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CHAPTER ONE

Amelia, Female, Wet

“OH, YUM! CLOUDBERRY cream? Why yes, I’d love some!”

“Why not have it the way you really want it? Right off my chest?” The young man with the bare chest floated over, dollops of cream covering his pectoral muscles.

Amelia licked her lips. She floated closer as well, her tongue reaching out, getting so close to the delicious treat. She could almost taste it! Then a drop of rain hit her nose, coming out of nowhere, splattering on the very tip of her cute, upturned nose! A nose that should be buried deep in this gorgeous man’s cream-covered chest right now.

“Oh, no! It’s raining!” she thought to herself, the tears starting to stream from her eyes, frustration forming a lump in her throat. She tried crying out, but no sound came at all. The rain got heavier, washing the confection off the mouth watering hunk of a man. Amelia couldn’t believe it! She started descending down to the earth below, flapping her arms madly to try and stay aloft, the houses of Ålesund below her. But the rain kept on dripping, drop after drop, right on her nose.

“Oh, føkk!” she exclaimed. This wasn’t going well at all! Not only did she not get to lick that yummy cream, but the delicious man was flying away from her, flapping his arms and rising up into the cloud covered sky, while she was sinking down, unable to stop herself. And that cursed rain, messing up her carefully applied makeup! It had taken her hours to get her nose to look that shade of purple!

“What the…” Amelia woke up with a start. She sat up in her bed, head spinning, and felt the water dripping down her nose. As she sat there in a fog, grasping at the fading memory of what had undoubtedly been another fun sex dream, one of many she’d had since she turned 18, she felt another drop hitting the top of her head.

“Pappa! Pappa! There’s a leak in my room,” she screamed. “Holy fuck, it’s raining on me!”

She got up, staggering out of bed and stumbling across the room to the far wall where the light switch was. “Pappa!” she screamed again. Just as she hit the switch and the bright overhead light turned on, her door opened violently and her dad stormed into her room, almost knocking her over.

“Jeez, watch where you’re going,” she cried out.

“What’s going on? What’s happening,” he said, groggily, looking rather pissed. “You better be dying in here to wake me up this early, girl! You know I have work tomorrow!”

“Sorry, Pappa. But it’s leaking in here! I woke up and there was water, like, dripping on me!”

“What?” He walked over to her bed and looked down at the sheets. Indeed, there was a growing wet stain there. He stared up at the ceiling above and sure enough, a drop slowly formed there and then fell right onto his daughter’s bed. “Shit!”

Amelia stood there, in her blue and white checkered cotton pajamas, her hands on her hips, all attitude. “I can’t sleep like this,” she moaned. “I have school tomorrow! I need my sleep or I’m completely useless!”

“Tell me about it,” he muttered.

“What’s going on?” Her mother came into the room, rubbing her eyes. “Amelia, what are you doing, waking us up like this? Don’t you know your father has to work tomorrow?”

“Yes, Mamma. I know,” she sighed. “I didn’t exactly plan this, you know?”

“What’s going on, Fredrik?” Her mom directed her bleary, sleep deprived eyes at him and he shrugged his shoulders.

“Looks like the roof’s leaking. Føkk! I really can’t deal with this right now. Amelia,” he turned to his daughter. “Get back to sleep somehow. We’ll figure this out in the morning. Goodnight,” he said as he left the room.

“What? You can’t just leave? It’s still dripping on my bed!”

“Fine,” her mom grunted, still sleepy. “I’ll get a pan or something to catch the water. You go get that spare duvet we have in the closet. Go on, you can sleep on the floor. Come on, don’t just stand there!”

“Alright, since I have to do everything myself,” she huffed as she went out into the hallway to find the closet. Her mom went downstairs to the kitchen and rummaged around in the cabinets until she found what she was looking for.

“Is this the one?” Amelia asked as she pulled out a duvet.

“Yes, that one. Come on, it’s super late,” her mom grumped as they both went back into her bedroom. Down the hall Amelia could hear her father snoring again. Lots of help he was, she thought to herself. She rolled herself up in the fluffy duvet on the floor, reaching over to grab her pillow. Thankfully it didn’t seem too wet. She almost thought of asking her mom to bring her a different one, but after placing the pan on the bed, she had already turned off the light, mumbling something to Amelia before closing the door behind her.

It was only a few seconds before the plink of a drop hitting the pan forced Amelia back up again. She muttered to herself as she went into her bathroom, grabbed a towel, and jammed it into the pan, deadening the noise.

“Finally!” she sighed as her head hit the pillow. Outside the sound of the rain falling grew louder. The soft, squishy sound of drops hitting her towel couldn’t keep her from settling back to sleep. Now, where was she? Ah yes, cloudberry cream.


CHAPTER TWO

Spanked!

THE NEXT MORNING Amelia woke up, cramped and unhappy with the quality of her sleep. Her whole body hurt from sleeping on the floor. The duvet really hadn’t been puffy enough to sleep on for a whole night. But the thing that annoyed her the most was having missed out on a great sex dream. Now she was all frustrated and, quite frankly, horny.

She got up off the floor, unwinding the duvet from her body. A glance at the bedside clock showed that it was only 6 in the morning! Earlier than she had ever been awake in recent memory. With her nipples fully erect and a mild throbbing in her girlish place, she hobbled over to her bathroom and stripped out of her pajamas. Before using the toilet she took a moment to glance over herself in the mirror.

She could still remember how embarrassed she had been a few years ago—more than a few by now, she thought to herself—when her body had started to change. Her breasts in particular had caused her some distress, growing in such a way as to make the boys start staring at her, and the other girls start whispering and comparing. There had been some anxiety then about whether they would be big enough, or maybe too big, too soon. But now she was at peace. She liked her breasts and thought they were quite nice indeed!

She brushed her hands over her body, starting just below her breasts and continuing down until she reached her mound. She rubbed the index finger of each hand down either side of her labia, squeezing them together, pinching her clit between her meaty folds. It felt good. Perhaps there was something that could be salvaged out of this disaster of a morning. She had time, the bus for school didn’t come until at least another two hours from now.

But first, she really did have to pee. She sat down on the commode, letting her stream loose, the sound echoing in the small bathroom. It was decorated in pink tile, a job her father had done for her at her insistence when she was only 12. She smiled. He really was a nice dad, even if he didn’t always understand the priority of things. Her mind turned to the man she had seen in her dream. The one covered in the delicious cream dessert. She had tried so desperately to bring him back once she had gotten back to sleep, but it was no use. He was gone. Or was he?

She concentrated, recalling one feature after another, as her hand slipped between her legs. She found the button of her sex and began rubbing around it, dipping her finger into her slot occasionally to pick up the slick substance that it produced at such times. She intensified the rubbing, circling motion as she felt her nub grow stiffer, harder. Her slick lips allowed her finger access to her dripping channel, dipping in tentatively at first, then more aggressively. Pretty soon she had graduated to thrusting her finger in and out, rubbing the palm of her hand against her pubis, drawing groans of pleasure from her. Her legs started trembling and she tightened her muscles, squeezing her legs together as she let out a long, low moan of pleasure.

“Amelia, are you in there?” her mother called out from just outside her door.

Shit. “Yes, Mamma! I’m in the bathroom! Some privacy, please? Gosh,” she called out, trying to get her breathing back to normal.

“Sorry, but since you’re up, can you help me with breakfast?”

“Sure, let me wash up,” she said as she wiped herself and stood up. Flushing, she stood at the sink and washed her face, drying it and peering at her teeth. Nice and pearly white. She would brush them after breakfast. A quick fluffing of her hair, an adjustment of her pajama top, as it was bunched up a bit by her breasts again, and she left the bathroom and went downstairs.

‘There’s my girl,” her dad said, as he sat at the breakfast table, reading his tablet. He was already in his work uniform. As a cargo loader for the port of Ålesund, he was a pretty important man at his job, and Amelia was proud of him when she remembered to be. Most of the time he was just her dad, the often annoying, occasionally funny guy who sometimes facilitated the things Amelia thought important for her to have, and sometimes didn’t.

“Hi, Pappa!” She went over to where her mom was fixing up their breakfast, a wicker basket with sliced dark bread already prepared. Her mom pointed to the cabinet where the jams were held. Amelia reached over and took out a few jars, biting her lower lip when she reached the cloudberry jam, and set them out on the table.

“Juice?” Her mom held a carton of orange juice.

“Yes, please,” Amelia replied as she held out her glass for her mom to pour into.

“So,” she said, as she sat down and looked at her father. “Um, hello?”

“Yes, Amelia,” he said with a sigh. “What is it?”

“Um, literally the world almost ended for me last night! What if the ceiling had collapsed on me?” She pouted and grabbed a slice of bread. She applied a liberal helping of cloudberry jam on it.

“The ceiling did not literally come close to collapsing, Amelia,” he said with an exasperated sigh. Her mother sat down and rolled her eyes at her.

“Amelia, it’s bad what happened, but it’s not the end of the world. Let’s not exaggerate,” she said.

“Mamma! It rained on me. In my own house!”

“Okay, it’s really my house,” her dad groused. “You just live in it rent free. You’re 18, Amelia. You became an adult at 16 legally, and yet here you still are, complaining about the service.”

“What? You want me out on the street?” Amelia felt her blood begin to boil. “This is outrageous! No sympathy at all for your dear daughter, when I work so hard at school and don’t get a chance to have a proper night’s rest due to your incompetent approach to house maintenance?”

“What? You dare!” Her father stood up, setting his tablet down on the table with a thump.

“Amelia!” her mother said, shaking her head. “You don’t talk to your father like that!”

“Sorry,” she muttered, looking down at the table. “It’s just…”

“Oh, I know what it’s just!” Her father reached over and grabbed her upper arm. “It’s just that I’ve been way too lenient with you, girl! Spanking may have been discouraged by the government while you were growing up, but not anymore!”

“Wait, what?” She struggled against him as he hauled her out of the chair and marched her over to the living room.

“Family services now highly encourages parents to spank their teenagers when needed. Since you’re so proud of being a big girl, big enough to tell me how to run a household, you should be fine with getting a few sharp smacks on your impertinent behind!”

“No,” she cried out. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it. I’m sorry Pappa! I just…I’m not thinking straight, what with no sleep,” she babbled.

“You got enough sleep to come down here early and mouth off to your dad,” he muttered at her. “Now bend yourself over the back of this couch, right now, you hear me?”

Amelia trembled. She’d never seen her dad so pissed before. And she had provoked him enough times to see him get pissed. Would he really follow through and spank her? She had heard whispers from some of the other girls that their parents gave them the occasional smack on the bottom. And some others had whispered that they liked it! Perverts! Amelia resolved to take her punishment, this time, as she was indeed a responsible adult! But she definitely wouldn’t like it, no matter how many times her dad walloped her behind.

With her folds starting to feel moist again, she lowered herself over the back of the couch, making a great show of reluctant resolve as her dad let go of her arm.

“There, are you happy now?” she said, peevishly.

“Maria, can you come over and lower her pants for me? We’ll do this on the bare,” came the unthinkable words from behind her. She tensed her buttocks and held her breath, waiting for her mother to protest such a thing.

“Sure, it’s time for her to get the proper treatment,” her mom said.

~~~

“Wait, no!” Amelia cried out. “You can’t possibly be serious!”

She felt her mom grabbing the hem of her pajama bottoms and start tugging them down. “Be still, you naughty girl! You’re getting this done properly like we should have been doing for a long time now,” she said. And with that Amelia’s pajama bottoms were pulled completely down to pool around her ankles as her dad held her down with a firm hand on her back.

“Please!” She cried out as her mom pulled down her panties. Amelia blushed at the thought of what her parents could see now. She squeezed her legs together and tried hard to keep them still. Some of the sexy books she liked to read had made it very clear that a naughty girl in a position much like hers, being prepared for a hard, long spanking, was in danger of revealing her intimate area if she tried kicking her feet or wiggling her legs in any way. Amelia really liked reading those books and imagining herself in that situation, but the reality seemed less fun right now.

“Amelia!” said her mom in a stern voice. “You’re all wet between your legs, you naughty girl! Are you turned on by this?”

“Mamma! Oh my god!” She wanted to sink into the couch and be swallowed up forever.

“Now, now, Maria,” her dad said. “Let’s not embarrass the poor girl. I don’t have a lot of time before I need to go to work, so let’s get this over and done with!”

“Very well, Fredrik. Do you want a paddle? I think we have something you can use—”

“No,” he interrupted. “I’ll just use my hand. That should be enough for her first spanking.” He leaned over her and said, “Amelia, if I need to spank you again, you’ll get my belt at a minimum. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Pappa. I’m sorry,” she said with a trembling voice.

Her dad repositioned himself over to her left and held his left hand down on her lower back. She held her breath as she tensed her bottom, awaiting the first smack. A long pause as she waited and all of a sudden she heard it: a strange swishing sound, made perhaps by the air moving aside, fleeing from her father’s descending hand. Perhaps made by her father’s shirt sleeves moving with startling speed, preceding his hand as it made its way towards her bottom. And then his hand smacked right down on her poor upturned cheeks.

The loud smack echoed throughout the room, ringing particularly loudly in Amelia’s ears. She felt her butt cheeks bouncing, wobbling. Then the pain hit her and she expelled her breath in a shocked scream. “Oh, shit! Ow! Ow!” she cried out.

“One,” called her father.

“Wait, wait! Wait!” she yelled. “Can we talk about this, perhaps?” She was desperate now. Then the sound came again and she clenched her butt. The sound of her bottom being smacked rang out again, along with the pain, which seemed doubled now, at a minimum!

“Two,” he intoned.

Amelia wiggled her bottom, clenching and unclenching as she sought relief from the agony. “Please, stop! Let’s discuss this, like adults,” she cried out.

“Adults? When you start acting like one, then perhaps!” She turned her head as far as she could to see his arm lifted and starting to come down again. Oh no! She turned her head and closed her eyes quickly, feeling his hand connecting with her suffering bottom once again in a loud smack.

“Three.”

“Ouch! Ow! Føkk!”

“Now, now, Amelia,” her mother chided. “Try to be a big girl and handle this with some amount of decorum!”

“Mamma! I swear…” Another smack rained down on her bottom. She squealed.

“Four.”

Her bottom throbbed and the heat was starting to radiate out from her cheeks, traveling to a rather embarrassing place. A place that her mother had already called out, much to her chagrin. Oh, god! She felt a trickle of moisture starting to run down her inner thigh. Perhaps just sweat?

Smack! “Five!”

“Ow, crap!” Her bottom clenched desperately again. Her legs began to part, and she felt the cold air of the room on her intimates, unable to stop herself from spreading her legs. She felt the heat in her face as she turned a brilliant shade of pink. What was wrong with her? Why did she want this?

The smacks starting coming faster and faster. Her father alternated, left cheek, right cheek, then right in the middle. She continued to squeal and cry out, yelling the occasional incoherent thought.

“Perhaps a—ow!—meeting can be—oh!—arranged between—argh!—us to discuss—ow! Ow!—this whole—”

The smacks had stopped, and Amelia’s babbling faded slowly away as reality caught up with her.

“This whole—what?” her father asked her.

“Hmm?” She clenched her buttocks as the pain and heat continued to radiate out. She felt a tingling in her core that she would have to deal with later. Her father had asked her something, she felt, and it may have had something to do with some of the things she had said while being spanked, none of which she could remember now.

“Amelia, I don’t have time for this,” he said with an air of exasperation. “I hope you’ve learned your lesson. Now I really do have to go.”

“And you need to get ready for school!” Her mother gently tugged on her arm, helping her slowly stand up.

“Oh, yeah,” Amelia said. “School. Um, I guess I’ll get ready.” She turned to her mom, bending over and hauling her panties and pajama bottoms up, grimacing as her panties rubbed against her burning bottom. How in the world was she going to survive a whole day of school?


CHAPTER THREE

Complaints at School

AMELIA’S RIDE TO school on the bus was a very unpleasant experience, much to her dismay. It seemed that they had removed the shock absorbers sometime before this morning, or else the roads had gone to hell. Which, to be fair, could be true ever since the economy collapsed a few years ago. In any case, she was extremely happy to arrive finally at her school and join the throngs streaming into it. She was only a half minute late to her first class, as she simply had to have a quick chat with her best friend Mette.

“You’ll never believe what happened to me,” she whispered to the cute little brunette she called her best friend in the whole world as they walked down the halls.

“What?” Mette was always interested in hearing what Amelia had to say, especially if it was prefaced with a whisper and advertised as being unbelievable.

“Guess!”

“Oh, boy. Alright, you dreamt about boys again? Lucas, I assume?”

“Well,” said Amelia, taken aback a bit. “Yes, kind of. But that’s not the unbelievable part! In fact, I would think you would know that boy dreams are pretty much guaranteed!”

“Yeah,” she giggled. “I had one too! Alex was wearing basically nothing, and then he asked me—”

“Okay, yeah,” Amelia interrupted. “But I really need to tell you the messed up reality of it all!” At this point they had reached the door to Mette’s first class and it was clear she was itching to get inside and sit down. The little goodie two shoes was deadly afraid of messing up her perfect attendance streak.

“Fine, fine,” Mette said, shifting from foot to foot. “Maybe after class? I’ll meet you outside the girls’ restroom, okay?”

“Alright,” said Amelia, knowing full well that there wasn’t nearly enough time right now to give this topic the weight and focus it really deserved. “I’ll see you then.”

“Bye!” Mette ducked into the classroom and the bell rang, to Amelia’s consternation.

“Crap muffins!” She rushed two doors down the hall and entered the classroom, luckily not the last to do so. As she sat down on the seat she briefly hissed, the pain from her still throbbing bottom catching her by surprise again. Several of the other students turned to look at her and a few of the girls giggled. Could they know somehow? To her relief it looked like the boys were clueless. No surprise there.

For the next fifty minutes her teacher droned on and on about Norwegian history, one king after another, all of them extremely unimportant to Amelia. The only important bit about the monarchy as far as she was concerned was how to land the son of the current King. And failing that, how to get a job as a fashion designer or perhaps astronaut. None of which required in depth knowledge of history, she was pretty sure.

As the class went on, she was forced to shift her bottom quite a few times, causing the girls seated next to her to gaze at her with a knowing look and the boys to be annoyed. Even the teacher was a bit annoyed at her, fixing her with a piercing gaze as if to suggest that the best course of action for her was to sit still. Something she simply couldn’t do for long, however, what with the burning in her tushy. And in another place near that vicinity!

Finally, the class was over and Amelia hurried over to meet Mette. The break was only ten minutes between the first two classes and she had so much to say! When she reached the agreed upon meeting point Mette wasn’t there yet, so Amelia had to wait impatiently. Mette finally exited the bathroom and came over to her with an expectant expression.

“So,” started Amelia, only to be interrupted by two of her friends from class! Ingelise and Birgitte came over with huge grins on their faces.

“Come on! Tell us,” said Ingelise, winking lewdly at Amelia.

“Tell you what?” she replied, not eager to share her news with them. Besides, her story had been carefully crafted for Mette’s ears and her ears alone.

“Oh, everyone knows, Amelia,” said Birgitte in her customarily annoying manner.

“What?” Now Mette was interested in what Birgitte had to say, and not what Amelia was dying to tell her! Could this day get any worse?

“She obviously got a good hard spanking,” squealed Ingelise.

“Shut up!” Mette held her hand in front of her mouth, wide eyes turned to look at Amelia. “No way!”

“Fine,” Amelia said, grumpily. “Yes, I got spanked, okay? Thanks for ruining the whole story.”

“Sorry,” said Ingelise, sounding sincere. Amelia had no problem with her, but Birgitte could be a bit of a bitch sometimes. Indeed, even now it looked like a giggle was about to burst forth from her. Amelia’s death stare shut that down quickly.

Mette fixed her with an ambiguous look that seemed to say many things. Things that Amelia needed to figure out about her friend at some point. “Who—” she started saying.

“Yeah,” interrupted Birgitte. “Was it a handsome stranger you encountered on your way to school, who thought maybe it’s time to spank a random schoolgirl?” She giggled at her silly joke.

“No, dummy,” said Ingelise. “Obviously it was her parents. Right?”

“Yeah,” whispered Amelia, not eager to have the whole school know about this. “Can you believe it?” Her voice became firmer, louder as she allowed her sense of personal outrage to rise to the front again.

“Who? Was it your dad? I bet it was. He’s super buff, like a forest worker,” said Mette.

“Eww, shut up,” squeaked Amelia. “You have an unhealthy obsession with my dad, I have to say. And yes, it was my dad.”

“Oh, wow,” said Birgitte. “How did he do it? I bet it was on the bare butt, right? That’s what they’re all doing these days.”

“What? What do you mean, they’re all doing it! I thought this sort of thing was illegal to the max!” Amelia cried out, unaware of the many faces that were now turned towards her.

“Yeah, totally,” started Ingelise as suddenly the bell rang out again.

“Crap!” Amelia and Mette bid a quick farewell to the other two girls and scampered off towards the next class, one they both shared.

As they sat down in their seats, next to each other of course, they continued to whisper about what poor Amelia had gone through. This was important stuff and Amelia was not inclined to leave out any details. Including her sadly interrupted dream about yummy dessert cream man.

“Yum,” whispered Mette, as the teacher scribbled algebra equations on the whiteboard, his back turned to them.

“I know, right? So anyway, my own mother pulls my panties down to bare my poor bottom to the wide world! Can you believe it?”

“And your dad was…where?”

“Oh my god, with that obsession!” Amelia rolled her eyes, not bothering to look over to where the teacher was now staring at her with a not quite pleased expression. “Obviously he was right there, getting ready to smack me on my butt for no reason at all!” She was raising her voice, not taking Mette’s panicked hint that perhaps she should shut up at this point.

“Ahem,” said a voice disturbingly close to her.

“Oh,” she said as she turned to look at her teacher staring down at her.

“Is there something you would like to share with the class perhaps?”

“Uh…no?”


CHAPTER FOUR

Principal's Office

IT TURNED OUT that was not a good response, Amelia reflected, as she slouched her way over to the principal’s office, a note made out by her teacher held in her hand. She reached the door to his office and entered, her heart thumping a bit, as she’d never had to see him before. To her relief it was just a waiting room. She sat down and waited, relief soon turning to trepidation as a vast host of potential punishments entered her imagination and hung out there, causing trouble.

The inner door swung open suddenly, almost causing her a heart attack, as three boys wearing all black, with their faces painted in corpse paint came out, their eyes downcast.

“This is the last warning I’ll give you three, okay?” The principle followed them out the door, waving his finger sternly at them. “No more death growls when singing the national anthem. And I’m pretty sure you’re changing the lyrics, not that anyone can tell!”

They snickered to themselves as they exited the waiting room out into the hall, slamming the door closed behind them. That left Amelia alone, staring at the principal.

“Yes?” he asked her.

“Um, I have a note,” she said, lifting it up to show him. Then she remembered to stand up and hand it to him in a more respectful manner. Schools were becoming a bit more strict lately and she was getting increasingly nervous about the way he was looking at her.

He stared at the note and then looked back at her. “Speaking in class, causing a disruption, disrespect towards your teacher? Amelia, is it?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, looking down at her shoes. There was a pretty big chance, she thought, that this day could indeed get worse.

“These are pretty serious charges. We’re going to have to have a chat about that. Please follow me,” he said as he stepped into his office. As he sat down behind his desk he motioned for her to shut the door behind her and sit down.

“I’m very sorry,” she started to say.

“Yes, yes. You kids are always very sorry when you’re caught,” he interrupted, waving his hands dismissively. “Times have changed, Amelia. Don’t you know?”

“Um, I’m sorry—I mean, no, I guess I’m not sure?”

He sighed and rolled his eyes heavenward. “The kids today! Look, you’re eighteen! You’re long past being an adult and you really should be more responsible at this point. The world has changed, Amelia. Take a moment to learn about reality!”

She nodded, not quite sure what he was going on about.

“Society is straining, ever since the collapse of the western alliances. Norway has to tighten its belt, so to speak. Speaking of belts…”

“Yes…?” Amelia was starting to get a sinking feeling. Once, long ago, she had been on a small boat, which had actually sunk. Luckily it was in the middle of summer and they were close to shore. That feeling, she had always felt, was surprisingly pleasant compared to what she usually thought of as a sinking feeling. Her gut clenched and she felt her most intimate opening tighten itself as well, as if afraid to let anything, even bad news, enter her.

“I’m afraid that current guidelines require us to punish students above the age of maturity for acts of impertinence such as you have committed, Amelia.”

“Oh, um…can’t I just apologize and promise never to do it again?”

“I’m afraid not. We’ve had too many cases of teenagers running rampant, ‘wilding’ they call it. The new government has instituted strict measures,” he said with a rather stern face.

“So…what…what will you do?” she said, her voice wavering. Her bottom took this opportunity to start throbbing again.

He stood up from his desk and pulled open a drawer, rummaging around for a bit before pulling out a large, black leather belt. Amelia swallowed hard, staring at it, almost unable to comprehend what she was seeing.

“Are you…”

“Yes,” he said, doubling the belt and wrapping one end around his right hand as he rounded the desk and stood at her side. “Up you go,” he motioned, reaching for her left arm with his free hand.

“Wait, um…” she mumbled as she stood up slowly, as if in a dream. “Can you…can you call my parents first? Don’t you need their permission?” She immediately regretted having said that, convinced that her parents would most likely give their assent. Her bottom throbbed even harder.

“No, I don’t need their permission, but they’ll be informed about it. What they decide to do with that information is up to them.” He nudged her over to the edge of the desk and began to gently but persistently urge her to bend over.

“Oh,” she said as she bent over, her chest touching the desk surface. She didn’t really know where to put her hands, afraid to mess up the papers that were scattered over his desk, some of them under her chest at this very moment. She finally decided to grip the far edge of his desk. Problem solved, she congratulated herself, a moment interrupted by the feeling of her skirt being lifted up over her bottom. “Hey!”

“Hey, what?”

“Hey, what are you doing with my skirt?”

“I’m lifting it out of the way, of course,” he said, somewhat exasperated. “How else am I going to spank your bottom?”

“Over my skirt,” she squeaked!

“Nonsense,” he boomed. “A girl’s not going to learn her lesson with a skirt and panties blocking things! That’s the problem with you young ones today, no consideration of practicalities!”

“But you were never spanked when you were a student, right? This is a new thing,” she protested.

“True,” he conceded. “But look how that turned out! A generation of softies, that messed the world up good and proper. Now sit still and let me get you ready. You’re already missing a good bit of your lunch time. Do you want to stay here and argue, or get this over with?”

“Oh, I guess…we can please finish up? I’d like lunch.”

“Fine,” he said as he pinned her skirt up by tucking it into her waistband. “Now, down with the panties!”

She groaned in humiliation as she felt him yank her panties down, pulling them down to her knees. She blushed as she heard him whistle.

“Boy, your bottom has already gotten some attention, hasn’t it?”

“Yes, I guess,” she whispered.

“Been a naughty girl, have you?”

“Um…I guess?” She wasn’t quite sure how to get him to just get on with it and get this over with.

“Alright, Amelia. Since your bottom has already gotten reddened, I’m going to go a bit easy on you. Just ten with the belt and we’ll call it a day, okay?”

“Ten? Ouch!” She cried out as the belt impacted her poor bottom. The loud smack felt like it would be heard across the whole of Ålesund, certainly the entire school.

Smack! Another one hit her butt, right above where the previous had landed. “Ow! Ow!”

Smack! Yet another, this time right where her bottom met the tops of her legs. This one really smarted! “Oh, good god!”

Whack! He kept up a good cadence, giving her a new smack across her bottom with his belt every two seconds, the burn building up into a fiery conflagration of sensations, not all of them bad, Amelia managed to note. She gripped the edge of the desk tightly, turning her face sideways and squeaking out her protests as he continued to roast her with his belt.

Finally it ended and she tried to relax, but her bottom kept on squeezing, as if by its own volition. She sensed the principal standing back there, staring at her. Her blush flared up again as she imagined what he was seeing. With the image of her bright red bottom cheeks and her girlish slit displaying itself to him in her mind, she slowly and painfully pushed herself upright. To her consternation she realized her skirt was still tucked into her waistband, leaving her bottom exposed.

“May I get dressed?” she asked, as her hands found their way to her bottom, cupping her cheeks in a late attempt at modesty.

“Sure, we’re done here, Amelia,” he said as he went around to his side of the desk and put the belt back in the drawer. She hurriedly bent down and pulled up her panties, wriggling into them and hissing as the tight fabric brushed over her flaming cheeks. She pulled down her skirt and stiffly walked over to the door.

“Oh, Amelia,” she heard him say.

“Yes?”

“Did you have anything you wanted to say?”

“Oh, um…thank you for…the lesson?” she said as she painfully turned to look at him. He smiled back at her.

“You’re welcome. Now enjoy your lunch.”

“Thank you,” she grunted as she left.


CHAPTER FIVE

GoSpankMe

AMELIA’S LUNCH WASN’T as fun as it usually was, unfortunately. Normally she looked forward to it as one of the highlights of her day. She met Mette at the table where they usually ate, gingerly sitting down on the distressingly hard chair next to her and across from Ingelise and Birgitte who, it seemed, had become a fixture in her friend circle today. She moaned as she sat down and pulled her stack of sandwiches from her book bag down onto the table.

“Oh, you poor girl,” said Mette as she looked at Amelia with concerned eyes.

Birgitte smirked. “Did you get it from the principal?” she asked.

“Yes,” Amelia muttered as she kept her eyes on her lunch. Today her mother had packed a stack of four open faced sandwiches, one of which appeared to be liver pate. Amelia wrinkled her nose. Undoubtedly another facet of her punishment, as she had expressed many a time how she hated liver pate. Thankfully it looked like the others were cheese, her favorite, and cucumber, her second favorite. She took out her thermos of hot tea and sipped at it.

“So?” Mette prompted. “What happened? Come on, Amelia. Tell us!”

“Okay, okay! Gosh,” Amelia said, looking up at the girls. “Did any of you know that spanking is now done in school? Can you believe that?”

“Yeah,” said Ingelise. “It’s common knowledge. I thought you knew!”

“Seriously?” Amelia looked over to Mette. Mette looked back at her and nodded. “You too? Birgitte?” She stared at Birgitte who smirked back at her.

“God, Amelia. It was totally discussed at the assembly at the start of school. Three months ago!” said Mette.

“Okay, fine. I may have been slightly asleep during it. So, what exactly did they say? At this assembly?” Amelia said as she picked up one of her sandwiches. Her strategy was simple: start with the second best sandwich. That way she always looked forward to lunch. That would be the cucumber today, she decided. The next would be the pate. Get the worst out of the way quickly. Then go for the best ones, the cheese. Always end on a good note, Amelia told herself.

“Hey,” said Mette. “Are you listening?”

“Oh, yeah, sorry,” said Amelia as she picked up her sandwich and bit into it.

“So, anyway,” Mette continued. “They said that they were instituting corporeal punishment for all sorts of infractions. Like, mainly for disrespect or disorderly conduct. But not for bad grades, thank god!” Everyone laughed.

“He spanked me with his belt!” Amelia said, mouth full of sandwich.

“What?” Ingelise squealed out. “He took off his belt and spanked you with it?”

“Well, not exactly,” said Amelia. “He had one in a drawer in his desk. A special spanking belt, I guess.”

“Wow,” said Birgitte. “Did it hurt?”

“Uh, yeah! Of course it hurt,” she replied, shifting uncomfortably in her oh, so hard chair.

Ingelise looked over at Birgitte with a knowing smile. “You’re into that sort of thing, right Birgitte?”

“What? No!” she squeaked. “Well…maybe, a little.”

“Wait, you’re into spanking?” asked Mette.

Amelia, halfway through her pate sandwich ordeal, perked up at that and stared at Birgitte, who stared back at her and stuck her tongue out.

“Yeah, kind of. So what?”

“Well, it’s just a little weird. I guess,” said Mette. “But not in a bad way,” she said quickly as Birgitte glared at her.

“I’m not a spanko,” said Birgitte with a frown. “I just like to do it every now and then, you know…to make some spending money.” She nodded at them knowingly.

“What do you mean?” asked Amelia, having managed to swallow the horror of the pate. She washed it down with some tea, and returned her attention to the spectacle of Birgitte trying to explain to them all about her side gig.

“Yeah, so there’s this site, you know? It’s called GoSpankMe? You go on it and people pay to see you get spanked!”

“No! No way!” Mette was freaking out. “You get paid to get spanked? What, online? Or in person?”

“Well, it’s not like I’m spanking myself, silly! No, you go on the site, people bid on you and the highest bidder gets to spank you. In person,” she replied, twirling her hair as she spoke.

Amelia perked up a bit at this. “Wait, so you get paid for this?”

“Yeah, as I said…spending money. I only do the lowest tier: you go to a local club, they spank you there where it’s safe and everything’s supervised.”

“Føkk! You’re crazy,” Mette exclaimed. “I could never do that.”

“Are you going on the Valldal Aktivitetspark trip this summer?” Birgitte asked Mette, pointedly.

“No, I don’t have the money for that,” she replied as Amelia looked from one to the other.

“There you go,” said Birgitte triumphantly. “I am!”


CHAPTER SIX

Family Discussions

“SO, MAMMA,” SAID Amelia as she helped her mom prepare dinner.

“Yes, Amelia?” Her mom was looking a little frazzled today, her dark blonde hair hastily shoved into a bun. Her hands, covered in flour, were occasionally run through that same hair, causing flour to dust the sides of her head. Amelia wasn’t sure this was the best time to broach the subject, but it was probably now or never. As her mother started combining some raw shaved potatoes with the cooked and mashed ones, Amelia helped add the flour and summoned her courage.

“Um, I’d like to talk about what happened this morning?” She set the measuring cup with the remaining flour down and reached for the salt.

“You mean the leak in the roof?” Her mom grabbed the salt shaker and poured some out, not bothering to measure. Amelia winced. That seemed a bit much—was her mom truly so preoccupied? Or was something else going on?

“Well, I mean—yes, I guess it has to do with the leak. When are we getting that fixed, by the way? I’d love to be able to sleep in a comfortable bed, not the floor again.” It suddenly occurred to her that sleeping with a sore bottom would be a significantly worse experience tonight.

“Yes, about that…” Maria tested the mixture, forming them into balls. “I’m afraid that we don’t really have the money to fix it right now.”

“Wait, what? You’re not going to fix it? But I thought Pappa made good money!” This was unwelcome news indeed! “Wait—how would this even work? You can’t just let water into my room without some fix! I’ll be flooded out of house and home!”

“No need for such drama, Amelia,” her mom retorted. She placed the three balls she had made so far off to the side and pointedly stared at Amelia, her eyes flicking over to the potato mixture until Amelia got the hint and started forming some balls herself. “Obviously we’ll stop the leak,” she continued, her arms waving around, some specs of potato mash flying onto Amelia’s front.

“Eww,” she started, then decided against making a scene. She hadn’t even gotten to the point of the whole discussion yet.

“Your pappa’s up on the roof right now, nailing a tarp over the hole,” her mom continued.

“Oh…” Amelia said, feeling really bad all of a sudden. It was raining again outside and quite cold.

“We’re looking for ways to get the money to fix it, Amelia. Don’t worry about that.”

“Okay, great, yeah…um, but actually I…I wanted to talk about something else,” she started, her chin fixed with resolution, her hands working the potato mixture into balls as carefully as possible.

“Well, out with it, girl,” her mother admonished, growing a little frustrated.

“It’s just that…I’m not sure that it was the right thing, you know? To…to spank me like that?” she stuttered, not quite remembering what her carefully thought out argument was anymore.

“Oh,” her mother turned to her, with something in her eyes that spoke words to Amelia she hadn’t heard for a long, long time. The look brought her back to the distant past, when something had happened to her, and her mother had been there, holding her hands and looking into her eyes with that same expression. What had it been? She struggled to remember. It had affected her quite deeply, that she was certain of.

“Amelia,” her mom said, growing quiet and holding onto her daughter’s shoulders with both hands, placing potato mash stains that Amelia would normally squeal over, but perhaps not right now. “My dear sweet girl,” she continued. “I wish I could protect you from everything that could happen to a young woman. But I can’t—and, quite frankly—you need to experience some of the bad things yourself, in a safe place, where you can learn and not be broken by what comes for you. Do you understand?”

Amelia stared up at her mom’s face, her chin jutting out again. “Um, not really. Are you saying, um…my getting spanked was, like, a lesson or something? Because I really didn’t think it was appropriate, to be quite honest. Plus, I got it from the princ—”

Her mother looked at her quizzically. “You got what?”

Amelia gulped and turned away from her mom, concentrating on making more dumplings. “Oh, nothing. I was just saying that I really didn’t think getting that spanking was right, that’s all.” Her eyes grew a little moist and she shook it off, not wanting to get emotional right this very moment. What was it that had happened, back then, when she was young?

Just that moment the door opened and her father came in, shaking off the rain and looking over at the two of them with a loving expression that belied the cold rain dripping off his face and rain jacket. His bright red nose tip spoke of cold nordic winds and hard times, making Amelia feel even worse.

“Hi Pappa!” She turned to him and smiled a big, bright smile. “Thanks for fixing the leak.”

~~~

“So, Amelia,” said her dad as the raspeballer were served. Amelia thought they had come out quite nicely today, stuffed with some sausage. She held the serving dish for her dad to help himself while her mom busied herself about the kitchen, seeming distracted still.

“Yes, Pappa?”

“I got a call from the school today.” He glanced over at her while spooning a couple more dumplings onto his plate. He nodded at her and she set the dish down onto the table.

“Oh, what was it about?” Amelia tried on her very best innocent expression. She had perfected it over the years and was quite proud of it.

“Apparently there was a disciplinary act that had to be carried out, it seems. Anything you would like to tell us?” At this her mom stopped and glanced over at Amelia, expression undeterminable.

Crap. “Um, well…” she said, as she stared at her own plate, three yummy dumplings on it already, placed there for her by her father earlier.

Her mother came and sat down at the table. “Amelia,” she said, “you didn’t tell me about this.”

“Yes, I know…I didn’t think it was anything, really,” she replied, waving her hand dismissively. “I was just talking to Mette in class when I shouldn’t have. I said sorry, no biggie!”

“Apparently,” said her father, not deigning to let his daughter gain a moment’s peace from this, a day that was going from bad to worse to even worse! “She got a spanking. From the principle!” He turned to her mother and gestured with a wave of his fork. “Seems like it’s a thing now.”

“In school?” Her mother turned to her. “Amelia, is this true? They’re spanking students in school?” She shook her head and served herself some dumplings. “My word. They would never have dared in my time.”

“Ya, right? A giant scandal would have ensued!” He turned to Amelia. “How are you doing, my girl. Was it bad?”

Amelia looked into his eyes and saw concern there. “No,” she said, eager to get this topic over with and done. “No, it was nothing really. Just a formality.” She popped a dumpling into her mouth, deciding that it would make a good excuse to not have to continue talking, although her appetite had fled.

“Well, given what occurred earlier,” her father continue, wagging his eyebrows at her. “I think we can chalk it down to a bad day, and move on, eh?”

Amelia nodded vigorously, chewing on the dumpling. Her mother seemed to be saying something to her dad, just with her eyes. The two of them had some form of telepathy, Amelia had decided some time ago. An unnatural ability to synchronize their stories, usually when it came to deciding something that Amelia did not approve of.

“So, you know that money’s a bit tight, right, Amelia?” Her father was looking at her, lightly tapping his fork on the napkin next to his plate. He hadn’t touched the dumplings yet. Amelia grew strangely distressed by this. They shouldn’t get cold. They needed butter to melt on them. Did he not realize how much work the women of this family put into this meal?

“Yes, Mamma told me something along those lines,” she replied, when what she wanted to say was, “Please eat and let me think about other things tonight. Tomorrow is surely a better time to worry about such matters.”

“Well, we need to get money to fix the roof properly, Amelia,” he said, finally popping a dumpling into his mouth and chewing away.

Her mom chimed in, “So we’re going to visit my parents tomorrow. Your pappa’s going to ask them for some money to help fix it.” He grimaced at this. Her mom’s parents did not always approve of her dad, and asking for help was something that she knew men like him did not enjoy doing. At least it was in the family.

“Okay, so we’re going to drive there? Cool!” She, unlike her dad, liked visiting her grandparents. Her grandma was a hoot, especially when she started drinking, which was usually five minutes after company arrived. Her dad sighed deeply and stuffed another dumpling into his mouth.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Visiting the Grandparents

THE DRIVE TO Langevåg, where her grandparents lived, took about a half hour, or it would have in any car other than the one her dad drove. The rusty old Volvo still had some life in it, but her dad treated it like it was going to explode at any moment and was loath to press the accelerator lest it do so immediately. So Amelia had grown quite bored, despite the lovely scenery, which she usually loved to gaze at as they drove there at least once a month or so. Plus there was the nagging feeling that the visit was not going to go well.

Her father was completely quiet the whole trip, and her mother, never the big talker anyway, kept quiet as well. That left Amelia to try and do anything she could to lift the stifling silence.

“Hey, look! A new Infernal Pizza! Wow, can we go there sometime?” Infernal Pizza had the best herring pies around.

Her dad grunted in reply.

“Mette and I went to the one over by the main city hall the other day. There were a couple of guys there who…” she started giggling despite herself. “They…oh god, you’ll never believe!”

Her mother looked over her shoulder at her. “Never believe what?”

“Oh, my god, they were so lame! They were trying to persuade the cashier that they didn’t need to pay, they already paid earlier…”

“They were stealing?” her dad muttered, this being a major sore point with him these days.

“Well…” she started. “I wouldn’t exactly say that! They were just playing around, I think. Anyway! That wasn’t the funny part,” she said, giggling again.

Nobody responded so she continued once she had her giggles under control again. “So the manager came out and he grabbed one of the boys and…” she paused for dramatic effect.

Her mother sighed. “And?”

“And then he bent him over the nearest table and spanked him! The others ran away of course, but you should have heard him! Oh my god, it was epic!”

Her dad grunted his approval. “There you go! A good hard spanking never hurt anyone!” Then he looked guilty, quickly glancing in the rear-view mirror at his daughter who was still somewhat beside herself with mirth. Then her expression changed momentarily, as if some memory had surfaced that didn’t quite sit well. He returned his attention to the road, and the cars that had angrily overtaken him, some of them with uncharacteristic aggression.

“I don’t know that it’s a nice thing, Amelia, to find amusement at some boy’s punishment.” Her mother had a point, Amelia thought, but still. It had been pretty funny at the time.

“I know, Mamma. Still, it was something to hear him start to beg and wail. Such a big boy, too!” Amelia subconsciously licked her lips. What she didn’t tell her parents was that the manager had pulled the boy’s pants down and spanked him on the bare. Amelia knew the boy—he was the older brother of one of her classmates. The boy had graduated some years ago and was at least two years older than Amelia. That’s what made it so funny to her, to see a grown man, really, getting it just like a naughty schoolboy. Plus those buns… Yum!

Finally they reached the small single story house where her mom’s parents lived, on a nice quiet street where nothing ever happened and the people there counted their blessings that it was so. The arrival of a whole family to visit a resident there was probably the biggest event all this week, Amelia thought snarkily. As they got out of the car, her mother had to remind Amelia to bring the gift: a nicely wrapped jar of jam that Maria had made just last month.

Walking along the cobblestoned path to the front door, Amelia whistled a cheery tune to herself. She wondered what her grandpa had been up to lately. The old man had gotten into playing golf, apparently. That posed a potential problem, as he tended to drone on and on about his latest hobbies, and Amelia couldn’t think of a more boring topic than golf. For some reason Amelia had never really bonded with her maternal grandfather, but she liked him okay. So boring, though.

Her mother rang the bell, her father standing back, scowling. After a little while the door opened and her grandmother was there, arms opening to embrace Maria, measured words of greeting passing between the two women. Grandma Astrid nodded at Fredrik and then beamed a huge, happy smile at Amelia as she rushed to hug her.

“Hei, mormor!” Amelia gave her grandma a big hug back and rested her head against the woman’s shoulder. There was something so comforting about her grandma. Something that felt so safe, so warm.

“Come on in, sweet child. I’ve prepared some sweets for you!” Astrid said as she stepped back and gestured for everyone to enter. They all took their shoes off in the entry hall and then stepped into the living room where grandpa Per sat. He grunted at them as they entered and gave him a hug and kiss, as he remained seated.

“Hei, Fredrik,” he said to her dad. “Sit down. Have you started with golf yet? I swear to you—it will give you years of your life back! Years!”

Her dad sighed as he sat heavily down on the couch. Amelia ran to be with her mom and grandma as they collectively stowed away to the relative safety of the kitchen.

“Nice jam, thank you,” said Astrid as she pointedly put the jar away in a cupboard filled with jam jars. “So,” she said turning to the two of them. “I really need your help clearing out my garden shed. I want to prepare it for the new growing season, whenever the hell that is.”

“The shed? Oh, okay,” said her mom, voice rising somewhat. The shed was a sore point for Maria. Apparently something had happened there some time ago and Amelia for some reason had never asked for the details. She just knew that her mother got all tense when it was mentioned.

“But first,” said her mom as she leaned against the kitchen counter. “I’d like to talk to you about something, Mamma. Fredrik will never get the nerve to do it, quite frankly.”

“Is it serious? It can’t wait until after we get some work done? The light is fading, you know…”

“It won’t take long, Mamma. It’s the roof, you see. We have a leak and…”

“Ah,” said Astrid. “Say no more. He doesn’t have the money, right?” Her grandma shook her head slowly.

“We don’t have the money, Mamma. We. It’s not always about him, you know. We’re a family.” Amelia stood there, against the wall, watching as the two women engaged in their own special form of combat. Not as loud and boisterous as when boys fought, but much, much more deadly. Amelia sometimes employed the same tactics against other girls at school who sought to do battle with her, and those fights had lasted for months, a war of subtle attrition that slowly wore both parties down until, with the innocence of youth still on their side, both parties got distracted with some other pursuit and the matter was forgotten. These women, Amelia knew, had been waging war since before Amelia had been born and neither side was ready to sue for peace.

Astrid tsked with annoyance and glanced at Amelia, who gave her an innocent look right back, pretending not to take slight when her father was being targeted. It was a complicated war, this war, and Amelia knew she wasn’t ready to enter it.

“Well, I’m sorry, Maria. We haven’t the money,” Astrid replied. “Per has his new hobby, you know. That club he joined has high fees, and the equipment…” She rolled her eyes.

Her mother hung her head, shaking it. “I swear, that man…” The two women looked at each other for a moment and then Astrid laughed. She went over to Maria and hugged her. She whispered something in her ear that Amelia couldn’t hear and the two women disengaged, her mother smiling slightly.

“You know,” said Astrid, nodding over to Amelia. “You should just get a loan. I heard that Norge Regional Bank is doing loans again.”

“Oh, really? I thought they had almost gone insolvent,” said Amelia, perking up a bit. Her economics teacher had given the class a long lecture about the financial crisis that had mostly wiped out the sovereign wealth fund.

“Ya, it was bad there for a moment, for sure. But they’ve been shored up by the Danes, of all people.” Astrid made a grimace. There was little love lost between the two countries lately, ever since the scandal involving the crown prince of Norway and the younger princess of Denmark. It had been so sordid that to this day Amelia hadn’t been able to find out what exactly happened. The AI censors had blocked the juicy details.

“Don’t they need collateral? I heard they weren’t accepting homes as collateral anymore, since the housing market is still dropping,” her mother said.

“Ya, they need collateral,” her grandmother agreed. Then she looked at Amelia and said, “But there are other forms of collateral, you know. I’m not saying you should do it, but a friend of a friend of mine, her daughter—you know Nora, lived down the street some time ago?”

Her mother nodded, looking a bit puzzled. “Nora, she had the big front teeth?”

“Ya, she did. Very pretty girl. Those teeth gave her a special something, you know? The boys couldn’t get enough of her. I heard she gave very good blowjobs—”

“Mother!” Maria hissed. “Not in front of Amelia, please!”

“Oh, come on! She’s a big girl now. An adult, aren’t you?” Astrid reached over and patted Amelia on the head. “She already knows plenty, I’m sure.”

Amelia blushed. Her mom sighed and prodded Astrid on with a circling motion of her hand. “What about this Nora?”

“She was the collateral.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Objections

“OH, NO, NO, and again, no!” Her mother’s face was set in an expression of grim determination, the kind she got now and then when her mind was made up. “I’ll not let them have my daughter as collateral, that’s insane!”

Amelia’s dad shook his head. “I’ve never even heard of such a thing! What’s the world coming to, I ask you!” Still, despite the emotional state her mother was in right now, it seemed that her dad was in a chipper mood. After the proposal had been floated by grandma Astrid, her mother had made a beeline out the kitchen, dragging Amelia behind her, gesturing for Fredrik to get up and go, and out they went. Of course, it took an awkward moment to get their shoes back on, never good for a dramatic exit, but her dad looked super relieved to be allowed to escape the endless droning of grandpa Per.

Now, in the car, he had heard the reason for the swift and angry exit and was a perfect picture of conflict. He nervously drummed one hand on the steering wheel while he tried to formulate what to say, Amelia’s mom already launching into another tirade.

“And how would such a crazy thing work? What, they take my precious daughter away from me? Keep her in a bank vault? You can’t breathe in those things! I think!” She was starting to get very high pitched and frantic, her arms waving around in the small car, her right hand, where she wore her wedding ring, banging sharply against the car window, causing her dad to wince.

“Now, now, Maria,” he said as Amelia kept quiet in the back of the car, staring out the window at the passing scenery. “I’m pretty sure they don’t keep anyone inside a bank vault. You can’t breathe in those things, I’m pretty sure!”

“She’s not property, Fredrik,” she said, facing him with a furious stare. “She’s my daughter and I’ll keep her right here with me!”

“Yes, yes, of course,” he replied, keeping his eyes fixed on the road as they approached one of the new positive control intersections they had started installing before things got bad financially and the rollout stopped. The control module in the old Volvo was acting up lately and Fredrik always got tense when the auto-control system needed to spring in to get them through the intersection.

“I’m not even sure the bank would give us a loan anyway,” she said.

“Uh huh,” he mumbled distractedly as the car slowed down, the green light on the dashboard flickering briefly before it came on and stayed on. He breathed a sigh of relief as the car entered the intersection, seamlessly avoiding the other cars that passed through without stopping.

“Are you even listening to me?” Her mom glared at him as he took hold of the wheel again, continuing down the road and sighing.

“Yes, Maria, you know I am.” He glanced briefly in the rear view mirror at Amelia and asked her, “What about you, sweetie? You’re awfully quiet back there.”

Amelia looked away from the scenery for a moment. “Oh, yeah. I guess it was a bit of a shock, truthfully. I’ve never heard of that either.” She paused for a moment. “I guess…I guess I think we should try it, though.”

“What?” her mother almost screeched. “You’re not serious! Do you understand what you’re saying? No! You’re my baby and we’re not doing this!”

“Okay, hold on,” said Amelia, leaning forward against her seatbelt. “You keep telling me how I’m an adult, and I need to carry my weight finally, and I need to grow up and experience—experience the bad things this world has to offer. Well,” she patted her front. “I’m an adult, I’m eighteen, and I want to finally help my family.” She started to feel some tears forming in her eyes. With her voice getting a bit thick she continued, “It should be my decision, shouldn’t it?”

“Amelia,” her father said as he tried hard to keep the car on track, a big rig roaring past them. “That’s really—I don’t know what to say. But maybe we should take some time to learn more about this? No good just jumping into something if you don’t know what’s really involved, correct?”

“Yes, Pappa,” she replied, wiping the side of her nose with her index finger and rubbing her eye. “You’re right. I’ll look it up tonight, okay?”

Her mother turned to look back at her, saying emphatically, “I don’t think this is right, Amelia. Think carefully what you’re doing.”

“Yes, Mamma.”


CHAPTER NINE

Norge Regional Bank

THE VERY NEXT day, after school, Amelia and her parents headed over to the local branch of Norge Regional Bank. Her dad had made an appointment with a Mr. Aksel Andersen, senior VP of asset management, to come in for a consultation. Amelia had done her research last night as soon as they got home and had promptly lied to her parents about what she had read.

“Oh, it’s really just a formality,” she had mentioned dismissively at dinner.

“Really? I’m supposed to believe that, am I?” Her mother set down some slices of dark bread on Amelia’s plate.

“Well…” stalled Amelia, starting to rethink her strategy, such as it was. “Okay, maybe a bit more than that. But it really doesn’t matter unless you can’t make the payments.”

Her dad looked up from his tablet. He wasn’t really allowed to read his tablet at the dinner table but with Maria so distracted, he was seizing the opportunity to catch up on the football scores. Aalesunds FK had played Kongsvinger the other day and things had not gone well, much to her dad’s displeasure.

“So,” he asked. “What happens if you can’t make the payments?”

“Oh,” she waved her knife around, some jam almost flying off it. “I guess they take the…the asset, as…as they refer to the girl, and, well, I guess they sell her off to some place where she can work off the remaining loan amount, I guess.” She noticed her mom staring at her in horror. “Well,” she stuttered, “not so much sell, but…loan out her services is a better way of putting it. Yes, much more accurate,” she said, applying knife to jam jar, spreading a nice layer of yummy lingonberry on her slice of bread. With that she considered the matter closed, but her parents had other ideas. A rather lengthy discussion had commenced, terminating finally with the heartfelt belief by her dad that the bank would be best at clearing things up for them.

And so they arrived, finally, at the entrance to the bank, its imposing facade towering over them, the Neo-Baroque arches of the curved facade topped by multi story columns supporting a green, domed roof, tall windows lining the sides of the upper stories. Amelia felt the weight of the stone building bearing down on her as they entered the foyer of the bank, the dim light serving less to soothe her than to quicken her pulse as she reflected on what she had read further, last night. They would have to assess her value, the website had mentioned. Exactly what was involved in that it had not expanded on.

What the girls of delinquent parents were loaned out for, however, had been expounded on, for pages and pages of hushed reading, her heart pounding in her chest, as her intimate parts had seemed to swell and moisten. She blushed as she looked over to the reception area where her dad had gone to inquire about their appointment.

The girl at the desk motioned over to a waiting area where the three of them proceeded to make themselves as comfortable as they could. The silence deafened Amelia until finally, as she thought she could bear no more, a middle aged man in a crisp, black suit came over and inquired, “Fredrik Sørengard?”

Her dad stood up, stiffly, and held out his hand, “Yes, that’s me. You must be Andersen?”

“Yes, Aksel. And you must be this young woman’s parents?” He turned to greet Amelia and her mom.

“Maria,” her mom said, shaking his hand.

“Amelia,” she introduced herself, shaking his hand. He held the grip for a moment longer as he quickly assessed her, smiling disarmingly.

“Wonderful, please follow me,” he said as he led the family into an office tucked away in a corner. Shutting the door behind him, he sat down behind his desk and gestured for them to sit as well.

Once everyone was seated he folded his hands and rested his elbows on the desk, leaning forward. “So, how may I help you?”

Her dad cleared his throat. “Well, we would like to apply for a loan, as I mentioned to the lady when making this appointment. The roof, you see…”

Aksel nodded. “A loan…” he said, encouraging Fredrik to continue.

“Yes, anyway, we were wondering what the…procedure would be to get such a thing—a loan, that is. Just sufficient for replacing the roof, you know. So it shouldn’t be for very much, I would think.”

“Ah,” said Aksel, leaning back. “Ya, that’s the thing. These days that can be very much indeed. The tariffs and the end of government subsidies for construction companies…” He looked over at Amelia’s mom and nodded knowingly. “It’s a tough world these days, one must say.”

Her dad looked a bit put off. “Well, yes. I suppose it is. But I have a good job, I make a steady income, so that should count for something?”

“Of course,” said Aksel. “You are already in an enviable percentile of the population, Fredrik. Nevertheless, the bank must protect itself. Especially in these times. There are very strict government regulations on capitalization these days, ever since the collapse of so many smaller banks.”

Maria nodded, her fingers tapping nervously on her skirt as she sat there.

“So…we were wondering what would count as collateral for such a loan?” Her father quickly glanced over at Amelia, and then caught himself and looked back at Aksel.

Aksel had glanced over at Amelia himself, a look that had not escaped her attention. “Ya, well. As you know, with the housing market collapsing so much, the trends are not good. We don’t accept house values anymore. And—” he motioned quickly, as Fredrik started to protest. “Even for amounts well below the value of the house, we just cannot sit on houses as assets. It’s a big liability for us. Carrying costs and such.” He dismissed the entire notion with a wave of his hand.

Amelia finally spoke up, as it seemed her parents would dance around the issue for at least a while longer and Amelia really wanted the uncertainty to be over. “What about your female collateral program?”

“Ah,” he leaned forward again, his hands folded together once more. “You have done the research on this?”

“Just a little,” she replied, blushing.

“Well, then you know. Or perhaps I need to make it more clear?” He looked over at her parents who nodded slowly.

“Very well. Ya, the program is relatively new, just a couple of years old in fact. I can assure you it is fully certified by the government. Royal stamp of approval, in fact,” he beamed. “Basically,” he said, leaning back again. “You would put your daughter up as collateral. That means that we would assess her value, and if sufficient,” he said smiling over at Amelia as if to assure her that this would, in fact, not be a problem at all, just a formality. “When—when we find her sufficient, then you would get the loan amount transferred to your account. You do have an account with us, correct?”

Her father nodded.

“Good, good. Ya, you get the money you need, and we get the assurance that you will pay the interest and the principal.”

“Of course,” her father huffed. “We would certainly pay, there is no question about that. But…what happens—why is her value assessed? For what?”

Aksel shifted in his seat. “Ya, well. That’s where it gets a bit awkward, we can agree on that, right?” He chuckled slightly, then stopped under the withering stare of her mother. “Okay, ya. We would have to be able to get our money back, of course. Principal, certainly, and we would want to make as much of the expected interest as possible. Girls—” to his credit, he blushed profusely at this point. Amelia wondered at this. Did he do many such loans? Or was this his first, as it was hers? Was this as embarrassing for him as it threatened to be for her?

Her mom cocked an eyebrow at poor Aksel as he squirmed even more. Her fingers drummed away.

“Ya, as I was saying, girls have an…intrinsic value, in today’s society, you see…” his eyes shifted over to her father and then fled back to the relative safety of the desk in front of him. “There are…institutions, companies, that are fully licensed, I assure you. Fully licensed to take girls that…have become delinquent assets, so to speak. Of course, this is difficult, I’m sure. To think of your daughter that way. I understand. I have a daughter myself,” he said, sweating somewhat.

“Would you use your daughter as collateral,” her mom asked him, fixing him with an unyielding stare.

“Oh, yes,” he said, finding an offramp from this most perilous conversation, and taking it. “Yes, in fact, I have done so for my own purpose.” He leaned closer and said in a quieter voice, almost conspiratorial. “A new car—when I got my promotion, I needed to get a better car, you know? To keep up with the other VPs here. Couldn’t afford it, of course. Not like it’s some cheap Volvo, am I right?”

Her dad looked down at his shoes as he shuffled them about. “Ya, of course,” he said. “So your daughter?”

“Yes, indeed. Of course, I paid the loan back right away. No problem. You will too, of course, so there’s really nothing to worry about there,” he said, smiling brightly at them.


CHAPTER TEN

Agreement

“SO, WHAT DO you think?” Aksel asked, glancing first at her dad, then her mom, then Amelia herself.

Her dad looked over to her and said, “Amelia, it’s up to you. You know that we will pay the loan back, of course. But you are the one who would have to do what the bank needs to secure this loan. The choice is yours.”

Amelia’s heart sped up a bit. Was she sure about this? No, not really. But some things had to be done. “Yes,” she said, straightening up. “Yes, I’m sure. I’m willing to be the collateral.”

“Wonderful!” Aksel beamed at her. “We will get you assessed as soon as possible, then get the paperwork signed. It shouldn’t take more than an hour or so.”

“Oh,” said her mom. “When would this assessment be done?”

Aksel looked at his tablet and tapped away at it for a few seconds. “Right now, in fact. Our assessment team is ready.” He looked up and smiled at Amelia. “You might have heard some things—that it’s…not pleasant and such. Don’t worry,” he tapped his hand on the desk surface. “It’s really not that bad. And it will be over soon enough. Shall we?” He stood up from the desk and waited expectantly.

“Well, yes, I guess,” her father said as he reluctantly stood up, followed by Maria and Amelia. “Where…”

“Right back to the waiting area, I should think,” Aksel replied. “It should be an hour, maybe an hour and a half at most. You can certainly leave and have a coffee if you choose. Amelia will follow me, however.”

“Oh, okay,” said her mother as she looked over with worried eyes. Amelia smiled back at her, willing her to go, let her take care of things. This was her burden now.

The party separated in the waiting area, her parents standing there, unsure of whether to sit or just stand, or leave and come back, Amelia following Aksel down the hall, waving briefly back at them as she hurried behind him.

Eventually they reached a door marked Asset Management Services, Brynjar Olufsen, Dir. Aksel knocked on it and then entered. Amelia followed him into the room, confronted by a rather uninspiring desk, with a portly man, sporting a light brown beard, sitting behind it.

“Ah,” he said, standing up. “You are Amelia, correct?”

“Yes, hello,” she replied.

“Very good. We can do this very quickly, okay? Please go ahead and get fully undressed and we can begin.”

Amelia paused. “Um, excuse me?”

“Ya, it’s really very simple. We need to assess you. So…please go ahead and get undressed. You can put your clothes on my desk, no problem.”

“Um,” she said, looking around her and staring briefly at Aksel, who was smiling back at her, then back at the man behind the desk. “Are you going to stay here while I…”

“Yes, of course. We are doing the assessment? I’m not quite sure what the confusion is?” Brynjar looked over to Aksel and frowned.

“Ah, she hasn’t done this before, Brynjar. Let’s give her a moment to gather her courage.” He looked over at Amelia. “Don’t worry, we’ve all seen everything. There’s no need to be embarrassed. No judgement here.”

“Well,” corrected Brynjar. “We are literally here to judge you, but okay. Go ahead, don’t be shy.” He glanced down at himself as he smoothed his dress shirt over his protruding belly.

Amelia sighed and resolved to get this embarrassing procedure over with. What had she been thinking, going ahead with this? Last night, in her bed, it had seemed like a sexy adventure, one that would give her many naughty thoughts for later use, and maybe some fun stories to tell Mette later. Now, it was just horribly awkward. A small office with two men staring at her as she struggled with her shoes. Finally they were off and she stood there, gathering the strength to pull her sweater up over her head.

With that off, it was time for her jeans, which she wiggled out of, taking care that her panties did not get pulled off with them, then wondering what the point of that was, when they were undoubtedly going to want her to take them off too. Now with just her panties, bra and socks on, she drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly, reaching back to unsnap her bra. She glanced over at Aksel, whose eyes were fixed…on his phone. She was almost offended by that, and looked over to see Brynjar looking at her, with an air of impatience.

Fine! She unclipped her bra and slid it off her shoulders where it joined the rest of her clothes on the desk. Her nipples stiffened in the cool air of the office. She blushed at the mental image of herself as she imagined the men saw her. She knew that boys liked breasts, and hers she thought were really quite nice, pink nipples pointed upwards atop perky mounds. But now it was time for the final barrier to be crossed. She wedged her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, then thought twice about it, deciding that her socks should be taken off first.

She bend down to pull them off, her breasts hanging down between her arms, swinging slightly as she balanced on first one foot then the other, struggling to pull her cute socks off. She blushed as she realized she had worn Pissy the Bunny socks today, the titular character of the Pissy Bunny video series, a perpetually pissed off bunny rabbit that got into all sorts of hijinks. She put the socks down on top of her bra, then returned to her panties, finally pulling them down, bending to get them down past her feet. She straightened and instinctively kept her hands, still clutching the pink panties in front of her mound.

“Very good, Amelia,” said Brynjar. “Just go ahead and set those down and we can go in the other room and get you secured.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Assesment

“SECURED?” AMELIA YELPED as she covered her breasts with her right arm and kept her left hand, clutching her panties, over her mound. “What exactly are you going to do? I thought this was just an assessment?” To be fair, she didn’t really know what that would entail. At worst she thought it might involve some leering at her body. She had steeled herself for that eventuality.

“Well, I think it’s quite obvious, Amelia,” said Brynjar, standing behind the desk. Aksel looked on dispassionately. “We need to evaluate you as an asset, and assets shouldn’t have the ability to run away from us when things get a bit uncomfortable.”

Amelia stared at him and Aksel, who was starting to look a bit impatient, his smile wavering a tiny bit.

“Anyway, it’s procedure here. Nothing about that we can do, I’m afraid,” continued Brynjar. “Shall we?” He motioned over to the door and Amelia reluctantly turned and followed Aksel, who was leading the way, Brynjar following along behind her. She had the feeling that was planned, in case she tried to run? She was sorely tempted, but the fact is she didn’t have any clothes on and it was quite chilly outside. If her parents had left to have a coffee she would be in big trouble out there.

Out in the hall they turned to their left and continued, away from the reception area, until they reached another door labeled Evaluation Room One. A woman in a beige business suit was walking towards them, briefly glancing at Amelia, taking in her nudity, eyes locking for just a brief moment before she looked away, continuing on past them. Her blonde hair up in a severe bun, her high heels clicking away as she left the little drama playing out in her place of business behind her. Someone else would take care of this. She had other things to deal with, certainly.

The door was opened and Amelia entered ahead of the two men, staring at the contents of the room. She quailed and tried to turn back, but Aksel gently prodded her forwards and the two men entered behind her, closing and locking the door behind them.

“Now, Amelia,” said Aksel. “It’s nothing to be afraid of. Surely you’ve visited your gynecologist before?”

“Well, yes,” she replied. “But she was a woman, and she didn’t use those things,” she said, gesturing to the cuffs that hung from chains that were attached to the examination table. She realized she was still holding onto her panties, and, in a fog of uncertainty, lamely handed them over to Brynjar, who was standing by her side. He took them from her and gently guided her over to the table.

“Please, go ahead and lie down on the table,” he said. “Please leave your arms by your sides and place your legs in the stirrups.” He motioned to Aksel to help him secure her while he continued to hold on to her pink panties.

Amelia sighed and climbed onto the table, swung herself over and scooted down until she could comfortably put her feet into the stirrups. She felt her cheeks burning as she realized what the two men could now see. They were by her side at the moment, however. Brynjar to her right and Aksel on the other side as they both secured her wrists in the cuffs, a series of sharp clicks marking her loss of bodily autonomy. When they moved towards the back of the table to deal with her ankles, she tested the reach of her chains, finding that they allowed her to move only a few centimeters before they came to an abrupt stop.

She heart the clicks and felt the tightening of cuffs on her ankles and quickly lifted her head to take a look before letting it fall back down onto the cushioned surface of the table, the paper covering crinkling as she did so. What she had seen was simply too embarrassing for her to deal with at the moment. The two of them were at her feet, hands on her ankles, testing the fit of the cuffs, while their eyes were trained on her spread pelvis and the secret lips that were there, now exposed.

With a groan, she realized just how embarrassing the situation really was: she and Mette had just last week dared themselves to go to the salon to get themselves waxed. It was the first time they had dared to go get a Brazilian, after Birgitte had gone on and on about how painful it had been, but how much the boys loved it. As a dare, it was a doozy, and until the very last minute either one of them could have backed out of it, deciding that something more pressing had suddenly, improbably, come up and this could—should be postponed until some more convenient time. And indeed, Amelia had realized that she had completely forgotten to get home early for something or another and with Mette breathing a sigh of relief, the two had abandoned their quest for smoothness.

But due to this Amelia had neglected grooming her lower parts for longer than usual and now the men were gazing at an unruly tangle of pubic hair.

Aksel was the first to comment: “Amelia, I’m afraid we’re going to have to shave you nice and clean. It will help us place an accurate value on you. I’m sure you understand?”

“Oh,” she said, quietly. “I guess?” She closed her eyes, blushing and praying that this would be over soon. After a few moments of rummaging around, Brynjar came over to her spread legs with a shaver and, with the buzzing noise echoing around the room, proceeded to shave her privates. She felt the cutting head brushing against her pubis, then along the sides of her labia as she sucked in her breath. The vibrations traveled along her folds and straight to her clitoris as she felt herself moisten.

Stepping back and turning off the shaver, Brynjar nodded to Aksel. “We can start now. Can you take the pictures?”

“Yes, of course. Let me get my phone…there, just sit still Amelia. I just need to take a few photos for our files,” said Aksel.

Amelia’s heart stopped briefly. “Wait, you’re taking pictures? Who’s going to see them?” she squeaked.

“Don’t worry, we comply with all the required data privacy regulations,” said Aksel, dismissively. “Only our asset management team, assessors, supervisors, and some in upper management can ever access your file. You should be fine.”

She humphed as she set her head back down on the table. Could this day get any worse? Aksel pointed his phone at her pubic area and then at her breasts, each one separately. He then took some of her face, from different angles as she stared straight ahead.

“Okay, now the probe,” said Brynjar in a cheery voice as she heard him snapping on some latex gloves. She lifted her head up again to try and take in what was happening, watching as he picked up a silver cylindrical apparatus with a tapered end.

He noticed her looking at him and said, in as calming a voice as he could muster, “It’s just to test your moisture levels and vaginal and anal elasticity. Nothing to worry about.”

With that, he bent down and slowly inserted the probe into her vagina, stopping after only a few centimeters had gone in. “Oh, wait! Are you a virgin by any chance?”

“Yes,” squeaked Amelia. “If you must know. I mean, technically—I don’t know, I guess? I haven’t had sex, but I don’t have my hymen anymore. Does that matter?”

“Ah, no. It’s better in some ways. Some sales people—I mean asset allocation specialists—don’t like to handle girls with their maidenheads. It gets all awkward with verification and then we have to belt you to make sure you don’t lose it somehow. Better you don’t have it,” he replied. He proceeded to glide the device further in, helped tremendously by her rather embarrassing amounts of lubricating fluids. She shut her eyes in humiliation.

“Føkk,” muttered Aksel from the side, where he was glancing at his phone.

“What?” Brynjar paused to look up at him.

“We’re not getting any data. The stupid thing is broken again.”

“Hmm, maybe it wasn’t charging?”

“No, the light seems to be on. I think it’s the wireless network,” Aksel replied.

“Should we reboot it?”

“No idea how, I’m afraid. I guess I could go to IT and ask for a different one?” He tapped away at his phone, shaking his head.

Brynjar paused for a moment and then slowly removed the probe from Amelia’s area of interest. “No, I think I do this the old fashioned way.”

“Um, what exactly do you mean by that?” Amelia perked up again.

“I just use my finger, if that’s okay?” Brynjar held up a blue latex covered finger, so she could confirm that, indeed, he had one ready to use.

“I guess?” she muttered. Olaf, a boy in her school, had fingered her once. It had been a very clumsy and less than entirely satisfying experience, at least for her. He seemed to have enjoyed it tremendously. She hadn’t been strapped down on a gyno table at the time, though. Her actual gyno had done such a gentle job of it that Amelia hadn’t really been bothered by it. Perhaps this would be a non-event?

As Aksel peered over his shoulder, Brynjar slowly stuck his finger inside Amelia’s sheath. She felt him in there, moving his finger around, probing…but for what?

“Please squeeze down on me, if that’s alright?”

“Oh,” she said. “Okay…” and she squeezed her muscles, feeling his finger even more, an intruder in her private chamber. Perhaps if she squeezed hard enough she could expel him?

“Okay, that’s very good. Very strong,” Brynjar said to Aksel as he withdrew his finger. “Now the anus…”

Amelia groaned to herself.

“How was the lubrication level?” asked Aksel, tapping away on his phone.

“Very good indeed,” came the reply as a finger tapped persistently at her nethermost opening. “Please let me in, Amelia. Perhaps if you try relaxing?”

She blushed again and concentrated on relaxing, which of course did the exact opposite.

“Here’s a trick,” said Aksel. “Just try expelling, like you’re going to the toilet. That will open you up and my colleague here can go ahead and get his finger inside you.”

What did she have to lose, she asked herself. There’s no limit to the depth of humiliation she would experience today, so might as well…and indeed, his finger slipped into her. She felt it moving around, uncomfortable and distressing as it was. Nevertheless, she could feel her lips throbbing with that familiar feeling of need and she suspected they were gaping open. Oh, would that the ground would open and swallow her whole!

“Very good, nice and elastic. Could you squeeze your bottom for me? Ah, oh yes, very strong. Thank you.” His finger finally retracted and she saw him slip the gloves off and toss them in a wastebasket to the side.

“Responsiveness?” asked Aksel, still entering data into his phone.

“I don’t think we need to test that directly. I can see she’s very engorged right now. The clitoris is quite prominent and the labia are flushed. That’s usually sufficient to indicate high sexual responsiveness,” replied Brynjar to her relief.

“I still think we need to try,” said Aksel. “Perhaps just a quick rubbing? Level two at most?”

“Ya, alright. I’ll do it.” He turned to look at her. “Amelia, do I have your permission to manipulate you sexually?”

She looked up at him with a questioning expression. “What if I say no?” But she already knew the answer. “Never mind, I’m fine. Go ahead.” She sighed as she lay back again.

With a snapping sound he put on a fresh pair of latex gloves and bent over her intimate parts again. She felt his fingers enclosing her clit and begin rubbing.

“Oh, oh, god,” she panted as the pleasure coursed through her body, radiating out from her pleasure button. She began bucking and squirming as she barreled towards an orgasm. “Uh, uh, oh shit fuck!” she screamed out and then, the pleasure slowly ebbing, allowed herself to relax again.

“Well,” said Brynjar. “That was something…”


CHAPTER TWELVE

Collared

“THAT’S ALL FOR now, Amelia. You did great,” said Bryjar as he stood up and slipped the gloves off, tossing them away.

“I’ll go ahead and get the paperwork started. It’s clear that she’s a great candidate,” said Aksel as he waved to Amelia and left the room.

“So that’s it? Can I go now?” she asked, rather impatient to be out of here.

“Oh, I just need to get your collar and the bank cuff, and then you can go meet your parents. Just stay here and I’ll be right back, maybe ten, fifteen minutes at most?”

“Wait, what?” she squeaked in outrage, her old temper coming back. She felt, quite rightly so, that she had done her part and now it was time to reassert herself. “You can’t just leave me here in this position!”

“I’m sorry, but you’re officially an asset now, so we want to make sure you don’t scamper off without your identifying hardware. Protocol, you know,” he replied, a bit put out.

“Okay, I don’t know what all this hardware talk is, but at least get my legs out of these stirrups, maybe?”

He looked around the room and then said, “Ya, okay. I free you from the table, but you will wear this tether around your ankle, okay?” He unlocked and removed the two cuffs from her ankles and, leaning over her, one of her wrist cuffs. Reaching down below the table he retrieved a chain with a cuff attached that he snapped around her ankle.

“Okay, now you’re free to sit up,” he said. “Oh, sorry.” He unlocked her remaining wrist cuff as she glared at him. Finally free, she slowly sat up, swinging her legs over to hang down the side of the padded table, the chain making a sound that echoed throughout the room as the loose chain fell to the floor, tugging at her foot as it fell.

“Better now?” He headed to the door. “I’ll be right back.”

It took a good ten minutes, by Amelia’s reconning, before he returned, carrying two silver, metallic circles with him, one larger than the other. He put them down on the table beside her. “So, Amelia, your parents are back in the waiting area and Aksel is filling them in on your assessed value. I just need to fix these on you, then you can go back to the other room and dress. Does that sound good to you?”

“What are these things?” she asked.

“Ya, so the first one is your collar.” He lifted it and showed it to her. A silver, flat circle of metal, some sort of alloy Amelia assumed. It did not appear to have a hinge, but then Brynjar opened it and Amelia saw that it did indeed hinge about a point that was nicely hidden within the metal collar itself. On one end it had a small ring set into it, from which dangled a tag, also made of some alloy. Amelia could detect some writing on the tag.

“Can I see what it says?” she asked, pointing to the tag, swinging her legs absentmindedly, the chain clinking as she did so.

“Sure, sure,” he said, bringing the collar and tag closer to her so she could read it.

Amelia

Asset #NO-7381-ÅLE-FP

“What does it mean?” she asked, looking up at him.

“Your asset number? Well, the country code first, of course. Then your unique number, followed by the code for Ålesund, and then the F is for Female, of course.” His voice faltered a bit, then he pressed forward. “The P is for your potential designation.”

“And what would that be?” she asked, pointedly.

“Well, we have designated—that is to say, the system, you must understand—the algorithm, that is…it will always, given the assessment scores, it will automatically…it is simply the protocol, you see.” He was visibly uncomfortable now, sweating slightly. She raised an eyebrow at him, not willing to let him off the hook.

“Ya, okay, it is for Pleasure. But—” he hastily continued, “only if it comes to that, of course. It simply allows your asset allocators to consider you for higher revenue source employment. If it comes to that,” he ended lamely.

“I see,” she said, crisply. “And the other thing? The cuff?”

“Ah, yes, that,” he said, glad to be onto another subject. “That is the asset owner cuff.” He showed it to her, setting the collar down first. “See, it is engraved with Norge Regional Bank. There is a GPS chip in it, of course. Allowing us to track the asset—I mean, sorry. It allows us to track the cuff, and therefore, you. In case you were to go missing, of course.”

“Of course.”

With that, he proceeded to place the collar around her neck and snap it closed. The click as it did so seemed very final. Very loud. Amelia felt the weight of it around her neck, pressing down on her slightly, the tag resting against her skin feeling cold and foreign. He knelt down and snapped the bank cuff on her right ankle, testing it, making sure it fit well and was not too tight. Satisfied, he stood up and looked her over with a sympathetic expression.

“Okay? How do you feel?”

“I’m fine, I guess,” she said, in a small voice. So much had happened that she hadn’t really thought through fully, before she had agreed—no, almost insisted—that she do this. Now, with her hardware locked on her, it seemed a much bigger deal than she had anticipated.

“Oh, silly me,” he said as he knelt back down and unlocked her tether. “Now, we are ready?” he asked as he stood up, holding out a hand to her, a hand she touched, tugging on it slightly to pull herself off the table and stand, the tag moving ever so slightly as she moved, reminding her of her new status: asset.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Back From the Bank

AMELIA’S DRIVE BACK home with her parents was a somewhat tense one. When she had emerged into the waiting area, clothed again, her parents had quickly risen from their seats, eyes wide and hopeful, but apprehensive. Her mother had rushed to hug her, then pulled back, staring at her collar.

“What’s this? Oh, Amelia! They put this on you?”

Her father looked over and shook his head. “Ach, the things they do. I’m sorry, Amelia.” He couldn’t take his eyes off her collar and the tag that dangled from it.

“It’s okay, Pappa. They explained it to me. I agreed, it’s not a big thing at all. In fact, I like it,” she lied, putting on a brave face and twisting around a bit from side to side, as if modeling the latest fashion for girls. “It gives me a certain, je ne sais quoi, don’t you think?”

Her mother frowned. “I hope it wasn’t too bad for you, my dear child. It wasn’t, right?” she pressed, hoping against hope that her daughter would allay her worst fears. Hoping that she wasn’t the bad mother that she suspected she was, given the collar around her daughter’s neck.

“I’m serious, Mamma. It was fine. Just fine, just a few measurements, some questions. Some paperwork, nothing to worry about,” she said. “This collar is just there for administrative purposes, they said. The cuff too.”

“Oh?” said her mom, as she looked down at her daughter’s feet, where the jeans hid the cuff. As they stood there, confronting the new reality of their daughter being the asset that underpinned their new loan, Aksel came towards them, beaming.

“Ah, I’m glad I caught you before you left.” He turned to Amelia and said, “All good, Amelia?”

“Yes, thank you,” she replied.

“Good, good. I just wanted to let you know,” he said, turning to her father. “She will need to be brought over to the Center for a quick training and informational session. It’s the one on Nedre Strandgate. Number 50, I believe. Anyway, please call the Captivity Center office sometime before the weekend to schedule an appointment. Or you can do it on the website, of course.”

“Captivity Center?” Her father glared at him. “What do you mean, captivity? She’s not a criminal!”

“Ya, ya. Of course, she is not. It’s simply that they use the same facilities for managed assets, like your daughter. Collateral girls. It does not imply anything at all.” He paused. “You know, I took my own daughter there, and it was not a problem. Very nice place. She did not complain, at the very least, not to me anyway.”

Now, in the car back to their house, not a word was spoken. Amelia stared out the window, the pretty houses in their bright colors, the facades brilliant shades of red, yellow and white, with some blue ones passing by occasionally. Amelia had always liked the colors. It made her smile, even when the outside was stark and gray, the houses shone. A testament to the will of a people to rebuild from tragic fires and rise up again, no matter what fate threw at them. A defiant expression of pleasure and hope to cast away the grim and the gray. She absently played with the tag hanging from her collar. What a lot of things to tell Mette tomorrow!

Back in the house Amelia quickly ran up to her room, going to her mirror to gaze at the collar and tag encircling her neck. Not too bad, actually, she thought. Black would have been more stylish, but she could work with silver.

“Darling,” her mother said from the doorway, startling Amelia, who turned around quickly, her hand covering her tag. “Did you want some dinner? You must be hungry.” So many things left unsaid, but a mother must provide. Something.

“Yes, please. Thank you,” she replied.

After dinned she rang up Mette on her phone, setting it down beside her on speaker.

“Mette! Are you decent?” she asked her. It was their little joke. Mette’s mom would always ask before she entered her daughter’s room, whenever Amelia was visiting. As if the two of them had spontaneously decided to strip and hang out in the buff.

“Not even close, you nasty girl!”

“Ha, ha. You have no idea,” she said, putting layers of meaning behind it.

“Spill!”

“When I show up at school tomorrow you’ll see,” she replied.

“What? What…you’ve turned green all of a sudden? You upped your boob size? Double D’s?”

“No! Crazy bitch! No, I’m collateral now. I’m an asset!” Amelia paused, waiting for a reaction.

“Wait, what? An asset? What’s that mean? Like, you’re actually useful now?” Mette chortled.

“No, my parents needed a loan—to fix the roof, you know? Remember? Ya, so I’m the collateral for that loan.”

“No way! How does that even work? What, they take you if your parents can’t pay?”

“Ya, that’s basically it. I don’t really know exactly, but I’m going to go to some center to find out more. My dad still has to make the appointment.”

“Wow. Just, wow.” Mette whistled.

“Ya, so I’m wearing a collar now. With a tag,” Amelia said, twirling the tag around her finger. She wondered what sleeping with it would be like. Would it catch on her pillow? Would it rub against her chin? Amelia was very particular about getting her sleep.

“No! A collar? Wow.” A pause. “Is it cute?”

“It’s silver.”

“Nice. So, you’re going to wear it to school?”

“I have to. It’s locked on me,” Amelia said, hooking a finger between the collar and her neck.

“No way! Locked? Like, do your parents have the key?”

“No, I think only the bank does,” replied Amelia, reaching idly over to her ankle and playing with the cuff.

“Crazy! So, are you a thrall?”

“Thrall? You mean, a slave? No. I guess not? Not actually sure, come to think of it.”

“So you’re going to some center?”

“Yeah, they call it a captivity center, can you believe?”

“No, shit. Wow. I’m going to need a whole data dump on this, Amelia. Wow. This makes Birgitte’s whole GoSpankMe thing like, nothing.”

“Yeah.” Amelia grew thoughtful. There was something in that she needed to think more on.

“Hey, I need to go. My mom’s calling,” said Mette.

“Okay, see you tomorrow. Don’t freak, okay?”

“Okay, bye!”

“Bye.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The Pamphlet

ONCE AGAIN, AMELIA’S sleep had been interrupted by water dripping on her in the middle of the night. It seemed her father’s quick fix with the tarp had not lasted. Grumpily, Amelia hauled her duvet and pillow and tromped downstairs to plop down on the couch, rolling herself up in the duvet and trying hard to get back to sleep. The tag on her collar was indeed a bit of a problem, making noise as it hit her collar every time she turned around in her sleep.

When her parents came down in the morning they found her there, looking up at them with bleary eyes. “Hei, Amelia,” said her mother.

“Hei,” she muttered as she tried to bury herself under the covers to snatch a few more moments of precious sleep.

“What’s going on, leaking again?” her father asked.

“Yeah, it dripped on me again,” she said, her voice muffled.

“I’m sorry, Amelia,” he said. “I’ll get a contractor as soon as possible, okay?”

“Sure, sounds great!” She sighed and pushed the duvet down, disentangling herself. Might as well get up and get ready. An hour later she was standing outside in the cold, misty air as she waited for the bus. She had spend a great deal of time picking out her outfit and had settled on an emerald green sweater with a woven pattern of silver reindeer. A navy blue skirt with nude stockings finished the ensemble. She could tuck the tag into the high neck of the sweater and with her hair kept loose against her shoulders, the collar was mostly hidden except from the front.

A good half hour’s worth of working on her makeup had yielded a smokey eyed look, subtle but effective, with dark eyeliner and a darker shade of pink lipstick than she would normally wear to school. As Amelia had stood back and appraised herself in the mirror, she felt very grown up. Normally she just slapped on some lightweight foundation, a little lip gloss and called it a day. Today, she wanted people to look at her face, not the silver band that encircled her neck, proclaiming her to be something different. The collar was a provocation of sorts, as far as she was concerned, and today she wanted nothing more than to blend in.

The bus came, as it always did, and she climbed aboard, sitting next to an elderly lady who nodded briefly at her, before returning to reading her phone. There were other students on the bus, and more boarded as the bus proceeded along its route until it was packed. Every now and then someone glanced over at her and Amelia wondered if the silver collar had attracted their gaze. Some lingered as they looked over at her. She blushed.

Finally they reached the school stop and she rushed into the building, keeping her head down and heading straight for her first classroom, hoping no one would stop her to talk. In the classroom she slipped into her seat, still keeping her head down and holding her books up under her chin.

“Hei, Amelia,” said Birgitte, sitting next to her and looking at her with a quizzical expression. “Are you okay? You seem a bit off today. Wazzup?”

“Oh, I’m fine, really. Just a bit of trouble with sleeping, you know,” she said, twirling her locks to keep her collar hidden with her hand. “The leak’s still going on, quite a mess.” She kept her eyes forward, only flicking them over to Birgitte occasionally, hoping the teacher would come soon and allow her to concentrate on something other than avoiding attention. She looked over to the left, a few rows back where Lucas was sitting. He was staring at his phone, all dreamy-haired, melty-eyed. Amelia sighed. Someday she would get up the nerve to ask him out. Or indeed, ask him anything. Perhaps best to start with just saying hi, which she hadn’t had the nerve to do yet.

“Hei, everyone,” said her teacher, Sigrid, as she stepped into the room. “Before we get started today, Amelia,” she turned to face the startled girl. “The principal would like to see you.”

“Oh,” Amelia replied, feeling her face start to heat up. “Um, right now?”

“Yes, please,” Sigrid replied, tapping her fingers on her desk.

“Okay, yeah, sure…” she said as she stood up slowly and made her way out of the room, past the other students who were all staring at her now. Oh god, Lucas was staring at her! She scurried out of the classroom and off to the principal’s office again—this was starting to become a habit, she thought. And the last time she had been there had resulted in a very sore bottom. So it was with some trepidation that she made her way down the halls to the office, once again.

She clutched her tag underneath her sweater as she reached the office door and entered. This time she didn’t have to wait long, only a few minutes in the seat before the inner door opened and Principal Arne poked his head through and said, “Amelia, good, you’re here. Come on in, I wanted to say a few things.”

“Okay?” She stepped into his office and let him close the door behind her. “Um, can I ask what this is about?”

“Of course,” he replied, gesturing for her to sit down in front of his desk as he made himself comfortable behind it. He frowned slightly as he gazed at her neck. “Amelia, I understand that you’ve undergone a bit of a change of status recently. Is this correct?”

“Um, you mean…you heard about the…the bank thing?” She clutched her tag again, underneath her sweater.

Without saying anything, he picked up a pamphlet from his desk and, leaning over, handed it to her. She took a look at it. So You’ve Become a Financial Asset, read the title. She set it down briefly and stared at the principal as he gazed back at her with an encouraging smile. Looking back down at the pamphlet she opened it, unfolding it carefully. Inside the triple fold there was a picture of a young girl, not much older than Amelia herself. The girl was completely nude and had a silver collar around her neck, tag hanging from it, and a silver cuff locked around her ankle, just like Amelia. Her arms were hanging down by her sides, allowing her entire body to be seen. She had a serene expression on her face, a slight smile that spoke of a secret shared between her and the girl that would be handed this pamphlet. Don’t worry, her smile seemed to say. You too will get through this.

“What’s this?” Amelia asked.

“Well, since you’re now a…well, an asset, so to speak, we need to help you prepare for your new role.” He leaned forward again, opening his arms wide, in what he clearly hoped was a welcoming gesture. “We’re here for you, Amelia.”

“I need to be naked?”

“Oh, no, no. That’s just a…symbolic thing, I guess? Not here in school, of course. That would not be appropriate. But just generally, girls like you, who have been converted into financial assets—in your case, I guess you are collateral for a loan? Am I correct?”

“Yes,” replied Amelia. “For a new roof.”

Arne paused, staring at her. “A roof? Oh, you mean your family needs their roof fixed?”

“Yes, we needed a loan to get it fixed. It was raining in my room.” She turned back to the pamphlet to read the text next to the nude, smiling girl.

As you begin your new life as a financial asset, your friends may have many questions.

You may have many questions as well.

What does this mean for your career as a student?

What does this mean for you as a daughter, granddaughter, sister?

What about your friends? Boyfriends? Teachers?

We’re here to help you travel this new path, wherever it may lead you.

Below the writing was a QR code, next to an App Store symbol, and below that it stated,

Download FinAss Norge, the app to manage your status!

Principal Arne continued to smile at her, nodding helpfully. “We’re all here to help you, Amelia. I want you to know this.”

“So what does it mean? For me?” she asked.

“Well, that’s something that’s very specific to your situation, Amelia. I assume you’re scheduled to visit a captivity center soon?”

“Yes,” she replied.

“They’ll fill you in on the specifics as they apply to you when you’re there. For now, there are a few items that apply to your time in school that I’ll be filling you in on.”

“Okay?” she nodded absently, as she continued to gaze at the picture of the girl. The girl’s breasts were a nice size, not too big or small, chosen perhaps to not make too many girls feel bad about themselves, afraid perhaps to not measure up to an unrealistic ideal of what an asset should be. The girl’s bare mound showed her slit clearly, and Amelia felt herself blushing again, remembering what the men from the bank had seen of her, wondering if she would be gazed on by others the way this girl was.

“There are a few rules that apply to girls in your situation while in school, Amelia,” he continued, drawing her back from her contemplation. “They mainly involve compliance and discipline.”

“Discipline?”

“Yes, and compliance,” he responded, sitting back and intertwining his fingers as he held them under his chin. “As you know, rules have tightened quite a bit where tolerance of misbehavior is concerned. Your spanking the other day should have made that clear, correct?” He tapped his fingers together, waiting for her to respond.

“Yes, it was quite clear,” she said, folding the pamphlet up again and holding it against her thigh.

“Good, good. But for asset girls we have to be even more strict. It’s all about the government backing the underlying value of the asset so that your, um…owning institution, I believe is the term, can get their value from you if it comes to it.” He stared at her, clearly a little out of his comfort zone. That made two of them.

“They feel that obedient, compliant girls hold their value more,” he continued. “I’m not sure I fully agree, but there you have it,” he shrugged. “So any sort of disobedience on your part while in school needs to be met with very strict discipline, which other students would not have to be subject to.”

“Okay,” she replied, in a voice that indicated temporary agreement, subject to further thought and potential objections, just not right now, in this increasingly awkward and uncomfortable environment.

“As part of this, it is required that I give you a demonstration spanking, right now, so that you are aware of what to expect in terms of discipline,” he said, gazing quickly at his hands, then back up at her, his eyes not quite meeting hers.

“Oh,” she started. “But, I’ve already had a spanking. From you. I think I’m already quite aware of what to expect, right? I shouldn’t need another one?”

“Ah, you see—it’s protocol, I’m afraid,” he replied, tapping his fingers nervously. “Just because you already know what to expect, doesn’t mean I shouldn’t let you know what to expect.”

Amelia sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Plus, I meant to tell you, part of your requirements as an asset, is to make sure you never hide your status from the public. That means, no tucking your tag into your sweater like you’re doing right now,” he pointed to her neck. “It needs to be clearly visible.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t know,” she said, blushing. She fumbled with the tag, pulling it out from the neck of her sweater and clasping it for a moment, reluctant to let it loose.

“Ya, that’s okay, Amelia. We’re here to help you learn. Now, please go ahead and bend over my desk, just like last time, and I’ll give you a few demonstration swats, and that will be all for the day, okay?”

“Yes, fine. Thank you,” she said as they both stood up. She let go of her tag and pushed her chair back a bit, moving forward to bend over his desk. The tag made a sound as it was pushed against her collar. She felt him coming up behind her and then the cooler air of the room as he lifted her skirt up, exposing her bottom, covered in her tights and panties.

“Please move your hands forward and grip the front of my desk, Amelia,” he said as he pulled her tights and panties down to below her knees in one motion. “I’ll just use my hand, okay? I think in this instance we can credit your previous experience with my belt, and make this one a bit easier on you.”

“Thank you,” she said, wondering as she did so how she had came to the state where she was thanking her principal for getting a hand spanking. Such is life, she thought to herself.

“I’ll be using the official guidelines for this, Amelia,” he said as he came around to the back of his desk and rummaged around in one of his drawers. Finding what he was looking for, he pulled out a marker and held it up. “I’ll mark the spots on your bottom where your discipline is to be administered with this red marker. I’ve chosen a medium intensity shade, so once your bottom cheeks match this color, on each of the two spots I’ll mark, then the session is over, okay?”

She took a moment to absorb this new information, then nodded, and said, in a small, resigned voice, “Sure.” She felt the cool touch of the marker on her bottom cheeks, first the left then the right. After a moment’s pause where Arne put the marker back, he came around behind her and she tensed her buttocks in anticipation. Soon enough, his hand came down on her left cheek, the sharp smack ringing across the room. “Ow,” she squeaked.

Smack! The second came down on her right cheek and she squirmed, wiggling her bottom as the heat from the first spank started to rise. She grunted and clenched her buttocks. The spanking continued for a while, alternating between her two cheeks as she clenched and wiggled ever more desperately, sure that she was putting on a lewd show for him. Finally he stepped back, somewhat winded as he said, “There, nice and pink. Ya, this method works quite nicely. No more guessing how much—the marker gives a very good feedback.” He went around to his side of the desk again, leaning on it and smiling down on her. “You can get up now, Amelia. Go and attend the rest of your classes, and be a good girl, okay?”

“Yes, Arne, thank you,” she said, getting up slowly and bending down to pull up her panties and tights.

“Don’t forget the pamphlet,” he said as she made to leave.

“Ya, thank you,” she said, taking it and leaving, her bottom throbbing and her tag jingling as she made her way out into the hallway just as the bell rang and it flooded with students.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Ole's Sombrero Fiesta

AMELIA RUSHED DOWN the hallway towards the lunch room, as it was already lunch time and she wanted to be with her friends. There were plenty of glances thrown her way, students openly staring at her collar with its prominently dangling tag, as well as her ankle cuff, which drew many a glance of dismay, followed by whispers amongst the girls and boys.

Finally she was at her preferred table, Mette already there with Birgitte. The two of them were whispering to each other but quickly stopped when Amelia sat down. They couldn’t help staring at her collar.

“So…” said Mette, clutching her own necklace with her left hand, twirling the thin gold chain around her finger.

“So?” replied Amelia as she nonchalantly lifted her lunch out of her book bag and took the sandwiches out of the container.

“Come, on, Amelia,” said Birgitte, somewhat exasperated. “Spill!”

Amelia shoved the pamphlet over to the two girls, and just then Ingelise came over, all abuzz with news.

“Hei, you guys,” she started. “You’ll never believe! Apparently there’s a girl here at school who got turned into a slave!”

Birgitte waved frantically at Ingelise to shut up and slowly she turned, with wide eyes, to look at Amelia and her shiny new collar.

“Oopsie, sorry Amelia! I didn’t mean anything—I thought…” she stuttered.

“It’s okay, Ingelise,” replied Amelia, waving her open faced cheese sandwich at the chair next to her. “I’m a financial asset, not a slave, but I can see how the subtleties might be hard to grasp.” She took a bite of her sandwich as Ingelise sat down, and pointed to the pamphlet on the table.

“I’ve heard of that,” said Ingelise, nodding sagely at the others. “It’s a whole thing apparently. Lots of girls in my old neighborhood got taken.” She turned to look at Amelia. “It’s kind of poor there, lots of people getting into debt. They put their daughters up for collateral.” She leaned in so everyone at the table could hear her whisper, “Some can’t pay it back, so their daughters wind up getting sold!”

“Sold!” Mette was horrified and looked over at Amelia with concern. “That can’t happen, right?”

“No,” replied Amelia. “Don’t worry. My dad makes enough to handle a little loan like this.”

“Hey,” said Birgitte, brightly, trying hard to turn the subject over to something more pleasant, as she could see Amelia’s brow furrow with concerning thoughts. “Want to meet up to go to Ole’s after school? It’s Friday, we could have drinks and food?”

“Yeah!” Amelia perked up. “I’d love that!”

~~~

And so they met up after school and took the bus together over to Kirkegata street where Ole’s Sombrero Fiesta restaurant was. The brainchild of Ole Bjørnsen, a retired fisherman who had gone to Mexico once on vacation, it was a favorite hangout of many a highschooler, including Amelia and her friends. The sign on the window out front was of a viking wearing a very large sombrero.

“Hei, Ole!” they called out as they entered and greeted the portly, balding man behind the counter.

“Hei, girls,” he called back as they seated themselves at an empty table. It was starting to get full in here and Ole was sweating somewhat from the stress of dealing with customers. He came over after a few minutes with the menus and smiled at them. He glanced at Amelia and said, “Oh, hei Amelia. What’s that? You’re owned by the bank now?”

“Oh, yeah, it’s just temporary—for a loan, you know?” She took the menu and glanced at it with studied concentration.

“Ya, ya, of course. Say,” he said as he waved the remaining menus at his face, trying to cool down. “For you, Amelia, I give you a special deal. One free taco special, half off drinks, okay?”

“Wow, thanks, Ole,” she beamed at him.

“What’s the taco special today?” asked Birgitte. “Do you still have the lutefisk?”

“Oh, no. I’m afraid too many people complained about the smell. Ya, that one was my favorite.” He paused at look at the palm of his hand where it seemed he had written the daily specials. “Oh, we have a herring taco today.”

“Is it spicy?” asked Ingelise.

“No,” he said, somewhat affronted. “Of course not!”

“Ah, good. I’ll have that. And a margarita, please,” she replied.

“Oooh, me too! Both of those,” said Amelia, putting down her menu.

“Ya, me too,” said Mette. Amelia smiled, as Mette usually ordered whatever Amelia was having.

Birgitte puzzled over the menu still. “For me…one margarita, and—how are the nachos made again?”

“Chips,” he replied, glancing over the menu. “Um…some cod, some cheese. Melted. And some lingonberry jam on the side.”

“Yum,” said Birgitte. “I’ll have that!”

“Okey, dokie,” said Ole and left with the menus.

The girls continued to chat about trivialities, who was seeing whom, rumors of sexual mishaps among some of the seniors, the latest scandal involving the prime minister of England. Finally their drinks arrived, in large purple glasses. “I had to use Akvavit, I don’t have any tequila. Tariffs, you know.”

“Oh, okay,” said Mette who was a bit of a lightweight when it came to drinking. She could only handle two or three big drinks before getting smashed.

The girls took their glasses and clinked them together, each taking a big sip from the colored twirly straws.

“Argh, ugh, wow!” gasped Amelia. Mette made a big face, scrunching her eyes closed. The other girls seemed to like it, though.

“Amelia,” said Birgitte. “You’re not worried, are you? Like, about the loan being paid back?”

“No,” said Amelia, slightly worried. “I think it’ll be fine.”

“Just in case,” continued Birgitte. “You might want to think about making some money yourself.”

“Oh? What would you suggest?” asked Ingelise, as Mette took another pained sip.

“There’s always a way for a pretty girl like you to make money,” Birgitte replied.

“Eww, you whore! I don’t do that!” squealed Amelia.

“No, I don’t mean that! Jeez! I meant getting paid to be spanked! Remember GoSpankMe?” Birgitte took a nice long sip of her drink. Just then, their food arrived, Ole setting the plates down carefully.

“The drinks are good?” he asked them.

“Yeah, wonderful, Ole,” Amelia smiled at him. “Thank you!”

When he had left, they dug into their tacos and Birgitte shared some of her nachos. “I’ll give it some thought,” said Amelia, mouth full of herring. “How are the nachos?”

“Yummy,” said Birgitte. “The lingonberry jam really makes the dish!”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The Captivity Center

THE BUILDING HAD a cheery yellow exterior, just like many of the buildings around it. It was located right in the middle of the city and from the outside it was indistinguishable from any of the other administrative buildings that dotted the city center. Amelia and her parents walked up to the main entrance, framed by stone arches, carved with flower motifs that gave it a pleasant, inviting feel. A stylized troll face stared at them, carved into the large wooden front door.

Amelia’s dad rang the front bell, and shortly the door swung open. The three of them entered the large, well lit foyer where a man sat behind a reception desk. And what a man! His chiseled chin, perfect nose, and carefully styled hair—one lock draped casually across his right eye—made her heart skip a beat as she stared shyly at him. He looked up at them and asked, “Hei, can I help you?”

“Ya, I’m Fredrik Sørengard, my wife Maria, and this is my daughter Amelia. We have an appointment for her?”

“Ah, yes, I see here,” he replied as he checked the screen in front of him. He looked up and smiled at Amelia. “Do you mind if I scan your tag?” He rose from his chair, sweeping his hair back with one hand, his muscled shoulders rippling beneath his tight sweater as he reached over with his phone.

Amelia slowly moved forward, until she was close enough that he could reach over and hold her tag, aiming his phone at it until it emitted a beep. He let go of her and stepped back. “Ah, good. You’re all checked in,” he said.

“Oh, th—thank you,” she said. She quickly glanced over at her mother, who was looking back at her with a bemused expression. Amelia blushed and shook her head.

“So,” said her mom. “What exactly is my daughter going to experience here?”

He looked back at the screen. “She’s scheduled for our basic intake program and compliance training. It should take about five hours.”

“So we can pick her up in the afternoon?” her father asked.

“Yes, absolutely.” He turned to address Amelia. “Please go ahead and leave your purse with your parents. I’ll have Olaf come and take you back to intake processing.”

Amelia nodded and tore herself away from him, turning to her mom and dad. “So I’ll see you back here when I’m done?”

“Yes, we’ll be back before you’re ready to leave,” her mother replied.

“We love you, sweetie,” her dad said, voice choking up a bit.

“I love you too,” Amelia replied.

Shortly after her parents left, Olaf arrived, wearing a white uniform and a bushy beard that hid a kindly face. “Amelia?” When she nodded, he motioned to her to follow him and he led her down the hall towards a locked, steel door with a small window set in it. As they reached the door, he grabbed her left arm, near her shoulder and guided her through the door, which had slid open automatically. They both waited inside the small antechamber while the outer door closed and latched itself, his hand still tightly gripping her arm. She looked at him momentarily, unsure as to why he was keeping such a tight grip on her, while he smiled benevolently down on her, his face still kind, but inscrutable.

Eventually the inner door slid open and they walked into a short hall with an open door to their left which he led her into. He closed the door behind them and locked it.

“Please go ahead and undress completely,” he said to her, letting go of her. “Put your things in that cloth bag over there and then we can begin the intake procedure.”

“Oh, okay,” she replied, standing, waiting.

“Now, please,” he said, starting to sound a bit impatient.

“But…you’re going to be here?” Her hands came up to the level of her breasts as she subconsciously sought to cover herself. Her cheeks burned with heat at the thought of another strange man seeing her naked.

“Yes, of course,” he said, sounding surprised. “I have to do your intake, don’t I?”

“Well, yes, I guess so,” she conceded, sighing as she began to strip. First the shoes, which she carefully put in the bottom of the cloth bag that was placed atop a low bench. Then her socks, followed quickly by her skirt and sweater, all of which were folded carefully and placed in the bag. She hesitated briefly before unclipping her bra, folding it, and placing it in the bag.

She stood there in just her panties for a moment, summoning the courage to pull them down, as Olaf looked at her, starting to tap his foot. She finally compromised by turning around, pulling down her panties and stepping out of them with her back turned to him. She folded them and put them in the bag with the rest of her clothes. She then turned around and held her hands clasped together in front of her mound.

“Okay, good. Now please step on the scale over there and I will take your measurements,” he said, pointing to a scale with a height rod attached, like she had seen at her doctor’s office. She stepped on it and held still while he wrote down her numbers in his phone. “Now we go to the cavity search machine,” he said, not placing any emphasis on his words, saying them like they were the most natural thing in the world.

Amelia stepped down from the scale, her legs somewhat weak. She looked at Olaf as he stepped over to the wall and rapped on it with his knuckle. She half expected a secret door to open, unleashing a number of uniformed guards to hold her down while he probed her most intimate openings. But no, a small hatch about a third of the height of the wall slid open and a tray emerged from within.

Amelia eyed it with trepidation, noting the bench-like structure, with subtle curves and indentations clearly meant for securing a female body over it. Straps and cuffs were attached in just the right spots for her wrists, ankles and hips. She shuddered. Secured on her tummy over this thing, all her holes would be available for whatever Olaf meant to do to her.

“Please get on that,” he said as the tray shuddered to a stop. She walked over and hesitated. “What are you going to do when I’m on it?” she asked.

He grimaced at her. “Look, I know this may be unpleasant for you. But it’s a lot better now than it was before, I can assure you. We use all the latest techniques from human management psychology to inform how we treat women these days. Just lie yourself down on it and I’ll secure your restraints. Then I’ll insert the probes and the system will check you for contraband. No more fingering around in your holes.”

“Will it hurt?” she asked, reluctant to get on the contraption.

“What, the scan? No, I don’t think so. Never heard any complaints about that part,” he said dismissively. “The girls mainly protest when the probes are inserted, but they’re well lubricated. You should be fine. Have you ever taken it in the bottom?”

“Taken what?” she squeaked in surprise at even being asked that.

“Well,” he said, getting a bit embarrassed. “You, know…for sex? Your bottom? Some girls like that. It makes it easier for them—the probe that is.” He stared at her then said, “Never mind, you’ll be fine. Now please get on, we don’t have forever. Orientation will start soon.”

“Oh, okay,” she said. Her natural instinct to obey authority kicked in. She felt she had, in general, a strong inclination to not cause others inconvenience, although her parents might often disagree with her on that point. As she lay herself down on the plastic, although surprisingly soft and comfortable surface, she asked him, “Do men ever go through this?”

“Men?” he asked, sounding quite shocked. “Here? No, male prisoners have their own facility. It’s quite a lot harsher than here, I’m told. Be lucky you haven’t broken any laws. Few women here have, although some are in here for petty crimes.” He bent over her and secured her wrist in the cuffs first, before stepping back to secure her ankles and then the strap over her lower back.

“Okay,” he huffed, straightening back up. “Now the probes. Just try to relax,” he said. “They should be fully sanitized and lubricated.”

She heard him remove something from over to her right side, and then felt the head of something plastic and slippery touching her lower lips. Slowly he pushed the device into her, angling it somewhat to slide in easier as she grunted and squirmed. “Uh,” she said as it slid home, filling up her chamber. “Is that okay?” he asked. She grunted as her answer.

A moment later he came back and she felt another plastic point nudging her anus, slowly insisting on its entry into her rectum, painfully parting her tight opening until she was gasping with discomfort and a mild pain that grew slowing into a persistent burning sensation. “Ow, ow, slow please,” she pleaded.

“See? That’s the part that girls seem to really not like,” he affirmed, sounding almost proud to have been correct on this point.

“Ya, I wonder why,” she panted sarcastically, giving a final squeal as he drove the probe home to the hilt in a final thrust that made her feel like she was filled completely. “I feel like I need to go—you know? To the toilet?”

“Oh, don’t worry, you will get used to it. It won’t last too long, I promise,” he said in a tone that was meant to reassure. “See you in a few,” he said as she felt him kick the bottom of the pedestal. It proceeded to slide into the wall and the hatch closed behind her, enveloping her in darkness. Her heart began to beat rapidly and she struggled with her restraints. As she was starting to get close to panic she felt the plastic she was draped across start to vibrate and the chamber filled with a blue light that moved across the space, starting at her head and then moving backwards as a thrumming noise started across her belly. She felt the probes inside her start to inflate and grow warm, forcing a low groan out of her as the sensations overwhelmed her momentarily.

After a few minutes of this the sensations abruptly stopped and the light went out. She heard the panel opening up again behind her and the platform slid out of the chamber stopping with a clang. Olaf stood over her and asked, “So, how was it? Did we survive?”

“Ya, sure, it was great!” she muttered.

“Ha,” he chuckled. “You’ve got a good attitude, you’ll do well to keep that up. But not too much,” he warned. “Insolence will get you punishment here, so try to keep your spirits but don’t get sassy.” He reached over and firmly pulled her anal probe out, causing her to squeak in surprise. “Now the other,” he said, reaching down and pulling her vaginal probe out. “Okay, just sanitize these and I’ll set you free.”

Shortly she felt the cuffs click open, the strap loosen, and his hand reached down to help her up. She lifted herself off the structure and stood on wobbly feet as he kicked the bottom of the platform with his heel. It slid back into the wall and the panel closed. She could see, off to the right, the ends of the two probes stuck in receptacles in an alcove set into the wall. They were humming.

“Looks like you’re not harboring any contraband,” he said, smiling at her.

“I could have told you that,” she said, looking up at him.

“Ha,” he laughed. “There you go again! Come, it’s time to secure you and send you on your way to orientation. He held her arm again in a firm grip and grabbed the bag with her clothes. “Hold this, he said as he handed her the bag. While she clutched it, he unlocked the door and opened it, taking her bag from her and leading her out into the hall, where she noticed a long chain hanging from a rail set in the ceiling. “Just clip you on here…” he said, setting the bag down on the floor and reaching for the chain. He fumbled with it for a moment until he had the end of it up against her collar, never letting go of her arm. With a sharp click that echoed through the hallway, she was secured to the chain and he finally let go of her, picking her bag up again.

He tugged sharply on the chain twice and it slowly retracted into the ceiling until only about a half meter of slack was present. “Okay, Amelia, just follow the tether, it will lead you to your orientation room. Be a good girl, okay?” he said, patting her playfully on the bottom. As she looked back at him quizzically the chain started moving along the rail in the ceiling and she turned to follow it, trying to keep up so that it wouldn’t yank her off her feet. Olaf staying behind as she was led into the bowels of the building.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Orientation

AMELIA FOLLOWED BRISKLY behind the chain as it moved along the rail set in the ceiling, a rail that curved and split as needed to let its captives traverse the halls and corridors of this building, slaves to the programming of this conveyance. Amelia wondered what would happen if she encountered another chained girl headed the opposite direction, but that never occurred as she was led through several automatic doors until the final door opened and she was deposited into a medium sized lecture hall. The chain guide stopped near the middle right hand side of the room and a woman in a gray uniform strode over, her eyes traveling across Amelia’s body and then resting on the tablet she was carrying.

“Amelia?” she said, frowning.

“Yes, hi,” Amelia responded, trying her hardest to remain positive and hopeful. Looking around the room, she saw a number of young women like herself, kneeling on the floor, all facing a movie screen that filled the far wall. What was disturbing was that the women seemed to have been handcuffed behind their backs.

“I’m Anna,” she said, tapping on her tablet. “Let’s move you over to spot C-8.” As she finished tapping, Amelia’s chain started moving and she hustled to keep up, moving across the middle of the room until it stopped. At her feet were two cuffs on short chains, a pair of handcuffs lying loose, and a pair of electric cables with alligator clips at the end of each. A thin, pink cushion lay between the two cuffs. Amelia felt the chain clipped to her collar start to slacken, dropping about one meter of chain from the ceiling.

“Please go ahead and kneel on the cushion…ya, that’s good,” said Anna as Amelia complied and knelt, facing the screen. Anna knelt behind her and snapped the cuffs on both of Amelia’s ankles. As this was being done, Amelia looked to her left at the girl chained and kneeling next to her. The girl looked back and smiled bravely.

“Arms behind your back, please,” said Anna, grabbing the handcuffs that were lying next to Amelia. Amelia felt her heart thumping again as she stared straight ahead and held her hands together behind her back. She felt the cuffs closing on her wrists and tested them when Anna stepped back.

“Thank you for complying,” said Anna. “Every time you comply, you will earn points.” She was now standing in front of Amelia, looking down on her as Amelia strained to look back at her. “If you fail to comply, you lose points. However many points below your required total, you will receive in punishment units, understood?” Anna waited patiently for Amelia’s response.

“Yeah, I guess? I’m not really sure how many points I need?” Amelia responded, somewhat confused by the whole thing.

“Don’t worry about that. We’ll keep track of it, and let you know how you’re doing,” Anna replied, not very helpfully. “Now I’ll attach your behavior adjuster and we can start the lecture.

Behavior adjuster? Amelia puzzled over that one until she saw Anna kneel down in front of her and pick up one of the two electric clips. “Please lean back and spread your legs,” Anna said, motioning to Amelia with the clip. Amelia blushed again and complied. At least I’m earning points, she thought as Anna reached down and pinched Amelia’s left outer labia with the fingers of her free hand, holding the clip open with her other hand and moving it over her lip. Gently she let it close down on Amelia’s delicate flesh as she held her breath. But to her surprise, it didn’t hurt much, just a slight pinching sensation. Anna made quick work of the other clip which went on Amelia’s other lip and then she stood up.

“We’ll be monitoring your attention to the lecture and the video presentation,” she motioned to a set of cameras above the screen, pointed back at the girls kneeling in front of it. “If we feel you’re not paying attention or not reacting in the appropriate manner, we motivate you a little bit, understood?” Amelia nodded, certain that this didn’t really apply to her, as she intended to pay attention. She was generally a good student and enjoyed paying attention in class, except when some other topic was of more interest, of course. But here, she was certain nothing would be more important than avoiding getting zapped in her sensitive parts.

Anna unclipped the guide tether from Amelia’s collar and yanked on it sharply twice. The chain retreated into the ceiling.

“Alright girls,” said Anna, up in front of the screen, facing the girls. “Let’s get started. Now, some of you are here because the courts sent you. You’ll be sold to pay society back with your service. Astrid, Bergdis, Frida, that applies to you.” The girls named nodded their heads. “The rest of you are here because you’ve been converted to asset status and might face sale sometime in your future. For all of you,” she said, pacing to one side of the screen before turning around and looked at the girls kneeling, facing her, their faces rapt with concentration, “this session will teach you what you need to know in general about what will be expected of you if and when you are sold.”

One of the girls spoke up, tentatively. “Um, Anna…”

“Yes, Astrid,” she replied as Amelia turned to look at the two of them.

“Do you know where we’ll be sold? No one has told us anything…”

“I’m sorry, Astrid. I’m afraid I don’t know that. It’s most likely some company who will use you in either a farming cooperative, or retail, or more personal services.”

“Personal services?”

“Ya, you might work in a private home, taking care of a family…or a single person,” Anna replied. “Sometimes it is an adult entertainment corporation. Whatever you’re made to do, it’s important for you to understand that your owner expects compliance without fail. You are property, as far as the law is concerned. Property serves its purpose or it is replaced or fixed.” She paused to make her point. “‘Fixed’ in your case means punished, of course. Any questions about that?”

“Um,” said Amelia as she nodded her head to get attention.

“Yes, Amelia?”

“So this is about, um, what happens if my parents can’t pay off the loan? And then…what? I get sold? And you’re training us for how to behave if we’re sold?” Amelia hoped she was making sense. Her shoulders were starting to hurt from being handcuffed in the back.

“Yes, Amelia. That’s pretty much it.” Anna continued, “I don’t know your own circumstances, of course. But that’s generally correct. While you’re collateral, you have less restrictions than actual property girls, of course. But you’re still expected to maintain your value and your availability in case the bank needs to collect. Does that make sense?”

“Yes,” said Amelia.

“And you need to know how to act if you do get collected.” She turned to address every girl there. “You are here to get prepared for your future, whether that’s a certainty or a possibility. Now let’s watch the training video and afterwards there will be some hands-on training.” Anna stepped over to the side and the room darkened. The screen lit up with an image of a naked girl, standing still, facing the camera.

Amelia’s eyes swept the girl’s nude form, stopping at the nipples, sticking up at an angle, moving down the flat stomach to the bare slit, pink inner lips peeking out from between them as the girl stood there smiling serenely. Amelia wondered what this girl’s story was. Was she just an actress, playing the part of a slave? Or was she actually part of the system? Was she on camera because her owner told her she had to?

A voice-over intoned, “As a free person, you have rights and responsibilities in society, rights that protect you and responsibilities that represent the contract between you and society. As a financial asset, you have rights and responsibilities as well. The right to not be abused, to be fed and kept healthy and sheltered. Your responsibilities become much simpler as well.” The girl’s body rotated until she was in profile. “Obedience is the first rule of being property. You obey because that is your purpose, because that is how you respect your owner and yourself. Respect for your owner is the second rule. You respect your owner because you must.”

The girl on screen knelt down, her breasts bouncing slightly as she dropped to her knees and knelt, as each of the girls in the room watching her had knelt. Amelia looked around the room at the other girls, starting at the screen in rapt attention. Were they comparing themselves to the girl on the screen, wondering what they would look like to their new owners, should it come to that?

Amelia’s musings ended as a strange feeling brought her out of her contemplative state. A mild burning sensation had started between her legs and at first she thought it might be arousal, but as it grew sharper and hotter, she realized it was the behavior adjuster clamped to her labia! She quickly returned her attention to the screen and the burning subsided. The silhouette of a man had approached the kneeling girl and stopped close to her. Only his body below the shoulders was visible, and his left arm reached out to touch the girl’s head on her right side, the reverent smile on her face visible to the audience, kneeling there in rapt silence.

“You respect your owner because they provide for you and keep you safe and give you purpose. They utilize your services according to your ability to provide that service,” the voice continued. “That is the third rule of property: utility. It is your responsibility to have utility and to improve yourself to the best of your ability so that you can provide a useful service to your owner.”

The scene faded over to a lush, green orchard, filled with apple trees. The girl was there, naked and chained by the ankle to a tether that was lost within the grass. She reached up and plucked an apple from the tree nearest to her, placing it within a basket by her feet. A sheen of sweat reflected off her body as the girl exerted herself.

“It doesn’t matter what your owner wants you to do for them,” the voice said as the scene faded over to a factory setting. The girl was there, dressed in a light blue smock, her hair tied back in a tight bun trapped in a hair net. She was standing in front of a machine as it stamped out parts with a steady rhythm and deposited them on a conveyor belt, plastic parts that seemed to be the components of some kitchen appliance. She diligently sorted though the items as they made their way out of the machine and off screen. “You should strive to be the very best at everything you are told to do.”

Now the scene was a domestic one, the girl naked again, her ankles fettered with a short chain, enough to let her walk, but hobbled so she couldn’t run. She was washing dishes while a man stood behind her. The camera panned around so Amelia could see the girl’s face and that of the man behind her. He had his hands in his pockets and was looking at her with an expression of studied, detached interest, as if everything she did was of importance to him, just not that important. The way someone would look at a robot vacuum cleaner that was working the carpet and might not do as good of a job as they felt they had a right to expect.

“If you fail,” the voice continued, “you should expect corrective action.” The scene now switched to a room with white, blank walls, black rings set into the wall behind the girl, who was stretched out now, her arms lifted over her head, tied with rope that reached to the ceiling. As the camera panned down her straining form, Amelia could see that her feet were slightly lifted from the floor. “The type of corrective action you may experience will vary according to the severity of your failure. Here at the captivity center you will experience a few representative punishments to help motivate you to be the best you can be.” And with that, the scene changed back to the girl, standing straight, naked and smiling her enigmatic smile.

“Alright, everyone,” said Anna, in a bright voice. “I hope that was informative?” The girls quickly murmured their assent. “Wonderful. Were there any questions?” No one spoke up. “Fine,” Anna continued, “the next step, as you heard, will be demonstrating some of the punishments that you might be subjected to if your owner finds it necessary to correct your performance.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Compliance Training

“UM, ANNA?” AMELIA asked in a tentative voice.

“Yes, Amelia?” Anna replied.

“So, just to make sure…this is only if I were to get taken by the bank, right? I mean…” she said, pausing and looking over to the three girls who had been singled out for sale. “I wouldn’t experience any of these punishments before that happened?”

Anna nodded impatiently. “Correct, Amelia. I believe I’ve already addressed this. Of course, your school will punish you as appropriate and your parents are free to administer their own discipline. In either case it will probably be milder than what we’ll demonstrate today. Anything else?”

“No, thank you,” said Amelia, lowering her eyes to the wires that ran to her lower lips. She wanted them off as soon as possible. She glanced over at the other girls as Anna, helped by three other workers, also female and in the same gray uniform, helped her unclip and unshackle the girls. One by one they were secured to the guidance chains which had descended from the ceiling, all the girls’ chains doing so simultaneously with a clanging sound that filled the room. She felt Anna come over to her and clip her chain to her collar then kneel down and unclip the electric leads from her labia, causing Amelia to bite her lip to suppress a retort as the blood flowed back to her abused flesh. It a moment her ankles and wrists were free and Anna helped her stand up, the tether shortening corresponding.

As Amelia rubbed her wrists, Anna clapped her hands and called out, “Alright, girls! Off to the training room we go. Please make sure you keep up with your tether.” And so Amelia was led off again, this time following the ten or twelve girls ahead of her as she brought up the rear. The group passed in single file through a set of doors and passageways and climbed a set of stairs. Amelia worried greatly that the tether chain would tighten and strangle her if she didn’t keep up the pace while ascending the staircase. Finally they entered a large room and Amelia quickly looked around, taking in the various stations that were arranged across the floor, many of whose function she could only guess at.

The tether chains led each girl to a separate station, and Amelia wound up at one that looked much like a set of medieval stocks: a structure of wood set on a pole, with three holes, one for her neck, she presumed. The others for her wrists? At her feet were a set of cuffs secured to the floor by very short chains. Amelia sighed. She could tell where this was going. Once again, she had to recognize that her impulsive decision to agree to be collateral for her parent’s loan was perhaps, in retrospect, not the greatest decision she had ever made.

As she waited there she glanced over at the other stations to see what the other girls were going through. She grimaced as she saw one girl strapped down on a bench, her arms cuffed to the sides, and her legs raised and secured with cuffs and chains to a raised position, leaving her vulva exposed. Another girl was hung up by her wrists, much like the girl in the video, her feet several centimeters off the ground. Another was bent over a wooden sawhorse with black padding, over which her belly went as her arms and legs were secured with padded cuffs, her bottom raised up in the air, legs spread. To Amelia’s shock, another girl was suspended upside down, her wrists secured behind her back with something—Amelia couldn’t see. The poor girl’s hair hung down and she looked quite upset with her situation. Amelia sympathized.

All too soon a worker, not Anna, came over and patted Amelia on the back. She smiled gently at her and said, “Are you ready? This shouldn’t be as bad as it looks, you know? I’ve tried it myself.”

“Really? You’ve been in this?” Amelia couldn’t keep the surprise from her voice.

“Oh, ya, we’ve all tried all of the stations,” she said, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. She gently pushed on Amelia’s back so she would bend over, lifting the top half of the stock to open it. “It’s the law, and it just makes sense. You should know what you’re subjecting others to, if you want to do such things to them.” She gently guided Amelia’s neck onto the notch in the middle of the stock. Amelia placed her own wrists in the corresponding notches and allowed the top half to be lowered over her, locking her in place. She saw the worker bend down and snap the cuffs on her ankles, gently nudging her to part her legs slightly. “Please wait here,” the worker said, with a bit of a chuckle to her voice.

About two minutes or so later Amelia heard the first swishing sounds and gasps of pain coming from the far corner of the room, followed shortly by more of the same from other parts. She bent her head to try and see and found that three of the girls were being whipped, the gray garbed women wielding black whips with several short strands and aiming for the exposed buttocks of the unfortunate girls. The first girl Amelia had seen secured, on her back with her legs spread—was that Frida?—was being flogged soundly, her buttocks squirming as the strands connected with her rapidly reddening flesh. Occasionally a strand or two would connect with the girl’s labia and a sharp squeal would be emitted.

Amelia’s attention was diverted by the sound of something moving through the air quite close to her and then she felt the impact across her own buttocks. “Ow! Føkk! Ow, ow, stop!” she cried out as someone behind her commenced to whip her soundly. The whipping went on for what felt like hours, but was probably only a few minutes, if that. Amelia’s bottom was smarting and she hung her head in defeat, her neck quite uncomfortable, and her lower back starting to strain, especially from all the wiggling and bouncing she had been doing as her bottom suffered its indignities. A few of the whacks had hit her low between her legs, causing her some brief moments of sharp pain as her delicate flesh responded to the impact. Now everything was throbbing and she was quite ready to be released.

While she was wondering about the best way to file a formal complaint, she felt someone come over and release her ankles from the cuffs, and then lift the top half of the stock over on its hinge to let her remove her arms and head and slowly, painfully stand upright once more.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” said a voice behind her. Amelia grimaced and turned to observe Anna, smiling at her.

“Well, it’s wasn’t great,” she said, sarcastically, reaching back and rubbing her bottom. She felt as though it was on fire, and could feel the welts starting to form.

Anna cocked her head and took a look at Amelia’s bottom. “It doesn’t look too bad to me,” she said and tugged at the chain of Amelia’s tether, retracting it slightly into the ceiling until it was the height that it usually had when tugging Amelia along towards her next destination.

Anna clapped her hands and called out to all the girls in the room, several of whom were openly crying and sniffling. “We’re done for the day. The three girls who need to go on to processing will be guided towards the administrative section. The rest of you will be guided to the changing rooms and then will be freed to join your family or whoever’s picking you up.”

A half hour later Amelia strode out into the waiting area, fully clothed and only mildly discomfited by her poor backside. Her mother and father were already there and they rushed to hug her.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

Amelia, Professional Spankee

A WEEK AFTER the rather unpleasant trip to the captivity center it had become apparent that things were not going well financially. Her dad didn’t want to say anything but he didn’t really have to. It was apparent in the way he avoided small talk at the table and rushed out as soon as he had wolfed down breakfast. For a man who enjoyed his time with his family as much as he did, that could only mean one thing, and Amelia had seen it before: things were not going well at his job. Her mom also kept a tight lip about things she would normally share with her daughter. Amelia began to worry greatly about the possibility that the loan payments might not be kept up with.

That day at school she mostly kept quiet, busying herself with the simple and predictable tasks of attending to classes and doing her self-assessments, which she hated to do. She always tried to downplay her achievements, afraid that the teachers would think she was puffing up her own performance. But then again, if she marked herself down too much, then she got lectured by the teacher who would want to know what her plan was for improvement. “You have such great potential, Amelia,” they would always say as they looked with puzzlement at her assignments which were generally quite high quality, and her assessment which did not correlate.

At lunch she met up with her friends again and munched quietly on her lackluster meal. All cheese this time, and not the good stuff either—an off-brand Jarlsberg. She generally preferred Gjetost, but that cost about twice as much and clearly there wasn’t the money for it. Mette and Ingelise noticed her downcast mood and tried to cheer her up.

“Emma laughed so hard in class today, she almost pooped herself,” exclaimed Ingelise. “You really had to be there!”

“Yeah,” muttered Amelia, still lost in thought.

After lunch Birgitte walked with Amelia as they headed to their respective classrooms, which were close to each other. “Listen,” said Birgitte as she stopped and held Amelia’s shoulder with her hand. “I’m getting ‘no money’ vibes from you. I’ve seen it before, with other girls from the neighborhood. Shortly before they disappeared to some work camp somewhere.”

Amelia stared at Birgitte, her heart rate increasing. “Oh,” she started. “I…I think I’ll be okay, I don’t really see myself disappearing or anything,” she said, trying to make light of it.

“Yeah, sure,” said Birgitte, a look of concern on her face. “But if you need to make some money, keep the spanking thing in mind, okay? I still do it and it’s fun. It could make the difference between getting that loan paid off or winding up becoming someone’s property. You don’t want that, do you?”

“No, of course not,” Amelia whispered, worried that others would hear this very embarrassing conversation. She looked around herself. No one was around, probably because they were late to class.

“Think about it,” said Birgitte as they both ducked into their respective class rooms.

Back home, Amelia fired up her laptop, seated at her little desk in her room. She quickly glanced up at the ceiling which had been newly painted by her dad after the roof had been fixed. The contractors had been quick and efficient, taking only a couple of days to replace the roof. Amelia was very happy about this, of course, enjoying her sleep very much now that water no longer played a starring role in her night time environment. She had also figured out how to muffle her tag at night: enclose it in a little cloth pouch tied closed with a drawstring. That enabled her to finally sleep peacefully, a technique she was quite proud of.

But with every good must come some bad, and Amelia needed to find some way to help pay off the loan. And that way, she thought as she heaved a somewhat dramatic sigh, was clearly going to be GoSpankMe.

She typed the name in the Searchy-bar of her browser and the results scrolled by on the screen, along with the completely irrelevant ads that Searchy kept shoving in there. Overall, GoSpankMe got quite high ratings and recommendations, although further inspections revealed that most of the recommendations were clearly from men who enjoyed watching the content, not so much girls who had signed up to be spanked. But there were some such recommendations, Amelia found, and they also were generally positive. The negative ones tended to state that they hadn’t found enough spanking sponsors to make it worthwhile. That did concern Amelia. What if she put herself out there and nobody wanted to spank her?

She wouldn’t have thought that would be a problem a few weeks ago when it seemed she was catching a spanking every other day. But now she really needed them and blushed at the thought of how embarrassing it would be to put herself out there only to be rejected by spanking perverts, of all people!

Amelia drew in a breath to steel herself as she clicked on the site’s signup button. She peered at the screen as the interface guided her through the onboarding process. A worrying amount of personal information was entered, but not much more than the average online food ordering systems seemed to demand nowadays. The age verification system was a bit more onerous, but Amelia could understand that requirement. Towards the end of the process she was asked to provide a face shot, which she had plenty of for her MyFaceYourLike profile. The next screen was sobering, however. It wanted a full body nude photo of her, for her profile.

Amelia sat back, thinking twice about the whole thing. Really? A full-body nude, that would be seen by who knows how many people? Still, she knew that if the loan defaulted she would have nudes taken of her for her sales profile. Actually, she would most likely have to witness her mom and dad sell everything they owned, including the house itself, in order to preclude that from happening. If it came between Amelia’s embarrassment at having people see her nude body, and the horror of her parents having to destroy themselves to save their daughter, then the choice was clear to Amelia.

She stood up and stripped, standing in front of her full-length mirror with her laptop set up to take a picture, angled just right to capture all of her as she stood there, trying hard to seem cheery and comfortable. She took about five pictures, angling both herself and the front camera on her laptop until she got just the right look. Satisfied, she uploaded the best of them and sat back. The confirmation screen showed up after just a few seconds.

“Welcome to GoSpankMe, Norway’s premier spanking provider!” the cheery screen proclaimed. “Earn money while enjoying yourself thoroughly,” it continued, improbably. Amelia’s eyebrows lifted somewhat as she read the rest of the blurb. It laid out the terms and conditions of the service, including Amelia’s responsibilities. They included the requirement that answering a request for spanking in the affirmative obligated her to follow through. She could choose the venue, although that would affect the range of prices that her service would qualify for. The lowest tier was the official spank club, where her spanking would be monitored. Amelia wondered at that, but it did sound like a good option.

The next higher paying tier was the semi-public forum, such as an official or sponsored event, at a school or government facility. She wondered about that one too. She had literally never even heard of such a thing! Then came private functions, such as company parties—never! And then last of all the private tier where someone could pay for her to be spanked in the privacy of their own home! Also never, Amelia vowed. Somethings just seemed too dubious to ever be an option. But the lowest tier, which she recalled Birgitte saying she did, seemed to be alright. As far as something like this could ever be right.

She clicked on the Tier 1 Availability tab and set her status to Available.


CHAPTER TWENTY

The LeatherBox Club

“YOU HAVE ONE new Spank-a-Pointment request in your RequestBox,” read the notification in her email the next morning. Amelia eagerly opened up her GoSpankMe account in her browser and took a look. Indeed, there was a request there to book her for a spanking at the local LeatherBox Club location, on Skaregata, which Amelia knew she could easily get to by bus. The appointment was for three days from now in the evening, and was for one hour of moderate paddling on the bare. The rules were that there would be a live audience and everyone there would pay 400 Krone, the club would take 10 percent and Amelia would get the rest. Everyone in the audience would get a chance to spank her in turns, but would be supervised by a senior club member and another member who was part of the club leadership. It all sounded very exciting and also just a little bit disturbing to Amelia, who found herself of two minds about the whole thing.

Still, it sounded like it could be quite a lot of money for just one hour of discomfort so Amelia clicked on the Accept button and the appointment was set. Her bottom throbbed sympathetically in anticipation of what was to come, and her clit throbbed as well. Unfortunately she had to get to school, so she couldn’t really indulge in a little bit of self pleasure to take care of the problem. It was with damp panties and extra perky nipples that Amelia endured the day at school.

The next two days went by as if in a blur, until the day finally came and Amelia was home with the evening appointment fast approaching. There was just the matter of picking the right clothes and then slipping out the door with some plausible excuse, given that it was a school night. Amelia spent a great deal of time looking through her closet, finally choosing a skirt, pink panties, and a nice tight top that showed off her breasts quite nicely. One little wrinkle in the whole thing was that her period had started two days ago. She thankfully had very light flow and was able to switch from a pad to a tampon, but the string hung out of her and she was a bit embarrassed by the possibility that they would see it when they bared her bottom and might comment on it.

She shook her head. These people were there to spank her bottom, not to penetrate her, so it really shouldn’t be a big deal. In any case, the choice of a skirt was the right one, she thought. That way they could just flip it up and pull down her panties to get her ready. She spared a moment to picture what the audience at the club would be like. Her imagination ran the gamut from sweaty, overweight men leering at her, to men (and women?) clad entirely in vinyl covering them from head to toe. She had seen a few movies and they had served only to confuse her as to how that could ever be considered comfortable. And if you weren’t comfortable, Amelia wondered, how could you concentrate on sex?

Would there be sex? Amelia hoped not. Certainly she wouldn’t allow it, but she hoped that others in the audience wouldn’t be having sex with each other or—eww—pleasuring themselves while she was there. She was no prude, but a girl needed some dignity, even if she was there to be spanked on her naked bottom for money.

She finally made her break for it, mumbling something to her very distracted mother about meeting Mette for a study session and then slipping out the door. Her father was still at work, apparently, picking up extra shifts to try to earn more. That gave Amelia some extra pep in her step as she hightailed it to the bus and finally made it to Skaregata where she found the entrance to the LeatherBox Club, an imposing black door set into the stone of the bright red building. She glanced around and, seeing no one, quickly went through the door, shutting it behind her and looking around the dimly lit room, its warm wood paneled walls giving a sense of comfort, even as Amelia’s heart beat rapidly and her palms grew damp with nerves.

“May I help you—oh, you must be Amelia18, am I right?” said the middle aged woman behind the desk, not at all clad in leather or vinyl, nor wearing a mask. She looked perfectly normal, a fact that put Amelia at ease. She did think at this moment that she should have chosen a better user name, perhaps one that didn’t have her actual name in it, but oh well.

“Yes, hi. Um, I’m here for an appointment? For a…um…” she began.

“A spanking session!” the woman said, brightly. “Yes, we have you on our schedule, and our members are all quite excited about it!”

“Oh,” said Amelia, wondering what form this excitement was taking.

“Oh, look at that cute collar,” the woman exclaimed as she stood and took a closer look at Amelia. “Darling, are you a property girl?”

“No,” Amelia stuttered. “I mean, um…maybe? I guess? I’m a financial asset, is what I really am, not so much property…” she trailed off, blushing deeply.

“Ah, ya, that’s fine. We get a lot of those,” the woman replied. “Sometimes owners send us their girls and make them earn some money for them, but we don’t really like doing that. As long as you’re here on your own free will?”

“Yes! Yes I am,” Amelia replied, relieved.

“Wonderful, I’m Sofia,” she said.

“Nice to meet you,” replied Amelia, sticking her hand out to shake Sofia’s outstretched hand.

“Great, so let’s get you back there. The members are already there, for the most part. We’ve got a good turnout. Almost thirty!”

“Thirty! Thirty men want to spank me?” Amelia squeaked.

“Well, there are women there too, you know,” Sophia replied, raising her eyebrow. “In any case, it’s a good turnout, even if not all of them show up by the time we start.” She guided Amelia over to another door that led into a hallway. They walked down it while Amelia kept quiet, the nerves quite taking over at this point. She looked down at her hands and found they were trembling. She clutched her hands into tight fists to keep them from shaking as Sophia opened another door that let right into a dim room, with black walls, floor and ceiling, dim bulbs illuminating the center of the empty floor where a spanking bench sat, a black wood structure bearing a leather padded surface. Amelia’s eyes were draw to it immediately. To her relief, there didn’t seem to be any cuffs or other devices for securing her to it.

Murmurs from the front of the room suddenly caught her attention as she looked over and saw a crowd of people in the dim shadows. Stage fright took over and paralyzed Amelia. She stood there, wide eyed and frozen. Sophia stood to her side and called out to the shadows, “Here she is, dear members. Our girl, Amelia, has graciously agreed to provide our entertainment for tonight and so I ask you all to remember the rules of the club.” She paused for the voices to die down and everyone’s attention to focus on her. “I will officiate, along with Aage. Aage, can you come over please?”

“Ya, ya. One second…” said a man’s voice as he came out into the light of the stage and walked up to Amelia. “Hei, Amelia,” he said as he shook her hand. “I’m here to make sure that everything is on the up and up, okay? Are you ready to get spanked?”

“Oh, sure,” she said as she started feeling a little bit better. It didn’t seem like anyone in the audience was really all that weird, now that she had a chance to adjust a bit to the lighting and take a closer look. They were all just normal people, mostly men, but a few women as well. They were looking at her with smiles, not lecherous grins, so that helped too.

“Could you please take off all your clothes for us?” Sophia looked at her expectantly.

Amelia, continued to look out over the audience, seeing them shift in their seats as it became clear that the show was going to start. “Um, all of them?” she asked, looking over at Sophia.

“Yes, please,” replied Sophia, Aage standing to the side, hands clasped together, waiting.

Amelia sighed and kicked off her shoes. Oh well, she thought. It had been worth a try. The choice of a skirt was still the right one, she thought, but the audience wants what it wants. She proceeded to slip off her skirt, and pull her top off over her head, the tag making a sound as it struck her collar. She noticed that several people in the audience reacted at this, the background sound of whispered conversation resuming. She handed her clothes to Aage who took them and kept them folded in his hands. Amelia undid her bra and slipped it off her shoulders, handing it to Aage. Finally she slipped off her panties, blushing again as she remembered the string of her tampon. She stood there, facing him, her profile to the audience as she heard gentle clapping. Aage nodded encouragingly to her and she decided to face the audience. The clapping grew louder.

“Wonderful, Amelia,” said Sophia. “Now please bend over the spanking bench and we can get started. The hour will start when the first member reaches the stage. You’ll have two ten minute breaks, which will count as part of your hour, and then we end, okay?”

Amelia nodded and turned around, reaching the bench and awkwardly bending herself over it, her head hanging down as her hands flailed around for a moment, before reaching for the wooden legs and grasping them. She wished she had thought to tie her hair back in a ponytail before this, as it was now a bit of a mess.

“Please spread your legs a bit,” said Sophia, causing Amelia to blush even more at the thought of what the audience could now see. “Great! Now, all members have received a numbered card, indicating their order. Can we have—”

At this she paused as someone entered the room and said, in a panting voice, “Sorry I’m late! Is it okay, still?”

“Yeah, sure, just have a seat. We’re just starting,” replied Aage.

“Okay, as I was saying,” continued Sophia. “Number one please, come on up and don’t forget your paddle!”


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

A Thorough Paddling

AMELIA HEARD SHUFFLING and footsteps as the first member came up to the stage and stood behind her. She sucked in her breath as she waited for the first strike of the paddle. Her bottom started twitching in anticipation and, almost as if her perky cheeks had summoned the paddle, she soon felt the puff of air that came a fraction of a second before she felt it smack her bottom, right across the middle.

“Oof!” she cried out, surprised by the intensity of it. She felt a momentary numbness, and before the heat could start, the second smack came down on the same spot. “Oh, ouch!” she squeaked. This was going to be a lot harder than she thought! Amelia looked between her feet to try and see who was spanking her at the moment. Before she got a good look, the third smack landed on her. She started clenching and unclenching her cheeks, giving whoever was back there a lewd display. Blushing hard, she tried hard to keep her hands wrapped around the wooden legs of the spanking bench. She had asked for this, and Amelia felt a strange sense of responsibility to provide unobstructed access to her bottom. She struggled to keep from flinging her hands back to cover her butt as the paddle rained down on her cheeks, alternating between each one before landing across the middle again.

A few more whacks and member one was finished. Amelia slumped in relief, relaxing her butt and letting out the breath she had been holding. Her bottom burned.

“Next please, member two!” she heard Sophia call out. And so another person took their place and the spanking continued, Amelia squeaking and crying out. The members enjoyed that, it seemed, their voices raised in excitement whenever she reacted. After a while Amelia started playing it up, crying out in ever more dramatic fashion, using ever more inventive words. The audience ate it up, cheering enthusiastically. Pretty soon Amelia was starting to dig it as well. Her bottom was burning fiercely but there was another part of her that was on fire, a part that she started focussing on more and more to get through this. Another member took their place and Amelia spread her legs slightly, gripped the legs of the spanking bench tighter and bounced and wiggled and cried her way through another round of spanks. It seemed like a different paddle was used, this one making for a much sharper, tightly focussed impact. She moaned and squealed through it until finally it stopped and she tried hard to relax her bottom, clenching still in a vain attempt to relieve some of the burn.

“Alright, time for your first break,” said Sophia as she bent down to look at Amelia and offer her a hand. Amelia took it and slowly, carefully unfolded herself from the bench and stood up, her legs wobbly. Amelia stood there, as Sophia and Aage examined her bottom, making sure that the swelling was within club parameters. The audience was easier for her to see now, mostly seated in comfortable leather chairs facing her, although some had little cocktail tables next to them with drinks. The patrons looked up at her from their phones occasionally and smiled, enigmatic smiles that made Amelia feel, if anything, even more self-conscious. She was the only nude person here and these men and women had likely seen everything from their vantage point. Amelia had nothing more to hide from them.

In many ways that helped make her feel even better about this situation. Even more comfortable with being here. She was entertainment, and she felt okay about it, even happy to be such. The collar about her neck and the tag dangling from it gave her permission to be here, she felt. Something that she had thought quite scandalous when Birgitte had mentioned it, now seemed natural and right.

“Drink?” Sophia stood next to her, handing her a glass bottle of water.

“Oh, sure,” she replied, grateful for something to assuage her thirst.

“So…” said Aage, standing next to her, sipping from a beer bottle. “Do this sort of thing often?”

She looked up at him. Was he trying to make small talk? Fine, she could do that. “No, not really. My first time, actually.”

“Oh, really?” he bobbed his head and took another sip. “You’re a natural, I mean that. The way you respond to the spanking is really quite well done.”

“Oh, thanks,” she said as she shifted a bit, the burning in her ass cheeks still there. “So what’s your deal?”

“What do you mean?” he asked as he looked at her, eyes lingering on her breasts for a bit before coming back up to look her in the eyes.

“You run this club? Or work for it?” she asked, taking another sip of water. Her left hand rested softly against her stomach, as she tried hard to keep it from drifting down to her slit, where she really wanted to either cover herself or rub, she wasn’t sure which right now.

“Oh, no,” he chuckled. “I’m a member, just like everyone else here. Except for you, of course.” He nodded and waved his beer over to Sophia who was chatting at the moment with one of the men in the front row. “Sophia and I just have the most experience in this community, so we get to supervise.” He frowned, “Also means we don’t get to participate in the spanking, but there are time where we get to play as well.”

“Ah, yeah. Nice…” she said, not quite sure where to take the conversation further.

“Okay,” said Sophia, clapping her hands. “Time for round two.” She strode over to Amelia and asked her, “So we’d like to set you up in a diaper position for this next round. Is that okay?”

Amelia had no idea what that meant. “You mean you…want me to wear a diaper?” She was up for it, even though it sounded weird. But she wasn’t going to judge people’s personal kinks. Not at this point.

“No, no,” Sophia laughed, a bright, airy laugh that lit up the room. Aage chuckled as well. “No, it’s a position where you’re on your back and your legs are up in the air, like you’re getting a diaper changed. We’d spank you on the bum like that.”

“Oh, okay,” said Amelia, a mental picture of herself in that position taking up prime real estate in her mind. She felt her face flush and her nipples harden. “Um, I guess?”

“Great! Good girl,” said Sophia as two of the members dragged the spanking bench off to the side and brought out a simple, flat padded bench and put it right in the center of the room.

Aage gently guided Amelia over to the bench and she sat down and lay herself across it. “Scoot on down,” he said to her and she slid down the bench until her bottom was resting on the edge and her feet were planted on the floor. He reached under her calves and slowly raised her legs, as she gripped the sides of the bench, until her feet were straight up in the air.

“Okay, everyone, let’s get started,” said Sophia. “Next member please, and remember, she’s already pretty sore, so nothing too firm to start with. Now, Amelia,” she said, looking down at her from the head of the bench where she had positioned herself. “I’m going to hold your ankles, okay? Are you good with that?”

Amelia nodded, and Sophia reached over and grabbed her ankles, spreading them slightly as a man, somewhat portly, with a long blonde beard braided into two separate braids, walked over and grinned at her. He held a long strap of leather with a handle in his right hand and placed his left hand on her right leg, just below her knee. “Gorgeous!” he muttered as he swung his arm back and then gave her a good, hard smack across both bottom cheeks. She squeaked and lifted her bottom, ankles held tightly apart by Sophia as she squirmed. “Oh, my god!” she panted as he took another swing, smacking her with a sharp sound that resonated throughout the room. “Eek!”

And so Amelia settled into a nice rhythm, giving the members a nice show for their money, taking her smacks like a champ, and getting more and more turned on by it until she started getting worried that her lubrication might cause her tampon to slip out. Was that even possible? She’d never worried about such a thing before, but here she was, doing things that were new for her. In many ways she was proud of her ability to adapt to new challenges and do things she had never thought she could do. And as one member after another came up, stood to her side and wielded their implement of choice across her aching bottom, smacking her as she wiggled and squealed and reacted vocally in interesting and innovative ways, she felt like she was almost drifting away into a trance.

The warm, cocooning feeling was interrupted by her second break, spent in idle chit chat with a female member, a rather severe looking woman, hair tied back in a strict bun and piercing eyes that seemed to cut right to Amelia’s soul. “You look a little like my daughter,” she said to Amelia, holding a martini glass that seemed, to Amelia’s nose, to be filled entirely with jet fuel. “She’s got a cute nose, just like you.”

“Ah, yes?” said Amelia, not quite sure where to go with this. “How old is she?”

“Oh, she’s married, has kids. I miss her,” said the woman, staring back at her. “God I wish I still had your tits,” she said, glancing down. “So pinch-able. Would you mind terribly?” She wagged an eyebrow at her, waiting expectantly.

“Well…okay, but just a little,” replied Amelia, sure that her nipples were the hardest they’d ever been, and quite curious at this point what the woman was contemplating.

She looked down as the woman’s fingers reached over and held her right nipple between thumb and index finger, applying ever more pressure until Amelia’s knees started to buckle and she hissed out, “Oooh, ow. Yeah, maybe that’s good for me?”

“Wonderful,” chuckled the woman as she let go. “You’re such a sweet girl. Keep doing what you’re doing. You’ll go far in this world,” she said as she winked and went back to her seat a little unsteadily, taking a cautious sip of her drink.

The third and last session involved Amelia being hung by her wrists from the ceiling, her toes barely touching the floor as members whipped her bottom with martinets and paddles. One of them brought a hairbrush, which was carefully inspected by Aage before getting an approving nod. It hurt perhaps the most, but she only got five whacks with that one. The severe woman with the nipple fixation came last, and proceeded, not to Amelia’s surprise, to whip her tits with a soft flogger. The whole thing was more symbolic than painful, except when a strand cut directly across one of her nipples, then it stung a little. But overall Amelia rather enjoyed the experience and was a little sad when it was all over.

As she made her way back home, just over 10,000 Krone richer and quite a lot sorer, she felt her heart thumping proudly in her chest. She would help her family out, she was sure of it. At this rate she could definitely get that loan payed off in enough time, stave off the possibility of being sold, and still maybe have a bit left over for her own use. In the meantime, her throbbing clit demanded attention and Amelia resolved to look into the matter the moment she got home and said goodnight to her parents. And boy, would she have some things to share with her friends!


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Private Tier

A MONTH AFTER her first GoSpankMe show, Amelia had done two more, earning a tidy chunk of change in the process. There was only one problem: she still hadn’t gotten up the courage to tell her parents what she was up to. Every time she wanted to tell them, something stopped her. She would get so very close and then she would think of how her dad had spanked her and how she had told her mother that it was wrong, and then the whole hypocrisy of it all made her stay quiet. How could she condemn her parents for spanking her and then go out and let total strangers whack her bottom for money?

She did tell her friends, however, and they were jealous of her success, even Birgitte who had done one other spanking session apparently, and had gotten so sore she decided to put a pause on the whole thing. After all, she had earned enough to go on the summer outing so there was no point in continuing. Mette had no taste for such things, but didn’t look down on Amelia for doing it, rather spending the time peppering her with questions about how it felt to be exposing your bottom for strangers to look at and do things to. Amelia tried her very best to answer, but somethings just needed to be experienced to be understood.

Still, she needed more money, that was clear. Her father had experienced a setback at his work and was now only working half-time there. Her mom had started working at the local supermarket and things were tense in the household.

So it was that one evening, browsing the listings on the GoSpankMe site, she zeroed in on a private-tier request, for no less than 40,000 Krone. It would be for one hour of spanking, this very Friday evening, tied to a spanking bench. He—and it was a he, the picture showing a handsome, chiseled face, with a light brown beard trimmed in the latest style, with dark brown hair swept back in an effortlessly casual coif that bespoke of only the best stylist’s attentions—claimed that he wanted to bring his years of expertise in chastising young women’s bodies to bear on whoever wished to take on this booking. Persistent and firm, gentle yet unyielding, read the listing. Any girl accepting these terms would walk away with a sore bottom and feeling fulfilled to her core.

Amelia’s interest was perked, mainly by the very large amount of money, but also by the man’s steely eyes that seemed to stare right at her from the screen. Without thinking it through too much, she clicked on the Accept button and then a further number of warning screens about setting herself available to private tier bookings and how it entailed significant risk that she would have to agree to. She clicked Accept on all of them and finally it was done: her very first private booking! Less than five minutes later she received a notification on her phone that the booking was confirmed and the address and time were texted to her. She looked it up on Mappy, and saw that it was all the way out on Borgundgavien, in an area that she had never been to but knew was quite fancy and expensive. No bus would take her there so she would have to pay for a Ride.No, but that was okay. She would still be left with quite a lot of money.

The only question left was what to wear, and the only answer, Amelia thought, was a schoolgirl outfit. So she picked out and set aside her cutest clothes, shortish skirt, nude leggings, a tight fitting pink sweater that she probably should have given away a while back, but now was perfect with its scandalous tightness. Bra? Nope. Panties? Yup, she didn’t fancy getting a cold breeze down there and the leggings wouldn’t be enough to protect her delicate bits. She set her selection aside, tucked in the bottom drawer of her dresser, and looked forward to the date.

The days until her appointment were spent doing the usual school stuff except for one very exciting development: she had bumped into Lucas in the hall and said hi! And he had said smiled and said hi back, after staring at her collar for a very brief, furtive moment. Oh those eyes of his! He had casually run his hand through his hair as he looked deep into her eyes and said, “Hi.” And then walked past her, but it was nevertheless a formative moment that she would analyze with Mette for quite some time during their breaks together and after school. Mette felt that it was a prime opportunity to take things up a notch and perhaps go so far as to stand near him in the hallway after class. Who knew what might develop then?

But right now she had other things on her mind, namely the private-tier spanking appointment! Amelia had debated with herself as to whether to tell her friends about this or not, and had figured that they would very firmly disapprove of such a thing and that might result in her chickening out. One of the many adult things that Amelia wanted to get better at was sticking to her guns and doing the right thing, no matter how wrong other people might think it was, so she kept it to herself and spent the next hour at home fixing her makeup and thinking up a plausible lie she could tell her parents about leaving tonight.

She fingered her tag again, staring at it in the mirror and thinking about how badly she wanted it gone. Every time she saw it, or felt it, or heard it, she was reminded of her status: financial asset. Was she even, legally, a human these days? The answer, she reminded herself was yes, technically, but she didn’t always feel that way. Sometimes she saw a dog taken for a walk and stared at the animal’s tag and felt herself flushing with shame. Once she got this stupid collar off, then she could go and have a real conversation with Lucas, and go out on a real date, and have…sex!

All flushed and horny, she finally finished with her makeup and rushed out of the house, yelling to her mom and dad that she was meeting Mette to go to a club and not wait up. Barely hearing her mother’s reply, she closed the door behind her and tapped away on the app on her phone for a Ride.No, the cheery bear mascot giving a thumbs up and yelling “Ya!” when the ride was confirmed.


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Hendrik's Apartment

THE RIDE TOOK about a half hour and they were there, arriving in a swanky neighborhood lined with trees and not far from the shoreline. It was quite dark already but the yellow streetlights cast shadows across the sidewalk as Amelia walked swiftly towards the house, the black wrought iron gate beckoning her with its promise of warmth just past it. Her choice of skirt was definitely a mistake, she thought. The cold air was doing things below, despite her leggings and thick, cotton panties. Pink with the face of a naughty looking bear on it.

She rang the bell outside the gate right on time and was buzzed in, walking up a set of stone steps to the front door, which was lit from inside with a soft, warm glow, flickering slightly. A fireplace? A dim memory of the fireplace at her grandpa’s house popped into her mind and she felt the familiar warmth, but also a sense of foreboding which she quickly moved to dispel.

The door opened and the face from the profile appeared, just as advertised, but this time attached to a body. A man’s body, Amelia couldn’t help but notice. Tall and muscular, a thin shirt stretched over a slim abdomen and a powerful chest which strained the fabric that clung to it. Amelia swallowed and said, “Um, hi? I’m Amelia?”

He smiled and beckoned her in. “Hi Amelia, I’m Hendrik. So glad you could come!” His hand softly guided her, touching her back lightly and guiding her over to the living room, where indeed a big fireplace roared and crackled. Amelia’s back twitched slightly, not used to the touch of an unfamiliar man.

“Oh,” she said. “What a lovely place! Do you live here alone?” Arg, what a stupid question, she thought to herself. Most people shied away from personal questions like that, and if he was married or had a girlfriend or partner, this could get awkward real fast.

“No,” he answered simply and gestured for her to sit on the sofa. “Would you like anything to drink?” His eyes roved her body, came to rest on her collar and tag, then eventually settled on her face, looking at her with quiet, studied interest.

“Perhaps…perhaps a juice of some kind?” she said, feeling a bit like a child at the moment.

“Ha, yes, sure,” he said, smiling broadly as he moved towards the open-plan kitchen. “I have a mixed berry juice, my son really likes it. Good for you?”

“Yes, please. Thank you,” she said, wondering about this son of his. He liked juice. Did he love his father? Did he love his father renting girls to spank?

“Here you go,” he said, offering a tall glass of a slightly purple drink. She took a quick sip, hands shaking slightly as she came to grips with the fact that she had just put herself in the home of a strange, adult man who liked to order girls off the internet.

He sat down across from her with a bottle of beer in his hand and leaned forward, staring at her collar and tag. “So, Amelia…I must say, I was quite surprised to see someone so young accept my request. Usually the women that do private home visits are quite a bit…older.”

“Oh, well…” she stammered, blushing slightly. “I need the money, you see…” Crap. Once again, entirely the wrong thing to say. She sighed inwardly. Stupid girl, now he would think she was a whore, and god only knows what some men will do when they’re dealing with someone whom they don’t respect. It’s bad enough, she knew, what some men will do to the women they love. Again, that familiar bad feeling surfaced and she desperately tamped it down.

“Ho,” he chuckled out loud, surprised by her blunt answer. He slapped his knee and took an exploratory sip of his beer. “Ya, good. You’re straightforward! I like that! Let me be clear too, then,” he said, leaning back and fixing her with a piercing expression. Amelia had never seen a look like that in a man’s face before and it frightened her slightly with its intensity. Boys looked at her a lot, she knew. And she knew what they were thinking when they did so. But this was something new. Not even when she had been turned into a financial asset had she felt like this: a piece of meat. She shifted uncomfortably, realizing with a shock that her panties were damp.

As she focused on the realization that she was being massively turned on by this, he continued, “I like to dominate women. That’s why my partner left me. She just couldn’t accommodate me. The girls I hire know the deal, and I think you do too, am I correct?”

“Well…” she prevaricated, embarrassed to admit how out of her element she was.

“I’m a little bit of a nihilist, Amelia,” he continued. “And when it comes to my sexual proclivities, I just like to embrace the idea that there’s no grand design or overriding purpose in life.”

Amelia nodded, with a blank face. What the hell was he going on about?

“That also means that we don’t really need to worry about consequences,” he expounded. “We can just enjoy ourselves and explore our desires without having to worry about how they fit into any greater scheme of life. It’s very liberating.”

“Oh, sure, sure,” she said, nodding sagely. “Yes, yes, totally. Um…so what exactly do you want to do?”

He leaned forward again and she leaned back instinctively. “I’m going to tie you down on a spanking bench and work your bottom until you just can’t take anymore. How does that sound?”

“Wow,” she blurted out. “Okay, um…wait, so do I get a say in when to stop?”

“Oh, of course! You’ll have a safe word. Do you know about safe words?”

“Yeah, I think so. I say it when you should stop?” She rummaged through her mind for some words that she felt might work.

“How about we use minoritetsladningsbærerdiffusjonskoeffisientmålingsapparatur? I think it’s a word that you won’t accidentally use when you didn’t mean to.”

Amelia squeaked, “What the hell does it even mean?”

He leaned back and laughed long and hard. “Oh, my god. You’re adorable! I could just pop you in the oven and serve you for desert. No, I’m kidding of course. We’ll use Resultatandel instead. It means profit share. You’ll remember it, since you’ll make a nice profit from this, right?”

“Sure, that sounds great,” she agreed, forgetting the word instantly, but too embarrassed to admit it.

“Shall we go up to my dungeon?” he said in a disarmingly normal manner.

“Aren’t dungeons usually downstairs? I guess it doesn’t really matter,” she said as she stood up, still holding the juice and wondering if her IQ was lower today for some reason, or she was always this bad at conversation.

He frowned a bit as he stood up too. “This house doesn’t have a basement, unfortunately. Something about the groundwater. I have turned one of my closets into a dungeon. It’s a bit cramped, I must admit.” He turned and tromped off towards the stairs, Amelia following behind, feeling a little bad for him. This seemed to be a sore point. Perhaps his partner left him more because she was claustrophobic?

Up the stairs they went as Amelia took another sip of juice to fortify herself. He led her down the hall and into the master bedroom, closing the door behind him. He pointed towards a nightstand and Amelia stared at it for a moment before realizing that he wanted her to put her glass there.

“Do you mind getting undressed?” he asked her as he stood there waiting.

“Sure,” she said and set the glass down before pulling off her top, setting it carefully down on the bed. He stared at her breasts as she faced him, flushed slightly with heat, her decision to not wear a bra seeming to have been a bit of a surprise to him. She unzipped her skirt and dropped it, stepping carefully out of it. His eyes stayed on her, admiring and consuming her. The sheer intimacy of this situation compared to the supervised club sessions she had done came as a surprise to her. She bent down to pull her leggings off, her panties coming down partially.

“Do you mind…” she heard his voice say as she looked up to find him close to her.

“Mind what?”

“If I…” he whispered as he came around behind her and gently touched her hips, near where her panties had dropped to. As she straightened up she felt him slip his fingers under her waistband and slowly pull her panties down. She stepped out of them and stood there, biting her lip as she felt the cool air of the bedroom caress her mound, contrasting nicely with the heat that radiated from her core.

He stepped back from her and she turned around to face him. His eyes swept her nude form and paused at her slit. She knew that he could see everything as she had shaved recently. Almost in slow motion he reached over and gently grasped the tag hanging off her collar which had turned somewhat when she took off her top, and now the tag was resting on her collarbone. He held it up, almost reverently and read the inscription. Then he let go of it, arranging her collar so that it hung straight down her neck.

“Very nice,” he said, with a catch in his voice. “Come on, let’s get you into my dungeon.” He walked over to a door in the wall which he opened with a great flourish to reveal a walk-in closet that had no clothes in it, instead a spanking bench was set in the middle. The walls had hooks set in them with a variety of implements hanging there, mainly whips and paddles of various forms.

Amelia was slightly underwhelmed by the scale, but she had to admire his creativity and persistence.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

The Session

AMELIA STEPPED INTO the dungeon, such as it was, and looked at the wooden bench, its top clad in black leather. The legs had rings set in them, presumably for securing her limbs. She looked over at Hendrik and he nodded at her, encouragingly. She bit her lip as she stepped up on a crossbeam and swung her other leg over, sitting down on the leather.

He patted the bench behind her bottom and said, “Slide down over here, and then lay down over it. I’ll secure you and then we can get started.”

Amelia swallowed nervously and slid her bottom over, noticing with profound embarrassment that she had left a noticeable wet mark on the leather. She plopped her body down over the bench, partly just to hide the mark while he busied himself with ropes that hung on the wall.

Soon enough he turned to her and began tying her wrists and then her ankles to the legs of the bench. “There,” he proclaimed as he stood up and went around to her back, where her lewdly spread legs gave him an unobstructed view of her most intimate parts. He gently, playfully patted her right cheek and then went over to the far wall where the whips hung. Selecting one and hefting it in his right hand he came over and stood to her left. “Are you ready?”

“Um…sure,” she said as she desperately tried to recall what the safe word was. Something about money? Profit?

“Ow! Oh wow!” she cried out as the first hit came, right across her bottom. She wiggled and bounced her bottom, clenching and unclenching her fists. He swung again, and again she cried out, the pain and heat radiating out from her butt growing. Every now and then the strands would strike her labia and she would let out a high pitched squeal as the shock stunned her. “Owwie, owwie, ouch! Oh, føkk! Stop! Just for a moment, oh shit!”

He paused, standing back, breathing hard. “No wordy, no stoppy,” he said hanging the whip up on its hook. He selected a paddle from the wall, stepped up to her again and began to paddle her hard. First the left cheek then the right and then the middle, keeping the cadence as she began to grunt and pant, her eyes filling with tears.

Profit incentive? That was pretty close she thought, but it wasn’t right. What the hell was the safe word? Her pussy throbbed and she felt her inner lips fluttering. Oh god, she was so horny but the pain was too much! How long had they been at it? She clenched her fists and wiggled her bottom desperately as he continued to work her.

Finally he stood back, panting hard. He let out a low, animal groan as she hung her head. “Oh, Amelia! You are the best thing that has ever happened to me! Other girls would have shouted out their safe word a long time ago.” He gently patted her rump as he panted. Hanging the paddle up on the wall he stood behind her again and she heard him breathing heavily.

“I think I need to stop now, you’re going to bruise too much if I continue,” he said.

“Oh, okay, thanks,” she said as she fought to keep the relief from her voice.

“Let me go get some cream for your bottom, and then I’ll let you go,” he muttered as she heard him leave the closet. Her bottom was throbbing heavily and Amelia started to question if perhaps this line of work was really the right one for her. The thought of what her parents might say if they saw bruises on her butt made her whimper to herself in shame.

As she lay there exhausted, her bottom a mass of hot coals radiating so much heat she thought the closet dungeon might turn into a sauna, she resolved to put on a brave face, get out of here, and then leave this whole sordid affair behind her. Surely she could pick up a job at one of Ålesund’s many businesses. Admittedly, the economy was pretty bad, and its only ice cream shop, where she had worked at before, was closed. The winter weather hadn’t helped. But maybe Ole’s could give her a few shifts?

As she was contemplating a somewhat less spank-forward future, she heard Hendrik come back into his aspirational mini-dungeon and before she knew it she was face to face with an adult penis, sticking straight out of his wiry pubes, pointed right at her nose. It swung slightly, left to right, and Amelia stared at it as if it might either hypnotize her or bite the tip of her nose at any second.

“What the living—” she squeaked out in horror as her chest compressed in shock.

“Well,” he began, penis swinging a bit more. “I thought that maybe, instead of you leaving, we could have a little more fun?” The penis with attached male left her line of sight, moving over to her rear, standing just to the left of her bottom, secured to the spanking bench by her bound legs. She squirmed, trying to get free, then stopped as she realized she was probably putting on an even more enticing display for him. She felt his hand touching her, back there. First one hand, then two. Fingers touching her nether lips, parting them.

“No!” she shouted out, determined that this would not come to pass.

“Oh, come on,” he groused. “I’ll give you extra. GoSpankMe doesn’t need to know—you can pocket it all! How about another forty thousand? Come, surely you want this as bad as I do!”

She felt one finger start to enter her and she shook her back end violently, as far as she was able to. “No, dammit! I don’t want this! I want to be freed right now! Here’s my fucking safe word, asshole!” she yelled as she started screaming, “Police! Police!”

“Fuck it, alright, shut up already,” he hissed in obvious fear. She felt the fingers immediately back away, followed by fumbling at the ties that bound her to the bench. “You’re going to wake up my son,” he whispered as he worked on the ropes.

“Your son is here? While you’re doing this?”

“Yeah, well, I have custody every other week,” he said as he stood up, the ropes untied. “Timing is everything, I guess.”

Amelia slowly swung her leg over the bar of the bench and stood up, hands on hips, glaring at him. “You back the fuck up or I’m going to go running through the house screaming at the top of my lungs,” she hissed at him. “You can explain to your son what daddy’s been up to!”

“Gosh, so hostile,” he exclaimed, hand against his chest, as if shocked and hurt at her response. “Fine, get dressed and go. I’m sorry you didn’t appreciate my kind and generous offer!”

Amelia didn’t bother responding, instead snatching up her clothes and storming out of his room, intending to dress downstairs where she would be closer to the front door in case he started getting aggressive again. As she entered the hallway, heading for the stairs, still fully nude, she saw a figure out of the corner of her eye. She stopped, frozen in shock as she stared at a boy, her age, blonde, standing just outside his bedroom door, wide eyed and looking right at her. Lucas!

Amelia suppressed a squeal of horror as she clutched her clothes against her chest and hightailed it downstairs. As soon as she was around the corner she scrambled into her clothes and rushed out the door, tapping on her phone to book another Ride.No. School was going to be extra awkward on Monday!


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

The Coffee Shop

THE VERY NEXT day Amelia met Mette at the coffee shop they liked to hang out at. Wow! Such Beans! it was called, in English, and Amelia had never figured out what it actually meant. Mette was looking very snazzy in a light turquoise sweater that showed off her form quite nicely. Amelia noticed that she was wearing a silver choker and a silver necklace that had a flat, tag-like pendant hanging from the thin chain. Amelia was touched.

The two of them ordered their usual drinks, an egg coffee for Mette, who hated anything bitter, and a matcha latte with extra foam for Amelia, sitting at the table next to their usual one. They had spent some time pointedly glaring at the young couple who had snagged their favorite table, but when it became apparent that they weren’t moving, they gave up and picked the next best one. Mette leaned over to Amelia to whisper about how there was no respect for tradition these days, when Amelia cut her off.

“Listen, I have something to tell you,” she said, tapping impatiently on the table with her nails.

“Oh? What?” asked Mette, eyes opened in anticipation of something juicy.

“Last night I did a private show,” Amelia whispered.

“A private show? What’s that?”

“You know…” Amelia wagged her eyebrows.

“Wait, you mean that spanking thing you were doing?”

“Yes, and could you say that any louder?”

“Sorry,” Mette responded. “But, you did a private show? What, like…at somebody’s house?”

“Yeah, it was a huge mistake. Not gonna lie.” Amelia looked up as the barista called their names. She and Mette went to get their coffees and sat back down again, taking a big sip and sighing with pleasure.

“So, anyway, as I was saying,” continued Amelia, leaning forward conspiratorially, “I did this thing at some guy’s house.”

“How was the house? Was he rich? I bet he was rich,” said Mette, taking another sip. “These rich guys are all pervs, I think.”

“Yeah, probably. But I don’t think he was really rich. He couldn’t afford a basement! His dungeon was a closet,” Amelia responded, twirling her finger around the rim of the cup. She dipped her finger in the foam of the coffee and stuck it in her mouth.

“A closet? Like it was really small, or it had his clothes hanging in it?”

“No, he turned his bedroom closet into a dungeon! It was kind of sad.”

“Yeah,” said Mette. “So…what exactly is a dungeon? It’s some sort of sex thing, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, so that’s what I’m trying to get to,” Amelia persisted.

“Oh?”

“He was fine at first, maybe a little weird, you know?” Amelia looked at Mette. “But then he tried to…get intimate with me.”

“Wait, what? He tried to…” Mette lowered her voice. “Fuck you?”

“Eww,” said Amelia. “But, yeah. He did. Try.”

“Damn, that’s super messed up! Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I told him off and got out of there. But…” Amelia leaned back and took another long, satisfying sip. “You’ll never believe this.”

“What! Spill, come on!”

“Lucas is his son!”

“What!” Mette squealed so loud others in the coffee shop turned and stared at them with disapproval.

“Yeah, and keep it quiet! I don’t want people to know. It’s not Lucas’ fault his father is a freak. I wouldn’t want him to get teased for it.”

“Sure, sure,” said Mette. “Did he see you?”

“Yeah, he did—Shit, he practically stared right in my face!” Amelia shook her head. “But the worst part was—I was completely naked!”

Mette stuck her fist in her mouth in shock. “No!”

“Yeah!”

“No!”

“Yup!”

“Oh my god! Did he see everything? Like…your naughty bits, and everything?”

“Maybe,” Amelia responded. “I covered my front pretty quick, but he might have gotten a nice glimpse of my ass.”

“Well, that’s not such a bad thing, I guess,” said Mette, winking lewdly at her. “You’ve been dying to get with him, now you gave him something to think about! He’s probably all hot over you now! It’s a good thing!”

“No, you crazy bitch,” Amelia hissed. “He probably thinks I’ve been banging his dad!”

“Oh, shit. Yeah,” Mette gasped. “That’s probably bad, right? Sons probably don’t want dad’s sloppy seconds. Oh, sorry. I didn’t really mean it like that.”

“Yeah, it’s fine. I didn’t have sex with him. But Lucas doesn’t know that, does he?”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, fuck!”


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Bad Boys

“HEI, AMELIA,” CAME the voice from behind her as Amelia rushed towards her first class of the day, her tag jingling softly in a rushed rhythm of motion. Her heart leapt as she recognized Lucas’ soft cadence. Stopping, and turning to face him, she saw not a leering smirk, but a studied contrast of emotions from the boy.

“Hei,” she answered shyly. “Um, how are you?”

“Good, good…say, do you mind if we talk for a bit?”

Other students rushing past her, some of them casting curious glances at the two of them as she nodded, her heart beating quickly, her hands starting to feel clammy. Had really seen her naked? Would he mention it? Why else would he want to talk to her, right now, right after she had been in his house? Amelia tried swallowing, found she couldn’t, decided to worry about that later.

He led her off to a side hall which was not busy and casually placed his hand on the wall next to her head, hemming her in on one side, but keeping a respectful distance from her nonetheless.

“So, listen,” he started, looking in her eyes. “I had a chat with my dad last night. He told me that you had popped by and you two had some sort of…argument?”

“Uh, yeah, so he told you this, did he?” she stammered, unsure of what to say about that.

“Yeah, I asked him why you would be there that time of night, and…why you were nude?”

Amelia blushed deeply, her face feeling like it was literally on fire at the moment. “So, yeah…we…look, I don’t really know what to say. I don’t want to get your dad in trouble or anything. I just thought we were together for one thing, he thought something else, I guess, and one thing led to another and I had to go.”

She paused for a moment, trying to read him, noticing a momentary flicker of something. Annoyance? Anger? Hurt?

“He didn’t do anything wrong! He’s my dad, and he’s a really nice guy!” Lucas was getting a little agitated at the moment, she could tell. “Women always hurt him, you know? Like my mom…” He clenched his fists and Amelia tried to slide sideways away from him, slowly.

“I didn’t say he did anything wrong, Lucas. He seems like a nice guy,” she lied.

His expression changed and became soft again, his beautiful eyes melting Amelia’s resolve to leave. Before she knew it, he leaned in, eyes closing momentarily as his lips pressed against hers.

“Whoa, shit, Lucas!” she squeaked. He jerked backwards, eyes flying open with a hurt expression.

“What? You want this or not?” he blurted out. “Dammit, you women are all the same!”

“Wait, no,” she called out as he abruptly turned and stormed away. “You just surprised me, that’s all!”

But it was too late, he was gone and Amelia cursed herself and him as the bell rang and she ran to her classroom, thankfully making it to her seat before the teacher entered and the lesson began.

Later, during the first break of the day, Amelia rushed down the halls to meet Mette and have a serious chat with her about what had just happened, when she encountered Birgitte and Ingelise, walking towards her. Their expression was serious as they saw her and looked around furtively, as if to see who else might see them together.

“Amelia,” hissed Birgitte. “What the hell just happened? Everyone’s talking about it!”

“What do you mean?” asked Amelia. “What are they talking about? What are you talking about?”

“The MyFaceYourLike Viddy!” replied Ingelise. “You know? The one of you getting your bottom good and properly smacked at that club?”

Amelia went pale and had to steady herself against the wall. She looked around as her eyes started to fill with tears and a thumping sound echoed in her ears.

“A video? On Viddy?” she whispered, feeling like she wanted to throw up. Perhaps that might be best. Distract people. Let them whisper and laugh about that pathetic girl who hurled in the halls, soiling herself and her friends. Let them talk about that instead.

Birgitte started to tear up as well and reached over to pull Amelia into a tight embrace, letting her rest her head on her shoulders as Amelia began sobbing. Ingelise stood there, awkwardly fumbling with her hands and looking miserable.

“So it’s true?” Ingelise asked in a quiet, breaking voice. “That’s really you?”

“Yeah,” sobbed Amelia. “I thought it was all private! What the fuck! How did it come out?”

Birgitte patted her back. “I think some boys got it from some club member and started passing it around. Rumor is that Lucas got it.”

Amelia jerked back and glared. “That fucking piece of shit! He got it from his dad!”

“His dad?” Birgitte asked, looking at her with concern. “His dad’s a member of GoSpankMe?”

“Yeah,” sobbed Amelia. “He and I had a thing, a private event,” she started, waving her hands in front of her face to try and ward off more tears as she saw Mette running towards them.

“Amelia!” Mette cried out. “Amelia, oh you poor thing!” Mette rushed over and hugged her. “I heard.” She pulled back a bit and blushing, added, “And saw. I’m sorry. Some of the boys showed me. They were all proud, the losers! I slapped one of them!”

“Oh, no you didn’t!” laughed Amelia as she choked and cried a bit more.

“Yes, and if they report me I’ll cut off their balls!” Mette declared with a brave smile. The sweet young girl who Amelia knew wouldn’t step on an ant for fear of hurting it looked determined. Still fjords run deep, Amelia knew. She sniffled a bit more and dried her eyes with the back of her sleeve.

“Hei, Amelia,” called out a male voice from across the hall. “Spanky time my place later?” He laughed and a few others joined in, slapping each other on the back.

“Hey, fuck yourself,” Birgitte yelled out. “Stupid loser!”

“Oh, maybe I will!” responded the boy, and then looked a little confused. His buddies snorted with laughter and one of them laughed so hard he had to bend over and looked like he was going to pee himself.

“Hei,” said a soft, female voice from behind Amelia. She looked over her shoulder to find a few girls had come over. They were a mix of older and younger classmates, all looking concerned, some furious.

Amelia sniffed and waved a tenuous greeting at them, barely raising her hand above her hip. She didn’t really hang out with these girls. Many of them had never spoken a word to her before.

“Listen,” said the girl in front of the group, a pretty, slightly hefty young brunette of maybe 19, who was set to graduate at the end of the school year. “We heard what these jerks did to you. It’s not okay, and it’s not your fault, do you hear?”

Amelia nodded rapidly, hoping she could just run away, maybe go home, bury herself in her bed. The bed that had such a small leak over it, not so long ago. Maybe she should have just let herself get used to it. How bad had it really been?

“Well, we’re not going to take any of this shit! You’re one of us, and I don’t care if you’re some bullshit financial asset or whatever! You’re one of us! If you liked getting your bottom smacked it’s your right!” The girl was getting really animated. “We all have some weird kink, am I right?” She turned to the other girls behind her and raised her eyebrows.

“Damn straight! I like to lick jelly desserts,” said one girl, not at all ashamed of herself. “I lick them long and hard and then I suck on them until I come! Fuck the world if it doesn’t appreciate me for that!”

“I like to rub sand on my nipples!” cried out another girl, near the back, as a few girls raised their eyebrows in consternation. “On vacation, of course. Too cold here.” Some of the other girls nodded in agreement.

“Yeah…” said the first girl. “That’s…great. Um, let’s stick to the current topic, shall we?”

Amelia looked at her, eyes still misty with tears, but now feeling the beginnings of hope. Hope that maybe she would survive this after all.

The girl strode over to the middle of the hallway and yelled, “Listen everybody! You like seeing a girl getting her bottom smacked? Well, here you go! Come one and all, take your fill, you sad little micro-pricks!”

As Amelia desperately wished for the floor to open up and swallow her, and Mette, Birgitte and Ingelise stood there in stunned silence, the whole group of girls came over and lined up next to the distressingly vocal girl. They all turned around as one and bent over, lifting their skirts or pulling down their pants. With one swift motion, they pulled their panties down and began wiggling their bare bottoms in a taunt to the stunned boys, some of whom couldn’t tear their eyes away, others turned in shame and blushing greatly.

“Come on! What are you waiting for? Spank us if you dare! Maybe we won’t crush your sad little balls, maybe we will. Come on big boys!” yelled one of the girls, with a very fetching bottom that she wiggled as she taunted.

Looking at each other, the three friends began to giggle and then rushed over to add themselves to the lineup, baring and wiggling their bottoms while they all began to laugh and yell out taunts to the now overwhelmingly quiet boys.

Until a male voice, deep throated and distressingly principal-like, rang out in the hallway.

“What the living fuck?”


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

A Punishment, Of Sorts

BACK IN THE principal’s waiting room again, thought Amelia. She sighed. At least it was worth it this time. She looked over at the other girls waiting there with her and her heart filled with love. She straightened up and smiled at the other girls, some of whom were looking a bit worried, especially since they had heard what sounded like spanking coming from behind the principal’s door. Every few minutes the door would open, a girl would rush out, clutching her bottom and sniffling bravely, rushing out of the waiting room and off to class, while another girl would be summoned. The door would close behind her and a few minutes later a rhythmic sound of wood bouncing against flesh, accompanied by squeaks of distress would sound out, and then the cycle would continue.

Some of the girls rushing out would throw Amelia a sympathetic glance, others would avoid all eye contact, blushing intensely as they left. None of them were openly weeping, however. The leader of the girls strode out, her back straight and winked at Amelia as she left the room. Soon enough, only Amelia was left and the principal beckoned her to enter. She stood up slowly and then summoned the courage to follow him in.

“Amelia,” said the principal as he gestured for her to sit down. “I heard from the other girls what happened.”

She nodded slowly, keeping her head down and blushing a bit. Just as she was about to raise her head and begin to proclaim that she didn’t care what he did to her, that she was proud of what happened, he continued.

“You’re a financial asset, Amelia. As I explained before, that subjects you to certain minimum behavior standards and mandatory punishment protocols should you fail to uphold said requirements.”

Amelia nodded again. She braced herself for what was to come, sure that he would roast her behind for this, as unfair as it was.

“But, given what you went through…I just can’t find it in me to punish you.” He stood over to her side and placed his hand tenderly on her back. “I’m going to expel the boys that shared that video.”

“Wait, what?” Amelia was shocked. She turned to look at him with wide eyes. “I…they’re just boys, being stupid. I…I don’t want them to be punished like that!”

He shook his head. “What they did was simply unacceptable, Amelia. What you did was admirable, even if it may have broken some absurd rule.”

Amelia looked down at her lap, stunned, her hands intertwined. Lucas! She still had a crush on him, strangely enough. Somehow she had still harbored hope that he might apologize for being a stupid boy and go out with her. Being expelled was probably going to put a crimp on that.

“I need to make sure that no girls are ever harassed like that in my school, Amelia.” He patted her back again and walked over to his seat, facing her, and sat down. “Now, about your punishment.”

Amelia perked up at that.

“The rules say we need to administer appropriate punishment and it has to be corporal.” He paused. “But it leaves it up to the discretion of the administrator—that’s me—and I’ve decided that you deserve only a symbolic spanking.” With that he smacked both palms on the table and stood up. “Please go ahead and pull down your panties and bend over the table.” He winked at her, “I’m sure you have no problem doing that, given your performance in the hallway. Some of the other girls in here had apparently forgotten how to do this and needed a reminder.”

He walked around to stand behind her as she complied and bent over the desk, gripping the edge as she lay there, her breasts smooched against the desk. A little late she realized that a pen was pressed against her left boob, which was a little uncomfortable, but she got distracted by her skirt being pulled up and tucked into the waistband as the principal bared her bottom.

She sucked in her breath and waited for the smacks to rain down, unsure of what he had meant by symbolic. A light tap on her left cheek came and then she felt her skirt being lowered again.

“There you go!” he said, forcefully. “Let that be a lesson and motivate you to behave appropriately from now on!” She looked up to see him winking at her. “Feel free to tell everyone what an ogre I am, okay?”


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Sweet Cash Money

AMELIA LOOKED AT her GoSpankMe account page in dismay. Not only had Hendrik authorized her fee after all, an extra 40,000 Krone had been deposited as well! She had been convinced that he would renege on paying after she had stormed out on him and then had his son expelled. But instead, there was a message to her from him. She squirmed slightly as she opened it up and read.

Dear Amelia,

I’m so sorry for how things ended between us. I realize now that I should have asked you after freeing you from the bench. Perhaps sometimes I feel things too strongly, what can I say? Anyway, I hope you find your extra tip will cover the awkwardness of the situation. As for my son, I’m so very sorry. He betrayed my trust and snuck into my account, finding the private club video of you. Perhaps, being a teen yourself, you could help me figure out how you young people manage to keep breaking into my computer accounts? I keep changing my password to the next digit in hopes that he will finally stop breaking in, but it never works! Is it too much to hope that someday we can get together again?

Again, so many apologies, and let me tell you, that bad boy of mine is going to be sent to Sweden to live with his aunt. Perhaps the Swedes can handle him better. Good luck with that, am I right? Never trust a Swede, as they say! I should have kept that in mind before marrying that woman. Anyhoo, still got that offer on the table.

Yours,

Hendrik

Amelia rolled her eyes. Boy, some men were just so clueless. She switched back to the payments tab and entered the information for the savings account that her grandfather had set up for her when she was still little. All of her earning would be transferred there by close of business. She signed out and relaxed. She had easily earned enough to help her parents pay off the loan early and get this stupid collar off.

She fingered it again as she dreamt of a normal life. It was going to be summer soon enough and Amelia wanted to use some of the left over money she had earned to join her friends to go to the amusement park. She had dreaded what the hot sun might do to her neck with that collar on. And what kind of sick, twisted tan lines she might get! She shuddered. That collar needed to come off before that trip!

“Amelia, can you come down please?” She perked up as she heard her mom calling her. Quickly closing her laptop, she ran downstairs, overcome with an exuberance she hadn’t felt for quite some time.

“Hei, Mamma! What’s up?” she said as she rounded the corner and almost ran into her mom who had come to the kitchen door to see where she was.

“Have you seen or heard from your dad? He’s late for dinner and I haven’t heard anything from him! I’m getting somewhat worried, mostly pissed,” her mother said as she tapped her thigh with a wooden spoon absentmindedly. Amelia eyed it warily.

“No, I haven’t heard anything,” she replied, deciding that this moment was probably not the best time to adopt a snarky tone. “He’s your responsibility, not mine,” she would have said once not that long ago.

“I’m a little worried, Amelia. He’s not been himself for some time now,” her mom said, eyes focussing on something far away. “Ever since that loan.” She sighed and turned to her daughter with kind but worried eyes. Eyes that lingered overlong on the collar and tag that encircled and labeled her daughter as something other than what she really should be.

“Don’t worry, Mamma. I’m sure he’s fine. Maybe got caught up with stuff at work. In any case,” she said, trying hard not to betray her little secret which she found she simply couldn’t bring herself to reveal at the moment, “I wouldn’t worry too much about the loan. I have a feeling that it will work itself out quite nicely.” She patted her mom on the back and turned to leave. Feeling her mom’s eyes burrowing into the back of her head, she turned briefly to look at her and say, “I love you, Mamma. You know that, right?”

She could tell that her mom was fighting to keep from tearing up at that moment. She choked out a weak, “I know, sweetie. I love you too.”

Later that night her dad did come home, long after Amelia and her mom had eaten a cold and depressing dinner. Usually herring soup was one of Amelia’s favorites, but tonight it did not sit well with her. She tried to cheer her mom up with light banter, chattering on about silly things that she had seen on MyFaceYourLike, but her mom was distracted and barely reacted at all, only occasionally muttering, “Oh yeah, that’s something, hey?”

Amelia sighed and went upstairs after helping clean up, only to hear the door open and close much later and then the muttered sounds of an argument. She hated when her parents argued. It chilled her and she felt unsafe and unsettled, retreating to her bed with the comfy duvet covering her face up to her nose. She stared up at the ceiling. Did she see the faint outline of the old leak? No, her father had repainted the ceiling for her, spending hours of his precious free time taking care of his daughter. She pressed the back of her wrists against her eyes as she felt moisture gathering there.

Tomorrow she would tell them about the money. They would be disappointed in her to hear how she had earned it, but they would have one less big thing to worry about. And that was worth it to Amelia.


CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Collection

“BANG, BANG!” SAID the naked man, floating beside her, his penis thrust straight up into the sky. Amelia floated leisurely beside him on her back, her naked breasts out of the water, the chill of the fjord making her nipples peak.

“Sure, whenever you want,” she said, opening her eyes briefly, then closing them again, content with the situation, wishing perhaps that the offer was somewhat more romantic.

A sound near her perked her up as she opened her eyes and turned to see Hendrik’s head surfacing from the water. Water that was disturbingly full of erect penises jutting upwards, she noted.

“Bang, bang!” he said, staring at her. “Open up!”

“Sure, fine, whatever,” she replied, somewhat grumpily, as she spread her legs. “Does no one practice any romance at all these days?”

“Open up!”

“Oh føkk!” she exclaimed as she woke up, her eyes springing open, heart pounding, hands grabbing reflexively at her duvet. The banging and shouting was at the door! She heard her mother and father answering, some loud words exchanged. Some shouting.

Amelia rushed out of bed and rubbed her eyes, trying to get her orientation. What was going on? She opened her bedroom door and made her way down the stairs to be confronted by the sight of her parents arguing with two men at the door.

“No, you can’t take her!” her mother was screaming. “You have no right!”

Amelia stopped halfway down the stairs, her heart in her throat. One of the men had spotted her and was staring at her. She instinctively backed away one step, grabbing onto the railing so tightly her fingers went white.

“We have the right, I’m afraid,” said the other man. “You’ve defaulted on your loan payments so we’re here to collect the collateral.”

“There she is,” muttered the man who had spotted her, pointing to her.

“What do you mean, defaulted,” her mom asked.

“I mean exactly that,” said the man, throwing a glance at her dad, who looked a bit guilty. “Payments weren’t made on time, and the last payment was skipped entirely. I don’t know how to make it any more plain than that. Now we take the girl, and everything’s fine.”

“No!” her father shouted. “Look, give us some time, we can make the payments. You didn’t even give any notice!”

“Please step aside, we gave you plenty of notices. Perhaps they disappeared mysteriously?” With that snide remark the man brushed past Amelia’s protesting parents and entered their home, followed closely by his colleague who, Amelia noted, carried a bundle of chains in his hand. They made a sharp metallic sound as he walked towards her. A sound that chilled Amelia to the bone, standing there in her pink pajamas, her hair tousled from sleep.

“Wait,” she shouted, holding out one hand, palm facing the men, as the closest one had reached the stairs and was starting to ascend.

“Come now, dear,” he said, “let’s not make this difficult, okay? You went through the captivity center training, you know what’s expected of you.”

“No,” she said, her hand trembling as she drew it closer to her chest reflexively. “I mean, I have the money, okay? I have plenty of it in my account. I was going to tell my parents today,” she said, glancing at their faces which had turned from shocked and outraged dismay to one of puzzlement. “I made a lot of money recently and I was going to give it to my parents to pay off the loan. Today. But…but then you came and…”

“You’re trying to tell us that you,” said the man, pausing, his blue eyes widening in amusement, “somehow, at the most convenient time, just happen to have found enough money to pay off the loan?” He bent his head and laughed.

“Well,” said Amelia, “I don’t see how this is the most convenient time to reveal it. Yesterday would obviously have been more convenient than right now.”

The man stopped laughing and looked a little put out. “Yeah, let’s not get bogged down in semantics. I don’t believe you.”

“Look,” said her dad, rushing over to the men and grabbing the arm of the nearest one, who swung around to stare at him. “Take me, okay? I’m worth something, surely! Take me instead of her. She’s my…she’s my daughter! Take me and sell me and let her be free,” he shouted.

“No! Fredrik!” her mom cried. “Please, don’t do this,” she implored the men. “We’ll figure something out, I swear it!”

Amelia stamped her foot impatiently. “You aren’t listening to me! Why aren’t you listening to what I have to say? Is it because I’m just a girl? Huh? You would ignore me because I’m a girl?”

The man closest to her stepped back, affronted. He grasped his jacket and tugged on it a bit before straightening up and addressing her. “I’ll have you know that we take such things very seriously at the Bureau of Female Asset Impoundment and Subjugation! We conform to all Norwegian government guidelines on equal treatment and inclusiveness!” He wagged a finger at her, continuing as his voice rose in indignation, “How dare you suggest that we would dismiss someone because they’re a girl! Now please strip and prepare yourself to be chained and leashed.”

“Oh, come on!” she huffed as she backed steadily up the stairs. “You’re not even entertaining the possibility that I’m telling the truth!”

“Arild,” said the man standing back on the landing. He looked over to Amelia’s parents and then back at Arild, who had advanced on Amelia. “Let’s hear her out, okay? It’s better to get the payment rather than all the expenses of preparing a girl for sale. The taxes alone!” He shook his head.

“Fine,” said Arild, shaking his head in frustration. “You’re lucky Einar’s such a softy.”

Guided by her parents they all made their way into the kitchen where there were enough chairs for everyone to sit down. Amelia’s mom made them all coffee and finally, steaming cups in hand, Amelia told everyone her little secret.

“And that’s how I earned that money,” she concluded, the stunned faces staring back at her. Her mom and dad were shocked, Arild and Einar not so much.

“Yeah, that figures. A lot of girls in your position do that, you know?” said Einar. “Some of them…well, you know,” he winked at her. “They do a lot more. So, good for you!”

Arild, frowning, had been tapping away on his phone as Amelia spilled the beans. Now he looked up and said, “Yeah. I’ve checked. You were on GoSpankMe for sure. Quite popular on there.”

“Amelia!” said her mom, for the tenth time. Her dad looked down at the kitchen table, shaking his head slowly.

“I’m sorry, Mamma, Pappa,” she mumbled. “I wanted to help…I wanted to earn my own money to pay for myself. I’m an adult now, just like you said. I should contribute—”

Her dad looked up sharply at that. “Amelia,” he said, voice choking up. “I’m your dad! I should protect you, keep you from such things.” He looked down again. “I’m such a loser! I couldn’t keep my hours at work and I just kept running late on the payments. My paycheck would always arrive after the payment was due and I just kept running behind.” He sobbed. “But I really thought I could get an advance on this new project we were doing…” He shook his head again as his voice trailed off.

“Oh, Pappa!” Amelia sobbed as she stood and rushed over to hug her dad. “You’re my hero, always!”

“Okay, okay,” said Arild. “It seems we’re descending into a major sob fest here. Too much drama for me.” He waved his phone around as he made to stand. “I’ve confirmed that you earned enough on GoSpankMe to cover the entire loan. So tell you what—we’ll give you another two days to deposit the full amount and then this whole thing is finished, okay?”

Amelia bounced up and down with joy. “Done!”

Arild and Einar both stood up and stiffly made their way to the door. “But,” Arild said, looking back at them, “if you miss the deadline, we’re back and this time we take you, okay? You can save us all time if you wait for us already naked. That would be appreciated.”

~~~

Amelia and her parents breathed a sigh of relief as the men left. Her mother came back into the kitchen after locking the front door. “Amelia,” she said, “we’ll talk about your choices later, okay? Right now, let’s get the transfer done and have this nightmare over with.”

Amelia nodded briskly. She was good and done with all of this as well. What a mess! Another great sex dream ruined, she thought as she got up and scampered up the stairs to fetch her laptop. She brought it down to the kitchen table and opened it up.

“I deposited all my earnings into my savings account. You know, the one that grandpa set up for me when I was little?” Amelia said as she began clicking around and typing in her password. Finally she was in her account and stared at it for a good long moment.

“So I think I have the right account number here for the transfer to go to,” her father said as he came up beside her with a scrap of paper in his hand. He patted her gently and lovingly on her back.

“Um…” Amelia muttered, her brow furrowing.

“Yes? What’s wrong?” He leaned in closer and took a look at the screen. “Wait…it says that you have a balance of zero? What?”

“What do you mean?” said her mother as she too came over and stared at the screen.

Amelia felt her heart sinking into her chest. “There’s nothing there! It’s all gone!” She began crying as she gripped the screen of her laptop. “It’s all gone, why? What—how? How!”

Her father gently pulled the laptop over to him as he sat down and began clicking through her account screens. Her mother had her arms around the weeping girl, her face set in a stony grimace.

“Ah, look!” her father exclaimed. “It shows a withdrawal just last night! But it was done from your account, Amelia.”

“I didn’t do it, obviously!” She sobbed.

“No—no you didn’t,” her mother said in a stone cold voice. “But my father, he set your account up for you, right? Fredrik, check what account number that money was transferred to.”

“Okay…” he said as he scrolled and clicked. “Here it is—do you see?”

“That fucking bastard!” Amelia’s head jerked up as her mother screamed out the epithet.

“What,” said Amelia in a broken voice. “Do you think?”

“Yes! That’s his account, I know it. The bastard stole your money, probably to fund his golfing habit! I knew it,” she cursed. “That man has always been a fucking nightmare, first for my mother, then me, then you! And now this!”

“We need to get that money back!” her father shouted.

Amelia stood up, her tears gone, her face set in a grim mask of determination. In a hard but quiet voice that spoke of terrible things and worse consequences, she said, “Let’s roll!”


CHAPTER THIRTY

Grandpa

HER MOM DROVE this time, while her dad sat in the passenger seat, gripping the armrest with white-knuckled determination, face set in a death mask of terror as his dear, sweet wife drove like a banshee from the coldest depths of Hell towards her parents’ house. Amelia barely had enough time to strap on her seatbelt before the old Volvo burned rubber out of their parking spot.

“The intersection,” he murmured in a quiet voice, almost scared to say it louder in case the impending doom heard and became true. “The intersection, dear,” he said slightly louder. Amelia glanced over at the indicator light for the positive control system—it was flickering like it did when it wasn’t going to engage properly.

“Oh, sweet Jesus,” she heard her father mutter under his breath as they sped towards the positive control intersection at far too high speed. “It’s not engaging, Maria,” he shouted.

“Fuck the intersection,” she muttered, grim faced as she lay on the horn, roaring through with centimeters to spare as other cars slammed on their brakes, smoke rising from their tires.

“I think I peed myself, just a little,” her father whispered as he turned to look at Amelia. She smiled back, weakly. She had clenched so hard that she was having a hard time relaxing. She felt sure the tampon she was wearing had been compressed to the size of a matchstick.

In no time, their car screeched to a halt in front of Astrid and Per’s house. As they got out, Amelia looked back the way they had come, half expecting to see a fleet of police cars come charging up to surround them, but no, they had survived the trip unscathed. She turned back to the front of the house, scowling. The same might not be said of her grandparents after they were through with them.

Her mother was already banging on the door. “Mamma, open up!” she yelled. After a few more hard raps on the door with her knuckles, it opened up to reveal a very confused and perturbed Astrid.

“What’s going on? What in the devil’s gotten into you?” she said, wide eyed and staring at the assembled family, all glaring at her.

“I need to talk to him,” was all her mother said as she pushed her way into the house, her father following behind her, past the gaping woman. Astrid stared at Amelia’s collar and gasped, “Oh Amelia, what’s this?” Amelia pushed past her.

“Pappa, where the hell are you?” her mother shouted. They rounded the corner into the living room and there he was, reclining in his favorite chair and staring right back at them with a lopsided grin.

“Ah, there they are,” he said. He fixed his gaze on Amelia and spat out, “And there she is! Disgusting whore!”

Amelia’s heart skipped a beat. “What?” she whispered, unable to get enough breath to even croak out the word. She felt her heart constricting, her vision narrowing as she entered a tunnel of confusion, unable to comprehend what he had just said to her.

“Per!” shouted Astrid. “What do you say to your own granddaughter! How could you?”

He waved his hand dismissively. “You should see the things this girl has done! Filth! She’s a slut! A whore! I saw it, on the site! Now look at her collar! She’s marked now, exposed as she should be! I always knew she would turn out bad, with a weak father like that! I should have spanked it out of her that day, you mark my words! She needed it hard, but no! You two little sissy women, you stopped me and now look what we have here! A whore!”

“How dare you!” her father roared as he marched into the room and grabbed the old man by the shirt, lifting him straight out of the chair.

“Oh, ho! Now you become a man, finally!” Per grabbed Fredrik’s hair and feebly pulled at it.

“Let go of him, Fredrik, he’s not worth it,” Maria said, voice like shattered glass. He let go and Per flopped back into his chair, brushing his shirt, his hands trembling.

“Wait,” said Amelia. “What did he do…” and the memories came back to her. She was maybe five, maybe six, and her grandpa, the man she adored, was beating her, smacking her bottom while she cried and cried. And she didn’t know why…all she had done was walk around naked in the house, he had said something to her—she couldn’t remember what—did it even matter? She had said something back and then he had gotten angry. Something about shame, that she did remember, now. And he had beaten her!

“Grandpa?” she said, trembling and starting to tear up.

Her mother came and embraced her. “I’m so sorry, Amelia. I tried to protect you, but I wasn’t fast enough. I’m so sorry!” She felt her father come and embrace her as well.

He stepped back after a bit and walked over to where Per was sitting, Astrid had turned away from them, staring out the window. He bent over and placed a hand on each of Per’s shoulders.

“Let me make it quite simple for you, old man,” he said, inches from Per’s face. “Nothing you say or think about my daughter carries any weight at all—not to me, not to her mother, not to her. Because you are nothing. And when an ant farts, should a lion care?”

Amelia, through her tears, could see that her father’s grip had begun to hurt her grandpa’s shoulders, as he slumped and began to crumple into himself.

“Now,” Fredrik continued. “You’re going to give my daughter her money back, and we’ll leave here, with your shiny new golf clubs in my hand instead of shoved up your ass, do you understand?”

Her grandpa nodded as Astrid turned to look at him with shock on her face.

“But it’s the wages of sin,” Per muttered as he slowly stood up, shaking. He stumbled over to the laptop on the desk at the corner of the living room. “Fine, whatever. But this is the last you’ll see of me, understand?”

“That’s pretty clear,” her father replied, bending over Per’s shoulders to supervise the old man as he logged into his account and set up the transfer. “Hold on,” he said, gripping Per by the neck. “Transfer this amount to the following account,” he said, holding out the scrap of paper with the loan payment account information on it. “The rest will go to Amelia’s savings account, understood?”

Per nodded.

When the transfers were done, her father silently grabbed the golf bag that had been propped up against the wall, hefted it over his shoulder, and the family left. Silently they drove back home, her father driving this time, her mother weeping silently.

Amelia sat in the back, thinking. And realizing that her heart was rightfully full, as she looked at her dad and her mom. They would always do everything they could for her. And she would do everything she could for them. The golf clubs rattled in the back of the car.

“Wait,” she said. “Pappa, you don’t even golf!”


Epilogue

It was a beautiful summer day when Amelia and her friends arrived at the Valldal Aktivitetspark, spilling excitedly out of the bus and running to the entrance gates. Amelia felt her neck reflexively. She touched her pretty necklace, fingering the pendant that hung from it. Her grandmother had given it to her not long after the confrontation.

The collar had come off a few days afterwards, both Arild and Einar showing up at a respectful hour this time, enjoying a cup of coffee after removing her collar. Amelia asked to keep the tag as a souvenir and they handed it to her.

Life had slowly settled into a new routine. Her dad had quit his job and taken up a new, more promising career in roofing. Her mom had started working at Ole’s, diligently learning Spanish, as Ole thought it might lend the place more authenticity. Mette and Ingelise had started spanking each other for fun after school, as Mette had confessed to Amelia late one night.

As for Amelia, she had been thinking long and hard about what she wanted to do with her life now that she had only one more year of school left. She was leaning towards a career in finance, or possibly law. Or perhaps she would start her own spanking club, but one that let the girls have more of a say in what went on in there.

As she roamed the grounds of the amusement park, she spotted a refreshment stand and headed over there. A tall, handsome guy was standing in front of the stand, completing his transaction. He wasn’t wearing anything on top, Amelia noticed, as were many of the guys there, the heat of the sun was causing many to shed what clothes they could get away with.

Just as she approached the line, right behind him, he turned around suddenly and bumped right into her, his cup of dessert bouncing off her breast and spilling its contents all over his chest!

“Oh crap!” she squeaked. “I’m so sorry!”

He gazed down at his bare chest, covered in a creamy white substance, then lifted his soulful brown eyes to meet hers.

“Is that…cloudberry cream?” she asked in a hushed, husky voice as her eyes locked on his cream covered chest.

“Why yes, it is,” he answered. “And now it’s all over me.” He scooped some up with a finger and placed it in his mouth, sucking the succulent confection down, causing Amelia to lick her lips in sympathetic delight.

“Could I perhaps buy you another one?” she asked the delicious man.

“Sure,” he grinned back at her. “And maybe we can share it together?”

Amelia smiled brightly. “I’d love that!”
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“I’m your Cruise Companion! Mind if I come in?”

Arthur didn’t think that he could have said anything at this point as she proceeded to make her way into his suite. Was she skipping? Arthur couldn’t help but focus his eyes on her buttocks as they made the most delightful motions, accompanying her journey into his space and announcing every move she made with a jiggle.

She reached the middle of the room, turned around to face him, continuing to bounce up and down in barely contained excitement.

“Golly, wow! This place is just amazing,” she enthused. “This is literally the biggest room I’ve even been in my entire life! Do you just love it?”

Arthur Brentwood decides to take a cruise aboard the Corsican Carnivale. Little did he know that his cruise would come with the most delightful perk, namely a personal companion: Candy. There's more to Candy than meets the eye, however, and when things go wrong Arthur's moral compass will be tested. Will their relationship survive the cruise?
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Adult Dreams (Book One): Destiny

“Ember Buns!” called out a voice from the other room. Out came a man, thin, tall, dressed entirely in black, with his black hair tied back in a ponytail.

“Um…Sun,” I corrected. He stopped and looked at me like I had just said the strangest thing ever.

“Buns would be better,” he said, and I smiled tightly at him. I did kind of have to agree, though.

“Anyway,” he continued, motioning to me to follow him, and turned around to reenter the room he had emerged from. I followed him in and found myself in a small bedroom, with a woman (yay) holding a camera.

“Hi,” I waved to her. She didn’t bother waving back or say anything.

“So, we’ll want you on the bed here, spread out, welcoming. Got it?” he said.

I nodded. “Welcoming,” I repeated.

“We’re doing a whole concept thing. It’s going to be epic. The world is dying, Ember. You understand that, right?”

I raised an eyebrow at him. “Okay…it’s dying and…sex will save it?”

“No, no! Nothing will save it. We’re all fucked! But since it’s all going down, we might as well have sex, that’s the point. That’s the sorrow we’re trying to capture here.”

“Ah yeah, sorrows of the moon. I get it,” I said, not really getting it.

Follow Destiny and her friends in this new series centered around a young woman who wants to make it big in the adult industry, in a dystopian world that doesn’t give her the right to make her own decisions.

Get it on Amazon
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