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Part I:

"Just Following Orders"


Chapter 1

I think his name had been Ian.

It was a late morning on a Sunday, in the lush 18th floor of a Las Vegas strip hotel. Ian had pounded me hard last night. Orgasms cleared my head while I overlooked the streets through a window. The campaign had paid for a decent room. To get this one, I paid more from my contractor salary.

It’s nice to have nice things. I wanted to get fucked before an open window over a glitzy glow of the city. Where I could see all, and none could see me. Ian had even used his employee discount to get us some room service. Not that those tiny shot bottles we ordered went to much use.

I’d flirted with Ian all night after sizing him up. Hard working guy. Union hospitality man. Fit beauty that could’ve been a model if he’d been born elsewhere. That’s the line I used to get his attention. I insisted that he must be a male model, and he played all cute and modest about it. He said cameras weren’t his thing. When I told him it was such a waste of a good body, that’s when he told me he’d meet me in my room to prove otherwise.

I had been on my knees yanking down his pants and teasing him orally after our shots of irrelevant tequila. He had taken charge like a boss of next, telling me to strip and get to bed.

I awoke. I nuzzled my head to his chest. Testing him, I kissed his neck.

“Morning…” I whispered.

“Hey there,” he groaned.

I touched his pecs, giving them a squeeze and listening to the sounds he made.

“I liked how you had me last night,” I told him. “I liked it when you fucked me from behind. I liked it when you pushed me to the wall, and we kissed.”

I leaned in to him. He kissed me hard like he did the night before, and I sucked on his tongue. He broke the kiss, right as his cock’s tip poked against my thigh. I’m not one to waste time. I reached for it.

“I liked what you did too,” he sighed.

“Yeah?” I beamed with pride within myself. “How do you want me now?”

His finger brushed my chin and bottom lip.

“I want your lips around my dick,” he said.

“You got cum for me?” I remembered the load of his first orgasm inside me.

“Swallow.”

Everyone takes orders from someone, and I love taking orders like that. I flung smooth sheets off his body. He rolled to his back. I crawled down and got to work. I always start slow with my tongue, letting the guy know I obey on certain terms. It’s a tease. It keeps them coming back to you, and keeps them at my mercy all the while getting their dicks harder. Ian’s dick warmed and the cool, clear, pre-cum dripped from his tip. I couldn’t control myself much after that, and I opened up and sucked him. Fuck, sucking dick is the best. It engorged with his cream, and I taunted it up and down. Oh then, that’s when Ian sighed hard and his cum spurt again and again into my mouth. Pride and pleasure glowed in my heart, and my pussy dripped when I swallowed him down.

“Need a minute?” I whispered as I crawled up to him and drew my leg over his thigh.

Ian said nothing, but held my hand. Then he rolled me to my back, held my arms at their biceps, and gave me another possessive kiss.

His cock shoved into me, hurting me with its insertion. A cathartic pumping prevailed over my mind. A perfect way to start a morning fuck. Hurting is just the start.

***

My hotel room had the nicest shower. The genuine pebble stone tiles and massaging shower heads cleaned off the layers of oil and sweat from night and morning sex. I picked out the right work skirt. It’s a simple, minimal one I call the ‘staffer skirt.’ But what to match it with? I needed the kind of top that was sufficiently feminine, but not threateningly sexy. Nothing like I wore in the bar last night. Laurel’s the one who pushes that envelope.

My phone bleeped me, summoning me to attention. There, displayed the thousands of likes and hundreds of comments on a post last night. “Who burned the Hawthorne-Basil hotel?” An old hotel in my boss’s district had gone up in flames. No one was injured, since that historic relic hadn’t opened since Covid receded, but plenty of folks wanted to know who burned it. I love this old trick. You pose a “just asking questions” comment, and before you know it hundreds of suckers are giving you answers like ‘antifa arson’. I don’t even have to generate content. I only had to guide it with carefully selected useful words.

“So you must be here on business?” Said my morning boy toy. He hoisted up his slacks.

“Yeah, I could become a local though,” I added. “I’m checking out homes in Green Valley.”

There was a two bedroom. It didn’t have much of a yard. But it’s something I could get at twenty-seven. I’d say I’m winning if I decide to buy it, but Vegas was warm, and maybe a place in Eastern Oregon would be better.

“Yeah? So you with that aeronautics company that’s moving in?”

“I’m actually here for CPAC.”

He paused midway through buttoning his shirt. His emotions tensed between us like a sharp violin string.

“Yeah, it’s a job. I’m contracted for representative Delgado,” I explained showing no shame and only confidence. “My company embedded me in his campaign.”

“Colton Delgado?”

I nodded. He huffed and shook his head.

“Colton Delgado, who called the Vancouver Covid strikers ‘paid agitators’ who needed to ‘man up’ and accept what the hotel industry furloughs?”

I knew what he referred to. I’d written those useful words. Delgado didn’t actually think someone paid those union strikers. That’s crazy. What’s important is that those posts drummed up the base to distract from the guy who actually was crazy. A primary challenger had been stealing Delgado supporters, and was going for Delgado’s seat. We prevented that from succeeding when we proved Delgado’s right-wing credentials. Better Delgado than that former sheriff who we’re pretty sure murdered an illegal. The Vegas Hospitality Union definitely wouldn’t want him in congress. Not that Vegas was even in our district, why did the boy toy even care about strikers in another city in another state?

“Hey, come on, it’s only a job. I’m a contractor, and we all got someone to report to,” I said.

His eyes narrowed at me.

“I mean it’s not like I have some union to back me when the gig is over,” I said. “Besides, do you like every customer who walks into your bar? I bet you still serve them with a smile. It’s what professionals do, right?”

His nose unscrunched. He sighed, and then looked, sad? Why was he looking at me like that? I predicted he’d be angry, but not overly angry. Looking sad though? That’s not normal.

“What I do doesn’t make people’s lives worse,” he said. “You work for a guy who defended anti-maskers last year.”

“Bartending at a casino isn’t exactly a charity,” I said pointing a finger. “How many gambling addicts have you helped create?”

He exhaled hard and shook his head. It didn’t mean that this guy wasn’t fooling himself. He had poured many drinks for lousy people. He knows it. As I gazed on that chiseled model face, with that nice morning stubble, and those honorable eyes of his, I realized I’d fucked another bad person. God, I wanted to tell him off, that he’s shitty for working here.

“I had a nice time last night,” I said with my arms crossed. “It’s not my problem you don’t like my work.”

He’s a boy toy. It’s judgy people like him is why I’m only after boy toys these days.

“Yeah. Your work. Have a good time at CPAC. Enjoy Vegas,” he said. He left with his shirt half buttoned. I’d didn’t think I’d see Ian, or whatever his name was, again.


Chapter 2

I wanted to punch something. Or scream in a pillow. I did neither. Instead, I paused to stare at the mirror. My neck gets a little red when I’m mad, and hell yes I was mad. My heart had jumped a few beats too. I grabbed a whatever top and a light colorful scarf -yes, I have few exactly for this reason- and decided a walk in the casino air would do me good. Laurel and I had a breakfast meeting anyway.

At the morning buffet I made my way through the crowds to meet with Laurel at the scrambled eggs. She had her shoulders covered today, but the maroon top had a low cut to it. The single pendant of the Virgin Mary rested in her cleavage. I grabbed some ketchup. She spurted chili sauce.

Many of the booths were already occupied. Most of the people wore the badges around their necks, like us, marking them as CPAC people. Some were tourists. Others, badly disguised journalists. We checked the room silently. Then I gave a subtle nod to a booth next to one occupied by Pepper Jim. We called him that, privately, because of pepper colored hair, and that he wasn’t lobbyist Jim. Those two Jims knew each other for years. Pepper Jim had those essential, under the hood, duties while lobbyist Jim made the lobbyist money.

“You ready for the day?” Laurel said to me. She opened her phone and showed the most recent draft of Delgado’s big speech. “Last chance if you got anything to change.”

“The words are good. The boss will look great,” I said. I eyed her top, “As long as there’s nothing distracting for posts.”

Laurel rolled her eyes and waved her hand.

“It’s for greasing the wheels throughout the day,” she said. “I won’t stand behind Colton during the speech. It’s all been…”

She stopped herself.

“What?”

“Did you get seating arrangements confirmation yesterday?”

I scrolled through my e-mails. I hadn’t. We hadn’t. The sudden gap in our inbox was a momentary spike of disorder in a stable day. Fumbling with my spam, I wasn’t sure where to find it.

“It’s because I couldn’t get assistant this CPAC,” muttered Pepper Jim from the booth next over. “I’m like a ship officer without an ensign to delegate to.”

We both turned towards him. He showed his smart phone, with a message stuck in an outbox.

“I’ve been trying to send it since last night, but it won’t go out,” he griped. “Been at it so long my coffee got cold.”

Laurel gave an effectively disarming smile.

“Can’t believe they left you without help, Jim,” she said. “Let me get you a fresh cup, yeah?”

She stepped away. I guess it would be my turn to help in those essential under the hood duties.

“Can I see your phone?” I said. Pepper Jim handed it to me. I checked his outbox, noticed his problem. The file was too big. My own boss had done this before, trying to send videos through e-mail, but in this case, it was just a huge .pdf. I clicked around his phone with him. We tried accessing the e-mail again, but through his browser to get it working. Jim at least knew his password. He shared it with me so that I could get the stuff sorted out and sent.

“Hey, it went out!” Said Jim. “Thanks a lot, Maeson. Whose staff were you on, again?”

“Representative Delgado. Both of us,” said Laurel as she placed a coffee mug before pepper Jim.

“He’s a lucky rep. Good staff,” said Jim. “If you two need anything later, let me know, okay?”

Pepper Jim really should have had an assistant. Assistants keep things running and in sync. Laurel and I might not be there to keep him organized next time, and if he did, things could go nuts at CPAC. That’s why Laurel and I didn’t mind doing our parts, acting a little lower than the man already low on the totem pole. Besides, pepper Jim owed us one now.

“It’s nothing really, Jim,” I said. “Pleasure.”

***

I assisted pepper Jim with another thing he needed to download, and wound up missing a shuttle to the convention center. While grabbing my own ride share, I checked my neck in the visor vanity mirror. I wasn’t late. I walked right into the conference room on schedule. Colton was there with other staffers, including Laurel. I took the seat next to my name.

Coltan Delgado had the biologically required height for a leader. Even when he sat, he had a way of towering. I think that body language and thick short hair brought him far in life. Knowing his biography, and his brand was my professional requirement. He’d been set up for politics since he had been a child, first in Reno, and then later in eastern Washington. There’s something to that, when you think about it. Those who should govern best are probably those who had been trained to do it from a young age. Still, he distinguished himself as a conservative who could win a tight district. He threaded that tight space space well. Many moderate women appreciated his stance on choice. Nativists repeated his tales of religious charities profiting off migrant aid. Young and single men adored his statements on cancel culture.

“What do you mean the press conference was cancelled?” He asked Laurel. That sexy maroon top did little to soften the blow of bad news.

“I’m sorry sir. The police were spread thin, and our private security cannot guarantee your safety.”

Delgado looked down, disappointed, yet pensive.

“Tough work, our security, isn’t it? There’s more than one anarchist who wouldn’t mind killing me, right?”

We had planned this event for weeks. A press conference back home in Vancouver. We were to show solidarity after another officer involved shooting, but Vancouver proved to be the wrong city at the wrong time for something like that. Already rioters clashed with citizens and the police.

“We can’t say nothing, but I can’t ask our security to risk for me,” he sighed. “Maeson?”

“Yes sir?”

“Can we still project strength online?”

My mind started brainstorming. A gratitude post for law enforcement followed up with a recorded statement would do the trick.

“Let’s do another prepared statement. We can record it right here.”

“When?” He said.

Oh that was was the real trick. The party had a few rooms set up specifically for politicians to do videos for their voters, but if any where available, that’s another story.

“I’ll find us a small press room,” I said. I almost wish I hadn’t said it. Don’t make promises you can’t keep right?

“That will do. Let’s round that up.”


Chapter 3

In my few unoccupied minutes before Delgado’s big speech, I checked the video recording rooms. Each one had what we needed: A flag. A podium. The set of lights to catch a representative’s face just right. Some even had desks. But none of them had openings. I’d managed to even check the lone fourth floor conference room, but even that was booked. It had a gap, but not one that would fit with my boss’s well-ordered schedule.

Representative Amy Norman could move her session just an hour. That would be great. I didn’t know anyone on her staff though. I sent Laurel a text asking if she did. There was no answer right away, so I went and called in a favor.

I texted Pepper Jim a sweetly worded request to please do a favor for Delgado, and then I’d owe him one. There wasn’t a reply right away, and before I knew it I was running out of time.

Colton’s big speech required all of us to be ready, myself included, as there would no doubt be dozens of replies and responses online. Laurel found a place for us, while apologizing that she didn’t know anyone on Amy Norman’s staff. She couldn’t help me too much anyway, not when it was her job to be ready with back up cards in case the teleprompter failed. While the two Senators preceding him gave their speeches, I checked my phone anxiously for anything from Pepper Jim. There was nothing.

Delgado took the stage. I closed my eyes and thought carefully of what I could do. I still knew Pepper Jim’s password, right? Delgado began his speech. Some of the opening lines and jokes I’d written got laughs. That’s a score for me, at least. Yeah, Delgado once said I was clever about those jokes, so I guess I had to be clever about other things too.

I logged into Pepper Jim’s account. It didn’t take me long to figure out where the room scheduling records were in the shared cloud. Okay, well I hoped Amy Norman’s staffers are flexible because her slot was getting moved. I hoped no one notices the change until it’s too late either, because staffers aren’t supposed to shake up the order of things like this. I suppose Pepper Jim would be at fault.

Delgado broke into the applause lines of his speech. “…but I say mothers want their sons to grow up to be men. Confident men. Warriors unafraid to take back what is theirs.” Crap. I needed to watch for reshares and comments now. If I have to choose between screwing over Pepper Jim and disappointing my boss, there’s no time for deliberation. I quickly smashed out the changes to a room schedule with Pepper Jim’s account. Once it was done, I went back to swimming in a sea of comments and posts of Delgado’s speech in real time.

***

When the speeches were over at last, I finally pocketed my phone. All the speakers and staffers were on a scheduled 90 minute break for lunch. Laurel and I explored the casino floor for a quick bite. That’s when I saw my bartender boy toy -last night’s stubble shaved clean off- in his tight fitting waist coat, mixing drinks at the bar Laurel insisted on eating at.

Yeah it was awkward, but at least his name tag confirmed his name was Ian. He brought us food, with perfect manners. Even me, the girl he judged so hard only a few hours before. Laurel noticed him and made eyes with him.

“Hey, you got a boyfriend, remember?” I said.

“I only thought he’d be a good model,” she sighed.

“I thought so too,” I replied and regretted it instantly.

“Too?” Laurel gave me eyes. I tugged my neck scarf. She shook her head slightly.

“What?”

“Did you sleep with him?” She said.

“What if I did?”

Laurel’s Virgin Mary pendant wasn’t an heirloom.

“Nothing,” she said in a way that I knew it was something. I turned towards her, squaring my shoulders against hers.

“Where did you go for college, again?” I said.

“Georgetown.”

“Good Catholic school?”

“Jesuit. A lot of great students come out of there, and many of us picked up work in…”

“And I bet all the boys were as pure as priests and the girls as pure as nuns,” I stated to cut off her change of subject. The sarcasm bit hard, and she leaned a little away from me. I could tell what she was thinking, I knew she had to have been a slut out there. Everyone who comes out of there is.

“There’s a lot of Easter/Christmas Catholics who go there, Maeson. Plenty of non-Catholics too,” she said. “Why do you bring it up?”

“Why do you care who I fuck?”

Laurel calmed me with that downward palm down hand motion.

“Maeson, I’m sorry if I upset you. Your sex life is yours,” she said. “It’s not for me, but you do what you want.”

“There’s nothing wrong or unhealthy,” I said pressing the issue and not knowing why. “You can’t tell me you haven’t thought about some liaisons on the road too. It’s stressful. It’s lonely…”

Laurel’s eyes widened and she looked away.

“Okay, Maeson, as you mentioned earlier, I have a boyfriend,” she said.

“Yeah?”

She actually gave me a frustrated look.

“I didn’t know my nun-like values bothered you this much, Maeson,” she said standing up and motioning for a tab. “I feel a little attacked right now.”

“This isn’t an attack,” I said. “I just want you to be honest.”

She took some a pen from Ian, and scribbled a tip onto the receipt. He didn’t look at me.

“I’m plenty honest, Maeson,” she said. “Honest only that this makes me incredibly uncomfortable. We don’t handle our relationships the same way. Let’s leave it at that.”

“I…” I stammered. Fuck. She was right. I don’t know if it was stress of the speeches, or that Ian was there ignoring me, or Laurel’s cleavage top. I’d been mean. “I’m sorry, Laurel.”

“It’s fine,” she said. “I’m heading back to the conference.”

I paid my tab without giving Ian the satisfaction of a look in the eye, and made it back to the conference hotel with time to spare.

Most of the other staffers were out socializing, networking, and coordinating on the floor. It’s such busy, random, work. My phone was already dinging me which was more random than I needed and could handle right then. At least I got one thing right, I got that press room on the fourth floor. Looking around, no one was here yet. I ducked into a broom closet shut the door, and shed my skirt.

I started off slow, my palm grinding against my outer lips. That sensation soothed me more than I deserved at that moment. So I reached under my bra, and pinned my nipple. Agonizing myself felt cathartic in that moment. I forgot about the morning boy toy, the never-ending shenanigans to do my job, and constant counting of hashtags. Only the self-affliction mattered then, and my pussy dripped. I penetrated myself, and got wetter. Damn, it was such a relief. I imagined Ian in my hotel room dressing that day. But I thought of him yelling at me, and calling me a mind slut. I thought of sneering back at him, reminding him that he only works because casinos rob tourists of paychecks. Then maybe he’d have slapped me, or hit me. I thought of Laurel. I thought of her telling me I was a baby murderer for the one abortion I had. I imagined her bluntly telling me I didn’t belong in the party and me yelling at her back that this was just a gig for the money anyway.

Getting slapped would be hot. Being yelled at would excite me.

“Fuck you…” I stammered out loud to rivals in my mind. “Fuck you, I’ll come all I want.”

And I did. I touched myself until I came right there in that cluttered cramped closet. Breathing a sigh of complete stress relief, I leaned back against the door.

Then, the faint dinging of an elevator door down the hallway awoke me.

I yanked up my skirt in a hurry and redressed myself.

Laurel and Colton walked in, flanked by the rest of the staff. He passed in a hurried pace breathing distance from me, and then took his place behind that oak desk like it was the Oval Office itself. The other staffers accessed a camera. Laurel had done her part. That woman could write a speech in her sleep, and she leaned over and directed Colton to a few points. “Not this line. Too obvious,” he said. Striking it with her pen, Laurel proffered another phrase.

The elevator door dinged. On instinct, I moved to intercept. I caught Amy Norman’s staffer as he exited.

“Can I help you?” I said. He was about my age, from the looks of him. No doubt working for a boss, earning his keep like everyone else around here. CPAC cost probably in the millions, and why shouldn’t we earn some of that?

“Representative Norman has that room,” he indicated to area where my boss changed his tie. Colton never travel without a collection of a dozen of them.

“Are you sure?” I said with a practiced bewilderment. “We got the confirmation at this slot after we had…”

“Let me look,” he said. He pulled out his phone. I yanked out mine. Useful words. My e-mail displayed the latest schedule and it didn’t match what was in his congresswoman’s calendar.

“But how could that,” he muttered to himself. Then he motioned for another aide. Behind me, Colton’s voice projected authentic sounding indignation. Our social media followers would eat that shit up like pigs at a trough. I could hear the reshapes pinging already.

“Look!” Declared another one of Amy Norman’s aides. “Last week we had different confirmation e-mail for that date. But this morning’s e-mail didn’t match it.”

“Really?” I answered. I didn’t get concerned until Amy Norman motioned her aide aside. Her cool eyes settled on me like a math teacher catching my under-desk cheat sheet.

“I will be speaking with Colton when he’s finished,” she said.

“Representative Delgado has a strict schedule,” I began.

“Miss, I did not make a request,” she replied and then tightened her lips to say ‘cut the bullshit’ without having to speak it. I lowered my shoulders, and turned aside allowing her to pass.

Colton finished his recording and then Amy Norman entered. He gave her a gregarious smile, which shifted away to deference as Amy spoke in clipped, efficient sentences. He nodded. Did he look at me for a split second? No, that couldn’t have happened. I turned away, hearing only Colton’s calm tone diffuse the tension with an apology.

The way Colton looked at me when our team cleared the room made me gulp. He exchanged a few words with the other staffers and sent them on ahead to the elevators and then walked next to me.

“Thanks for greeting Amy Norman for us,” he said in a stony tone. “She’s my senior representative by four terms.”

“It was nothing sir,” I said soaking in the message. Not good for junior representatives to offend the tribal elders.

“Good work on finding that room so fast too, Maeson,” he said. “Too bad about that unexpected mix up. Should I have a talk with Jim Bylow? Seems like his e-mails had everything wrong?”

He pressed the elevator button to call for us.

“I… don’t think he’d make a mistake like that sir,” I said proffering a nervous smile.

“Smelled like sex out there didn’t it, Maeson?”

My stomach tensed. My hand reached for scarf and tightened it.

“After we’re done with the day, Maeson,” he said.  He guided me with his hand into the opening elevator. “You’ll need to visit my room and we’ll talk about this more.”

“Yes sir,” I whispered.

I had a mixed sense of relief and anxiousness throughout the rest of the day. Within less than an hour of finalizing that video, we had it shared online. I’d done right by my boss in getting him a room like he asked. Now I did right by my boss in reacting on the best comments I could find. “Vancouver needs martial law!” Wrote one mustached image. Too violent. “We stand by our officers in blue!” Wrote another avatar with ‘three’ written in Roman numerals. That one deserved a like. Others deserved retweets and replies. It was delicious, seeing people declare that leftist anarchists torched the Hawthorn-Basil. Those words would draw followers like honey does flies, and I made a mental note to figure out what actually had happened to that antique hotel later. However things with the boss went, he couldn’t say that I didn’t do my job by any means.


Chapter 4

Night came. I walked down the long hallway from my room to Colton’s suite. I knocked and waited. Colton couldn’t have it in his mind to fuck me. The house had an ethics committee and they had rules. I could use some sex though. I knocked and again and he opened the door to me.

“Hello sir.”

“Hello Maeson,” he stepped aside and gestured me in. His hotel room matched mine with all the comforts of an inviting couch, a finely pressed bed, and a window whose drawn curtains glowed with the opaque scintillation of the strip below.

“Take the couch,” he said. I did. I sat with my knees squeezed together.

“How did that mix up happen today?” He didn’t even look at me. He undid his tie and then his belt.

“Only doing my job sir,” I answered.

“Your job?”

I nodded. He stood next to me on the couch, and looked at me for the first time.

“Needed to book the room for you, sir?” I said looking to him.

“And how did you do that?”

“I was clever, sir?”

Colton sighed and rolled his eyes. He then sat in the cushion next to me.

“I see. Let’s do this another way,” he spoke with the calm strength that he projected in the video session earlier today. “Lean over my lap. Lift up your skirt.”

“Sir?”

“Maeson…”

My name came out of his mouth like a growl. Fuck it. He was making the rules tonight, not a distant committee. I leaned over him, stretching my stomach over his thighs. His hardness rubbed me. Tugging up my skirt, I displayed my cheeks for him. Deserving whatever would happen, I braced for something savage. The soft patting and firm rubbing subjected me.

“Was it your job to embarrass me?” He said. The first strike came after that question.

“No!” I said.

“No what?”

I got another strike. It stung.

“No, sir! That’s not my job!”

He gave me another spanking.

“So what happened?”

“I… I booked a room…”

He cut off my excuses with a thud of a cupped hand. I squelched. Oh it wasn’t even about the pain. The last will to lie leaked out with a tear.

“Maeson, I am getting tired of this,” he spanked me again with frustration. “I think you know what I want. What. Did. You. Do?”

“I… used a password! I stole the scheduling slot…” I blubbered. In between the blows of his hand and the soft grabbing I confessed everything I did for Colton. I told him of getting the password. Stealing it. Messing with the schedule. Even letting Pepper Jim take the fall out for it. Colton got harder. His shaft poked at the side of my abdomen. “Did it for you, sir.”

“Yes you did,” Colton replied in a calm and controlled voice. His hand ran up back and he grabbed my hair at the base of my neck. Pulled upwards, my head came to his. I closed the gap between our lips and Colton pressed forward into me. That tongue of his! It extended into my mouth with a commanding aggression that shocked me. I closed my eyes and let the excitement take over, planting my hands on his chest and feeling the heat beneath. I needed to get fucked.

“I have something else for you to do, Maeson,” He said pulling me from him. “Remove your clothes for me now.”

I dropped my skirt and tossed off my top. I leaned towards him, kissing his neck and drawing his hand to my breast.

“Clothes off,” he repeated. I unclasped my bra and then yanked down my panties. He stood up before I could get on top of him again.

“Now sir?” I said moving to him again.

“Knees,” he said pushing me down on my bare shoulders. He didn’t have to ask for what next. I snapped open his fly and pulled out his shaft. I kissed its tip.

“Get it nice and wet for me,” he panted. “Get it wet enough to fuck you.”

His dry dick took my wet tongue. I slammed my face into him, my throat colliding with his tip. My drool and spittle lubricated and I got dirty. That dirtiness flushed the whole days tensions from my veins. It came out of my eyes in sudden tears. I couldn’t tell you exactly why I cried. I don’t cry for even the harshest of blow jobs, yet that confused and unexpected cry felt so right. I got lost in that feeling as he punished my face with crushing thrusts.

“Good!” He said pulling out. Spittle dripped on his tip. “Now get to the bed and show me what you were doing in the closet earlier.”

“Yes sir,” I answered. Getting on my back, I opened my legs and reached down to touch myself. I hadn’t realized how wet I’d become, and my pelvis warmed up hotter. Colton looked me over as I pleased myself, as he took his time undressing. Though that menacing, exciting, look in his eyes couldn’t hide how much he wanted me right then. My free hand gripped my nipple, and I squeezed down, forcing that familiar pain onto myself. I endured it, until I whimpered at my self-inflicted torment.

“What’s that you’re doing? “ he said.

He reached to my other breast and squeezed it enough. The tears started again.

“You like being hurt, like a good little whore,” he taunted.

“Bad little whore,” I stammered.

“Excuse me?”

“Bad little whore!” I repeated louder as his fingers pinched my nips. I fiddled my own clit, panting as I tensed within. “I’m a bad little whore!”

“Bad whore,” said Colton. He dropped my nipple then slapped my cheek. That’s when I came. Spasmodic currents amplified every nerve. The stinging at my ass, the latent tingle at my cheek and biting sensation at my nips all ached together. I panted, and only rested as long as it took Colton to get rid of the last of his clothes.

“Get fucked, whore,” he said. He took me. What happened next had me in a playful delirium. Colton’s dick stretched me. It pounded me. It got slicker within me. He used me like a beaten toy and I’d hadn’t felt that adored and irresistible in ages. Not even with whatever his name was last night. Pleas for more rambled out of me.

“Either come for me or talk clearly, slut,” he said. Colton struck my cheek at my senseless, useless, words.

“Fuck me harder, sir,” I managed.

He repositioned. Allowing me room to reach down and touch my clit.

“Keep pleasing yourself, dirty whore,” he said. “Come for me.

I did. I came hard for Colton. My ragged body trembled with the euphoric current. It broke through the walls and defenses of my brain, shattering it for a single pure and exciting moment. Then it left me dizzy and ready to once again do whatever my boss would have me do. He used me plenty that night. I got tired from all the fucking. He didn’t until much longer. I needed that treatment like I had debt to pay. There’s a price for being clever.

***

I rolled away from my naked congressman right around 3:00 in the morning. For a brief moment, I wondered what a scandal would be if I got caught. Words would fly all around us, yet strictly speaking no one yet knew I made most of his posts. Could I find a sexy picture of myself and share it? The opposition party would condemn him, and then I’d spin a few posts about feminism, without ever confirming the actual fucking. His base was made of the male and the young. They’d support Delgado more if he participated in some sport fucking with employees.

It would be hot, but not worth my job. Certainly not when I’m only a few thousand away from a needed down payment on one of those new condos. So I stealthfully began to dress.

“Maeson?” said Colton.

“I was just about to leave sir.”

“That’s probably for the best,” he said. “I trust you won’t be saying much?”

“You can trust me plenty, sir.”

He rose out of bed reaching for his phone.

“I know I can,” he said. His voice suddenly warm, familiar, and even kind. “Can you stay for five minutes?”

“For what?”

“For what we’ll do when I give a stump speech again in Vancouver.”

That confused me. We’d deemed Vancouver to much of a rioter hotzone, only earlier today. We couldn’t get enough security.

“I’ve gotten some security. Jim Bylow? He had some connections to a local security source,” he explained. “Not matter what, I won’t cower. The press conference is back on. Now you’re not from Vancouver, right?”

“Spokane.”

“So no one in the crowd could possibly know you,” he said.

“Sir, I don’t know what you mean.”

He raised a sagely hand to calm me.

“We need footage from my speech. Another set of eyes. This time, from the perspective of the mob.”

I pondered that.

“You want me to be like a mole? Join the rioters and pretend to be filming for them?”

He nodded.

“All under the table,” he explained. “I’d give a nice cash bonus. Two thousand?”

“Twenty-six hundred,” I replied without even thinking.

“That’s fair. Are we agreed?”

For the last several weeks, I’d been sharing words about everything the anarchists, antifa and the rest of them had been doing. They’d burned regular people’s cars. They’d looted half the downtown drugstores to steal vaccines. They’d beaten a cop within an inch of his life only a few nights ago.

I still had a job to do. I could even make a fake leftist account and share it. I could probably get the opposition to start vilifying Delgado, which would ignite our base… yeah that would got viral.

“Yes sir,” I said. “Let’s do this.”


Part II:

"Leftist Thugs will our Towns!"


Chapter 1

CPAC concluded and the riots in Vancouver intensified. The campaign’s social media spread images that had people believing the entire city had gone apocalyptic. People might start acting like it too, and even that meant Delgado’s speech would be all the more effective. My duties in Vancouver took me a on a tour of thrift shops until I found my frugally chosen, subdued outfit of black and greys. It was an ugly outfit, to be sure. Men’s cargo pants, and that stone colored baby doll shirt to go with it. I would blend in perfectly.

Leftists aren’t subtle anyway. Finding the next march only required one of the many alt accounts I used. They had scheduled a march that would end right in front of Delgado’s big blue solidarity press conference.

I made sure I took a taxi. Not a ride share. I actually called a taxi and paid cash.

There had to have been hundreds of people at this march, half the people in the crowd probably weren’t even from here. At least Vancouver’s BLM chapter had signs ready. One woman, face obscured by a mask, handed me one small and unopened water bottle.

“Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome. Now stay safe,” she indicated to a Swiss army badge on her vest. “There’s several of us here with first aid.”

“Think I’ll need first aid?” I blustered out. The iris of her eyes shifted slightly behind her safety glasses.

“Don’t worry. Anyone with the badge is a trained as well as an EMT,” she said. She touched my shoulder reassuringly, and then moved on. Another one of the black clad rioters had the phrase “When the shooting starts, get behind me” scrawled across his back. He carried a riot shield like a Roman legionnaire.

Marching is strange. I kept my camera discrete. It didn’t look like most people had phones out. There were a few with lime-colored hats that said “legal observer” on them. They were largely silent as the crowd chanted. I imitated those sounds and obeyed the words of the leaders. As we followed them along, we marched through the hot streets as one, ready to cause chaos at any time. Yet we didn’t. We simply beat together, shouting, and breathing through the heat. Soreness crept in my thighs. I had endured a march before, and I soon forgot the pain as another column of demonstrators joined us from another street.

We stopped right across the street from Colton Delgado’s press conference. The spectacle jarred me: he had some private security there, but there before him stood a row of volunteers.  Some wore camo fatigues. One held a three percent flag. Another had an emblem of a blue stripe across the blade of a crusader sword and surveyed us like a robot behind wrap-around sunglasses. A squad car lurked not far on a street perpendicular to our march, and between us and Delgado.

Blue lives matter. It’s about the police, right?

I remembered that I had a job to do. The leaders of the leftists shouted orders through the mic. Another person struck up some percussion on a snare drum. More orders came from the loudspeaker, and it broke my concentration as I had to pretend to obey them, while filming. I caught the noise of the crowd overpowering Delgado’s speech. This was credibility gold. The campaign had convinced a phalanx of useful idiots to be additional security. Soon, we’d be sharing some quality footage at how he couldn’t speak his mind over the shouting. People who think they’re victims will see him as a victim too. It didn’t matter if blue lives matter sword guy flipped me off for filming him. Hell, that kind of thing would make us famous, and attract more supporters.

Delgado’s speech wrapped up well. My camera’s phone had been on him, even catching his magnanimous wave as his private security motioned him to depart.  I scanned around the volunteers, hoping that even one of them would soak in their fifteen minutes of fame when this went viral.

Then something exploded loud enough to shake the crowd. Screams pierced through my ears as I spun around. A shocked Delgado volunteer reached for his belt. The blast had shattered the police car’s windows and debris punctured its hood. A uniformed officer stumbled out with blood streaming at his shoulder. Two other guys screamed on the ground, bleeding at their torsos.

Two people from our side ran to them and lifted them back. The injured cop stumbled around in the middle of the street.

“Gun!” Shouted someone.

Several of the protestors with shields ran in-between the cop and a blockade in front of the two wounded and the medics pulling them away. That’s when I heard the first shot. A bullet whizzed down from the roof and ricocheted on asphalt. The cop ducked behind his car and fired up towards the building.

“Charge!”

“Scatter!” Shouted someone through a loudspeaker.

There were more shots. The volunteers took cover behind cars and pulled weapons firing up at the roof top. I froze. I tried to run. I was supposed to run. That’s what the loudspeakers said. I’d been listening to them, but I couldn’t move. Not while I saw three people struggling to carry two. I rushed over to them and hefted a sweaty, skinny, and screaming leftist over my shoulder and I stumbled with him until he was round the corner. We pushed through the crowd of confused demonstrators right as the volunteers came charging with shields of their own.

My phone. I patted my cargo pocket and didn’t feel my phone. I looked frantically in what had become a chaotic melee in front of me, and saw my phone had gotten kicked near a gutter. I dashed, shoved, and pushed my way through. A stray elbow clocked me on the side of the head. Another shot was fired. I couldn’t tell where. The blasts echoed off the walls.

I retrieved my phone, and then a stinging bite of hot metal ripped through my calve muscle. I shouted out in pain and stumbled down. I couldn’t run, but I could limp pretty damn fast.

“Give me the phone!” I heard a shout. I turned around and it was the blue lives sword guy.

“No!” I began, “I’m not…”

He cut my words off with a fist. Sirens wailed.

“Give me the phone!” He commanded again. His next blow struck in the stomach as I turned. I couldn’t even register the pain. I tried to move, but I could barely stand. He grabbed me, twisted one arm and my other flailed uselessly. The cracks he gave me at my head sounded as loud as the gun fire. His strong blows sent me reeling backwards. He kicked. I rolled away to deflect, and his booted toe struck my thigh. He pounced on top of me then, holding one my shoulders and then striking my face once more.

“My phone!” I screamed in an adrenal rage. I kneed him in the stomach. He recoiled back and then struck me in the side of my ribs. I was getting dizzy then. My calve bled.

“They got him! They got him!” Shouted a demonstrator. Right then, three people I marched with intercepted my attacker. Their punches landed on him like the sound of hammers on cold meat.

“Come here, come here,” said someone. It was woman who gave me the bottle of water. She dragged me away while I stumbled on my good leg. Oh god, I couldn’t feel my other one right then. What was happening? “I’ll get you patched up. Ambulances are coming.”

“Don’t patch me up…” I cried.

“You’re going to be okay,” she said. She stuffed gauze into my wound, and wrapped it. “You’re with us. You’re good.”

“I’m not with you!” I shouted.

“Stay calm,” she said. Her eyes gave me that same look I saw before. EMTs came to me, and I was placed on a stretcher, my ribs burning on the inside as they lifted me. They brought me into the ambulance. They all worked around me, checking my eyes, checking my wounds. I lay their clutching my phone with a bloodied hand. When they injected me with a pain killer, I faded out.


Chapter 2

I woke up wounded, tucked in coarse sheets, to the faint beeping of hospital equipment. A dull persistent agony in my leg let me know that it was still there. The artificial soft lights of the hospital room dimly lit my surroundings, and the window outside showed nothing except darkness and my faint reflection. Ugh, I had one of those breathing tube things in my nose, and a serious shiner around my eye, but I looked like I felt right then. Recognizing that gave me a tiny bit of dignity, and honesty. I lay there, ruminating over the last few weeks. The lead up to CPAC, the little fuck up I did with getting the room, and the amazing aggro fuck I took for it. Then, going on a secret mission only to almost die because my boss wanted me…

Where was my phone?

I didn’t see my phone. No, I didn’t get beaten and shot only to lose my goddamn fucking phone. I scrambled around for anything, and finally found the button that called a nurse. Moments later, a man with scrubs walked in.

“Hey there, you’re awake,” he said. “Can you see okay? Not seeing double?”

“I see…” I began. Shit, he was handsome. Eyes were blue next to nice bronze skinned cheekbones, like an ocean near the desert. His eyebrows raised in concern and care, and even I liked his lips. They were sweet enough to make me jealous.

“What about the shooter?” I dared ask.

“The garbage shooter,” he said. “The police and one of the militia guys killed him.”

“Why did they call him that?”

“Seems like he was a city employee in charge of trash that day.”

“That’s how he planted the bomb,” I said out loud.

“That’s what most people think. Not much has come out for certain yet,” said Bash. “I’m sure your friends will be glad to know you made it through okay.”

“My friends?”

“Weren’t you marching with the demonstrators? A lot of them were wounded. They’re already collecting money for medical bills. They’ve been visiting in the wards too.”

“I…” I began. Not for me. Thousands of dollars raised for me didn’t make any sense. “I don’t need to see them.”

Bash gave me a confused look.

“I need my phone,” I said. Already, I thought of all the trends and hashtags I needed to get on in order to keep Delgado and his speechs in the public bloodstream.

“Maeson, you’ve come through operations, a shooting, and a beating,” said Bash. “Rest up and recovery are what’s required. Sleep tonight. He left, the last thing I noticed was the phrase “Verba non Facta” tattooed on his forearm.


Chapter 3

I didn’t sleep all that well last night. The whole incident came back to me in dreams. I was at the march, I knew what would happen, and I tried to run. The leftist I marched with called me a phony as I fled, and then I saw them charge into the militia guys in an ugly melee. As I ran, the blue lives sword guy confronted me, knocked me down, and then dragged me by my ankle towards the lunacy.

I woke up early and didn’t even bother going back to sleep. Maybe a bit more painkiller would help. I could ask for that. But Bash brought my phone back to me, and I had something else to think of during the day.

Delgado had known what had happened.  Lawyers from the party came, and Delgado connected on the phone one early afternoon. I needed to work though. I insisted. “Maeson, I have asked too much from you. I’m sorry for that.” He said. “The footage is good sir,” I said. “You’ll see. Let me get it shared.” He wouldn’t relent. Me wounded in a hospital was a liability for the campaign, and I knew it as much as he did. But I couldn’t just be off the campaign. I fully intended to see it through. I’d earned that.

The lawyers showed me a contract. A hefty sum of money was offered to help pay for medical bills on top of eight weeks of paid leave. Okay, I couldn’t get that kind of time off even if I had a baby. They knew I didn’t need that money for the hospital either. Everyone was insured on the campaign. Most of that would go right into my pocket. Is that dollar amount that accounts for taking a bullet?

“Think about it for a day, Maeson,” Delgado said on the phone. “We’ll send someone to pick up the papers tomorrow evening. Your choice.”

***

I didn’t sleep much better that next night. I spent much of my day reading everything I could about the Garbage shooter. The team I contracted for denounced him. The spin worked because he’d injured a cop. The spin also worked because he shot at leftists. That’s a gross thing to think about, but I have no control about what makes one article useful or not. The base had cheered the good guys with guns and the cop who brought the bad guy down, all the while repeating the arson by antifa story.

That’s why the garbage shooter did what he did. He hated the burning of the Hawthorne-Basil. He didn’t even have stake in the property, or so I thought. Turns out that his only connection was that his first wife and him had been married at that hotel when they were merely twenty. As soon as he heard that antifa burned it down he decided it was time to act. Act by shooting me, others, and even a fucking cop.

I don’t know what happened to the Hawthorne Basil hotel. We’ll never know. I scrolled through news feed on that. The fire department had examined it. It was a single origin fire caused by a long unmaintained gas line. Closed and locked doors allowed the gas to concentrate. A single automated evening light turned on, lit a spark, and then boom.

Sure, that’s a story that useful to some. It wasn’t a useful story to me. Maybe it would’ve been earlier to keep the chaos away during Colton’s press conference. It didn’t matter now. I’d shared stories about antifa burning the place and let them spread, and then one lonely garbage man decides to die in a blaze of glory because of it.

But I’ll never know what happened for real at the Hawthorne-Basil.

At least Bash had been around on that night shift. He brought me dinner, after I pressed the button for the company. I asked him about his tattoo. “Deeds. Not words.” He explained. “What does that mean?” I asked. “It’s how some in my community show love and care,” he said. I lifted my eyes encouraging him to go on. “Maybe you’ll tell me who you met with first? And why the demonstrators aren’t your friends?” He chided, inquiring about the party legal team that visited and the hush, private call I had with Delgado. I kept my lips tight. “Okay Maeson,” said Bash. “For now, let’s say that hurting is one way that people know they’re alive.”

I wanted to ask him more, but he left me hanging with that thought.

Speaking of hurting, I would rather be pummeled again than feel the awkwardness, and even shame that wrenched my stomach when those leftists came to visit me. The first one to greet me introduced herself as Jessie. I could recognize her even without her mask or safety glasses.

“How are you holding up here?” Jessie said. “You took a serious beating out there. Are you okay?”

“I’m okay,” I replied. I brushed my unsigned legal papers into a cabinet. “Better.”

“You’re insured? You have everything paid for? We’ve raised a few thousand.”

“I’ve got good insurance,” I said. “Going to heal, and then be on my way.”

“Anyone we can call? Contact? Need someone to help out home?” She continued. “You’re one of us. You survived a shooting and a beating…”

“Jessie,” I said looking away. “I’m not one of you…”

I couldn’t say more. Even without signing that extensive NDA hovering over my head, I’d lose my job, my reputation, my next huge paychecks if I said a damn thing.

“That day? It wasn’t what I expected,” I spoke only the most precise words to direct her to what I needed her to believe.

“I’m sorry. It was your first rally. I could tell,” she said. “I can at least leave my contact? If you need anything from us, we’ll do what we can to help.”

“Thank you, Jessie. You’re a good person,” I said. It relieved me so much to see her finally exit. I signed the deal with the party after that. Two hours later, Delgado’s other staffers picked up the contract.


Chapter 4

The days lingered on, and I lost track of the time. I fell into an endless series of clicks to absorb everything I could about the garbage shooter. He had an estranged girlfriend, and one deceased wife. He was a junior college drop out. White and non-religious. Everything about him I filtered through the only way I could: how likely would he have been a Delgado voter? I’d say that a man in his middle forties who lost one cousin to covid, refused a vaccine himself, and whose news photos included a Gadsen flag made him highly likely. Hell, he probably followed Delgado’s socials before he died. I couldn’t know for sure. Big tech took all his accounts down.

I hadn’t radicalized him. A life of disappointment did all that. I only motivated someone to support my boss. That’s my job. That’s what I do. You can’t radicalize those who are already radical, and once I tell myself that enough times I’ll act like it’s true enough. Delgado denounced the shooting as a great tragedy. I enjoyed listening to his voice again, and thought of that night in his Las Vegas suite.

There’s nothing to do. The hospital had given me this button. I press it and the pain of my slowly healing body goes away. It didn’t feel right to press it, so I spread my legs and slid my hands under my sheets, and took care of things in slow motion. It soothes, and competes against those rib aches. I let myself listen to one of Delgado’s speeches while I touched myself. That made it better. My heart pumped and my unanathestized injuries reacted in protest, and I only touched myself more. Doesn’t matter how crazy things get out there. It doesn’t matter how much I get hurt. I can beat it all when I come.

I had finished up the third round of the day when night came and Bash entered with my dinner.

“Well hello,” I said hazily.

He paused. Looked me in the eye with the faintest of smirks. He eyed my IV bag.

“Need more morphine?”

“I’m good.”

“I’ve been on the night shift a long time,” said Bash. He took out a sponge and some clean bandages. It was time for another evening cleaning ritual. “I’ve seen patients reject the morphine or other pain killers. Religious reasons?”

I snorted.

“No.”

“So?”

I couldn’t ignore the blue eyes, or that kind face much. Maybe it was the endorphins, or the boredom, or lack of sleep, or the loneliness, it didn’t matter. I stuttered out an answer knowing things could end badly, and I could crack the secrets I’ve signed myself into.

“I deserved it, Bash.”

“The morphine?”

I shook my head.

“The beating,” he said with the confidence of a concrete pedestal.

I nodded.

“Yeah, Bash,” I began. “I’m kind of a piece of garbage myself.” I told my night nurse a few things. Not everything. He turned me over while I talked, checking my stitches, washing off some grime, and replacing my bandages. He learned about how I worked for Delgado, and I got as far as telling him that I wasn’t really with the leftists. A tiny bit of pride compelled me to tell him how great the footage would look.

“You can’t tell anybody, Bash,” I said as he rubbed some warm water over my stomach.

“My lips are sealed,” he said. “Now why do you think that makes you deserve a day with no morphine?”

I hadn’t told him about how my work made the garbage shooter crazy or crazier.

“I’ve said enough,” I asked as I rolled back against my bed. “What about your secrets? Mister verba non facta?”

He glanced at his tattoo and smiled.

“It’s easier to be demonstrated than explained,” he began.

“So demonstrate.”

Oh, that nice look he gave me next. It was kind, warm, and full of a kind of imperiousness that secured me in a way that I hadn’t felt since that one evening with what’s his name.

“Let’s talk tomorrow night. Less people on the floor,” he explained as he cleaned up his supplies. “Do something else too. If you think you deserve the pain, than I don’t expect to come in here tomorrow night and find the painkillers used.”

“No, Bash,” I said.

“Excellent,” he said. Then he reached out and gripped the top of my thigh. “No touching yourself either.”

“Uh huh,” I nodded, feeling too much to think.

***

Oh hell yes, I slept that night. No dreams at all. In the morning I had nothing to do except lay there, eat food, and read from my anxiety inducing phone. The aches and icy sharpness forced my attention. I reacted towards the pain killer button, and then stopped myself, enduring the first morning ebbs of injury instead. The day wore on, and when the wounds arrested my attention again, I distracted myself in readings of the memorials and bios of any one injured or killed in the incident with the garbage shooter.

I was super horny when the sun sank behind the mountain range outside my window. That’s around the time Bash came. He checked my cleanliness again, rubbing off some sweat with a towel and checking my stitches.

“You’ve been doing well, Maeson,” he said. He looked at the IV bag that held the painkiller and then unplugged it. My obedience satisfied him. I liked it. “Do you feel punished enough?”

“Hurts Bash,” I said. “I can take it.”

I could barely stand it at that point. My two options for dealing with the pain were gone now. One had now been unplugged. The other I hadn’t been allowed to do.

“You need to wait a little longer,” said Bash. He closed the drapes to the window. “Do you want to know about verba non facta?”

His look at me already had me breathing heavy.

“Do you want to know about that last person who craved pain?”

“Yes sir,” I said.

He leaned over me and pinched my stomach.

“I placed clamps at the nipples. Then added tiny weights to them, one by one.”

Oh that was scary, and a turn on, and too much.

“We won’t do anything like that right now,” said Bash. “We’ll be doing something nicer.”

“Yes sir.”

“Now hold on until the floor is cleared and the other patients are asleep.”

I  gripped the sides of my bed. It was the longest hour before Bash returned with a satchel. He looked me over and pet my slick hair.

“You shared a lot about your work,” he said. “Stuff you weren’t supposed to share. Stuff that makes you full of shame.”

He didn’t judge me about it. He only said the truth. He was also right that I shouldn’t have shared. I’d broken a deal, that could put me in the hole for tens of thousands of dollars if it got out.

“Yes sir,” I said. “It was dangerous to tell you. Against the rules.”

“Lots of things are against the rules,” he said. He wedged a hand between my thighs. I opened them. “Introducing patients to my toys, for instance. Are you ready to break rules?”

“Yes.”

“Then I will show you one,” said Bash. He produced a small, curved vibrator from his bag and rested it on my stomach. Then his hand massaged around my stomach, inner thighs, and it teased me so. His fingers rolled my outer lips at last, triggering the tiniest soothing sensation in my fractured body.

“That feels good, sir,” I said. It conflicted me to say so. I needed to get fucked so bad, because I needed that respite. Bash was too nice, but after a day of laying in slow terror of physical anguish, I didn’t have any will left. Somehow, he read the conflict in my eyes.

“I need you to do what I say, right now,” said Bash. He had that look in his eyes right then, “and that does mean enjoy it like the fucked up little mercenary you are.”

Oh that suddenly felt right. I opened up to sigh, and he pushed the dildo into my face.

“Lube it,” he said as he massaged me below. I complied, moving my head forward to get it as deep into my throat. He pulled it back, and the pleasure washed all around my body. Then he slid the toy’s head all over the surface, stimulating me with indirect vibrations, and pressing hard on my clit. Those sudden jolts of pressure rapt my attention completely.

“Bad little whore,” I whispered to myself.

“Yes, a bad little whore,” said Bash. “A piece of shit who will hold her orgasms until I tell her not to.”

Bash vibed with a gentle, toying skill. He brought me to the edge so many times, only to back off as I came close. The sensation of pleasure washed through me, igniting a bewildering sense of hurt that I was learning to love. Bash’s toy at my clit had me shaking. Its energy fought my will to hold it back, and my insistence to obey.

“Fuck…”

“Ready to come?”

“Please,” I hissed through my teeth.

“Come.”

I inhaled sharp through my teeth, and let myself release. Spasmodic pleasure rippled through me, and crashed through my wounds. It didn’t matter. Bash made me come and it flushed my mind completely, and I begged for more after he withdrew his vibrator.

I wanted his dick.

But that night he only gave me more of his toys.


Chapter 5

Nurse Bash and I continued those nightly liaisons. He kept me off the painkillers day by day. He denied me access to my phone the next. Each time he came in on the night shift, he got me going with either a toy, his hands, or his lips. My favorite night had been the night he commanded me to touch myself while he treated my nipples to a sustained clothespin bite. I came hard then, sobbing through the pinches, and then reached for his groin afterwards. He couldn’t hide that huge cock under the nurses scrubs forever. He only pulled away from me, saying he’d give it only when he wished. That had me dreaming about it at night.

After what seemed like a timeless pause in that hospital room, I was discharged into physical therapy and even finally got to see my own apartment. It felt strange, being alone with no clear objective from either Delgado’s campaign or my contractor. I read about the campaign, for sure. At times, guilt about not being there crept up on me. Delgado kept his face and his message in the media, including a speech in Washington. I could hear Laurel’s wordsmithing in one of the statements he gave on a tube channel. She was doing good work.

But I guess I didn’t actually have to watch Colton right then. I literally had gotten paid to be quiet and heal up. It’s the simplest job duties I’ve ever had, guilt aside.

***

My physical therapy hurt plenty. It involved repetitive motions of stepping, and slow walks on a treadmill before the droning news. My physical therapists always checked me up, measuring my wounds and scars for progress in healing.

The emotional therapy sessions actually frustrated me. My therapist meant well, but the process didn’t seem to be getting anywhere for the three or four sessions. She never told me what to do. Talking didn’t matter. It was an endless list of meandering questions. I’d tell her how dumb it was that I couldn’t sleep and how dumb it was that I wanted to finish the campaign even though I’d been shot.

“We often want to continue things when we pay high emotional costs for doing them,” she had said one day. “This can be incredibly strong when it is done in public.”

It had occurred to me how I almost died getting my phone.

“Yeah, so that’s pretty dumb I guess. I got the money. I got more money than I need,” I said. “So it’s dumb to want to finish the campaign.”

“Feelings aren’t dumb. They’re not good or bad.”

I repeated it back to her.

“I’d like to give you something for your sleep and your dreams, Maeson.” She said at the end of that session. “Mild medication for the night terrors. You’ll need to stay away from alcohol too.”

“Yes.”

It was about time, really. I took her prescription and picked it up, I read the instructions without reading the name of whatever it was. Following them precisely, I found that they worked. I had my first full hours of sleep I’d had in weeks. The weird dreams didn’t return, and by the fourth day I was a zombie in my apartment. I shuffled around like a half-conscious hobo in my slippers and bathrobe staring at the television for six hours. I couldn’t handle that sense of anesthetized wasted time. So, I defied doctor’s orders and put away the pills one night.

Sure, I had another fucked up nightmare about useful idiot hard righters kidnapping me, but at least that was expected now. My posts had helped make them crazy, so I guess I had it coming.

Shaking it off, I grabbed my phone and left my apartment and wandered downtown Vancouver with nowhere specific to go. I grabbed food at a cafe and noticed leftist demonstrators outside. I’d captured photos of Delgado plenty, why not take photos of them? So I did. They had some clever signs this time. Like one that had the nice sketch of… somebody?

“Are you here to join the demonstration?” One of the guys asked me. Younger dude. He couldn’t be more than two years out of high school. “We have signs.”

The expression on his brow betrayed wariness of me. This wasn’t about signs. This was about identifying friend or spy. Another guy with big biceps stood not far from him and watched me out of the corner of his eye.

“Eh.. oh no. I’m a friend of Jessie’s. Thought I’d snap a few shots?” Strange how easily that lie slid off my tongue. More strange, is how it enlivened dead nerves at the ends of my body. I make words useful all the time. These words were useful too, but I don’t usually feel warm for doing so. “Cool if I take a few more shots? Maybe share them.”

“How do you know Jessie?”

I hefted up my jean leg and displayed my still pink scar from the bullet.

“She saved my life a few weeks ago,” I said. His masked face nodded in understanding. “Place I can mail these photos? I got some good ones.”

I disappeared into a role not really caring all the sudden. Hey these photos would do some good for their team. Would I be helping the opposition? Or helping cause conflict? Wouldn’t I be helping everyone if I caused conflict? Holy shit, I hate my job.

“I got an e-mail she can send them too,” said mister biceps. He’d been listening. I got the e-mail address from him and sent over a dozen or so great shots. They’d help the leftists. Okay, so they would. So what?

I thought about that encounter over the rest of the day and later at night when I was getting ready for sleep. I hated those pills still, but I woke up twice because of another dream of getting shot. This time Delgado found out and called me a traitor, and then fired me from my job. Goddamnit, I’m so sick of these dumb dreams.

There was only one way I was going to sleep. I called Bash. We talked for at least an hour that night. I shared how I saw the leftists. I told him about my sleeping pills and the zombification that came out of them. He asked me about the dreams too, and I said they were still there.

“Ahh but you slept well in the hospital sometimes,” he said.

We both knew exactly what it meant. I couldn’t fucking beg him, but what he did absolutely helped.

“It’s nice when you call me bad things, Bash,” I said.

There was a pause.

“I’m performing soon.”

“What?”

“You once asked about ‘verbal non facta’? I can show you what it is. It’s something I’ve been doing for a few years. Live shows. I think you’ll enjoy our next one. It’ll put you right to bed after.”

“Yeah? Well where?”

“It’s a place called the Sepulcher. I’ll send you the details.” He said. “You might consider wearing a skirt. Dress in dark colors.”


Part III:

"These Pyschologically Disturbed Deviants need To be Locked up."


Chapter 1

I arrived at the Sepulcher. This place had once been a theater, and it looked like Bash’s kink community took advantage of that. A live sex show room, with cushy chairs, invoked the antique bawdiness of a roaring 20s speakeasy. Bash greeted me, introduced me to some other people, and then prepared for the stage. No matter how many times I had prodded and hinted him to tell me more he said only that he believed I’d like the show.

He also said that there is never any judgment if I needed to leave. I snarked backed that I am not easily triggered.

Sitting on the comfortable velvet of the rigidly rowed seats, I waited for the performance to begin. The lights dimmed and the curtain hung still. No sounds broke the reverence except a slight hush murmuring of the crowd. Then, a bell dolled out a sad ring. The curtain opened. Soft white light shined on an empty stage, illuminating only the backdrop of a 19th century graveyard.

The bell rang again, this time from behind us. Down the steps in between the rows marched four actors, faces covered with hand painted skull masks. They carried a coffin on their shoulders, keeping it level down the stairs and then up onto the stage. Once there, they unlatched the lid, tilted it, and a nude woman rolled out. Her light brown hair was tussled around her face. She pushed herself up on her hands while the pallbearers exited without acknowledgment. The light glowed on her and she reached up and out. A huge patch of leather covered her entire lower face, with a plug at her lips. Her face moved, but her eyes didn’t. Her irises were solid black opals. They must have been black out contacts. Bash once alluded to using something like that.

I shivered for this woman. She was stripped, mumbling through a dehumanizing gag, and unable to see, though I could see the fear in her eyes. Did she have any idea how many people could see her? That utter defenseless made my breath cold and tight. Then Bash entered. He wore simple black jeans and a tank top and stepped silently around the woman with a cold stare. Coils of rope were hefted over his shoulder. Another woman flanked behind him. Her outfit conformed fetish pleather to the demands of a corporate shark. What she carried in her metal brief case I could only dream. She looked at the helpless submissive below her with delight and activated this wand of hers. Its glass orb crackled with purple electric arcs.

The nude woman crawled around, found the mistress’s boot and grabbed it. Smiling, the mistress shook her leg, as if fending off a mangy dog, and then touched the woman with the wand. The zap stung in my ears while the woman squelched through the gag.

“You’re here to get stuffed by some cock,” she declared over the subject. “Find the cock. Find it quick.”

Bash stepped silently away from the woman’s waving arm. She crawled in an undirected panic, that made me frightened too. Then the directions came in more harsh zaps at her shoulders.

“Move away from the sting, you’ll find it!” Taunted the domme. The wand was harsh, but the wand was honest. The nude subject found Bash’s steel toed boots and prostrated at them for a moment of relief. Her hands climbed up his leg, and then landed at his groin.

“Oh good you found it!” jeered the domme.

The subject nuzzled her gagged face up against Bash’s waist. Bash shoved her away so harshly she stumbled to her back. She rolled half up, only for Bash to man handle her down. He and the domme threaded rope around and under her arms, over her chest binding her arms behind her back. Together, they presented her on her knees at the edge of the stage. Her chest lifted up, presenting her breasts and the rope cross between them. Her rib cage expanded and retracted in a even, deliberate pace. Somehow, that relaxed my jittering shallow breathing too. Polite claps came around me, and I joined them.

The domme undid the plug at the submissive’s face. Then, the gape of her mouth, held rigidly open, caught the shine of spotlight. That’s when the slow humiliation with a pink dildo began.

“Ready to get the face hole stuffed?”

The submissive debased herself with a hollow vocalization. Then the dildo went in. The domme was slow. It was a tapping, prodding motion. She then pulled the woman’s face upwards by the back of her hair and pressed deeper. Her throat expanded. Her ribs stopped moving, and then the domme drew out a damp dildo, dripping with the gasping sub’s saliva.

“Her face hole is ready.” Teased the domme. “Let’s get her into position.”

There was another round of rope work. This time at thigh and waist. Bash attached the suspension rope to a hoist and lifted her up into the air, as if she floated on her side. One leg lifted up, showing her pussy as she was turned around. With a tiny smile, Bash reached into a metal bucket and brought out twine and a single wooded clothes pin. He pinched it down at her upper right chest, threaded and then attached another, and another, until her prone torso was covered with a winding trail  of them. Her unseeing eyes dripped with tears, and that’s when the domme took the humming dildo and rubbed it against her clit.

I’d never seen someone so humiliated and objectified before. I pinched myself between my thighs, squeezing as tightly as I could, fascinated by what it must be to get that same sensation in a dozen places at once. Then to get fucked with a dildo, by someone who might be a stranger. Surely the domme wasn’t, but she could’ve been. When Bash brought out his cock, I let loose my pinch and discretely touched myself.

He shoved himself into the muttering submissive’s hole, who responded with a slow bobbing of her head. She got a dildo shoved into her other end, and the mistress wrapped her other arm around to toy with her clit. Bash took control of her head completely next and fucked her face. Oh, I loved the look of his lower back under that tank top. I wished he was as naked as that sub right then. Bash worked himself hard. Still, the serene, triumphant look at his face left no doubts that he came. He pulled out, leaving a few white drops on the edge of the gag’s hole.

The submissive shouted and heaved, when she climaxed herself. Then the mistress pulled out the toy, gave the submissive a spin. It halted. Bash held the submissive and the ropes.  He pinched one end of his twine, as the sub quivered the rope with her distress.

Ripped off with a yank, the wooden clothespins clattered downward to the floor. The submissive screamed in a succession of long, ragged, notes. The curtains moved slowly down and the crowd erupted in applause.


Chapter 2

The crowd dispersed into the dungeon common area. The domme who performed with Bash stepped out from backstage to many enthusiastic fans. She came over to me, with a smile like a happy girl in a dorm room.

“Are you, Maseon?” She said. “I’m mistress Loni.”

“Yes,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Bash sent me out to check on you. He’s doing some after care for Evelyn,” she said, reading my expression as to why she would approach me with such warmth. “How did you like our little vignette?”

“Oh? That was intense!” I said. “I’m amazed you two convinced her to do all that for you.”

“Convince?”

“Yeah! To get black out lenses. She was blinded right? That zapper toy of yours looked intense!”

“Whole set up was Evelyns’s idea,” said Loni waving her hand. “It was me who needed convincing.”

“Oh?”

Loni motioned me over to a couch to relax.

“My Wand - the zapper toy- I don’t use it most people,” she said. “I need to know the sub extremely well before I even bring it out. It’s always worth it though, but even as fun as it is, it will take me a little longer before I use it on stage.”

Loni elaborated more for me. She’d known Evelyn the sub for over a year and known Bash for several more. She and Bash had even been intimate, at least until they learned that two dominants don’t work well together. So instead they kept their connection to each other when they shared submissives on a stage.

“And women like Evelyn? They can ask for whatever they’re after? You give it to them?”

“If I’m comfortable.”

“Yes, if you’re comfortable.”

Loni nodded.

“What did Bash tell you about him and me?” I asked, cracking the ice. I wondered if his former lover -or current lover maybe? I wasn’t sure how this worked or how they understood each other exactly- would approve of me.

“That you’re a piece of garbage who likes getting called that,” she said. “That you have a high threshold for pain.”

That was an unexpected turn on.

“He probably also told you I always do what people tell me too, right?” I added. It was supposed be an exaggeration. As soon as it got out of my mouth, I knew it wasn’t.

“Oh sure,” nodded Loni. She took one of my hands in between hers and leaned a little closer to me. “Now why don’t you say what you want instead?”

That took me off guard, but in a good way. I had to take a breather and imagine what would get my blood pumping hard enough for a solid night’s sleep again. Or maybe, it wasn’t about the sleep. Maybe something could simply be about fun.

“Could I get tied up? Could I get beaten too?”

“Beaten how?”

“You got toys you can try?” I said. “Oh, and I want to be punched. In the stomach.”

I didn’t know where all this was coming from and I honestly didn’t care. I bet I could take it. I knew I could. Before, I thought much more on it, Loni lead me to a play room.

“Safe word first, Maeson,” said Loni. She looked at her collection of toys pensively.

“Hawthorne,” I blurted.

“‘Hawthorne’ it is. Now remove your clothes.”

I thought of the last time someone told me to do that. Getting that order from Colton had me firing on all cylinders only weeks ago, but in the moment it could’ve been years. I was a clever mercenary for him, and getting fucked like a whore might as well have been part of the job description. It was hot, unexpected, dangerous, and at his disposal. I needed to be garbage like that night in Vegas.

This undressing before Loni, a woman a barely knew, had a different vibe. I obeyed her because it pleased me to drop my clothes in front of her. Hell, I even liked the casual onlookers right pass the door. The gentle smirk on Loni’s eyes told me that she would deliver on what I wanted because I wanted it. This wasn’t about what I deserved.

I didn’t really deserve that did I? The whole compassionate brutality that had me wetter than I expected should’ve been going to some other woman. I couldn’t hold back a tear as Loni bound my wrists with rope and then tied them above my head. She touched my scarred calve, then worked coils of rope around my ankles, spreading my legs slightly. A crank brought me in an inch off my heels. Loni flicked away the tear drop.

“Now you like to be hurt,” she said, while cupping my ass. “I can’t wait to find out if you’re as much of a depraved masochist as Bash says you are.”

I already breathed slow, while her arms tightened around me. Loni touched me as it pleased her. Those warm palms heightened the tension in my chest.

“Repeat after me,” she whispered hotly into my ear. “I’m a filthy fuck doll.”

“I’m a filthy fuck doll.”

“Oh my, you really mean it?” She sounded impressed.

“I’m a filthy fuck doll!”

“Not convinced yet, Maeson.”

“Beat me!”

“Why?”

“I’m a depraved, fucked up, crazy fuck doll.”

Only when I shouted that loud did Loni first land the lashings at my backside. Light strikes of her rope like leather tail began at my shoulders and worked their way down. She struck me in alternating patterns as precise and as fast as two ice skaters in sync. The lashings made my back tingle and I loved it. I loved the beating and being bound and helpless against it. It made me afraid, for certain. I let myself feel every intense second of that fear and that pain. Somehow, letting it do its thing in me kept it from crippling me. Instead, I pressed on through the feelings, and progressed onward.

“Fuck doll?! You still with me?”

Loni’s voice brought me back.

“What? Yes, mistress.”

“Good because I need you here for the next event,” she pressed her balled fist into my belly. “Are you ready?”

I nodded.

“Speak!”

“Hit me mistress,” I said. I trembled. I needed to progress through this too. Loni’s fist slammed hard into me and that sudden injury urged me to flee. Yet, I couldn’t do anything because I needed more. She got my attention with another strike. It jostled my guts and knocked a puff of air out of me. She struck me again and again, and I experienced all the pain, humiliation yet not a second of the panic of my dreams. I only screamed, and hung my head down when it was over.

“What are you again, Maeson?”

“Filthy fuck toy,” I said.

“Yes,” she said. She touched me again. The touch didn’t possess me as it did before. This time it affirmed me. Made me feel like cherished human garbage. I couldn’t understand this kindness from a near stranger. I hadn’t felt this safe in weeks. Not even when I was in the hospital.

“I need Bash,” I said.

“I thought you might,” Loni said. She directed my face towards a gathered audience. There, Bash’s beautiful blue eyes shined in the dim light of the Sepulcher. Loni motioned him to me, and he took hold of my while Loni undid my bounds. My exhausted arms slumped around his, and I hung off him.

“You did great there Maeson,” he said. I like being held by him, but I had other plans.

“I want you, inside me Bash.”

“I can take you home.”

“No. Here. Make me a fuck toy right now.”

I looked up at him, pleading. He thought not long, and then the tranquility of his face betrayed a wildness.

“Bend over that table over there,” he indicated to a padded slab of a bed in our little playroom. I assumed the position, stretched my arms forward and breathing through the pain of my abdominal stretch. Two thudding hand claps struck my cheeks, and then a finger explored my hot wet fuck hole. Oh, it was good. So much like the days in the hospital, ready and waiting to get the reward I’d craved for weeks now.

Bash unzipped and shoved his way into me. His cock was hard, and it stretched me. Fuck, at first it ached me to accept it. It ached more at his first primal poundings. Then everything went over to pleasure. I got fucked at my demand after getting humiliated for the same reason. I got seen, and looked at from strangers only a few feet away. Bash? He loved it too. I could feel it in the frenzied ramming he shook both me and that table with.

“Augh!”

I came hard right then. Enough for my eyes to blur. Dizziness followed just as did Bash’s thrusting. I could have been coming for an eternity in that moment, where nothing mattered except Bash anchoring me. He grunted over me as his orgasm followed mine. Composing himself, Bash leaned down towards my ear.

“Are you good, Maeson?”

“I’m awful,” I sighed happily. “And that made me feel great.”

“I’m pleased to hear that,” he said with all the warmth and care I’d come to count on. Leaning down, he brushed aside a sweaty lock of my hair. Then, I leaned up and we shared tongue wrangling kiss together. He brought me up to a wobbling stand, and and held me to his body once more. Once I came down from the sex and pain high, I released myself and gathered my clothes.

“Welcome to our world, Maeson,” said Loni. “Can’t wait until we see you here again.”


Chapter 3

That was not my last scene with the Sepulcher by any means. I slipped into role of an exhibitionist submissive. I found a new outlet for my professional skills, doing some photography for them, and then curating posts to share online. Their social game, their exposure on the internet in general, had a scope, purpose, and audience that I hadn’t been used to. Yet I’d gotten bored between spouts of physical therapy and it gave my mind something to do. My efforts seemed to work. Several pictures of tied up models, including a few I posed for myself, attracted an audience to a podcast that Loni had been working on. There were plenty of scenes that I joined in too.

My physical therapist? Apparently he had noticed some of the redness on my skin and purple and blue. He hadn’t asked about it, but there was something about being a mandatory reporter that required a call to my therapist. No, I wasn’t getting abused. Once I found out he made the call I told him that in no uncertain terms that his job was to help me walk normal and nothing else. I let loose on the poor man nurse and he had only said that he merely did his job. Okay, yeah, we all have jobs to do, but I wanted a new physical therapist after him anyway, or I wouldn’t come back. Of course, when it came time for my next mental health check up, I had to tell my therapist everything. If I couldn’t use words to convince her that I was fine, who knows what would’ve happened? Last thing I needed was Bash getting a visit from police or something.

“And what about these scenes? How do you feel in what you do in them?”

I hesitated to answer. Things had grown more intense.

“I told Bash I had a stranger, anonymity fantasy,” I said. “He liked that idea.”

My therapist nodded.

“And did you two negotiate an enactment of some kind?”

I nodded.

“I like doing oral. A lot,” I said. I shared how the scene had gone. Bash had promised me something different, and all I had to do was obey. He had me naked and crawling through part of the club, parading me. Then he took me into a room about the size of a walk in closet, and locked me in. Little doors opened. Huge dicks came through. I serviced them. Apparently, Bash introduced me to several of his friends that night.

“Is that fucked up?” I asked my therapist. I wondered if she had secretly diagnosed me as something crazy. I wondered if I was. I didn’t feel crazy.

“Why do you ask that?” She said. Those meandering questions of hers. They didn’t bother me as much as they had before.

“I get tied up and ask to be called terrible things and then beaten,” I said. “It gets scary. Terrifying, really. Then there’s the come down from it. Always there, and then I feel, safe. Safer than I have ever felt since before the garbage shooting.”

I blinked, as I thought more on that. I get this dose of chaos, pain, and conflict. Then I have someone like Bash to cry it out with after playing a game. It’s an intense game for sure, but always only that. It has its boundaries, and it ends. Pent up senses of terror, loss of control, and self-loathing get processed and washed away like grimy bubbles in the shower. But what if I didn’t have that? What if I’d been like the garbage shooter, perpetually amped up on fear, anger, and helplessness and never getting a single moment of release. All those posts the campaign shared were designed to get people angry enough to keep coming back, to create enough conflict to get people sharing, and yelling, and there was never that come down. Never once did we ever offer relief. We weren’t supposed to.

Holy hell. I made those posts. I made people crazy.

“I …. uhhh…” I stammered, “I might need to talk about my contract.”

My therapist perked up.

“It’s maybe not so good for me,” I said. “It might be toxic. I think I got lost in it and used to it.”

“Can we explore that a little more?”

“I couldn’t get comfortable without people yelling at one another,” I said. “But I couldn’t get safe either.”

I thought back to the first time I asked Delgado to call me a bad whore and how much it turned me on. I thought of how much I wanted to bait Laurel into getting into fights with me. I didn’t want that from them anymore. The scenes I did with Bash and Loni had helped me get to sleep.

“I hurt people,” I said.

***

The most useful words I would ever write were those of my resignation letter. I wrote a letter to myself first, reminding me what I realized in therapy. Sure, some reason, I’m great at causing conflict, triggering people into anger states of terrified powerlessness. Worse, I did it to them without their consent and without any release. I couldn’t work for a party or candidate depending on doing that to get into power.

I rubbed my scar.

Several drafts of my brief, two hundred word, resignation at last produced something I could live with. I opened my work e-mail for the first time in weeks, and prepared to send it. Everyone important was cc’ed.

There was a message from Laurel. It popped up right as I prepped my letter. The subject line said, “don’t listen to Delgado.” Before I knew what I was doing, I opened the e-mail. The text within held my attention and made my skin cold.

“Maeson, I hope you see this in case it gets deleted or something. I can’t say much, but please, please don’t listen to Colton anymore. He’ll probably reach out to you soon. Whatever it is he asks, just please don’t do it. You’ll understand more tomorrow.”

I rattled off a reply. There was no response. I waited and then sent another one. Still nothing. I called Laurel’s work phone. The number was dead.

What the hell was happening to Laurel?


Part IV:

"The Real Truth."


Chapter 1

I tried to avoid finding out, even though not knowing me bothered me all night. I found out on the treadmill at physical therapy. The news broke right into the glowing rectangle in front of me. There could be no more plausible deniability anymore, so I tuned in with my headset.

Below a picture of Laurel in her maroon low-neck top, the headline read: Staffer accuses congressman of sexual assault. She said he summoned her to his hotel suite one night simply to go over some bad notes in a speech. She refused him. Things went bad. So, it was a rumor. That’s all they were. That’s all they ever were. That’s why there were ethics committees to prevent this from happening. Now Laurel was throwing away her job for something? But then it occurred to me what went on as soon as her lawyer read a written statement on her behalf. He had a tiny lapel pin of Georgetown university. Laurel had an entire network to catch her as she fell, didn’t she?               Still, I’d never understand her. Turning down some simple sport fucking and then losing your job? I hated my job. I was the one who was the soulless mercenary. Laurel had been the true believer but not true enough to just stay quiet about this? The party would never trust her again.

Delgado made no comment. I knew he wouldn’t. He’s garbage too.

When the news was over, I saw my heavy sweat on that treadmill. I didn’t feel the agony in my calve until I cooled down in the shower.

***

I had ignored calls from Colton and my contracting agency as long as I could, but soon I knew I had to take one. Pacing around my apartment, I took the call. I’d arranged a meeting. Colton had me looking at his face in my screen and looked tall.

“Maeson. Have you been well? It’s been a long time since we talked,” he said.

“Not since before the press conference, sir,” I said. “I’m sorry I haven’t been there for the campaign.”

“You don’t owe us a single apology, Maeson. If anything, I owe you one,” he said. He spoke in that smooth and moral gregariousness that I remembered from weeks ago. That same day he said he couldn’t ask too much from his private security. “You went well beyond what I should’ve asked any staffer. Then still, you did your duty. You provided us with shoots that energized the campaign and brought us up two points in an unexpected turnout.”

Two points. For one set of photos and a video. That might be a personal record. I couldn’t put it my resume, but that didn’t matter right then.

“You couldn’t have predicted the shooter, Colton. No one could have.”

“What happens to my people is still my responsibility, Maeson,” he said. Then he was silent for what felt like a solid harsh minute. “I suppose you know what I’m calling?”

“I think I might, sir.”

“Maeson, I’ve been betrayed. The entire campaign has,” he began. He held my rapt attention for that moment. The voice that delivered those words came with that same unerring confidence with which he delivered his speech at CPAC, and it was peppered with hurt. “I’m a pro-choice republican who told the world the Catholic Church profits from helping migrants at the border? What can you expect? I didn’t think this could happen…”

“Colton, are you saying what I think you mean?”

“We’ll never know for sure. But I think Laurel has sabotaged me publicly now, hasn’t she? And who has she fallen in with the support her?”

I remembered the Georgetown pin that her attorney wore. Hypocritical Georgetown. I bet half of those girls in mass had visited a clinic. It kind of made sense though. After all, who would throw away their job like that unless they had an entire network of secret helpers to keep them from having to pay the consequences.

“I… I don’t know what to say sir,” I said. “Is that what people are saying? That her priest told her to do this or something?”

Colton’s voice changed to an abrupt solemnity. “Is that something a lot of people could be saying?” He said. Fuck. I knew exactly what he was asking me. Useful words for something that was true enough? Is that what was happening?

“We… can’t alienate conservative Catholics…” I said.

Not too much anyway.

“Maeson, will you come back to the campaign?”

It should’ve been a snap decision. I should have named a number right then and just been done with it. Fuck. I didn’t want to do this.

“I don’t know…”

“Can I expect an answer by Monday, Maeson? I need you.”

“You can, sir.”


Chapter 2

I’m glad I had the Sepulcher to take my mind of this thing with Colton. I crawled in a cell, with metal bars around my every exit. Mistress Loni prepared some toys for while Bash and another moved some unnecessary furniture out of the room.

Mistress Loni creaked open my cage door.

“Out little fuck toy,” she said. “Out of your clothes too.”

I obeyed. I’m good at obeying. I shimmied out of my top, my bra, and the tugged down my jeans. Soon, my palms and my knees pressed on the cold concrete floor, and no clothing touched me except the collar Mistress Loni permitted me to wear.

“You’re getting inverted to start, she said. “Sit down. Extend your legs.”

I did so, and Loni attached ankle harnesses that felt like boots. They secured me up towards my calves. They even touched my scar. I’d been shot for the campaign. My therapist said that feelings of consistency make us do things. Consistency definitely might make me obey.

Loni had me lay down, she stretched me out, and instructed me to protect the back of my head. Bash assisted me in that, cradling my upper body with a powerful squat. The tug at my feet drew my legs, my hips the rest of me upwards. My legs were open like an inverted rigid triangle.

So, I’d been shot. That should make me make a decision, right? But hadn’t in a way I’d also been shot for the leftists? I wasn’t trying to be. But sort of?

Alternating thuds of thickly coiled leather afflicted me. I groaned as the hurt awakened my flesh from the cold room. Hovering in the air, I simply obeyed and gathered an audience. Everyone -I mean everyone- liked seeing me get used.

Used. That’s what Colton did. He used people, or at least convinced people like me to do it for him. I agreed to use people for him once -making posts for all those useful idiots- I could make money and be a consistent fool too.

“How are we doing down there, fuck toy?” Snarked Loni. She removed her skirt, then hoisted me a little higher in the air. Pulled next to her, my face bumped into her pussy and floated there. My mistress wanted pleasure. My tongue and my lips consumed the dripping, tanginess, and sucked on her clit, all because she was my mistress. Loni climaxed on top of me, securing my own hips in their place with her arms. She teased my own pussy there, and I felt so dirty. Dirty is what I am deep down, and when I’m dirty like this I share it with the world.

She hadn’t restrained my arms. So next, she bound them in a leather sleeves behind my back, and then brought out a vibrator and a dildo. Delighting herself, she plunged the head of that hard phallus straight down into me. A heavy hum of a vibrator spread sensation all over my pelvis and shook my clit.

Fuck I love this. Maybe obedience is all I’m good for. Maybe taking pain, humiliation, and suffering is my power to use. After I came for my mistress a second time, my head cleared at last, and a placid sense of safety took over my mind. I’m going to let myself get used again. I’ll use others too. I can be that consistent, clever, fool but I’ll pay for with worse suffering that Laurel says she’s had. It will all be a game to me.


Chapter 3

I hadn’t worn my staffer skirt in so long, and I did not completely hide the bruises or other marks left from my sessions at the Sepulcher. Didn’t care though, I even left my neck exposed the day I walked into campaign office for the first time in… who cares how long. When I got through a door, a man with a pepper colored hair treated me with a tight handshake.

“Jim!” I exclaimed. “I didn’t know you were on this campaign.”

“Ah dear,” he said. “With you out and Laurel abandoning ship the party sent me over here. I’ve been watching the socials for you.”

“Really?” I inwardly cringed. I’d have to change passwords for sure.

“Yup!” He said. “Watched the metrics too, but didn’t publish as single thing. Delgado insists that’s all on you.”

That relieved me on the inside. Pepper Jim took me around the office. Things had changed. Laurel’s former desk contained nothing except a dead orchid, stray power cables, and dust now. My old spot, across from her cubicle had been replaced with storage. My new desk actually had a locked door and an office. Pepper Jim handed over everything to me, and I spent days and hours digesting everything he had compiled, and then I compiled more myself. Digesting every last bit of content I could, I must have stayed in that office for three hours.

The campaign hadn’t been ahead of the curve. No one had gotten out ahead of the drama, so now we were reacting to it. That’s always the weaker position. Maybe. Yet non reacting meant that support for Delgado could wane on the margins. His first term had been one by less than five thousands votes, and we couldn’t lose anyone. To win, the campaign needed to maintain the core while giving groups like moderate right women permission structures to still vote for him.

I needed more people to repeat the tale I was about to convince them they figured out for themselves. In a meeting with Jim and Colton, I shared the narrative: Laurel’s sincere Catholicism compelled her to betray the campaign over the issue of abortion.

“It begins with criticizing a traditional organization that the party depends on,” I explained. I indicated to a slide to show the sliver of small, but important, demographic of middle-aged Catholics that the reelection needed.

“And how can we do that?” He said. “This isn’t the 1920s. We can’t scare people with priests like their immigrants from Ireland.”

“We won’t say anything directly, or even indirectly,” I continued. I flipped to a new slide with various headlines. One was: “Eight Surprising Places to Find Jesuit Power” and a pseudo academic headline was, “Traditionalist without Religion: Disentangling Conservatism from a Catholic anchor.” Others alluded to every bizarre conspiracy theory about the Society of Jesus since the Klansmen first donned white hoods. “We target the right demographics with headlines like this first. Once they see these from trusted, neutral, sources, they’ll be primed for the second part: Delgado’s media posts will begin with him as the victim…”

“A victim?” Interjected Delgado with a skeptical frown.

“Someone unfairly maligned by an employee who you had given so much opportunity to. You’ll be an honest man who, for reasons that you still don’t understand, was sabotaged. It only makes your life harder as a pro-choice republican.”

Delgado nodded in understanding.

“Then the voters will put it together for themselves,” he explained. “We’ll never have to make a single attack ad.”

“That can’t possibly be enough,” said Pepper Jim. “If you don’t fire your own artillery, it only means the other side will keep firing.”

He turned to Jim.

“I still say we have to smear your former employee.”

I shook my head.

“Sir, denials and direct attacks don’t work anymore. They haven’t since Cosby or since Weinstein.” It sickened me to say that, and I kept that hidden despite the flush of blood getting to my head. Would I even do this if it was Cosby or Weinstein? “All the data shows it backfires. The campaign would be worse.”

“Why not make the attacks indirect?” said Jim.

“What?”

“If we can get headlines in our media that smear the Catholic Church, can’t we do the same against Laurel?”

“I don’t think any of our news sites or blogs would do such a thing, Jim,” he said. “It’s not believable. It might hurt the party as a whole.”

“He’s right about that, Jim,” I said. “Whatever we do, it can’t look like the party’s commentators are attacking an accuser.”

Jim thought for a moment.

“So can’t we make fake accounts?” He said. “Hasn’t there been entire agencies that will do that? How much would it cost us to get a thousand fake accounts making Laurel look like a traitor?”

Sock puppets. He was talking about sock puppets. Entire farms of fake accounts existed. They shared and posted benign things to create authenticity. They could be turned on with the wire transfer. Once active, they could hammer out messages or whisper ads any time. Even the big social media companies had problems identifying them.

“It might not be worth the expense…”

“But could it be done, Maeson?” Asked Delgado.

“Yes, sir.” I gulped.

“We’ll start with, Maesons plan. Give it some time, see where that moves the campaign,” said Delgado rising. “Jim, look into getting some artificial chatter to … discredit… Laurel if we need it.”


Chapter 4

It became some of the best campaign work I’d ever done. Delgado’s core already stood behind him, and already spun a series of confusing, contradictory theories. They acted so strange that people we seriously needed could disavow their extremes. We targeted the thin margin with such subtle, indirect intensity that they would soon see innuendo and rumor about Catholic Church from our unbiased, unpolitical, sources. It primed them for what we needed.

When I read a conversation between two suburban wine moms, I knew it worked. They disagreed. They argued a little. One said of Laurel, “I believe all women, but I don’t trust her church.” She shared one of our articles as righteous proof. Our narrative would catch steam, and we never even had to say a thing, and I watched the metrics rise in our favor.

“It’s not going to be enough is it, Maeson?”

Colton Delgado’s words absolved me of my denials. Every metric I looked at had told me it was a lot, it was going in the right direction, but it would never go fast enough. We hadn’t made Delgado enough of a victim. Even with the practiced statements he made -in which he appeared injured, confused, and hurt by the betrayal- hadn’t been enough. Conspiricists don’t become voters, we needed more people to lead the way. To start a stampede, and to make a villain.

“Maeson, do we need to do what Jim Bylow suggested?”

It didn’t matter what the result was. I didn’t want this to be my campaign. It needed to be the campaign I worked on. I took another look at the numbers. I thought about what I wanted on my resume, next. Did I want to to tell a story about how I helped win a campaign, or merely did my best and tried my hardest?

Was I really trying my hardest?

“I think so, sir,” I said.

I’d never have to look Laurel in the eye again no matter what, but I’d make sure that I paid for this. Delgado announced the decision in our next meeting with Pepper Jim, and Pepper Jim got to work on it. I gave him guidance, verbally, on a few organizations too look for and which ones to avoid.

“Keep it the first world with these,” I said indicating to a short list of companies.

“But they cost more than twice as much!” He said. “We could get twice the firepower out of the ones you put on the bottom of the list.”

He was right. The ones he suggested came from a long tradition of creepy, Eastern Bloc, techno mobsters. They had been behind half the spam and sketchy software since the internet existed. It was a fucking bad idea.

“Maybe you’re right, Jim,” I said. “Delgado gave you the go ahead. Your choice.”

Go ahead he went, and he never had to tell me. Pepper Jim never changed that password from so long ago, and I still had a login on my phone. It broke the rules to look. Hell, breaking the rules it what had gotten me into this entire mess. It’s weird, you keep the rules because you got a boss to serve and you pay for it. I broke the rules for myself this time and I still feel plenty guilty. I didn’t care anymore. With blood like icewater, I collected the dangerous e-mails that paper Jim sent between him, Delgado, and the shadiest digital astroturfing agency ever. Then, I made a scheduled send.


Chapter 5

The sock puppets used words like razors, cutting, demeaning, and torturous in every single line. Words are useful, and I use words. I use words and make people crazy and these words are going to do the same. I never got a long with Laurel, but she’s not a useful idiot. She’s going to be a casualty of all this I know it.

The words these sock puppets made my stomach turn.

“Bash,” I said when I called him up one day. “It’s going to get bad.”

“Bad how?”

I broke rules and told him what the campaign was doing and what I’d agreed to.

“Bad enough that you need to pay for it?”

Bash never judged me for what I did, but the tone his voice betrayed his disappointment in what I did.

“I’m fucking garbage, Bash,” I snapped. I sounded angrier than I was. “You know this. You’ve always known this.”

“Then that’s what I’ll hear,” said Bash. His disappointment vanished behind the dominant energy I’d come to expect from him. “Whenever you come, as you take your punishment.”

“Yes sir.”

Bash arranged things. Loni made some concessions, and the Sepulcher would my own private purgatory for one night. I walked in, dressed in the drab clothes that Bash had proscribed. I entered the lobby. Loni greeted me. Bash would not make eye contact.

“I’m here, master,” I said.

“Are you ready?” He said standing up before me. My eyes averted from him. Loni unlatched her toy bag. She hefted a square box, made of quarter inch thick lacquered wood.

“Yes, master.”

I took a slap across the face from Bash.

“Then at this moment, I don’t know you,” he said. “Worthless, fucked-up, scum like you only gets used here.”

I looked up. That was a mistake.

“No eyeballing!” Came another strike going down towards me. I turned away before he’d hit me again. I can take it. I will take it.

“You won’t be looking at anything for a while, whore,” chimed Loni with that magical tone of hers. She affixed the windowless square box over my head. Only air holes at the side let in any light. The cumbersome thing latched around my neck, and entombed my head in darkness. Heavy arms took control of mine and held them behind my back. My chest was arched up, and that’s when the cold metal touched my belly. It started with a few snips, then rips. Clothes came off me it shreds.

That’s when the first zapping came. I shouted and jumped.

“Oh that’s a low setting whore,” said Loni. I need you to be up straight please.

I stood up. Then I was swept up off them, hefted over a shoulder like a roll of carpet and taken deeper with in. Don’t know how long that went, but next I was I rolled onto a cold wooden floor. Got shoved over to my belly, and my wrists were manacled behind my back. I heard the rattling and ragging of a chain, and the tight clack of a lock near the box. I couldn’t lift my head more than a foot off the ground after that, despite my racing heart, I lay down on my side, and trembled.

Footsteps followed. Then a door shut. Then there was nothing.

***

I shivered there on that cold floor. My nakedness amplified the sense of frightful tedium that set in. Perpetually in a down cast position, could do nothing but rattle that chain that had my head stuck so close to the floor.

Most of all, I was alone and disconnected. I’m always like this somehow, I guess. There’s no union to raise the wage of social media manipulators. What union would want to rally around such a horrible job. I didn’t have some alma mater to catch me as I fell either. No way I could ever have Laurel’s devout Catholicism or sincere conservativism. But I did wonder what it could be like to fake those things, to slip into a role, simply to know that those true believers would have your back when you needed it. Yet if I did that, I’d forever be an imposter, making useful idiots out of people I’d know up close. People I would work with. People I’d see as a team. People who aren’t metrics in a fucking campaign. Grief from imagined crimes overtook me. I sobbed through the claustrophobia of wooden walls surrounding my head.

The door opened again, and boots clopped on the floor. Mistress Loni’s voice invited others in. Several low male voices followed. I searched for Bash’s, could not hear well enough through the box. The heavy dragging of something was clear enough. Hands grabbed me and rolled me aside and leather straps criss crossed around my upper thighs and waist.

It held the unmistakable bulb of a vibrating wand to me.

“This piece of trash here boys, is mine to warm up,” declared Mistress Loni. “She’s a good little fuck toy once she gets going.”

An electric arc shocked at my belly. I welched.

“She’s fun to torment, watch!” said Loni. Then she went silent. I got zapped on my thigh. Then my breast. Then nothing. Then another shock at my stomach. I shouted in distress at the capricious tempo of the pain, and when I got loud enough, the vibrator began to hum. Oh, it was so nice. The sudden diffusion of pleasure mollified my panic and held my attention. Yet another shock broke that short tranquility, and triggered my nerves so much that the buzzing shifting from pleasure, to a demand I feel everything. My box became milky with my heavy breath. I squirmed there, legs flailing in a uselessly. My release came when vibrations forced an orgasm.

“I’m fucking garbage!” I shouted as I came. That’s when the applause came. The first time anyone in this room acknowledged me.

“Get the garbage in place,” that was Bash’s voice. Such a sudden relief to hear that. The vibrator and its waist harness got unbuckled and removed. Strange hands touched me, and rubbed my chest, and even gave tender slapping. Chains clattered and my head was pulled up. Someone shed the cuffs behind me and I was manhandled. My legs were too sensitive to run.

I had sense of getting bent forward over something round at my thighs. My torso was shoved forward to a flat lean, and something latched the head box in place. My hands were restrained forward too. Stocks. I knew I had to be in a modified stocks. If there was any doubt, straps restrained my calves and knees. I was dripping. Jovial spanking told me what was coming. Next, a random cock slipped inside me. Fuck, it felt good to feel wrong. I got used by that cock and moaned through the humiliation. Then other men took turns. I got slammed and stretched in an endless parade, and I wanted more after another unavoidable orgasm.

“I’m fucking garbage!” I screamed in a raspy voice. My face was sweating. Wet hair stuck to my temple and cheek. The men weren’t done with me, and my asshole took a stretch next. God, that hurt so much, then a spiraling sensation tingled up my spine to my head, and I learned to love the disgrace. The cocks punished me more. They extracted more climaxes and spent their cum only as they wished.

Then it stopped. I panted in the horrid head box half wondering if it was truly over. The footsteps and the following of silence let me know it must be. The cum rolled down my thighs. God, I must be such a depraved mess, but I had done it. I had suffered, paid for my crimes. Weird when you think about it. My voluntary masochism extracted guilt and tension out of my soul like nothing else could. Didn’t change what I did, what would happen to Laurel, or the monsters that I worked for. Still, it made me feel right.

***

The door creaked into the dark room.

“Maeson?” It was Bash’s voice. Soothing and calm. The harsh tormenter I’d asked him to play was gone. This was the Bash who nursed me in the hospital so long ago. “Are you ready to come out?”

“Please, master…”

The stocks were lifted. The box came off my head and I inhaled clear air. Bash looked at my eyes, checked my pulse, brushed the sweat off my head. Mistress Loni wiped me down with, and then the leathers bindings came off. Bash took me off the stocks, and lifted me up, cradling me, and took me too a couch. I threw my arms over him and held close to him. Saying nothing, I allowed his infections calm to let me come down from the terrified mania. Pure validation calmed my racing heart.

“Bash, I can’t do it anymore,” I announced.

“Can’t do what?”

“The campaigns. The mercenary work,” I said. “This has to be the last one.”

“Tell me why, Maeson…” he began.


Chapter 6

The campaign went on. I watched thousands of comments discredit Laurel like a plague of flies on leftover fruit. The swarm appeared leaderless, spontaneous, and the natural way our worst natures reveal themselves online. Nothing anyone can do about that.

Laurel’s public accounts vanished. Her Georgetown friends and lawyers responded on her behalf, with op-eds and post threads. It fuels only the chaos, as legions of well primed useful idiots saw that as confirmation of the conspiracy that we -and by that I meant I - made them believe. Laurel would certainly never work for the party again. I doubt she’d ever have anything close to a public presence after this. I’m sure her friends would find work for her somewhere.

Colton Delgado won reelection with a 3% margin. There was a recount. He remained the victor.

Colton’s team threw a party at a Vancouver hotel in celebration. I observed an atmosphere as jubilant and carefree as a college greek festivity. Smiles, handshakes, hugs and usefully kind words I produced with the same affective authenticity as those bots that I helped summon.

I hated these people for what I let them turn me into. Or maybe this manipulative mercenary is what I’ve always been. Maybe it didn’t matter.

Colton found me towards the end of the night. I nursed the melted ice water of my gin and tonic.

“We couldn’t have done it without you, Maeson,” he said. The compliment fell flat, but it’s still the smoothest silver voice. “The party is lucky to have you.”

“Not part of the party, sir,” I said. “Never was.”

Disappointment crossed his face.

“Maeson, if you’re not one of us, then it’s we who have a loss. We depend on talented people like you.”

He was right about that. I expected my final bonus check to clear from them in only a few days. Still, I could’ve gotten the same amount without going as far as I did. I didn’t have to be the diabolical genius who used my powers to screw over Laurel. I could’ve stopped short, manipulated Colton, say I did my best, and had this whole stupid campaign fail for all I cared. Getting used happens to me plenty, but now was the time to change that. I stood up and flipped Colton’s tie in the air.

“One nice thing though, sir,” I began. “Is that we don’t have to worry about the congressional ethics committees.”

He depended on me alright. I’d make him remember it. I took him up to his hotel room. When the door closed, I made out with him. We tasted each other, inhaling the latent flavor of mixed drinks and sharing the heedless corruption. He broke a kiss and pressed on my shoulders. I stopped and moved his hands off of them.

“What is it?”

“You ever had a girl on top?”

“Naturally.”

“You ever had a girl use your own ties on you?” I glanced at Colton’s campaign trail suitcase, as I flicked open buttons of his dress shirt.

“What do you mean?”

“Follow my orders this time, Colton,” I declared. He complied. Soon, I had him shirtless, secured to the hotel bed by his wrists. Breathing heavy, I wrestled away his dress slacks, and those square boxers of his. I wanted to ride my new fuck toy right then, yet I still wanted to bind his ankles to the posts. His dick. I saw it as a warm, stiff, toy. That’s all he was to me. I got naked without looking at him. Mounting him did not need eye contact either. I only looked down my own body as I took the dick within and rode it.

Fiddling my clit got me off. I let myself ride for as long as liked, ignoring the occasional mutterings or stupid words from Colton. I came, and it emboldened me. I dropped my servile sympathies and professional duplicity at last.

I slapped Colton on the cheek.

“What?!” He cried.

I slapped him again.

“Maeson!”

“Imagine that, huh?” I smirked. I thought of the maniacal deluge of internet harassment that fell on Laurel -endless abuse with the ubiquitous hashtag and at sign. “Imagine shit like this, never, ever stopping.”

I slapped him again. Repeatedly. Joyfully.

“Maeson, I will stop payment…”

“You talk too much!” I said covering his mouth and giving him the shush finger. I retrieved another tie and sock. He furiously shook his head as I gagged him. Then I sat at the end of the bed and gradually began to redress.

“It’s nice. Nice to hear that quiet. Now listen please,” I said. I struck his cheeks a few more times. “I’m done with you, Colton, and your campaigns. I’m done with your stupid fucking party.”

I caressed his scrotum. He shook against the bonds.

“Mostly though, I hate the shit I did for you.”

I squeezed. He screamed.

“You wanted to cut off my check right? Well, consider this,” I said holding his attention. “I’m a fucking monster. I make people crazy, like that shooter. Or like the idiots listening to those bots.”

I tightened.

“I helped you win that campaign. Now imagine, what I’d do if you made me an enemy.”

I released. Then punched. He winced and moaned in pain.

“Now I’m really curious, Colton. Did you, do it?” I leaned over his face. He couldn’t speak. “Did you hurt Laurel?”

I could see only terror in his eyes. I honestly didn’t care about his answer. I only cared about tormenting him and hurting a bit more. I paced around the hotel room looking for anything that could become a toy. Some small black binder clips held papers together. They became my nipple clamps. Delgado winced through the shivering pain at his pectorals. It was delightful to put that on him, and fondle them. I even gave them a tug.

“If it hurts too much there, there’s lots of other places I can put them,” I taunted. Ignoring his answer, I found other places to pinch, like the sides of his abdomen, or the insides of his thighs. I learned a lot about the sensitivity of muscle groups that night. When I grew bored with that, I undid his shoelaces, and entertained myself with a little bit of cock binding. I tightened that rope around his erection until the tip turned purple. He struggled there, while I explored the bathroom. A tiny bottle of hotel lotion served as a source of anal lube. I forced the bottle itself in, stretching his ass. Screaming didn’t get too far past the sock in his mouth.

“What’s the matter? Don’t like it? Need it to end?” I said with disinterest as I unwound shoelaces around his dick. “It’ll end when I’m done.” I coiled the laces around his scrotum again, exposed the mushroom like bloom of his testicles, and hurt them. I tormented him like that for longer, until he got louder through that gag, face perspiring from the panic and the terror. When he had enough, I relieved him of plug, the clips, and the laces.

He could figure out how to get his hands feet loose on his own though.

“Lots of people got hurt for your victory, Delgado,” I pronounced as I snapped a few pictures of him tied up, gagged, and naked. “Now you have too. I guess that’s fair. Hope it was worth it.”

With that I left the room and the hotel. I never heard from Colton again.


Epilogue

Six months later, Bash and I carried a heavy, long box out of a rented pick up and into a townhouse. We walked it past the the other furniture I managed to arrange and the few cardboard boxes I’d yet to go through in the last five weeks.

My townhouse.

Bash and I took out the instructions together and assembled the bookshelf and cabinet. A little glue here. Some drilling there. In an hour or so we had the shelf assembled, and that meant I could place the rest of the things out of my box on the shelf. Silly things, like some mementos from college and a single row collection of books. Some of my new friends had gotten me a few books to read. Not all of them were about kink, either. Some of them were about political theory.

As I organized my new shelf, and Bash stomped down the last boxes of my move in, we casually listened to the news. A name came up. Colton Delgado.

“What?” Said Bash.

“Yeah?” I said turning up the television volume.

A talking head journalist opened the round table panel, “But what does this mean for Delgado’s next term?” She began. “Will it sully his chance to win a third?” Another suit replied, “these things have happened on both sides of the aisle.” Another commented on how things changed after 2016. It took me a long time to realize what they were talking about, but then I got it when they bluntly stated it: An individual within Delgado’s campaign sent out e-mails, receipts, and other documents proving that his campaign conspired with foreign actors. They created a social media campaign after the scandal involving Laurel Bauchard, his former staffer.

Damn. I’d nearly forgotten about that schedule send I sent. Pepper Jim is proper fucked now. Maybe Delgado too, or not. Either way, I won a prize for a contest I forgot I entered. A tiny victory in a pretty sick world.

“Maeson?” Said bash with a knowing look. “He was your boss before, right? Any idea how this happened?”

“He must’ve done something pretty awful to deserve it.”

“I’ll bet. Probably somebody who was clever. Smart. A kind of stay in the shadows type of person, but who knows how to market. Right?”

I blushed a little.

“Maybe someone like that.”

I flipped off the TV and opened the fridge and put out some vegetables on a cutting board.

“We should probably start getting dinner ready, Bash,” I said. “Jessie and the gang will be here in about an hour.”

END
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Rock Star Futa Cursed on a Cruise

Zarah endures a cramped cruise for her musical career, but a succubus has to eat. Corporate women and partying coeds make for delicious meals through hot, heart pumping, aggressive futanari copulation.

But Zarah can't seduce like she should. Something is siphoning her demonic energy. Worse, another succubus drained a man and left him as dry as a mummy. Zarah doesn't get along with other demons. She didn't learn enough magic to figure this out either. But is this personal?

She won't let this go, she won't run, and she can't work alone.But Zarah's only help are two young witches, harboring four years of trauma, resentment and anger towards succubuses like her. That's a longshot, but Zarah will take it.

This 32k Word Novella is the third and final book in the Demon Rocker Zarah series. 

Students Servicing Strangers

Talented Amanda stretches her voice in a lonely practice room. Hours go by and her friends party, drink, and date. Even on weekends, Amanda drives strangers who have more fun than her. It's a meager living, but it's college right? Her only release is her vibrator.

Her roommate, Courtney, is more than sexually fulfilled: she pleases her professor boyfriend. She also pleases strangers through the anonymity of a glory hole. Now, she's inviting her roommate to join in the excitement -and the profits.

That's a wild and dangerous life. Yet Amanda can earn only so much driving drunks around. If she's honest, that vibrator isn't enough anymore. What could wrong? Maybe Amanda should be he next hot student hidden beyond that hole. 

Demon Futa Takes Revenge

Sharis is a futanari succubus on her way to her sorority’s first big party. Her futa nature is no secret to Lucy, who won’t keep her hands -or lips- to herself during the car ride. That’s only the start of Lucy’s impulsive exhibitionism. She shags a guy before the entire party. It excites Sharis and she wishes she could be that bold.

But Lucy is whipped, disciplined, and humiliated when upper-class members disapprove. Worse, someone recorded her little show and is blackmailing the entire sorority. When seduction isn’t enough to catch a blackmailer, the sorority turns to Sharis and her supernatural abilities. She makes a dubious deal with another, more powerful, hell-born vixen to save the sorority’s reputation.

10k words of supernatural, college coed erotica, with a futa on female, humiliation, and exhibitionism scenes. Book continues the story of Demon Futa Joins the Sorority
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