PART 3: Powering up the Empowerment 

Chapter X: The moment.


After spending Friday, Saturday, and early Sunday morning “breaking her in”, we fell asleep in my bed. Since she was such a good student, I let her sleep in the bed with me. I was exhausted! 


As I was coming out of my slumber, my cock felt warm, wet and erect. I awoke to see little Kimmie sucking me hard. She noticed that I had awakened, and pulled her head off my stiff dick. I looked down at it. It was soaking wet with her spit, sticking straight up. My head was almost purple, and I could see the veins straining against the shaft. I felt so good. Kimmie then crawled up my body with her arms wrapped around me and looked at me with her azure blue eyes and full lips and said “Can I sit on it?” 

She slid her right hand down my body to caress my wet cock. Her small hand could hardly encircle it. She continued to work it up and down, smearing her saliva up and down the shaft, and rubbing it over the head with her thumb. “Please?” almost pleading.


I stroked her blond hair and studied her young face. I drank in the spray of freckles across her nose. She was biting her lower lip. I nodded in the affirmative. She pulled the rest of the covers off of me, turned around and put her mouth over it again to re-supply it with her saliva. Her tender little behind was facing me, and I softly caressed her tight round butt. She turned again to face me, spreading her legs. She straddled me. She reached down between her legs and grabbed my cock in her hand.

 
She was so young and beautiful, her body now ready for a life of sexual fulfillment. Like a pro, she gently rubbed my cock over her wet labia. I felt the warm wetness of her pussy which, just hours ago, had never had anything inside it. She then held it steady and began to lower herself down. I could feel her vagina stretch to accept my penis. It was tight, but it was warm and very wet. I was able to penetrate her slowly, but nicely. I was entering her gently, bit by bit, and each time more of my cock would be devoured, she would let out a little gasp. Finally I was totally inside her. The head of my penis was pressing against her cervix. I felt her pubic bone press against mine. She began to rock, so that rubbing over my pubic bone and hair would stimulate her young clit.


She closed her eyes and tossed her head back. She began to moan as she bit down on her lower lip. Trance-like she arched her back, pushing her budding breasts out. I could see her nostrils widen with each deep breath. Then she bent over a little, and pushed down on my chest with her hands, and her tight young body began to rise up my cock. Her vagina was so tight; that my cock felt like a vacuum was pulling on it when she slid upwards. Then she began to lower herself down again. I could feel air pressure force its way up inside her like a bicycle pump. She began to pump faster. With each up stroke, her mouth would open up, swallowing air. With every down stroke, she would exhale and let out a guttural moan.

 
All the sensations were rushing over me. The feel of her young body, as my hands caressed her back, her shoulders, her waist, and her hips. The feel of her young budding breasts as I fondled them. The feeling of my cock in her tight hot pussy. The feel of it being pulled up, then the sensation of it going back in her when she came down.

 The sight of this beautiful young girl. Legs spread, the small, thin, straight, line of soft downy pubic hair. Her young, small nipples straining to push out. That lovely blond hair flipping with every movement. Her soft full lips, and that cute button nose. 

The sounds. Lungs filling with air, then blowing out again. The soft moans emanating from somewhere in the deep recesses of her soul. The slurping sounds coming from her pussy as she rose up my cock. The gentle sounds of air being forced out as she settled on down again. 

With her sitting on top of me, her buttocks cheeks would spread. I slid my hands down her back to the round globes of flesh that make up her butt. I slid my finger between her cheeks and felt the small button of her anus. As my fingers grazed over it, I felt her tighten a little bit. She let out let out a “Whoa” and giggled a little bit. 

“Hey, that tickles” she said

“Do you like it?”

“Uh huh” she said nodding her head. 

I put my fingers in my mouth to wet them. She reached out and grabbed my hand and put my fingers in her mouth too. Soaking wet, I rubbed little circles around her anus and she let out a little sound. Slowly I pushed my middle finger past her sphincter and slipped it inside her.


Pressing my finger into her ass was like pushing the “Orgasm On” button. I had only probed her two or three times before I felt her anus clamp up on my finger. In fact, it was so tight that it was stuck. I felt her whole body tighten up. Then like an electric shock, her whole body convulsed and shook. 

“Oh my god!” she exclaimed.

Then another followed by another and another. Her whole body shook with each orgasmic jolt. Her small breasts jiggled in every direction every time she was slammed with another orgasm.

“Oh, oh, oh!” then Bam!

“God!” then more sounds, less and less sounding like words and more and more sounding like animal grunts.


As for me, all I could feel was the tingling sensation that came over my whole body. All sensations and feelings were centered on my groin. I could feel my prostrate expand, my testicles throbbing with excitement, my red-hot cock, and the uncontrolled bucking of my hips as began to fuck this little girl with all I had.


 I pulled my finger out of her anus, and grabbed her by the hips. Another jolting orgasm hit her, as another electric shock hit me. I could feel my cock beginning to throb uncontrollably. My balls aching, then the inner swell as I felt my semen force its way through my body, up my urethra as I shot a load of hot cum deep inside her. Then the next wave hit me almost immediately, as I ejaculated another load inside her. I could feel the hot cum, spreading out over my cock deep inside her pussy. Then another load, as my body stiffened up, my toes curled, and my hips pushed up uncontrollably. I strained to see Kimmie. I looked down and saw her crotch. Hoards of fluid poured out of her vagina, coating her pussy and my cock. I felt it drip down over my balls onto my anus and settle in a pool on the mattress.


Although still fully gorged, my cock began to soften, becoming more flexible. We were both coated in a mixture vaginal fluid and semen. My sweet Kimmie then pushed down with her fingers near the root of my shaft, forcing my softening, but full cock to remain inside her. With my cock still in her, she slowly lowered herself over top of me. Lying flat, I could feel her soft breasts press against my chest. She reached over with both hands and pulled my face to hers. I kissed her soft full lips. I opened my mouth and slid my tongue in her mouth, and then I felt her soft pointy tongue in my mouth. I tasted her saliva. Swallowing as much of it as I could. We embraced each other tightly as we hugged away the last remaining orgasmic aftershocks. 

We lay like that until our breathing became normal again, our heart rates subsided, and our sweat evaporated. I felt my cock begin to slide out. Kimmie pushed up on my chest to a sitting position, and then slowly slid downward off of my cock. It slipped out slowly, making that sucking sound as it slid, and as the head emerged from her, a little “pop!” sound was heard as my softened, but still very wet cock, flapped back and smacked my stomach like wet slimy eel, flicking our juices in a half-moon spray. As I looked at Kimmie, she was holding her self up from behind with her arms, like in a crab position walking her self off of me towards the end of the bed. As my cock pulled out, I noticed that her young pussy, still held the “O” shape created by my cock. I saw more juices oozing from her vaginal opening. 


“Kimmie” I said


“yeh?”


“That was wonderful! A moment I will always remember.”


“Hmmmm. Me too” she said softly, and then her forehead wrinkled in a puzzled look.


“But…” she continued.


“What?”


“Oh nothing, I don’t want to disappoint you, master, by sounding like I am complaining.”


“But …?”


“No really, its nothing master”


“Kimmie, you can speak freely now, what is on your mind?”


“Well” she began


“I was just wondering”, still hesitating


“Go ahead’ I said


“Well, when am I going to be empowered?”


I thought for a moment, then replied, “You already are”


“I am? When did that happen?”


“Oh, if I had to place a time on it I would guess sometime last night.”


“Really? I don’t feel ‘empowered’.”


“You are, you just haven’t realized it yet.”


“How am I going to realize it?”


“Well” I said. “Who is the person you hate the most?”


Without any thought or hesitation, Kimmie said “Megan O’Grady.”


“O.k., Who is the most feared?”


We both answered and nodded our heads in the affirmative “Megan O’Grady.”


“Where do you suppose she is right now?” I asked.


Kimmie pondered this for a moment, and said “Well, there’s no school tomorrow, so I would guess that she is probably at the mall.”


“Where at the mall does she hang out?”


“Usually she hangs out at the fountain at the main entrance.”


“ O.k.” I said. “Get cleaned up and get dressed, were goin’ out.”


“What? Where?” looking perplexed, “and … and … why?”


“I am going to prove to you that you have been empowered.” 


“How are you going to do that?” she asked. 


“Just get dressed, I have a plan.”


“You do? What is it?”


“I’ll tell you in the car.”

Chapter XX: Of Truth

A

Central Mall is like any other suburban mall. A huge mammoth of a building sprawled out like a huge multi-legged bug. The building, parking lot, and small stores and fast-food restaurants dotting the parking lot cover several hundred acres. Like most malls it was built in the late seventies and early eighties. It has been renovated several times over the last 20 years. But alas it is still the same old building; a lot of glass, brass, steel, and masonry. 

It has several entrances. Most of which have one or two doors, near a “draw” store like Sears, J.C. Penney, Wards, Dillard’s, and Belk. The “Main” entrance, however, has a bank of six doors, four revolving doors, and two Handicapped accessible doors with huge automatic metal buttons for each door attached to the walls inside and out. The first thing you see when you enter there, is a huge water fountain. The fountain’s pool is dotted with pennies and nickels from people making worthless wishes. Surrounding the pool is a series of cement and mortar benches.

 
During the week, at daytime, the benches are full of elderly senior citizens and stay-at-home moms walking around shopping while it is calm and quiet. At night, weekends and holidays however, teenagers hang out there. They try to be cool occupying the benches. The teenage girls try to be cute and sexy, all at the same time. They're chatting on cell phones, or eyeing the boys walking past. Teen boys try to look tough and cool, secretly begging for some attention from the girls that are hanging out.  


The car pulled off of the highway into the huge parking lot. The late fall sun was low and bright, piercing the sight of anyone trying to see through the windshield of their car. It was cool, but not so cold you couldn’t stand to be outside. The air was crisp, and you could smell the cooking grease and fries of the fast-food joints in the parking lot. The lots themselves were about half full, as you might expect on a Sunday afternoon during football season. 


The car snaked its way though the lot, and pulled around to the main drive which surrounds the mall. As it approached the Main entrance, it slowed to a crawl. Two figures inside the car were straining to see through the glare of the afternoon sun, as it was cast upon the glass entranceway, to see the people who had gathered around the fountain inside. 

“Do you see ‘em?” The male voice said

“Nope” said the girl, shielding the sun from her eyes with her hand.

“What about now?” the car slowed even more

“Nooo …Wait! I see ‘em!” she started to point. “They’re right there, see?”

“Yep! I see ‘em. Is she there?”

Still straining to see more, excitedly she says “Yep! There she is, right smack dab in the middle. Just like I told you she’d be!”  

“O.k.!” said the male voice. “Let’s go get the milk shake.”

The car pulled off from the main entrance way and worked its way through the parking lot to a McDonalds stuck out in the middle of the parking area.

B

As I pulled into the drive-thru I noticed that Kimmie’s excitement abated quickly. Now she was withdrawn, staring out the window at nothing. She looked very nervous. The speaker at the drive through was barely audible. 

“Hmmmf, ummf, mmmmf?”

“What?” I said.

“HMMMF, UMMF, MMMMF?”

“WHAT … Uh … I’ll have a large chocolate shake.”

“hmmmf, ummf, mmmmf?”

“What are you saying?”

HMMMF, UMMMF, MMMMF, UMMFF?”

“What? No. Just a large chocolate shake!”

“hmmmf, ummmf.”

“Yeah, right, whatever.”

I pulled around to the first window, and an attractive 20ish black woman wearing real clothes, like manager’s do, and a head set said “That’ll be $4.35 sir.” I half thought that was a bit high, but I was more concerned with Kimmie. I reached into my back pocket, retrieved my wallet, pulled out a $5.00 bill and handed it to the woman. She retrieved sixty-five cents, and handed it to me, which I promptly threw into a cup holder in the center console of the car. “Thank you sir, go to the next window.”

As I pulled up to the next window, I looked over at her. “Kimmie, what’s wrong now? Kimmie shifted in her seat, and stared at her shoes.

Shaking her head, and wiping her nose with her index finger, she barely squeaked out “nothing.”

The guy at the second window was a tall geeky looking teenager, with greasy red hair. His hat was cock-eyed, and the head set looked very big on his head. Pimples dotted his face. He looked at me and said. “One small shake, and a large fry?”

“No!” I said. “One large shake.”

“Oh” said the kid, “one large shake and a large fry.”

“Nooooo …One large shake.”

The kid banged away at the computer screen in front of him, shook his head yes and said “One large shake and a small fry.”

“NO!” I screamed “One … Large … Shake! That’s all!” 

Shocked, the kid said, “but sir, its in the computer …”

“I don’t give a damn what’s in the computer, all I ordered was a large shake.”

“But you paid ….” The kid was turning red; his Adam’s apple began to bob up and down nervously. The poor unsure-of-himself kid looked petrified. Maybe he screwed up orders all day? Maybe he has no self-confidence, and thinks he screws things up all the time? Whatever the reason, the kid was not having a good day.

I started to feel bad for the kid; “Look” I said shaking my head in disbelief. “Don’t worry about it. Just give me the fucking order.” The kid nervously handed down the small shake, which I gave to Kimmie, who immediately slipped the straw into her mouth and drew some of the brown liquid into her mouth. I took the fries, and crammed them into the other cup holder on the center console. I pulled off squealing my tires a little bit, and parked in a space near the building. 


I put the car in “Park”, un-hooked my seat belt, and turned to face her. She was intently concentrating on the chocolate shake as she drew it up through the straw. I reached down, grabbed a fry and popped it in my mouth. It was good. Hot, slightly salted, and crispy. I grabbed another one, and as I crunched it, I looked at Kimmie. I was hopping she would return my stare and look back at me. She just kept on staring at the straw in her drink. I grabbed another fry.

“Kimmie.” She slowly turned to look at me.

“What’s the problem now?”

She shrugged her shoulders, and said “nothing.”

“That’s bullshit, and you know it.”

She just shrugged again.

“Kimmie, look at me.” She slowly turned to face me again.

“What? Are you scared?”

Almost defiantly, she said. “Yeah!”

“What, are you afraid of ? Getting hurt?”

She bit down hard, her eyes narrowed, and she tensed up. “Well Duh! Of course I am afraid of getting hurt!” 

Normally, an outburst like that would have bought her about four hours on the “wheel” and her ass being whipped with the “cat”! But that wouldn’t have helped her to realize her empowerment. So I took a deep breath, reached out, grabbed her face and sternly turned her head to face me. She was nervous and shaking. She looked up at me with her azure blue eyes and a tear running down her cheek. “Don’t you ever talk to me like that again!” She shook her head slowly in the affirmative. 

“Listen to me.” I said, munching on a fry. “Its been about … what … six-weeks since I’ve taken over your life?” She nodded. “You remember, you tuned over to me your mind, body, and soul. I own you, remember?” 

She shook her head again. 

“Now everything I have done to you, I have done out of love, and concern for you, right?” 

She nodded again.

“O.k. Think about this.” I started wiping some of the grease from the fries from my hand with a napkin and continued.  “Within the last six weeks you walked around for a total of two weeks with your nipples vice-gripped; you spent 24 hours with a pen shoved up your ass; and in the last two and a half days, you have been bound, gagged, shackled, whipped, probed, prodded, AND” I looked right at her.  “Your nipples, stomach, thighs, arm pit, and pussy have been all clothes-pinned, right?” 


Kimmie thought through all of the things I had done to her. Every time I mentioned one, deep, stimulating memories came rushing back. She felt her nipples get hard, her clit start to rise, and felt her juices begin to flow. She readily nodded in the affirmative.

“So, tell me …” She looked up at me. “Can you think of anything that Megan O’Grady can do to you that can top any of that?”


She thought about that for a moment. Then like a light, whose dimmer was slowly being turned up, she began to see the light. “No.” she said. “No, I can’t! Your right!” she said. A sneaky little wry smile came over her lips. 

“See, Kimmie.” I said. “I have empowered you through pain. I have lovingly hurt you. I have with love, determination, and with control administered pain to you.” She thought about the feel of the pen, as it was shoved into her ass. She thought about the feel of the “cat” as she was whipped with it. She thought about the clothespins biting into the flesh of her nipples. Each thought shot a wave of ecstasy through her young body. 


“See …” I continued. “I have empowered you to not only accept pain. To not only endure it, but to want it. Pain now, means pleasure to you, right?” She nodded “As long as you desire pain, you will never fear it. As long as you never fear it, then there is nothing anybody can do to you that you don’t want. Right?”

As the realization of that truth came to her, she sat up straight in her seat. A beaming smile came over her face from ear to ear. “Right!” she said. She pondered the thought a little longer. Then thrust her hands into her lap and said “Lets go get that bitch!”

“That’s the Kimmie I know!” I said. I pulled out of the parking space, and drove around to the main road. I stopped a few yards from the main entrance. Kimmie got out of the car, and turned back to look into the passenger side window.

“Are you ready?” I said.

“Yep!”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

“You remember the plan?”

“Yep.” 

“O.k., you’ve got your shake. I’ll meet you over at the spot and give you the paddle there. O.k.?”

“O.k.”

I watched as she left the car and walked, no strutted, towards the doors. Her shoulders were solid and erect as she headed into the mall on a mission! A great feeling of warm pride came over me as I watched her walk towards the mall. 

C

Although she felt pretty good about herself, the truth of the matter was that she looked like shit. After all, she just spent the last two and half days strapped to the “wheel”. Her ass has been whipped, and her body had been poked and probed and pinched and abused. Just a few hours ago, she was fucked furiously. Her hair was all askew sticking out in every direction. Some of it was matted and stuck together from dried blobs of cum. 


When we left the house to come to the mall, we left in such a hurry, that all she had time to do was throw on the black rubber “short-shorts” and black tight rubber bra I made her wear. She threw a white collared shirt on to cover it, but she didn’t get a chance to button it right, and the bra was clearly visible through it. On her feet, all she had on was a pair of black high-top Keds. As she strutted through the revolving doors, it was obvious that she was oblivious to her outward appearance. 


The “bitch squad” however, noticed her the minute she walked through the door. As she came through the revolving door, with the shake in her hand, sucking on the straw, they all started snickering and laughing at her. Then the “bitch squad” got up from the bench they were hogging and blocked her entrance into the rest of the mall. 


“Where the fuck do you think your going?” said Megan, the head bitch. 


“To the mall, what do you think?” replied Kimmie. 


“No your not!” said Shonda Washington, the tall well built black teen from the squad.


“Yeah, you look like a big piece of chit, mange!” said LaQuinta Gonzalas, the tanned and beautiful Hispanic member, with her flowing curls of jet black hair, perfectly riding down her shoulder, to her chest. 


Then Crystal Lee; the Asian, who was a little shorter then the other girls but built like a goddess, and Shonda, grabbed her under both arms and physically moved her out of the flow of traffic to the front of the fountain. The four members of the “bitch squad” then surrounded her. Megan stood directly in front of her, at the bench they were occupying. The two girls perched at both arms stayed at her side and increased their grip on her. LaQuinta, moved in behind her. 


Megan moved in closer “You disgusting piece of shit! Who ever gave you permission to come into my mall?”


“It’s a free country.” Replied Kimmie.


“No its not. Not here it isn’t.” Megan reached up, and grabbed Kimmie by the collar of her shirt, and lifted her almost off of her feet. The two girls then let go of her arms. Their hands were sticky from something all over her arms. They attempted to wipe what ever it was off of their hands on to their pant legs.


“Your disgusting!” Shonda said looking at her hand wondering what was all over it.


Crystal, who was doing the same thing with her hand, chimed in “Jesus Christ, girl, don’t you any respect for yourself?”


LaQuinta, who was never short of words, was poking her in the back, hard with her thumb, saying “yeah!” to every comment everyone else made. 


Then Megan pulled her shirt apart, popping off the top two miss-aligned buttons. She looked down at Kimmie’s tiny breasts encased in the black rubber bra. “Oh I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pop the buttons off of the only decent piece of clothing you own.”


“Yeah” chimed in Crystal laughing. She was waggling her index finger at each cup of her black rubber bra.  “Where do you buy your clothes? Goodyear?” The whole squad busted out laughing.  


“Look.” Said Kimmie. “I just want to go to Sears and buy my mom a birthday present.” Which was a lie, but she felt she needed to foster the dialog a bit more. 


“Fuck you!” said Shonda, as she slapped Kimmie on the head knocking her into Crystal. 


“Get off me bitch!” Crystal yelled as she pushed her back into the center of the crowd. 


“Yeah!” Said LaQuinta, as she pushed her with her hand so hard that she fell towards Megan.  Megan then pushed her back forcefully with both her hands. Kimmie knew what was coming because she has been through this routine so many times before with the “bitch squad.” They were going to knock her around for a while and have their fun insulting her. The only difference this time is that she was counting on it. 

Megan grabbed her face with her hand forcefully and said “Maybe we should drag this wreck into the bathroom and give her a proper cleaning.” 

“Yeah!” They all said. When Megan let go of her face, she actually pushed her back onto LaQuinta, who pushed her right back at Megan. Only this time Kimmie was ready. As LaQuinta pushed her back at Megan, Kimmie brought her hand up with the Shake in it and squeezed the now soft cardboard cup with all her might. A huge 5ounce blob of chocolate shake was launched from the cup and it flew over and hit Megan square in the neck. 

Megan was wearing a perfectly white cotton sweater, which hugged her figure and bust line nicely. Below that, she wore a white pair of cotton stirrup pants. Kimmie not only launched her shake, she also launched herself. She knocked Megan down hard on the bench. Megan was stunned for a brief moment. 

Mockingly, Kimmie said, “Oh, Megan I am so sorry about landing on you and spilling my shake. Here let me help you clean that up.” She reached forward and began to “clean up” the shake. What she really was doing was mashing it into the fibers of her sweater, and spreading it all over her. Kimmie was surprised however, when during the “clean up” she grazed over Megan’s left breast. She had never felt another woman’s breast before. She was intrigued. It was much larger then her own small breasts, and heavy and full. She marveled at their shape; their feel; the softness of the flesh; and how stacked she really was. For a moment, they transfixed her. She started to wonder what they must look and feel like when they’re not covered by a sweater and bra. She pondered this as she now gingerly and softly spread chocolate shake over it. 

Her trance was broken, when Megan slapped her hand away. “You fuckin’ lez! Get off me!” Kimmie snapped out of it, and found herself eye to eye with the queen bitch. Suddenly, Kimmie pushed Megan hard in the chest again, and Megan fell back onto the bench. Then Kimmie took off like a shot through the mall! 

“Lets get her,” screamed the squad in unison. 

“No!” Yelled Megan. “The little cunt is mine.” She said as she flicked a hand full of chocolate shake on the floor. “You guys stay here and keep an eye out for security. Make sure no one follows us.”

“What’re you going to do?” said Crystal.

“I am going to lay down some serious hurt on that little bitch is what I am going to do!”

Kimmie took off like a bat out of hell. She ran down the Main Entrance corridor to the concourse, which runs through the middle of the mall. As she rounded the corner and bolted down the concourse, she was sure that Megan was right behind her. But when she looked back over her shoulder, Megan was nowhere to be found. Kimmie stopped and tried to look through the crowd to see where Megan was. There was still no sign of her. “Fuck!” Kimmie said to herself. Then she heard a loud commotion. She stepped up on a bench, and peered around a metal support beam. 


There was Megan. She came around the blind corner and ran smack into an old black guy pushing a gray plastic wheeled trashcan. Megan looked down at the poor old man who hardy knew what hit him. “Get out of the way you old fart!” Megan yelled at him. Megan tried to scan the concourse for Kimmie, but could not find her.


“What, is she blind?” thought Kimmie. She peered around the beam again, and Megan was still clueless as to where she was. She looked up and down the beam, and an idea came to her. She started to bang on the beam loudly. It made such a racket that every one in the concourse stopped what they were doing and turned to look at her, even Megan. She saw Megan start to run towards her, and the race was on again! 


She hopped off the bench and scurried down the concourse a little further, and then she rounded the corner of the Hecht’s corridor. To the right, just before the Hecht’s store, was a cross over hallway that connected to another corridor with an exit to the back lot. She looked over her shoulder and again, Megan wasn’t behind her. As she made the turn into the crossover hallway she stopped dead in her tracks. She peered around the corner, looking back up the Hecht’s corridor. Still no Megan. “Jesus Christ she’s slow!” Kimmie thought to herself. Then, quite winded, Megan ran into the corridor.

 
She slammed into the marble wall of a Jewelry store. A loud “Owe! Was heard, followed by a “Fuck that hurt!” Megan, again lost sight of Kimmie and began to scan the crowd. Kimmie peered around the corner, looking at Megan searching out the crowd. Closing her eyes and shaking her head, Kimmie yelled out “Megan!” It echoed down the corridor. Kimmie looked around the corner again, and Megan caught a glimpse of Kimmie’s blond hair. She was back in hot pursuit. Kimmie took off, running through the cross over hallway, rounded the corner and headed straight for the doors to the back lot. 

D

The “spot” as it is known, was a small break in the woods that led to a rocky footpath that linked the back lot of the mall to so some high power utility lines. The path was up a fairly steep hill but was only about 100 feet long.  Behind the power lines was a small townhouse development. To get to it however wasn’t that simple. You had to leave the Mall parking lot, drive about a half-mile to a subdivision of single-family homes. Then you have to work your way through the winding neighborhood to get to the townhouse development. The power lines were reached through a small, poorly maintained access road, next the Townhouse’s playground. Once you access the power lines you still have to drive about another 300 yards to get to the path. 


I pulled into the Townhouse development and it seemed very quiet. No one was out, but you could hear the sound of televisions echoing the broad cast of the NFL game being watch by most of its residents. 


Since it appeared that the coast was clear, I drove onto the access road. Driving under the power lines, I turned left and drove the 300 yards to the spot. You could only tell the “spot” from the car, because it was riddled with trash. Old beer cases, and bottles littered the area. 


I got out of the car, and walked over to the mouth of the path. Since the fall foliage was mostly gone, I had a good view of the parking lot and the two doors that entered the mall. Surveying the area, I noticed some large Oak trees, pines, bushes and brambles. A pair of Black Berry bushes provided the perfect cover for me. I could see the action on the path and remain relatively hidden. 


I went back to the car and unlocked the trunk. After fishing around for a while, I retrieved the paddle. The paddle was just that, a paddle. It was an old wooden canoe paddle. I found it when I used to work at a sporting goods store. Someone broke it in two. I cut off the jagged ends, to make it blunt. Then I wrapped the first foot or so with duct tape. So on one end you have a blunt end covered with tape, and on the other you have the triangular shaped hand piece. Holding the paddle in my right hand, I gave my left hand a few quick whacks. It stung and felt pretty solid. “This’ll do the trick,” I thought to myself. 


I went back over to my spot by the black berry bushes and crouched down. Some thing hard and metal was pressing against my butt from my back pocket. I stood up, reached into the pocket and found the handcuffs I used on Kimmie all weekend. “Well, this can only help” I said to myself. 


I began to scan the parking lot from my vantage point. “Where the hell was she?” I was beginning to worry, when all of a sudden I saw the little blond figure burst through the doors. I watched as she stopped cold, turned and bent down to peer back into the window of the door. “What the hell is she doing?” I said to myself. Then she jumped up, and started to run into the parking lot. I could see her hair flowing behind her, as well as the shirt she was wearing, which appeared to only be hanging on by one button. She was quite a site; messy blond hair flapping in the breeze, her shirt trailing behind her; her black rubber bra and shorts; and her black high tops. 

Scanning back over to the door I saw Megan O’Grady bust through the door. She was wearing what appeared to be an all white outfit with a huge brown stain covering her top. She stopped dead in front of the doors. She drew her hand to her eyes to shade them from the glaring sun. She was scanning the parking lot obviously looking for Kimmie. 

I looked back at Kimmie. She was jumping up and down and waving her arms in the air like she was trying to get Megan’s attention! Then she started to pound on the roof of the car next to her. It was so loud that I could hear it. “Damn it girl, you better cool it before you get busted.” I thought. 

Megan finally saw her, and started after her. Kimmie started running in my direction to the entrance of the footpath. I came from around my Black Berry bushes as she was making her way up the trail.

“What the hell is going on, Kimmie?”

Slightly winded, Kimmie said, “Well for a girl who spends all her time hanging out at the gym, she’s not a very fast runner.” I looked over her head and saw Megan approach the path. She was only a few feet away. 

“O.k., here” I tossed her the paddle. She caught it with one hand. I looked down as Megan was moving branches out of her way as she stepped onto the path.  “Well, here she is now”, I whispered,  “go hide!” Kimmie nodded her head took a few more steps up the hill then stepped in front of a big Oak Tree. I went back to my perch behind the bushes. 

If I looked to the left of the bushes, I could see Kimmie standing there, stiff as a board, up against the tree. I was surprised at how little she was. When she stood still like that, she was completely concealed by the tree.

If I looked to the right of the bushes, I could see Megan. She was trying to plod her way up the rocky path. She moved a handful of branches away from her face, and then a lone branch got caught in her hair. “God damn it!” She said. “Come on out you little bitch, I know your in here!” she yelled. She was struggling to free her hair from the branch. When she freed it, she turned to walk back up the trail. “Whap!” Another branch caught her across the forehead. I small red line about 4 inches long appeared on her forehead. A little blood began to trickle out. Megan reached up with her hand to touch the wound, and then brought her hand back and looked at the blood, which now stained her fingers. “Oh, that little bitch is going to get it now!” 

I looked back at Kimmie who was still flat against the tree, but her head was tuned so that she could peer around it. She couldn’t really see anything. I indicated with my hands for her to sit tight. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then looked at me and mouthed, “Where is she?” I mouthed back at her “just sit tight” as I continued to indicate with my hands.  

I looked back in Megan’ direction. Although she was having some difficulty making it up the hill, she had made good progress. She was only about six feet away from where Kimmie was hiding. I watched her take a step. Then her planted leg slipped out from underneath her. She braced her fall with her hands, muttering vulgarities each step of the way. 

I looked back at Kimmie. She had gotten rid of the shirt and now it was in a pile at her feet. She was standing there, legs parted, the paddle held up in both hands over her shoulder like a baseball bat. I could tell the adrenaline was really pumping through her body. She was bouncing back and forth on the balls of her feet. Her knees were partially bent. She looked like a spastic National Leaguer, waiting to smack one out of Kaminski Park. 

I looked again to see the progress of Megan. Now she was only about 2 feet away. I looked back at Kimmie, still bouncing back and forth. She mouthed “Now?” to me. I indicated with my hand “wait … wait …” I peered around to Megan’s side of the bush, “just on more step” I said to myself, as I watched Megan take that last step. I whipped around to the other side of the bush and whispered “NOW!”

In one solid and flowing motion, Kimmie stepped out from behind the tree, and swung the paddle around and “WHACK!” She connected! She caught Megan square on her left cheek. It sounded like some one just cracked an egg. The impact was so hard, that Megan was stood straight up.

I watched her as she just stood there blankly. Her eyes were wide open. A new gash appeared on her face where the paddle had hit her. The spot was turning red and puffy. Blood started to ooze from the gash. But Megan just stood there for what appeared to be an eternity. “God this girl is tough,” I thought to myself. “Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea.”

Then slowly, Megan blinked, and she blinked again. Her knees started to buckle, as she was starting to loose her balance. Megan thrust her arms out and tried to spin them to keep her balance, but it wasn’t enough. She fell backwards hard! Then the momentum carried her legs back over her head, as she somersaulted backwards down the hill. After two full flips, she was finally stopped by a half summersault, as she landed hard on her stomach. Her body slid down the hill a few feet more. Her sweater was bunched up under her breasts, and her pants were pulled up tight over her stomach.

To my surprise, she popped right back up, and with rage in her eyes she started back up the hill. I could see that her stomach now had a collection of scrapes, cuts and gashes.  She was slipping here and there, but keeping her balance. “This is a very bad idea”, I thought to my self. I looked up to see where Kimmie was but couldn’t find her. About 2/3 of the way up the hill Megan slipped again, this time falling on her right knee. She tried to push herself up with her hands when Kimmie jumped out from behind a tree on the other side of the path. Like some twisted Ninja she came down full force over her head with the paddle. Only this time, she was holding the taped end, and was swinging the triangular shaped handle corner down like a hammer. “HIYAH!” she screamed as the paddle came down on the top of Megan’s head. “WHACK!’ Followed by the cracking egg sound again.

All apparent consciousness left Megan’s body in that instant. Her arms were splayed out in front of her, her legs spread out behind her. Nothing on her body moved. She just slowly slid down the hill on her stomach. I came out from behind the bushes and saw Kimmie standing there, her chest was heaving as she sucked in air. She was leaning on the paddle for support. We both looked down at the white hump just lying there. I looked at Kimmie.  Through her gobbling of breath, a smile came over her. “Yoo-hoo!” She said, “That was fun!”

I looked at her and a smile came over my face too. “Yes it was.” I said, “Yes it was!” We both started to laugh.  

Our respite however, was short lived. Megan’s fingers started to twitch then her legs started to move, as her brain desperately tried to re-connect all the broken connections that occurred when she was struck by the paddle. Then suddenly, her arms and legs shot out straight from her body, as she started to make a desperate moaning noise. She quickly rose to her feet. Still disoriented and unstable on her feet, she extended her arms in front of her like “Frankenstein” and tried to make it up the hill as fast as she could. She was walking into trees, bushes and branches, which didn’t seem to even faze her. 

I started to back my way up the hill with out taking my eyes off of her. I noticed that the scrape on her forehead, was now a genuine cut. It appeared to be open now about a 1/16th of an inch, with a steady stream of blood. Her cheek was red and puffy and the gash was flowing blood down her face onto her sweater, blood was also trickling from her nose and ears.

Kimmie came up behind her and tried to tackle her. She gathered up her legs in her arms and was holding on for life. Megan remained focused on the top of the hill. She batted at Kimmie from behind with her arms, but not with any particular strength or accuracy. As Kimmie was being dragged up the hill, she realized that she was losing her grip. She tried to climb up Megan’s back. She pulled herself up Megan’s body, grabbing what ever she could for support. She grabbed the rim of her cotton pants, and tried to pull herself up with it. Megan’s pants slipped down, revealing her butt crack and white cotton panties. Kimmie reached for her sweater, and pulled on it. That caused the collar of the sweater to pull tight against her neck, as she started to choke. Coughing and gasping for air, Megan started crying “Please, Kimmie, Please. Let me go!” She started to bat harder at her as she rode her back.

Kimmie somehow managed to climb on Megan’s back. She had a hand full of hair, and was beating her with her fists about the head, shoulders, ribs, and back. Megan tried desperately to make it to the top of the hill and knock Kimmie off of her. At just about the crest of the hill, Megan stood up; Kimmie lost her grip and tumbled down the hill. At this point Megan saw me for the first time. Actually, she saw someone, a man, but she was too disoriented to recognize me, thank god! 

“Please sir, help me!” She said, “the girl is crazy! She’s going to kill me! Please sir!” She was desperately trying to pull herself up to the top of the hill. She tried to grab my foot. I pulled it away. She tried to grab my pant leg, but I jerked it out her reach. She stopped for a brief second and looked up at me. I could see her eyes were dilated, the blood coming from her ears and nose indicated that this girl is suffering from a serious head injury. 

Softly, she said “Please sir, … won’t you … help me?” 

I looked down at her, my arms folded across my chest. I studied her face. Her desperation showed. She was no longer the mean spirited bitch that made every misfit and geek’s life miserable. She was no longer the terror in little Kimmie's life. She was a desperate, scared, seriously injured little girl. I pondered her for a moment longer and said to her “Hmmmmmmmm. NO!”  Then I leaned back on my left leg, and kicked out hard with my right, catching her forehead with heal of my boot. I ripped open the cut on her forehead now to about a half inch wide. Blood splattered everywhere.

 Megan let out a loud scream “OH GOD, NO!” as she tumbled down the hill with great force. She fell backward, slamming her head hard on the ground, then flipped over and caught a sharp rock in the abdomen, then she kind of cart wheeled and landed between her neck and shoulder. A loud “CRACK” was heard. I couldn’t tell if it was dried stick, or a bone, or what. She landed hard again on her stomach. She was spread eagle, with her legs splayed out on each side.

 Kimmie was at the bottom of the hill brushing dirt and sticks off of her. Megan came to rest with one spread leg on each side of her. Life as Megan had come to know it had, in just a few short seconds, changed dramatically. The meanest, most popular and sexiest girl had now become the victim of her own vanity. Those people who she tried so hard to keep down, to step on, so that she could remain at the top, now had the upper hand. In order for her to survive, she must be at their mercy. She now understood this and the thing that frightened her most, was the fact that she knew that they didn’t like her very much. Now she must accept it. Now she must try to negotiate terms. 

E
Megan lay there perfectly still. Desperately trying not to move a muscle because every move sent shock waves of pain surging through her body. With her face mashed into the dirt she found herself looking at a pool of her own blood form on the ground beneath her. Her head was throbbing, and she could feel pressure build up in her skull. It felt like her head would explode if she couldn’t stop it. Her eyes felt like they were going to pop out too. She found it hard to focus, or to organize her thoughts. She knew she was in trouble.  Her body felt like the flesh had been ripped from it. Every move, however slight, resonated through her cracked bones. She could tell her internal organs were injured too. It stung to breathe; her heart pounded; her lungs felt like they were filling up with a thick fluid. She found it hard to breathe. 

Desperate, Megan thought that reasoning with her attacker might provide some help. She knew she had to be calm, she knew she had to be clear, and she knew she had to be careful about what she said. Most of all, she knew she couldn’t panic!

Lying perfectly still, she called out “Kimmie? … Kimmie, I’m hurt. … I need a doctor, Kimmie. Please Kimmie?” 

There was no response. This worried Megan even more, because she knew Kimmie was close by, towering over her somewhere. She didn’t know where, but she knew how vulnerable she was. She tried again.  “Kimmie … I think I’m seriously hurt, Kimmie … please? … Kimmie, I need a doctor!”

Still there was no response. Panic started to set in. “KIMMIE, DAMNIT PLEASE!” she screamed. “I NEED HELP! I AM VERY HURT, PLEASE KIMMIE!” Kimmie stood there, resting her elbow on the paddle, and picking out pieces of dirt and rock from her hand. She glanced down at Megan while she inspected the wounds on her hands. “OH GOD, KIMMIE, PLEASE! WHY WON’T YOU ANSWER ME! CAN’T YOU TELL I NEED A DOCTOR? CAN’T YOU TELL I’M HURT?   

Kimmie took a step back, and swung the paddle up to rest on her shoulder. She looked down at Megan and said, “No shit your hurt.” Then she squared her shoulders, took a golfing stance, and said “I have no doubt that you could really use a doctor right now.” Then, like she was teeing off at the par 5 at the country club, she swung the paddle with full force and “SWWWISHHHH. WHAP! THUD!” She caught Megan right between the legs with such force, that her whole body moved and shook. 

Kimmie was surprised by the reaction, or lack of it. From her vantage point, it appeared that the hit had no impact on her. She just lay there. Kimmie thought this was most curious, and looked at her, head cocked wondering what impact if any this hit had on her. 

What she didn’t see was that the hit was so hard and so painful that all of Megan’s wind was knocked out of her. She wanted so bad to cry out in pain. She wanted to scream in agony. All she could manage, though, was to gulp air like a fish out of water, and fight back waives of pain and nausea. As she tried to catch her breath, she swallowed blobs of blood and mucus, which only intensified her nausea and made her want to puke.

Kimmie watched as, slowly, Megan drew her knees up to her stomach, and slid her hands between her legs to touch her injured vaginal area. Megan continued to roll herself up in the fetal position. Something caught Kimmie's attention. She bent over slightly and looked between Megan’s legs. The crotch of her white stirrup pants now became saturated in red, as blood oozed out from between her legs. 

Finally Megan started bawling like a baby. “OH GOD!” She cried. “I HURT SO BAD!” As she lay there crying, she begged Kimmmie to let her go. Blobs of snot and blood projected from her mouth and nose with every sound she made. Waives of pain rocked her body as dry heaves overcame her.


I had moved a few feet down the hill to get a better look at the action. I couldn’t believe how much poise and confidence Kimmie was showing. Here she was, towering over her prey like some safari hunter who had just bagged the big one. Megan just lay there bawling and blubbering helplessly. 


I glanced over them to the parking lot and noticed a cute young couple, 20ish or so, coming through the doors and walking into the parking lot. Luckily they were too busy cooing over each other to notice what was going on at the path. However, I felt that they were too close for comfort. I caught Kimmie’s attention and indicated to her that she was too close to the parking lot, and we should move Megan further up the path. 


Kimmie looked over her shoulder as she watched the couple get in their car and drive off. Then she looked down at Megan who was crying, although not as loud or as hard as before. She was mumbling something to herself, but Kimmie couldn’t make out what she was saying. “Is she praying?” Kimmie thought. “Is she trying to talk to me?” She wondered.


Kimmie stiffened up, squared her shoulders and said “Well, that’s all fine and good, but you need to get yer’ ass up the hill.” Megan continued to just lie there, mumbling too herself. “Look god damn it! Get your ass up the hill!” Then Kimmie came down hard with the flat side of the paddle. “SMACK!” Hitting her on her hip. Megan jumped, and brought her hand from between her legs up to cover the area she hit, and started crying again. Kimmie came down hard again and smacked her hand with the paddle. 

“Owe!” cried Megan as she pulled her hand away quickly and tried to shake the pain away.

“GET MOVING!” Yelled Kimmie. 

Megan slowly moved her legs, trying to grip the rocky ground with her feet so she could push herself up the hill.  She slowly pushed down with her hands too, in an attempt to move herself up the hill.  

“COME ON, GOD DAMN IT! GET THE LEAD OUT!” Screamed Kimmie. Then “WHACK!” she smacked her on the butt. Then in quick succession; “WHACK, WHACK, WHACK!” She struck her three more times, twice on the butt, and once across the back of her legs. 

With every hit, Megan let out an “Owe!” and cried some more. Desperately, with every ounce of energy Megan could muster, she tried push herself up the hill. Kimmie kicked her in the ass. Megan, willing to do anything to stop the assault, raised her hand behind her, in Kimmie’s direction, and cried “O.K., O.K., I’ll go up the hill. Anything you want, Kimmie, just don’t beat me anymore, please!” 

In spite of how painful it was, Megan attempted to rise up on her hands and knees and crawl up the rocky slope. It felt like she was crawling on a bed of nails, as every exposed rock or twig cut into her hands and knees. She could feel Kimmie behind her pushing her hard on her butt, almost knocking her over each time. 

Frustrated at the slow pace Megan was moving, Kimmie walked over her, straddling her as she went up the hill. She stopped, turned, bent down and grabbed her by the hair and started pulling her up the hill with it.  Megan reached up and tried to break Kimmie’s hold on her hair. Kimmie said “c’mon bitch, get moving!” Megan was raised up on her knees now as she crawled faster up the hill.

Megan made it about 2/3 of the way up the hill when Kimmie finally let go of her hair and let her stop. Megan lay there on her stomach breathing heavily. I had moved down to about where Kimmie first hid by the oak tree. I reached into my back pocket and retrieved the handcuffs. “Kimmie.” I said. She looked up at me. “Here.” I tossed her the handcuffs. Megan saw the cuffs as they flew over her head. Her eyes opened wide with panic.  Kimmie grabbed Megan’s right arm and started to twist it behind her back so she could cuff it. She started screaming and twisting, fighting her.

Like a wounded dog, Megan started to scream uncontrollably. “NOOOOOOO! HELP! HELP! NO KIMMMIE, PLEASE GOD NO! HELP! NOT THE CUFFS, PLEASE KIMMIE NOOOOO!” She was screaming at the top of her lungs. Blood and snot sprayed from her mouth as she screamed. I spotted another couple exiting the mall. I reached over to where Kimmie had deposited her shirt, and grabbed it. Kimmie was still wrestling with her arm.  

“KIMMIE!” I yelled. She looked up at me. “Shut her the fuck up!” I tossed the shirt to her. She caught it with her left hand, as her right hand was busy twisting Megan’s arm. 

As Megan continued to scream “OH GOD NO! PLEASE KIMMIE NO! HELP! SOMEONE HELP ME!” Kimmie reached over her head and began to shove the shirt in Megan’s mouth. “HELMMMPH! MMMGDDMNT!”  Megan’s voice was muffled. I pulled off my belt.

“Kimmie … here!” I tossed her my belt. As Kimmie finished stuffing almost the whole shirt down Megan’s throat, she wrapped the belt around her head, with it covering her mouth. She ran the belt through the buckle, and pulled it tight. The tightening belt forced Megan’s mouth to open a bit more and pushed the shirt deeper into her throat. Kimmie, straddling her back, was pulling on the belt, like a cowboy reeling in the rains of some wild pony. She was trying to make it as tight as she could. She was yanking Megan’s head upwards. Megan’s eyes were wide in terror. She continued to try to scream, but every breath she attempted to take, just sucked more of the shirt down her throat. Her face started to turn red, then a deep red, then crimson, then it started to take on a bluish tint. Drool was flowing from the corners of her mouth. 

Kimmie and I looked back at the parking lot. Kimmie continued to pull on the belt. We watched as the couple got in the car, started it up and drove off. We both looked at each other and sighed in relief. When I looked back at Megan, she was blue, whimpering and the whites of her eyes were turning red as she was starting to lose conscience again. I nodded at Kimmie to tell her loosen up the belt.

Kimmie pulled Megan’s head up further, as she looked down at her. “You gonna shut the fuck up now?” Megan rapidly, shook her head yes. “If I take this thing off, am I going to have to kill you?” Kimmie asked. Megan quickly shook her head no. Kimmie fed the belt back through the buckle loosening it up. She took it off her head and tossed it aside. Then she reached around, and began to pull the shirt out of her mouth. It came easily at first, but then it felt pretty well jammed down her throat. Kimmie pulled real hard, and the shirt popped out. The back end of the shirt was twisted in the shape of Megan’s throat from where it was lodged. It was coated with blood, snot, spit, and some yellow gooey stuff sprinkled all over it. 

When Kimmie extracted the shirt, Megan sucked in as much air as she could, periodically coughing and spitting out that yellowish goo. Kimmie looked down over her again “are you going to make do that to you again?” 

Through gasps of air, Megan shook her head no, and in a raspy low voice said, “no, no I’m not.” 

“GOOD!” said Kimmie, as she grasped Megan’s cuffed hand, and swung it over towards a small tree rolling her over on her back. Megan just lie there on her back and let her do it. No resistance and no fight. Kimmie clasped the other cuff around a small tree. She got off of Megan, walked around to her face. Megan was still gasping for air. Kimmie grabbed her hair, pulled her head towards her and said “Let me just give you a little reminder then!” With her right hand balled up in a fist, Kimmie punched her hard in the mouth. “WHACK!”  Blood spattered all over Kimmie’s hand as she split Megan’s lip and cracked her nose. 

F

The truth of the matter is that the impact of Kimmie’s punch didn’t hurt Megan all that much, because she was knocked unconscious by it. The last thing Megan remembered was watching the fist come at her, then a white flash, then nothing. 

Megan was lying with her head pointing to the top of the hill, and her feet pointing to the bottom. Her right arm dangled from the handcuff attached to the tree. The Huge cut on her forehead finally stopped bleeding, but the cut was too big close. Instead, It looked open with shinny clear jell-like goo covering it. There were bits and pieces of dirt and sticks embedded in it.  Her nose, for the most part, stopped bleeding too. Her nose was, however, decidedly bent as the cartilage in the tip became dislodged from the last impact. Occasionally, a few thick, bloody blobs would trickle out of it, but mostly her nostrils were just caked in dried blood. 

Her cheek had swollen to the size of a small orange, making it hard to see her left eye. The gash that was created there by the first hit of the paddle stopped bleeding, but the gash too was open. Megan’s lip was swollen and bleeding and the blood gave here teeth a bizarre reddish color. 


As Megan started to come to, she felt the sensation of being totally relaxed. It felt as if she was floating a couple feet off of the ground. Everything was a muffled blur. She could hear talking behind her, although she was still too far out of it to make out what was being said. It sounded like a male voice and a girl’s voice, but that was all she could tell. 


As she slowly began to open her eyes, she could tell that she was still in the woods. She could see the barren treetops, swaying under the autumn breeze. Like she was lying in her own bed, she tried to stretch her legs. Only this time, pain shot through her. She moaned at the pain. She tried to shift her body, and pain shot through her again. Her right arm felt numb and tingly, because of the handcuff. She tried to put some weight on her left arm, and that was painful too. 


Slowly she began to realize that the only part of her body she could move without excruciating pain was her eyes. She tried to look up and over her head, and she could barely make out the couple talking. Straight up, she could see the trees. Looking down, her left eye could only see the puffy red cheek that had swollen from the first hit. With her right eye, however, she could look down her body. 


She saw her sweater, filled with holes, pulls and tears. It seemed like every one was stained with red and brown. A big hole exposed the top of her right breast. It appeared as if there was a cut or gash on it. On her other breast, through a tear in the sweater, she could see her bra, which looked to be stained with blood and dirt too. She tried to look between her breasts to exam the rest of her body. It was a collection of cuts, tears, holes, and bloodstains, dirt, and old milk shake. 


Over her stomach was a huge hole in her sweater. She could see her flesh was ripped and torn. She saw a gigantic open cut, with bruises around it was just to the left of her naval. Her once white stirrup pants, had a huge bloodstain on the crotch. Her legs were bent and bloody too. The stirrups had both given way, and her pant legs were up around her shins. 


As she became more and more conscious, she became more and more aware of how much pain she was in. She could also make out the conversation more clearly. 

She heard the male voice say “Well she’s yours, you can do anything you want to her.” 

“Really?” said the girl’s voice. “Anything?”

“Sure, why not?”

“You won’t think I’m weird?

“No honey, I won’t think your weird.”


She watched as the little blond figure got up off the ground from the conversation. She could see her walk in her direction. Her eyes followed her as she approached. The little blond figure bent down and studied her face.

“She’s awake!” she called out to the other figure over her shoulder.

“Good! Have at her! But we need to hurry things up. It’ll be getting dark soon.”

“O.k.”

G


Kimmie squatted down above Megan’s head. She softly stroked her hair, and looked down at her face. “Welcome back sleepy head.”  Giggling Kimmie said,  “You were out so long I thought I’d killed you.” Absolutely confused and afraid of what Kimmie was up to, Megan just laid there looking up at her. 

Kimmie got up, walked around, straddled Megan, and sat down, hard, on her stomach. Megan let out an “OOOF!” She reached up, and put Megan’s face in her hands so that she could see her face. Once she was sure that Megan was going to look at her, she let go, and started to stroke her cheek and brush her hair away from her face. 

“Megan?” she said softly.  “I am I your friend?” Panic started to come over Megan, because she didn’t know what to say. “What the hell does she mean by that?” she thought to herself. “What does she want me to say?” She tried to suppress her fear and any outward appearance of fear. She just stared back at her. Then Kimmie grabbed a hand full of hair and started to twist it and pull it hard. “I SAID, AM I YOUR FRIEND?”

Megan barely nodded her yes. “What? I can’t hear you?” Kimmie continued to twist her hair. 

Quietly and deliberately Megan said “Y … y … yes Kimmie, I’m your friend?” 

“You are!” Really!” 

“Yeah, sure Kimmie, I’m your friend.”

Kimmie let go of her hair, and lovingly slapped her twice on the swollen cheek. Megan winced in pain. “That’s good to know, no hard feelings then, huh?”

Megan sighed at the irony of this whole exchange, “yeah, no hard feelings.”

Kimmie stood up; legs spread on either side of her, hands on her hips, and looked down at her. “That means that I can do all the cool things that you and your friends do, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah, sure Kimmie what ever you say.”

Kimmie mockingly started to rattle of a list of ‘cool’ things they could do “I can hang out with you guys, I can talk on the cell phone, I can slink around the fountain at the mall with you guys, I can give the football team blow jobs …”

“You can do what ever you want to do Kimmie.”

Kimmie bent over, placed her hands on her knees, and looked down at Megan. “Do you believe that friends should share their experiences with each other?” 

“Yeah, sure, Kimmie, experiences.”


“Good, because I have one.” Kimmie stood up and walked around to the top of Megan’s head. She squatted down so she could be close to her face. “Do you remember when we first met?”

“No Kimmie, I don’t.”

“Well I do.” It was in the girls bathroom on the first day of school.” Megan tried to remember but couldn’t. “I was walking in because I had to pee real bad. You and your friends were coming out as I was coming in. Do your remember now?” Megan just shook her head no. Well anyway, we met at the door and you said ‘where are you going?’ and I said ‘to the bathroom’ and you said ‘you can’t this is the girls bathroom’ and I said ‘but I’m a girl’ and you said ‘You are?’ Then you pointed at my tits and said ‘you look like a ten year old boy!’ Do you remember now?” 

A flash of memory came over Megan, quickly followed by a feeling of dread. “Here it comes now.” She thought “time for me to pay for my sins.” A deep emotional wave over came her as she played the whole bathroom scenario in her head. Megan started to cry.

“Ahhhh, I see you do remember now. Why don’t you tell the story from there?”

As tears began to flow from her eyes, the salty tears caused the cuts on her face to sting. She tried to lick them off her cut lip with her tongue. “We grabbed you.” She said.

“Yeah.”

“We forced you into the bathroom.” 

“O.k.”

“We flushed your lunch down the toilet.”

“What else?” 

“We started to push you around”

“I remember it more like being slapped and punched.”

“LaQuinta gave you a wedgy”

“And?”

“Shonda poured a Pepsi on your head.” The tears were really starting to flow now.

Kimmie stood straight up and said “ And I thought ‘Welcome to Central High! A new chapter in my already crappy life!’” A feeling of deep shame came over Meagan as she started to cry uncontrollably. Kimmie said “I would like to share that experience with you if could, but I don’t have a Pepsi. Do you have a Pepsi?” Through her tears, Megan shook her head no. She turned to look at me. “Do you have a Pepsi?” Jokingly I reached into my pockets and pulled out my car keys and some change and shrugged my shoulders. “Well, I guess I’ll just have to make do with what I do have.”

Megan looked up at her trying to stop her crying and said “What do you have?

“A full bladder!” Kimmie said as she reached down to undo the button on her tight rubber “short shorts.”

Megan looked up. Kimmie was almost directly over her face. She could see the bulge of her mons as it pressed against the tight shorts. Between her legs, she could make out the outline of her labia majora as the stitching divided both sides of her vagina. She watched as Kimmie struggled to unzip the heavy-duty nylon zipper. As she slid the zipper down, Megan could see the straight line of Kimmie’s downy pubic hair. As the unzipping parted the shorts, she could see the outline of the shorts imbedded in red around her waist. As she slipped them off of her she could see the outline of the hem around both her legs, which looked like thick red circles. 

Kimmie squatted down right over the top of Megan’s head. She reached down and spread her lips, and then a stream of urine flowed from her. Her piss hit her nose and splashed over her face. The urine stung as it flowed into her eyes, down her cheek into the open cut. The urine flowed over the giant gash on her forehead, stinging with every rivulet. Since Megan could hardly breath through her nose, her mouth was open in order to breathe. She unavoidably swallowed Kimmmie’s piss. The Split lip stung as well. Urine was flowing in her nose too. It was warm and bitter. She tried to move her head out of the way, but Kimmie’s legs didn’t give her much room. As the last couple drops of piss dripped out, Kimmie rested on her knees. Leaving only about an inch of room between her pussy and Megan’s nose. The smell of urine was strong. 

Kimmie looked down between her legs at Megan’s wet face. “I need some T.P. now. Do you have any T.P.?” Megan shook her head no. She looked over her shoulder at me. “Do you have any T.P?”  I shook my head no. “Well, I guess I’ll have to make do with what I’ve got.” She looked down at Megan again and said, “be a dear and clean me up.” 

Startled, Megan looked up “huh?”

“Clean me up … with your tongue!” Kimmie reached down again and spread her lips. Megan then stuck out her tongue, and started to lick around her urethra. Kimmie smiled and looked down “Make sure you get it all.” Megan started to lick in wider circles. She began to lick around Kimmie’s labia. Kimmie started to get wet. “Don’t stop honey!” Megan stuck her tongue straight out, Kimmie shifted, and then lowered herself onto her face. Megan’s tongue slipped in side her pussy. Kimmie’s juices were flowing as Megan’s tongue darted in and out of her. Then she shifted, so that her clit would be over Megan’s tongue. Megan licked tiny circles around her clit, Kimmie felt like she was going to cum. She ground her pussy into her face. She could feel her nipples pressing against the hard rubber bra. Kimmie was then rocked with an orgasm as she felt her whole body tense up, then release.  

Kimmie got up and looked down at Megan’s wet face. Her face was now covered with a combination of piss and cum. Right over Megan’s nose and mouth you could see the outline of Kimmie’s vagina. It looked like she had worn an oxygen mask that was too small. Megan had a look of “Oh my god, what have I just done.” On her face. Kimmie’s legs were shaking from the unexpected orgasm. “Well … that was a pleasant … surprise.” Said Kimmie. She walked over to where I was, turned her back towards me and said, “Would it be o.k. If I took this thing off?”

“Sure”, I said. I reached out and unzipped the heavy-duty nylon zipper on the back of her bra. The out line of the bra was visibly embedded in her back and chest. Her nipples were hard and sticking out. I watched as she walked back to Megan. Buck naked, with nothing on but her black high top Keds. 

Just before she got back to where Megan was, Kimmie stopped and turned to look at me. “Can I have your knife?” 

“Sure.” I said, as I reached into my pocket and pulled out my six inch locking “Buck” knife and tossed it to her.” Megan was having a hard time keeping it together at this point. She started to whimper and rocked her head back and forth mouthing the word “No”. She started crying again.

Kimmie walked over to her, flipping the knife in her hand as she strolled. She placed her right foot on Megan’s left arm to pin it down. She looked down at the fear filled face of Megan, and that little wry smile came over her again. She looked at me and said “Could you get that for me please?” She was indicating towards her old shirt. I came down a few feet and picked up the shirt. Megan tried to turn to look at me. Kimmie quickly moved her left foot and pushed Megan’s face over to the right and pressed down hard on it. “Don’t look over there. This is between us.”  Kimmie indicated to me that she wanted me to tie down Megan’s arm. 

With one of the shirtsleeves, I tied a real tight knot, Megan’s hand immediate turned red. With the other I stretched the shirt and Megan’s arm over to a tree on the other side of the path. I tied it real tight to the tree. 

Kimmie then stood over Megan, looking down at her and said “tch, tch, tch, don’t be such a cry baby.” Then she sat down hard on Megan’s stomach, she groaned in pain. Kimmie put the folded knife in her mouth to hold it, then reached down with both hands and slipped them inside the big hole over her right breast. Megan started crying again and shaking her head no. With one motion, Kimmie ripped open the sweater revealing her breasts. 

The right cup of Megan’s bra was bunched up under her breast revealing a bloodstained tit. About an inch below and to the left of her nipple was a cut about ¾ of and inch long. Dried blood stained it, and her chest underneath. Her left breast was still covered by the bra, but it was stained with blood, dirt and apparently some chocolate shake. 

Megan furiously tried to break free from the handcuff and shirt, but they were too well attached. In fact all she really accomplished was to make the knot in the shirt tighter. Kimmie just sat on her oblivious to her struggles. She reached up, pulled the knife out of her mouth and unfolded it. Megan looked up at her and said “Please Kimmie, you don’t have to do this.” 

Kimmie looked down at her and said, “I know I don’t have to do this.” Then she bent down, slid her left hand up to her exposed right breast, caressed it, and with an open mouth, lowered her mouth to Megan’s, and slid her tongue inside Megan’s mouth as she French kissed her. Megan was struggling to break the lip-lock. Then Kimmie pulled up, as Megan tried to spit out the kiss. Kimmie then said, “I just want to.”

She then slowly traced the backside of the knife down Megan’s forehead, over her nose, over her lips, down her chin, her neck, and chest, stopping just below the strap of material, which connects both cups of her bra. Then Kimmie pushed the blade up to cut the material, but the blade went down and sliced in the skin over Megan’s breastbone. Megan winced in pain; as fresh blood began emerge from the cut. “Ooopsi!” giggled Kimmie. She put a few finger in her mouth then tried to ‘wipe’ away the booboo. “I’m such a klutz! I really do need to be more careful with these things.”  Then she lifted the material up with her right index finger, and cut the material with the knife she held in her left. 

The elastic snapped back, falling to the side of Megan’s body. Her left breast wasn’t as injured as her right. It had a few cuts and scrapes, and was stained with blood and dirt. Kimmie lay her naked body down over top of Megan. She kissed her chin, then her neck, and then she kissed the cut on her chest. She slid her tongue over the cut, tasting Megan’s blood. The saliva from her tongue stung as Megan again winced at the pain. Megan lifted her head, straining to see what damage was going to be done to her body. 
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Kimmie ran her tongue the length of the cut, scooping up some more of Megan’s blood. Megan was straining to see the cut on her chest as well as what Kimmie was doing to her. Kimmie stuck out her tongue showing Megan the blood on it, and then she pulled her tongue in, swallowed and smiled at Megan and said “mmmmmmmm, tasty!” Megan let out a whimper, and let her head fall back to the ground as she stared up at the sky. Tears began to flow again. 


Kimmie lay down over Megan again kissing her. She loved the feel of her naked genitalia as it pressed against Megan’s bare stomach. Kimmie’s lips pressed against Megan’s. She tried to slip her tongue into Megan’s mouth, but noticed that Megan’s teeth were clenched shut. Kimmie ran her hands through Megan’s hair, and slowly started to twist and pull it tight. Remembering what Kimmie did with her hair when she didn’t like her answer to the ‘are we friends?’ question, Megan closed her eyes tightly, squeezing out more tears, and slowly opened her mouth to allow Kimmie’s tongue inside. 


She felt Kimmie’s tongue enter her mouth, and slide against her tongue. She tried to pull her tongue away, but Kimmie’s grip on her hair became tighter. Emotionally distraught, Megan capitulated and slowly slid her tongue inside Kimmie’s mouth. Both tongues slid and twisted into each other. Megan could taste Kimmie's saliva as it flowed into her mouth and she swallowed it. Megan was unpleasantly surprised to realize kissing Kimmie like this was turning her on. After a few attempts to convince herself she was not enjoying this make out session, she sighed, allowing it to happen in her own mind and accepting what ever feelings were to come over her. 


Kimmie felt a rush come over her too. She felt her heart begin to beat rapidly and her breathing speed up too. She felt her pale white skin becoming flushed and warm. She was turning red. This was becoming more than just revenge; it was becoming erotic! 


She slipped her hand behind Megan’s head, and lifted it up to her mouth. Kimmie’s nostrils flared as she drew in air through her nose, so that she didn’t have to take her lips off of Megan’s. Without notice, Kimmie started to moan. The moan came from somewhere deep inside her. She pressed Megan’s head tight against hers. She pushed her tongue deep inside Megan’s mouth. She felt the full length and breadth of Megan’s tongue in her mouth. She tilted her head slightly so that she could press more of her tongue inside Megan’s mouth. Both mouths filled with the taste of each other’s saliva. Both girls drank each other’s fluids.  


Kimmie’s nipples were pressing hard against their own skin. Her crotch ached for some stimulation. Kimmie tried to shift her body to see if she could create some friction to stimulate herself. It wasn’t enough. Keeping her right hand behind Megan’s head, she awkwardly slid her left hand down between the two of them until she could feel her soft pubic hair. Kimmie raised her mid-section up a little so she could slide her hand all the way down.


Kimmie slid her hand down over her mons, and as her fingers rounded the top, she extended her middle finger between her outer lips, and felt her clitoris with the tip of her finger. As her finger grazed over her clit, the tingling sensation became intense. Her clit was protruding out from the hood, and it was very slippery and wet. She found herself whimpering uncontrollably. She slid her middle finger inside her vagina and found it to be extremely wet as well. She pulled some of the wetness out of her vagina when she slide her finger out, and smeared it over her clit. Every single nudge or rub over her clit caused her to tense up, her muscles contracted. She could feel her legs get tight, her buttocks get tight, and her stomach get tight. 


Without a word, Kimmie pulled her right hand out from behind Megan’s head and stood up slightly. A string of saliva extended from Megan’s lower lip to Kimmie’s. She felt the little string of spit snap, and felt the cold thick liquid string hit her chin. She wiped off her chin, and then pressed down on Megan’s chest with her right hand, raising her crotch up higher. With her three middle fingers on her left hand, Kimmie began to press hard on her pussy and then began to rub hard in a circular motion. Kimmie felt her whole body tense, then release, tense, then release. Then she thrust her three fingers inside her little vagina, stretching her self like never before. 


Megan however, found herself feeling frustrated. The make out session had turned her on too. Unfortunately, she could not stimulate herself because her hands were cuffed and tied. She tried rocking her pelvis and crossing her legs to apply some pressure on her clit, but it was painful and unfulfilling. Megan wanted someone, in spite of how much it hurt to suck her nipples, or pinch them, or bite them or ANYTHING! She desperately wanted someone rub her clit, or lick it, or slap it or ANYTING! She needed to be fucked, or fisted, or stretched or filled with something, ANYTHING! 


Watching this thin little girl straddling her, and masturbating on top of her only intensified her desire to be sexed. She watched as Kimmie worked her pussy hard! She felt drops of Kimmie’s cum plop on her stomach. She saw Kimmie’s nipples straining as they popped out! Her mind was swirling, and she was getting dizzy trying to cope with all the rapid sexual stimuli around her. 


Sitting on the hill above the action, I hadn’t fared much better then Megan. As I watched the whole scene unfold in front of me, I found myself touching my cock through my pants more and more as the action heated up. I watched my little Kimmie with knees straddling Megan, raised up with her hand between her legs. Her left hand was furiously pumping up and down inside her vagina, while her right hand worked her clit. I could see her hands and fingers glistening in the sunlight from all the liquid. Droplets of dewy cum were splashing on Megan’s stomach.


Megan was laying there, her arms and hands pushing so hard against the restraint of the cuffs and knot, in a desperate attempt to break free and touch herself that her wrists were starting to bruise.  She raised her shoulders, with her bra dangling off to the side. I could see her neck and back muscles strain to see Kimmie furiously masturbating on top of her. Her dirty hair was swinging back and forth, as she uncontrollably shook her head forward tying to get to her. 


I could feel my cock become gorged, straining against my pants. I rubbed the length of my cock over my pants. I could feel my balls and scrotum ballooning underneath. I started to grab and pull my balls harder between my legs. I traced the outline of my cock with my hand. With out thinking, I unzipped my zipper. My cock grew as soon as the zipper spread open. I could feel my cock and balls now through my under wear. I looked down and a mountain of white appeared as my cock pushed my underwear up through the zipper hole. I noticed a little sticky wet spot just about where my penis head was pushing up. With the presence of pre-cum dribbling out of my cock, the idea of not Cumming was no longer an option.


I swallowed hard, closed my eyes, and tried to control my breathing. When I opened my eyes again, nothing had changed. The scene in front of me was as hot as ever. I looked down at my own crotch then rolled my head back again. Just like some one or something else had taken over my body, I watched as my hand reached down, and pulled the rim or my underwear up, revealing my incredibly hard cock. It had to be touched! It had to be stroked! I had to cum! 


I watched as my hand went inside my underwear, and grabbed and squeezed my balls. Then it formed a tight circle between the thumb and index finger. Starting at the root of my cock, it slipped upwards to the top, pulling up with it some more clear gooey liquid pre cum. I watched as my index finger scooped up the pre cum and brought it to my mouth, as I tasted my own juice. 


I slipped my hand back inside the hole from the zipper and grabbed my balls. I squeezed and pulled on them. I then ran the flat side of my finger along the shaft under my dick. As I got to the glans, underneath, I felt more of the sticky pre cum seep through the cotton of my briefs. I ran my thumb over the top of my head, and the friction of the sticky-wet underwear over the head felt like some one had applied and electric shock to me. 


I looked back down at the action. Not a word was spoken, just a lot of heavy breathing and moaning. As Kimmie’s hands were working her hard, I saw her rise up, arch her back, wrinkle her face, bite her lip and then settle down again exhaling heavily. Megan was arching her back almost rhythmically with Kimmie. Her arms were dangling over her head. With every arch of her back, she would raise her head up and bite down hard on her lips, then she would lay back, exhale pursing her lips out to expel the air. Her large breasts, as cut and torn as they were, were bouncing up and down with every movement. Her large nipples were hard and pointing straight out. They looked like small, red tiered, wedding cakes. Behind Kimmie I could see Megan had some how managed to bend her twisted and torn legs. She crossed her right leg over her left, and pressed them together tightly. She was rocking her pelvis, trying to soothe that aching need raging from between her legs.


I reached down and pulled my boots off. When I stood up, my pants and underwear fell to my ankles. A soft, cool breeze swept past my naked ass. The cool breeze, as it wafted over my rock hard cock, caused it to flex up. With my right hand, I stroked my naked cock. With my left, I clumsily pulled my pants and under wear off my left leg. Still stroking my cock, I pulled my pants and underwear off my other leg, almost tripping and falling flat on my face. I was not in control of myself at this time. I felt like I was in a trance, or floating above watching this guy who looks like me, with a raging hard on become drawn to the two girls below me like a zombie


Leading with my cock, I half walked, half stumbled in the direction of the girls. I looked down at Megan. Her eyes were closed. When she arched her back, and twisted her pelvis, she would clamp down hard with her mouth, squeeze her eyes tight and grunt. As she would relax between orgasmic rolls she would blow out with her lips, rest her head back on the ground closing her eyes lightly. 


Finally, I fell to my knees over Megan’s head. I felt her hot air blow out onto my scrotum. Quickly, in a flash, I lowered my balls into Megan’s mouth. This took her by surprise as I felt her body tense up, and she mumbled something through her mouth full of balls. I felt the painful pleasure of my balls being tugged into Megan’s mouth as she sucked them hard. Then she twisted her mouth and tongue tightly around them, causing them to crash into each other. The pain was immensely pleasurable. It felt like an electric shock ran through me. I shivered and took a shallow breath as I felt my nipples pop out against my shirt. 


With my balls buried in Megan’s mouth, my cock shot straight out, resting on Megan’s chin about half way up the shaft. I leaned backwards a little, providing more strain on my balls. I felt Megan’s nose pierce the outer ring of my anus. The sensation was incredible! The tugging on my balls and the feel of Megan’s swollen nose probing my anus! I closed my eyes, rolled my head back to drink in the sensations. 


I shook again, and slowly opened my eyes. I was facing Kimmie. About that time, she slowly opened her eyes, as she continued to masturbate herself. She reached out with her wet right hand and slipped her fingers underneath my shaft. She began to stroke it, in rhythm with her own sexual timing. I pulled her close and sucked her hard nipples. With my teeth I bit down, and pulled them hard! She whimpered, and started to stroke me harder. I couldn’t stand it any more. I had to fuck NOW!
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I pulled my soaking wet balls out of Megan’s mouth. They were red and soar to the touch. It hurt when they knocked against my inner thighs. The sensations went from being pleasurable to annoying. I found myself becoming angry every time they knocked against something. I got off of Megan and, with cock in hand, walked down to her crossed legs. I grabbed her knees and yanked them apart. “OWE!” Cried Megan, “You’re hurting me!”


“SHUT UP CUNT!” I shot back at her. Kimmie, still straddling Megan’s stomach with her hand between her legs, looked over her shoulder at me. I tried to undo the drawstring on Megan’s pants, but Kimmie’s butt was in the way. She tried to lean forward to give me more room but it wasn’t enough. I slapped Kimmie’s ass hard! A red handprint appeared. “GOD DAMN IT KIMMIE, MOVE!” I yelled. 


Kimmie pushed down on Megan’s breast and pulled herself up to them then sat down hard. Her breasts twisted under Kimmie’s weight, and the cut on her right breast opened up again and started bleeding. Megan winced in pain. Desperate to fuck, I fumbled a little more with the knot on her drawstring and gave up. “Fuck it!” I said and grabbed the rim of her pants and started yanking them down hard! It was a tight squeeze. As I pulled and yanked them down over her hips the rim pulled open her cuts and scrapes. They started bleeding again. The more of her body that was exposed the more I saw the damage we inflicted on her earlier. 


“Please, go easy on me, I’m hurt!” cried Megan.


“SHUT UP OR I’LL SHUT YOU UP, DAMN IT!” I yelled at her. I got her pants down to about the ridge of her pubic hair, but the pants were stuck on her butt. “PICK YOUR FUCKING ASS UP, YOU BITCH!” I yelled at her. With excruciating pain, Megan lifted her butt up with her legs. I yanked the back of her pants down below her butt. “OOOWWWE!” cried Megan. The blood on the crotch of her pants and underwear had coagulated and were stuck to her pubes. With one hard pull, I yanked her pants down to her thighs. It sounded like some on was yanking apart a piece of Velcro. 

“AAAAAHHHHHH!” cried out Megan. 

Kimmie punched her on the side of her head. “SHUT UP AND TAKE IT!” Megan’s head began to throb where Kimmie hit her. 


I rolled and slipped Megan’s pants down her legs and finally yanked them off her feet. Her legs were a collection of deep dark bruises and cuts. A big flap of skin was hanging off of her left knee. I ran my eyes the length of her legs, starting at her ankles and leading up to her groin. I stared at her vagina. Both of her inner lips were swollen and peeked out from behind her outer lips. They were swollen and dark blue from bruising. Both had a gash cut across them. The hood that covered her clit was also swollen and blue. The wetness from her “make out session” with Kimmie had mixed with dried blood from the cuts on her labia, which were inflicted when Kimmie struck her between the legs with the paddle. The combination of the two made her vagina look like it was covered in a pink glaze. 


I walked back around to the top of the girls. Kimmie was looking down at Megan. She had grabbed her nipples between her thumb and index finger and was pinching them hard. She also pulled up on them, yanking them as far up as her flesh would allow. Megan’s face was pinched in pain. “Kimmie” I said. She looked up. “Open your mouth.” She opened her mouth. I shoved my cock in her mouth so hard I almost choked her. Kimmie gagged, forcing my cock out of her throat. She wrapped her lips around my dick and started sucking it. She reached up with her hand and softly caressed my soar balls.


I had to admit, I taught her well the fine art of felatio. It didn’t take long before I was ready to pounce. I stroked her hair and said “O.k.” as I slipped my cock out of her mouth. I went back around to between Megan’s legs. She had closed them while I was getting sucked my Kimmie. I held my wet cock in my right hand and kicked Megan’s legs apart. She jumped with each kick. Then I knelt down between her knees and pushed them apart more with my hands. As I spread her legs she bit down hard on her lip, held her breath and moaned in pain. Tears were flowing from her eyes again. 

Once I had her spread as wide as I could, I reached up whetted my hand with saliva and rubbed her puffy blue lips. “Owe … owe … OWE!” she struggled against the restraints. 


Kimmie now had her chest and shoulders pinned down. She looked down at Megan, and smiled at her and said. “You know your going to have to give it up don’t you? He’s going to fuck you, whether you like it or not.” Kimmie then pressed down hard on her shoulders, and looked back at me over her shoulder “FUCK HER! FUCK HER HARD!” Then she turned back to Megan and smiled.  


Megan lay there whimpering. “Please … no … don’t … I’m injured down there.”


Ignoring her, I reached over to the side of the path and grabbed a big flat rock. Then I lifted Megan’s legs over my shoulders. I rose up, lifting her butt off the ground and slid the rock underneath where her butt was. I then dropped her down. Megan’s butt landed on the rock. “Owe, the rock is hurting me!”  


With her ass raised up on the rock, I said, “Not as much as this is going to hurt!” Then I thrust my cock deep inside her swollen pussy. 


“AAAAHHH! OH GOD! OWE THAT HURTS! PLEASE STOP! YOUR KILLING ME! OH GOD NO! AH, AH, AH, AH! JESUS CHRIST THE PAIN IS AWFUL! DON’T! I BEG YOU STOP! PLEEEAASE!” 


I thrust my cock in her so hard that her whole body shook. The rock under her ass started to cut into her back. I purposely slammed my body into hers as hard as I could. 


Megan was bawling. “OH JESUS IT HURTS! PLEASE GOD KILL ME! I WANT TO DIE! JUST MAKE IT STOP GOD PLEASE! END THIS NIGHT MARE! OH GOD I HURT SO BAD!”


Kimmie, still pinning her down started laughing at her. She looked over her shoulder at me again “C’mon fuck her harder! Make her feel it! Make her feel the pain!”

Make sure she remembers today for the rest of her life! Fuck her brains out!”


“Oh god, I’m bleeding! I can tell I’m bleeding! 


I looked down at my thrusting cock. I was soaking wet and covered in blood. Every time I slammed my cock in her, blood would splatter all over my abdomen and on her bush as well.  “Yeah, your right” I said. “Your are bleeding.” Then I slammed my cock deep insider her again. Kimmie looked over her shoulder at me, then turned to face Megan and giggled some more.


“ungh … ungh … ungh …” Megan groaned. “You’re ripping me to shreds. Ungh … ungh … ungh. You’re going to damage my body forever. Won’t you please stop?” 


I was thrusting so hard I almost came. I slowed down my pace and took a few deep breaths. Megan took the chance to rest too. She lay her head on the ground, closed her eyes and moaned “ooooooooooooohhhhhh Ahhhhhhhhhhh. Godddddd. Hmmmmmm.”


Kimmie got off of Megan and walked around to the belt she deposited earlier. She folded it in half, and snapped the leather with a loud “Crack!” Megan rolled her head in the direction of Kimmie, and looked up at her. “What are you going to do with that? Beat me?”


Kimmie looked back at her and winked “Maybe.” She said. “We need to talk.”


I felt the impending cum subside, and slowly started to pump Megan again. 

“Ouch … uh … uh … uh … hmmmmm … the pain. Hurts.” Megan mumbled. 


Kimmie walked up to her, and swung the leather strap across her belly “Smack!” Megan jumped and groaned. “Why must you beat me so much?” she said as her body rocked with each thrust of my cock. 


“Because you made my life a living hell and I want you to know …” She swung the belt down again, this time striking her across the breasts “SMACK!” 

“OWE!” 


“That I’m not going to take it anymore. Got it?” “SMACK!’ Another strike on the breasts, her right nipple started to bleed.


“You!” 


“SMACK!” Across the belly.


“and your fucking friends!”  Kimmie swung down hard!


“SWISH-SMACK!” Her anger was starting to take control of the beating.


“have BEATEN me!”


“SMACK!”


“ INSULTED ME!” She was starting to put her weight behind the hits now.


“SMACK!”

“STOLEN MY STUFF!”


“SMACK!”

“and DESTROYED MY PERSONAL BELONGINGS!” With all the power she could muster, she came down HARD!


“SMACK!”

Kimmie continued to beat Megan with the belt as hard as she could. She struck her several more times before she finally stopped. She let the belt dangle at her side. Her chest was heaving for air. She felt her eyes well up with tears. She reached up and wiped a tear off her cheek and looked down at Megan. She looked like she had been laid across a hot grill. Thick red, welted lines cris-crossed her torso. Several of them were seeping blood. Megan tried to roll over to her right as she tried to spit out blood from her mouth. 


Megan’s body continued the rhythmic jolts as I continued to fuck her hard. Finally, I felt the need to ejaculate. I started to pump faster and harder. Megan just laid there, moaning “oooooohhhhhh, aaaahhhhhhh, hmmmmmm” I felt my body tense up, my face wrinkled up, and then I shot a hot load of cum inside her, followed by another and another and another! After I finished Cumming I pulled out of her. My dick was wet and coated in red. Megan laid there exposed to the world. She kept her legs spread because it hurt too much to close them. I looked down and saw my sperm oozing out. It was pinkish in color due to the amount of blood that it had mixed with it. 


I stood up, put my hands on my hips, and tried to slow down my breathing. I looked over at Kimmie who just stared at Megan. She looked physically and emotionally drained. I looked up and the sun was slipping away past the horizon. 


“It’s getting late.” I said to Kimmie.


“Yeah.’ She replied. 


Without a word we both walked over to where our cloths were. I pulled my pants and underwear back on. Kimmie pulled on her black rubber short shorts. Then she slipped the black rubber bra on, and I reached over and zipped it up. We both looked down at Megan. She was still trying to roll over to her right as she spit out more blood. 


We walked down to her. I went over to the tree and started to untie the shirt. Kimmie went over to her side and squatted down. 


“You know, that I know, where you live, right?”


Megan nodded yes.


“And, after today, do you have any doubt in your mind that it wouldn’t take much for me to kill you?”

 
Megan nodded no. 


“Because if I hear as much as a peep out of anybody, I mean anybody, that we were involved in your” she laughed “demise. I will find you, hunt you down and kill you. With pain! Do you understand?”


Megan nodded yes. 


“I mean anybody. That means your friends. Friends of your friends, or friends of friends of friends. Got it?”


I handed the key to the handcuff to her. She reached over to the tree and uncuffed the tree, then uncuffed Megan’s wrist. Megan Immediately rolled over on her stomach and propped herself up on her forearms to spit out a long thick red blob of blood. 


“Now count to 1000 before you even think about getting up and going home. We’re going to stick around for a while just to make sure you do exactly what you are told. Got it?”


Megan nodded her head yes as she spit out another blob. 


“Start Counting.” 


Megan started to count. We gathered up our stuff, and started up the hill towards the car. We could hear Megan in the background, counting with intermediate coughing and spitting. We approached the car. Kimmie climbed into the passenger side, and I slid in behind the wheel. I started the car, turned around and headed for the access road. 


We drove for quite a while with out a word being spoken. The radio was barely audible. I glanced over at Kimmie. She had her elbow resting on the door, propping her head up with her hand. After a while, a saw a smile come over Kimmie's lips, she laughed and shook her head. 


“What?” I asked.


“You remember what you said earlier today about pain and torture equaling love?”


“Yeah, something like that.”


“Well” she turned to look at me. “I guess we just loved the hell out of Megan O’Grady today!” We both laughed.

Chapter XX: Epilouge to a day:


When we arrived back at my house, the sun was clearly gone, and the stars shone brightly. The night air was cold, as you could see your breath. We both exited the car, lost in our own thoughts. Without a word to each other we slowly walked into the house. It was a mess. Kimmies’ clothes, that she wore to the house on Friday, were strewn on the living room floor. Trash from boxes, half empty cups and glasses, and various articles of clothing were scattered about the room. 


“Kimmie” I said, “Why don’t you wash up before I take you home?” 


“Do I have to go home?” she said in a rather depressed manner.


“Yeah, you know you can’t stay any longer. We have to keep up appearances.”


“I know, just wishful thinking, I guess. I’m going to take a bath, o.k.?”


I watched as she slowly dragged herself up the stairs to the bathroom. I went into the kitchen, got a glass and some ice from the fridge and poured myself some iced tea. Then I went to the cabinet above the stove, pulled open the door, and retrieved the box that I had wrapped from the store, and headed upstairs.  


I went to the bathroom, and opened the door. I saw  Kimmie half asleep, naked in the tub. She looked up at me and lazily said “Hi”. Then she noticed the box in my hand, she cocked her head, wrinkled her brow and said “What’s that?”

“It’s a little present I bought for you.”

“Really? You didn’t have to buy me anything, if any thing, I should buy you a present for all you’ve done for me.” 

I walked over and sat on the toilet. She turned to face me and said, “What is it?”

As I began to untie the ribbon on it, and said, “You remember, during counseling, how you said that you would really like some new clothes, that are clean, not Goodwill hand me downs?”

She sat up, “yeah, how I wanted a pair of those nice fitting black jeans from the Gap, but my parents are such tight wads and won’t spend money on anything but beer and pot.”


“Well, I was at the mall a while ago, and I went into the Gap.”


“You mean you bought me the jeans?


Then I pulled the top off of the box and threw it on the floor, and pulled out the jeans and showed them to her. Her eyes got really bright, and a huge smile came over her lips. “Oh thank you!” she exclaimed, “You are the greatest!”


“That’s not all.” I said. I reached into the box and retrieved a white blouse, and held it up for her to see. 


“And a shirt too!” She turned to the edge of the tub, and sat on her knees and reached over to look at the shirt. 


“And … ” I said as I reached back into the box and pulled out a pair of black leather ankle boots, with a zipper down the side. “And … “ I pulled out a couple pairs of sox, a couple pairs of panties, and couple little bras and handed them to her. I looked and noticed that her lower lip started to tremble, and she started to cry a little. 


“You are so good to me, why are you so nice?” 


“Hey, don’t cry, you’ve earned these things. You have a right to have nice stuff.” Then she stood up, water pouring off of her naked body and leaped into my lap, wrapping her arms around me and began kissing me. I again felt her small wet little body press against me, I ran my hands through her wet hair, and slid them down her wet, slick back, and gently patted her bottom. I slid my hand up her hips, over her arms to her shoulders and held her back. Then I reached up and cupped her face in my hands, and looked at her beautiful blue eyes and said, “Hey, you and me can do great things together. We make a great team don’t we? She reached up to wipe a tear off her cheek, shook her head, sniffled and said


“Yeah, a wonderful team!” I stood up, kissed her on her forehead, rubbed her arms and said;


“Now, finish your bath, I have to get you home.”

