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Chapter 40: Herman Campion, Judge

It was his second day at the weed-obscured adobe house in the oldest section of Mesa Springs, and Herman Campion parked his truck in the overgrown driveway, went inside and continued his survey of the modest home, three-bedroom, quaint, but needing a lot of work.

He was in the master bedroom, naked except for his tool belt, staring at the walls and the ceiling, grayed with age but still solid and well-boned, when a knock sounded on the front door.

He found two girls there, both perhaps a little older than Melanie, one blonde, one redheaded, both of average build, pubic hair untrimmed.

“Mr. Campion?” the blonde girl said.

“Hi,” he said, eyes wide with surprise.

“I’m Tosha Greeley,” she said. “My mom was the one who recommended you for fixing this place up.”

“Oh, you’re Fabi’s daughter?”

“Yes, we’re down the street that way,” she said, pointing. “And this is my friend Dana.”

“Tosha and Dana,” Herman said, looking at the girls in turn. “Very nice to meet you.”

Each girl offered her hand and Herman shook them firmly, and the girls stepped through the door and into the foyer.

“We saw you pull up,” Tosha said. “I’ve always wanted to get into this house, ‘cuz it’s just been sitting there.”

“Help yourself,” Herman said, voice a little nervous as he quickly surveyed the two female bodies. “The inside’s safe, but you don’t want to go into the backyard yet.”

For a time, the girls wandered through the modest home, spending the most time at the third bedroom down the hall, which seemed to have been an office when the home was abandoned, for it still held a small desk, a stack of papers and bills piled neatly in one corner, books and magazines on shelves, the reading detritus of someone’s last moment here, preserved in a dwelling that no one had entered for years.

“Are these your papers?” Dana asked, sticking her head out the door to yell to Herman in the master bedroom.

“No, they were here when I showed up,” Herman replied.

“The last person who lived here was named Francine Burthen,” said Tosha. “Burthen. Just like the high school.”

“Is that what the papers say?” Herman asked.

“The ones on top, yeah,” said Tosha. “I didn’t touch anything though, I just looked at what’s on top.”

“It probably doesn’t matter,” Herman said. “They cleared everything else out last week, and I’ll be dumping everything in that room once I get to it.”

The girls returned to the hall.

“Tosha and me are having a contest,” Dana said.

“What’s your contest about?”

“Who’s vagina is tighter,” Tosha said.

Herman drew himself up to his full height and breathed in, his expression that of a man with no idea what to say next.

“Could you be the judge?” Tosha asked innocently.

Herman’s penis, already hardening upon first sight of the girls, answered the question for him, rising all the way up as he struggled for words.

“If you have time?” Tosha added, eyes flickering downward to confirm that the physical requirements would certainly be met, even if the schedule interfered.

“Uh, sure,” Herman said. “When?”

“Right now,” Tosha replied. “It won’t take long.”

“How would I . . .” Herman began, his voice trailing off.

“Is this the den?” Tosha asked, heading into a large room just off the foyer.

“It is,” Herman said. “The carpet’s really old, though, so I wouldn’t suggest lying on it.”

The girls stepped to the middle of the bare room and dropped to their hands and knees, looking back at him.

“So, right now?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” Tosha said. “Me first.”

Herman unbuckled his tool belt, set it on the floor against the wall, stepped between Tosha’s feet, and knelt, reached down, parted the girl’s wet vaginal lips, and pushed his penis up her hole.

“Okay,” Tosha said, a little gaspily, rocking her pelvis and arching her back, “see what you think, and then do Dana.”

Herman moved around inside the girl, giving her maybe a dozen thrusts before he pulled out, his glistening penis swinging. He stepped over Tosha’s legs, then over Dana’s, kneeling behind the second girl.

Dana’s lips were fuller than Tosha’s, laying in thick folds on either side of her slit, and they made a soft, wet sound when Herman pulled them apart, and when he pushed his shaft into her chamber, the lubricants of both girls combined to make another series of slicking sounds.

As Tosha had, Dana rocked and arched as Herman pushed into her body a dozen or so times.

“Okay, I think, uh—” Herman stammered.

“That’s just the first round,” Tosha said. “The second round is where we tighten, and that’s the one that counts.”

Herman pulled out of Dana’s sex and dropped to his hams, looking at the female slot before him, then at Tosha’s.

“Try me now,” Tosha said, motioning him back to her female doorway with a hint of urgency and a twist of her hips.

Herman clambered heavily to his feet, his shaft coated with the juice of two girls, and returned to his position at Tosha’s entrance.

This time, she reached between her legs to part her own lips, and Herman had only to level his penis, the girl doing all the work, pushing back and taking him all the way inside her.

“Uh,” grunted Herman.

“Can you feel it?” Tosha inquired, her voice quiet and a little raspy.

“Definitely tighter,” Herman agreed.

“We’ve been doing these exercises on a rod you can order off Chancery,” Dana said, speaking for Tosha because Tosha had started moaning quietly, the effort of hugging Herman with her genitals making conversation difficult.

“It doesn’t . . . measure?” Herman inquired, directing shallow thrusts into Tosha’s girlhood.

“Not really,” Dana said, holding her position on hands and knees as she continued speaking.

“We’ve been using it . . . for three weeks,” Tosha managed to say, as her pelvis shook and her walls clamped, and Herman spent another minute or two getting a good sense of the girl’s overall qualities, grunting with increasing urgency.

“Okay, now me,” Dana said.

With an expression akin to being told all his loved ones had died, Herman slowly pulled his penis out of Tosha’s sheath and moved toward the other girl, and one might speculate he’d been handed an unexpected dilemma at the start of what was supposed to be a day of labor: two girls competing to see who could grasp his penis most tightly, neither giving him lodging within herself long enough for him to do more than get frustrated.

And yet he played along gamely with this impromptu contest, returning to Dana’s female pleasure hole and sliding in.

Dana, clenching with all her might, was at least as animated as Tosha, hips bobbing, back rising and falling, the wet sugar of their coupling beading up across the pink flesh of her gateway, soaking the thick red hair that grew like petals around her flower.

“Your judgment, judge?” Tosha quipped.

“Hard . . . hard to say,” Herman struggled to confess.

“One more try,” Tosha insisted, parting her legs and arching her back.

Herman pulled himself out of Dana’s tunnel with what seemed to be great effort, didn’t bother to stand this time, just clambered over feet and calves to take his position behind Tosha, and the male part found its female counterpart and slid in and out while Tosha gripped with all her might.

“It might be Dana,” Herman grunted, withdrawing, crawling back to the other hole, his genitals dripping with the salve of female arousal, and he engaged with the second girl and she embraced him, all along his shaft, and the man could hold back no longer, quickening his pace, barely able to voice an urgent plea: “Fill you?”

“Yeah, all yours,” Dana said back, grunting as she redoubled her efforts, and Herman worked his way quickly to the finish line, gasping and thrusting as the semen shot from his tip and deep into the warm hole of the girl named Dana.

Herman took a long minute to finish depositing his seed, and took another long minute to finish moving within her, to complete the enjoyment of her wet, engorged walls, but at last he slid out, his softening penis swinging against his scrotum, his white release gathering in a thin line along the gates of Dana’s treasure.

“The tool said the same thing,” Tosha said with disappointment, dropping to her thigh, raising a leg, resting her chin on her knee.

“Wait,” Herman said, dropping to his haunches. “You already got the answer from that thing you’ve been using?”

“Dana usually wins,” Tosha said. “But we needed someone to tell us for sure.”

“Someone with a brain,” Dana said.

“And a penis,” Tosha said, and she rose and put out her hand. “Thank you, Mr. Campion, maybe you can help out again.”

“Sure,” Herman agreed, and he took the girl’s hand, smiled, shook Dana’s hand as well, put back on his belt and escorted the girls to the front door.

“So . . . are you in school?” he asked.

“We both graduated from Burthen last year,” Tosha said, stopping at the front door. “I’m doing a gap year.”

“Mesa Heights intern,” Dana said.

“What department?” Herman asked.

“Production,” Dana replied. “I help out at nights and weekends, so I’m free on weekday mornings.”

Herman nodded, watched the girls until they were off the property, and returned to his work.




Chapter 41: A Drive to a Clearing

Around 9 a.m. on Saturday, August 22, the stately new chimes of the Campion’s front doorbell sounded. Vicky, tapping on her laptop over coffee in the kitchen, made her way to the front door, opening it to a young black man, his 150-pound frame packed with muscle, his penis hanging down before him.

“You must be Stewart,” Vicky said, offering her hand. “I’m Vicky, Melanie’s mom.”

“Hello, Mrs. Campion,” Stewart said, taking the woman’s hand in his, taking her naked body in with his eyes, stepping into the entrance hall and gazing about the space, eyes, going wide.

“Melanie said you wanted to go to her room first?” Vicky said.

“Or wherever,” he said. “But we both need to have an orgasm.”

“And that’s something that’s done?” Vicky asked.

“It reduces distraction,” Stewart explained, “for the players.”

“Okay,” Vicky said. “So, can you give me a quick rundown of what you have planned?”

“The weather’s nice enough to do it outside, so we’re going to a place we call the grove,” Stewart said. “We’re expecting five or six bottoms, and we’re planning some suspension, a little whipping and caning, and interactions with both sexes.”

Vicky nodded, not looking entirely at ease.

“What will you be hanging them from?” she asked.

“There are a few mesquites we use there,” Stewart replied. “And just standard rope. Soft nylon.”

“How long do you hang them?” Vicky queried.

“It depends on the girl,” Stewart said. “Normally 15 minutes at a time. Sometimes hands, sometimes feet. And we’re very careful. We check in constantly.”

“This is new for Melanie, though,” Vicky said. “And I’m her mom.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Stewart agreed, nodding sagely even as his penis began rising. “You’re not the first parent—”

“Hey, Stewart!” Melanie said from the landing at the top of the stairs. “C’mon up!”

“Melanie!” Stewart said. “Your mother and I were just talking.”

“Yeah, Mom’s worried,” Melanie said. “Again.”

“I’ll be glad to answer any questions,” Stewart said.

“No, go on up,” Vicky said. “I’m okay.”

Stewart took the stairs two at a time, and Melanie greeted him with a tight embrace, laughed when his penis struck her thigh, took his hand and led him into her bedroom, not bothering to shut the door before she went to her bed and he joined her there, and the two wrestled together with unusual athleticism, kissing before Melanie rolled Stewart onto his back, turned around and mounted him in reverse, her vulva at his mouth, her lips around his penis, and they licked and sucked each other until she rose up, knelt beside him and allowed him the next move, and he put her on her back, used his legs to open hers wide, and forced his penis into her front chamber while her laughter alternated with the grunts of a girl having her vagina energetically filled.

It took 10 minutes of steady coupling before Melanie began her climax, and she shook under Stewart, rose her feet and gasped, and the boy joined her by her second sharp groan, groaning as well as his hips swung and his penis drove like a piston within her, shooting its white cream into her body.

Finished, the two slipped off the bed and headed downstairs to the kitchen, where Melanie hugged Vicky, and Stewart shook her hand again and promised to get Melanie back home in one piece by mid-afternoon and, with their organs still wet with their conjoined fluids, they settled into Stewart’s car for the drive to the grove.

“I hope you didn’t mind talking to my mom,” Melanie said. “She worries about everything.”

“Not at all,” Stewart said. “Her questions made sense.”

“I got to the landing as quick as I could, after I realized Mom was going to interrogate you and not just send you up to me.”

“I always expect questions,” Stewart said. “Usually from the dads, though.”

“Yeah, I’m still working through what I want Dad to know and not know, about anything. I’m not sure what Mom’s told him about today, but hopefully nothing.”

“He wouldn’t approve?”

“That’s not it,” Melanie said. “It’s more, I just don’t need him to know . . . you know . . . what I’m doing, when it comes to stuff like this. Since he’s my dad. Fortunately, he’s working on another house today, and he left early.”

“Where?”

“Actually, a couple of small places in the old section,” Melanie said. “They’ve both been abandoned for, like, decades, so his job is to see if they can be saved, and then maybe make them awesome again.”

“He’s done great stuff with your place,” Stewart said. “I can’t believe how much better it looks since the last time I saw it.”

“When did you last see it?”

“Last fall I guess.”

“Okay,” Melanie said as Stewart turned onto a winding road she hadn’t been on before, a path between golden fields of desert poppies, toward a distant hill covered with the hazy olive greens of New Mexico in late summer. “What do I need to know before we get there?”

“Wouldn’t that spoil the surprise?” Stewart asked.

“I didn’t know I was going to be surprised,” Melanie said. “I thought I was going to experience.”

“How is that different?”

“Experiences don’t have to be surprises,” Melanie said.

“The best ones should have some surprises,” Stewart asserted.

“They don’t have to, though.”

“Even this kind of experience?” Stewart inquired, and now he was looking a Melanie a little curiously, and she looked back but didn’t answer, and one might easily conclude that as they neared the grove, she was growing nervous.

“You’ve got your safeword, right?” Stewart said.

“Yes,” Melanie said.

“If you don’t like what’s happening, use it. What is it?”

“It’s fluffy.”

“Fluffy?”

“Yeah, fluffy.”

“Why fluffy?”

“You’re not supposed to question someone’s safeword, are you?” Melanie said.

“I’m not questioning it,” Stewart said. “I just wanted you to think about it.”

“What should I think about?”

“About the other people,” Stewart said. “The girl you’re hanging next to, for example. If you’re both screaming for mercy, and then one of you says ‘fluffy,’ it’s going to sort of kill the mood for her.”

“Okay, give me an idea, then,” Melanie said, color rising in her cheeks.

“The best I’ve heard are gods and goddesses,” Stewart said, slowing around a tight bend beneath oaks that grew over the road.

“Doesn’t everyone say god?” Melanie queried.

“Not the word ‘god,’” Stewart said. “A specific god. Like Aphrodite. Or Athena. Diana the hunter. Minerv—”

“Venus was the Roman name for Aphrodite,” Melanie noted.

“Yes.”

“Venus, then,” Melanie said.

“Good choice,” said Stewart.

“Wait,” said Melanie. “Venus rhymes with penis. Could that be a problem?”

“That’s a valid point,” Stewart said. “But any safeword you say rhymes with something. Are you expecting to say penis a lot?”

“I don’t know,” Melanie said. “I don’t see why I would. Unless . . . okay, maybe I’m telling someone not to do something involving their penis to me, although I really want them to. So, you know, where I’m saying something like ‘Oh no, don’t stick your penis in me,’ and then everything stops, but I really wanted them to.”

“Yeah, but we all listen to context,” Stewart said. “We know that no one would ever say ‘Don’t stick your Venus in me,’ because that wouldn’t make sense.” Stewart looked up, pondered. “Or almost never. I guess someone could say that at some point. But we’ll probably be able to figure out what you mean.”

“Okay, yeah, that was a bad example probably,” Melanie conceded. “Anyway, I’ll go with Venus, and I’ll just keep saying it if I don’t think you’re getting it.”

“Yeah,” Stewart agreed, slowing his car at a bend, nosing it left carefully through a narrow gap in the trees and underbrush.

“The theme today is slave trader,” he said.

“There’s a theme?”

“Yes,” Stewart said. “A lot of the same things happen no matter what, but the theme can guide certain details.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, her body tense, even if she was trying to keep her face relaxed, and she stared sharply ahead as Stewart navigated his car up the winding, wooded path until he reached a small clearing, lined with dense vegetation, where a dozen other vehicles – cars, trucks, a motorcycle – waited, unoccupied.

“Are we late?” Melanie asked.

“No, we’re getting here when we’re supposed to,” Stewart replied. “The organizers like to set up a little before new people show up.”

“What’s going to happen?” Melanie asked, staring out the passenger window anxiously.

“It needs to be a surprise.”

“No, I mean, right now,” Melanie said. “What’s going to happen when I leave your car?”

“Find out,” Stewart said, pushing open his door and stepping out.

Melanie bit her lip and, with one last pause, she opened her door and set her feet on the soft, dry grass.

“No!” a female voice shrieked from beyond the trees to Melanie’s left, and her head jerked toward the sound. “Let me go! Let me go! AAAUUGGH NOOOOO!”




Chapter 42: The Bondage Club Convenes

Melanie froze, clearly terrified by the sounds of a girl her age screaming in some combination of agony and fear, and she remained oblivious as Stewart reached under his seat, drew out a coil of rope and slipped up behind Melanie, grabbing one wrist and then the other and placing them in a loop, tightening it and wrapping it deftly several more times around her wrists before he executed a final knot.

“Ah,” she said softly, eyes wide, turning back to look at her teammate, her friend, the boy who had minutes ago poured his semen into her chamber – a boy who was now her captor.

“They wanted you brought tied,” he said. Roughly a yard of rope extended from the knots that bound her hands, and Stewart held the end of it like a leash and stepped forward, looking back at Melanie when she didn’t immediately follow him.

“C’mon,” he said, jerking her bonds, turning sideways as he pulled at her, and Melanie’s eyes went reflexively to his middle, where his penis rose, firm and long in profile, still glazed with the drying remnants of their coupling.

Melanie moved, slowly, ploddingly, her leash taut in Stewart’s hand, and another girl cried out, somewhere nearby, but invisible, a single wordless shout from a place beyond the trees.

And then came laughter, a boy, a girl, someone thinking something was uproariously funny, and they were still laughing when Stewart brought Melanie through a gap in the trees and into a clearing where a dozen naked youths played, each in their own way.

Melanie’s eyes went first to the three girls, two hung by their wrists, a third hung by her ankles, all dangling unsupported from a mesquite branch 20 feet high, ropes looped over it and tied off at the base of the tree.

One girl was allowed enough rope to press her toes into the dry earth beneath her. The second could find no purchase at all with her feet, but not for want of trying, the desperate wheeling of her legs making her twist, to swing side to side. The third girl, upside down, stared at the ground hopelessly, long blonde hair, arms and breasts all pointed at the earth, nothing touching.

Two boys and a girl had been staked out against the ground, spread wide and bound hand and foot, one boy on his belly, the other two on their backs.

All the rest in this little clearing were free, a half dozen boys and three girls, to do as they saw fit to their captives.

One girl seemed to have taken a special interest in the girl whose feet couldn’t touch, standing before her and conversing quietly, as if they were discussing academics or family matters, but that’s where the comparison ended, for the free girl held a whip, long and black, and after reaching some conclusion, she stepped behind her peer and raised the whip, slashing the bound girl’s back and provoking a scream of agony and another futile pinwheeling of her legs.

Beside the boy tied on his belly knelt a girl wearing a strap on penis, stroking the boy’s back and whispering something but not, as of yet, entering him. The second hanging girl, and the girl staked to the ground, each had a male suiter to speak with, but neither had mounted their females, although both were sporting sizeable erections. In fact, except for the girl being whipped, everyone appeared to be conducting preambles to consummation.

Most of the free and those of the bound who could turned as Stewart entered the clearing with his acquisition, and two boys stepped over, one erect, and one not.

Stewart, who had been leading Melanie from the front, stepped behind her, grabbed her bonds close to her wrists, and put his hand around her shoulder.

Surely Melanie recognized both boys, one from trigonometry, one she had looked at more than once in passing in the hallways at school, but neither, if they remembered her at all, seemed to have developed any affection for her.

“Open your legs,” the boy from trigonometry commanded.

Melanie obeyed, gasping when he reached down, spread her lips and roughly examined her sex, sliding a finger in and moving it around while his elevated penis bobbed.

“She’s ready to be used,” the boy announced to his cohorts. “She’s already dripping.”

“Some of that’s my cum,” Stewart said.

“You’ve already greased her up?” the boy said. “Good.”

The other boy stepped up with a black marker in his hand.

“Word?” he said, looking into Melanie’s eyes.

“Huh?” she said, staring blankly back.

“Safeword,” Stewart prompted.

“Oh yeah, Venus,” Melanie said, her voice quavering. “Venus.”

The boy scratched out the name of the goddess on Melanie’s shoulder, stepped behind her and wrote it on her upper back and her rump.

“Stake her out to be fucked,” the trigonometry boy said, and one must wonder at this point if Richie had talked, if he had passed on to Stewart or to some other bondage afficionado at Burthen High the satisfactory performance of this girl when stretched and used, the wetness of her vagina, the way she welcomed his intrusions into her body with her eyes and her grunts, the way she came, a feat difficult, if not impossible, unless being bound was a compelling occurrence.

And indeed, Melanie did not resist, did not dig in the heels of her bare feet, did not shout the name of Venus and get quickly whisked away. Instead, she accepted her fate, terrible as it was, walking willingly to the area where the others had been bound to the living earth, and she followed all the instructions she was given, sitting clumsily with her hands knotted behind her, spreading her legs almost as wide as they would go, allowing her ankles to be bound to a pair of heavy metal stakes, holding her hands still while her rope restraint was released, lying back and raising her arms and allowing her wrists to be secured to a second set of stakes, grunting quietly as the ropes were pulled taut and knotted off, and when the first boy came to her, she only looked up at him, and still she did not cry out that Greek goddess’ name, but only waited, watching the boy as he knelt on the dry earth between her kneecaps.

Melanie had been perfectly prepared for him, rendered immobile, her legs secured well apart, the pink gates of her chamber slightly parted as well, her slit offered up to any male or female who wanted it, and the boy first lowered his mouth to her vulva and licked, tongue running from her hole and up the folds, just grazing her clitoris before it arrived at that thick black rectangle of pubic hair, and from there running its course again and again, each time licking up a little of her honey and a little of Stewart’s cream as well.

Melanie, unable because of her restraints to rise against the tongue, to lift her opening, to stand and conquer the boy and force him to service her, did all within her limited power to telegraph her desires, which at this moment extended only to soft grunts and the tightening of the muscles across her belly and in her thighs. The boy alone would decide what was to happen next, and he seemed to have quickly acquired a taste for the wet charms of this female, because he seemed content to lick the outside and the door of her genitals only, neglecting the tunnel within, leaving her firm vaginal walls achingly unfilled.

Finally, when Melanie’s gaze at the sky had gone glassy and all of her bound body was tensed with unmet needs, something switched in the mind of the boy above her and he rose up, arched his back, lowered his penis and speared the girl all in one motion, and Melanie screamed and shook against her ropes, and the thick honey gathered around her opening, easing the repeated intrusions of penis up vagina.

The orgasms followed, soon enough and simultaneously, the boy grunting with pleasure as he delivered charge after charge of white semen to Melanie’s chamber, the girl pulling at her ropes and screaming out as her sheath spasmed around the rod, and then they were done, panting and groaning with each other, sighing and laughing in each other’s ears and, at last, kissing like lovers, open-mouthed, as bathed in happiness at that moment as their genitals were bathed in the elixirs of penetration.

Done now, the boy pulled out, rose to his knees, clambered to his feet, and with one last glance at the girl staked out on the ground beneath him, he stepped away to find others to use, and Melanie lifted her head to watch him leave, and to take stock of her surroundings and the people there, the two girls hanging by their wrists, both with their legs wrapped around the hips of a pair of boys who were shaking in answer, feeding their maleness to the girls’ feminine openings.

Beside her, the girl with the strap on had mounted her male victim, and he grunted in rhythm to the thrusts up his anus, and he ground his penis against the earth in small, frustrated thrusts. Meanwhile, Melanie’s female neighbor had been splayed open by the trigonometry boy, who pushed within her with violent speed, stirred his penis inside her chamber while she grunted and rocked her head side to side, withdrew and reentered, pushing her closer to climax with each thrust, the pitch of her voice climbing steadily.

With penetration happening all around her, her eyes wide with something like fright, Melanie was untied, lifted to her feet and walked to the tree where the ropes dangled with the people on them, and she was eased to her back, a pair of ropes were knotted around her ankles, and she was hoisted that way, two boys pulling the ropes down as she rose, a third holding her by her shoulders.

They left her hands bound behind her after they tied off the two ropes, so that only her breasts and her hair hung down, while her hands remained clenched at the small of her back, and a boy stepped up to her – possibly from civics class? – wrapping his arms around her torso and offering his erect penis to her mouth.

She’d been hung ideally for this, the male member slipping between her lips and across her tongue while, above her, her female member received its first tentative strokes of from the boy’s mouth.

Melanie closed her eyes as she serviced her new partner, licking his tip and squeezing his shaft with her mouth and teeth while he began exploring her womanhood in earnest, tasting her hair, forcing her lips apart, sampling the juice waiting just inside the mouth of her sex, pressing and circling her clitoris with his tongue and lips, biting it as it swelled.

As one might predict, he stopped at the most intolerable times, pushing her to the height of arousal, her body writhing in mid-air under the pulsing pleasures of tongue against clitoris, and then he would stop, lose interest, get distracted.

A girl walked up, the semen of surely more than a single male slave dripping from her chamber and running in two little white rivulets along the insides of her thighs.

“Hey, Tomi,” he said a little breathily.

“Hey,” she said. “Isn’t that one of the new ones?”

“Yeah, first time,” he said.

“How does her cunt taste?” the girl asked.

“Step on up,” the boy said, moving back to make room, and Tomi eased up to Melanie and lowered her mouth to the hanging girl’s hole and, wasting no time on preamble, pushed her tongue deep into the chamber, pulled her tongue back into her mouth and, connoisseur-like, looked up at the sky through the tree leaves and concentrated on the flavor.

“A little spicy,” she said. “And the usual sugar, and musk. Overall, a good pussy.”

“Want to finish her?” he asked.

“You can’t?” Tomi said.

“I just don’t want to, yet,” he said. “I’ve been bringing her to the edge, and as soon as she starts squirming, I stop.”

“You’re cruel as fuck,” Tomi observed.

“Yeah,” the boy agreed. “So, you want her?”

“She needs to clean me,” Tomi said, and the boy stepped back, and Melanie seemed to understand her new task and brought her mouth to the girl’s body, starting with the ejaculate she could reach on either thigh, tongue and lips working their way up toward the place where Tomi’s legs met, the thick blonde hair and the pink lips and the slit and the hole, all of it wet with cum.

In gratitude for the attention, perhaps, or just because she needed something to do, Tomi returned her mouth to Melanie’s sex organ, inserting her tongue up the sheath as far as it would go, pulling it back into her mouth to taste the potions, inserting again.

“Do you know who’s been up her?” Tomi asked the boy, still standing next to her, still erect as he watched.

“She was tied to the stakes for a few,” the boy said. “Maybe Rick? But Stewart brought her, and he probably prepped her.”

“I was gonna say Stewart,” she said. “I love his cum.”

The two girls returned to their new partnership, Melanie licking Tomi’s hole dutifully while Tomi used her tongue to scoop out all the cream and lubricant she could reach within Melanie’s.

An observer positioned the right way – directly behind Tomi and down at ground level – would see that Melanie’s work was having the desired effect, Tomi’s hips thrusting forward and pulling back as the tongue entered her and cleaned her opening and withdrew.

Meanwhile, some new urgency seemed to have settled over Melanie, the muscles of her belly, rear and thighs tightening, and she bent her legs now and then to raise herself, to push her vulva against Tomi’s mouth, and the girls settled into a steady rhythm, each pushing the other forward toward that final reward.

As the climaxes neared, Tomi hooked her arms around Melanie’s thighs to steady herself, but Melanie could do nothing but hang with her hands bound behind her, and the two girls, both of whom had orgasmed multiple times that morning, struggled for completions that remained elusive through several long minutes of oral tension before they arrived, suddenly, to both bodies, the girls shaking and grunting as their holes served up new helpings of lubricant and warm ejaculate.

The girls lingered for a time in this unusual embrace, no longer licking in earnest, but neither quite willing to say farewell, tongues casually brushing each other’s sexes as the morning warmth built in the clearing.

Done there, Melanie was lowered to the ground, her wrists released, her ankles unbound, and Tomi knelt beside her as she lay on her back, staring at the sky.

“Okay, babe?” the girl inquired, wrapping her hand around Melanie’s forehead as if to take her temperature, and Melanie nodded and offered a weak smile.

“Think you’ll come back?”

Melanie nodded again.

“Wrong answer,” Tomi said.

“Huh?”

“Don’t commit to something until you’ve had some time to process. About half the girls show up and do this once and never return.”

Melanie nodded with understanding and, with some effort, hoisted herself up, sitting cross-legged and a little hunched, saying nothing.

“See how you feel about it tomorrow,” Tomi said. “Tell your parents what happened. Talk—”

“I can’t tell my dad,” Melanie said with a soft chuckle.

“Tell your mom, then. If you can’t get the words out, that’s a sign it wasn’t right for you.”

Melanie nodded.

“Were you ever tempted to say your word?”

Melanie looked at her shoulder, where “Venus” could still be clearly read.

“No,” she said. “This will come off, right?”

“Yeah, soap and water, and it’ll fade, and probably be gone in a day or two.”

“A day or two?” Melanie repeated, near panic.

“Why does it matter?”

“Well . . .” Melanie said. “It’s just sort of . . . personal.”

“You’re new, right?” Tomi said.

“Yeah, my family moved here a few months ago.”

“You’re Melanie? Melanie Campion?”

“Yeah.”

“My Dad works for your mom,” Tomi said. “He says she’s good.”

“Oh,” Melanie said. “That’s cool.”

“Aftercare?” Tomi said.

“Huh?” Melanie said.

“Hug?” Tomi elaborated. “Kiss a little? Non-sexual. Just something to kind of bring you back down to earth.”

“Oh, yeah,” Melanie said. “Sure.”

The two girls sat facing each other, cross-legged, knees touching, and both leaned forward to kiss, just lips against lips first, then mouths opening and tongues exploring, an embrace coming next, the two still holding and kissing as they lowered themselves together to the ground for a five-minute session of quiet comfort, many others in the clearing doing the same thing, soft touches and deep kisses closing out the cruelty.

A lunch of boxed pizzas was brought forth, soft drinks and juices and a few salads, and the participants ate hungrily and talked about what had been done and when next they would meet, and every bottom was given a chance to speak, to describe what worked for them, what they liked and what they weren’t sure about.

“Melanie,” said the trigonometry student when it was her time to speak. “First timer!”

Melanie nodded and looked around, a little startled, when her peers offered light applause.

“So what did you think?” he asked.

“Oh, good,” Melanie said. “Really good. I had . . . I liked . . . cumming.”

The boy continued looking at Melanie expectantly, so she fumbled through another few sentences.

“I feel like this would be helpful,” she said. “If were invaded by a foreign country. Or aliens took over, and make us all slaves. Like, I’d know what to do. Or what to expect.”

The other participants nodded in agreement.

Melanie indicated her interest in the next session during the drive home with Stewart, and that afternoon, she offered Vicky an unvarnished description of the goings on and her part in them, with nary a catch in her voice, nor did she implore her mother not to tell her father.




Chapter 43: The Penetration Drill

Burthen High School’s first wrestling match was scheduled for September 16, a Wednesday, against St. Benedict, a private Catholic school based 40 miles away, in Beaumont.

Prior to practice the preceding Wednesday, Mrs. Graycloud sat the team down in her classroom to conduct a combination strategy session, pep talk and disciplinary overview.

“This will be a home match,” she said, her eyes burning with a new intensity. “But this is a tough team. They’ve always given us trouble, and they’ve won twice in the last six years. So I want every one of you pulling your weight.”

“Same coach?” asked Cow.

“Yeah,” Mrs. Graycloud replied. “Officially non-nude, but she’ll probably leave it up to her wrestlers, and a few always take their clothes off. I should be getting her roster by Friday, and I’ll know Monday how you’re being matched. But they’ll probably have at best one girl, so most of our females will be wrestling boys. And they don’t sleeve.”

“How do they—?” Melanie blurted, not finishing the sentence.

“Protect themselves?” Mrs. Graycloud ventured.

“Yeah, I guess.”

“If anyone from St. Benedict’s wrestles nude, which isn’t a given, they’ll just be careful,” Mrs. Graycloud explained.

“But what if . . . you know . . . I hit . . .” Melanie stammered, cheeks growing pink.

“You’ve never sparred with an unsleeved male, have you?” Mrs. Graycloud asked.

“No,” Melanie said. “I didn’t even know that was possible.”

“Okay, let’s have you work with Oakleigh today,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “You’ll take your pegs out and do a penetration drill with him.”

“Penetration drill?” Melanie asked, the question lingering as Mrs. Graycloud moved on to the next topic.

“We’re going to bump it up a notch this week,” she said. “Today, tomorrow, and Monday is all we’ve got for regular practices. So who’s free Sunday afternoon?”

Most of the team raised their hands, including Melanie.

“Good. So just Mai and Achmed can’t make it. I’ll give you a list of things you need to get done when you can Sunday, and the rest of you, be here 2 to 4. I’m looking for 110 percent from each of you, during every practice, all the way through. No excuses. If you slack off, you’re not just letting yourself down, you’re letting your team down, and your competitors down too. No one wants to wrestle someone who doesn’t care. So expect to be written up. Any paddlings will be done after the match, but I will be clamping nipples and labia, and boys, I’ve got the usual clamps, plus a new testicle ring I’d like to try out.”

She looked at the team, as if ascertaining that her message had been received.

“And pre-match Tuesday night,” she continued. “Get there between eight and nine, and please remember what you ate for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, so I can give you something to supplement it, or counteract it. Write it down if you can’t remember. Forgetting your diet will get you disciplined. And then, we’ll draw names, and I’ll be available too.”

Mrs. Graycloud clapped five times.

“How fast are we?” she asked.

“Roadrunner fast!” shouted back all the wrestlers, including Melanie.

“How strong are we?”

“Roadrunner strong!”

“How mean are we?”

“Roadrunner mean!”

“Limber up!”

After the usual round of stretching, pushups and sit ups, Mrs. Graycloud directed the team in shifts to the weights and a mat for sparring, but she summoned Melanie and Oakleigh to a corner of the Little Gym.

Oakleigh was tall, over six feet, but slender, his weight hovering around 150. He wore his blond hair thick, looked at the world through gray eyes, and bore fair skin, his presence graceful, willowy, dignified, and perhaps a little aloof. He and Melanie had interacted rarely since she’d joined the team.

“Oaks, you ready for a penetration drill?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said, training his serious gray eyes first on Melanie’s face before his gaze wandered to her breasts and, finally, the place where the front peg entered her body.

“Okay, Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud began. “Take out your pegs in the bathroom and come back, and I’m going to have Oakleigh unsleeve his penis, and you’re going to spar in two-minute rounds. On the first round, Oakleigh’s going try to put his penis up your vagina, and you’re gong to do your best to keep him out. On the second round, it switches; you want to get him up your vagina, and he’ll try not to enter you. It has to be full penetration, and we’ll keep score with a base band on Oakleigh. You’ll go 10 rounds without breaks, other than to get sanitized and check your lubricant. The loser gets punished; one of those new rings on Oakleigh’s scrotum, or a clamp on your nipple or vaginal lip. And if it’s a tie, you both get discipline.”

Melanie swallowed, looked at Mrs. Graycloud first, then at Oakleigh, and one might conclude from her slightly startled expression that the unique culture of Mesa Springs had surprised her again, the girl who had adapted over and over to life here was adapting anew.

“And there’s a handicap,” Mrs. Graycloud continued. “When Oakleigh penetrates you during his round, he gets a point. When you take him inside during your round, you get two.”

“Okay,” Melanie said.

“We don’t do a lot of this exercise, because it means I can’t do anything else for half an hour,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “But it’ll help you get used to working with an unsleeved male, and you’ll notice yourself using new muscles, and new moves too, whether you’re trying not to let Oakleigh up your hole, or trying to mount him. And it’ll teach you to stay focused while you’re getting distracted by the sensation of having your sheath penetrated.”

“Just her vagina?” Oakleigh inquired.

“Do you want to include her anus?” Mrs. Graycloud asked.

“Sure,” Oakleigh said. “That’s how I’ve done it in the past.”

“Melanie, are you okay with that?”

Melanie blinked. “Okay with . . . what?”

“If we add your anus to the drill? If Oakleigh gets points whether he puts his penis up your vagina or rectum. Is that okay with you?”

“Um, yeah . . . I guess.”

“And you get points too if you get him up either hole,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “It’s to both of your advantages.”

“Okay, um, sure,” Melanie said, cheeks going crimson. “But, um, hygiene, and . . .”

“Oakleigh’s penis and band will be sanitized between each penetration,” she said. “You’ll both be cleaned whenever necessary”

“Okay,” Melanie said, moving slowly to the gym’s exit.

“Get your sleeve off,” Mrs. Graycloud said to Oakleigh, and then, speaking to both athletes as she followed Melanie to the door, she added, “let me find the kit. I’ll be back in 10 minutes max.”

Melanie went right, to the restroom, and Mrs. Graycloud went left, toward her classroom, and Melanie glanced back, as if expecting the coach to offer encouragement, or some clarification of this new assignment, but no words came, and Melanie went to the toilet, removed her pegs, emptied herself and washed up, arriving back in the Little Gym to find Oakleigh chatting with Ahmed as the two worked out casually, both holding weights, one boy curling, one shrugging.

Oakleigh turned, noticed Melanie’s arrival and strode over to her, his soft penis swaying as he walked.

“Ready for this?” he asked with a half-smile.

“Well, it’ll be a first,” Melanie said, looking down at the organ that might soon be entering her body. “How . . . big are you?”

“Seven inches,” he said, “but I’m not that thick, so Mrs. Graycloud usually picks me for this drill.”

“Do you usually win?” Melanie asked.

“It’s about 50-50,” Oakleigh said, “but I do better with certain girls, worse with others.”

“Because they’re better wrestlers?”

“Well, that, and tightness,” Oakleigh said. “Nancy and Lana have really tight vaginas, and both of Mai’s holes are small, so that makes it harder to get inside them.”

“But it makes it harder for them too, right?”

“Yeah, good point,” Oakleigh said. “Where are you on the tightness scale? Any idea?”

“I’m not sure,” Melanie admitted with another slight blush of cheeks, accompanied this time by a firming up of nipples. “Maybe average?”

Oakleigh studied Melanie’s middle, the black strip of pubic hair and the slit beneath it, as if he could tell just by looking how much effort it would take to enter here there, and his penis straightened, growing longer but still pointing down.

The door creaked and Mrs. Graycloud entered, bearing a small canvas bag, and she pulled a small contraption from it as she approached, a variation of the things the boys wore – an anal peg and a collar for the testicles, but instead of a sleeve for the penis, the device featured a ring, and Mrs. Graycloud handed it to Oakleigh, and he slipped the ring down his partial erection, looped the collar around his scrotum and, wincing slightly at Melanie, pushed the peg into his anus.

Mrs. Graycloud drew a tube out of the bag.

“Melanie, if I have to lubricate you, I will, but this tends to go better with natural lube, so I’d prefer you just stimulate yourself.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, hand drifting uncertainly toward her vulva.

“Or we can let you and Oakleigh stimulate each other orally,” Mrs. Graycloud offered.

“Yeah,” Melanie agreed.

“Would you rather do it that way?” Mrs. Graycloud asked.

“Sure,” Melanie said.

“Okay, couple up,” Mrs. Graycloud said.

“You on top?” Oakleigh said, dropping to the mat, sitting and looking up at Melanie.

“Um, I guess,” Melanie said, and despite her uncertainty, Oakleigh lay on his back, spread his legs and looked up at Melanie, waiting, and she climbed over him, knees at his shoulders, hands beside his hips, and she sucked in her breath as soon as Oakleigh raised his head and brought his mouth to her vulva, first licking her pink slit, then the heavy outer lips, then back to the vulva and her hole.

After a few moments in which Melanie expressed wide-eyed shock, she lowered her mouth to Oakleigh’s firming organ, wrapping one hand around the middle of his shaft and sticking out her tongue, first to lick Oakleigh’s soft head, then to swallow as much of his penis as she could fit in her mouth, stopping only when the tip struck the back of her throat.

The two worked each other’s organs that way for at least a minute while Mrs. Graycloud supervised, Oakleigh running his tongue everywhere among the folds of Melanie’s girlness, Melanie alternating between taking the full penis into her mouth and licking Oakleigh’s shaft and tip, with an occasional brush of her tongue against his balls, stretched away from his body by the ring that bound them, as well as the base of his penis and the band that encircled it, and she could be seen peering at the band curiously as she attended things there, for it was not a simple metal hoop, but was instead two rings, one nested within the second, so when pressure was applied all around the circle – the pressure of an anus or vagina, for example – the two rings would interact, recording the event.

“Is she wet enough yet?” Mrs. Graycloud inquired.

“She is,” Oakleigh said, removing his mouth from the girl’s sexual opening.

Oakleigh’s condition was comparable, and obvious to any observer, his penis extending to its full seven inches, although still pointed slightly down, thin but heavily contoured, veins crisscrossing its full length.

“Okay, let’s get your band calibrated,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “Melanie, start on your knees.”

Melanie disentangled herself from Oakleigh and knelt, looking at the boy when he stood, as if expecting him to step over to her and deliver his erect penis to her mouth again.

Instead, Oakleigh stepped behind Melanie, and she looked back at him, a little puzzled.

“Hands on the floor,” Mrs. Graycloud instructed, pulling something about the size of a cell phone out of the bag she held, and tapping it to life.

“Oh,” Melanie said, blushing with new understanding.

As soon as Melanie was in position, Oakleigh knelt behind her, raising his penis so his tip was just outside her gates, and he waited for the go-ahead from Mrs. Graycloud.

“Okay,” the coach said. “Vagina.”

With the stimulation it had received from Oakleigh’s mouth, Melanie vagina was both wet and slightly open, and Oakleigh had no trouble slipping his organ into the girl’s sheath and pushing all the way in. Melanie arched her back and issued a quiet gasp but held her position while Mrs. Graycloud consulted the device.

“Okay, that position’s set. Melanie, on your back. Oakleigh, vagina again.”

Oakleigh withdrew his penis, and Melanie rolled over and spread her legs and offered another sigh, eyes wide, as the boy penetrated. He pushed in and held his position and Mrs. Graycloud watched her device, waiting until the signal from the penis ring had recorded all the unique attributes of a deep meeting between these two particular sex organs.

“Okay, anus,” Mrs. Graycloud said, and Oakleigh pulled his shaft out of the girl’s front chamber and put his tip against her rear hole.

The question of lubricant didn’t come up at this moment, and didn’t need to. As any observer would note, Melanie’s female chamber was pumping out enough fluid to thoroughly coat Oakleigh’s male part, his penis glistening with her thick, clear arousal cocktail, and as soon as Mrs. Graycloud gave the word, the penis easily breached the girl’s rear entrance, the rest of the shaft following, Oakleigh holding his position, Melanie staring at the ceiling of the Little Gym, breathing deeply in and out.

“Okay,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “Melanie, on your knees, Oakleigh, last position, anus.”

Melanie, as soon as the penis had left her rectum, rolled over, rose to all fours, looked back at Oakleigh and waited.

“Go,” said the coach, and the penis once again plumbed the rear chamber, and the girl arched her back and groaned, and the teammates waited until Mrs. Graycloud gave the word to separate.

“Alright, Oakleigh, let’s get you sanitized, and then we can start,” she said.

Oakleigh stood, stepped over to the coach, wincing as she enveloped his penis with a cool wipe, running it all along his shaft and against the ring as well.

“Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud said, “let Oakleigh get lubricated, and we can start.”

“Lubricated?” Melanie repeated, still squatting.

“I think you’ll have enough to keep him wet,” the coach said.

“Oh, yeah,” Melanie said, blushing slightly again, dropping her hands to the mat and rising up on her knees. “Yeah, okay.”

Oakleigh knelt behind the girl, pushed his penis up her vagina, pulled it out and thrust it back in three or four times before he withdrew a thoroughly-soaked rod.

“Neutral position,” Mrs. Graycloud barked. “Melanie, this is your round, two points every time you’re fully penetrated.”

Melanie rose to her feet, Oakleigh turned to face her, Mrs. Graycloud brought her whistle to her lips, blew, and the sparring began.

Melanie, nipples erect, vulva flared, eyes set with determination, charged the boy, and within a minute of grappling, of moves and counter moves, of lunges, feints and dodges, one could safely draw two conclusion: first, the girl desperately wanted to win – for the sake of winning, certainly, as well as because she didn’t want to be clamped – and second, she had no idea what she was doing.

She felled Oakleigh once, hanging onto his left arm and pulling him down on top of her, and she even succeeded in rolling him onto his back, but the move earned her no points. On top of the boy briefly, she did succeed in touching her vulva to the middle of his shaft, adding to the lubricant there, but she came nowhere near getting the penis up either hole. By the time Mrs. Graycloud whistled a stop to the first two-minute round, Melanie had left smears of her vaginal fluid on Oakleigh’s left thigh, right hip, belly and, somehow, the back of his neck, but she remained pointless.

“Okay,” said Mrs. Graycloud, “0-0. Oakleigh, lube up.”

Oakleigh looked at Melanie expectantly.

“Oh yeah,” she said, turning, and instead of falling to the floor, she simply bent, parting her feet slightly and resting her hands on her knees.

Oakleigh stepped forward, reached down to spread the girl’s lips, raised his penis with his other hand and pushed into the chamber, sliding in and out enough times to rewet his organ thoroughly before he pulled out and Melanie straightened.

“Neutral again,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “Oakleigh, your round, you have two minutes.”

The boy, cautious on the first round, stormed forward this time, tackling Melanie by her shoulders and throwing her to the mat, arms and legs in a desperate tangle as the boy pressed his advantage and the girl beneath him did everything within her power to keep him out of either entrance, finally pushing him off and clambering to her feet before, bending as he drove forward for another tackle.

He came close to winning a point more than once before Mrs. Graycloud blew her whistle. For a full 15 seconds, he lay atop the girl, grabbing at her wrists, pressing on her shoulders, using his legs to keep her thighs apart, rocking his pelvis and swinging his penis, but the organ struck randomly against the pink doors of girl’s chamber, and never gained admittance.

Both wrestlers were drawing in their breath in deep gulps by the end of the second round, but Mrs. Graycloud gave them almost no rest.

“Lubricate,” she said, and Melanie turned and bent to provide another dose of fluid to her sparring partner’s shaft, grimacing slightly as the penis entered, stirred and exited. “Referee’s position,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “Melanie’s round, Melanie on top.”

The third round began in the traditional non-neutral position, with Oakleigh on all fours and Melanie beside him on one knee, one hand wrapped around his shoulder, one on his waist, but she could do nothing with that advantage. She clambered over Oakleigh, gave almost as good as she got when it came to holds, to breaking holds, to tossing the boy to the mat, but she had no luck getting the penis anywhere near her vagina or anus, or even wetting Oakleigh much beyond a little dampness on his shoulder and left heel.

As soon as Mrs. Graycloud blew the whistle, Melanie bent, exhausted, barely reacting when Oakleigh entered her to receive another coating of fluid.

“Referee’s position, Oakleigh on top, Oakleigh’s round,” Mrs. Graycloud announced, and this time Melanie dropped to her hands and knees, lowering her head in exhaustion, and when the whistle blew, she hesitated for a brief, fateful moment.




Chapter 44: Melanie Earns Some Respect

Immediately, Oakleigh was behind her, hands grasping her hips, holding her still while he swung his penis forward and the tip found its mark, stopping against the girl’s vaginal folds. With another flick of his pelvis, he found lodging there, tip forcing her lips apart, shaft following, all his penis quickly buried within Melanie’s chamber.

Too late, she understood what was happening, and she twisted and shook and raised one leg and clawed at the matt, but Oakleigh clung to her hips while he impaled her, and he could not be shaken loose, nor could his penis be disgorged from her slot, and the small monitor in Mrs. Graycloud’s hand issued a quick, siren-like whine.

“One point, Oakleigh,” Mrs. Graycloud announced.

As soon as his point had been confirmed, Oakleigh withdrew from the chamber, but only briefly, immediately pushing back up the hole.

Melanie would not yield twice, however, shaking her substantial hips side to side and escaping deeper penetration, Oakleigh’s penis going no deeper than a few inches before it fell from the sheath and swung loose.

Melanie, recognizing perhaps that having her back turned to Oakleigh put her at a disadvantage, spent the rest of her round facing him, fending off the boy’s advances with her arms and legs, remaining vigilant even after Mrs. Graycloud blew the whistle.

Still breathing hard, she rose warily to her feet and, after glaring at Oakleigh, she turned, bent, stared at the floor and grunted as he dipped within her, receiving another thick coating of lubricant from her sanctuary.

At this point, it might be appropriate to propose that this was not fair at all. The girl, by virtue of her biology, was expected to produce all the lubricant required for both herself and her opponent. On her broad shoulders alone fell the chore of making the syrup, and then of positioning her hole before each round to deliver that syrup to the flared head and the veiny shaft of the boy’s sex organ, before having that same syrup turned against her, its thin, clear essence serving to ease the boy’s intrusion into her body. If Melanie lost this little bout – if the insult of defeat were followed by the injury of being forced to wear a punishment clamp on a nipple or a vaginal lip – she must blame herself for it. Oakleigh had demonstrated once, and almost twice, that her fluids were more than adequate to enable the smooth passage of penis up vagina. She was, with her honeys, rolling out the red carpet for this male, greeting him with an affectionate female embrace, allowing him to glide quickly and comfortably all the way into her chamber so that the point could be recorded, and she could lose, and suffer.

If Mrs. Graycloud recognized the unfairness inherent in this approach to the penetration drill, she said nothing, and did not pause to reflect or call a halt to the match.

Nor did Melanie, it should be noted, for she continued to wrestle with determination while her nether regions grew damp, the fluids of her arousal spilling out copiously in the gap between her lips, soaking her clitoris and pubic hair, running down to her anus, wetting the insides of her thighs, and of course bathing Oakleigh’s erect maleness before each two-minute round.

The fifth, sixth, seventh, and eighth rounds passed inconclusively, each athlete settling on their preferred methods of attack, the other learning to anticipate and defend.

Oakleigh, having succeed once from behind Melanie, sought that as often as he could, rounding the girl, grasping for shoulders or belly, breasts or hips, tossing her to the floor and using a knee to force apart her legs while his swollen maleness bobbed and swung and the tip brushed her pink opening or the small hole behind.

But Melanie used size to her advantage, kicking out her substantial thighs, bending and bucking, rolling over, even bringing her heavy breasts to the contest, heaving in unpredictable ways, deceptively simple to grab, very difficult to hang on to.

During the rounds when it was her turn to bring Oakleigh’s rod within her rectum or womanly sheath, Melanie could not be accused of a lack of effort, or creativity.

There are perhaps a dozen major positions by which a girl may invite a boy into her temple – missionary, doggy, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, sleeping cowgirl, cowgirl in repose, standing face-to-face, standing spoon, bowing-girl/standing boy, mixed-gender scissor, sidesaddle, reverent cowgirl and so forth – but there are an infinite number of variations. And Melanie proved adept at trying many of them.

Every time she pulled Oakleigh to his back, or reduced him to horizontality with a toss or trip or tackle, she attacked him with her legs spread wide, aiming the places between her legs at his tip with a single-minded focus on being reamed, on taking the penis into whichever hole swallowed it first. More than once, she fell to her back and pulled him atop her, reaching for his bobbing hips, raising her legs high and pulling him toward her with an appeal to luck alone, for this was a blind move, his penis invisible to her in this position. It might have worked if Oakleigh’s organ swung forward at exactly the right moment, but it never did in this particular contest.

As a further exhibition of hope, if nothing else, Melanie even tried several times to take him standing, holding his arms and angling her pelvis forward and doing her best to swallow him, although the maneuver never did more bring his tip to her vulva.

If she could score partial points for dousing Oakleigh’s bare flesh with the juices of her vagina, she would certainly have won, for the boy was glistening everywhere by the end of the eighth round, smears of thick female lubricant along his thighs, his ribs, his hands and arms, his chin, across his back, his face, and of course all along his manhood, for every time a round ended, Melanie would turn, suck in great gulps of air, bend and groan as the boy, panting as well, collected a new coating of the potions of aroused girlhood all along the length of his engorged rod.

“Round nine,” Mrs. Graycloud announced as soon as the eighth round had ended in another draw. “One to zero, Oakleigh. Melanie, this is your last chance not to lose. Oakleigh, lube up.”

Melanie, gasping for breath, so exhausted she wobbled on her feet, turned without complaint, bent, opened her thighs and waited, sucking in another gulp of air and staring wide-eyed at the floor as Oakleigh slid his penis into her body, stirred it around within her, and drew it back out, his shaft coated with another thick layer of the elixir that continued to flow from the girl’s female opening.

But was Oakleigh exhausted as well? Was his thrust up Melanie’s vagina not a little slower than before? As he stirred his penis within her gushing chamber, was the action not a little perfunctory this time, just a few lazy swirls, barely enough to ensure that all of his length had been thoroughly lubricated? Was Oakleigh so tired that even the deep, wet charms of his female teammate were getting difficult to fully savor?

And was this not Melanie’s chance, her sparring partner at last weakening under the strain of eight frantic rounds of the penetration drill, four two-minute battles in which she fought to draw his penis into one of her holes, and four more jousts where he strove valiantly to drive his well-oiled male attribute up either of the openings between her legs?

Might exhaustion make Oakleigh careless, clumsy, even apathetic?

“Neutral position,” Mrs. Graycloud, and the weary athletes faced each other, the boy’s penis glistening and heavy as it swayed, the girl’s sex organ dripping.

Mrs. Graycloud spoke often during practices of the proverbial second wind, of that strange phenomenon where the body discovers its reserve tank of gusto and, channeling the restored energy tactically, prevails.

The second wind cannot simply be summoned at will, but it can be welcomed, prayed to, encouraged, and this might be said to have happened for Melanie, for as soon as Mrs. Graycloud blew her whistle, Melanie charged at Oakleigh as if leaping from the starting blocks for a 100-meter dash, and immediately he was on his back, eyes wide with something akin to fright, and Melanie grabbed his wrists and pushed them over his head, her breasts in his face, her left nipple virtually against his mouth, and perhaps it was the presence of that flesh that won his greatest attention, for he didn’t seem to notice what was happening lower down, where Melanie was working her hips frantically over his belly, searching blindly for his penis with her swollen vulva, and this time, at last, the two things met, the wet tip of the boy and the wet entrance of the girl, and Melanie seemed to sense her advantage and drove backward, removing her nipple from the vicinity of Oakleigh’s mouth and her hands from Oakleigh’s wrists, and now, with her fingers curled around his shoulders and her breasts swinging well above his face, she wrapped her vagina around his penis and slid down, her eyes going wide as the tip and then the shaft pierced her raw walls and her lips found the band secured around the base of his penis, and the device in Mrs. Graycloud’s hand whined.

Not just once, however.

Melanie had achieved, and she must celebrate like any athlete. Such moments are usually indicated with the raising of arms, the lifting of the chin, the stomping of feet, but Melanie could do none of those while she remained crouched over Oakleigh in the position required to bring him into her female embrace, so she exulted by mounting over and over, frenetically reenacting her victory in repeated descents, her lips clinging wetly to the shaft, stretching along it as she rose, tucking back within her vagina as she fell, her sex organ striking the band hard a second time, a third, a fourth in quick succession, no more than a quarter second between drops, and each new meeting of technology and female organ provoked another whine from Mrs. Graycloud’s monitor, the machine veritably screaming before Oakleigh recovered from this setback to arch his body on his heels and shoulders and lift the girl, driving his penis within her with one more whine before he threw her off, so much honey between their separating organs now that it made a wet sound, the juice pouring from her chamber and onto his belly and scrotum.

“That’s just two points, Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud said flatly as the combatants clambered to their feet. “You have to fully disengage to get another point.”

Melanie nodded, shoulders slumped but eyes bright, peering down at the organ she’d held just in time to see it bob, and she looked into Oakleigh’s grimacing face and back at his penis just in time to see it spit a long string of semen, a white streak that crossed his belly. Oakleigh grunted and his manhood swelled and lifted to push out a second jolt of completion cream, then three more, the shots of cum each arriving at chest or belly to coil up there.

His penis continued to throb, pearls of thick white gravy collecting on his tip and dropping to his belly directly beneath his tip, and Oakleigh looked down to watch himself climax, then back into Melanie’s eyes.

“Can you keep going?” Melanie asked, and one might guess she was hoping he would say no, that she had rendered him unfit for further practice, that she’d forced him to orgasm and now the tool he was using to compete with her would soften and shrink, no more capable of being shoved up either of her twin chambers than a length of rope, or an elbow.

“I can,” Oakleigh said, and he spoke the truth it seemed, for his erection did not waver at all, and he grunted as he took to his feet.

Mrs. Graycloud blew her whistle.

“Oakleigh, need to wet?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said, his face blank as he studied Melanie, and she stood, turned, bent, parted her legs and stared at the floor, mouth going wide as the still-dripping rod entered her female opening one more time, spread wide her vaginal lips, stretched out her walls, tapped her cervix, and then withdrew.

“Round 10,” Mrs. Oakleigh said. “Neutral position. This is Oakleigh’s round. Two to one, Melanie leads.”

She blew her whistle and Oakleigh was immediately upon the girl, forcing her to the mat, rolling her to her back, climbing on top and doing all in his power to open her legs and thrust within her. Was it a second wind for him now? The efforts of a boy who could not abide being beaten by a new member of the team? An athlete taking seriously for the first time a contest he was certain he’d win?

Melanie would not be taken so easily, however, scissoring her legs to the left, to the right, making the approach to her treasure slot all but impossible.

Oakleigh, however, instead of struggling to hold her on her back, allowed her to swing wide, left, right, left again, and now he pounced, using her momentum leftward against her, rolling her on to her belly and clambering over and behind her.

Melanie should have simply laid there, flat as a plank, legs closed, but it is human nature to want to find a less vulnerable position when one’s opponent is on top of one from behind, and this was her fatal mistake. She widened her legs as the first step of rising from her belly to her knees, and in the process she offered Oakleigh full access to her rear hole. In little more than a second, he had mounted the girl, the sharp, lubricated point of his narrow cock touching her anus and piercing it, the rest of his shaft following, and Melanie cried out and bucked and groaned, and the sensation did not seem to be entirely pleasant to her, and Mrs. Graycloud’s device whined and Oakleigh had another point.

He did not celebrate as Melanie had. He did not keep thrusting, wearing out this second of the girl’s holes, wearing out the monitor in Mrs. Graycloud’s hand. No, now that he’d broken into this chamber and marked the achievement with a single sound from the coach’s device, he pulled out and clambered to his feet, and Melanie spun on her knees to face him before she stood unsteadily.

Mrs. Graycloud stepped up to wipe Oakleigh’s softening penis, blew her whistle to signal that the match should resume, and the two wrestled inconclusively for another minute, until the coach blew her whistle for the last time, bringing the penetration drill to a close.

“Two to two,” she announced, prompting cheers from the rest of the team, and a startled look from Melanie, who’d been so intent on victory she hadn’t noticed her fellow athletes gathering around, watching the match as it concluded.

Mrs. Graycloud was not given to congratulatory displays, however. She had two wrestlers who had failed to win, and both had to be punished.

She reached into her bag, pulling out a large clamp first.

“Melanie, nipple or labia?” Mrs. Graycloud inquired.

“Nipple, please,” Melanie said softly, still panting, and she stepped forward, cupped both hands under her left breast and raised it so Mrs. Graycloud could apply the jaws of the punishment device to the sensitive pink flesh at the middle of Melanie’s ample breast.

Melanie, looking down to watch the clamp go on, opened her mouth, closed it and grimaced as the teeth dug into her flesh.

“Oakleigh, raise your penis,” Mrs. Graycloud commanded, pulling an open metal ring from her bag.

Oakleigh stepped forward bravely, without hesitation, wrapping his hand around his partially-erect member, raising it out of the way.

Mrs. Graycloud knelt, reached up and wrapped her thumb and forefinger around Oakleigh’s scrotum, squeezing to extend his testicles, which at the moment clung tightly, defensively, to the base of his penis.

As Mrs. Graycloud raised the ring to his genitals, positioned it, and gingerly closed it around this most sensitive part of his body, Oakleigh’s expression remained neutral. But once the spikes along the interior of the discipline ring bit into his flesh, the boy issued a gasp of pain and pulled back before forcing himself to hold still, allowing his coach to close and lock the ring around his testicles.

“Half an hour,” declared Mrs. Graycloud, looking at Melanie, and then at the boy. “Oakleigh, that’s one of the new models, so you’re the first I’ve put on it. Let me know what you think.”

“Yeah,” Oakleigh agreed, adding simply. “It hurts.”

“Melanie?” Mrs. Graycloud said.

“Yeah,” Melanie said, looking down at her tormented breast. “It hurts more than I expected.”

“Free weights,” Mrs. Graycloud said to the pair before she looked at the rest of her team.

“Everyone mix it up,” she said. “Spar if you’ve been doing weights, weights if you’ve been sparring. Mia, you and Cow, I want to see some takedowns.”

Mrs. Graycloud, perhaps sensing that watching the penetration drill, that witnessing the insertion of a penis into both Melanie’s holes, had provoked some arousal among her team, even perhaps an interest in doing the same thing, added, “Keep your sleeves on and your pegs in. And Melanie and Oakleigh, that goes for both of you, get your gear back in place.”

Melanie had left her pegs on the floor, and she went to them and crouched, slid the anal insert into her vagina, winced as she stirred it around to wet it, pushed it gingerly up her rear opening and, with another grimace and a grunt of pain, push the vaginal peg into its chamber.

“Good job,” Oakleigh said, standing over her as he eased his soft penis into his sleeve.

Melanie, looking surprised, peered upwards as she adjusted her pegs.

“Oh, thanks,” she said. “Um, good job too.”

She stood to face the boy.

“You got me after you came,” she observed. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Were you trying to make me cum?” he asked.

“No, I swear I wasn’t,” Melanie said. “I was just sort of, I guess, celebrating, because I finally got one.”

Oakleigh snorted.

“Two,” he said.

“Do you think that’s fair?” she asked.

“What?”

“That I got two points per insertion, and you only got one.”

“Yes,” Oakleigh said, bending to work at his sleeve. He’d gotten his penis enclosed, but he was fumbling with the ring, wincing in obvious discomfort every time he was forced to manipulate his punishment collar. “It’s harder for girls.”

“That’s true,” Melanie said. “I feel like it was pure luck that I got you in me at all.”

Melanie turned and looked behind herself, as if reenacting the moment. “As soon as I felt your tip against me, I just dropped and slid back really fast. And it felt like total victory.”

“It doesn’t always happen,” he said.

“You mean girls getting points?”

“Yeah,” he replied, finishing with the fastener around his scrotum and slipping the peg up his anus. “Half the penetration drills I’ve seen end in a 0-0 draw.”

“We should get a special prize then,” she said.

Oakleigh shook his head.

Well you should, anyway,” Melanie said, “for getting me again after you came.”

“I can keep it up for at least a minute after I cum,” he said. “Sometimes longer. Sometimes it doesn’t go down between orgasms.”

“I’d like to see that,” Melanie said, biting her lip.

“Start with bench press?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said, following him across the gym, past the sparring teammates and the free weights, dropping down on her back on the bench press.

“Can you put a 25 on either side?” she asked.

Oakleigh slid the weights in place and she grabbed the bar, looking up at him, and then at the bound genitals just above her face, as he prepared to spot her.

“Does that thing hurt?” she inquired.

“Yeah,” he said. “Not as much as when she first put it on, though. What about yours?”

Melanie looked at her nipple, the clamp extending straight up.

“I want it off,” she said. “It’s bothering me more and more.”

Melanie might have been troubled by something other than the equipment biting into her flesh, however. As she and Oakleigh worked out together, she lost count of her reps several times, almost dropped a 10-pound weight on her foot, and seemed sometimes to forget she’d been clamped, staring down at the device, puzzled.

The clue to her condition might have lain no further than the hole between her legs, because every time she sat on a piece of equipment, she left a puddle she had to wipe up, and the juice ran from her vulva and around her peg and down the insides of her thighs.

The condition only grew worse when Mrs. Graycloud removed the clamp from Melanie’s nipple, the girl’s lubricant oozing steadily from her hole, and by the time she was in Richie’s car for the drive back home, she was squirming in her seat.

“You wanna come into the house for a few?” she asked as soon as they were headed home from gym practice.

“Sure, your bed?” he asked, showing a little surprise, as he’d had her over the evening before for the same thing. He was still in his sleeve, but a perceptive observer might have noticed a slight angling up of the device, a stirring somewhere within the metal tube.

“I don’t care where, but it needs to be from the front,” Melanie said. “And you’ve gotta really grind my clitoris. I’m kind of dying.”

“I can do that.”




Chapter 45: Pre-Match Discoveries

The following Tuesday, the night before her first wrestling match, Melanie made tilapia, quinoa and asparagus for her family, sitting down with them and speaking enthusiastically.

“Protein,” she said, digging in. “Mrs. Graycloud said that’s what we need, and fish is almost perfect.”

“It’s very good,” Vicky said.

“Thanks,” Melanie said. “But if I did exactly what she said, I’d be drinking some protein shake with kale and leaves.”

“Or for you, roots and bark,” Josh joked. “So you can use those giant teeth for something.”

“I don’t have big teeth,” Melanie said, in a tone that suggested she didn’t care if she did. A year ago, the joke might have bothered her, but her physical insecurities had fallen by the wayside since she’d arrived in Mesa Springs.

“I’m supposed to be over at her place by 8:30,” Melanie continued, “and she’s probably going to make me eat something, or drink something extra.”

“How far away does she live?” Vicky inquired.

“Twenty minutes, no more,” Melanie said, looking at Josh. “So I’ll need the car from 8 to probably sometime after 10.”

“I’m gonna be home studying,” Josh said.

“What are you supposed to do at Mrs. Graycloud’s?” Vicky asked.

“Well, besides supplementing my diet,” Melanie began, pausing briefly with a hint of the awkwardness that still cropped up occasionally among family members, “she likes everyone to, have, have, like, an orgasm pre-match. The night before. So I, I don’t have to get it done there, but, but, it will just be more convenient. And she sort of wants to make sure it’s, it’s, a good one, if that makes sense.”

“Do you know who you’re wrestling yet?” Herman inquired quickly, as if trying to push Melanie to a new topic.

“Some boy named Devin,” Melanie said. “He’s supposed to be really good.”

“What kind of school is it?”

“Clothed,” Melanie said. “But undressing is optional, and Mrs. Graycloud said Devin usually wrestles nude. No sleeve or anything.”

“Sleeve?” Josh inquired.

“Yeah, it’s a thing boys wear, um, over their penises, and it protects their scrotum too, and, and, hides if they’re having an erection. But they’re not required.”

“Not wearing one could be dangerous,” Josh said, looking down at his own bare penis.

“I’ll be careful,” Melanie said. “I could lose if I’m not, by being disqualified. But I’ll be careful anyway.”

Melanie shifted a little uncomfortably in her chair.

“Oh, and girls have to wear something too,” she said. “You’ll probably notice that.”

“Where does that go?” Josh asked.

“We put them, um, up our anus and vagina. They don’t hurt. They’re called our pegs. It’s just for hygiene.”

“What time do we need to show up?” Vicky asked.

“Can you get there by 5?” Melanie asked. “I probably won’t have my match until 5:45, but I might go earlier, plus it will help if you sort of get used to watching it before I wrestle, so you’ll know what to expect, and you won’t get upset.”

“Upset?” Josh said.

“Yes,” Melanie said. “Wrestling can be really violent. I mean, well, you know what I mean. You have to throw people, sort of. And get on them, and bend them. Like, bend them to your will. But also bend them physically, like their body. So all that could happen to me. I could get thrown. I won’t get hurt. People hardly ever get hurt in wrestling. Sore, but not, you know, disabled. But if you just showed up right when my match started, and the first thing you see is me flying across the mat, you might worry, even if I’m doing it sort of strategically. Getting thrown can be something you want in wrestling, even if it doesn’t look like it. So come early and you’ll get used to it, and you won’t cry when it happens to me.”

Josh snorted.

Melanie ignored him.

“Or when I do it to someone else,” Melanie said. “That could be even more upsetting, don’t you think? If you see me doing this move like I’m really mad at someone, and you never saw it before. You know?”

“We’ll be there,” Vicky promised.

“You can tear yourself away from your other houses?” Melanie asked, looking at Herman.

“I’m just painting at the Baker house,” Herman said. “I can stop anytime. And I’m waiting for tile at the Burthen house, so I—”

“The Burthen house?” Melanie interrupted.

“Yeah, one of the two places I’m working on. It’s—”

“Burthen who?” Melanie interrupted again. “I mean, who Burthen?”

“Who Burthen?” Herman replied, eyebrows raised.

“Yes,” Melanie said, a sudden intensity in her eyes. “B-U-R-T-H-E-N, right? Spelled that way?”

“Yes,” Herman confirmed.

“What was her first name?” Melanie asked. “Or his first name? Do you have a first name? Like, not just the Burthen house, but is there a first name?”

“Francine,” Herman said, looking with puzzlement at his daughter.

“Francine,” Melanie repeated, with a slow, exaggerated nod. “And you’ve just been keeping this to yourself?”

“Well, yeah,” Herman said. “Or no. I didn’t know you cared. Do you know her?”

“No,” Melanie said. “Or, well, I feel like I do.”

She looked at her mother accusingly.

“How long have you known Dad was working at the home of Francine Burthen?”

“I’m just finding this out,” Vicky said.

“Time out,” Herman said. “What about Francine Burthen?”

“She only created this entire town, and everything about it,” Melanie said. “I’ve been trying to find out about her since my first weekend here, and all I’ve gotten were dead ends. Dead ends, and paddlings.”

Josh laughed. Melanie ignored him.

“You didn’t know about her?” Melanie asked. “You truly were not aware of who she was?”

“I truly wasn’t,” Herman said.

Melanie looked suspiciously at her father. It was time for mother to intervene.

“Sweetie,” Vicky said, “if your father was keeping it a secret from you, why would he tell you now?”

“Maybe he slipped up,” Melanie said, narrowing her eyes at both her parents.

“Burthen,” Josh said. “Like, Burthen High School?”

“Exactly,” Melanie said, eyes shifting from parent to parent.

Vicky and Herman stared back innocently.

“What’s the house like, then?” Melanie inquired.

“Smallish, but very well-built,” Herman said. “A real jewel, just needs some TLC.”

“Are there any pictures on the walls, any evidence of what kind of person she was?” Melanie asked. “Did she have a family? Are there any toys? Like, baby toys? Or kid toys?”

“Nothing like that,” Herman said. “Just some old bills on a desk. Maybe a few—”

“Bills?” Melanie interrupted, fork halfway to her mouth. “With Francine Burthen’s name on them?”

“Well, the top one,” Herman said. “I didn’t go through them.”

“Who was it from?” she inquired.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I was going to—”

“Dad, this is super-important,” Melanie said. “This could explain . . . everything!”

“Okay,” Herman said, nodding at his daughter a little warily. “You can come take a look if you—”

“Tonight?” Melanie said. “Can I go now?”

“You’ve got your team meeting tonight,” Vicky said.

“Yeah, but,” Melanie began, her face falling. “I know, I know, but . . .”

“The truck’s not coming until Friday,” Herman said. “You could—”

“What truck?”

“We’ll be loading everything up on it then,” Herman said.

“To throw away?” Melanie demanded, almost yelling, her breasts shaking, her nipples hardening with emotion.

“Baby, please,” Vicky interjected. “I’m sure you can go through things there before the truck comes.”

“But when?” Melanie said. “I have a team meeting tonight, wrestling tomorrow night. I wanted this to be my senior thesis, and I just about gave up on it, and I was going to do some lame thing about how they censor violence out of the movies they show at Mesa Springs Cinema. But this . . . this blows the whole case wide open!”

Josh snorted but said nothing under a withering look from his twin, and one might wonder if the girl intimidated him a little more now, if her growing biceps, the thickening layers of muscle in her back and shoulders, the new ripple in her thighs, the way her bottom still shook when she walked, but tightly now – or the way she could knock the wind out of his lungs when he teased her, with a punch to his chest or a forearm to his solar plexus – kept him at least slightly deferential to her of late.

“I’m sure your dad could set things aside,” Vicky said.

Herman nodded reluctantly, clearly not wanting to set aside a bunch of junk that he needed gone.

“How much is there?” Melanie said. “Bills on a desk? Is that it?”

“Some books on a shelf,” Herman said. “Papers, I guess. Some other things.”

“I have to see it,” Melanie said. “Just like it was left. Sometimes people set things down a certain way, and that’s the biggest clue. For example, what if she got this bill—” Melanie set down her fork and picked up an imaginary sheet of paper, squinting at it – “and then it was totally bogus. Like from the water company, for ten thousand dollars. So she just let it fall.” Melanie let the non-existent sheet drop to the table, watching its descent with resigned despair. “And so it’s just sitting there, where she left it, a little apart from the other bills. Or . . . okay, maybe that’s a dumb example, but it could be something like that. Like maybe she was crying, so there are tears on a bill, and, and . . . whatever happened, then she left.”

Vicky smiled. Herman seemed to be stifling a laugh. Josh looked at his sister, but she didn’t look back.

“I don’t know!” she said defensively. “Bills. That’s all I have to go on. But she invented the whole philosophy of this town, and then she disappeared and no one wants to talk about her. So maybe there’s a clue on that desk. In her papers.”

“I’ve already paid a deposit on the truck,” Herman said. “If I cancel I lose 500 dollars.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, looking at her half-empty plate as she regrouped. “Okay, first of all, I don’t think you’re in on the coverup. I shouldn’t have suggested that. I’m just panicking, and I need not to do that. Mrs. Graycloud taught us that panicking is our worst enemy in wrestling. It applies to other things too.”

Melanie straightened her back and looked at her family.

“The match won’t end until probably after six, and then we have a really important post-match meeting that goes until 7:30. Is there electricity in the house?”

“No,” Herman said. “No electricity or running water.”

“I’ll bring a flashlight then,” Melanie said. “I’ll go tomorrow straight from the match, and find what I need.” She looked at Josh. “I’ll be taking the car.”

Josh nodded, Herman raised his fork to his daughter, and Vicky offered a guarded smile, and the matter was settled.

Josh cleaned up and Melanie, eyes burning with the intensity of a competitor – and a girl perhaps about to get closer to the roots of a riddle that had beset her for months – headed over to Mrs. Graycloud’s, finding a tidy home on a cul-de-sac with a half dozen cars parked around it.

Martial music spilled from the front door, and after knocking once, Melanie stepped through, taking in the pre-game scene quickly.

A mat had been laid on the floor in front of the couch, the coffee table pushed against the wall, and Mrs. Graycloud herself was presiding in the middle of it, lying on her back, legs spread wide, Richie slowly moving his penis in and out of her vagina.

“Hey, Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud said.

“Melanie!” shouted her teammates – Mai, Oakleigh, Cow, Ahmed, Lana. Mai and Oakleigh had paired up, the girl on her hands and knees at the edge of the mat while Oakleigh slowly worked toward relief from behind her. Cow and Lana seemed to be negotiating their tryst, a slip of paper in each of their hands. They were standing next to a table that held a bowl with a single slip of paper in it, several tubes of lubricant, and a pitcher full of green juice, small glasses stacked beside it. Ahmed stood near the table, his glass half full of green.

A large screen against the opposite wall displayed a collage of wrestling videos, one great move after the other, from the Olympics, from college matches; naked wrestlers from Burthen High.

“Hey, Mel,” Richie said, voice tense as he seemed to be nearing orgasm.

“Slow down, slow down,” Mrs. Graycloud admonished, looking into Richie’s eyes impatiently. “Pay attention to what you’re doing.”

“I’m close,” Richie protested.

“That’s why you need to slow down,” Mrs. Graycloud said, looking down to watch as Richie guided his shaft into her body, then turning her gaze to a large clock on the wall. “You’ve been going for 10 minutes. I want at least 15.”

Richie grunted with despair and slowed his thrusts to a nearly glacial pace, removing all but his tip from the coach’s slot, then pushing back in, inch by inch, his rod glazed with her lubricant.

“Melanie, what did you have for dinner?” Mrs. Graycloud inquired, her voice slightly husky.

“Fish, and quinoa,” Melanie replied, looking down at her coach with an expression of slight unease.

“Okay, great,” Mrs. Graycloud said, “pour yourself one glass of Neutralizer, and then you can wait until more people show up and put their names in the bowl, or just partner with Ahmed. Ahmed, you don’t have a partner yet, right?”

“No,” Ahmed confessed, looking at Melanie, who looked back and stepped toward him.

“Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud began, “I’m asking the males to – UH!”

Mrs. Graycloud, choked off in mid-sentence by something, looked down at Richie’s penis before looking up again at the boy, propped up over her and continuing to move within.

“What was that?” she asked.

“Sorry,” Richie gasped. “I was changing position, so I wouldn’t—”

“You’ve got four more minutes,” Mrs. Graycloud said, drawing in her breath as Richie inserted, sighing as he pulled his penis back out. “Can you hang in there with me?”

“I will,” Richie said. “I can, yeah.”

“Okay, Melanie,” Mrs. Graycloud said. “I want males to get at least 15 minutes of stimulation before climaxing, which means you’ll need to hold your partner at least that long. Are you going to work with Ahmed?”

Melanie looked at Ahmed, and he looked back with dark eyes that said yes, and a slowly stiffening penis that was granting its affirmation as well.

“Sure,” Melanie said.

“Ahmed’s never had any trouble lasting 15 or 20 minutes, but you’re sure you can hold him that long?”

“I think I can, yes,” Melanie said.

“If you’re not sure, get a tube of lubricant from the table.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, but she didn’t bother reaching for one of the tubes, only filling a glass with the green juice and looking at Ahmed as she sipped.

“I want each girl to orgasm twice,” Mrs. Graycloud continued. “Both times with your partner if you can. You can change partners, and it can be either sex, and you can masturbate if you have to, but two orgasms at least.”

“Okay,” Melanie said, a little more vehemently than one might expect, and a thorough examination of her body at this moment would reveal the nature of her condition, that her nipples had gone hard, that her vaginal lips were swollen and flared out and the clear fluid of arousal had begun to gather at her female opening.

She’d never partnered with Ahmed, so the first order of business was getting a sense of what worked best for him when the orgasm had to be staved off for 15 minutes.

“Do you wanna be on top?” Melanie asked, taking another a sip of Mrs. Graycloud’s green liquid, scowling at it.

“Let me go in from behind,” Ahmed said. “I can last longer like that.”

“Vagina?” Melanie asked, turning to look at Cow, who had dropped to the floor on his back, his proportionately long, thick penis sticking straight up toward the much smaller Lana, who had straddled him but had not dropped down yet, and who at the moment was quietly asking Cow to give her a few moments to get ready to be impaled. His size was obviously making her nervous.

“Vagina’s fine,” Ahmed said, drawing Melanie’s attention back to him.

“Do you want my anus, though?” she asked.

“Let me start with your vagina,” he said, and Melanie nodded, took another deep draught of Neutralizer, and studied the penis that was about to be pushed into her body.

Like the rest of Ahmed, it was a medium brown, but it featured a ring of darker pigment two inches behind his head, and she focused on that for a moment before she turned, found a clear space on the mat, and dropped to her hands and knees.

As Ahmed got in position, kneeling between her legs, she looked back at him, reached between her legs to spread her lips, and arched her back slightly, raising her hole for penetration.

An observer might believe justifiably that this was old hat for the girl, a matter of routine, but as soon as Ahmed raised his tip to her wet opening and made his first tentative thrusts within the pink flesh, her eyes went wide and she opened her mouth in a silent scream, a manifestation of something that was not entirely comfortable after all, nor casual, nor routine.




Chapter 46: A Good Match, and a Visit to the Burthen Home

The martial music was still playing, inspiring the air of Mrs. Graycloud’s home. The wrestling videos were still cycling through on the screen on the wall. But new sounds were coming to dominate as Ahmed performed his first round of thrusts up Melanie’s vagina and the girl rocked, bobbed and gasped in reply.

Among her distractions, the rest of the team was arriving – Stewart first, then Jim Bob, Bernice, Nancy, Manny, each greeting and being greeted by the four engaged couples who’d preceded them.

Lana, between hellos, was doing her best to accept Cow into her small sheath, dropping slowly, arched over and watching her organ swallow the flared head and the long, thick rod while he waited patiently beneath her.

“Ahh,” she moaned quietly with each inching descent. “Ohh, ohh.”

And then, Richie was finally given permission to orgasm, and the time he’d been forced to wait propelled his completion to the heights of pleasure, to a climax that lived up to the name, the athlete crying out and grinding within his coach’s body so fiercely she began crying out as well, but not in pain or protest this time, as was made clear a moment later when she issued a high-pitched wail, like the first orgasm of a teenager, a staccato “OH-oh-oh-oh, OH-oh-oh-oh,” and Melanie stared even as her hole was adjusting to the repeated delivery of Ahmed’s member to her depths. No one else looked, however. This was not the first time, apparently, the team had heard the uncharacteristically girlish way their coach experienced ultimate pleasure.

But even under the demands of penetration and wrenching reward, Coach Graycloud continued to coach, drawing in her breath after her final squeal, recovering, and directing her attention to her charges, first the early arrivals, then the newcomers.

“Oakleigh, two more minutes,” she said. “Lana, watch the clock, Cow needs to last until right at nine, so go slow.”

“I can barely go at all,” Lana lamented, rising slowly before she grimaced and dropped again, staring into the face of the boy everyone called Cow while her tortured lips strained around his tip, the middle of his shaft, his base. For his part, he looked up at her without any sympathy; more a tight-lipped smirk, if the expression had to be described at all.

“Ahmed, five after nine,” Mrs. Graycloud barked, finally turning her attention back to Richie, who had withdrawn his penis from her chamber and was resting between her legs. “Good job, Richie,” she said, rising to her elbows and lifting her pelvis to study her vulva, and her mouth went tight as she clenched her vagina and Richie’s semen bubbled out between her lips and down across her anus. “You gave me all you had.”

Richie nodded and Mrs. Graycloud looked at the newcomers, standing around the table and pouring themselves Neutralizer, all apparently well aware of their need for it.

“I’m ready for anyone else who wants either hole,” she said. “Or you can drop your names in the bowl, but our early birds didn’t want to wait, so your choices are going to be limited.”

“I’ll take the coach,” Stewart said, looking at the others around the table. “Anyone want to join me?”

“I need to get up someone and get back home to study ASAP,” Manny said. “Can I have her vagina?”

“Coach,” said Stewart, “Manny and I both need to get done as soon as we can, so he’ll take you up front, and I’ll use your rear if that’s okay.”

“C’mon,” she said, rising to her knees.

Manny, penis quickly firming up, stepped over and rolled to his back, and Mrs. Graycloud straddled him, but she didn’t bring him into her vagina yet. Instead, she waited for Stewart to kneel behind her and, in a neatly choreographed set of moves that seemed to be familiar to all three participants, Stewart eased his penis up the coach’s front hole, drawing it out dripping with lubricant and semen, and then pushed it up Mrs. Graycloud’s anus, holding his place within the woman’s rectum while she guided her front slot to Manny’s waiting erection, her lips already splayed wide, no need to open them with her fingers.

If the sensation of two penises stirred Mrs. Graycloud, aroused her, stimulated her, she gave no sign of it, maintaining her focus through the complex machinations of servicing two males. After a few false starts and some quick, wordless adjustments, all three participants had settled into a rhythm. Manny did the least work, a subtle thrust of his hips now and then as he lay on his back, while Mrs. Graycloud, holding herself just above him with her hands beside his shoulders, moved slowly up and down his rod. Stewart, meanwhile, timed his thrusts to correspond to Mrs. Graycloud’s position. When she was lowest, Manny’s penis fully inserted, her lips around his base, Stewart would also be fully-engaged, penis thrust up her anus, all of his male member buried in her bowels, withdrawing it as she moved forward.

In the next 10 minutes, the climaxes roiled through the den of Mrs. Graycloud’s home like waves against the shore, one athlete after another suffering through pleasure, the boys groaning out with manly, guttural sounds, the girls gasping, sighing, squealing, and shaking their hips as they came.

“Mrs. Graycloud,” Melanie said after she’d finished with Ahmed and was back on her feet, draining her Neutralizer. “I like your drink.”

Mrs. Graycloud nodded, smiled weakly.

“Thanks for mixing it up. And for everything else. I think I’ll sleep really well tonight.”

Back home, Melanie checked in with her parents and went to her desk, where her first order of business was the Burthen house.

“Project Plan,” she wrote at the top of a blank sheet of paper.

“After Match:” she wrote. “Get into house.”

Below that, she started a list, headed with “Bring:”

Beneath it, she wrote “Flashlight.”

She pondered for a long moment, staring at the ceiling with her pen on her tongue, before she added a second item to the list: “Large bag.” She pondered for a few moments more before adding, in parentheses, “Strong enough to hold papers and bills. Maybe books.”

Melanie fell asleep quickly without masturbating, and barely moved while she slept, but the next morning, her eyes were wide open by the second chime of her alarm clock, and she was out of bed and on her toilet a minute later, exhibiting none of the sluggishness that often accompanied her first minutes of the day.

She remained animated that way in all of her classes, and at pre-match warmups as well, and perhaps her nervous energy infected her team, because Burthen High beat St. Benedict soundly, posting five pins and three decisions to St. Benedict’s one pin and four decisions.

Melanie lost by decision but gave it her all, and while she was thrown to the mat several times, she threw Devin once as well and, with her parents and twin looking on and cheering, there were several moments where she bent her opponent’s body, even if she didn’t necessarily bend him to her will. She was perhaps more careful with him than she should have been, wary of touching his bare genitals, particularly in the second round when her left breast ended up in his face for a prolonged hold, her nipple against his lips, and he responded by growing a sizeable erection.

After the match, her pegs still in, her face still flushed from the thrill of competition – or something else that was on her mind, perhaps – Melanie hugged her parents, bumped elbows with Josh, and reiterated her plans to conduct an investigation that evening.

In the post-match meeting, Mrs. Graycloud congratulated her team, singled out Melanie for showing true Road Runner grit against a much more experienced wrestler in her first official match, and the rest of the team applauded her.

By the end of the meeting, her mind was clearly elsewhere, however, and at 7:35, she was in her car under the last vestiges of daylight, heading to the oldest section of Mesa Springs with a flashlight, her phone, a sturdy bag, and the keys to the property.

Melanie had to summon a second helping of Road Runner courage at the Burthen home, as was obvious from the moment she pushed open the home’s heavy door, greeted by darkness and the smells of fresh paint and ancient mustiness.

“Hello?” she said, shining her flashlight at bare walls and an ancient hardwood floor. “Hello?”

With silence as her only answer, she stepped in tentatively, flashlight swinging, her steps slow and deliberate as she pushed through the front room and into the hall, shining the light behind her, before her, at the ceiling, into each darkened room before she found what she was looking for: the office of Francine Burthen.

Here, one might conclude, her nerves subsided somewhat, because the room was rich with the kinds of things she was looking for, stacks of papers on a desk, books and more papers on a shelf, things in drawers.

True to the spirit of anthropology, she used her phone to photograph what she’d found before she disturbed any of it, snapping images of the desk, the contents of the open drawers, the arrangements on each shelf.

After that, she slid everything into a large duffel bag borrowed from her father, grabbing papers by the handful, books and pamphlets, and the bag proved just large enough, and just sturdy enough, to hold all she found, and by 8:15, Melanie Campion could be seen staggering out the front door of the Francine Burthen home, a loaded duffel bag hanging from her shoulder, her flashlight pointing the way to her car, and she came home and made a sandwich and went upstairs to her parents’ bedroom to let them know she was home.

“Find anything?” Vicky asked from her desk.

“Only a few things,” Melanie replied, dramatically sliding the duffel bag into view.

“You must have taken everything!” Vicky observed.

“I did,” Melanie agreed. “I didn’t even look at most of it. I’m going to start going through it all tomorrow. Can I use one of the other bedrooms? Maybe the pink room?”

“Sure,” Vicky said. “But please don’t make too much of a mess. Your dad may still want to do some work in there.”

“Okay,” Melanie agreed. “Where is he?”

“He had some things to pick up at Masterson’s, and then he’s helping a couple of girls he met last week on a project they’re working on.”

“A project?” Melanie echoed.

“Vaginal tightness,” Vicky explained. “They’re training on a tool they bought, but they need a male to tell them how they’re doing, so your dad’s doing a weekly visit with them.”

“Who are the girls?”

“You probably don’t know them. They both finished high school last year.”

“When will he be home?”

“At least another hour, probably two. He just left.

“Oh, okay,” Melanie said. “And you’re just here working by yourself?”

“I’m finished,” Vicky said, closing her laptop. She stood, went to her dresser, opened the top drawer and pulled out a large black dildo. “What are you going to do?”

“Probably find some leftovers, and then study a little,” Melanie said.

“I can warm something up for you if you can wait until I’m finished masturbating,” Vicky said, and she went to the bed, pulled down the covers, leaned a pillow against the headboard and sat.

“How long do you think you’ll be?” Melanie asked.

“Probably about 15 minutes,” Vicky said, and she opened her legs, reached down with her right hand and lightly circled her clitoris with her index and middle finger, holding the dildo with her other hand, the tip poised at her entrance. “Do you mind waiting?”

“No, that’s fine,” Melanie said. “I probably need to do the same thing.”

“You’re welcome to try out one of my toys,” Vicky said. “There are a few new ones in the drawer.”

Melanie stepped over to her mother’s dresser, set the keys to the Burthen house there.

“Here’s Dad’s keys,” she asked. “Can I leave them here?”

“Sure.”

Melanie opened the top drawer, eyed the half dozen toys her mother used for self-pleasure.

“When did you get the purple one?” Melanie inquired, grabbing it. “It’s really big.”

“I ordered it last week. I’ve only used it once so far,” Vicky said, wincing slightly as she pushed the tip of her toy past her lips. “Give it a try. I think your vagina’s big enough to hold it, but you’ll want to masturbate for a few minutes before you insert it.”

“Okay, I’ll let you know how it does,” Melanie said, heading for the bedroom door.

“It’s got some interesting features,” Vicky said.

Melanie paused, eyeing the dildo.

“Oh yeah?”

“It bends,” Vicky said.

Melanie took the dildo in both hands and tried to bend it in the middle.

“Careful!” Vicky said.

Melanie stepped to the bed and offered the toy to Vicky.

“Bend it for me,” she said.

Vicky, who had gotten her own toy about halfway up her vagina, left it there, the black object protruding from her front entrance while she took the purple device in both hands and carefully bent the head upward.

“Put it in with the tip scraping your front wall,” Vicky said. “I know you’ve got a sensitive g-spot, so this should give you a lot of pleasure.”

Melanie, looking a little intimidated, took the toy.

“I’ll be glad to give you advice if you want to use it here,” Vicky said.

Melanie nodded and sat in Vicky’s desk chair, sliding forward, spreading her legs and stroking her clitoris.

“Is Kaitlyn still planning to visit?” Vicky inquired a little huskily as she resumed pushing the black dildo up her slot.

“She’s finally bought her plane tickets,” Melanie said, continuing to masturbate, the tip of the purple dildo paused at her hole. “She’s coming for the weekend in the middle of October. Just Friday through Sunday. We’re going to celebrate her birthday.”

“Does she know what things are like here?”

“Oh yeah,” Melanie laughed. “Didn’t I tell you she was the first person to figure out what Mesa Springs was like?”

“But do you think she really knows what to expect?”

“No, probably not, but I’ve been emailing her highlights,” Melanie said, and she held her breath as she spread her lips with two fingers and eased the tip of her mother’s dildo between them and into the mouth of her vagina.

“Oh,” Melanie said, looking up at Vicky with a grimace. “I think it’s the bend as much as the thickness that makes this hard.”

“Get another one if you want,” Vicky said. “Don’t use it if it hurts.”

“The nurse at Carsen’s Clinic told me I’ve got a really big vagina,” Melanie said, looking down at her female opening, all the muscles of her body tense as she pushed the first inch of the toy into her. “So I should be able to do this. I like being challenged.”

“You do,” Vicky agreed as she buried all of the black dildo up her hole. “You know your dad and I are very proud of you.”

“Because of my work researching Francine Burthen?”

“Well, that too, sure,” Vicky said. “But the wrestling. We feel like you’ve really stepped out of your comfort zone.”

“Oh, I guess so,” Melanie said, continuing to work at the toy, grunting and wincing as she got another inch of it up her hole.

“Is Kaitlyn going to go native?” Vicky asked with a tight smile, using a local expression for visitors who took their clothes off.

“She says – uh! – she says thinking about it gives her panic attacks,” Melanie replied haltingly. “But . . . I think so. I’m not going to push her, but . . . oh, ow.”

“When was your last orgasm?” Vicki asked, her voice still clear but a little husky as she settled into a gentle, slow rhythm, sliding the toy in and out of her sex organ as she chatted.

“Last . . . night,” Melanie grunted. “Okay, halfway in. Ummmm. You know what this should have?”

“No, what?”

“Lines on it, uh, for each inch. So you can say, okay, one inch in. Ow. Now two inches. And you can . . . you can measure your progress, like, uh, with numbers. Uh, numerically. That’s, uh, that’s very important in wrestling.”

“Good point,” Vicky said. “So you were talking about last night.”

“Last night,” Melanie repeated.

“Your last orgasm.”

“Oh yeah, last night,” Melanie said. “Yeah. Uh. First with Ahmed, and then with Mrs. Graycloud.”

“What did you do with Mrs. Graycloud?” Vicky inquired, and a perceptive listener might have sensed the slightest edge in her voice. A hint of motherly concern, perhaps. Or even a touch of maternal jealously, breaking through the tenor of a woman in the early stages of masturbation.

“We did oral together,” Melanie said, and if she detected her mother’s mild discomfiture, nothing in her next words suggested it. Perhaps the girl was too distracted by the challenge occurring between her legs to sense Vicky’s tone. “She’s really good at licking. Oh, ow . . . and she did some interesting things to my clitoris.”

“Like what?” Vicky inquired, and as she waited for the answer, the hand moving the black dildo up her vagina slowed, and the hand resting on her mound, holding her folds out of the way and caressing her own clitoris, ceased operations.

“It was sort of with her teeth, her tongue and her lips all together,” Melanie said tensely. “UH. And I probably came in less than five minutes, even though I’d already had one orgasm.”

“What was she doing?” Vicky asked.

“It’s sort of hard to explain,” Melanie said, grunting again, half the dildo buried within her sheath.

“Would it be easier to demonstrate?” Vicky asked.

Melanie looked up quickly, focusing on Vicky, before she spoke again.

“Yeah, it probably would.”

The women, mother and daughter, understood each other, it seems.

Wordlessly, Melanie eased her mother’s massive, purple, bent dildo out of her hole and stood.

Vicky withdrew her black dildo as well, pushed down the covers and set its veiny wetness on the sheets, and Melanie climbed onto the bed, set her toy next to her mother’s, and waited deferentially.

This would be a first, a logical turn of events, but not something they had done, or even proposed yet. But still, two females under the same roof, each with a large vulva, a sensitive clitoris, a vagina that ached often enough, must at some point find congress, must enjoy mutual pleasure.

Melanie, the daughter, waited on all fours until Vicky, her mother, either spoke of her preferences, or indicated them with her actions.

Vicky chose the latter, leaving the dildos side by side, pushing the sheets and blankets out of the way so the two could enjoy each other’s company on a smooth and uninterrupted field.

Vicky lay flat with her head on her pillow, and she spread and raised her thighs and looked at the ceiling.

Melanie clambered carefully over her, positioning her vulva at Vicky’s mouth, lowering her own mouth to Vicky’s hole, and the two coupled like that, without words, without much sound to speak of other than the occasional grunt, the steady intake of air, the rustle of sheets as Melanie slid a knee outward to lower her sex organ, or Vicky adjusted her hips, raising and lowering her pelvis in response to what was being done to her sex organ, to her lips and hole and clitoris.

Only after both females had thoroughly cleaned the other’s sex did Melanie begin her demonstration, sucking Vicky’s clitoris in between her teeth, brushing it with her tongue, releasing it and pressing all of her mouth over her mother’s swollen lips, hole and hair, and then returning to focus only on the clitoris, sucking and tonguing and biting.

Vicky reciprocated, experimenting on her daughter’s clit, provoking a sharp grunt from the girl and a writhing of loins.

“Like that?” Vicky inquired, speaking for the first time since the tryst began.

“Yeah,” Melanie sighed. “Perfect.”

Well-attuned to each other, the two females began bobbing almost simultaneously, each positioning and repositioning her vulva to maximize the preferred sensations, to vary the stimulation, to move their bodies toward orgasm, and after another minute of mutual pleasure, the two began grunting and gasping in earnest, each shaking as the other continued stimulating her partner’s sex.

The twin orgasms lasted a good minute at least, both trailing off with a few final bucks and some final licks of the other’s hole, and then Melanie rolled off her mother, dropped to her back, started when her hip touched the dildos, and she slid them out of the way and lay flat on her back, hands by her sides, legs slightly spread, eyes open and staring at the ceiling.

Vicky was the first to speak.

“Let me know if you want to try that dildo again,” she said.

Melanie laughed.

“I think I could have done it,” she said, “but I’m not complaining. You did it better than Mrs. Graycloud.”

Vicky still on her back with her head near her daughter’s feet, smiled, whatever insecurities she was feeling earlier evaporated.

More silence, Melanie the first to speak this time.

“Have you done it with Josh?” she asked

“Yes.”

Melanie’s eyes went a little wide, but she said nothing.

“Is that okay?” Vicky asked quietly.

“Its so . . . different,” Melanie said. “I keep thinking I’ve gotten used to everything, and then something else happens.”

“Yeah,” Vicky agreed. “We’ve asked a lot of you kids.”

“I wouldn’t trade it for anything,” Melanie said. “But sometimes, you remember, you know? What it was like. All the things you thought should be a certain way, all your life, and then all of a sudden, they’re not. I guess, really, I’m the most surprised by – that it doesn’t surprise me. Unless I think about it, which I do less and less.”

“You need to be careful with Kaitlyn,” Vicky said. “Try to remember what it was like for you the first time you spent time here. You can’t just throw her into it.”

“That’s how it was for me, though,” Melanie protested, sitting up and crossing her legs. “Just thrown into it.”

“But you’re you,” Vicky observed.

“I know her really well, though. I think she’s up for it.”

“You’re going to pick her up naked at the airport?”

“For sure,” Melanie said. “If it’s not too cold. That’s what Jenna did to me.”

Melanie rubbed her face.

“If she’s not on her period,” she said, “I’m going to see what she’s up for.”

“Do you think that’s a good idea?”

“Yes,” Melanie replied. “Okay, Kaitlyn seems really curious. She says she’s scared, but she keeps asking me questions. I think she’s secretly okay with this. She just can’t admit it.”

“You think she’ll take to it like you did?”

“I hope not!” Melanie said, laughing and sliding off the bed. “I mean, I hope she doesn’t become obsessed with where it all came from. I can’t let it go, and I’m not sure it’s healthy.”

“Maybe the answers are all in that duffel bag,” Vicky said.




Chapter 47: ‘zu meiner Schwester’

Kaitlyn Trammel made no attempt to hide her unique mix of fear and fascination as she stepped into the broad main hall of the Mesa Springs Airport.

She was blonde, willowy, five feet eight, and still fully-clothed, while almost half the people here were nude.

It was the naked people whom she focused on, the woman who’d stepped into the ladies’ room immediately after landing to strip, now pulling her carry-on behind her in nothing but shoes; the nude man working a small concession stand, his penis likely the first Kaitlyn had ever seen in the wild; a family of five gathered around a table in the small food court, evidently waiting for a flight to leave, remaining naked until boarding was announced.

Once she’d passed beyond security, the opportunities for Kaitlyn to view Mesa Springs civilization in the raw multiplied, for the late afternoon air was unseasonably warm this Friday in mid-October, and the au naturale were out in force, claiming baggage, hailing cabs, greeting each other with penis-swinging handshakes and breast-pressing hugs.

“Boo!” came a shout from behind, emitted by a tall, solid-looking nude girl with thick black hair, heavy breasts, a pubic strip shaved into a rectangle, and the muscle tone of an athlete.

“Shit!” Kaitlyn said, turning wide-eyed to find Melanie just behind her, all of her glories exposed. “Oh, damn, Melanie.”

Melanie smiled. “Welcome to Mesa Springs!” she said, spreading her arms wide, and after a moment’s hesitation, Kailyn stepped forward and accepted her friend’s embrace.

“Are you freaking out yet?” Melanie asked, stepping back to study Kaitlyn. “I love your hair.”

“Thanks, I had it done yesterday,” Kaitlyn said. “And I’m not sure.”

“That’s the same thing I would have said if someone had asked me that my first night here,” Melanie confessed, heading toward the baggage carousel. “And now when I think about it, my memories say it was all totally normal.”

“Maybe that will happen to me, then.”

“You’ll be surprised how quickly you get used to it,” Melanie said. “Especially if you try it.”

Kaitlyn stood back, took all of her friend in again, but focusing on her shoulders, and her eyes.

“You’re different,” she said.

“Well, yeah, it’s been a few months,” Melanie conceded.

“In a good way,” Kaitlyn added quickly. “I mean, the muscle is obvious. Wrestling has been good for you.”

“Thank you.”

“But it’s more than that,” she said. “You look . . . older.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t mean, like lines on your face,” Kaitlyn said. “Maybe wiser. Wiser?”

“I’m doing pretty well in school,” Melanie said. “So I definitely know more than the last time I saw you.”

“I don’t know if that can do it, though,” Kaitlyn said, starting when the bell rang and the belts of the luggage carousel began to turn.

“Jumpy,” Melanie observed.

“Well, duh,” Kaitlyn said, adding quietly, “I’m surrounded by naked people, and that guy over there who just hugged that woman has a giant boner.”

“Oh, yeah,” Melanie said after a quick glance to confirm her friend’s observation.

“Anyway, I don’t think learning a new fact can change your face,” Kaitlyn said. “That would be weird.”

“Maybe they could do an experiment,” Melanie offered. “Like, do before and after pictures of people, starting when they’re really small. Like, ‘Hey, kid, smile for the camera.’ And then, ‘Hey, kid, guess what? Two plus two equals four. Did you know that?’ And if the kid says something like ‘No, I sure didn’t, Mister, but I do now,’ then they take their picture again, and they do a scientific analysis on it, before and after, like super-scientific, on their nose and eyebrows and mouth, definitely mouth, to see if learning something made a difference.”

“I don’t know,” Kaitlyn said. “I think it’s more than just that you learned some new fact. Maybe its . . . everything you’ve been . . . doing.”

Melanie folded her arms under her breasts and breathed in.

“Okay,” Melanie said. “I’ve found out some stuff.”

“Like what?”

“It’s sort of a secret,” Melanie said, looking around before she lowered her voice and continued. “You remember how I was trying to find out about the lady who made up this whole town?”

“That Burthen lady?”

“Yeah, her. And you know I raided her house last month?”

“Yeah.”

“I didn’t tell you one of the things I found.”

“What?”

“A book.”

“What kind of book?” Kaitlyn inquired, face falling a little, the way faces fall when people think they’re going to be told about dead bodies or sex dungeons, and instead hear about a book.

“That’s all I can say,” Melanie said. “But it’s by this guy, and he was a horrible person before he went straight, and . . . he was bad.”

“Okay,” Kaitlyn said. “We’re reading The Portrait of Dorian Gray this semester. It sounds like that.”

“Worse than that,” Melanie said, elaborating no further.

As they waited for Kaitlyn’s bag, the girls transitioned to ordinary small talk, about Kaitlyn’s flight, what was happening at school, Melanie’s enhanced physique.

But once they were alone in the car, the conversation moved to that most obvious of topics.

“So,” Melanie began, wheeling out of the parking lot, “are you gonna take your clothes off?”

“I don’t know,” Kaitlyn said. “Maybe.”

“We’re just having dinner at home tonight,” Melanie said. “In about two hours.”

“And everyone’s going to be naked?”

“Yeah, all four of us. Or five, if you do it too.”

“Josh?” Kaitlyn said.

“He is part of the family,” Melanie noted.

“Yeah. And then, your dad, too?”

“Yup.”

“Do they . . . you know?”

“Get erections? Sure.”

Kaitlyn winced, laughed nervously and buried her face in her hands. “I’m not sure if I can handle that.”

“Why not?” Melanie asked.

“Well, you know,” Kaitlyn said. “C’mon, you can’t have forgotten what was like to live in Baton Rouge.”

“I remember,” Melanie said. “But you need to answer for yourself. Why would it make you nervous to see an erect penis?”

Kaitlyn laughed again, high-pitched.

“Because it means they’re . . . you know.”

“Aroused?”

“Yeah, yeah.”

“And what’s wrong with that?”

“Because when boys – or men – have an erection, they want to do one thing with it.”

“And what is that?” Melanie inquired.

“Stick it in a girl,” Kaitlyn said, whispering and covering her mouth, as if she were sharing a horrible secret.

“Is that a bad thing?” Melanie persisted.

“Okay, okay, I get it,” Kaitlyn said, turning her head to look at three naked pedestrians. “It’s all normal. You take boys . . . things . . . in you all the time. But I’m just . . . it’s too . . .”

“What?”

“Okay,” Kaitlyn said, drawing in her breath, “you remember Allen?”

“Allen Major? Of course.”

“We did it. Last weekend. First time.”

“Did what?”

“The thing.”

“What thing?” Melanie asked.

“The thing you do all the time.”

“I do a lot of things all the time.”

“We had sex,” Kaitlyn said.

“What kind?”

“What do you mean?”

“You kissed, you went out to dinner, he put his penis up your vagina, he—”

“You know what I’m talking about,” Kaitlyn nearly shrieked. “The last thing. And we’re totally in love. I’ve been waiting until now to tell you.” Kaitlyn brought her hands to her face. “And we did it. We’re doing it!”

This was indeed news, by Baton Rouge standards, where boys like Allen Major, who were tall and handsome and good at sports (Allen pitched) were the subject of everything from elaborate romantic fantasies to furtive masturbation. That Kaitlyn had landed such a boy was a solid achievement.

In Baton Rouge.

In Mesa Springs, on the other hand, it was meaningless. Boys like Allen Major – like all boys and all girls there – belonged to no one, and to everyone. If someone wanted to partner with someone else, they would simply ask, or make themselves available, or accept the offer. The idea of a love in which boys and girls paired off and had sex and treated that sex as deeply exclusive was in Melanie’s world an anachronism, something done in past days she no longer had any use for, nor quite fully understood.

And yet, she seemed to know her friend had to be humored, so she did her best impression of an elated adolescent, cheering and bouncing her head as she drove.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Kinda scary, kinda fun.”

“Did it hurt?”

“Everyone asks that,” Kaitlyn replied. “No.”

“Good,” Melanie said. “So back to the point. If Dad or Josh have an erection . . .”

“That’s fine,” Kaitlyn said flatly.

“Now it’s fine?” Melanie said. “You were freaking out two seconds ago.”

“And then we talked about it,” Kaitlyn said. “Talking about it sort of kills it, you know? Kills the fear.”

Instead of taking the turn to home, Melanie gave Kaitlyn a tour through downtown Mesa Springs, and the people did not disappoint, all ages bare, all shapes, all genders, and several states of arousal on display.

Kaitlyn stared.

“This helps too,” she said.

Melanie could have pushed the issue, inquired again about Kaitlyn’s willingness to undress, but she let it rest for now, and the girls caught up on social matters, academic questions, plans for college until they reached the Campion home.

“Oh my god, your dad did this?” Kaitlyn exclaimed as soon as they pulled into view of the structure.

“You like it?”

“The pictures you showed me before you moved . . . look like a different house.”

“Yeah, this is one of Dad’s strategic advantages,” Melanie said. “But I helped a lot, early on. I cleared like 80 percent of the yard, including the front yard.”

“Can I take a picture?” Kaitlyn said. “This is where I stayed in Mesa Springs. Can I take one and post it to Wonder?”

“Of course,” Melanie said. “Our house is getting famous. It’s probably going to be in this parade of homes, which is this thing they do here, which isn’t really a parade, and people take pictures of it all the time. And Dad might get two other places in the parade too, which would be a huge honor, and it would make him famous too. Or, he’s already sort of famous, but then it would be more, sort of, official.”

“Are the others this big?”

“No,” Melanie said. “Way smaller. But both really old, and historic. You know, one of them belonged to that lady, Francine Burthen, where I found all that stuff.”

“Oh yeah,” Kaitlyn said with mild interest. “That book.”

Melanie pulled up the driveway, parked and switched off the car, but she didn’t open her door, and she breathed in, rubbed her bare thighs and turned to her friend.

“Can you keep a secret?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Kaitlyn promised.

“I need to tell someone what’s in that book, and I can’t tell my parents, because they’ll probably say I shouldn’t be reading it and take it away, and I still need it. So I’m sort of going crazy.”

“You want me to read it?”

“It’s sort of long,” Melanie said, “but I at least want to tell you about it. You’ll be the only one who knows.”

“What’s in it?”

“It’s this guy,” Melanie said, lowering her voice. “His name was weird, Otto Moganthaler, and he was horrible to his sister. So far, anyway. I’m about halfway through.”

“What did he do?” Kaitlyn asked, her interest perking up a little.

“I’ll just have to show you, if you want to read it,” Melanie said. “And if you can keep a secret.”

“I promise,” Kaitlyn said. “But are you sure that Burthen lady even read it? Sometimes people have books they don’t even read.”

“It’s marked up in a few places,” Melanie said. “And I’m pretty sure it’s her handwriting. Like, I’ve sort of done a handwriting analysis, because I found some other things she wrote on, just some lists and stuff, but it seems like it’s the same person doing all the writing.”

“Okay.”

“But it wasn’t her book originally,” Melanie continued. “It was for someone named Meena Shwepper.”

“Meena Shwepper? Who’s that?”

“No idea,” Melanie said. “Wanna go inside and see the place?”

“Who’s home?” Kaitlyn inquired.

“Are you scared again?”

“No,” Kaitlyn said, obviously lying. “I just want to know what to . . . expect.”

“I don’t think anyone,” Melanie replied. “Mom’s at her job, Dad’s working on those other houses, and Josh is probably out with some friends.”

“Okay,” Kaitlyn said, pushing out of the car, and the girls entered the home through the front door, and Kaitlyn was duly impressed with the grand entrance hall and all the other places Melanie showed her in a quick tour, the kitchen and rec room and the pool, the view of town and Vicky’s workplace from the terrace, and Kaitlyn’s guest room, tastefully furnished as the home’s best room for visitors.

If she liked her room, however, Kaitlyn gave no indication, rolling her suitcase in, leaving it in the middle of the floor, and looking nervously at the wall.

“It’s just you and me,” Melanie said. “Think you can do it?”

With a grimace akin to pain, Kaitlyn strode to the closet, flung open the door, stepped in, pulled off her coat and hung it on a hanger, unbuttoned her blouse, hung that up as well, turned to see Melanie peering in at her, pulled the door closed, and continued stripping, quickly pulling off her shoes and socks, her jeans, her bra and panties, hanging everything up on hangers, even her underwear, and she pulled the door open to find Melanie still waiting, still naked, smiling indulgently at her friend, who was naked now too, her B-cup breasts firm, high and tipped with a pair of long, erect nipples, her surprisingly dark, almost black, pubic hair untrimmed, unshaved, growing naturally above and around her female opening.

“Please don’t look at me,” Kaitlyn said, her tone half joking.

“I can’t just not look,” Melanie protested.

“You could try,” Kaitlyn said.

“Well, I need to look sometimes, just to make sure you’re still there at least,” Melanie noted. “That’s what people have to do.”

“You could just ask if I’m still here,” Kaitlyn countered. “I would always say yes, and then if I didn’t, you could look for me.”

“That would take more time, though,” Melanie said.

“I could put on really strong perfume. I brought some.”

“Yeah, but sometimes the smell of that stays after someone leaves. Plus, if it’s strong and I don’t like that kind, then if there’s a lot of it, that would sort of ruin my day.”

“Good point.”

“Or I could just look at parts of you. Like, just your head or something. Or your shoulder.”

Kaitlyn frowned but said nothing.

“Is that it?” Melanie said, looking out the window. “I need to not look . . . at certain places?”

“I don’t know,” Kaitlyn said. “I’m probably being dumb. But you know . . . you said you have . . . girlfriends, or whatever.”

“Not really girlfriends,” Melanie said. “Not like girlfriends and boyfriends. Just friends.”

“But you told me you’ll . . . be with them.”

“Yeah,” Melanie said, shuffling on her feet, appearing a little uncomfortable for the first time. “When we both decide to be. Now and then. But I’m not trying to do that to you.”

Kaitlyn laughed, a hard, husky laugh, not as nervous as before, and one might be left with the impression that she was here to have experiences – her decision to undress being the first – but needed to feel she was in control of things, and Melanie’s promise had helped to reassure her. Nakedness was a vulnerability that – especially outside Mesa Springs – could subject one to all manner of exploitation, and Kaitlyn simply didn’t know how safe she was, because she didn’t know Mesa Springs yet, or the way people were here.

“Compromise,” Melanie said. “I won’t look at you except when I totally have to, and then just at some really neutral place, like head or feet or hands.”

“Okay.”

“Or butt. You know, if that’s my only option.”

“Last resort,” Kaitlyn said.

“Deal,” Melanie said, turning toward the door into the hall. “Let me show you that book. You can unpack later.”

Kaitlyn, after pausing at the door and peering into the hall, followed her friend to what was known as the pink room, not furnished at all, its only contents the remains of the Francine Burthen house, neatly arranged into a dozen coordinated piles interspersed with legal pads, pens, and sheets of paper with arrows on them.

“Bills,” one sheet said next to a small stack of envelopes. “Lists,” said another sheet. “Regular books,” said one. “Pamphlets, junk mail and other boring stuff.”

Melanie stepped over everything to reach the far corner, where she stooped to pick up a small book with a black hardcover bearing the simple title My Journey to Righteousness, no sheet pointing to it, a bookmark wedged into the middle pages.

“Okay,” she said, opening it and flipping through the pages. “Page 15. Read starting with ‘My heart brimming with wickedness, I first made my way at night to my sleeping sister, using that secret passageway.’ It’s basically rape.”

Melanie held the book out, then pulled it back, pressing it opened against her breasts.

“Wait,” she said as Kaitlyn looked at her. “I feel like you’re mature enough to read this. I wouldn’t show it to you if I didn’t. But it’s bad. This is one of the first things he did that was really bad.”

Kaitlyn took the book and kept her thumb on page 15 while she flipped to the book’s first few pages.

“1984,” she said. “That’s when it was written. Or published.”

“I know,” Melanie said. “It’s really old.”

Kaitlyn flipped to the title page, where a short dedication had been scrawled.

“That’s where he signed it,” Melanie said.

“What name do you think he wrote?” Kaitlyn said, studying the dedication.

“Meena, uh, Shwepper, I think,” Melanie said. “His handwriting is really bad. But I’ve looked up the name, under a few spellings. I haven’t found anyone that matches yet, but I’ll be looking more for her. I know I’ll find her.”

“That’s not what it says,” Kaitlyn said.

“Huh?”

“It’s German,” Kaitlyn said. “It’s not a name.”

“I studied French,” Melanie said. “So I wouldn’t know that.”

“It’s German,” Kaitlyn said. “It says ‘zu meiner Schwester.’”

“No, it doesn’t,” Melanie said, taking back the book, scanning the inscription. “Okay, maybe it does. What’s it mean, then?”

“To my sister.”




Chapter 48: The Girls Find Clues

“To my sister,” Melanie repeated, looking at Kaitlyn with an expression of horror.

“Yeah,” Kaitlyn said.

“You sure?”

“I took two years of German,” Kaitlyn said. “’zu’ means ‘to.’ ‘meiner’ means ‘my.’ And ‘schwester’ is ‘sister.’ It’s pretty basic vocabulary.”

Melanie stared at the inscription, looked up dramatically.

“Do you know what this means?” she asked.

“No,” Kaitlyn admitted.

“Francine Burthen is this guy’s sister.”

“Okay,” Kaitlyn said, clearly not seeing the significance.

“This means,” Melanie said, staring at Kaitlyn with an expression of abject shock, “that everything this guy did to his sister in his book was done to . . . Francine Burthen.”

“Okay, maybe,” Kaitlyn said. “Is that what it says in the book, though? Does it name the sister?”

“No,” Melanie said. “So far it just calls her his sister, always. I think maybe he was trying to protect Francine, because she was the victim of a sexual assault.”

“But what if this guy wrote the book,” Kaitlyn countered, and then signed it to his sister, who was someone else, and then his sister gave it to her friend, Francine?””

“A very good point,” Melanie said. “But this gives me a lot more to go on. Thanks to your translation. A lot more. I just need to find a Francine Morganthaler.”

“You think she got married?”

“Yes, to someone named Burthen. But she wasn’t married when she was living in that house. She was the only one there. All the papers and everything I found had her in them, only.”

“She must have gotten divorced.”

“I bet,” Melanie said. “If she was the sister in that book, she would have been really messed up, I think, so marriage would have been hard for her, especially if her husband wanted sex. But then . . . okay, I need to read the rest of the book, and re-read the first part too. Because now I’ll be reading it in a totally different way. And her notes too. She put notes in the margins.”

“That’s called marginalia,” Kaitlyn offered.

“Very good,” Melanie said. “Marginalia. That’s a good word.”

“You’re lucky I showed up when I did,” Kaitlyn said.

“Yes,” Melanie said, and she stepped back to the corner and set the book down. “But don’t worry, I’m not going to make you watch me work on this project. Because when I start working on it, my mind is going super-fast, but my body hardly moves, and when I think about what I would look like, it seems really boring to me.”

“Thanks,” Kaitlyn said.

“Want to sit on the terrace and look down at the town?”

“Yeah,” Kaitlyn said. “Can anyone see us?”

“No,” Melanie replied, heading into the hall before she continued. “Not unless they have a telescope. But nobody does down there, I don’t think.”

“Let me get my phone,” Kaitlyn said, slipping back into her room, returning to follow Melanie as she stepped through the upstairs den, grabbed two cushions from the stack, made her way through the back door to the terrace, and set the cushions on a pair of new, wrought-iron chairs beside the balustrade.

The girls sat, face to face, Kaitlyn with her legs closed and her hands in her lap, clutching her phone like a shield. Melanie posed less modestly, legs parted, arms by her sides, and both girls gazed down at the buildings and the tiny cars and tinier people of Mesa Springs, the mountains beyond.

“It’s beautiful,” Kaitlyn said. “Can I take a picture?”

“Of course.”

Kaitlyn raised her phone with one hand, her other hand still across her lap, and snapped a series of shots, peered at her screen, deleted all but the best image, tapped some more.

“Another shot for Wonder?” Melanie asked.

“Yeah,” Kaitlyn said, speaking into her phone to create the caption. “My view this weekend. I’m in New Mexico.”

Kaitlyn finished posting and set her phone back in her lap. “When is everyone getting home?” she asked, turning to look nervously at the doors leading into the house.

“I don’t know,” Melanie said. “Usually it’s Mom first, from the office, and then Dad, from one of his projects, and then Josh, from wherever he is, in time for dinner.”

“Where do you think Josh is right now?”

“Josh has sort of a schedule,” Melanie said. “School until 2 on Fridays for seniors, like us. Then he hangs out with people. Like, there’s this mom named Danielle he likes to spend time with, and she has some friends. And he tutors a few people, some girls, I guess, because he’s really good in math. And then he comes home and has dinner – or makes it if it’s his turn, like tonight – and then he studies.”

Melanie looked at Kaitlyn sympathetically, mostly at her face, but eyes wandering to her breasts and hips occasionally too, a violation of their earlier deal that Kaitlyn didn’t call her out on.

“If he showed up right now, what would you do?” Melanie inquired.

“You mean, if he showed up on the terrace?” Kaitlyn said, looking nervously at the doors again.

“Yeah.”

“Would he be naked?”

“Probably.”

“Would he be . . . interested?”

“You mean, would his penis be erect?”

“Okay, yeah,” Kaitlyn said. “That.”

“It happens,” Melanie said casually. “But we already talked about that.”

“How big is it?” Kaitlyn asked.

“Normal,” Melanie said, holding up her hands to show the length. “But I promise, he isn’t going to try to put it inside you. People don’t do that here.”

“No, I asked about size because I was wondering if you could, just, ignore it, or if it would grow halfway across the room, and start knocking things over.”

“They’re never halfway across the room,” Melanie said. “I think that would be impossible.”

“I was exaggerating.”

“I know,” Melanie said. “But just don’t look, if it happens. After the third time you see one, it’s just part of the, you know, landscape.”

The door opened from Vicky’s and Herman’s bedroom, and Kaitlyn started and looked with a fear that only partially subsided when Vicky emerged, naked.

“Kaitlyn!” she said, arms wide and breasts bouncing as she crossed the terrace.

“Hello, Mrs. Campion,” Kaitlyn said, and she stood and allowed Vicky to pull her close, skin touching skin, breasts and hips and bellies pressed together before Vicky released the girl and looked her over.

“You’ve just had your hair done,” Vicky said.

“Yes,” Kaitlyn agreed, touching it and smiling, her anxiety melting away. “It’s sort of a new look for me, now it’s long enough.”

Vicky leaned down to kiss Melanie’s head.

“How’s it going, Baby? Got a full weekend planned?”

“Yes, whatever Kaitlyn’s up for,” Melanie said. “We might go to Jenna’s a little later, maybe go downtown, hang out with some people on the team, or whoever is around.”

Vicky looked at Kaitlyn again, taking all of her in now, raising her eyebrows with surprise, as if noticing for the first time that the girl was naked.

“So, you’re getting used to the way we do things here?”

“Barely,” Kaitlyn said with a half-smile, returning to her seat.

“Barely,” Melanie said. “That’s a good one.”

“I wasn’t trying to joke,” Kaitlyn said.

“What’s Josh making for dinner?” Melanie inquired.

“Chicken burgers.”

“When?”

“I told him 6:30, so that probably means 7.”

“Maybe Kaitlyn and me can get him to hurry up.”

“I’m sure he’d appreciate the help.”

“He’s always distracted when he cooks,” Melanie said. “So that might be the best time to be around him.”

“Are you nervous?” Vicky inquired.

“A little.”

“She’s afraid Josh or Dad will have an erection,” Melanie said.

Kaitlyn blushed furiously but said nothing.

“It happens,” Vicky said, staring over the girl’s heads toward the town. “It’s just another part of the scenery.”

Vicky went inside, and Kaitlyn raised her phone again, a conspiratorial grin on her face this time.

“I promised Allen I’d send him a video,” she said. “Wanna be in it?”

“Sure,” Melanie said without hesitation. “But . . . you mean—”

“Just the neck up,” she said, tapping her phone and aiming it at herself. “Hello, everyone,” she said. “I’m with my awesome friend Melanie Campion at her place in New Mexico, and we’re both feeling very casual, and . . .” Kaitlyn panned the phone back and forth between hers and Melanie’s faces, “I could get used to this.”

She watched the video, confirmed it showed nothing inappropriate outside Mesa Springs, tapped the screen, set her phone down, and the girls sat for awhile longer, watching the shadows lengthen while they talked and gossiped.

Kaitlyn’s phone rang, she glanced at it and her eyes went wide with excitement.

“Hi, Allen!” she said. “I’m here! Did you see my video?”

Kaitlyn’s face darkened slightly.

“Well no,” she said. “You can’t see anything. You can only see our shoulders.”

She paused.

“No, my parents don’t use Wonder. They don’t have accounts. I don’t even think they know what it is.”

Kaitlyn’s face continued to darken.

“Yes, I’m in nothing right now. Just me and Melanie.”

“Hi, Allen,” Melanie said.

“Allen says hi back,” Kaitlyn said, smiling, then frowning as her conversation continued. “No, just Melanie. No one else, Allen, no one else. No. No.”

Kaitlyn laughed awkwardly.

“Okay, I’ll take it down. I know. I know you’re just looking out for me. I appreciate that. I love you. Bye, babe, I love you.”

Kaitlyn hung up, tapped on her phone, set it down, looked up at Melanie and offered a pained smile.

“I should be a little more careful, probably,” she said.

While she’d been speaking on the phone, the sounds of voices and metal deck furniture rang out from below, and as soon as Kaitlyn was done on the phone, Melanie stood and peered over the balustrade.

“Hey, Josh!” Melanie said. “Hey, Daphne!”

“Hey, Mel,” Josh said.

“Melanie!” Daphne said with a wave.

“Guess who’s here,” Melanie said, motioning Kaitlyn, and the girl stood and leaned over the balustrade, took in the sight beneath and recoiled in horror, returning to her chair and bending, pressing her breasts against her thighs.

“Oh . . .” Josh said, a little puzzled. “Uh, hi, Kaitlyn.”

“She’s still getting used to things,” Melanie said apologetically. “Good to see you.”

Melanie returned to her friend.

“What were they doing?” she inquired, staring at her feet.

“Josh was masturbating Daphne,” Melanie replied.

“Wh . . . why?”

“Because he wanted to. And she wanted him to.”

“Why?”

“Girls don’t always orgasm from sex,” Melanie explained matter-of-factly. “And boys like to learn what makes each girl climax, since it’s different. So he’s learning, and she’s . . . having fun.”

“Did they know we were up here?” Kaitlyn whispered.

“I don’t think so. But they didn’t care.”

“Shouldn’t we go in now?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Melanie said. “I promise.”

From somewhere below the terrace, a girl’s voice rang out in pleasure, and Kaitlyn rose from her seat, eyes frozen in fear, ducking as she skittered to the door.

Melanie followed, smiling sympathetically, and the girls slipped back into the house.

Kaitlyn went back to her room, Melanie in tow, and hastily pulled back on her bra and panties, jeans and sweater before following Melanie back to her room.

Melanie shut the door and, although still naked, did her best to restore normalcy to the afternoon, using her laptop to launch a video montage Mrs. Graycloud had created of each team member in competition. Kaitlyn stared in a refined sort of shock, however, nothing normal in the way Melanie struggled in the nude against opponents male and female, legs splayed, breasts swinging, hands brushing erect penises.

“What’s that . . . thing between your legs?” Kaitlyn inquired.

“Pegs,” Melanie replied. “They go up my anus and vagina. For hygiene.”

Kaitlyn’s phone buzzed, and she looked at it and scowled.

“I’ve got a little schoolwork to do,” she said. “Probably best if I work on it now.”

“Do you want some company?” Melanie asked.

“No, I’m fine,” Kaitlyn said, rising, peering into the hall before she entered it.

“Should I get you for dinner?” Melanie asked.

“Sure. Yeah.”

Melanie helped Josh with dinner, waiting until it was all on the table to summon her friend, knocking on the door.

Kaitlyn tried to smile as she opened the door, and a textbook and her laptop were opened on the desk, but this was clearly a girl in distress. Even as she let Melanie into her room, her phone vibrated, and she looked at it like it was about to explode.

“Am I a slut?” she inquired.

Melanie could not help but laugh, the question obviously incomprehensible to her.

“Sorry, sorry,” she said, responding to a new level of hurt in Kaitlyn’s eyes. “But why? Who?”

“Allen’s really worried about me,” she said. “I’ve never seen him like this. He just . . . cares so much.”

In an act which was, obviously, of supreme courage, Kaitlyn – still fully-dressed – followed Melanie downstairs and joined the four naked members of the Campion family for a slightly subdued meal, retiring afterwards directly back to Melanie’s room to chat, to view humorous videos of animals and non-naked people, and then to watch two episodes of House of Blalock before an early bedtime.

There was no tour of Mesa Springs that night, and the next day, the girls’ visits were limited to a few of Melanie’s friends. They paid visits to Jenna, Freddy and Richie, where the nudity and minor act – Richie pinching his sister Illaya’s nipple – seemed to torment the visitor.

Kaitlyn’s clothes never came off that day, and her phone was a constant presence, vibrating sometimes with the intensity of female pleasure device, each new ring provoking anew the demeanor of a shamed female.

“Is that Allen?” Melanie asked politely.

“Usually,” Kaitlyn said.

“Is there . . . some emergency?”

“He just wants to know that I’m staying safe,” Kaitlyn said.

“Safe?”

“Well, that my clothes are on.”

“Okay.”

“And,” Kaitlyn said, “he sort of wants to know . . . who I’m seeing. Like, guys I’m seeing.”

“Is he jealous?”

“He says he’s not,” Kaitlyn said. “But . . . I don’t know.”

Kaitlyn went to bed early that night, claiming a headache and skipping dinner, but she asked for Melanie’s scandalous book and apparently read it until after midnight, when the light under her door finally went dark.

In the meantime, in every spare moment while Kaitlyn was otherwise occupied, Melanie worked at her own things, her friend’s apparent distress put aside, her eyes burning, her breath coming fast while the rest of her body barely moved except for fingers dancing on a keyboard or tapping on a phone.

Make no mistake about Melanie Campion. Her heavy breasts and her rear might have bounced girlishly with every step, she might have spoken with the cadence and slang and piecemeal phrasing of an American adolescent, and she might have been happy to throw her genitals into casual union with any friend sporting an erect penis or a lubricated vagina, but Melanie was no stranger to the serious, and she was a competitor. She had established her chops on the wrestling mat since formal competition had begun, pinning a female opponent, defeating a male opponent by decision, giving the rest a run for their money, and now she was after something deeper than a wrestling score, more elusive than a pin, more treacherous than an unsleeved male trying to escape a punishment collar by forcing himself up one of her holes.

She was after the truth.

On Sunday morning, Melanie brought Kaitlyn to the airport, both girls dressed against the season’s first sharp cold front, both girls somber, Kaitlyn’s visit anything but the pleasant romp she’d portrayed in her Wonder video two days prior.

But it wasn’t until they were in the building, Kaitlyn preparing to get her tickets, that she spoke her mind.

“This didn’t work for me,” she said, eyeing Melanie a little accusingly.

“Okay,” Melanie said evenly. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

“I’m not sure it’s right for anyone,” she said.

“I like it,” Melanie said. “I—”

“I read that book,” Kaitlyn said. “It’s awful.”

“All of it?”

“The first part,” Kaitlyn said. “The part that’s . . . like here.”

“There’s no similarity!” Melanie hissed. “It’s completely—"

“Allen says it’s unhealthy,” Kaitlyn said. “He says you’re just—”

“So this is you, or Allen?” Melanie asked.

“It’s both of us,” Kaitlyn said. “We feel the same things a lot of times.”

“He should visit,” Melanie protested. “He—”

Kaitlyn shook her head almost violently, and Melanie abandoned the argument, closed her mouth.

“Bye,” Kaitlyn said, and Melanie stepped up for an icy hug, and both pairs of eyes were wet, probably for different reasons.

Melanie waited until she was back in the car to cry, weeping all the way home, but drying her tears in the driveway, getting in her last few sniffles before she entered the home, and she went to her room, stripped, retrieved the Morgenthaler book, went to her laptop and, except for dinner and 15 minutes of masturbation, her eyes smoldered with determination and she barely budged.

And so it went for the next four months, the Campion family progressing, prospering, learning, performing professionally or academically or sexually; returning over the holidays to Baton Rouge for reunions with friends and family, where the necessary lie was occasionally told; and then back home to enjoy the grand dwelling that continued to evolve under Herman’s inspired stewardship.

Colleges were applied to, a few early acceptances arriving, encouraging responses received from more competitive institutions. Vicky met her numbers and her goals and exceeded them, to no one’s surprise, improving expense reporting, moving to a paperless vendor payment system, speaking at conferences in Seattle and Berlin. Herman got not one but two homes into the Mesa Springs Parade of Homes, a rare feat that earned him a writeup and a picture in the local paper (if he was disappointed that the Burthen home didn’t get listed, he kept that to himself). Josh bloomed academically. Tutoring, begun as a means to meet regularly with female classmates and to enjoy their vaginas or mouths following instruction, forced him to learn the material on an expert level, his grades rising to near perfection as a result.

But all the while, Melanie was working at something else, driving relentlessly toward a subtext, toward the foundation of things. Sleuthing, it might be called. Her eyes would grow wet on occasion, and she would look away with an expression akin to mourning, but she never relented. If anything, Kaitlyn’s condemnation of the ways of Mesa Springs only made her more determined to get at the root of things.

And by early March, the air electric with the first hints of a season in which clothes might again be foregone outdoors, Melanie was ready for a two-hour trip to Santa Fe, and to the meeting awaiting her there.




Chapter 49: A Meeting in Santa Fe

Melanie, in a green sundress with a white sweater underneath, short white socks, brown leather shoes, and a wide white belt, with a black book bag over her shoulder, made her way under the late-afternoon sun across the parking lot of Bonaventure Living, a multi-care retirement village on the western edge of Santa Fe.

“Hi,” she said at the facility’s front desk. “I’m hoping to speak to Fran Markiewicz.”

“She’s in a class right now,” the girl said.

“Yeah,” Melanie said. “Tai chi until 5, right?”

“Yes, but sometimes they go long.”

“Could I wait outside the classroom?” Melanie said. “It’s in 1B, right?”

“Yes, do you know where it is?”

“I do,” Melanie replied, because the girl had done a great deal of research prior to this moment. “May I go there now?”

“Sure,” the receptionist said, sliding a clipboard across the counter. “Please sign in.”

Melanie signed the sheet, clipped a plastic badge to the strap of her sun dress, and made her way to the classroom, a sign posted on paper just beside the door that read: “Tai Chi, by Fran S. 4 to 5 p.m.”

Melanie peered through the door’s glass pane, eyes sweeping the room and its dozen students before she focused on the instructor, a graceful, slender, grey-haired woman in black pants and a gray sweater, who bent and posed and turned with the ease of sea grass, of wind-blown winter wheat, of tall mesquite growing at the edges of a meadow.

After confirming the presence of the people in the classroom, Melanie eased beyond the window, out of sight of anyone within, and she waited there until the door opened and women and men exited, some shuffling under the weight of years, some as spry as they might have ever been.

Melanie waited until all except the instructor were gone to enter

The woman looked up, betraying mild surprise.

“The class just ended,” she said. “Were you looking for someone?”

“Yes,” Melanie replied. “You’re Ms. Markiewicz?”

“I am.”

“I’m Melanie Campion,” Melanie said, stepping up to shake the women’s hand, more reverence in Melanie’s face and gesture than one might expect, given she was introducing herself to a perfect stranger. “It’s very nice to meet you.”

“And how can I help you?” Mrs. Markiewicz inquired, and she turned to look at the bag by her feet, bent slightly as if about to pick it up, but left it there and straightened, looking at Melanie curiously. Or perhaps a little suspiciously.

“Do you have a second to help me with a school project?”

“How long will this take?” the woman inquired.

“Do you have to be somewhere?” Melanie said. “Because it could take maybe five minutes, or it could take longer.”

“You said you’re working on a school project?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Melanie replied.

“Which school?”

“A high school,” Melanie said.

“What’s its name?” the woman inquired.

“Can we sit down first?” Melanie inquired. “Maybe outside? It’s really nice outside.”

Ms. Markiewicz bent again, and this time she picked up the bag by her feet, and she headed slowly to the door of the event room, Melanie following, trailing her at a respectful distance as the woman headed to the right, down a hall, left down a second hall and out the door into a blazing bright atrium, where she made her way to a small table with two chairs around it, sat in one, motioned Melanie to take the other.

Melanie sat, turned to the woman.

“Burthen High School,” she said, staring at the woman apprehensively, but Ms. Markiewicz showed no reaction at all, simply staring back at Melanie with light gray eyes.

“It was named after you,” Melanie added, her face bearing the tension of a child turning the crank of a jack-in-the-box, waiting for the device to spring, to explode, to frighten.

Ms. Markiewicz did no such thing. Instead, she turned her head, focusing now on a very old woman on the other side of the atrium, hunched in a wheelchair, all but her gray head hidden by blankets.

“Who sent you?” she asked.

“Pardon me?”

“Who told you to visit me?” Ms. Markiewicz said.

“Oh. No one. I found you.”

“And how did you manage that?” Ms. Markiewicz inquired, and for the first time, the woman’s expression was openly suspicious as she directed a pair of suddenly piercing gray eyes at the girl.

“You married Jack Burthen in 1967, divorced six months later,” Melanie began. “You changed your name to Fran instead of Francine, about 30 years ago. Or, wait, you didn’t really change your name, legally, you just sort of started going by Fran, instead of Francine. And then you married Herman Markiewicz in 1993, and he died in 2001, and I’m really sorry about that. And I’m not sure what you were doing for a while, but I know you moved to Santa Fe in 2003, and you’ve been at Bonaventure since 2012.”

Melanie drew in her breath.

“Also, minor side note, but my dad’s name is Herman. So that’s sort of cool.”

Ms. Markiewicz looked across the atrium, staring at nothing now, and neither woman spoke for a long moment.

“You’ve done your homework,” she said at last.

“That’s a good name for it,” Melanie said. “Literally my homework. Since it’s for a school assignment. My senior thesis.”

“Why on earth, child,” Ms. Markiewicz said, voice betraying amusement for the first time, “would you want to work on something like that?”

“That’s a very good question,” Melanie said. “The better question is why wouldn’t I? My family moved from Baton Rouge last summer, and I was amazed by . . . everything. So I would ask why it was like that, and people let your name slip out sometimes. Burthen, they’d say. Just like the high school name. But when I asked for, like, more information, I started getting swatted. And I don’t mean swatted down or something, because I know that’s an expression. But literally swatted. Like, on my rear.”

“They still do that?”

“Oh yeah,” Melanie said. “And it hurts. Every time. But I pushed through, because I have this determination. I’m a wrestler. I was on the wrestling team at Burthen High, and that really gives you, you know, perseverance. And we say road runner strong, and road runner fast. I know it’s a bird, but it is fast. And I sort of get the meaning. The spirit, really. It’s more than a bird. There’s courage. And, you just want to see things through. But I feel like I had that before I started wrestling. Wrestling gave me more, though. Maybe just enough more, so I kept going even after I got spanked.”

Melanie paused.

“And now I know why they do it.”

Ms. Markiewicz said nothing.

“I found the book,” Melanie said.

“Which book is that?” Ms. Markiewicz inquired, voice tense again.

“The book your brother wrote.”

“You must have searched for ages,” Ms. Markiewicz said with a chuckle. “It wasn’t exactly a best seller. But then, that kind of fiction never is.”

“It wasn’t fiction,” Melanie asserted.

“That’s an odd assertion,” Ms. Markiewicz said.

“Not really,” Melanie said. “I found your copy.”

“Well that’s not possible,” Ms. Markiewicz said flatly.

“You left it in your old house, and my dad got hired to work on the house, and he’s really good at it, and he also redid our house and another house near yours. Oh, and his name is Herman. I think I already mentioned that. And he got two houses in the Mesa Springs Parade of Homes, but not your house, even though he did amazing things to it and it’s probably going to sell and be a great house, but people are still . . . you know . . . about you.”

Melanie paused and drew in her breath.

“And everything was still right where you left it, including the book, with your, um, marginalia.”

Ms. Markiewicz’s face went blank, and she reached over and picked up her bag and stood and, without another word, headed back toward the door that led into the building.

Melanie, with all the quickness of a high school wrestler, sprung to her feet, reaching the door a step before Ms. Markiewicz, and the woman paused and looked at the girl, and her eyes went sharp enough to slice metal.

“I already have enough information for a kick-ass thesis,” Melanie blurted. “Or, okay, I shouldn’t have said kick-ass. That’s sort of an expression we use. Like, people my age. But I hope it’s not offensive to you. But it means really, really good. A really good thesis, I mean. But I still have questions. It’s not about getting an A anymore. Or getting swatted, literally, anymore. It’s about knowing. So, I have questions. Questions, and I want to ask for a favor too.”

The woman reached for the door handle, and Melanie stepped back to let her pass. But she said one more thing.

“Thank you.”

Ms. Markiewicz paused, looked at the girl blankly.

“Thank you,” Melanie said again. “Because you made it all. And . . . it’s been great for me. Perfect for me. Even getting spanked. And I get that now, why that’s done. And everything else now, too. But I still have a few questions . . .”




Chapter 50: The Senior Thesis Presentation of Melanie Campion

As her audience began filing into the library auditorium for her senior thesis symposium, Melanie glanced nervously at the door from her position behind the podium.

Over her right shoulder, a large screen bore the thesis title “Origins of a Culture,” and beneath it, “Senior These by Melanie Campion.”

Herman and Vicky had arrived first, both bare, smiling up at their naked daughter, all but her breasts hidden behind the podium.

Josh, who’d successfully presented his thesis, “Strategies of STEM Tutoring,” two weeks prior, showed up soon after his parents, sitting beside Vicky and making one of his faces at his sister, while she glared back.

Principal Markey was in attendance, as was his habit for all theses. Mrs. Graycloud filed in. Several other teachers Melanie had invited appeared, as well as Mr. Layton, who taught anthropology and had been assigned as her advisor after she revealed her title.

Jenna, William, and a dozen other of Melanie’s friends and classmates showed up. Ted, the man who conducted regular classes on Mesa Springs and had reddened Melanie’s bottom when she asked about Francine Burthen, had received a special invitation, and he was there as well.

Between autumn and the late April date of her presentation, Melanie had grown increasingly reticent about her topic, telling Mr. Layton only that she would be taking an in-depth look at a unique American culture. His contributions were limited to proposing a few reference works and suggesting the general outline of a culture study, but without knowing which culture Melanie was investigating, he could do little more.

Some probably knew, or suspected, the direction of Melanie’s work, but once she’d stopped asking pointed questions about Francine Burthen, the authorities had nothing to go on, and the half dozen paddlings she’d received from Mr. Markey and Mrs. Tasche over the last six months were for other things – failing to clean up properly after herself in the relief hall (twice), arriving late to class (three times), and failing to turn in a mandatory study sheet (once, and she had a good excuse: she’d done the sheet but was so distracted by cramps she left it at home).

It was known only to her parents and Josh that twice in the early spring, Melanie had dressed and driven somewhere, leaving in early afternoon and returning well after dinner, but even her family didn’t know where she’d gone.

At 3:01 on Wednesday, April 28, the attendees were all settled in their seats and waiting patiently while Melanie, clearly a bundle of nerves, took one more look at the door. Mr. Markey, meanwhile, was tapping his wrist, reminding her that starting a presentation more than a minute late counted off her score, and, at five minutes late, would also earn her three swats.

The screen went blank and Melanie, biting her lip, made a few quick adjustments to her presentation before she turned it back on, cleared her throat and began.

“Welcome, everyone,” she said into the microphone, voice shaking slightly. “Principal Markey. Mr. Layton, my advisor. My mom and dad. My brother. All my distinguished friends. My awesome teachers. My wrestling coach. Esteemed visitors. Thanks for being here.”

Melanie tapped her laptop and the next slide appeared, a picture of the town of Mesa Springs from the Campion’s terrace.

“Could someone please dim the lights?” she asked, and Jenna, sitting closest to the lighting panel, leapt up and adjusted the illumination so that Melanie stood in a virtual spotlight, the light fading front to back in the auditorium, leaving the doors and the last few rows virtually invisible from the stage.

“Thank you, Jenna,” she said. “Okay, the culture I looked at is one we all know well: Mesa Springs.”

Melanie gazed at her audience. Mr. Markey crossed his arms and scowled. Several other adults shifted uncomfortably. Vicky and Herman continued to beam, mostly, their expressions of parental pride tinged only slightly by anxiety.

“There are some very interesting features of culture in Mesa Springs that you don’t find in other parts of America,” Melanie said. “Definitely not in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, where I and my family lived until last summer.”

Melanie moved to the next slide, featuring a list of items:

Public Nudity (indoors, and outdoors too if weather is good)

Open Sexuality

Encouragement of Healthy Sexuality

Total Non-Violence, Except . . .

Corporal Punishment for All Youth

Bridge of Kisses

Bondage Club

Special Kids Drinks

“I know this is all well known, except maybe the last item on the list,” Melanie said, “but my thesis advisor, Mr. Layton, said you should always state important things and not assume everyone knows them, and that seemed like good advice.”

Melanie took the microphone from its stand and stepped out from behind the podium, her pubic hair – which had gone a little ragged over the winter – neatly trimmed, shaped into a perfect rectangle, its lower portion curling around her clitoris and the top of her vulva like a blanket. She reached up to the screen to put her finger on “Bondage Club,” her arm and her heavy breast and her hardened nipple in silhouette against the screen.

“I didn’t join the Bondage Club as part of my research,” she said. “I just enjoy being tied. But I can say that, having joined it and been to a bunch of meetings and just gotten elected club treasurer, it is unlike any club you would find in Baton Rouge, or probably anywhere in America. And I’m not treasurer because I’m a money expert, like my mom. It was just an office no one else was running for, and I get to collect dues and buy pizza and drinks, and it’s satisfying for me to feed people.”

Melanie lowered her hand to the last item, “Special Kids Drinks.”

She went back to the podium. “As some might know, the Grand View offers these drinks to underage drinkers.”

On the next slide appeared a list of drinks:

Lolita Long Island

Juvenile Julep

Preschool Pina Colada

Teen Tumbler

Clean Martini

Minor Manhattan

“I’ve checked around,” she said. “No other known hotel in any known city in America has these drinks.”

Ted laughed, some of her peers chuckled, and Melanie paused until her audience was silent.

“A newcomer to Mesa Springs would probably be surprised by the way things are here,” Melanie said. “I was. And so I asked about it, and what name kept coming up? Francine Burthen.”

Melanie surveyed the room again, at the rows up front, and into the darkness at the back of the space, all but invisible to her.

Mr. Markey was still scowling. Her parents were looking a little more nervous. Several other adults were exhibiting signs of annoyance, or discomfort, or impatience.

Ted’s expression could not be read as he focused on Melanie.

The next slide appeared, a girl staring dolefully into the camera, hair in ringlets, dressed in crimson taffeta and seated in an antique rocker in a room full of overstuffed furniture, elaborate toys at her feet, what might have been an original van Demeer landscape on the wall behind her, part of a dollhouse visible to her left, its gables and turrets speaking of extravagant luxury, even in a child’s playthings.

“This is Francine Morgenthaler,” Melanie said. “Age 12. She was born in 1940, so this picture was taken around 1952. Notice all her clothing.”

The mood in the room shifted noticeably. Even Mr. Markey seemed startled by the image, mouth dropping open, arms uncrossing.

Another slide popped up, an image of a beautiful Queen Anne home, as elaborate as the dollhouse in the child’s picture.

“This is the Morgenthaler home,” Melanie continued. “Francine was raised there. It’s in Brookline, which is a really nice part of Boston. And they were rich, because her dad made medications. They were what’s called Boston Brahmins, and I found a lot of information out because of that, because they keep lists online of everything. And the parents were German, and spoke German at home.”

Another image appeared, this of a man’s face, and there was something malevolent in the eyes, unsettling. Light gray and piercing.

“And this is Otto Morgenthaler,” Melanie said. “He was Francine’s brother. And he was really bad. When he was 18 and Francine was 16, he started sneaking into her room to abuse her at night. He found a secret way to get in there, and then he abused her in other ways too. During the day, at night, but always in private.”

The next slide depicted an image of his book, My Journey to Righteousness.

“This is the book he wrote about all the bad things he did to Francine,” Melanie continued. “He raped her. Sometimes he hurt her, and he left marks on her skin. Bruises and things. And they always wore a lot of clothes, so no one could ever see them. And now, it’s very important to understand how that affected Francine. She hated what her brother did to her, and one day, when she was 22, after six years of being mistreated by her brother, he came to her and said he was sorry, and he asked her to punish him, with a spanking. Oh, and this is all in the book, and I found that book in the house where Francine used to live, when my dad was doing some work on it. So he took off his clothes. Sorry, back to the book. He took off his clothes, and told Francine to tie him and spank him, with a stick of like, hickory, and she did, and she got him really good, because he couldn’t sit for like a week, he had to lie down and stuff, and he never abused her again, and after that, as a result of that, he made up this sort of belief system, and the whole point of the book is what made him go straight, like a mix of religion and some things about life that he thought other people should try, and what his sister did to him didn’t hurt either – or, it did hurt, but I mean, it contributed to his ideas about things – and he was sad about what he did to his sister for those six years. So it’s a little inspiring, maybe, except that there’s too much about what he did to his sister, and it made me sad a little. And even my parents don’t know I read this book, so I hope they’re not upset. Just my friend Kaitlyn in Baton Rouge knows, because I had to tell someone. And it really bothered her.”

Melanie cleared her throat and frowned a little sadly as she flipped to the next slide, a wedding picture of a woman in an overwrought and horribly dated wedding gown, puffy sleeves and a low neckline and a frill around the waist, standing next to a dark-haired man, his eyes as unsettling as Otto Morgenthaler’s.

“This is Francine on her wedding day in 1967, and her husband, Jack Burthen. It didn’t work out, and they got divorced six months later, but she kept his name. Francine Burthen. There were no children.”

The next slide was a black screen, a large, white question mark in the middle.

“Different people react differently to being abused, and other trauma,” Melanie said. “I go into that some in my thesis paper, because it’s pretty interesting. So after her rough adolescence, and her failed marriage, Francine had the money to travel the world, and that’s what she did, for seven years, from 1967 to 1974, and while she was traveling, she thought about everything and she created a philosophy, sort of like her brother did, but really different from his, and when she settled in the high desert in New Mexico to get away from everything and she started a little company to make metal stuff, she put the philosophy to work. And if you think about it, it all makes sense.”

Melanie moved to the next slide, but it was just more question marks, nine of them now, on three lines.

“Okay, it all makes sense, from her perspective. But it doesn’t make sense from ours. It just worked out, by accident.”

Melanie pointed to Freddy, and he smiled.

“Freddy, will you stand up?”

Freddy stood, turned to look at the rest of the room, erection blazing.

“This is Freddy Appleton. His hair is naturally gray, if you don’t know that already. His thesis was about the Omnions of Massachusetts. They were a sort of unusual group with some unconventional sexual practices, and it didn’t work. All that’s left of them is this sort of museum town. I mention it in my paper, and give credit to Freddy, since he did the work. Oh, and he also wrote a magazine article about it that comes out this fall in American Renaissance. That’s a magazine, and everyone should read it. But the point is, people can think up some unusual things, which can come to them from all kinds of places, and their ideas don’t last, don’t persevere, sort of, and the philosophy goes away and the town or community does too. But sometimes it works.”

The next slide featured a single word: “Nude”

“Why naked?” Melanie said. “Why is that one of the defining aspects of life in Mesa Springs? Because if you’re naked, if someone hurt you, it shows. And it’s a form of openness that Mrs. Burthen didn’t grow up with, so she wanted it to try it.”

The next slide bore the word “Corporal Punishment.”

“And then, giving her brother the spanking of his life made him start behaving, and it ended six years of torment, so she believed in it. And that’s why she wanted it done here, and it still is.”

Another slide appeared, this time with 16 question marks on four lines.

“But why open sexuality?” Melanie said. “How did that get made a part of Mesa Springs culture?”

Melanie paused, looked out at the rapt audience, looked into the darkness behind them, toward the doors and the last rows of seats, all but invisible.

“This was the part,” Melanie began, her voice choking off before she was able to resume. “This was the part I had the most trouble with. But here’s the story. Even though Francine hated what her brother was doing to her, it aroused her, and made her orgasm. That doesn’t make it right. But that’s what happened. And her brother used that against her. He made fun of her for climaxing in the midst of his abuse. So she learned to keep it secret. To be ashamed of her orgasms.”

Melanie moved to the next slide. It showed the letter “O” with a red line drawn through it.

“And it’s even worse. Francine’s parents were very strict. Masturbation wasn’t allowed. She wasn’t supposed to orgasm, ever. And so how does that affect you? In some people’s cases, they become repressed. Sexually. Or you can be like Francine Burthen. She decided there was nothing wrong with having an orgasm, or masturbating, and unless it was out in the open, people would be ashamed of it, and other people could use it against you, like her brother did. So that’s how everything became the way it is here. Very open. Nudity is a part of that. And it works. Pleasure, but then there’s also corporal punishment, so that keeps us balanced. And overall, even though our philosophy came from a dark place, it works for us. Don’t you think?”

Heads nodded. Reluctantly, in some cases.

“Bridge of Kisses,” read the next slide.

“Otto, during his abuse of his sister, never kissed her,” Melanie said. “That’s in his book. If he had, maybe that would have created a better connection with her, and he would have stopped being bad. So Francine had that bridge built, at the Park of the Elders, and it’s sort of informal, but people here take it seriously, and it’s like an initiation.”

Melanie pointed to Jenna.

“Jenna initiated me,” Melanie continued.

Jenna waved her hand and smiled.

“And it made me like this town more, and Jenna more too, and everyone else here. I’m not going to say it made me not be bad, because I wasn’t like Otto. But it made me better, if that makes sense. Like, a better person.”

Another slide appeared: “Non-violence. Why?”

“Otto liked to watch really violent movies. People hurting each other, and shooting each other with guns. And he would make his sister watch. Like, literally, sort of make her sit with him or he’d punch her or do something else, so she watched them, and hated them, and she felt like the movies made him a worse person, so that’s why we aren’t supposed to see violent stuff. Like, fake violence, where people get shot and they just die and they’re always the bad guys and no good people get shot, which isn’t like real life at all.”

Melanie moved to the next slide, which read:

“Unfortunately . . .”

“Eventually, Otto Morgenthaler got back in touch with his sister, and they talked some, and he visited, and he told her what she was doing here was wrong, because it was against his new religion. And I guess she sort of believed him, because she said some things to the other people. Some hard things were said on both sides, and people got mad, and feelings were hurt. There’s a lot more to it than that, and I talk about it in my paper. But it all ended up with her leaving one day, just walking out of her house and never coming back, in 1991, and never talking to anyone here, and sort of forgetting it all, and the people here were so hurt they sort of tried to forget too, and really didn’t like even talking about her, and they sort of take it personally if an outsider starts asking about everything, and I don’t blame people for being annoyed with me.”

Melanie brought up the final slide of her presentation, words that she had labored over for months, presented in stark black letters on a plain white screen:

“Because of her trauma and how she survived it, Francine Burthen created a world in her mind of how things might be, and they became a microcosm of life. Mesa Springs was that microcosm writ large. Just by accident, it worked.”

Melanie allowed the words remain long enough so everyone could read them several times over, finally flipped to the final slide:

“Thank You.

“Melanie Campion.

“Questions?”

Melanie looked out across her small audience, which looked back in variations of stunned silence.

The first to recover were her classmates and friends who, led by Jenna, stood and cheered – a not uncommon conclusion to a senior thesis, but perhaps a little more enthusiastic where Melanie was concerned.

“Thank you, thank you,” Melanie said, the relief of finishing six months of urgent work palpable. “Were there any questions?”

Mr. Layton was the first to stand.

“Hello, Mr. Layton,” Melanie said. “Did you have a question?”

“This is very creative work, Melanie,” he said. “You have done some good research, and happened upon a lucky stroke or two, given that your father ended up refurbishing Ms. Burthen’s old home, but . . .”

Melanie smiled and nodded.

“I do wish you had brought me into your confidence. I feel your project includes a great deal of conjecture. Even adolescent conjecture, in some cases.”

Melanie’s face fell.

“What exactly do you mean by adolescent conjecture?” Melanie asked.

“Speculation,” he explained. “Educated guesses. Or even undiscipline guesses.”

“Wait, so you think I just made all this up?” Melanie said.

“I’ll assume the pictures were legitimate,” Mr. Layton said. “And what little I know of Ms. Burthen’s history matches your details, more or less.”

“Thank you,” Melanie said.

“But that book,” Mr. Layton said.

Melanie fumbled at her keyboard, moving back to the slide featuring Otto Morgenthaler’s book.

“Yes, Sir?”

“Really, this is the first we’ve ever heard of such a book, and if it were—”

“The book is real,” Melanie interrupted. “I’m sorry for interrupting, Sir. But the book is real, and it even includes Mrs. Burthen’s marginalia, which is writing in the margins, but she didn’t talk about it or show it to anyone, because that’s a very normal reaction to trauma. And she just left it behind when she moved, which is also normal. Like, you know, just forget everything.”

“Very well,” Mr. Layton continued, “but I feel the grading committee should do a review of your data before accepting your project, and I’m concerned much of it is unverifiable.”

“Well, I’d be glad to help with that,” Melanie said, leaning forward over the podium, lower jaw jutting, nipples standing at attention, “and maybe you could talk—”

“By all known accounts,” Mr. Layton continued, “your primary source is deceased, and has been for some time.”

“I beg to differ,” Melanie said, eyes blazing the way they did before each of her official matches, and her practices, often enough.

“Francine Burthen lives,” Melanie said coldly, as the adults shifted uncomfortably in their seats.

Mr. Markey folded his arms again and scowled.

Mr. Layton returned to his seat, and Herman and Vicky maintained frozen smiles.

“She changed her name to Fran, and she got married again, so now her name’s Fran Markiewicz, and she lives in Santa Fe, at Bonaventure Living, and she’s very nice, and I talked to her, and she’s—”

“Melanie,” Mr. Layton interrupted, rising again, speaking slowly, pedantically, “everything you say while presenting will be part of your final assessment, and fictions being passed off as truth count heavily against you, so please don’t—”

From the back of the auditorium, somewhere in the darkness, invisible to Melanie, came the sound of laughter, light and healthy, the laughter of a brave, confident woman, the end product of a life of trauma, recovery, discovery, joy, and a few good ideas along the way, a sound so compelling Mr. Layton shut his mouth, and all in the auditorium turned to regard the source of this laughter, which appeared, emerging from the gloom, striding down the aisle and into the light, a spry, 80-year-old woman, naked as the day she was born, small but still pert breasts, her middle shorn of hair, her wise and sun-lined face perhaps a little familiar to some of them, still.

“Now, Robert,” said Ms. Markiewicz, nee Morgenthaler, who for a time had been known as Francine Burthen, and had founded a town and a company before she placed her shares with a management firm that handled her portfolio, so that she was more or less invisible in her later years to the people who had known her before, even though she lived less than two hours away. “I am certainly not deceased.”

“Francine?” Mr. Layton said, turning, his voice an octave higher, and he stared at the woman, and any observer must imagine that, decades ago, they had found relief with each other, that he’d put his penis up her body often enough, and she’d enjoyed the penetration.

“It is I,” she said with another laugh.

Others stood. Ted was the first to sidle out of his row and approach the woman.

“Francine?” he queried softly, arms wide, eyes wet, and the two embraced, and the hardening of his penis as he pulled away suggested this was not the first time he’d been erect in her presence.

“Hello, Ted,” she said. “It’s nice to see you again.”

Most of those in the room didn’t know the woman, but all gathered around, most maintaining a respectful distance and parting for Melanie when she trotted from the stage and down the aisle, spreading her arms wide.

“You made it!” she said, hugging the woman, and Francine laughed again.

“I’m so sorry I was late,” she said. “But you seemed to have held your own.”

“I just deleted the slide where I was going to introduce you, but overall, I think it went well,” Melanie said. “Especially after you started laughing.”




Chapter 51

“A-plus,” Melanie announced over dinner at the Campion home two nights later.

Josh, who’d received an A-minus for his thesis, might have found some way to deride his sister’s achievement, but he simply raised his hand, the sound of the twins’ palms slapping together marking the start of dinner.

“They should probably give you college credit for the work you did,” Vicky asserted, and the smiles of mother and father were not guarded at all, not at all frozen.

“You’re lucky Ms. Burthen showed up, though,” Josh said. “They were ganging up to fry you toward the end.”

“She almost didn’t come,” Melanie said. “She was way more scared than she let on. Things were terrible at the end here for her, worse than I mentioned in my speech. Her brother made her feel really guilty about what she’d created, and he still had power over her, so she tried to destroy what she’d done, in a way, or just tried to make it go back to more normal, or conventional I guess, but that would have destroyed it, so people said no, and some said she must have gone crazy from something in her childhood, which was a pretty mean thing to say, especially to her. But in the end, I think she knew no one would believe me if she didn’t show up, so she made herself go, and it worked out.”

“She’ll be getting a hero’s welcome next week at Mesa Heights,” Vicky said.

“A hero’s welcome?” Josh queried.

“It just means they’re rolling out the red carpet for her,” Melanie said. “It’s an expression. They’re doing a tour of the company, a board meeting, a big lunch for her.”

“And for you too,” Herman said, fatherly pride nearly spilling from his eyes.

“Yeah, I’ll be there,” Melanie said. “But all I did was find her and bring her to town. I’m definitely not a hero. And I got in trouble again.”

“How much trouble?” Vicky inquired.

“Mr. Layton called me into his office this morning, and tried to schedule me for 10 swats.”

“That seems excessive,” Herman noted.

“That’s what I said,” Melanie agreed. “He was upset that I hadn’t told him about all my research, and especially that I’d found Ms. Burthen, since that sort of made him look dumb when he said she was basically dead and then she wasn’t. But I argued back about the spanking. And I was very calm, even though inside I was sort of panicking, but I’ve really learned a lot about staying calm this year. And I just explained to him that Ms. Burthen had sworn me to secrecy and wouldn’t talk to me if I said anything before I did my presentation. And then, I pointed out how much trouble I was getting into every time I brought her up.”

“So you talked him out of punishing you?”

“No,” Melanie said, “but I talked him down. I told him he shouldn’t punish me just because he was embarrassed, but he said I still had to get something, so we agreed on three and three.”

“When are you getting those done?” Vicky inquired.

“I got the first three this morning,” Melanie said, “and I’ll probably do the rest tomorrow.”

“How bad was today’s?” Josh inquired.

“I think Mr. Markey agreed with Mr. Layton that I deserved 10, because he moved me up to the bigger paddle, even though I was right on the line.”

“You got the Reign of Terror?” Josh asked.

“Yeah,” Melanie said ruefully. “My weight was at 142, since I’m starting my period in a few days, but sometimes he’ll go with Ivan the Terrible even if I’m a little over.”

“Can you tell the difference?” Herman inquired.

“Yes, the Reign of Terror is way worse,” Melanie said. “And I think they knew I was getting that one before I even got weighed, because Mrs. Tasche tied me really tight as soon as I showed up.”

“She tied you?” repeated Herman, who was the least familiar with Burthen High’s discipline protocol.

“They almost always tie you,” Melanie explained, “like, tie your hands to each other, to make sure you don’t try to block the paddles, especially the bigger paddles, just sort of reflexively, which can lead to getting your hand hurt or not getting a good swat.”

“Did it help?” Vicky said.

“Yeah, except it was another 15 minutes before Mr. Markey could see me, so I just waited on the couch next to Mrs. Tasche’s desk.”

“I hope you didn’t just sit there,” Vicky said.

“No, I’m pretty good at getting things done like that,” Melanie said. “Since I’ve had some practice. So I got my trig book out, and I was going through last night’s assignment again until I sensed people staring at me.”

“Yeah?” Vicky said.

“It was a dad and his daughter, and they were both dressed, trying to get her signed up for school next year, since they had just moved to town.”

“Did they know you were famous?” Josh asked.

“I’m not famous,” Melanie said, “and I’m sure they had no idea about my senior thesis. They just knew I was a naked girl studying trig with my wrists tied together.”




Epilogue

Two weeks after her senior thesis presentation, Melanie was studying in the nude at her desk when her phone vibrated with a text.

“Hey,” was all it said. It was from Kaitlyn.

“Hi, stranger,” Melanie replied, tapping her phone a guarded smile on her face. “Been awhile.”

“Sorry, been working through some things,” Kaitlyn texted back.

“Still upset with me?” Melanie wrote, getting right to the point.

“I was never upset with you. I just didn’t like Mesa Springs. Are you upset with me?”

“I was upset,” Melanie texted. “But I sort of understood. And I just worked really hard on that project I told you about and didn’t think about anything else. It was all-consuming.”

“You finished it?”

“Yeah. A plus.”

“You rock.”

“Thanks,” Melanie replied. “So, still don’t like Mesa Springs?”

“It’s the only place in America that makes any sense.”

“lol,” Melanie wrote. “So that means you like it? Or not?”

“I do.”

“Wanna come back and try again?”

“I do.”

“Seriously?” Melanie replied, and she hit the button for seven smiley face emojis.

“If you’ll have me.”

“Define have,” Melanie texted with another smile, biting her lip.

“Well, if you’ll let me stay there again,” Kaitlyn wrote. “And maybe other things.”

“What changed your mind?” Melanie wrote.

“Nothing,” Kaitlyn texted. “Now I’m normal.”

“Explain.”

“Allen changed my mind before. Now I’m back to being Kaitlyn.”

“Okay, but what happened?” Melanie wrote.

“I have some theories,” she wrote. “I think he secretly really wants to live here, but he has this mental block thing, and so if he can’t have it, he doesn’t want anyone else to. So, in short, jealousy. But not just over me. Everyone.”

“That’s weird,” Melanie replied. “How’s he doing?”

“History.”

“History?”

“Yes, he’s history,” Kaitlyn said in two texts. “For a lot of reasons. But Mesa Springs was a big part of it. We broke up a few weeks ago. I’ve been crying ever since. Partly over him, but mostly over you. I’m so sorry. I said some terrible things.”

“When you wanna visit?” Melanie replied, getting to the point once again, nothing else to discuss.

“I’ve got Fridays off this semester. I can be there for another weekend, early or middle May.”

“That would be great, let me know,” Melanie wrote, adding, “but everyone will have their clothes off outside by then.”

“I know.”

“You’re not afraid?”

“I’m way past that,” Kaitlyn wrote. “My last visit was sort of an awakening.”

“Yeah?”

“About lots of things,” Kaitlyn said. “I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

“Good or bad?” Melanie texted.

“Good,” Kaitlyn replied. “Like . . . mmmm.”

Melanie laughed out loud before she texted again: “We’ll be waiting for you.”

END
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