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Chapter 31: A Ride with Richie

On the first Friday in August, Melanie Campion got her news: Carsen’s Clinic had found her to be in robust physical shape, more than healthy enough to participate in any high school sport, including wrestling.

They sent the same information to Mrs. Graycloud, who emailed Melanie her congratulations and a few more practice directives.

When Melanie admitted she didn’t yet have a car, Mrs. Graycloud put her in touch with Richie Cardenas, another rising senior who lived a few blocks away and had a car.

She and Richie shared a few terse text messages over the weekend, agreeing that he would pull up to her house a little after 2:30 on the first day of practice that Monday, and just text her when he had arrived, and she’d be right out. He wouldn’t need to get out of his car, she assured him, definitely wouldn’t need to knock on the door, and in fact, she was sitting by her bedroom window, watching the street when he pulled up, and as soon as the lumbering gray Buick slowed at the curb, she was out of her room in a flash, fully-clothed, nothing in her hand but a Carsen’s Clinic tote bag which, as far as anyone needed to know, held only her cell phone.

The question of contents didn’t have to be addressed at all, however. Vicky was at work, Josh was off somewhere, and Herman was busy painting in one of the upstairs bedrooms.

“Bye, Dad, off to wrestling!” Melanie shouted from the entrance hall, which all the family had learned possessed strange acoustic properties such that Herman could hear anyone who shouted from that location no matter where he was in the house.

“See ya, Mel!” Herman shouted, his voice almost lost among the dwelling’s many rooms and walls.

Melanie was dressed lightly, in a pair of cutoff jean shorts and a black t-shirt, a pair of sneakers on her feet, and she trotted over to the car and leaned through the window, smiling at the boy in the driver’s seat, dark-haired, olive-skinned, and very naked.

“Melanie, I presume?” he said.

“Hi, Richie,” Melanie said, pulling open the door. “Nice to meet you. Thanks for picking me up.”

Melanie sat down, set her bag between her feet and pulled shut the door, looking over at Richie, first at his face, and then at his lap.

No, he was not completely nude after all.

Where his penis should be rose instead a long tube with a rounded tip, a dozen small holes drilled into the end, pointing toward the steering wheel.

Melanie looked at it perhaps a little longer than she needed to, and Richie noticed.

“Never seen one of these?” he inquired, putting his car into gear.

“No,” Melanie said, and her flushing cheeks proved she still had the ability to blush. “I think I’ve heard of them, though.”

“Girls wear something too,” Richie said. “If they wrestle nude, anyway.”

“I have that,” Melanie said, kicking the bag by her feet even though Richie couldn’t have noticed the gesture, his eyes on the road.

“You’ll be wrestling naked?” Richie said.

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “I’m not sure how good I’ll be, but if I ever get to actually wrestle, I’ll do it nude.”

“I wasn’t sure,” Richie said. “Since you’re dressed.”

“I’ll take everything off at school,” Melanie said. “I just don’t go nude at home.”

“You’re from New Orleans?” Richie said.

“Yeah. Well, Baton Rouge. Until a few weeks ago.”

“And everyone wore clothes?”

“Yeah. I didn’t even know places like this existed until last month.”

“What do you think?”

“It’s nice,” Melanie said. “I like it.”

“Your house already looks 100 times better.”

“Thanks,” Melanie said. “We’re all working on it a lot. I’m doing the outside.”

“You moved the jungle by yourself?”

“The jungle?”

“All those trees,” Richie said.

“They weren’t trees, just really big weeds.”

“It was a lot of work, though.”

“Yeah,” Melanie agreed. “I sort of pretended I was wrestling the yard, when I was moving things around. I got some blisters, and I was really sore the first few days, but I think it was good for me.”

Melanie looked at Richie’s lap again.

“So . . . what’s the purpose?” she asked, cheeks barely flushing this time.

“First of all, to protect my penis and testicles,” Richie said, glancing down briefly. “But it also keeps my penis raised and out of the way if I get an erection during a match.”

“That happens?” Melanie inquired.

“Yeah, especially if I’m wrestling a girl. And it hides it too.”

“What do you mean?”

“You can’t tell, usually, if a girl is aroused,” Richie said. “Well, you can sort of, but it’s not as obvious as with a boy. So with one of these on, you can’t tell with me either, which makes things fairer.”

“How so?” Melanie inquired.

“Say you’re wrestling a boy, and his penis wasn’t sleeved, and he was erect. Wouldn’t you want to know why he had an erection?”

Melanie laughed nervously before she replied.

“I don’t know. I mean, I guess . . . I guess I’d want to know why. I mean, you can be hard just from needing to go to the bathroom, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So it could be that,” Melanie hypothesized, “or maybe he was just thinking about something, or maybe he was looking at . . . I guess, me.”

“Would you wrestle him differently?”

Melanie laughed again.

“I don’t even know one way to wrestle, really,” she said. “So I can’t say I’d have some different strategy.”

She paused to consider the question more deeply.

“But yeah, I guess I’d be more careful, at least. ‘cuz I wouldn’t want to, like, hit it or something. And I’d wonder what was going on. You know, did he want to put it up my vagina, or did he need to pee?”

“Exactly,” Richie said. “Sleeving it means you don’t have to worry about any of that.”

“How does it stay on?”

“There’s a peg in my anus, and a band around my scrotum,” he said. “I can show you when we get to school.”

“Okay. Is it uncomfortable?”

“A little,” he replied. “What about yours?”

“I only wore it once,” Melanie said. “It felt weird in my . . . in my rear, but I didn’t mind having something up my vagina.”

Melanie paused before she shared a thought.

“It seems like girls can all wear the same size. I’m just bringing something Mrs. Graycloud had sitting around. It didn’t have to be fitted.”

“It’s better if boys get theirs fitted,” Richie said.

“What does that involve?” Melanie asked.

Her cheeks were flushing again, but she no longer seemed embarrassed, her breath coming a little fast, a little thicker, but her voice not at all tentative.

“It depends on where you go,” Richie said. “Some online suppliers just want dimensions, but it’s better if you get with someone’s who’s been trained to do the measurements, because they know what to look for, and when to measure.”

“When to measure?”

“They don’t measure until you’re fully erect,” Richie explained. “Like, all the way.”

“How do they know?”

“It’s both art and science,” Richie said. “At Kinard Sports, they’ll spend 10 or 15 minutes on it, or as long as they have to, and they don’t start taking measurements until you’re practically groaning.”

“What do you mean?” Melanie asked, but the huskiness in her voice suggested she already knew.

“They’ll stimulate it all kinds of ways. They’re looking for, I guess you’d call it maximum tension.”

“You’ve had this done?”

“Yeah,” Richie said, and he flicked the tip of his sleeve with his fingernail, and the device made a dull metallic sound. “I got this one about a year ago.”

“What did you have to . . . how did they get you . . .?” Melanie stammered.

“Huh?”

“Which things did they do to make sure . . . you were ready to be measured?”

“Oh, okay. I made an appointment, and then, you’re not supposed to orgasm for 36 hours, and as soon as I got there, they put me with one of the shop girls. I’m can’t remember her name, but she just masturbated me while we were standing there, and I got hard pretty fast, and then she would stop and ask me how it felt, and I’d say I felt like it was as hard as usual, but she wanted to be sure, so she first brought me into her mouth, but she was careful not to let me orgasm, and then she turned around and bent over so I could use her vagina for a second, and she stood up when she thought I was close, and another girl walked over and actually did all the measuring.”

“What did they measure?”

“It was like five or six things, really fast,” Richie said. “Length from balls to tip, circumference around the base and the middle and right behind the head, because those are all different. Then the size of my balls and the length underneath, like from my balls to the tip, and then from my balls to my anus, and they can also measure the curve, although mine’s pretty straight. And all that took a few seconds, and then I finished, and a few days later I picked it up.”

“Finished?” Melanie inquired.

“Yeah, up the girl’s vagina,” Richie explained. “As soon as they were done measuring, she turned around again and I went inside her for an orgasm.”

“Okay,” Melanie responded, looking out the window before she asked her next question. “So, it’s a good fit?”

“Yeah,” Richie replied. “They always give you a little extra space, so it’s been fine so far anytime I’ve filled it.”

“What are the holes for?” Melanie inquired. “In the tip?”

“I don’t know,” Richie said, looking down to study the device. “Maybe just to breathe, sort of. Or maybe for if you pee, but that would be messy. Maybe for semen.”

“Semen?”

“You know, when you orgasm, and it comes out.”

“I know, but could you ever orgasm with that on?”

“I’m sure it’s happened.”

“To you?”

“No.”

“But to another guy?”

“I’m speculating, yes,” Richie said. “Guys can cum in their sleep, so they can probably cum in one of these, if they concentrated.”

“They cum in their sleep?”

“Yeah, now and then.”

“Has that ever happened to you?” Melanie asked.

“Maybe once every few months, if I’m having a serious dream.”

“So you could sleep in that, and it would come out, instead of I guess filling it or something.”

“Yeah.”

“What would happen if they didn’t make it big enough?” Melanie asked. “Or if you put on the wrong one? Like one from a guy who wasn’t as big as you?”

“Nuclear reaction,” Richie said.

“You mean, the atoms would all press into each other and cause an explosion?”

“Yeah, probably,” Richie said, turning onto the road leading to Burthen High.

“Do you worry about that?” Melanie asked. “I mean, what if a guy you’re wrestling has one that’s not a good fit?”

“And then it blows up on both of us?” Richie said. “You think that could happen?”

“Yeah, something like that,” Melanie said. “Nuclear stuff is really unpredictable.”

“I don’t think guys get that excited wrestling with me, though,” Richie said.

“Aren’t some wrestlers gay?”

“Gay?”

“They like guys.”

“Who doesn’t like guys?”

“Right,” Melanie said. “Everyone. I mean no one. No one doesn’t like guys.”

“But you should probably be more worried.”

“Why?” Melanie inquired.

“Well, you’re a girl,” he said.

“Oh, yeah.”

Richie pulled into the Burthen High parking lot, dozens of cars there as the start of the new school year neared.

As soon as he was parked, the two exited the car and Melanie headed toward the school’s front entrance, and a check of her pulse and breath would have indicated a high state of agitation, an anxiety of some kind, or an arousal perhaps, and the condition was not eased when Richie stepped in front of her, his sleeve pointing toward the sky.

“It’s got a ring that closes around my scrotum,” he said, parting his leg and reaching for the base of the device, a small click indicating he had freed his balls. “And then, there’s a short tether from the sleeve to my anal plug.”

He turned and bent, allowing Melanie to see the contraption, a plug in his anus, attached by a short band to the ring around his scrotum and the base of his sleeve.

He released the band, straightened and turned to remove the sleeve as Melanie watched, sliding off the metal tube to reveal a long, straight, erect penis, which dropped down as soon as it was free, stretching out, horizontally, pointing toward Melanie’s abdomen.

“That seems more complicated than what girls wear,” Melanie said huskily.

“Yeah,” Richie agreed, returning his erection to the sleeve and fastening his testicles within the ring.

“What if someone, you know, during a match, if they grabbed it accidentally?” Melanie said. “Or it got stuck, like, between someone’s two, you know, body parts. Like I guess a leg and a, a, another leg?”

“It’s designed to come off,” Richie said. “It’s better if you unlatch it, but if you just pull on it hard enough, it unlocks and comes off and doesn’t do anything too bad.”

“Do you mind that plug?” Melanie asked, she and Richie heading toward the school’s main entrance.

“I’ve gotten used to it.”

“Do you like it, though?”

“Sort of, I guess,” Richie replied. “Why?”

“I was just wondering . . . if that’s what gave you your erection.”

Richie pulled the door open, allowing Melanie to enter first, and he smiled wryly at her.

“It’s almost a constant state,” he said. “But yeah, the sleeve makes it grow. Everything about the sleeve, though, not just the anal plug. Putting my penis into it, putting the ring around my balls, and then sort of having it out of reach, too.”

“Out of reach?”

“Yeah,” Richie said, heading down the hall with a quick wave through the glass into the main office.

Mrs. Tasche, the school administrator, waved back, looked briefly at Melanie as if trying to remember where she’d seen her before, and Melanie waved at her too.

“You know,” Richie said, “as soon as you can’t have something, you want it. So as soon as I’m sleeved, I want to masturbate. I think it’s human nature.”

Melanie nodded sagely, but her attention was elsewhere now, on posters and signs and announcements one would see only at a school like Burthen High, photos and drawings of nude students doing normal school things, a masturbation class taught by the school nurse, a stern-looking sign listing school rules and the number of swats students would get for breaking each of them.

Melanie trotted ahead once they’d reached the hall that held Mrs. Graycloud’s classroom, bursting through the door with a smile and a bubbling enthusiasm.

“So you came back,” Mrs. Graycloud deadpanned from her desk, leaning back and jutting out her breasts with their dark nipples. “Brave.”

“I want to do this,” Melanie protested. “Where do I undress?”

Mrs. Graycloud waved her hand dismissively, her meaning clear – undress wherever you want, or don’t undress, I don’t care. So Melanie set her Carsen’s Clinic tote bag on the chair in front of Mrs. Graycloud’s desk, pulled out the pegs and set them next to the bag, pulled off her t-shirt and rolled it up, glancing at Richie, who stepped up to Mrs. Graycloud and, with barely a greeting between the two of them, accepted a form from her, his state within his metal sleeve impossible to discern.

Melanie stripped quickly, shoes, shorts, bra and panties, all stuffed into the bag, and she barely hesitated before she hunched over to test her vaginal wetness, her lubricant flowing so heavily it covered her fingers and dripped out onto her right thigh, a little stream of it running toward her knee.

She slipped the anal peg into her vagina, wetting it thoroughly before she pulled it out, shiny and slick, and opened her legs and hunched a bit more to fill both chambers with the equipment, and she straightened and, with a slightly flushed face, looked at Mrs. Graycloud.

“Do you remember the Little Gym?” Mrs. Graycloud asked.

“Where we wrestled?”

“Yeah, if you can call it that,” Mrs. Graycloud quipped. “You and Richie head on over. Tell everyone I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

“Everyone?” Melanie inquired.

“Yeah, I told everyone else to go straight to the gym. I just wanted to see you first.”

“Well, I’m here,” Melanie said.

“I noticed.”




Chapter 32: First Practice

Melanie followed Richie out of the classroom and down the hall, toward the sound of voices and an occasional dull metallic thud.

“How many people are here?” Melanie asked, her tone slightly nervous, as they neared the door to the Little Gym.

“I think there are 12 on the team right now, including you and me,” Richie said with a sidelong glance at Melanie’s body. “And everyone should be here today, or they’ll have to answer to Mrs. Graycloud.”

Richie pushed his way into the gym first, Melanie following so hesitantly, eyes so wide with anxiety, she almost looked as though she might turn around, might go back to Mrs. Graycloud’s office, might explain that she wasn’t cut out for this, put back on her clothing and walk home.

But she sidled in nevertheless, wincing as metal crashed from the weight machines and voices erupted in greetings.

“Ricardo! Richie Rich! Rich-o-rama!”

Ten wrestlers turned as one to their teammate, an Asian girl sitting up from the bench press, two males standing next to a lat machine while a third hung from it, two girls, black and white, sparring on the mat where Mrs. Graycloud had wrestled Melanie a month before, the girl with her back pressed against the boy’s chest, his head and leg wrapped up in the crooks of her arm, and two boys, one of them surprisingly big, hoisting barbells before a mirror.

Four girls, six boys, all nude except for the fabric between the girls’ legs and the metal sleeves over the boys’ penises, metal tubes of varying sizes, some bent, some straight.

All dropped what they were doing to greet the newcomers, several boys and girls rushing up to Richie for hugs, the Asian girl arriving first, and after she’d embraced Richie, she turned to Melanie.

“Hi, Melanie, I’m Mai,” she said, spreading her arms, and she and Melanie hugged and the girl kissed her neck while their breasts and hips touched.

Hugging seemed to be stock in trade for the team, no surprise given the nature of the sport, and within two minutes, Melanie had pressed her bare flesh against 11 of her peers, including Richie when he realized he’d never gotten a hug even though he’d driven her. She said each name as its possessor introduced themselves, Lana and Nancy, Bernice and Jim Bob. The biggest boy was Cow, and he spoke his name with all the confidence of anyone else identifying themselves.

On four occasions, bare breasts were pressed against her, and on seven more, metal sleeves were bumped against her belly or her mound or one of her thighs, and she nor anyone could tell which sleeves held a relaxed penis, and which hid a throbbing hardness.

Mai confirmed they had received a brief summary of their new teammate in an email from Mrs. Graycloud over the summer, brief because Melanie’s participation was by no means assured, so they wanted to know more than the barebones account, more about a girl in the 138 or 145 weight class who had no experience but had decent reflexes and seemed ready to learn. Whatever nerves had plagued Melanie moments before seemed to evaporate as she smiled through a quick summary of her life in Baton Rouge and her impressions so far after a few weeks in Mesa Springs. Sometimes she wrestled with her twin brother, she told them, and he was bigger than she but she was just as strong.

As she mingled, Melanie cast more than one sideways glance at the large mirror in the Little Gym’s free weight area, where her body featured one difference distinct from all the others – tan lines.

The light brown coloring she’d received from the sun while working in her yard extended to the top of her thighs, terminated there in white, creamy flesh, continued again a few inches above her strip of pubic hair, and stopped again at her breasts, a pair of red, erect nipples poking out from two white triangles. The sight seemed to distress her with each discreet glance, and she frowned at herself more than once before she stopped looking.

Toward the end of the introductions, Mrs. Graycloud entered, and though most of the wrestlers hadn’t seen her in the flesh since the previous year, there were no hugs for her, simply a deferential turning as she stepped up with sheets of paper.

“Welcome to the new season, everyone,” she began. “Special welcome to Melanie. We’re glad to have you on the team.”

For the next 25 minutes, Mrs. Graycloud handed out forms and provided an efficient rundown of what was to be expected during the fall – practice schedules, recommended diets, the competition schedule, the training they should do on their own, and consequences for falling short. Mrs. Graycloud preferred to have spankings handled by the front office, and made clear that any shirking of responsibilities to the team would result in a discipline slip with the same import as those handed out in class. But no paddlings would be ordered on the day before a match, she said. Instead, girls would wear one or two clamps, with the choice of having them applied to their nipples or labia. Boys wouldn’t be given an anatomical option – discipline would always be applied to the scrotum – but they would sometimes get the choice of wearing a clamp or a ring. Punishment would be taken care of as soon after the infraction as possible, and if clamps or a ring were used, duration would be half an hour to two hours.

“I’ve got some new clamps on order I’d like to try out, and a couple of rings too,” Mrs. Graycloud added. “They’re supposed to be a little more uncomfortable, so we might be able to cut back on time with those.”

Melanie’s new teammates took the news stoically, no one murmuring or shaking their heads, the privilege of wrestling for their school worth the cost of a little pain now and then. Melanie herself listened attentively, with no obvious reaction.

“The night before a match,” Mrs. Graycloud continued, “eat right, sleep right, and have at least one orgasm, right after dinner. Don’t wait until you’re almost asleep. Get it done when you’re fresh, and make it strong, and if you have your best orgasms with a partner, do it that way.”

“Are you doing pre-game?” Mai inquired.

“Yes, same as last year,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “I know some of you work or have family obligations, but if you can make it over between 8 and 9:30 the night before a match, we’ll try to balance whatever you ate at home, and anyone’s welcome to partner with me, or you can drop your name into the hats and you’ll be matched up at random.”

Mrs. Graycloud looked out at the team.

“Any questions?”

No one had any.

“Melanie, this all making sense?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she said, not entirely convincingly.

“It’ll come together for you in no time, I promise,” Mrs. Graycloud assured, and she clapped her hands sharply five times and scowled.

“How fast are we?” she asked.

“Roadrunner fast!” shouted back all the wrestlers but Melanie, who looked at her new teammates and smiled a little nervously.

“How strong are we?”

“Roadrunner strong!”

“How mean are we?”

“Roadrunner mean!”

“Limber up!”

The team members spread out around the mat, and they bent, stretched, touched their toes standing, touched them sitting, bounced their thighs, massaged their calves, wheeled their arms around, and Melanie joined in, emulating some moves, doing her own at times.

“Give me 20!” Mrs. Graycloud shouted after five minutes.

Everyone dropped to their bellies, hands pressed against the mat, and Melanie quickly dropped to her chest as well, wincing a little as her breasts hit the mat’s cold vinyl.

“One!” shouted Mrs. Graycloud, and the teammates lifted their bodies in unison. “Two!”

Ninety minutes later, a trembling, exhausted Melanie Campion slowly exited the Little Gym with her teammates. All of them were somber, but Melanie perhaps more so. Young and strong as she was, she had been subjected to the worst Mrs. Graycloud could dish out, for the coach wanted to test everyone on the first day, not just to separate the wheat from the chaff among the team, but to separate what was good from what wasn’t within each person.

Melanie didn’t speak until she and Richie were back in his car, and she leaned forward and put her face in her hands and laughed, quietly to herself, more in shock than humor.

“I’m sweating all over your seats,” she said, picking up her bare thighs, lifting up to look for puddles.

“My car is sweat resistant,” Richie said, turning the key.

“I’m glad I don’t have to drive,” she said as Richie backed his car up. “I probably couldn’t even turn the steering wheel.”

“Huh,” Richie agreed.

“Does your car have power steering?”

“Yeah.”

“Is it this bad every day?” she asked, leaning against the door and staring out the window.

“No,” Richie said. “You get used to it. And you just work on weaknesses once you get your overall conditioning done, instead of everything, like today.”

They drove for awhile before anyone spoke again.

“Think you’ll come back?” Richie inquired.

“To practice?” Melanie responded.

“Yeah.”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “If I don’t die. Or . . . can ghosts wrestle?”

“I’m not sure how you’d do the weigh-in.”

“The weigh-in?”

“You have to get weighed on match day, so they know your class.”

“Ghosts don’t weigh anything,” Melanie said. “Probably.”

“Yeah, so death would probably be a wrestling hindrance.”

“I won’t die then. And I’ll be back.”

“You’re gonna be sore tomorrow,” Richie warned.

“We’re not going to have to do the same workout tomorrow, right?” Melanie asked.

“No, on the second day we mostly watch clips and talk strategy.”

“Oh, thank heavens!” Melanie sighed. “Hey, by the way . . .”

“Yeah?”

“What was Mrs. Graycloud talking about . . . on nights before matches?”

“She wants us to eat certain things,” Richie replied, “and get enough sleep, and she’s big on orgasms.”

“Okay, so people go . . . to her house?”

“Yeah,” Richie said.

“And do what, exactly?”

“She asks you what you ate, and if it’s something not that useful, like fruit or soup, she’ll have you eat some carbs for energy and some protein for strength. She makes these awesome shakes. You should show up just for that.”

“And then . . . the orgasm thing?”

“Yeah, if you want to partner, you can do that there,” Richie said casually.

“How does that work?”

“It’s random assignment,” Richie said. “Or, sort of random. “If you’re a girl who wants a boy, you put your name in that hat, and boys who want girls draw from it.”

“You’ve done that?” Melanie said, and weary as she was, her voice came to life a little, lilting with surprise.

“Yeah.”

“Where?”

“At Mrs. Graycloud’s.”

“Yeah, but where at Mrs. Graycloud’s?”

“She puts out a mat in her living room,” Richie said.

“Like a wrestling mat?” Melanie said, laughing.

“Yeah,” Richie said, perhaps not seeing the humor. “It can hold maybe three or four couples, depending on how big they are and what they’re doing.”

“What they’re doing?”

“Yeah, if it’s doggy style, that doesn’t take up as much room. Missionary takes up a little more, and oral takes up the most, where if they’re both licking the other one’s genitals.”

“What do you like?” Melanie inquired, her voice husky, the way it sometimes became, and not because of exhaustion.

“Oral first, but then any kind of penetration. And I usually ask for a girl.”

“Mrs. Graycloud?”

“Yeah, or one of the girls on the team.”

“What’s Mrs. Graycloud like?” Melanie asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, if you . . . end up with her.”

“Oh, yeah. Her vagina’s deep, so I can go all the way in without worrying about hitting anything. And she’s pretty good at squeezing. And if you don’t care, she prefers it from behind, and that’s fine with me.”

Melanie shifted uncomfortably in her seat, looked down at her pegs, touched the fabric but drew her hand back before she did any more, before she massaged herself or rubbed her clitoris or tore out her pegs and pushed them back in a few times, or at least the front one.

But it wasn’t until they pulled up to the house that Melanie looked at her father’s truck and sucked in her breath in panic.

“Oh, shit, I forgot to put on my clothes!” she exclaimed. “They’re still in Mrs. Graycloud’s office! And she’s got my phone too!”

“You can get them tomorrow,” Richie said.

“I can’t walk into my house naked!” Melanie lamented.

“Oh,” Richie said. “Wow. Is that a rule there?”

“My rule,” Melanie said, leaning forward and cupping her hands around her breasts, then looking down as if she wished she had a third arm to cover the place between her legs, the black strip of pubic hair, the pink lips beneath it, and the black fabric of her pegs.

“Can we go back to the school?” Melanie asked with an air of hopeless desperation, as she already knew what the answer would be.

“It’s probably already locked up,” Richie said. “And I kinda gotta be home anyway.”

“Okay,” Melanie said. “Can you pull up the driveway? Right next to that truck?”

“Are you avoiding someone?” Richie inquired.

“Yes, my dad,” Melanie said. “He can’t see me like this. Oh, god.”

“Okay,” Richie said, pulling up the driveway, and clearly puzzled by a girl who just did a 90-minute workout in the nude with a dozen other people she’d just met, who couldn’t be seen by her own father.

“There’s a door into the garage that’s sometimes open,” she said. “And it’s close to the back stairs, so I can just use those to get to my room.”

Richie stopped his car next to the truck, Melanie performed a 360-degree scan of their front yard, held her breath and pushed open the door.

“Thanks for the ride,” she choked.

“Same time tomorrow?” he inquired.

“Sure, yeah.”

Melanie slipped around the wall to the back of the house and immediately reappeared, cheeks full as if she were underwater and holding her breath, and she cast a frightened glance at Richie before she moved past the shrubs toward the front of the house, breasts and bottom jiggling, whatever weariness she’d felt after the practice replaced by an urgent bashfulness.

Richie began backing out, leaving the poor girl to negotiate her front door and what lay behind it on her own.

She tried the doorknob but the door didn’t open, so she danced briefly in frustration before she rung the bell. As Richie left the property and put his car in drive, the door opened and Melanie slipped in around a big bear of a man, in shorts and a t-shirt and work boots, his expression too far away for Richie to see.




Chapter 33: Richie’s Revelations

“Hey, Dad,” Melanie said, stepping through the front door and into the grand entrance hall. She did not pause, did not turn to face her father, did not stop and chat, nor did she assume that proverbial pose of mortified female modesty, one arm across her breasts to hide her nipples, one arm down to cover her hair and vulva with a wide-spread hand.

Herman, for his part, didn’t look at his daughter in shock, or avert his gaze, or ask why she was naked. His eyes simply took her in as she stepped through the front door, her heavy breasts bouncing and all her femaleness exposed, round rear and solid thighs and meaty shoulders and the strip of pubic hair she had obviously shaved, everything natural except for the peculiar piece of black fabric between her legs.

“How was wrestling?” he asked as his daughter headed briskly but not frantically toward the rounded staircase.

“The coach tried to kill us,” Melanie said, adding from halfway up the staircase, “and I sort of . . . left my clothes at school.”

It should be noted that there were no sudden flashes of lightning at this juncture, no cracks in the home’s foundation, no a rain of frogs, arrivals of pestilence. Nor did Herman do whatever it is girls think their fathers will do when they see them naked – faint, sprout an ungainly erection, drool or – and this would certainly be worse – begin whatever mating displays worked on their mothers, be it 20-year-old pickup lines, or suggestive, tragically obsolete poses.

No, Herman calmly took in his daughter’s body, and his daughter seemed to note his doing so, and that was it, the girl climbing the stairs and traversing the hall to her bedroom where she shut the door, went to the bathroom, splashed her face with water, removed her pegs and washed them, sat on the toilet to urinate, and then reported to her bed, pulling down the covers, lying flat on her back and wrapping both hands around her vulva, attacking her sex organ as if angry at it, fingers dancing across her opening, against her clitoris, back and forth over her lips, driving wetly into her chamber, leaking both sexual lubrication and ovulatory fluid, and in less than five minutes, she had worked herself up to a hard, unforgiving orgasm, legs raised and spread, back arched, lungs sucking in shallow breaths, wide eyes staring senselessly at the ceiling.

Finished, she lay panting, exhausted again, nothing left after her first wrestling practice, plus the stress of coming home nude, and the demands of rigorous masturbating.

She closed her eyes, opened them, turned her head to peer at the blue sky through her window, where the curtains stayed open, and she smiled weakly, but with perhaps a sense of satisfaction, even accomplishment.

She and Josh were on deck to make tacos that night and had been asked to have them done by 7, so around 6, Melanie rose from her PC and, after a brief pause, walked nude into the hall and down to Josh’s door, knocking lightly.

“Yeah?”

“You wanna start dinner in a few?” she asked.

“Uh,” Josh grunted, clearly not wanting to do anything but what he was doing, which was probably sleeping or looking at his laptop.

With another quick glance up and down the hall, Melanie spoke again.

“I’m not going to wear anything.”

A chair slid, a knee bumped the side of a desk, and the door opened, Josh standing there in nothing but shorts, looking at his sister, studying her body a little more attentively perhaps than Herman had, but with a reaction otherwise as equable as his father’s. Both, after all, had seen plenty of nude girls in the last few weeks, in the flesh. Both, presumably, had pressed that flesh often enough, taking pleasure from females who weren’t daughters or sisters.

“Okay,” Josh said. “I won’t either.”

This was, in some respects, a non-event, the overturning of a rule that had become more irrelevant with every passing day until it hung by a thread, severed by something as trivial as a girl too tired to remember to retrieve her clothing – a girl, further, who tended toward fierce arousal and fantasies of immodesty at certain times of the month. And a girl who was perhaps a little embarrassed about the tan lines burned into her flesh, a badge of inhibition not borne by any of her teammates. Any further work in the yard, one might assume, would be performed by the girl in her most natural state.

The meal preparation was not without its precarious moments, Josh going erect twice while the two labored in the kitchen, but if she noticed, Melanie said nothing. And to be fair, there were also intermittent but less obvious sign of her condition, nipples that flared and stiffened while she grated cheese, while she sliced lettuce, clear fluid gleaming along her vaginal lips that someone standing behind her might notice when she bent to put taco shells into the oven.

Herman, still fully-clothed, checked in once briefly to tell his children Vicky would be home by 6:30 and, following the new custom of the day, he said nothing about their state of undress, and the moment appeared to be only mildly awkward for any of them.

Communication flowed between husband and wife in both directions that evening, apparently, because when Vicky arrived through the door leading from the garage, she was also naked. She greeted Josh and Melanie with her customary affection, a hand on Josh’s shoulder, a peck on Melanie’s cheek, and if she noticed that Josh’s organ had swelled to its full size upon her arrival, she said nothing, her overall bearing perhaps summed up as relief now that Melanie had moved past her domestic prudery.

Only Herman was dressed for dinner, but casually, shoeless and in his traditional shorts and t-shirt.

Although two pairs of female breasts attended the meal, as well as a bare penis hidden under the table but present in its own way, nudity never came up over dinner that night, this momentous first in the Campion family passing without any need for commentary, discussion, consensus.

Instead, conversation focused on Melanie’s wrestling practice, Herman’s announcement that exterior painting would begin tomorrow and require a week, and Josh’s most explicit confession yet, that Danielle had introduced him to a mom she knew through her daycare, and Josh had spent some time with her, what they did together obvious enough.

The theme of a new openness continued after dinner, when Melanie, still naked, found Vicky in her home office in the bedroom, tapping in the nude on a spreadsheet, Herman outside and finalizing his pre-paint work on the home’s front walls.

“Hey, Mom?” inquired Melanie.

“Yeah, Hon?” Vicky said, turning away from her computer screen.

“Can you tell Joseph . . . now?”

“Now?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said huskily. “You know, what we talked about before? If he still wants to?”

“I’m sure he does,” Vicky said.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “When?”

“I’m pretty sure he’s in town this week. Tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “Tomorrow night, I guess.”

“This will be your first time?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said.

“And you still want me there?”

“Yes,” Melanie said without hesitation. “If you don’t think Joseph will mind.”

“He won’t,” Vicky said. “I checked.”

“You already asked him about this?” Melanie said, color rising in her cheeks.

“He stopped by to get his direct deposit figured out,” Vicky said. “So I just mentioned it.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, and her voice shook slightly and her nipples rose toward the ceiling with her next words.

“Do you think . . . do you think he’d want . . . to tie me?”

“Tie you?” Vicky echoed.

“To his bed.”

“I don’t know,” Vicky said, shaking her head. “But I don’t want you doing that.”

“Okay,” Melanie agreed, pausing for a moment before she asked, “Why?”

“Not for your first time,” Vicky said.

“It’s sort of how I picture it,” Melanie said. “The first time. When I mast . . .”

Melanie didn’t finish the sentence, and didn’t need to.

“Always?” Vicky inquired.

“No,” Melanie said. “But a lot.”

“Before you got to Mesa Springs?”

“It’s been something I thought about since . . . ever.”

“How do you know about that?” Vicky inquired, and a trace of parental guilt flickered in her eyes, no mother ever free of it. Had her daughter, left unattended while her mother worked late, found something she shouldn’t have on TV, on the internet, somewhere else?

“I’m not sure,” Melanie replied, and perhaps she sensed her mother’s angst. “You can always see people tied up. It’s like, you know, little kid stuff. Cartoons. It’s supposed to be scary, I guess. But I would see things like that, and then . . . well, you know. The imagination.”

Melanie paused, continued. “It’s nothing all that unusual. They chained that girl, you know, Constance, at Carsen’s, for the boy when he did his, um, semen sample in her. And that was sort of, like . . . what I thought.”

“So, no one’s pressuring you or saying you should do it that way?” Vicky persisted.

“Mom, please.”

“Okay,” Vicky said, returning to one of the themes of the dinner conversation. “But let’s start with the basics. Pushups and stretches first, advanced things later on.”

“It seems like that would be basic,” Melanie countered. “I couldn’t even move.”

“You might want to move,” Vicky said back. “You might – no, you will – be feeling things you have never felt before, and experiencing that while you’re tied to Joseph’s bed . . . I don’t want that for you.”

“Okay,” Melanie agreed with a shrug. “When do you think you’ll know if Joseph can do it or not?”

“I’m sure by some point tomorrow.”

“And you’ll let me know ASAP?”

“Yes,” Vicky promised. “As soon as he confirms.”

“Just text me or something,” Melanie said. “Just so I know.”

“Okay.”

“Maybe he’ll give us dinner,” Melanie said.

“Is that what you want him to do?”

“I guess,” Melanie said. “It seems . . . more appropriate. When I think about it. Like, something should happen before. And not just it.”

“That’s a little romantic.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Melanie agreed. “Oh, and the Bridge of Kisses. If he hasn’t been yet. I could initiate him.”

“You’ve thought this through, haven’t you?”

“Yeah,” Melanie confessed. “A lot.”

Melanie spent the next morning working outside, naked in the slanted sun, getting the rest of the weeds and underbrush cleared from the house so Herman could proceed with painting.

She moved slowly, favoring her left leg, sighing at times when she bent or pulled up a weed, because things obviously hurt that hadn’t before, shoulders and the backs of arms and her inner thighs, and, morning chores done, she lingered over lunch, picking at leftovers she’d saved from dinner out with friends a few nights before, and she showered, pushed in her pegs, tapped on her laptop and watched out her bedroom window until Richie pulled into the driveway.

“Bye, Dad!” she shouted from the entrance hall, a muffled should from somewhere in the house telling her he’d heard her and was still inside, probably in the garage, probably arranging paints.

“You’re naked,” Richie said as soon as she reached his car.

“Yeah, I left my clothes at school.”

“Those were your only clothes?”

“No,” Melanie said. “I’m just sort of, not worrying about that anymore.”

“Why not?”

“Because showing up yesterday, and having to ring the doorbell, and then my dad letting me in, and I wasn’t wearing anything – was sort of a turning point for me.”

“Turning point?”

“I realized it didn’t matter,” Melanie said. “I moved past it.”

“You mean . . .” Richie ventured, backing into the street. “You moved past something with your dad?”

“And my brother,” Melanie said. “It was an issue, since they’re guys.”

“What changed things for you?”

Melanie laughed.

“Having my dad see me naked, when I had to ring the front doorbell. And it just wasn’t a big deal. And I realized it didn’t matter. So I’m done with all that.”

“I’m glad.”

“Why?” Melanie asked.

“Just am.”

“Why?”

“Well,” Richie fumbled. “So you won’t be so nervous when you get home. You seemed really upset.”

Richie put his car in drive, turned to sweep his eyes over Melanie’s form, and the rest of what he was thinking remained unspoken and – thanks to the wrestling sleeve that concealed his penis – unshown.

“How are you feeling today?” he asked.

“It hurts,” Melanie said. “Places I didn’t know could hurt are hurting.”

“That’s normal.”

“What about you?”

“Yeah,” Richie said. “I tried to stay in condition over the summer, but there’s nothing like a workout with Mrs. Graycloud to make you sore.”

“Will it affect your driving?”

“My driving?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “Like, my calves are sore. Aren’t yours?”

“Yeah.”

“So if you have to hit the brakes really fast, you might not be able to really press down, so we’ll crash.”

“I’m not that sore,” Richie said, and he demonstrated by hitting the gas at the next corner.

“My dad’s going to paint the house today,” Melanie said. “On the outside.”

“It needs it,” Richie said. “I’m glad someone’s living there and taking care of it again.”

“You should visit,” Melanie said. “Like, come in. Meet my parents, since they know you’re driving me to wrestling, and they’re curious.”

“Tonight?” Richie said, and the slight lift in his voice suggested he might want his time in the Campion home to include a visit to Melanie’s room as well.

“I have plans tonight,” Melanie said.

“You mean later tonight? Because I don’t have to be anywhere when I bring you back home, right after practice.”

“Well,” Melanie said a little hesitantly. “Okay, I’m making plans possibly with a guy from my mom’s work. For . . . my first time.”

“First time?” Richie said.

“Yeah – first time for a penis . . . up my vagina. My mom’s supposed to ask if he can do it today, and then if he can, you know . . . it will be with him.”

“A momentous occasion,” Richie said. If he was jealous, if he was disappointed he would not be the one to bring Melanie into this aspect of her sexual existence, he didn’t show it. Nor did he exhibit any scorn for Melanie’s desire to plan this out, to have a colleague of her mother’s brought to her, to save herself for it, as if it were a special ceremony, in a community where such things were done casually all the time.

“My mom’s going to be there,” Melanie continued, laughing as she added, “which until a few weeks ago was completely unimaginable to me.”

“She’s insisting?” Richie inquired, again without judgment.

“She offered,” Melanie said. “And I took her up on it. She knows him and, you know, um, had him inside her, and she thinks he’ll be good.”

“Do you know how he’ll do it?” Richie asked, his breath a little short, his voice a little forced, and perhaps even now his penis was rising within its sleeve. “Did you work it out in that much detail?”

“Well, no tying,” Melanie blurted.

“Tying?”

“Well, Mom said she doesn’t want the guy to tie me for my first time.”

“How did that come up?”

“I brought it up.”

“Were you worried he was going to tie you?”

“No,” Melanie said, laughing a little nervously, the laughter of one not sure how much one can confess to someone one has only recently met. “I sort of . . . wanted him to.”

“But your mom said no?”

Again, no judgment from Richie, no derision, no contempt. Simply curiosity.

“Not for my first time,” Melanie said. “That’s all.”

“That’s probably smart,” Richie said. “You don’t want to have some emergency in the middle of it and you’re trying to get loose.”

“Emergency?” Melanie repeated. “That can happen?”

“Well, not emergency per se, but you know, it can feel really different, or even hurt. Especially if you’d never had anything that big up there. Is your guy big?”

“I’m not sure,” Melanie said. “He looks like he’d fit, with a little effort. He’s curved, though, so I’m not sure what that will do.”

“It depends on how he uses it,” Richie asserted. “But you have to tell him how you’re doing. You know that, right?”

“Yes,” Melanie said. “Have you ever seen anyone get hurt? The first time?”

“Hurt’s probably not the right word,” Richie said. “Stimulated in a sort of uncomfortable way, maybe. That happens to girls all the time. And not only the first time. If the guy is big, or at certain times during your cycle, or if you’ve already done a lot that day, you can feel sort of a pang.”

“If it doesn’t hurt worse than sore muscles, I’ll live,” Melanie said.

“I wouldn’t know,” Richie said. “Guys almost never get hurt. But I know it can help if the girl puts something inside herself while she’s masturbating before she does it. Do you ever use anything?”

“Just my fingers,” Melanie said, cheeks flushing slightly. “I’ve never put anything more than that up. Oh, except for a tampon.” Melanie looked between her legs. “And the pegs, of course.”

“There are guys who like bondage,” Richie said. “And girls too. And guys and girls who like to be tied, or whatever.”

“Do you?”

“I’ve tried it,” he said. “Tying someone, but I’ve never been tied. And it’s fine. But there are guys who sort of specialize in it.”

“Like a club?”

“Kind of, yeah,” Richie said. “Not like an official school club, but they’ll get together a few times a month to work with people who are interested.”

“Work with,” Melanie said.

“It’s sort of organized,” Richie said. “There’s a lot of conversation. There are lists. Sort of like an agenda. Everyone’s careful.”

“You’ve been to one?”

“A few.”

“But it’s not your thing?”

“It was interesting,” Richie said. “I partnered with a few girls. But I wasn’t a huge fan.”

“I might want—” Melanie said, stopping when her throat closed. “I might want to try that.”

“Talk to Stewart,” Richie said.

“Stewart?”

“On the team,” Richie said. “He does that.”

“Oh, the black guy?”

“Yeah,” Richie said. “I’m sure you met him yesterday.”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “I wouldn’t have thought he’d be into that. He seemed nice.”

“Nice guys can do that,” Richie said a little defensively.

“Okay, I didn’t mean it that way. I just meant that you wouldn’t look at him and think . . .”

“The more things you do,” Richie observed, “the more you figure out that there’s no way to know who likes what. There’s no way really to even know what you might like, until you try it.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, continuing after a long pause, “So what would I say?”

“About what?”

“To Stewart. About . . . doing that?”

“Oh, yeah. Just tell him you’d like to try the bondage club, and see if they have anything planned.”

“That would be hard for me to ask about,” Melanie said.

“I can ask him,” Richie offered.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “But I want to be there when you do. I just . . . I’m not sure I can say the words.”

“Sure.”




Chapter 34: Meeting Stewart, Waiting for Joseph

As Richie had promised, the second wrestling practice was heavy on instruction, light on exertion. The team met in Mrs. Graycloud’s classroom to watch a mix of videos, some from the Roadrunner’s previous few seasons, some from other schools, a few compilations from the Olympics and other major events. The wrestlers were mostly boys, high school and college and beyond, nude and clothed. The only criterion for what made Mrs. Graycloud’s library was good moves – wrestlers who, as she put it, exhibited true Roadrunner spirit.

Mrs. Graycloud had stuffed Melanie’s forgotten bag into her closet, and Melanie wasn’t able to retrieve it until the coach gave her permission at the end of practice.

She immediately fished her phone out of her shorts pocket, but got no further than waking it up and seeing that she’d gotten a text before Richie was beside her, Stewart there as well.

“Hey,” she said, looking at both boys, her eyes lingering a little longer on Stewart, first at his face, and then down at his large sleeve, the rounded tip close to his belly button.

The only real penis she’s seen during wrestling practice was Richie’s, when he’d removed his device to show her how it fit on. Like the girls, the boys put their equipment in before practice and wore it home, leaving the nature of their organs – color, texture, cut or no cut, the flaring of the head – an unknown that she would have to ponder.

“Richie said you had a question for me,” Stewart said, prompting an immediate blush from Melanie. She had specifically asked Richie to ask Stewart the question, with her attendance as a silent partner only, but those plans now lay in ruins.

Nevertheless, the red-faced girl pressed forward, albeit in the herky-jerky fashion of someone for whom the right words were completely elusive.

“Yeah,” she said, clearing her throat. “So, I was sort of interested in, I guess, that . . . your . . . the thing . . . I guess . . . bondage club . . . which you do.”

“Sure,” Stewart said, as seemingly oblivious as everyone else to Melanie’s discomfort. “We’re probably doing a meeting in a couple of weeks. Saturday the, uh, the 22nd.”

“Okay,” said Melanie.

“Top or bottom?” he asked.

“Huh?”

“Are you a top or a bottom?” Stewart asked again. “Dominant or submissive?”

“Oh,” Melanie said. “Sub, submissive.”

“Any experience?”

“None.”

“Gender preference?”

“Boys,” Melanie said quickly. “I mean, that’s my first choice. I never thought of it with girls.”

“Girls can be meaner,” Stewart said, smiling at Richie, who nodded in agreement.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “Probably just boys to start with.”

“What’s your mobile?” Stewart asked. “I’ll text you when I have the details.”

Melanie found her phone among her castoff clothing in her Carsen’s Clinic tote bag, and the trio continued to walk toward the school’s front entrance as Melanie and Stewart exchanged cell phone numbers.

“Get plenty of rest the night before,” Stewart advised as they passed through the door, squinting in the sunlight. “Any chance you’ll be menstruating?”

“Oh,” Melanie said. “The 22nd?”

“Probably,” Stewart said. “Not official yet, though.”

Melanie looked at the sky as she did a quick calculation in her head.

“No, I probably won’t start my period for a few days after that,” she said.

“It’s not a problem if you do,” Stewart said. “We just like to know beforehand who’s bleeding, because it can impact things a little.”

“Okay,” Melanie agreed, reaching for Richie’s car door, but Stewart stepped up to her, opened his arms for a hug, and they embraced.

“It’ll be great to have you there,” Stewart said. “Now, a little homework. Think about what you do and don’t want, and what you’re not sure about but might be open to trying. And have a safe word ready.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, slipping into Richie’s car with a final wave and a smile, but as soon as Richie was backing out, she looked at him, perplexed.

“Okay, what’s a safe word?” she asked.

“It’s a word you use if you want someone to stop doing something.”

“You mean, like ‘Stop’?” Melanie queried.

“Well, it can be that, but that could lead to confusion.”

“Why?”

“Well, if you’re already saying stop, people won’t know if you really want it to stop or not.”

“Why would I already be saying stop?”

“Well, that’s what people do,” Richie explained patiently. “Even if they don’t want it to stop.”

“Uh-huh,” Melanie said, clearly not understanding.

“Okay,” Richie said, drawing in his breath. “If the girl is being spanked or whipped, she might start screaming for it to stop, even though she doesn’t want it to.”

“You have seen this?” Melanie asked.

“Yes.”

“How did you know she didn’t really want it to stop?”

“Because she didn’t use her safe word,” Richie said. “‘Stop’ wasn’t her safe word.”

“What was her safe word?”

“I don’t remember,” Richie said. “But they’re always written on the girl’s back, and on the front of the thigh.”

“Give me an example, though,” Melanie said.

“Okay, sometimes it’s a color. Like yellow, or red. It can be someone’s name, like Lincoln, or Jesus. But sometimes someone will say Jesus when they’re just going with it, and then everything stops and they wanted it to continue. So it needs to be a word you would never say while you’re suffering.”

“Suffering?”

“In a sense.”

“I just wanted to be tied up,” Melanie said.

“You don’t have to do this,” Richie said. “But you have nothing to worry about. If you go, you’re in charge. The bottoms always are. It only looks like the tops are running things.”

“Okay,” Melanie said a little doubtfully.

“If you want to just be tied, anyone can do that,” Richie said. “Come over any time and I can borrow the equipment for it from someone.”

“Equipment?”

“It’s called a frame. Some metal bars you hook together, and that’s what you get tied to.”

“Does it hurt?”

“Only if you want it to,” Richie replied, smiling a little.

“You mean, only if I want it to, as the person who’s tied to it?” Melanie said. “Or only if the person who’s tying me wants it to?”

“It’s all about you,” Richie said.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “I might want to try it, before I go with Stewart’s group.”

“Let me know.”

“Sure,” Melanie said, finally glancing down at the phone she’d been holding in her hand since she’d left wrestling practice. She tapped, read.

“Okay, me and that guy are going to do it tonight,” she said, her voice a little rushed, her breath a little shallow.

“You’re doing it at home?” Richie asked, and perhaps there was a slight hint of jealousy now.

“No,” Melanie said, poring over the long text Vicky had sent her. “Okay, he’s picking me up at the house, at 6. And then – okay, this probably sounds kind of silly, but we’re going to the Bridge of Kisses for his initiation.”

“No, that’s cute,” Richie said.

“And then we go to his house, and he’s going to make dinner for me and my mom, and we’ll show up, and we’ll have dinner, and then . . .”

“Uhh,” Richie said, not saying a word, just grunting.

“Right,” Melanie said with a nervous chuckle. “Any advice for me?”

“Tell him what he’s doing right, tell him what he’s doing wrong,” Richie said. “Enjoy it as much as you can.”

Melanie tapped out a quick message on her phone: “Sounds good!”

“What’s his name?” Richie asked.

“Joseph. He’s an engineer.”

“At Mesa Heights?”

“Yeah. He’s really smart, or so my mom says. Although he seemed pretty normal when we did drinks.”

“You drank with him?”

“Non-alcoholic,” Melanie said. “At the Grand View Hotel bar, when I was staying there a few weeks ago. He had beer, though. Don’t you think beer tastes awful?”

“The first time I had it, I thought there was something wrong with it, so I asked someone else if it had gone bad, and she said no, that’s what it’s supposed to taste like.”

“Okay, I’m not crazy then,” Melanie said.

“The next time, though, it was just bad,” Richie continued. “It didn’t taste like poison.”

“So you were getting used to it?”

“Yeah, kinda.”

As they neared the house, Jenna gasped.

“Oh my god!” she said, because half of the front façade was now rose, a beautiful shade that stood in brilliant counterpoint to the golden late summer haze, the greens and golds of their front yard.

“Your dad works quick,” Richie said, heading up the driveway.

“Do you think it looks good?” Melanie queried. “I think it does. Do you?”

“Yeah,” Richie said. “Huge improvement.”

Melanie pushed open the door before she remembered to thank Richie.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yeah, if tonight doesn’t kill me,” she quipped. “And hey, I really appreciate the ride. I need to pay you back.”

“Just come over now and then,” he said.

“Or you can come over here,” she countered, clearly understanding his meaning.

“It’s up to you,” he said. “Maybe once a week?”

“Deal,” she said. “Let me text you. Depending on how tonight goes, I might never want it again. Or I might want it tomorrow.”

“I can be free tomorrow,” Richie said.

“Okay,” Melanie said with another laugh. “Think you could get that frame that fast?”

“You want to do that, then?”

“Yes.”

“I probably could.”

Melanie slid off the seat, dancing on the pavement, as Richie grabbed a rag from the floor beneath him and wiped up her fluid. “Ow, the driveway’s hot, see you tomorrow!”

As Melanie trotted to the front door, she fished her keys out of the tote bag, but the door opened just as she reached it, Herman emerging nude.

“Hey, Dad,” she said, and the two regarded each other’s bodies, an exchange almost devoid of embarrassment, except for a slight shifting of eyes.

“How was practice?” Herman asked, a can of paint in one hand.

“Easier,” Melanie said. “We just watched videos today, since our bodies were all sore.” She made a show of looking at the house. “The part you painted looks amazing!”

“Thanks,” he said. “Gonna have it all done by the weekend, I think.”

“It looks good enough to eat,” she said. “Like a giant cake.”

Herman laughed, grew serious.

“So your mom tells me you’ve got plans tonight.”

“Yes, with Joseph,” Melanie said.

“And it’s something you’re ready for, you think?”

“I asked Mom to set it up,” Melanie said, and she didn’t roll her eyes, or say “Dad, please,” or indicate her impatience with her father’s protectiveness in some other adolescent way. “I feel ready.”

“Okay,” Herman said. “I’m your dad. I have to ask.”

“I know,” Melanie said. “I’m good.”

Melanie didn’t bother shutting her bedroom door this time, leaving it open and heading straight to her bathroom to remove her plugs and wash them off, and to wipe her vulva, which was oozing with lubricant and the remains of her ovulatory fluid.

Nor did she masturbate this afternoon, although she continued to leak, and she shifted uncomfortably in her seat as she tapped on her laptop, surfing for a few minutes before she opened her email and sent messages to Jenna and Kaitlyn, informing friends old and new that she would be opening her vagina to the attentions of a male for the first time.

“Yay,” Jenna said back. “Let’s celebrate Friday night!”

Kaitlyn’s response came later, and showed considerably more caution.

“Please be careful,” she wrote. “I’m crossing my fingers for you! And I miss you!”

Melanie spent the next two hours restlessly finding things to do. She surfed the internet, went to the kitchen for a snack, went back upstairs, went outside to stand at the foot of Herman’s ladder and admire his work.

“Aren’t you afraid you’ll fall?” she inquired.

“Hadn’t thought of it,” Herman replied. “Until now.”

“It seems like you’re going really fast,” she said. “Are you sure it’s going to take you until the weekend?”

“This is the easy part,” Herman said, looking down at his naked daughter, then pointing at the house with his paint brush. “I’ve got to do all the window casings, all the trim, the eaves, and make sure I don’t get paint where it doesn’t belong. The devil is in the details.”

“Did all the work I did help?” Melanie inquired. “In the bushes?”

“I couldn’t have started until you got it done,” Herman said.

“I was really sore this morning when I was working on it,” she said. “But I knew you needed it done.”

“I appreciate that,” Herman said, dipping his brush. “Hey, you wanna do something for me?”

“Sure, if it doesn’t involve sweating,” Melanie said. “I’m trying to stay decent.”

“For Joseph?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“He probably won’t care.”

“What do you mean?” Melanie asked.

“He won’t care if you’ve been sweating.”

“You’re just saying that to get me to do some work.”

“No, boys don’t care.”

“I guess I can believe that. Since they have to wear things when they’re wrestling anyone. Including girls.”

“What do you mean?” Herman asked.

“The boys, when they’re wrestling, wear this tube thing over their, um, penises, so you can’t see if they have a, you know, an erection. Because it happens. Or it can happen, when they’re wrestling a girl. And the girl would be sweaty, I guess, if she’s showing Roadrunner spirit.”

Herman looked down at his daughter, clearly a little confused.

“I just mean,” Melanie said. “It’s sort of like logic. A girl is sweating and the boy is still getting aroused. So it can happen. But if I sweat too much, my hair will get frizzy, which will be bad. But what did you need?”

“I just need another can of paint from the garage,” Herman said. “One of the cans with a kind of pinkish dab on the top, same color as the house.”

“Okay, I can do that,” Melanie conceded, heading to the front door, making a quick glance at the street before she passed into the house, her bare feet making soft thuds that echoed even more softly within the grand entrance hall.

She moved through the kitchen, upgraded with a new checkered blue and white tile flooring, with the walls due next for Herman’s attention, and after that the lights. From there she made her way into the garage, then back outside, nearly dropping the paint when she saw the sporty compact pulling up to the curb.

She waved, and the dark figure of a man inside waved back, and she almost ran to her dad until something in her left leg pulled her up short and she winced.

“That’s Joseph?” Herman asked from the top of his ladder, and he turned and waved at the car.

“Probably,” Melanie said.

“He’s early,” Herman observed.

“What time is it?” she asked.

“Not quite six,” Herman replied, although he was naked and watchless, so he could only be estimating.

“I’m going to go down there, and if I get in the car, it’s because it was Joseph,” Melanie said. “Bye, Daddy.”

“See ya, Sweets.”




Chapter 35: Dinner at Joseph’s

Melanie Campion picked her way through the front yard, subdued but not completely tamed yet by the efforts she and the other Campions had put into the property.

As she neared the car, the passenger-side window went down, and she bent to peer through it, smiled at Joseph, pulled open the door, and sat.

Briefly, she turned to look at the man, saying nothing, just staring into his eyes while he stared back, and if he were watching her carefully, he might have noticed that her gaze wandered very briefly down to his lap, where his penis simply lay, resting as if in preparation for the duties it would assume a little later, to introduce a girl to the challenges and pleasures of having her vagina filled by another person’s body.

The moment ended quickly, and she turned her head so suddenly her hair swung out behind her, looking back at her house. “Okay,” she said. “See the two colors?”

“Yeah?” Joseph replied.

“Pretend you don’t see which color my dad is painting it right now.”

“That’s your dad?”

“Exactly. Pretend you don’t see him, or know what he’s doing. So, which is your favorite color? The rose, or the gray?”

“The rose?” Joseph said, inflecting the second word to make a question, but probably not just a question about which color he should prefer. More a question about why Melanie was focusing on something like this in the first moments of their reunion, why she’d bring up a house color to begin their evening together.

But then, maybe Melanie had her reasons. Perhaps the girl had been pondering for hours, even days, how she should play this moment, if she should immediately acknowledge their plans with words and gestures, smiling shyly and hinting at things to come while her nipples hardened; or if she should play it lightly, just two friends getting together to work on a little project, an undertaking that might seem to loom before them, but that afterwards would be just another memory. An important memory, but not earth-shaking.

“Yes, the rose,” Melanie said, turning back to Joseph now as he put his car in drive, her nipples for the moment soft and pink. “Want to know my first thought when I got home from practice?”

“Yes.”

“Cake. Like, Dad’s turning our house into a giant cake.”

Joseph smiled.

“What were you doing that made you sore?” he asked.

“Practice.”

“What were you practicing?” he asked.

“Wrestling practice,” Melanie said. “I’m joining the high school wrestling team.”

“They have a girl’s team?”

“It’s both sexes, on the same team,” Melanie said. “Girls and boys can wrestle together.”

“In the nude?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “Well, we both wear stuff. Girls have these things. They’re called pegs, that they put in their, um, holes. And boys have a thing in their hole and another thing they put their penises in.”

“Like for protection?” Joseph asked.

“That, yeah, but it also hides what they’re, you know, thinking. So you can’t see if they have a, you know, an erection. Since that could give . . . could give a girl a strategic advantage. Or another boy too.”

Something Melanie was saying seemed to stir Joseph, his penis hardening slightly, waking and pointing toward the steering wheel.

“I’m really sore, by the way,” Melanie said.

“Where?”

“Everywhere. Arms, legs, back, even my neck sort of. But I didn’t limp when I was walking toward your car on purpose, so you wouldn’t worry.”

“Nice of you.”

“We didn’t have a hard workout today,” Melanie said. “We just watched tapes. Of some really cool moves. Here, grab my arm.”

Melanie held her forearm out, and Joseph took his eyes off the road briefly to look at it.

“Just grab it,” she said. “Hard.”

Joseph wrapped his fingers around her wrist.

“So normally someone would just pull away, right?” she said, trying to pull her arm away. “But we learned a cool trick today. You’re supposed to push in. Push against the other person’s hand.”

Melanie pushed and then pulled back, freeing her wrist from Joseph’s grip. Perhaps she really had broken free by virtue of the clever move, or perhaps Joseph had chosen to humor her.

“See?” she said, sounding surprised. “It worked! You had to let go, right?”

“You escaped, for sure,” Joseph said, continuing after a pause, “So, how sore are you? You’re okay . . . about tonight?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “It’s not like I have to do any wrestling moves, right?”

Joseph laughed. “No, not for your first time.”

“The first time sounds like it’s supposed to be really boring.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well,” Melanie said, “Mom said I have to take it easy. And now you. Doesn’t anyone ever go crazy for their first time?”

Joseph pondered for a moment before he spoke.

“Okay, think of it this way. Let’s say you were going to have a drink. Wine, since you hate beer.”

“Okay.”

“So, the first time you drank wine, you would really want to experience it, and concentrate on it. So wouldn’t it make sense to drink it someplace quiet, where you could really think about just that, and then—”

“Oh, wow!” Melanie said. “That’s a really good comparison. That makes sense.”

“You’re being serious?” Joseph asked.

“Yes,” Melanie said. “I’ve had wine before, so that’s why it makes so much sense. Wine is terrible too, but not as bad as beer. And it has some good qualities, but you have to really think about it.”

“You get it, then,” he said. “Relational thinking.”

“I’m really good in the humanities,” Melanie said.

“Your mom said you’re smart.”

“She always says that.”

“You sound like you don’t believe her.”

“I don’t disbelieve her,” Melanie said thoughtfully. “But you can’t just go by what your parents say. They love their kids, so they’re a little biased.”

“True.”

“Mom and I are really close, though,” Melanie said. “Probably closer than most moms and daughters. Which makes all this possible.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know, about us. Tonight. Mom said you would be a good choice for my first time, and she said she’d had you, and you were good. And I believed her, because I trust her. And that’s why I asked her to have you . . . do it, to me. And why I want her there too.”

Joseph nodded, turning his car onto the street that led to the Park of the Elders.

“So, a question,” Melanie said.

“Yeah?”

“How do you want . . . to do it to me?”

“You mean, what am I doing? Your mom said I’d be putting my penis up your vagina.”

“Yeah, that’s the plan,” Melanie said. “But there are a bunch of positions you can do. So I was wondering what you liked the most.”

“This needs to be your call,” Joseph said.

“But I’ve never done it,” Melanie protested. “Isn’t there, like, the best position? And then some others that people use, but just for variety?”

“There isn’t just one position,” Joseph said. “Everyone’s tastes vary, and the same person can want it different ways from one partner to the next, or one time to the next.”

“So you don’t have a favorite?”

“Not really,” Joseph said.

“I have no idea what to ask for,” Melanie said.

“Why don’t we try a few?” Joseph suggested.

“You wouldn’t mind?” Melanie inquired.

“I promise I won’t.”

“How many could you do?”

Joseph laughed.

“I’ve never been asked that,” he admitted. “But let’s play it by ear. You may find one you really like, and we can finish that way.”

“Or you might too,” Melanie said. “And you won’t want to stop until you’re done, even if I ask you to change.”

“I’ll try not to let that happen,” Joseph said. “I’ll try to give you two or three.”

“Which ones?”

“Okay,” Joseph said, pulling into the park, his penis aflame now, the tip almost touching his steering wheel. “Let’s start with missionary.”

“Girl on her back,” Melanie said quickly.

“And then from behind.”

“Doggy.”

“Maybe standing next, face to face.”

“I don’t know the name for that one,” Melanie admitted. “I don’t think it has a special name.”

“And maybe you on top.”

“Oh, cowboy,” Melanie said. “Or cowgirl.”

“I’ve heard either,” Joseph said.

“And then,” Melanie said, “whichever way you’re doing it . . . you’re going to, um, leave it in me, right?”

“You’re okay with taking my semen?”

“Yeah,” Melanie replied. “I’m on birth control. So I think you should.”

Joseph parked and the two exited his car, his curved, bobbing erection pointing the way toward the Bridge of Kisses, Melanie’s nipples now in full bloom as well, and the couple made their way past a family, a group of laughing teens, a man reading a book, to approach Bridge, waiting for them with its simple charm.

“Have you been on the bridge yet?” Melanie inquired.

“No,” Joseph said. “I’ve been saving it for you.”

“Oh, that’s funny,” Melanie said, ascending first. “That’s like something a girl would say.”

“I guess so,” Joseph replied.

Melanie reached the top, stopped, turned, looked into Joseph’s eyes and then down at his arcing member, and she spread her arms and welcomed him into her embrace, frowning when his tip pressed into the top of her pubic strip. So before they could consummate Joseph’s initiation kiss, there was a brief, silent negotiation, Melanie easing back and opening her legs, and Joseph reaching down to lower his penis, positioning it between Melanie’s legs, the tip pressing against her folds.

Indeed, with the way Joseph’s member bent slightly upward, and with Melanie’s long legs, it would have been a simple matter for the girl to angle her pelvis slightly forward and, with a little more maneuvering, to welcome Joseph into her body without touching him, and perhaps this possibility crossed Joseph’s mind, because he moved slightly, forward, backward, forward again, his engorged penis tip sliding along Melanie’s slit, which was communicating its own interest in something more than a kiss, her vaginal lips growing pink and splayed, her lubricant and the last traces of her ovulatory gel oozing out, wetting her hole and the rounded point and the upper side of Joseph’s manhood.

But Melanie’s mind held firm, even while the rest of her seemed to have other ideas, her own body rocking ever so slightly, her own sex organ answering Joseph’s subtle thrusts with its own gentle motion, her vulva caressing his shaft.

Melanie, eyes closed briefly, opened them and looked at Joseph a little sternly and a little meltingly.

“This isn’t the bridge of that,” she admonished, voice husky and strained, and she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close, so that his tip now hung directly beneath her anus, and she opened her mouth and pressed in for an historic kiss, their tongues and teeth meeting, their breath mingling until she slid her mouth past his, against his cheek.

“Okay, now it’s official,” she said with a quiet laugh into his ear. “You can stay in Mesa Springs.”

“I’m glad,” he said. “Thanks . . . for that.”

With one more slight push back and forward again, Melanie tormented Joseph’s swollen rod, and then they were done, she stepping back, the two descending from the Bridge of Kisses and climbing into his car, making the trip wordlessly to Joseph’s third-floor apartment in a quaint pastel yellow stucco building.

Both their minds seemed to have moved to a place beyond words, to a place beyond wrestling and school and a dry discussion of positions, so Melanie remarked on his apartment, a spacious, high-ceilinged dwelling with high windows to the south, uncurtained and granting a bright view of the desert and its sage and golden sand.

“I love your place,” she said, going straight to the window. “I would kill for this view.”

“It’s all yours,” Joseph said.

“Okay, but now I need a bathroom,” Melanie confessed.

“That way,” Joseph said, pointing.

“Which door is your bedroom?” she asked, looking down the hall.

“The second one,” he said. “On the right.”

Melanie stopped at the bathroom, emptied her bladder, passed a dozen tissues over her soaked organ, and Joseph went to the kitchen to get dinner ready.

He was making fish, a trout recipe he told Vicky was one of his signature dishes, and not something anyone could help with, so Melanie stood at the bar and watched and asked a question now and then about what he was doing, and his penis relaxed as he worked, and her vagina ceased its production of fluid, and by the time Vicky arrived with a kiss for her daughter and a hug for Joseph, the two appeared as innocent as any two friends, one male and one female, save for their nudity.

Salad, fish and rice, all the work of Joseph alone, made the meal, the three enjoying it over chatter about Melanie’s wrestling and her hopes for the new school year and college, interspersed with shop talk, Vicky and Joseph occasionally straying into matters both esoteric and mundane, about corporate financial policy, new product innovations, and Joseph’s work on switches.

As the meal wound up, Melanie’s contributions to conversation became rarer and more clipped, the girl obviously growing tense as the time neared when she would have done to her what she had come for.

For their part, Joseph and Vicky continued talking, but their words were perhaps a little more superficial, not quite so spontaneous toward the end of the dinner.

Things can go wrong, of course.

A girl might, upon her introduction to this aspect of her biology, realize in medias res this is not for her, at that moment or possibly forever. Sometimes, a couple simply doesn’t fit together, biologically or psychologically. Or someone might say something the other finds distasteful, naïve, unfunny, spoiling the mood.

And, really, this was a first for all three. Melanie had never had her vagina filled by a male, yes, but Vicky had never supervised the penetration of her daughter by a male – and a work colleague at that. Nor had Joseph ever sundered the virginity of any girl, much less done so while her mother attended, a mother who also happened to be one of the chief officers at the firm where he worked.

In the end it was Melanie who declared her readiness to proceed, pushing back from the table, rising, stepping beside her chair, making no effort to hide her rectangle of pubic hair.

“Okay,” she said simply, and Vicky and Joseph rose as well.

“Your bed, right?” she asked.

“Yeah, if that works for you,” Joseph replied.

“It does,” Melanie said, and her voice was even, and her pulse was only slightly elevated, and one might wonder if her nerves were more about how to transition from dinner to this moment, and not over the moment itself, and she headed into the hall and down to the second door on the right, pushing it open, basking in the natural light of another set of tall, curtainless windows.

The furniture here was new and modern, made up of smooth black surfaces and gray fabrics and a little dark wood here and there, and Melanie stepped to the bed and turned to face Joseph and her mother.

“Pull all this off, right?” she asked.

Joseph didn’t answer, just walked to the other side of the bed and, with a penis as stiff as it had been at any time of the day, he grabbed the comforter and the sheets on his side of the bed, and together he and Melanie pulled them down to the foot, exposing a light gray expanse, a solid fitted sheet with a high thread count.

Melanie dropped to the bed, set her head on Joseph’s pillow, adjusting it self-consciously, and she smiled at Vicky, who stood about five feet from the edge of the bed, hands on her hips, her hair tied back, her nipples up, her trimmed bush in a natural triangle.

“Okay,” Melanie said again, turning toward Joseph and spreading her legs, and she reached down and, after a short pause, pressed two fingertips to her vulva, spread her lips, tapped her opening with a finger, withdrew her hand.

“I’m ready, I think,” she said, adding unnecessarily, “but go slow.”




Chapter 36: Melanie’s Initiation

Joseph, whose black hair was a little shorter than it had been when Melanie met him at the airport, put one knee on the bed and looked at Vicky, and she looked back at him with what might be called a serene expression.

Perhaps it was faux serenity, but at least it was not fear, or concern, or anger, and with that as his guide, Joseph knelt between Melanie’s legs and looked down at the girl, his eyebrows raised in silent question, for she must also grant her assent again at this last moment, and it was not yet too late for her to turn back, to deny the intrusion into her front chamber, this assault on her maidenhead.

But Melanie nodded and smiled, and Joseph proceeded, working efficiently over the girl, placing one hand beside her shoulder, wrapping his other hand around his shaft, sliding forward on his knees until his tip was just outside the pink doors of her sheath, and he used his thumb and forefinger to split open the mouth of her genitals, pressing onward, his tip entering her and, technically, at that moment, bringing her to this new carnal state.

He continued to study her face. Her eyes were closed now, her mouth in a taut, straight line, and neither changed as he pushed in further, granting the girl another inch of his manhood, her lips stretching around this unfamiliar object, her walls yielding to its engorged insistence.

Melanie’s mouth opened but her eyes remained closed, and she sighed out but did not resist, so up went another inch with deliberate slowness, Joseph feeding his curved member to her femaleness, her organ straining to swallow him, but her coursing lubricant doing all in its power to ease the slide.

With more than half of Joseph’s bent shaft buried in Melanie’s body, she opened her eyes and looked up at him, nodding, and her message seemed to be that this was good, that Joseph should keep journeying up her tunnel, and perhaps he could pick up his speed a little.

But Joseph, armed with a great deal more experience in these matters than Melanie, and with the girl’s attentive mother just a few steps away from his bed, clearly didn’t want to rush things.

Now, it was time for conversation.

“Doing okay so far?” he inquired.

“Yeah,” she replied hoarsely. “Yeah.”

“I’d like to get your lubricant spread out a little,” he said, and his voice was strained as well, the words clipped and forced. “So I’m gonna pull almost all the way out, and then do some shallow thrusting. Okay?”

Perhaps Melanie understood the physical mechanics Joseph was proposing, or perhaps she was too distracted by everything else to fully comprehend, but she nodded and raised her pelvis slightly, as if trying to bring him in more deeply. Joseph pulled out until just his tip was lodged within the girl, however, and he looked down at the thick coating of clear juice Melanie had released around his shaft, and he pushed back in, slowly, stopping at the mid-point, pulling out again, pushing back in, and after a half dozen shallow thrusts, he pulled all but his tip out, ceased moving and looked at Vicky, inviting her to step forward, should she wish to, to examine the quality of her daughter’s elixir.

This precaution made sense. Vicky was certainly familiar with the appearance of lubricant on the penises her own hole had borne, and certainly the mother would know when the coating was sufficient for deeper penetration. And she surely also knew when the sheen around a male organ was deceptive – the coating present, the shaft glistening, but the fluids too thin to make further entry comfortable or advisable.

Of course, Vicky might have occasionally accepted an insufficiently greased organ up her vagina, at those times of the month when she wasn’t producing heavily, or when several couplings in rapid succession had depleted her female honeys. But that was her choice, and the resulting discomfort was the price she chose to pay to accommodate a colleague, or Herman, wincing as the rod was pushed the first few times into her body before she smiled and adjusted to the pains that were sometimes a necessary part – even, judging from her expression and her grunts of satisfaction – a welcome part of her partnerships with men.

Vicky wouldn’t, however, presume to make that call on Melanie’s behalf. This first time must be as pleasurable as possible, the female fluid as heavy as practicable, so Vicky stepped forward, peering intently at Joseph’s penis as all but his head waited, exposed, outside the girl’s swollen sex.

And Joseph, as cognizant as Vicky of the importance of this vigilance, waited patiently, propped up over Melanie, for the signal to proceed.

The inspection took no more a few seconds, but Melanie was approaching the limits of tolerance for adult circumspection, and she issued an impatient grunt that suggested she was certain she could take the full length of Joseph’s manhood, and wished to do so. Immediately.

But Vicky would not be rushed, eyeing the penis and her daughter’s parted lips, finally stepping back and nodding.

Joseph, thus released to continue the course of the initiation, pushed in, pulled out, pushed in again, each time a little deeper, and with each withdrawal, the true degree of Melanie’s arousal became obvious, the fluids wrapped around his rod running thick where their bodies joined, oozing from the girl’s front hole and down to her anus, the gleaming visuals of her copious production matched by the wet sounds of a tight vagina being plumbed over and over again by its first male sex.

And yet still Joseph proceeded slowly, agonizingly so, playing out his thrusts with exacting precision, each insertion imperceptibly deeper than the last, while Melanie did her best to conceal her impatience, perhaps in the fear that if she said what she was truly feeling, if she complained about her needs and demanded he fill her immediately, the man or her mother or both would call a halt to the exercise altogether, the girl obviously not ready yet for her first, responsible penetration.

Or was Joseph doing this for some other reason than caution, teasing the girl selfishly, watching her eyes harden with a frustration bordering on torment, not for her sake but because he enjoyed performing this agonizing procedure on certain females, particularly on girls like Melanie, girls who would suffer stoically, endure partial penetration wordlessly while their eyes and bodies betrayed a furious, aching hunger?

Indeed, could Joseph know this about Melanie?

And did it trouble Vicky at all to see her daughter subjected to this torture, albeit mild, tinged with pleasure, and part of something the girl herself had signed up for?

Apparently not, for the woman merely stood in her self-imposed position, five feet or so from the bed, watching impassively as Joseph’s hips rose and fell with mechanical insistence and Melanie lay still and cooperative and her eyes stared upward with burning intensity.

At last, inevitably, by fractions of an inch, all of Joseph’s member had been buried within Melanie’s chamber, and he stopped then to check in again with the girl, because her expression had changed from anguish to a sort of shock, eyes and mouth both wide.

“Okay?” Joseph asked. “I’ve got it all up you now. Everything okay?”

Melanie’s eyes gazed off for a moment before they refocused on the man above her. Had she heard his question, or simply understood it had been asked because of the curiosity in his eyes?

Either way, she nodded and offered a soft grunt before she spoke actual words: “Yeah . . . I’m fine.”

“Did you want to try a few other positions?” he asked.

Melanie paused, considered, scowled, and it must have crossed her mind that any change in position would require the removal of the organ she had waited so patiently for, just after it had finally been pushed completely into her body. What if Joseph teased again? What if he and Vicky required more conversation, more consultation before he would stick his member back up her hole?

But curiosity won out, the girl nodding and rising up her elbows.

“Doggy,” she grunted, and Joseph withdrew his penis and dropped to his hams as she moved to her hands and knees, wincing once as the lingering pains of wrestling practice burned through her thighs and back. Once she was situated, she looked back at Joseph, a hint of impatience in her eyes, impatience as well in the way she arched her back and parted her thighs, quickly applying knowledge that could only be instinctive about how to orient her breeding slit for Joseph’s convenience.

Joseph seemed to get the message, because he wasted no time fitting into the girl on this occasion. And indeed, what excuse could he have given? Vicky had already granted all the approval required, Melanie had assumed precisely the right pose for a second round of insertions, and her organ itself was in a state of full preparation, her lips split wide and drenched and almost red with angry arousal.

Melanie continued to stare at the wall until the tip found her door and entered, at which moment she turned her head back and stared down with wide-eyed surprise at Joseph’s light gray sheets, for something about this position seemed to shock her, producing sensations within her loins she hadn’t anticipated or imagined.

Joseph’s attention in this state was dutiful but not aggressive, the man obviously not wanting to cum yet, wishing only to give Melanie the experience of being reamed this way.

“What do you think, Sweetie?” Vicky asked quietly.

“It’s okay,” Melanie replied. “I liked missionary a little better.”

She pushed back slightly, slid forward, demonstrating a willingness to do at least a little of the work, and the two coupled that way for another minute or two, organs joining with soft, wet sounds.

“Want to try anything else?” Joseph asked, barely moving within the girl now.

With one more bob of her pelvis, Melanie stilled before she answered.

“No,” she said. “Can we go back to missionary?”

Joseph said nothing, just withdrew from her chamber and waited, and Melanie – with another wince of pain – rolled over and spread her legs, looking down as Joseph got in position, guiding his penis once again into her female pleasure.

“Okay,” he said, drawing in his breath, and he looked at Vicky as he spoke his next words, for she would have veto power over this as in all other things. “I’m going start thrusting. I’ll be pulling out everything but my tip, then pushing all the way up your vagina, and I’ll start slowly, but I’ll be picking up the pace a little, and you just let me know how you’re doing. Okay?”

“Please,” Melanie begged.

But before this next stage of the initiation could be undertaken, Vicky needed to weigh in, and Joseph turned to look at the mother while Melanie stared with impatience at the ceiling.

“Are you hitting her cervix?” Vicky asked.

“I think so,” Joseph replied. “When I push all the way in, my tip is brushing something.”

“Honey?” Vicky said. “Melanie?”

“Huh?” Melanie replied with a start. “What?”

“Does it hurt anywhere when Joseph goes all the way inside you?”

“Oh,” the girl grunted. “No. No. It’s fine.”

“His tip isn’t hitting anything too hard?”

“No,” she groaned. “Please.”

“Go ahead,” Vicky said, and Joseph wasted no time resuming, his hips rising before they descended all the way down, the slap of his loins against Melanie’s making a fleshy, thudding noise, matched by the wet slicks of a flooded female sex organ suffering, at last, the reaming of all of its pulsing length.

At last, Melanie had what she had been groaning for, the quick, driving force of maleness within her female entrance, and her face expressed more shock, but no frustration now, and she raised her feet and adjusted the angle of her pelvis, teaching herself about the sensations of different angles, the way thrusting pressure felt against her rear wall, against the front of her sexual mouth, the way the tip of Joseph’s bent penis scraped along that sensitive little strip of rough flesh at the front of her chamber, and suddenly she was alive, rocking and shrieking, her hands up from the sheets to grasp Joseph’s upper arms, and one might imagine that the man would have stopped at this moment, withdrawn his oiled shaft, moved to the side of the bed and consulted with the daughter, and the mother as well, about this sudden transformation in the girl’s disposition.

But no, Joseph was apparently versed enough in the manifestations of female pleasure that this new response by the girl did not cause any consternation, nor did Vicky step forward to wrest the man from her daughter’s spasming body.

Instead, she offered a quiet theory.

“I think you’re hitting her G,” Vicky said. “If she’s sensitive there, the curve is going to make it worse.”

Joseph grunted in agreement, and both adults, the woman supervising and the man driving his penis over and over into the girl, continued to play their parts without any sign of doubt while Melanie screamed, cried, writhed, raised her feet to the ceiling and dug her nails into Joseph’s triceps.

Soon, Joseph’s demeanor changed as well, his breath coming in short pants, his body tense, all his muscles tight, his hips performing a brief twist at the end of each insertion, as if he were trying to scoop something out of the girl’s body.

Vicky too, although she continued to stand and watch, shifted uncomfortably on her bare feet, her nipples firm, pointed at the opposite wall, her own bare vulva responding of its own accord to the scene before her, her reaction similar to that of the girl who had inherited her nature and physiology – vaginal lips swollen and splayed, lubricant leaking from her hole, the fluids of arousal moistening all of her vulva from clitoris to opening, pulse and breathing elevated.

Joseph’s insertions continued to increase in both speed and complexity, the man stirring the girl’s insides with every thrust while her belly rose at the peak, her mouth opened and shut in time to each new penetration, her firm breasts swayed and crested like a pair of ocean swells.

And then began the beginning of the end, as it must.

Melanie was first to cry out in that new way that suggested the things building within her mind and body were concluding, and her movements changed as well, from random spasms to a more focused back and forth, pelvis lifting and dropping quickly, the precise motions necessary to increase by roughly double the speed of Joseph’s thrusts and the pressing of his tip against her G-spot.

As she moved from immediate pre-orgasm to the thing itself, Melanie issued a guttural cry of horror, a sort of “aauuurrghhh!” followed by quick grunts that matched the lifting of her pelvis, the grinding of her clitoris against Joseph’s pubic bone.

As the most severe phase wrapped up, Melanie’s grunts reduced to long, raspy sighs, and the bobbing of her pelvis slowed while Joseph continued to pound within her female hole, and now it was his time, and he grunted desperately and rhythmically until the first jet of semen left his body and flooded Melanie’s chamber, splashing against her cervix and the walls around it.

The rest of Joseph’s delivery of his ejaculate was accomplished efficiently, with concise grunts and quick thrusts, filling the girl to capacity and beyond, the dynamics of a long, arched penis being brought to bear against a tight, flooded sheath, producing a steady release of mating fluids from between her lips and his base.

Even after he had finished squirting, Joseph continued moving within Melanie’s slot, but languidly now, the urgency of building to climax resolved, but still some pleasure to be wrung from the way her tunnel caressed his rod from every side, the way their comingled honeys continued easing his movements within her as it spread across the full depth of her vagina and oozed apace out onto the lips of her female nature.

Even as the weariness of his exertions overwhelmed the diminishing pleasures of sliding himself in and out of her chamber, Joseph proved a gentleman, and a worthy choice to be the first to puncture the pink delights of Vicky’s daughter, for he did not simply withdraw and collapse unto himself. Instead, still above the girl on both hands, still lodged within her firmament, he looked down at her and raised his eyebrows, and she seemed to understand, and she nodded, granting him permission to take his member out of her hole, and she opened her legs a little wider to convey her meaning clearly, and he pulled out, his penis a testament to the waters of coupling, to the creams and gels and wines that flow heavily between the legs of girls and their partners, and as soon as he was free of Melanie’s pussy, a great dollop of their mutual cocktail rolled off his tip and dropped to his sheets, layering over the deposits from earlier in the session, planting another dark, oval shadow there.

As before, Joseph squatted on his hams, watching the girl, and she slid up slowly, impaired most likely by both the pains of practice and the intoxication of a screaming orgasm, and she turned and slung her legs over the side of the bed, hunching briefly before she planted one hand flat on the bed and raised herself up on two legs, and she turned to Vicky and smiled, and whatever small pang of worry or guilt or doubt Vicky might have been harboring evaporated in that moment, and mother stepped to daughter and embraced her, and Melanie laughed against her mother’s shoulder, because this was indeed an unconventional things to celebrate.

Joseph rose next, and Vicky hugged him as well, not showing any concern when his penis brushed her bush and left a trace of white cream among the thick black hairs.

And then it was Joseph’s turn to hug Melanie, a peculiar event considering how much more intimate they had been moments before, but this was a hug not of lust or penetration but only of friendship, the hug of two people who had decided to take a risk together, and who had come out on the other side better for it, the proof of their success no further away than the wet pink folds between Melanie’s legs, and the liquors that continued to pour from between them.

Mother and daughter, after Melanie had been to the bathroom to wipe up the remnants as best she could, took their leave, exchanging pleasantries common anywhere in America, complimenting the meal and the apartment, thanking their host for his interest in the girl’s progress, the nature of that interest left unspoken.

Back in Vicky’s car, Melanie leaned back and sighed, arms crossed under her breasts.

“I liked that,” she said. “I loved that.”

“You’re a natural,” Vicky said.

“What do you mean?”

“No hesitation,” Vicky said. “You never held back. You let Joseph please you.”

“It felt natural to me,” Melanie said, a little pride showing in her modest words. “I’ve been ready for that for years.”

“Okay,” Vicky said in a more motherly tone. “But now you’ve had it done, I’m going to say the same thing to you. Go slow. Take your time. There’s no need to rush.”

“Richie’s going to tie me,” Melanie blurted by way of answer. She was not exactly rejecting her mother’s advice, but she was not agreeing to abide by it either.

“Richie?” Melanie said. “The boy who drives you to practice?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said, reaching down in the relative darkness of the car to feel her lips and the potions still gathered there. “I told him I was sort of interested in it, so he said he could get the right equipment to put me on.”

“To tie you to,” Vicky said flatly.

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“At his house.”

“Where does he live?”

“Right around the corner, on Hayes. I don’t know the street number.”

“When?”

“He thought he’d be free tomorrow night,” Melanie said. “And he might be able to get the thing he needs for it.”

“Will anyone be supervising?”

“Do you want to go?” Melanie inquired.

“I don’t have to,” Vicky replied. “And your dad and I have plans. But I can change them if you need me to.”

“No, I’ll be fine.”

“Will his parents be there?”

“I don’t know,” Melanie said. “I hadn’t even thought about that. But I’d sort of pictured this being a little more private.”

“I’d really like it if someone was there to supervise,” Vicky said. “Or at least check on you now and then.”

“You make it sound like it’s going to last all weekend,” Melanie protested. “If it’s like tonight, it will probably take less than half an hour. And I trust Richie. Implicitly.”

“Yes, since you’ve known him all of two days.”

“That was sarcastic,” Melanie observed.

“Aren’t you going to Jenna’s tomorrow?” Vicky asked.

“No, we’re sleeping together Saturday night. But she’s on her period, so we’ll probably just cuddle. Which means I won’t be doing anything Saturday night probably, meaning Friday night is a good night for it.”

“That’s tomorrow.”

“Yup,” Melanie agreed.

“Okay,” Vicky said. “But when you get there, could you just text me the exact address, and who’s in the house? I want to know there’s an adult there.”

“Mom, I am an adult.”

“You’ll always be my baby.”

Melanie snorted.

“Another adult, then,” Vicky said. “Someone who hasn’t been tied up.”

“Richie says the bottom is always in charge.”

“The bottom?”

“They’re called tops and bottoms,” Melanie said, sharing this information casually, even with a hint of world-weariness, as if she’d known of this since she was seven. “Dominant and submissive. I’m submissive. But girls can be either. So can boys. Richie knows a lot about it.”

“So Richie does this all the time?” Vicky said, not sounding reassured.

“No,” Melanie said, adding, “but there are people who . . . like it. And for the record, everyone I hang out with is an adult. People don’t start kindergarten until they’re 6, just like me and Josh. 6 or 7. And some of them have sort of a club. And . . . I got invited to that, too.”

“What kind of club?”

“Bondage club, I think. Stewart is part of it. He’s on the wrestling team, so I know him from that. They’re doing something a couple of Saturdays from now.”

“Doing what?”

“I guess tying people up,” Melanie replied. “Or, I’m not that sure. I’ll have to experience it to really know.”

“Sweetie,” Vicky said, true distress in her voice now. “This is just . . . all really fast. Tonight was your first—”

“Mom, please,” Melanie interrupted. “I’m just trying to fit in here.”




Chapter 37: Success on the Frame

A little after 6 p.m. the next night, Melanie kissed her parents goodbye and headed out the front door, wearing nothing, only her cell phone accompanying her on the trip.

It was a pleasant Friday evening, the mid-August sun a little lower than it had been this time of night earlier in the summer, but it was still strong enough to warm Melanie’s shoulders and make her squint.

Richie’s home was about a quarter mile away, a part of one of the oldest sections of Mesa Springs, comfortable stucco houses on large lots, although most were a good bit smaller than the Campion home.

Melanie’s appointment with Richie and his family had been made on the way to and from wrestling practice earlier that day. Richie had secured the requisite equipment, he told her, but he hadn’t finished assembling it.

Richie had also wheedled an invitation for Melanie to have dinner with the family, before anything was done to her. Food would be prepared by Richie’s mom, Mrs. Cardenas, who planned something traditional from her native Mexico.

After a day spent worrying about her daughter, Vicky was almost deliriously pleased to hear of the arrangements, that there would be dinner, and parents there. But the mother still wanted a text from Melanie when she reached the house, and Melanie obliged as soon as introductions were done with Mr. and Mrs. Cardenas and Richie’s older sister, Illaya, home from college for the summer.

“Made it, Mom,” Melanie wrote. “gonna have ceviche Colima for dinner which is fish”

As Mrs. Cardenas and her husband finished up in the kitchen, Richie brought Melanie to the den, where the borrowed frame still lay in pieces. He wanted to use it in this room, he explained, because the carpet was thicker here than elsewhere in the house.

“The poles fit into each other,” he said, “but it’s sort of like a tent. You have to find the ones that match.”

“Like a puzzle,” Melanie observed, kneeling to look at the ends of the poles one by one. Each section of pole was about two and a half feet long, making it portable but requiring some non-intuitive assembly before it could be used.

“Okay, these two go together,” she announced, joining two sections and turning them to lock them in place. She picked up another pair, fitted them and locked them.

“The poles with the little notches in the middle attach to the poles with the joints at the ends,” Melanie observed, and she and Richie worked together to link together the four sides of the frame, four poles per side, linking each side at a right angle to the next. Once they’d moved the coffee table out of the way, the frame became the room’s most prominent furniture, a sturdy metal square 10 feet on a side.

A collection of nondescript hardware and a stack of coiled ropes lay against the wall. Melanie picked up one of the devices, surprisingly complex, with little brackets and clamps, a crank and gears.

“Okay, what?” Melanie said.

“They’re tighteners,” Richie explained. “The rope goes through here, and when you turn the crank, it draws it through the ring at the corner.”

“And the other end of the rope runs to me,” Melanie stated, the first suggestion of discomfort in her tone.

“Yeah,” Richie said, and his penis, which had been hinting at erection as he and Melanie worked on assembling the frame, began throbbing to life.

Richie didn’t indicate the least embarrassment over his sudden arousal, and Melanie glanced at it but said nothing, and an inspection of her body from the vantage point of her inner thighs would have uncovered a little excitement on her part as well, lips slightly enflamed, a trace of moisture among her folds.

Her nipples, hard since she’d arrived, remained so.

After a little fumbling, Richie got two of the tighteners attached to the sides of the frame, dropping the third when the couple was summoned to dinner.

Melanie was more than equal to the challenge of conversing with the family, answering the usual questions from Richie’s parents about school and college plans and life in Baton Rouge, but every chance she got, Melanie steered the discussion to Illaya, who would be a sophomore at Arizona State in two weeks, and who was thinking about teaching, or library science, and who had successfully negotiated the process of getting into college. She was a pretty, dark-haired and olive-skinned girl, her pubic hair shaved like her mother’s, her nipples dark brown.

Only toward the end of the meal did the question of Melanie’s after-dinner intentions come up.

“How long do you want to be on the frame?” Illaya asked.

Melanie looked at Richie as she answered. “I guess half an hour? I’m not sure.”

“Do you just want to spend some time tied to it,” Illaya queried, “or did you want Richie’s penis?”

Melanie looked at Richie, smiled uncertainly, but she barely blushed as she stammered a few unintelligible words that might have been “I guess” or “I think I . . .”

“It’s up to you,” Richie offered helpfully.

“Maybe I can decide after I’m on it?” she asked.

“Sure,” he replied.

“If you just want to be restrained,” Illaya continued, “I’d give it 15 minutes for the full experience. But if Richie does anything to you, give it at least half an hour, maybe more like 45 minutes. But the outside max for a human on that thing is an hour, no matter what’s being done to you.”

“Okay,” Melanie said. “Maybe 45 minutes then.”

After dinner, Melanie insisted on doing at least a perfunctory job helping with dishes, picking up a few plates and setting them on the kitchen counter before Illaya ushered her out, ordering her to finish setting up the frame in the den, promising to check on her once the kitchen was in order.

Melanie figured out how to get one of the tighteners on, and with Richie attaching the other, the frame was ready to hold her.

“Lie down in the middle,” Richie said, pointing, and Melanie obliged, stretching her hands and feet toward the corners of the frame.

Richie picked up one of the coils of rope, made of soft, white nylon, and he crouched by Melanie’s right hand and wrapped its end around her wrist, knotting it just tightly enough to secure her without cutting off her circulation.

He tied the other wrist and both ankles before he made his rounds at each corner of the frame, feeding each length of rope through a ring set there and down to its corresponding tightener.

“Okay?” he asked, standing over the girl, who nodded and pulled gently at her bonds, still slack enough that she was able to bend her elbows and knees.

Richie went to the tightener at her left wrist, cranking it slowly, the little device devouring the rope, the bond going taut between the ring and Melanie’s wrist.

Next he went to her right foot tightener, turning the crank until her body was stretched to its limit between the opposite corners of the frame.

The tightener for her left foot went next, and then for her right wrist, all four lengths of cord taut now, Melanie’s body taut as well, and she responded with a wide-eyed stare at the ceiling and short, shallow pants. The black rectangle of pubic hair that began around her clitoris – thick as it was – hid nothing, Melanie’s vulva fully exposed, pink and swollen, between a pair of wide-spread legs.

“Okay?” Richie asked, kneeling just outside the frame by her right foot, his elongated penis hovering between his thighs.

“Yeah,” Melanie said, without looking at him. “It’s just . . . something I’ve never felt before. And it’s . . . different from what I imagined.”

“But it’s okay, right?” Illaya said, arriving at the door to the kitchen, leaning against the jamb.

“Yeah,” Melanie said, raising her head slightly before setting it down, and she smiled, and one might assume this appearance of a female was a reassurance of sorts, even if the ally was the sister of the boy who had just tied her down and stretched her, and even if the girl seemed entirely in favor of this treatment for their guest. Of course, Melanie had asked for it all.

“The first time I got framed, I was up after five minutes,” Illaya said.

“You didn’t . . . like it?” Melanie said, forcing the words out.

“The girl didn’t do it right,” Illaya said. “She put the knots at the back of my wrists, and it hurt.”

“I didn’t know . . . that would matter,” Melanie said.

“Richie did it right,” Illaya said. “Knots in front. Wrap your hands around the ropes, and it’ll give you a sense of control.”

Melanie looked up at her left hand, made a fist, opened her fingers back up and wrapped them around the bond, tucking her thumb in last. She repeated the process with her right hand, resumed staring at the ceiling.

Dishes and silverware continued to clink from the kitchen, water ran in the sink as Mr. and Mrs. Cardenas did the final work on cleanup, but the effort ended and the parents appeared.

“What do you think?” Mrs. Cardenas inquired.

Melanie looked up again long enough to take in the presence of both adults, returned her head to the floor with a mixed expression.

“I’m okay with it,” she said.

“Are you going to want to be penetrated?” Mrs. Cardenas asked.

Melanie pursed her lips, pondered, looked at Richie, and he stood, turning so she could see his penis in profile and make the final call on taking it within her body. It was a little longer than Joseph’s, a little thicker, but not curved at all, and after she regarded the organ, she turned her eyes to Richie’s.

“Okay,” she said, nodding.

“She’s going to need something under her,” Mr. Cardenas noted.

“Oops,” Richie said.

“I’ll get something,” Illaya said, exiting and returning moments later with a large blue bath towel.

“We’re going to lift you up,” Richie said, and he and his father raised the two corners of the frame beside Melanie’s feet, and Illaya slipped the towel under Melanie’s middle, smoothing it out quickly before the girl was returned to her position, and if she peeked up at the males hovering over her, she would have noticed two erect penises, and not just one.

Mr. Cardenas returned to his wife’s side, watching the proceedings. Illaya and Richie took their places within the frame, kneeling on either side of Melanie, just beside her hips.

Illaya was the first to reach out, pressing her palm against Melanie’s mound, parting her lips and running one finger along her pink slit.

“She’s close,” Illaya said. “Melanie, how are you doing?”

“Okay,” Melanie said, her voice a little short, a little weak.

Illaya looked at her brother’s penis.

“You want a little licking before he puts it up you?” she asked.

“Okay,” Melanie said again, voice almost trancelike this time.

Illaya walked on her knees over Melanie’s thigh, knelt in the triangle formed by the frame and the girl’s spread legs, lowered her mouth to Melanie’s opening and put her tongue out, pressing the tip against Melanie’s engorged folds, running it down to the opening, pressing inward to stimulate the mouth of Melanie’s sex organ, running it back up to the girl’s clitoris, and wriggling her tongue against the flesh there while Melanie grunted helplessly, hips bobbing within the limits imposed by her bonds.

Illaya rose up on her hams, licked her lips.

“Have you tasted her yet?” she asked.

“No,” Richie said. “We haven’t had a chance to partner.”

“She’s wet enough, but give her a lick,” Illaya said. “She’s got a really interesting flavor.”

Illaya moved aside and Richie took his place between their guest’s legs, and for a moment brother and sister forgot the girl tied before them as they got ready to compare notes on the vagina she kept between her legs.

With Mr. and Mrs. Cardenas looking on, and conversing quietly about something they wanted to take care of tomorrow having to do with the house, Richie leaned forward, bringing his mouth to bear against Melanie’s opening. As his sister had done, he sampled all of the vulva, lips and clitoris and hole, forcing the gates apart to get at the pink flesh between, and the dark hole and its streaming juice.

After a minute’s sampling, in which Melanie writhed, pulled at her bonds and grunted quietly, Richie rose.

“A little sweet,” he said. “But there’s something spicy in her too.”

“Cayenne,” Illaya said.

“Baton Rouge,” Mrs. Cardenas said. “She brought it over with her.”

Melanie neither agreed nor disagreed, merely stared at the ceiling with an impatience bordering on anger, for this was the second of her two nights of initiative sex when she’d been kept waiting, when things proceeded slowly at a time when she seemed to want speed.

“Richie, she’s waiting,” Mrs. Cardenas observed.

“Yeah, okay,” Richie said, turning back the girl, putting his knees in position, rising up over her, hands besides her shoulders. “Melanie, ready?”

“Yes,” Melanie gasped, making fists around her ropes.

Richie looked down at his penis, maneuvered it into place by sliding his knees back and arching, adjusting until his tip was resting against Melanie’s pink doors, which remained slightly parted thanks to the attention the tongues of brother and sister had paid to that part of Melanie’s body.

And then, with another jerk of his hips, Richie was inside his teammate’s sheath, rounded tip and the first few inches of his shaft gliding in and out of her chamber, distributing her grease the same way Joseph had the evening before.

Melanie reacted to the first moments of vaginal impalement with a startling series of cries. “Ah! Ah! Oh!”

Richie immediately pulled his penis out of the hole, the first few inches glistening as it bobbed in midair.

“Sorry, no, no, I’m fine,” Melanie said, words almost unintelligible with breathless urgency. “It just hurt a little. Put it back in. Please.”

Richie got in position again, brought his penis to the entrance, and pushed gently, entering the sheath far more cautiously.

“I think—” Melanie began, voice catching in her throat. “I think, it’s a little sensitive from last night, because Joseph was in me a lot . . . and moved a lot.”

Melanie pulled at her bonds again, panted, drew in her breath and continued speaking with obvious effort.

“But it feels good. Having you in there feels good. I might yell a little, but I want you inside.”

Richie returned to his previous depth, gliding in and out, and Melanie sighed and grunted but refrained from crying out in pain.

“You can go deeper,” she said hoarsely.

Richie followed her suggestion, feeding the rest of his shaft into her body, and Melanie writhed, and as before, exclaimed gutturally, “Ah! Ah! Ah!” but Richie ignored her cries this time, watching her face but concentrating on the action itself, thrusting, pulling out, pushing back in, and with each insertion of penis up vagina, Melanie’s groans of protest grew more mild, until she had settled into a rhythm of obvious pleasure, a quiet “Yeah, yeah, yeah,” in place of her earlier shouts.

Illaya stepped away, apparently satisfied that her brother had it from here, but she didn’t leave the room. Surely, watching a new girl enjoy (or endure) her first experience with a penis up her vagina while bound to a frame was something any young lady would want to witness. In fact, her parents appeared to be no less curious, although they continued talking quietly of other things, and one might fairly wonder if they saw their role less as voyeurs and more as supervisors, for unexpected things could happen during operations like this, requiring the intervention of fully-experienced adults.

The only intervention came from Illaya, however, and it was for the minor matter of how tightly Melanie had been stretched.

“You need to adjust her,” the sister said.

“What?” Richie muttered, continuing to thrust.

“The ropes are loosening,” Illaya explained. “That always happens at the start.”

“Okay,” Richie said.

“She needs it done, if she’s going to have the full experience,” Illaya persisted gently. “And you need to do it.”

Richie paused, sighed and, apparently won over by his sister’s quiet counsel, withdrew his penis from Melanie’s organ and crawled to the tightener at her left foot, turning the crank, then reported to the tightener at the right foot and turned, the operations provoking a series of low moans from the bound female.

“Very good,” Illaya said.

Richie said nothing in reply, simply getting back into position, bringing his penis back to the pleasure hole, and he pushed it up without needing to spread the lips, ignoring Melanie’s fresh shouts of pain, discomfort, and profound arousal.

The coupling lasted another three or four minutes before Richie’s expression changed, from a face of determined enjoyment to something more problematic, the visage of a young man on the verge of that greatest of physical delights, pouring semen from his bare penis into his friend’s spasming chalice. The face of terror that some men wear at that moment reflects an inner turmoil, for there are unknowns then, some of them existential: At what point shall I sacrifice the profound pleasure of moving in and out of this girl’s hole for that ultimate pleasure of releasing within her? At what time on that clicking clock of the universe itself will my pleasure from the entire affair – from both thrusting and the climax – be greatest? And, if the universe were to inform me of that precise time, could I – depending on the prescribed minute and second – release that quickly, or hold out that long? Further, and of secondary importance but still a question that must be asked, how should volume play into the equation? How shall I time my orgasm to ensure that I shoot the maximum quantity of semen into my partner’s body? When it’s over and she’s released from the frame and catches her breath and has a moment or two to reflect on things, and to quietly contemplate the evidence of what has been done to her, will she be satisfied with the amount of semen pearling out along her slit, oozing out of her hole, coursing down between her legs if she is standing, or wetting her anus if she is still on her back?

In the end, of course, such calculations are typically for naught, because the universe holds prerogative here, employing some unknown math to decide when the release must be ordered, and so we may assume it was for Richie, who seemed as the end approached to lose all control, to thrust within Melanie’s womanhood with a sudden increase in speed, to groan and gasp and spurt and shake over his teammate, this newest addition to the Burthen High School wrestling team, who at this moment was receiving that most precious gift from her new friend, for the universe chose at that second to order up the same outcome for her, and now both were undergoing the transformation of release, Richie thrusting furiously up Melanie’s hole, Melanie responding by crying out but doing little else, her body splayed out so tightly on the frame she could barely shake her pelvis, barely drive her opening up to meet Richie’s incessant penetrations, and for a moment the two shared that ancient, primitive song of mutual release before they were done.

The aftershocks continued for another minute or so, Richie continuing to thrust idly, Melanie staring at the ceiling and gasping out, as before, “yeah, yeah, yeah,” before the boy withdrew completely and, moving slowly and stiffly, moved to the tightener that controlled the rope at her left ankle.

“Ready to go loose?” Richie inquired.

“Okay,” she replied with a shallow, depleted breath, and Richie flipped the catch and the rope went slack and she moved her foot, but she did not raise her leg or move anything else as Richie made his way to the three other corners and freed the girl, so that for a time, she continued to lay there, stretched and breathing, ropes clinging loosely to all four limbs.

Finally, with Richie standing over her, she sat up, drew her knees up to her chest and wrapped her legs around them, staring at her toes.

“Melanie, first impressions?” Illaya asked, and the sister’s voice seemed to snap girl and boy out of their torpor. Melanie looked up and smiled, and Richie crawled to her on her knees, reaching for her nearest wrist to removed her bond.

“Good,” Melanie said absently, watching Richie work on the knot. “Completely different from anything I expected. But good. In different ways.”

Richie continued untying the girl as she looked down, between her legs, to peer at her female opening, where a sheen of clear lubricant shared space with Richie’s white cream and leaked onto the blue towel.

Once all four ropes were off, Richie looked up at Mr. and Mrs. Cardenas, smiling a little sheepishly, as if thinking that now was the time for them to make some comment about their son’s performance, the strength of the stretched girl’s orgasm, she way she cried out and pulled at her bonds, the cocktail of frustrations and joys she imbibed while being reamed immobile.

But the first words from the parents were entirely something else.

“Strawberry shortcake?” Mrs. Cardenas asked.

Melanie studied the woman, as if unsure of her meaning, as if she thought this might be a coded observation related to what had been done in their living room, some sort of jargon, a euphemism for a girl leaking semen.

But no, given the way the two children rose and headed to the kitchen, this was no more than an offer of simple desert, and Melanie followed the family back to the table, towel in hand to save the family’s furniture.

After an intense practice and her time on the frame, she was hungry again, and she sat and waited to be served, but the dutiful daughter first retrieved her phone from the place where she’d left it on the table, and she sent Vicky a text: “OK, done, went great, having desert!”

And Vicky replied quickly: “So glad for you! Coming home tonight?”

Melanie showed Richie the text, and with a few quick words, consultation with the parents, and some nodding, her plans for the rest of the evening were settled.

“No,” she texted, “spending the night with Richie, should be home by 10 tomorrow morning.”

“Doing the frame again?” Vicky asked, and if texts could convey motherly concern, this one would have.

“No, we think we can do it again tonight, but just in his bed.”

“Vagina not too sore?” Vicky asked.

“A little,” Melanie replied, a hint of annoyance in her face as strawberry shortcake was set before her and she continued tapping on her phone. “But I’m fine, I promise, it’s not bothering me.”




Chapter 38: The First Day of School

Classes began the next Wednesday, and not only did Melanie not care if Josh saw her naked, the two drove to school together in the nude, in a used Pontiac Herman and Vicky had paid cash for. The twins had two classes together, world history since World War I, and a college prep class that was literally meant to prepare students for college, a summary of the skills and habits one should bring to higher education.

Jenna was there to greet the brother and sister in the school parking lot, hugging and kissing Melanie on the mouth, hugging Josh, whom she did not know as well, but her enthusiasm, her B-cup breasts and her untamed pubic hair seemed to work their magic, and by the time the three students joined the throngs heading into the building’s palatial main entrance, Josh was sporting a thick erection.

Because of Melanie’s initial inhibitions, she and her brother had gone separate social ways during their first weeks in Mesa Springs, each building up their own network of friends and acquaintances, each greeting those they knew on the walk through the teeming halls to their first classes.

Melanie hugged Josh outside his first period class, calculus, and she and Jenna headed together to civics on the next hall.

“Does your brother know about relief hall?” Jenna asked.

“Relief hall?”

“Yeah, he looks like he might want to use it,” Jenna observed.

“What’s relief hall?”

“It’s where we’re supposed to go to masturbate or partner.”

“Partner?” Melanie echoed.

“Yeah, if you want a boy’s penis inside you, or you want to lick a girlfriend, or whatever, you go there.”

“Why are you just telling me about this now?” Melanie asked.

“When was I supposed to tell you?” Jenna asked.

Melanie laughed a little nervously.

“I just . . . this is a high school,” she said. “It’s just not something I would ever . . .”

Melanie looked at the ceiling, then down at her peers, other students on their way to their classes, boys with erections, girls with hard nipples, some students petite and some burly, some shaved and some with thick hair, a few girls on their periods in panties, and some of both sexes fully clothed, perhaps on the basis of cultural or religious sensibilities.

“Okay, I guess it makes sense,” Melanie said. “This place can still surprise me, though.”

“It’s not that big of a deal,” Jenna said. “It’s not even that nice. The stalls are sort of small, there aren’t that many mats, and if you don’t clean up perfectly you get paddled.”

“You’ve been, then?” Melanie inquired, pausing just outside the classroom door.

“Well, yeah,” Jenna replied, inflecting the last word to make it obvious she had been to that hall on a regular basis, and probably gotten in trouble there a few times as well. They reached their class and pulled open the door and Melanie went first, arriving officially for the first time at a classroom where no one wore clothes, two dozen naked boys and girls and a nude male civics teacher in front.

Now that she was in academic mode after a long, eventful summer, Melanie’s curiosities returned with a vengeance, and at the end of the class, when Mr. Polk (who claimed to be distantly related to the 19th Century president) asked if there were any more questions, the girl raised her hand.

“Will we be studying Mesa Springs in this class?” she asked, because the areas of local governance and polity and public norms had not come up as part of the semester’s instruction.

“I hadn’t planned to go that micro,” replied the jovial teacher. “I’m not sure if anyone covers that at Burthen, since you should be able to find out for yourself with a trip to town hall or the local library.”

“Yeah, but . . .” Melanie said, “I’m not sure I can find out what I want to know there. I’m trying to learn about the people here, or the person, who supposedly came up with all this, and I—”

“All this?”

Melanie gestured toward her own body, the bodies of her classmates, as if “all this” were as obvious as the nudity.

But Mr. Polk seemed confused, shaking his head.

“You know,” Melanie said. “The rules here.”

“You mean don’t murder, don’t steal, those kinds of rules?” Mr. Polk asked.

Melanie blushed, as red as her face had been at any moment during her first visit to the town.

“Well, no . . .” she stammered. “The rules that are . . . only for here . . . that you can, where you can . . . you know.”

If Mr. Polk knew, he wasn’t indicating it. He shook his head again and smiled.

“Francine Burthen,” Melanie blurted. “Her.”

Mr. Polk’s smile faded ever so slightly, and the bell rang, and the full smile returned.

“Tonight’s assignment is in your syllabus!” he shouted over the voices of suddenly-liberated young people, the huffs of books being shut and shoved into bags, the snaps of notebooks being closed.

Melanie stood, hoisted her bag to her shoulder and gazed at Mr. Polk, but the man was otherwise occupied, peering at a tablet on his desk, tapping something into it, and Jenna grabbed Melanie’s arm and pulled her into the hall.

“I keep forgetting you’re new,” Jenna said. “I mean, totally new.”

“Okay,” Melanie responded, threading her way with Jenna down a hall thick with bare flesh. “I am.”

“So, about that hall,” Jenna continued.

“Yeah?”

“I guess it would be a surprise, for someone from Baton Rouge,” Jenna acknowledged. “I was surprised that you were surprised. But I shouldn’t have been. I try to see things from other people’s viewpoints, but I didn’t this time.”

“That’s okay,” Melanie said, gazing off, as if she had other thoughts in her head.

“They give us extra time between third and forth period to go there,” Jenna said. “Twenty-two minutes.”

“Twenty-two?”

“I know, you’d think it would be an even number,” Jenna said. “But I guess it’s that it takes a minute to get there, a minute to get from there, and that leaves a full 20 minutes to get it done.”

“Makes sense, I guess.”

“So you have to go with me, today,” Jenna said. “If there’s a free mat, we can lie down and lick each other’s vulvas, or we can take turns standing if there’s not.”

“Well . . .” Melanie began hesitantly.

“Just meet me there,” Jenna said. “It’s hall three, not far from Mrs. Graycloud’s office. We don’t have to do anything. I just want to let you see it, and watch your reaction.”

“How do you think I’m going to react?” Melanie demanded, stopping with her schedule in her hand while she struggled to get her bearings.

“I love it when things surprise you,” Jenna said. “You just get this look.” She leaned over to study Melanie’s schedule. “Trigonometry,” she said. “Fun. Go down that hall, it’s the last class on the right.”

“Thanks.”

“See you after third period?” Jenna said.

“I’ll be there,” Melanie promised.

And sure enough, she appeared after two more classes, arriving at the end of a line of about 20 students, male and female, laughing and talking, hugging, most of the males erect.

“Boo,” Jenna said from behind, but Melanie was apparently too distracted to be frightened.

“We’re not even going to get in until halfway through the break,” Melanie said, but the words were barely out of her mouth when the teacher at the front of the line pulled open the door and motioned the students to enter.

“Derek!” Jenna said, looking ahead. “Blake!”

Two boys six or seven students ahead of them turned to look.

“Jenna!” said one.

“Hey, Jen-Jen,” said the other.

“You guys going in together?” Jenna asked.

“We were planning to,” the first boy said. “But we’re open to other ideas.”

“Want to pair up with me and Melanie?” Jenna asked, speaking quickly, because the line was moving so fast the two boys had almost reached the woman to get checked in. But Jenna’s invitation seemed to intrigue them, and they broke out of line and approached the girls, two fit males, one white and one black, both bearing fully-aroused penises.

“Melanie Campion?” the black male asked.

“Yeah,” Melanie said.

“My dad works with your mom.”

“Oh, that’s great,” Melanie said a little distantly. They were almost at the door now, and the woman presiding there was asking questions that Melanie and the others around were going to have to answer very soon.

“Who’re you with?” she was querying, writing the answers down on a sheet of paper. “Need a mat? Okay, you two, stall 15. Who’re you with? You’re alone? Okay, stall 3.”

“Melanie, you and Derek?” Jenna asked. “Since your mom works with his dad?”

Melanie looked up at the boy, down at his penis, at his chest, nodded.

“Looks like I’m stuck with you again,” Jenna said to the other boy.

“Who’re you with?” the woman asked Jenna.

“Me and Blake,” Jenna replied, passing in.

“Need a mat?”

“Yes.”

“Stall 17.”

“Who’re you with?” she asked Melanie.

“Me and, um, Derek,” Melanie answered, adding, “I’m Melanie.” She bit her lip.

“Need a mat?”

“Um, um, yeah. Sure.”

“Stall 19.”

Derek went first and Melanie followed him, her eyes taking in the hall, larger than a classroom but not quite long enough to be one of the school’s main avenues. Short, wooden dividers had been set along both walls, no more than three feet high, defining partnering areas that were perhaps seven feet deep and four feet wide, hiding nothing, and as the impromptu couple passed through to reach stall 19, Melanie glanced here and there, at a girl with large round glasses sitting cross-legged on the floor, reading a book in her left hand, her elbow propped up on her thigh, her right hand worrying at her vulva, a picture of studiousness if you discounted the slight rock in her pelvis and her open mouth, lower jaw jutting out with subdued pleasure.

There was a couple on a mat, the girl receiving attention in missionary; a pair of male students tending to each other’s penises orally; a pair of girls doing the same thing to each other’s female openings.

Jenna and Blake wasted no time, Jenna on hands and knees, talking about her first three classes and looking back at Blake, waiting for him to penetrate her.

Melanie and Derek reached the stall with the number 19 posted in large letters on the back wall, and dropped their bags against the wooden divider.

“Position?” Derek asked.

“Cowboy,” Melanie said, voice barely above a whisper, and then she laughed at herself. “Cowgirl, I mean. I’ve never done it that way.”

“Never?” Derek asked, dropping down to the thin mat, rolling to his back and looking up at the girl, his penis sticking almost straight up.

“Haven’t had the chance yet,” Melanie said with another self-deprecating laugh, and she knelt beside Derek’s hip, swung one leg over him, looked down at her vulva and ran her fingers between her lips. Finding them wet enough, apparently, she spread her doors and mounted her new friend, planting her hands on his shoulders, bobbing and gyrating slightly to facilitate his passage up her sheath, and by the time the front half of his organ was inside her, she was grunting and gasping.

“Is this new for you?” he said, mouth tight with the first pleasures of Melanie’s body.

“I took . . . my first penis . . . a few weeks ago,” Melanie said, and she grimaced as she forced herself down, all of Derek’s member buried in her chamber now. “So this is all . . . sort of new.”

“Uhh,” Derek grunted.

“Do you want,” Melanie gasped. “Do you want me to do . . . all the work?”

“I can do some,” Derek sighed, and to prove his point, he waited until Melanie was at the top of her next stroke, only his tip still within her hole, and he raised upward, impaling the girl and forcing her up almost violently, her knees lifting off the mat.

“Oh!” she grunted. “Ow! Damn!”

“You okay?” Derek asked, dropping his hips back to the mat, his penis slipping out of Melanie’s body.

“No, I’m fine,” Melanie said, reaching between her legs to grab Derek’s penis, raising it to her hole, dropping down on it with a light gasp, and turning to survey the hall, where the woman who’d monitored the door was pacing slowly around the area’s circumference, and cries and moans and several “Oh gods!” confirmed that some students were working efficiently, achieving completion well before their time was up.

Melanie rose slowly, dropped back down, and she looked down at Derek with a tight smile.

“I didn’t ask that,” she said between heavy breaths, “because I wanted you . . . to do the work. I just . . . wanted to make sure . . . it was okay . . . if I did.”

As she spoke, Melanie continued sliding up and down Derek’s shaft, and each time she dropped, she pushed a little harder against him, at first just tapping him with her clitoris, but driving down faster and a little more urgently with each descent, until the low point of her strokes was accompanied by a long pause while she held all of the penis within her, wriggled her hips and rubbed her clit against his thick pubic hair.

The inevitable followed, a girl getting used to the undiscovered wonders of her body, a boy well aware of them, the two of them arriving together as if by agreement, their mingled grunts of a casual pleasure joining with the other moans of satisfaction through the hall, their hips rocking together, Derek writhing on his back while Melanie pumped above him, a penis ejaculating semen, an orgasming vagina and uterus devouring it.

Large clocks on the two end walls of the space indicated they had finished with just a few minutes to spare, and Melanie, after one more drop and a few final twists of her pelvis, lifted up and swung her leg back over Derek.

“It was nice meeting you,” she said with a slight hint of irony that might have made sense in Baton Rouge, but not here. A dispenser for wipes had been affixed to the side of the stall, and she pulled out two or three, spread her legs and pressed them against her leaking vulva before she picked up her bag and headed to her next class.

Wrestling practice was at least as rigorous as at any time over the last few weeks, but the grunts of exertion and the wide-eyed stares of surprise that had marked Melanie’s first days of practice were gone now, the girl lifting and pressing, shrugging, stooping, lunging, with the same steady determination as her teammates.

“Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud said when the team had finished the day’s practice in the Little Gym, and Melanie stepped over to the coach while all the other athletes drifted out but Richie, waiting to drive her home, and would surely have done so whether or not Melanie had agreed to reward him weekly for the trouble.

“How was your first day of classes?” Mrs. Graycloud asked.

“Really good,” Melanie said. “I feel like I’m going to learn a lot this year.”

“That’s great,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “I understand you’ve already made an impression on some of your teachers.”

“Oh yeah?” Melanie said, and her voice was not necessarily that of a girl who felt she was being praised, or spoken highly of.

“Yeah,” Mrs. Graycloud said, her expression neutral, and she raised her clipboard, leafed to the back and pulled out a set of sheets, white, yellow and blue, gummed together at the top.

Mrs. Graycloud shoved the clipboard under her arm, squeezing it against her breast, and she pulled the blue sheet from the back of the form and handed Melanie the two top sheets.

“IN-SCHOOL DISCIPLINE” the form read in all caps at the top.

Beneath it, Mrs. Graycloud had filled in that day’s date, Melanie’s full name, “3 swats” and “General Administrative” on the blanks provided.

“What is this?” Melanie asked, voice an octave higher.

“That’s our school discipline form,” Mrs. Graycloud explained unnecessarily.

“It says I’m getting three swats,” Melanie said.

“Yes.”

“What did I do?”

“Nothing,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “But you’re new. We wanted to get you familiar with the system.”

Melanie turned to look at Richie, standing a few feet away and watching the conversation, no concern in his eyes, just mild curiosity.

“Every new kid gets this?” Melanie said suspiciously.

“Eventually.”

“Eventually,” Melanie echoed, “as in, eventually when they break a rule?”

“Yes, pretty much.”

“Why not wait for me to break a rule, then?” Melanie said.

“Are you planning to?” Mrs. Graycloud said.

“No, of course not. But they’ve told me everyone gets paddled, so I’m sure it’s inevitable.”

“Then why are you upset? It’s either now or later.”

“It should be later,” Melanie said, voice strained. “This is going to be an extra one. Like, I’ll get paddled this time, and then I might break a rule, and I’ll get paddled then, and that’s twice as many paddlings.”

“What if this paddling inspires you not to break any rules?” Mrs. Graycloud asked. “Then you’ll actually get fewer paddlings.”

“I’m already inspired,” Melanie said. “I wanted to be perfect. And this . . . sort of . . . messes that up.”

“No one’s saying you’re not perfect,” Mrs. Graycloud said with the hint of a smile. “We just think you should get this.”

“We?” Melanie said. “Who’s we?”

“Normally, these are team decisions,” Mrs. Graycloud said.

“But you had to do the dirty work,” Melanie said.

“They wanted to get it to you earlier, but deliberations didn’t happen until after school.”

“Deliberations?” Melanie repeated. “Like, there was this big meeting, where everyone—”

“You only have six instructors, plus me,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “Get one of your parents to sign the yellow copy, and bring the yellow and the white sheets to the front office when you’re ready to take care of it.”

“What am I supposed to tell my parents I did wrong?” Melanie said, a new desperation in her voice.

“You didn’t do anything wrong. That’s why it says general administrative.”

“They’ll, they’ll . . .” Melanie sputtered. “Mom will think I did some administrative thing. Like I messed up administration. And that’s really going to bother her, because she has this job in sort of like administration, at—”

“We all know who your mother is.”

Melanie shut her mouth, looked at the form, looked up.

“It isn’t fair, it isn’t—”

“Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud said, her tone silencing the girl. “Arguing about discipline will get more punishment tacked on. You’re new, so I’m going to overlook it this time, but I’m not going to discuss it anymore. Take the form home and get it signed, and have it done tomorrow.”




Chapter 39: Melanie Meets Ivan the Terrible

“Okay,” Melanie said, drawing in her breath as Richie drove her home, “I don’t want to sound paranoid. But I think I’m getting paddled because I asked about Francine Burthen.”

“When was that?” Richie asked.

“In my civics class,” Melanie said. “I was just innocently asking Mr. Polk about why things are like this in Mesa Springs, and who Francine Burthen was, and he sort of got this look.”

“Look?”

“Yeah, like, ‘Go away, little girl, there’s nothing to see here.’ That look. But it’s a legitimate civics question, isn’t it? The way things are here, that’s sort of like civics. There are laws about it in city hall, I’m sure. So he should have just answered my question and not gotten weird and told on me.”

“You think that’s what happened?” Richie asked doubtfully.

“I suspect it, at least. I think he told the other teachers, and they decided, let’s give Melanie a big paddling, and shut her up.”

“How many swats are you getting?”

“Well, three.”

“That’s sort of a small paddling.”

“It seems big to me,” Melanie said. “And what are my parents going to say? My first day of school, and I come home with a discipline slip.”

“But it’s just administrative,” Richie said. “It’s not like you did anything wrong.”

“It feels like I did something wrong,” Melanie lamented, “and that’s probably how my mom will see it.”

Melanie learned otherwise that evening.

Vicky Campion, in fact, didn’t seem remotely concerned about her daughter’s imminent paddling.

“Hey, Mom, you got a sec?” the girl asked, standing at her parent’s bedroom door. Herman was gone, Vicky at her desk, tapping on her laptop.

“Sure.”

“Okay, so I think my teachers got together and decided to have revenge on me, and I’m getting paddled at school tomorrow.”

“What did you do?” Vicky asked, turning to look at her daughter with almost no trace of motherly concern. Perhaps she knew this was a regular occurrence at the school.

“Nothing!” Melanie shouted. “They didn’t even accuse me of doing something I didn’t do. They just put down, um . . .” Melanie peered at the sheet, “general administrative. I had this whole back and forth with Mrs. Graycloud about it, in which everything she said was sort of logical, and completely wrong at the same time. But bottom line, it’s something like they just want me to learn how it works or something.”

“Do you think it’s going to be fatal?”

“Huh?”

“Is getting paddled going to kill you?”

“Huh? No. It’s just a paddling.”

“So it’ll hurt, and then it will be over.”

“You’re not upset about this?” Melanie inquired. “You don’t think this is wrong?”

“I’m not going to second guess your school,” Vicky replied. “If this is what they want to do, just go with it.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, calming somewhat. “So you don’t think I did anything wrong, right? You believe me about that?”

“Of course,” Vicky said. “I know you didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, sighing with obvious relief. “But could you please not tell Dad?”

“Why not? He’ll understand.”

“It’s just embarrassing,” Melanie said. “They have all these paddles. And they weigh you to decide which one you get. And every paddle has some weird name. And . . . I don’t know, I just don’t want Dad to know.”

“We’ll see,” Vicky said.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “Here, you need to sign the yellow copy.”

Vicky found a pen and signed the sheet there, in big flowery letters.

“Your signature looks happy,” Melanie said, frowning.

“Then my signature is always happy,” Vicky said.

“It’s just big,” Melanie said. “Bigger than it needs to be. And the y goes way down, the same as when you write ‘Happy Birthday’.”

“I can’t sign it again, or they’ll get suspicious,” Vicky warned.

“I asked about Francine Burthen,” Melanie said dourly. “And I strongly suspect that’s what all this is about.”

“What did you ask?”

“Just, well, nothing. I just brought up her name in civics, and Mr. Polk got weird, sort of, with a weird smile, and then the bell rang.”

“Mr. Polk?”

“Yes, he’s supposedly related to some president, and he made a big deal out of that at the start of class.”

“There was only one President Polk.”

“Yeah?” Melanie said.

“When you said ‘Some president,’ that made it sound like there were several he could have been related to, but it could only be one.”

“How should I have said it, then?” Melanie asked, her expression suggesting this new tangent was not helping her mood.

“The president,” Vicky said. “He was related to the president. Not ‘some president’. Precision in your speech is a good thing. And it will carry over to your writing, which is essential.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, not sounding at all convinced.

“How was your first day, other than getting that form?” Vicky asked.

“Great,” Melanie said. “I think I’ll be learning a lot, even in that stupid civics class. After Mr. Polk got done bragging about some—uh, the president, he actually said some halfway interesting things.”

“It’s a very good school,” Vicky said.

“Yeah,” Melanie agreed. “Oh, and just letting you know, there’s a room you can go to. Or actually, it’s called a hall. And you go there, and, um, you can be with someone.”

“Have you been?”

“Yes, me and Jenna went.”

“Jenna and I.”

“Jenna and I. We went, but we didn’t do anything with each other, because then she saw these two guys who were her friends, and so I met this guy named Derek, and he was nice, and I got over him, and that was nice.”

Vicky smiled, no hint of the motherly anxieties that had clouded her face prior to some of Melanie’s earlier experimentations in Mesa Springs.

“Okay,” Melanie said, “so me and Josh are making baked chicken and green bean casserole. When’s Dad getting home?”

“He said it would be before 7.”

“Where is he, anyway?”

“He’s got two more houses.”

“Uh, what?” Melanie said.

“People are noticing this place, and they’re impressed,” Vicky said, speaking as if Herman were a third child, and she was exceedingly proud of him. “So they’ve got him looking at a few more properties.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, pondering. “But that will take him away from here.”

“That’s fine. He’s got the big stuff taken care of here. The rest can go a little slower.”

“Aren’t you jealous?”

“That he’s working on other houses?”

“Yeah.”

“No, they’re both abandoned. And really, jealousy doesn’t make sense in a place like this.”

“Point blank,” Melanie said, “are you jealous that Dad . . . puts his penis in . . . other people?”

“I do things too,” Vicky said.

“That’s not an answer,” Melanie said.

“There’s a lot more to a relationship than who’s putting what where,” Vicky said. “Short answer, no, but longer answer, all relationships are complicated. You’ll learn more about that as you grow up.”

“I feel like I’m already grown up,” Melanie said.

“Keep learning,” Vicky said. “And don’t let the little things get you down.”

“Getting paddled isn’t a little thing.”

“Not everything can feel good,” Vicky said. “Not even here. Especially not here.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Don’t stop living, that’s all,” Vicky said.

On the way to school the next morning, Melanie spoke more philosophically about her impending ordeal.

“Hard things are supposed to mature you,” she told Josh. “Wrestling’s already doing that. Because it’s way harder than getting spanked, anyway, I’m sure.”

It was her turn to drive, so she was behind the wheel, and Josh was looking at his phone.

“Don’t you think?” she asked.

“What?”

“That I’m more mature?” she said. “Can’t you tell?”

“I really can’t,” he said. “But you’ve been doing wrestling for just a few weeks now. I think it takes longer than a few weeks.”

“So untrue,” Melanie said. “Sometimes people can mature in one day. They’ll just decide a certain thing, and then they live it. And, presto chango, more mature.”

“Sure,” Josh agreed, “but it’s not like other people can just automatically see it.”

“I’m more mature with cooking,” she said. “Like, last night, didn’t you sort of notice?”

“Notice what?”

“Okay,” Melanie said. “Like, when I measured out the poultry seasoning. I was really exact about it. I didn’t just shake it into the oil.”

“I didn’t really notice that.”

“Yeah, or when I was cutting up radishes for the salad. Each radish was the same thickness.”

“Yeah, ditto.”

“Okay, but it’s important,” Melanie said. “I feel like dinner was better because of that.”

“Okay.”

“And there was this guy yesterday,” Melanie said. “On the relief hall.”

“You went to the relief hall?” Josh said, looking up from his phone.

“You’ve heard of it?”

“Yeah, I almost went yesterday,” Josh said. “There’s a girl in calculus that—”

“You almost went after third period?”

“Yeah, but she took a rain check. Calculus was giving her all kinds of stress, and she was talking to the teacher, and she might switch to trig.”

“You should tutor her,” Melanie said. “You’re good at that.”

“Okay, maybe.”

“It didn’t even cross my mind you might show up,” Melanie said. “I just . . . I’m not sure I’m ready for that.”

“You mean, being there when I’m there?”

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “I’m not sure I’m ready for that.”

“How was it, though?”

“Now I’m feeling self-conscious,” Melanie said.

“So you went there with a guy?”

“No, Jenna.”

“You did it with Jenna?”

“No,” Melanie said, her words coming reluctantly. “I went with Jenna, but we met two . . . two of her friends, guy friends, and so we, sort of . . . paired up with them. And I was there . . . with a guy I’d just met.”

“Okay.”

“And I felt like I was mature about it.”

“Explain,” Josh urged.

“Well, we both . . . you know . . . it worked for both of us.”

Josh seemed to understand.

“We need to coordinate,” Melanie said. “We need to decide when we’ll each go, so we never see each other there.”

“Aren’t there walls between the spaces?” Josh asked.

“Yeah, but they’re low,” she said. “And you can still hear each other.”

Josh snorted.

“Wouldn’t you be uncomfortable about that?” Melanie asked. “Hearing me? Or possibly even seeing me?”

“I wouldn’t see you unless you were, like, standing or something,” Josh said.

“I wasn’t standing,” Melanie said.

“I didn’t say you were.”

“Okay. But I wasn’t.”

“Okay,” Josh agreed. “Are you going today?”

“Probably not. If I can’t get it done first thing this morning, I’ll probably be getting my paddling done then.”

“Good luck with that,” Josh said. “But if you go, and I’m there, you’ll just have to see me. I’m going to propose tutoring to that girl, since that’s a good idea.”

“Mature people come up with more good ideas.”

“Yeah,” Josh agreed. “And then, I’ll see if she wants to do the relief hall.”

“See?” Melanie said, pulling into the Burthen High parking lot. “My advice is helping you in several different ways.”

Josh snorted again.

“And I feel like my driving’s better too.”

“Sure,” Josh said. “No complaints.”

Students were streaming to the front entrance of the school, slowing passage enough that Melanie was left with less than 10 minutes to get to her first class.

Nevertheless, she headed to the front office, her heavy bag slung over her shoulder, the rest of her naked.

The office was bustling, a teacher’s aide making copies, someone filling out a form next to Mrs. Tasche’s desk, a parent and her son sitting on a couch waiting to talk to someone, two teachers conversing quietly in the corner.

But Mrs. Tasche wasn’t waiting on anyone, simply typing on her PC and ignoring the commotion, so Melanie approached her desk.

“Hello, Mrs. Tasche?”

The woman looked up.

“I’m Melanie Campion. You might not remember me, but I was here for a few days in the summer and I stopped by.”

“Oh, Melanie! I remember. Yes, nice to see you again.”

“Thanks,” Melanie said, and she swung her bag off her shoulder and set it on the edge of Mrs. Tasche’s desk, unzipped the top and pulled out her discipline form, handing it over. “So, I need to get this taken care of.”

Mrs. Tasche eyed it quickly, handed it back.

“Did you want to make an appointment?”

“So I can’t just get it done now?”

“No, Mr. Markey won’t be in until around 9 this morning. You could take care of it after third period, if you hurry.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” Melanie said. “Will there be a line, though?”

“Probably not,” Mrs. Tasche said. “It’s only the second day. But you can come at lunch too. Or right after school.”

“I’ll come back after third period,” Melanie said, and she hoisted her bag and headed to class.

Despite the impending judgment, she raised her hand in all her morning classes, asking a question in trig, answering one of Mr. Polk’s questions in civics, and not bringing up Francine Burthen, although one might guess from the smoldering cast of her eyes that the mysterious non-entity of a woman, the woman who must not be named, was still on her mind.

As soon as the bell rang to end third period, Melanie slipped out of her class and marched to the front office like she was on a mission.

“Okay, back,” she said.

“There are two ahead of you,” Mrs. Tasche said, pointing to a male and female standing outside Mr. Markey’s closed office door, talking quietly, wrists bound with white cord.

Melanie offered Mrs. Tasche the form, but she waved it away. “I’ll get that after you have it done,” she said. “Take that into his office, but set your bag by the couch and come back so I can get you tied.”

Melanie set her bag between the two others, returned to Mrs. Tasche’s desk, and held her hands out, watching as her wrists were bound together.

Still looking dubiously at her wrists, she took her place behind the girl.

“Hey,” she said, looking at Melanie. “What brings you here?”

“The same thing as you,” she said, eyeing both of her fellow sufferers.

The girl laughed, the boy just looked.

“Yeah, but what are you in trouble for?” the girl asked.

“Nothing,” Melanie replied, with more an air of surprise than bitterness. “No one told me I did anything wrong. And they just wrote general administrative on it.”

“I got one of those,” the boy said.

“On your first day of school?”

“No, a few weeks in. But the timing was weird.”

“Like how?” Melanie asked.

“It was the same day I said physics didn’t make any sense.”

“Did you change your mind after you got paddled?” Melanie asked.

“Well, yeah,” the boy said. “I actually did.”

“Is that why you’re here today?” Melanie asked. “Because you said something else didn’t make sense?”

“No, I didn’t do an assignment last night.”

“What about you?” Melanie asked, looking at the girl.

“Talking,” she said. “I only talked a little yesterday, but they remembered that I talked too much my last day of classes last year, so it was a cumulative thing.”

“This school never forgets,” the boy said.

The door opened and a middle-aged, naked man appeared, his penis semi-erect and glistening, and a nude woman of about 40 stepped around him, looking at the students as she passed, and a careful observer might have noticed a thin coating of semen and lubricant across her vaginal lips.

“Thanks,” she said to the principal. “I’ll talk to Ronald tonight. I think those were all good ideas.”

Mr. Markey nodded and turned to the boy standing before him.

“Hey, Greg, how was summer?” he inquired, backing into his office.

The boy followed, not shutting the door after he passed through it.

“It was great,” the boy said, showing the man his form and heading to the scale.

Mr. Markey slid the weight across the scale’s top bar.

“155,” he said. “Looks like you’ll be getting three from the Reign of Terror.”

“Yup,” the boy said, and he stepped off the scale and moved to the middle of the office, bending, reaching between his legs and pulling his genitals forward, raising his head to look at the wall.

Mr. Markey selected the designated paddle, took his place beside the boy, raised the paddle for a test tap, and then swung hard, provoking a grunt of pain. Two more swats, two more grunts, and it was done, the boy taking the form back and passing through the door.

“See ya, Zoe,” he said.

“Bye, Greg,” she said back.

Greg looked at Melanie.

“Uh, see ya, um . . .”

“Melanie,” she said. “Bye, Greg.”

“Zoe,” Mr. Markey said, and Zoe entered, stepped to the scale. She was a slight girl, with blonde hair and small breasts, and Mr. Markey established her weight at 115.

“John Dillinger,” he said.

“As usual,” Zoe said, stepping to what was apparently the customary place, in the middle of the office, a spot clear of furniture, free of anything that might impede swings of disciplinary force.

An unusually lithe girl, Zoe was able to almost double herself, reaching down to wrap her bound hands, butterfly-like, around her close-set ankles, her rear turned toward Melanie, anus and vulva on display, her eyes on the floor.

After the preliminary test tap, Mr. Markey swung, the office filled first with the sharp sound of wood against the girl’s bottom, followed by the sound of the girl herself, issuing a sharp cry of pain.

The paddle named John Dillinger was drawn back and swung again. Another slap, another cry. And then a third time, and Melanie, watching from the door, grimaced as if the pain were hers, and she stared at the girl’s reddening bottom and then, when Zoe straightened and turned, into the girl’s watering eyes.

Zoe, discipline papers in hand, passed through the door with a quick nod and a quiet “See ya,” and Mr. Markey hung up John Dillinger and turned his attention to Melanie.

“Miss Campion, I presume,” he said.

“Hi, Mr. Markey, it’s nice—nice to meet you,” Melanie said, her voice catching in her throat like it might for any person who has made the transition from anticipating a pain at some point in the future to regarding that pain as an imminent reality.

“Any questions about how this works?” Mr. Markey inquired.

“Well, not really,” Melanie replied, and she entered the office and headed toward the scale. “I got to watch it happen to two people, so I sort of learned by observing.”

“And do you know why you’re being disciplined?”

Melanie stopped before she reached the scale and turned to face her principal.

“Not really,” she said, and she held up the form with both her bound hands. “It just says ‘General Administrative,’ so I don’t think I did anything wrong.”

“Yes,” agreed Mr. Markey. “But sometimes an innocent question can interfere with things. Or distract. And that’s not helpful.”

“You mean,” Melanie said, her voice even, barely quavering, “asking about Francine Burthen?”

Mr. Markey waved his hands, as if batting the name out of the air.

“There is no information about . . . certain topics,” he said. “None whatsoever in this town. Or discoverable anywhere else. So, it’s probably best just to drop it. Now, let’s get you weighed.”

Melanie stepped up on the scale and watched while Mr. Markey adjusted the counterweight.

“Right at 140,” he said. “Let’s pretend you’re just under, and go with Ivan the Terrible.

“Thank you,” Melanie said, stepping to the middle of the room while Mr. Markey retrieved Melanie’s designated instrument.

“Um,” Melanie said as he approached, “I’m not sure . . . I can’t really grab my ankles. Because I’m not all that limber, and my hands are tied together. Is that what girls have to do?”

“We need you bent over and still,” Mr. Markey said. “You can use my desk if you like.”

“Yes, please,” she said, stepping over to it.

Mr. Markey moved his inbox and a stack of folders, and Melanie put her hands on the natural woodgrain.

“Elbows down, please,” Mr. Markey said, and Melanie obliged, lowering herself, setting her feet shoulder-width apart, planting her elbows against the cool wood, making fists and staring between them.

Mr. Markey took his position beside the girl, raised the paddle and tapped it twice against her bottom.

“Eyes straight ahead,” he said.

Melanie obeyed.

“Do you know why?”

“You mean, why I have to look straight ahead?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know,” Melanie said. “I guess, I guess . . . Ow!”

Melanie rose reflexively, straightening and trying in vain to reach her bottom with her tied hands.

“Ow, that hurt,” she said a little more quietly.

“Back down,” Mr. Markey instructed. “Eyes ahead.”

“Okay,” Melanie said.

“If we let you watch, you anticipate, and that can complicate things.”

Mr. Markey swung the paddle again, Melanie’s rump rising and shaking with the blow, the sound of a spank on thick flesh reverberating through the office.

“Ohhhh,” Melanie groaned, holding her position this time but pounding her fists together on the desk.

“Some kids will move if they watch,” Mr. Markey continued. “Some will jump, some will flinch, meaning we don’t get a clean pop. Or you’ll tense up, and that’ll cause more muscle trauma.”

Even as he spoke, Mr. Markey drew the paddle back and swung, and Melanie shrieked this time, a quick burst of angst, and she picked up one foot and dropped it, pounded her fists and rose, straightening, turning toward Principal Markey in a flush of sensation, not just her bottom red but her face as well, her nipples hard, her vaginal lips enflamed. Indeed, had she not allowed her pubic hair to grow thickest at the bottom, where the black rectangle met her clitoris and the top of her vulva, the state of her female equipment would have been obvious from Mr. Markey’s vantage point, or anyone else observing her from the front.

“Nice to meet you, Melanie,” Mr. Markey said.

“Thanks, nice to meet you,” Melanie replied, and she left the office and handed the forms to Mrs. Tasche, held her hands out to be untied, and grabbed her bag just as the warning bell rang for fourth period. For the rest of that day, when Melanie was before a mirror in the bathroom, or preparing to sit, she would steal a quick glance at her rear, both cheeks showing a persistent blush that might have been embarrassing had dozens of other students, male and female, not been sporting the same thing in the first days of the new school year.

(End of Part 4)
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