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Chapter 1: A New Day

“No, I don’t really understand why we’re doing this,” Amber said, looking around at the other girls and women, and a few men, who were sitting around the table set outside amongst the tent encampment. The weather was nice today, the clouds parting briefly in the cold Oregon autumn, the rain of last night a distant memory.

“Oh, come on sweetie,” the woman sitting next to her, Meg, said. “It’s just a game. Just pick a card, and if you get a higher-valued card than what’s on the table, the next person goes and so on.”

“But if I don’t?” she asked, holding her hand over the deck of cards that sat there, in the middle of the table, facedown.

“Then you take off one item, whichever you want.”

Amber sighed. She wasn’t sure why she was so shy all of a sudden. Ever since she had arrived here at Camp Corvallis and joined the rather strange job and housing program here, she had been nude during the day, stripping down in the morning before crawling out of her camp-provided tent to sign up for whatever jobs were on offer. She would be driven to the job site, also nude, and provided with a uniform if the job required it, or kept nude, which was most of the time. It was only when she got back at the end of the day that she could crawl back into her tent and dress in the only clothes she had.

Perhaps that was why being dressed was so important to her. It was the only time she felt free.

“Come on, Amber,” Meg repeated. “You’re holding up the game!” She put her hand on Amber’s shoulder and looked into her eyes. “Hey, are you okay? Is it about your punishment?”

“No, I’m fine,” Amber lied. In truth, she was still processing what had happened to her when she had arrived late back to the camp. Her services had been rented by Alex, an older man who had become enamored of her at the strip club she had worked at, Nipsey’s Girl Buffet. The two of them had spent a pleasant night together, which had turned out to be a mistake, the camp taking a dim view of not returning before nightly curfew.

“They worked you over, I heard,” Meg said.

“It was fine,” Amber said, not wishing to talk about it.

“It was not fine, but alright. Let the game take your mind off it.”

Amber looked around at the others gathered around the table, seeing the concern in their eyes. She sighed and pulled the top card off the stack. “Queen of, um, Diamonds?” she said, squinting at the card. She wasn’t very good at cards.

“Ha ha!” Johnathan laughed. “Current card is King of Hearts! Nice try, but that one’s tough to beat!”

“Crap,” Amber exclaimed. “Alright, I’ll take off my shoes!”

“Aww,” Johnathan said, replacing the King of Hearts with Amber’s Queen of Diamonds. “Your shoes? Where’s the fun in that?”

“Leave her be,” Meg retorted. “She’s had a hard day.”

Amber ignored them as she took off her shoes and set them aside.

The next person to draw was Meg, and she drew the Five of Clubs, so she took off her top, revealing a set of decent sized breasts in a graying, worn bra. Everyone here was basically homeless and struggling to survive. The camp provided an opportunity to get fed once a day, for breakfast, but only if one signed up for work and wore the chained collar that proved it. Amber had missed out this morning and so she would go hungry, as would everyone else at this table.

Next went Johnathan himself, who drew a Three of Hearts, much to his surprise. “Fuck!” he exclaimed. “I really thought I had that one!” But he gamely took off the only thing he was wearing, which was a worn and tattered robe. Underneath it he was completely nude and Amber politely looked elsewhere, for time had not been kind to him. Still, like everyone here, he maintained a certain level of pride. Some days he found work, and could eat, and even brought back extra food for others who had none, and that made him a valued member of the community, and that earned him respect. So what if his body was not the most attractive?

Amber almost felt bad about having so much on. Should she show him some solidarity by taking off her hoodie next? Probably.

Luckily she didn’t feel too hungry yet. She had enjoyed a good breakfast back at Alex’s place. Given that she was already late, she hadn’t bothered with hurrying back. A good move, because now she could ignore the food problem until later in the day.

Soon enough it was her turn and she drew a low card, pulling off her hoodie and sitting there in her bra, which Johnathan seemed to appreciate. He smiled at her and pulled the next card which was, not surprisingly higher that hers. Apparently, this meant that he could put on an item of clothing, and since he only had the robe, he was now fully dressed again.

Amber cocked an eyebrow. She still wasn’t quite clear what the end-state of this game was, and it seemed that it could go on for a very long time. And indeed, as they went round and round, Amber gradually lost most of her clothes, even slipping off her panties at one point, but winning them back soon thereafter, while Johnathan spend a majority of the time nude, and Meg and the others went back and forth between being mostly dressed, to at least half nude.

Before they knew it, the daylight was starting to fade and a middle-aged man named Jim stood up, his stomach growling.

“I don’t know about you, but I think I’d like to start foraging,” he said, pulling on his sweater, torn and stained, but mostly intact.

“Yeah, I could eat,” Meg replied, standing up as well and pulling on the rest of her clothes.

Amber stood up slowly, clutching her bra and hoodie against her chest. “So, um, I’m not familiar with…”

“Oh,” Meg said. “You’ve never foraged before?”

“No,” Amber said. She had always managed to secure work before this and today was the first day she had missed out. Her body still ached where she had been punished for coming back late, and breakfast had long since become a distant memory.

“A pretty girl like you can always eat,” Johnathan said, winking at her.

“Now, now!” Meg scolded. “She’s not like that!” She turned to Amber and said, quite seriously, “Not that there’s anything wrong with that, mind you. I’ve done what I had to, to survive, and that’s the most fundamental right of everyone. Never forget that!”

“I won’t,” Amber replied. There was a fine line that she walked here, between picking up jobs that had some erotic components to them, so that she could get fed, and actively seeking out sexual encounters for food or money. This camp required that its inhabitants seek jobs and work them, and if those jobs required her to show some skin or even have sex, then that was what she would do. It didn’t make her a prostitute. That was something she felt quite strongly about.

“Alright, I’m sorry,” Johnathan said to her, smiling down on her. He was a rather large man and Amber wondered if he got enough food to sustain such a large frame. It must be harder for some to survive.

“So, um, what do we do?” she asked as she finished dressing.

“Well, there’s not much to it, really,” Meg replied. “We just go out there and take a look at the usual candidates. You know, the back of the supermarket’s a pretty good prospect usually. A lot of the local restaurants will toss out stale bread and other produce at the end of the night.”

“So you…you take donations from them? That’s pretty nice,” Amber said.

Meg laughed bitterly. “No, sweetie. That would be nice, though. No, they just toss out the crap they no longer want. If we’re lucky.”

Amber cringed. “And if we’re not?”

“Then we dumpster dive,” Johnathan chimed in.

“Does that mean what I think it means?” Amber asked.

“If you think it involves separating edible stuff from trash, then yes,” he replied.

Amber bit her lip. “Um, guys,” she said. “I…I don’t think I can do it.”

Meg came up to her, touching her gently on the back. “It’s not so bad. We’ve all done it at some point, and we’ve all survived.”

“I know,” Amber said, starting to cry. “I’m sorry. But it’s just…I just can’t. I’m sorry.”

“It’s all pretty edible,” Johnathan protested. “You needn’t worry. People hardly ever get sick, usually.”

Meg swatted him away. “Leave her alone. If she can’t then she can’t.”

“I just don’t think I can handle it,” Amber said, feeling sick. Her stomach was hurting and her bottom and breasts were starting to hurt again. She felt queasy just thinking about scrounging for thrown out food.

“It’s okay, baby,” Meg said. “Hey, maybe someone here has some spare food they might share with you.”

“Yeah,” said Johnathan. “We’ll catch you next time, okay?”

“Yeah, thanks,” Amber replied weakly. “Next time. Thanks for the game, it helped get my mind off things.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, smiling back at her.

And so, with a parting wave, the small, motley group of men and women left Amber behind, the girl who was as yet unwilling to do all of the things that one might have to do to survive here. She turned from them and made her way back to her tiny tent, despondent and defeated. It was getting dark and cold, and the air was damp, and that seemed to make her body hurt a bit more, the memory fresh and stinging of the torment that Brad, the man in charge of discipline here, had inflicted on her.

But before she reached her tent she stopped and straightened her body, taking a moment to breathe in deeply. She closed her eyes and told herself: you can do it! There are always going to be times where things get rough. She was an adult now, and she needed to be strong to survive the life she was now living.

She crawled into her tent, leaving her shoes outside, and once inside decided against it and pulled her shoes inside, putting them away in her lockbox, which she opened with her combination. While it was open, she quickly rummaged through her backpack, the one she had left home in, not that very long ago. Inside it were a few things that she had thought to take with her, including a pen and a small pad of paper. She took those out and sat back, crossing her legs and opening the pad. She tapped the pen against her chin while contemplating what she wanted to do with it. Finally, she squinted and began writing, the words somewhat blurry thanks to her crummy eyesight.

Dear family,

I don’t yet know who you are, or if I’ll even have a family to call my own someday. But I wanted to write this in case someday someone who knew me and loved me finds this and wonders how my life was. I really hope you exist, and if you’re reading this, then maybe you do exist or maybe will exist someday.

I’m not the smartest girl, or the most hard working, and I’m certainly not the luckiest, but I think my life so far was not so bad after all. When you think about it, I had some hard times growing up, but my last family was really nice and they cared for me and did their best. My teachers were nice too, and they did their best. And I tried too, but sometimes that’s not enough and you just gotta deal with it.

Today was hard. Yesterday, though, was real nice, and I met a nice man and we had a good time and I really like it and it was my own fault that I forgot to make sure I was back in time for curfew. So yeah, I suffered for it, and sometimes good things come with bad and I dealt with it and now I need to deal with other things.

I don’t think I can scrounge for food. Someday I’ll do it. Someday I’ll be so desperate I’ll do it, but I just can’t right now. I think things will get harder for me before they get better. Much harder, and I’ll wait til then to do the really desperate things, like looking through garbage for something to eat. Or begging. I don’t want to beg. I want to work, but the world doesn’t always let you even if you really want to.

I missed my chance today so I won’t eat and that’s how it needs to be, I guess. But tomorrow I’ll be there on time, and I’ll do what it takes and I hope you can forgive me for the things I needed to do to survive but that’s who I am and I hope you love me anyway.

Love,

Amber


Chapter 2: The Lab

The next morning Amber woke up, her stomach grumbling with hunger, shivering slightly from the cold outside. At least it wasn’t raining, she thought, determined to put a positive spin on life wherever she could find it. She wearily pulled off her pajamas and locked them away in her lockbox and unzipped her tent, poking her head out to survey the outside.

The skies were gray with clouds and the sun was barely peeping above the horizon, but the residents of Camp Corvallis were already up and shuffling over to the jobs tents where Amber needed to be as well. At 7 in the morning residents of the camp who wanted to eat needed to check for job postings that potential employers had posted for them. Agree to a job, get collared and then get breakfast. Don’t get a job, don’t get the collar, don’t get breakfast. And don’t get any food at a job site, either. It was that simple, and Amber was not going to miss her chance. She had already determined that she wasn’t up for dumpster diving for food, so this was her only real chance to eat.

Unless she abandoned this whole camp system and tried some other way to get a job and enough money to eat. But that was difficult these days, with the downturn in the economy and the proliferation of slaves in the service industry.

Amber joined the queue of other naked residents as they lined up outside the jobs tent, entering the relative warmth of the tent after about 20 minutes and headed directly to the nearest available terminal, where she scanned the cuff that was locked around her wrist. To her dismay, only one job posting appeared on the screen, and Amber tapped on it to see the details.

A medical testing lab.

She could still hear Meg’s advice to her when she first appeared at Camp Corvallis. Stay away from the medical labs. Distraught, she looked around herself as others whooped with delight, or groaned in exasperation as they selected work that would get them through the day. What was presented varied for each person. Employers had access to the pool of camp residents and would pick and choose whom to send an offer to. They also had access to discipline records and performance history.

Only this one employer wanted her! A medical lab. Would they do tests on her? Or would they just want her to clean up around the lab, haul trash out. She could do that. Heck, even if they wanted a girl to suck some of their cocks she would be happy to oblige at this point.

Looking around again, as if there was a chance that someone would pop up and offer her a better opportunity, she shook her head and tapped the Accept button on the screen. With a ding from the screen, she went over to the collaring table and scanned her cuff again, receiving the coveted collar around her neck that gave her access to the breakfast tent, where she quickly made her way.

“Amber!”

She turned at the voice, and her face lit with joy as she saw Glenn, the boy she had enjoyed some intimate time with. He came over to her, smiling. “Hey girl! How are you doing?”

She blushed as she looked down at her naked breasts, the nipples standing straight out and pointing at the boy. He was dressed, she noted. The shabby clothes looked well-worn and could have used a wash, but he still managed to look dashing and handsome in them.

“I’m good,” she said, balancing on her left leg, cocking the other behind her, unconsciously clasping her hands in front of her to cover her mound. “Are you not working today?” she asked.

“Nah,” he replied, nonchalantly, taking a moment to survey her body. “I don’t like this whole system, to be honest. I’m gonna go find a job out there, it’s not really that hard.”

“Oh, yeah? I kinda thought there weren’t really any jobs out there. You know, for us?”

“Yeah, there’s always something out there if you’re willing to overlook certain things, you know?” he said, wagging his eyebrows.

“I see…” she said, not sure what to make of what he had just told her. “Are you…are you doing anything illegal?” she asked.

“Well…I guess it’s a matter of perspective,” he said. “But don’t worry about it. I know some guys who have opportunities for guys like me, so I don’t ask a lot of questions and sometimes there are things they’ll pay me for.” He smiled. “I guess it’s not something you’d be interested in, Amber. I don’t think it’s for you.”

He gently reached out and brushed her cheek with the back of his hand. Amber’s heart skipped a beat as she gazed at him.

“Anyway, you need to get in there before breakfast is done, okay,” he said, and Amber nodded and watched as he walked away, a slight limp in his step, but otherwise a vision of delicious young masculinity. She hurried into the tent and had breakfast, loading her plate with eggs, bread, and potatoes, with a big glass of orange juice. When she was done, her belly filled with food, she rushed over to the showers and had a nice, refreshingly hot shower and prepared herself for pickup, and when she was done she made her way over to the pickup area, standing there with the others.

Shivering slightly, she waited, as one by one the others were picked up by their employer’s van, some with glee and shouts of excited greeting as they returned to work at a job they enjoyed. Others were more muted, staying mostly quiet, answering respectfully when questioned, obeying when ordered to get in. Amber continued to wait as the crowd thinned out, until finally the van came for her.

United Medical Lab Innovations, the sign on the van said, and Amber stepped over to it, watching as the driver came over to her side and checked her tag, scanning it and confirming that she was his pickup. Without saying anything or smiling at all, he opened the sliding door and gestured that Amber should get inside. She made her way in and slid over the plastic covered bench seat, slipping the seatbelt over her chest and lap, fastening it as the driver slid into his own seat. To Amber’s surprise, he tapped the screen in the center of the panel and then leaned back, letting out a big sigh as the van drove itself out of the parking lot and down the street. He reached for a vape pen and looked back at her.

“Hey, mind if I do a bit of a puff puff?” he asked her.

“Oh, um, no. Go ahead,” she said.

He did so, taking a big drag and blowing the smoke out the open window. Amber felt the chill of the air streaming in, her areolas gaining goosebumps and her nipples standing out prominently.

“I’d offer you a puff, but they don’t want you girls contaminated by drugs,” he apologized. “By the way, this is some strong shit, let me tell you.”

And so he suddenly became quite chatty, going on and on about how he loved his job, giggling for a long time, smoke blowing out his nose as he found the fact that he was the driver of a driverless van quite a hoot. But, apparently the law required a driver for all medical transports, so here he was.

“Puff, puff, pass!” he chortled as he leaned back to hand her the pen, then remembering what he had said not five minutes ago and apologizing profusely at the breach of etiquette. The next ten minutes were spent with him trying to pronounce etiquette properly, giving up in a cloud of smoke as they finally arrived at the gates of United Medical Lab Innovations headquarters.

After a prolonged coughing fit, he finally managed to inform the guard at the gate the nature of the delivery, after which he was let inside and the van parked itself next to the intake door. The driver, Max as he finally introduced himself, let her out and guided her by the hand through the door and into a reception area where the woman sitting at the desk there scanned her tag and thanked the driver.

“Bye Max!” Amber called out to him as he left, and he waved back and smiled. Some people needed some help in the morning before they opened up, it seemed.

“Hello...” the woman started saying, looking at her screen before continuing. “Amber? I’ll take you to the lab if you’re ready.”

“Yes, thank you,” Amber replied, then stared as the woman, whose name tag read “Sophia” stood up, holding a fistful of chains. “Oh, what’s that?”

“We just need to make sure you’re properly secured before you can enter our secure area,” the woman replied, coming over to Amber and she shook out the chains to reveal a pair of handcuffs separated by a foot of heavy chain. She gestured with her eyes at Amber until the girl realized what she wanted, and held out her hands to be secured. The cuffs went on quickly enough, the ratcheting sound striking Amber’s ears as particularly loud. When Sophia judged the cuffs to be at the right level of tightness, she locked them in place. “Keeps them from tightening,” she said to the girl.

Secured to the middle of the chain separating her handcuffs was another chain that terminated in shackles for her feet, and Amber lowered her wrists without being told to, watching as the woman bent down to secure the girl’s ankles, doing the same to the cuffs there, and then stood up with a grunt. With a hand on Amber’s upper left arm, she led her through a door in the far wall, opened with the swipe of the woman’s keycard.

Passing through a maze of nondescript halls, past door after door with meaningless signs tacked to them, they finally reached a door that was apparently their destination, for Sophia swiped her keycard again and opened the door to reveal a lab, populated by five white lab coat-clad researchers, three of them men and the rest women, older than Amber but not by much. In the middle of the room was a gynecological examination chair, with the stirrups and, much to Amber’s dismay, leather cuffs hanging from the stirrups and the middle of the chair, where her wrists would most likely be.

“Um, what exactly are you going to be doing here?” Amber asked, panic starting to rise up in her.

One of the lab coats turned to her and came forward with a big smile on his face. “Hello, I’m Dr. Anderson. And you must be?”

“Hi, I’m Amber,” she said, her voice rising slightly as her eyes darted over to the other areas of the room, where the various instruments she saw on trays and on hooks set in the wall did not reassure her much.

“Hi Amber. This is my team,” he said, gesturing to the others gathered there. “We’re going to be doing a few tests. Really nothing to worry about. Just data gathering.”

He nodded to Sophia, and she nudged Amber over to the exam chair, where Amber was encouraged to step up and sit down on it with the help of a little step stood. As she lay back, her legs were lifted by Sophia and another of the female researchers, who held her up by the ankles as her left foot was guided into the stirrup and then secured there by the leather cuff. Sophia produced a key and unlocked that cuff before the researcher moved her other ankle over to the other stirrup, spreading her legs wide. Amber blushed as she pictured the view that the men and women here were getting of her most intimate area. With her other ankle secured, Sophia and the researcher made quick work of Amber’s chains, securing her wrists in the leather cuffs on the sides of the chain and finally Sophia made her way out of the room, locking the door behind her with a loud click.

“It’s my understanding that you received a disciplinary session yesterday. Is that correct?” Dr. Anderson asked her.

“Um, yes,” Amber replied, dismayed that he had access to that information.

“Wonderful. Can you describe to us what you were subjected to?”

“Oh! Um, sure. Yeah. I…I was hung. By the wrists,” she started, as Dr. Anderson and the other researchers seemed to hang onto every word. “And then I received three strokes of the cane.”

“Ooh, nice,” he said. Some of the male researchers nodded and wrote that down in their little tablets. The female researchers winced, but they wrote it down too.

“And then I got nipple clamps put on—”

“Both nipples?”

“Yes. Both. And then um…ten seconds of current,” she continued with a grimace.

“A question, please,” one of the male researchers called out, holding up a finger.

“Yes?” she replied, as if she were giving a presentation in class.

“Do you know the voltage and current settings that were used?”

“Oh. No, sorry,” she replied.

“Ah well,” Dr. Anderson joked. “I’m sure you weren’t concentrating on that aspect of your experience.” Everyone laughed politely, even Amber, who felt quite silly about it.

“But basically, you were in a stress position, so wrists, arms, shoulders,” one of the females summarized. “Then the cane—on your bottom, I presume?”

“Yes,” Amber confirmed.

“And then the nipples, ten seconds of electricity. Very nice.”

“Yes,” Dr. Anderson agreed. “We can work with that.”

“Oh?” Amber queried, as the researchers all scattered as one to different corners of the room, tapping away at tablets and rummaging through drawers, pulling out instruments and vicious looking implements.

“Don’t worry,” Dr. Anderson said, tapping her lightly on the shoulder as he stood next to her. “You’ll get a lunch break, and then it won’t be much more before we send you back home. And,” he continued after a slight pause, “I’m told it’s really not all that painful.”

“I see,” Amber said, her throat constricting with anxiety.

Eventually the researchers came back and placed a number of monitors on her skin, including on her chest, her temples, and the sides of her breasts. One girl slipped a rod up Amber’s anus, the ridges causing her quite a bit of discomfort as it went in, but it had been lightly lubricated, so she suffered no damage.

It was the clips that were affixed to her labia, both the outer and the inner on both sides, as well as a clip on her clitoris that caused her the most pain, the clips pinching her delicate flesh and causing her to yelp. Eventually she was covered in black wires that ran from the various instruments affixed to her flesh over to their respective monitors and data gathering computers.

“Valeria? Would you like to do the applications?” Dr. Anderson asked one of the females who was hanging back a bit.

“Oh, um, sure,” the woman replied. “I guess I just really hate inflicting, you know? Pain and stuff?”

“Now, now,” Dr. Anderson chided. “You know it’s your turn and every researcher needs to be able to move past this psychological barrier. She’s going to feel it whether it’s you doing it or one of your colleagues.”

“Yes, Doctor. I’m sorry,” Valeria replied, as she went over to one of the trays and returned with an instrument that looked exactly like a cattle prod, the two evil prongs sticking out of the end of the device as the woman fixed a strap around her wrist and came towards Amber’s breast, pointing it directly at her flesh.


Chapter 3: Experiments

“AH! Ow, OW,” Amber cried out as the prongs of the evil device touched the underside of her right breast. It hurt like hell and she reflexively jerked her arms and legs in the restraints. But just as quickly as the pain had come, it went away, and all that was left was a mild throbbing sensation.

Dr. Anderson and a few of the male researchers peered over the tablet he was holding.

“What do you think about the numbers, sir,” one of the researchers, a tall, young man with dark brown hair and a thin mustache asked Dr. Anderson.

“We’re getting good data, here,” he replied. “It looks like resilience numbers are in the band of what we were expecting. Valeria, can you give her another application, mode 3, other breast please.”

“Mode 3, sir?”

“Yes,” he replied, without looking up from the tablet. Not looking at Amber at all. She cringed as the prongs came close to her flesh, then held her breath as they hovered an inch away, but did not touch her.

“Very good,” he said. “Delay in application shows the levels of stress we would expect. Go ahead and apply.”

“Yes, sir,” she said and touched the prongs to Amber’s breast, zapping her, and she cried out and jerked as she had before.

“Very interesting, sir,” another of the males said. “It looks like her Q3 and H1 stressors are at a higher level than the training model would show.”

“Interesting indeed,” he said, peering closer at the data. “Let’s go ahead and do the pussy.”

“What?” Amber squeaked.

The other female researcher looked closely between Amber’s legs. “Sir, it’s looking a bit dry at the moment. Protocol calls for moderate lubrication levels before application.”

“Very good,” Dr. Anderson said. “You’ve studied!”

“Thank you, sir,” she beamed.

“But,” he continued, “it’s important to do what?”

“Um…oh! Confirm digitally?” she ventured.

“Exactly! Now, go ahead and check her readiness.”

“Yes, sir,” the girl said, reaching over with her left hand, pulling Amber’s lips apart with two fingers, then reached in with her right hand as Amber looked down her torso, blushing fiercely as the girl stuck her index finger into her hole. She grunted with discomfort, as indeed, the prior applications of the electric prong had chased all arousal out of her. To her shame, however, the finger inside her was causing the start of at least a little production, and Amber squirmed in her restraints, her toes wiggling in the stirrups that held her legs apart.

“How is she?” Dr. Anderson asked.

“Dry, but starting a little bit of production.”

Dr. Anderson looked at his watch impatiently. “We need to move this along. Just lick her until she’s properly lubricating, and then we’ll do two applications on her labia and move on to the rest of the program.

“Um, excuse me, what?” Amber queried. She looked over at the girl standing between her legs, fingers still spreading Amber’s lips open. The girl looked a little discomfited as well.

“You want me to…” the girl asked Dr. Anderson.

“Yes,” he said, dismissively. “Just give her a good licking while we analyze the data.”

“Okay,” she said, defeated. As Amber lifted her head to look, the researcher knelt down, still spreading Amber’s lips, and tentatively stuck her tongue out, bringing it to Amber’s sensitive flesh. Amber jerked as she felt the tongue on her clit and the girl began licking, running her tongue up Amber’s slit, from the very bottom of where her inner lips parted, to the very top where her cleft ended. Amber squirmed in her bonds and parted her legs even further, as much as she could manage. The girl between her legs began fluttering her tongue rapidly between Amber’s inner lips and then stuck it deep inside her now wet slot, causing Amber to bite her lip and sigh.

She heard and felt the girl’s tongue gathering up her flowing nectar and spread it around her vulva and she felt herself clench with lust at the feeling.

“I think she’s ready,” the girl said, straightening up and smacking her lips.

“Very good,” Dr. Anderson said, and motioned to Valeria to do what needed to be done. As Amber stared with wide eyes, the female researcher brought the electric prod over to Amber’s mound and, as Amber tried to close her thighs and failed, touched the prongs to her right outer labia, delivering an application of pain to the sensitive flesh for a good two seconds before removing it.

Amber cried out and closed her eyes.

“Data?” Dr. Anderson asked, and the male with the tablet answered after a brief pause. “Yup, as we expected, her stressor levels are spiking.”

“Wonderful! Looks like the models are correct in that respect at least. Let’s do the next application now.”

“Yes, Sir,” Valeria said and proceeded to shock Amber on her right outer labia before she could react or protest. The squeal she emitted, however, represented her thoughts on the subject quite well.

Much to Amber’s relief the researchers clustered together and spent the next ten minutes chatting to themselves about the findings they were deriving from the sensors stuck on and in Amber. Eventually a consensus appeared to have been reached and it was that it was lunch time.

And so, Amber was released from her bonds, the sensors having been removed first, including the rod that had been slipped into her bottom hole. Again, it had been one of the female researchers tasked with handing that more intimate of tasks. Was it because the men didn’t want to do it and left it for the females? Or was it in consideration of Amber’s modesty, what was left of it, at least?

Amber was helped up from the examination table and the researchers very kindly scrounged up a lab coat for her to wear as they walked through the halls of the research center towards the cafeteria. The two female researchers introduced themselves: Felicia, 23 years old was a student at Oregon State who had an internship here. Janine was 21 and studying to be a nurse. Blonde and somewhat pretty in a plain way, she was the one who had been tasked with preparing Amber, while Felicia, brunette and somewhat leaning towards goth, was the one who had done the applications, as they liked to call them. When not actively working on her, they seemed quite nice and friendly. The three males and Dr. Anderson kept close together, discussing the data amongst themselves.

They all grabbed trays and helped themselves to the food selection, Amber loading up on a delicious looking chicken Alfredo pasta with several slices of garlic bread, and a diet soda, as well as an apple, since she was vaguely aware that eating healthy was something she probably should be doing.

While eating, the male researchers introduced themselves, Amber almost instantly forgetting their names as she was rather engrossed in her food and a little resentful of the things that they were doing to her. Eventually she summoned the courage to ask exactly what the focus of their research was, and the answer was that they had a grant to gather data that would be used to train automated correction systems for a new breed of correctional institutions. While pain responses in normal people was rather well understood, Dr. Anderson informed her, when a subject was already in a state of distress, it was important to calibrate the application of pain stimuli accordingly. That was where she came in, since she had already undergone punishment back at Camp Corvallis.

“Ah,” said Amber, nodding knowingly. She would file this information away and resolve to never take on a medical lab job again, if there was another option.

“So, what more do you need to, you know…do to me?” she asked, tentatively looking up from her food.

“Yeah, not much. We might do—” Dr. Anderson started.

“Anal!” one of the guys interjected. “Right? We haven’t really tested the responsiveness of that area on her. Sorry,” he added, looking at her. “I’m writing a paper on that, and I really need the data. I’m sure you understand.”

“Yeah, totally,” she lied.

Amber spent the rest of lunch mostly quiet, concentrating on eating her food, mindful of the fact that she wouldn’t be getting anything for dinner. That was the way things normally went at Camp Corvallis: get breakfast once a job assignment had been secured, get lunch at the job site, and if super lucky, get to take some food back with her.

All too soon their break was over and back to the lab they went, Amber feeling rather full, and somewhat tired. It hadn’t been the most restful night and, coupled with the early morning and the heavy meal, she was starting to get somewhat sleepy.

The rest of the procedures Amber was subjected to did a great deal to wake her back up again. As promised, it was time to work on her anus. But first, she was sent over to the toilets to take care of any physiological needs, and to use the provided bidet to clean up. Amber had never used one before, so this was a first, but she soon got the hang of it and came out of the stall feeling rather refreshed.

Back on the examination chair she went, and this time a sensor rod, also ridged, was placed inside her vagina, as her anus was to be penetrated by a device they euphemistically called a “sensory applicator,” basically a metallic rod connected to a little computer that itself was connected to the lab’s main power source. And from that would come a variety of electric shocks and pulses, which would give the research team a great deal of data to work with. This data would come curtesy of the sensors placed around her body as before, as well as the sensor rod in her vagina.

But before the applicator rod could be entered into her anal chamber, Dr. Anderson declared that her anus needed to be prepared, and that the best way to do it was through the application of human tongue and saliva. And the best researcher to do this was, once again, Janine, who had done such a good job on Amber’s pussy earlier.

“What?” Janine protested. “Why me? I already handled her vulva and I think it’s only fair that someone else do her anus.”

“Don’t look at me,” Felicia protested. “Why do the girls always have to do it? Let one of the guys at it, they should get some practice licking ass.” She smirked.

A substantive amount of bickering broke out among the research staff before Dr. Anderson broke it off.

“Alright, you have a point, Felicia,” he conceded. “To make it fair, we’ll have Mark here do the honors.”

“Ah,” the boy named Mark sighed. “Fine.” And so he grimaced and bent down, bringing his face reluctantly near Amber’s bottom, and she sighed and closed her eyes as she felt the tongue tentatively probing her entrance, finally settling on a rhythm that energized her nerve endings there and also gave her a strange sense of satisfaction, that these males would have to do demeaning things too, not just the females.

Finally, he declared her ready and the rod was slowly placed inside her, the researchers careful not to hurt her delicate entrance. With it inserted, the program was activated and Amber cried out as a series of increasingly painful shocks and jolts emitted from the rod into her body.

“Ahh!” she cried out as Dr. Johnson stood over her and looked down, eyes curious, and perhaps a little hungry.

“How does it feel?” he asked as she continued to cry out and jerk.

“Uh! How…how do you think…it feels?” she grunted out between sharp intakes of breath. He chuckled.

Luckily it didn’t take too long for them to get all the data they needed, and decide that they had taken enough of her time. The women released Amber from her restraints and gingerly removed the two rods that were lodged in her holes, while the men removed the sensors stuck on her body, Dr. Anderson helping her off the table.

“So, how was it?” he asked, this time looking a bit more kindly at her, with at least a modicum of sympathy showing.

“I guess I’m glad it’s over,” she replied.

“Yeah, I can imagine,” he chuckled.

And just like that, Amber was allowed to clean up, gather a wrapped-up ham and cheese sandwich that one of the male researchers, a quiet, pimply-faced young man, handed to her, and she and Dr. Anderson waited by the main entrance for her van to arrive.

~ ~ ~

Back at camp, Amber spent the rest of the day and evening in her little tent as the weather outside had turned cold and drizzly again, and she preferred to hang out in there in her pajamas. Later on in the evening, when it grew darker, she ate her sandwich, then changed to jeans and hoodie, scurried out in the drizzle to use the restrooms to pee and brush her teeth, then back into her tent, back in her pajamas, and tucked into her sleeping bag to sleep a restless sleep.

She tossed and turned, her mind disturbed by the experiences she had at the lab, and it should be said that there was at least some lingering trauma there. To be strapped down and subjected to pain, administered as it was in the name of science notwithstanding, was not something that a young woman—or indeed, anyone—should be subjected to. And it was never going to be something that didn’t change that young woman in some way. Amber had a tough childhood, moving between foster parents, and she had gone out into the world with very little to call her own. But one thing she had was a sense of trust, of belief that fundamentally people were good and she would make it just fine, even if things were hard, and the future (as with the weather) looked bleak.

But her experience in the lab had changed that outlook more than she knew. Even more than her punishment at the camp for having arrived late. For, that was her fault, and breaking a rule had consequences. Getting tortured at a job was not her fault, and she had followed all the rules. And others, also following rules of their own, had inflicted pain and humiliation on her, all in the name of meeting their objectives. Amber’s young mind had to work through the revelation that the world she navigated had that in store for her.

When the sounds of people moving past her tent, talking amongst themselves, woke her up, Amber scrambled to put away her pajamas and sleeping bag in the lockbox that occupied one precious corner of her small tent, and let herself out into the cold morning, naked as the others, to go through the same routine that she would do every day, to eat, to live.

Heart in her throat, she tapped on the tablet and saw, at first, only the tile of the very same medical lab. Her eyes blurring momentarily, she almost missed the second tile. Catching her breath, she tapped on it to confirm: it was something called Denim and Leather, which seemed like it was a club of some kind. Couldn’t be worse than being experimented on!

Determined not to go back to the lab, she accepted their offer and stepped over to the collaring desk, there to get her wrist cuff scanned, and the job collar fastened around her neck, granting her access to the breakfast tent. Amber made quick work of breakfast, not as hungry as yesterday, but still eager to take as much as she could reasonably handle, and when she was done with that and with her shower, she stood there by the pickup area, eagerly waiting for what her day at this job site would bring.


Chapter 4: Denim and Leather

Amber wasn’t the greatest fan of this part of the whole process: standing around completely nude just outside of the camp gates and waiting with the other camp denizens as they waited for their job providers to come pick them up for whatever awaited them that day. It was cold, drizzly and Amber still didn’t feel comfortable being nude in public, at least not in this environment. She didn’t mind as much inside the camp, where others just like her were nude as well, nor did it disturb her that much at the actual job site, for some reason.

Perhaps, because at a job site it wasn’t her decision whether she wore something or not. Her employer decided, and therefore her employer took the blame for how she looked, what she wore. In that sense, it was a happier situation than when she had been young and going to school, wearing whatever shabby clothes she had managed to persuade her foster parents to give her. The other kids had teased her constantly about being poor, about not being able to keep up with the class, about so many things. And Amber had always felt that the pressure was on her to try and change things, even though they were beyond her control. Now it was much more explicitly out of her control and that was strangely freeing.

But being here, in the pickup area, that was her choice. She could choose to do without, and keep her clothes on, even if it meant having to debase herself by begging for food, or dumpster diving, Instead, she was here, collared like a slave, naked and waiting for whoever wanted her services, whatever they might be.

She hoped they came for her soon, as most of her fellow campmates had already been picked up and there were only a few left waiting. As she stood there, uncomfortable, cold, increasingly wet, with her collar on and her hands clasped in front of her bare mound, she heard a loud engine backfiring and around the corner came a minivan, a Dodge Caravan with a band of fake wood paneling on the sides and back, the rest of the van a dull brown. Smoke poured from the tailpipe as the vehicle came to a sudden stop next to her. The side door slid open and a man with long, wavy brown hair and a trim beard stepped out.

Amber stared. He was dressed entirely in brown, with flaring brown pants that had a sheen about them that spoke of artificial fibers, a buttoned shirt that was light brown and had the top three buttons undone, his hairy chest showing, a gold chain against it. A brown, plaid jacket completed the ensemble, his shirt sleeves showing through.

“Amber?” he asked, looking at her, clearly knowing who he was looking for.

“Yes, hi,” she responded, waving bravely.

“Hey, I’m Fred,” he said, voice somewhat rough and gravelly, as one would be from a lifetime spent smoking, or just because that’s how that voice was. Amber looked down at his shoes: brown as well, two-toned wingtips with a tan top.

“Hi Fred,” she replied, reaching out her hand to shake his before he pulled out a phone and scanned the tag hanging from her collar. She gamely lifted her chin to make it easier for him and then that was done, the information on his phone matching what he was expecting, and he gallantly motioned for her to enter the van. She did so, fastening her seatbelt as he slid the door closed, which it did with a loud squeak.

Fred got in the driver’s seat, closing the door with a thump and started the engine, which took a moment to catch before rumbling to life. He fastened his own seatbelt, the belt hanging limply from the slot in the pillar where it should have retracted cleanly. This was clearly an old vehicle, Amber thought. The seats were some form of plastic—or vinyl? All she knew was that the cold of the seat was affecting her nether region, which was forced to be in direct contact with the surface, whatever it was.

As he put the car in gear and drove off, he fixed her in the rear-view mirror and smiled.

“Sorry about the state of the car, we’re aiming for authenticity here more than comfort,” he said.

“Oh?” Amber replied, somewhat confused. “Authenticity of…what?”

He turned briefly to look at her more directly, cocking an eyebrow. “Um, the 80’s? Familiar?”

“80’s?” she echoed. “What, like…the decade? I wasn’t born then.”

He roared with laughter. “Yeah, no shit! Neither was I! But that’s our whole shtick!”

“I’m sorry,” she responded defensively. “I’m not quite sure what exactly your, um, thing is? It seemed like you’re a club?”

“Yeah,” he replied. “We’re an 80’s nostalgia BDSM club. Get it? Denim and Leather?”

“Nope,” she said.

“Okay, I guess you had to be there.” He paused for a moment, navigating a particularly busy intersection. “So, the 80’s rock scene—best ever, by the way—had a lot of leather in it, but denim too! Like, jeans, jean jackets, leather pants, etc.”

“Okay…” Amber nodded, encouraging him to go on. She like learning new things. “Wait, you said BDSM? Is that a rock thing?”

“Oh, no, baby!” he exclaimed in a fake British accent. “Sorry, 80’s reference. You’ll experience a lot of that at the club. No, that’s where the leather comes into it: we’re a bondage and leather sex club that has a 80’s theme to it. You’ll love it!”

Amber’s heart sank. “Wait, a bondage and sex club? What am I going to do there?”

“You’ll be the entertainment, of course! Well, part of it anyway,” he gamely replied. “Don’t worry, everyone’s cool there. It’s more for fun than anything else. We just act out some of the more outrageous music videos of the era, and do some light spanking, stuff like that.”

“I don’t really like getting spanked,” Amber said, her voice tremulous, the memory of her punishment and her time in the medical lab weighing heavily on her. “I don’t want to get hurt!”

“Oh, no, no,” he said, turning again to look at her. “Don’t worry. As I said, everyone’s cool. You’ll see! The 80’s were the last great decade and everyone at the club works to preserve the best parts of it.” He reached up to fluff his hair. “First part: the hair, number one in importance. Second part: the vibes! Nothing but good vibes, baby, yeah!”

Amber sighed. The late 1900’s was a time period that had been lightly covered in school and Amber hadn’t really paid much attention, not sure how it applied to her life. Now she regretted missing out on some insight into what she might be facing.

Soon enough the van reached its destination: a strip mall where they pulled into a parking spot and Fred helped her out of the door, sliding it closed behind her while she hugged herself, glancing around, relieved to find that this early in the morning there were few people out and about, and none of them seemed to be looking in their direction. He swiftly led her to the front entrance of a nondescript storefront where he ushered her inside. She barely had time to note the logo on the darkened glass of the front door: a stylized silhouette of a man with enormous hair (was it a man?) wearing a jacket and tight pants, posed as if they were holding an invisible electric guitar.

Inside, the space was dimly lit, walls black, decorated with old movie posters and faded photographs blown up to poster size, showing various teen idols and rock stars, many—if not most—with gigantic hair. Past the reception desk was an open area with a stage raised a foot off the floor, folding chairs arrayed in front of it, and a DJ booth to the side.

Amber was led to a man clad in super tight black leather pants, a ripped concert t-shirt, and a faded blue denim jacket covered in patches of various band logos. At least, that’s what Amber thought, for she had never heard of most of them. Anvil? Dokken? And some clearly misspelled ones, like Def Leppard. Fred had mentioned hair, and this man had a truly remarkable head of it, light blonde and teased upwards in a manner that defied gravity, falling back down below his shoulders. His gaunt face broke into a big smile when he spotted her.

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “You must be Amber! So nice to meet you!” He came in, arms wide open and gave her a great, big hug.

“Oof,” she said as he squeezed the breath out of her. “Nice to meet you too,” she finally managed to get out.

“So sorry,” he apologized. “I’m a hugger. Anyway,” he continued, pulling back a bit to give her whole body the once-over. “You look amazing, love the hair too, by the way. We can do a lot with that!”

“Oh?”

“Oh, yeah. Some hairspray, some fishnet stockings, heels—”

“Lots of lipstick,” another man interjected, coming over to the group and Amber stared. His black hair was teased up into an enormous mane that rose a good 10 inches over his head before falling back down again. He wore charcoal eyeliner and bright red lipstick, black makeup emphasizing his cheekbones.

“That’s Axel,” Fred said. “And this is Trixx,” he motioned to the blonde-haired man she had been talking to.

“Hi Axel, hi Trixx,” she said.

Axel looked her over as well, his skintight leather pants betraying his interest in her. The rest of him was all black-clad as well, with a black t-shirt and black leather jacket.

“Hi Amber,” he said. “You’re gonna make a great kitten! Oh my God, they’re gonna love you!”

“Okay?” she replied, looked over to Fred and Trixx for help.

Fred chuckled. “I take it you haven’t seen a lot of 80’s music videos, have you?”

“No,” Amber admitted, pretty sure she had no idea what exactly such a video was, but the only music videos she had ever watched were on the internet and involved some of the more popular contemporary music idols that all the girls her age liked to watch.

“Well, it was a different time, let’s put it that way,” he continued. “These bands were full of piss and vinegar, as they used to say.”

“I have no idea what that means,” she said, growing more confused.

“It all boils down to sex,” Trixx blurted. “Sorry for being so crass, but these bands liked to show how manly they were,” he said, brushing his hair back from his face, the long, lustrous locks waving softly in the slight breeze of the room’s ventilation system. “So they loaded their videos up with sexy women.”

“Video technology wasn’t the best back then,” Fred said, taking up the narrative. “And, to be honest, at first glance it may have been difficult to tell who was a guy, and who was a chick. What with the hair—”

“And the makeup,” Axel pouted, pursing his lips.

“Yeah,” Fred agreed. “So, to differentiate the sexy girls from the sexy boys, they needed to really amp up the, um, cheese-factor, if you know what I mean.”

“Cheese?”

“The girls in the videos wore really cheesy bikinis, all oiled up, sprawled out over the hoods of cars, you know? Really hot!” Fred enthused.

“And this was considered entertaining?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah! As I said, it was a different time. So anyway, you’ll be one of these, um…sex kittens, basically.”

“Oh!” Amber pondered this. She had already done a stint at a strip club and hadn’t minded. This wouldn’t be a problem, she thought, and smiled encouragingly at the men gathered around her. Then she remembered that Fred had mentioned light spanking and that this was a bondage club. “So, um, what exactly will I have to do? And will you…?”

“Spank you?” Axel filled in for her. “Yes, definitely.”

“Yeah, it’s totally our thing,” Trixx added.

“Did those music videos have spanking in them?” Amber asked. She had some doubts about that. From her recollection the olden times were pretty conservative and probably wouldn’t have tolerated wanton debasement of females on screen. Surely it had been a time of proper morals and clean living, unlike today.

“No, not all of them,” Fred replied. “It’s just our thing. We’re a themed bondage club and the 80’s is our theme. Come on, let’s get you ready.”

And with that, Amber was gently ushered away to one of the side rooms, behind a black-painted door with a placard that read “Staff Only.” Inside, the room was set up as a dressing room, with makeup mirrors on the side wall, with a hodgepodge of makeup brushes, lipsticks, foundation and eyeliners, heavy on the blacks and very bright reds.

“Go for it, honey cakes,” Fred said as he and Trixx started digging around in a cardboard box, pulling out a fishnet bodysuit and assorted items in black leather, with buckles and chrome studs. Amber sat down, resolving to just go along with it, try to have some fun and not obsess about any potential discomfort or embarrassment she was sure to experience here.

“Oh, no, no, no,” Trixx exclaimed as he saw Amber reaching for a light-colored bronzer. “Think raccoon eyes and hooker lips!”

“We need those cheeks to pop!” Fred exclaimed as he laid out the bodysuit. Amber eyed it, noting that it would hide absolutely nothing about her body. Indeed, it didn’t have a crotch at all. He laid out a corset, also black, the red laces that tied in front providing a nice contrast that drew Amber’s eyes and provided her with a good idea of what to go for as she reached for a darker shade of blush and eyed a red lipstick in its little holder off to the side.

After a good 20 minutes of working on herself in the mirror, she leaned back and looked over at the two men, who had spent most of that time primping themselves as well. Trixx in particular, had availed himself of the eyeliner and blush, and was currently applying a liberal amount of hairspray, Fred having just finished with it, his hair sporting a particularly impressive bounce.

“Gorgeous!” Fred exclaimed, which made Amber blush. For some reason she found these men engaging. Not necessarily harmless, but fun. An anachronism in this strange and often hostile world. A breath of fresh, if somewhat aerosol-filled air, and Amber started to get into it.

Trixx finished puffing up his hair and set the hairspray down, giving Amber a once-over. “Yeah, you’re fantastic! Totally radical!”

“Bitchin’ for sure!” Fred added.

“One could almost say, gnarly!”

“I’m sorry? What?” Amber asked, not sure what any of that meant. “Is that good?”

“No duh!” Fred said. “That means, yeah, obviously!” He came over, holding the stockings, and gently put his hand on her shoulder. “I realize you’re too young to have been exposed to any of this killer awesome prose, but it’s all part of this righteous scene, you dig?”

“Um, sure,” Amber said.

“Now, let’s get this on you,” Fred said, handing the fishnet bodysuit over to her, and she puzzled over it for a moment before struggling to slip it on, one leg at a time, standing to pull the waist up. She reached down to adjust the opening between her legs and blushed. Somehow, wearing this was more embarrassing than simply being nude. It seemed to draw focus on her middle, almost flagging the fact that she was bare there.

“Next comes the corset,” Trixx said, handing over the garment, and Amber climbed into it, pulling it over her hips, finding that her breasts were exposed, only the bottoms being held up by the partial cups. Trixx helped her lace it up tightly, and Amber took a look in the mirror to see a completely different girl there. She marveled at the sight. This girl looked so…sexy, but not just that. Adult, in the most salacious way. The manifestation of sexuality, almost a caricature of it, but in a good way. Should I be offended? she thought. That was something she would have to ask herself later, for right now she was being handed a pair of stiletto heels. After her time in the strip club, she felt a bit more confident that she might be able to walk in them without killing herself, and put them on.

“Okay,” she said, standing up again from the chair where she had finished lacing on the heels.

“Whoa…” Fred exclaimed.

“Killer!” Trixx blurted.

“Okay boys, let’s get this show on the road,” Amber purred, feeling herself transform even as she said it.


Chapter 5: Whip It

“Dang, girl,” Trixx said as he looked at her with sincere appreciation. “That’s exactly the attitude we need around here!”

“Yeah,” Fred said as he approached her with the can of hairspray and a brush. “But there’s no way you’re ready without the prime ingredient taken care of. What’s the most important thing here?” he asked her.

“Uh, the hair!” Amber replied, closing her eyes tightly as he proceeded to blast her hair with the aerosol spray, teasing it up with the brush as he did so. After what felt like a good half hour but was probably just a minute or two he was done and what greeted Amber in the mirror was an even more glammed-up version of herself that definitely did not jibe with her image of herself as a gangly late-teen girl just finding herself in the world of adult womanhood.

She was…she was a vixen!

Together, they exited the room and entered the main space, now full of people, mostly dressed. Although Amber could see some who were in getups whose scandalousness approached her own. And many of them were men. At least, so it seemed, for the distinction was somewhat fluid here.

It was refreshing—freeing even, to see so many men here with long hair and makeup, but she got the impression that they weren’t trying to be female, and did not think of themselves as such. They were simply men who like to glam it up. The women here, and there were many, seemed to be glamming it up as well, and sometimes the only way to tell them apart was with the absence of body hair and the presence of breasts, which were emphasized with leather halters that thrust them out as far as they would go, holding them up for all to gaze upon with frank and honest admiration.

As far as reenactments of more primitive cultures went, this one rocked and Amber was fully on board, much to her surprise.

“Alright everyone! Let’s give a righteous welcome to Amber here, who’s going to be our kitten today!” Fred yelled out, and the background murmuring and chatter died down as the occasional voice responded more distinctly:

“Killer!”

“Whoa!”

“Tubular!”

Amber was led up to the stage where she noted that they had brought in the actual hood of a very large car. She had never seen anything quite as big as this before, and even though only the hood and the front windshield were there, with wooden blocks propping the structure up, she could only imagine how big the actual vehicle had been.

It was brown. A repulsive color for a vehicle, to be sure, but somehow it worked here, in this setting.

As Amber contemplated the prop that she was apparently going to be working with up here, she heard chanting coming from the crowd, who were starting to get animated as the music that had filled the room changed and rose in volume.

It was something about pouring sugar on the person singing, a catchy tune that Amber had never had the pleasure of hearing.

“Are we gonna pour some sugar on her?” Fred yelled out.

“Hell yeah!” the audience screamed back.

“We don’t have that much sugar!” Trixx and Axel yelled back, in an act that it seemed they had rehearsed many a time, the two of them standing on either side of the stage, posing dramatically and flinging their hair around.

“Bogus!” the audience screamed back, but they didn’t seem actually disappointed. It seemed this was all part of an act that everyone (except for Amber) was quite familiar with.

“How about we use some water instead?” Fred cried out, and Amber, heart sinking, saw that both Axel and Trixx were holding fake plastic electric guitars, each of them elaborately decorated, the guitar bodies shaped like a lightning bolt in Axel’s case, and a pair of breasts in Trixx’s case. The necks of the guitars lacked strings but were also decorated, with snakes for Axel and a rose vine for Trixx.

As Amber stared, standing there in the center of the stage facing out to the audience, the two guys posed dramatically, pointing their guitars at Amber, and water proceeded to spurt out of the tops of each guitar neck, headed directly for Amber.

She squealed in surprise, turning and trying to cover herself as the lukewarm water drenched her and a roar of approval emanated from the crowd as an elaborate guitar solo filled the air. Axel and Trixx were mock-playing their guitars in time with the music as they continued to wet her down thoroughly.

What was the deal with wanting to see girls get drenched here? First the car wash, now this? It’s Oregon, people, she wanted to exclaim. Just go outside, plenty of drenched girls there!

Fred came over when the drenching started to taper off, and motioned to Amber to drape herself over the hood of the car.

“Do it sexy!” he hissed.

She sighed. Alright, this was happening. Evoking the spirit of provocative dancing she had acquired at the strip club, she sashayed over to the prop, trying to keep in time with the music, which had switched now to something where the chorus was all about “girls, girls, girls,” and, turning her back to the audience, clambered onto the hood as sexily as she could.

“Oh, yeah!” she heard from behind her as she crawled slowly, languidly on the hood, spreading her legs provocatively, evoking a series of appreciative whistles and hoots.

“When a bottom comes along,” Fred sang out, “you must…?”

“Whip it!” the crowd roared out.

“If the bottom’s out too long, you must…”

“Whip it!”

What the hell? Amber clenched her bottom and squeezed her eyes shut as she heard the telltale swish of whip strands parting the air before them as they thwacked down upon her upturned cheeks.

“Eeek!” she squealed. The crowd roared. Before she could fully catch her breath, it came down again, laying red lines of fire across her flesh. She clenched and wiggled, closing and opening her legs lewdly in a vain attempt to deal with the mischief happening down there. Her dance of discomfort seemed to energize the crowd immensely, and truth be told, pain would be too strong a word—this didn’t hurt terribly, just stung sharply at first before fading quickly away.

Amber found herself going to a warm, safe place in her mind. She had sometimes gone there when things were bad at home, when the sounds of yelling and fighting among her foster siblings or foster parents had gotten too much for her bear. Or when the unwanted attentions of a foster brother had made her too uncomfortable, when she didn’t know how to deal. And at time at school, when the taunting of the other children made her hurt just a bit too much, when she just wanted to be by herself and tune the world out. She went to this place in her mind where she was lying out on a tropical beach, a towel spread out beneath her, the gentle sound of waves crashing and birds singing and it was just her and she could sigh and breath out all her troubles and cares.

Was this going to be her life? The guys here were sweet, she had to admit, and there was a definite level of hotness that she didn’t hate. In fact, she could tell that she was getting massively turned on by this. One some level she was clearly an exhibitionist, and maybe a tiny bit of a pain-slut as well. In her mind she blushed at using that word, but today she would let herself use it. But what of thoughts of more than this? What of her dreams of college? Or achieving something that she could be proud of when she looked back on her life?

Were her long departed parents looking down on her right now, wondering if their daughter would ever amount to more than just lying there, providing sexual entertainment for an audience, no matter that they seemed benign enough. Never mind that she wasn’t being penetrated against her will, or anything of that nature.

She had hoped for more. Maybe Camp Corvallis just wasn’t the path to a future that Amber needed.

And so, she continued for a while to provide the day’s entertainment for the fine people at Denim and Leather, who had that day chipped in their entertainment fee to get themselves a girl from a camp full of just such people as her: who needed a handout to get them through the day and would gladly trade dignity for food, and then they were gone and you didn’t need to think too much about where they were going and what they needed to do the next day to survive.

At around 2 pm there was a much needed break, where everyone gathered together at a table set up in the back where a great deal of food had been set out, and Amber and the others ate burgers and fries and Amber helped herself to cups of soda she poured from a large 2 liter plastic bottle. Belching gently, she returned to the stage when asked, and the show continued, this time with her dancing and jutting her bottom out as various lucky audience members, all of them in full glam-rock getups, proceeded to spank her bottom with a variety of implements.

She was allowed 10-minute breaks, scattered throughout the rest of the afternoon, and during one of these breaks she was introduced to a most fascinating thing: something called “Pop Rocks” which consisted of a colored crystalline substance dispensed from a small pouch. When popped in her mouth, it proceeded to cause the most delightful (and a tiny bit disturbing) riot of sensations in her mouth.

After her first mouthful she asked, “And this is safe?” looking up at Trixx as he threw his head back and downed a whole mouthful of the stuff.

“That we’re not really sure,” Fred smiled back at her. “It’s from the 80’s, so there’s a certain level of who knows, let’s just try it.”

“It was a different time,” Axel sighed. And even though none of the people in this room were old enough to have been alive during that decade, they seemed to wallow in nostalgia for what they assumed was a simpler, more innocent time. Amber did too. In truth her own childhood had not been simple at all, and it would have been nice to live in a different time, but Amber suspected that the decade these people worshiped was a more complicated beast than they would be willing to accept.

After a few more dances up on stage, during which time she was not spanked but some of the audience members were allowed to come up and rub her body down with baby oil, it was finally time to end. Amber was taken back to the dressing room after a long round of raucous applause during which some of the audience visibly cried. Why? Amber didn’t know, but it moved her too to see that she had provided that level of engagement and happiness to some here. Perhaps these people had some level of hurt in their own lives that made them seek out a distraction, as strange and out of the bounds of normality as it was. Anything to take them to a different place, physically and mentally. And sexually.

Amber stripped out of her skimpy outfit and accepted a vigorous toweling off administered by Trixx, whose hair was starting to sag at this point. Not to mention the mascara which was now running quite tragically down his face. Amber gasped as she saw her own face, which she quickly stripped of all makeup with the help of some makeup remover tissues.

Back in the van she and Fred went, as it banged and lurched out of the parking lot, heading back to Camp Corvallis.

“It’ll be okay,” Fred said to her as she sat there next to him in the front passenger seat, the strap of her seatbelt between her breasts.

“Huh?”

“It’ll be okay,” he repeated, looking briefly over at her before returning his attention to the road. “Things always get better eventually.”

Amber remained quiet. She wasn’t too sure about that.

“Like, everyone’s all mourning the last great decade. But the truth is that things got a lot better after that, for a lot of people, at least for a while. Medicine, civil rights, respect for women.”

Amber looked down on herself, her naked breasts prominent. Her naked bottom, throbbing, the plastic seat cold on her intimate parts. She grunted.

“Yeah, I know. Things also get worse again. That’s why we all pine for our imperfect idea of what things were like back then, when all you had to do was rock hard, and keep your hair as big as it could possibly get.”

He paused, thinking some more, navigating through intersections that taxed the capabilities of the aging minivan. “You’re in a bad phase, Amber. I can tell,” he continued. “But you’ve got that spark of life in you. I can see that too. It shines bright when you let it. Don’t ever let it die out, no matter what happens. The sun will come out and you’ll be somewhere you want to be, maybe with someone you want to be with, and it’ll all work out.”

“Thanks, Fred,” she replied, looking down at her hands, clenched in her lap. “I appreciate you caring.”

“We all care in our own way, Amber. Even if it doesn’t look like it.”

And with that they had reached the camp and Amber got out, her eyes wet for some reason, and as she turned to look back at him, she pressed the backs of both hands under her eyes and sniffed, just once, and straightening her back, she went back into the camp, there to turn in her collar and prepare for bed.


Chapter 6: An Interview

Amber’s sleep was restless, filled with vivid dreams of large-haired men and women and sometimes with men who were women and women who were men and none of them cared at all about anything except rocking, which in her dream consisted mainly of posing with oversized wooden guitars on top of extremely large cars.

When she woke, she was drenched in sweat and eager to get up and out of her stifling tent, the cold and dampness of the outside not doing much to ease the environment, or so it felt. She locked everything up in her lockbox, holding her pajamas up for a moment, wondering if she should leave them out to dry first, deciding against it. She didn’t really trust anyone staying behind here while she went out to work.

And so she made her customary journey to the job assignment tent, where she found to her dismay that the only tile there was a special one marked “Administrative Selection.”

“What’s that mean?” she asked the closest helper who came by when she noticed Amber staring at the tablet screen and not moving away from it.

“Huh?” the woman asked, peering closer. “Oh, yeah. Don’t worry about it. It just means someone wants to use you for something—maybe a promo video, or some quality survey, or they want your opinion on what to improve. You’ll get to count it as work.”

“Oh, cool!” Amber exclaimed, and went over to the desk after accepting the offer. She got her cuff scanned, bent to accept her collar, and headed to the breakfast tent where she loaded up on pancakes and syrup. A small carton of orange juice rounded out her breakfast, and she ate it happily before she realized that if she wasn’t going to a job site, perhaps she would not be provided lunch? She wished she’d asked!

Looking furtively around her, she got up to re-enter the breakfast line, hoping to grab some more food, but one of the women manning the line waved her off with a frown. Damnit! Amber regretfully put away her tray and tossed her trash items before heading out of the tent to go take a shower and get ready.

Finished with that, and feeling hopeful, she stepped out into the cold drizzle and walked towards the administrative trailer. She figured that was probably where she would be wanted, and if not, they would tell her where to go. Opening the door and stepping inside, she looked over to her left where she spotted Ms. Yolanda Cruz, her least favorite of the two women who worked the administrative side of things here. Oh well.

“Hi Amber,” Yolanda called out, spotting her in the doorway. “What are you doing here?”

“Hi Ms. Cruz,” Amber replied. “I was assigned something called Administrative Selection. I figured I’d come here?”

“Oh, let’s take a look. Come here so I can scan you.”

Amber walked to the desk and leaned over for Yolanda to scan her collar tag, but the woman gestured to her wrist cuff. “I need to scan that.”

“Oh? Not my collar?” Amber asked.

“No, I don’t have the right scanner for that tag. Your wrist cuff will give me the right info.”

And so Amber held out her wrist to be scanned and waited as Yolanda peered at her screen.

“Ah. It’s actually an external government agency that’s requested you.” Yolanda frowned. “The Coalition for Human Dignity and Representation.”

“Is that bad?” Amber asked, sensing disapproval from the woman.

“Could be. They’ve been fighting for years to close down the camps,” Yolanda replied.

“Really? What do they want to do instead?”

“That’s the thing: they don’t really have anything proposed. Anyway,” Yolanda said, leaning back dismissively. “Watch what you say to them. They’re going to cause trouble, I just know it.”

~ ~ ~

* * *

With that warning ringing in her ears, Amber went outside to wait for her van, like any other assignment. At least there was more of a chance that she might get lunch. After a good half hour of waiting, with most of the other men and women, boys and girls all picked up, Amber’s van finally came. And with it came a whole production.

The first two people out of the van were a sharply dressed woman, and a man with long hair tied behind his head in a ponytail, bearing a camera on a strange and elaborate gimbaling camera mount that he held in one hand, aimed at her. The woman, dark brown hair with stylish highlights and heavily made-up face in a smile, came towards her beaming and held out her hand.

“Amber?”

“Yes, hi,” Amber replied, holding out her own hand and shaking the woman, her grip on Amber’s hand strong and confident.

“Oh, my god! Look at you!” the woman exclaimed. “Seriously, look at her Steve. Zoom in on her, don’t neglect her tits. Oh,” and she bent down slightly to peer at Ambers bare mound. “Get her pussy too. Give everyone a good hard look at how they keep girls here.”

“Um…” Amber started.

“You poor, poor thing. I’m Vivian,” she interrupted.

“Oh, um, hi Vivian. But I’m—”

“One of the saddest victims of abuse and exploitation we’ve seen so far, I would say. How old are you, sweetie?”

“But I’m…okay, I’m 18, but—”

“Only 18 and already selling yourself to the highest bidder! The crassness of the exploitation just gets worse and worse. Did you get a good shot of her puss? Good, zoom in on that sad face. So sad!”

Amber froze, as the camera hovered right in front of her face. She had never been good with being put on the spot, having failed her drama class rather spectacularly.

“So freakin’ cute!” Steve, the cameraman said as he stepped back, appearing to zoom out and pan her whole body again. She reflexively covered her nipples with her right hand and her mound with her left.

“Oh, no, cutie! We’re going to need to see those. Makes a much bigger impact. Trust me, we’ve been handling the plight of poor, exploited creatures like yourself for many years. Can we get the chains?”

“Okay, um…” Amber forced her arms back to her sides and then started. “Wait, what chains?”

“Here we go!” Another man came out of the van, holding a fistful of chains in his right hand. He was wearing flannel and jeans, long brown hair flowing down his shoulders, a black knit cap over his head. He smiled disarmingly at Amber as he came over. “Hi, baby! Oh gosh, you’re so cute! Do you mind if we secure you?”

“It makes for a better picture,” Vivian said.

“I…I guess?” Amber replied.

And so Amber stood there as Vivian helped him secure Amber’s wrists and ankles together with chains, all four attachment points interconnected via a central chain that ran between the two shorter chains that secured her limbs. Brandon, for that turned out to be his name, helped her board the van, while Steve continued to film the entire procedure, Amber blushing profusely the entire time.

In the van, Vivian proceeded to fill Amber in with the day’s agenda.

“So, we’re going to head over to our main office downtown, where we’ll do a few promotional photos, do an interview, and show some of the ways that a young, helpless girl like you gets treated by the system.

“Uh, wait. How does…”

“You’ll see. We’ve done a lot of research on this and it’s just simply inhumane what they do to you,” Vivian interjected.

“So horrible,” Brandon smiled disarmingly at her. “Major turnoff, by the way. I just want to make that clear.”

“Yes, Brandon,” Vivian sighed. “We all know that boner you’re sporting isn’t cause of poor, naked Amber here.”

“I’m excited by the prospect of changing the system!” he protested.

“Yeah, sure,” Steve chuckled, pointing the camera closer to Amber’s nipples.

“How often do you get raped?” Vivian asked Amber, peering into her eyes with heartfelt concern.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“How often? Is it every day?” Vivian persisted.

“What? No! I’ve never been—”

“Ah, yeah,” Brandon intoned. “I’ve heard of that. After a while they just don’t perceive it that way anymore.”

“Normalization of deviance,” Vivian nodded.

“Deviance?” Amber repeated. “Why—”

“You’ll understand more after our interview,” Vivian assured her.

“The system is very powerful,” Brandon continued as Steve aimed his camera at Amber’s face. It bounced and swayed as the van lurched along, but when Amber focused on the camera, she could tell that it was actually steady, and it was everything around the camera that was bouncing and swaying, including her breasts, much to her chagrin.

Finally, they arrived at a parking garage somewhere downtown, although Amber had no clue where exactly they were. The van parked and everyone got out, Brandon once again helping Amber negotiate the step down from the van, and she shuffled along in their midst as they crossed the covered garage and entered the building through a door that led directly from the garage into a hallway with a bank of elevators.

Vivian pressed the up button and they all waited there awkwardly as the elevator rumbled into position, doors opening and they all stepped inside, Brandon’s hand on Amber’s bicep, Steve continuing to film. He was behind her now and Amber thought he might be taking closeups of her bottom.

They rode the elevator up to the second floor, where they got out and she shuffled her way towards the door to an office marked “Freedom Party Productions, LLC.” The group entered a tastefully decorated office, with several full-length posters of naked girls lining the walls. Each of the girls looked back at the viewer with pitiful expressions, some of them in chains, others clutching their fists at their sides, some eyes clearly filled with tears. Amber was shaken.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“We’re documenting the abuses occurring in the camp system,” Vivian replied as she went over to a small refrigerator that was set in a corner of the office, just behind an elaborate mahogany desk where she had set her purse down, with a large crystal award sitting atop a gold base. She opened the door of the refrigerator and took out a bottle of sparkling water, helping herself to it.

Amber had stayed quiet as the woman got her thirst quenched, but now she spoke up. “I’ve never seen anything like—”

“You haven’t looked,” Brandon interrupted her. “You don’t have the training to see things from the correct perspective.”

Steve continued to film as Vivian turned to face Amber. “Can you honestly tell us that they’ve never beaten you?”

That quieted Amber down. They had, in fact, punished her. Although she wouldn’t normally characterize it as a beating, but it was corporeal punishment and that surely counted.

“Well, yes, but I—”

“There you go,” Brandon said. “You probably think you deserved it too, don’t you?”

“Well, I—”

“Amber, do you mind if we take some shots of you in a more, shall we say, intimate way?” Vivian asked her.

“Intimate? What do you…” Amber blurted.

“It’s all just a way for us to represent the kind of existentially psycho-sexual torment that you’re being subjected to each and every day at that horrible camp,” Vivian replied.

“But I’m not being subjected—”

“So it’s a yes?” Brandon once again interrupted.

“No!” Amber cried out, completely frustrated.

“Well, that’s disappointing,” Vivian said. “I’d hate to have to inform the camp that you’re refusing perfectly reasonable requests from your employer.”

Amber paused to think, for this represented a new wrinkle. What represented a reasonable request? In other jobs she had allowed herself to be sexually exploited. Whipped, even tortured in the name of science. Why not do some posing here? What was it about these people that turned her off so much?

“Um, I guess…I guess I can, if you don’t—” she stammered.

“There you go! Good girl!” Brandon exclaimed, smiling broadly. “See how they’ve trained you? No matter how degrading and dehumanizing, you’re still eager to obey. Just for the chance to get some food, am I right?”

“Um, speaking of—” Amber started, hoping to find out if they were going to feed her after all.

“Let’s get you on your back, down on the floor,” Steve said, pointing the camera at her while using two fingers of his left hand to make a back-and-forth motion, directing her as to the right orientation to take while supine.

“Good,” Vivian said, as Amber carefully let herself down, having some difficulty with the chains she was in. “Now let’s have you lift up your left leg as far as it’ll go, yeah. Clasp it with your hand. Yeah, you can do it if you use both hands. Let’s get a closeup of the pussy. So degrading, the poor thing!”

“Nice,” Brandon said, peering closely. “I mean, it’s nice how you manage to survive such a degrading life, Amber. Such respect, I mean it!”

“Thanks?” She was starting to really dislike him. But when he smiled he had dimples and Amber blushed even deeper, to think of what she looked like to him right now. She felt her female lips opening up, the cold air of the office caressing her heated flesh.

“Okay, good. Let’s have you on your hands and knees, please,” Vivian continued, after Steve had given her a nod. “Good, great, arch your back a bit? Can you spread your legs any wider? Nice.”

After a few more poses and words of degrading encouragement, Amber was allowed to sit on one of the leather armchairs, upon which Brandon had hastily placed a white towel, folded twice, presumably to protect the soft leather from whatever they expected would seep out of her lower holes. Vivian sat opposite her as Steve continued to film.

“Now, Amber,” Vivian began. “How often are you beaten at Camp Corvallis?”

“Well, I…I mean I really only got it once, but I was—”

“Okay, wow. Just wow. Once a day? That’s really harsh!” Vivian said, earnestly. Behind her, Brandon sighed dramatically.

“No—” she said, trying to correct them.

“The world can be such a harsh place for a poor, innocent young girl,” he said.

“Indeed,” Vivian continued, as Amber tried to protest. “How young were you again, when you entered the foster system?”

“Oh. Um, I think I was like, 4 or so?” Amber replied. Suddenly she missed her parents more than she ever had. Tears started to well up in her eyes and she tried to wipe them away, but her hands were brought up short by the chain.

“So, at 4 years old, the horror already started. How much abuse would you say the camps inflicted on you at such a tender age?” Vivian continued, her eyes boring into Amber.

“No, I…I didn’t enter…wait, you’re distorting everything,” she protested.

“Am I? Or is the foster system distorting America’s youth?” Vivian pressed. “The camps are just the natural extension of that broken, vile system. You’ve been abused your whole life, and now they’re making money off of you. Do you know how much a fresh, young body like yours goes for in the camp system?”

“No,” Amber replied. This was something she was actually curious about.

“Well, let me tell you we paid close to a thousand dollars to have you for the day,” Vivian said.

“A thousand dollars?” Amber exclaimed, eyes wide. “How…?”

“Exactly! How much do you get from that?” Vivian asked her.

“I…I don’t get anything, but wait…no, I do get a place—”

“To sleep? Is that what you’re going to say?” Vivian laughed. And behind her, Brandon laughed as well, as his eyes focused on her prominent nipples, eyes hungry with something more predatory than anything she had encountered to date. But he continued to smile charmingly.

Amber’s head swam with the constant press of questions and discomfiting information. Amber didn’t know what to believe, who to trust. A thousand dollars for her seemed excessive. Why would anyone pay that much? She tried to do the math, finding it as hard as always, but she knew she didn’t work close to 10 hours, and that meant that her hourly wage would be more than a hundred an hour. That didn’t make sense. Why pay so much for a slave. Weren’t they supposed to be cheap?

“How many men have you serviced?” Vivian asked her, moving on to the next question.

“Serviced?” she echoed.

“Yes. We know that sexual service is part of what the camp provides to its clients. Usually wealthy men who only want one thing.”

“No, it’s not like that,” Amber said. “While it’s true that I did work at a strip club—”

“A sex club.”

“No, it’s not—”

“Did they allow touch?” Vivian pressed her.

“Well, yes, I guess they did, but—”

“And hasn’t a man checked you out for his own pleasure?”

“Um, for his companionship, yes,” Amber had to concede.

“So they pimped you out?”

Amber sighed. There were so many things she wanted to say, to make it all sound so much better than how they were portraying the camp, what it did for her, and what she did for them.

But she was never allowed to speak up and complete a thought, much less a whole sentence. Soon enough, after a few more poses where she was asked to look distressed (not difficult, for the whole exchange had disturbed her very much) she was shuffled back to the van, returned to the camp (no lunch) and tossed out of the van after having her restraints removed.


Chapter 7: A Talk with Management

As the van drove off, she walked over to the guard station to be scanned back in and have her collar removed. Stomach rumbling, she went to her tent and sat there, unsure what had just happened.

It was early in the evening, Amber was in her tent, wondering if she should venture outside to see if Glenn, the boy she somewhat liked, would be around to chat with, so she put on her clothes, taking a moment to brush off some dirt that had stained the leg of her pants, and crawled out of her tent to go look for him. She found him sitting just inside his tent, the flap open, his arms wrapped around his knees and without exchanging a word, he scooted backwards and let her follow him inside his tent.

“Hey,” she said, shyly.

“Hey, Amber,” he replied with a soft smile. “How have you been?”

She sighed. “Could be better, I guess. I just, basically, got hijacked to do some interview with some weirdoes.”

“Weirdoes?” he echoed.

“Yeah, some political group that wants to fight the camps.”

“Oh, shit, yeah. I’ve heard of that. Did they feed you at least?”

“No!” she exclaimed. “They deliberately made me look pathetic. Well, even more pathetic than I already am.”

“You’re not pathetic,” he said, shaking his head and gently placing a hand on her cheek. “You’re gorgeous and smart and—”

“Okay,” she laughed. “That’s how I know you’re bullshitting me. I’m so not smart.”

“Whoa!” he exclaimed, putting his hand around the back of her head and gently prodding her to turn to face him. “You are anything but dumb, Amber. You’ve got a real head on those shoulders, don’t ever forget that. I can tell.”

Amber looked into his eyes, the sincerity evident there. At the very least he believed it, even if she still felt that he might be attributing too much to her. And at that moment she lost a bit of her heart to him, for what she saw in front of her was a boy who really seemed to like her for who she was, or at least for who he thought she was, not for what she could do for him. And she leaned forward and kissed him deeply as he returned the kiss with passion.

After a few breathless moments they separated and she blushed. She didn’t feel ready for sex. She wanted it, but somehow she felt dirty today. Not physically, nor mentally. It just felt like she had been dragged through something foul and she needed time to process this fully.

“What have you been up to?” she asked him.

“I’ve been doing stuff with some people,” he started, and Amber felt herself clench in a momentary twinge of unease.

“Um, who are these people?” she asked him.

“Them? Oh, nobody you need to worry about. I got it all under control.”

“Glenn, I’m worried. Are they criminals? What if you get into trouble?”

He laughed, the loud, uncomplicated laugh of youth, where everything is something that can surely be handled and concerns of consequences are easy to brush off.

“Amber, I’m always in trouble. You are too, haven’t you realized that yet?”

“No…I mean, like, real trouble,” she protested.

“Real trouble? You mean, different than when you inadvertently violate one of their bullshit rules here and get hauled off to get tortured? That kind of trouble?”

“You know what I mean,” she replied, somewhat annoyed. “I know I’ve gotten some bad treatment here, but in the end they still care for me and don’t do anything that would permanently hurt me. But if you’re out there doing stuff with dangerous people you could get really hurt. Or killed!”

“Don’t worry about me,” he said, dismissively. “I can handle myself.”

“I…I don’t know if I could handle something happening to you,” she sniffed. “You’re like the one thing here that makes me smile to think of.”

“Aww, that’s super sweet,” he said, looking in her eyes again. This time he reached forward and kissed her.

After another prolonged moment, she tore herself away.

“How do you handle being away from the camp and not getting work through them?” she asked. “I thought they kept track of that and kicked you out after a while?”

“Look, I handle that stuff. All you need to do is pay off the right people, and it’s like you’ve been a loyal cog in the machine this whole time,” he bragged.

“You pay people off? How?” she asked, dismayed.

“As I said, I’ve got a thing going on with some people. I do alright. Enough to keep out of trouble here. But things are looking up, Amber. Soon I’ll be making real money, and then I don’t need to stay here in this shit hole.” He looked at her, an unreadable expression in his eyes. “Maybe…maybe you could come with me then?”

“Come with you?”

“Yeah. If I make some real cash, I could rescue us both from here. Would you like that?”

Amber had to take a moment to think. On the one hand, her heart was beating at a furious pace as she contemplated a future where the two of them could live somewhere else and be happy. Maybe she could go to school? Finish high school and go to college? On the other hand, what if he was full of shit and she lost this opportunity to stay at the camp and at least have that as a place to live?

“I…I think I’d like that, Glenn, but I don’t trust—”

“You don’t trust me?” he asked, hurt in his voice.

“No, I don’t trust these people you talk about.”

“Okay, that’s fair,” he conceded. “Tell you what, you think it over, and I’ll let you look at my fat stacks when I get them, okay?”

“Sure,” she giggled.

Since it was getting late and she wanted to get back to her tent and relax her mind before going to sleep, she kissed Glenn again and made her way out of his tent, walking with somewhat more of a spring in her step, back to her tent.

She sat there for a moment, trying to deal with mixed emotions. She realized that she was basically in love with Glenn. It wasn’t the first crush she’d had in her life, but this felt different. Perhaps it was the more mature part of her that was looking out for her future and was seriously weighing the positives of making her way through life with another person by her side, someone who would care for her if she needed caring, who would support her as she pursued her dreams, someone she could care for too, if he needed it.

Amber had always been dependent on adults to help her out, even if their help hadn’t always been enough. Despite that, she thought of herself as being fiercely independent, no one on her side except herself. Could she really partner with someone her own age and make it work? She was still contemplating this when they came for her.

~ ~ ~

“Amber?”

She opened the zipper of her tent and peered out. To her consternation, it was Brad, the man who administered punishment here at Camp Corvallis.

“Um, yeah. Hi Brad, what’s…what’s up?” she stammered.

“Could you strip and come with me please?” he asked.

“Oh. Okay. Um, one moment please,” she said, lamely, as she took off the clothes she had put on to try and stay warm. She put them, carefully folded, into the lockbox and secured it before crawling out of the tent, looking back longingly as Brad escorted her through the gloomy drizzle towards the punishment trailer.

“What’s going on?” she asked again.

“Yolanda wants to ask you some questions,” he responded, his face carefully neutral.

“Why…why in here?” she stammered.

“Yolanda asked that we take care of some things while you’re being questioned,” came his reply, and it didn’t help her nerves at all.

He escorted her into the trailer, where Amber was distressed to see that another girl was on the floor, naked and bent over, her wrists and ankles locked to the floor, secured in a single wooden beam that forced her into what looked like a very stressful and painful position. How long had the poor girl been like this?

“Stand over here, please,” Brad said, and Amber obeyed. It was best to obey. She was nervous about being potentially kicked out of the camp. Despite what she had to go through, at least it was a situation that was partly under her control (current circumstances notwithstanding) and did result in feeding her at least some of the time. She sighed. Was she a fool?

As she woke from her contemplation, she found that her wrists had been tied together and Brad hoisted her up by those wrists, the rope hanging from the ceiling being shortened by means of pulleys and a crank. Her arms rose above her head, and she soon found herself on her tiptoes.

“Stay here,” Brad said, somewhat unnecessarily, and he exited the room, presumably to fetch Yolanda. It wasn’t more than a minute before the two of them reentered the trailer. She had probably been on her way to the punishment trailer already, Amber surmised. Her heart quickened as she saw the grim expression on Ms. Cruz’s face.

“Amber,” she started. “Didn’t I tell you to be careful with those people?”

“I—”

“It’s all over the news now!” Yolanda exclaimed. “A hit piece on our camp, how we mistreat our people, girls especially. Can you believe it?” she said, turning to Brad.

He looked over at Amber, strung up by her wrists, and the girl on the floor, struggling occasionally to get comfortable and then giving up.

“No way,” he said, sarcastically.

“You know what I mean! We punish when we have to, otherwise chaos reigns. Do you want chaos, Amber? Do you want everyone stealing from each other? Raping at will? Murder in the middle of the night? Huh?”

“No, Ma’am,” she replied.

“Yeah, me neither. That’s why we run a tight ship here. Everyone knows what they signed up for, and if we don’t enforce the rules then it’s unfair to those who follow the rules. But we don’t do what they’re claiming.”

“What are they claiming?” Brad asked.

“Outrageous stuff, like chaining our girls all the time. Starving them, abusing them.”

“I am a little hungry,” Amber started to say.

“Does this seem funny to you, Amber?” Yolanda asked, turning on her.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Cruz,” Amber said, her breath short as she strained to breathe properly in her stretched position. “They were…they were really weird.”

“Yeah, well, we’ve got another public relations disaster on our hands,” the woman said as she frowned. She sighed. “Look, you’re naive. I get that. Pretty much every girl that gets checked out by them winds up doing what you did. We really need to stop renting girls to them, to be honest. But policies are policies. We need to punish you.”

Amber grimaced. Wiggling ineffectually in her bonds, her wrists starting to hurt as they supported the weight of her body, she tried arguing.

“But it’s not fair! They were literally the only choice I had to pick from! And they distorted everything I said! They put me in chains, which you never did! Well, except for when I went through the intake, and—”

“Yeah,” Yolanda interrupted. “I know. They’re a government-exempt entity and when they want someone, no one else is allowed to bid for you. Still, I did warn you!”

“Oh, but…but I didn’t say anything!” Amber repeated. “This just isn’t fair! They said that I’m abused here; isn’t this abuse? Aren’t you proving them right?”

“So, you’re on their side now?” Yolanda asked, staring her down.

“No! That’s not…oh, my God!” Amber pouted, trying to stamp her feet in frustration, but finding it impossible, as the tip of her big toe barely touched the ground.

“Anyway,” Yolanda continued, ignoring her protestations. “Next time something like that comes up, just refuse to take it. That’s your right.”

“But then I don’t get to eat!” she cried out.

“Yeah, that’s your right too,” Yolanda responded. Turning to Brad, she gestured for him to start.

“Standard, ten on each breast?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Yolanda responded and promptly left the trailer. The girl stretched out on the floor briefly looked up, then returned her head to the resting position. She had enough of her own problems to deal with.

Brad turned to pick up a whip from the pegboard when the door opened again and Ms. Miranda Rodriguez entered. Amber raised her head wearily to regard the woman as she entered, closing the door behind her and coming to stand next to Amber, completely disregarding the girl stretched out on the floor, who couldn’t help but let out a little whine of discomfort.

“Amber?” Miranda regarded her with a look that bordered on disappointment.

“Hi, Ms. Rodriguez,” she answered, twisting a little in her bonds, her wrists starting to hurt a bit more. She almost wished the whipping would start already so this could be over with.

“I hear you did something you shouldn’t have,” Miranda said.

“I’m sorry. As I told Ms. Cruz, they tricked me and I—”

“Yeah, I know,” the woman interrupted her. “But I think it’s important for you to understand. There are always going to be people who disagree with our methods. We’re strict and we actively participate in what a lot of people are calling human trafficking. It’s nonsense, of course. Everyone here’s free to go anytime they want. Nobody’s keeping your ID hostage, nobody’s forcing anything on you. Do you want to leave?”

“No, no I don’t,” Amber said, trying hard to get more air into her lungs.

“Why not? If things are as bad as your interview made it out to be, why don’t you leave?” Miranda challenged her.

“Things…things aren’t as bad as they made…they made it seem like…I said. I want to stay, I…want to eat,” she wheezed.

“Right. Why can’t you just get a job outside? Why not just try to live like everyone else out there?”

“I…I can’t!” Amber protested. “There aren’t any jobs. The jobs that are out there are serviced by slaves like me.”

“Okay, so that’s a problem right there,” Miranda said, sounding annoyed.

“I know, that’s why I…why I’m here,” Amber agreed, twisting her wrists in the rope.

“No, I mean that word. You’re not slaves, okay? That horrible word isn’t something that should ever be used. You’re a resident and you get lent out, much like a placement service would lend out a domestic worker. Nobody owns you.”

“I’m sorry,” Amber wheezed. “I didn’t mean it like—”

“There’s a movement out there to shut down the camps, and that means a lot of people will lose their jobs, and the residents here, like you, will be out on the streets. Do you want to see that happen?”

“No,” Amber sighed.

“Do you want small businesses to lose their access to cheap labor? And have to raise their prices, putting lots of other families out on the street too?”

“No, Ma’am,” Amber said.

“Okay. Let’s chalk this up to an honest mistake.”

“Thank you,” Amber said.

“Brad, you can go ahead and start her punishment,” Miranda said as she turned to the door and exited the punishment trailer, much to Amber’s disappointment. She had hoped that she would be spared the physical part of her punishment, but no such luck.

“Hold still, please,” Brad said as he approached Amber with a martinet, the many strands of the whip coming out of the short handle holding Amber’s fascination with the way they dangled, almost danced on their way towards her. Soon, she knew, they would whistle their way onto her flesh, striking it, caressing it in their own interpretation of intimacy. She flinched as he put one hand on the small of her back to steady her. She closed her eyes.

The sound came, and the strands of the whip walloped her body, the upper and lower parts of her right breast taking the full impact, even her nipple not being spared as one strand scored directly across it.

Amber hissed and cried out, jerking in her bonds. She squeezed her eyes tightly closed as the whipping continued. Her left breast receiving an equal number of strokes before it ended, almost too quickly. Had she blacked out momentarily? She opened her eyes to look and beheld Brad, staring at her, the whip lowered.

He shook his head and went to the crank, lowering her and coming back to her after setting the whip down on a bench.

“Let’s keep this between us, okay,” he whispered.

“Keep what?” she asked.

“I just can’t…you don’t deserve the full punishment he said, again keeping his voice low. “Just keep it between us,” he repeated.

“Oh! Okay. Okay, thank you!” Amber said, looking down as he untied her wrists.

“Um…hello? I’m right here,” the girl suffering in the sitting stocks on the floor said.

“Yeah, well, you were a right bitch to me,” Brad retorted. “You’re doing the full time. And if you squeal on me, you’ll be back here right quick, got it?”

“Never mind,” the girl said, quietly.


Chapter 8: Alex

Released from her bonds, Amber thanked Brad again, whispered words of encouragement to the girl on the floor, and made her way out of the punishment trailer, clasping her breasts where the red marks of the whip hurt. She rubbed her nipples where the strands had stung particularly viciously and made her way back to her tent, closing the zipper, getting into her pajamas and sleeping bag, and going straight to sleep.

What a day.

The next morning promised to be more of the same grind, and Amber was starting to have doubts about how long she was going to do this. Every day getting up early in the morning, the enforced nudity in the cold drizzle of Oregon, with winter approaching. The constant threat of punishment, the sexual humiliation of the actual work, coupled with the threat of not getting any work and having to go without food as a result. It was all starting to grind on her, and she wondered if she wouldn’t be better off just going out into the world and seeing what she could find on her own.

Still, she figured that she would probably prefer to make that momentous decision some other day, not today. Perhaps if she didn’t get any job offers that seemed good to her, she might strike out on her own.

So she put her stuff away in her lockbox and headed out to the employment tent again, shivering in the cold drizzle, naked as usual, yet somewhat happy to see that the welts on her breasts had mostly healed. Signs of her punishment embarrassed her greatly.

Tapping on the tablet, she saw again that there was only one tile there. With her eyesight as bad as it was, she needed to strain to fully read what it said, especially in the subpar lighting, and her heart was thumping away as she finally made out that a man had rented her exclusively for the day. When she tapped on the tile, she saw to her delight that it was Alex! The kindly older man who had rented her after seeing her at the strip club. They had spent a lovely day (and night) together. Even though it had resulted in her being punished for missing curfew, she looked forward to being with him again.

And so it was that Amber accepted the job with a glad heart, all her prior dark thoughts put away. The collar fixed on her neck this morning gave her joy and a sense of purpose. The breakfast tasted particularly good, the whole wheat pancakes (not her favorite) were super tasty today and she slurped down her carton of orange juice and practically skipped to the showers to make herself all nice and clean for Alex.

Waiting at the pickup area with impatience, she finally saw his car pull up and ran over to greet him.

“Alex!” she called out, waving at him, her breasts bouncing as she ran up to the car.

He quickly came out into the light drizzle and embraced her with a warm hug. They went through the formalities of having her tag scanned and he opened the door for her like a gentleman.

Back in the car, he pulled a large, heavy white towel with thick blue stripes from the backseats and handed it to her, the soft cotton feeling so indulgent to her. She thanked him profusely as she wrapped it around her body and buckled herself in. The ride to his home was filled with pleasant banter as they caught up on each other’s lives. Alex was rather distressed to hear of Amber’s punishment, even though she had vastly understated the severity of it. But she laughed it off, hoping to make him feel less guilty about it. After all, it wasn’t really his fault.

Alex had, apparently had a few medical things to deal with and Amber remembered how he had needed a pill urgently after they had sex.

“Is it something with your heart?” she asked, concerned, looking over at him as he navigated the car into his garage.

“Yeah, but it’s okay. Really,” he said, smiling at her. “I’ll be here longer than I’ll want to,” he laughed. “But for now, let’s just enjoy our company together.”

They made their way from the garage into the house though the back door, Amber still wrapped up in the towel, and once inside she luxuriated in the warmth. Alex kept his house well heated for the cold of the gray day, and she deeply appreciated that particular luxury.

“Amber,” Alex asked her as they reached the kitchen where Amber paused for a moment, eying the fridge and wondering if she would be bold enough to ask for a soda to drink.

“Yes, Alex?”

“Would you like to go on a little hike with me?” he asked, almost shyly.

“A hike?” she repeated.

“Yeah, there’s a nice nature reserve near here. Avery Park. Have you been there?” he asked, leaning against the center island with one hand, his face looking into hers, taking in her hair, her eyes, her lips, and occasionally dropping down to gaze at her collar, the chains of it glistening with the leftover drops of rain and she blushed to think that this man would want to spend his day with her. On a hike.

“I haven’t,” she responded. “I’ve heard of it, I think. Is it nice?”

“Oh yeah!” he enthused. “I love it there. I used to go—never mind. That was a long time ago. A different life. I’d like to make new memories there. Ones I can cherish without feeling pangs of sadness.”

“Alex,” she said, voice dropping almost to a whisper. She came up against him, feeling the towel unfurl and start to drop from her body. “I’d love to. But, um…do you have any clothes for me?”

“Oh! Yeah, of course!” he said, beaming as his face lit up with joy, an almost childlike glow. He hugged Amber tighter, resting his head in the crook of her shoulder and she could almost swear that he was crying, although there was no sound, only the connection that sometimes occurs among people who share a need for something, anything that reminds them that the world can still be a place filled with joy and hope.

Reluctantly he let her go, gazing admiringly at her exposed body as she let the towel slowly drop from her.

“Come,” he said, softly, as he reached for her hand and she let the towel drop completely to the floor and followed him as he led her to the main bedroom, where he opened the rightmost side of the closet.

“I still have some dresses from her, ones that I couldn’t bear to throw out. Some of them might fit you. And over there,” he said, gesturing to a dresser, “in the lowest drawer are some underwear that might work for you. Don’t ask why I still have them,” he grinned bravely.

Amber gazed at the dresses. They were so beautiful. What she wouldn’t give to be allowed to have one of them as her own. But it would be wasted on her. Where would she ever be where she could justify wearing something as pretty as one of these exquisite works. When she turned, she saw Alex standing there next to the opened drawer, holding out a pair of pink panties.

She came over and saw that they were, thankfully, part of a pack of new panties. He held it out to her and she took them in her hands. They were super soft and looked to be her size. As he nodded, she bent over and, lifting one leg, put her foot through, then the other and slowly pulled them up her legs, wiggling her butt to slip them over her bottom and her mound. She adjusted the waistband and looked down, blushing to see that the outline of her slit was prominent in the sheer fabric of the garment. She sensed his eyes fixated on her mound, her feminine lines and curves a delightful canvas for his masculine energy to paint his desire upon.

“It almost seems…um,” she whispered. “It almost seems a waste to put them on…right now.”

“Yeah…maybe…maybe in a little bit?” he said softly, coming forward to put his hands on her bottom, embracing her. He gently squeezed her cheeks and Amber blushed to feel herself getting wet, preparing herself for what she wanted, what she knew he wanted too, and she could feel his manhood hardening inside his pants, pressed against her.

“Should I…” she started as he pressed his lips against hers and she reveled in the kiss, sloppy and awkward as it was at first. She felt his tongue searching, probing her and she let him in, pushing her tongue into his mouth as well, and the two of them continued this way for a while, as his hands fondled her bottom with increasing urgency. Finally, it was time for Amber to hook her thumbs into the waistband of her pretty new panties and push them gently down, their lips breaking their seal as she continued to push her panties down past her hips and then her knees and then they were pooled at her feet.

Somehow, she felt more naked now than she had coming up to the car, completely naked as she usually was. Strange, but the brief moment of having her privates covered in his presence was enough to invoke a sense of modesty that had been missing for so long. Alex bent over, his right hand coming around to stroke her bare mound as he fixed his lips on her left nipple, pulling it into his mouth and sucking greedily on it, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh as she gasped and bit her lip.

His finger found its way into her slot and slipped easily in, helped by the copious amounts of lubrication she was producing. She found herself spreading her legs, bending her knees slightly, lowering herself further onto his finger, feeling vulnerable, horny, and eager to be penetrated by more than just his finger.

“Let me undress you,” she whispered.

He slowly, gently removed his finger from her and his mouth from her nipple, looking at her with longing such as she had never seen before, and it almost scared her to be the object of such desire. She gently pushed him down onto the bed, and worked at the buckle of his belt, opening it and undoing the button and zipper of his pants before pulling insistently at them, struggling to get him out of them. He lifted his bottom off the bed to help, and she managed to finally get them off along with his shoes and socks, turning her attention to his boxers which were now struggling to contain his erection.

She made quick work of the garment and grasped his shaft, looking at it and then lowering her head, pursing her lips, kissing him right on the tip before licking him right under the head. She bent down further, running her tongue all the way along his shaft then engulfing him in her mouth. He groaned loudly and she felt him jerking as if it were all a bit too much for him to handle. Still, she continued, pulling him further into her mouth, caressing his shaft with her tongue as she began bobbing up and down, feeling him as he reacted, the subtle shifts and changes in his body a language she was eager to learn. Even now she could read him, at least the more basic passages his penis wrote in her mouth giving her much to work with, and she adapted as she could, keeping him on the edge, teasing and drawing out his lust, making him ready for her.

Finally, she could bear it no longer, and she scrambled onto the bed, straddling him, positioning her hole right above the tip of his cock as she reached down between her legs with one hand and adjusted his angle, pushing herself down on him and sighing as he parted her lower lips and pushed into her.

“Uhhh,” they both cried out at the same time, and she giggled as he smiled and she let go of him, putting both hands down on the bed next to his head and began driving down on him, up and down, grinding her clit against his pelvis, feeling the roughness of his pubic hair against her sensitive flesh, biting her lip and squeezing her eyes shut for just a brief second as she allowed herself to feel every bit of the pleasure she was milking from their bodies with all the concentration she could give this moment.

Alex squirmed underneath her and began thrusting himself, unable to keep from moving things along, taking his own pleasure and giving her more in the same moment, and Amber squealed with shock and came, her tunnel tightening and squeezing and milking from him his essence as he spurted within her, his face red and a grimace almost of terror, so intense it was.

Soon enough, their mutual trembling died down and Amber collapsed onto him, both of them slick with sweat and so they lay, in each other’s arms, thoughts of going on a walk momentarily set aside.

~ ~ ~

Eventually they did make it outside, Amber and Alex taking a mutual shower and getting dressed, Amber in her pink panties and the beautiful dress. She selected a pair of socks and tried on a pair of sneakers that were tucked away, deep in the back of the closet, finding that they fit her quite well. She wouldn’t want to walk for too long in them, as they were a tiny bit too big and would rub, but for a gentle stroll they were perfect. She didn’t ask where they came from—she knew, and undoubtedly it would bring back painful memories that were best kept tucked away for now.

A brief drive and they were there, Avery Park, parked and got out, feeling a slight drizzle, but nothing to worry about as the path Alex selected would take them mostly underneath the tree canopy and shelter them from the worst of it. Nevertheless, Amber hugged the jacket that Alex had given her tightly around her, more to protect her pretty dress from getting wet than from the cold. There was a fire burning in her at the moment, lit by the joy of life itself, and she basked in it as they walked, keeping a gentle pace through the pretty green landscape of the nature preserve.

“Are you happy, Amber?” Alex asked her at one point as they passed by the edge of a winding river.

“Yes,” she said and left it at that, punctuating her answer with a tighter grip on his arm and a warm smile, filled with all the proof he needed to see.

“I’m glad,” he said and remained quiet for a while, but then he spoke again, and it seemed with reluctance.

“I have to tell you something, Amber,” he started.

“What is it?” she responded, looking up at him, concerned suddenly.

“I don’t want to spoil the mood,” he said. “We’re having such a lovely time.”

“Please, tell me,” she said.

“Well, you may have noted, the last time you were with me, that I have some…medical issues.”

“You said, your heart?” Amber pressed one hand gently on his chest, missing his heart, for she had aimed right in the center, but she meant well, and Alex understood.

“Yes, I…I have to be careful, with what I do, how I exert myself. But I just can’t help it…I want to be with you, to enjoy you,” he said. “I don’t care what happens.”

“Oh! But…but I don’t want you to overexert yourself! Do you think it’s dangerous for us to have sex?”

“No,” he said, dismissively. “I just have to make sure to take my medication, that’s all.”

But Amber knew he was lying. It was simply a risk he was willing to take. But could she take that risk? Should she, on the other hand, deprive him, and her of their company? Did she have that right? In a very real way she didn’t. She was really just a slave, purchased by him for the day. What he didn’t really seem to understand was that when he put an exclusive order on her, the choice she had was between accepting and then doing what he wanted her to do or going without food if she declined. Most likely, he would be happy with just being together with her if she said no to sex, for his sake. But that would hurt him too.

Amber finally decided that he was going to have to be the bigger adult here. She was only 18, after all. An adult to be sure, but he was so much older and surely had more life experience and decisions like this should be left to him. She would do what he wanted, especially since she wanted it too, and let him ensure that what they did together was compatible with his health and his ability to handle.

This time they managed to get her back to the camp in time. After their walk they had gone back to his house, made love again, slowly and languidly, Amber keeping a careful watch over him, seeing that he seemed perfectly capable of surviving the day, and, wrapped in the warm towel again, they drove back to the camp, and Amber kissed him goodbye and went back to her tent, the mist in the air contributing an extra splash of moisture to already dampened eyes.


Chapter 9: Racing

Another morning, another trip to the employment tent, and this time Erin found to her amazement that there were no less than 5 offers waiting for her! What a difference it made when someone didn’t reserve her exclusively! She looked over the offers, tapping on each tile and squinting at the details, her eyesight acting up again. As she did, she felt the familiar feeling of her period starting up. Crap! How long had it been since the last one? She had completely forgotten about that little detail of life, having never suffered too much from cramps, and having relatively light flows even on the worst days, but somehow during the time she had left her home to now she hadn’t had a period at all! Maybe the stress?

She’d have to get herself some products, presumably they provided them here. But in the meantime, she needed to choose something, so she selected the tile marked “RaceGirls - Your Number One Electro— Venue!” Amber couldn’t really see what that word was, and she squinted even harder at the screen, but in the dim light the letters blurred together the more she strained and finally she just figured it might be Electrocart and accepted it, eager to get her collar on and find a tampon. It sounded like it might be a fun place, and she would probably be a hostess or something.

“Oh, you’re going there?” the woman at the desk muttered as she fixed Amber’s collar on, having scanned her cuff and paused for a moment at the screen.

“Yeah, why?” Amber challenged.

“Oh, no reason. It’s just…I don’t think I’ve ever seen another girl choose that one. Anyway, have fun!”

“Thanks!” Amber replied. “Say, where can I get some feminine hygiene items?”

“Yeah, just go to the side over there. They hand them out every morning.”

“Cool,” Amber replied and walked over to a desk in the far corner of the tent where, indeed, a woman was standing watch over a bin with boxes of tampons.

“Hi, um…I think I’ve just started my period. Can I…”

“Yeah, sure,” the woman manning the station replied. “We have the latest—antitoxic, should last the whole day if you’ve got light flow, but I’ll give you a box.”

“Oh, thanks!” Amber replied and took the box. Now she had a quandary. Should she go to the shower trailer and put one in there or wait until after breakfast. Having left the tent, she discreetly tested her opening with a finger to see if the situation was developing and decided that perhaps she should indeed go to a toilet stall quickly, just to make sure. Nervous about missing breakfast, she hurried. Finding an empty stall was not easy, as a number of women had already finished breakfast and were now in here to shower and clean up for work. But she managed and in the privacy of the stall, she unwrapped one of the tampons, finding it to be a pleasing shade of light aqua. She pushed it in and tucked the string deep inside her, looking down to make sure nothing was showing.

Done with that, she washed her hands and scurried over to the breakfast tent, grabbing some scrambled eggs, toast and jam, along with a small carton of milk. The box of tampons she hid on her lap, feeling embarrassed about it. The incongruity of it all did strike her as silly. Here she was, completely naked with others as naked as she, both men and women, and she was embarrassed about a normal bodily function that affected absolutely no one else here.

After breakfast, Amber ran over to her tent to deposit her box of tampons in her lockbox, her breasts bouncing distractingly as she did so, then off to the showers where she scrubbed away, brushed her teeth and dried off to get ready for work.

Once again, there she was, waiting at the pickup area, feeling as self-conscious as ever, and finally the van came. It certainly couldn’t be missed—bright yellow, with black and red lettering splashed across the sides proclaiming the name of the company: Electrocunt Racing. Electrocunt! Amber’s eyes bulged. What the hell?

A young man bounced out of the passenger side of the front and came up to her, holding his phone up.

“Amber?” he called out, fixing her with his eyes as he confirmed her photo on his phone.

“Yeah,” she replied and waved.

“Cool!” he said, giving her a once-over and finding her quite acceptable, for he grinned as he leaned over and scanned her tag. “Come and get in the back, we’ll be there soon, it’s just a quick ride.”

“Okay, yeah, um…what exactly do you guys do?” she asked as she stepped into the van and buckled her seatbelt. The door slammed closed and he got into the passenger side seat, the driver checking her out in the rearview mirror.

“You don’t know?” the driver asked, as he navigated out of the pickup area and entered the flow of traffic.

“Sorry, I don’t see too well, and I guess I just didn’t see the name of your place and…”

Both men laughed. “Hoo, boy! That’s a first,” the young man who had scanned her said.

“So, what do you do?” she asked again, feeling more nervous now.

“We’re a competitive racing establishment, using girls as the, um, thing that’s being raced,” he said.

“Yeah, and gambled on, basically,” the driver chimed in.

“Guys pick their girl, and if she wins the race, they get a payout. Less if she finishes second, and so on.”

“There’s a whole bracket system,” the driver said as they turned a corner just a bit too fast, and Amber leaned over with the force of it.

“But, what’s the whole…electro part of it?” she asked, not eager to say the second part of the word.

“Well, that’s the thing…oh, we’re here,” the driver said, as they pulled into the driveway of a rather nondescript building’s parking lot and parked near what looked like a back service entrance. Amber was getting used to the general procedure here, and complied as they shuttled her from the van, through the door, and into a dimly lit room where another man was waiting. He scanned her tag, nodded appreciatively and gestured Amber to follow him into another room where a whole group of girls was sitting, all of them completely nude like Amber. That made her feel a lot better. At least she wasn’t the only girl here.

“Okay, girls! We’ve got our last one here, so I can start with the orientation. Now,” he said, “a lot of you have been here before, but we’ve got a few new girls, so I’ll go over the rules.”

One of the girls sitting on a bench gestured for Amber to come sit next to her, and she did so, thankful for the kind gesture. Amber couldn’t help but notice that none of the other girls here wore collars. None that she could see, anyway.

“Before the racing starts, you’ll all be distributed across the brackets in a random fashion. When it’s your turn to race, you’ll be hooked up to the bikes and restrained—yes? A question?”

Amber looked over to her side to see a girl, a pretty brunette, had raised her hand.

“Um, why are we restrained?” the girl asked.

“Yeah, that’s just…well, you’ll see in a moment,” he said, by way of a non-answer. “Now, your labia are going to be hooked up to electric leads. Yes?” he rolled his eyes as the same girl had raised her hand again.

“Um, why exactly…”

He sighed. “I was just getting to that. May I continue?”

“Yes, sorry.”

“Okay. So your labia get hooked up to electric leads. A computer controls the current flowing though you. Don’t worry, it’s never going to be high enough to cause any damage. But the way it works, the faster you pedal, the more it hurts.”

“Why would we pedal fast then?” another girl asked.

“Well, you want to win, don’t you?” he responded. He looked around at the blank faces. “Trust me, you want to win in each match up. The loser has to match up with another girl anyway, and your base pain level is cranked up according to how many times you’ve lost.”

“So…if we pedal through the pain, we can win, and then…?” the second girl asked.

“Yeah, placing highly in the rankings, after all the races are done, will win you a portion of the pot. Except for you, Amber. Your camp gets the winnings, but still, I’m sure you don’t want to be stuck on the bike with a high pain level, right?”

“Oh, um, no,” she stuttered. Wow. This was going to suck!

When he had finished, he took some questions. Mainly about payout percentages, how long each race was expected to last, and a question about refreshments, which interested Amber most of all. The facility had a whole buffet that the girls were entitled to use, during which time they were expected to mingle with the mostly male patrons and entice them to wager on them. In fact, they were told, it was time to get out there and strut their stuff, get the men and women to engage with them so they would wager.

Amber marched out with the other girls, eager to ask some of them what exactly had enticed them to participate in this, other than the prospect of earning some money, but before she could do so, they were in the main racing room and Amber grew extremely shy, seeing the many eyes turning to stare. Still, she gamely ventured out onto the main floor where the gathered patrons came up to the girls and started talking to them. The questions started out innocuous enough, but quickly delved into specifics: how old she was, had she done this before, was she an athlete? One of the girls there to race was a gymnast and that seemed to excite many of the patrons. Another had studied ballet and that was seen as a positive as well.

“Why do they care about that?” Amber asked one of the girls when they had a moment to themselves.

“Pain tolerance,” came the answer, and Amber was reminded again of the trial that awaited her and the other girls here. She became increasingly nervous and it seemed that the others could sense that and the numbers they whispered amongst themselves seemed lower when applied to Amber than the other girls.

All too soon a bell rang out and the man from the briefing came out and announced that the girls were going to be set up for the first round of races. He called out two girl’s names: Melinda and Amber.


Chapter 10: A Victory of Sorts

Amber gulped. It was time for her to race, and she hadn’t gotten to see another girl do it first. She hated that, preferring to not be the first to have to do something, even in school. But there was no getting around this, so she reluctantly stepped up to the front of the space where a couple of stationary bikes were set up. A man in a striped uniform stood next to one of the bikes and motioned for her to come over.

“It’s pretty much a standard stationary exercise bike,” he said to her. “You just step up on the pedals and I’ll secure you, okay?”

“Sure,” she said and stepped on the nearest pedal with her left foot, swinging her leg over to rest on the other pedal, setting herself down on the saddle. The man bent down and secured both of her ankles to the pedals with cuffs attached to the pedals with short chains. That was going to be annoying, she thought, figuring the chain might swing against the side of her ankle while she was pedaling.

“Lean forward and grasp the handlebars,” he said. As she did so, he cuffed her to the handlebars, the short chains ensuring she wouldn’t be able to move her hands from where they were secured. Exactly why this was necessary she really couldn’t fathom, until she looked over to where an audience had gathered and saw the gleam in the eyes of the men, and the few women there. This was clearly a turn-on for them. This wasn’t so much about wagering on who was the most athletic. This was about seeing girls subjugate themselves for money.

“Alright, now lift yourself off the saddle and try to spread as much as possible,” the man said as he reached down to a set of cables that were hanging below the seat. Amber complied, a little embarrassed by the fact that she currently had a tampon in her but decided that wasn’t really her problem to worry about. Let them deal with it; she had other concerns at the moment. Looking down between her legs she saw the two cables, one red, one black, each terminating in a wicked looking clamp. He reached between her legs, grasping one of her outer labia and swiftly secured the first clamp onto it, causing her to hiss with the sudden pain.

As Amber worked to process the mischief occurring between her legs, she heard the whining protest coming from the girl next to her, also being prepared for the race and not liking it very much, apparently. Another shock of pain signaled the second wire was now attached to her other labia.

“You’re not going to want to sit on the seat itself,” he said to her.

“Huh?”

“Don’t sit on the seat. When the race starts the seat itself will be electrified.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Sitting while pedaling can mess with the contacts on your pussy,” he explained. “So, we discourage it. But if you really need to, be my guest.” And with that he stepped away and Amber decided not to test the truth of what he said, so she remained standing on the pedals while she looked around nervously, settling at last on her opponent: Melinda, a young woman, probably not more than a few years older than her, with light brown hair pulled back in a ponytail and rather large breasts that hung pendulously from her chest as she bent slightly over the handlebars. Melinda looked over at her with a grim expression, her light brown eyes saying nothing, but Amber knew she shouldn’t be fooled. This woman was currently her opponent and if she wanted to escape greater pain later, she should suffer as much as she could handle now and beat her.

In front of the two girls on their bikes, a large screen lit up to show computer-generated images of the two bikes, with animated cartoonish versions of themselves mounted on each, in a setting that resembled a racecourse, with spectator stands on each side.

“Okay, girls! Are you ready?” Both of them nodded, turning their heads towards the screen and adjusting their postures.

“Ready…set…go!” he called out and Amber began pedaling, almost immediately finding out just how devious this contraption was, for as she worked against the resistance of the pedals, she began to feel a warmth building on each of her lower lips, and that warmth quickly became a stinging, painful sensation that seemed to travel from one lip to the other by way of her clitoris.

“Ow…” she hissed as she saw the avatar of her bike-mounted self-moving ahead of Melinda’s, but not by very much, for Melinda was pedaling vigorously as well, the hiss of pain from her audible through the cheers and roars of encouragement from the assembled spectators.

Amber pushed harder on the bike, determined to stay ahead of Melinda and began to clench her teeth with the pain as the faster she pedaled, the sharper the sting of pain from the clamps, the jangling of the chains on her ankles and wrists, and the uncomfortable feeling of the clamps rubbing against her inner thighs falling to the background as her mind focused on the sharp, biting pain in her most intimate parts. Through squinting eyes, she could see that Melinda was falling behind so she relaxed a tiny bit, but that turned out to be a mistake, as Melinda took that as an opening to catch up and surpass her.

Momentum and inertia are wicked things, and as Melinda raced ahead of Amber, she bit her lip and pushed even harder than before, the pain now a burning fire that she felt sure was burning her pussy lips to a cinder, but she simply wouldn’t accept defeat, not on this, the first race of them all. Crying out in pain, she stepped up even higher on the pedals, using the balls of her feet and pushed through, the pain in her calves and legs nothing compared to what was going on between her legs, but with a desperate squeal, she found herself crossing the finish line just barely ahead of Melinda who let out a cry of anguished despair.

Immediately Amber stopped pedaling, and the searing pain between her legs slowly faded away, to be replaced by the sound of cheering that washed over her.

“And the winner is Amber!” the man acting as referee yelled out. “Let’s hear it for Amber, and let’s hear it for Melinda as well. She did great. Not great enough to avoid a more painful next round, but still!”

And Amber looked over at Melinda, apologetically, but was relieved to find that the girl was not crying or angry. In fact, she was grinning sheepishly and gave Amber a thumbs up, her hands still chained to the handlebars but able to lift up a few inches.

Thanks, Amber mouthed to her and was further relieved to find the painful clamps were being removed from her pussy, each removal causing a moment of pain, followed by relief. Unchained from the bike, she made her way down and out of the arena on wobbly legs.

Back among the crowd, she was roundly congratulated as another two girls were selected and mounted on their bikes. In a way, Amber was glad to have gone before anyone else. Having seen how she and Melinda had suffered on the bikes made the next girls even more nervous. Sometimes ignorance really is bliss.

“Hey, congratulations,” a girl said to her, and she turned to see Melinda.

“Oh, thanks! Say, I’m sorry you—”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve done this before and I know what I’m getting into,” she replied. “I’m just impressed with how well you handled that pain.”

“Thanks. I guess…I guess I’ve got some experience, especially when it comes to getting hurt down there,” she said, jokingly.

“Oh? Does that happen a lot? Um, cause of…cause of what you…are?” Melinda asked, haltingly.

“You mean, cause of…” and Amber touched her collar. “No, it’s just some of the jobs…I had a gig at a medical lab a little while ago. They did stuff…”

“Oh, you poor girl!” Melinda grimaced. “They really need to outlaw human testing. I’m so sorry you have to live like this. If only our politicians were better at providing for people rather than corporations, am I right?”

“Yeah, I guess? Um, why are you here, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“Why? I guess I just need the money, really. I’ve got a lot of student loans. Training to be a nurse,” she said proudly.

“That’s wonderful,” Amber said as she tried hard to ignore the squeals and cries of pain from the girls who were currently racing. And while Amber was genuinely impressed with the girl taking on such an important field of work, she was more determined than ever to not lose. Even though she personally wouldn’t be taking any money home since the camp took all her earnings, she simply didn’t want to lose. Losing meant more pain, and humiliation, without any potential upside. Of course, she might just deliberately pedal very slowly and not even try. But she was afraid that she would get a bad report on her record, and it wasn’t beneath the camp to discipline her for that. And they would hurt her worse than this place would, no matter how hard she pedaled.

Amber participated in two more rounds, winning the first and losing the second, much to her dismay. That meant that she got paired up with another girl, a blonde with smallish breasts and a set of pouty lips that made her face look like she was perpetually scowling. But she was actually a sweet girl. They had chatted during lunch, which was chicken wings and onion rings.

Because both girls had lost before, the base pain level on their pussy clamps was set higher than before. Amber’s opponent, Jessica, let out a loud squeal when the race started, and yelled out “oh my God, oh my God,” the whole time, while Amber gritted her teeth and powered through it, thinking only of one thing the whole time. When this was done, she would go back to the camp and find Glenn, the boy who had taken her virginity when she had first arrived at the camp. She visualized him, his face, his hair, his chest, and the cock that had pushed inside her. She had welcomed him inside her and felt glad that he had initiated her into her new sexual world. It was time to go back to him and really experience him: hang out, kiss, make love. While Alex was very sweet and loving too, and she had enjoyed her time with him a lot, Glenn was something different, though. He was like her, one of the camp residents, a vagabond in some ways, a dreamer and free spirit, happy to do without a job occasionally and take care of himself when needed. He understood Amber in ways that Alex would never be able to.

Crying out in pain, Amber opened her eyes and saw that she had crossed the finish line ahead of Jessica. The cheers rang out and Amber stopped pedaling, happy to be done, sad that she wasn’t in first place, but she had achieved third place and that was something. Perhaps the camp would get a nice bonus for her work, and she could bask in the relative achievement. Wasn’t that worth a bronze medal? If they had this in the Olympics, she would definitely be coming home with the bronze. She giggled to herself as they let her off the bike and she shook hands with Jessica and accepted the handshakes and hands patting her back as the patrons who had won money on her cheered her.


Chapter 11: A Death

Amber’s euphoria from having completed her challenge with such good results lasted well into the rest of the day, as she was allowed and encouraged to partake of some of the treats that the venue had, including a bowl of candy. Amber hadn’t had candy in a very long time, and she enjoyed the experience thoroughly.

But soon enough it was time to say goodbye, and she hugged the other girls who had all dressed back in their clothes by this point, the free girls all collecting some amount of money, even the last placed girl getting almost forty dollars for her efforts. In many ways that was unfair to that girl, as she had suffered the most, having lost the most times, and therefore having her base pain level increased the most times, but such was life. Amber, of course, got nothing and had no clothes to change back to.

But she nonetheless enjoyed the ride back to camp, for she kept dreaming of finding Glenn and catching him up on all her adventures and maybe cuddling with him. That thought made the gray, gloomy sky outside bearable for the entire ride home, and she rushed through the formalities of being scanned back in and having her collar removed.

Freed from it, she rushed to the bathrooms to freshen up, then back to her tent where she unlocked her lockbox and put on her clothes, the only clothes she had, in fact. Slipping her shoes on outside of her tent and pulling up the hood of her hoodie, she went out to find his tent. But when she got there it was dark.

“Hey, Meg,” she said once she found the woman sitting outside her tent, Meg having been one of the first people here to help her orient herself. “Do you know where Glenn is?”

“No, sorry honey. I think he went out this morning, and I haven’t seen him since. I’m sure he’ll be back before curfew, though. Want me to tell him you’re looking for him if I see him?”

Amber blushed. “No, that’s okay. Um, I’ll see if he’s around tomorrow. I think I really just want to relax in my tent. It’s been a long day.”

“Oh yeah? Wanna talk about it?”

“Um, have you ever done…it’s called,” and here she lowered her voice to a whisper, suddenly shy. “Electrocunt Racing?”

Meg let out a guffaw. “Oh, my God. No way. They really have something called that?”

“Yeah,” Amber replied, blushing even more.

“Now I absolutely need to know everything about it! Come on, don’t hold out on me!”

Amber sighed. “Okay, basically it’s some weird sports gambling thing where people bet on girls racing on bikes, but their, um, pussies are wired to electricity, and the faster you pedal the more it hurts but it’s worse to lose.”

“Oh fuck! And you did that? Shit. Did you win?”

“No, but I got in third place. I guess that was good enough to avoid the worst of it, although it hurt like hell when the race was on.”

“Oh, poor baby!” Meg exclaimed, and rushed in to give her a warm, comforting hug. “Well, you take that pussy home and give it a good rest, okay? Maybe it’s better your boy isn’t here,” she teased.

Amber blushed again, not knowing what to say, so she just hugged back and disentangled herself from the woman, making her way back to her tent after waving goodbye.

She made a quick detour to the bathrooms to pee and brush her teeth and then scampered through the growing drizzle to her tent where she sealed herself in and changed into her pajamas. She snuggled into her sleeping bag and closed her eyes, falling into a restless sleep.

~ ~ ~

Amber knew she was dreaming, she could still feel the sleeping bag around her, the thin pillow that was integrated into the structure of the bag the only thing between her head and the hard fabric surface of the tent and the wooden platform it was erected on. She could dimly hear the patter of rain on the nylon fabric overhead. But she also lived the dream, reveled in it. Embraced it. At this moment it was as much a part of her life as the reality of the world she was forced to live in.

She was in a home. A real house that looked quite a bit like Alex’s house but wasn’t. That she was sure of, and there was something in that knowledge that made her feel safe and happy. She was dressed in pajamas, and they were pink and frilly and covered in images of cute forest creatures. And some of those creatures were somehow moving, shifting positions, changing. But when she stopped to look at herself in a mirror, she could detect no motion at all, no matter how hard she peered at herself. She couldn’t bring herself to be perturbed by this as it simply wasn’t a big deal. Clothes did that sometimes and as long as the scene didn’t turn into something disturbing there was nothing one should bother to do about it.

She took a moment to look at her hair, the soft dark-blonde tresses particularly bouncy and vibrant today. It may have been her new shampoo. She took one strand and brought it to her nose, enjoying the scent of cleanliness. It was almost lunchtime and she was feeling hungry, and Amber rose from the couch where she had suddenly found herself, the transition jarring. Slightly uncomfortable. She needed to make herself some lunch otherwise she would starve.

Finding herself in the kitchen she rose on her tiptoes as far as she could stretch, her wrists hurting, the breath coming in shallow, difficult, her chest heaving with the exertion of it, until she could grasp the plate she was reaching for and she carefully brought it down, and she stared at the plate for a good long moment, noticing that she was naked again, her breasts still as perky and fresh as they had ever been, the pink, pointed nipples prominent and yearning for something.

Amber set the plate down on the kitchen counter, looking out the side of the house, at the rain that fell there and the many tents that were pitched in the backyard, and she shuddered at the thought of all those poor people huddled in them, trapped in their tents by the rain, unable to get out to do the grunt work that kept them alive. Such a tragedy, and Amber’s eyes teared up, dripping great big, fat tears that fell onto the plate.

She ate. Pancakes. Big, fluffy ones with jam on the side. Opposite her sat Meg, naked as well, her breasts bigger today and Amber complimented her on them.

“Such wonderful breasts you have, Meg,” she said, and the woman smiled and laughed, pure joy emanating from her, a joy that made Amber smile too, for Meg had not often been a woman that expressed joy.

“Thanks, Amber,” she said as she helped herself to some of Amber’s pancakes. “They help me to survive.”

“How do you mean?” she asked, innocently.

“You know. Men like them. And when men like them, then I get to eat.”

Amber frowned. “That doesn’t seem right,” she said. “Why would it matter? Why wouldn’t you get to eat anyway?”

“Oh, that’s just how things are,” Meg replied, nonchalantly, her mouth full of pancakes, some syrup dribbling down her chin.

“But that just isn’t right,” Amber continued, growing more distressed the more she thought about it. “Why do we have to trade our bodies for food? Why can’t we just have successful careers and earn our money just like anyone else and have a wonderful life?” she asked, waving an arm around to encompass her beautiful home.

“Why?” Meg put down her fork and leaned back. “Amber, don’t be so naive. The whole world is set up this way, to make sure that only some people get what they want most of all in life. We can’t all have everything, right? The world just isn’t big enough, isn’t beautiful enough to give everyone everything they want. So, some people, the top people, the chosen ones, they get to have it all, and the only way they can get that to happen is to make sure everyone else works hard to give them all that there is to give.”

“What? No. I refuse to…I refuse to believe it!” Amber pulled the plate closer to her, the remnants of her pancakes seeming smaller to her now. Perhaps Meg had been allowed to take too much?

“What don’t you believe?” Meg challenged her.

“I don’t believe that the world doesn’t have enough beauty in it. I think it has more than enough to…to feed, to nurture.”

“Come on! How well has it nurtured you so far?”

“I…I’m alive aren’t I?” Amber protested. “I have this beautiful house. It’s my home. My home with—”

“With your husband? The man who lets you live here, who feeds you, who fucks you as payment?”

“No! He loves me and I love him. We built this life together. The two of us! We helped each other out when one of us needed help, and together we built this! You’re just bitter! Bitter because you couldn’t open your eyes and do what needed to be done to get ahead in life!” Amber was really angry now, and she felt herself shifting in her sleeping bag, the rough surface underneath her hurting momentarily.

“Oh, I didn’t open my eyes?” Meg retorted. And sitting next to her was Brad, clad entirely in black leather, with a nasty looking whip in his hand.

“Hey, Amber. What’s good today?” he asked.

“Pancakes. It’s what’s for lunch,” she replied.

“Where’d you get those?” he asked.

“I made them. Here, in my kitchen, by myself!”

“Oh? Where’s your husband?” Meg challenged. “Why didn’t you make him any?”

“He’s working,” she said, feeling defensive.

“Sounds like you could use a good, strong whipping,” Brad intoned, slapping the strands of the whip against his leather-clad palm.

“Nothing here is for you, Amber,” Meg continued. “It’s for rich people who need our help to stay that way. It’s our sacred duty to do everything in our power to help them out. It’s so much harder for a rich person when they lose everything, than it is for us, who never had anything to begin with. Don’t you care about them? Do you want to see the beautiful people suffer? Do you hate them so much?”

“No!” Amber protested. “I don’t have anything against them! Alex…I mean, Glenn, I mean my husband, he’s nice. He loves me. I love him. It has nothing to do with money!”

She heard the door slam and turned around, her naked body suddenly cold, the goosebumps feeling strange and alien on her body, her nipples peaking and tightening as they did sometimes when something happened to hurt her. She glanced around for her clothes and noticed that she was alone. Those horrible people were gone and there were no tents to be seen in the backyard.

“Hey honey,” came the voice from the entry foyer. It was Glenn!

“Hey sweetie,” she cried out and rushed into his arms. “How was work?”

“It was great,” he said, putting his hat away on the hatrack. “Had to meet with some of my clients. Boy, you do not want to keep those people waiting, am I right?” he chuckled dismissively, knowing full well how much she fretted about the company he kept at work.

“What’s for dinner?” he asked as he sat heavily down on his recliner.

“I’ve got some pancakes, but I’m afraid some of them got eaten—”

“Oh, that’s okay,” he interrupted. “I know you’re responsible for keeping me fed, but I think I’m more interested in that sweet little pussy of yours.”

“Oh, Glenn!” she chided. “Is that all you think about?”

“Can’t help it,” he responded, smiling at her. “Hey, remember when we were still poor?”

“Yeah,” she said, sitting gently down on his lap and letting him embrace her, his hand reaching over her side and cupping her breast while his other hand reached between her legs to feel along her slit, touching the silken softness of her femininity.

“You were so worried about me, weren’t you?”

“Yeah,” she sighed. “You kept disappearing from the camp. I never knew what you were up to.”

“I know,” he said as he breathed softly against her ear. “Sometimes you do the things you have to do to survive. It’s just the way the world works.”

“I know. I…I did the things I needed to do to survive too,” she whispered.

“Did you fuck people?” he asked. But she didn’t hear anything in his voice to make her feel shame. He wasn’t angry or disappointed in her. She suspected that at times he had to do the same, and that it would have been harder for him, a man, to submit that way, just to make it through the day.

“I did,” she answered, her voice barely above a whisper. “I sucked cock, I let men finger me. I let them hurt…I…” she paused, her voice catching. “I let them hurt me, Glenn. I let them hurt me real bad.”

“Why did you do that, Amber?” he asked. “Why did you let them attach things to your pussy and your tits? What did you do to deserve that?”

“Nothing,” she moaned, as his finger delved deeper into her wet passage. “I didn’t deserve it. I didn’t!” Now she was crying.

The world was filled with beauty; she just knew it! It had everything anyone would ever need to be happy, if only people didn’t ignore it while they were so very busy building a world on top of it that stamped out horrors that substituted for love. Why did men have to work so hard every day to buy a young woman’s body to thrust themselves into just to ease some of their daily pain?

Amber had heard the phrase “zero-sum” some time ago. It meant that for someone to gain, someone else had to lose. She knew, even then, so young, that she would be the one who would have to lose. But did she really? Who said that that’s how the world works? What made them think they were right about that? Amber felt Glenn’s finger inside her and knew that the pleasure she felt came from someone who was willing to give her pleasure, because that very act gave him pleasure too. He didn’t cum from seeing her cry out in pain and misery. He grew stronger and happier because he saw her growing stronger and happier and even though Amber hadn’t been good at math in school, even she knew that that added up to a lot more than zero.

She looked over her shoulder at the man she loved, the boy who had taken her virginity in that tent so long ago, and who spent time working hard so both of them could be happy, and that very act made him happier than he would ever otherwise be.

She sighed in her little tent, tossing and turning, because something didn’t feel right, even thought she was happy.

~ ~ ~

When dawn broke, Amber work up and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. She felt something welling in her chest, and for a moment she wasn’t sure what it was, until she remembered the dream, of her with Glenn and realized that she needed to see him right now. So, she quickly changed from her pajamas to her jeans and hoodie, thinking she would quickly say hi to him, just to reassure herself that he was okay, that he was real, that she could touch him and dream…

She came out of her tent and rushed over towards his, stopping when she saw Meg sitting outside her tent, and she blushed briefly, thinking of the dream and the argument the two of them had in it.

Meg looked up at her, eyes wide with tragic import. “Oh honey, I’m so sorry…”

Amber paused. “Huh?”

Meg looked up at her, face grim, eyes red. “It’s Glenn...”

“What? What happened?” Amber asked, her heart catching in her throat. Had he decided to leave?

“I’m so, so sorry, baby. I know you really liked him,” Meg said, not meeting Amber’s eyes. “He…he’s gone.”

“Where did he go?” Amber asked, feeling the depression sinking into her, seeping from her head down through her throat which suddenly felt constricted, as if she had tried to swallow too much and was now choking.

“Oh, baby,” Meg said again, her voice catching and she grunted as she stood up, wobbling briefly before engulfing Amber in a tight embrace. “No, he didn’t go anywhere.”

“Huh? What do you mean?” Amber choked out. She didn’t understand what Meg was saying and it was starting to scare her.

“He’s dead, baby. He got shot.”

“What? What do you mean? What?” Amber said slowly, her voice flat. “Wait, what? No! NO!” She screamed.

“Shh,” Meg whispered in her ear as she started crying as well. “It’s okay, it’ll be okay.”

“No,” Amber cried. “How? Why?”

“I heard he got shot by the cops,” Meg replied, and Amber simply couldn’t wrap her head around it. The police were there to protect. She had that drummed into her since she was a little girl. If you have any problems, the police are there to help you. Find them. Get them to help you. How were they helping if they took her boy away from her?

“Glenn!” she screamed out in agony. “Glenn!”

“It’s okay, baby, it’s okay,” Meg sobbed in her hair. Others had come, gathered around the weeping pair, and arms enfolded them and added to the warmth of the community that grieved the loss of one of their own.


Chapter 12: Amber's Quest for Food

Amber did not really come out of her tent the entire day, preferring to stay tucked inside her sleeping bag. She did briefly venture out to go to the bathroom, but scurried back and stayed there, even as others attempted to talk to her, give her some food, some water, concern evident in their faces.

But Amber had to spend some time on her own, to process this. In her young life she had overcome many things—the death of her parents, which happened when she was far too young to truly understand; leaving one family after another; uncomfortable situations with some of the boys she had to live with; problems with school; and of course, being dumped out into the world of adulthood with no real future planned or available to her. But to lose someone she had just met, whom she liked and dreamt of spending more time with, that was hard. Harder than she had expected. For it should be said that she had allowed her young heart to fall in love with him, even though she didn’t really know it at the time. In all this time she had never really had a broken heart, and now she needed to process it her own way.

In the end it was hunger that brought her out of her tent, cruel mistress of necessity that drives us all in the end to do what is needed. Is there any torture, applied heartlessly to the quivering flesh of our bodies, that drives us more to confess our truest needs? And so it was that Amber, the morning of the next day, was driven out of her tent, dressed against the cold, for it bit deeper in her weakened state. She walked wearily, hunched over against the drizzle, and made use of the bathrooms, deciding to brush her teeth after all. The smartest thing would have been for her to come out naked and register for a job, for that would have gotten her breakfast which she desperately wanted, but she simply couldn’t bring herself to do it. Looking at the breakfast tent with her stomach growling, she wrenched herself away. The very thought of going to some job site, smiling, participating, working. None of that worked for her today.

Instead, she decided that, since life was garbage, today she would be okay with going right to the very source of it and taking what she could. What she had been unwilling and unable to do earlier. Head tucked into her hoodie, she walked out of the camp and turned left onto the sidewalk, past the pickup area and further, not looking back. Having been driven down this way before, she knew that it led to a commercial district of sorts, strip malls and fast-food places, along with some restaurants. Perhaps somewhere along there a dumpster stood, with some stale bread that had been tossed out that she could take. Perhaps, someone would even give her something? It was worth a try.

And so it was that Amber walked in the gray drizzle, not noticing the car following her, and when she found a strip mall and went around to the back of it, she couldn’t believe her luck, for there was a bakery there that was tossing out something!

“Excuse me,” she called out, as a young woman walked towards the dumpster at the other end of the parking lot, carrying a clear plastic trash bag with something in it, although it was hard for Amber to tell what exactly it was, given her poor eyesight.

The young woman stopped at looked at her, warily. “Yeah?”

“Um, are you…is that…um, is that something you were going to toss?”

The woman sighed. “Yeah, it’s stale bread from two days ago. I assume you want it?”

“Yes, please,” Amber said, faint with hunger at this point.

“It might be moldy,” she warned, lifting the bag and staring at it dubiously.

“It’s fine, please, I’ll be careful,” Amber said and the young woman looked around herself quickly.

“I’m not allowed to do this, okay? Liability reasons, so I never did this, you grabbed it out of the dumpster yourself, understood?” And she handed the trash bag to Amber quickly and left just as quickly, not bothering to look back.

Amber clutched the bag closely to her chest and scurried out of the lot, back to the sidewalk, heading back to the camp and even as she did so, she rummaged around in the bag, pulling out a hunk of stale white bread that she had to work to tear, but when she held it close to her eyes she didn’t see anything wrong with it other than the hardness of it, and almost crying with relief, she took a big bite and chewed. She was still chewing when the car pulled up alongside her, the passenger side window rolling down, a woman with mousy brown hair tied back in a severe bun leaned out and called out to her.

“Hey, are you from Camp Corvallis? You are, aren’t you?”

Amber tried to ignore her, but she was ashamed of her bag of discarded bread and held it down by her side, her hand with the hunk of bread hidden by the side of her body furthest from the car.

“You look familiar,” the woman persisted. “You’re that girl from the interview, aren’t you?”

“Go away,” Amber said. “That interview wasn’t true! None of what they said was true. I don’t need more trouble!”

“So what? Do they punish you there if you say something they don’t like?”

“No! I mean…I can get in trouble, but the interview was all a lie. Just leave me alone!”

“We’re not here to get you in trouble,” the woman said, the car now driving in the bike lane, slowly idling along, matching Amber’s walking pace. “We’re here to help!”

“Oh? How?” Amber challenged her. She wanted to eat her bread in peace, preferably back in her tent. She didn’t need this.

“We’re working to expose the corruption behind the camp system. As part of that, we’d like to rescue you from there.”

“Rescue me?” Amber asked, incredulously. “Do I look like I’m a captive? I’m literally walking around outside the camp!”

“Yeah, sure, but you’re going back, aren’t you?”

“Sure, but that’s where my stuff is, and I have a place to sleep. More than anyone else is offering!”

“Just come with us, we’ll feed you, tell you all about our organization, tell you about the scholarship we’re offering. At least try it out,” the woman persisted. “What have you got to lose?”

Amber looked down at her bag of stale bread, looked at the car, looked down the sidewalk where she still had a ways to go to get to the camp, and decided.

“Alright, fine,” she said, and stopped walking, the car stopped and the door opened as the woman stepped out and gave her a quick hug. Gazing intently at Amber’s face under the hoodie, the woman smiled ambiguously and reached over to open the rear passenger door.

“Come on in, and we’ll take care of you,” she said.

Feeling some lingering misgivings, but eager to get out of the drizzle and perhaps score some real food, Amber ducked into the car and set her sack of bread beside her, fastened the seatbelt and the car drove off. The driver kept quiet, occasionally glancing back at her in the rearview mirror, not interacting otherwise. The woman kept quiet as well, and Amber spent the time chewing away at her stale bread. Better that than risk getting nothing after all.

Finally, they reached an apartment complex on the outskirts of town, where they parked on the street and made their way into the front door of the building and up two flights of stairs. Amber was getting pretty nervous at this point, and perhaps the woman felt the vibe from her, for she turned to Amber as they were ascending the last flight of stairs, and said, “You’re going to love everyone here. And they’re going to be so excited to meet you!”

“Oh?” Amber scrunched her face. “Why exactly?”

“Because you’re famous, silly! You’re the girl from the interview. I know,” she said, batting away Amber’s reflexive objection. “It wasn’t a fair interview. Yeah, but everyone knows you, and it’s not every day we get to rescue someone famous like you!”

“Again,” Amber felt compelled to say. “I don’t really need rescuing.”

“Sure, sure,” she said as they reached a door and she knocked on it, the driver standing quietly behind Amber. The door opened to reveal a Black man, smooth scalp, chiseled jaw, looking first at the woman at the door, then quickly over at Amber, eyes widening in recognition.

“Hey, you’re that girl,” he said as he smiled widely.

“I guess,” Amber replied, still not quite sure what to think of these people.

“Come on,” the woman said. “Let’s let her in and have a bite to eat. Poor thing’s being starved.”

“Oh, yeah, of course,” he said as he stepped back and gallantly gestured for Amber to enter. Amber walked in and looked around herself, finding that the apartment was nice and spacious, with a generously sized living room and open kitchen, a black leather couch set against the far wall with matching leather chairs arrayed around a low coffee table and windows that let in what light there was.

“Let me introduce everyone,” the woman said. “I’m Marge, this is Deshawn,” she said, pointing to the Black man, who waved at Amber. “And you met Bill.” The driver nodded and closed the apartment door behind him. “Together with some others we run an organization dedicated to helping girls like you escape from the cycle of poverty and dependence that society has locked you into.”

“By the way,” Deshawn added, “go on have a seat and I’ll fix up something. You like Mac ’n’ Cheese?”

“Oh, yes please,” Amber said, her stomach growling. She still held the trash bag of bread and was starting to feel a bit embarrassed about it.

“Would you like me to set that down somewhere for you?” Marge asked.

“Yes please,” Amber replied, handing it over with a slight blush and then going to the couch to sit at the end nearest the windows. When Marge came back from setting her bread down in a corner of the kitchen floor, she sat down in a seat opposite Amber and continued.

“We can help you out, give you a career that you can actually make a living at. How does that sound?”

Bill sat down at the opposite end of the couch and Amber looked briefly at him before answering Marge. “So, um, what exactly do you mean? Like, what kind of career? Is there training?”

Bill chuckled. Marge shot him a recriminating look before turning to Amber. “Have you ever been on camera, Amber?”

“Camera? Well, there was that interview…”

“That’s it? You’ve never…performed?” Marge pressed.

“Performed? In what way? Like a dance in school or something?”

Bill chuckled again. “No, not in school. Definitely not in school,” he said as Marge glared at him.

“No, honey,” Marge responded. “More adult. Much more adult.”

“She means have you fucked on camera,” Deshawn called out from the kitchen where he had been banging pots around.

“What?” Amber exclaimed. “You mean porn?”

“We prefer to call it adult oriented performance art,” Marge said, leaning back disapprovingly.

“Wait, so you’re pornographers?” Amber asked.

“We’re adult performance facilitators,” Bill said, possibly thinking that he had clarified things.

“Facilitators?” Amber exclaimed, as she stood up abruptly. “You mean you get girls like me to do porn! I’m out!”

But before she could make her way out from around the coffee table, Marge stood too, with her hands held up in front of her.

“Please, calm down. Let’s talk first. Have some food, relax. No one’s going to force you to do anything you don’t want to do,” she said, and Amber, feeling somewhat woozy from the lack of food decided that perhaps it was best to pause for a moment, perhaps think things over once she had a full tummy. So, she sat back down, but she made a point of crossing her arms under her chest to indicate that she was so not on board with what they were proposing.

Bill chuckled again. “Look, it’s not so bad. You can make some actual money here. Don’t you want to earn some money? We know the camp don’t give you any of what you’ve worked so hard to earn.”

“Yeah,” Amber retorted. “But it’s honest work!”

“Honest work?” Marge said. “I’ve looked at some of the companies that hire girls from there. Strip clubs, brothels, some weird naked racing thing. You’re a sex worker, you just don’t make any money from it, so you think it’s okay?”

“Well…when you put it that way it sounds bad,” Amber had to concede. “But…”

“But lunch is ready!” Deshawn called out, as the delicious smells wafted over from the kitchen, making Amber gasp with hunger. “Come on over and we’ll eat at the counter.”

Amber and the others headed over to the kitchen counter where Deshawn was serving out portions of his Mac ’n’ Cheese, heaping plates full of the gooey, cheesy concoction. He slid a large plate over to Amber, handed her a fork and she eagerly dug in, savoring the taste and warmth as she ate. Much better than stale bread, she had to admit. Indeed, she should definitely have gone and done the job application this morning, she realized. She would have eaten a lot earlier, and had lunch, and not been stuck in an apartment with a bunch of people who wanted her to do porn with them.

Still, the idea of actually earning some money was appealing.

“How much money are we talking about?” she asked after a while, her mouth still somewhat full.

Deshawn laughed. “Now my girl’s talkin’. Money always talks, don’t it?”

“Maybe,” she conceded. “I’m not saying I’ll do anything, but you brought it up, you should fill me in on all the details.”

“Fine,” Marge said, putting her fork down. “We’ll give you 100 dollars and all you have to do is act like an anime character and look like you’re totally into giving blowjobs.”

Amber thought about it while she continued to eat, finally finishing the plate, and setting down her fork.

“I have no idea what you mean by acting like an anime character. Um, who’s going to see this?” she asked. “Like, is it going to be on the internet?”

“No, no,” Marge assured her. “We make custom request stuff from people in Japan. They have a fetish—well, let’s face it, they have a lot of fetishes, and one of them is to see white girls acting like characters in one of their cartoon shows. While getting fucked, of course.”

“So, nobody here is going to see it?” she pressed.

“That’s right. Just some Japanese collectors.”


Chapter 13: Custom Work

“So, I’d have to be naked, I presume?” Amber asked. She was fine with it, after so long being nude at the camp along with the other residents there, and being taken to job sites nude, often enough working in the nude as well.

“Yes, you’d strip, and we’d film you sucking Deshawn’s cock, while you do cute little poses,” Marge said.

“Cute little poses?” Amber echoed.

“Yeah, you know? Like sticking both hands up in a peace sign, smiling,” Marge said.

“Hands in front like a doggie sitting up, shit like that,” Bill added.

“Chin on hands, looking innocent,” Marge continued.

“Okay, okay, I think I got it,” Amber said, starting to feel a bit nervous. She had never been good at performing in public, getting super shy and awkward. Drama classes had been a complete disaster for her, and she was starting to wonder if she would be able to do this at all. Strangely, activities like washing people’s cars in the nude at the carwash, or even dancing on stage at the strip club were less nerve-racking, perhaps because they were more intimate? More private?

Maybe this would be okay if she didn’t pay attention to the fact there was a camera there, recording her for others to see.

“Um, where are we…” she started.

“Right here,” Marge answered. “Right in front of the couch. And I think it’s best we do it now, as soon as we get things set up.”

“Oh, okay,” Amber said as her stomach fluttered. “Should I wait here? Um, or…”

“Yeah, go ahead and hang out. We just need to set up some lights and reflectors, and get the camera ready,” Marge said.

“Cool, cool…” Amber replied as she stood there, awkwardly. Luckily the three pornographers were very efficient, and it took them less than 20 minutes to get things set up as Amber waited and watched. Finally, they were done and it was time for Amber to get herself ready.

Marge helped Amber get undressed, taking each item of clothing from her and folding it carefully before placing it on a growing stack on top of a chair. Amber was embarrassed by the state of her clothes, which were never in great shape to begin with, and hadn’t gotten any better after she had left home. Thankfully, Marge was discrete and didn’t comment.

Amber looked over to Deshawn, who was still clothed and standing over to the side, eyeing Amber’s body. She blushed and looked down.

“Okay,” Marge said once Amber was completely nude. “You’re going to be down on your knees on the rug in front of the couch. We’ve moved the coffee table so there’s plenty of space. While you’re down there, make a bunch of poses, like we said.”

“Okay,” Amber said. “And…people like this?”

“Yeah. No judgement. Anyway,” Marge continued, “Deshawn will come over and you’ll undo his zipper and pull out his cock. Do one of those peace sign things with your tongue completely out and roll your eyes up. Pose for a moment, then start sucking his cock. Do some of those poses while you’re doing it, whatever works.”

“Okay. Um, and then…?”

“Deshawn will come in your mouth, and you’re going to show it to the camera and do some more poses, then make a big show of swallowing. Got it?”

“Swallow?” Amber asked, dismayed. “You mean…swallow his…” she lowered her voice, “stuff?”

A laugh burst out of Marge. “Sorry, sorry,” she gasped. “But that was just…so precious. Yes, Amber. You swallow and smile, do another cute pose and then we’re done. That work for you?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Amber said. She sighed inwardly. She really didn’t want to do this, but 100 dollars was a lot of money. She could save it and use it for something she really needed. Perhaps a pretty purse? She shook her head and smiled at herself. No, this would be a downpayment on her future. She walked over to the rug in front of the couch and knelt down, licked her lips and waited for whatever was to come next.

Bill came over to the camera, set on a tripod to Amber’s side, and peered through the viewfinder, fiddled with some things, then stepped back and adjusted the view screen that folded out from the side of the camera. He looked over to Marge who was holding a boom mic by a long pole. Bill held a pair of headphones up to one ear and frowned.

“Amber,” he said. “Could you say something in a normal tone of voice for me?”

“Oh, um, sure. How’s this?” she replied.

“Good, sound levels are good,” he said. He marched quickly over to the side where a reflector had been set and adjusted it slightly, before standing back behind the camera and squinting at the view screen. “Okay, lighting is good. I’m recording…now!”

Amber saw a red light come on near the camera lens and she suddenly felt like she was going to faint. The doubt hit her like a car, full on, knocking her breath away. She was naked in front of a camera, and she was going to suck someone’s cock whom she had barely met. On camera. Fuck!

Looking over at Bill, Amber saw him raise his eyebrows and make an impatient gesture at her. Ah yes, she was supposed to do cute poses.

And so, Amber did her best, and afterwards Marge and Bill and Deshawn all agreed that the girl had natural talent and had, in fact, done quite a good job of it. For she smiled and did her cute little peace signs with both hands, holding them up to her face, and she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out and rolled her eyes back as if in some form of ecstasy that only she was party to. And her breasts were perky and her nipples peaked and the flesh around them betrayed all the signs of arousal.

After a few more minutes where Amber was the focus and she tried different things to make herself look both cute and sexy, it was time for the other part of this little production to enter the frame. On cue, Deshawn arrived from the kitchen area where he had been waiting, coming into frame right in front of Amber. It was clear that the sight of the girl, kneeling naked on the rug and doing her little poses had done a lot to prepare Deshawn for his role, for there was a rather prominent bulge in his pants.

“Hey there, girl,” he said, and Amber realized that productions like this one did not spend much time or money on scripts for their talent to use. “I’ve got something that you might be interested in, and yes, it’s in my pants.”

Amber, not sure if she should say anything verbally, and not inclined to do so anyway, kept silent but allowed her hands to find their way to the front of his pants where, with a little bit of fumbling, she managed to get them unbuttoned and slowly pulled the zipper down, revealing his substantial erection which sprung up right in front of her face, causing her to momentarily jerk backwards and widen her eyes.

Apparently, this worked quite nicely for production purposes, for Bill called out, “Great! Amber, go ahead and work that cock, lick it, then suck it and don’t forget to do more anime poses while you do it. Now, no talking, just action.” And with that, Marge brought the boom mic closer to capture the sounds of Amber pleasing Deshawn’s cock.

And please it she did! Keeping her hands down by her sides, she extended her tongue and licked the bottom of his cock, reaching the tip and allowing it to enter her mouth. The next ten minutes of action were all a blur for Amber, and she vaguely remembered the taste of Deshawn’s flesh in her mouth, the way his girth stretched her mouth open, the weight of him on her tongue and the occasional feeling of panic as he thrust deep into her, touching the back of her throat.

When Deshawn’s cock started to throb and he lifted his head, letting out a loud groan, Bill called out, “Pose!” and Amber, mouth still wrapped around his manhood, turned her eyes towards the camera and did her little peace signs.

Bill opened his mouth and pointed to it, and Amber understood. She opened her own mouth and Deshawn groaned again and spurted his seed right into Amber’s waiting mouth. She remembered what Marge had said: make a big show of swallowing. Amber tried hard not to grimace as his seed filled her, pooling on top of her tongue. She followed Bill’s hand gestures, turning her face more fully into the camera, opening wide to allow Bill to adjust the camera to focus on her face as she swirled his cum around in her mouth. When he nodded, she swallowed, working hard to not make a face as the viscous liquid went down her throat. She finished off with a big smile, tilting her head and making peace signs again.

“Excellent!” Marge exclaimed. “That was perfect!”

“Um, can I have something to drink?” Amber asked, still on her knees.

“What, didn’t like the taste of my juice?” Deshawn laughed, feigning a hurt expression.

“Well…” Amber said, drawing the word out, and then giggled. “I guess it’s an acquired taste?”

“Come, I’ll get you something,” he said, and reached out a hand to help Amber up.

In the end, Amber was quite satisfied with how things had turned out. Deshawn had given her a cherry soda which she enjoyed after getting dressed again, Marge had given her a roll of ten-dollar bills, which Amber dutifully counted under Deshawn’s insistence. She would have been too shy to check, normally, but she appreciated how he was looking out for her. It was more money than she had ever had in her hands and she quickly stuffed it in the front pocket of her jeans. After a few hugs, Marge took her down to the car and drove her back to the camp, chatting amicably about various things, including the strange proclivities of the average Japanese porn consumer. Amber learned much on that ride back.

Safely returned to the entrance of the camp, Amber made her way back to her tent, quickly put the money away in her lockbox, and stretched out, hoping to relax a bit before going to brush her teeth for the night. It was still early in the evening, the shoot hadn’t really taken that long, but it was gray and drizzly outside and Amber wanted to get her rest and be up bright and early for the usual job hunt routine.

Just as she made herself comfortable, she noticed a silhouette looming over her tent, brought in stark relief by the light from one of the light poles that dotted the camp. Amber sat up and called out, “Yes? Hello?”

“Hi, Amber?” It was the voice of Yolanda Cruz, from the administration office.

“Yes?”

“Can I come in?”

“Sure,” Amber replied, and reached over to unzip the opening to her tent. On the other side was the face of Yolanda, looking somewhat grim.

“Are you okay Amber?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine, why?” Amber answered, thinking that perhaps Yolanda had heard about how devastated she had been about Glenn’s death. It was nice of her to check up, she had to admit.

“Well,” Yolanda continued, kneeling at the entrance of Amber’s tent and shuffling slowly into the tight and currently nice and warm space. In her hands she held a cloth bag. “I’m afraid it’s been two whole days that you haven’t bothered to check in for employment.”

“Oh! Yeah, um, well, I was really…it was really tough for me when I heard about Glenn’s death—”

“Who?”

“Glenn? The boy, um, he got shot, I guess? By the police?” Amber stammered, flummoxed that Yolanda wasn’t here for that, didn’t even know his name. How? How could she not know about the most wonderful boy that the camp had ever had in it, who loved Amber, and Amber loved him, and that beautiful life had been cut short…Amber didn’t have words for this.

“Oh, okay. I guess I didn’t hear about that. You were close?”

“Yeah…” Amber started but couldn’t continue. She just couldn’t.

“Anyway, the trouble is that you didn’t show up for registration today either, and—”

“But, I…I was still in mourning. I just couldn’t do it,” Amber said, her eyes starting to fill with tears. She didn’t like where this was going.

“I’m sorry, Amber. You could have come to us and applied for an exemption. In any case, we’ve got a choice to make here,” Yolanda said, her face set, unyielding, uncaring. Perhaps she had to do stuff like this all day, so many days, Amber thought. There was no room left for taking pity on one helpless girl. Amber didn’t know if she could do Yolanda’s job, if she could handle becoming this uncaring.

“What choices?” Amber asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“We can write you up and if you have one more miss, even if it’s months from now, you’re out of the camp, or we can quickly apply some correction right now. Or you can go visit Brad and do a whole session there.”

Amber’s heart fell. She couldn’t even contemplate being kicked out of the camp. Where would she go? She clutched her hand over her chest and cried out, “No! Please, I’ll…I’ll do the correction here. Please, don’t write me up.”

“Okay. No need to panic, Amber,” Yolanda said, yielding a bit of her sternness, showing some sympathy for the first time. “We’ll take care of it right now, and then, if you complete the correction fully, all is forgiven. As if it never happened. That sound good to you?”

“Yes, thank you,” Amber whispered. “Um, what exactly…”

“Could you go ahead and take off everything on top? That would be great,” Yolanda said as she opened up the cloth bag to pull out a device with some wires hanging from it. Amber snuck a quick peek at it before she pulled her top off. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and as she pulled her arms out of the sleeves and placed her garment on top of the lockbox, she felt her nipples firming up from the cold.

Yolanda held up two vicious looking clamps that hung from the ends of black wires that came from a small, flat box that had two black Velcro straps hanging from it. The box was about the size of a cell phone and Amber looked at it curiously.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“So, these go on your nipples,” Yolanda said, confirming Amber’s fears. “The box is there to detect if you take them off before I come back to finish your correction. It straps around your upper arm.”

She opened one of the clamps by squeezing it and showed Amber the vicious little teeth that adorned the business end of it. Amber winced, trying not to think of what that would do to her delicate flesh.

“And…how long? Um, how long will I have to—”

“About two hours. Don’t worry, I have a timer, so I’ll be back to take them off.” Yolanda gestured for Amber to raise her arm, and she strapped the monitor to her upper arm.

“Now, let’s get the first one on…” Yolanda said as she reached over and pinched Amber’s right nipple, pulling it out by thumb and index finger, squeezing the flesh and moving her grip lower to make the target flesh stand out, ready for the clamp to be applied. Amber grimaced as she saw the clamp, its jaws opened, reaching for her.

“Oh, oh, oh, OW!” she squealed as Yolanda slowly allowed the clamp to close on her nipple, the pain quickly shooting through the poor girl’s breast.

“Okay, now the other…” and the same procedure was applied, the left breast being similarly abused as the wicked teeth bit down on her nipple and the pink flesh just below it.

“Argh, AH!” Amber cried out and she reached over and made to cup her breasts.

“Careful!” Yolanda said, shuffling backwards. “Don’t disturb the clamps. The monitor will detect it immediately and alert me. If I get an alert, it’s straight to Brad’s trailer you go. Understood?”

“Yes, I understand,” Amber grunted out, hands clenched by her sides. “Two hours?”

“Yes, starting now.”

And with that, Ms. Yolanda Cruz, camp administrator and part time torturer left her tent, graciously zipping it closed behind her.

Amber tried to get comfortable, but lying down turned out to hurt a lot more, and she sat up again, careful not to make her breasts move too much. Her nipples burned and she wasn’t sure she could handle two hours of this. All for just being too sad and heartbroken to seek employment? Perhaps she should think of alternatives to the camp. But she simply couldn’t contemplate what she would do outside. Today had been lucky, but it could just as easily have turned out very bad. She should never have gotten into a stranger’s car!

With a start she realized that she had forgotten her bread with the pornographers. And what of the video of her sucking cock? Would that really only be released in Japan in some man’s private collection? How naive could she be? She sighed and would have cried but she was determined to toughen up. Let the pain in her nipples be motivation for her. After today she was going to finally get her act together!


Chapter 14: Fluffers

The evil nipple clamps came off right on time, and Amber was quite grateful for that. Towards the end of her two hours she had struggled to not remove them herself and had found that almost any movement would result in a jolt of pain from her tortured nipples. She would have thought that they would have become numb at some point, but she had no such luck.

The fact that Yolanda was at her tent two minutes before the end of her sentence and removed them right on time made her rethink her opinion of the woman. She could have just left Amber in pain while she took care of other stuff and come over when it was convenient. But no, she was there when she had promised to be, and that earned Amber’s grudging respect.

Amber slept fitfully that night, waking up several times to rub her aching nipples and then falling back to sleep, lulled by the gentle sounds of rain outside. When morning came, she got up blearily and gazed at her breasts, finding that the redness and swelling had subsided. So, Amber got up and went outside in the cold to do the whole routine again. Her heartbreak over Glenn’s passing was still there, of course, but it was manageable, for now.

She knew it would take her a long time to get over the dream of what could have been, as unrealistic as it probably was. No, they most likely would not have left the camp together and found great success in the outside world, supporting each other through the tough times and celebrating each other’s triumphs until they could afford enough to get married and have children, whom they would treat as the most precious little things and make sure they never had to do what their parents had to do to survive. But it still tore a little bit more at her heart each time a memory of his face crossed her mind, so she focused on what she needed to do to make it through the day.

Today, when she tapped on the tablet, there was only one tile there: The Best Little Fluffhouse in Town. Amber had no idea what that might be. Possible one of those fluffy pancake houses she had heard about and she probably would be helping clean stuff or clearing tables or something. She didn’t care, so she tapped accept and went to have her collar secured.

Breakfast was a treat today, and ironically it was pancakes. Blueberry, Amber’s favorite kind. She devoured a short stack of them, smothered in syrup and washed it down with orange juice, then went to clean up.

Once again, she hadn’t bothered to read the instructions for her assignment and had waited at the pickup area in vain until one of the assistants there scanned her tag and informed her that pickup wouldn’t be until early afternoon. She sighed and went back to her tent. That sucked, as it meant she wouldn’t be getting lunch until late. Job sites were required to feed their rental employees, but there were no rules on when that would have to happen.

This also meant that Amber’s guess as to what this place was didn’t seem to be correct, as a pancake place would be open for the breakfast crowd. What the heck was a Fluffhouse?

She found out, to her dismay, when the van picked her up just shortly after 2 in the afternoon. The driver didn’t talk at all, but when they reached the place and Amber took a look at the neon sign outside the door of a naked lady kicking her leg up and down as she lay semi-reclined, it dawned on her that this was another adult establishment!

Ushered inside, she had her fear confirmed quickly enough by the middle-aged woman who took possession of her, scanning her tag and guiding her by the upper arm over to a small room reached at the end of a long, dark-paneled hallway. The room, lined in red velour, with pillows scattered on an overstuffed couch looked like nothing less than a—

“Oh, my God!” Amber exclaimed. “This is a brothel, isn’t it?”

“Wow, that took you longer than most,” the woman replied with a twinkle in her eye. She turned Amber to face her and stepped back to take her all in, passing a critical and experienced eye over the girl as she stood there naked.

“I’m not a prostitute!” Amber protested. “Not that there’s anything wrong with that, I just want to say. It’s just that—”

“Yeah, yeah. Look honey,” the woman said as she sat down on the couch, moved some pillows out of the way, patted the spot next to her for Amber to sit down. “You’re not here to fuck the customers, okay?”

“Oh, okay,” Amber replied, relieved to hear that, and she sat down next to the woman, sitting up straight and putting her hands on her lap, clasping her thighs. “So, what am I here for?”

“Well, the way it works is that we have girls who come here to service their customers…I assume you know what I mean by that?”

“Of course,” Amber replied, slightly offended.

“Yeah, it’s just that it took you a while…anyway, so these ladies are in very high demand and charge quite a pretty penny for their time,” the madam continued.

“Okay?”

“So their time is precious and their clients don’t really want to waste time and money with the…preliminaries, if you catch my meaning?” She paused. “It kinda looks like you don’t…”

“Um, no, not really. Oh! You mean, like getting undressed and stuff?”

“And stuff…”

“Like, I would help them undress and…get in the shower, I assume? That’s a thing, right?” Amber asked, hoping for the sake of the working girls that it was.

“Yes, it’s a thing. We run a very high-end establishment here. But showers aren’t the whole story.”

“Um, if you’re saying I need to get in the shower and help them scrub, I guess I have some experience there. I did a stint at a carwash, and…” Amber paused when the woman looked at her with wide eyes.

“That’s wonderful, sweetie. Yeah, carwash experience will definitely come in handy. No, what I’m referring to is the fact that some—no, most—of these men will want to be truly ready by the time they get on their chosen ladies’ clock, and by that, I mean in their pussies. And that means that they need to be truly…ready. Do you understand?”

“Like, dried off…oh! Wait,” Amber said, starting to catch up. “You mean I need to get them ready…in the penis department?”

“Yay!” the madam exclaimed, clapping her hands. “It took a while to get there but the journey was its own reward! Yes, you’re the fluffer! After the men have their shower—and yes, there will be drying involved—then you’re to get them erect and keep them in a state of readiness until their lady is ready to receive them. You’ll use your hands and mouth, but absolutely no penis in any of your nether holes, understood?”

“Understood,” Amber replied, quite relieved to hear that.

“But they will be allowed to use various toys on you, if that suits their purpose in getting and staying erect.”

“Um, what kinds of toys?” Amber asked, feeling a little uneasy now.

“Dildos, vibrators, plugs, that sort of thing. Paddles, if they like to give a girl a little slappity-slap on the bum. Nothing major, of course.”

Amber sighed. “So, they can do all sorts of things to me, except actually fuck me.”

“Exactly! Wow, you learn quickly!”

“No need to be sarcastic,” Amber muttered.

“Sorry, anyway, any questions?”

“So, nothing in my pussy? Or butt?”

“Well, no penis, but the plugs, dildos and vibrators can go anywhere the customer wants. We do have a strict rule: no butt to pussy. Other direction is fine.”

“Okay, and, um, how long again do they get to—”

“Until the lady is ready to receive her gentleman caller,” the madam replied. “She’ll generally wait a good fifteen or twenty minutes and then she’ll open the door that connects her room to this one, and he’ll go in and join her.”

“What do I do then?” Amber asked.

“You can go ahead and clean yourself up and I’ll come in and bring you to the next room. Seem good?”

“Um, what about food? I haven’t had anything for lunch.”

“Ah, yes! Sorry about that. Come, we’ll eat first, then you can start your shift.”

And so, the two of them left the little room and went down the hallway into another area, where a brightly lit kitchenette sported a wooden table and some surprisingly comfortable folding chairs and there Amber and the madam ate a lovely rotisserie chicken and green beans, with some of the best bread Amber had ever tasted. They chatted idly about Amber’s situation, the madam being quite fascinated with Amber’s tales of camp life.

Finally, Amber went to the bathroom and cleaned up and was escorted back to the same little room where she waited nervously for her first customer.

Soon enough, the door opened and a rather nervous looking middle-aged man entered, clutching a baseball cap to his chest. The door closed behind him and he stared at Amber, taking in her nude form as she stood up and paused, uncertain what to do. He unfortunately didn’t know what to do either, and the stalemate continued for a moment until Amber decided she needed to take charge and get him ready.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” he replied.

“I’m Amber, and I’ll be getting you ready.”

“Oh, um, cool. Cool. Yeah, uh, that’s great,” he stuttered. “So, should I just, like, get undressed or something?”

“Yeah, I’ll help you with that,” she replied. And so, she did, helping unbutton his shirt and pants, and kneeling down to undo his shoes and slip them off, when it became apparent that he was pulling down his pants and had forgotten about his shoes.

“Sorry, I’m a bit nervous,” he said as she knelt down in front of him and tugged at his boxers, pulling them down to reveal his member, already somewhat engorged, despite his nerves.

Having undressed him, Amber took his hand and led him into the shower where she turned the water on and they both squealed at the first splash of still-cold water. Thankfully it heated up fairly quickly and she helped lather him up, growing a little more bold with memories of her carwash experience. She put that to good use by rubbing herself against his body to make the experience considerably more pleasing to him. When the water was off and she led him out of the shower stall to rub him down with a towel, his member was fully erect.

“So, um, I’m supposed to keep you…ready,” she said as she knelt down in front of him and held his shaft in her hand, bringing her mouth to the tip. She looked up at him and found him staring down at her with a reverence that bordered on ecclesiastical devotion, and she engulfed him with her mouth, doing her very best to keep him right on the edge.

Soon enough a little door in the wall opened and a stunningly beautiful woman wearing a sheer robe entered, looking at the conjoined pair.

“Hi, Jimmy? I’m Glitter.”

“Oh, nice to meet you, ma’am,” he panted. “Um, I guess we’re going to…”

“That’s right big boy, it’s time to get Glitter-bombed!”

“Ah, ha,” Jimmy said as he pulled his penis out of Amber’s mouth with a wet sound and without a glance back at her the two of them passed through into Glitter’s workspace and the door closed behind them, leaving Amber on her knees on the floor, wondering again how her life had reached this point. She stood and went into the adjoining bathroom to wash her mouth and splash some water on her face.

Coming back out, she was greeted by the madam who motioned for her to follow her, and they went through the hallway into another small room exactly like the previous one. A few questions about how it went, and she was left alone to wait for the next man.

And so, the day went, the next man she prepared being a rather large man girth-wise, who thoroughly enjoyed his shower with her and then made good use of the smaller of the dildos, which he pressed insistently into Amber’s bottom hole while she sucked on his somewhat small penis. He was a grower, not a shower though, and her mouth was soon full of his manhood as she grunted under the insistent thrusting that he subjected her lower passage to. She was glad to see him follow his courtesan into the next room, and Amber wondered what the slim, elegant and delicately pretty young woman thought to have such a man thrusting his member inside her.

The next man was tall and slim, well-built and ruggedly handsome, but he smelled of stale cigarettes and the thoroughness scrubbing could not cure him of that. He insisted on laying Amber down on the couch and having her spread her legs high in the air as he examined her sex, pulling her lips aside and pulling at her clit, making her gasp. Keeping her lips splayed open with his fingers, he pushed a vibrator up her anus as she arched her back, biting her lower lip to keep from crying out from the sheer lewd pleasure of it.

But before she could come anywhere close to an orgasm, the door opened and he, too, went to his destiny. This destiny involving an absolutely gorgeous young Black woman, with legs that went on for miles and a bottom to match.

Amber washed up again and prepared herself for the next client, waiting in the first of the small rooms she had been led to. She was frustrated, for the services she was giving were making her somewhat aroused and there was never any opportunity to actually cum.

But before she could make up her mind to perhaps give it a go with her fingers while waiting, the door opened and in walked Alex.


Chapter 15: A Home

“Oh shit,” Alex exclaimed as he saw Amber sitting there on the couch, naked and looking up at him with wide eyes filled with surprise that turned quickly to disappointment. The door closed behind him and the two stared at each other for a moment.

Amber didn’t really know what to think or say. On the one hand, this was the kindly older man who had taken her into his home and made her feel so safe and wanted there, and now here he was at a brothel. Why hadn’t he just asked for her? Why was he going to a whorehouse to get his pleasure? Was she not good enough for him? On the other hand, they had initially met at a strip club where she had given him a lap dance and allowed him to finger her. She should maybe not have expected much more from him.

“Amber,” he started, finally. “How…how have you been?”

“I’ve been good,” she replied, deciding not to get into the details of her loss and the misadventures in pornography she had allowed herself to get into. “How about you?” She sighed inwardly. This was awkward.

“Oh, you know…I’ve been so busy, and I…I wanted to see you again, really, but you weren’t available and I guess I was a bit late at looking, and I just…”

“It’s okay,” she said, putting on a smile for his sake. “I’m not judging you. I mean: look at me, right?” she laughed at her own expense, perhaps a bit louder than she needed to.

“You look really great,” he said. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” she said. “Um, I really need to get you ready, so…”

“Oh. Yeah, um, should I take my things off?”

“Yeah, I’ll help you with that,” she said, getting up and helping him undress, taking care to fold his things and put them carefully away. As she set his trousers down on the little bench next to the wall, she gently ran her hand against the soft, warm cloth and allowed herself a moment of longing. She could see herself at his home, helping him dress and undress, savoring the feel of his clothes, the warmth of them, the scent of his maleness on his things, and feeling safe to be somewhere like that. Perhaps even a home?

She turned to see him standing there naked, his erection already firming up as he gazed longingly at her. She took his hand and led him gently into the shower where the two of them spent perhaps a bit longer than was needed to wash him, and afterwards she rubbed him down with a big fluffy towel, rubbing it against herself as well to dry the many parts of her body that she had allowed to get wet and soapy.

“Do you want me to suck you? It’s what I do here, to get you ready for your…date,” she said. “Or maybe you want to use a toy on me?”

“Amber,” he started, staring at her with an expression that was getting dangerously close to pity. She couldn’t allow that.

“No, Alex. I need to get you ready and keep you at that state until your girl is ready for you, otherwise I get punished.” That was possibly a lie: she didn’t really know what would happen here if she did poorly. But it might be that the madam would complain to the camp and they might punish her there.

“Oh. Okay,” he said, coming closer to her, his cock firming up. “If you…if you don’t mind, I’d really like you to suck me, you’re really great at it, you know? I love that about…I mean, it’s one of the many things I really love about you. Not the only…I hope you know that.”

“I do, Alex. It’s okay, I really like being with you,” she hastened to assure him. “Would you like to use a vibrator against me? I’d kind of like that too,” she said, pointing to the array of dildos, vibrators, plugs and floggers on the little table set next to the couch.

“Okay, yeah, sure. On your pussy?” he asked, picking up a medium sized white vibrator and holding it up, looking at the base for the switch to turn it on.

“Yes, please. But you can do whatever you want to turn yourself on. If you want to put it in my ass, that’s allowed too. But once it’s in there, it can’t go in my pussy,” she remembered to warn him.

“I…I’d love to do both,” he said, voice turning husky as he moved his engorged member closer to her mouth. She leaned over to engulf him as she spread her legs, lifting one up to fully expose her pussy and her anus. He groaned as she began sucking diligently, swirling her tongue around the underside of his glans and making wet slurping sounds. As he touched the vibrating toy against her labia she jerked and moaned against his cock, making him react as well.

He gently pushed the toy inside her then ran it, slick with her juices, against the sides of her clit and she began cumming, clenching her mouth against his shaft and shuddering.

“Oh, my God, Amber, you’re so good,” he moaned, and while she still had him in her mouth, he moved the vibrator down and firmly began to press it into her lower chamber, forcing it past her puckered opening as she continued to tremble and moan. “Oh, fuck, so hot!” he cried out.

“Ahem,” a voice from the side interrupted them.

Amber withdrew her mouth from him with a wet sound as Alex turned to look at the woman he had hired for sex, as she stood there in the doorway. She was Asian, petite and surprisingly hefty, with big, heavy breasts and a round tummy. And she was looking at the both of them with an expression that was hard to read.

“Any room for me?” she asked, then laughed.

“Oh, Lucy?” he asked.

“Yes, that’s me, baby.”

“Um, okay, yeah, I’m Alex,” he said, and he let go of the vibrator which continued to do its business, buried halfway up Amber’s rectum. As he swiftly strode towards the woman, he briefly looked back at Amber with an apologetic face, then was ushered into the room, the door closing behind them, and Amber sat there and allowed herself to begin shaking again as another orgasm ripped through her body. Her left leg was still up in the air as she brought her right hand down to cup her pussy and begin rubbing it firmly with the palm of her hand, even drawing back and slapping it a few times as she shook violently again through another orgasm.

Finally, she gently pulled the toy out of her ass and turned it off, lying back in exhaustion.

~ ~ ~

Alex was the last client she had to service that day, and after she had washed up, the madam came and got her, letting her relax and have something to drink in the break room. A number of the working girls were there too, and they turned out to be quite friendly, asking Amber lots of questions about her life. She tried her best to answer positively, but the encounter she had with Alex weighed on her. Plus, she was pretty worn out from the series of shattering orgasms she had earlier.

Eventually it was time to get back to the camp, and she bundled herself back into the van, the air outside almost too cold for her to bear in her nude and tired state. The ride back was as silent as before and she was glad to arrive and get out, walking quickly towards the guard hut where she could get scanned in and get back to the relative warmth of her little tent. But before she could get to the waiting guard, a man came up to her from the side, causing her to startle and pull back.

“Sorry,” he said, “it’s just me.”

“Alex!” Amber exclaimed. “What are you doing here? You startled me!”

“Yeah, I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry for what happened…at the place.”

“It’s okay, really,” she said. “I understand. You don’t owe me anything.”

“No, really, I want to make it up to you. Can we talk?” he asked her, his face plaintive, sincere.

“I’m really cold, Alex. Can I get checked in and get dressed? I’ll come back out,” she said, shivering.

“Oh, yeah, of course.”

And so she quickly walked over to the waiting guard and he scanned her tag, removing the collar. She hurried over to her tent, holding her breasts in her hands so they wouldn’t bounce quite so much as she made her way there, entering her tent and opening her lockbox to pull out her clothes.

Dressed now, and with the hood of her hoodie pulled up to protect her from the damp drizzle, she made her way back to the gate and out to meet Alex, who was still standing there, his arms wrapped around his chest as he bounced up and down from the chill.

When he saw her his face lit up and he came over and wrapped his arms around her, giving her a tight hug, his face pressed against the side of her hoodie.

“Can we talk in my car?” he asked her.

“Sure,” she replied and followed him to his car, parked not far from the entrance to the camp. It was nice and warm inside and she relaxed.

“When I saw you there, Amber, I realized that I just want to be with you. I’ve missed our time together, and I thought maybe if I saw some other woman, I would get over you, but I just couldn’t. I need you.”

“Why would you want to get over me, Alex?” she asked him. “It’s not like I stood you up or anything. I’m here, you could always just rent me. Why did you need to get over me? I don’t really understand.”

He looked embarrassed and his hands fumbled with the buttons on his coat. “I can’t really afford to keep renting you, Amber. It gets pretty expensive to do that after a while. I have money, but I need to be careful with it. I’m retired and…” he trailed off, looking at her.

“But you could afford to pay for a prostitute? Was she cheaper than me?”

“It’s not like that. As I said, I wanted to see if I could move past you. And I couldn’t! The whole time I was with her I thought of you and how much I wanted to be back in the other room, where you were,” he said, his voice thick with emotion.

“So, why didn’t you?” she asked, looking down at her hands, clasped in her lap. She felt strangely in control now, dressed and not collared, not vulnerable.

“I’m sorry about that,” he sighed. “I should have. But…I don’t know. I guess I’m just an idiot.” He looked over at her. “Can you forgive me for that?”

“I guess…” and as she looked at him, she realized that she did indeed forgive him. She felt flattered that a man as mature and sophisticated as him could talk like that to her, to beg for her forgiveness when all her life she had felt like she should be the one begging. It felt strangely right, to have him want to be with her, to have her think well of him, and not the other way around. How could she turn him down when he had been so nice to her so many times?

“Will you come home with me?” he asked her.

“What do you mean?”

“Come home. My place. It can be your place too.”

“Um, but how? I need to be back at the camp before curfew or I get in trouble. I told you this, didn’t I?”

“Yes, but that assumes you’d come back here. Why don’t you give up the camp?”

“But…how can I give it up? It’s my home. It’s how I get work so I can eat.”

“I can give you all of that.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, her heart starting to beat faster. “What are you saying?”

“Please, move in with me, Amber. I can make you happy. I can give you everything you’re missing here in this camp. A real house to live in, regular meals. Real food. Safety.”

“And what do you get? A girl you can own? Someone who’s dependent on you for everything?” she retorted. “What happens when you get tired of me?”

“I won’t, I swear, Amber! Look,” he said, growing quiet. “You know I have a bad heart, right? I won’t be around forever. I can make it so that you get everything I have when I pass away. You can be set for life. All you have to do is make an old man happy during his last few years. Surely that’s not the worst thing in the world, is it?”

Amber stared out the window of the car back at the gray steel fence encircling the camp. Behind that fence was her current life: a small tent with all her worldly possessions in a little lockbox. Her backpack with her stuffed rabbit and a hundred dollars that she had earned by sucking a man’s cock in front of a camera. A life of picking one terrible job after another until one day they stopped being offered. A life of growing tired and disillusioned with the hopelessness of this existence until she tried to do something, anything to break the cycle of poverty and they shot her down in the streets for it, like they had done for Glenn.

“Okay,” she said, turning to Alex. “I’ll make you a happy man. But…but I want to be happy too.”

“You will be,” he said. “Trust me.”
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