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Chapter 1: Letters from Amber

I wish I were a butterfly. I’d flap away like mad, I’d go anywhere I wanted, let the wind carry me where it wants to and flap with all my strength towards some pretty flower.

The world is really big for a butterfly I bet. Everything’s huge! What a fun way to live, just exploring whatever.

And I wouldn’t care if my parents were still caterpillars. I’d love them anyway. I’d know I would have been a caterpillar once too, and they would have nurtured me and let me grow up to become what I am and be free.

Okay, I’m not sure that’s how it works, TBH, but I don’t care. A butterfly wouldn’t care. I’d come home every night after exploring and having fun, and I’d nestled up next to them and give them each a big kiss. And then we’d all curl up around each other and go to sleep.

And when the morning comes I’d spread my wings again, give them a hug and go flapping around to explore a new part of my world.

I think caterpillars are cute. They squirm around and sometimes they hang from trees and I’ve never seen one frown or get mad.

Butterflies are pretty. With their beautiful wings and their curly antennas and...I just…I wish I were a butterfly. They’re pretty and I’m not. I’m all knees and elbows and kids call me names and I think they all hate me.

I’d be everyone’s friend if they’d let me.

Amber, 10

Dear Mommy Violet,

I’m so sorry for having stained the sheets. I really didn’t know that was going to happen. I wish someone had told me about this and I would have done everything I could to make sure I didn’t make a mess. I’m so sorry. I know you don’t have a lot of money and you don’t have time to take care of everything and everybody.

I’m trying to be good, and I looked after Ian last night like you asked me to. He has a fever I think and I didn’t really know what to do but singing to him seemed to help.

I wish I were better at school but I get in trouble a lot and I have a hard time understanding what’s being written on the board. It takes me a long time to read stuff. I don’t think I can see well, everything’s blurry sometimes. The chalkboard’s too far away.

I know you have a lot of kids to take care of and you’re wonderful how you take your time and your money to take care of us. I understand that you had to spank me.

I swear I’ll try to be better. Please keep me.

Amber, 12

Dear Alex and Marsha,

Thank you so much for taking me in. I love everything here and my room is great. If I had one complaint it would be that it gets a little loud at night with the boys in the room next to Alena, Trixie and me. Also, Brad likes to get a little rough when he plays. I’m not sure I feel comfortable.

But I don’t want you to think I’m not super grateful. It’s been really hard for me to be sent from one family to the next. I try real hard to be good and to fit in and I hope you’ll give me a chance. I love it here.

Thank you also for the wonderful school supplies. I really like math and science.

Amber, 13

Dear Judge or Whoever’s going to read this,

I don’t think it’s fair that just because one of the boys is in trouble that all of us should be removed from our foster family and sent out to new ones. I really liked it there and Alex and Marsha have been super nice and sweet to me and the others and it’s just not fair.

Now I have to go to another school and this one had a really nice teacher who didn’t mind that I couldn’t see the board that well and she tried to get me glasses but I couldn’t afford it. Still she let me learn my own way and I was really doing good.

Brad did bad things but he should be the only one punished. This isn’t fair.

Please let me stay.

Amber, 14

Maddy,

I don’t know why you won’t return my texts. I thought you and I clicked really good and I’m kinda pissed you led me on when we were at the sleepover. I only kissed cause I thought you were playing a game and I was kinda having fun too and it’s no biggie, I’m not into lesbian stuff, obviously.

Please take down that video, it’s not even me I know you used AI to gen it, that’s really lame. My tits don’t even look like that and I’m going to tell the principal on you if you don’t.

I thought we were friends and it hurts that you’re acting like a total bitch.

Stay out of my life.

Amber, 16

To: Julie,

I would like to protest vehemently the unfair treatment I have been receiving. None of the other kids are treated like that and it’s not fair, just cause I’m the newest.

BTW I think it’s wrong that you don’t give me anything for school lunch. It costs money at school and I don’t have any and I need to either go without or beg other kids for food and it’s super humiliating.

One of the teachers caught me going through the cafeteria trash to find good food and there’s lots of it, these kids waste so much it’s crazy, but now I’m in trouble and have to do detention.

I’ve tried to get a job but you keep requiring that I do chores here and so I never get to have a job that makes me money.

Please let me work at least one day a week after school or on the weekends.

I’ll make it up at home and work extra hard.

Amber, 16

Dear Mr. Franklin,

I’d like to thank you very much for placing me with the Rodneys, they are very nice and they treat me well. They are very busy and have a lot of kids to look out for so I don’t mind being left alone so much at least it gives me a chance to try and get a job.

Unfortunately there are no openings available. Do you know of any way I could get a job anywhere? They are using slaves for everything it seems.

Thank you for the birthday card. I will turn 18 in a couple of weeks and I’m a little worried about what will happen. Ms. Rodney says I’ll have to leave them but I’m not done with school yet. I got held back a year and I don’t know how I’ll get to stay in school if I don’t have a home.

Do you know of anywhere that I can go once I get discharged from foster care? I’m willing to stay anywhere but I’d really like to stay at my current school they are really nice to me there.

I don’t have a lot of friends - okay I don’t really have friends. Everyone keeps teasing me since the boys started spreading rumors about me. I swear I never did anything with that boy, he’s just lying. Ever since I got my…well, you know, but they all say I’m a slut but I’m not and it hurts.

I’m really worried that I will be out on the streets.

Thank you for your help.

Amber, 17

Dear Mr. Franklin,

I haven’t heard from you. Tomorrow is my birthday and Ms. Rodney is getting a cake for all of us to enjoy but she and Mr. Rodney have already added another girl to their kids. She’s nice and cute, but it’s clear to me that I’m out.

I don’t have a phone of my own, and I can only get messages on the family computer and soon I won’t have access to it. Is there any way I can talk to you in person? Or anyone I can get help from?

Thank you again.

Amber, 17


Chapter 2: The Streets

It was a cold, damp day in late March when Amber left the home of Mr. and Ms. Rodney for the last time, a backpack with her notebooks, some toiletries and, strangely enough, a roll of toilet paper in it. Ms. Rodney had insisted, muttering with a voice strained with emotion that one never knew when you get toilet paper, so best to have it. A couple of pairs of her panties, socks and two extra shirts were stuffed in there as well. Oh, and Mr. Bunny, of course. Amber had gotten Mr. Bunny when she was only five and had managed to keep him with her all these years, through many a move. He was a little scruffy at this point, but then again, she figured, so was she.

Amber wore her only pair of jeans, a sweatshirt with the logo of the Oregon State Beavers on it, and her worn out sneakers. A gray hoodie, barely sufficient for the damp air completed the outfit as she walked along the sidewalk in the outskirts of Corvallis. She had no idea where she was going, but she figured that walking along familiar paths was as much as she could handle right now. She would worry about what to do next when she had to.

She did have to admit that the day was not altogether bad. The birthday party was nice. Ms. Rodney served her favorite cake: chocolate sheet cake with pink buttercream frosting. On it someone had written out, “Happy Birthday, Amber!” and drawn a duck’s face. She wasn’t sure why that was there, but ducks were a big thing here and so there was one on her cake.

All the other kids that the Rodneys took care of came and had cake and gave her hugs and some of them cried. Especially little Sophia, who wouldn’t let go of Amber’s leg until Ms. Rodney had to gently pull her away, the child wailing. It made Amber cry a bit too, but she bravely sniffed away her tears and put on a cheery face, trying to make it seem like everything was going to be okay. She didn’t want the other kids to worry too much, to think too much about what their own fate would be one day.

Mr. Rodney came over, face gentle, like it always was, and he quietly slipped a twenty-dollar bill in Amber’s pocket. “Take care, sweetie. You’re a smart girl, you’ll figure it out, okay?”

She nodded and clutched the bill in her hand, tucked in her pocket, wondering how long it would last out there.

Maybe she would go to her school and see if there was a teacher there that could help her out, tell her where to go, how to get some shelter, some food. After all, she was still a student. Didn’t they have to help her?

Head bowed down against the cold, misty air, she strode purposefully down the sidewalk, making good progress, her eyes fixated on the ground she trod, her mind full of disjointed thoughts. Her varied conversations with other girls, some friends, most not, the fights she’d had and the dreams of boys she would have liked to have gotten to know, all the missed opportunities that made up the sometimes-sad timeline of her life thus far.

As she was lost in thought her stomach started rumbling and she looked at her cheap digital watch to realize she had been walking for more than an hour and had missed the turn towards her school and was almost to the small downtown. She could see the Snak-In-The-Box up ahead. Her stomach rumbled again and she realized she was quite hungry. Had she really only had cake today? She had been so busy packing her stuff, meager as it was, that she had completely missed breakfast. One might surmise that she had wanted to avoid the others as much as possible too, ashamed of having to leave them, not wanting to start the process of disengagement earlier than absolutely necessary.

Rubbing the 20-dollar bill with her fingers, she made her way over to the front door of the restaurant and hesitated a moment before steeling herself and entering. A quick glance around the main dining area took in the interior, garish in reds and purples, plastic chairs fixed to plastic tables and bright murals of Snakky the almost reptilian mascot of the chain peering at her from the walls on either side. No one there that she recognized, thankfully. She wasn’t sure she could converse with anyone she knew at this particular time.

How’s it going? they would ask. And she would have to put on a cheery face and say, Oh, I’m great. You? Oh, that’s nice. Yeah, no, I’m not going home later. Why? I don’t have a home anymore, you see. Yeah, it happens. Just part of life, I guess. What will I do? No fucking clue.

Taking a deep breath, she walked quickly over to the counter where one other person was standing, peering up at the menu printed overhead, trying to figure out what to order. The man was slightly obese, she noticed, but dressed in a snazzy business suit, his hair neatly trimmed in the back of his head. She waited patiently behind him as he continued to contemplate the various options. She squinted up at the menu board, her vision failing her again as she contemplated the blurry pictures that floated before her. She could make out the basic idea: a selection of what were probably burgers and fries, with milkshakes and ice cream desserts rounding out the offerings.

Amber’s mouth watered. Things here smelled delicious and her stomach was actively growling now. Finally, the man finished ordering and left to find somewhere to sit. She moved up to the counter and the young woman there stared at her, expression blank and disinterested. Amber cleared her throat and ordered a burger: cheese, lettuce, tomato, onions, ketchup, mustard. She decided, while she was at it, to add bacon as well, something she had never done before. Her various families had often brought back takeout from fast food restaurants, but bacon had rarely been an option. Amber decided that it would be one now.

“Fries?”

“What?” Amber asked, still somewhat engrossed in the overhead menu.

“Do you want fries with that?” asked the girl taking her order.

“Oh, um…sure,” she replied.

“Anything else?”

“Um, yeah,” she said as she tossed caution to the wind. “I’d like a milkshake too.”

“What kind?”

“Strawberry?”

“Anything else?”

“No thanks,” she said, starting to regret going overboard. Her fingers curled around the bill in her pocket, nervous now about having gone too far in her spending, but too ashamed to change her order.

“That’ll be 19 dollars and 35 cents,” the girl intoned, bored, staring at the terminal screen.

“Oh, really?” Amber blurted. “Um…”

“Problem?” the girl said, staring up at Amber, a look in her eyes that spoke to Amber of years of dealing with customers of all kinds. Some who didn’t care at all what the cost was, others who spent precious time trying to justify what they were being asked to spend. And some who couldn’t spend anything.

Amber desperately didn’t want to be the latter, so she muttered, “No, of course not,” and handed over her 20-dollar bill.

The girl behind the counter almost seemed disgusted with having to deal with cash, clearly used to credit card transactions. She rummaged around for change in the drawer, handing over a few coins which Amber pocketed, deciding then and there that she wouldn’t dwell on the future, not right now. She was going to eat well today and concentrate on where she would sleep. The rest would follow.

Receipt in hand she wandered off to find a table to sit at. She picked one with two facing seats next to a window. The man who had ordered ahead of her was sitting across the room from her, clutching his receipt and staring out the window, seeming just as lost as she was. Was he newly homeless too? Had he just spent everything he had on lunch too? Would he come over to her later and ask her for advice on where he could spend the night, or would she find him to be of help to her? No, she would not ask him for help. The thought of approaching a stranger and asking for help horrified her right now, for some reason.

She sat down and stared out the window, taking in the view of the parking lot and the steadily graying skies. Amber wanted to feel positive, so she thought about the nice things in life. Like the meal she was going to have right now. And…well, she would probably get to meet some interesting people. As for tonight, she felt pretty sure that she would be able to find a place to stay if she just asked a teacher at her school. It was a Saturday, but she knew that plenty of kids had extracurricular activities there, sports mainly, and so there would be people there.

She began humming a tune to herself, looking at a squirrel scampering across the parking lot and bounding up a tree. Maybe she could find a tree to sleep in? No, too much danger of rolling off. Plus, she was scared of heights. No trees for her. A car rounded the corner and parked, just off to the side. As Amber looked, a family disgorged themselves from the vehicle, mom, dad, two kids, a boy and a girl. They seemed happy. Although, maybe not, as the girl was wailing over something and the boy was engrossed in his phone, and the mom seemed harried, the dad ignoring everyone. Maybe she didn’t have it so bad after all, she thought.

As she continued staring, the mom and the girl seemed to get into a massive argument, and the dad joined in, finally storming back to the car, the boy not caring at all, and the girl crying and screaming as the family climbed back in and the car backed out of the parking spot and left. Amber raised her eyebrows and contemplated fate. Some of the super young ones in her families had thrown temper tantrums, but generally everyone tried to be on their best behavior when on an outing, especially given how rare and precious they had been. Amber shuddered to think what would have happened to her had she done what that little girl had.

“Order number 371?”

“Oh!” Amber started as she whipped her head around to see a different girl in a Snak-In-The-Box uniform standing to her side, holding a tray. “Yeah, um…” Amber stared at her receipt, finally finding the number written across the top. “Yeah, that’s me, thanks!”

“Whatever,” the girl muttered and set the tray down.

Amber looked at her tray, her mouth watering as she moved the stack of napkins over to the side, sliding the container of fries to the top-left corner of the tray, and moving the milkshake off the tray and onto the table. She unwrapped the burger from its paper wrapping and flattened out the paper. Squeezing out one packet of ketchup onto the paper, she paused a moment to savor the tableau laid out before her. This was all hers. All just for her. No need to fight others for her share, no feeling guilty for taking too much, or distress from grabbing too little, once again.

She leaned forward and took a deep breath, exulting in the pleasure of the moment. Who knew when such a thing could happen again? She held the burger and took a big bite, letting the flavor course through her body, taking in every moment, trying hard to memorize it. A sip of her milkshake, followed by a handful of fries and Amber settled on a nice rhythm, working her way through her meal until, far too soon, she was done.

Well, that was it, she thought to herself. She had passed her first test, a test that she hadn’t even known she had set for herself. To make it through her very first meal by herself, without anyone telling her what to do or how to do it. She was proud. This was not a sad thing, she told herself. This is not a sad time. This was a rite of passage that she had completed. She would have many more, she knew, and it was soon time for her to go out there and cross the next barrier that the world set out for girls like her.

But first, it was time to be smart. Make use of the restroom here. The school would be a good place too, but the restroom here was real, not theoretical, so she should use it. And maybe she should take the unused napkins with her. They could be useful. And then she would set out for the school. Like she had planned.

Amber left the restaurant, tummy full, feeling much better about things. The skies had cleared out a bit and the gray overcast had turned to slightly muted sunshine, with just a high layer of stratus clouds to partially obscure the sun. She skipped down the sidewalk, retracing her steps until she got to the intersection where she should have turned to get to her school, and there she crossed, waiting patiently for the light to change as a few derelict cars rattled past.

Another five minutes and she was there, at the school, the large, red-brick clad building looming ahead. Amber sucked in her breath and made her way to the front entrance, the guard there recognizing her and letting her in. Nods were exchanged, Amber having never really learned his name, nor he hers.

And that was partly the problem, she thought to herself as she trod the halls, looking for the door to the teachers’ lounge where she figured someone might be found. Amber didn’t know the guard’s name and he didn’t know hers. How was he supposed to care about her fate if he hadn’t cared enough to get to know her name? Sure, it was harder for him—there were a lot of students here. Too many, probably, for him to remember. But she hadn’t bothered either, even though there were only about two or three guards here. So why should he, or indeed, anyone care? Still, maybe she would luck out with a teacher. They were supposed to care, right?


Chapter 3: School

The halls of the school meant many things to Amber. Different things at different times. Sometimes they meant discomfort, as there were times when she would get picked on, or even bullied, and the end result would be tears and shame and hiding in the bathroom.

Sometimes they meant courage, as she resolved to press on past the huddled cliques of mean girls and leering boys and head towards her classrooms, which held their own complicated mix of scenarios for Amber. There were enough times where her protective instincts would kick in and she would try to stand up for one of her fellow foster siblings, or a kid who seemed to be having an even harder time than she was.

And sometimes these halls meant safety, if her current home situation was not ideal, which was sometimes the case. There had been many times in Amber’s formative years where she entered this very hallway and breathed a sigh of relief, secure in the knowledge that she was safe for a few hours at least, even with the possibility of being bullied.

And today, the hallway represented safety again, at least the hope of such, with the potential that she could talk to an adult, explain her situation and be presented with an array of options. At least one of them would appeal to her, she was sure. In fact, she felt quite optimistic and walked the empty hallway with a spring in her step. She would talk to a teacher, maybe a guidance counselor, and they would propose she stay at a youth hostel or some other such accommodation. Maybe a motel? It might be fun to be on her own for the first time!

She could continue to take classes here, eat at the school cafeteria. Surely, they would pay for her school lunches. And then, once she graduated, she would go to college on a scholarship, stay in the dorms, have a meal plan, graduate in something amazing, like veterinary science, marine biology, finance. Something like that. And then all the trials she’d had to go through would be worth it. And really, when she thought about it, she’d had a decent life. Others had it much worse, she knew, and every now and then she thought about them and thanked whatever deity was looking down on her for keeping her from sharing their fate.

Unfortunately, the teachers’ lounge door was locked, and a tentative knock yielded no response. She continued down to where the guidance counselor’s office was, and that was locked too. Made sense, it was the weekend and the regular teaching staff was probably not here. But she did hear the tortured strains of music being forced from reluctant hands and lips, and so she followed that sound until she came to the music room, where she waited outside, reluctant to interrupt whatever was going on there, although it might have been a small mercy to all involved.

When, at last, the last attempts at harmony had been abandoned for the day, she slowly pushed the door open to see Mr. Chaim, the music teacher, sitting on a chair, speaking softly to a group of four young girls and two boys holding their flutes and listening intently to what he was saying. When one of the younger girls looked over at Amber, standing in the doorway, Mr. Chaim looked over as well, raising an eyebrow, then turning back to his students to wrap up with them.

As they all rose, the youngsters packing their flutes up and grabbing their backpacks, he motioned for Amber to enter and have a seat next to him, which she did, setting her backpack down and waiting for the others to leave. Which they did, with cheery waves and promises to practice.

“So, Amber, is it? What can I do for you?” he asked her. She felt her heart lifting—he knew her name, so that was a good start. And, she realized, she knew his name too, so this was definitely a good sign.

“Um…well, Mr. Chaim. I’ve…I’ve got a bit of a problem,” she started, feeling a bit hesitant all of a sudden. It’s one thing to have a plan. At the early stages of any plan, one feels most confident. The potential is almost infinite, and nothing bad has happened yet, and it is easy to imagine that only the good outcomes will occur. They say the longest journey starts with a single step, and that step is the hardest one of all. Amber wasn’t sure that was true, though. She felt that, after a long day of walking, the thousandth step was surely harder. It was then that one either fell down, begging for rest, or resolved to keep suffering and take yet another step.

And this step, face to face with someone who could either make her dream of an easy life come true, or shatter all hope with a single “Sorry, but…” that was perhaps the hardest step of all. But the encouraging smile on his face gave her the strength to take that step, and if needed, another one beyond that.

“Go on, Amber,” he said.

“Okay. Okay. So, I…I just got kicked out of—I mean, I guess that sounds harsh. I don’t mean it like that. They’re good people,” she said with trembling voice as her eyes started to tear up. “I had to leave my foster parents.”

“Oh! Why, Amber?” he said, concern in his face. “Did anything happen? Did they abuse you?”

“Oh! No, no, not at all. No,” she rushed to assure him. “I just…just turned 18. In fact, it’s my birthday today. Cool, huh? Happy birthday to me!” Now the tears started running in earnest. She had conveniently hidden the significance of that from herself the whole way over here. I guess some birthdays just suck ass, she thought to herself.

Mr. Chaim looked distinctly uncomfortable at this point, but he made an effort to slap on a smile and congratulate her. “Well, Happy Birthday, Amber! 18 is quite a big milestone!”

“Yeah, I guess,” she replied, wiping her eyes with the sleeves of her hoodie. “Anyway, I guess they can’t keep me past that age? I guess it’s hard on them, you know? They take care of a lot of kids…”

“Yeah, yeah. I hear times are tough for foster parents. Food costs and all that,” he said, nodding.

“And, anyhow…I don’t really have anywhere to go,” she finished lamely.

“Really? They couldn’t arrange something for you? Like a relative to stay with? Did you apply to any schools? Maybe they have some program for new students?”

“No, Sir,” she said, heart dropping a bit. He might know her name, but she realized he didn’t really know her at all. Didn’t know what grade she was in, didn’t know that she was far from graduating or applying to any school. To be fair, she didn’t really know him either, she realized. Was he married? Did he have kids? Did they go to school? Was he worried that his daughter might be out on the streets someday too? “I’m still a junior here, I got held back, and I—no, they didn’t arrange anything for me.”

“Wow,” he whispered, looking down, perhaps afraid that his words would hurt her. And they did. “I…I guess I can try to look into what programs are available for someone in your situation, Amber. Did you talk to the counselor before this happened? Maybe they could have prepared something ahead of time.”

Now she felt extra stupid. She closed her eyes momentarily. Yes, that would have been the thing to do. Talk to people well ahead of time. Learn about programs. Perhaps there were plenty of them, all waiting for her to apply, as long as she did it well in advance, when there was still a chance to do something. Before she would up leaving her only home, like a complete idiot. And spending all her money on a meal that was, even now, starting to threaten to come up again. She pictured herself vomiting all over Mr. Chaim, as her stomach declared its disgust with the fool that owned it. He’d sure want to help her then!

“No, Sir,” she said, forcing the words out, closing her eyes, fighting to keep everything else down.

“Okay, okay, not a problem,” he said reassuringly, clearly hoping he wouldn’t have to deal with a bawling teenager this late in the day. “Tell you what. I’ll let you into my office, you can stay there for a bit while I send out some emails, okay? That sound good?”

She nodded, a small smile on her face again. Maybe he would find something for her after all. She felt hopeful as the two of them left the music room and headed towards his office. After he let her in and pointed to a comfortable couch for her to sit on, he opened a small refrigerator next to his desk, against the wall. “Soda?”

“Oh, yes please,” she said.

He handed her a generic brand soda, and she eagerly popped the top and drank from it as he sat down and tapped away at his computer for several minutes before turning back to her.

“Okay, Amber. I’ve sent some queries out. I guess we won’t really know until tomorrow if there’s something for you, but I think for now, maybe it’s safest for you to stay right here. Do you think you want to do that?”

She looked around herself at his office. “Here? Like, in your office here? You sure?”

“Yeah. Now, it’s not technically legal, okay? If security finds you here, they might kick you out. I doubt they’d have you arrested, so don’t worry about that,” he said, causing Amber to instantly start worrying about it. “If they come in here—which they shouldn’t—then just tell them to give me a call and I’ll sort it out, okay?”

“Okay. Thank you, Mr. Chaim,” she said, looking at him over her soda. “I really appreciate what you’re doing for me.”

“You’re welcome, Amber. Let’s hope we get some good news tomorrow, okay?” He looked around himself for a moment, still seated in his chair, having swiveled it around to face her. “I have a blanket here; you can keep warm with it when you’re sleeping on the couch. Your backpack might make a decent pillow. I’ve crashed here a couple of times when I’ve had to teach a late class and didn’t want to drive home in the dark. You can use the bathrooms, of course. Just make sure to not turn on any lights and don’t let anyone see you, okay?”

“Okay, Mr. Chaim. Thank you again,” she said, truly grateful.

“Alright. Here’s the blanket,” he said, pulling one out of a lower drawer on his desk and handing it to her.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Okay, then. Well, I guess I’ll see you here tomorrow morning?” he said, staring down at her, face blank.

“Yes, Sir. Thank you again.”

“Alright.” And with that, he took his book bag off his desk and left, closing the door behind him, his footsteps fading down the hall as Amber sat there, blanket in her lap, her backpack beside her feet.

She sat there for the next 15 minutes or so, unsure of what to do, exactly. It was still somewhat light out, but there wasn’t much for her to do, she realized. And she was nervous about getting caught. She decided to go to the bathroom now, while there were still other people here, so it wouldn’t seem too weird to be in the school.

Sneaking out of the office, she headed down the hall towards the girls’ room and did her business there, brushing her teeth as well. Halfway through she realized that if anyone came in they might wonder why she was doing that. Stupid, she thought to herself. She needed to be smarter about things. Still, no one came and she finished up and snuck back into the office, making sure no one saw her enter.

Back in the office she sat on the couch for a while, wondering what she was going to do as there were still several hours before her regular bedtime. She got up to rummage around his desk for something to read and found a music theory book that she decided to flip through. But the light was starting to fade out, and the book was beyond boring. Just as the sun dipped below the trees and the room darkened, she found a crossword puzzle. She sighed. Had she waited to go to the bathroom she might have been able to find something to read or do here. Now she had nothing.

She sat back down on the couch and pouted. There were a number of musical instruments arranged to the side of his desk, but she didn’t dare touch them. She didn’t play anything, but it might have been something to do. She sighed again and decided to get more comfortable and try to go to sleep. She bit her lip and took off her shoes and socks and then slipped her jeans off followed by her hoodie. She folded everything up neatly on the floor, on top of her shoes, and then spread the blanket out and lay down on the couch, under it.

Humming quietly to herself she lay there, eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling as the sounds from outside faded away and were replaced by an oppressive silence. Oh my god, she thought to herself. I’m literally never going to get to sleep. It was simply too quiet here. She had never had the room to herself when sleeping and there was always some sound. Maybe snoring, maybe traffic. Now she could hear her own heart beating. Thumping away. The noise of her own body became deafening to her. She could almost feel the blood flowing though her veins.

It was starting to freak her out. Were there people who were freaked out by their own blood? Was that a phobia that some people had? That would suck. The more she thought about it, the more she obsessed over it, the more she swore she could feel it all flowing through her. Each thump of her heart, pushing the viscous fluid through her body, pulsing outwards and then relaxing, maybe even flowing back? She wasn’t sure. Wasn’t sure she wanted to know. She really just wanted the noise to go away.


Chapter 4: Camp Corvallis

At some point in the night, the din of her mind processing her new reality faded away to be replaced by the sounds a sleeping and dreaming mind makes. In her dream state she was talking with Mr. Chaim about staying at his place. He loomed over her, a savior, she on her knees and licking and sucking his member. Strangely it had a distinct flavor of strawberry, which Amber found absolutely fascinating. She decided to file that little-known fact away for later.

“Stay at my mansion, Amber,” he said, holding the back of her head as she worked diligently. “It’s huge—you know how rich music teachers get, right?”

“Uhm,” she mumbled.

They were out in a field now, his arm around her and they stared out over the lush, green valley and it was Mr. Rodney this time. He turned to her and said, “I hope that 20-dollar bill helped you out, sweetie. It’s all we had. It would have bought you a whole year’s worth of lodging, and books and everything you needed. Mrs. Rodney and I worked hard to save up to give you that.” And her eyes filled with tears that turned to snowflakes and, strangely, marshmallows.

“I did what I could, Sir. Is there anything I can do for you?”

“Amber?”

She looked over at the side of the road she was walking on now. It was so very dry, the heat radiating off the asphalt. The carcass of a deer was off to the side and she averted her eyes, unwilling to see such a thing. Horrified that something so beautiful and pure should be left on the side of a road.

“Amber!”

A crowd of people came towards her, pointing and laughing, and Amber looked down at herself. She was naked and her breasts were smeared with a viscous red substance. Painted on her belly were the antlers of a deer, her mound where the face would have been. Weird, she thought to herself. When did someone paint her? Was that always on her?

“Hey, Amber!”

Oh crap!

Amber woke up with a start, clutching the blanket under her chin. The sun shone through the window. It was morning already!

“Mr…Mr. Chaim! I…I’m sorry. I guess I overslept?”

“No problem, Amber. I’m here a little early,” he said as he set his bag down on his desk and sat down on the chair. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yeah, I guess I did. Thanks again for letting me sleep here, I really appreciate it!”

“No problem. I trust no one disturbed you?”

“No one.”

“Good. I brought you some breakfast, nothing much, I’m afraid.” He rummaged around in his bag and brought out a pre-packaged coffee bun and a juice carton. Apple juice, with the straw in its plastic wrapping stuck to the side.

Amber sat up, keeping the blanket pulled up to cover her torso as she accepted the offerings from him. A slight blush crept across her face as she recalled her dream.

“Thank you,” she managed, and set the pastry down on her lap, choosing to pop the straw into the juice carton first and take a sip. He glanced over to where her clothes were folded on top of her shoes, on the floor.

“Um, I guess it would be best if you got dressed fully?” he said, staring at her jeans. “All hell would break loose here if someone found us together in my office without your pants on.” He smiled disarmingly, but she could tell he was genuinely nervous and uncomfortable.

“Oh. Yeah, sorry,” she said as she set her drink and pastry down on the floor next to her clothes and grabbed her jeans out from under her hoodie. Blushing a bit, she struggled to put her jeans on underneath the blanket, sure that she was giving a show, although he was being a gentleman by turning around and clicking distractedly on his computer. “Okay, done,” she said as she folded the blanket and set it on the couch by her feet.

Mr. Chaim continued to stare at his computer, clicking away with the mouse and occasionally typing away. Finally, he turned around and stared at her for a bit. “Amber,” he said.

“Yeah?” she replied, mouth full of the coffee bun she had taken from its plastic wrapper.

“I’ve checked everything.”

“Okay?” She took a sip of her juice box. The bun was quite tasty. She’d never had one like this before. She should have taken a closer look at the brand, maybe she could get herself another one someday. Apple juice wasn’t her favorite, but she was grateful to have it, nonetheless. A tasty breakfast, overall. Mr. Chaim was trying to tell her something. She knew that it was probably not going to be good. When people gave her good news, they usually smiled, had some animation in their faces. Mr. Chaim had none of that. She concentrated on the rest of her bun. It was quite good.

“I’m afraid there’s really nothing out there that I can find that would help you out.”

Amber swallowed, took another sip. Looked at him. She wasn’t tearing up, so that was a win. “What does that mean for me, Mr. Chaim?”

“I don’t really know, Amber. But Mr. Jenkins, the counselor might. I’ve sent him an email—he’s not in right now—and maybe he’ll have something for us?”

“Oh. Okay, yeah. Maybe he’ll know something and I can maybe find someplace to stay?”

“Yeah, sure, Amber,” he said, not sounding too convinced. “I’m sure it’ll all work out.”

While they were waiting, Amber scampered out of his office to fix herself up in the bathroom. It was Sunday and it was still too early for anyone to arrive for extracurriculars. She managed to brush her teeth and fix up her hair in a ponytail and look half-way decent before heading back, looking carefully to see if anyone saw her before slipping into his office.

She glanced at him as he turned to face her. She sat down on the couch and asked, “Anything?”

“Yeah,” he replied, forcing a smile. “Mr. Jenkins got back to me.”

“Oh?” She forced a smile as well. “What did he say?”

He sighed. “I’m afraid there’s really only one program that you could take advantage of, Amber.”

“Oh? So, there is something?” Her heart lifted. She had been preparing herself for the news that there was absolutely nothing that could be done. But, in retrospect, that really didn’t make any sense. How could a society function that didn’t do something to help a girl like her, who did nothing wrong, who committed no crime other than aging? It didn’t make sense at all, now that she thought about it. She smiled.

“Yeah. There’s a camp, just outside Corvallis. It’s kind of a…shelter, I guess? I think I saw a television program about it, a while ago. They’ll take you in.” He clasped his hands together, leaning back a bit in his chair.

“A shelter? Outside of Corvallis? Oh. Wait, like a…homeless shelter?”

“Yeah, kind of,” he replied, wringing his hands together. “It’s called Camp Corvallis. They’ll provide you with shelter and work opportunities.”

“Okay.” She paused, looking down at the floor, at her feet. “But…I’m officially homeless? I guess that makes sense. I kinda knew that already,” she laughed softly, self-deprecatingly. “Given that I don’t have a home.”

“Look, Amber. I need to tell you something,” he said, looking distinctly uncomfortable. “I know this place might not be what you were hoping for. But the world’s changed. Not for the better. There’s a lot of poverty out there and we’re actually a bit sheltered here. If you were to go to Portland or Eugene, you’d probably be sleeping on the sidewalk. Or worse.”

She nodded, staring down at the floor. She could hear her heartbeat again, her vision narrowing, the floor blurring.

“Are you familiar with the new economic participation initiative?” His voice seemed like it came from far away.

“Economic participation initiative? Uh, no? What, it’s like a jobs program? I’d want that. Like, I could get a job?”

“You want to work?”

“Oh, yeah! I’ve been wanting to get a job for the longest time! But it’s pretty tough out there. Seems like most of the entry level jobs are taken by slaves these days.” She looked up to see him looking back at her, face blank, expressionless.

“Oh,” she said. Starting to put it together. “Oh. So…”

“Look, it’s not quite like that, okay? We don’t have slavery, that’s still illegal. We have voluntary participation programs. Purely voluntary. It’s just…when you participate, there are…restrictions.”

“Yeah, I’ve seen some of those restrictions, as you put it. They’re chained! You can call it what you want but they seem like slaves to me!”

“Well, they’re not. You wouldn’t be. You’d be free to make your own choice. Work or not.”

“Do they have rooms?”

“What?”

“The shelter. The camp. Are there rooms? Would I have a room?”

“Oh. No, I guess not. They have tents. Individual tents, I think. So that’s nice, right?”

“Yeah, sure. I’ve always wanted to go camping!”

“See? There’s a positive attitude!”

“It’s not a positive attitude! I’m being sarcastic!” she said, standing up abruptly and pacing his office. “You’re going to send me to some work camp where I have to work at some crap jobs, right? In chains? Do I even get paid?”

“Well…I guess I don’t really know, Amber. But there’s really nothing else out there. If you had filed for help last year—”

“I didn’t know!” she cried out. “I didn’t know any of this! No one told me! Shouldn’t they have told me? What were the counselors here doing? They should have known…”

“Yeah, I guess there was a breakdown there.”

“Look,” she said, desperate now. “There could be another option, right? Like, could you take me in? Could you let me live in your house? Or in your office? I was a good foster kid. I never misbehaved; I could keep doing that. With you? I can clean, I can cook, probably? I’m willing to do anything! I’ll do anything you want, if you let me stay!”

“Don’t say that, Amber! Never say that!” He stood up, facing her, his right hand clutching the back of his chair, trembling. “There are people out there who would take advantage of that, Amber. And you wouldn’t last long, trust me. At least here you would still be free to make your own choices. That’s worth something.”

She crossed her arms under her breasts, and looked down again, defeated. It was time to accept things, she thought. It was time to start the next chapter of her life, and make the best of what came her way, like she had always tried to do.

“Okay,” she whispered.

“Okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll go there.”

An hour later they were there, Amber in Mr. Chaim’s car, pulling up to the main entrance of Camp Corvallis. She sat there, seatbelt still on, staring out the passenger-side window at a chain-link fence that stretched out as far as her eyes could see, topped with barbed wire. Behind the fence Amber could see rows and rows of tiny tents, different colors, some white, some yellow, green, blue. A few people were shuffling about between the tents, some pushing shopping carts, the others seeming to be out just to soak up the warmth of the sun. One woman that Amber could see, was on her hands and knees, entering her tent.

None of them seemed to be ailing, Amber noted with relief. None of them were naked or in chains. Maybe this wouldn’t be the worst place. She could stay here, get a job, maybe she would get paid and she could save up some money, go to college. It would be fine.

“Okay. Okay, I think I can do this. Thank you, Mr. Chaim. Thanks for helping me.”

He nodded at her. “See that little hut, by the entrance?”

“Yeah.”

“Just go there and tell them why you’re here. They’ll take care of you, okay?”

“Yeah, thanks again!” she said as she unbuckled her seatbelt, grabbed her backpack and opened the door, stepping out into the warmth of the noon sun. “Bye, Mr. Chaim,” she said as she closed the door and he drove off, leaving her to wonder if she would ever see him again. If she would ever see her school again. Shit, that was something she had forgotten to ask: she still had a whole year of school left to complete!

“Can I help you?”

“Huh?” She turned around to see a woman in a white uniform approaching her. She had a name tag on her jacket that said Ms. M. Rodriguez, Intake. A short, Hispanic woman, probably middle aged, dark hair, kindly eyes.

“I saw you were being dropped off. Was that someone you know?”

“Oh. Yeah, yeah. He’s a…a teacher at my school. He told me about this place. Said I could get help here?”

“Help? Do you need help?”

“Um, yeah, I guess? I aged out of the foster system. So, I don’t have any place to live.” She shuffled her feet, grasping the strap of her backpack as she draped it over her shoulder.

“So you’re 18. Did you file for support before you aged out?”

“No. Nobody told me anything about that!” She was starting to get teary eyed again. Every reminder of her stupidity felt like a gut punch.

“It’s okay, it’s okay. We get a lot of young adults in your position. It’s a real shame how the system works, but here we are.” She gestured for Amber to follow her. “Come, let’s get you processed and allocate you to a tent. Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of you.”

“Oh, that’s good to hear,” Amber exhaled with relief. She started following Ms. Rodriguez into the camp, past the little hut standing sentinel over the entrance. A path led past the fence through the center of the complex of tents, most of which seemed to be occupied. The ground was packed dirt, with wooden planks making up the path that they trod on now. It led to a set of trailers, double-wide, setup in a line that extended to the right of the one they were headed towards.

“This is the main reception trailer,” she said to Amber as they approached the door. “This is where you’ll check in and out of your work assignments and get your equipment put on and taken off. Behind this is where you’ll line up to see if you got picked for a work assignment, if you want one.”

Amber nodded, not really understanding what this woman was telling her. Equipment? Maybe work assignments had specialized equipment she would need to do the job? And they provided it here? Cool.

“Let’s get you inside and we can do the intake inspection and get your wrist cuff on. You’re not shy about being nude, right?”


Chapter 5: Intake

“Nude?” Amber stammered. “Why?” None of the people she had seen so far were nude.




“We need you nude for the intake inspection, Amber,” Ms. Rodriguez replied. “That’s not going to be a problem, is it?”

“Um, I guess not? Just caught me by surprise, is all,” she replied.

Ms. Rodriguez looked at her, pausing right outside the intake trailer. “You’re going to have to get used to some things here, Amber. Things that you might find a bit…difficult at times. Do you think you can do that?”

“Oh. Yeah, sure, I guess? I don’t really have a choice, do I?”

“You always have a choice. You could choose not to register for Camp Corvallis. Or you could leave whenever you want. It’s up to you.”

“Yeah, I guess. But what would I do otherwise?” Amber looked around herself. Still no nude people around. She was probably making too much of a big deal out of this.

“Well, that’s up to you. If a better opportunity comes along, you’re free to take it. But while you’re here, you’re going to need to follow our rules. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Ready to go inside?”

“Yeah.”

Ms. Rodriguez opened the door and gestured Amber in, and the girl climbed the two, rickety steps to the threshold and entered a small, cramped foyer of sorts, a desk at one end, an orange couch along the side, a few plaques hung up on the wall above it, which Amber strained to see but was unable to make out.

“Amber?”

A portrait of a smiling woman in a severe business suit hung on the wall behind the desk. Amber recognized her as she moved closer to peer at it. The current governor of Oregon. Amber had always admired her—a woman who was trying very hard to make a good situation out of trying circumstances beyond her control. They weren’t that dissimilar, she mused. One day she could maybe become the governor. That would be nice to aim for.

“Hi, Amber?”

“Huh?”

There was a woman behind the desk, she was startled to note. She hadn’t seen her in the gloom of the trailer. She and Ms. Rodriguez were staring at her.

“Amber? Are you okay?” The woman behind the desk was speaking to her.

“Yeah. Yeah, sorry. I guess I spaced,” she said quickly, vaguely recalling some exchange between the two women. Her hand clutched her backpack strap tightly, her other hand trembling a bit, unsure of where it should be. Every now and then Amber became too self-conscious and would start to wonder where she should place her hands, where her feet should be, exactly how she should place one foot in front of the other to affect movement. Movement that had once been natural and was now, for some reason, anything but. This was one of these moments.

“No problem,” the woman said as she stood up, holding out her hand. That would work, Amber thought. A goal, a destination for her wayward hand. A problem had presented itself and would now be solved. A firm handshake would still the trembling for sure.

“I’m Yolanda Cruz, Director of Admissions here at Camp Corvallis.”

“Hi, Yolanda,” Amber said, directing her hand to meet the outstretched target, grasping it with surprising ease. Shaking it just the right amount before they both let go, satisfied that all would be well. A successful handshake, a quick and easy intake procedure, maybe some totally appropriate and quite temporary nudity and then the new phase of her life could start. Culminating with an appointment to the State legislature, no doubt, followed soon enough with a stunningly successful campaign to become Oregon’s next female governor.

Amber could deal.

“Are you ready to take off your clothes for us? You can put them on the desk here and we’ll go in the other room to do your intake inspection.”

“Oh. Okay. Um…here?” She looked around and spent a moment staring at the flimsy door to the trailer, expecting at any moment a man to come in, or a whole group of men. A tour group? Come to see what camps like this were like, their phones out, cameras ready, eagerly capturing every moment, including the nude young woman being processed, her bare bottom on display, her breasts and nipples there for eager visitors to comment on at their leisure.

“Yes, here. Don’t worry, no one will come in. Most likely,” Ms. Cruz said. “In any case, you’ll do well to get used to that, Amber. It’s treated very casually here.”

“Oh. Sure. Fine,” she said as she looked around for a place to put her backpack, finally settling on the couch. Neither Ms. Cruz nor Ms. Rodriguez seemed to disapprove, so she proceeded with her shoes, kicking them off, then her hoodie, followed by her top, both of which she carefully folded before setting them down on the desk where Ms. Cruz gestured with a smile.

Next came her jeans, which she struggled with for a moment, the trembling of her hand having returned. As she pulled her jeans down, she took care to restore her panties to their proper position, thinking afterwards that there wasn’t really a point to that, but unable to simply let them stay half down her hip.

Her jeans carefully folded and placed over her folded top, she drew in a breath and reached back to undo her bra, slipping it off her shoulders and carefully folding it while the two women simply stared at her, faces blank except for carefully studied smiles. The kind of smiles that people in difficult jobs learned to adopt to calm the subjects of those jobs.

Keep smiling, Amber imagined the trainer saying, as Ms. Rodriguez and Ms. Cruz sat in the classroom where women (and men?) like them would learn how to handle eager and scared young camp applicants. Keep smiling so they don’t get too scared and run away.

If they run away, you don’t get your bonus. You want your bonus, or you might become poor and desperate yourself. And one day you might be asked to take your clothes off in front of other graduates of this program, who will smile at you to keep you calm as your nipples peak and your stomach clenches and your bare mound becomes an item to be accessed, as it must.

Bra now on the desk, she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, stepping carefully out of them, setting them down on the desk, standing there with nothing on at all, her hands now completely lost, wandering around aimlessly, looking for some place to settle, if only for a moment. The trembling in her hand was getting worse, she noted.

“Great,” said Ms. Cruz, coming around from behind her desk and moving towards a door set in the side of the trailer to the right of the entrance door, where thankfully no tour group had decided to enter yet.

She opened the door and Amber entered first, the other two women following closely behind as Ms. Cruz shut and locked the door behind them with a click that sounded very loud to Amber. She glanced around herself in dismay.

The room was small, cramped, no real furniture other than a cabinet to the side, but the walls had a distressing number of straps and hooks set in them. Leather straps, with chains that secured them to eyelets screwed into the Formica walls, big, shiny metal buckles that could secure and restrain.

“Please back up to the wall over there and we’ll secure you for the frontal part of our inspection, Amber,” said the increasingly disturbing Ms. Cruz.

“Secure?” Amber stumbled over the word.

“Yes, for your safety,” Ms. Cruz replied.

“Oh. Well then,” she muttered ironically, deciding there wasn’t any point protesting. They were going to do what they needed to do, and then it would be over and her life as a full-fledged adult could finally start. Call it a rite of passage. Some cultures did far worse to their girls, she knew.

She backed up to the wall, stopping when her bare butt brushed the artificial surface. Her hands had decided to migrate over to her middle, where they hovered uncertainly over her mound.

“Hands by your side, please,” Ms. Cruz said as she came over and grabbed one of the buckles that hung just below Amber’s hip.

Her hands, given guidance, latched upon it with relief and moved over to her sides by themselves, Amber being more of a detached observer at this point.

She quickly glanced over at Ms. Rodriguez, to find her gazing back, face calm, industry-standard smile firmly in place, eyes blank. Perhaps she had gone to some special place where seeing naked young women being strapped to the wall so they could maybe get some food later became a bearable part of the job. Perhaps Amber could go there too.

Some things were happening with her wrists, she was starting to realize. Ms. Cruz stepped back and Amber tested her new status, tentatively. Yup, it was as she suspected. She was now firmly secured to the wall by both wrists. Strange, she hadn’t noticed at all. This was going to be easier than she had feared.

“Spread your legs, please,” the horrible Ms. Cruz said, Ms. Rodriguez continuing to smile her special smile.

“Oh. Yeah. Sure,” she said as she shuffled her feet apart, clenching her fists, eager for this to be over. She glanced down, seeing Ms. Cruz kneeling down in front of her, securing her ankles in similar buckles, tightening them, loosening them slightly, securing them. Securing her.

“Okay,” the woman said as she straightened up, huffing a bit with the exertion. “Miranda, could you get the stethoscope and light probe, please?”

For a second Amber was confused, wondering if a different woman had entered to help them take care of this new girl. Then she realized that was simply Ms. Rodriguez’s name. Of course. She wasn’t just Ms. Rodriguez. She had a first name too. A family as well, she presumed. Kids? A daughter or two who called her mommy. Friends who called her Miranda? Her friends, if she had any—presumably she did—wouldn’t call her Ms. Rodriguez, although her daughters’ friends would. Amber realized she was starting to lose it.

Miranda came back from the cabinet with the requested tools, leaving the cabinet doors open. Amber took a quick glance and what she was able to see did not do much to assuage her growing anxiety.

As Ms. Cruz—Yolanda—put the earpieces of the stethoscope in her ears and placed the cold disc against Amber’s chest, Miranda shone a bright light into Amber’s eyes, first the right then the left, continuing to smile. Done with that, she gazed at the side of the light probe and nodded, putting the device back in the cabinet.

“All good. How’s her heart?” Miranda asked.

“Sounds good. Do you have any trouble with shortness of breath? Trouble breathing? Asthma?” she asked Amber.

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Sexual history?”

“Huh?”

“Do you have an active sexual life? Partners?” Miranda translated.

“Oh. No. Not really. No,” she admitted, blushing. This was a sore point with her, as she had desperately wanted to have sex before now, but never quite got there.

“Masturbation frequency?” Ms. Cruz asked, expression calm as always. She had forgotten to keep the smile going, Amber noted with some dismay. Was that even an option?

“Amber?”

Would Ms. Cruz get into trouble for that? Was that something that Amber was required to report on a follow-up survey? Surely, they had such a thing. A survey that intake girls got, perhaps the very next morning. Slid under the door—did tents have doors? Or course not. Flap?—the flap of her tent, and she would fill it out with great care, noting the parts she found pleasant enough, the parts that could use some improvement.

And in the very last part, the parts where comments could be carefully written out, she would have to note that the comforting smile that Ms. Rodriguez—sorry, Miranda—spent such effort on maintaining, was sorely missing from Yolanda. The horrible Ms. Cruz. Who even now seemed to be asking her something.

“Amber?”

“Oh. Sorry. What was the question?”

“Masturbation frequency.”

“Ah, yes.” The question had not changed, unfortunately. “Um. Rarely?”

Both women stared at her, raising their eyebrows at her in synchronized disbelief.

“Okay, um. Daily, I guess? At night,” she confessed, blushing deeply.

“Any problems with that?”

“What?”

“Problems. Anything like…unnatural discharge, inability to orgasm, irritation. Anything you think seems like a problem,” Yolanda continued, pressing with slight impatience.

“No, I don’t think so,” Amber replied, moving her wrists slightly, testing her bonds. Or perhaps she meant to demonstrate to the women gathered before her that, indeed, Amber had no problems during her masturbation sessions?

“Good,” said Ms. Cruz as she accepted a wand-like object from Miranda. Her non-smile turned into a grimace of concentration as she peered at the wand and tapped at some buttons on its side. Satisfied, she crouched down between Amber’s legs and proceeded, much to Amber’s shocked outrage, to push the wand up her most private area, pausing only to part Amber’s pink lips with one hand.

“Hey!” Amber squealed. “What the…”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” Miranda interjected, continuing to smile, although the effort seemed to be costing her somewhat. “It’s all part of the official inspection.”

“You’re a virgin?” Ms. Cruz, the horrible Yolanda Cruz, asked. Was it a question though? Or more of an assertion, as Amber felt the tip of the wand pressing against something, causing her discomfort.

“I guess?” Amber grunted.

“You’re a virgin,” Ms. Cruz asserted. “Wow. We don’t get many of those in here. Want me to take care of it?”

“Huh?”

“Want me to pop you?”

“What? Why?” Amber looked down, saw Ms. Cruz staring up at her. Oh, the smile was back. Perhaps the thought of doing something so…incomprehensible to a bound, naked girl, caused her to smile? Or at least to remember to do so?

“Why would I want that?” Amber couldn’t help but ask.

Ms. Rodriguez stepped over and laid her hand on Amber’s shoulder, smiling more warmly at her. Sympathy in her eyes.

“If people find out you’re a virgin, they might…take that from you. By force,” she said, voice warm, words chilling.

“Rape? They’d rape me? Who?” Amber asked, feeling true fear for the very first time.

“We’ve had it happen. Some of the residents of the camp. Naturally we get the police involved and it doesn’t go well for the rapist. If they even survive long enough for the police to take them,” Miranda intoned.

“But it’s just better if we take care of it ahead of time,” Yolanda said, continuing to look up at Amber, the wand still inside her, held there by one hand, while her other hand, fingers spread, touched the floor, helping Yolanda maintain what was probably an awkward position.

“Will it…will it hurt?” Amber was starting to tear up. She had always pictured her first time with a boy. A romantic evening, a delightful restaurant, with actual tablecloths and napkins that weren’t dispensed from a holder table-side. Sweet nothings whispered in eager, hungry ears. Hands exploring, roaming, finding places that seemed promising. Heat and wetness paving a trail for hard flesh to enter. She wanted to feel the sharp pang of girlhood yielding to womanhood, but she wanted a lover to be the instrument of that transition. Not the odious Ms. Cruz.

“Amber?”

“Yeah?”

“Do we have your permission?” Miranda asked in a soft voice.

“Yeah. Okay.”

Okay.


Chapter 6: An Inspection

Amber closed her eyes as she felt the rod pushing slowly, relentlessly past her barrier, causing her a brief moment of sharp discomfort, slightly less than actual pain, but slightly more than a light pinch. “Ah!” She cried out briefly. She could feel the rod sliding further inside her, a numbness invading her as she realized the deed was done.

“Are you doing okay?” Miranda asked her.

“Huh?”

“Are you okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure,” she replied, grimacing as the rod seemed to hit something at the top of her sheath. Her cervix? “I guess I always wondered what it would feel like. Bit of a letdown,” she said, trying to make light of the situation.

“Ah, yeah. When you have sex, and you will,” said Yolanda from down by her opening, “you’ll see. It can be pretty good.”

And you will?

A bit presumptive of her, Amber thought.

“Okay, it’s in fully. Are you getting the readings?” Yolanda asked from where she continued to crouch.

“Yes, thanks. So far so good,” Miranda replied, staring at her phone. “I’m seeing moisture, biome, and acidity levels well within parameters.”

“Elasticity?”

“Hang on…there we go,” came the reply from Miranda as Amber started to feel her tunnel being expanded by the rod, which seemed to be enlarging in size.

“Uh, what’s going on in there?” she asked, feeling a bit anxious now.

“It’s just testing the walls of your vagina, to see how elastic you are. Nothing to worry about,” Miranda replied. “Okay, good numbers here.”

“Well, that’s a relief,” Amber quipped, continuing to try and seek humor in an increasingly unpleasant day. “Elastic is good?”

“Oh, yes,” Yolanda replied, looking up at her. “Could you go ahead and clench for me?”

“What?”

“Clench. Like, tighten your vagina. Hard as you can.”

“Oh, okay,” she said as she proceeded to squeeze her inner muscles. She’d done it sometimes when playing with herself, one finger inside her tunnel, another hovering just over her anus. Rarely had she taken the plunge of inserting a finger into her tightest hole, but she’d enjoyed something in her vagina during masturbation. Gripping it tightly had seemed ever so naughty.

“Okay! Nice, you can relax now,” Yolanda said, and Amber complied.

She felt the rod slipping out of her, almost starting to miss it, as Yolanda pulled it out, stood slowly up and took the rod over to where a blue box of disinfecting wipes was placed on top of the cabinet.

“We’re going to turn you around and check out your backside, okay?” Miranda said, putting her phone down on the cabinet as Yolanda finished wiping down the rod and putting it away in the cabinet.

“My backside?”

“Yes, we want to be thorough, make sure you’re fit for any of the jobs we might have available for you while you’re here with us,” said Miranda, smiling at her. This smile seemed a bit warmer, less institutional, as if Amber, having passed the frontal inspection, was now deserving of a better class of smile. One with actual warmth in it.

“Okay, I guess?”

Yolanda came over and undid the straps that held her ankles apart, while Miranda did the same for her wrists. One hand on her upper arm and the other on her opposite shoulder, Miranda gently turned the girl around to face the wall.

Swiftly and efficiently her arms were again secured by the wrists at hip level, and with a gentle nudge, her legs were spread and her ankles secured.

The two women worked quietly, efficiently, dispensing with small talk. They placed the stethoscope against her upper and lower back, tapped various places, asked her to breathe in and out, ran the fingers of one hand down her spine, causing her to giggle as she was quite ticklish there.

But all too soon the inevitable happened, and a different, slimmer rod was taken out of the cabinet, and Yolanda crouched down behind Amber and with the fingers of one hand, parted her cheeks.

Amber felt the end of the rod against her anus and instinctively clenched down.

“Please try to relax,” Yolanda admonished, as she pressed firmly against her opening, whose main purpose was to let stuff out, but could on occasion be called upon to let stuff in. Perhaps an exploratory finger, or a toy, or maybe, on occasion, a medical instrument. And so Amber forced herself to relax, which did no good whatsoever.

“Just push down,” said Miranda. “Make like you need to expel, and your body will open up.”

Amber blushed deeply, but eager to get this over and done with, did as she was told and indeed, the rod proceeded to slip inside her, stretching her anus uncomfortably. She grunted and pushed her bottom out, seeking a better angle of penetration, one that wouldn’t be as uncomfortable as this one was.

The rod kept being pushed in, filling her bowels, creating an uncomfortable pressure inside her that she was eager to get rid of. But before she could complain, she felt the flared base of the rod lodging itself between her cheeks and the rod itself started to expand within her.

“Uh. What…what’s it doing?” she protested.

“It’s just settling itself in you,” said Yolanda. “So it doesn’t slip out.”

She stood up and patted Amber on the bottom. The casual familiarity of the gesture shocked Amber slightly.

“Alright,” said Miranda as she picked up her phone and stared at it again. “We’re getting some good data from your rectum.”

“Okay?”

“Yeah, all looks good so far. No indicators of disease, or damage to the lining. Looks like you can be cleared for both holes.”

“Uh? Both holes? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oh, just opens up some more possibilities for job postings,” Miranda replied, dismissively. “You don’t have to do what you don’t want to, of course. It just gives you options.”

“It’s just a formality, for the paperwork,” added Yolanda.

“Well, wouldn’t want to mess up the paperwork,” Amber muttered.

“What was that?” came Yolanda’s sharp retort.

“Oh, uh…sorry. Nothing,” she stammered.

A moment of awkward silence ensued, none of the women there wanting to say much while the machine lodged in Amber’s bottom did its work, occasionally vibrating, heating up, cooling, humming. And then, finally, shrinking down in size, allowing Yolanda to gently tug it out of Amber’s body.

Miranda came over with a cool, moist wipe and applied it to Amber’s hole, wiping briskly, then tossing it into a waste bin off to the side.

“There! All done. Wasn’t so bad, was it?” Miranda chirped cheerily.

“No, I guess it wasn’t,” Amber lied. “So, can I be freed now? Can I get dressed?”

“Sure, sure. First, we get your wrist band on, and then we’ll let you get dressed,” Yolanda replied.

“But we can release you and take you back to the other room,” Miranda added.

“Okay, thanks,” Amber said, grateful that she’d be freed. Wrist band? Probably some form of ID for the camp. She was fine with that. That meant that they thought she could stay here, which was a relief.

Miranda made short work of Amber’s restraints while Yolanda wiped down the rod that had been lodged inside her body.

A minute or two later they were back in the main room of the trailer and Amber stood there, naked, while Miranda stood next to her and Yolanda rummaged around behind her desk. Soon the sounds of a machine stamping away filled the room, causing Amber to crane her neck to try and see what was going on.

Just then the door to the outside opened and Amber was horrified to see a middle-aged man enter the room. Her hands flew reflexively to cover her breasts with her left arm, and her mound with her right hand.

“Oh, hi. New girl?” he said by way of greeting.

“Hey, Mark. Yeah, we’re doing her intake processing. Should be finished soon,” Miranda replied, not at all fazed by a man seeing the nude form of the girl she was in charge of.

“What’s your name?” he asked her, standing there with both hands in his jeans pockets. He was a handsome man, Amber couldn’t help but notice, a fact that didn’t help her control her blush.

“Um, I’m…Amber? Nice to meet you,” she stuttered.

“Hi Amber, I’m Mark. I’m the head of security here,” he said, pulling his left hand out and using it to brush back his short, light brown hair.

“You’ll want to be on his good side,” Miranda chuckled. “He handles discipline here too.”

“Oh. Discipline?”

“Yeah,” he said, grinning at her. “In case you cause any trouble. Not planning on causing trouble, are you?”

“No Sir!” she replied, earnestly.

“Good!” He winked at her and turned his attention to Yolanda. “Hey, just wanted to let you know that we had a brief situation in Sector 3. I’ve got three girls that are headed to Ward 1 right now.”

“Oh?” Yolanda looked up from where she had been rummaging around. “Standard response?”

“Yeah. I’d say 20 each, plus a 10 and 10 for each of them—medium setting.”

“Okay, sounds good. I’ll have Brad take care of it,” she replied.

“Great, thanks.” He turned to Amber, “See you later, Amber. Behave, okay?”

“Yes Sir,” she said, blushing again, her right hand almost moving aside before she caught it and moved it back to cover her, inadequate as it might be.

“Here’s your wrist band, Amber,” said Yolanda, coming around the desk as Mark left, closing the door with a light thud.

Amber looked at what Yolanda had in her hand: a silver metal bracelet that seemed to have engraving on it. It had a hinge on it that allowed the two halves to open up, a catch on the end of one of the halves clearly intended to lock the bracelet closed on her wrist.

“Can I see what it says?” she asked as she squinted at the object, her eyesight failing her again.

“Sure, sweetie,” Yolanda replied, holding the object up to her. Amber reached out, uncovering herself again, now that the man was gone. She held the bracelet—for that is how she wanted to think of it now, not a cuff, but an item of jewelry, something so pretty that she had never owned before in her life. She squinted at the writing:

Amber - CVO386192 - F - OVAMDB

“What does that all mean?” she asked, looking up and handing the bracelet back to Yolanda.

“Well, it’s there to help identify you and the activities you’re cleared for. Obviously, your name, then your State ID. CVO is for Corvallis, and that’s your ID number. You don’t need to memorize it, by the way,” Yolanda said, reading the engraving.

“Oh, that’s good.”

“F means female, obviously. And then the other letters…”

Miranda stepped in, rescuing Yolanda from what seemed to be a moment of awkwardness. “O is for oral, then vaginal, anal, M is for manual labor, D is for domestic, and the B signifies, um…bondage, basically.”

“Uh, wait…what? Why does that need—” Amber stammered.

“Well, it’s just there to signify what kinds of activities you’re cleared for. Not what you need to do. Just if you want a job that might…involve such categories of service, you’re cleared to apply for it. That’s all,” Miranda said, in as reassuring a voice as the woman could muster, seeing that the girl in front of her was getting progressively more freaked out.

“I don’t want…I mean, I’m not…I’m not a prostitute, okay?” Amber stuttered out, starting to cry. “I didn’t come here to be a prostitute! I’m not here to have sex to survive! Is that what this is? Is that what this camp is?”

“No, no, that’s not what this is,” Miranda replied, putting her hand on Amber’s shoulder again, trying to calm her down.

“Well, what is it then?”

“Look, there are rules for staying here, and we’ll go over them. But first, let’s put your cuff on and then you can get dressed. We’ll explain how things work once you’re more comfortable. Does that sound good to you?” Miranda asked her.

“Okay. Okay,” Amber replied. “Does it matter which wrist?”

“No, it doesn’t matter,” Miranda said.

Amber held out her right arm, watching as Yolanda snapped the bracelet on her outstretched wrist, the snap of the catch ringing out with a finality that made Amber’s heart skip a beat. She stared at it for a moment then looked up again at the two women as they smiled back at her.

“Go ahead. Get dressed,” said Miranda. “Would you like a soda?”

“Oh sure, thanks,” Amber said as she reached over and picked up her panties, putting them on and starting to feel a little better about everything. By the time she had finished putting her clothes on, Miranda had returned with a can of soda which Amber gladly accepted.

“Let’s have a seat on the couch and I’ll explain how it works here, okay?” Miranda said, gesturing to the couch, and Amber and Miranda sat down, side by side, while Yolanda returned to her chair behind the desk, leaning back and watching the two of them as Amber popped the can open and took a sip.

Miranda took a deep breath and began. “Here at Camp Corvallis, we require our residents to obey all the rules, not cause any trouble. You know? Just the normal, common-sense stuff. Don’t take anything from someone else, unless they give it to you. Don’t hurt anyone, keep your space clean, don’t vandalize anything, etc.”

Amber nodded, taking another sip and starting to realize how hungry she was. “I get it,” she said.

“Okay. Next we have the work requirement. We need our residents to be gainfully employed at least one day every week. If you miss a week, you can choose to accept discipline or be evicted.”

Amber stared at her with wide eyes, the can of soda held just below her chin. “Discipline?”

“Yes, we can get into that later. We’ll provide you with opportunities for work. And that’s what I’d like to cover now,” Miranda continued. “We’re going to post your information on the job sites. Every day, employers will post openings and select among the available residents here who they want. Got it so far?”

“Sure, I think,” Amber replied, the can under her nose, the bubbles popping out of the top, lightly tickling her nose.

“Every morning at 7 you’ll get to see what jobs you’ve been picked for, if any. You can choose to pick one of them, or none of them. If you pick one,” Miranda continued, “you’ll get to wash up and eat. We’ll provide you with breakfast. The job will provide you with lunch. Depending on when the job ends, the employer may decide to feed you dinner, but they don’t have to.”

“So, you provide only breakfast?”

“Only if you pick a job,” Yolanda interjected.

“Oh, okay. So, nothing otherwise?”

“Correct,” Miranda confirmed. “No work, you’re on your own.”

“Wow, that’s a bit messed up,” Amber said, setting down the can. “Do I get paid?”

“No,” Yolanda said, shaking her head. “They pay us. That’s how we support this whole place. What you get out of this is a place to stay that’s safe, and food if you work. That’s going to have to be enough for you. You do have to make sure you get back here before curfew.”

“What happens if I miss it?”

“Your choice. Leave the camp or accept punishment. Is that okay with you?”

“Sure, it’s fine,” Amber said, nodding, picking the can up again, rotating it nervously. The thought that she might not get to eat was consuming her at the moment, making her hunger even more pronounced.

“Come on,” Miranda said. “Let’s show you to your tent. You can get settled in for the night. Tomorrow morning, you can look to see if there’re any jobs for you. What time are you able to do so?” she asked.

“Um, 7?”

“Good. You’re getting it,” Miranda smiled.

“Will I get anything to eat tonight? I haven’t had anything since early this morning.”

“Sorry, sweetie. That’s not how things work here. We only provide breakfast, and only if you work.”

Amber looked down at her soda. This would be her dinner. Today had not, strictly speaking, turned out to be the best day. She had started the day with a tasty bun, and hope. And her hymen.

Now she had neither.


Chapter 7: The Tent

Miranda led Amber out of the trailer and down a dirt lane between sets of evenly spaced tents. There didn’t seem to be much uniformity of size and color, however, with some of the tents being quite small, others large enough for multiple people. Amber guessed that some might house families, and that made her sad to think of a family forced to be here.

After a few minutes they reached a light-green colored tent, small enough to clearly be for a single person, set on top of a wooden pallet, a plastic sign sewn on it that read, “S1-15”.

“This is it,” Miranda said, pulling a flap open to show Amber the inside, which looked neat and clean, a rolled up sleeping bag, a pillow, and a decent sized metal box with a padlock on it that seemed large enough to house her backpack among other things.

“Is that for my stuff?” she asked Miranda.

“Yes, you can set the combination on that padlock and use it to secure your belongings,” she confirmed. “Go on, get in and see how you like it.”

Amber took off her backpack and slipped off her shoes before getting on her hands and knees and entering the tight confines of her new home. All in all, it was actually quite nice, she had to admit.

“It’s cozy,” she said. “In a nice way. I like it, thank you!” She turned back to peer out at Miranda, a genuine smile on her face. All the weirdness of the trailer faded away to be replaced with a renewed sense of hope.

“I’m glad you like it,” Miranda replied, smiling back. “Now, remember, check at 7 for any postings you might have. Oh, also, you need to be nude when you do so, okay?”

“Huh?”

“Yeah, show up nude or you get turned away. Just lock all your clothes in your secure box and show up by the jobs board.”

“Uh, but…everyone will see,” she whispered.

“Yeah, everyone else will be nude too.”

“But…will there be men there too?”

“Yeah, of course. We don’t discriminate,” Miranda replied, staring back at her.

“What if it’s raining? Or cold?”

“Well, if it’s raining, all the better to not get your clothes wet, right? And we have heaters in that space. You won’t freeze.” Miranda made as if to leave. “Plus, motivation to get there quickly, right? Anyway, have a good night. Meet your neighbors.”

Amber stared at the opening of the tent as the flap fell back and hid Miranda’s retreating form from her sight. Meet the neighbors, have a good night, run around in the buff the next morning. Sure, why not.

She opened the box and took a peek inside. The only thing there was a note on how to change the combination on her lock, so she did that, setting it to her birthday, day and month, except flipping the digits around for extra security. She then put her backpack in there, finding to her satisfaction that it fit quite nicely. Her shoes went in as well, but she took them out again, remembering that she wanted to walk around and meet at least some people. Instead, she stuck the meager rest of her cash in and closed the lid, securing it with the padlock.

Slipping her shoes back on, she slipped out of the tent and stood up, surveying the area. Almost immediately she caught the eye of a woman, probably middle-aged and quite thin, peering out of the tent to the left of hers.

“Hi neighbor,” the woman said cheerily.

“Hi,” Amber replied, waving gently, her hand raised midway. “I’m Amber, I’m new here,” she continued, as the woman got out of her tent and sat down, cross-legged across the entrance.

“Hi Amber, I’m Meg. Originally from Salem. You?”

“Oh, I’m from Corvallis, born here,” she replied, sitting down as well, facing Meg.

“Nice. So, what brings you here, or is that rude? People say I’m rude sometimes. Sorry.”

“Oh, no. It’s fine,” Amber protested. “I don’t mind. I aged out of the foster system.”

“Gosh! That sucks. Didn’t prepare for it, right?”

“Yeah,” Amber nodded.

“Yeah, that happens to a lot of kids. You’ll meet a few here for sure. Not kids, sorry. Yeah, see? I’m being rude again. You’re a proud young woman, I can see that,” Meg continued, looking her over and smiling a smile that was missing a few teeth, but wasn’t short on warmth.

“Thanks, you’re nice,” Amber blurted. “I…I guess I needed to hear some nice things today.”

“Oh, sweetie. It’s going to be okay. You hear me? It’s going to be okay. I think a pretty girl like you’s going to get work every day. You’re gonna eat and you’re gonna be busy, and that’s gonna make you feel good. You’ll see,” Meg continued, nodding away. She absentmindedly picked at her sweatpants.

“Thanks, I guess it’s all so new to me? Not really sure what I was expecting,” Amber said and then lapsed into a comfortable silence as Meg seemed lost to her thoughts for a while.

“Huh?” Meg finally said, as she seemed to snap out of wherever her mind had taken her.

“I said it’s all new to me.”

“Oh, yeah. Yeah, for sure. Look, the key is to take any job that’s posted for you. Don’t matter what it is, okay?” Meg looked her in the eyes, face serious. “If you get more than one job posted, take the one that seems worse.”

“What? Why?”

“It’s all a game, okay? They’re testing you,” Meg said, looking around quickly as if to see if anyone was listening. “It’s all a test.”

“What do you mean? Like, who? Who’s testing us?”

“The camp, that’s who. The system that runs the camp. The big fat cats who run the system, that’s who.”

“Oh, okay,” Amber said, slowly, starting to realize that Meg might have some inner demons she was dealing with.

“No, seriously,” Meg continued, leaning in Amber’s direction. “It’s happened to me, okay? Early on I had multiple offers, like, every day. I chose the easier sounding ones. Like, work at a food court, serving meals. A marketing promotion girl for a mattress company. Sounds good, right?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Yeah, the ones I didn’t take were sexual. Work a shift at a strip club, fluffer for a production company. Relief girl for a chain gang.”

Amber’s eyes widened. “Those are jobs? What the heck is a fluffer?”

“Yeah, you don’t wanna know,” she intoned, giving Amber a squinty-eyed look. “Anyway, pretty soon the good postings started to go away, and I only had the bad ones. I missed a few of them and then one day I didn’t get any and wound up a whole week without work.”

“Wow. Wait, did you not get to eat at all?” Amber’s heart skipped a beat. Poor Meg!

“Nah, we help each other out here. Most jobs sites give you a little something to take home. We store them and if someone needs help, everyone pitches in and gives a little something.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” Amber said, feeling her stomach start to rumble but pretty sure she didn’t want to ask for help on her very first day here.

“Plus, there’s always the dumpsters,” Meg continued.

“Dumpsters? Really? You go…”

“Yeah, dumpster diving. It’s not nearly as bad as you’d think. Restaurants and grocery stores throw a ton of great stuff away. Especially the bakeries.” Meg nodded sagely. “I’ve got a whole bunch of muffins, day old but just fine. Got them yesterday. I guess they’re more than a day old now, but still good. Want one?”

Amber shook her head, disgusted yet touched. Her stomach clenched and she shifted uncomfortably. “Thanks so much, Meg. That’s sweet but maybe save it for someone who really needs it.”

“Ah, see? Now you’re thinking like one of us. You’re going to do fine. Just take the worst sounding job, okay?”

“But…is the worst one always the…sex one? What if it’s a hard factory job or something I don’t know how to do?”

“Nah, factory won’t pick you unless they want you to be a treat for their workers. It’ll say so. If so, pick it, trust me,” Meg said.

Amber’s head spun. She was still a virgin, despite the rod shoved up her private tunnel earlier. Now she was being encouraged to take sex-work?

“Hey, listen,” Meg said. “It’s been nice talking to you and all, but I gotta go pee.”

“Oh yeah, nice talking to you. Say, where’s the bathrooms?”

“There’s a whole set of them next to those trailers,” she said, pointing to another set of trailers further back, towards the center part of the camp.

“Thanks,” Amber said as Meg slowly stood up, unfolding herself and staggering away. Amber sighed. That was a lot to process, and she did not look forward to the next day, although she did look forward to getting something to eat.

After a spell, Amber decided to go ahead and take a stroll around. She picked herself up and stepped onto the path, deciding to head out to the right of her tent. She passed a few empty tents, although they looked like they were inhabited. Perhaps the occupants were still at work? Some were big enough for more than one person and they had their flaps open, propped up by a stick or kept open by a clothespin, presumably to air them out, Ashley thought. She could peer inside and found that they ranged from meticulously clean, with only sleeping bags and storage boxes within, to somewhat unkempt, clothes strewn about, shoes haphazardly piled on top of jackets.

She moved on, unsure how much she really wanted to see of this area. Perhaps it would be better to find the restrooms and see what she could do in terms of hygiene here. But before she decided to turn around, she found herself next to a tent whose contents included a boy. No, a young man, perhaps only a bit older than she was, dressed only in boxer shorts and sitting cross-legged within his tent, reading a paperback novel. Amber stared at him. He was beautiful!

After a moment, he looked up and spotted her staring at him. “Hi,” he said, smiling as she quickly tried to look away, feigning nonchalance.

“Oh, hey,” she said, waving lamely. “Um, I’m new here…”

“Yeah, I would have noticed you,” he said, grinning. “I’m Glenn,” he said, putting down his book and extending his hand, leaning forward slightly. She took his hand and shook it.

“So, ah, how long have you…”

“Been here?”

“Yeah,” she said, letting go of his hand reluctantly, having enjoyed the feeling of human touch, the warm of his grasp. A meeting of flesh that did not involve her blushing with shame as her body was probed and violated.

“Less than a year, more than a fortnight,” he replied.

“What is a fortnight?” she asked, instantly regretting it. She wanted to appear smart to this boy, for some reason.

“I think it’s like, two weeks,” he replied, his eyes quickly sweeping her body then returning to her eyes.

“Oh, cool. Cool, nice to know,” she said, her mouth continuing to say things as her brain frantically tried to come up with interesting conversational topics.

“Yeah, totally,” he replied, a look of mirth on his face. “But seriously, I think I’ve been here about three months or so. It gets hard to keep track after a while. What brings you here?”

“Oh, yeah. I aged out of the foster system,” she said, glad to have something more concrete to talk about. “What about you? Same?”

“Oh, no. No. I got busted for selling pot. It was either this or jail, and the judge was nice to give me that choice,” he said as he leaned back, putting his hands behind his back and stretching. Amber’s eyes widened as she spotted what appeared to be his member pressing against his boxer shorts.

He noticed her eyes and chuckled. Amber wrenched her eyes back up to his face, blushing profusely and she stammered an apology.

He patted the fabric floor next to him and said, “Hey, come on it. Have a seat, I’d love to chat with you.”

“Oh, I…” she said as she looked around herself. “I was going to explore some more before it gets dark…”

“Yeah, sure,” he said. “Or you could keep me company? I’d really like that.”

Amber felt a stirring within her, a heat that flooded her middle and suddenly she felt like she would really like to sit and talk to this boy. She hadn’t done something like this for a very long time. Dating hadn’t really been a thing she was ever good at. Her poor eyesight, her bad grades, her shabby clothes all had conspired to make her an outcast at school and not a target for many boys.

Not ones she wanted to be with, anyway. But this boy seemed nice, and he wanted to talk to her, so she kicked off her shoes and crawled into the tent, twisting herself around to sit next to him, at one point winding up with her butt pressed against him. Finally in place, she smiled shyly at him and he smiled at her.

They spent what seemed like an endlessly glorious number of giddy minutes talking. About everything and nothing. About life, school, the streets, the inhabitants of this camp, philosophy and love. Love for one’s parents, wherever they might be. Even if they hadn’t been there for them. And those minutes must have been more than just a few, for it was dark outside when Amber directed her attention from him to the outside, a light mounted on a pole just a few yards from them shining weakly down on their area.

Without needing to say anything, he reached over and zipped the flap closed, the light blocked now, rendering the inhabitants of the tent into dim outlines, boy and girl. The boy mostly undressed and the girl rapidly following suit. Hands helped her out of her bra as she wordlessly slipped out of her panties, her clothes bunched up in an untidy bundle pressing against her side. His hands cupped her breasts and his face bent down to enclose her nipple with his mouth.

She groaned as he suckled on her, biting gently on her erect nipple, his hand brushing against her torso, moving slowly, inextricably towards her center, as she parted her thighs, eager for a resolution to the violation of her body that had occurred earlier, gaining her entry to this encampment, but at the price of her maidenhead.

The stiff, unyielding rod that had broken her needed to be replaced in her memories with something far more natural, more human. More boy, she thought as she felt herself flood with fluid, the heat from her parted lips radiating out within the tent. She blushed slightly as she sensed the scent of her arousal filling the confined space and she arched as his fingers found her opening.

His lips moved to cover her mouth, and they kissed hungrily as his finger pressed in, his palm cupping her vulva and pressing against her flesh, her greedy button stiffening as he began pressing against her, plunging his finger deeper and thrusting in and out in short, decisive movements.

Fingered, she was being fingered, she thought to herself as she thrust her tongue greedily inside his mouth. She moaned as she felt the buildup of her orgasm, and then it washed over her, a tsunami of pleasure that had her cry out into his mouth, her middle jerking and trembling violently, her stretched out feet banging against the floor of his tent as the overpowering scent of sex permeated the tent and the wet sounds of finger in female flesh sounded out.

“Uh! Oh! Oh god!” she panted out as she came down from her high. “Wow, oh fuck…”

He chuckled as he removed his finger and leaned back, looking at her, his dim outline visible to her blurry eyes. “That was something!”

“Yeah, wow. Um…”

“I assume you like that,” he said.

“Yeah. Yeah, I did,” she said, feeling suddenly very shy. “Do you…um…do you want me to…?”

“That’s okay. I’m good, tonight. I’m sensing that this was a bit much for you,” he said, softly.

“I can…”

“That’s cool, Amber. From what you’ve told me it’s been a hard day for you,” he said, his hand reaching out, brushing her damp hair back from her face, caressing her cheek. “You should get back to your tent. Get some sleep. Tomorrow’s going to be hard for you.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, we can get together again?”

“I’d like that,” she whispered.

“Me too.”


Chapter 8: Work Assignments

Amber woke early, the light from the overhead lamppost shining through the material of her tent, the sounds of stirring outside rousing her from her dreams. As she fumbled to get out of her sleeping bag she tried to remember what she had dreamt but the only thing she could focus on was Glenn and the things they had done together. Or more accurately, the things he had done to her.

She blushed and rolled up her sleeping bag. With a skip of her heart, she remembered that she would need to show up for her job listings completely naked. She grimaced as she looked down at her body. She liked to sleep in pajamas, and she was wearing her only pair, with panties, but no bra. Reluctantly she stripped and placed everything in the lock box, on top of her shoes which she had placed there along with her other possessions last night before going to sleep. She snapped the padlock on and unzipped the flap of her tent.

Sticking her head outside, she was somewhat relieved to see that other people were moving about, also completely naked. Good, she wouldn’t be the only one! She was rather less pleased to see that it was lightly drizzling. Taking a deep breath, she summoned her courage and slipped out of the tent, straightening and gingerly stepping onto the path that led towards the job listing area, where it seemed others were heading as well.

Not everyone was naked, however. It seemed that a number of the residents here were not even bothering to check on job possibilities. Perhaps they just didn’t care?

Eventually she managed to find herself at the entrance of a large open-sided canvas tent, filled with tables that had tablets on them. A guard at the entrance scanned her wrist cuff and let her in. She walked over to a free tablet and stood there, staring at it, unsure of what to do. The woman next to her, middle aged and slightly portly, missing a few teeth, with bright red hair in a pixie cut looked over at her and said, “Just tap it and then wave your cuff at it, honey. It’ll show you what you got.”

“Oh, thank you,” Amber exclaimed and did as the woman advised. Happily, it worked and the tablet showed her name and a spinning activity indicator that was soon replaced with three tiles that each showed a prospective job offer! Her heart leapt as she tapped on the first tile to see the details.

It was an offer to work at a car wash, where apparently, she would be washing customers’ cars completely nude while they sat inside the car!

She quickly tapped back and selected the second offer, which was working at a poultry farm, feeding and sorting chicks. No. She knew what sorting implied and would have nothing to do with that.

The third and final offer was a clothing store in the downtown, which was interested in a front-of-store girl who would interact with customers to show them what clothes looked like on a live model.

She thought for a moment about what Meg had told her. Pick the most sexual one. It was a toss-up between live clothes modeling and car wash. But the car wash would probably get her all wet and soapy and that seemed pretty sexy. On the other hand, the customers were locked away in their cars and for live clothes modeling they would be right there.

She picked the car wash, clicking on the Apply button and was rewarded with a chime and a large green checkmark that filled the screen. She stood there for a moment, staring at the tablet screen, wondering what happens next, when a woman in a white uniform came over and talked to the woman next to Amber who had helped her out. She gestured to the side and then turned to Amber as the woman next to her shuffled away.

“Picked a job? Good. Step over to those desks over to the side and they’ll get you situated,” she said to Amber and then left to talk to someone else.

Amber looked over to the side and saw a long table with people seated behind it, naked men and women standing by the table, being helped. Amber walked over there, shivering slightly even though the tent had space heaters hung from beams that spanned the width of the tent. Every time she passed under one it was nice and warm, but just a few feet away it got cold again.

She shrugged it off and made her way to a free spot at the table and smiled at the woman seated across from her. “Hi, I’m Amber,” she said.

“Scan your cuff,” the woman replied, not bothering to smile.

“Huh?”

She pointed to a black, puck-like device on the table. “Scan your cuff,” she repeated.

“Oh, okay. Sorry,” Amber said as she placed the cuff encircling her right wrist against the puck. A chime sounded and the dour woman reached under the table and brought up a necklace. Amber stared at it. It essentially a chain, the links small, silver, pretty enough, but clearly a chain.

“Lean forward, lift your hair out of the way,” the woman said, standing and holding the chain out in front of her.

“Okay,” Amber complied, holding her hair up. The woman reached over and encircled her neck with the chain, snapping it closed and straightening it so that it lay comfortably across her neck, a tag that was affixed to the front of it hanging neatly down from the front.

The woman held her phone up against the tag until it beeped and she sat back down again.

“Okay, you’re all set. Don’t try to remove your work necklace. You can get breakfast and then wash up. Be by the camp entrance by 8:30 at the latest.”

“Oh. Thanks. Um, where do I go then? How do I get to my job?” Amber asked, looking around herself.

“Someone will scan you and direct you to the waiting transport. Every job site has its own transport. Next.”

“Oh, okay. Thanks,” Amber said, backing away, almost bumping into the man behind her, which would have been awkward given that he was naked as well, and appeared to be sporting a bit of an erection. Amber couldn’t help but stare as she had never seen an adult naked man in person before. This was something she was going to need some time to get used to. But right now, she wanted breakfast, desperately.

She followed a stream of other naked bodies moving towards another tent where Amber saw rows of tables and benches, with a buffet lined up against one side. The line slowly made its way into the food tent, and Amber was momentarily exposed to the wet drizzle that fell from the gray Oregon sky, shivering slightly as she waited for the line to move past the gap between tents and allow her to gain shelter once more.

Soon enough she was face to face with the first station of the buffet where she picked up a tray and plate, and a server loaded her plate with scrambled eggs and toasted bread. She shuffled along, getting a hard-boiled egg placed on her plate as well. Her stomach rumbled with hunger. The next station served bacon, and she almost swooned with joy, the aroma of bacon filling her nostrils and activating all her pleasure centers.

The last station was for beverages, and she chose a grapefruit juice box. Tray full of delicious looking food, she searched for a free seat and found one two rows down, where she set her tray down next to a young woman, across from a middle-aged man. They both nodded at her and she sat down, feeling rather weird about sitting her naked bottom on a wooden bench. Swinging her legs over the bench caused her to blush as well, as the man stared at her for a moment, but it was more of an absent-minded gaze than an actual leer.

Her breasts bounced as she sat down and adjusted her tray. “Hi,” she said. The woman sitting next to her nodded politely and the man across from her smiled.

“How’re you doing?” he asked.

“Oh, fine, I guess,” she replied. “It’s my first morning here. Trying to get used to it, I guess?”

“Ah, yeah, yeah,” he nodded, digging into his eggs. “It’ll come to you. Don’t worry. Just do the jobs and keep your nose clean.”

“Yeah, thanks.” She turned to the woman next to her, a somewhat pretty blonde who looked like life had been a bit rough on her. “How long have you been here?”

The woman stared at her, chewing. Then turned back to her food.

“Oh, Julie there doesn’t like to talk,” the man said, peeling his hard-boiled egg. “I’m Ben, by the way.”

“Hi Ben,” she nodded. “Sorry,” she said to the woman. “Didn’t mean to disturb you.” Amber focused on her own food for a while and simply allowed herself to listen to the other conversations that were filling the tent. Overall, the mood was light and pleasant. She could get used to this, she thought. She was halfway through her meal when Ben finished and picked up his tray, standing up with it.

“Nice talking to you,” he said as his penis, fully erect, popped into view below his tray. Amber blushed again but couldn’t stop staring as he swung his leg across the bench to walk away, his member bouncing as he left her view.

She quickly finished, slurping down the rest of her juice and picked up her tray to get up when the woman next to her whispered, “It was nice to meet you.”

“Oh,” Amber replied. “It was nice to meet you too. I’m Amber.”

“Hi,” she whispered back. “I’m Julie,” and returned to her meal, eyes focused on her tray.

“Bye,” Amber said as she finished standing up and left, carrying her tray with her until she found where she could deposit her things. She joined the line of people dropping off their trays, tossing the spent juice boxes into a recycling bin.

Stepping out of the food tent she headed towards the shower trailers, where the stream of humanity split into male and female lines, each heading towards their respective trailers. Amber was somewhat relieved at that, thinking that sharing a restroom and shower area with males was a step too far for her to handle, despite having been in mixed nude company for some time now.

She showered quickly and brushed her teeth, noting with pleasure that they were providing single-use, compostable brushes and communal pumps with toothpaste. She finished up, trying vainly to brush her hair into some semblance of order for a few minutes before giving up.

“Don’t worry, baby,” a woman, maybe in her 40s. “Your job will take care of all of that.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, they’ll dress you and make you up if they want.”

“They do that? Wow. I’m going to a car wash. How does a car wash have someone to do my hair?” Ashley asked.

“Oh, they don’t. The contractor who does the transportation for them will do that. If your employer wants it, of course. But your job site will give you a uniform if they want.”

“Oh, cool!”

“But I wouldn’t expect a car wash to give you a uniform,” the woman said, giving Amber a once-over. “Not a pretty girl like you!”

“Thanks, I guess?”

They both finished up and walked out of the trailer together.

“Come, I’ll show you where the pickup area is. It’s getting close to when they start coming,” the woman said as they continued down the wooden walkway that led from the trailers to the main entrance of the camp.

“So, we exit?” Amber asked.

“Yeah. No biggie, you’re allowed to exit whenever you want.”

“Oh, really? I kinda thought you had to stay inside?”

“No, you just need to be back before nightfall if you’re outside. Unless you’re booked for an overnight assignment. Know what I mean?” she asked, winking at Amber.

“Uh, not really,” Amber answered back.

“Okay…well, I’m sure it’ll become clear at some point,” she replied.

As Amber started to obsess about the potential of being kept overnight for a job, and what that all implied, they left the gates of the camp and headed along a sidewalk towards a large parking area. Reaching it, they stood around for a while as the area filled with more people, many shivering in the cold of the drizzle, all of them with their necklace chains.

“So, um…what exactly happens here when it gets really cold? Like, I’m kinda freezing here and it’s still good weather—for Oregon anyway.”

“Yeah, don’t worry. They’ll give us thick blankets when it starts getting cold. Also, slippers.”

“Oh, thank god!” Amber sighed in relief. She was a bit of a wimp when it came to cold weather.

Luckily it didn’t take too long before the vans started coming. The woman she was chatting with and still didn’t know the name of, was first to climb aboard her van. A sign on the front window read, “Consolidated Window Coverings.” It seemed to be a factory or showroom. Amber would look into that later.

Three vans later, the one she was waiting for pulled up. “John’s Car Wash” was written on the front and a young man jumped out of the driver’s side, looked at his phone and yelled out, “Amber, Vicky!”

Amber raised her hand and called out, “Here!” She quickly walked up to the man, her breasts bouncing as she came closer. She noticed another girl approaching as well, a young brunette with pretty eyes and small, perky breasts, tipped with small, firm nipples. Amber checked her out quickly, already thinking of her as competition, until she shook it off. They were all in this together, she thought, and working together would probably be best.

As the two of them stepped on board the van, the young man scanned their tags and introduced himself. “Hi girls,” he started, looking in on them as they sat on the bench of the van, fastening their seatbelts. “I’m Trey, and I’m with Employment Solutions. I’ll be driving you to your job. You’re all here for John’s Car Wash, am I right?”

“Yup,” Amber confirmed, looking at the other girl, who nodded.

“Cool. So, that cabinet there,” he said, pointing to a black half-height cabinet set against the front seats, “contains hand-mirrors and blow-dryers, along with some brushes. Don’t worry, we sanitize them every morning. The client wants your hair done, but I don’t really know why. Just gonna get all wet soon enough.”

“Oh, okay,” Amber said. “So, we do our hair during the drive?”

“Yeah, you got it,” he replied. “Be there in about 20 minutes, so don’t waste time.”

“Okay,” she said as the other girl nodded again.

And so, Amber handed out blow-dryer and brush and mirror to the other girl, who seemed exceedingly shy. As Trey drove them, the van bouncing a bit, the two of them fixed their hair as best they could. Finally, they pulled up to the car wash, Trey jumping out and opening the var door. Amber’s heart thumped heavily as she and Vicky stepped out of the van, naked and trembling slightly at the thought of what she would have to do today.


Chapter 9: At the Car Wash

Amber and Vicky looked around themselves, unsure where to go until they saw a man approaching, holding a table. He seemed young, maybe in his early twenties, wearing a uniform that had the logo of the car wash company on it, a grinning beaver with a large tail that was covered in suds.

“Amber, Vicky?” he called out as he came up to them, giving both of the girls a quick, yet quite comprehensive look. Amber blushed a bit at the thought of what he must be seeing right now. Would she ever get used to being naked in front of total strangers? And why exactly did it have to be like this? Why couldn’t she and the other girl simply wear the clothes they had?

“Let me scan your tags,” he said as he stood in front of Amber.

“Oh, okay, yeah,” she said as she leaned forward and raised her chin. He tapped her tag with the tablet, and it beeped.

“Now your cuff, please,” he said, looking down at her wrist. She raised it and he tapped it as well. “Sometimes they don’t match,” he said with a smile. As he turned to Vicky and repeated the procedure, their driver came up behind them.

“All good?” he asked.

“Yeah, they’re good.”

“Alright, girls. I’ll be back around 5, okay? Do your best and be obedient. No troublemaking!” he teased. “And you, no messing with our girls, okay Jimmy?”

“Yeah, you know me,” Jimmy joked. “Okay girls, follow me. So basically, you’ll be washing customers’ cars by hand. Just the exteriors, though. We’ll give you a hose, a bucket with sponges and cleaner, and some rags for wiping them dry. The emphasis,” he said as he looked back at them, “is sexy. Got it?”

“Make it sexy, yeah, I think I understand,” Amber replied, looking down at her bare breasts.

“Good!” he laughed. “You understand now why you won’t be getting a uniform!”

“Um,” Vicky said, shyly. “Will the customers stay in their cars? While we’re washing them?”

“Yeah, they’ll stay inside. By the way,” he continued, “we get a surprising number of convertibles here, and they pretty much all have the top down, just so you know.”

“How does that work?” Vicky asked, looking a bit apprehensive.

“Just make sure to aim the hose properly, don’t spray the inside, whatever you do!” he admonished. “They’re allowed to touch you, but no penetration, okay?”

Amber swallowed with momentary discomfort. She hadn’t really thought that she might be getting fondled by customers.

“Wait, what?” Vicky protested. “They can touch us?”

“Yeah, if they want to grab your tits, maybe squeeze your butt. But they’re not allowed to finger you or anything like that. They’re not allowed to hurt you either, so no pinching of nipples, at least not too hard,” he assured them.

“Well, that’s a relief,” Amber said with a touch of sarcasm.

“Ha, you’re a funny one,” Jimmy exclaimed. “I’m gonna keep my eye on you!”

He immediately led them to the main area of the wash, where cars would park after paying, and the washing would happen. People arriving on the main street would easily see the girls. That was the idea, of course, to attract customers by showing the beauties that would be personally attending to their vehicles. Beauties that they would get to touch as well, apparently.

“We should be getting our first customer soon,” he said.

“Um, it’s kinda cold,” Amber complained. “Are we supposed to stand here and get wet too?”

“Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “It’ll warm up soon. We only do the girl thing while the weather’s still relatively good. Oh! Here comes a car. Look perky!”

Amber and Vicky stared apprehensively at the approaching car, a convertible with the top down and two middle aged men inside, grinning widely. The car pulled to a halt near then and shut down its engine.

“Hey girls!” the driver called out. “Scrubby bubbles time!” The other man snickered.

Jimmy rushed over with two pails of soapy water and set one down next to the car, putting the other one down next to Vicky. He grabbed a hose and handed it to Amber.

“Amber here will be washing your car today, gentlemen! Enjoy!”

He turned to Amber, nudging her forward. “You heard me. Scrub away, and make it as sexy as you can, okay?” He patted her on the behind as she reluctantly approached, holding the hose.

“Oh! You’re cute!” the driver said as he got an eyeful of her. “Watch the interior, though!”

“Yeah, no problem,” she said. She leaned over and squeezed her breasts between her arms, shocking herself somewhat by her sudden turn towards vixen-dom. The driver moaned and his passenger bit his knuckle in mock torment. She smiled. Maybe she could have fun with this, have a good time.

And so she did, squeezing the sprayer handle to unleash a spray of water on the hood of the convertible, grabbing a soapy sponge from the pail and draping herself over the hood to reach the further corner, sloshing the sponge around, soapy bubble forming and blowing in the light breeze.

As she started getting into it, she lifted her torso off the hood, soaping her breasts up, then rubbing herself over the hood as the men hooted from their seats. The hood of the car was nice and warm, and Amber thoroughly enjoyed the feeling of the warmth mixing with the cold water and bubbles. She finished up with the hood and bent over, making an exaggerated show of washing the front driver side wheel well while wiggling her bottom, well aware that the driver was leaning over the side, gazing right at her private parts on display.

In the meantime, another car had arrived and Amber could tell that Vicky was being encouraged to go tend to it. She hoped that she was setting a good example for the shy girl to get some more comfort in the activity that they were engaged in.

As Amber stood, bent over slightly in front of the driver’s door, scrubbing away at the door itself, hose lightly spraying, she felt a hand reach over and grab her right tit, cupping it from below, squeezing gently. She looked up into the face of the driver and beheld a smile.

Was this guy a sleazebag, copping a feel from a hard-working girl, or just a guy having some fun doing what might in fact be expected with the price of admission? Amber honestly didn’t know what to think. Was she doing this willingly or was she forced? Another good question that she would have to spend some time thinking about. She did choose this activity precisely because she thought it might be the more sexual of the jobs on offer. But then, she did that because she wanted to work and work meant eating.

She smiled back at the man and looked him in the eye, finding no guilt or shame, but simply admiration. That surprised her somewhat. This man seemed to be appreciative of her.

“Um,” she said, winking at him. “I’m going to need that back, if I’m going to wash the rest of your car.”

He grinned and let go as his passenger hooted, “Oh, yeah! She told you!”

Amber continued, working her way around the back, making sure to hose down the trunk, avoiding spraying the passengers, and using her same body soaping method. To get around to the other side, she went around the front again, making sure to soap her breasts and torso in full view of the men, finally reaching the passenger, who turned really quiet and stared at her with wide eyes as she smiled at him. She washed his entire side without being accosted in any way. Her proximity seemed to have caused him to swallow his tongue.

Finally, she hosed the car down, putting away the hose and grabbing a couple of rags to dry with. She saw Vicky having fun with her car, which made her happy to see. As Amber walked back towards her car, she made as if to shake the water off of her body, causing her breasts to sway and bounce fetchingly, eliciting more retorts of joy from the car.

It took her a few minutes of hard work to wipe down the car body, during which time she could feel the men’s stares burning into her body, which made her feel heat building up inside her and her nipples harden and jut out.

Finally, she finished and the men called out to her, the driver waving a stack of bills. “Hey, thanks so much,” he said. “You really made our day!”

“Yeah, best carpool to work ever!” his passenger said, winking at her.

“Take this tip, and take care, okay?” the driver said as he shoved the handful at her.

“Oh, cool, thanks guys!” she said, accepting the money and walking back to where Jimmy was standing, supervising. “What do I do with this?” she asked him.

He waved goodbye to the departing car, then turned to her. “They must have really liked you,” he said as he took the cash from her. “This goes in the tip pool.”

“Do I get any of it later?” she asked.

“Sorry, no. That’s not how it works. I thought they would have told you that,” he said.

“Yeah, I guess they did say we don’t get paid, but I thought maybe tips…?”

“No, these go towards the employees. We get paid little enough as it is. But,” he said, “the bigger tips you earn for us, the better lunch will be! We use tips earned as a gauge for how pleased we are with you, and that means we might bring back some better stuff for you when it’s lunch time.”

“Oh, okay. Makes sense,” she said, a tiny bit disappointed, as another car pulled up.

“Alright, you know the drill,” he said. “Scrub away!”

And Amber did, Vicky as well. Soon enough they were tired, wet, cold and somewhat lagging in enthusiasm, but it was time to break for lunch, Jimmy putting up a sign that the girls would be back in an hour, and they were led inside the carwash offices where towels were provided for the girls to dry themselves with thoroughly, much to their pleasure.

As they sat down at a plastic table, the girls placing their towels underneath them to prevent any unfortunate leakage on the furniture, another employee brought in several takeout bags of fried chicken. Amber almost swooned with delight, her stomach grumbling loudly.

“Someone’s hungry,” one of the guys chuckled. Jimmy quickly elbowed him in the side. “Hey!”

“Dude, that’s not appropriate,” Jimmy admonished. “These girls don’t get fed a lot, okay? Let’s show some respect and give them a chance to eat in peace.”

“Sorry,” he said, looking sheepishly up at Amber and Vicky.

“That’s okay,” Amber said, as she shyly picked up a piece of chicken and set it down on her paper plate. Jimmy passed around a bucket of steamed corn, followed by a plate of biscuits. The girls helped themselves, followed by the men and everyone dug in.

Amber waved off an offer of seconds, but Jimmy insisted. “Listen, Amber. You’re new? You’re going to want to eat as much as possible. Remember, they don’t give you dinner at your place.”

“Oh, yeah. I kinda forgot,” she said, blushing.

“Yeah, so eat up. You too, Vicky,” he said, passing the bucket of chicken to them.

And eat they did, both girls stuffing themselves as much as they could bear, until Amber was afraid she would pass out during the rest of the workday. But, aside from some momentary weariness in the mid-afternoon when the flow of cars had slowed down, she was able to make it through the rest of the day.

She found that she quite liked the work. It was fun to lather herself up and rub against the cars. She was discovering a bit of an exhibitionist streak in her that she had never known before. The appreciative glances and comments from the drivers, pretty much all male, was fun too, she found. What would have creeped her out in a different context, was welcoming in this one, where she knew she was being used for her sexual attractiveness. Did she feel a little exploited? Yes, but she was willing to deal with that, as life had dealt her some bad hands and she was willing to play the game in the only ways available to her.

At the end of their shift, Jimmy and another of the male workers hosed the girls down, Vicky briefly breaking out of her shy shell to squeal with delight, Amber enjoying it as well. The boys had been kind enough to use a set of hoses that had lain out in the sun, the water in them being, briefly, nice and warm.

Cleaned of the remaining suds, they toweled themselves off vigorously and were nice and dry when Trey returned with the van. He stepped out to greet the two girls and Jimmy, who was waiting next to them.

“Were they good?” Trey asked.

“They were wonderful,” Jimmy replied, enthusiastically. “Listen, both of you were really great, and I’d love to have you come back if you want.”

“Thanks! I…I appreciate that,” Amber said, meaning it. This was, she realized, the first real job she had ever had, her foster parents not helping her get anything when she had begged them to let her go out and get something that would earn her some pocket money.

“Great! Glad to hear it,” Trey said as he stepped up to scan Amber and Vicky’s tags. “Okay, girls, let’s get you back home.”

The girls climbed in the van, buckling their seatbelts as Trey close the door and stepped in the driver’s seat. “Enjoy yourselves?” he asked as he started the van and pulled into traffic.

“Yeah,” Amber said. “It was kinda fun to play around with the soap and water.”

“You, Vicky?” Trey asked the shy girl.

“Yeah,” she said, and returned to looking out the window.

Amber, in a good mood, spent the rest of the ride back to Camp Corvallis talking to Trey about current events, and what he liked to do with his time. It turned out that Trey was a very busy man, driving this van, doing odd jobs, including carpentry and handyman work when he got it, and working two shifts at an auto mechanic’s shop.

“Wow,” Amber said. “Do you ever have any time off?”

“Nah, not really. I guess I’m just scared, you know? Of winding up like—”

“Like us?”

“Um, sorry. Didn’t mean it like that. It’s just…times are tough, you know?” he said, apologetically.

“Yeah, I know. I wouldn’t want to be stuck in this situation if I could have helped it,” Amber said.

“Don’t tell me, let me guess. Foster system?” he asked her.

“Yeah.”

Trey sighed. “Yeah, it’s kinda fucked up. Most kids don’t really make it out of there with a good future anymore. Too many people dying from drugs, pandemics, neglect. It’s a fucked-up world, kids. Just gotta take it one day at a time. One day at a time, next thing you know, maybe you wind up in a whole new era. Maybe that’s the one that’s gonna solve everything and we can all get down to helping each other out, make it all be good finally.”

“That’s a nice thought, Trey,” Amber said, meaning it.


Chapter 10: Vicky

The van pulled over to the entrance of Camp Corvallis and the two girls stepped out, waving cheerily to Trey as he drove off, honking his horn playfully as he sped off.

“Well, that wasn’t too bad,” Amber said to Vicky as the two girls hurried through the gate into the camp.

“Yeah,” Vicky said. “You made it fun. I was kinda scared at first, but you had fun with it and that made it easier for me. Thank you.”

“Oh, you’re welcome. Wow,” Amber said, feeling touched. “I guess having someone else there working with me made me feel better about it too. This was my first job, ever, and it was kinda—”

“Wow, really? Your first job?” Vicky interrupted.

“Yeah.”

“Like, you’re new at the camp, right?”

“Yeah. But my foster parents never let me work, so this was my first time really working,” Amber continued as they walked along the walkway towards the administrative trailers.

“Wow. And you don’t even get paid,” Vicky chuckled.

“Yeah. So, how does that work? How come we don’t get any of the money?” Amber asked. That was a part of this whole deal she wasn’t really sure she agreed with.

“Well, it’s just part of the way things work here, I guess. I don’t love it, but I get free shelter and food, so…I’m fine with it,” Vicky replied.

“I guess…” Amber saw her tent in the distance. “Hey, my tent is over there. Do you want to hang out a bit and talk?”

“Oh, thanks! Yeah, I’d like that. But we need to go return our collars and I’d like to get dressed. I’m kinda cold.”

“Sure,” Amber said. She’d forgotten about the chain around her neck. It was only valid for one day and it made sense that she’d have to return it at the end of her workday. The two girls joined a growing crowd of returning workers, men and women, as they walked towards the main administrative trailer and got into a growing lineup of naked bodies.

While Amber waited in line, she silently contemplated the buttocks of the girl standing in front of her. How strange this all was, she thought to herself. All these people, complying with the rules of this strange place. And why? Probably because they were scared. Scared of having to deal with an even worse situation. One where they might be out on the street, huddled under a piece of cardboard, underneath a highway overpass. Scared, cold and hungry. Compared to that, this place was heaven, even if it could more accurately be called a form of hell. Forced to be naked, chains around throats, working at strange jobs for no pay.

Wasn’t this just another form of slavery? And how could such a thing be legal? But in a world where no one seemed to care enough to make sure that people didn’t fall into states of desperation through no fault of their own, asking about the legality of this arrangement seemed futile. And Vicky did have a point. They were getting food and shelter, although the food was contingent on getting picked for work, and the shelter was a flimsy, tiny tent.

Amber bent forward and let the woman at the end of the line unlock and remove her chain collar, setting it down in a cardboard box filled with collars just like hers. How many people were there here, Amber wondered. As far as she could see, there must be less than a hundred, but that was still a pretty big number.

Done with this, the two girls walked towards Amber’s tent. Amber pointed it out and Vicky took note of where it was, promising to join her there after swinging by her own tent to put on some clothes. Amber reached her tent, crawling inside and unlocking her chest, pulling out some clothes and putting them on. She chose panties and a loose tee shirt and nothing else, feeling a little strange about wearing clothes after having spent the whole day naked.

Amber poked her head out of the tent and finding it still somewhat light out and not too cold, she decided to sit down, cross legged just outside the flap of the tent opening, relaxing and watching the goings-on. A few people were strolling by, most clothed, some still naked and not caring too much about it. One elderly woman, dressed in a giant overcoat, too large for her frame, came by pushing a shopping cart filled with black plastic bags filled with something—she couldn’t see what. From an unseen quadrant of the complex, she could hear some shouting, but it seemed more like a loud discussion rather than a dispute. All in all, it was a pleasant environment at the moment.

And as she sat there, contemplating life and where it had led her, she felt a presence near her which turned out to be Vicky.

“Hey Vicky,” she said, looking up at the girl, dressed in a somewhat tattered sundress, barefoot and looking quite pretty, her still somewhat damp hair frizzing nicely in the early evening air.

“Hi Amber,” Vicky replied, smiling down beside her. “What’cha doing?”

“Just enjoying the evening,” Amber replied.

Vicky looked in the direction Amber was facing and raised an eyebrow. “Okay,” she said, slowly, not quite sure that there was anything worth enjoying, at least not where the view was concerned. “Do you think there’s room for both of us in your tent?”

“Yeah, sure,” Amber replied and scooted backwards on her bottom into the interior of her tiny little home, using the palms of her hands and her unfolded feet to push herself backwards. Once inside, she made room for Vicky to crawl in, noting how the girl’s breasts swung loose and free within the confines of her dress, a tear down the side of the faded yellow fabric opening wider as she moved, the whole effect being to make Vicky more rather than less alluring.

Vicky sat up, tucking her legs under her, resting her palms on her knees and looking at Amber with an ambiguous smile.

“So, um…it’s nice in here, right?” Amber said, feeling shy and tongue-tied all of a sudden.

Vicky looked quickly around herself and smiled widely. “Yeah, I like what you’ve done with the place.” The two girls giggled, the tension broken momentarily.

“So, how long have you been at the camp?” Amber asked.

“More than a year now,” Vicky said. “I ran away from home after I came out to my folks.”

“Oh! Gosh, that’s…”

“Fucked up? Yeah. I had finished high school earlier, and was working some crap job at the mall, at one of those costume jewelry places, you know?”

Amber nodded. She had been to the mall a few times but didn’t really enjoy shopping when there was never any money for it. But she may have been to the place Vicky was referring to.

“Anyway, I was trying to make my way as an adult, paying my folks my portion of the rent, and I just thought…hey, I’m an adult, it’s time to live life as me, not as a fake version of me. You know? Like, it’s not weird, right?”

“No, you should be true to yourself,” Amber said, agreeing with Vicky. “So you told your parents?”

“Yeah, I got into a discussion with them about various things—they’re kind of conservative and we were disagreeing on a lot of stuff. They made some comment about how I should be finding a nice guy who would take care of me and get me out of their house,” Vicky said.

“Oh, ouch!”

“Yeah, so I told them that was unlikely, cause I like girls.”

“And they kicked you out? Or you left…”

“I left. They just went all quiet and I could just tell they were not okay with it.” Vicky sighed. “Things went downhill pretty fast. I couldn’t afford a place of my own, couldn’t keep up with the hygiene, got fired from my job. Wound up here.”

“Sorry, Vicky,” Amber said, really feeling for the girl. She had to leave her own home, but it wasn’t due to any disagreement or falling out. It was just the system—a broken, horrible system, admittedly, but not her foster parents’ fault. Then again, it wasn’t Amber’s fault that her parents had died and left her alone to enter foster care, much like it wasn’t Vicky’s fault that she had been born a lesbian. The common thread, Amber mused, was their shared poverty. Rich people had problems too, including conflicts with society and family. But they had options. Money gave them options and they could pick and choose the best course of action to take, at least one of which would see them prosper. Neither Amber or Vicky had such options.

“It’s alright,” Vicky said. “I learned quickly how to survive here and it’s not too bad. Some of the jobs are weird, but as I said, you made it fun.”

“I’m glad,” Amber said, feeling her nipples harden at the memory of how they had worked on the cars, soaked with soapy water, rubbing their naked bodies over the hoods, giving the boys a thrill. And, she realized with a start, enjoying the view of another naked, nubile young woman. “I…I enjoyed having you there. I kinda liked seeing you…”

“Oh, yeah?” Vicky smiled at her, her eyes drifting down to Amber’s breasts, her nipples clearly visible through her tee shirt. “I kinda really liked seeing you. You’re really pretty.”

“Thanks,” Amber said, blushing. “I’m not usually into…I mean…I guess I liked seeing you, um, nude? And maybe…I kind of think I might want to…”

“Amber, do you want to fool around a bit?” Vicky asked, her eyes gleaming with humorous indulgence for the young, naive girl stammering away and hesitating to express her deeper desires.

“Um, yeah?” Amber conceded, blushing deeply and wondering just how many new experiences this day would yield her. And as she sat there watching, Vicky sat up slightly, bending over to not hit the top of the small tent, and grabbed the hem of her dress, pulling it up over her hips and setting herself back down on the backs of her legs as she pulled the dress up over her head and sat there, completely bare. No bra, no panties, her legs slowly spreading wide as Amber stared, gazing intently at the soft feminine secrets that were revealing themselves to her.

She was certainly no stranger to female anatomy, being the proud owner of all the pertinent parts and having explored said parts many a time in the mirror and through touch. She had even fooled around with another girl her age, many years ago, but that experiment was best left unexplored as it had not yielded any results and was the subject of quite a lot of mortification for her.

But here she was presented with all the glory of another girl’s intimate area, the pink lips of Vicky’s outer sanctum exposed to her, the plump outer ones puffy and pink, engorged and open, the pink inner petals parted, the button at the apex of her sex poking out slightly, the whole ensemble dewy with moisture. Amber understood well what that meant: Vicky was turned on, and the scent that permeated her little home confirmed all for her, the perfume of a girl’s arousal turning her on as well.

Amber pulled her own tee shirt off in one, slightly awkward motion, balling it up and shoving it over to the side, looking down on her breasts to see her nipples standing out, crinkling with the electricity that ran through her body. She could feel the origin of the pulsation that powered her intimate flesh: her own clitoris was undoubtedly peering out from its protective hood, brushing against the fabric of her panties as she squirmed and clenched.

“I…I need to—“

“You need to…?” Vicky teased as she leaned forward and placed her hands on Ambers breasts, cupping them, expertly enclosing the girl’s nipples between index and middle fingers as they circled the pink flesh, tightening on them, tugging slightly as Amber gasped. An involuntary jerk in her middle made her bounce her legs, crossed as they were,

“I need to…feel you too,” Amber protested.

Vicky used her thumb and index finger to pinch and tug at Amber’s nipple with one hand while she gently took Amber’s hand and guided it to the core of her sex. Amber bit her lip as she felt Vicky’s wetness with her fingers. Feeling bold, she tentatively reached out with her middle finger, curved upwards, and pressed slowly, gently into Vicky, feeling the strange and yet so very, very natural thrill of entering another human being’s body.

How wondrous the very notion, that there was a special place on a girl’s body made entirely to be penetrated, to be entered by the flesh of another, there to receive the thrusts and vigorous efforts of coupling.

Could what Amber and Vicky did here be considered coupling, in the most natural, biological meaning? Yes, she decided. For, the sharing of intimacy must, in her mind, be a thing that nature intended. Even if there was no way that a child could result from what eager fingers did to reddened flesh. Amber wanted this, in the same way she had longed for Glenn’s member to enter her yearning flesh. Vicky was another flavor in the assortment of experiences that life had available for her to savor.

She would taste.

And having tasted, she would know.

And having known, she would be stronger.

“Would…would you like me to…to taste you?” Amber stammered, blushing as she said the words, hoping that she hadn’t miscalculated, for she remembered her first ever attempt at coming closer to a girl, back when she was much younger, and how it had failed in such a way as to become the worst experience in her young life.

“Yes,” Vicky whispered back, voice hoarse with need. “Yes, please.”

Amber slowly, awkwardly, rearranged herself, as the space was quite small, and the two girls, somehow managed to position themselves, Vicky flat on her back, legs spread, and Amber turned around the other way, legs on either side of Vicky’s shoulders, face hovering over Vicky’s opening. The pink flesh there beckoned to Amber, inviting her to come closer.

As she did so, she caught the scent of soap, undoubtedly from the car wash, and something else. A fragrance that was actively permeating the tent: female need, the perfume of lust, emanating from the fluid that was even now coating Vicky’s thighs and lips.

Amber bent down, bringing her mouth closer to Vicky, her tongue tentatively stretched out, the tip touching the apex of Vicky’s folds, the tiny pink button that poked out there, yearning to be touched. And as Amber brushed it with the tip of her tongue, Vicky made a low, guttural groan that said everything Amber needed to hear.

The two girls spent the next half hour working each other’s flesh, Amber proving to be a quick study, bringing Vicky to a shuddering climax, the girl squirming and crying out as if in shock, her body convulsing underneath Amber. Were Amber not so preoccupied with the giving and receiving of pleasure, she would have taken a moment to reflect on how far she had come in such a short time.

Her first ever job! And it had been fun, and not nearly as humiliating as working in public completely nude would have seemed to be just a few days ago.


Chapter 11: Nipsey's

The next month passed surprisingly swiftly, with Amber quickly settling into a routine. In the morning, she would put her sleeping clothes away in her lock box, then scurry quickly to the job allocation tent. There she would accept any job that was available, choosing the ones that seemed more sexually oriented than others, keeping with the theory that doing so would keep the offers coming in.

And they did, keeping her busy and, more importantly, fed. She would accept the job offer, get collared and scanned, then pile up her plate at breakfast before heading out to be driven to her place of temporary work. Over the weeks she got to know many more of her fellow campmates, finding them to cover a wide spectrum of the underappreciated and often misunderstood populace.

There was James the Beard, so named because of his beard and his penchant for fine dining—or at least for talking at great length about various James Beard-award winning chefs and how they would have prepared the current meal differently. Amber suspected he might have been a chef in a previous life.

Marishka was a former model who had fallen on hard times. In her telling of it, a series of missed opportunities and a refusal to sleep with certain people had derailed her career, leaving her with nothing. Amber noted the girl’s twitchiness and sallow appearance and deduced that drugs had played a greater part than the former model chose to admit. Still, she was together enough to get work somewhat regularly, so she must have gotten control over her addiction.

But Amber’s favorite breakfast companion was a woman named Glow. A free spirit, probably in her mid-thirties, she looked like a former California surfer girl, skin roughened by years exposed to the elements, strawberry blonde hair bleached by the sun. She was enamored with conspiracy theories and loved to regale Amber with the latest ones as she came upon them. She seemed harmless, however, tending to be more interested in meticulously cataloging them, rather than acting on them, seemingly weighing each one the same, and therefore not really obsessing over any one in particular.

Her latest struck a little close to home, however, involving a nebulous cabal of influential billionaires who were pressuring the government to reduce social services so that more and more people would be forced into involuntary servitude. Amber wasn’t quite sure how much of this she believed, but she couldn’t help but see how much talking about it seemed to help Glow, who seemed to need whatever help she could get to keep it together enough to keep working and get fed.

Amber learned, much to her consternation, that many of the camp residents did not regularly eat. Almost half if not more of the population there did not get work from day to day, either because they did not bother to consistently apply, or they simply did not get offers. In those cases, they would leave the camp during the day and forage for food, from dumpsters, or beg for money on the streets, or for food left behind restaurants in the evening after closing.

Very few actually ever managed to find work outside the camp system, however. Instead, if they were unsuccessful in their attempts to find food through other means, they simply went without or relied on the generosity of the camp community. Amber very quickly caught on to the system: she would try to grab as much food as she could get away with at the various work assignments she was sent to, most of whom would feed their workers as much as they wanted, an unspoken agreement guiding this arrangement. Amber would bring back what she could, and, in the evening, she would bring her bounty to the drop off point, where others would distribute the bounty amongst the neediest. The children, the old, the pregnant and quite often, the disabled. Together, the community did what it could to take care of its members.

Amber worked with as much enthusiasm as she could manage, and there were times when it was hard indeed. She never did do the carwash gig again, as it had become too cold to comfortably do it, much to her disappointment. Instead, she worked at other jobs, including a topless coffee shop. At least, the free girls there were topless. She was completely nude, and a favorite with the clientele. The other girls quickly caught on to Amber’s vision problems and were surprisingly sweet about helping her out with the menu, especially after catching Amber squinting at the chalkboard set high on the wall for an embarrassingly long time.

As with all her assignments, the tips all went to the free employees, but the girls all made sure that Amber left with a selection of unsold bakery items that were greatly appreciated back home.

A few weeks into it, Amber was confronted with a single offer: a club called Nipsey’s Girl Buffet, a strip club on the outskirts of town. Since she was basically naked every day, she figured that it really wouldn’t be much out of her comfort zone. Also, it was the only work offer she had, so it was a no-brainer for her to accept the offer, although she did so with some trepidation.

Breakfast was another interesting affair, during which Glow sat next to her and expounded on the latest rumors of UN mercenaries being employed on US soil to abduct members of an alien delegation that was attempting to end all wars on earth in exchange for a few of the best-looking females. Glow was convinced that one of these aliens had chatted her up at a bar she had worked just the other week.

“And you’re absolutely sure of this?” Amber asked her, mouth full of scrambled eggs.

“Uh, yeah! He—sorry, it—had the weirdest eyes,” Glow insisted. “They seemed to look right through me. And the language it spoke—it was outer-worldly. It was like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. Well, except for that time I was doing shrooms in Santa Monica…”

Amber cocked an eyebrow at her. “Perhaps, given that you were working at a bar…he might have just been drunk? Maybe he was slurring his words?”

“No,” Glow insisted. “He was going to abduct me and probe me.” She began giggling. “You know how aliens are…”

Amber started giggling as well, and the two girls descended into laughter, Glow clearly not entirely invested in the alien abduction theory either. Amber smiled, grateful for Glow’s ability to take her mind off whatever challenges the day might send her way.

Breakfast out of the way, Amber fingered the tag on her chain collar absentmindedly as she waited for the van to bring her to the club. There was just one problem, as Miranda Rodriguez, intake coordinator for Camp Corvallis pointed out to her as she spotted Amber standing there.

“Um, Amber, right?” She asked, coming over.

“Yeah, hi!” Amber replied, remembering the woman who had helped bring Amber into the camp and get her setup with all she needed.

“How are things going? I hope you’ve been happy here?”

“Oh, yes, it’s been great,” Amber replied.

“Have you been getting jobs?”

“Yes, thanks. I’ve been busy every day so far.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful! I’m so happy to hear that. And where are you working today, if I may ask?”

“Um, I’m going to uh…Nipsey’s Girl Buffet, I think it’s called?” Amber replied.

“Nipsey’s? But that’s a strip club!”

“Yeah, I know…” Amber started, growing somewhat embarrassed. “I guess it is a bit…um…I mean, I’ve never done something like that exactly. I guess, the other jobs…I’m na—I mean, um, nude there too, so I thought, it wasn’t that big of a—”

“No, it’s not that, Amber. You don’t need to be embarrassed by doing good honest work,” Miranda interrupted her. “I just mean,” and here Miranda couldn’t help but smile and gently laugh. “I guess you have no actual experience with strip clubs, am I right?”

“Nope, never been,” Amber confirmed. “Too young, ironically. You know? Cause, now I’m working there…” she trailed off.

Miranda laughed, genuinely. “Strip clubs generally operate in the evenings, Amber. At least, this one does. They won’t be picking you up until the late afternoon. They’re usually here at 6.”

“Oh!” Amber blushed. “I…wow. I feel kind of stupid. Sorry,” she said.

“Oh, no, Amber. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I’m sorry,” Miranda said, putting her hand on Amber’s shoulder. “Tell you what, just enjoy the day, hang out, relax. Come back here at 6 and the van will take you to the club.”

“But I won’t get lunch! Right?”

“Yeah, but the club has a whole buffet there, so you’ll have plenty of food. I don’t really see the problem.”

“Sure,” Amber pouted. “I’ll survive without lunch, I guess.”

“That’s the spirit!” Miranda exclaimed, relieved that Amber wasn’t going to make a fuss over this. “I’ll see you later, okay?”

“Okay,” Amber replied and turned around to make her way back to her tent. As she walked, she shivered slightly. The air was getting chillier each morning, and she had anticipated being in a van by now. Her poor, suffering nipples were peaking again, so she hurried towards her tent, looking forward to entering the relative shelter of her small tent and putting on her day clothes. At some point she would have to figure out how to get warmer clothes, as these probably wouldn’t help much during the coldest days of winter.

Before she could reach her tent, however, Amber heard her name being called out and turned around to see Glenn, the boy she had fooled around with not that long ago. He was dressed in a worn pair of jeans and a sweatshirt one size too big for him. On his feet were a pair of dirty socks and no shoes. Still better dressed than her, as she was naked and barefoot, and growing increasingly chilled.

“Hey Glenn,” she called out, reluctantly stopping to wait for him to reach her.

“Hi Amber!” he said, a huge smile on his face. His eyes took in all of her, stopping at her breasts briefly, before making a guilty trip down to her mound, the sparse hair having grown out a bit since last week, when Amber had decided to trim it down to the bare minimum.

“What’s up?” she asked him, bouncing from one foot to the other in a barely disguised message that she was a bit too cold to linger long.

“Hey, sorry, just saw you out there and wanted to catch up,” he said. “Wanna go hang out at your place?”

“Sure,” she said, grateful to get into the relative warmth. Two bodies in there should help matters as well. And so they made their way into her tent, Amber keeping the opening unzipped, but otherwise closed and the two of them sat facing each other, Amber feeling a little self-conscious.

“I haven’t seen you since…” he started.

“I—oh. Yeah, me too,” she said, having started talking at the same time. “I…I liked what we did.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She looked down where her hands were clasped demurely in her lap and noted in passing that his jeans seemed to be fitting a bit tighter on him. With a mischievous grin she asked, “Did you like it?”

He shifted uncomfortably. “Yeah, I did. I really did, and maybe…”

“Hmm?”

“Um, maybe we could…you know? Like…do it again? But maybe…”

“You seem a bit overdressed for that,” she said, and then leaned back as much as she could in the cramped confines as Glenn set new records for how fast a male could undress within such a tight space. The occasional elbow did come perilously close to her, and the odd foot threatened to invade her personal space, but eventually he got the job done and sat before her, completely naked, his clothes, including his socks thankfully, set carefully aside in a corner behind him.

“So…what do you want to—” he began, his words swallowed up by her mouth as she leaned over and kissed him. The rest did not need words, as she lowered her face, kissing his body as she aimed for his manhood, eventually reaching it and taking it into her mouth. He groaned as she swallowed him, using her tongue on the underside of his shaft, experimenting with it, trying out new ways to curve her tongue and engulf him with her greedy mouth. When he cried out it gave her pleasure as well, the pleasure of knowing that she was somehow, for one moment in time, in control of what was happening. And when he pushed her down, gently but insistently, and entered the warm, welcoming opening between her thighs, she sighed so deeply that she thought she might pass out.

But she did not pass out, and the surge of pleasure that radiated out from the joining of their sex made her cry out in shock. Her limbs trembled and she dug her nails into Glenn’s back, trying hard to muffle her screams by pressing her mouth against his chest. Eventually she felt a series of warm spurts inside her chamber as he came with his own cry. Afterwards, as they lay in a warm tangle of limbs and heaving bodies, she giggled, for he had sounded like an injured bird as he came, and now he looked down at her with worried eyes.

“What are you thinking?” she asked him, searching within his eyes for deeper meaning.

“I…I guess I want to know if you…if you liked it? If you wanted it?”

“Yes. And yes,” she whispered in his ear as she slowly pushed on his chest, a gentle hint that she needed to be able to breathe, to move freely within her own space, to lie there spent and happy. He took the hint and rolled off, his knees bent within the tightness of her tent’s confines. And when she looked over at him, there was a gentle smile there as well. Her heart grew big. This was what her first time should be. Not the rigid, impersonal rod that broke her barrier during the intake procedure. This. The joining of two individuals, now happily lying next to each other, spent.

Several hours later she was finally ready for the job—she had washed up as best she could and was standing by the pickup spot, naked and collared and ready. Her stomach was rumbling a little from the lack of anything to eat since breakfast, but she was calm and happy.

And so when the van came to pick her up, and the burly man with a black goatee and died-blonde hair tied back in a ponytail scanned her tag and gave her a quick once-over, she gratefully climbed aboard and sat on the faux-leather seat as they made their way to Nipsey’s Girl Buffet.


Chapter 12: Alex

The ride to the strip club took almost half an hour and was spent entirely in silence, the driver not bothering with small talk at all. Amber didn’t mind, being somewhat of an introvert herself, and she spent the time contemplating the outside world, noting that they were now driving through some of the more dubious outskirts of Corvallis, with few sidewalks, pawnshops and car dealers, smoke shops and thrift stores littering the landscape.

Eventually they reached their destination and the van stopped, the driver getting out to help Amber exit the van and escort her to the back entrance of the club. He opened the door and the two of them entered the darkened anteroom, stopping at another door, where the driver pressed a buzzer and the two of them waited.

“So, what kind of club is this?” Amber asked as they waited.

“It’s a strip club,” he replied. “I thought you knew?”

“Yeah, I knew that,” she said. “I meant, is it high end? Sleazy?” She looked up at him with innocent eyes.

He chuckled. “Have you ever been to a strip club before?”

“No, I’m too young.”

“You’re an adult, right?” he asked her nervously.

“Yeah! I am, I just meant that I…I mean I just turned 18 just—”

“Okay, I get it. You’re nervous. But don’t worry, this place is decent.” He snorted briefly. “As decent as a place like this gets.”

“And that means—”

At that moment the door opened and a man came through, interrupting Amber.

“Hey, wow! Look at you!” he exclaimed. “Gorgeous!”

Amber blushed and looked down at her bare breasts, the nipples stiffening in the cold air of the club.

“So, can we check her in already?” the driver asked.

“Yeah, sure,” the man said. Amber looked up at him, noting his black hair, slicked back and secured in a man-bun atop his head, a blonde goatee framing his face, acne scars dotting the parts not covered by facial hair. But his eyes, dark brown and large, seemed kindly enough and Amber smiled tentatively.

“I’m Frank,” he said to her and nodded to the driver. “And that’s my brother Jimbo.”

“Hi Frank,” Amber said. “I’m Amber.”

“Ah, that’s a great stripper name, by the way! Won’t have to worry about getting you one!”

“Oh, good!” she exclaimed.

“Ah, ha! I’m kidding of course, but still. Good name.” His brother, Jimbo sighed behind her. “Okay, yeah. Let’s get you scanned so my brother can move on. Still got some deliveries?”

“Huh? Yeah. Pizza run, and some freakin’ restaurant totally out of the way,” Jimbo replied.

Frank stepped over to Amber and grabbed onto her tag, scanning it with his phone. “Jimbo does food delivery to make ends meet. Tough out there!”

“Oh. Yeah,” Amber said as Frank’s phone beeped and he stepped back.

“Okay, she’s good,” Frank said and Jimbo grunted as he turned around and left the club. Frank stood there for a moment staring at Amber’s breasts until he shook himself out of whatever place his mind had briefly occupied. He put on a smile and said, “Let’s have some fun, okay? Follow me and I’ll get you some shoes. You ever stripped before?”

“No, as I told—”

“Yeah, a lot of you girls haven’t. Bit of a surprise, I guess? You comfortable in fuck-me pumps?”

“Wha—”

“Like these,” he said as they walked through a dimly lit hallway and entered what looked like a changing room, with low benches and makeup mirrors set along the wall. There was only one other girl there, and she pointedly ignored them, concentrating on applying makeup in the mirror. He pulled a set of enormously tacky and tall platform shoes, with clear acrylic heels and skimpy straps, out of an alcove.

“Uh, no, I’ve never—”

“Great! Perfect. Our clientele really love the naive, innocent look. If a girl’s stumbling around in these things and looks lost, they love it! Expect some major tips!”

“Oh, cool, I guess? Um…do I get to…”

“Nope, tips are for the house, I’m afraid. But you get to eat whatever you want from the buffet!” he said brightly.

“I’m glad to hear that! I’m kinda—”

“But first you need to do at least one set on stage. Then you can have a bite, but I’d recommend you wait until the end of the night. There’s gonna be a lot of guys who’re gonna want some one-on-one time with you, and being a bit hungry seems to help.”

“Really? Um, what does—”

“Here, put them on and see how you feel,” he interrupted once again.

“Okay, sure,” she said, sitting down and holding up one of the platform shoes to puzzle over the binding. “But, um…do I wear anything else? Onstage?”

“Nope, it’s a fully nude club!”

“But, what exactly do I strip out of?”

“Oh, you have a point,” he exclaimed. “Nobody’s ever brought that up!” He cast about for something that might work, settling on a scarf hanging over the back of a chair.

“Hey,” said the girl. “That belongs to Tiffany!”

“Whatever, she can sue me,” Frank retorted, wrapping the scarf around Amber’s neck so that it covered her breasts.

“She gonna be pissed!” the girl muttered.

“Don’t worry,” he whispered to Amber. “Tiffy’s a sweetheart. She won’t mind.”

“Okay, I—”

“Now, get those shoes on and follow me. After this next number, you’re on!”

“Oh, shit!” Amber exclaimed. She struggled with the straps but finally managed to get both shoes on and stood up tentatively, feeling immediately that she was going to fall and break one if not both of her ankles.

“Wow,” he said as he looked at her. “You’re going to knock them dead out there! Now, remember, tease, tease, tease, save the pink for later in your set, okay?”

“Pink?”

“Yeah, exactly,” he said, unhelpfully as he playfully smacked her on the bottom and ushered her out into the main room. The noise of the music and the chatter of the crowded room hit her like a body blow as she stared panicky into the chaos that was Nipsey’s Girl Buffet. In the middle of the dim room was a circular stage, lit by colored stage lights and currently occupied by a stark-naked girl who was gyrating around a chrome pole that rose from the very center of the stage. The girl, a redhead who wasn’t wearing a collar, Amber noted, had stiletto heels on and nothing else, and was currently twirling around the pole as she held onto it with one hand, her leg wrapped around the pole as she leaned back, letting her hair stream out behind her.

Amber was instantly terrified, especially as she staggered behind Frank, refusing to meet anyone’s eyes and blushing fiercely.

All too soon the music ended and the girl on the stage knelt down to gather up the bills that had been tossed onto the stage. Her breasts swung freely beneath her as she crawled, and Amber got a good look at her privates from behind as she turned to sweep up the money that had covered the back end of the stage.

“All right, you’re up!” Frank whispered in her ear and smacked her bottom again.

Crap! Amber stumbled over to the edge of the stage as the music switched to something by a hair-metal band from the previous century. As the girl on stage finished gathering up her cash and hopped gingerly off the stage, Amber allowed Frank to hold her hand and steady her as she ascended the few steps up to the stage and tottered onto it.

The DJ came on the sound system and called out, “Everyone! Let’s give a hand for our newest girl, Amber! She likes long walks on the beach, bunny rabbits, and giving head in the VIP rooms!”

Amber clutched the ends of the scarf over her breasts as she stared back at Frank in panic.

“Huh?”

But he was gone and the enthusiastic cheering and hooting from the assembled men was overpowering her senses.

“Dance, baby! Yeah!” she heard one man yell out as a bill fluttered onto the stage. And so, she danced or at least attempted to. Much of it, she quickly realized, was simply shaking the appropriate body part in the general direction of the audience. They did not appear to be very discriminating, being mainly horny and drunk. And male. She was young, pretty, naked and female. She could do literally anything in front of these men and call it dancing. After growing a tiny bit more comfortable up there, she attempted a kick, a move her mind thought might be considered sexy, but when her shoe almost flew off, she toned her act down, figuring that knocking a patron out would be frowned upon.

Soon enough the pole beckoned and she tried to swing from it, falling heavily onto her butt. Many of the men gathered around the edge of the stage laughed, but they did so with genuine pleasure, and Amber did not perceive any derision or mockery. She decided to stick to being closer to the floor and crawled near the edge, squeezing her breasts between her arms as she shook them close to one man’s face, his gleaming eyes locked on her. Money flew from his hands onto the stage floor in front of her and she bit her lower lip, sitting up and shaking her breasts, cupping them and pinching her nipples. A chorus of appreciation rose from the men and more money followed.

This was somewhat addictive, she thought to herself. Just imagine how nice it would be if some of that money actually came her way! Perhaps there might be a future where she could leave the camp and strip to pay for a normal life?

She banished that thought for now, choosing to lay back and lift her legs straight up. This was much better! No need to be on these crazy shoes, no need to hurt her knees on the hard surface of the stage. Compelled by an internal clock that measured out her remaining time on stage, or at least an approximation of the remaining time, she decided to spread her legs slowly, enticingly, as the men closest to her cheered and tossed more money onto the stage. Grasping her ankles, she lifted her head up and looked between her breasts at the focused, almost paralyzed faces of the men she was mesmerizing.

The music faded out and the DJ came back on, “Give Amber a big hand! Her first time and already a favorite, am I right?”

A great cheer came up from the crowd as Amber blushed and closed her legs quickly, rolled over to her knees and began gathering up the bills that were strewn on the stage. It took a surprising amount of time and when she finally finished and tottered onto her feet, the next girl was there at the bottom of the stairs, glaring at her.

“That’s my scarf!” she hissed.

“Oh, sorry! Um, Frank said it was—” Amber said as she cautiously made her way down the steps, fists full of cash.

“Whatever,” the girl said, rolling her eyes. She was pretty, and Amber noted that she wore a black choker. Was she in some sort of rental situation like Amber? Or was that just fashion. Before she could do or say anything, Frank was at her side.

“Wow, you killed it! I told you,” he said. “They love innocent and helpless!”

“Oh, yeah, I guess they do,” she replied, wondering if they were cheering because she looked like she might kill herself falling at any moment, or because they actually thought she was sexy?

“Here, I’ll take that,” he said, gesturing at the cash she was clutching.

“Oh, yeah, here,” she said, handing the wads over. He eagerly took the haul and started sorting and counting the bills. Eventually he remembered that she was still there.

“I think that guy over there is into you,” he said, gesturing over to a side couch where an elderly gentleman was sitting, dressed in jeans and a white shirt with a black blazer over it. He had sparse grayish hair with a receding hairline, and a slightly rotund face, his skin showing wear from years working outside in the elements. His eyes were focused on her and she quickly turned back to Frank.

“Uh, what do I do…?”

“Go over there and ask him if he wants to spend some time with you in the VIP room,” Frank said, distracted by the money.

“VIP room?” she asked, remembering what the DJ had said about giving head. “Um, can I eat something first?”

“No, you really should snag this guy before one of the other girls gets him. They’re like vultures, trust me!”

“Okay…” Amber muttered, as she slowly and carefully made her way over, hoping one of the vultures would swoop in and save her from what was promising to be an exceedingly awkward encounter.

Alas, she reached him as he stared at her bouncing nipples, mesmerized. “Hi,” she started.

“Huh? Oh. Hi,” he said, wrenching his eyes up to where hers were.

“Do you…um, do you want to go to the—”

“Yes?”

“You do?”

“Do what?” he asked, smiling uncertainly up at her.

“Oh. Sorry, I’m new at this,” she stuttered, growing more embarrassed.

“So am I, so sorry. I’m Alex,” he said.

“Hi Alex, I’m Amber. I meant…I mean, I was asking, do you want to go to the VIP room?”

“What’s that? I don’t think I’m a VIP. I’m just a regular customer here. I mean,” he stumbled. “I’m not a regular, this is my first time here. I just mean I’m not special. Not very, anyway.”

Amber put her hands on her knees to rub them where they hurt from having crawled on the dance stage. That motion caused her breasts to hang closer to Alex’s face, his eyes now captured by the peaked, pink nipples that jutted out from her bosom.

“I guess you’re special to me,” she said, not quite knowing where that had come from.

“Oh! Thanks,” he said, genuinely blushing. “Um, I guess we can try going to…there? If you want?”

“Yeah, I guess we can? Now I’m kind of confused about it too, but I have to warn you: I bet they’re going to want money for this,” she confessed. “I think they’re not the kind to just let us use a room that’s for VIPs for free.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right, but I think I’d like to go there with you,” he said as he stood up, taking a moment to adjust his pants, which had begun sporting a rather prominent bulge which Amber couldn’t help but notice.


Chapter 13: The VIP Room

The two of them, Amber and Alex, made their way to where they thought the VIP rooms were, Alex being kind enough to provide a shoulder for Amber to hold onto while she stumbled there in her precarious platform shoes. It turned out that they were thankfully correct, and the dark hallway they had entered had several curtained alcoves opening off of it, each with a sign that bore a number on it.

Several of them had the curtains drawn and one could hear music emanating from them. She led Alex to one of the open, empty ones, where they entered and Alex, looking around for a moment, straightened himself in resolve and sat down in the center of a large, red velvet couch. Before Amber could close the curtain, however, one of the bouncers appeared.

“You know the rules?” he asked the two of them, looking first at Alex and then at Amber.

“Um, actually, no,” Alex confessed.

“Oh,” the bouncer replied. “We usually just say that as a formality. But okay, um, so, you can touch all you want, but you have to keep it in your pants,” he said, winking broadly. “But you can choose to interpret that as ‘some part of your shlong needs to be in your pants’, know what I’m saying?”

“I believe I do?” Alex said, looking over at Amber with a bemused expression. Amber shrugged.

“Good. You pay per song; each song is about 4 minutes. She dances, and I use the term however you wish me to use it,” he winked again, “and then you pay some more if you want.”

“And how do I—”

“We accept most tap methods of payment at that terminal over there, or you can feed it bills. Any questions?”

“Nope, I’m good,” Alex replied.

“Lube and tissues are over there. Have fun!” And with that the bouncer left, drawing the curtains closed behind him.

Amber and Alex stared at each other for a moment, and then Alex reached into his back pocket, pulled out a credit card, and casually tapped it on the card reader, keeping his eyes fixed on Amber as she stood there, looking back at him.

The music started playing, jolting Amber. She looked at Alex, seeing only a gentle older man who seemed to be ready to accept whatever Amber was willing to give him. And so, Amber tottered over to him, turned around and sat down on his lap. She had heard the term lap-dancing and figured that it was probably best to be literal with her interpretation. She started grinding herself against him, feeling his growing erection pushing against her.

“Do you…do you mind if I touch you?” he whispered in her ear, the warm breath tickling her.

“Um, sure, go ahead,” Amber said. And he wrapped his arms around her waist, holding gently on to her as she moved as seductively as she could, hoping that she was doing something, anything, that he might find pleasing. She rubbed her bottom against him harder, leaning back, feeling the warmth of his hands on her.

“So,” she said, turning her head slightly. “Do you…maybe want to…”

“Oh, hang on,” he said, as the music stopped and he reached over to tap the card reader. The music started up again and his hand returned to her side. “I’m sorry, what were you saying?”

“I was asking if you wanted to maybe…you know?” she repeated.

“You mean…?”

“Yeah?”

“Is that something that you would want?” he asked, sounding concerned.

“Um, I guess? If you wanted to?”

“Well, I mean, you’re super-hot for sure. But I don’t really love the surroundings, you know?” he replied. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you in a nicer place, though.”

“Oh, really?” Amber frowned. What did he mean? Was he implying that she was a prostitute? She was starting to like this guy and didn’t want him to think of her that way.

“Only if you want to, of course.”

“I guess, maybe. But hang on…” she said as she slowly got up, pulling herself away from his embrace. She turned around, and straddled him, her legs on either side of his, her breasts pressed close to his face. She felt his hands caressing her back, moving lower to cup her bottom cheeks.

“Gosh, you’re so pretty,” he said, her breasts rubbing against his face. “You don’t mind my hands?”

“No, but…could you touch me in front?” she asked.

“In front?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “In my pussy.”

He swallowed hard. “In your…pussy? Really?”

“Yeah.”

Amber sighed as she felt his hand come around her body and reach between her legs. She squirmed and wiggled her hips as she felt his fingers touch her mound and slowly slide downwards, reaching her slit, rubbing against her swollen button. She jerked then giggled into his ear. “Sorry, keep going,” she whispered.

“Okay, just…let me know if you don’t like what I’m doing,” he said, a catch in his voice as he slid one finger into her wet chamber. She bit her lip and ground against his hand, squeezing against his finger as much as she was able. “Wow,” he said as he began pushing his finger in and out of her. “You’re pretty tight!”

“Um, thanks?”

“Boy, I’d really love to—crap,” he exclaimed as the song ended. “I’m so sorry, but this is really costing me…oh, fuck it! I’ll do another song!”

“I don’t want to bankrupt you,” she said, continuing to grind against him.

“Thanks, but one more won’t kill me,” he said, desperately tapping his card against the reader, his other hand still between her legs. Finally, it registered and another song started. Amber and Alex continued their efforts, as Amber got closer and closer to her climax.

“Oh, oh Oh OH OHHH FUUUUCK!” she cried out, her face tight against his neck, trying desperately not to be heard outside their alcove. “Oh wow,” she finally panted as her trembling subsided.

Alex slowly, carefully pulled his hand out from between her legs. “Any chance I could get a tissue?” he asked with a wry grin.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, reaching over and grabbing a couple of tissues from the box, handing one to him and reaching down with the other to wipe herself. “I may have leaked on you.”

“That’s all right,” he said, wiping his fingers and looking at her with longing. “I wish I could see you again somewhere other than here.”

The song ended and she reluctantly stood up, continuing to wipe herself. A surreptitious glance at the front of his pants revealed a raging erection and a damp stain, caused by her.

“I’d like that too,” she said.

“Say, I’ve been meaning to ask,” he started.

“Yeah?”

“What’s that tag that’s hanging from your necklace?”

“My necklace? Oh,” she said. “You mean my collar? Um, that’s part of the whole procedure at Camp Corvallis.”

“What’s Camp Corvallis?” he asked.

‘It’s where I—“

The curtain opened abruptly, revealing the bouncer who stared in on them. “No songs, no stay, okay?”

“Oh, yeah, sure. Um, we were just leaving,” Alex said as he looked at Amber apologetically.

She nodded and the two of them walked back through the dim hallway to the main room, Amber leaning on Alex’s arm as she tottered along.

“Hey, listen,” Alex said to her as they reached the throbbing chaos of the main room.

“Huh?” she said, the loud music making it hard to hear him.

“What’s Camp Corvallis? I’ve heard that name before,” he said.

“It’s a camp, a shelter where I live. That’s how I got here,” she answered. “I got this job through them.”

“Can I find you there?”

“You can try. I think you can book me online. Maybe?” She really wasn’t sure about this. Could individuals book her? She’d have to ask.

“Online?”

“Yeah—oh, hi Frank,” she said as Frank came over to her, looking carefully at Alex.

“Everything okay here, Amber?” he asked.

“Yeah, I was just talking to—” she answered.

“You should go get to the buffet, okay? You must be hungry,” Frank said, motioning for Alex to move on.

“Hey, I’ll see you around, okay?” Alex said.

“I’d like that,” Amber replied. Frank waited until Alex left before he turned to Amber.

“Did he do anything?” Frank asked.

“Who?”

“That guy.”

“Alex? No, he was very sweet.”

“Okay, good. Listen, you did really great up there, and you made us some good money in the VIP room, so thanks!”

“You’re welcome,” Amber replied.

“So, go on, get yourself some food. Whatever you want.”

“Thanks!” Amber said, meaning it. She hadn’t realized until now just how hungry she really was.  “Do I need to keep wearing these ridiculous shoes?”

“What? Oh, yeah, you can take those off. Hand them to me if you want,” he said.

Amber quickly bent over to undo the laces on her shoes and finally managed to pull them off, handing them over to Frank, who held them absentmindedly as he watched her walk over to the buffet, her bottom swaying side to side as she made her way there.

Amber’s stomach growled as she approached the buffet, grabbed a plate and gazed at the offerings. “Wow!” she said to herself. “This is awesome!” A baked potato bar! She picked up a pair of tongs and grabbed a particularly big potato, putting it on her plate, then grazing the toppings, spooning sour cream, cheese and bacon bits onto her potato.

“Nice selection, huh?”

“Oh,” she said, looking at the man who had addressed her. Dressed in a sharp business suit, he stood there admiring her nude body. “Yeah, it’s pretty good. I like potatoes.”

“Yeah, they’re the best! Try the chili. It’s really good here.”

“Yeah? Do you try the chili at a lot of strip clubs?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah! Now, not all of them have that,” he responded. “Heck, some don’t have food at all! Can you believe it?”

“Well, I hadn’t really thought any strip club has food,” she said, picking up a fork and jabbing at her potato with it.

“Oh, no! It’s a whole thing!” he exclaimed. “Got to feed the people, am I right?”

“Would be nice,” she said, mouth full.

“Most places have fried chicken! I like that,” he continued. “But sometimes nothing hits the spot quite like a good, loaded potato.”

“Who’s got fried chicken?” Amber asked, taking another bite. She’d love some fried chicken. Maybe next time she’d pick an assignment at a club that served fried chicken.

“So, really liked your dance,” the man said, smiling at her.

“Thanks!” she beamed at him. “I really like the bacon bits. Crunchy.”

“Oh, yeah! Love bacon. Love your tits too,” he said, staring at her nipples as she stood there, her plate held below her breasts. She looked down as well, then back at him.

She took another bite, not quite sure how to respond. The man took another potato, put it on his plate, smiled at her, then returned to his table where one of the other girls was waiting for him. When the girl saw him come over with a potato, she clapped her hands and bounced up and down, her breasts jiggling fetchingly.

Amber spent a moment looking at the two, sitting there, chatting, laughing, eating. She sighed. There was something missing in her life, for sure. But was what was missing something that she could ever find at a place like this? Could she find it at Camp Corvallis? Was Glenn someone who would fulfill her need for companionship? Was Meg, or Vicky?

Could another girl fulfill her? Or did she need someone who could provide her with a better life, a more stable life, one that did not involve checking into a tent encampment and being rented out, naked and collared, on a daily basis. One that provided meals consistently. She looked at the buffet, gazing at the potatoes in the warming tray. Should she grab another one?

“Hey, Amber,” Frank said, coming up behind her.

“Hi,” she said, turning around and looking up at him.

“So, I think we’re good for today.”

“Oh? What does that mean?”

“It means that we’re through the main rush crowd now, so the regular girls can take the remaining dancing slots. They don’t take too kindly to…you know, girls like you?”

“Girls like me?”

“Um, just girls that are hired, for the day. They don’t like the competition. So, I think I can let Jimbo drive you back.”

“Okay, that’s fine,” she said. “But can I take some extra food with me?”

“Yeah, sure. Why don’t I get you something you can wrap some potatoes up in?”

“Yeah, that would be perfect! Thanks!” she said as Frank rushed off. As she waited, Jimbo came over.

“You ready?” he asked her.

“Oh, Frank’s getting me—”

“Here we are,” Frank said, arriving with a sheet of tin foil. “Just grab a few, wrap them up and Jimbo’ll take you back.”

Thanking Frank, Amber did just that, managing to wrap up four potatoes in the tin foil and clutching the still-warm package against her chest as Jimbo scanned her tag and took her over to the van.

“So, how was it?” he asked as they drove back to camp in the darkness.

“It was great,” she said, meaning it. “I had fun.”

“You do the VIP with anyone?”

“Yeah, one guy.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“What do you mean?” she asked, enjoying the warmth of the tin-wrapped food package.

“I just mean…sometimes guys get a little…fresh in there.”

“Oh, he was nice.”

“I’m glad,” Jimbo said and spent the rest of the journey in silence, Amber happy to have the time to herself.

Finally, they reached the entrance to the camp and Amber got out, thanked Jimbo and got scanned in by the gate guard. The guard, a skinny Black man in a blue jumpsuit, unlocked her chain collar and dropped it into a pink plastic pail inside the guard house. “Go on in,” he said to her.

She thanked him and ran inside, shivering. It took her no more than five minutes to reach the drop off place for food donations, where a woman gratefully accepted her offering, unwrapping the potatoes and putting them away in a refrigerator. Another five minutes and she reached her tent and crawl inside, unlocking her lock box and putting on her pajamas. She sighed as she slipped inside her sleeping bag and hugged herself tight against the cold.

All in all, it had been a really good day.


Chapter 14: A Private Engagement

The thrumming of rain against her tent woke Amber up early the next morning. Unfortunately, the tent was not entirely rain proof and a drop landed on her forehead, making her squeak in indignation. She cautiously opened the flap of the tent and was greeted by a veritable deluge of wetness. Fuck! How was she expected to be registering for work today?

She sighed, crawling cautiously out of her sleeping bag, avoiding touching the tent itself, for she knew that doing so would cause even more water to start leaking in. She undressed, shivering with anticipation of how cold it would be outside early on a rainy morning, and locked her stuff up again. Hugging herself around her chest, she ran from the tent through the pouring rain and towards the assignments tent.

Once again, she was grateful that the fact she was naked meant that her clothes wouldn’t get wet. Still, each drop of the cold rain chilled her, and she ran through the downpour towards the tent and into its relatively dry confines, where she tapped into a tablet and was confronted with a single offer: a private engagement with…Alex Weintraub! Was that the Alex of last night? She clicked on the details and, indeed, it was her Alex.

“Hey, Amber,” a voice said behind her.

“Oh,” Amber said, turning around to see Meg standing there, looking at her screen. “Hi…Meg, right?”

“Yeah! From Salem.”

“Hi Meg, what’s up?” Amber asked.

“Just wondering how you were doing? I see you have a private engagement offer. First one?”

“Yeah…a guy I met last night at my job,” Amber said.

“Oh, he works there?”

“Not exactly,” Amber admitted, blushing slightly. “I was working at a strip club.”

“Ah! He was a customer!” Meg squinted at the picture. “How old is he?”

“I don’t actually know,” Amber said. “It was kind of dark in the club, but I think he’s probably late middle-age? Is that a thing?”

“Yeah, it is,” Meg laughed. “Is he nice?”

“Yes, he was very nice to me.”

“Well, it seems like he likes you. He paid a fair amount to get exclusive access!”

“Wait, what’s exclusive access? Is that a thing? I didn’t know that was a thing!”

“Oh, it is,” Meg said. “Private clients can pay extra to make them be the only offer you see.”

“What? Wow, that’s a bit fucked up!” Amber exclaimed.

“Why? I think it’s sweet! He wants you!”

“Yeah, but I don’t have a choice, do I? I have to accept this if I want to eat!”

“Okay, yeah. When you put it that way, I kind of see it now,” Meg pouted. “But still, private engagements are usually pretty good. Do you like sex?”

“Um, yeah. I do. So, you think he just wants to screw me?”

“Duh! Of course! Look at you, you’re gorgeous! I’d screw you!” Meg exclaimed. “So, are you going to accept?”

“Of course,” Amber pouted. “I’m hungry, aren’t I?”

“Admit it, you want the sex too!” Meg said.

“Yeah, I guess I do,” Amber said as she clicked on the Accept button.

After getting collared and having breakfast with Meg, Amber indulged in a long, hot shower and then rushed over to the pickup area. The staff were providing rain ponchos for the girls and boys waiting there for their pickups and Amber gratefully struggled into one.

Luckily it wasn’t too long before an old BMW rolled up, and the side window opened. A voice that Amber recognized as Alex’s called out her name and she waved. One of the staff walked over with her, leaned into the car and asked for ID. Satisfied, she scanned Amber’s tag and held out a hand. Reluctantly, Amber stripped out of the rain poncho and darted into the car, closing the door quickly behind her.

“Hi,” she said as she turned to face Alex.

“Hi Amber!” he said as he smiled tentatively at her. “Hope you don’t mind my booking you for the day?”

“No, not at all!” she said. “I was kind of surprised, though!”

“Yeah—oh, I think we should get going, this pickup area is getting a bit crowded, and I think they want me to move.”

“Sure,” she said as she rolled up the window and put on her seatbelt. She noted that the passenger side seat was covered in a big fluffy towel. It was comfortable and helped soak up the rain that had fallen on her.

“Here,” he said, pointing to another towel on the back seat. “Take that, it should help you stay warm.”

“Ow, wow. Yeah, thanks!” she said, grateful that he had thought ahead. “Where’s your place?” she asked as they drove off.

“It’s in College Hill. Do you know it?” he replied, concentrating on the road.

“No, sorry,” she said. “Is it nice?”

“Yeah, it’s nice. I moved there a long time ago,” he said, looking a bit sad.

Amber felt awkward. She didn’t really know what was expected here or how to act. The silence dragged on for a while until she felt desperate to say something.

“So, Alex, um…”

“Yes?”

“What exactly…do you want to do…today?” she stumbled.

“Oh. Well, I just wanted to continue from where we left things off yesterday, really. I kind of got the sense that you liked our time together?”

“Yeah, I did,” she said, looking down at her lap. She was naked in a strange man’s car. Naked in a strange man’s car. She just repeated that to herself a couple more times, before squaring her shoulders and looking at him.

“Did you want sex with me?”

He looked at her quickly, glancing briefly at her bare breasts, then back at the road. “Yeah,” he said in a husky voice, almost choking on the word.

Amber nodded. “Are you going to hurt me?”

“What? No!” he blurted out, looking disturbed.

“Okay. Just wanted to make sure,” she said. “I’ve never done something like this before is all.”

“I haven’t either. But when I looked up Camp Corvallis, they had a directory, um…of services. And you were there and I just couldn’t resist. I’m sorry if I scared you.”

“No, that’s okay,” she said. “Oh, is this your house?” They had pulled into the driveway of a modest single story detached house, a Craftsman bungalow, with its gabled roof and covered porch. As they pulled up to the detached garage, the door rolled up and Alex slowly drove in, turning the car off and shutting the garage door behind them.

“Okay, so we can enter from the back of the house. No need to expose you to the neighbors,” he said, smiling at her. Amber sensed that he wanted her to think he was protecting her. But she suspected that he didn’t want the neighbors to know that he had rented a girl for himself. That was okay, her feelings weren’t hurt.

The two of them exited the car and made their way to the garage’s side door, where the two of them quickly scampered to the back door of his house, Amber with the large towel draped over her head, bare feet splashing in the water puddles. Finally, they were inside, in a small hallway that appeared to lead to a laundry room to the right and to the left, into a cozy breakfast nook with bay windows on two sides.

“Oh, this is so nice,” she said. “Wow. Oh, my god, it keeps going!” she exclaimed as they rounded the corner into the nook and she could see the open-plan kitchen and, off to the left of a large island, a great room with comfortable looking couches.

“Thanks,” he said, seemingly embarrassed by her effusive praise. “I’ve had it remodeled a few years back. It’s too big for me now.”

The two of them had entered the great room now, and Amber walked up to a built-in cabinet next to the large fireplace in the center of the wall. Set on it were framed pictures, of Alex and another woman. She was dark haired and somewhat heavy set, and her eyes were kind and spoke to Amber through the picture, telling her volumes about her man. Amber knew loss, and she recognized it in him—the way he looked over at her, the set of his shoulders, the fear that seemed to hold him back.

“She seems so lovely,” Amber whispered, looking back at Alex. “I’m sorry.”

“Thanks,” he said, eyes unfocussed for a moment, before they turned to the picture. “I lost her a while back.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. It’s okay, I’m fine. We had a good number of years together and now…now this house is just a bit too big for me,” he said, laughing lightly. “But I don’t want to move.”

“I get it,” she said. “I never wanted to move either, but I had to.”

“Come, sit down,” he said, sitting down himself and patting his hand on a spot on the couch next to him.

Amber came over and lay the towel carefully down on the couch, then sat on it. She raised one knee and clasped it with both hands as she looked over at him and smiled. “How come I’m always the naked one?” she joked.

“Oh! Yeah, so do they really make you stay undressed at camp? Seems strange to me,” he said.

“We’re only naked when we go to register for a job, and when we head off to an assignment,” she clarified. “When we have our own time, we can dress in whatever we have.”

“Yeah, okay. But…why not just go to jobs in clothes? It looked like you could be hired for all sorts of work. Doesn’t always need to, um, you know?”

“Be sexual?”

“Yeah.”

“I guess. I think they just want the hiring business, or person, to clothe us however they want?” She sat there puzzling it over in her head. “Maybe they think it’s marketing?”

“Oh, like, look at the sexy part-time employee you could have?” he chuckled.

“Yeah, like that!”

“Well, it’s definitely doing things for me. When I saw you take off that rain protection and stand there by the car all naked. Oh, wow. I almost lost it right there,” he said, blushing.

“Do you really think I’m sexy?” she asked.

“Are you really asking me that? Of course I do! Look at you!”

“You must have paid a lot to hire me, right?” she asked. “I’m not sure I’m worth it.”

“Look, I want to make it quite clear. I paid for the chance to be with you, because I really liked spending time with you and I’d like to have more time with you and that’s worth a lot to an old man like me.” He paused and furrowed his brow. “But I don’t want you to think that I’m expecting anything from you that you don’t want to do, okay? I don’t think of you as…”

“As a whore?”

He winced. “Yeah. I don’t. You remind me of my wife when we were both young. Happier days…” he trailed off.

“It’s okay, I like you too,” she said, clasping his hand and drawing it to her chest, pressing it between her breasts. “If you want to, I want to as well. I’m just…not sure I’m any good.”

“You’ve had sex before, right? You’re not a virgin?”

“No, I’ve had sex, but not a lot, so…”

“Well, I’m an old guy so don’t look for fireworks or anything,” he said with a self-deprecating smile. And with an unspoken agreement, the two of them stood and made their way, Alex leading, though the great room to a hallway that ran perpendicular to them, turned left and then left again into the master bedroom.

“Did you want to wash up or anything?” he asked.

“I took a shower before you picked me up,” she reassured him.

Alex closed the bedroom door. “Not sure why I’m bothering. No one else here. Do you want the shades drawn?”

Amber looked through the large picture window at the trees in the backyard. There was no one there who could look in, so she shook her head and croaked out, “No. No thanks.”

When she turned around, she saw Alex taking off his clothes, shirt already off, shoes tossed aside, and he fumbled with his belt and pants, before managing to pull them off as well, leaving everything to pool on the floor next to the bed. Finally, he had his socks, undershirt and boxers off and stood there completely naked. Amber took a moment to look at him and decided that she could do this.

“How…how would you like…” she said in a half-whisper.

“However you’d like,” he replied, eyes fixed on her body.

“I don’t know if I’m ready,” she said, looking down at her middle. He understood.

“Why don’t you lie down on your back, and I’ll do something for you. Would you like that?” he asked.

“Okay,” she said as she took a moment to pull the sheets down towards the foot of the bed and then lay down, enjoying the feeling of a real mattress and soft sheets. As Alex approached her, she spread her legs and bent her knees, exposing herself to him. He smiled down at her and knelt on the bed between her legs, slowly lowering his face as she blushed and closed her eyes. She chided herself, thinking she should probably have offered to suck him first, but then she gasped as she felt his tongue on her folds.

“Oh, oh, uh…” she moaned softly as he ran his tongue between her lips, darting inside her, lingering on her clit. She arched her back and grasped the sheets tightly with her hands. ‘Oh my god, Alex. Yes…”

He pressed on, going faster, more insistent. She could feel the lubrication growing inside her as her body responded to his ministrations and she became more comfortable with the situation. She sensed she was feeling safer here, with him, and that was allowing her to relax, enjoy the pleasure and the prospect of giving pleasure.

Eventually she felt her climax plateauing and his efforts between her legs became less rewarding. She needed to switch things up and the thought of his cock inside her mouth became almost an obsession. She wanted to have him inside her.


Chapter 15: Interesting Tastes

“Alex,” she moaned.







“Yes?” he said as he looked up from between her legs.

“I want you…in me,” she gasped.

A giant grin broke out on his face as he scooted quickly between her legs.

“No, I mean, um…in my mouth,” she quickly clarified.

“Oh! Okay,” he exclaimed, as that wasn’t a bad thing either. He scooted back on his knees and she slowly, laboriously rearranged herself to be on her hands and knees in front of him. She slowly, carefully brought her mouth to his cock and engulfed it, as he moaned above her.

Unfortunately, that turned out to quite uncomfortable, as her neck had to bend too much. Starting to feel self-conscious and convinced that she was actually quite bad at this, the two of them agreed that he would lean against the bed, while she knelt on the plush rug next to the bed and that brought his member to the exact right height, where she could comfortably take him in her mouth, while still looking up at him occasionally to gauge her performance.

He seemed pleased.

She took his cock as deep as she could, feeling the head of his penis touching the back of her throat, and she worked hard to suppress her gag reflex, running her tongue under his member, tightening her mouth around him and bobbing her head. After a while she started to feel more confident, judging his responses to her actions, and soon enough she could feel him tightening his body, his penis growing firmer. Even his testicles firmed up against her chin. She judged him ready and slowly withdrew her mouth, looking up at him with wide eyes.

“Do you want to…enter me? There?” she asked him.

“Yes, please,” he groaned. “Come, get on your back,” he said as he guided her onto the bed, and she lay down on her back, using her heels to scoot further up the bed. She reached behind her and brought one of the several pillows down to rest her head on.

“You have a lot of pillows,” she remarked.

“Yeah, vestige of my wife,” he said, grimacing. “Never knew why anyone would need more than one, but here we are.”

She felt bad, bringing up this topic, but it didn’t seem to bother him, or slow him down in any way. He rested his hands on either side of her, and she felt the tip of his penis hitting her lower lips. Bringing her legs up and spreading them widely, she reached down and grasped his shaft, guiding it towards her opening.

He let out a long, drawn-out groan of happiness as he pushed slowly into her, and Amber gasped as well, feeling her chamber stretching to accommodate him.

“Oh god,” he said. “Oh fuck!” as he began thrusting inside her. Amber felt her body shaking back and forth, her breasts, perky and firm as they were, bounced around, almost hurting her. She grasped the bottom of her right breast with her hand and squeezed. As he increased his pace, she lifted her pelvis, grinding her button against his pubic bone and the pleasure suffused her.

Soon enough, she felt his penis start throbbing and ground herself faster and harder against him until she let out a brief scream and felt him spurting inside her.

Spent, he slowly allowed himself to lower down on top of her, their sweaty bodies entwined as Amber crossed her legs over his back, feeling his seed slowly leaking out of her and down the crack of her bottom. The feeling of the wet, sticky fluid pooling briefly over her anus before running further down did nothing to dampen her enthusiasm for what they had just done.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” he repeated.

“For what?” she asked, teasing him.

“Ah, ha, ha. I think you know,” he said, his breath short, his heart beating against her chest as she felt their two hearts beating together.

Eventually the two separated, Alex rolling over to the side, his penis slipping out of her with a wet sound. She pulled herself into a sitting position, looking down between her legs to see his white cream dripping out between her folds. She absently fingered the tag that hung from her chain collar. She had, for just a moment, completely forgotten that she was wearing it.

~ ~ ~

“Want something to drink?” Alex asked Amber.

“Oh, I’d love something,” she replied, laying back, exhausted.

“I’ve got a bunch of drinks in the refrigerator. Treat yourself, and grab me a beer?”

“Oh, sure,” she said, looking over at him as he lay there. She sighed and got up, noticing the stains on the bed. “Do you mind if I use your bathroom?”

“No, go ahead,” he said.

Amber walked over to the door of the bedroom and passed through the hallway past his closet and into the master bathroom. She took a moment to admire the large space, with two sinks, large shower enclosure and a separate claw footed tub. She found the toilet and wiped herself carefully before flushing and washing her hands and face.

Finished with that, she made her way to the kitchen and rummaged around in the refrigerator, taking out a beer bottle and a soda bottle for herself, as well as a bottle opener, bringing everything back to the bedroom, but not before stopping for a moment to look out the big windows into the backyard. It was so nice and green outside, the bushes and trees swaying slightly in the wind. The rain was getting stronger and that made Amber long to snuggle under the covers and just relax, hearing the thrum of the rain on the roof.

“Here we go!” she said brightly as she entered the bedroom. “Alex?”

He was fast asleep.

She sighed and put the bottles down on the bedside table and got into bed, pulling the covers up over both of them. This was nice, she thought as she cuddled up next to him, enjoying the warm feeling of being in a warm, comfortable bed, and the coziness of the rain outside.

Eventually she fell asleep as well and woke only when the wind outside howled loud enough to startle her out of a very pleasant dream. Alex woke as well, turning to her and blinking.

“Hey there,” he said.

“Hey,” she answered, and the two of them smiled at each other. He tucked an arm under her and she snuggled up. “We both fell asleep,” she said.

“Yeah. Sorry, I guess you tired me out.”

“You tired me out as well,” she teased. “I brought you your beer.”

“Oh, yeah. Probably warm by now, right?”

“I can swap it out for another one,” she assured him. “I didn’t open it yet.”

“No, let’s go in the living room, and have it there, okay? You can have one of my bathrobes.”

And so the two of them, both clad in fluffy bathrobes, relaxed on the couch in the great room, where he put on the TV and they drank, and watched and talked. Eventually they both got hungry and he made some pasta, serving it at the kitchen island where they stood and ate, engrossed in each other’s company.

Soon enough evening came around, and they retired to the bedroom to have more sex. However, this time Alex had some special requests for Amber that he broached rather delicately.

“Um, Amber,” he started. “Have you ever had anal sex?”

“Huh?” she asked. “Oh! Um, no. No—wow, is that something you like?”

“Oh, yeah,” he replied. “One of my favorite things, really. Think you would want to try it out?”

“Doesn’t it hurt, or something?” she asked.

“Not if we do it right,” he said.

“But isn’t it, like,” she blushed profusely. “Isn’t it, like, dirty?”

“Nonsense! We just need to clean you out and there won’t be any problems. Preparation is key, in this and most things in life,” he proclaimed.

“If it’s something you really want, then sure, I guess. We can try?”

“That’s the spirit!”

“So, what do I do to…clean myself?” Amber asked feeling her cheeks burning with embarrassment.

“Here, I’ll get you what you need,” Alex said as he motioned for her to follow him to the master bathroom. Once in there, he opened one of the lower cabinets under the sink and took out an enema bulb and showed her how to fill it with lukewarm water.

“Now all you need to do is squat over the toilet, push this into yourself, maybe 1 or 2 inches, and gently squeeze to clean yourself out. Take it easy, do it a few times and then dry yourself. No biggie,” he explained patiently. “Use this lubricant here to help.”

“Okay, I’ll do that, I guess…” she said, taking the filled bulb in her hand and staring at the end of it.

“Great! I’ll give you some privacy,” he said, much to her relief. When he had left, she closed the door and proceeded to bend over and push the enema nozzle up her bottom, after lubricating the tip. It turned out to not be as difficult as she had feared, and she felt some relief afterwards. One of the main concerns she had about anal sex, other than the potential for pain and discomfort, of course, was the mess, and this seemed to remove that possibility. Or at least minimize it.

She cleaned up and went back to the bedroom where Alex was waiting for her, his penis standing at attention as he looked at her hungrily.

“All good?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she replied, still nervous about the upcoming activity.

“Would you feel more comfortable on your back or your hands and knees?” he asked her as he stood up, his member swinging slightly as he moved.

“Um, I guess on my hands and knees?” she said.

“Excellent choice!”

And so Amber clambered up onto the bed and positioned herself for Alex, who she now thought of more as a friend than a renter, to be able to climb up and shuffle forward to reach her nether hole. She felt a cool fluid coating her anus as he rubbed it. One finger briefly entered her there and she gasped with the cold feeling.

“Okay, relax,” he said, making it instantly more difficult for her to do so, for the more she thought about relaxing there, the more she tensed and closed up. “Push,” she heard him grunt as she felt the tip of his penis touching her tightness. At first, she didn’t really understand what he was saying, but it soon became clear that she should push out as if expelling, which caused her sphincter to open and he slipped in about an inch or so. She grunted and lowered her head to the bed, arching her back.

“Wonderful! Oh, God, you’re so tight,” he groaned.

She cried out softly as he pushed further in, then stopped and waited patiently for her to relax again and accommodate the intruder in her tight passage. When he judged her ready, he held onto her hips with both hands and began thrusting rhythmically, causing Amber’s head to rub against the sheets and her breasts to rock back and forth. She clutched the sheets in both hands, crying out, not with pain, although there was some discomfort, but from the sheer degradation of the experience.

She reached back with one hand and started to rub herself as he continued thrusting, finding that she was soaking wet and engorged with lust. It took hardly any time for her to reach a shattering climax, which caused her to squeeze her anal muscles and that was too much for Alex, for he cried out as well, and his penis pulsed, pumping out jets of hot semen into her.

They both collapsed onto the bed, Alex thankfully rolling over so he didn’t crush her, his penis slipping out with a wet sound.

“Oh, oh god,” she heard him choking.

“Wow,” she said. “That was pretty intense! Are you okay?”

“Oh god, Amber. Please, please get me one of those pills on the bedside table,” he whispered. She turned around quickly, peering at his face to find him grimacing in pain, his fists clenched over his abdomen.

“Oh my god, Alex! What’s wrong?” she cried out.

“Just…get me…”

“Okay,” she stammered as she quickly got up and came around to his side of the bed where she opened the drawer to his bedside table. In there were a number of pill bottles.

“Which one?” she yelled.

“The…the red one!”

“Got it,” she said, pulling out a red pill bottle and opening it, struggling a bit in her haste with the child-proof cap. “One?” she asked as she tipped the bottle over her palm and one pill rolled out.

“Yes,” he whispered. “And water!”

“Here, oh my god, hang on!” She handed him the pill, and he popped it in his mouth, chewing down on it. She ran to the bathroom and returned with one of the glasses there filled with tap water.

He grabbed it greedily and drank the entire thing down, spilling some over his chin and down the sides of his neck onto the pillow where his head rested. Slowly he began to relax, his face softening, his breathing stabilizing.

“Are you okay? What happened?” she asked, sitting next to him and touching his chest tentatively.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. Sometimes an old man like me just needs to be a little more careful, is all.” He sat up and scooted backwards, resting his back on the bed’s headboard. “Nothing to worry about. I’m fine now.”

“That scared the crap out of me!” she chided, still looking at him with concern. Then she looked down between her legs. “Almost literally. I better clean myself up!”

He chuckled. “Yeah, sorry about that. But come back and we’ll rest, okay?”

And she did, first bringing a washcloth which she used to clean him up with, then pulling the covers over both of them and snuggling up against his side. She concentrated on listening to his heartbeat, which seemed no different than earlier in the day, so she relaxed and allowed herself to doze off, listing to his heart and the beat of the rain against the roof.


Chapter 16: Late Return

It was starting to get light outside by the time Amber and Alex woke up. Amber sat up with a start. “Oh, shit! It’s morning!” she exclaimed, looking outside with dismay. “What time is it?”

“Uh, it’s…it’s 7 o’clock,” he mumbled, staring bleary-eyed at the bedside clock. “Why?”

“Did you rent me for the whole night?”

“Um, no. I guess I didn’t,” he confessed.

“Oh no! Fuck! I’m not allowed to be out past curfew!” she said, her heart sinking.

“What are they going to do? Kick you out?” he asked. And it seemed to Amber that he didn’t take her concerns all that seriously.

“I think they might,” she said, frowning. “I remember some rules about that.” What she didn’t tell Alex was that the rules had been quite clear: stay out too late and you get punishment. Unless you decide to leave the camp instead. Also, if you miss the morning job opportunities, no breakfast. Miss the job registration too many times, get kicked out or accept punishment. She died a little inside. Amber had always done her very best to show up to school every day, on time, and never missed curfew at any of the foster homes she had lived in. To miss curfew once she became an adult was humiliating.

“I’m sorry, Amber,” Alex said. “The least I can do is let you shower here, fix you some breakfast.”

“Okay. Yeah, thanks, I’d like that,” she said, resigning herself to her fate. As they both got up, she gave him a kiss. “How are you feeling?”

“I feel fine, Amber. Thanks so much for your help last night,” he said. “And all you did for me.”

She blushed slightly as she walked to the bathroom.

“Can I use a toothbrush?” she yelled.

“Yeah, I have some spare ones in the drawer.”

Eventually she emerged into the living space, wrapped in a fluffy blue towel after an invigorating shower. The smell of bacon and eggs filled the room and the two of them stood by the kitchen island and ate and talked and enjoyed each other’s company, although Amber’s responses got a little more muted as the time dragged and she became more and more apprehensive of what would happen back at camp.

“I can tell you’re a bit nervous,” Alex said. “Are they really going to punish you?”

“I don’t know for sure,” Amber lied.

“Maybe I can tell them it was my fault?”

“I don’t want you to get fined or anything. I’m sure it’ll be fine. I’m an adult, after all!” she said, hoping they could hurry up and maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

Finally, they scurried over to the garage and Alex drove her back in his little BMW, dropping her off outside the gates.

“You sure you don’t want me to come in with you?” Alex asked.

“No, thanks. Thank you so much for everything, I really enjoyed my time with you,” she said, stepping out of the car and looking back in through the open door.

“That’s what I should be saying,” he replied, smiling at her. “Maybe we can do this again?”

“I’d like that.”

She closed the door gently and turned, walking over to the gate, where a female guard looked up at her.

“Scan you in?” the guard said.

“Yeah,” Amber replied.

The guard scanned Amber’s tag and looked down at her phone. “Report to the admin building.”

“Um, sure. Like, right away? Is there time for me to—”

“Right away. We’re monitoring you. Don’t try anything stupid, okay?”

“Okay.”

Amber sighed and made her way inside, walking over to the admin trailer where she had first arrived to be processed. She knocked on the door then let herself in, closing the door behind her and looking towards the desk where Yolanda Cruz sat, looking back at her grimly.

“You’re late,” she said.

“I know. Um, I was with—”

“Yeah. We know who you were with. No excuses. You can choose right now, do you want to stay here with us?”

“Yes, yes I do,” Amber replied.

“Are you willing to accept punishment?”

“What…what is it going to be?”

“Standard response for something like this will be up to Brad to decide. But usually it’ll be 3 good ones—that’s 3 with the cane—and 10 seconds with the nipple clamps,” Yolanda replied.

“Cane? Nipple clamps?” Amber stuttered. Her hands came up to cover her nipples reflexively. “How is that legal?”

Yolanda smiled grimly. “It’s all state sanctioned. Now, sit down there and I’ll call Brad over. He’ll do the discipline.”

Amber sighed and sat down on the bench. “What about my collar?” she asked, feeling the tag dangling from it.

“He’ll take that off once he’s finished.”

“And can I still register for a job assignment?”

“Nope, too late I’m afraid.”

Amber put her head in her hands and sat there, waiting, until the door opened with a squeak and she started up, her heart beating rapidly, to see a burly man in overalls standing in the threshold.

“Amber?” he called out.

“Yes,” she stammered as she stood up and raised her hand, feeling rather foolish, as she was the only girl there, other than Yolanda.

“Please follow me,” he said as he held the door open for the girl. It was a little cold in the morning. Thankfully not raining, but there were puddles on the ground and Amber made a game of trying to avoid stepping in them. It helped to take her mind off of what was to come.

They reached one of the trailers in the back of the complex and Brad unlocked the door, swinging it open and gesturing for Amber to enter, which she did with some trepidation. Her eyes took a moment to adjust to the dim light. What she saw there, as Brad locked the door behind them, did little to reassure her.

On the ground, to the left of her, was a body bent over, its back stretched out, arms and legs held out in front and locked in a wooden beam that was secured to the floor, notches for hands and feet set into its side and currently occupied by the suffering boy. And it was indeed a boy, Amber saw with a start.

“Come on over here,” Brad said to her as he tapped her gently on the side. Amber tore her eyes away and came over to where Brad was pointing to, but not without noticing that a girl was hanging from the ceiling, upside down. Rope wrapped around her ankles and her arms secured behind her back, her hair streaming down and a stoic, almost indifferent expression on her face.

“What…why is she—”

“Never you mind,” Brad said. But he turned to the girl and said, “Don’t worry, Laura, I’ll do your tits in a second. Just let me get Amber setup here.”

“Yeah, that’s okay, Brad,” Laura said. “Take your time.”

Brad chuckled and motioned for Amber to turn around and face him. He reached behind the now trembling girl and grabbed a rope that was hanging from a pulley set in the ceiling.

“Hands together and in front, please,” he said.

“O—okay,” Amber stuttered and complied. Brad took the rope and swiftly tied it around both wrists and secured them together with a tight knot before stepping behind her and working a crank.

“Really wish we had the funding to put an electric motor on these things,” he grunted as he continued cranking, the rope growing tighter and lifting Amber’s arms above her head. As she started breathing more rapidly, she felt the tension in her arms tightening and she began to lift up.

“Oh, please…” she panted. “Ow, it’s starting to hurt—”

“Nonsense,” Brad said. “You’ll get used to it.” He continued cranking, but slower, until Amber was reaching for the floor with the tips of her toes, barely touching. He tied off the rope and held onto her side.

“Now, I’m going to go take care of Laura here, and then I guess we’ll do you with…um, 3 strokes with the medium cane.”

“Okay,” she whispered back as she looked over to Laura who had begun grimacing. The boy bent over in the stocks on the floor said nothing, his face staying down, his back lifting and lowering steadily, as if he had entered a trance. Perhaps the only way he could deal with his current situation. It would be too much for him to take note of the travails visited upon the unfortunate females in the trailer with him.

Brad grabbed a whip from a pegboard to the side of the trailer and approached Laura, who visibly tensed. Lifted as she was from the ground, her breasts were a Brad’s hip level, but that did not hamper him in any way. As Amber watched, he proceeded to give each of Laura’s breasts a thorough whipping, until they were both red and swollen, the girl grunting and occasionally squealing.

Amber began to cry, and when Brad was finished with Laura’s whipping both he and Laura looked over to Amber.

“It’s okay, Amber,” Laura said, sniffling and choking out a laugh at her own expense. “I broke the camp rules, and I chose to have this done. It really doesn’t hurt as bad as it looks. I swear.”

“I…I’m scared,” Amber sniffed.

“Gosh, Amber,” Brad said, putting the whip away. “It’ll be over with before you know it. Let me just get Laura and Iago out of here and then I’ll work on you. Quick and easy and you’ll be out of here much faster than these two.”

“Okay,” Amber sniffed.

Brad untied Laura’s wrists and slowly, gently lowered her to the floor, then untied her ankles. The girl rubbed her breasts as she sat there. Iago groaned as he was set free, Brad opening up the top half of the wooden stocks to release the boy’s arms and legs.

“Hey, Amber,” Iago said as he stood slowly and stretched his back, his penis stiff and pointing towards her. “You hang in there, okay. Oh, sorry. Bad pun,” he said.

“That’s okay,” Amber said, choking out a laugh of her own.

Soon enough, the two of them left and Brad turned to Amber, walking past her to the pegboard where he brought down a cane, hefting it in his hand and walked up to her.

“I’ll do them slowly, but you’ll get through this all right?” he said softly. With his free hand he turned her around to face away from him and then stepped back. Amber tensed herself and then heard the swishing sound of something moving through the air. It hit her bottom cheeks with a sharp crack and she grunted, not feeling much initially. But then the burn started and she began huffing her breath out.

Another swish and crack and another stripe was laid down across her bottom, and the pain began to hit her for real this time. She cried out and began jerking on her rope and clenching her bottom. Her feet moved as if she was trying to run, but getting nowhere, of course.

“Last one,” Brad said. “Just hold still for me.”

She concentrated on relaxing, holding still so that they could finish this quickly. Her arms and wrists were starting to really hurt now. The sound came quickly and before she could react, a line of fire erupted across her bottom, crossing the two burning tracks that had already been laid down.

She screamed.

“There, done with that part,” Brad said, turning her to face him again.

“Ow, ow, ow,” she moaned. “That really hurt!”

“I’m afraid the next part is going to hurt as well,” he said.

“What next part?” she sniffed.

“The nipple clamps,” he replied, having put away the cane. He stood next to her with two alligator clips, connected to insulated wires that led off to the side of the room, behind her back.

“What are those?” she asked, eyeing them warily. “Wait—are you going to—”

“Yes,” he said as he pinched her right nipple in his fingers, tweaking it and making it stand out. When it was ready for him, he released the clamp across the middle of the nipple, making Amber hiss out. “Now the next one…” he said as he repeated the procedure on her left nipple.

“It’s just 10 seconds of current. Don’t worry, it’s direct current and it’s very low. You won’t be damaged in any way,” he reassured her.

“That’s good to know,” she said, summoning as much sarcasm as she had available at the moment.

“You ready?”

“No—ah AH AHH…” she cried out as he turned on the current. The ten seconds seemed to take forever, and Amber jerked and twisted as she suffered. But eventually it ended and she hung there, limp and spent.

Brad removed the clamps, put them away and then lowered her. As she stood there, he untied her wrists, examined them for injury and found none. He scanned her tag and unlocked her collar, hefting it in his hand as he unlocked the door, allowing her to exit. No words were spoken. None were needed or wanted. She had survived her punishment and was determined to forget it. It had never happened. None of this had ever happened. She wanted to believe that.

Back in her tent, she unlocked her lock box and put on her clothes, ignoring the lingering soreness in her nipples, her bottom and her arms. None of this had happened. She was living here, at camp. She was a camper. This was fun. She would stay here as long as she wanted to, and she would enjoy the various activities that the camp provided, including some fascinating field trips and the opportunity to try new things, meet nice people. Have fun.

The car wash was fun. The strip club was fun. When would she ever have had a chance to try that out? How many campers could say that they did such things?

And Alex was nice. She had enjoyed her time with him. Maybe she could meet him again, if that opportunity came up again.

Yes, the food situation was not going to be great today. Maybe she would venture outside and see if there was anything she could find. Maybe the community support group here could provide. In any case, if she went outside for a nice walk—a chance to clear her mind and simply exist for a moment—she would make sure to be back before curfew. As long as she did that, everything here was perfectly fine.

Perhaps the day had not started out too great, but it would end nicely for her and there was always tomorrow.

Perhaps she could find some paper and a pen and send a letter to Mr. Franklin. He hadn’t replied to her when she had reached out for help as a young girl, but now she was an adult and making her own way through life.

Dear Mr. Franklin, she would write. I’m doing great here at Camp Corvallis. Everyone is very nice and I’m learning so much. About the world and how it works. I know my last letter to you was not the most positive, but I’d like to reassure you that I’m doing well now.

Sincerely,

Amber
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