rooted to the spot.  All except one.  Just as Michelle was see-  ing flashing lights and feeling as if her whole body was on fire, Sheriff Parker,  who had been standing on the sidewalk, saw what was passing by and re-  acted.  He was perhaps the only person in town who had expected something  like this.  As his uniformed figure came out of the crowd and stepped into the  street, Michael saw him.  “Damn!” he cursed, and pushed down on the accel-  erator.  The truck jumped forward.  In the bed, the post upon which Michelle  was bound tilted towards the rear.  Had the platform not been quite so large,  it might have fallen.  But her weight was enough to keep it steady.  So spaced  out with ecstasy was Michelle that she knew nothing about the little drama  that was unfolding around her.  The green truck hurried down the street, followed by a shouting Sheriff.   When he saw that he could not catch the truck, he started to draw his gun but  held back and the truck made a clean get away.  The Sheriff was immediately  

	dashing for his patrol car and on the radio to bring his deputies.  Melody, looking out the back window, giggled, and said, “That was close!”  Michael reached over and squeezed her breast affectionately.  “Fun  games you girls have,” he said.  Then he let go of the breast and turned into a  side street.  Waiting for them was their getaway plan.  Melody was reaching through the window and cutting the ropes with a  very sharp knife.  She could not reach all of them, but a good part of the  bondage was falling off when the truck stopped.  Quickly, she was out of the  cab and jumping into the bed.  She cut off the rest of the ropes, rapidly but  carefully.  Michelle almost collapsed in her arms.  “Michael, help me!” she called out.  Michael was immediate in with her and they lifted Michelle’s body out.   The crotch rope was the only one she had not cut off, and Michelle was still  clenching her thighs together and moving her hips.  It was apparent to  Melody what had happened.  The two of them carried her over to a waiting car  and shoved her into the back seat.  Melody hurried threw a blanket over the  nude woman.  Meanwhile, back at the truck, Mary and Rachael were busy with a hose  and a large brush.  They were spraying the truck, washing the green poster  pain off to reveal the real white paint underneath.  It did not take long before  the truck was a different color.  Michael and Melody tossed their hoods into a trash dumpster, then  Michael climbed onto the truck.  He had stopped it next to the dumpster.   While they had been stowing Michelle in the car and Laurie was washing off  the last of the green paint, Mary had been in the bed, removing the bolts hold-  ing the post to the platform.  They were quick release bolts and she needed no  tool to do the job.  When Michael jumped in, the post was loose and would  have fallen down if Mary had not been holding it.  Michael wrapped his arms  around it and lifted it high enough to throw it into the dumpster.  The plat-  form followed.  While he was doing that, Mary was gathering up the cut pieces of rope  and tossing them into the dumpster also.  In less than two minutes, they were finished.  Michelle got in the cab and  turned the truck around in the parking lot, then out onto the street.  He was  casually cruising down the street when the Sheriff’s car raced past him going  the other way.  The Sheriff noted the pickup truck and almost stopped.  But  when he saw that it was not the right color, did not have two people in the cab  and, most importantly, did not have a naked girl tied to a post in the back, he  sped on, looking down side streets as he went.  Back in the parking lot of the small business center, the girls were all in-  side the car, Michelle still lying on the backseat and only just beginning to re-  turn to reality.  Mary crowded in beside her while the other two sat in front.   They watched the Sheriff’s car race past.  Giggling and making congratulatory comments, they began the drive back  to the Melody’s apartment.  They passed the other Sheriff’s Department car  rushing around, looking for something it would never find. 

	 

	 

	“God but that was good!” exclaimed Laurie when all of them had assem-  bled.  “You should have seen the looks on the people around me.  They were  shocked!”  “I could see some of the old ladies holding their hands to their mouths,”  added Melody.  “It was a real rush!”  Michelle, who had donned a pair of slacks and a long sleeved shirt in the  car to hide the rope indentations on her limbs, was strangely silent.  She had  left the crotch rope on and was feeling the heat building up in her crotch  again.  “Too bad we couldn’t work out a way for all five of us to be displayed!”  said Rachael.  “Five naked and bound beauties parading down Main Street!   Wow!  It would be really cool!”  Finally, Michelle spoke.  “I suppose that might be possible,” she told  them.  “If Michael agreed to help us.  He would have to tie each of us and  then make sure we got away.  Of course, he would want payment for his ser-  vices…”  Melody smiled at the sweet memories.  “But I think maybe we should lay low for a while.  We’ve been lucky so  far.  Perhaps we should not push it.”  “But Michelle…” Rachael started to protest but let it fade off.  “Don’t worry,” Michelle told her.  “You’ll do something stupid soon and  get punished for it.”  She saw the faint, slightly embarrassed smile on  Rachael’s face and smiled herself.  “All of us will continue our activities, but  in private.”  There were smiles all around.  “Starting tomorrow,” she continued.  “I have to be with my parents this  evening for the town party.  I suppose the rest of you will want to go to it  also.”  There were a couple of sighs and frowns.  “Of course, we still have the rest of the afternoon…” she added.  Spirits perked right up.  Soon, there were two naked and bound girls  

	being attended to by two of her friends.  Michelle, at her own request, had  been bound in a tight hogtie, gagged and stuffed into a closet for a little  “meditation” as they sometimes referred to their isolation games.  She had  never taken off the crotch rope and would undoubted find consolation in its  presence.  In summary, a jolly good time was had by all.    

	 

	 

	Sheriff Parker stood beside one of the food tables, holding a cola and  looking very perturbed.  Searching all afternoon had yielded neither any sign  of the green truck nor of the woman who had been bound to the post and on  display so blatantly.  He was considering getting some of the pizza that smelled so good, and  was wondering if he would have a job the next day.  There would be howls for  his head, but he hoped he would survive.  Just then, his daughter walked up.  “Hi, dad,” she called out cheerfully.  “Good party.  I’ve never seen the  town so excited.”  “You do know what happened at the parade?” he asked as he reached for  a slice of pizza.  “I heard,” she said with a smile.  “Pretty shocking, huh?”  “If you have any idea who is behind all this crap, you’d better let me  know,” he said, then took a big bite and looking at her over the slice.  “Not a clue, dad.”  She picked up a piece of pizza too, and took a bite.   “I’m going to get together with mom and we’ll just do some walking around.”  “Fine.  Let me know if you see any naked, tied up women.”  “Sure, dad.  You’ll be the first I tell.”  As Michelle Parker walked away, she was smiling.  And only part of that  was the good feeling of that nice, tight crotch rope under her clothing.

	 

	 

	The End 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	  

	  

	 

	 

	  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


cover.jpeg





