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CHAPTER ONE


Roseburg

IT WAS A warm August day when Emily Nordham woke up. She stretched out in her bed, pink flower-patterned comforter cover pushed partly down, her Hello Kitty pajamas riding up a bit over her tummy, her long blonde hair slightly disheveled. As she rubbed the sleep out of her eyes she reminded herself of what the day entailed and jumped out of bed, excited but also a little bit anxious.

In a couple of days she was going off to college! As the first of her immediate family to do so, she knew she had a lot of expectations to fulfill but she felt ready. At just 18 she knew the rest of her life was ahead of her and she wasn’t going to mess it up! Now all she needed to do was figure out how she was going to get there.

“Emily, are you up? Can you come down and help me with breakfast?” her mother yelled out from downstairs.

“Sure, mom! Just give me a second to get ready,” she answered.

Sigh, it was going to be one of those days. No time to really indulge in a nice hot shower. She pouted slightly, realizing that she only had a short time left here in her childhood home with her stuffed animals, her books, all the things she had once loved so deeply and many of which she still loved. Oh well, she thought, she’d be able to come back during the holidays and see her mom and her things and her friends, and all the places she’d probably come to miss deeply while she was gone.

Quickly she stripped and walked to the bathroom down the hall. Brushing her teeth took only a few minutes and she was done, stopping to take a good hard look at herself in the mirror. Those tits were perky as hell, she thought to herself. Cupping the left one in her hand briefly, she admired herself. She was proud of how she’d grown recently. A bit of a late bloomer, her breasts had finally started to grow into a quite respectable size in only the past few months. Okay, maybe half year. Any way, she loved the looks she got from the boys in school, although some of the older guys creeped her out a bit.

“Emily!” her mother yelled out.

“Coming! Gosh,” she muttered, walking back to her room to dress in a cute skirt with a top she picked up from the floor in her closet. She really needed to clean up in there, she knew, but now was not the time. Rummaging around she found a pair of boy shorts to slip on underneath her skirt. No bra today. She liked the feel of the girls bouncing around a bit. Especially since she was going to most likely just stay in the house today and take care of things.

Dressed, she bounded down the stairs, breasts bouncing quite vigorously and causing her a bit of excitement as her nipples rubbed against the material.

“Hey, mom, what can I do?”

“Never mind, I fixed us some eggs and toast. So, sweetie,” she said as she pointed to Emily’s plate on the little round kitchen table they used for all their meals. “What do you think you’ll do today?” Emily could see her mom’s eyes taking in her chest area and getting that look of muted disapproval she always got when her one and only daughter, light of her life, etc., didn’t quite live up to her expectations of deportment.

Stifling one of her usual eye rolls, she replied, “I think I’m going to stay in today and get my trip planned out. I still don’t know exactly how I’m getting to Syracuse. It’s a pretty long way away and I was wondering if flying wasn’t the best way to go after all…” Her voice dropped off at the look on her mom’s face. Shit.

“You know how I feel about that honey. After what happened to your uncle Steve and that awful plane just coming apart like it did, right in the air. I just can’t…” her mom’s voice grew higher and higher as her eyes started watering up as they always did when this topic came up. Her uncle, a couple of years older than her mom, and her protector her whole life, had died tragically in an in-flight breakup of one of those awful planes by the Puget Aircraft Company. It had been a whole thing.

“Yeah, I know, mom. But they don’t all have crashes, you know, and there’s some cheap airfares right now and I don’t know how else I can realistically get there.”

“Are any of your friends driving there? Or you could take the train? There’s a station right here in Roseburg. I hear it’s become a really popular way of travel now. Some of the guys at work keep raving about their epic train trips. They seemed to all love it. Have you looked into that?”

“No, I haven’t, mom. And no, nobody I know is driving all the way across the country to upstate New York. It’s like four or five days, you know? Crazy! But if it makes you feel better, I’ll look into the whole train thing.”

Although, if she was being honest, she couldn’t think of a more boring way to get there. There’s no way that was going to take less than a couple of days and how the heck was she going to afford that?

“Thanks, sweetie. Now eat up, these eggs are getting cold.” Her mom puttered around a bit more while Emily ate and her own eggs got cold.

~~~

Right after finishing breakfast and putting away her dishes, Emily followed her bouncing chest back upstairs to her room. Ignoring the mess she had promised herself she would clean up, she popped open her laptop and set to work figuring out her travel arrangements.

The main problem was, of course, money. Her mom basically had none. Ever since her dad had skipped out on them when Emily was still little, her uncle had helped them out. When he died, there was no one left to bail them out and the jobs her mom got managed to keep the roof over their heads and food on the table, but there was precious little left for frivolity. Emily had been working crap jobs as long as she could remember, but those didn’t pay much either.

Really, the only break she had ever gotten recently was the full scholarship to the University of Syracuse (“Let’s Go Snowballs!”) It covered tuition, room and a meal plan. She knew she could probably pay for the rest by working some other crap jobs in town. But the problem right now was how to get there.

Perhaps there was still time to start a webcamming gig and get her puppies to help pay her way? She smiled to herself. No way, but still, she had occasionally toyed with the idea. No stranger to online porn, she figured she could out-tit a lot of what was out there.

Anyway, no time for that. She needed to figure this out and fast. She still wanted to get together with her friends one last time tomorrow or the day after, before she made her way out of here and into her new life.

Let’s see here, “train to Syracuse from Roseburg,” she typed into the search bar. Literally only one result popped up: “RailTrek”

Wow, not a lot of choice, is there, she thought to herself as she clicked on the link.

The next two hours were a revelation of sorts. Not the good sort. Turns out there’s exactly one a day, it takes three nights to get there, and it’s crazy expensive. Fuck. Fuck. Fuckety fuck fuck!

She clicked around a bit longer before giving up on the site and going back to the search bar. After more typing, clicking, reading, groaning, and repeating, she finally came across an influencer who raved about the brand new “Comfort Class” that RailTrek was offering on select cross-country journeys. Supposedly dirt cheap, the influencer (a guy, kinda cute) swore by it. Something about how he spoke of it made Emily think he hadn’t actually taken it himself, but wasn’t that always the way? Still, worth looking into!

Another couple of hours, a break for lunch (ham sandwich on white bread, butter, a slice of packaged ham-like substance, and a slice of very, very processed and startlingly yellow cheese) and more typing, Emily had her solution. Comfort Class on RailTrek, Roseburg to Chicago and then on to Syracuse was indeed a thing. It wasn’t as cheap as she had hoped: $97 one way was not bad but also not great, given that US National Airways was offering special deals to fly basic economy for only $60. But still better than the $1032 that even just a coach seat on RailTrek cost!

Given that she had $105 dollars saved up in her account, it was a bit of a gut punch to press the Purchase button on the site, but she went ahead and did it anyway, almost closing her eyes with a grimace as she did so. But before the purchase was confirmed, a number of disclaimer screens popped up. She hit Accept without bothering to read any of that stuff, as she always did. The warning screens suffered the same fate. And finally it was hers! A ticket to her future home away from home. The place where she could finally get away from her small town and make something of herself.

~~~

She was so excited her nipples almost bored a hole through her top. Whenever Emily accomplished something major she got really horny, she had come to learn. Looking around herself quickly to make sure her mom wasn’t lurking at the door, she slipped a finger up her skirt and past the gusset of her panties. Yup, she was as wet as her pussy could get. And her pussy could get very wet. Another fact about herself she had learned to file away in the Interesting Facts About Emily folder of her mind.

She scooted forward a bit on her chair and leaned back, spreading her legs. Her finger went up her slot, staying nice and close to her clit. Closing her eyes a bit, she started rubbing, allowing her mind to wander back to where it usually went: that night with Roy Banderbeck. The night right after her 18th birthday party, in fact. She had always had a crush on him, and that night after closing up at the costume jewelry shop she worked at, they had parked at the local make-out spot and went for it.

He had been a bit shy and, let’s face it, the whole thing had been awkward as hell, but he had gotten at least one finger up her pussy and it felt — well, okay, not great but still. When he pulled out his thing and waved it at her, she almost had a giggle fit, but thankfully managed to suppress it and take it in her hand. Hesitating only briefly, and then a bit more to figure out exactly how the logistics of this would work in the cramped space of his car, she had put her lips around the head of his cock.

Another little factoid for her Emily’s Magic Powers folder: apparently she was really good at giving head. Or he had just been a typical teenage boy. A few minutes of sucking and bobbing her head and he had spurted in her mouth with a groan that sounded a bit like a small animal dying. At first she honestly hadn’t know what was going on. She had swallowed out of a sense of simple bewilderment and surprise. But once it had been done and she had sat upright again, the look on his face of contented bliss, mixed with a growing sense of chagrin, perhaps because of the sheer brevity of the encounter in question, made her question oh so many things. The fact that he had seemed rather reluctant to kiss her on the lips after she had swallowed his creamy essence of manhood, made her feel a bit put out.

Oh great, now that part of her memory was proving a bit of a downer to her increasing pace of pussy fingering. She forced herself to recall his cock again and that proved to be the exact right thing for her. She liked the feeling of obligation she had felt then. She liked the idea that she had to, yeah, that’s right! Had to. No, no, no chance to not, oh god! Oh fuck! She had to do it! Had to suck that cock. Suck it, you nasty little slut!

She jerked, once, twice, juice practically gushing out of her, wet slurping sounds coming from between her thighs as she orgasmed. Her vagina gripped her finger, muscles rippling, tightening, then finally relaxing. Her thighs quivered for a little while longer until she finally managed to calm down and start breathing normally again.

Damn, girl, she thought to herself. What the fuck got into her? Calling herself a nasty little slut was new, and she would definitely file that away for later. Right now she needed to discreetly get herself to the bathroom and wash up before her mom caught her with some seriously sticky fingers!

~~~


CHAPTER TWO


The Train

WELL, HERE SHE was! Finally! Admittedly, the Roseburg RailTrek station was not at all what Emily expected. Mainly because there wasn’t one! There was however a bus station served by RailTrek Connect, a feakin’ coach that took a good three hours to get to Eugene! Still, it was there on time and they seemed to know about her and it was still going to be fun and exciting!

“Alright, mom, I need to head off now,” she said as her mom kept fussing over her and telling her a million things about stuff that Emily was quite frankly not listening to at all. The driver had already loaded her rolling bag into the cargo compartment of the big, imposing luxury coach decked out in RailTrek insignia.

“Bye, love you!” she said, kissing her mom on the cheek and tearing herself away to head over to the entry door. She climbed onboard, clutching her purse, turning back to see her mom still standing there, looking at her. Emily felt herself tearing up a bit. The two of them had been so close for so long, helping each other through all the lows of losing the two most important men in their lives, laughing at their private jokes, screaming at each other occasionally but always reconciling. She was going to miss being with her mom the most, she realized.

Sitting down in what she really hoped was her seat, barely able to see through the dampness of her eyes, she settled down for the long ride.

Which didn’t turn out to be that long after all. Emily woke up with a start as the driver turned into the parking area of the Eugene RailTrek station, bumping over the speed bumps at the entrance.

Still a little bleary eyed, Emily rose, grabbed her purse and headed out of the coach, following the other passengers. She must have been a lot more sleep deprived than she had realized. I guess partying with friends until 4am for two nights in a row does that to you. She was really going to look forward to college parties! Maybe some cute frat guys with big beefy muscles and tons of free booze, oh yeah!

Gathering her rolling bag and heading into the station building she looked around at the other passengers. Huh, all men. Weird, she seemed to be the only female here. They were all wearing some pretty expensively tailored business suits, she decided. Not that she knew necessarily what those looked like or cost, but they didn’t seem cheap.

More than one of the men glanced at her with a knowing smile. Alright, Emily, stop being so paranoid, she said to herself. There’s probably some conference in Chicago and the fine businessmen of the Greater Eugene area were headed there in their finest. Looking forward to days and days of being locked in conference rooms, discussing the finer points of Key Performance Indicators and other business bullshit that Emily and her friends had joked about after watching UWatch parodies. Still, a bit depressing that there weren’t any business women along. What the fuck?

That reminded her, what the heck was she going to major in? Business? Her scholarship allowed her to choose whatever, but had gently hinted at an engineering focus. Emily wasn’t quite ready to decide on that yet, but perhaps the long ride on the train would give her some time to think about it.

In any event, spending some time actually looking where she was going would have been a better thing to concentrate on as she bumped into a tall, Black man who seemed like he worked at the station. No, at RailTrek she corrected herself as she backed up, apologizing and looking at the uniform he wore.

“Hi, sorry about that. I’m getting on the train to Chicago,” she said to him. “Is that boarding now?”

“Can I see your ticket,” he replied. Didn’t seem too friendly, but when Emily showed him her ticket on her phone, his eyes lit up.

“Oh, shit! We didn’t think you’d actually show! Come this way,” he said to her as he gently guided her by the upper arm to a side door.

Somewhat puzzled, but without any prior experience with trains to guide her, she allowed herself to be led to what seemed to be an employee-only door. The other passengers were milling about in the central part of the station hall, she noted. I guess this ticket is so cheap for a reason, she thought to herself, once again cursing her lack of finances and the impact that kept having in her life.

The man opened the door and guided her in to reveal what looked a lot like a changing room, with lockers, benches, and a narrow table along one side of the room. She startled as the door slammed closed behind her.

“Alright, go ahead and take off all your clothes and put them in this bag here. You’ll get them all back at your destination,” he said as he picked up a black cloth bag from the side of the table and held it out to her.

What. The. Serious. Fuck.

~~~

“Um, I don’t think so! Look, there must be some kind of mistake here. I’m a passenger, see?” she thrust her phone back at him, so he could see her ticket again and not mistake her for… what? Who the fuck gets undressed in a station changing room and gets their clothes handed back to them at their, did he say “destination?” He did, didn’t he. What the fuck did she just get herself into?

“Look, miss,” he said to her with a bit of exasperation, and perhaps even a bit of panic creeping into his voice. “I realize this must be difficult. A lot of girls who do this need a moment or two to get used to the idea. But we were really explicit about what would happen to a Comfort Class girl, so let’s not waste too much time, okay? The train’s going to leave in about fifteen minutes and you need to be on it.”

“Okay, okay, um, see the thing is, I think there’s been a huge mistake. I just thought these were really cheap tickets, maybe like a bit below coach class and I will admit, yes quite frankly I didn’t read any of that stuff. I mean, really, who does? Right? Who reads any of those things that every website shows you and nothing happens, right? I mean if something bad happens every time you ignore that stuff, we’d all be dead right now, and…” she was babbling. That tended to happen when things started circling the bowl for Emily. Another item in her reference file, under “Shit that Emily Does Not Handle Well, and the Consequences Thereof.”

“Alright, stay here, I’ll get the station master,” he said while rolling his eyes heavenward and striding rather quickly out the door they had just entered.

“Oh, thank God,” she thought to herself. This was going to get sorted out, she’d probably miss the train, get her money back and go ahead and book herself a flight from Eugene to Syracuse like she had wanted to in the beginning. Funny thing was, she’d actually get to her destination faster than being on this stupid train.

Having perched her butt on the table edge Emily waited almost five minutes for someone to come back. When they did, she was confronted by a red-faced middle aged and rather pudgy man, followed by the guy who had escorted her here.

“So Neville tells me you’re having some doubts here, is that right?” he said, sounding a bit out of breath.

“So, I mean, yeah, this isn’t what I thought it was going to be, so if I could just get my money back I’ll be glad to...”

“No, no, no, no!” he interrupted. “No, there’s no money back, Miss! Sorry, but you accepted the terms of the contract when you bought the ticket,” he said.

“She has a ticket right? Comfort Class, you checked right?” he half-whispered to Neville who was standing next to him looking grimly at Emily.

“Yeah, she has the ticket, it’s all legit,” he said.

“Okay, sweetie, you need to get those clothes off right now, the train’s going to be leaving and it’s going to have you on it. There’s a shit ton of guys who paid us big bucks for first class on this train knowing there was going to be a comfort girl on it, so there is literally no way you’re not on there,” he said as his face grew redder and redder. There was a chance he might die right there, Emily thought. Her feelings were mixed about that possibility at the moment.

A sharp whistle sound came from outside, causing both men to almost jump out of their skins.

“Fuck! Come on, we need to get her on there right now, worry about her clothes later. Do you have the restraints?”

“I do,” said the guy named Neville. Neville, thought Emily as her mind started to shut itself down. Isn’t that a good Irish name. Wouldn’t really expect a Black guy in the middle of Oregon to have that name, especially not some Black guy who seems ready to drag a girl onto a train. Wait, restraints?

“What do you mean, restraints?” Emily squeaked out as the portly station manager grabbed her left arm, close to her shoulder. “Ow!”

“Here we go,” said Neville as he came back into view holding a set of chains with what looked like handcuffs on the ends. To Emily’s amazement it took them what felt like exactly one second to slap them on her wrists and ankles.

In a detached state of mind, she looked down at herself. Her wrists were enclosed in cuffs that were connected to each other by a length of chain, another set of cuffs were on her ankles, also connected to each other, and another chain went up from the ankle chain to her wrist chain. She tried parting her wrists, but they could only separate by about a foot before her wrists jerked to a halt.

“You can’t do this!” she screamed as they each grabbed her by the upper arms and, hauling her up off the ground, carried her out through the door and into the main hall. It was empty now, presumably all the actual passengers were on board. First class, no doubt put on their corporate Amex cards, Emily thought bitterly. Membership has its privileges. No privileges for her, just whatever the fuck was going on right now.

Last time I’m ever taking the train, she thought to herself as she was manhandled through the station exit and in through the door of the massive train carriage.

~~~

“Come on, let’s get you situated,” said the station manager as he and Neville dragged Emily through the entrance foyer of the train carriage and handed her over to a somewhat confused looking RailTrek employee.

“Quick, the train’s departing! We need to get back to the station,” yelled Neville, as Emily started making noise again.

“What the hell’s going on here?” asked the train attendant, taking in the scene: a girl in chains screaming and struggling against the grip of two men, one very red and now quite sweaty.

Emily quieted down and settled for glaring at everyone. Using her best quiet and forceful voice she said, “I want to get out. I want to get out right now! If I don’t get taken off this train and get my money back, I’m going to get the police involved and everyone here is going to be in jail for the rest of their lives!”

“Say what?” asked the attendant, as the two men let go of Emily, turned around and scampered out of the train just in time. With a small lurch the train set off on its way. The attendant hurried over to the door and swung it shut.

With an exasperated shake of his head he turned back to face Emily. “Alright, I assume you’re Emily, our comfort girl. Why are you still dressed?”

It was all just too much for Emily. She started crying, tears falling from her eyes, rolling down her face and dripping onto the floor. “I’m not supposed to be here. I mean, I am, but not like this! I just wanted to get to college. I just wanted to board this thing, find my crappy little cheap seat and get to where I actually want to be.”

“Well, I don’t know what’s going on, but quite frankly I don’t care. I need to go check everyone’s tickets and get their dining reservations sorted. Julie is in charge of you anyway, she can figure it out,” he said as he dragged her by the arm through a small sliding partition into another compartment, and grabbing a chain fastened to a ring set in the floor, snapped the end onto the chain that linked Emily’s wrist cuffs together.

“Wait, no! Come back,” she cried out as he disappeared from sight.

It was another good five minutes of waiting before someone arrived to check on her. This time it was a young woman, perhaps in her mid 20s, in a RailTrek uniform with a name tag that said “Julie.”

“Emily?” she asked, looking at her with somewhat kindly eyes.

“Yes,” she replied. “Are you here to set me free?”

“Well, that depends on you, sweetie. Look, I had a phone call with Jason, the station manager in Eugene. This isn’t the first time something like this has happened. You didn’t bother reading the terms of your ticket, did you?”

“No,” Emily admitted. “I didn’t, but as I tried to explain at the station, I can’t possibly be expected to. It’s not my fault, okay maybe technically it is, but still. Nobody expects something like this!”

“Yeah, I know, but legally you are obliged to abide by the terms of the ticket. And those terms, just to let you know since apparently you have no clue, require you to be nude during your journey and to provide entertainment for the first class passengers.”

“What does that even mean? Am I supposed to sing and dance for the high and mighty?”

Julie ignored her with an impatient flick of her eyes over to her watch and then back to Emily’s face. “I’m going to give you a choice. Since you’re having a hard time with this and didn’t really know what you were getting into, I’ll let you keep the ticket and we’ll refund the entire price of it, but you need to fully comply with all of our demands and do what you’re supposed to.”

Emily gave her a side-eye as she asked, “What’s the other option?”

“We drop you off at the very next station,” she started saying.

“That sounds like what I…”

“Right into the hands of the police, who will take you to the local police station and keep you there until you can pay the required contract termination fee. Since you went for the Comfort Class fare, I’m probably correct in guessing that no matter what the fee is, you won’t be able to pay it. Am I correct?”

Emily looked down at her feet for about a minute. Finally she gathered herself and said, “Alright, fine. I can’t pay. Let’s just get this over with. What exactly do you want me to do? I’ll do it, I don’t care anymore.”

“Wonderful! Let’s get your clothes off; that was supposed to happen back at the station, but we’ll do it right now. Hold on a second,” she said as she pulled out a set of keys from her pocket and reaching over, undid all of Emily’s cuffs. She hung the chains on a hook on the wall and then, raising an eyebrow, waited for Emily to undress.

Reluctantly, Emily stripped off her clothes and handed them over to Julie’s outstretched hand. She watched as Julie put her clothes into a black bag that had hung on another hook on the wall, while trying desperately to hide her breasts and mound with her arms and hands. She could feel the heat on her face like a fire burning her shame into her skin, most likely permanently.

“Please follow me,” Julie said as she started walking out of the compartment. Emily followed her to a set of winding stairs that led upstairs and into another area. On either side of the compartment they were in was a hallway that seemed to lead to a set of compartments. Probably the sleeping cabins, Emily figured. Must be nice!

What soon took over as the focus of her interest was a set of chains that dangled from the ceiling. They were making a constant noise as they swayed and jangled under the rocking motion of the train. At the end of each chain was a cuff like what she had worn at the station. She noticed that another set lay on the floor. Julie was leading her towards them.

“Wait, what exactly are we doing now? You’re not going to do what I think you are, right? Right?”

“Afraid so, sweetie. Let’s get you chained up here. Go ahead and turn around. Raise your arms for me,” she said, using her hands to guide Emily into position. When Emily raised her hands, her wrists were quickly secured in the cuffs, and then Julie knelt down to snap the cuffs on her ankles.

“Okie dokie,” she grunted as she reached up and yanked on the chains, tightening them and raising Emily up on her tiptoes.

“Hey, ouch! That hurts!” Emily cried out.

“Sorry, but this is how we do it here. Now, try to relax,” she said as she reached down between Emily’s spread thighs. As Emily stared down at her, Julie proceeded to place her palm on Emily’s mound and started grinding against it, one finger finding its way in between Emily’s lips and rubbing.

“No, wait what the fuck are you, oh shit, oh, oh fuck,” Emily panted out. She couldn’t stop herself, as it took only about ten, twenty seconds at most for her body to clench and then start spasming. Emily threw her head back and groaned out a long, forlorn sound as she orgasmed.

Stepping quickly away from Emily’s still trembling body, Julie strode halfway down the middle of the hallway to Emily’s right. Picking up a handset from a compartment in the wall of the hallway, she started making an announcement, the words echoing from speakers throughout the carriage.

“Gentlemen, please make your way to the entertainment foyer. Your girl is here and ready for you!”

~~~


CHAPTER THREE


The Cascades

OKAY, OKAY, RIGHT. Let’s get things sorted out here. Let’s pause, regroup, calm, relaxed, Emily told herself. She liked to do that when things got overwhelming and she felt like she was losing control over a situation and often times, herself. Let’s setup another document, shall we? A spreadsheet of sorts. Pros and cons. Cool, cool.

On the positive side, and there were some entries there, for sure, there was the fact that she was on the train. That’s a positive, not just on the train, but on the right one, heading towards her destination. Yay for Emily.

Also, and this should not be discounted, there was the matter of this ride being apparently free! Another one for the pro column. That $97 she was getting back would definitely be useful to her. That could buy just a veritable shitload of beer. And that is pretty much exactly what she was going to do when she had even half an opportunity: get proper blitzed out of her mind. Was that another entry in and of itself in the pro column? Why not.

Now, there were a few things to put in the cons, no doubt about that. It was time to be very honest with herself, there were quite a few items under consideration here. First off, she was naked. Yes, that would have to be entered, and quite possibly put in boldface and underlined.

There was also the small matter of being chained up in a spread-eagled fashion, cuffs biting into her wrists every time the train shook over the uneven rails, causing a sharp pain to radiate out. What was that, two, maybe three items? Yes, definitely. Her breasts bouncing around as the train shook, going up, down and sideways in a rather random manner was going to have to be entered as well.

There was also, now that we were mentioning it, the matter of a number of “gentlemen” headed her way to do god knows what with her, and she had stupidly agreed to go ahead with whatever the living fuck this Julie bitch had told her, what the actual fuck, Emily! How stupid are you?

She was starting to lose control again when the sound of footsteps caused her head to jerk over to her left. She stared with widening eyes and a growing sense of panic as a number of men wandered into the compartment she was in.

“Oh, nice! Look at her, isn’t that the sexiest thing ever?”

“Damn, dude, look at those titties! They’re dancing for us, ha!”

“Mmmm, wouldn’t mind them buzzing about my ears so I can swat them away, amiright?”

“What? That makes no sense bro,” laughed another guy.

Oh fuck, this was going to be bad, really bad, Emily thought to herself and she started to hear a whining sound getting louder and louder. It was either something going terribly wrong with the train, or it was her making that sound.

“Now, now, gentlemen,” said Julie as she strode back into the compartment. “You’ll all get to meet her properly in the observation car when it’s time. Let’s give her some space to get used to her situation and we’ll see you all later after you’ve had lunch. The dining car is open now and seating will be handled by my colleague Frederic.”

News of food seemed to register strongly with the men, many of whom looked like they didn’t really need to worry too much about missing a meal, just saying, Emily thought to herself. Then, as the men as one turned away from her and rushed to where Julie was pointing, she felt a bit of a pout coming on. Was the sight of her naked and stretched out not as interesting to them as a train burger?

She was just starting to go down a bit of a rabbit hole there when Julie turned to her and said, “Don’t worry, Emily. You’ll just be here for maybe forty more minutes before I come get you and bring you over to the observation car. You’ll like it there. Most of your journey will actually be pretty nice for you. I know it’s a bit much right now, but just hang in there, okay?” She snickered a bit at her joke and then left.

Emily did not appreciate Julie’s sense of humor at all. This was getting noted down in another file, labeled “Emily’s List of Things and Persons She Did Not Appreciate and Would Do Bad Things to at Some Point.”

~~~

True to her word, Julie came back soon enough. Emily didn’t have any way to tell time, but she guessed it wasn’t more than about an hour before Julie loosened the chains and freed Emily from her cuffs and shackles.

She put her hand on Emily’s shoulder and directed her gently down the hallway the men had gone down. After a little while, they reached what looked like the observation car. Emily’s eyes widened as she took in the sights. It was truly beautiful, with big panorama windows that curved over the top, allowing views of the outside that included the sky. There were seats on either side of the car that faced the windows where men were sitting, looking outside and chatting amongst themselves, many with drinks in their hands.

Looking out the windows as she was led past the seats, she saw that they were traveling through a canyon between towering mountains walls, covered in green. Oh, a waterfall! The water was splashing down a cliff face and Emily stared at it as they passed by. Wow.

Her enjoyment was cut short, however, as Julie stopped next to a pair of seats with a little table between them. They were both occupied at the moment, the one on the left with an elderly man, and the other, Emily noted with surprise, had a young woman sitting in it. The first female passenger she had seen today.

“Excuse me, Sir,” said Julie to the man, as he looked up at her, then turned to look at Emily, lingering for quite some time at her chest and then her middle. She began blushing again.

“Yes? Oh, I see you’ve got someone here for me I hope,” he said as his eyes dragged themselves up to meet hers.

“Yes, Sir. This is Emily, our comfort girl for this trip. I hope she’s to your satisfaction?”

“Of course! Of course, come, have a seat on Pappy’s lap!” The woman next to him rolled her eyes a bit and proceeded to stare out the window, her mouth set in a straight line.

“Let’s get you over here, Emily, just step over, that’s it,” Julie muttered as she guided Emily over to the window and across from the little table, then gently pushed Emily’s shoulders down so she plopped onto the man’s lap. Emily was almost too surprised to protest and before she had managed to adjust herself to this somewhat awkward situation, Julie had snapped a shackle onto her right ankle. Looking down, she could see that she had just been secured to the base of the table by a chain.

The man wrapped his left arm around her waist, hand curving over the right side of her belly. Her breasts gave a nice jiggle as the train shuddered over the tracks and she noticed that the woman was staring at them. Worse, though, oh so much worse was what was going on between her legs. A veritable waterfall of female juices, cascading down her thighs, and quite possibly onto the man’s carefully tailored pants legs. Oh my God, was she turned on? Was this turning her on? In a day of lows, this might very well be the nadir of her existence.

“Well, what do you think, Grace? Isn’t she just the cutest? You didn’t believe me when I told you they offered this, did you,” he said to his female companion as Julie left, just left them there. “You can have fun with her too, you know,” he said as the woman, Grace, looked at him.

“I know, dad, you said that. But I told you literally a billion times before, I’m not a lesbian! Just because I like soy lattes and go to a liberal arts school doesn’t mean I’m a lesbian, God!”

“Sure, sugar plum, I know. There’s nothing wrong with it, though, I’m just letting you know that. So, when daddy’s finished playing with her, if you want to have a go, just let me know, okay?”

“Alright, whatever.”

Yup, Emily had to admit she’d been wrong again. There was a lower low. Her cheeks burned even hotter now. And more people were looking at them. And his hand was now cupping her left breast. And pinching her nipple. At least the views were nice.
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The tugging on her nipple increased, causing Emily to give a squeak of protest. “Um, ow, ouch! Damnit, can you stop? That hurts,” she blurted out.

He paused as if genuinely surprised that she might protest such treatment. “What are you going on about, sweet cheeks? A girl like you’s got to expect a bit of playing about with your titties, doesn’t seem like it should be a big surprise,” he said, pinching her even harder.

“She seems a bit whiney,” said his daughter, looking at her with a weird expression in her face. “Is she wet at all? Dead giveaway, if she’s wet she’s into it.”

“Well let’s take a look, shall we,” he chuckled as his right hand descended between Emily’s legs and parted her lips with two of his fingers, sticking his index finger into her slot. “Ho, ho! Jackpot!”

“I knew it, dad, she’s into it,” she said, face twisting into a sneer.

What the fuck was this bitches’ problem with her, Emily wondered. Shouldn’t girls stick together? And what kind of Freudian freak fest was happening here anyway. Wait, was it Freud? Dammit, anyway she was losing her train of thought again. Having some guy’s finger probing around in her girly bits seemed to be affecting her ability to psychoanalyze the daddy issues this bitch was having.

“Stop it, you freak,” she cried out, squeezing her thighs together.

“Oh ho, that’s not going to be a thing, now, sugar cakes! Not on my watch!” he laughed, not really sounding angry, thankfully. He did pinch her nipple again, causing Emily to let out another squeak.

“Julie, Julie darling!” he called out. “Someone needs a spanking!”

Julie rushed over from the other end of the car. “Sorry, Sir, what was that?”

“Our dear Emily here isn’t behaving quite like she should. Any chance we can get her sorted out in a ‘whack that bum till the cows come home’ kind of way?”

“Of course, sir. We’ve got the spanking frame set up downstairs next to the Cafe. I had her scheduled for her spanking session a little later anyway; after all, that’s what she’s here for, but we can do it now if you prefer,” she said in a nonchalant manner. As if this was something perfectly reasonable that just happened every day around this time.

With a nod and a huge grin from the gentleman whose lap Emily was probably soaking right now, Julie produced a set of handcuffs from a basket underneath the table, yanked Emily off his lap, slapped the cuffs on her and unlatched the shackle from her ankle.

As she was led towards a set of stairs going down, Emily resolved that the next time she had an opportunity she was totally going to make a break for it. Distracted by the challenge of getting down the stairs with her hands bound in front of her, she had no time to think of what that would really mean when it came to being on a moving train. Break for where, exactly?

“Wait, what is that? Can we just stop for a minute, please,” she cried out as she was led past a cafe counter and some tables to a wooden frame that looked a lot like a sawhorse from wood shop. The top of it looked like it had leather padding secured to it, while the legs appeared to have leather cuffs attached.

“Oh, I keep forgetting that you didn’t read any of the details of what you should expect to experience on board. So naughty you are!” Julie chucked again. “So what’s going to happen, Emily, is you’re going to be strapped to the spanking frame, and you’re going to get your bottom spanked by whoever of the passengers wants to.”

“Why would that even be a thing, and wait, any of the passengers? How many are there,” she grunted as Julie bent her over the frame.

“It’s a thing because it’s a thing. I don’t get it myself, but there’s a lot of kinky ass people out there with money and we don’t ask questions. And it’s only the first class passengers who get to do this.”

Julie secured Emily’s ankles with the cuffs, stretching her legs apart. Next she reached over and unlocked the handcuffs and secured each wrist into its leather restraint cuff, tugging on them to make sure she couldn’t wiggle free. At the end of this, Emily found herself bent over a frame, spread wide and ass up. She could feel the cool air of the air-conditioning across her pussy lips as the wetness there started cooling down.

“Alright gentlemen, she’s ready for you!”

~~~


CHAPTER FOUR


A Time of Distress

EMILY COULD SEE between her outstretched legs, her head hanging upside down on the frame, as feet came into view. The feet were followed by voices, and those voices brought promises of unpleasantness.

“Alright guys, stand back as I show you how to go about this.” The voice was that of the man whose lap she had been on. “Julie, I believe I’ll start with my hand, is that okay? Any objections, gentlemen?”

“None at all, Sir!”

“Go right ahead, boss!”

“Age before beauty, I always say, ah ha… sorry, I mean go ahead, Sir.”

“We do like our girls to get warmed up properly before the heavier stuff gets used, so that would be fine, Sir,” said Julie.

A hand came to rest on her lower back as she saw a pair of expensive looking shoes plant themselves next to the side of the frame. A rustling sound, as if from cloth moving through the air, a slight puff of wind against her butt cheeks and then a loud smacking sound. A momentary pause in time before Emily felt it.

“Ouch! Dammit!”

The next several minutes were a blur for Emily. One blow after another landed on her cheeks. He spanked first one side, then the other, then right down the middle. She jerked forward on the frame each time, squeaking, grunting and occasionally crying out. The pace varied, keeping her guessing, and then became regular, just one spank after another in a constant, moderate cadence. The last few minutes they all landed on the same spot, right down her middle near where her buttocks met her thighs. His hand hit her so hard she felt it hit her lips, and they began to sting

By the time he finished she was making a regular “Owwie, owwie,” sound and tears were filling her eyes. But it didn’t actually hurt her that much, she had to admit. In fact, it was turning her on! That and the fact that her legs were spread so wantonly, with a bunch of men standing behind her, looking on as she got spanked by an old man, oh shit, it was the hottest thing she had ever experienced.

Once she got off this train and sued the fuck out of everyone, she was going to masturbate so hard to this!

Finally he stepped back and said, “Oh, that was nice! Who’s next?”

“That was extremely well done, Sir! A master class in warming a girl up. We could all learn from that, can’t we, guys?” said a man that Emily was sure was a Senior VP of Kissing Ass. He sounded douchy. She was not inclined at the moment to think favorably of any of them.

“Go ahead, Trevor, use the strap on her!”

“Bro, the strap! Yeah!”

“Here you go Sir,” said Julie as she presumably handed Mr. Trevor, Senior VP of Being an Asshole, a strap, whatever that was. Emily did not have a lot of experience in the whole S&M field and had never been physically disciplined by her parents. She knew that some people were into this. And while she was currently not feeling positive about this becoming a hobby, she couldn’t deny that she was massively turned on. I wonder what a strap feels like, she thought to herself.

“Oh holy shit! Ow, goddamn it, oww fuck, stop!” she screamed out as the strap whacked across her poor red bottom. “Uh, uh, oh fuuuck!” She began bucking and squirming. And spasming deep down in her vagina, the feeling radiating out from her depths and spreading out across her lips and exploding from her clit.

The strap kept falling on her butt, as she dimly heard what might have been clapping, maybe even a cheer or two. Perhaps a whistle. And an animal sound that was most likely her.

Eventually it stopped and the man who had turned her into whatever she was right now, stepped back. Dimly she heard the train whistle. Oh, yeah, she was on a train, wasn’t she. Going somewhere. Didn’t really remember where or why.

Only, the world was different now, wasn’t it? Did this world have anything other than a train on it? A big, hard, long train, rumbling along, thrusting itself through the landscape, roaring down the long steel tracks. Tunnels, oh yes, going deep into tunnels, black tunnels with wet walls, blowing its whistle in there, echoes bouncing off the walls, bouncing back and forth, back and forth and punishing naughty girls like Emily as it did so, beating their bottoms, making her cry and cry and oh, oh shit here we go again!

“Fuck me! Oh god, oh god, please! No!”

Eventually she quieted down, her body stopped spasming, her head hanging limply down, hair hanging down, her clenched fists relaxing. A pain in her calves starting to assert itself, as Emily forced her muscles to relax. Panting slowing down.

She became aware that only Julie remain with her, her voice cutting through Emily’s fog. “Well, that was something!”
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“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything like that. I might need to take a moment myself,” said Julie as she began unlocking Emily’s wrists and ankles.

“Steady now, let’s stand up slowly,” Julie said. The train was slowing down, it felt like. Pulling into a station probably, the whistle cutting through the cabin again. “Come on, dear, let’s have a seat here, let me get you something to eat, okay?”

Emily nodded and let herself be led to one of the tables near the cafe. “How often do I need to do stuff like that? Is this something that’s going to be done to me for the whole trip?” Her voice was shaking a bit, she noticed.

“Sandwich okay? They’ve got a really nice tuna, or there’s a roast beef with cheddar I really like,” said Julie, currently rummaging through a case on the other side of the cafe partition.

“Huh? Oh, yeah, roast beef is good, thanks.”

The two of them spent the next twenty minutes having a pretty normal lunch together. Julie seemed to be studiously avoiding answering Emily’s question about what she had to look forward to, spending most of the time in idle chit chat about the area they were passing through and how she missed Chicago, her hometown.

Emily was content to eat her sandwich and enjoy her soda, both of which Julie had fetched for her. The train had started off again and was shaking the cabin. These rails were not well maintained, Emily thought to herself. Her breasts bounced again, causing them to slap against the table top when she leaned over to grab a bite.

Julie was staring at her nipples, she noticed. “Hey, my eyes are up here,” Emily joked.

“Oh, sorry. Listen, I know you’re wondering what’s going to happen next with you.”

“Yeah, can’t help but wonder, you know? My ass is pretty sore right now. I don’t think I can handle another session like that.”

Julie glanced quickly at her nipples again before looking Emily in the eyes. “We’re going to switch to something else, don’t worry. But first you get to rest. We’ll have the guys play with you shortly before dinner, I think, and then you can go eat and rest for the night, okay? Does that sound good?”

“Oh, okay, sure. No problem. Hey, is there anything I can read or something? As you can see I don’t have any of my stuff with me,” she said with a bit of humor.

“Come, let’s get you to one of the empty staff quarters where you can rest. I’ll bring you some of the magazines they keep on board. They might be from ten years ago, nobody reads anymore I guess.”

Emily’s slightly improved mood was short lived as Julie led her into a small room and promptly chained her by the ankle again.

“Hey, is that really necessary? Where am I going to go?”

“Sorry, company policy. Hang out, I’ll be back soon with those magazines,” said Julie as she scooted out the door. Five minutes later she was back with a handful of magazines. Sure enough, these were some really out of date publications, some of them published by RailTrek itself, extolling the virtues of their various routes and destinations. Still, it kept her busy and her mind off what might be coming next for her.

Julie’s voice jolted her out of the coma she had slipped into after about the third article on the mystery of the great Desert West. “Emily, it’s time. Let’s get you ready for the fun, okay?”

“Fun, huh, sure,” Emily rolled her eyes as Julie unlocked her ankle from the chain and guided her out the door and down the hall away from the Cafe section. Soon enough they entered an open space with chains hanging from the ceiling.

“Oh, great. Those again!” Emily did not approve of chains hanging from ceilings at this point.

“Yup, you know the drill. Let me secure your hands. Stretch your legs for me too, please.”

Her wrists and ankles secured, Julie proceeded to tighten the chains to Emily’s wrists, causing her to reach up on her tiptoes. “Ow, this isn’t comfortable at all,” she whined.

Julie didn’t bother responding. Not looking at her at all, she left the way they had come.

Shortly thereafter the announcement came over the speakers. “Gentlemen, our comfort girl is available at the lower entertainment lounge. We have a box of clamps and weights available for you, or you can bring your own. It’s a fan favorite, Nipple Time!”
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The worst part of it was that she wasn’t even getting to see any of the views. Apparently they had entered the high Nevada desert, a place of rolling sagebrush with beautiful purple flowers, just miles and miles of the stuff. According to the magazines, anyway. And the colors of the hills and mountains in the setting sun are the stuff of legend, or at least the stuff of breathless articles in travel magazines. And she was missing it.

The pain was a pretty big part of it too, though.

The men had come, many of them. And they had brought stuff with them. Clamps turned out to be things that you could apply to a girl’s nipples. You spent a few minutes getting the nipple ready, tweaking it, pulling on it, applying a cold gel to it and then pinching it while discussing the finer points of such matters with the rest of your fellows, gathered around to watch and comment helpfully.

Squeezing the base of the nipple to make it stand out nicely, you then maneuvered the open clamp, held in your non-nipple tormenting hand, over the protruding flesh of the girl in question, and then gently, or sometimes not gently at all, letting the clamp close down on the girl’s sensitive flesh.

The fun part, apparently, was watching as the girl started moving in her chains. Fists clenching, unclenching, toes tapping out a message of pain in a code only she could understand. Sometimes she would cry out, other times she would just grunt. Other times she would say things. The men would laugh, sometimes. They would clap each other on the back, and make hooting sounds.

The clamp would come off and another man would step up. Some times they would concentrate on one nipple while the other kept its cruel device on it for too long, and Julie would step in and remove it, tsking at the men for being too cruel or uncaring.

Emily would look at their faces and see not cruelty. Not lack of caring, even. She believed that they honestly didn’t think of this as tormenting some poor girl. This was fun, a nice way to spend some time on a long train journey, a chance to bond with their fellow men. Freed from the drudgery of office work and the constraints of home life with its many obligations. She saw joy on their faces and something in her felt that joy too.

She rolled her eyes upwards and bit the inside of her cheek as one of these joyous creatures placed the serrated jaws of a particularly vicious clamp on her right nipple. “Ah, ah, uh, ow, ow, ow,” she cried out quietly, mostly to herself.

Her left nipple had a particularly cruel device on it. Something had been tightened on it, she couldn’t see it clearly. But it had a small chain running from it, with a weight attached that pulled her nipple down. As the train shuddered down the tracks, the weight would swing, stretching her nipple in one direction and then the other, bouncing and tugging at it. That had seemed bad at the time, but her right nipple was monopolizing her attention at the moment.

She sensed Julie coming over, “Alright, everyone. It’s been more than an hour that we’ve spent with Emily here. The dining car has opened for service so I think it’s a good place to stop for today and let our girl recover.”

The men gave their protests, made their jokes, removed their tormenting toys from their tormented toy, and proceeded to shuffle out.

Emily raised her eyes to Julie and saw sympathy there. As Julie let her down and unchained her, they both kept quiet. Conversation didn’t seem like a thing right now.

Julie led her to a room down the hall. It looked like a lounge of sorts with a table and benches next to it. Emily let herself be guided to one of the benches. She looked to her right side out the giant window. Oh, cool, a window, she thought to herself. The sun was just setting in the distance and the colors were, oh god they were incredible. She felt the tears start, blurring her vision and running down her cheeks.

“I’m sorry, Emily,” Julie whispered to her as she snapped a pair of manacles on Emily’s wrists. She turned to look at what was going on and saw that she had been secured to a ring set into the top of the table. She turned to look at Julie who stared back with a tight smile. “Company policy, sorry. I’ll get you your food.” She turned to leave, paused a moment, looked briefly at Emily’s nipples and then turned and left. Emily resumed looking out the window. The world really could be beautiful, couldn’t it?

~~~


CHAPTER FIVE


The Rockies

EMILY LOOKED AT the dinner that Julie brought her. Julie had gotten her a chicken caesar wrap apparently, bundled up in its foil wrapper like a burrito, and another soda. She was alone now with her thoughts and her food, Julie having run off to take care of something.

She shifted uncomfortably in the seat, her buttocks still tender and sore, her nipples super sore and throbbing. Another whole day and a half of this, apparently. She wasn’t sure she was going to be able to do this. Her eyes started watering again as she contemplated how unfair life was being to her.

As she gathered herself together and reached for her food, just a little to the left of where her manacled left wrist resided, the train rattled over a particularly bad stretch of track, jostling Emily in her seat. Her breasts bounced against the table top and her hand jerked reflexively, hitting the wrap and causing it to roll across the table.

“Oh shit, no, no,” she cried out as it proceeded to roll right off the table and onto the floor, her chained hands unable to stop it. The soda can followed it right over the edge and thumped onto the floor as well.

“Fuck, fuck!” It was all too much for her and she put her head down on the table and started crying in earnest.

After wallowing in misery for what felt like forever, she heard a gentle cough and, lifting her head slightly, noticed a man standing there, looking at her.

“Hey, are you alright?” he said gently, bending down to pick up her food where it had rolled on to the floor. “I believe this is yours?”

“Hi, yeah,” she sniffed. “Thanks. I’m not having the greatest day, as you can probably tell. You guys really did a number on me,” she said with a half smile as she lifted her hands to try and sort out her hair. The jerk against her wrists as the chain stopped her movement caused him to wince, and startled Emily somewhat. Smooth, Emily, she thought to herself.

“I’m not quite sure what you mean. Who did what to you?”

“Oh, you’re not part of… um, are you not in first class?”

“No,” he admitted somewhat sheepishly. “I’m in coach. I’m not really supposed to be here, to be honest. I just like to explore the train.”

“Oh, cool. Cool,” she said somewhat abruptly. She could feel her nipples hardening, and a slight flush starting across her brow. Wait a minute, she thought to herself. Emily, are you trying to flirt with this guy? Really?

She allowed her eyes to rove over him. He seemed nice and tall, pretty well built, dark hair, dark eyes, a nice friendly smile, strong chin. Were those dimples? Her eyes traversed his chest, clad in a grey sweater, descending on an inevitable trajectory to, yup, a rather pronounced bulge in the front of his blue jeans. Congratulations, Sir! Very impressive, she thought to herself, using the voice of her best friend Mindy. Mindy was a hoot and always made Emily laugh with her dirty jokes.

“Very impressive, my good Sir! I believe my pronounced nipples and unclad chest area and nether region have made as great an impression on you as your prodigal manhood has made on me! Huzzah!” Mindy would have said.

She almost started giggling hysterically, but managed to stop herself as he edged closer.

“Do you mind if I sit down?” He was still holding her food.

She nodded okay and he sat down, laying the wrap and soda close to her.

“So do you mind if I ask what’s going on here? Did you also sneak into a section you weren’t supposed to be in? Can I look forward to the same treatment?” he asked with a smile.

“No, probably not,” she said, adopting a nonchalant voice. As if she always had conversations with cute guys while completely naked and handcuffed to her dining table. No biggie.

“I’m a Comfort Girl, apparently. I made the mistake of booking Comfort Class, and it turns out it doesn’t mean what I thought it did.”

“Oh, that’s new,” he said, straight-faced. “I heard that RailTrek was doing something new and innovative to attract high paying customers, but never looked into it.”

“Yeah, don’t. Unless you’re a rich perv. Then do look into it, it’s swell,” she said as she unwrapped her food and took a big bite. She was really hungry, almost ravenous. As she ate, she contemplated the guy sitting across from her. Every now and then his eyes dropped down to her breasts and then dragged themselves back up to her face. He did have a nice smile.

She almost got up the nerve to ask him his name and where in coach he was sitting when the sound of feet coming towards them startled him.

“Oh crap, I can’t be seen here. Listen, I’m Ben and I really hope I see you again, okay? Enjoy your dinner,” he said as he scooted out of the bench and departed the cabin. Before he disappeared she saw him turn towards her again with a smile and a wave of his hand. Her heart skipped slightly before she turned to see Julie reach the table.

“Finish up and I’ll get you to your cabin for the night, okay?” said Julie as she looked in the direction Ben had disappeared with a bit of a frown on her face. I guess fraternizing with the lower classes is frowned upon here, she thought to herself.
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Overall, Emily had a very nice sleep. Back in the staff cabin she had rested in earlier, ankle shackled again (company policy, sorry) but with a really warm, comfortable cover and medium-firm pillow she slept like a rock.

Waking up to a view out the window of towering canyon walls and a roaring river to the side of the tracks she found she was actually looking forward to the day. As long as they didn’t do any messed up stuff to her, she was going to get through this!

A yummy breakfast sandwich and a refreshing shower, bouncing around little bit in the tight shower cabin as Julie supervised, had Emily feeling refreshed and positive. And when Julie told her that all she needed to do for now was to sit on the occasional guy’s lap in the observation car and chat with them, she really perked up.

They were traveling through the Rockies now, running alongside the mighty Colorado river and it was everything she thought it might be. Just so spectacularly beautiful it took her breath away. The other passengers thought so too, apparently. Even the guy whose lap she was perched on, with her ankle locked to the nearby ring on the floor, was mostly looking out the windows.

Off in the back of the car she could see the older man from the other day, with his daughter, Grace. They were chatting together and pointing things out as they passed by. Apparently there was a tradition observed by hikers and campers on the trails nearby of mooning the passing train. And the passengers were rating the bottoms as they scrolled across the view.

Emily was too. She found that she was getting more and more restless. One could even say horny. She kept thinking back to Ben. She pictured him without his sweater on. Did his pecs ripple, she wondered. Would he break a sweat when he spanked her bottom? Would he keep that friendly smile on his face when he pinched her nipples? Would his cock fit in her mouth?

Emily was very curious about many things at the moment. How would it feel like, she wondered. Never having had sex, never having been all that much in a hurry to have it, now she felt like it was something that she needed to do. Soon.

“Um, sweetie? You’re kind of leaking on me, okay? I think we need a towel or something,” said the guy Emily’s vulva was currently inconveniencing. She blushed furiously, looking around herself as Julie rushed over with a hand towel.

“Sorry, Sir. I should have had her sit on this,” she said, throwing Emily a look.

Oh, my God.

Later she had a relaxed lunch, although it was a sandwich again and Emily was getting a bit tired of sandwiches. Munching away, she wondered what the high and mighty got to dine on. Probably steak, potatoes, cake, wine. She could feel herself drooling even as she stuffed her face with what was, objectively speaking, a pretty good sandwich.

After lunch it was back over the spanking frame, where three of the passengers had a go at her. One of them was Grace, much to Emily’s shock. She used a wooden spoon and gave her ten pops on each buttock, with much cheering and words of encouragement from the men gathered around. Grace seemed to have a great time, laughing and joking.

One of the men used his hand on her, giving her a moderately arousing experience. He seemed to be of a junior rank to the other men. At first he protested that he didn’t want to. Didn’t want to take someone else’s turn, etc. A steady stream of self deprecating excuses until finally he was shoved to the front and had no other choice.

She could tell that his heart wasn’t in it, but gamely he soldiered on. Emily grunted dutifully as his palm whacked her butt, maybe twenty, thirty times but not hard enough to really hurt her. But she did notice that he seemed to cup his hand in such a way that when his palm thumped across her butt cheek it made a very loud sound, while still not hurting that much.

You never know about people, she mused to herself.

It was the third and final guy that made Emily squeal in earnest. He took a cane from Julie, swished it through the air a couple of times, causing a sound Emily instinctively shied away from. She started to tremble in the frame, jerking her hands fruitlessly.

Eventually she heard the sound again and a slight puff of air before the cane whacked across both of her cheeks. It took half a second or so for the pain to register. She let out a high pitched squeal of shock and then it happened again.

Three times the cane hit her until Julie said, “Okay, that will do it for now. She’s still a little too raw to take more without the potential for damage. Thank you gentlemen, lady, for taking such good care of our Emily here.”

A little bit of grumbling and they all left.

Relaxing back in the cabin she now thought of as hers, she was paging through one of the magazines, ankle chained again, of course. They were currently traveling through the mighty Moffat Tunnel, a more than six miles long engineering marvel that allowed the train to descend to the plains where Denver sat, waiting for them. It was dark outside the window because of the tunnel and Emily was concentrating on her magazine when she heard someone at her door.

She looked up and saw Ben peering in. “Ben?” she exclaimed, setting down the magazine. “What are you doing here?”

His smile was there, as she had remembered. “I was just exploring again, and what should I find but a gorgeous girl in a cabin. Nice cabin, by the way.”

“Oh, thanks,” she stuttered, being again not very smooth. Her mental file labeled, “Times Emily Has Successfully Talked With Boys” was woefully short. Probably why she was still a virgin. “Um, are you still hiding from the train fuzz?” Oh my god, that was cheesy.

“I am, in fact. Do you mind if I close this door and curtain?”

“Sure, um, do make yourself comfortable,” she said as she scooted over, holding her knees up against her chest. Until she realized that he could probably see her slit better that way, and decided to lower her legs down the side of the bed. The chain rattled, causing him to glance at it before he sat down next to her and smiled.

“So, what should we do while we’re plowing through this tunnel,” she heard herself say with growing horror. Oh no, Emily, you did not just say that.

~~~

But Ben did not break down laughing and proceed to text absolutely everyone he knew about this really cheesy girl he had met on a train who apparently was there to get spanked and clearly deserved it.

Instead, he leaned over and gave her a kiss, right on the lips. He pulled back briefly, looking into her eyes, and then went back in. His next kiss was stronger, more serious, and Emily’s lips parted as she felt a growing heat in-between her lower lips, as his tongue entered her mouth and began its exploration of the first of her many explorable areas.

She felt his hand on her arm, gentle and caressing and she wanted it on her breast and as she wanted that, she felt herself begin to pant and her tongue entered his mouth.

He leaned back after a moment and both his hands were on her breasts now. Her nipples hurt, but it was good. So good, she felt. It had to be this way. She hadn’t had a boy touch her there before now, because her nipples hadn’t been prepared properly before. No, she needed men to tweak them, pinch them, put things on them that hurt her, just so she could feel this way, here, with Ben. With a boy who would cure what ailed her, right now. She needed this. She had suffered for this.

Her bottom was just the right shade of red, she knew. And the welts from the cane were her ticket, telling everyone it was okay. She had been only a girl before, naive and frivolous. Too dumb to even buy the right ticket. But now she had paid the right price. The ticket was stamped across her body, in all the most sensitive places. Places where a boy like Ben could run his hands across and see that yes, Emily was good and ready to get fucked.

Without saying anything, Emily hauled Ben’s sweater up, off his body. And his pecs did ripple. Oh, they never stopped rippling as he yanked his pants and boxer shorts off, tossing them to the floor. Emily stared at his penis for a moment. Her extensive porn watching had taught her everything but what to do right this very moment, apparently. She was stuck, looking at him, almost scared of what she saw.

But she had earned this, she reminded herself. The marks on her flesh gave her entry to the Ben ride, and she was going on it even if the train hurled itself off the nearest cliff.

She pushed at his chest until he lay on his back on the bed and then clambered over him. Again, the chain made a sound that, if anything, made Ben even harder. She straddled him, grabbing his penis with her left hand, her right hand on his chest, and guided him into her sheath.

As the train bumped over the tracks she pressed her middle down and cried out as he broke through her barrier. Crap, she had totally forgotten she still had her hymen. Not anymore, a part of her mind thought, as the entire rest of her brain concentrated on fucking the living shit out of Ben, the coach passenger who uh, oh shit, uh, uh, oh fuck yeah! She began grunting rhythmically, grunting like she was getting whipped, hard, but inside her, not on her skin anymore. No, inside where no one had whipped her or tormented her before. Where she hadn’t even stuck her finger that far inside.

His penis was striking deep in her, hitting the sides of her vagina. She tilted her pelvis as she rode. And then she tilted further down, her clit grinding against his pelvic bone. She felt the onset of a truly epic orgasm coming on, she, tied down on the tracks, staring at the train coming right for her, striking her, ripping her apart.

As she spasmed, he gave out a groan, like a wounded animal and she felt him squirting inside her. Oops, she thought, as he filled her up with his semen. Her mom was going to have a long talk with her about responsible sex. She just knew it.

~~~


CHAPTER SIX


A Mystery

BEN HAD KISSED her, quickly, passionately, with that darn smile still on his face. As she lay back on her little bed, he slipped on his clothes, kissed her again and said, “I’ll find you for dinner again, I promise. Maybe I can get myself something from the cafe and join you there, okay?”

“I’d love that,” she said, gazing up at him. Trying to look cool. Failing. Sex was messy, as she was starting to understand. There was stuff leaking out of her and she was trying to figure out the best way to arrange her legs to hide it, while still perhaps looking sexy.

With a quick smile back at her, he slipped out of the door, keeping the curtain closed behind him.

She looked down on herself and noticed blood. Ah, yes, her hymen. She had achieved a new level of being now. What was the right term? Opened, broken, no longer a maiden? None of those seemed right to her. Satisfied? Happy? Yes, that was closer to it, she thought as she grabbed tissues from a holder next to the bed and wiped herself clean. Happy.

She lay back on her bed and thought back on what had just happened. Did she really just have sex with basically a stranger she had just met on a train. Just a few days ago she had been a virginal teen, just turned eighteen, done with school, done with a summer of fun with friends, looking forward to going to college. Wondering how she would find a nice boyfriend, hoping she would meet some nice girls too, that she could be friends with and share gossip and class notes.

She had heard that things got cold and snowy in Syracuse. That meant shopping. That meant getting money, which meant getting a job. She had spent some time over the summer looking up what the city offered in the way of easy jobs. She could probably be a barista, how hard could it be? Admittedly, she did not drink coffee, nor did her mom. So that would be a zero in the experience column, but there were probably machines that made the actual coffee and she could learn which buttons to press.

Retail was a possibility, of course. She had worked plenty of jobs like that, her cuteness helping close more than one sale.

If things got bad, she would persevere, she knew it. This trip was teaching her things about herself that made her feel good. She was strong. She could get through anything. Also, she was a bit of a kinky freak. Possibly also a slut? There was the matter of banging a virtual stranger that she still hadn’t worked out in her mind.

Still lost a bit in thought, she noticed Julie at the door, curtain shoved aside. Looking at Emily a bit suspiciously, she said, “Hey, Emily. How you doing? Listen,” not waiting for Emily’s reply. “The guys really loved the whole nipple thing from yesterday, but I talked them into doing other stuff instead.”

“Okay, um, what are we taking about here?” she replied. “I mean, the nipple stuff hurt but I did kind of get into it after awhile. My butt still hurts, though. Not sure I want anything happening back there.”

“Yeah, I figured. So,” her eyes shifted around a bit. “How do you feel about electricity?”

~~~

Emily didn’t really remember having said yes to Julie regarding what was happening at the moment to her. She figured she probably had said something, or many things, but all she knew at this point was that she was chained up again, same place as before, spread out and stretched, with the cuffs hurting somewhat.

Men were doing different things to her now, however. They were doing these things all over her body. Some of them had what looked like small cattle prods, others carried little boxes with electric leads coming from them. One lead red, the other black. Some carried a little box with two prongs at the end. Some sort of taser? Emily wasn’t sure.

What she was sure of was that these things hurt. Not an enormous amount, to be sure. She had been terrified of the taser, having heard that those hurt like hell. But this model must be different. Designed for use in tormenting a bound girl, not bringing down a drug-crazed maniac on the streets. That was a relief.

“Argh, ow, ow, damnit! Ow!” she yelled out as someone touched the underside of her left breast with that nasty box. It made a crackling sound as she and it sang a song of pain. And temptation, as it seemed to make the men crowd closer, eager to contribute to the proceedings.

One man attached a black lead, with its alligator jaws, onto her right nipple. The red one went onto her left nipple. Which nipple was supposed to have positive voltage, Emily wondered to herself, a haze of pain enveloping her. Did it matter? She was pretty sure it would feel the same either way.

Her mom had warned her about making sure the cables were right when jumpstarting the car. Like she would ever bother doing that. She’d just get some guy to do that for her, she figured. Now a guy was doing it to her. She half giggled, half groaned. Time to jumpstart her.

“Aiii, ow, uh, uh, fuck!” He had pressed the button on the box. The current surged through her nipples, traveling across her tits and the valley between them, bringing the nerves on her skin to life. A sheet of music etched atop her flesh, a melody that brought cheers and hoots of delight from the audience.

The men with the cattle prods really seemed to enjoy her bottom, bringing the prods against the crease between her buttocks and her thighs, zapping her, pausing, then finding a new spot to torment.

Again, it wasn’t actually that painful, she had to admit. It was more the anticipation of pain, the shock when it happened, the clenching of muscle, her fingers reaching for the chain, grabbing, releasing, the rattle of the chains, the sounds she made. It was getting a bit much.

After what felt like hours, Julie bade the men good night. It was time to let the girl down, she admonished them. No good wearing her out, there was still tomorrow to look forward to. That did seem to mollify them and off they went. Presumably to the dining car, there to enjoy good food, better company. Chat about all the things one could do to a girl. You know, polite dinner conversation.

Having been let out of her chains, and seated now in the staff dining area, manacled again to the table, she breathed a sigh of relief. Another day over, closer now to Chicago and therefore closer to her final destination.

Also, there was Ben to look forward to! He had promised to meet her for dinner and she had kept her food covered up, and close at hand, waiting for him to join her.

~~~

It was coming on twenty minutes of waiting. She finally began eating, not wanting her food to get cold. This time it was a burger, with ketchup and mustard packets, lettuce and tomatoes on the side. With a packet of fries in a separate container. She assembled her burger rather precariously, the chains that secured her wrists to the table not really long enough to make this easy, but not impossible either.

Having put both mustard and an obscene amount of ketchup on her burger and closing the buns back up, she lowered her head to the table to grab a bite, her breasts hitting the top of the table again. A nipple hit one of her fries. She looked down briefly, shrugged and bit into the burger. Tasty!

Sitting up again, she looked towards the doors to the compartment, hoping to see Ben entering. Maybe he was having trouble getting his own food? Maybe train staff were blocking his way to her? What if they had locked the doors that led from the coach cars to where she was?

Contemplating these possibilities, she perked up when she heard footsteps. But no, it was only one of the train conductors.

“Hey, how are you?” the man asked. She had seen him before, walking through the hallways of the train. She thought he was in charge of maintaining the passengers’ cabins, providing bedding, turning down beds. There was a lot of chatter among the staff that she occasionally heard. Mainly to do with what unreasonable requests some of the passengers had.

He stared at her breasts for an awkward amount of time as she looked up at him, not saying anything. Then he, getting the hint, went off in search of something. Emily returned to her food.

At this point it was getting a bit late. Where the hell was he? Julie popped in through the doorway, momentarily getting Emily excited, seeming like she wanted to say something, but receiving only a dour expression from Emily.

“What’s up, girl? You seem down. Burger not good? I really like them,” said Julie as she sat down across from her.

Shit, now Ben was really not going to be able to join her. “No it’s fine. I’m fine, really. I just feel like some alone time right now, okay?”

Julie, looking a bit hurt, got up and said, “Alright, I get it. But hurry up and finish. I’ll take you to your room in half an hour, okay?” Without waiting for an answer she left Emily alone.

Well, what did that bitch expect, really. Emily wasn’t in a mood to feel sorry for not chit chatting with the girl who chained her up and let strangers do whatever pervy shit they seemed to get off on. With her!

Finished with her food, wiping her chin where ketchup had inevitably gotten all over, probably the whole time people had been coming in and gawking at her. It was time to face the facts - Ben wasn’t coming. Maybe there was a chance he would come to her in her cabin, but dinner with him was a bust.

Emily felt a hollowness inside her. Was this what being stood up felt like? She had had a few super awkward dates with a couple of boys from school, and one weird guy she met working at the mall. She usually ended those when she felt like the guys were starting to expect something from her. She never really felt much for them, so it wasn’t a big deal to her. She told herself she was waiting for someone to come along who made her heart race.

Was Ben that guy? Kinda. And now he hadn’t shown. If he did indeed pop into her cabin for a booty call, she was going to let him know what she thought! And then she was going to fuck him, for sure. There was something about what they were doing to her on this train that, let’s face it, was flicking all the right switches for her.

As much as it hurt to get spanked, whipped, shocked, pinched, it did make her extraordinary wet and horny. Oh god, she wanted him inside her again. This time she would lie down and spread herself wide open for him. She had tried that position once, in her bed at home, just to see what it would feel like, just by herself. Pulling her knees up all the way to her chest, her feet pointed up at the ceiling of her bedroom.

Yes, that was what she would do, and he would perch over her, stick a finder inside her first, just to see how wet she was, how ready she was. And then he would plunge into her and thrust so hard and…

“Hey, space cadet, you there? Let’s go,” said Julie from out of nowhere. Crap, she was practically soaking the seat. As Julie unlocked her cuffs from the table, she slid over the bench seat and got up to go, letting Julie lead, glancing briefly back to see if it was obvious that a naughty little slut had been there, eating, dreaming.

~~~


CHAPTER SEVEN


Rolling Hills

CHAINED BY HER ankle in her cabin again, she waited. Reading another magazine, this time an article about shale formations. Super fascinating, she grimaced. It was fine, she wasn’t really reading it anyway. Her eyes scanned the same paragraph a million times before giving up and going to the next one. Not reading that one either.

She determined that majoring in Geology was not going to be a thing for her.

But mainly she was just waiting, waiting for someone to come in and scratch that itch in her pussy. She wanted it to be Ben but at this point anyone else with a half decent penis would do. Every time someone walked past her cabin door, now closed with the curtains drawn, her heart would begin to race and she perked up.

But no one came. Where the hell was he?

She search through her mind, replaying their encounters. Did he just play her? Admittedly there was the glaringly obvious fact that she was a completely naked girl, oft times chained in place. In fact, every time Ben had seen her she had been secured in some way.

She even told him she was a Comfort Girl. What was he going to think? She was not a girl that he needed to woo with flowers and dinner at a fancy restaurant. He literally just had to hand her food that had rolled onto the floor in order to get to see her tits. Fuck.

And then, the moment he waltzed into her cabin, all he had to do was kiss her and she was on top of him, fucking him. He didn’t even need to do any of the work. Oh my god. She was just a train quickie! That was a thing now, and she was one. Fuck.

How stupid can a girl get, she thought as her eyes started watering up. She gave her cherry to him and he never even had to pretend to be her boyfriend or anything.

Tucking herself under the covers, chain to her right ankle briefly irritating her until she kicked it over with a jangle. She rolled into a fetal position and tried to go to sleep. Just make the day go away. Tomorrow she would arrive in Chicago and put this leg of the trip behind her.

But no luck, her mind wouldn’t let her rest.

She replayed their times together again. Each time, one thing stood out to her. His smile. She thought she was a pretty good judge of character, over all. She had pretty good friends, mainly because she could figure out who was going to be a flake or a bitch eventually, and stayed away from them. She gravitated towards those who were fundamentally kind. That was usually the right person to hang with.

And Ben seemed kind. His smile, his eyes, the way he had looked at her. Yes, he stared at her breasts, but he also saw her face, lingering on it. Smiling at it. Talking to her, connecting with her.

Yes, he had fucked her, but that was her doing, really. He had kissed her, that was a nice thing to do. It spoke of more than just making use of a girl naked and chained to a bed and convenient for a quick bang. It spoke to her of someone who saw her as a girl, not just a toy to play with. The men who had paid to ride a train that let them enjoy her never smiled at her like Ben did. They never looked at her like Ben had.

She finally got to sleep, believing sincerely that something was wrong. Something had stopped Ben from coming to see her. To eat dinner with her. Did he get off the train? No, he had to have known that he would be on the train still when she was having dinner. Maybe the staff really had stopped him. Or maybe something had happened to him.

~~~

When she woke, she waited anxiously for Julie to come get her. First off, she really needed to pee, secondly she needed to get someone to look for Ben. She had tossed and turned all night, dreaming a variety of apocalyptic dreams about Ben. All the things that could have gone wrong for him. Accidentally stepping off the train while it traversed a bridge over a raging river. Spontaneously combusting. Yeah, that one had been really weird.

Looking out of the window she saw a beautiful landscape of gently rolling hills, with the occasional herd of cattle, and a patchwork of fields, stretching out into the distance.

Soon enough, Julie came for her and led her to the bathroom, having unchained her ankle first.

“Julie,” she said as she came out of the bathroom.

“Yes?”

“Do you know if any passengers are missing? Is there someone who keeps track of stuff like that? Like, if someone fell off the train or something like that? Do you guys keep track of that?”

Julie looked at her like she had just sprouted antennae.

“Uh, no, not really. I mean, if someone fell off the train there would probably be an open door that we would notice. Where did that come from?”

“Oh, nothing. Just curious,” she stammered. Emily realized that she was suddenly very eager not to let Julie know that she was hanging out with and boinking one of the passengers. Exactly why, she wasn’t sure. Weird, but she was suddenly very shy about this.

Julie looked at her funny but kept quiet as she guided Emily to the breakfast table. While the two of them ate together, a rather tasty breakfast egg sandwich, Julie kept looking at Emily until finally she seemed to come to a decision.

“Emily, I know you’ve been seeing someone, okay? It’s no biggie, there’s no rules against it. Is that who you’re worried about?”

“What? Um,” she took a moment to swallow properly before pausing some more, then looking up shyly at Julie. “Yeah, I guess. We were supposed to meet for dinner but he never showed up. I just have a bad feeling about it, that’s all. I’m probably just being silly.”

Julie looked sympathetically at her. “I get it, Emily. Let’s just give him some time, okay? I’m sure he’s fine and he’s going to come to see you before you leave the train,” she lied. Her face told Emily everything she needed to know.

“In any case, here’s the plan for today. After breakfast you’ll be in the observation car again, and then after lunch there will be time for one more experience with you for the passengers before we pull into Chicago.

“Oh, alright,” said Emily as she continued munching on her egg sandwich. Despite having a somewhat uneasy feeling she was still hungry. There was something about the constant rocking of the train as it rolled along that gave her an appetite.

That morning, as she sat on no less than three mens’ laps chatting idly with them about inconsequential things, her mind kept turning to Ben.

She turned to the young man whose lap she was currently perched on, and who seemed to be trying to surreptitiously finger her, his hand very slowly inching its way up her thigh towards her slit. She had been patiently waiting for him to complete his journey while he innocently looked out the windows and chatted about nothing with her.

“Um, do you happen to know if passengers from coach are allowed to be in the observation car at all?” she asked him.

He startled slightly, guiltily assuming that she was going to mention his hand. When it became apparent to him that the conversation had not turned to that subject, he regrouped and replied, “Oh, yeah, sure. Anyone can come in here.” He bent towards her ear and whispered, “I’m actually a coach passenger. Shh, don’t tell anyone, I don’t think I’m technically allowed to play with you here,” he grinned.

“Oh, that’s fine, I don’t care. But so, um, like do you know if anyone is, like, missing at all? Like someone in coach that was there that isn’t anymore?”

His hand retreated somewhat from its long sought after goal. He frowned briefly, thinking, then said, “Well, yeah, now that you mention it. There was a guy sitting a few rows ahead of me that’s not there anymore. I figured he got off somewhere. That does happen, you know. It’s a train, it makes stops.” His hand started its journey again.

“Did he have dark hair, kind of tall, gray sweater, dimples?”

“Yeah, he did. You know, he did tend to disappear every evening. I figured he was sneaking into the sleeper compartment to find an empty one. Don’t blame him, the seats in coach are comfy, but it really sucks to sleep there.”

At this point his hand had reached its destination, finally, and it was time for his fingers to do their part.

Emily, only slightly distracted by the fumbling that was happening between her thighs and parting them slightly to let things proceed as they must, felt her breath catch. “Did he leave around dinner time? Did he ever come back?”

Squinting slightly, concentrating on a task that seemed quite important to him, he answered in a somewhat distracted, and slightly peeved tone of voice, “If you must know, he left his seat quite a bit before dinner, and no, he never came back. Come to think of it, he also didn’t take his bag. Huh, I guess he must not have gotten off the train. Oh, look at the view!”

She glanced at the view outside the window, which was admittedly really quite nice, but couldn’t really concentrate on it. The news about Ben was occupying most of her mind. The finger that was probing her vagina at the moment took the rest of her concentration. Many things to think about!

~~~

“Julie,” she said, raising her voice as she was led out of the observation car and down the steps to the cafe where she usually ate lunch. “I think something bad happened to Ben, we need to look for him!”

“What makes you say that?” asked Julie with only a slight rolling of her eyes. She shackled Emily to a chain that was secured to a ring in the floor, next to her seat. “Sweetie, I told you he’s most likely fine. You should just let him find you when he gets a chance. Here, have your lunch.”

Emily pouted slightly and debated arguing with Julie, but finally decided that this was something she would have to take care of herself. What if Ben had simply found himself a nice, empty sleeper cabin and had locked himself in there to stretch out and enjoy himself? If he left that cabin to come see her, maybe he wouldn’t be able to get back there and would have to stay in his seat in coach. What if she led a search party to him and he got kicked off the train as a result?

She munched on her sandwich (another boring sandwich, ugh) and plotted. Perhaps there would be an opportunity to get loose and do a search on her own?

Her ruminations were interrupted when Julie came back to get her. Taking Emily’s trash to the bin first, she proceeded to unshackle her and guide her along a hallway to a new area, one Emily had never been to before.

It appeared to have been a conductor’s cabin at one point, with various status lights mounted on a panel on the wall, and a set of books and folders stacked side by side on a shelf on the other wall. But what got Emily’s attention was the padded table in the middle of the cabin. It seemed like it would be quite comfortable to sit on, possibly even to lie on. The issue was the cuffs and straps that adorned the table.

One set of cuffs was close to the head of the table. Emily guessed that they were for her wrists. Another, much larger set of leather cuffs dangled down to the floor, set in rings quite close to the middle of the table. There was a strap, its two halves fixed to either side of the table, also towards the middle. Seemed like that would be for her torso, she guessed. How exactly would this work?

She glanced over to Julie, raising one eyebrow at her.

“So,” started Julie with a bit of an embarrassed expression. “The men have asked that they be allowed to play with your pussy today. As the last of the experiences, you know? Sort of saving the best for last?”

“Wait, they’re going to spank my pussy? No, absolutely not!” She couldn’t believe it! No way. Her eyes started flitting about the room, her body tensed, preparing to make a break for it.

“No, no, no! No, don’t worry. We don’t allow that sort of thing. You might get injured doing that, no. They just want to look, maybe touch a bit, play around a bit, you know. Nothing major. Also, I’ll be here making sure nothing inappropriate happens.”

“Okay, let me rephrase that,” she said as Emily gave her the side-eye. “Nothing too inappropriate. Anyone having sex with you without your permission or injuring you will be reported to the police. That’s not what this service is about.”

“Okay, I guess. Do I get to just lie there and get played with, without any pain? I’m up for that,” she said. Sounded good, she was kind of horny again. The fingering hadn’t really done it for her, other than making her quite wet. “But I don’t really get the cuffs on this table.”

Once strapped in, Emily got it. Now it made sense, and the blush on her face seemed like it would never come off.

She was lying down on the table on her back, and as expected, her wrists were cuffed to the sides, next to her head. The strap was indeed secured over her torso. Her ankles, on the other hand, were pulled over such that her knees were close to her breasts. The larger set of leather cuffs were secured around her legs, right under the knees, and kept her legs spread obscenely wide. Her pussy was right there, for anyone to see who came into the room.

~~~


CHAPTER EIGHT


Chicago

THE MEN CAME soon enough, crowding into the room and standing next to her. It soon got too crowded so Julie herded them back out again, letting only two in at a time, staying in the room, standing by Emily’s side as the men started to play.

In the ten minute time slot that Julie gave each pair of men, they seemed to find creative ways to cram as much play time as they could. Some of the men seemed to enjoy simply watching. Looking on, sometimes leaning closely to not miss a single detail, as the other man took his time, poking and prodding at Emily’s increasing moist and engorged girly parts.

They delighted in parting her lips. Sometimes grabbing the outer labia between thumb and index finger, squeezing and lifting. Sometimes only one, parting it to one side, other times both and spreading them as far as they would go.

More than once their fingers slipped, and Julie had to reach in with a towelette and wipe her down, much to Emily’s chagrin.

More than one man would part her outer labia with the fingers of one hand, palm resting right on her mound, as the other hand would play with her pink inner lips. Flicking them back and forth, delighting in the way they would jiggle and wiggle, as if on their own accord. Gazing at them as they parted to reveal her inner chamber, just recently opened for business, as it were.

Some of them liked to pinch her clit, grabbing it right on the hood, moving their fingers up and down, causing her to groan out and her legs to jerk in their restraints, her fists clenching.

More than one finger would find its way into her sheath, wiggling around, touching her walls, searching for something. One man found it, a small area on the top wall of her vagina, a spot that made her gasp as the finger found it and rubbed there. She started panting, but the finger retreated again, lingering at the mouth of her part.

Julie would lean over, dry her, she would blush again, and the men would rotate, with grins and murmurs of gratitude and joy. At one point Emily resigned herself to the fact that she was, fundamentally, having a good time. Nothing hurt, the cuffs and chains were surprisingly comfortable, and she was getting some pleasure out of this.

Some frustration too, for sure, but she could handle it. And the joy in the mens’ faces, when she raised her head to take a look at what was going on at the business end of her body, seemed so genuine that she didn’t have the heart to feel bad about what was happening.

Once, a finger dropped down from the mouth of her vagina, across her perineum, and tapped lightly at her anus. She jerked back reflexively, never having done anything there, and not about to start. But the finger left again, and did not return.

Another rotation, another round of discourse between digits and orifice. Arguments were offered on both sides, agreements entered into, pacts sealed with the sounds of slurping and the transfer of precious feminine fluid to eager male finger.

She cried out, a forlorn sound of longing, as her left inner lip was pulled, stretched and pinched, before being let go and returning to its pink companion. They stuck together briefly, before being parted again, finger probing and parting, stretching her chamber as another finger joined its partner in the primal act of penetration.

She lifted her head again and looked down her body, between her breasts, between her spread thighs, to see a man staring intently at her, grinning, a look of almost holy ecstasy on his face. No Benedictine monk could worship more devoutly than this man did at her altar.

She relaxed her head back down to the table and simply enjoyed.

Until one of the men asked, “Julie, can we give her a few spanks while we’re here? As a sort of goodbye? Before we all have to leave?”

Say what?

There followed some discussion between the men and Julie and, much to Emily’s displeasure, an agreement was reached that each man could give Emily a light pop on one of her buttocks, making sure to stay well away from her pussy.

With that wonderful news, the men lined up and, each of them in turn thanking Emily for a wonderful time, gave her a token whack on the cheek with whatever was at hand. Most used the palm of their hand, some had a belt handy.

One man proudly showed off something he called a “RestrainTeq 12”, showing it to the other men, who commented about its exquisite craftsmanship. Emily snuck a peek and saw a paddle that looked almost metallic, which scared her. But when he popped her with it, it stung in a nice way, the pain lingering for only a little while before fading away and leaving her longing for more.

~~~

Finally the time had come for Emily to be released from the table. The men had all shuffled away and Julie stood over her, looking in her eyes.

“Hey, would you like a little relief now?” Julie glanced over at Emily’s pussy, which was looking quite pink and engorged with need.

Emily looked at her quizzically. “Um, what do you mean? What are you…”

“Well, I could help you out a bit, you know. You look frustrated, I could reward you, you know, for being so… accommodating.”

“Oh, okay, sure, I guess,” Emily stuttered, not quite sure what Julie meant to do. But Julie was right, she was super frustrated. The men playing with her had turned her on massively, but never let her get to the point where she could reach an orgasm. And she desperately wanted one.

Julie reached over with her right hand and began rubbing between Emily’s legs, fingers sliding between her lips, her clit between them. As Julie rubbed, Emily began arching slightly, a low moan rising from her chest. All too soon Julie stopped, causing Emily’s head to lift up, looking over to see why, seeing Julie move over to crouch between her legs.

Her head dropped down again as she felt a tongue touching her sensitive nub, sliding down and pressing between her nether lips, probing into her passage. She moaned, her stretched out legs trembling slightly.

As Julie lapped away, Emily felt the inevitable onset of an earth-shattering orgasm thundering towards her. Unable to stop herself she shrieked with passion, a massive tremor rocking her hips and causing her toes to curl almost painfully, before she finally managed to unclench her muscles and begin the long journey back down again, back to earth.

Back to the train that continued to drive forward, bringing her closer and closer to the end. End of any possibility of seeing Ben again.

Ben!

Shit. She needed to get free of this table, and somehow find him. Even in the pleasant, warm haze of post-orgasmic bliss she still felt an uneasy, gripping sensation in her middle. Something was wrong.

Having wiped her mouth with a towelette, Julie smiled down while unfastening her from the table. “Better?” she asked.

“Yeah, thank you so much. That was, I don’t know… I’ve never felt that way before, really.”

“Girls know best,” Julie winked at her. Gently she guided her from the cabin and down the hallway. Almost to the end of it, they encountered a conductor.

“Hey Julie,” he said as he motioned to talk.

“What’s up Roderick?”

“Listen, I think there’s some problem with one of the passengers —”

Emily turned and ran.

Just ran away from them, not really sure what the plan was, or how this was going to unfold, but this was it. Probably her only chance and she wasn’t going to waste it.

She heard some yelling behind her but kept going. Running through a couple of sliding doors and through a vestibule she realized she was heading towards the coach cars. Not where she needed to be, crap!

Hearing footsteps behind her, she ducked into a tiny, cramped space between a cabinet that held a coffee maker and the wall of the train. Scraping her breasts on the rough material behind the cabinet, she held her breath as she heard what had to be Julie and the conductor running past.

As soon as their footsteps faded, she ducked out again and headed back the way she had come. If she had been headed towards coach before, then the opposite direction would be the sleeper cars. She was convinced that Ben was somewhere in there. If only she could find him before they caught her, maybe she could warn him and he wouldn’t be caught. At least she would get to see him again.

Reaching the sleeper compartments, she began looking through them. Quite a few were empty, their occupants probably in the observation car, or another of the lounges. Some had people in them, looking up at her in surprise as she hurried past, gazing at her face then at her body. Some of the compartments were closed, with curtains covering the tall windows that graced the sliding doors. But she could bend down and look at a gap where the curtains didn’t quite reach the floor.

In most of them she could see feet, some in shoes, some in socks. People were in them. Was one of them Ben? She wasn’t sure she remembered his shoes, exactly, but didn’t think they were his. Too feminine, too small, boots. Not him.

But one of the locked compartments had no shoes or feet showing. Was there really no one in there? Were they just resting their feet on the seat in front of them? She knocked, no answer. Trying the door again, it was definitely locked, and it had to be from the inside. You couldn’t lock these from outside the cabin.

Just as she knocked again, more desperately, she felt a hand on her shoulder and Julie, breath coming out in pants, glared at her. “What the hell, Emily!”

“I’m sorry, Julie. I had to look for him! He’s in here, I just know it. And I think something’s wrong!”

“Oh for fuck’s sake, Emily! Stop being so naive! You and he had some fun, he moved on and that’s the end of it, alright?”

“Sweet Jesus, oh sweet, sweet Jesus help me,” gasped the conductor as he hove into view, bending over and wheezing. He looked like he might die. “What the hell? Julie, you know I can’t do shit like this.”

“No, seriously, please!” Emily pleaded. She turned to the door and tried opening it again, knowing it wouldn’t, but wanting to make it clear to them. Make them understand.

“Look,” she said. “The door’s locked from the inside, but no one’s answering. Is there supposed to be anyone in this room? Do you know? Please, just, can you check?”

Julie looked over to Roderick and fixed him with a strained smile. “Well, we might as well humor her. Is there anyone in there?”

Roderick looked at the number plate on the door. “4042-7? No I don’t think so. That’s weird, that door shouldn’t be locked.”

He tried the door himself, then reached for his key chain. Ruffling through the various keys on the chain, he selected a rather serious looking tool and fitted it into a slot in the front of the door that Emily hadn’t noticed before.

Twisting the tool, he managed to get the door unlocked and slid it open. “Hello, anyone in here?” There was no reply.

Pushing the curtains aside they all entered the small cabin. It was empty. Emily’s heart sank. She had been so sure that he was in here. But then again, she hadn’t seen any feet on the floor. But the seats were empty. No clothes, no bags, nothing.

The other two had turned to glare at her, when Emily noticed the upper bunk, which was folded closed at an angle to the outer wall of the train, right above where the large window to the outside was. As the train bumped over the tracks, the folded bunk made a squeaking sound, and something that sounded like a muffled groan.

“Did you hear that?” she exclaimed. “From the bunk above! Can you open it, please? Please,” she begged.

“Fine, if it’ll shut you up,” he mumbled as he reached over, jerking at the handle a few times until it unlatched and the bunk fell down into its open position.

And Ben almost fell out onto their startled faces.

~~~

It was perhaps not the best reunion that Emily could have hoped for.

It turned out that Ben had snuck into the sleeper compartment both nights. Having locked himself in to avoid having anyone find him, he had slept in the upper bunk both nights, finding it easier to set up for sleep and close again during the day.

But while resting there shortly before dinner time, something had gone horribly wrong with the bunk and, the train hitting a bump in the tracks, the mechanism keeping the bunk in its down position had come loose and it flipped closed on him, trapping him inside.

Much back and forth between him and the conductor followed, with threats of lawsuits and counter threats of rail police involvement, leading to Ben and Roderick storming out of the compartment and continuing their argument until their voices faded.

All this time, Julie just looked at Emily, a sympathetic expression that Emily found herself less and less able to bear. She could feel her excitement at finding Ben starting to collapse, her eyes becoming filled with moisture.

“Sweetie, look. I’m sure he’ll figure out, once the two of them calm down, just what you did for him. Don’t take it personally, okay? At least you know that he didn’t simply just stand you up.” She laid a hand on Emily’s shoulder.

“I know, I just… I, don’t know, I just thought that, you know… I could see him just one more time, and it would be nice,” she sobbed.

“Come on, sweetie, let’s get you back to your cabin.”

Silently they walked down the hallways, down stairs until they reached the cabin where Julie locked Emily’s ankle back in the shackle.

“Listen,” she said as she sat down next to Emily. “I know you did what you thought was best, and you did save a passenger. That’s something that will work in your favor. But running away from us wasn’t good, okay?”

“What do you mean?” sniffed Emily.

“We’re going to have to punish you for that, Emily. Your contract is quite explicit about that, about compliance, and not running away and stuff like that. But, as I said, I’ll make sure they go easy on you, given what you did, alright? Don’t worry about it.” She patted Emily on the back and left the cabin.

~~~


CHAPTER NINE


Layover

THINGS AFTER THAT were a bit of a blur for Emily. It wasn’t much longer before the train pulled into Chicago’s Union Station. After the other passengers had disembarked a man dressed in a RailTrek uniform came and got her, unlocking her shackles and slapping a set of handcuffs on her, thankfully asking for Emily to put her hands together in front of her, not behind her back.

Saying nothing, ignoring Emily’s questions, he guided her out of the train, and past the wagons, so many of them, stretching like a giant, articulated metal serpent in front of her. The engines continued to belch diesel fumes as they idled, causing Emily to cough and gasp as they walked past, the platform being enclosed and somewhat dark and claustrophobic, and filled with fumes.

Entering the station hall, Emily glanced up at the beautiful ceiling, gasping as she took it all in. And then, lowering her gaze, seeing the crowds of passengers waiting for their trains, she suddenly remembered that she was completely naked. Something that had come naturally for her on board the train, was now again a source of strangeness, marking her as something other. Different from the rest of society, not a human passenger, an amenity. Something that could be yours for the price of a ticket.

He guided her through a side door into a lounge. Rather a large one, Emily noted. Filled with people who glanced up from their phones to take her in. She looked back at them, gazing at their faces briefly before glancing down again at the floor.

When she finally looked up again, she saw that they had stopped at a metallic frame structure that dominated one of the walls of the lounge, next to the snack bar. Behind and on both sides of the structure were poster boards, proclaiming the latest innovations of RailTrek.

“RailTrek — the American Experience!” said one with an image of a smiling family gazing at wondrous landscapes while a train stretched behind them, improbably aiming for the skies.

To the left of the frame was a post proclaiming, “The latest comfort innovations, only from RailTrek!” And below that a stylized image of a nude girl proclaiming, “Comfort Girl, the Ultimate Travel Fantasy!”

The poster to the right of the frame mentioned, “RailTrek partners with RestrainTeq, the premier source of Personnel Management Technologies!”

Emily raised her eyebrows as the man turned her around and, bending down, latched her right ankle into one of the shackles at the base of the frame. Motioning her to spread her legs, he proceeded to secure her other ankle.

Thankfully her wrists were cuffed to the sides of the frame around the height of her hips, and not stretched overhead. But still, she felt vulnerable and exposed.

“How long am I going to be here,” she asked the man.

“Your connecting train leaves in about two hours. So you’ll stay here during that time. We were going to give you a good hard spanking for running, but Julie convinced us you’d had enough of that sort of thing.” Gesturing to the posters behind her, he continued, “So we’re going to use you as promotional material instead.”

He chuckled as he left her there and went back the way he had come.

Emily sighed. Well, it could be worse. At least she had made it here. Now all she needed to do was wait for her connecting train, and pray that whatever awaited her there was no worse than what she had already gone through.

With a growing sense of despair, she remembered that it would be an overnight trip. Shit, that meant some sort of dinner experience for sure, followed by probably some morning experience. She believed that this train wouldn’t have an observation car, so probably no sitting on men’s laps? That had turned out to be quite pleasant actually.

Looking back the trip was both vastly worse than she had initially imagined it would be, and also not as bad as it could have been. She had gotten pretty good rest in her nice cabin, better than it seemed the coach passengers got. She had really enjoyed the admittedly quite kinky “experiences” she had provided. Some of them hurt, but Emily was learning things about herself. She liked to get hurt, sometimes, in a safe space. When it was playful and not scary or violent.

No one likes to violated, their space invaded, sense of self torn apart. But what exactly did she feel was a violation? Where did her space end and a shared space start? What did she really feel her sense of self was exactly? Before this trip Emily might have had answers for those questions. But now she wasn’t so sure.

What hurt her more was the loss of the personal connection she felt she had created with Ben. And, she realized, with Julie too. Julie had looked after her, she had… done things for her that no one else ever had. Oh my god, was she now a lesbian, Emily pondered. Maybe not, but this was an area to explore. An expansion of her personal space, that could include another girl’s body perhaps.

Wasn’t that something that happened in college a lot? According to some of the porn Emily had watched, that was definitely true!

Lost in her thoughts, shifting from one leg to another to relieve the strain of standing stretched out for so long, she didn’t even notice the young man in a RailTrek uniform approach.

~~~

“Um, Miss?”

Emily, startled out of her thoughts, looked over. “Oh, hi, um… yeah?”

“Miss, sorry to disturb you,” he mumbled, trying very hard to not stare at her body. His eyes darted everywhere, nervously dropping down to her nipples, then jerking back up to her right cheek, not daring to look her in the eyes. “Sorry, but I’m supposed to deliver this to you.”

Emily looked down at his hands and saw a beautiful flower bouquet in a small pot. Pretty pink roses, interspersed with soft white alstroemeria, their petals spread wide and glistening, fresh drops of water clinging to them. Emily gasped.

“Oh, so pretty! Are they for me? Really? Who,” she started to ask.

“Um, I guess the passengers that you, um, you know, um, entertained, Miss? I guess they got together and got you these. Um, where should I put them?”

“Oh, I guess down by my feet?”

As he bent down right in front of her, eyes desperately trying not to look at her mound and her somewhat prominent slit that had worked so hard to apparently earn this pretty gift, she realized that he was going to set the flowers down right between her legs.

“Wait, can you set them over to the side, please,” she asked him.

“Oh, yes Miss, sure.” He adjusted and set them over to the side of her left leg.

How sweet, Emily thought to herself as he left. Glancing back down at the flowers she felt her eyes misting over again. People really can surprise you. They didn’t really have to do that, she was after all just a Comfort Girl, the Ultimate Travel Fantasy! I guess ultimate travel fantasies get roses for a fantasy well done!

Still, she couldn’t get over Ben. Why did he just walk away like that? She had saved him, after all! Didn’t that count for anything? Her eyes started misting over again.

Standing there, feeling sorry for herself and wondering how much longer this was going to go on before she would be getting on the next train, she noticed an older gentleman walking over to her, and peering somewhat quizzically at her.

“Hi, can I help you with anything?” she asked him in her best ironic tone.

“Why yes,” he said, peering closely at the cuffs that encircled her wrists. “I assume these are RestrainTeq’s as well,” he muttered. “Nice, very nice. How do they feel?”

“How do they feel? I guess they’re fine,” she said. What was his deal?

He glanced up at her face. “I assume you were a Comfort Girl on the train that just came in from Oregon, am I right?”

“Yes, I was.”

“And you’re continuing on? Where?”

“Syracuse,” she said. Her brow furrowed. She had assumed that men in the lounge would be pestering her eventually, but his utter lack of interest in her girly parts was starting to make her feel a bit discombobulated. “What’s it to you? Are you going there too?”

“Yes I am, indeed. I was here in Chicago to attend a convention on just this sort of thing. You know, this is the future of transport entertainment, I really feel that. I would love to talk more with you about your experience. Perhaps we will meet on the train in a bit?”

He proceeded to wink at her and then left, going to the snack bar. Emily peered at him over her shoulder as he fixed himself a bowl of what looked like trail mix and a banana, and then went off to one of the seats out of her sight.

Future of transport entertainment, huh.

~~~

The rest of the time in the lounge was spent getting stretched out rather a bit less comfortably, as a RailTrek employee came over and secured Emily’s wrists to the upper bar of the frame, much to Emily’s displeasure.

“A better marketing message,” he mumbled at her as he hurriedly left the withering gaze of her disapproval.

After what seemed like forever - her head leaning back, staring up at the lounge ceiling - she was brought back to earth by a hesitant, “Ahem. Ahem, Miss?”

She looked down to see the same hesitant young man, now standing in front of her holding an envelope, eyes again unsure where to be. Perhaps even more distressed at the way her breasts were raised by her stretched out arms, right there at eye level.

“Um, this was left for you, Miss. Shall I leave somewhere for you?”

“Wait, who left it?”

“Some gentleman, Miss. I think he said his name was Ben?”

Her heart sped up, thumping in her chest, the sound of blood rushing in her ears. Her hands instinctively tried to reach for the envelope but stopped short.

“No, can you, ah, maybe you can open the envelope for me? Please, I want to see what’s in it.”

“Oh, yes, of course, um, sure. One second, Miss,” he stammered as his eyes tore themselves away from her left nipple and down to the envelope.

Fumbling a bit, he tore the envelope open and pulled out a note card. Looking a bit lost for a moment, he finally decided to place the note in Emily’s right hand, secured as it was to the frame, above and to the right of her head.

Emily tried to angle the card in such a way that she could read it, spending a few frustrating moments craning her neck to read, but finally gave up.

“Can you just read it to me, please? This isn’t working.” In the distance she heard an announcement. Crap, was that her train?

“Sure Miss,” he said as he took the card, cleared his throat, and proceeded to read.

“Dear Emily,” he intoned. “Sorry about running off like that. I really regret it, but that conductor was being a real a-hole about things.”

Emily had a feeling the actual word on the card was different, but no matter. She was getting impatient to hear the rest, as it was becoming clear that they were going to come for her soon.

“I wanted to come see you in the lounge and really thank you for what you did for me,” he continued reading. “Unfortunately I really need to get to my appointment here in Chicago. The train arrived late and getting things sorted out took time. And they wouldn’t let me in the lounge to see you, so I gave them this note.

“I really hope you and I can get together if you’re ever in town again. All my heart goes out to you, sweet Emily.” He finished reading and added, “Awww, that’s so sweet!”

Her eyes filled with moisture again, this time from happiness, her heart full, her eyes full, tears running down her cheeks as they came for her.

~~~
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