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Chapter 22: A Break Between the Sherries

Vicky Campion began her job the last Monday in June.

Herman Campion left Baton Rouge two Sundays later, hugging the twins, extracting one more solemn promise that there would be no parties, and heading west in his beloved, five-year-old Desperado, the only vehicle he’d ever bought new, a truck he loved, quite possibly, as much as his children. There was no other way to get it to Mesa Springs, he’d insisted to Vicky, than with him at the wheel.

The trip took two days, 10 hours each, Monday and Tuesday, his destination the Grand View Hotel, where the company had put Vicky up for free until Herman could get their new house marginally habitable.

“Three hours out,” he’d texted during a fast food dinner Tuesday night. “What’s your room number again?”

“I can meet you in the lobby.”

Herman bit into his chicken sandwich, pondered, texted back, “Naked?”

“Yes,” she texted. “Is that okay?”

“I’ll have clothes on,” he replied.

“Well, you could take them off when you get here.”

Herman pondered some more.

“I’ll take them off in the room.”

“Is it okay if I meet you in the lobby, though?”

“Okay. I’ll text you from the first stop light in town.”

“Hurry!” Vicky implored over her phone.

Unlike the rest of the Campion family, Herman Campion drove through downtown with his eyes straight ahead, fixed on the stoplight and his dashboard and the license plate of the car before him. He did not turn and look this way and that, gawk and the naked citizens of Mesa Springs, take in the bodies of the young and old, the trim and the skinny and the heavyset, the male and the female, the erect and the flaccid, the bare and the trimmed and the entirely natural.

And yet, viewing the exposed pride of Mesa Springs was unavoidable, a nude girl in her early 20s, with her friend or brother or lover, crossing the street in front of his truck while he waited at a red light, and her breasts bounced, and her nipples held forth, and she was talking and smiling, and she looked without shame wherever she cared to look, and her eyes met the eyes of Herman Campion briefly but boldly, and she did not suddenly raise her arm to her breasts to cover her suggestively firm nipples, and she did not place a hand over her trimmed mound to hide her black hair and the pink door of her female chamber, and she did not, like the goddess Diana when espied naked and bathing by the hunter Actaeon, turn Herman into a deer so that he would be run down and torn apart by his own dogs.

No, she looked only briefly into Herman’s eyes, the soft light of late summer being such that she could certainly see him through the windshield, and he her, and her gaze, fleeting as it was, was also soft, and friendly, and confident, and entirely immodest, if not actively welcoming, and Herman, it must be said, immediately experienced that most distressing of phenomena, the anguish of unplanned, unwanted, clothed arousal, his member straightening and extending against his unyielding briefs and his sturdy jeans, and when the light turned green, he accelerated through the intersection with his right foot on the gas while his right hand reported to his tormented member to do something, anything, to relieve the agonies of that being between his legs, who interpreted any stimulation, tactile, visual or even auditory, as a call action, as a siren, as a herald that there was a vagina to be plumbed, a girl to be gone through, and it must be said that after Herman Campion found a way to ease the angst of his stiff manhood, by working it upwards and slightly to the left, he gave it an entirely unnecessary squeeze, and he was still embarrassingly, deliciously erect when he reached the Grand View Hotel and entered and found his wife – as much a member of the exposed pride of Mesa Springs as that naked girl – waiting for him, and she ran to him with her breasts and bottom shaking and hugged him, for they had rarely been apart that long, and never apart so long while Vicky spent her days working naked while Herman stayed clothed and busy monitoring their near-adult children while settling things at their soon-to-be former home in Baton Rouge, and with very few words they went up to her room on the fourth floor of the Grand View Hotel and he did at last undress, and soon thereafter his member received the reward it had been anticipating, if not begging for or, most accurately, demanding, because Vicky was only too glad to drop to the bed and spread her legs for her husband, and Herman, after he’d given his penis the freedom it had been pushing for desperately since he’d seen that girl at the intersection, was only too glad to kneel between Vicky’s thick, welcoming thighs, and to slide his manhood into her vaginal embrace, and to feel her clear, thick lubricant, and the two ground against each other, Vicky as much a partner to the union as Herman, groaning and writhing and gyrating until the couple finalized things together, Vicky crying out with deep, overwhelming pleasure, Herman doing the same as he delivered one jolt after another of fresh cream to his wife’s spasming chamber.

Finished entirely, the lovers separated their wet organs and went to the sink and toilet to wash up.

“Want to get a drink?” Vicky proposed, wiping herself on the toilet.

“You mean, here?” Herman replied, standing at the sink, a nervous edge to his voice.

“There’s a nice bar downstairs,” she said.

“And they let people in . . . naked?”

“Yeah,” she said casually. “It’s just like everyplace else.”

“And we would go . . . naked?”

“Yeah.”

“And you wanna do that?”

“I do,” she said, flushing, and she rose and went to her husband, and he turned so she could embrace him loosely. “The only way to get used to this is to do it.”

“Okay,” Herman said, drawing in his breath. “Okay.”

The bar was quiet that night, a nude couple at one of the tables, a nude woman about Vicky’s age at the bar drinking white wine and typing on a laptop, but the fear in Herman’s face was almost palpable when he and his wife reached the entrance, both naked, his penis soft at the moment.

He took one tentative half-step toward the right, where an empty table away from everyone else waited, but Vicky’s steps were quicker and bolder, and she led her husband to a pair of stools set at the middle of the bar, the woman just two stools away, Mae naked and serving behind the bar.

“Hey, Vicky,” Mae said. “And this must be Herman, at long last!”

“Hi,” Herman said, so nervous and so unaccustomed to being nude in the open he struggled to get up on the stool, legs flailing briefly, penis flopping, before he found his balance.

Vicky, who took to her seat like second nature, reached out to wrap her hand around her husband’s broad shoulder and to perhaps let him know his momentary loss of dignity only made her love him more.

“Yes, this is Herman,” Vicky said. “Herman, this is Mae, my lifesaver.”

“Lifesaver?” Herman said, looking into the woman’s eyes, and not at her ample breasts.

“She always knows what to make me. Mixed drink, beer, wine, tawny. Something for every kind of stress.”

“How much stress?” Herman said, because this was potentially new information. Husband and wife had talked every night, and she hadn’t been reporting more than the ordinary new job challenges.

“Good stress,” Vicky said, “pretty much like I’ve been telling you. But I’ve had to be on, nonstop, from 8 to 6, making a hundred decisions a day with one part of my head, absorbing everything I need to know with the rest. And I’ve been alone. What do you think I need today, Mae?”

“Something sweet, because your husband’s here,” Mae said. “Percy.”

“Percy? You’ve got some?”

“I’ve been saving a bottle for you and Herman.”

“Oh, you shouldn’t have!” Vicky exclaimed, sliding off her stool and rounding the bar to give Mae a hug, hips and bellies touching, breasts pressing against each other until the women pulled away, smiling, Herman watching the display of affection with a demeanor bordering on stupor.

Mae poured two little glasses of the exclusive sherry, and Vicky raised her drink and Herman followed suit, glasses clinking.

“To being reunited,” Vicky declared, and the two sipped, and Herman allowed himself the hint of a satisfied smile.

“Would you like some Percy dry sherry?” Vicky inquired of the woman at the keyboard, her wineglass empty.

She looked up with surprise, apparently so engrossed in her work she wasn’t aware anyone was nearby, much less drinking from a hard-to-get bottle of sherry.

“Pardon me?” she said.

“Your wine is gone,” Vicky said, raising her glass. “And Percy is the best.”

“Oh,” the woman said, turning on her stool, revealing a shaved mound, a narrow waist, and a pair of modest breasts that bounced as she turned. “Sure. Thank you.”

Mae poured the third glass and Vicky offered her a toast.

“Cheers,” she said. “Are you from Mesa Springs?”

“Just visiting,” the woman said, without offering more information, turning back to her work.

“How long were you on the road, Herman?” Mae inquired.

“Two days,” he said, and he stopped looking at the woman, but a little too late perhaps, his penis beginning to stir, to rise up between his thighs. “Ten hours a day, including stops.”

“Herman came with his third child,” Vicky said, adding when Mae looked at them, puzzled, “his Desperado.”

“Oh, top of the line,” Mae said. “All tricked out, too?”

“No, I got the basic model,” Herman said. “I just needed a good, reliable truck.”

“For work?”

“Yeah,” Herman said. “More or less.”

“What do you do?” Mae asked.

“Well . . . I—” Herman began slowly.

“Herman’s going to fix up our new place, top to bottom,” Vicky interrupted. “He’s got big plans and more knowledge than he’d ever admit to.”

“Oh, you’re gonna be busy!” Mae said. “In its day, the van Wildeer house was a real gem.”

Herman cast a furtive glance at his growing penis and brightened, all the suppressed nerves gone from his face.

“First thing tomorrow, I hit Masterson’s General Store,” he said, taking another sip.

“They’ve got the best selection,” Mae said, nodding. “But give the Pantheon a look now and then too. They tend to carry the kind of high end stuff that house deserves.”

“Oh yeah?” Herman queried.

“Really nice plumbing fixtures,” Mae said. “Brass fittings. Italian tile. I’ll go there sometimes just to drool.”

Herman turned to look at his wife, raising his eyebrows as if to ask permission to spend the kind of money Mae was talking about, and she nodded in the way she always did when she approved of something without reservation, and then she looked down at Herman’s erect penis and Herman followed her eyes, and he bit his lip guiltily, but she only smiled, again without reservation, and that seemed to ease Herman’s embarrassment.

Until she spoke again.

“Do you want to take care of that now?”

“Take care of what?” Herman replied with an edge in his voice.

“Your erection,” Vicky said. “Want to go up to the room?”

“For . . .?” Herman said, as if he didn’t know.

“You can put your penis inside me,” she said, without lowering her voice, their conversation clearly audible to Mae, who was adjusting bottles, and the woman typing on her laptop.

“Yeah,” Herman said, agreeing perhaps because it meant he’d be able to leave what had become a very awkward situation.

“Mae, this should take about 10 minutes,” Vicky said, sliding off her stool. “Don’t give our seats away!”

“I’ll keep ‘em warm for you,” Mae promised.

Vicky held out her hand and Herman took it and left his seat with far more grace than he’d first settled into it, although his raging erection was bobbing from side to side, rising and falling like a conductor’s baton with every shift of the rest of him.

There was nothing he could do to hide his condition on the walk to the elevator, of course. Whether he wrapped his hand around his manhood, dropped his arm casually to his middle so his member lay behind his wrist, or let it point with a mind of its own toward whatever it found interesting, Herman’s arousal was obvious.

While he might have toyed with the idea of shielding himself, and his right hand fluttered briefly over his member as he and Vicky left the bar, by the time they reached the elevator, he was parading his masculine prowess as boldly as anyone, if you ignored the tense mouth, the clenched jaw, and the eyes that darted here and there, transitioning from furtive wariness to raw animal terror when a nude couple exited the elevator, smiled at Vicky, smiled at Herman and, lastly, looked down to smile warmly at Herman’s obscenely extended penis.

His terror waned only a little once the couple exited and he and Vicky were alone in the elevator, and he slumped against the wall, shoulders dropping, knees bending, face going limp, only his thick, tapered rod maintaining its vigilance.

Vicky leaned against the wall next to him, and there was nothing relaxed about her expression, although she did not seem anxious like Herman, necessarily. Tense might be a better word.

“I bet we could do it in here,” she said, opening her thighs subtly, and thrusting out her pelvis subtly, and reaching out her hand plainly, so that Herman had no choice but to take it, and she pulled him to her, wrapped her free hand around the small of his back, lowered her other hand to his genitals and grabbed his penis at the base, behind his scrotum, forcing him forward, forcing him so close to her that when she angled up his shaft, the tip found her womanly slit and spread the folds that lay thick on either side of her opening, penetrating her while her eyes went wide and she panted out the sweet odor of Percy dry sherry, and the whole gesture, the grabbing and the pulling and the forcing of a hard male organ up her soft female sheath, was done so quickly and so deftly Herman might have wondered if she had done this before, more than once perhaps, or even near daily at a workplace where a new CFO – or any new employee or any veteran, for that matter – was welcome to take occasional breaks from their demanding labors to inquire as to the physical availability of their colleagues, and should one prove available and willing (a virtual given at Mesa Heights) to partake of that most delicious of the joys of corporeality, that ambrosiac joining of one’s most achingly sensitive body part with another’s terra firma.

There was only time to bring Herman’s penis all the way up her chamber once, where she used her vaginal walls to give him a few quick, urgent squeezes, before the elevator door opened and she eased him backward and out of her and led him by the hand into the hall, where now Herman’s condition had been rendered doubly awkward, because his manhood was not only enflamed, it was now coated with the thick sheen of Vicky’s sweet, clear, feminine oils, as well as the white streaks of semen that he had deposited within her less than an hour before.

If Vicky had been made at all uncomfortable by her own, less visible signs of carnal engagement, by the way her lips lay open around her slot, by the juices that clung to her folds and her pubic hair and ran in little streams down her upper thighs, she hid it well, her eyes burning, her mouth set with confidence, no shame or shyness to be found here on the fourth floor of the Grand View Hotel.

They reached the door, she used her finger to get them into the room, they entered, she went to the bed and climbed upon it, scrambling to her hands and knees, looking back at Herman with an air bordering on impatience, and he took his assigned place behind her, looking down at her feminine door, and if this angle afforded him a clear view of his wife’s breeding entrance, and if he noticed that the flesh around it seemed a little more thoroughly used than he’d remembered, a little thicker, a little rougher, a little wider spread, he said nothing, simply mounting the female, impaling her from behind while she groaned.

The two never found an adequate rhythm, for Herman would pull back just as she was sliding forward, and then he would thrust just as she was rocking back, so that sometimes, his penis slipped out and he had to return it to her embrace, and sometimes, their bodies made a dull, wet thud together. But somehow, in little more than five minutes, both lovers achieved their ultimate reward, Vicky bucking and writhing and saying “oh, oh, oh” while Herman’s face froze with terror and he wrapped his hands around her hips to force at least that part of her body to be still, to ensure that each jolt of his white lava arrived like a geological event against the door of her inner sanctum, her cervix battered again and again with a sharp, firm tip, and washed with the spray that coursed outward from his own small opening.

As quickly as it had begun, it was finished, Vicky executing a few more small bucks before she allowed Herman’s tip to exit her body, and Herman dropped back to look at his wife and down at his own member, and he laughed slightly, and she slipped off the bed and stood and went to the toilet, and Herman seemed to understand that certain things were inevitable, because he went to the sink and, with another chuckle, leaned his softening penis over the basin, splashed enough water on it to remove the most garish signs of what had just been done, and went to the door of the hotel room to wait for Vicky to join him for the walk back to the bar, where two glasses of Percy dry sherry needed to be refilled and emptied again.




Chapter 23: A Surprise Visit from the Realtor

Although Herman had lost an hour on the clock driving from Baton Rouge in Central time to New Mexico in Mountain, he was up before Vicky, waking at the first hint of daylight, easing out of bed and peering out the window at a crimson, cloudless sky and, well beyond, a range of mountains.

He was washed up and ready to go 20 minutes later, and he stroked Vicky’s hair until she opened her eyes, and they kissed.

“When are you leaving?” she asked groggily.

“Now,” he said, stepping to his suitcase to pull out the day’s outfit – blue jeans, black t-shirt, sneakers. “Masterson’s first, gonna fill up my truck with everything that’ll fit, and then off to the house.”

“You’re wearing clothes?” she asked, Herman answering her questions in the gray quarter-light by pulling on briefs, sliding into his shirt.

“Yeah,” he said, adding quickly, “I’ll have my toolbelt on all day. That’s not gonna work with nothing on under it.”

“Maybe so,” Vicky said, sitting up and stretching, naked now and, presumably, planning to be naked all day. “It won’t bother you if a few people show up while you’re there, will it?”

“Not at all,” Herman assured. “Who?”

“I’ve heard from probably 20 people in the last two weeks who want to get inside now it’s a home again. That place has a lot of history. And the paper is talking about a story.”

“Sure, anyone’s welcome,” Herman said.

“Even if they show up naked?” Vicky inquired.

“No problem,” Herman said unconvincingly, after a slight pause.

“What are you going to do about breakfast?” Vicky asked.

“I need gas for the truck, so I’ll pick something up there.”

“Please don’t tell me you’re going to do one of those gas station hotdogs,” Vicky said.

“I was thinking taquitos,” Herman said, only half-jokingly.

“Promise me you won’t do sushi,” Vicky said back, only half-jokingly.

Herman headed to the van Wildeer House, which now might be called just as fairly the Campion House, about 10 that morning, his truck loaded with supplies from Masterson’s General Store, where everyone but a female clerk was nude, and she only in panties, perhaps because she was on her period, and a keen observer might have noticed that Herman’s eyes wandered her body in particular, the pendulous breasts and the narrow waist and the tapered legs and the thick blonde hair, and an even keener observer might have noticed that he staggered a little as he left the store, bent slightly, as if his belly hurt, or something else was bothering him in his middle range.

Herman brought with him from Masterson’s a veritable handyman’s fantasy of things: Wood in varying shapes and sizes and grains, several sections of drywall, three cans of paint, a full array of paint brushes, a new table saw, and then nails, plaster, putty, wood glue, fuses, a lamp, a crowbar, three faucets, electrical outlets and switches, cleaning supplies, and a fan, because the air-conditioning was out and that wasn’t something he’d be able to fix on his own.

The home was north of town, high enough on a gentle rise of hill that it afforded, from its broad rear terraces, sweeping views of downtown, of the Mesa Heights campus, and the golden desert and the mountains beyond.

It was a two-story affair, an imposing central mass with two gabled wings, a three-car garage and second-floor rec room on the left, bedrooms on the right, the exterior all in fading gray stucco that Herman and Vicky had agreed should be painted over with a pale rose, with white for the trim around the windows and doors, and on the brackets under the eaves.

Herman had explained to his family and anyone else who would listen that his first objective was the home’s physical livability. There must be a relatively air-tight and water-tight envelope, functional plumbing and electricity, passable floors, solid walls, bedrooms with operational doors and windows, and all this must be in place by the time the twins arrived in 11 days. It was understood that the master suite would go to the parents, but Melanie and Josh could have whichever of the remaining nine bedrooms they wanted, so all needed to be got ready. As eager as Herman was to tackle the cosmetics of the dwelling, that would have to come second.

The wide driveway arced dramatically up to and past the front door, encircling a garden with a fountain in the middle where a nude girl held a great jar upon her shoulder from which water spilled perpetually into the pool at her feet, although the pump had been broken for decades and the water no longer gathered at her ankles except when it rained, and the garden was all overgrown with desert bramble and a thick shedding vine.

From the arc, an extension of the drive ran to the garage, and Herman pulled up near the garage, turned off his truck, and found himself alone, none of the sightseers Vicky had warned him about making their appearance.

He sent a quick text to let his wife know he’d reached the house, and she replied “Good luck!” and he raised the garage door and passed into the kitchen to stand at the granite countertop – one of the features of the home he could not improve – to breakfast on chicken biscuits, salad and coffee.

Done with the meal, armed with the coffee, he made the rounds of the home like a night watchman in a museum, staring into every corner, studying every wall and door and corner, obviously building a mental library of everything he saw, because he never took notes, never wrote anything down, simply absorbed, and remembered.

The sun blazed, the air outside grew warm and the house warmer, and opening the windows that weren’t painted or warped shut brought a little relief but not much, and as he unloaded his truck and set up his new table saw in the garage, he began to sweat, or to glow it might be politely said, and he looked out the kitchen window and saw no one walking up to the front door, no cars on the arcing drive, and after seeming to consider for a time, he took off his t-shirt and hung it over the pantry door knob, which was unusual for him because he rarely removed his shirt when he worked. He left his blue jeans on, although he looked at them with regret now and then as he labored, and one might wonder if he wished he’d worn shorts.

Herman never paused from his morning labors except to drink occasionally from the kitchen tap, using his hands to guide the water into his mouth, and he focused first on the most mundane of his tasks, using a lamp to check every switch and every electrical outlet for the proper flow of electricity, going to the garage to study the dozens of switches in three fuse boxes, learning the home’s wiring, swapping out switches and outlet that weren’t up to snuff.

He was on a second floor bedroom at the rear of the house, one of the rooms that opened up to a second floor terrace, when he heard female voices, tried the door and found it yielded to his push, and went outside to investigate.

Only when he reached the edge of the terrace could he see who had come, three nude girls in their late teens, two black, one blonde, chatting as they poked around the home’s overgrown back yard.

Herman backed away, but not quickly enough to avoid being spotted.

“Hello, Sir!” said one of the black girls, peering up at him and waving.

“Hi,” Herman said, peering down and not waving, resting his hands on the heavy stone rail, slumping his shoulders a little, as if he’d been caught doing something he shouldn’t.

“Are you Mister Campion?” asked the girl, dark-skinned, sporting a thick afro and black, uncut pubic hair.

“Yes,” Herman answered.

“How do you like the house so far?” the white girl inquired, leaning back to address him, her heavy breasts swaying, her mound completely shorn of hair.

“A lot of work to do,” Herman replied, continuing after a pause. “Do you live around here?”

“Yes, just down the street!” said the black girl. “We’re neighbors!”

All three girls looked up at him eagerly, clearly waiting for him to say something else. Almost willing him to say something else.

“Would you like to come inside?” he asked at last.

“Could we?” asked the white girl. “We’d love that!”

“I’ll let you in,” Herman said, but the girls ignored him, darting toward the end of the house with the garage, and by the time he’d made it back downstairs, all three were in the kitchen, talking excitedly and admiring a room which, despite its aging fixtures and desperate need for paint, was still a grand space, with extensive counters, a high ceiling, a breakfast nook large enough for a table of eight people, and wide windows that looked out upon the scrappy front yard.

The girls stood close by each other, gesturing excitedly and all speaking at once.

“My dad says he came to a party here once when he was six!”

“Where’s the refrigerator? Did you have it taken away?”

“These are the highest ceilings I’ve ever seen!”

“Are you going to paint it? What color?”

“Don’t you have kids in high school?”

“I swear I saw a light in here once, at midnight, after everyone moved out. I was five!”

Herman, shirtless but still in his jeans and toolbelt, smiled nervously and made no effort to answer any of the questions.

“I’m Judy,” said the darker-skinned black girl, stepping forward and offering her hand. “It’s very nice to meet you, Mr. Campion.”

“Hi,” Herman said.

“Maxine,” said the blonde girl, taking his hand next. “I live the closest to you, so if you need anything you can call my parents, or just stop by.”

“Teesena,” said the lighter-skinned girl, hair straight and down to her shoulders, pubic hair shaved like Maxine’s, speaking for the first time. “Nice to meet you.”

“Would you like to look around?” Herman said, as if he hoped the girls would part ways with him, as if their presence was causing him some undefined discomfort.

“Can we?” Judy said, looking excitedly at her friends. “We promise we won’t touch anything.”

“You can’t make anything worse than it already is,” Herman said dourly, prompting an explosion of laughter from the girls as they turned to survey the first floor, running from room to room, chattering all the way, before they found the grand stairway in the entrance hall and went silent, speaking reverently of the beautiful space with its cherry trim and molding, paneled walls and parquet floor.

Once the girls were all on the second floor, feet padding up and down the hallways, Herman reached inside his pants to adjust his penis, raising up the enflamed organ, tucking it a little to the side, its agitated state in that position all but invisible to any but the most careful observer.

Herman found things downstairs to busy himself with until the girls had seen all they cared to and approached him for another handshake and a farewell, none of them making any effort to block his view of their breasts and their nipples and the hair on their mounds, or the bare folds between their legs, and as soon as they had shut the door behind them, he went to the restroom off the kitchen, where he removed his toolbelt, unlaced his boots and removed them, pushed off his jeans and stood at the toilet, grabbing his penis and working it with gusto, closing his eyes in the urgent pursuit of an orgasm.

“Knock knock!” said a female voice disconcertingly close to the open bathroom door.

Herman started, jerked his head around and, with his hand still absently clutching his shaft, looked into the eyes of Katie Marigold, the realtor who’d represented them in their house purchase. She was a slight woman, delicately thin, a mother of two elementary-school-aged children and wife of a production manager at Mesa Heights. The only thing of physical substance about her was her hair, which billowed from her head in a great, voluminous blonde mass and draped down to her shoulders. The feature was so distinct, in fact, that in the monthly newsletter she mailed out to everyone, and handed to the Campions on their first meeting, it had been incorporated into her practice’s logo, a blank face surrounded by bushy sweeps of hair.

She was naked at the moment. In fact, she was always naked, and as they’d hunted for a home with her two weekends before, Herman’s eyes had traversed her body in measures equal to the inspection of the homes she brought them to, peering at her with quick, furtive glances, at her bouncing, C-cup breasts, and her hips and belly, at the strip of dark brown pubic hair she grew above her slit, at her anus and vulva when she bent to peer into a kitchen cabinet.

Vicky had been nude for their home shopping, Herman more modest, in shorts and a t-shirt, but he never struggled with erections during that earlier visit to town. The terror-like disorientation in his eyes on that first tour suggested he was wrestling with larger issues than mere arousal, of matters pertaining to culture and decency, of disconcerting but latent lusts, of the propriety of being clothed while stealing glances at a nude woman’s vagina in the presence of one’s nude wife.

Those issues must have been resolved now, or at least set on the back burner of Herman’s mind, because every clear view of a naked female, wife or otherwise, since he’d reached town last night provoked such immediate responses from his penis that one might use his organ as a highly sensitive instrument for the detection of such. Were Herman’s manhood to be set in profile against a sheet of graph paper, for example, one need watch only that to confirm things, his resting member suddenly swelling, growing straighter and longer with each squeeze of his heart, his tip slithering against the grid, rising and extending until his thick shaft had reached its full magnificence, and those relying on the device to confirm the presence of a naked girl could nod to each other in confidence, assured that another had been found.

“Katie?” Herman sputtered, turning to face the woman, hand still attached to his penis, face betraying raw shame and debilitating mortification, like a normally well-behaved boy caught with his hand in a cookie jar he had been told in no uncertain terms three minutes before he was not to violate.

Given Herman’s obvious self-disgust, one might have expected Katie to match his demeanor, to withdraw with a quick apology at best, or to score him with burning invective before she left, returning to her office to announce that she would not be doing any further business with the Campions, or interacting with them in any context whatsoever, because Herman Campion had just treated her to a performance of such grotesque exhibitionism that . . . well, just use your imagination.

But Katie did neither, nor anything in between. Instead, she reached out her hand, and Herman finally released his bobbing penis, grasping her fingers reflexively.

“You don’t have any furniture in here yet, do you?” she inquired.

“No,” Herman said, forcing the word out through dry lips and a parched throat.

“We can just use one of the counters, if that’s okay?” she said, leading him back to the kitchen.

“Sure,” Herman said, again reflexively, speaking in the flat tones of a man who had no idea what he was agreeing to.

She reached the kitchen counter, spun around and hopped up, releasing his fingers only then to put both hands on his shoulders, and she drew him slightly forward and raised her knees until they touched the undersides of her upper arms, and in that position her vulva revealed itself in all its pink beauty, a pair of full lips curving on either side of her feminine entrance, glistening slightly, and open slightly in this position, hinting at the dark mysteries within.

Herman, with a face of puzzlement more than lust, but lust as well, allowed Katie to urge him forward with gentle taps of her fingers, until the tip of his penis hovered just outside that opened hole, and one more slight clutch with her hands pulled him that little bit further, until his tip was within her.

Once the rounded flesh at the front of his member had received its first washing of Katie’s fluids, he seemed to grow less puzzled and more certain, his belly tightening and his buttocks seizing up and his penis filling the realtor’s welcoming chamber, and he grunted once before he set to do a different sort of work within a house with a different arrangement of walls, pulling out slightly and pushing back in, slowly, the slight popping of female fluid marking his progress.

“Vicky told me this was day one,” Katie said, speaking a little haltingly, gasping slightly as she drew in her breath do say the next sentence. “How’s it going so far?”

“Yeah,” Herman grunted, and he breathed in and out and seemed to be struggling to say more, as if penetrating a woman not his wife in a house his wife had just bought was enough of a struggle by itself, and responding to a query that began with said wife’s name was simply beyond the pale.

And yet, Herman eventually found his voice, although it came weakly, and a little breathily, like Katie’s.

“Good, good,” Herman said, pushing his penis deep into Katie’s hole each time he said a word. “I’m doing . . . just simple stuff, today . . . the wiring, the electricity.”

He looked down, frowning slightly as he pulled his penis back out, as if needing to verify with his eyes what his shaft was telling him in no uncertain terms was happening at Katie’s door.

“I can’t wait to see what you do with it, ooh, ooh” she said, leaning back a little, adjusting the tilt of her pelvis to modify the angle of Herman’s insertions. “We have a parade of homes in the spring, and . . . oh . . . maybe you could be my . . . entry.”

A third party listening to the exchange might think that Katie was trying to be funny, that she meant “entry” in two ways, but neither she nor Herman laughed, or even smiled. Instead, both were grimacing, the young mom on the kitchen counter with her legs raised and her hole exposed, the older dad almost dancing with the pleasures of her sheath, lifting up on his toes and tightening and relaxing his abdomen steadily to match the pace of his thrusts.

“Whe . . .” Herman gasped, trying to speak. “Whe . . . when?”

“Early . . . April,” she grunted back, looking down to watch herself get reamed.

“Yes,” Herman said. “Yes . . . I’d . . . like that . . . oh . . . god, god, yeah.”

Katie whined quietly, whined aloud, shrieked once sharply but for no more than a second, and then two climaxed together, Herman’s thrusts growing fierce and sloppy, Katie’s bottom shaking against the counter, her legs lowering until they wrapped against his hips, her hands on Herman’s shoulders, and they spent perhaps another minute in orgasm and post-orgasm recovery before Herman eased back and his wet penis left Katie’s body and bobbed in midair, and she slid off the counter.

Katie went to the entrance hall where she’d set her purse and returned with a few wipes, carefully erasing the evidence of their tryst from the granite.

Herman watched her, his face a mask of doubt, but she didn’t seem to recognize his uncertainty, even when she looked into his eyes and then reached down to clean his penis, particularly the tip, where a drop of after-climax semen had gathered.

“The deadline is the first week of March,” she said. “That’s when I have to turn in my house, so they can get the tour books printed up. No pressure, but I’d love it to be this one, if you get it far enough along.”

“Okay,” Herman said with the same blank tone of a few moments earlier.

“Where can I put these?” Katie asked, holding up the wipes.

“Garbage bag under the sink,” he replied, and she disposed of the trash and turned to smile at him. “Welcome to town, good luck with everything!”

“Okay,” he said, watching her step away from the kitchen, back to the entrance hall, watching until the great front door closed with a solid thud.

For the rest of the afternoon, Herman labored in what might be called a state of diligent distraction. He finished updating electrical fixtures and moved on to basic plumbing, the first order of business the kitchen faucet, a small chrome affair that was both outdated and drippy. He set up the fan to blow on him as he worked at things under the sink, and he didn’t bother dressing, and he would go to his truck for a tool that was lying in the garage, and to the garage for something in his truck, and he forgot to turn off the cold water supply until after he’d loosened the hose, so that water squeaked out into his eyes to remind him of his error.

No one else disturbed him except Vicky, who texted him at noon and again at 1.

Herman’s phone chimed with each message, and he went to it on the first and grimaced and set it down without replying.

“How’s it going?” Vicky had asked.

Her 1 p.m. text was a little more direct. “Hey, can you give me an update?”

“All good,” Herman sent back after nearly 10 minutes of pondering.

“What did you have for lunch?”

“Nothing, not hungry,” Herman texted.

“Let me bring you an early dinner when I get off work, should be there by 6,” she wrote.

“Great,” Herman replied, but if he was excited about his wife’s plans, nothing in his face or his posture revealed it, and he went through the rest of the afternoon with the slumped shoulders, and the diffident eyes, and the absent-mindedness of a man awaiting judgment.




Chapter 24: A Talk on the Terrace

Herman, still nude, was working on a faucet in the master bathroom when Vicky started calling for him from downstairs.

“Up here in our room,” he shouted without removing his head from beneath the sink, and Vicky called again from the top of the stairs.

“In here!” he shouted.

This time she heard him, and she padded down the hall and burst into the room accompanied by the pungency of Tex-Mex in a large paper bag.

“How’s your afternoon been?” she said from the bathroom door, waiting for him to extricate himself from the plumbing so she could plant an eager kiss on his mouth. “I’m sure you’re starving. I got burritos and tacos. There’s a place on the drive home that’s amazing.”

Herman remained on the floor, looking up shamefaced at his wife.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, setting down the bags and squatting, her legs slightly parted so that her hair and her opening could be seen between her thighs.

“Something happened,” Herman said simply, and his eyes moved from his wife’s face to her breasts to her vulva to the floor and its woefully outdated tiles, as if that’s the only thing he was worthy of looking at.

“If you broke something, Babe, we can—”

“With someone,” Herman blurted.

“Who?” Vicky said.

“Katie.”

“Katie the realtor?” Vicky inquired.

“Yeah.”

“And what happened?”

“Okay,” Herman said, struggling to say the next words. “It wasn’t love making. It wasn’t even sex.”

“What was it, then?” Vicky inquired, studying her husband without the faintest hint of distress.

“It was just . . . she . . . I went into her. I was . . .”

“You put your penis up her vagina?” Vicky prompted.

“Yeah,” Herman said, looking at his wife in surprise.

“Well, that didn’t take long,” she said.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Just what I said,” Vicky replied, still not taking on the demeanor of someone just learning she’d been cheated on. “Let’s have dinner on the terrace, and you can tell me all about it.”

She stood, reached out her hand and helped Herman to rise, and he followed her with a puzzled expression through the French doors and into the bright sunshine of early evening, the town and the corporate campus and this part of New Mexico laid bare for their inspection, the homes visible of the neighborhoods just below them, tiny trucks and cars and people making their way through the middle of town, desert and mountain further on.

A great stone table and stone benches, original to the house and matching the style of the terrace’s rail and balustrade, stood near the edge, and Vicky went to it and set down the bag, smiling at Herman as she withdrew first a bottle of rosé before retrieving tacos and burritos wrapped in wax paper, a little tray of chips, a dish of salsa, packets of sauce.

“I have been waiting for this moment since the first time we walked through it with Katie,” Vicky said, staring off to the horizon before she reached for the bottle and unscrewed the cap.

Herman winced.

She pulled two small glasses from the bag and poured enough rosé in to half fill them both.

“Cheers,” she said, raising her glass, and Herman raised his, and the clink filled the elegant space.

“Now, tell me all about it,” she said, sipping.

Herman sipped, set down the glass, looked at his wife cautiously, as if waiting for some other version of her to emerge. And then the words rushed out.

“I was masturbating in the downstairs bath, and she sort of showed up,” Herman said. “Just let herself in. And as soon as she saw what I was doing, she brought me to the kitchen, and she sat on the counter and I did it to her.”

“Standing between her legs?”

“Yeah.”

“You both climaxed?”

“Yeah. And . . . we talked. About the house. She’s thinking about featuring it in the parade of homes in the spring. And we talked about that, while we were . . . while I was . . .”

“Why were you masturbating?” Vicky inquired, taking another sip and unwrapping a taco. “Here’s a burrito,” she added, sliding it over. “Don’t let it get cold.”

Herman unwrapped the burrito, looked at it, continued.

“I . . . do that sometimes.”

“Did something happen?” Vicky said.

“Well . . . some of the neighborhood girls stopped by,” he said.

“Naked?”

“Yeah, naked.”

“Were you naked?” Vicky asked.

“Fortunately, no,” he said.

“But it excited you,” she ventured.

“Yes, it excited me,” Herman said, smiling for the first time, as if he was finally starting to see the humor in what had happened today, and in his wife’s relentless, utterly matter-of-fact interrogation about it.

“I thought about warning you,” Vicky said, putting a chip into the salsa. “But then I decided to just let you experience it for yourself.”

“Experience what?”

“What happened with Katie,” Vicky replied.

“You’re saying . . . you’re saying this is normal?” Herman said.

“Yes,” Vicky said. “It’s normal here.”

“Guilt,” Herman said simply. “All day.”

“Okay, no more guilt,” Vicky said. “Sorry I didn’t tell you before. But I sort of wanted to see how you’d react.”

“So . . . you’re saying . . . it doesn’t matter?” Herman stammered.

“It matters,” Vicky said. “Vaginal intercourse always matters.”

“If you’re upset,” Herman said, “you need to tell me.”

“I’m not upset,” Vicky said. “I’m more, well . . . welcome to the club. And maybe a little turned on.”

“You knew this was going to happen,” Herman said, eyeing his wife suspiciously for the first time.

“Not specifically, no,” Vicky said. “I didn’t know it would be with Katie. I didn’t think it would happen this quickly. If you’d still been dressed, or not erect, it probably wouldn’t have. So Katie just did what people do here.”

“Okay, wait a second,” Herman said, a little urgently, but instead of speaking again, he looked out over the railing at the city and the distant mountains, and then he bit into his burrito, and washed it down with rosé, and poured himself some more, and took a sip of that, and finally looked back at Vicky, who was watching him patiently, waiting for him to speak.

“Welcome to the club?” Herman said at last.

“Yeah,” she agreed.

“Which suggests you’re . . . already a member.”

“Yup.”

“This is what you do, then? You’re like Katie?”

“No, I’m like Vicky,” Vicky said. “But the rules are different here, the philosophy is different, and so in that way, we’re alike.”

“You do it, then.”

“Yes,” Vicky said, and her gaze shifted downward, a little doubtfully, before she looked back into her husband’s eyes. “Yes.”

“Who with?” Herman inquired.

“Any male,” Vicky said. “Any female. Anyone.”

“Female?”

“Female.”

“What do you do with them?”

“Anything,” Vicky said, “that’s physically possible.”

Herman stared at Vicky, something indefinable in his eyes, and then he stood, revealing a penis that had grown over dinner to its full length and girth, and Vicky stared at it, and smiled, and turned on the bench and leaned back, lifting her legs, one in midair, one against the table, and Herman sat down so his manhood was positioned at her openings, lowering his legs as if straddling a horse, and he slid forward, a little awkwardly, but eventually his tip found her vaginal mouth, and he continued pushing toward her until all of his member was buried within her body.

It was not an ideal position for thrusting, nor for female machinations either, so they just maintained their positions like that for a few moments, gazing at each other while Vicky held Herman firmly within her sheath.

And then Vicky’s mouth went tight, and Herman quivered slightly and looked down, watching as Vicky’s vulva, her lips and the thick flesh around her hole, began pulsing, tightening and relaxing, squeezing and ungripping, and Herman responded immediately, rocking slightly on the stone bench, his movements combined with hers delivering just sufficient stimulation to the length of his shaft, and soon he was panting, his eyes wide and his mouth hanging half open, and the climax arrived no more than a minute later, Herman groaning while his penis delivered a second dose of semen to a vagina today.

Vicky rose up on her elbows once Herman was finished lodging his seed in her body, and she found a way to rock that seemed to satisfy her, pelvis tilting forward and back, vagina grabbing and relaxing, and Herman reached down to grasp her pink knob between thumb and forefinger, pinching and pulling. The orgasm began with the spasming of her walls, running from there to her legs, which kicked at the table and the terrace’s stone flooring, and finally reaching her mouth, which opened wide as she drew in her breath and gasped out, “uh, uh, ohhhhh.”

Finished, they remained joined that way on the bench, Herman looking at his wife as if seeing her for the first time, Vicky looking up at him with a weak smile, and after a minute he turned his gaze toward the horizon, squinting into midsummer evening, and there was a smile there too.

“Should I be upset?” Herman asked. “Do you want me to be upset?”

Vicky looked down at her hips and grimaced, and Herman eased back, pulling the length of his shaft slowly out of his wife’s body, the sticky fluid forming thin strands from his tip to her entrance before they all broke and he rose and returned to his seat across from her, sitting and picking up his rosé for another sip.

Vicky sat up as well, looking at him.

“Almost all the rules are the same,” she said, picking up her own glass. “The company has to make money. The money has to be counted. And after we count it, it has to go back out to pay everyone, the workers, the vendors, the tax collectors. There’s still gravity. There’s still—”

Herman interrupted her with a laugh.

“There’s still the sun and the moon,” she continued. “The people here love their kids. You have to obey the traffic laws.”

“Okay,” Herman agreed, more seriously.

“So there’s just one area where it’s all different,” she said. “And it takes about – a few hours, sometimes – to adapt, because after you think about it . . . why shouldn’t it be like this?”

“A few hours?” Herman said.

“A few hours,” Vicky replied.

“You did it your first day here, then,” Herman said, almost but not quite accusingly.

“Yeah.”

“Who with?”

“George.”

“George?”

“George.”

“Who’s George?”

“One of the HR assistants,” Vicky said. “He was showing me around, and . . .”

“And?”

“It just happened.”

Herman picked up his burrito, biting into it hungrily for the first time, as if the renewal of his lust had awakened other senses as well.

“You weren’t honest with me,” he said at last.

“I put my honesty on pause,” Vicky said. “That’s all. I was waiting until I felt like I could tell you, and you’d understand. You don’t know what a relief this is.”

“Are you sure you didn’t send Katie over?” Herman asked.

“You mean, and tell her to barge through the door while you were masturbating?” Vicky asked, waiting until Herman laughed at her joke to add, “No, that was fate.”

“So this is how it’s going to be?” Herman asked, passing his hand through his hair, his face bearing the stunned expression of someone not sure if he’s having a dream. But a fraught dream, his manner nervous, a little reserved.

“It’s up to us, now you’re here,” Vicky replied. “Do you like it?”

“I think I could get used to it,” Herman said, prompting a chuckle from his wife. “I would have liked it even more if I knew you were good with it.”

“Okay, so that’s resolved,” Vicky said. “But what about . . . for me?”

Herman paused, took another bite of his burrito, looked at the mountains and washed it all down with rosé before turning to his wife with a guarded smile.

“If this were going on in Baton Rouge, probably not,” he said. “If I was still trying to sell EverPool, no way. But yeah. Yeah. Although, maybe . . . I don’t need to know everything that goes on at work.”

“It doesn’t bother you, though?” Vicky inquired.

“Well,” Herman said, his next words contradicting the last thing he’d said. “I mean . . . how often?”

“Not at all when I’m on my period,” she said. “A little more than once a day the rest of the time. Like one point two. And if you just look at when I’m ovulating, two point three times on average those days. Max was five, on a Thurs—”

“Okay, okay,” Herman interrupted, grimacing and putting his hands up. “That’s enough, please.”

Vicky stopped and looked at her husband.

“Statistics make it worse,” Herman said. “Maybe you shouldn’t present it like a quarterly report.”

Vicky laughed again, surprise in her eyes, as if it hadn’t occurred to her until now that boiling down her on-the-job copulations wasn’t something everyone would do.

“Wait,” Herman said. “Five?”

“Yeah?” Vicky replied.

“In one day?”

“Yes,” she said. “Kind of a long day.”

“Was something special going on?”

“It’s just how it worked out,” she said. “I was all over the campus that day, trying to get a handle on how they track overhead on the manufacturing side, talking to HR about employee benefits costing, and I was ovulating, and maybe guys have a sixth sense about that, so someone would be showing arousal, and if it didn’t interfere with the discussion, I’d turn and let them in, and—”

Herman held up his hands again.

“Small doses,” he said. “That’s enough for now.”

“Okay,” Vicky said, smiling sympathetically, and for a time they ate in silence and enjoyed the cooling air of evening.

“What about the kids?” Herman said as he refilled their glasses with rosé.

“They have their own world when it comes to sexuality,” Vicky said. “The parents are there, they supervise and advise, they encourage exploration, but there’s a wall. Adults and adolescents don’t mix. State laws are observed. Everyone understands that.”

“Okay,” Herman said, “but I meant more specifically, what about Melanie and Josh?”

“What about them?”

“They’re both just . . . getting dropped into this,” Herman said. “Aren’t you worried?”

“The more I learn, the less worried I am,” Vicky said. “And the more worried I’d be if they were staying in Baton Rouge.”

“What’s wrong with Baton Rouge?”

“Nothing,” Vicky said. “Other than it’s like everywhere else. You’re trying to figure out your body and your dreams and these strange new things you want, and there’s no one there to talk to, and if you let something slip or show that side of yourself, other kids can be merciless. And girls are taught to give in, and boys are taught that if they’re not doing certain things, they’re not going to become men, and it’s not healthy. None of it’s healthy.”

“Okay,” Herman said, nodding as if trying to absorb a great deal of challenging information quickly. “I understand the argument for this. I think I can adapt.”

“You’re off to a great start,” Vicky quipped.

“But the kids were raised a certain way, and now we’re—”

“They both spent almost three days here, on their own,” Vicky said.

“Well, yeah,” Herman agreed. “But did anything happen?”

“It did,” Vicky said.

“Care to elaborate?” Herman said.

“Can we leave it at that for now?” Vicky said. “Melanie and I have been talking. And Josh has been talking to her. And I have a pretty good sense that they fit right in, and nothing happened they weren’t ready for. But Melanie’s asked me not to say too much to you, and I want to honor that.”

Herman looked away, mild disappointment in his eyes.

“Josh and I don’t talk that way,” he said.

“A lot of moms and their daughters don’t either,” Vicky said. “I’m just lucky.”

She looked across the table, reached out and stroked her husband’s arm.

“You can take some credit for that,” she said. “If she didn’t trust us both, she couldn’t trust either of us. She knows you don’t pry, and that matters a lot.”

“Okay,” Herman said, “in that spirit, then, how are the kids going to adapt . . . at home?”

“Melanie is absolutely, positively never going nude at home,” Vicky said, laughing, “and she’s not ever going to see her brother at school either.”

“Okay,” Herman said, looking a little relieved.

“Okay?” Vicky repeated.

“Yeah,” he said. “It makes sense to me. I’m not going nude at home either, and I don’t want to see her . . . unclothed.”

“Sure,” Vicky said.

“You agree with me, right?” Herman said, narrowing his eyes suspiciously at his wife.

“I don’t disagree,” Vicky said.

“That’s not the same as agreeing,” Herman countered.

“Just experience it,” Vicky said. “The kids aren’t getting to town for another 10 days. If you still feel the same way, great. But this place has a way of making you see things a little differently, if you let it.”

“I can’t argue with that,” Herman said, and he and Vicky finished their dinner on the terrace, chatting about the work he planned for the house in the next few days, bare skin bathed by the setting sun.




Chapter 25: All Together Again

Melanie and Josh Campion, both dressed, were greeted at the Mesa Springs airport a little after lunchtime by Vicky and Herman Campion, also both dressed, and after the assurances that the flight was good and the food was satisfactory and the kids were excited to take up residence in a new town where they’d study at a new high school, the family walked through an airport in which roughly half the people there were nude, and the four Campions each ignored the naked people in their own way, none staring at those coming to pick up travelers, or the travelers themselves who’d removed their clothing as soon as they got off the plane, needing to be disrobed before they claimed their luggage.

And no one stared at the man with the blazing erection in the parking lot, strolling past the Campions on the way toward the terminal, a woman beside him, her mound shaved and her nipples just as blazing.

And there was no commentary in Vicky’s rented car about what they’d seen, or the nature of the town itself, or the erect penis that all glanced at and none acknowledged, although it was in one sense a remarkable moment, the first time all four members of the family had been together in the presence of that giver of seed, that surest indicator of imminent male pleasure, that bringer, properly wielded, of surest female pleasure.

“I wish you could have seen the place before your dad started working on it,” Vicky said as soon as Herman began backing out of his space. “He’s made incredible progress over the last 10 days.”

“Anything he did would be an improvement,” Melanie said. “The pictures of it I found online make it look like ruins.”

“I’ve been working on the inside,” Herman said. “So it still looks like that from the street.”

“Historical ruins,” Melanie added. “Like, you have to pay to visit it, and there’s all these signs that tell you what used to be there, and if you’re there on a field trip, you have to fill out a worksheet about it.”

“That’s a slight exaggeration,” Herman said.

“I’m sort of trying to be funny,” Melanie said. “Did you make my room amazing?”

“We don’t know which room is yours yet,” Vicky said. “You get to pick.”

“I know,” Melanie said. “I was just making a joke. But I’ll probably want something in the front.”

“One of the back rooms for me,” Josh said. “I want to wake up to the mountains.”

“You father and I woke up for the first time there this morning,” Vicky said. “It was beautiful.”

“I want the sunrise,” Melanie said. “Hey, what did you sleep on?”

“We got a mattress,” Vicky said. “The rest of our bedroom’s on order.”

“I want super modernistic for my bedroom,” Melanie announced as Herman made his way onto the highway.

“Like, spaceships?” Josh said. “Robots?”

“Modernistic doesn’t mean some lame sci-fi movie,” Melanie said. “It just means sophisticated.”

“Bright orange,” Josh said.

“Bright orange?” Melanie repeated.

“That’s a super modern,” Josh said. “Spaceships are orange.”

“No they’re not.”

“They could be,” Josh said. “They could—”

“Greens and blues,” Melanie said. “Maybe purples. The cool end of the spectrum. That’s modern. Not orange.”

Josh snorted.

“Oh, and minimalist,” Melanie continued. “Like, one chair, and this really small desk, that just sort of sticks out from the wall.”

“You’ll just sleep on that?” Josh asked.

“And a bed, duh,” Melanie said. “But the bare minimum.”

Melanie opened her mouth to say more, but she shut it and looked out the window, as if embarrassed by something. Maybe saying the word “bare” embarrassed her, because it implied things no one in the family seemed ready to acknowledge.

It was Vicky who broke the silence. “The moving truck should be here Tuesday,” she said. “Don’t you want all your things from Baton Rouge?”

“Can I have two rooms?” Melanie said.

“Now—” Herman said, immediately interrupted.

“I can sleep in the room that suits my mood,” Melanie said, to the snorts of Josh.

“What?” Melanie demanded. “We have enough rooms.”

“Okay,” Herman said, in a tone that indicated he was not interested in being interrupted again. “There’s a chance I can get the house in the Parade of Homes. So we need to think about that a little.”

“Parade of Homes?” Melanie said. “What’s that?”

“It’s a showcase of the best homes in Mesa Springs,” Herman said. “This April, and it’s competitive.”

“Parade,” Melanie said. “Like, all the houses are going down the street?”

“You know what it means,” Josh said, clearly annoyed by his sister’s ignorance, feigned or otherwise.

“Du-uh,” Melanie said, turning the expression into a word of multiple syllables, two at least, maybe three.

“The Parade is very important to your father,” Vicky said sharply. “We’re going to let him call the shots on the furniture, and how we decorate. Which isn’t that much to ask, is it?”

“Sounds like your space room just bit the dust,” Josh said. “Too bad.”

“Hey, Dad,” Melanie said. “Are you gonna let Josh have his dream room? Decorated with, um, like, probably, I don’t know, hamburgers and French fries or something?”

“Huh?” Josh said. “What are you even talking about?”

“I’m being serious,” Melanie said. “You practically live to eat that. So you probably want your room to look like it. Not curly fries, either. Boring straight fries.”

“That officially makes no sense,” Josh said. “No one gets their room decorated with what they eat, even if they eat it a lot. And it’s not like—”

“I’ve seen you eat three hamburgers in one sitting!” Melanie protested. “You live for them. And you are what you eat, so you might as well give up and dedicate the rest of your life to hamburgers, and make your room—”

“Okay,” Vicky said as Herman pulled off the highway and onto an up-sloping road through a neighborhood. “We’ve got a lot of work to do today, so you two need to stop bickering and help us set things up to start living in our new house. And Melanie, we’re doing a class tomorrow.”

“What kind of class?”

“In the morning, a presentation for newcomers,” Vicky explained, adding almost as an afterthought, but with words that officially broke the spell of denial the family had placed itself under since the airport: “They’d like us to come nude.”

After a long pause in which the three other family members had to make their peace with this acknowledgement of the obvious, Melanie asked nervously, “Who’s going to be there?”

“Newcomers.”

“Yeah, but . . . Melanie said, “like . . . newcomers from our family?”

“Just you and me.”

“How long will it be?”

“About an hour.”

“What time?”

“11 to noon,” Vicky replied.

“Like church,” Melanie observed.

More silence ensued as Herman wound the car up the hills to the home, passing a naked older couple walking hand in hand, a nude woman walking her dog.

“Here we are,” Herman announced, clearing a stand of trees that grew thickly beside the street, the house coming into view, wide and stately and overgrown, a cacophony of weeds and brambles, vines and dirt where landscaping should be, the exterior in desperate need of a paintjob, the fountain girl with the pitcher on her shoulder almost hidden in the thicket.

“It’s bigger than it looked online,” Melanie said, almost reverently.

“The plumbing’s up to snuff, the wiring’s all good,” Herman announced, pulling up the long, arcing driveway. “The roof passed inspection, and every window’s in working order now.”

“What else have you been doing?” Melanie asked.

“Sweetheart,” Vicky said, looking back at her daughter. “Your dad has been going nonstop for two weeks. The only reason he breaks at night is because I drive over from work and tell him he has to.”

“I’m not saying you didn’t do enough,” Melanie said quickly. “I’m just curious about it all. Like, that statue.”

“Slave Girl with Pitcher,” Vicky said.

“That’s what it’s called?” Melanie asked.

“Yes,” Vicky said. “Or it might as well be. It’s a fountain.”

“A fountain?”

“If your father can make it work, water will pour out of the pitcher onto the girl’s feet.”

“Cool.”

Herman stopped before the large front door, stopped the car and the family exited, the twins grabbing their suitcases from the trunk and crossing the threshold into the entrance hall, where Melanie stopped and gazed up in awe.

“Whoa,” she said. “There weren’t any pictures of this online.”

“You wouldn’t believe all the cleaning your dad had to do in here,” Vicky said. “There was a layer of dirt and grime an inch thick.”

“There should be a suit of armor in here,” Melanie said.

“An old musket,” Josh said, “right on the wall there.”

“People here don’t really talk about guns, Josh,” Vicky said.

Melanie rolled her bag to the foot of the great rounded staircase and ascended, taking the stairs two at a time as she hoisted her bag to the second floor.

Josh was right behind her, the two racing to the landing, pausing to look down into the entrance hall from above, then heading down the hall in opposite directions.

In 15 minutes, Melanie had settled on her room, facing the front of the house, sharing a pink bathroom with the room beside hers. It was the bathroom that settled things for her, she announced.

Josh never made a choice, ditching his bag in the first open doorway and exploring everything, the bedrooms, the upstairs study, the laundry room, the narrow stairs that went to the attic, the attic itself, empty and unheated but floored with planks and well-lit, dorm windows allowing in considerable illumination all along its expanse.

Melanie conducted her own tour of the home after she’d unpacked, distributing makeup and her hair dryer and toiletries in the shelves and cupboards of her bathroom, laying out her clothes along the wall because there wasn’t any furniture to put things into yet.

She skipped the attic but spent more time upstairs, particularly in the bedrooms, as if reconsidering her choice, or imagining which room should serve as guest quarters. After she finished her rounds on the first floor, wandering from the kitchen to the formal dining room to the first floor study and the game room and a room that might have been intended as a small ballroom in its day but now might serve as a media room or a venue for modern parties, or both, she made her way outside, picking her way through the unkempt yard, gazing up at three robust pines in the back yard, studying the slave girl fountain and, like her father, lingering here and there, as if first just seeing things as they were, then imagining them as they might be.

An hour after they’d arrived, Vicky called everyone to the kitchen for assignments, and each did their part, Josh helping Herman arrange the table saw and other tools in the garage, Melanie conducting a more systematic review of the grounds, not needing to take notes any more than her father did when he walked through the house, but over a dinner of pizza and apple fritters, she was the first to speak, offering detailed proposals for the edge of the property that fronted the street, the places against the house where hedges should go, rock gardens in the backyard and around the fountain, perennials along the driveway.

At 10 that night, with the work done, pillows and full size mattresses intended for the guest bedrooms were pulled out and laid on the chosen bedroom floors, Josh and Melanie planning to rough it that way until their furniture arrived, but neither of the twins went straight to sleep, each opening their laptops, hooking up to the home’s wi-fi, and sending messages to those they planned to see the next day, Melanie reaching Jenna, Josh saying hi to Danielle, who had insisted at the picnic they meet again as soon as he reached town.

Judging from the deep breathing and the motionless bodies, all slept well, and they drifted down to the kitchen one by one the next morning, Vicky first, Herman not long after, then Melanie, and finally Josh, and if one listened to the voices of the family members, of tone and tenor, one would have detected an optimism, an excitement, a sort of rebirth, for now the family was together again, the same people in an entirely new place, where adventures awaited.

Indeed, the first adventure would come for the family’s female corps before lunch, and Melanie was in the shower by 9, giving herself 90 minutes for what usually took no more than an hour, and she used the extra time after she’d washed and dried her hair and put on makeup to look at herself in the full-length mirror, standing naked, first studying her breasts, from in front and in profile, turning side to side, next spinning 180 degrees to look at her rear, reaching back to raise her buttocks, to spread them, to bend and look at her anus and her vulva, and lastly, to examine every strand of her pubic hair, to trim and shape the dark strip above her vulva and brush it with her fingertips.

And finally, Melanie dressed, casually, in bra and panties, running shorts and a long-sleeve, button up shirt, in flats without socks, and she met Vicky, also fully dressed, in the kitchen at half-past 10, and they left through the garage, saying nothing until Vicky had pulled the rental car onto the street.

“Where should we undress?” Melanie inquired.

“I’ve got that hotel room until the end of the month,” Vicky said. “I was thinking we could do it there.”

“Yeah,” Melanie said.

“Nervous?”

“Yes,” Melanie said. “I know I got used to it in probably 15 minutes last time, but now it seems like a dream. Like, literally a dream where you’re naked, and you wake up and say, ‘Wow, that almost seemed normal, but no way I would do that in real life.’”

“Are you ready for this?” Vicky asked.

“I am,” Melanie said. “But it would almost be easier not to be going to a class for newcomers.”

“Why?”

“Because, if they’re all weird, that’s going to make me feel weird too,” Melanie explained. “Like, I was fine with everything until me and Jenna picked up that boy, at the airport, and you could tell he was sort of, you know, surprised. And it made me more self-conscious about it, a little.”

“Joseph?”

“Yes, that was his name,” Melanie said. “He was applying for a job at Mesa Heights.”

“He got the job.”

“Oh, cool,” Melanie said. “You know him?”

“He’s an engineer,” Vicky said. “So, no, other than making sure he gets paid and we reimburse his expenses.”

“Okay,” Melanie said. “But I was just asking because you knew his name.”

“He looked me up,” Vicky said.

“Oh, to say hi?”

“Yeah,” Vicky agreed. “And to ask about you.”

“What was he asking?”

“Just . . . when you were getting to town.”

“Why was he asking that?”

“You seem to have made an impression on him,” Vicky said.

“We just sat in the bar and talked,” Melanie said, her face turning red. “And completely about non-datey things.”

“Non-datey?”

“Yes,” Melanie said. “We talked about, you know, whatever we thought of. He didn’t talk about cars or sports or some guy he heard of who had this super-bad bone fracture.”

“That’s what you talk about on dates?” Vicky inquired.

“So far,” Melanie said. “But with Joseph, it was more like, school and his job and how I want to figure out the history here, and we were drinking, and—”

“You were drinking?”

“He had beer, and I had a pina colada. But it was a pre-school pina colada, with no alcohol.”

“Joseph said you seemed very mature,” Vicky said.

“I feel like I can rise to the occasion,” Melanie said with a lilt of pride. “Since he was older, and he does engineering – he said he makes switches or something. So I was trying to be—”

“He’s very bright.”

“Okay, I’m not surprised,” Melanie said. “He kissed me, at the end.”

“At the end of what?” Vicky said.

“Not that,” Melanie said with a nervous laugh. “I’m still a virgin, okay?”

“Okay,” Vicky said. “I wasn’t suggesting otherwise.”

“Okay. So he kissed me at my hotel room door, after we were done with our non-date. But I think he . . .”

“Yes?” Vicky prompted.

“Well . . . he was . . . sort of . . . seeming . . .”

“He had an erection?”

Melanie uttered another tension-breaking laugh before she said quietly, “Yeah.”

“How did that make you feel?” Vicky asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Were you uncomfortable, nervous, interested in him?”

“Oh, God,” Melanie sputtered. “Well, by then, I had seen a lot of, um, erections. So I just noticed it. It was okay. But no way would I have done anything. I knew you or Dad would kill him if he—”

“Melanie,” Vicky said in her most serious mom-voice.

“Huh?”

“I know you were raised a certain way,” Vicky said, stopping for the first light on Main Street, downtown Mesa Springs almost devoid of citizenry this morning other than a line of mostly nude people waiting for brunch at one of the cafes. “And you grew up in Baton Rouge, where certain things are just understood.”

“Yeah?”

“But it’s different here.”

“I noticed,” Melanie said with a chuckle, eyeing the breakfast patrons as Vicky drove past them.

“Different in a lot of ways, some you can’t see. Parents don’t kill anyone, and that kind of language is frowned upon.”

“What do you mean.”

“This is a very non-violent culture. ‘Kill’ is one of those words people try not to say.”

“Oh, that’s sort of weird,” Melanie said.

“And you should never refrain from doing something because you don’t think we’d approve.”

“Well, he’s like, almost 10 years older than me.”

“Would you want him to put his penis up your vagina?”

Melanie’s eyes went wide, and she looked out the window, clearly trying to formulate a response.

“There’s no wrong answer,” Vicky said.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “I don’t know. Maybe. But it would be my first time, so . . .”

“Would you like me to be there?”




Chapter 26: Conversing on the Way to Class

“Huh?” Melanie said.

“Would you like me to be there?” Vicky repeated. “The first time a penis is put in your vagina?”

“What?” Melanie said. “Like . . . watch?”

“Be there for you,” Vicky said.

“You mean, with Joseph?” Melanie said, face registering incredulous shock.

“Whoever you choose, whenever you want,” Vicky said, pulling into the parking lot of the Grand View Hotel.

“I don’t know,” Melanie said. “I’m not sure I can even think about any of this right now.”

Vicky parked and the females exited the car, the conversation ending until they were in the elevator.

“The transition can be especially tough at this age,” Vicky said quietly.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re already trying to figure things out,” Vicky said. “Chance are, you’re starting to understand some things, the way they are. And now you’re getting the rug pulled out from under you. All these things you thought you understood are gone, replaced by new things.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, a little defensively. “Yeah. But I got used to things really fast the last time I was here. I think I can again. I’m sure I can again.”

“I’m challenging you on purpose,” Vicky said.

The elevator door opened and Melanie laughed, nervously.

“Is that why you’re asking me about Joseph?”

“Yes, and just to know what you’re thinking.”

Vicky put her finger on the pad and pushed open the door.

“Okay,” Melanie said, stepping into the room after her mother and, after a brief pause, looking down to unbutton her shirt, starting at the top. “Did Joseph . . . tell you . . . he wanted to, um, you know . . .”

“Put his penis up your vagina,” Vicky said, completing the thought. “Yes. He implied it. Strongly.”

“He told you this at work?” Melanie said. “Like, in the office?”

“Yes.”

Melanie stopped unbuttoning her shirt to look at Vicky.

“How would you even have a conversation like that?”

“It wasn’t the first thing he said,” Vicky recalled. “He just told me he enjoyed meeting you, and that you’d offered to initiate him on the Bridge of Kisses.”

“Oh, yeah,” Melanie said, laughing and continuing to disrobe. “I almost forgot that. But yeah, I did.”

“And we talked a little more about you, and he had an erection.”

Melanie winced, looked down at her breasts as she unhooked her bra, and nothing more was said as she and Vicky finished stripping, and Vicky left the rest of the story untold, but it’s worth relating here:

A few weeks before this moment, Joseph had visited Vicky’s office in the new building, rapping on her door to introduce himself on his first day, nude, his penis soft, his affect nervous.

Vicky had stood, shaken his hand, and they’d chatted about their respective roles briefly before he mentioned that he’d met her daughter and been impressed with her and hoped he might see her again, and something about the memory, or Vicky, seemed to arouse him, because his penis began to harden, curving upward, and Vicky looked down at it, and he did as well, sheepishly, because it was his first day and new males were usually embarrassed when it happened on the first day.

“I’ve got a few minutes if you want to put your penis up me,” she’d said.

Joseph had looked at her in surprise, but his member bobbed.

“Here,” she said simply, moving to her door jamb, putting her back against it, parting her legs.

Joseph seemed torn, turning toward her but not advancing, not pushing forward, not getting in position to mate with her. She was the CFO, after all, and this was Joseph’s first day, and even if they were both nude, and the corporate culture had been explained to him, and he had in fact witnessed said culture in action that same morning, a man and woman partnering in the woman’s office, she bent over her desk to receive service from behind, this was not a situation where one would want to start making assumptions, where one would want to start guessing wrongly. Was Vicky Campion, CFO, really inviting him to put his erect penis up her sheath? Or, if he attempted to place himself inside her body, if he succeeded in getting an inch or two of himself past her pink folds, would her eyes go wide with sudden offense, and would she push him away, and inform him in no uncertain terms that that was not what she had intended, and perhaps this might not be the right company for him after all?

Vicky surely understood his hesitation, so she made her intentions clear, as she’d had to do on several other occasions, reaching down, squeezing Joseph’s enflamed tip between her thumb and index finger, pulling him toward her, sliding her fingers down his shaft to its base, angling her pelvis forward to better position the mouth of her sex organ for penetration, pulling wide her lips with the fingers of her other hand, and gently guiding Joseph’s manhood through her moist opening, rocking her hips slightly to draw, with practiced efficiency, all of him into her chamber.

Joseph’s eyes went wide, and even now, he seemed not quite convinced of Vicky’s intentions, the expression of profound pleasure that all men wear upon bring brought into a woman’s vaginal confidence tempered in this instance by complex professional questions, and his eyes searched her face, and then the office area around them, the cubicles where other financial professionals labored, some audible only as they talked on the phone or chatted with colleagues, some partially visible, heads and necks showing over cubicle walls, and some, including Vicky’s assistant, Tina, in full view and fully nude, sitting in profile to the mating couple, studying her screen, glancing up casually to confirm that her boss had accepted with her vagina the penis of a male colleague, immediately returning her attention to her computer screen, because this was apparently something that happened all the time here.

Joseph looked into Vicky’s face again, and if he were still seeking confirmation that he was participating in what Mesa Heights considered professional behavior, he surely found it there, for Vicky Campion’s disposition betrayed not the slightest affront, not the merest inconvenience. Instead, her mouth was slightly open, her lower jaw slightly extended, her eyes hard with concentration, as if she were feeling Joseph with all of her body and mind and not just with the hole she concealed behind a thick mat of pubic hair.

Convinced at last, apparently, that this was part of the normal course of things, Joseph put his hands on Vicky’s hips and went to work, looking down to supervise the joining of his and Vicky’s organs, sliding out slightly, pushing back in, pulling out a little further and driving up again, clearly seeking the optimal thrusting distance, the maximal length he could withdraw without falling from Vicky’s womanhood, in order to enjoy as much of the pleasures of her tunnel as possible along his rod, from the coarse, hair-endowed lips at her opening to the soft but tight depths by her cervix, and all the pink expanse in between, flooded with lubricant, her vaginal muscles clenching and relaxing noticeably enough that a sensitive shaft would perceive that, and possibly even sense the pulse of her heart, thrumming steadily around the rod as it probed her chamber.

The upward bend of Joseph’s penis helped here, for it meant that he could pull out until no more than his tip remained lodged between Vicky’s lips and his organ would not slip out, and a quick jerk of his hips and a angling of his torso could push it all the way back in, and every time he did that, Vicky’s mouth went tight and her eyes opened a little wider, and one might conclude that this was not only a moment of pleasant relief for Joseph on his first day at his new job, but also very helpful for Vicky, who worked hard at everything she undertook and deserved this a few times a day, the distraction of having her reproductive organ plumbed and massaged and stimulated by a female tongue or an erect penis.

And it might be said that if Vicky suspected Joseph wanted to explore the feminine depths of her daughter, and if she had accepted the man’s intrusions at her female entrance in part so she could assess his suitability as a first sexual mate for the girl, the mother must have approved, for Joseph had joined with her respectfully, cautiously, forcing his penis into her slit only upon her clear invitation, and he had proved a respectful partner once engaged, stirring the woman’s insides no more than necessary to bring himself to orgasm, and he grunted and shook as he deposited his semen, and he did that respectfully as well, holding his member as still as he was able, fully lodged inside her body as he squeezed out his ejaculate, ensuring that all of it was delivered where it belonged, deep in Vicky’s chamber, thereby ensuring that most of it would remain within her, very little of it spilling out to wet her vulva and her hair and her inner thighs, distracting her from the urgent matters under her direction.

And finally, as Joseph released and afterwards as well, he found ways to move himself pleasurably within Vicky, demonstrating his appreciation for the hunger of the female organ in the same way he had shown his regard for professional propriety and Vicky’s personal boundaries, and he performed small, judicious thrusts, the passage of his member now doubly slicked, with both semen and lubricant, within Vicky’s velveteen grip, and she repositioned herself slightly, adjusting to find the right angle under the ministrations of this unfamiliar penis, the optimal attitude of clitoris, lips, walls and that mysterious g-spot, for each had to do their part if Vicky were to orgasm, each had to send their unique signals to the halls of ultimate reward in her brain, and they did so, because Joseph performed well, provoking Vicky’s first orgasm of the day after another minute of effort.

Vicky cried out once as the wave of climax crested, and she put her hands on Joseph’s shoulders and shook her pelvis and grunted out quickly but quietly, mindful not to distract the workers around her, and while Joseph’s seed remained deep in her hole, her vagina clenched and spasmed and her vaginal mouth gushed with her own fluids of relief, running out around the base of Joseph’s penis, drenching his balls and dripping to the floor, where a careful observer might note the residue of other such couplings, because this place and position, her back against the jamb of her office door, her legs spread just so, was her preferred method for being penetrated at her office, for receiving male attention and the creams of orgasm with minimal time and effort.

The couple stood there a moment longer, each looking a little dazed as the aftershocks of climax passed through their bodies and minds, but within a minute, Vicky’s countenance returned to its usual, professional and focused cast, and her transformation instructed Joseph as well, and he eased back, his wet, arcing penis slowly exiting her chamber, a thread or two of their mating fluids running from his tip to her opening until it broke and Vicky removed her hands from his shoulders.

“I’m making some changes in the way engineers report expenses,” she said, pushing away from the door jamb and placing her legs together. “You guys are always buying things from obscure websites in Mongolia or somewhere, and verification takes us an average of two and a half days at the end of the month, so we’re asking for a little more detail now. Let me know what you think of the form. It should be online this week and we’ll send a notice to everyone, and you’ll be the only one who uses it without getting confused by what we used to do.”

“Sounds good,” Joseph said, his smile a little weak, his voice a little short.

“And I’ll let Melanie know you asked about her,” Vicky said, her voice completely recovered now, even lilting a little as the mother spoke of a daughter she adored. “She should be getting to town in a few weeks. Maybe you’ll get a chance to catch up with her. I’m sure she’d be honored to initiate you.”

“I’d like that,” Joseph said, backing away, smiling sincerely, but with surprise evident in his eyes as well. “Thanks!”

“Thanks too,” she said back with a quick look down at his softening penis. “Good luck!”

Two weeks later, her daughter with her and as nervous as one might expect a girl to be just prior to going to a class nude, Vicky had no reason to say anything about her own interactions with Joseph, other than to indicate she knew enough about him to approve of whatever Melanie might decide to do.

Naked, still in the hotel room, Melanie stepped into the bathroom for a quick inspection, fluffing her hair, checking her thin strip of pubic carpeting, turning to find Vicky waiting for her, her own hair already fluffed, her pubic hair trimmed a little but otherwise untended, growing thick and shameless in a triangle above the door to her pleasure hole.

“Ready?” Vicky inquired.

“As I’ll ever be,” Melanie replied resignedly, and the two women, Melanie barehanded, Vicky holding nothing but keys, took the elevator down to the first floor, headed through the lobby and the parking lot to Vicky’s car, and Melanie’s hand went no more than twice to cover her female parts, her fingers hovering casually in front of her mound as they passed a clothed couple and a naked family of three.

“A lot of people drive to school,” Melanie blurted as soon as they were on their way.

“And you’d like to drive too,” Vicky speculated.

“It would be nice to finally have a car of my own, during the day,” Melanie said.

“Your dad and I have talked about it,” Vicky said.

“Really?”

“We’re thinking about getting something for you and Josh to share.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, a little crestfallen.

“That’s not good enough for you?”

“Oh, sorry, it’s . . . it would be great . . . but here, it’s . . .”

“What?” Vicky said.

“Well,” Melanie said, drawing in her breath, “okay, I’ve thought a lot about this. My car stays in the garage. I go to it in the morning. Clothes on. I close the garage door. My clothes come off. But my school bag is there. I put that in the car, I mean. But not my clothes. I leave those in the garage. And then I pull out of the garage, by myself, with nothing on. Just my school bag.”

“You really don’t want Josh to see you naked, do you?”

“No,” Melanie said adamantly. “No, that’s not an option.”

“Why not?” Vicky said. “I’m just curious. Why not?”

Melanie exhaled before she spoke.

“He’s my brother,” she said.

“And?” Vicky continued.

“What if he . . . what if . . . something happens, to him? To his . . .”

“What if he gets an erection, in other words?”

“Yes!” Melanie exclaimed. “Oh my god, that would be, like, the worst!”

“Why?” Vicky asked. “Just asking. Why?”

“Well,” Melanie said, pausing as if the answer were so obvious she need say no more, but Vicky drove on in silence, waiting for the next words, so Melanie continued.

“Okay, when that happens to boys . . . they just . . . have to . . . you know.”

“Have to what?”

“Do . . .” Melanie stammered, “things . . . with it.”

“What kind of things?”

“Mom, please,” Melanie begged.

“Tell me,” Vicky said. “With whatever words you want to use.”

“They have to make it do an orgasm,” Melanie said, twisting her mouth as if the words had damaged her there.

“How do they do that?” Vicky asked.

Melanie laughed.

“Well, you know,” she said.

“Pretend I don’t,” Vicky said. “How does a boy make his penis do an orgasm?”

Melanie leaned forward, placed her face in her hands, laughed again, and seemed to cross to another place in her head.

Surely, some of her hesitation was that all her lifetime, short as it was, she’d believed that this kind of talk was deeply offensive to her mother, that adults figured out sex and had babies and then got bored with it and then annoyed by it, and by the time the average mother was old enough to have an adolescent daughter, all she remembered about sex was that it was dirty and base, and girls rattling off what little they knew on the subject would do nothing but infuriate. Just admitting she was on birth control was hard enough for Melanie. Why she thought she might need it – the specific things a girl does and has done to her that make birth control advisable – was, obviously, never to be spoken of.

But now, Vicky was provoking her daughter, driving her to say the most embarrassing things, the most offensive things she could think up. If Melanie said them, it would be Mom’s fault. There would be no repercussions for the girl. Melanie could say anything here.

And she did so, faltering only slightly.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “The most obvious way, is for the boy to put it in a girl, and if he holds it in there long enough – or moves it, I guess – then that makes it happen. Or if he . . . okay, also, if he . . . touches it . . . like rubs it . . . then it happens.”

“Do you know what that’s called?” Vicky inquired, turning off Main Street between a bank and the brunch place.

“Orgasm,” Melanie said.

“I mean, do you know what it’s called when a boy touches himself?”

“Oh, yeah,” Melanie said. “It’s, um, called, um, masturbating.”

“How do you know this?”

“Well . . . everyone knows about it,” Melanie said. “We did that class in school about it. And people talk. Other girls have told me stuff. Donna McClintock, she has an older brother, and she, and she . . . I guess she saw something once.”

Vicky headed through a neighborhood of quaint two-story homes, the streets wide here and lined with pine and juniper, the occasional olive or desert willow.

“Stuff comes out,” Melanie added.

“Do you know what that is?” Vicky inquired.

“It’s called sperm,” Melanie said, leaning forward again, but clearly warming to the subject, laughing now where she sucked in her breath in shock before. “Wanna know what kids call it, though?”

“Sure.”

“Joy juice,” she said. “Joy juice.”

“Why do they call it that?”

“Well,” Melanie replied cautiously, as if considering the question for the first time. “I guess it feels good when they make it.”

Vicky pulled up to the curb of a large house, set well away from the road, a half dozen other cars already there.

“It’s at a house?” Melanie said, sounding nervous again.

The doors of the car just before them opened and a young man stepped out on the driver’s side, nude, his penis semi-erect. A naked woman of motherhood age exited from the passenger seat.

Vicky pushed open her door.

Melanie froze.

“You coming?” Vicky inquired.

“In a second,” Melanie whispered urgently. “Just wait.”

The male glanced over at Vicky’s car, at the mom and her daughter obscured behind the windshield, and the blankness of his face hid an obvious nervousness as he and the woman who was presumably his mother joined him for the walk beneath the trees and across the yard to the home’s front door, his penis bouncing with every step.

“All clear,” Vicky joked. “Come on.”




Chapter 27: A Demonstration with Constance

With what appeared to be Herculean effort, Melanie unlatched the door, pushed her shoulder against it, swung it wide, and a moment later, she and Vicky were standing outside the car, under the bright July sunlight, bare feet on warm pavement.

Vicky rounded the car quickly and put her hand on Melanie’s back, not to urge her forward with a nudge, but more to offer support, sliding her hand up and down against Melanie’s spine.

Melanie took a step across the grass toward the door, took another step, watching as the mother and son in front of them were greeted at the door by a naked man, slender and tall and gray-haired, who ushered them in.

The man was about to shut the door when he noticed the two females approaching, and he opened it back up and stepped onto the porch, smiling.

“Welcome,” he said when they were close enough to hear.

“Hi,” Vicky said. “We’re the Campions. And you must be Ted.”

“Vicky!” Ted gushed, his soft, shaved genitals bouncing as he hopped down the five steps leading up to his front porch. “So nice to have you with us. And this must be, oh, oh . . .”

“Melanie,” Melanie said, keeping close by her mother’s side as they reached the man. He shook Melanie’s hand first, then Vicky’s, and he headed back up the stairs and they followed him into a cool, dark foyer with a high ceiling and paneled walls and a stairway just before them.

Ted went right, leading them into a large room where chairs had been set up in three rows of five each, a hodgepodge of seating options, from formal dining to the casual chairs one finds in a breakfast nook to a few folding chairs with thin cushions.

There were already 10 people here, most barefoot as well: an older couple, a father and son, the mother and son from the car, a father and two girls who were probably his daughters, and a woman by herself that Melanie stared at as she and Vicky sat down in two folding chairs at the back of the room.

Everyone was naked. Everyone was staring straight ahead, no matter how curious they might have been about their fellow attendees. Melanie, from her vantage point in the back, swept the room with her eyes, not exhibiting much nervousness. Perhaps the conversational exercise Vicky forced on her during the drive helped.

Ted stepped to the front of the class, where a long table stood, a blanket covering its contents, and he picked his phone up from it, checked it, set it back down.

“Okay, our last family won’t be making it this morning,” he said. “So this is it, let’s begin. We’ve got an hour to help everyone overcome a lifetime of assumptions and anxieties and neuroses.”

Ted surveyed the room.

“That was a joke,” he said. “No one ever laughs at it.”

He was answered by a few nervous titters, and he responded with a single clap, as if the sound were the formal gaveling to order of the class.

“Welcome, everyone, to Welcome to Mesa Springs. I’m Ted Dreyfus, as most of you should know by now, and I’ve been doing these classes for something like 10 years. It’s sanctioned by the Village of Mesa Springs, so if you don’t like it, complain to them, and if you really don’t like it, run for mayor and maybe you can get me fired. My goal today is to make comprehensible what for most of you probably seems very strange – or at least seemed strange before you got here and started getting used to it. Show of hands, how many have been here long enough that they feel like they’re starting to catch on?”

The older couple raised their hands immediately, followed by all the parents, the single woman, and a girl and boy. Melanie lifted her hand halfway, dropped it back into her lap.

“Parents, you need to look confident here,” he said, “even if you’re not, because your kids are watching. Chances are, they’re here because of decisions you made, so you don’t want to go admitting this was a bad idea – even if it was.”

Vicky joined the other parents in a round of quiet laughter.

“I see five dependents,” Ted continued, looking at Melanie and her peers. “I’m just going by perceived age. If you’re extremely dependent on your husband or wife, that doesn’t count.”

Ted pointed to one of the girls on the front row.

“You didn’t raise your hand,” he said. “Tell me what you’re struggling with.”

“Oh,” she said, and she made a clicking sound before she spoke, haltingly, affecting a seriousness that was probably rarely her natural state. “I’m not really . . . struggling, I just don’t always know what to think about things.”

“What’s surprised you the most?”

“I’ve been here for a week,” she said, as her father and sister looked on. “We’re from Portland. Portland in Oregon. And we’ve met some girls in our neighborhood who talk . . . about really personal stuff.”

“We are all born with a soft, fragile animal in our souls,” Ted said, the girl’s doubts serving as the springboard for the start of his lecture. “It sleeps while we’re young. Hibernates is the way I like to put it. It can be wakened by someone else. Disturbed is probably a better word. Violated. And it mustn’t be.”

Ted’s eyes grew hard, and he looked out at the members of his class, each in turn, seeking eye contact. “The word for it when that happens is sexual assault. Or rape, or statutory rape, and it’s as illegal here as it is anywhere. Because of the openness, and the absence of shame here in Mesa Springs, it’s a fraction of what you have elsewhere. But if it happens, we prosecute.”

His face softened, and he smiled. “You are the only one for whom your animal should stir. And it wakes up when it will, in tune with its own biology and its own psychology. And it will wake up hungry, and it will want to eat, and to play.”

Ted crossed his arms, looking here and there, staring briefly at Melanie until she shifted nervously and looked down.

“It wakes up, and it starts looking for friends, for someone else to play with, for another animal to show itself to. But in most places in the world, for most of human history, it has had to look for friends in secret. You have to hide that little animal, because everyone’s been taught that if they don’t recognize your creature, they should fear it, and hate it; that it’s their job to call you out, ridicule you, shame you, for being the keeper of such a beast.”

Ted paused, sighed.

“To kill you, often enough.”

He paused again, looking out into the room.

“Sex used to be exclusively a biological proposition. Have sex, make new life, continue the species. But now we have all the people we need – more than we need, really – and even if we were short, sexual intercourse isn’t necessary, thanks to test tubes. But some people – most people – are acting like nothing’s changed, like putting the penis up the vagina is still an act of existential urgency. So, why is sex so pleasurable? It had to be, or no one would do it. It was too dangerous in the jungle. But now, the jungle is gone, and all we’re left with is the sex, but we don’t know it, because we still have the shadow of the jungle in our minds. People are still afraid of sex, and what could happen if it’s done wrong, and they write the fear, the shame, and the intolerance into their lives, their cultures, their politics, their faiths.”

Ted looked around the room.

“Is everyone following me? Is this making sense?”

A few heads bobbed.

“Sex is physically important,” Ted continued. “Very, very important. But is it culturally important? Is it politically important? No, it’s just another pleasure. A profound pleasure, but a pleasure nonetheless. Is it emotionally important? When I put my penis up a vagina, should I throw my heart in after it. You, girls, should you pin your heart to the penis in your vagina, and let the man pull it out with his tip when he’s finished?”

Ted shook his head.

“No.”

He smiled.

“The malleability of the human mind is a double-edged sword,” he continued. “It means we can learn, grow and adapt all our lives, but it also means other people can shape our minds to benefit themselves, and we won’t question it, we won’t look for evidence, for proof. We allow people – our parents, our friends, the adults we trust, the purveyors of beliefs that aren’t proven and can’t be proven – to grab up the real estate in our minds for their own purposes, and they’ll live there, and rent it out to other people, and by the time we reach adulthood, we have all these lodgers in our heads that aren't paying us to live there.”

Ted raised his hands, as if standing before a building filled with unwanted tenants.

“And we need to evict them, to buy back the land that was always ours.”

He looked at one of the girls on the front row.

“Will you please stand up?” he said to her.

She rose tentatively, a tall, skinny black girl, and she looked back at the man she’d been sitting beside, who was probably her father, and raised her eyebrows in a sort of “rescue me” plea, but he nodded and did not intervene.

“Tamara, right?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Where are you from, Tamara?”

“Long Island,” she said, with a distinctly northern accent. “New York.”

“Tamara, may I touch your breast?”

The girl’s face convulsed in shock and embarrassment, and she laughed awkwardly and crossed her arms across her chest.

Ted looked out over the class.

“Tamara has told me no, in no uncertain terms,” he Ted. “Tamara, I’m sorry for making you an example, but you reacted the way any new girl would. You said no, without saying no. Now, say no with your mouth.”

Tamara lowered her arms from her B-cup breasts, smiling in a miasma of embarrassment, and she twisted at her waist. Were she pale-skinned, her face would certainly have been red.

“Tell me no, Tamara.”

“No.”

“Tell me no, I may not touch your breast.”

“No, I . . .” Tamara began, and she lowered her arms and balled her hands together and hopped slightly. “I mean, No, you may not touch my . . . touch my breast.”

“Now tell your dad what happened.”

Tamara looked out at the rest of the class, her eyes lingering longest on Melanie’s, and she seemed to need to summon courage from somewhere within her before she spoke, looking first at the ceiling.

“Pops, uh, this uh, Mr. Ted, he was all, just, putting me on the spot.”

The class received her vernacular with a healthy wash of tension-breaking laughter, and she smiled and lowered her gaze, looking at her father, her sister, the rest of the class. “He was grabbing for me, and I told him, ‘uh uh, mister.’”

“Very good, Tamara,” Ted said, looking out across the room as another round of laughter broke forth. “You’d be amazed how few young people practice that even once before they become adults. We are all raised to obey every adult, to believe every adult, and sexual matters aren’t broken out and made a special case because we’re too embarrassed to talk about them. Tamara, take a bow.”

The rest of the class joined Ted in applauding her, and the girl bowed and beamed and sat, and her shoulders shook with the quiet laughter of relief, her sister squeezing her arm until Ted pointed at her.

“Your turn,” he said. “Nora?”

“Yup!” she said, rising and grinning with confidence, clearly not as shy as her sibling.

“Nora, may I touch your breast?”

“Nope,” she said. “You may not.”

He reached and she swatted his hand away with a solid smack.

“Tell your father,” Ted said.

“Papa, this Ted gentleman got all up in my business, but I fought him off.”

Ted called each of the two males up next, both working through the exercise mechanically, with obvious discomfort, penises soft, and they quickly returned to their seats to soft applause when it was done.

“Melanie,” Ted said.

Melanie rose, stepped forward, looked down briefly as she walked, at a pair of breasts that bounced with every step, and she played her part with the self-conscious smirk she used to hide embarrassment, and she finished and returned to her seat, Vicky clapping before patting her thigh.

“Everyone did great,” Ted said. “Are there any questions?”

Melanie raised her hand halfway, immediately returned it to her lap, but too late.

“Yes?” Ted said, looking at her.

“Oh, uh,” Melanie began. “Okay, I was just wondering . . . all this comes from this, um, philosophy, right?”

“All this?” Ted said, smiling in a puzzled way.

“Yes, the things you’re teaching us,” Melanie clarified, more confidently. “The openness. The nud . . . like, not wearing any clothes, and being, like, comfortable with everything. A philosophy, right?”

“Sure, you could put it that way,” Ted said, smiling indulgently now.

“So who created it?” Melanie inquired. “Who was the philosopher?”

“Well,” Ted said, and now he looked a little awkward, suddenly. “We could say . . . let’s just say there were a few inspirations.”

“Francine Burthen?” Melanie blurted.

“Okay, sure . . .” Ted said, and his smile had faded, and he looked a little like he’d just been ambushed. “Sure, I guess, she was . . .”

“But no one wants to talk about her,” Melanie said. “Why? What happened?”

Ted laughed nervously and looked at Vicky.

“Out of the mouths of babes,” he said, and he paused and looked around at the rest of the class as if gathering his thoughts.

“Okay, so, where were we?” he asked, pausing, as if still getting his bearings. “Okay, so, you cannot be free with your body. Yes. You cannot be free with your body, and you cannot successfully share your life with that precious little animal, until you know how to protect yourself.”

Ted’s face broke into a sincere smile as he returned to a subject he was clearly comfortable with, slipping into a patter he had delivered countless times over the last 10 years. “I know this was awkward for all of you – except maybe Nora. But we remember what embarrasses us, so there was a reason for this. Remember. Play what we did today through in your minds, every day. You are strong, your body is your own, protect it.”

Ted looked at the single woman.

“Constance,” he said simply, and she rose and joined him at the front of the class, looking a little nervous.

“It’s nice to meet you, Constance,” Ted said, offering his hand.

“Hi, Ted, nice to meet you too,” she said in a New Jersey accent.

“Oh, I know her,” Melanie whispered to Vicky in surprise. “I sort of met her when I was in town last time.”

“Constance, we’re meeting for the first time today,” Ted continued, “so I’m curious. Do you like oral sex?”

“I do,” she said with a slight smile, and one might suspect Ted and Constance had worked this out at some point beforehand, the outlines of a little play they’d discussed over email perhaps.

“Do you like giving, or receiving?” Ted inquired.

“Both,” Constance said, nodding, her mouth going a little tight.

“Same here,” Ted said. “Would you like to suck my penis now?”

“Sure.”

Ted’s penis was already hardening when Constance lowered herself to her knees and took the organ into her mouth, but – other than a quick intake of breath when Constance’s lips encircled the mid-point of his shaft – he continued to lecture.

“Constance and I have agreed to let our animals meet,” Ted said, moving his hips slightly, thrusting gently into Constance’s mouth. “Either one of us could have declined to do so, with no shame or criticism. Because Constance is an adult, and I have verified that she is sexually active, there was nothing wrong with my request, and no wrong answer.”

Constance looked up at Ted, her mouth stretched around his fully-erect penis and sliding up and down on it, and he smiled.

“May I return the favor?” he inquired.

Constance removed her mouth from his rod. “Yes,” she said, and she stood and turned and bent, putting her elbows on the table, and now it was Ted’s turn to kneel, positioning himself behind her. She looked back at him, widened her stance and arched her back, raising her holes to make them easier for Ted to reach, and he leaned forward, pressing his mouth against her vulva, and any knowledgeable observer could guess when his tongue emerged to lick her lips, nudge them aside and explore the wet chamber beyond, because Constance jerked slightly, rising up on her elbows, eyes open, pelvis rocking, breasts swaying.

While Ted, rendered mute by his engagement with Constance’s sex organ, continued to attend to her, Constance spoke a little heavily.

“Ted asked me to say a . . . few things . . . at this point,” Constance said haltingly. “Just that . . . anything we do will be up to . . . both of us. And it’s okay. It feels good . . . to both of us. . . Uh! . . . So now, I’m ready to ask Ted for . . . something.”

Ted pulled away from Constance and stood, but she held her position.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Um . . . put your penis up my vagina. If you want to.”

The air was pierced by an explosive but quickly stifled female guffaw, one of the girls laughing because she didn’t know how else to react to the incomprehensibly titillating.

“Sure,” Ted replied quickly, ignoring the outburst, and he put his feet between Constance’s, bent his knees slightly and pushed his member up her front opening, provoking a sharp grunt from the woman and more pelvic twisting, and he grabbed her hips and breathed out and pulled back and inserted again.

“It’s as simple as this,” Ted said, thrusting gently, struggling a little to speak. “This is the first time Constance and I have partnered physically . . . in any way . . . and that’s why you saw us checking with each other. Once we get more familiar with each other . . . once our animals have gotten to know each other . . . Constance and I could forego . . . if we decide to do this again . . . forego . . . some of the conversation . . . but still . . . when in doubt . . . ask.”

Ted stopped speaking, his mouth went tight and the pace of his insertions into Constance’s body doubled.

“Is it okay, Constance . . . if I ejaculate inside you?”

“Yes,” Constance said quietly.

Ted spent another minute wordlessly wringing pleasure from Constance’s sheath, eyes glassy and all of his body taut, his thrusts quick and deep until he resolved into the image of a man in the ecstatic throes of climax, the feeling obviously as delicious as it always was, even if it was being experienced before a class of people he’d just met.

As for the class itself, a discreet observer would note that all five penises were fully engorged, nipples had grown erect, little smears of juice had gathered under many of the vulvas, and breathing throughout the room had grown a little quicker, a little deeper.

Meanwhile, Constance rocked but didn’t seem to orgasm, holding her position obediently to accept Ted’s ardor and his semen until he stopped moving, his shoulders slumped, and he relaxed his hands, simply resting them on Constance’s rear, but she held still, bent over the table, until Ted eased backward, his wet, still-erect penis slowly exiting Constance’s body.

Only when Ted’s member swung free did he seem to regain his composure, and he patted the woman’s rear and turned back to the class.

“Thank you, Constance,” he said, bringing his hands together as she straightened a little stiffly, and she smiled at the politely applauding class and returned to her seat.

“Constance, was that satisfactory?” Ted inquired.

“Yes,” she said, nodding.

“Good, but I want you to do one more thing for me,” Ted said, and he was looking out at the class, not at Constance, and if he was remotely self-conscious about his partial erection or the pearl of semen on the tip, he didn’t show it.

“Sure, what?” she asked.

“I want you to think about your time with me today,” he said. “In any spare moment over the next few days. And if there was anything you weren’t comfortable with, will you let me know?”

“I will,” she promised, but she wasn’t looking at him, because something was happening between her legs that had her attention, and she was bent over to study herself, and Ted continued speaking as he grabbed a few tissues from a box on a shelf.

“And I’ll do the same,” he said, handing the tissues over. “But my animal’s first report was that he enjoyed meeting yours. Thank you.”

Constance wiped, stood to drop the tissues in a small basket, returned to her seat, smiling.

“We can hide our animals,” Ted said. “We can fear the animals that are nurtured by the other people in our lives. Or we can swear to respect, to listen, to revere, and to be open, and the bad things that can happen when two people come together become rarer, even as the quantity of relief grows beyond anything people have ever known. We can have the deep pleasures of regular release – we can feed our animals all they can devour – and be happier because of it.”

Ted looked out over the room.

“But there is a catch,” he said. “A price must be paid.”




Chapter 28: Melanie, Discipline Model

Ted pulled the blanket off the table, revealing an assortment of corporal discipline equipment – paddles, canes, short whips, clamps, rings, and several lengths of cord, neatly coiled and stacked.

“I wasn’t trying to be dramatic,” Ted said, rolling up the blanket and tossing it to the floor behind the table. “I’ve just found that people get distracted by the equipment if they can see it before I’m ready to talk about it.”

Ted picked up a wooden paddle, one of the shorter of the tools on the table, and held it up.

“Technically,” he said, “this is a device for delivering a sharp but brief pain stimulus to the body, most often to the bottom, to serve as negative reinforcement for behaviors we want to discourage. But, in one word, it’s a paddle.”

Ted looked out among the faces, as if trying to decide on someone new to call upon.

“Melanie?”

“Yes, Sir?” Melanie said, starting in her seat.

“Would you come on up?”

Melanie rose and moved slowly toward the front of the class.

“You’re going to serve as our discipline model today,” he said as she joined him at the front, clasping her hands before her, a sudden modesty taking her over, her interlocked fingers hiding her little strip of pubic hair and the folds beneath it.

“The swat should always be applied evenly to the buttocks,” he said. “I recommend that the recipient of discipline be on her feet, bent, supporting her upper half by resting her elbows on a solid surface, or by holding her ankles. How far down can you bend, Melanie?”

Instead of answering, Melanie turned so that her backside was facing the side wall, and then she bent, struggling to get her fingertips much past her knees.

“Very good,” Ted said. “Grab your ankles and hold for a bit.”

“I’m not sure I can reach that far,” Melanie said.

“Hands on your knees, then.”

Melanie complied, resting her hands on her kneecaps, and Ted set down the paddle and picked up the short whip, a black handle with a dozen thin leather thongs dangling from one end.

“This is called a flogger,” Ted said. “It inflicts discomfort on the skin but will not traumatize underlying muscle, so it’s meant for athletes, especially someone who has a game or match in a day or two.”

Ted drew the flogger back and swung, the thongs raking Melanie’s rear, and she twitched but didn’t raise her hands from her knees.

“Melanie, how did that one feel?” Ted asked.

“It didn’t really hurt,” she said, her head hanging upside down, her voice a little thick and muted. “I think you did it sort of light.”

“Yes,” Ted agreed. “Can you turn so everyone can get a look at your rear?”

Melanie straightened and turned, and the rest of the class looked at her bottom, bearing a set of thin red stripes.

“You’ll want to be familiar with how your child reacts to each piece of equipment,” Ted said. “Even with a light whipping, Melanie’s skin is showing a little minor blushing that usually clears up within an hour or two. If I’d swung a little harder, we’d see raised welts on Melanie’s bottom, and those would take a day or so clear up.”

Ted set down the flogger and picked up one of the larger boards.

“Now the paddle,” he said. “Melanie, can you bend for me again?”

Melanie bent, grunting a little as she returned to the requested position.

“You want to stand about here,” Ted said, taking up a position beside the girl, “and you want the paddle to strike both cheeks at the same time, with the same force.”

Ted drew the paddle back and swatted, the sharp sound of wood against flesh filling the room.

“Ow,” Melanie said, flinching, and her right hand slipped off her knee briefly.

Melanie’s bottom was already turned toward the class, so Ted pointed with an expert’s pride at the two red marks he’d left on her rear.

“This is what you want to see after a swatting,” he said. “Evenly sized marks on both sides, and a consistent color.”

He set down the paddle and picked up one of the canes.

“Spare the rod,” he said, taking his place beside Melanie, who remained bent, hands on her knees, not exhibiting any distress, and she only glanced at Ted briefly before looking away to wait for the next spank.

But Ted wanted to talk a little first.

“Melanie’s showing a lot of discipline here,” he said, “but it’s a natural reflex to try to protect yourself, so you might want to try restraints. It’s what they do at the high school, and Carsen’s Clinic.”

Ted moved to the end of the table and picked up one of the lengths of cord.

“You can straighten up, Melanie, and step over here,” he said.

Melanie complied.

“Okay, hands together in front.”

Melanie held her hands out beside each other, and Ted looped the cord around her wrists twice, pulled the cord tight and knotted it.

“Alright, bend like before, but now with your elbows on the table.”

Melanie got into position, staring straight down and waiting for the rod, and it landed with a sharp pop at the lower edge of her rear, followed immediately by a quick sigh of pain from the girl.

“The cane should leave a narrow welt, everything even on both sides,” Ted said, pointing to the new marks on Melanie’s bottom. “You may see a little raising of the skin, but that will clear up in a day or two, and the child may report some deeper manifestations – sore muscles, some pain moving and sitting. That’s all normal. The goal remains to turn our young people into productive, responsible citizens of Mesa Springs, and we have found corporal punishment to be very effective.”

Ted looked at Melanie, still bent over the table.

“Alright, Melanie, you can stand up,” he said with a laugh, and she straightened and turned toward him, and he set the cane on the table. “Almost done.”

Melanie, her hands still bound, looked out across the room, quickly making eye contact with Vicky, her face a picture of motherly concern, but Melanie smiled back at her, as if to say everything was fine.

Vicky’s worried demeanor only seemed to increase, however.

“Not every infraction calls for swats,” Ted continued. “So you might sometimes want something that causes less immediate pain but lasts longer.”

He picked up a ring in one hand, hinged open, and a clamp in the other, opening the jaws of the latter to reveal two inch-long rows of serrated metal teeth.

“The ring closes around the testicles,” he said. “You don’t want to make it too tight, just sized to stay on when it’s locked. And then, the inside is lined with short spikes. They won’t break the skin, but they’re uncomfortable enough to get the point across, pardon the pun.”

Ted held up the clamp. “You’ll want to find a sensitive place to latch this on,” he said. “Nipples or labia for girls, the scrotum for boys. Melanie, can you raise your right breast for me?”

Melanie turned, used both of her bound hands to cup her breast and lift it, and Ted opened the clamp and allowed it to bite onto her already-firm nipple.

Melanie looked down at it without revealing any discomfort, looked back up.

“Honest answer, Melanie, how long would you wear this if it got you out of three pops with the cane?”

Melanie looked down at her nipple again, pondered.

“I guess maybe half an hour?” she said. “But maybe less if it’s supposed to hurt more and more. Right now it doesn’t hurt that much.”

Ted removed the clamp and smiled at the girl.

“You’ve been a sport,” he said, bringing his hands together. “Hasn’t she done great? Hasn’t Melanie done great, though? I usually don’t take it quite this far with a discipline model, but it was the right call here, and I think it was good for Melanie too.”

Ted motioned to her and she offered her hands so he could untie them, and the class was still clapping as Melanie returned to her seat, lowering herself a little gingerly beside Vicky.

“That looked painful,” Vicky whispered.

“It was, slightly,” Melanie whispered back.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” Melanie quietly assured.

“We don’t punish for honest mistakes,” Ted said, resuming his lecture. “Adults don’t know everything, and neither do children. But we do punish for repeated mistakes. Normally, for that, it’s three swats or whatever seems equivalent with a clamp. Willful mistakes and laziness are anywhere from five to ten pops. It’s how it’s done at the high school, and our educators all swear by it.” Ted paused. “Our kids do too, often enough. The honest ones, anyway.”

Light laughter rippled around the room.

“We do have our detractors,” Ted continued. “People will complain that spanking is violent, and it should never be done to a child. I’ve gotten that plenty of times. And I always say the same thing back – do you think it’s violent to send a piece of metal through someone’s body? A piece of metal moving so quickly it leaves an exit wound as big as an apple? And how many times have you seen that done? How many times has your child seen that done? And how many times have they seen it done . . . poetically? Righting a wrong, solving a problem, delivering justice? Stopping the bad guy so the good guy wins. Yes, we spank our children, and they know it hurts. We don’t, on the other hand, allow them to be entertained by fictitious violence, to see the false narrative where violence is performed for fun or profit, and good wins out and only the bad people die.”

Ted sat on the table and glared sternly out at the little gathering, his solemnity betrayed slightly by his penis, which was at the moment firming up slightly. Perhaps he was stirred by the sight of Constance, seated in one of the plastic chairs, her legs spread, her vulva and the surface beneath it soaked with a mingling of male and female juices.

“If you are outraged by the sight of an erect penis or a wet, engorged vulva – which when used properly deliver both immediate pleasure and communion with the universe – and you’re not outraged by the sight of an erect firearm, which when used properly ruptures organs, shatters bone, kills and maims – then I would say you have your view of things twisted exactly backwards.”

Ted scowled briefly at the floor before he looked up and smiled.

“Carsen’s Family Clinic can be a good place to go,” he said. “They’ll handle discipline. They’ve got a room in the back with holding pens and paddles. And they’ll also write a prescription for the kind of equipment you see here.” Ted surveyed the room, seemed to notice the arched eyebrows, smiled. “A prescription isn’t legally required,” he explained. “But it helps to keep everything standardized, and when they write it, they’ll go over things.”

Ted picked up his phone.

“Done with two minutes to spare,” he said. “And we covered a lot. Constance, Melanie, thanks again, you both did great!”

After another round of earnest applause, chairs rumbled and adults and their offspring made their way out of the room and through the front door, more than one pair of nipples flared, more than one penis fully erect, pointing up or straight out, and Melanie glanced at the male organs without trying to hide her gaze, and more than one pair of eyes studied her red bottom without much concern for discretion.

Vicky, however, was not so nonchalant after the class, noticeably agitated when she and her daughter were seated in the car.

“I’m not sure I would have signed us up for that class if I’d known you were going to get spanked.”

“I didn’t mind,” Melanie said back quickly.

“I could tell it hurt,” she said. “Ted was really popping you.”

“It stung for a second,” Melanie said. “But I was sort of expecting it.”

“You were?”

“Sort of,” Melanie said. “I saw Jenna get spanked by her dad when I was in town before, and I went to Carsen’s clinic and we watched some kids get it there too.”

“You didn’t tell me this,” Vicky complained.

“I never had the chance,” Melanie said. “But it’s not a big deal. Kids get spanked all the time at the high school. I found that out too while I was there. So I should probably get used to it. But maybe something else was going on too. I think Ted was annoyed with me for asking about Francine Burthen.”

“Yeah,” Vicky agreed, “where did that come from?”

“I’m just really curious,” Melanie said. “I mean, don’t you wonder how a town could just become like this? So I was asking when I was out here last time, who made all this up, and the adults didn’t want to talk about it, and the kids only knew rumors. I think there was some kind of fight between the town and Mrs. Burthen. That’s my theory. So I wanted to see what Ted would say. Didn’t he seem to get really uncomfortable when I was asking him? So I think I, you know, pissed him off a little, and then he had to get revenge on me, so I was sort of expecting it.”

Vicky laughed.

“What?” Melanie said.

“I thought I’d be consoling you the whole drive home,” she said. “I think those swats hurt me more than you.”

“Well, whatever,” Melanie said. “Oh, I was gonna tell you about Constance. You know, the girl that Ted, um . . . showed us how to . . . you know?”

“Yes, you know her?”

“Not really know her, but I met her the last time I was in town. She was at Carsen’s clinic, and she was there to take a, you know, a sample from this guy. One of Jenna’s friends.”

“A sample?” Vicky queried.

“Of his, you know, his sperm.”

“You saw him give it to her?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “She was chained to this chair for it.”

“Chained?”

“Yeah, on her feet and hands. Maybe for, like, 20 minutes.”

“Why?”

“They didn’t want her to leave while she was waiting for the guy, and they needed her to hold still while it was being done. And she didn’t seem to mind that much.”

For a time, the females rode in silence before Melanie leaned forward, breathed out and looked at her mom.

“I think Joseph would be the right person for me,” she said.

“Where would you like it done?” Vicky inquired immediately, not missing a beat, as if she’d been waiting for her daughter to reach this conclusion.

“I don’t know,” Melanie said. “Maybe his place, if it’s nice.”

“I think it is,” Vicky said. “I know he has a nice apartment downtown.”

“Okay,” Melanie said. “I’m supposed to start my period tomorrow, and then we have our birthday. So maybe in a few weeks. Maybe I can initiate then too.”

“Do you want me there?” Vicky inquired.

“Please,” Melanie said quickly.

“I’ll let him know,” Vicky said, pulling back into town so they could get their clothes back on at the hotel.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “What’s that like, anyway?”

“What’s what like?”

“Talking to Joseph,” Melanie inquired.

“I’ll probably just email him. He works in a different building.”

“Do you ever see him in person?”

“Yes.”

“What happens?” Melanie inquired.

“What do you mean?” Vicky replied.

“Does he . . . does he get an erection, when he’s there with you?”

“He did.”

“And then what?” Melanie persisted.

“I had him put it up my vagina.”

Melanie leaned back, looked out the window, raised her hand to her mouth and bit her knuckles, eyes wide with shock, but a weak smile on her face.

“I knew it,” she said. “Does Dad know?”

“Yes.”

“Does he do it too?”

“Yes.”

Melanie continued to gnaw her knuckles, watching a row of homes slip by.

“So you’re okay if I do it with Joseph because . . . you know what he’s like.”

“That’s not a requirement,” Vicky said. “But yes, it’s fine if he’s your first. I think he would be a good choice.”

“I’m glad you know about him, though,” Melanie said. “And you’re okay with it, because of that. That matters to me.”

“You’re not a mother,” Vicky said, “so you don’t know how good that is to hear.”

“I want to try everything,” Melanie blurted.

“What’s everything?”

“Everything people do,” Melanie said. “Everything.”

“At your own pace,” Vicky cautioned. “Don’t rush. There’s no need to hurry.”

“Well,” Melanie said, “I feel like I’m sort of making up for lost time now.”

“You haven’t lost any time,” Vicky countered.

“Do you want to know when I first started thinking about sex?” Melanie said. “When, you know, the way Ted put it . . . when my animal woke up, hungry?”

“Thirteen,” Vicky said.

“How do you know?”

“That’s when you started menstruating,” Vicky said. “And masturbating. Honey, I washed your underwear.”

Melanie laughed and blushed slightly over something that would have put her into a coma of shame and embarrassment a month before.

“I was sort of thinking you wouldn’t notice that,” she said, and then she blurted again: “Do you know how Ted tied me?”

“Yes?” Vicky said, more a question than an answer, as if she were curious about where Melanie was going with this latest thought.

“He only used one of those pieces of rope to do it,” Melanie observed. “But he had four on that table.”

“I wonder why that was,” Vicky said.

“Yeah,” Melanie agreed, adding after a long pause, “Jenna and I did some things.”

“When?” Vicky asked, driving down Main Street now, past its cheerful parade of the naked, the flaccid and erect, the round and oblong and straight.

“My last night,” Melanie said. “She asked me to sleep with her, and I said yes, and I knew things would happen, because we’d kissed before, and things happened.”

“You felt good about it afterwards?”

“What do you mean?”

“You didn’t feel any regret about it? The next day? Like Ted was talking about?”

“Oh, uh, no. It was nice. Jenna has more experience in everything, so she sort of led, and I just . . . enjoyed.”

Vicky pulled up to the hotel and went with her daughter up to their room, and the two dressed because going nude at home wasn’t an option, but as Melanie snapped her bra between her breasts and slung it around herself, she looked at her mother and said it again: “I want to do everything.”




Chapter 29: Melanie Meets the Prolonger

For more than two weeks, through the arrival of the furniture and Vicky’s car, amidst the twin’s birthday and attendant festivities on Tuesday, August 4, and for another week after that, life in the Campion household in Mesa Springs was indistinguishable from life in Baton Rouge, the four members of the family remaining dressed and dignified anywhere on the property, indoors or outdoors.

Vicky put on her clothes in the office before driving home at the end of the workday, the twins undressed only when they were at the homes of their new associates, and Herman stayed clothed at all times, even when working at home alone, because he was never sure when Melanie might be showing up. He seemed less concerned about Josh, although the two had rarely seen each other nude, certainly never erect. They signed up for Ted’s September introduction to Mesa Springs class after Vicky told them what to expect, and Josh was quite interested but wished he could go alone, and Herman expressed nothing but dread for the event. Neither had much to say about the class after they’d been.

Now and then, on two of the hotter days of early August, Melanie wore just shorts and a bikini top to do work on the yard, and Vicky wore a bra on the terrace on a Saturday when everyone went there to have lunch. But that was the closest anyone in the family came to immodesty.

Nor was the home’s respectability troubled during this time by guests, naked or otherwise. While the occasional nude sightseer happened by to wander the yard or peer through the windows, Herman had too many things in flux to allow even minimal foot traffic, and he sent all away with apologies. Live wires, exposed plumbing, cans of paint, and broken tiles each posed a unique threat to the curious careless.

It was most likely because of wrestling that things changed at all.

After she’d returned to Baton Rouge, Melanie had traded a few emails with Mrs. Graycloud, cementing her place on the team, at least for tryout purposes, and committing herself to showing up for the first practice, scheduled for 3 p.m. Monday, August 10, nine days before the start of classes at Burthen High.

First, however, she needed a sports physical, so the girl made an appointment at Carsen’s Clinic for 8:30 a.m. on the first Wednesday in August, and Vickie agreed to drive her in on the way to work. Not wanting to arrive dressed and have to bother with stripping there, she removed her clothes in the car as Vicky drove, managing to stay in her seatbelt even as her shorts, bra and panties came off.

“They said it should take about an hour,” Melanie reported as Vicky pulled into the clinic’s parking lot.

“Okay, I’ll be back as soon as my first meeting’s over,” Vicky said. “It shouldn’t be more than 90 minutes.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Melanie said, giving her mother a grateful kiss and striding from the car to the clinic’s front door.

“Hi, I’m Melanie Campion,” she said to Linda, the receptionist. “You probably don’t remember me, but I was here a few weeks ago, and now I’m back for a sports physical.”

“Hi, Melanie!” the woman said. “Of course I remember you. I gave you a tote bag.”

“You did!” Melanie agreed, smiling.

“Great to have you back with us!”

“Thanks!”

“Now, this is your first time with us, so we’re going to look at everything,” she said, offering a clipboard with a set of forms.

“Okay,” Melanie said, a little less enthusiastically, a little more nervously, and she took the forms and looked them over, all asking questions she’d answered before at other medical clinics except the third sheet, which bore a bold heading at the top reading “Reproductive System Survey – Female.”

She filled in everything else first, and saved that sheet for last, biting her lip as she turned to it, filling in the first few blanks, for name and address and birthdate, without too much trouble. But by the third question, she was blushing and wincing as she scanned the waiting room for anyone who might be peering at her answers. No one seemed to care what she was writing, however, nor was anyone close enough to see her responses if they did care, so she pushed ahead.

“3. Preference for males vs. females,” the question asked, with a 10-point scale. Interest only in males was a 1. Interest only in females was a 10. Interest in both equally was a 5.

Melanie scored herself at a 3.

“4. How often do you masturbate per month?” she was asked.

Melanie wrote “10-15,” a slight understatement.

The form continued with questions about sexual partners and practices, which holes she employed and how often with partners and alone, the depth of her vagina and the maximum comfortable circumference she could take up that hole, and more, the girl pausing at each question before she would blush anew and scribble something, anything, just to be done. For many of the questions, she was forced to write “not sure.”

To Melanie’s obvious horror, as soon as she handed the form back in, Linda flipped to the Reproductive Survey page, scanned the answers, and called the girl back up.

“You’re going to need to hold a prep rod until they call you back,” she said, holding out a long, round object from the shelf below the counter, white and pointed at one end and sealed in clear plastic with “sanitized” stamped on it.

“Okay,” Melanie said, taking it, eyebrows raised in a question.

“Put that as far up your vagina as you can get it, and keep it in there while you wait for them to call you.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, turning back to her seat with an even deeper blush of mortification, surveying the room again, looking at each of her fellow patients in turn: two single women, an older man, a middle-aged husband and wife, a teen boy, a mother and two girls and, entering just now, what appeared to be a mother and her older teen son, stepping toward Linda’s desk while Melanie went around them, head down.

She chose the seat that was the farthest from everyone else, toward the front corner of the waiting room, beneath a television, and she sat, looked at the rod she’d been given, and began tearing at the plastic wrap, every touch, bend, tear generating enough noise to wake a sleeping infant, if not corpses.

The wrap at last removed, Melanie grimaced, surveyed the room again, looked away quickly when she made eye contact with the middle-aged man, looked down at her vulva and positioned the rod’s pointed tip at her opening.

With another grimace, she began attempting to work the rod into her sheath, sighing when it wouldn’t immediately enter her, looking furtively around again before she began rubbing her clitoris with as much discretion as possible, considering she was naked, and so was everyone else.

In less than a minute, her self-pleasuring abilities had established themselves, her lips growing damp and her efforts at penetration bearing fruit.

She proceeded slowly, however, and was still working it into her feminine chamber when the newcomers, having finished signing in at the front desk, took seats directly opposite Melanie, the mother slightly to her left, the boy right in front of Melanie.

She looked up in mid thrust, smiled awkwardly at the two who had just joined her, looked back down without waiting for a greeting, grimaced, and continued sliding the rod into her body.

Only when most of the prep rod had been buried within her did she seem to have reached her depth, no longer pushing it, but holding it in place.

Done following Linda’s instructions, one might have expected Melanie to lean back, to relax, perhaps even to change seats so she could watch TV instead of sitting right under the monitor, but no, she merely stared at her vulva and the thing she’d been told to insert between her lips, as if waiting for something else to happen.

“Melanie, please don’t masturbate any more than you need to to get the rod inside you,” Linda said from her desk. “They’ll bring you to orgasm in the back.”

Melanie looked up at Linda with an expression of utter horror, but somehow managed to choke out “Okay,” and then “I wasn’t . . .”

“Melanie?” said the mother sitting across from her. “Melanie Campion?”

“Yes?” Melanie said, turning her eyes toward the woman, not looking at the boy beside her, although she might have noticed from the corner of her eye that his penis was fully engorged, rising straight up toward his belly button.

“You’re Vicky Campion’s daughter, right?”

“Yes,” Melanie said. “Hi.”

“I’m Tabitha Diamond,” she said. “I’m an engineer at Mesa Heights. I’ve met your mom.”

“Oh, hi,” Melanie said again, and when the woman stood to offer her hand, Melanie slid her left hand to the base of the prep rod, raised her right hand to shake.

“Please don’t get up, I know you’re busy,” Tabitha said. “This is my son, Lawrence.”

“Hi, Melanie,” he said, standing, his penis bobbing, to take her hand in his.

“Lawrence will be a senior this year at Burthen,” Tabitha said. “Your mom told me you and your brother will be too.”

“Yes,” Melanie said. “I’m . . . looking forward to it.”

“You moved here from Baton Rouge?”

“We did?”

“Do you miss it?”

“Well,” Melanie said, “I really . . . like this more.”

“Melanie Campion,” shouted a male nurse from the door behind Linda’s desk, and Melanie turned to him, waved.

“Okay,” she said, standing with her hand wrapped around the base of the rod. “It’s been nice to meet you. Um, see you around.”

“Nice to meet you too!”

Melanie walked awkwardly toward the man who’d called her, offering a smile that was half apology, half profound embarrassment, but the man seemed to see simply another patient as she approached.

“That’s right,” he said, his penis semi-erect, “hold it all the way up your vagina, we’ll take out when we put you on the prolonger.”

“The prolonger?” Melanie asked, stepping through the door, and as soon as it shut behind her, the tension in her face eased. Driving an object up her girlhood with a single, clinical male as witness was, one might imagine, slightly less embarrassing than doing it in front of a roomful of fellow patients.

“You’ll orgasm on it,” he said.

They walked past the alcoves, a woman in one chained to an examination chair while she waited to take a sample, a girl in the next on her hands and knees, a thermometer extending from her anus, a woman seated, waiting to be seen, and then, around the corner, a male in his 20s standing and grunting uncomfortably, his wrists bound behind him, his genitals bound before him to a machine that seemed to be delivering just enough stimulation to keep him on the edge of climax, a female nurse supervising.

“Five minutes to go,” she said as Melanie passed. The male looked at Melanie, at her hand and what it held, at her breasts, and she looked back with encouragement, and he pressed against the machine and winced as if in pain, his shallow thrusts accomplishing nothing more, it seemed, than increasing his frustration.

Melanie was led to the next alcove, a space with several chairs, a sink and counter space, a cabinet and, in the middle, a contraption that a practiced eye might quickly conclude was the female equivalent of the machine the man next door was suffering on.

Melanie regarded the device guardedly, her eyes running from the cuffs for wrists and ankles to its middle appendage, clearly adjustable in size, height and angle of attack, clearly designed to stimulate the female genitals through a variety of protrusions and knobs, both large and small.

“Can you bend a little?” the man asked, and Melanie obeyed, tearing her eyes off the machine long enough to watch what the man was doing as he stepped behind her and slid a thermometer up her anus.

“Should I get . . . on hands and knees?” Melanie asked.

“No,” he said, holding the little glass rod in place while he watched the clock on the wall. “I can hold it.”

“Okay.”

Melanie panted lightly, her rod slipped halfway out of her vagina before she caught it and forced it back in, and she sighed, clearly not comfortable with any of this. Something seemed to be bothering her.

“Okay,” the man said, withdrawing the thermometer, and for the next five minutes, her sports physical proceeded like any other, except that she continued to hold the rod up herself, and had begun to leak around it, and the nurse was as naked as she, his penis staying firm enough that the head occasionally tapped her hip or brushed her thigh as he worked. He took her pulse, listened to her heart, checked her blood pressure, pressed her breasts, pinched her nipples, looked in her mouth and ears and eyes.

And then, the male in the next alcove was finally released from his machine and permitted his orgasm, an event that also stood out for its contrast with the sports physicals conducted at most clinics outside Mesa Springs, where the air is not typically rent by the sudden, anguished shouting of a male who had spent the last 15 minutes enduring the mechanical torment of his penis before he was brought to the real thing, the vagina of a female bound to a collection chair, her organ lubricated and pulsing, squeezing and relaxing, massaging and coaxing and, finally, receiving his semen in white hot spurts while he screamed and she, perhaps a little startled by both the size of the penis being pushed up her hole and the speed with which it was being thrust, screamed of her own accord, so that the male and female together created a vocal distraction of close to a minute while Melanie’s nurse calmly inflated the blood pressure cuff around her upper arm, recording the results.

The trappings of a normal physical continued to fall for Melanie as the nurse moved to the next phase of the appointment.

“Have you ever been on one of these?” he asked, gesturing to the machine.

“No,” Melanie replied, eyes wandering the machine again.

“Okay, stand here,” he said, motioning to a place on the floor, and Melanie set her feet in position.

He knelt to look at Melanie’s sex.

“Is it all the way in?” he inquired.

“Yes,” Melanie said, pushing the rod a little deeper, grunting with the effort.

“Okay, good, a little over eight inches. Take it out.”

Melanie eased the rod out slowly, sighing as it left her body, and she handed it to the nurse and he set it in the sink, returned to Melanie and knelt again, peering carefully at the girl’s mound, vulva and clitoris, spreading her lips gently, tapping her flesh, running his finger along her slit, putting a finger in her hole, then turning to the machine and adjusting it accordingly, loosening and turning knobs, changing angles, enlarging the object that waited, poised just beneath her feminine hole.

“I’m going to cuff you in,” he said, “and then, we’re going to run you for about half an hour, so we can get all the readings we need before your climax.”

“This is part of a sports physical?” Melanie asked.

“We can tell a lot about overall health from your performance on the prolonger.”

“Okay,” Melanie said.

“I’ll be right here with you,” he said. “I’ll be checking your vitals and answering any questions, and making sure you’re good. Okay?”

“Okay,” Melanie said, and now there was agitation in her voice, but no nervousness. Something was bothering her, but what it was could not be discerned.

“Feet forward, slide them into the cuffs,” he said.

Melanie obeyed and he fastened the cuffs around her ankles.

“Hands on the platform, here,” he said, securing Melanie’s wrists as soon as they were in position.

“Widen your legs as much as you can.”

As soon as Melanie parted her thighs, the nurse raised the device up to her womanhood, the pointed tip of the machine’s vaginal impaler just beyond her vulva, the clitoral stimulation knob waiting there, another knob for her anus, the rest of the machine designed for purposes difficult to identify until it was fully engaged.

“You’ve got a very large vagina,” the nurse said, talking casually as he worked the machine up into the helpless girl’s female chamber, Melanie groaning and rocking her hips before she was able to force a few words out.

“I didn’t . . . know that,” she croaked.

“You’re very deep,” he said. “And then, judging from the length of your slit, from your vagina to your clitoris is longer than most females I put on this, so it suggests you’ve got a lot of room in your sheath, and I’ve adjusted your inserter accordingly.”

“Inserter?”

“The thing I’m putting up your vagina. I’ve set it at the high end in terms of size.”

“And that’s . . . good?”

“Very good,” he said. “You’ve got as firm a grip as anyone I’ve checked, but your big sheath means you should be able to take whatever penis you want. You might need to work at it a little with your biggest partners, but overall, you’ll do fine where another female might have to take a pass.”

“Okay,” Melanie grunted. “Thanks.”

“Turning it on,” the nurse said, flipping a switch on the top of the device without waiting for Melanie’s okay.

Her face went tense immediately, her hips buckled, and she jerked at the cuffs around her wrists, not necessarily to get free of the machine but, judging from the direction of her right hand in particular, she was trying to get to her clitoris.

The chain was too short, of course, and she could do nothing.

“Easy, easy,” he said, stepping beside her and squeezing her arm. “You’re doing fine.”

“It’s moving inside me,” she protested. “And it’s rubbing my, my . . .”

“That’s right,” he said. “It’ll bring you right up to the threshold, and then it’ll stop and let you rest.”

Melanie’s eyes went wide and she thrust forward and down, grunting in frustration as the machine first pushed her into a frenzy or arousal, and then went still, offering no resistance, and certainly none of that so-called rest.

As soon as she relaxed, however, something began stirring between her legs, and her buttocks tightened and she yanked at her bonds and rocked her pelvis and bounced her breasts as she pursued in vain any means to bring herself to completion.

“How does it work?” she panted.

“It senses when you’re getting close to orgasm, and it slows down.”

“What does it sense?”

“Hip motion, vaginal squeezing, breath.”

Melanie immediately went still, holding her breath and looking down.

“It’s smarter than that,” the nurse said.

And so it went, in what must have seemed to Melanie an eternity, but which must have been to the nurse just another 30 minutes of clinical work, the girl groaning and growling while her insides and her outsides were stimulated and teased, and he continued his examination, calmly putting the stethoscope to her upper and lower back, and in front between her breasts, listening to her panting breath and her thumping heart, maintaining a clinician’s detachment.

It should be noted, however, that the nurse’s penis seemed to have had its own mind where the girl was concerned, for it hardened and rose when Melanie struggled through the edge of climax, groaning and jerking, and relaxed when she went limp, whimpering quietly in frustration as the stimulation subsided and her way was forcibly blocked at the doors of ecstasy.

It went hard again toward the end of the exercise, when the nurse turned off the machine briefly and disengaged it from Melanie’s dripping organ.

“What are you doing?” she inquired a little frantically.

“Quick check of your aroused state,” he said, crouching to inspect Melanie’s girlhood, sliding his finger along her slit from her vaginal opening to her clitoris, while she rocked and sighed.

“High production,” he observed, mostly to himself.

“High production?” she echoed.

“That’s how I’ll record it,” he said, “but what it means in layman’s terms is you’re really wet, a lot of lubricant.”

“Yeah,” Melanie grunted.

“So between that and your size, you should be able to get just about anything up there. Any penis, or a really big toy.”

“Uh,” Melanie agreed.

“Now, lean back for me and look down at your clitoris.”

Melanie complied, angling her pelvis forward and studying the pink knob, biting her lip in frustration.

“Is that about the size it gets during full arousal?”

“Yeah, probably,” she said. “I’m definitely . . . all the way aroused. But usually I don’t look at it . . . when I masturbate.”

Melanie paused.

“So it would be easier to tell if I could touch it.”




Chapter 30: Melanie Disobeys

“Just a touch,” the nurse said. “Can you promise you’ll keep it to that?”

“Yes,” Melanie croaked.

“Which hand do you masturbate with?”

“Right.”

The nurse freed Melanie’s hand, and she reached between her legs, touched her clitoris, touched it again, and immediately violated all the terms of her verbal agreement with the nurse, stroking and pinching and circling her engorged flesh while her hips rocked and bobbed, stopping only when the nurse wrapped his hand around her wrist and eased it back into its cuff.

“Ohhhh,” Melanie lamented.

“You said you’d be good,” the nurse noted.

“I thought I was supposed to do that,” Melanie said, her voice on the edge of sobbing.

“I’ve heard that one before,” the nurse laughed.

“I’m sorry.”

“Size of your clitoris?”

“About the same . . . as any time I masturbate,” Melanie managed to choke out, adding, “but I really didn’t know that until I’d . . . sort of touched it some . . . more.”

“I’m going to have to write you up,” he said.

“What does that mean?”

“Three swats in discipline.”

“Okay,” Melanie said resignedly, with the tone of a girl with bigger problems at present. “So can you please put me back on that thing?”

The man positioned the prolonger between Melanie’s legs and raised its main attachment into her vagina, provoking a groan as soon as she’d been penetrated, and a sharp cry as soon as it was turned back on.

“Okay, okay, okay,” she panted, “how soon?”

The nurse tapped a second button on the top of the device, and Melanie got her answer, gasping out “oh-oh-oh-oh-oh” while her legs shook, her middle writhed and her hands grasped at her chains.

Melanie’s first orgasm lasted a good 45 seconds, her second another 20, and she was trying for a third when the machine went still and the man eased it out of her chamber and released her wrists and ankles from the device.

Melanie kept her position, however, hands flat on the machine, face downcast, buttocks and belly tight with unspent desire.

“All done,” the nurse said.

“Okay,” she replied, not changing position.

“Hands up, please.”

Melanie looked at him in puzzlement, saw the white cord in his hand, and her eyes widened in surprise before she did as she was told, placing her wrists together and watching as he bound them tightly.

“Very healthy drive,” he said, stepping to the edge of the alcove. “You did well on all the measures.”

“Thanks,” she said flatly. “Aren’t you taking me to the room?”

“No, go to the front desk, and she’ll call someone to do it.”

“So we’re done?” she said.

“Except for your paddling, yeah.”

“You’re not going to look in my vagina?”

“The machine did that, but on your next visit, they’ll use a speculum and give you a full mammogram. This was just a sports physical.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, turning on her heel and heading back toward the clinic’s waiting room, where Linda continued to preside.

“I’m supposed to get three swats,” she said quietly.

“What did you do?” Linda inquired.

“Tried to masturbate on the prolonger,” Melanie replied, glancing around the room, none of those waiting for their appointments close enough to hear.

“Okay, have a seat, someone will call you back.”

Melanie sat, as far from everyone else as during her first wait today, but neither her expression nor the attitude of her body conveyed the same distress as earlier, when she was told to hold the preparation rod in place. She leaned back in her chair, put her feet out, crossed her ankles and looked at her hands, bound with a thick white cord.

She could have worked her way out of it, of course. A couple of strategic bites of the double knot the nurse had tied would have loosened it sufficiently. But surely Melanie was as capable as anyone of common sense in this instance: in a place where one has been casually bound to be spanked, more such punishment would inevitably follow the unauthorized remove of a restraint.

The door opened. Melanie looked up, and her face fell.

“Hey, Mom,” she said, taking in the naked form of her mother, passing into the waiting room.

“You’re getting punished,” Vicky noted, taking a seat next to the girl.

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“It’s kind of embarrassing.”

“Does that mean you’re not going to tell me?”

“I will,” Melanie said, “but this is absolutely, positively something Dad and Josh can never know about.”

“I promise.”

“I was put on this thing they call a prolonger,” Melanie said. “It gives you an orgasm, but it takes a really long time, so I was getting a little, um, worried about that.”

“How long were you on it?” Vicky asked.

“I think 30 minutes,” Melanie said. “Have you heard of it?”

“I’ve been put on it.”

“What?” Melanie exclaimed. “Why?”

“Just part of the corporate physical,” Vicky replied.

“Did it drive you crazy?”

“Yeah, I was glad when it was done.”

“Okay,” Melanie said. “Same here. But he let one of my hands go for a second, so I could, um, feel my clitoris, and compare it to when . . . I masturbate. And, um, I guess I did more than that.”

“Okay,” Vicky said.

“So this is very embarrassing,” Melanie said, although she didn’t seem particularly embarrassed. She wasn’t blushing, for example. Nor was she speaking particularly quietly.

“Melanie?” said Nurse Bezel from the door.

Melanie stood.

“Do you want me to go?” Vicky asked.

“Will they let you?” Melanie said, wide-eyed.

“We can ask,” Vicky said, and she followed her daughter to the door.

“Um, can my mom watch?” Melanie asked.

“Sure,” the nurse said. “But we’ll have to pen you both.”

“That’s fine,” Vicky said. “How long is it going to take?”

“I’ll be free in about 10 minutes,” the nurse said, and she stepped back through the door, and Melanie and Vickie followed her down the hall, turned with her and went through the Discipline Clinic door.

If Nurse Bezel had any reservations about putting the CFO of Mesa Springs into a tiny pen, she didn’t show it, pulling open the first cage door on the left and looking at Vicky expectantly.

Vicky stepped in immediately, turned and smiled as the door was shut and latched.

The nurse opened a second door two pens further into the room, and Melanie stepped in, watching as the door was latched.

“Uh, Ma’am?” Melanie said to the departing nurse.

“Huh?”

“May I masturbate in here?”

“Yes, as long as you’re not doing it when I come back to punish you.”

“Thanks.”

The nurse exited, the door shutting with a click.

Because they’d been penned along the same wall, they couldn’t see each other, and Melanie’s bound hands went immediately to her clitoris, the middle finger of her right hand pressing and rubbing it.

“Sorry, Mom,” Melanie said.

“For what?”

“I’m sure you don’t have time for this,” Melanie said, panting slightly as she worked at the sensitive flesh between her legs. “And now you’re locked up, which is embarrassing for kids, but super embarrassing for parents, I’m sure.”

“You’re fine, Sweetie,” Vicky said, pressing her head against the bars. “Are you masturbating?”

“Yeah, a little.”

“You don’t have to talk to me.”

“No, it’s okay,” Melanie said. “I feel like I can multi-task this, because it uses different parts of my personality. Like, one part talks to you, and the other part . . . does this.”

“How many times did you orgasm on the prolonger?”

“Twice,” Melanie said. “And I was trying for a third when he let me off it and tied my hands together, so I’ve been waiting until I could be in private. And I’m really glad you don’t mind, because I was sort of desperate.”

“Do what you have to do,” Vicky said.

“How man times did you, um, orgasm?” Melanie asked. “When you were on the prolonger?”

“Three.”

Melanie continued masturbating, but talking to Vicky as well, recounting her last visit to this room, where she’d watched several new friends get punished by the same nurse who’d be spanking her. But as she drew closer to orgasm, her words slowed, her pauses increased, and her narrative grew a little random, and then it ended altogether, the girl’s right hand shaking over her clitoris while her right hand followed, and she grunted and breathed out and sighed and finished just in time, Nurse Bezel entering and releasing Melanie from her pen as the girl was still catching her breath.

“Elbows on the table,” she said, and Melanie stepped into position and bent, stealing a quick glace into Vicky’s pen, smiling at her mother as if to assure her she was doing fine.

The nurse selected a narrow cane from the array of implements hanging on the pegs.

“Unpermitted masturbation,” the nurse said.

“Yes,” Melanie agreed.

“Three swats.”

“Okay.”

The nurse took her place next to Melanie, drew back the cane and brought it hard against the girl’s bare bottom.

“Ow!” Melanie shouted.

“Ow!” she cried again for the second.

“Mmm!” she said on the third.

The nurse put up the cane, Melanie straightened, her hands were freed and they went immediately to her bottom, where three red lines had begun to form.

As soon as Vicky was freed from her pen, mother and daughter followed the nurse out of the discipline room and back to the car.

“Am I making you late to something?” Melanie asked.

“I’m always late to everything,” Vicky said. “I need every day to last 40 hours.”

“Sorry,” Melanie said, retrieving her clothes from the floor of the car and slipping back into them.

“Don’t be sorry,” Vicky said. “I’m a mom first, and you’re my girl.”

Melanie issued nothing but grunts as she worked back into her clothing.

“You’re good at that,” Vicky observed.

“I’ve gotten some practice in Jenna’s car,” Melanie laughed. “It’s easier than it looks once you get the hang of it.”

“So when do you find out if you’re qualified to wrestle?”

“I’m sure I’m fine,” Melanie said. “Nobody said anything otherwise. But they’re supposed to send my report to straight to Mrs. Graycloud when it’s done, and I’ll just get a copy.”

(End of Part 3)

cover.jpeg





