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Chapter One: Payback Time

	Larry Americano picked up the phone and dialed 961-8400. 
	“Taxi.” the voice on the other end answered. 
	“I’m at 55 High Street in Nashua, going to the Counseling Center.” Larry said.
	In five minutes, a taxi appeared, and Larry got in. Once at the center, he told the receptionist, “I’m here for my appointment with Godbey.” 
	The receptionist looked up and said, “You’re a bit early. Have a seat, and you will be called in a few minutes.”
	Larry used his cell phone to call a talk show, as he walked back into the hallway. In a minute, he was on the air on a show syndicated over twenty radio stations in five states. 
	“I just wanted to tell the victims of involuntary hospitalizations that there is a way to fight back. I’m in Nashua, New Hampshire and you’re going to see a big news story unfold here, and the victims of involuntary hospitalizations will know how to make the cause of their plight pay the price.” Larry said.
	Larry went back to the waiting room. In seven minutes, a woman entered the room. “Larry.” she said.
	Larry stood up. He recognized her but glanced at her name tag just to be sure. “Kathy M. Godbey, LCSW” it said.
	“Kathy Godbey, you got me locked up in a mental institution. Now you have to pay the price.” He drew a 9 millimeter Glock from under his coat. He took a second to make sure nobody was behind her, and blasted away. The woman dropped to the floor. Larry turned to the receptionist and said, “I was thinking of shooting innocent people, but she and the cops deserve it, and innocent people don’t.” Then he reloaded and left.
	In about a minute, a Nashua Police cruiser pulled up, and Sergeant Jeffrey Todd Hewitt emerged to enter the building. Larry was making his way around the building. He turned the corner and shot the cop in the leg, from behind.
	“Hey, cop! You want to haul innocent people off to mental institutions, eh? Well, let’s see how big and tough you are now!”
	Sergeant Hewitt, now lying on the sidewalk, drew to fire, but Larry kicked the weapon away.
	“So, you want to shoot me, huh? Let’s see how big and tough you are. Get up and arrest me.” Larry, wearing steel-toed boots, stepped up quickly and kicked Sergeant Hewitt in the face. “You gonna let me get away with that? Let’s see how big and tough you are now.” Sergeant Hewitt tried to get up, but Larry administered another kick in the face. Then he administered a bullet to the cop’s head.
	Larry didn’t even see the other Nashua cops coming up from behind him. In the blink of an eye, he was on the ground, in handcuffs. 

Chapter Two: Jail

	In jail, Larry listened to other prisoners chatting about things. “You can’t really blame the cops for doing their jobs, you know.”  said a prisoner named Charlie.
	That made Larry speak up. “So then, how does this sound? Some drunk attacks you, and in court, the defense lawyer argues, ‘My client was too drunk to know what he was doing.’? Do you accept that excuse?”
	“No, because the person chose to be drunk.” Charlie replied.
	“Right. Just as voluntary intoxication is no excuse for unprovoked violence, neither is voluntary employment. The cops chose to sign up. They hauled me away to a mental institution against my will, when I committed no crime, and they paid the price. Employment contracts between a government and its cops cannot entitle the cops to violate the inherent natural rights of nonsignatory third parties.” Larry observed.
	“Now you’re going to pay the price.” observed a prisoner named Joe.
	“The cop is still dead. The government has paid a price. Park in a crosswalk, you pay the price with cash. Lock innocent people up in mental institutions, and you pay the price with cops.” Larry stated.
	“Don’t you even care about these human beings, who have families and all?” Joe asked.
	“Did the men fron New Hampshire care about the families of the poor, defenseless Redcoats during the Battle of Bunker Hill?” Larry asked rhetorically.
	“What about that shrink, though? What good did it to to kill her?” wondered Charlie.
	“That will send out a powerful message to all shrinks, that you can be made to pay the price for your malicious wrongdoing. You never know who will strike, nor when, nor where, nor how. One of the other leaders in your kid’s Cub Scout pack could put poison in your snack and take you out that way. You’re not safe even in your office, because a victim can return and plug you. I was thinking of going out and gunning down a lot of random, innocent people, but most folks are too stupid to understand that the blood of those people would be on the hands of Kathy M. Godbey, L.C.S.W. for sowing the seeds of anger, the mother of violence.” Larry explained.
	“Do you think she had your best interest in mind when she had you locked up?” Charlie asked.
	“It wouldn’t make any difference, because that’s no excuse for unprovoked violence against an innocent person. They locked me up against my will and gave me the wrong kind of antidepressant.” Larry said.
	“What kind did they give you?” Joe asked.
	“The kind in a bottle.” Larry said.
	“What other kind is there?” Joe asked.
	“I needed the kind of antidepressant that wears a skirt.” Larry said. Charlie and Joe laughed.
	“Don’t we all.” Joe quipped.	
	Larry said, “You know what? If they send me for a mandatory psychiatric evaluation, I’ll be sure to tell all the guys in the mental institution to schedule appointments like I did, and plug the shrink that ordered the involuntary hospitalization, then kill cops. I should have done that while I was in there. If they put me in general population at the state prison in Concord, I’ll tell the guys to plug cops, not suspected informants.”
	A visitor arrived and said, “I have free Bibles for you gentlemen. No preaching, no lectures, just the reading material.” he said.
	The men accepted the Bibles with gratitude.


Chapter Three: The Rescue


	It was midnight and the prisoners were asleep. Larry woke up to find a pretty girl with blue eyes and straight blonde hair in his cell, patting him to wake him up. “What in the world?” he gasped.  She took him by the arm and lifted him out of bed. “Woah.”
	“I’m here to get you out, Larry. Get dressed. We must hurry.” she explained.
	“Oh. You must be a lawyer.” he guessed. “They let you in, and then locked the cell door?” he puzzled. “You look kind of young to be a lawyer. Are you a lawyer?”
	“Not exactly. Follow me.” She pulled on the door and it slid open. “Come on.” She led him out. 
	“I guess I have nothing to lose.” He followed her out of the jail and through the police station. Doors opened in front of them. Larry’s jaw dropped in total astonishment. 
	“Quick, let us go!” she said. She led him outside to a parked car, and opened the door for him. “Hop in.”
	As he got in, and closed the door, she got in on the driver’s side.
	“My name is Gabriela. I was sent here to get you out of jail.” the girl said. As she drove away, he could hear an alarm in the background. By the end of the block, he could see the reflections of flashing blue police lights. Gabriela drove faster and faster until she ran a red light, narrowly missing a tractor trailer.
	“Woah, that was close.” Larry noted.
	“Don’t worry, we’re protected.” The car proceeded into a patch of dense fog. When it cleared, Larry looked down. 
	“Excuse me, but, like, I see the ground getting lower and lower. We’re like, um, flying.” Larry observed.
	“Not to worry, we’ll be there soon enough.” she assured him.
	“Um. I’m lost. At first, I thought you were a lawyer.” Larry asked.
	“I am not a lawyer. I am an angel.”
	“Woah. Like, this gets better. But like, um, since when do angels come and spring prisoners out of jail?” Larry asked.
	“Well, were you not visited by a servant, who presented to you the holy scriptures?” she asked.
	“Oh, you mean, like, that dude that was handing out the Bibles?” Larry realized. “You know him?”
	“I have met his guardian angel. But you marvel, so I call upon you to read, in the Acts of the Apostles, in the twelfth chapter, start at the sixth verse.”
	Larry opened the Bible and consulted the verse, reading to her:
	“And when Herod would have brought him forth, the same night Peter was sleeping between two soldiers, bound with two chains: and the keepers before the door kept the prison. And, behold, the angel of the Lord came upon him, and a light shined in the prison: and he smote Peter on the side, and raised him up, saying, Arise up quickly. And his chains fell off from his hands. And the angel said unto him, Gird thyself, and bind on thy sandals. And so he did. And he saith unto him, Cast thy garment about thee, and follow me. And he went out, and followed him; and wist not that it was true which was done by the angel; but thought he saw a vision. When they were past the first and the second ward, they came unto the iron gate that leadeth unto the city; which opened to them of his own accord: and they went out, and passed on through one street; and forthwith the angel departed from him.  And when Peter was come to himself, he said, Now I know of a surety, that the LORD hath sent his angel, and hath delivered me out of the hand of Herod, and from all the expectation of the people of the Jews.”
	“So your question is answered, is it not?” she asked.
	“Well, yeah. It’s not like I have to take your word for it. I’m reading it right here. Just what happened to me, except for the part where the angel ditches the guy.” he noted.
	Gabriela said, “That is important to check. You are doing the right thing to verify it, as it is also written in the Acts of the Apostles, in the seventeenth chapter, and the eleventh verse, where the Bereans are described.” 
	“Um, wait a second. Let me read that with you. Verse eleven? Got it.”
	Larry read silently as Gabriela recited from memory, “These were more noble than those in Thessalonica, in that they received the word with all readiness of mind, and searched the scriptures daily, whether those things were so.”

Chapter Four: The Landing

	Objects on the ground started getting larger. Larry looked around at the mountainous terrain. The car descended into the White Mountains, and arrived at a farm.
	Gabriela led Larry to the farm house, where she switched on the TV.
	WMUR-TV Channel 9 came on. “We interrupt this program for a special news report. And now, live from our studio,  Amy Coveno.”
	Amy announced, “Nashua Police have reported that Larry Americano, the suspect in the murders of a Nashua police sergeant and a therapist, has escaped from the jail at the Nashua Police station, shortly after midnight. Police all over New England have been alerted and anyone with any information is advised, do not approach the suspect yourself, simply call your local police. Police are already concerned because of copycat crimes. A therapist in Michigan has been killed by a former patient with a knife, who then died in a fight with police, and a psychiatrist in California was slain by a former patient waiting in the parking lot outside the doctor’s practice. That gunman killed two deputy sheriffs before being killed by another deputy.”
	“They know I escaped, but they don’t have any way to trace where I am.” Larry noted.
	“You did a wonderful thing. You not only fought back against unprovoked violence, you taught other victims of that violence how to fight back.” Gabriela said, as two other girls entered the room. “Let me introduce you, Larry.” Gabriela said,  “This is Michelle, and this is Angelina.”
	Larry took a deep breath. He stood up and shook hands with Angelina, and then Michelle. “Pleased to meet you.” he said.
	Angelina said, “We want you to know that your guardian angel selected us to meet with you today, and we are honored. We greatly admire what you did, and we assure you that the resistance you inspired will run its course and will ultimately prevail. You still have some work to do on Earth, but after that, you will receive a beautiful reward.”
	“That’s excellent.” Larry said. “I felt satisfaction when I meted out justice to the shrink and the cop. That’s payback for getting me locked up and drugged with the wrong kind of antidepressant. I got the kind in a bottle. I needed the kind of antidepressant that wears a skirt.”
	“We’re wearing skirts.” Michelle noted. “Are we the kind of antidepressant you need?”
	“Well, um.” Larry didn’t know what to say. What would they think of him if, at his age, he showed desires for them? “I mean, you probably would figure I’m too old for you girls, right? I mean, at my age, and you girls being teenagers.”
	“Well, you certainly would not be imposing on us any. We have a crush on you. We were selected by your guardian angel from among all the angel girls who have a crush on you.” Michelle explained.
	“Well, yes, you girls are very much the kind of antidepressants I need.” Larry replied.
	Gabriela said, “Relax, enjoy, and do as you please.”
	Michelle cuddled up on Larry’s left side, Angelina on his right. Larry put his arms around them and stroked their backs. Gabriela smiled and looked at Larry. She unbuttoned her top button. Larry grinned. 
	Gabriela unbuttoned her blouse and opened it up. Larry was so excited he couldn’t speak. Michelle pressed her chest gently against him. Angelina brushed her legs against his right leg.
	“You are a very special man, Larry.” Angelina whispered in his right ear. He looked at her pretty face. She smiled. Larry reached his right hand around her ass, and pulled up her skirt. He ran his right hand over her ass. He looked at Michelle. Michelle looked at him, and put her right arm around him.
	Gabriela whispered, “Relax, Larry, and we will give you a reward for what you have done. You are a very special man.” Slowly, she slid her blouse down off her arms, then tossed it to the side. “Michelle, Angelina, I think the antidepressant is starting to take effect.” she said.
	Larry observed, “I don’t have my glasses on, but I can see perfectly. Something has happened.”
	Gabriela explained, “Your body has been improved. You are very strong now, you are protected from physical harm. Furthermore, you have much more potency. You recharge fast.”
	Michelle and Angelina cuddled up, moving their faces up against Larry’s. Larry looked at Michelle, and moved to kiss her. Michelle kissed closer, and in a second, they were French-kissing. When Michelle released, Larry looked forward. Gabriela was unfastening her bra in the back. She smiled at him, then slid the strap off her left shoulder and down her left arm. Larry moved his left hand onto Michelle’s ass. Gabriela slid the bra strap off the right shoulder and down her right arm. With her left hand, she held the bra to her chest.
	Angelina reminded Larry, “Do what you want. You don’t have to wonder whether it will be okay with us. We want to please you.” Larry gazed at Angelina, then looked at Gabriela. Gabriela was still holding the bra to her chest. Millimeter by millimeter, she lowered her hand to reveal more of herself.
	Michelle whispered into Larry’s left ear. “We have a plan to entertain you, but you may change the plan at your desire.” She turned to stand in front of him, put her arms around him in a hug, and gave him another kiss. Then she let go, and Angelina moved in front of him, put her arms around him for an extended French kiss, and slowly moved back. Gabriela let her bra down, stepped forward, and draped the bra over Larry’s left shoulder.
	Larry put his left hand up the back of Michelle’s skirt while he put his right hand up the back of Angelina’s skirt. He could feel both asses at the same time. Gabriela reached down and took the hem of her skirt in her left hand, lifting it gradually as she shifted her weight from her left leg to her right and back again. Her bare breasts shifted with the movements.
	Larry moved his right hand off Angelina’s ass and stroked her leg. Michelle gently rubbed her legs against his, back and forth. Angelina took her right hand and began unbuttoning her blouse. 
	Gabriela sat down on a tall, round stool. She took off her shoes and panty hose. Then she stood up and smiled to Larry, while Michelle sat on the stool to remove her shoes and panty hose. Michelle walked up to Larry and started cuddling with him while Angelina sat on the stool to remove her shoes and panty hose. Gabriela stood in front of Larry, alternately bending her knees, shifting weight from side to side while letting Larry gaze at her. The she said, “Girls, it’s time.”
	Gabriela pulled down her skirt. Angelina and Michelle removed their skirts and their blouses, and began cudding with Larry again. Gabriela explained, “Since we are here to serve you, and we will do as you command, we will call you ‘Master.’”
	Gabriela paused to let Larry understand. Then she said, “Master, this is as far as we will strip.”
	Larry was heartbroken. Then Angelina handed him scissors and said, “If you want to see more, you’ll have to snip.”
	Larry smiled. He put his finger and thumb into the scissors. “I want to be careful not to stick you with these scissors.” he said.
	Michelle spoke up. “Actually, that is good of you, Master, but notice the design of those scissors. The blades are strong and razor-sharp but the ends are specially designed so you cannot stick us.”
	Larry put the scissors between Michelle’s breasts. 
	Snip! Her bra broke apart. Snip! Snip! The straps were cut, and the bra fell off. 
	Larry slid the scissors down the left side of Michelle’s waist, under her panties. Snip! Then he cut the right side, and her panties fell onto the floor. “This is fun!” he observed.
	Gabriela stepped up to Larry and smiled at him. Larry snipped uff her panties with the scissors. “I’m naked, Larry.” She turned all the way around to show him her body. Then she stepped back. Angelina stood in front of him. He put his arms around her, Then he snipped her bra in the back, and snipped the straps. With the bra loose, he grasped it and pulled it off her. Then he snipped off her panties, and they fell to the floor.
	Angelina cuddled up to Larry’s right side and whispered, “I’m naked, Larry.”
	Gabriela got down on her knees and started unfastening Larry’s pants. Larry grinned. Michelle noted, “Angelina and I are at your service, too.”
	Larry put his right arm around Angelina’s back. Then he whispered, “Full circle turn to your left, please.” Angelina made a full circle turn to her left, brushing her breasts up against Larry’s right hand.
	Larry slid his left hand around Michelle to feel her ass. He slid his right hand down Angelina’s back to feel her ass. He spent the time alternately massaging their backs and feeling their asses, meanwhile gazing at them, not caring if they would catch him gazing. 
	Larry could feel it. “Oh, so sweet. Oh, thank you Gabriela! Thank you Angelina, and Michelle! You girls are so excellent. If I had some girls do that for me when I was in high school, I wouldn’t have gone through life with so much anger.”

Chapter Five: The Phone Call

	Larry was sitting in the living room, reading Reason magazine, when Michelle walked in. “Master,” she said softly, “the reason you are still here on Earth is because you have more work to do. You have already received, shall we say, your first installment of your reward, but plans have been made for you, and if you complete the plans, you will receive a much greater reward.”
	“What must I do?” Larry wondered.
	Michelle explained, “You have already inspired some people to take direct action against the wicked government and the wicked professionals that lock up innocent people, and already, as you have seen in the news, numerous therapists and psychiatrists have been exterminated, as have a larger number of cops. However, there is a lot of opposition to the resistance. Many people are howling furiously. You must speak up.” 
	“How do I speak up?” Larry asked. 
	Michelle explained, “We have a telephone line here, actually it is an extension of the telephone in a Nashua cop’s home. Using a series of transmitters, and encryption, we can access that telephone the same as the cop’s cordless phone, so when the call is traced, it will be traced back to the cop’s house, and NSA cannot intercept our broadcasts, either, since they can only intercept the last hop, and that transmitter will self-destruct after the call, so they cannot learn what frequency was being read.”
	Larry accepted the telephone, and looked at his watch. He dialed 1-800-259-9231.
	“Free Talk Live.” the voice at the other end said.
	“I’d like to talk to these people.” Larry said.
	“Okay, and what would you like to talk about?” the producer asked.
	“Restoring liberty.” Larry replied.
	“Hold on, you’ll be on the air shortly.” said the producer.
	After a pause, Larry heard a burst of static, and he was on the air.
	Ian, Mark and Julia were in the studio. “This is Larry Americano, and I just wanted to explain how I was totally justified when I gunned down that therapist in Nashua, and the cop. First, I sent out a powerful message to therapists and shrinks everywhere: If you sign off to get innocent people locked up, you pay the price. You are easy enough to find. So are cops, and it makes no difference which cop, a cop is a cop. They are in the business of bringing innocent people to mental institutions against their will. They deserve it. The ignorant masses of sheeple have been given enough time to correct the problem, and they have refused. I read about the two Jefferson Parish deputies that were gunned down, and dumped in front of the Louisiana State Supreme Court in New Orleans. Well, let that be a warning to the so-called justices: If you don’t strike down the unconstitutional statutes and eliminate involuntary commitments, Freedom Fighters will strike down your cops and eliminate your police protection.”
	Ian said, “We actually have a caller now, who wants to address you, if you don’t mind.”
	“Fine with me.” Larry replied.
	“Anna from Montana, listening on the Internet, go ahead.” Ian said.
	Anna declared, “I work with people suffering from depression all the time, and I can tell you that sometimes involuntary commitment is the only way to get them the treatment they need.”
	Larry replied, “Oh, I see, if somebody doesn’t want something, that supposedly gives you the right to force it on them?”
	Anna argued, “It works. I’ve seen it time after time.”
	Larry responded, “Well, duh! You ask the hostages if they want to get committed or if they feel better now, and they say they feel so much better. What do you expect? They don’t want to be locked up.”
	Anna argued, “It’s for their own good.”
	Larry replied, “Excuse rejected! Just because it’s for their own good doesn’t mean they want it, and so to avoid being locked up in a mental institution for their own good, they have to avoid seeking help. Do you really expect people who don’t want to get locked up in mental institutions to seek professional help when there’s the ever-present danger of being locked up and drugged?”
	Anna argued, “There is a mountain of literature that firmly establishes the success of involuntary hospitalizations.”
	Larry replied, “But the mountain of literature does not establish that the United States of America should not be a free country, with liberty and justice for all. You can take that literature and stuff it in a cop’s casket. It’s time for the people to keep exterminating shrinks and cops. Furthermore, when you have to pay the price with cash because you parked in a crosswalk, they always leave you a note explaining what you did wrong. When you make the government pay the price with cops for locking up innocent people, be sure to leave a note explaining what the government did wrong. On any given day, the New Hampshire Legislature has two options: Eliminate involuntary hospitalizations, or Freedom Fighters eliminate more cops. When the price increases, the deterrent will be more powerful. Then the members of the New Hampshire Legislature will have to shut off their idiot switches and stop pretending to think that locking people up and drugging them is going to brighten up their day and make them glad to be alive. They will have to shut off their idiot switches, and stop pretending to believe the success stories, where hostages are asked if they feel better now, or want to stay locked up, and they say they feel better, of course. They will have to shut off their idiot switches and stop pretending to expect hostages to tell their captors what is wrong, when the hostages know that if they wish to give up their right to remain silent, anything they say can and will be used as evidence against them in a court of law. They will have to shut off their idiot switches and stop pretending to believe that they have a right to commit unprovoked violence against an innocent person because the person will commit suicide if they don’t. Suicide is a right, the right to liberty. They will have to shut off their idiot switches and stop pretending they can expect people suffering from depression to seek help when there is a very real danger they will be locked up and drugged if they do. When a person who is thus prevented from seeking professional help does commit suicide, the person’s blood is on the hands of lawmakers who support involuntary commitments, and the voters who elected them. Those voters didn’t pull the trigger, but they pulled the lever. It’s time for people suffering from depression to stop killing ourselves and start killing cops and shrinks. Any objection, objection overruled, casket closed.”
	Anna argued, “In this country, we have a process for changing the laws. It’s called democracy. If you don’t like the laws, get them changed, but murdering police officers and mental health professionals is going too far.”
	Larry replied, “First of all, we live in a constitutional republic, not a democracy. Secondly, killing cops and shrinks isn’t going too far if it’s not going far enough. Most lawmakers are still saying they won’t comply with our demands yet, they still want more cops killed. Those are their options. Killing those cops is not excessive if it is insufficient. Ian, Mark, Julia, there’s something else I want to tell you.”
	Ian said, “Yes, Larry, what is it?”
	Larry continued, “I may not be around when the government eliminates all involuntary hospitalizations of innocent persons. Here’s your assignment. When the government eliminates involuntary hospitalizations, you’ve got to issue a public appeal on Free Talk Live, telling the Freedom Fighters that it’s got to stop. First of all, if compliance with our demands will not stop the extermination of the cops and shrinks, then the enemy has no reason to comply. Secondly, offering to issue such an appeal can motivate the enemy to comply.”
	Mark spoke up. “We do not condone or advocate violence on this program, we were just allowing Larry to express his opinion. If, however, the State of New Hampshire eliminates involuntary hospitalizations of innocent people, then we will urge the public not to kill cops and shrinks.”
	Larry continued, “In New Hampshire. If involuntary hospitalizations continue to happen in Vermont but not in Maine, tell people not to kill cops or shrinks in Maine. In doing so, you will not be advocating any violent actions in Vermont. I know how you people feel about advocating violence on your program.”
	Julia clarified, “Well, the Feds could come after us.”
	Larry noted, “You have to be careful what you say, so you don’t get locked up. Patients on the couch also have to be careful what they say, so they don’t get locked up. That makes therapy pretty useless. They have to be extra careful, because they don’t know the rules.”


Chapter Six: Stephanie

	Larry woke up in a comfortable bed. The night of good sleep in the rural setting felt good. After he showered, he dressed and went to the kitchen. Michelle served him breakfast. 
	“This is delicious.” Larry said. 
	Gabriela entered the room, and said, “Master, after breakfast it will be time for some more reward, downstairs in the basement.”
	Larry finished his food and followed Gabriela. She led him downstairs, and then to a secret stairway, five flights of stairs down under the ground. There were two doors. They opened one and entered a chamber, elegantly appointed. Gabriela gave him a tour of the chamber, and then explained, “We have a slave for you. Her name is Stephanie. She is being punished for a sin she committed. Her punishment is your reward. You may enjoy her as you please. The suffering and torment you inflict on her, is her punishment. The thrill you get from it, is your reward. Whenever you wish, you may sign her promotion card, and she will be promoted to Heaven. She will not disappear while you watch, because that would be too much for your mind, but she will disappear.”
	Michelle was waiting in the room. “Master,” she said, “we will be introducing you to Stephanie in a few moments, but first I want you to understand. She has had her body restored. The Mormons come closest to describing the process correctly, in the Book of Alma, in the fortieth chapter, in the twenty-third verse, where it says, ‘The soul shall be restored to the body, and the body to the soul; yea, and every limb and joint shall be restored to its body; yea, even a hair of the head shall not be lost; but all things shall be restored to their proper and perfect frame.’ A girl would not be restored to the moment just before she died, but often to a younger age. Blemishes are eliminated, and there is no disease.”
	Angelina entered the room and explained, “By inflicting punishment, you are providing a service, and even though you enjoy this work, you also earn a boost toward your own promotion.”
	Larry asked, “You mean, it will help me get to Heaven?” 
	Angelina explained, “Once you are in Heaven, you will want to be promoted within Heaven. 
	“You mean, like, there’s ranks of Heaven, too?” Larry asked. 
	Michelle answered, “Again, the holy scriptures answer your question, Master. Read the Second Epistle of Paul to the Corinthians, the twelfth chapter and second verse.”
	Larry found the verse and read it them. “I knew a man in Christ above fourteen years ago, (whether in the body, I cannot tell; or whether out of the body, I cannot tell: God knoweth;) such an one caught up to the third heaven.”
	“So if there’s a third heaven, there must be at least three heavens.” Larry reasoned.
	Michelle explained, “On this point, the Muslims are the ones with the truth, for in the Koran, in the twenty-third chapter, or surah, the seventeenth verse says, ‘And certainly We made above you seven heavens; and never are We heedless of creation.’ This is not inconsistent with the existence of a third heaven, of course. If there are seven heavens, one of them can be the third one. 
	Larry observed, “So when somebody is happy, sometimes we speak of the person as being in Seventh Heaven. That comes from the Koran. That’s interesting.”
	“You are on an important mission, Master. You are to restore liberty in your land, enabling the demanders of liberty to get their demand met.” Michelle told him. Read the Book of the Prophet Isaiah, the sixty-first chapter, the first verse.” she told him.
	Larry found the passage and read it to her. “The Spirit of the Lord GOD is upon me; because the LORD hath anointed me to preach good tidings unto the meek; he hath sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives, and the opening of the prison to them that are bound;”
	“With your service,” she assured him, “the supporters of liberty will force the enemy to stop involuntary hospitalizations of innocent people, as you have been demanding.”
	Gabriela explained, “Stephanie’s father will also be here in an hour. I think you will want to plan accordingly. Of course, he will be unable to do anything to you.”
	Larry wondered, “How much should I torment Stephanie before I sign her promotion card?”
	Michelle explained, “That is totally up to you. You will live for eternity, so you can keep her for billions and trillions of years, but that is, literally, an infinitesimal fraction of eternity, as is any finite quantity. Or you can sign her promotion card her first day.”
	Angelina left the room. When she returned, she presented a pretty, high school girl. “This is Stephanie. We’ll be in the next chamber if you need us.” she said. Angelina, Michelle and Gabriela left.
	“Have a seat, Stephanie.” Larry said, as he eyed her body. “Would you care for a cup of tea?”
	“Yes, sir.” she replied.
	Larry poured a cup of tea from the teapot into the fine china teacup. Serving it to Stephanie, he mentioned, “Actually, you should call me Master rather that Sir.”
	Stephanie replied, “Yes, Master. Thank you for the tea.” She took a sip.
	Larry enquired, “What brings you here, anyway?”
	Stephanie explained, “Well, I was a high school cheerleader in Texas, and my boyfriend was a quarterback. We went to a party, where he got drunk. Then he offered me a ride home. I accepted, and when I was riding, he crashed, and we both got killed. I was turned away from Heaven, because of the sin I committed. When somebody offers to do something terrible for you, that endangers innocent people, you must refuse the offer.”
	Larry poured himself a cup of tea, as he eyed his prize. Stephanie had blue eyes and blonde, curly hair. She wore a pink dress with a white, short-sleeved blouse underneath. Her white socks extended half way up to her knees, and were complemented by white shoes.
	Stephanie took a card out of her pocket and presented it. “This is my promotion card. I was told to present it to you to sign.” she said.
	Larry accepted the card. He glanced at Stephanie. Brimming with youth, so clean, so innocent-looking, so charming, just looking at her warmed his heart.
	Stephanie commented, “The saddest thing is thinking about my poor mama. Like, the day before the crash, my daddy was on his way to serve commitment papers on somebody, to lock the person up in a mental institution, and he stopped at the scene of a crash, and one of the drivers shot my daddy dead. My mama was devastated. Now I’m gone too, so she must be really grieving.”
	Larry instructed Stephanie, “Wait here while I chat with the angel girls.”

	
Chapter Seven: The Discussion

	Larry entered the next chamber, where the angel girls were waiting. He announced, “There are some things I do not understand. First, like, why would Stephanie be sentenced to such a gruesome fate, getting raped, when all she did was a petty sin, accepting a ride from a drunk driver?”
	Gabriela explained, “You hesitate, because you have a strong sense of right and wrong. But let me remind you that the decision has been made to give Stephanie to you to molest and rape to your heart’s content, as your reward, and logic should tell you, that that decision cannot possibly be wrong. As it says in Paul’s Epistle to the Romans, in chapter eleven, verse thirty-three,…”
	Larry interrupted, “Hold it! I have a Bible with me!” 
	Larry found the page and read silently as Gabriela recited, “O the depth of the riches both of the wisdom and knowledge of God! how unsearchable are his judgments, and his ways past finding out!”	
	“You’re right. The infallible judgment has been made, that she is to be my slave.” Larry agreed. “And, by definition, an infallible decision is correct. You know, she is a good girl, and all. I think that maybe I’ll spend some time enjoying her helpless, pretty ass, and enough time will pass for the muscles in her body to be relaxed. That way, rape won’t be painful to her, at least not physically. The next question is, why do I want to rape her, when I have three beautiful angel girls who will happily give me what I want?”
	Gabriela explained, “Larry, as humans were evolving, girls started saying no. Men who raped girls would make baby boys with that genetic predisposition. It is hereditary. Girls who fought back and defended themselves did not make baby girls who fought back and defended themselves. Big, strong, muscular girls could fight back, but then they didn’t make baby girls who would become big, strong and muscular. So girls evolved to be smaller than guys. Big, strong, muscular guys could rape a girl who fought back, and they would make a baby boy who would become big, strong and muscular. That’s why guys are attracted to smaller girls: In a guy’s mind, the small girl is easier to rape, and he subconsciously sees a chance to have rape her.”
	Larry noted, “When you gave me that blow job, you didn’t seem to mind at all.”
	Gabriela confirmed, “I didn’t mind.”
	Larry asked, “Why do women have such strong objections to giving a guy a blow job?”
	Gabriela explained, “There were tribes of Neandertals in which the girls did not mind giving blow jobs, but those tribes died out. A girl who gives a blow job does not make a baby girl who gives blow jobs, but a girl who has sex or gets raped makes a baby girl who has sex or gets raped.”
	
Chapter Eight: Stephanie, Again

	Larry entered the chamber again, and saw Stephanie seated, sipping tea. “This tea was excellent, Master.” she said with a smile.
	Just then there was a knock. “Come in.” Larry said.
	Gabriela opened the door. “Stephanie’s father is here. Stephanie will have to wait in her seat until we bring him in.”
	Angelina and Michelle brought in Stephanie’s father. They moved him to the wall, and fastened a ring around his neck, with a chain allowing him to move about one meter away from the wall. Then the angel girls left the chamber.
	“Daddy! Daddy!” Stephanie cried out. She ran up and gave him a hug. 
	“Stephanie!” the late sheriff said, “How’s my precious daughter?”
	Stephanie explained, “Well, I got turned away from Heaven because I accepted a ride with a drunk driver, which encouraged him to endanger innocent people. So I’m here until Master here signs my promotion card.”
	Larry walked up, and put his right hand on Stephanie’s shoulder, and said, “Stephanie told me about what happened.”
	The late sheriff spoke up, as if with authority, “Don’t touch my daughter like that.”
	Stephanie assured her father, “It’s okay, Daddy. Master is a perfect gentleman. He is very kind to me.”
	Larry told Stephanie, “Get me a cup of tea, please.”
	Stephanie didn’t want to interrupt her chat with her father, since she was so pleased to meet him again, but she obeyed her master and went to pour some tea. As she reached for the teapot, Larry put his hand up her dress to feel her ass.
	“Hey!” Stephanie scolded him. “What are you doing? Don’t ever put your hands on a girl like that!”
	The late sheriff was furious. “That does it, Mister! I’m warning you! Don’t EVER touch my daughter like that. Why, I ought to...”
	Larry reached his left hand over Stephanie’s chest. “Is it okay to feel her breasts like this?”
	The late sheriff struggled to try to break the chain tethering him to the wall. “If I ever break this chain, you’ve had it, Mister. That’s one thing I won’t tolerate.”
	Stephanie was shocked. “You’re a real pig, Mister.”
	Larry corrected her, “Master, to you. You said I was very kind, a perfect gentleman.”
	Stephanie said, “A perfect gentleman wouldn’t be molesting a high school girl, you creep!”
	The late sheriff shouted at Larry, “You stop touching her. Stop it, now!”
	Larry taunted the late sheriff, “Hey sheriff, I’m disobeying your instructions. What are you gonna do about it, arrest me?”
	Stephanie tried to run to her father. Larry seized her by the wrists and pulled her to a chair. He pulled her down over his lap, as if he was about to spank her. With his left hand, he held her right arm at the shoulder, pinning her down.
	“Now, Stephanie,” Larry said, “you’re pretty. I’m going to enjoy your pretty body.”
	The late sheriff kept shouting, ordering Larry to stop touching Stephanie. Larry pulled off Stephanie’s shoes and then her socks. “Now I can see a little more of you.”
	Larry released Stephanie, allowing her to stand up. She tried again to run to her father, but Larry seized her again.
	Stephanie was terrified. “Daddy! Help me! Daddy! This creep is molesting me.”
	Larry pulled Stephanie further from her father, then stood between them. “Stephanie, I want to see you topless. Take off your dress and your blouse, so I can see you topless.”
	Stephanie shouted, “Forget it, you monster!”
	Stephanie’s father kept trying to break free, and tried ordering Larry to stop.
	Larry reached forward and ripped open Stephanie’s dress. Stephanie tried to defend herself by pushing Larry, but to no avail. Larry pulled the dress down Stephanie’s arms. “No! Stop it!” she ordered him.
	“Not until I’m done.” Larry replied calmly. He picked up her left shoe off the floor and threw it at her father. Then he lunged for Stephanie’s blouse, ripping it open with both hands, exposing her bra. Buttons broke off and bounced on the floor. He slid her blouse off her arms, and let it fall on the floor. 
	The furious Stephanie bent over to pick up her torn blouse. Larry drew the scissors Angelina had given him. With three snips, he cut the bra straps in the back. Then he stepped back.
	Holding her bra over her chest with her left hand, Stephanie stood up to punch Larry. He seized her right arm at the wrist, with both hands. “Oh, this is precious! Hey sheriff, your daughter wants to punch me with her left now, but if she lets go of her bra, it will fall onto the floor and I’ll get to see her topless. Go ahead, Stephanie, let go of the bra. I want to see you topless.”
	Stephanie pulled to try to free her right arm. “Let go of me!” she ordered Larry.
	The late sheriff kept shouting, and trying to break himself free. “Daddy! Help me! Do something!” Stephanie demanded.
	Larry pulled Stephanie back to the chair, and pulled her backward, making her sit on his lap. She squirmed and thrusted while Larry pulled her bra away and ran his hands over her breasts. “You’re topless, Stephanie, and you’re very pretty when you’re topless.”
	Stephanie broke down and cried. 
	Larry put his right arm around her. “There, there, Stephanie. I don’t want to harm you. I just want to molest you and rape you.” he said softly.
	Stephanie was horrified. This was the first mention of her getting raped. “Daddy, save me! He wants to rape me! Daddy, help me!” she cried. Her father kept trying to break the chain, and kept ordering Larry to stop. 
	Larry used the scissors to snip off Stephanie’s panties. “You’re naked, Stephanie.” he said as he ran his hand over her right leg. She cried profusely.
	Larry took Stephanie by both arms and pulled her to the wall on the late sheriff’s left. She tried to squirm away, as Larry pulled her head back to the fixture, and locked the ring around her neck. Snap! It locked shut, trapping her onto the fixture.
	“Daddy! Do something!” Stephanie shouted. She used her hands to try to cover up her breasts and her bush.
	“I will as soon as I can, Stephanie.” her father tried to assure her.
	“What are you gonna do, sheriff? Order me to stop again?” Larry taunted. He crouched down and took an ankle strap into his hands, and fastened it around Stephanie’s left ankle. Then he fastened the other to her right ankle. Then he fastened the supports under her heels. He pulled a handle, and the fixture panel moved out from the wall, on a support arm. Then Larry operated another handle, allowing the panel to swivel.
	Larry explained to Stephanie, “This fixture swivels. I can make the panel flat, like a table, or vertical, like a wall, or any angle in between. The heel supports will hold up a lot of your weight while you’re at an angle. I’ll rape you at a 45º angle.” He adjusted the angle and locked the fixture. Then he flipped a latch holding the lower portion of the panel in place. From the waist down, Stephanie was supported by the ankle straps and heel supports only. 
	Larry told Stephanie, “That allows me to feel your ass more easily. I also want to feel your pussy. Spread your legs apart, Stephanie, so I can feel your pussy.”
	“Let me go!” Stephanie demanded as she held her legs together.
	Larry replied, “Very well then. I can pull this lever, and the spring will suddenly move your legs apart, but you’re holding your legs together so firmly, that the sudden movement might hurt you. I don’t want to hurt you, Stephanie, I just want to molest you and rape you. So I’ll just use the slow-motion mode.” He pressed a button, and the motor started pulling Stephanie’s legs apart. Larry stood by her feet to watch. 
	Larry picked up Stephanie’s right shoe and threw it at her father. Then he walked up beside Stephanie and put his right hand on her pussy. “You’re naked, Stephanie, and I’m feeling your pussy.” he taunted as she cried. Then he looked up at her father and taunted, “Hey, sheriff. I’m feeling your daughter’s pussy. Stephanie is really pretty. I think I’ll feel her pussy with my other hand now.” Stephanie kept trying to squirm and to protect herself with her hands. Larry took her arms and bound them in restraints on the sides of the rape fixture. Then he walked around to her feet and walked up slowly, between her legs. “You’re naked, Stephanie.” he told her, and continued, “You’re very pretty. I’m going to have sex with you. I’m going to love it.” He stared at her face while she cried helplessly. He kept his gaze on her face while he ran his hands over her. He let his pants down, then put his hands on her again. 
	Stephanie’s cries grew fainter and fainter. “Stop it! Stop it!” she said through her tears.
	Larry kept running his hands over Stephanie, and gazed at her face. “You’re naked, Stephanie, and I’m raping you. You’re naked, Stephanie, I’m raping you, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” Then he turned his head to the left and said, “Hey sheriff, nice daughter. She feels really good to me. Sheriff, I’m raping your daughter.”
	Larry continued the taunting. Then he could feel it. “Oh, o-o-h, a-a-h. This feels good. Hey Stephanie, you’re naked, and I just raped you. That’s what you’re for. The punishment for the sin you committed is, you get raped. The reward I get for being a good man is, I get to rape you. I can sign your promotion card now, but I think I’ll keep you around and molest you and rape you some more first.” Stephanie turned bright red and cried. Larry feasted on the shattered look on her face. “I’ll make you give me strip shows and blow jobs, too.” he said.

Chapter Nine: Senator Haettenschwiller

	Larry was drinking a cold beer, watching the TV news. State senator Alphonse Haettenschwiller was discussing the armed resistance situation.
	Gabriela entered the living room and said, “Master, I think it’s time for you to make another telephone call. They’re accepting calls on this program.”
	Senator Haettenschwiller said, “These rebels are using violence to achieve their goals, because they know they cannot achieve their goals through the peaceful process.”
	Larry called in, and went on the air. 
	“Senator,” Larry said, “your government is using violence to achieve your goals of getting people into treatment, because you know you cannot achieve your goals through the peaceful process.”
	“How is the government using violence?” Senator Haettenschwiller asked.
	Larry explained, “That’s not gonna work. Pretending you cannot understand, is not going to stop Operation USA Freedom. You will not stop people from killing cops by pretending not to understand that when gun-toting goons in bulletproof vests grab innocent people and haul them off to mental institutions against their will, that is violence. If you must provide hospital treatment for these people, do so nonviolently.”
	Senator Haettenschwiller asked, “How do we hospitalize them nonviolently, if they don’t want to be hospitalized?”
	Larry answered, “You don’t. In a free country, the citizen decides whether to be hospitalized.”
	The senator commented, “The citizens have decided that they want to be bound by this law. Otherwise, they could prevail on the government to get it repealed.”
	Larry rebutted, “Another pathetic attempt by an enemy of liberty to portray the will of the majority as the will of the people. You lied through your teeth by saying that the citizens made that decision. Some citizens made that decision, some did not. Whether the citizens who support that unjust law are the overwhelming majority or not, they have no right to impose that law on everybody else.”
	The senator asked, “So then who should we listen to, the majority or the minority.”
	Larry replied, "Whoever is right.”
	The senator asked, “And who determines who is right?”
	Larry explained, “You can. However, those of us who hold correct opinions won’t accept what you determine unless it matches the correct determination. Vote wrong, you pay the price with cops’ blood. If you support involuntary hospitalizations in order to win elections, you are buying those votes with cops’ blood. Now, do you want to free the hostages now, or wait until more cops die first?”
	The senator asked, “Who are the hostages?”
	Larry answered, “That’s not gonna work. Shut off your idiot switch and understand. We demand that the hostages be freed. If this demand is not met, more cops will be exterminated, even if you pretend you cannot understand who are the hostages. Shut off your idiot switch and comply with the demand now, or the Nashua Police will be exterminated, and then you will still have to shut off your idiot switch and comply with the demand, or every cop in the State of New Hampshire will be exterminated. Are you ready to free the hostages?”
	Senator Haettenschwiller asked again, “Who are the hostages?”
	Larry declared, “Everybody heard him. He wants people to go out and kill more cops.”
	Senator Haettenschiller said, “No, I do not!”
	Larry asked, “Then are you ready to vote to free the hostages?”
	Senator Haettenschwiller asked again, “Who are the hostages?”
	Larry said, “That’s not gonna work. Everybody heard him. He will not free the hostages. All he will do is pretend he cannot understand. Keep exterminating cops until the hostages are freed. When he doesn’t want any more cops exterminated, he’ll stop pretending not to understand, and vote to free the hostages. The vast majority of voters, election after election, have said they don’t want our side to win with ballots. Therefore, our side has to win with bullets.” Then he hung up.

		Chapter Ten: A Freedom Fighter

	Eddie had been following the events on the news, and considering the issues and his options. Then he made his decision. He emptied the water fire extinguisher into the sink. Then, as he had done many times at work, he opened it up. It was a simple process: Half full with water. Don’t fill it all the way, because you can put it on the compressor and pressurize it, and the gauge would show full pressure, but only a tiny amount of pressurized air would be inside, and only a tiny burst would be propelled out.
	Eddie took two liters of ammonia and two liters of bleach. He held his breath and poured them together into the extinguisher. Then he screwed the cap back on and washed out the ammonia and bleach containers. 
	The fan in the room was on, and blew the poisonous vapors away. Eddie used a wrench to tighten the cap, and put the extinguisher on the compressor. In a few seconds, he had his deadly weapon. 
	Eddie sat on the front steps and waited. After an hour, a cop was walking by. The cop could not see the extinguisher, but it wouldn’t have mattered anyway. Fire extinguishers were still legal in New Hampshire.
	Eddie took a deep breath, picked up the extinguisher, aimed the hose and sprayed the unsuspecting cop in the face. After a few seconds of screaming and gasping, the cop fell. Eddie calmly set the extinguisher down and walked up. He breathed again for a few seconds, then stepped up and removed the cop’s gun from the holster, capturing the gun as a prize of war. He used the first bullet on that cop, then walked around the block. As he turned the first corner, he retrieved the leather jacket and sunglasses he had stashed. He put them on, and concealed the gun under the jacket.
	After making his way all the way around the block, he saw the scene, with enemy officers swarming in. He stepped out between parked cars and shot one big cop in the back of the head. Then he turned and exchanged shots with another cop. The cop’s shot struck Eddie. Eddie’s shot struck the cop. Eddie died in two minutes, the cop died in five.
	The evening news would be abuzz with yet another story of a citizen fighting back, and everybody would know another way to kill a cop when a gun is not available.


	Chapter Eleven: Sweet Revenge

	Larry was drinking a cold beer, watching news accounts of shrinks and cops getting gunned down in New Hampshire and elsewhere. When he finished the bottle, Gabriela brought him another and said, “Master, the chamber downstairs has been renovated into a small auditorium. You have a new slave girl, and some guests in the other chamber.
	Larry got up and followed Gabriela downstairs. “This wall is a two-way mirror. Take a look at the new slave girl.”
	Larry was confused. “Is she any relation to the shrink that got me locked up? She looks like her, but much younger.”
	Gabriela answered, “She is the shrink, but restored to her eighteen-year-old body. Let me tell you about her dress. As you can see, it goes over her left shoulder, where the front connects to the back by two buttons. It wraps around her left side, and buttons down the right side to hold it together. She has nothing on underneath.”
	Larry gazed at the girl. “She doesn’t look half bad as a teenager.” he said.
	Gabriela told him, “In the chamber there are some guys who are waiting to talk to you.”
	Larry went into the other chamber, asking, “What’s up?”
	One guy spoke up, saying, “Some of us were victims of shrinks, either that Kathy M. Godbey who got you locked up, or other shrinks. Some of us got killed fighting back against the government to defend freedom. Others are victims because we were unable to seek professional help, because of the danger of getting locked up and drugged.”
	There were twenty men in the chamber. They gave Larry some signs, which he read. 
	Larry said, “Tell you what. I’ll have Gabriela call you guys into the other chamber. I’ll tell Kathy that she is to give a presentation on what she did for work. Then I’ll enter from backstage. When you see me, somebody ask her what LCSW stands for.”
	Then he went to the chamber where Kathy M. Godbey, restored as a teenager, was waiting.
	Kathy was furious. “How could you do such a thing?”
	Larry replied, “You got me locked up in a mental institution. I fought back. I set an example for other people to follow.”
	Kathy answered, “A horrible example. Not the kind of example I would want anyone in my family to follow.”
	Larry smiled. “Oh, isn’t that exactly what you have been teaching children, including your own?”
	Kathy replied, “No, not at all.”
	Larry showed her a sign and said, “Read this to me.” 
	Kathy looked at the sign and read, “But when a long Train of Abuses and Usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Object, evinces a Design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their Right, it is their Duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future Security.”
	Larry asked, “Can you identify it?”
	Kathy looked at Larry and said, “That’s from the Declaration of Independence.”
	Larry said, “A document signed by Founding Fathers, who fought back with bullets when they could not win with ballots. The Dude on the Deuce speaks of a duty to fight back. Let’s see to whom the Founding Fathers felt they had a duty. Read the next sign to me. Can you identify it?”
	Kathy read the sign, “For my own part, I consider it as nothing less than a question of freedom or slavery; and in proportion to the magnitude of the subject ought to be the freedom of the debate. It is only in this way that we can hope to arrive at truth, and fulfil the great responsibility which we hold to God and our country.”
	Kathy looked at Larry and said, “That’s Patrick Henry, from his speech about Liberty or Death.”
	Larry explained, “So Patrick Henry, certainly not alone among the Founding Fathers, was acting out of a sense of duty God and toward his country. Now read the next sign. Can you identify it?”
	Kathy read the sign, “Resistance to tyrants is obedience to God.”
	Kathy turned to Larry and said, “That’s Thomas Jefferson.”
	Then Larry showed her the final sign. “Read this to me.” he said.
	Kathy looked at the sign. She was knocked out of denial. She read the words, “I promise to do my best to do my duty to God and my country, to help other people and to obey the law of the pack.”
	Larry asked, “Can you identify it?”
	Kathy said, “Of course, that’s the Cub Scout promise. I know that as a Cub Scout leader.”
	Larry concluded, “So that’s exactly what you have been teaching children, including your own: to do their duty to God and their country. In this case, it is their duty to throw off such government and to provide new guards for their future security.”
	Kathy couldn’t squirm out of it. 
	Larry said, “There are some people in the next chamber, and you are to address them on the stage, and tell them about the work you did as a therapist. They will be here any second.”
	The men started wandering into the chamber to take their seats. Kathy stepped up onto the stage. Larry opened the door that led to a corridor, to the backstage entrance.
	Kathy got up on the stage and said, “I have just been instructed to give you a talk on my work as a therapist. I deal with a lot of people who are going through a tough time. I try to help them, by teaching them how to deal with their issues.”
	The man in seat 12 raised his hand. Kathy said, “Yes?”
	The man said, “Isn’t it true you also got people locked up in mental institutions when they didn’t commit any crimes?”
	Kathy said, “That’s my job. Under certain circumstances, I did feel it was necessary to do that. In some cases, people were experiencing severe depression...”
	The man in seat 3 interrupted, “And you think locking people up in mental institutions is supposed to brighten up their day and make them glad to be alive?”
	Kathy spoke defensively, “In some cases, it has worked.”
	The man in seat 5 spoke up, saying, “When they ask the hostage, do you want to get committed or do you feel better now, and if the hostage does not want to get committed, what would you expect him to say?”
	Kathy replied, “I realize there is a lot of controversy surrounding the process of involuntary hospitalization.”
	Larry appeared backstage. The man in seat 16 asked Kathy, “What does LCSW stand for?”
	Larry stepped up behind Kathy, reached the fingers of both hands over the back of her dress, grasped it firmly and gave it a hard tug. All the buttons broke off, and the dress came off.
	“Ayeeeeeek!” Kathy screamed. She tried to cover herself up with her hands. She turned around to see Larry holding the dress.
	Larry spoke up to the man who asked the question. “Luscious, cute sex widget,” he said.
	Gabriela went up on the stage. “Master, here is a baseball bat. You may beat her if she disobeys you. You may beat her if she shows you any disrespect. You may beat her just for fun if you want. Here is a torture iron. It is very hot. You can burn her flesh with it. Press the green button, and it emits a powerful electric shock that is extremely painful. You may torture her if she disobeys you. You may torture her if she shows you any disrespect. You may torture her just for fun if you want to.”
	Larry accepted the baseball bat and the torture iron. “Electric shock therapy! Kind of like giving her kind a taste of their own medicine.” he pondered. He turned to Kathy and said, “Take a walk over there, stand in front of the man in seat 1.”
	Kathy was horrified, but she heard what Gabriela said. She walked over to stand in front on the man in seat 1.
	Larry ordered, “Turn around slowly, full circle, and let him have a good, long look.” 
	Kathy sobbed. She was totally embarrassed. She turned around full circle while everybody watched.
	Larry ordered, “Now he can put his hands on your hips. Turn around full circle, and let him feel your ass with his bare hands, Kathy. You’re naked, Kathy, and men like to see you in your teenage body, totally naked. Turn around, Kathy.”
	Kathy turned bright red and cried and she obeyed.
	Then Larry ordered, “Now he can move his hands up higher. Turn around another full circle, Kathy, and let him feel your breasts with his hands. Turn around, Kathy. You’re naked. We like seeing you naked. We’re gonna like having you as my slave.”
	After she turned around another full circle, allowing the man to feel her breasts as they brushed against his hands, Larry ordered, “Now go stand in front of the man in seat 2.”
	Larry ordered her to give the same treat to each of the men, one at a time, in order of their seat number. 
	After Kathy gave the treat to the man in seat 20, Larry ordered, “Now get back up here on the stage, Kathy. You’re not bad looking in that teenage body of yours. If you think this is humiliating and embarrassing, imagine how humiliating it is to be locked up in a mental institution and drugged, how embarrassing it is to have to tell people where you were. Get up here, Kathy, I want to molest you.”
	Kathy was terrified, but she complied, trying to avoid being beaten and tortured.
	Larry observed, “You are obeying me, but I can beat you and torture you anyway. Kind of like people who obey laws, and you got them locked up anyway. Now stand here and let me feel you and touch you, Kathy.”
	Larry spent a few minutes running his hands over Kathy, then ordered, “Kneel down, Kathy. On your knees. Move back, Kathy, back further, so your feet hang over the edge of the stage. Now let the man in seat one walk up. It’s your turn. While I have her give me a blow job, I don’t want such a perfectly good ass and a perfectly good pair of tits to be going to waste, not doing anybody any good. You can walk up and spend the time feeling her body, from down there on the floor, while she gives me a blow job up here on the stage. See how she likes being publicly humiliated and deprived of her rights, like she did to other people.” Larry unbuckled his pants and lowered them, then ordered, “Open wide, Kathy, and start licking. That’s right, Kathy. You’re my slave. You don’t go to Heaven until I sign your promotion card. You don’t know if I’ll sign it today or if I’ll decide to keep you longer, just like I didn’t know if my release papers would be signed or if some staffer would find an excuse to keep me longer. You’re naked, Kathy, and you’re giving a blow job to your master, and you must swallow everything. You must not spit anything out. When you’re done, there are twenty more men here who want a blow job from this nice, pretty teenager, this luscious, cute sex widget.”
	Kathy was terrified, and shattered. After she finished giving Larry a blow job, he made her give a blow job to each of the other men, up on the stage, while the man with the next seat number molested her, while standing on the floor. Larry did the molesting while Kathy gave a blow job to the man from seat 20. Then Larry looked at the sobbing Kathy and taunted, “Aw, you look totally shattered. If you want, you may cry on my shoulder and I’ll comfort you.”
	Kathy could barely speak, but rejected the offer, sobbing, “Forget it! How…can…you…comfort…me…when…you…put…me…into…this…condition?”
	Larry replied, “Kind of like pretending to expect doctor-patient relationships to form within the mental institution, between the kidnappers and their hostages.” Then he announced, “You can expect it to be like this every day, from now on. Those guys may move on to bigger and better things, but I’m sure Gabriela can bring in more guys, and I’ll be here. Payback is nasty.”

Chapter Twelve: The New Planet

	Larry went to the kitchen for breakfast. Michelle served him bacon and eggs. Angelina entered the room. “Master,” she said, “We are pleased to announce that your work is now done. There are no more involuntary hospitalizations in New Hampshire. Lawmakers finally capitulated, because the Freedom Fighters demonstrated that they were ready, willing and able to exterminate all the cops if they didn’t.”
	Larry smiled, and said, “That is wonderful.” He finished his breakfast while Angelina spoke.
	Angelina looked at Larry and explained, “Your work here on Earth is over, and you will be given a reward, a very special reward, but you are not going to Heaven. You have been spared death”
	Larry finished the last bite of breakfast and asked, “Now what?”
	Angelina smiled at Larry and said, “Follow me.” She led him out to the car, and they got in.
	Larry asked, “What about Michelle and Gabriela? And Stephanie, and Kathy Godbey?”
	Angelina explained, “They will be in another car.” She sped down the driveway, into a patch of dense fog. 
	When the fog cleared, Larry looked down, and saw the ground getting lower. “We’re flying.” he observed.
	Angelina said, “You won’t be back on Earth. You have been promoted to be master of a planet, with a continuous supply of slave girls to enjoy, as you have enjoyed Stephanie, and Kathy. As you sign their promotion cards, you will be given more slave girls to replace them, or you may have more upon request. Right now, if you look down, you will see Earth getting smaller and smaller. We are going to a distant galaxy, where you will be given a planet, 12,715 kilometers polar diameter, same as Earth, with salt water and fresh water. There are similar plants, and some of the same animals there as well. The year and the day are the same length as on Earth, the temperature tending to be more moderate, without the extreme cold of Antarctica and the extreme hot of the Sahara.”
	Larry smiled. “I am excited.” he said.
	Galaxies whizzed by for a few minutes, and the car careened into one galaxy, and after a few seconds, a planet came into view, looming larger and larger. Angelina announced, “I’ll give you a quick view from an altitude of a thousand meters, for one orbit.”
	After the orbit, Angelina said, “The star will be rising in a few minutes. We’re approaching the landing place. That’s your house, right next to the school.”
	Larry said, “I guess I’ll call it Planet Larry. And I’ll call today, 1 January 1.”

Chapter Thirteen: 1 January 1

	Angelina led Larry into the school house and gave him a tour, while explaining to him how everything worked. Then she led him into the classroom. Twenty high school girls were seated at desks, and Gabriela and Michelle were waiting at the front of the classroom. Michelle walked up to Larry and said, “Master, here are their promotion cards.”
	Larry walked in and introduced himself. “Good morning everybody, I am Master. Today is 1 January 1, welcome to Planet Larry. As you may know, I am the master of this planet, so you will follow my instructions.”
	Larry looked over his twenty slave girls and smiled. They wore crisp new white blouses. Red ties crossed in front, at a snap, and extended four centimeters to the lower right and lower left of the snap. Their short shirts were plaid, red and white. They wore white socks extending half way up to the knee, and black shoes. 
	Larry asked, “How many of you girls were active in swimming?” Five girls raised their hands. “We have a large swimming pool here at the school. I’ll have you girls do laps and diving this morning while the other girls go to their study rooms and read the works of the theologians.”
	Gabriela called the swimmers, “Susan, Pisey, Nancy, Janice and Lisa, follow me.”
	Michelle called the other girls, “The rest of you, I will show you to your study rooms.” Fourteen of them got up and followed Michelle. Tabatha remained seated. “Tabatha, follow us.”
	Tabatha looked up. Michelle waved to her to follow. “Where are we going?” Tabatha asked.
	“To study. I’ll show you to your study room.” Michelle explained.
	Tabatha understood and said, “Oh, okay.” She stood up to follow Michelle and the other girls.
	Larry asked Angelina, “What’s with Tabatha? She looked confused.”
	Angelina explained, “Tabatha was not retarded in her life time, but in her restoration, she was made slightly retarded. When you sign her promotion card, she goes to Heaven and gets restored, without any retardation.”
	Larry took a deep breath and said, “Give her coloring books to color in, in her study room. Which one does she get?”
	“Number 15.” Angelina replied.
	Larry said, “Well, five pretty high school girls are about to change into their bathing suits and I’m about to miss it if I don’t get there, into the locker room peek booth you showed me. I guess I’ll get going.” Larry went down the hall and opened the door to the peek booth. He sat down and opened a cold bottle of beer to watch the girls get undressed and into their bathing suits. They could not see him, because the reflection on their side of the mirror was perfect, but he could see them, because the transparency from his side was also perfect. The girls got naked and donned their bikinis, and walked out to the swimming pool. Larry left the peek booth and walked around to the swimming pool to sit and watch. His seat was strategically positioned so the girls would climb the ladder to leave the pool right in front of him. 
	Gabriela walked in and sat down next to Larry. “Well, what do you think? I can sound the buzzer at any time, you know.”
	Larry pondered that and took drank the last swallow of his beer. “I think I’ll go see how Tabatha is doing.” He stood up to leave. Gabriela handed him another cold beer.
	Larry left the swimming pool room and went down the private hallway behind the study rooms. These rooms were soundproof, with a door to the main hallway and another door to the private hallway. When Larry walked in, the door made no sound. A partition extended from the ceiling to the floor on his right, the soundproof wall was on his left. At the end of the partition was the opening to the room where Tabatha sat at a table. Larry walked up behind her. He put his left hand over her left shoulder and over her right breast to feel it. Tabatha was startled.
	“Tabatha, you’re pretty.” Larry said softly. Tabatha was scared. 
	“What do you want?” Tabatha asked.
	Larry replied, “I want to see you topless, Tabatha. You’re pretty.”
	Tabatha frowned, “But I’m a girl. I don’t want you to see me topless.”
	Larry spoke in a soft voice, just above a whisper, saying, “I’m your master. You have to do as I say, Tabatha. I want to see you topless. Take off your tie, and hand it to me.”
	Tabatha was shaking as she unsnapped her tie and gave it to Larry. Then he said, “Now unbutton your blouse, Tabatha. That’s right, unbutton your blouse. You’re pretty, Tabatha. I want to see you topless. Now take off your blouse, and let me see you topless. That’s right.”
	Tabatha trembled as she removed her blouse. “I’m scared. I don’t like this!” she said.
	Then Larry answered her, “But I’m a man, and I like it. You’re pretty, Tabatha. A man likes to see a pretty girl topless. Sit up on the desk, Tabatha, and take off your shoes and socks.”
	Tabatha sat up on the desk, facing Larry, and removed her shoes and socks. 
	“What’s this for?” Tabatha asked.
	Larry explained, “I’m a man. I enjoy pretty girls. You’re pretty, Tabatha, and I want to enjoy you. You’re topless, Tabatha. I like seeing you topless. Put your hands on my shoulders, and let me put my hands on your titties.”
	“Why?” Tabatha asked.
	Larry explained, “Because I’m a man. A man likes to put his hands on the titties of a pretty girl.” Tabatha put her hands on Larry’s shoulders, and he ran his hands over her breasts. She started to cry. “There, there, Tabatha. It’s okay.”
	“It is?” Tabatha said.
	Larry replied, “Yes. Everything is okay. I like to feel your titties.”	 
	Tabatha cried and said, “I don’t like this. I don’t want to do this! It makes me feel scared, feel bad.”
	Larry said, “I’m your master, Tabatha. You have to do as I say. I like seeing you topless. In fact, I want to see you naked now. Tabatha, unbutton the button in the back of your skirt. That’s right. Now unzip the zipper, all the way down. That’s right. Now let go, and let your skirt fall off.”
	The skirt fell to the floor. Tabatha’s face turned red. 
	Larry continued, “That’s right, Tabatha. Now you’re almost naked, but you still have your panties on. I want to see you naked. Tabatha, pull down your panties and let me see you naked. That’s right, pull them down. It’s okay, Tabatha. You don’t have to cry. I want to see you naked. Take off your panties, and let me see you naked. Yes, now drape the panties over my shoulder. That’s right, Tabatha. You’re naked. Now put your hands on my shoulders.”
	Tabatha cried. “I don’t like this. I really don’t like this. Please stop!”
	Larry said, “Tabatha, I’m your master. I like it. I’m going to put my hands on you because I like it. Spread your legs apart, so I can feel your pussy. That’s right, Tabatha. You’re naked, and I get to feel your pussy.” Larry spent a few minutes running his hands over Tabatha’s body, then said, “Now get up on the table, Tabatha. I want to have sex with you. Go on, Tabatha. You’re naked, and I want to have sex with you.”
	Tabatha quivered as she moved onto the table. It was just the right height. 
	Larry ordered, “Lie down, Tabatha. I want to have sex with you. That’s right. Now move your legs apart. This is called, getting raped, Tabatha. That’s when somebody makes you have sex.”
	Tabatha said, “Oh, I don’t want to get raped.”
	Larry gazed at Tabatha’s face and answered, “Oh, but I want to rape you, Tabatha. You have to do as I say. Now move your legs apart so I can move in and rape you. That’s right, Tabatha. You’re naked.” He unfastened his pants and lowered them. Then he ran his hands over Tabatha, saying, “You’re naked, Tabatha. The pretty girl has to be naked, so the master can enjoy seeing her naked. The pretty girl has to let her master rape her. I’m raping you, Tabatha. I’m hammering back and forth. You have to have sex with me, because you are my slave. But it’s okay, I want to rape you, Tabatha, so it’s okay. You don’t have to cry. I don’t want to hurt you, I just want to molest you and rape you.”
	Larry could feel it. He fixed his gaze on Tabatha’s helpless eyes. She burst into tears. When he was finished, he simply pulled his pants back up, and signed her promotion card, and walked back to the private hallway. He turned around, and went back to the study room. Tabatha was gone. He set the signed promotion card on the table, and turned around. When he looked back, the card was gone, too. Larry left, and went to the swimming pool.
	Gabriela was waiting at poolside. Larry sat down next to her, on the chair placed so he could watch the girls climb out of the pool. He opened another bottle of beer. “I’ve got them doing dives now.” Gabriela said.
	Larry spent a few minutes watching the girls climb out of the pool and walk to the diving board to dive back in. Then he stopped Janice and said, “Wait here. I want to have all five of you girls race to the other side.” He viewed the girls as they climbed out of the pool, explaining that they were to line up. “This is a freestyle race. When I say go, dive in and whoever is the first one to reach the other side, wins. Ready, set, go!” The five girls dove in.
	Larry sat down and explained, “I just wanted to get them out of hearing range while I talk with you. I’ll go to the shower peek booth, and I want you to sound the buzzer in a minute, and tell the girls they are required to shower until the shower shuts off. When the showers on the mirror side shut off, they are to shower on the wall side, and when those stop, they are to shower on the mirror side on, until the water stops.”
	Gabriela said, “Got it!” Larry walked away. In a minute, the buzzer sounded. The girls emerged from the pool, and went to the locker room. Larry could watch them shed their bathing suits, but the vantage point was further from the action than it would be from the locker room peek booth. Soon, five naked high school girls walked up. Larry turned on the water on the mirror side. He opened another cold beer. He could see the girls perfectly through the mirror, but they could not see him. All five girls faced his way except to shower their backs. After a few minutes, Larry flipped a lever, and the water started flowing from the shower heads on the wall side, so he could look at the girls’ asses. He changed into swimming trunks as he oogled the girls in their calm, natural, naked state. He flipped the lever again so he could watch them turn around and shower in front of him. After a few minutes of that, he flipped the lever again, and they turned around to shower from the shower heads on the wall. Then he left the shower peek booth to walk around and enter the shower room. He closed the door behind him, but it made no sound as it ltched. He snuck up behind Lisa, and put his right hand on her ass while putting his left hand over her shoulder to feel her right breast.
	Lisa screamed, “Eeeeeek!” as did the other girls when they turned and saw Larry in the shower with them. Larry walked up and put his hands on Pisey’s breasts as she screamed.
	“Let’s get out of here!” Susan yelled. The girls headed for the exit, but the door was shut.
	“How do we open this thing?” Nancy asked Susan.
	Susan asked Lisa, “How do we open this door? Look, he’s headed this way!”
	Larry walked up behind Susan and seized her by the left arm at the shoulder with his left hand, and ran his right hand over her right shoulder to feel her breasts. “Susan, your titties aren’t very big. Maybe you belong on the Itty Bitty Titty Committee. I like to feel a girl’s titties, Susan. I guess I’ll feel your titties for a longer amount of time, to get the same enjoyment I might get from feeling Pisey’s titties. Now, to answer your question, there is no doorknob. To open the door, simply insert an eight-millimeter hex key in the hole, and turn counter-clockwise.”
	Janice demanded, “And just what would we be doing with an eight-millimeter hex key in the shower?”
	Larry replied, “You’d probably be unlatching the door with it.” He took the petite Susan by the arm and pulled her to the rape fixture, locking the ring around her neck. She tried to pull away. He put the ankle straps on her, and fastened the heel supports into place. With one lever, he swiveled the fixture to be flat, like a table, then he let down the panels supporting Susan’s ass and legs. She was supported on her back and her ankles. Then he walked away to run his hands over Lisa.
	Janice walked up to Susan and examined the situation. “I don’t know how to get you out of this thing.” she lamented.
	Larry walked up behind Janice and put his hands on her ass. Janice was frightened. In a calm, soft voice, Larry said, “Everything is latched into place. To release her, simply undo the latches. Insert an eight-millimeter hex key in that hole and turn counter-clockwise.”
	Larry walked up to Nancy. She tried to walk away. He grabbed her left arm. “Let go of me!” she ordered.
	Larry said, “Nancy. Nice, naked Negress Nancy. I can let Susan out of the rape fixture and put you in it if you disobey me, you know.”
	“Do it!” Susan suggested. “Please, do it!”
	“Susan, shut up!” Nancy cried.
	Larry said, “Nancy, I can let Susan out of the rape fixture and put you in it. Now stand up and let me take a good look at you, and run my hands over you.”
	Nancy stood up and let Larry enjoy her. He whispered into her right ear, “Now spread your legs out and let me feel your pussy.” She cried, and she complied. He touched her pussy with his fingers for a little while and said, “Nice, naked Negress Nancy, stand against the wall next to Susan, on her right side, your left.” Nancy walked over to the wall.
	Larry ordered, “Janice, stand over there along the wall next to Susan, on her left, your right. Lisa, stand next to Susan’s right leg, on your left side of her.”
	Larry approached Pisey. She tried to move away. He put his hands on her ass. “Pisey, I can let Susan out of the rape fixture and put you in it instead. Pisey, you’re naked. You have nice, dark skin and nice breasts. Hold still. Let me feel you. It’s okay, Pisey. You’re pretty. You’re naked. You’ve got a nice skin color, too. Where are you from?”
	“Cambodia.” Pisey said.
	Larry spent a few minutes fondling Pisey and feasting on her naked body. Then he decided, “You know what, Pisey? I think I will let Susan out of the rape fixture and put you in it.”
	Pisey trembled, “No, please don’t!” She cried.
	Larry put his hand on her shoulder and said, “There, there, Pisey. It’s okay. I don’t want to hurt you. I just want to rape you.”
	Larry went over to the rape fixture, reached into his pocket to remove his eight-millimeter hex key, and released Susan. He seized Pisey and pulled her to the fixture and she struggled to get away, and with a snap, he locked the ring aound her neck. Pisey broke down and sobbed, “Please, stop! I can’t take this!”
	Larry fastened the ankle straps and the heel supports, and swiveled the fixture to lie flat. He pushed the button to make the heel straps pull apart slowly. Larry stood next to Pisey’s hip and put his hand on her pussy. Then he ordered, “Girls, take your positions. Nice, naked Negress Nancy, over there.” Nancy walked over and stood along the wall next to Pisey, on Larry’s left. “Janice, you stand over there.” Janice walked over and stood along the wall next to Pisey, on Larry’s right. “Lisa, you stand next to her leg, on my left. Susan, small breasted, long-legged Susan, stand next to Pisey’s leg, on my right.” Larry began stroking Pisey’s legs with his palms. “Susan, turn around and brush your ass against the back of my hand. Move slowly, from left to right. Lisa, turn around and brush your ass against the back of my hand. Actually, crouch down and brush your titties against the back of my hand so as I stroke Pisey’s legs, I get your titties on the backside.”
	Larry gazed at Nancy and Janice, then looked at Pisey’s plight. Lisa was brushing her breasts across the back of his left hand while Susan brushed her ass against the back of his right hand. Larry sudedenly turned his hands around to feel the girls with his palms. “Hey!” Lisa protested, then commented, “Oh yeah, that’s right.”
	Larry looked up at Janice and said, “Janice, you’re naked, and I get to see you. In fact, trade places with Lisa, and let me feel your titties. That’s right, Janice. I get to see you naked and feel your titties. Lisa, stand there along the wall. Keep your hands down, don’t try to cover yourself. I want to see you naked, Lisa.” Lisa’s face turned bright red. Then he turned his gaze to Pisey, and feasted on her helplessness. “Pisey, you’re naked, and I’m raping you, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” He reached his right hand around Susan to feel her small breasts, then put both hands on Pisey’s more ample bosoms. Then he mentioned, “This is my reward for being a good man. I get to molest and rape pretty high school girls. And that’s your punishment for sins you committed. You know, Susan’s breasts are pretty small, but on Earth, I’d get the same punishment for feeling Susan’s breasts as I would get for feeling Pisey’s. I also get the same amount of punishment here: zero. It’s a great feeling, being free to molest and enjoy you girls. Lisa, you’re naked. Nancy, you’re naked. Change places with Susan, I want to feel you now.” He looked at Pisey’s face as she cried. He started breathing harder. He smiled. “A-a-h, Pisey. A-a-h, you’re naked, and I just raped you.” He pulled his swimming trunks up and said, “Girls, follow me.” 
	With his eight-millimeter hex key, Larry unlatched the door and led the five naked girls to the shower room peek booth. “This is where I watched you girls strip off your bathing suits and take showers without your knowing I was watching. I brought you in here because your promotion cards are in here.” One by one he signed the cards and gave them to the girls. Then he left the peek booth, and closed the door. He opened the door and looked in, and the girls were gone.
	Larry got dressed into normal clothes. He still had fourteen promotion cards left. Gabriela met him in the hallway and said, “Master, we have an adventure for you, which we think you’ll like. Take the girls on a field trip.” She showed Larry to the yellow school bus and explained everything to him. They chatted about the plan, and Larry liked it. 
	Angelina went to the study rooms and called the girls outside. When all fourteen girls were there, Larry announced, “We’re going on a field trip on this school bus, to a place high up on Mount Larry. You will have assigned seats on the school bus. Michelle will give you your seat assignment and you will take that seat. As you pass through the partition behind the front cab and face the back of the bus, the odd numbers will be on your right, starting with number 1 behind partition, and the even numbers will be on the right, starting with number 2 in front. Master gets seat 15, the long seat in the far back.”
	Larry stepped up into the bus and stood next to the driver’s seat, where Gabriela sat. Michelle called out the seat numbers, “Nicole, seat 1; Sara, seat 2; Melissa, seat 3; Donna, seat 4; Ashley, seat 5; Jigna, seat 6; Patricia, seat 7; Crystal, seat 8; Tovita, seat 9; Linda, seat 10; Monique, seat 11; Liliana, seat 12; Meagan, seat 13 and Barbara, seat 14. Start boarding in order of your seat number.”
	Larry watched the girls step up into the bus. When Donna ascended, he smiled at her and gazed at her legs. She stopped for a moment and gave him a disapproving frown, then stepped through the open doorway in the partition and took her seat. He watched the rest of the girls board the bus. When Barbara boarded, and went through the doorway, Larry followed her. Gabriela closed the door. On the back side of the door and partition was a shatterproof mirror. The top and edges of the door and mirror were beveled, as was the opening in the partition, so that when the door was shut, it fit precisely into the opening and, except for the very fine, straight cracks, the partition and door made one large mirror facing the passenger compartment of the bus.
	Larry followed Barbara down the aisle as the bus started moving. Just as she turned to take her seat on the left, he reached his right hand up her skirt and felt her ass. She yelled, “Hey, don’t put your hand up my skirt, you creep!”
	The scolding didn’t matter to Larry. He stood there and said, “I promise I won’t do it again.”
	Barbara said, “You shouldn’t have done it once.”
	Larry reached his fingers down into the waistband of Barbara’s skirt, and grasped firmly. Barbara stopped. 
	Larry smiled and said, “But just so you can be sure I won’t reach my hand up your skirt again...” With the first pull, the button holding the waistband together broke off. With the second pull, the seam holding the zipper to the skirt ripped apart. With the third pull, the seam holding the skirt together ripped apart, and the skirt came off. Her blouse was long enough to tuck under the skirt, but now it wasn’t long enough to cover any of her panties.
	Barbara screamed. The other girls were terrified. Larry rolled the skirt up into a ball and threw it out the window. His throw was a little high, but there was no top window frame, and the ceiling arch extended to the window, so even though the skirt hit the ceiling at the top of the window, it bounced right out. “Strip naked, Barbara. I want to see you naked.”
	Barbara replied, “Get lost, you despicable jerk!” She tried to take her seat, but Larry seized her left arm from behind. He reached his right arm over her right shoulder to feel her breasts. Barbara yelled, “Help me! This creep is molesting me!”
	Crystal got up and ran toward Larry. She started punching him and kicking him. “Let go of her. You don’t go putting your hands on girls unless they allow you to! Besides, you ought to get yourself a woman a little older than Barbara!”
	Larry released Barbara, and seized Crystal by the wrists. Calmly, he said, “Crystal, you punched me and kicked me.” Then he announced, “Girls, see what happens when you hit Master! Crystal, I’m going to give you a spanking.”
	“No! Let go of me!” Crystal ordered. Larry sat in the long seat in the back of the bus, and pulled Crystal down over his lap. She squirmed and thrusted to try to get away. He started spanking.
	“You know what I like about spanking you, Crystal? I get to feel your ass. In fact, when I spank, I can leave my hand on your ass for a few seconds, just to feel. Oh, yes, and I can run my hand down your pretty legs. Yes, I like that! In fact, instead of spanking you through your skirt and panties, I think I’ll lift up your skirt, and spank you through your panties. Oh, yes, this feels good.”
	Crystal shifted and tried to break free, but Larry held her down with his left hand holding her right arm near her shoulder. He reached his right hand over and removed her shoes, and threw them out the window to his left. Then he removed her socks and threw them out the window. “Oh, Crystal, what nice, pretty legs!” he taunted.
	Nicole started knocking frantically on the mirror partition. “Gabriela, help! Do something! Master is molesting girls! He molested Barbara and now he’s stripping Crystal and molesting her!”
	Larry reached his hands around Crystal and grasped her blouse, then pulled it open and slid it down her arms while she wriggled and thrusted. He threw the blouse out the window. Then he reached into his pocket for a pair of wrist straps. These were slightly padded for comfort. They fit the contours of the wrist to prevent escape. Larry applied them to Crystal’s wrists, then looped one strap into the buckle of the other. Pulling on the strap, he brought Crystal’s wrists closer together.
	“Now stand up, Crystal. I want to see you topless.” He took her by the arm to steady her as he stood up, thereby making her stand, too. Then he said, “I want to see you naked, Crystal.” He took the scissors and snipped off her panties, throwing them out the window on his left. “There, now you’re naked.” He gazed into her face and he ran his hand over her ass. “Now the girls know what happens if they hit Master. This is just a warning.”
	Nicole was still knocking on the mirror, trying to get Gabriela to take action. Sara was in the aisle, pondering the door, and asked Nicole, “How do we open this door?” Larry walked up and looked at the girls. They started shaking.
	Larry took a deep breath and said, “The door has no knob on this side. To unlatch the door, insert an eight-millimeter hex key in the hole and turn counterclockwise.” 
	Sara looked and Nicole. Nicole said, “Now all we need is an eight-millimeter hex key.”
	Larry added, “Then you could also release the buckle holding the wrist straps together on Crystal.”
	Larry moved in on Nicole. She moved back in her seat and put her arms and knees up defensively. Larry walked up between her and the partition, and started stripping her. She screamed, “Help! Somebody help me! Gabriela! Do something! Master is molesting me!”
	After ripping off Nicole’s tie and blouse, and throwing them out the window, Larry sat down on the seat. Reaching around Nicole with both arms, he put his hands on her breasts to spend some time feeling. “Oh, this is nice, Nicole. Thank you for having nice titties.” When he finished stripping her, and strapping her wrists, he commented, “You know, I still haven’t finished stripping Barbara yet.” 
	Larry stood up and looked down the aisle. He eyed Donna again. “Donna, you look lovely. I think I’ll enjoy your feminine beauty for a while.”
	Donna tried to protect herself by curling up on a ball on the seat, slose to the window. Larry say down on the seat. He moved his left hand over her upper leg to feel. She quivered. “Stop it! Stop it! Please!” He put his right hand over her shoulder and unfastened her tie. 
	Larry spoke in a calm tone, just above a whisper. “Donna, I want to see more of you. Stand up and strip naked for me.” She didn’t respond. He threw her tie out the window. Then he started breaking the buttons off her blouse, one at a time. “Let me feel your titties, Donna. Oh, yes, this feels good.” he said. He returned to stroking her leg with his left hand. She wiggled and thrusted. “It’s okay, Donna. I don’t want to hurt you. I want to enjoy you.” He worked her blouse off, wrestling with her arms. Then he put the wrist straps on her. He lifted her up onto his lap. “Oh, this is pretty. Topless, short skirt, nice legs.” Donna cried. Larry feasted on her face as tears started rolling down. He gently stroked her legs, then her breasts. He looked at her and said, “I think I’ll spend a few minutes enjoying you like this, before I strip you more. You’re really lovely, Donna. I like your blue eyes and light blonde hair. I like running my right hand over your pretty legs. You look so sweet.” Her face was bright red. Larry took off her shoes and threw them out the window, then her socks. “That doesn’t leave much,” he observed, “just your panties and skirt.” He spend a few minutes fondling her breasts. Then he reached around her and ripped off her skirt. “Now I can see a lot more of you.” 
	Donna sobbed, “Stop it! I can’t take it I’m scared!”
	Larry fondled Donna’s breasts for a few more minutes, then announced, “You’re almost naked, Donna, but not quite. I want to see you naked, Donna.” She squirmed as he drew the scissors. “It’s okay, Donna, these scissors are designed so they cannot stick you.” He slid the scissors under her panties. Snip! Snip! He threw the panties out the window and observed, “Now your naked, Donna. Spread your legs apart so I can feel you pussy.” Angry and terrified, Donna clamped her legs together. “Oh, that’s okay, then. I’ll feel your legs and your titties instead.” Larry decided.
	After a few minutes, Larry lifted Donna by the arms and stood up, setting her down on the seat. “I haven’t finished stripping Barbara yet.” he noted.
	Barbara saw Larry approaching. “Oh, no! Don’t get anywhere near me!” she ordered him. 
	Larry kept approaching. “It’s okay, Barbara.” he assured her. “I molested Donna, and it felt really good. And now you don’t have to worry that I might put my hand up your skirt.” He removed her shoes, throwing them out the window. 
	“Get away from me!” Barbara ordered.
	When Larry ripped open Barbara’s blouse, her tie also snapped open. He pulled her blouse down her arms, binding them while he fondled her breasts. She managed to put her blouse back on, only to have him remove it completely, the tie still tucked under the collar. He rolled it up into a ball and threw it out the window. He pulled off her socks and threw them out, too. 
	Barbara was trembling and crying. “Why are you doing this? You know we don’t like it.” she yelled.
	Larry explained, “Because a man likes to enjoy a pretty girl.” He started stroking Barbara’s legs. Then he pulled her over his lap, and pulled off her panties, throwing them out the window. “Now you’re naked.” he observed. She squirmed and struggled as he put the wrist straps on her.
	Larry stood up and returned to seat 4. “Donna, my sweet Donna! So lovely. So sexy!” He spent a few minutes groping her.
	“Stop that!” Donna protested. “Please, stop that!” Larry pulled her closer, tucked her hair over her left ear, and kissed her. Then he went to seat 2.
	Larry looked at the terrified Sara and ordered, “Sara, lift up your skirt. I want to see your panties.”
	Sara replied, “Never! Get away from me, you pig! You pervert! You disgusting creep!”
	Larry moved to feel her ass. She turned quickly to resist, so he felt her breast instead. She screamed, “Eeek! Now he’s molesting me! Gabriela, do something! Oh, no! Not me!”
	Larry stared at Sara and said, “Sara, you’re rather petite. That’s very sexy. There are some bigger girls here, but they’re not too fat. They’re in the top end of the range between fat and skinny, so their large breasts are still in good proportion to their bodies. You, you’re light. I’ll bet you have nice titties. Take off your blouse, Sara. I want to see your titties.”
	Sara refused again. Larry shrugged, and said, “Well then I’ll take off your blouse.” Sara screamed as Larry ripped the blouse and tie off. She screamed more as he ripped off her skirt. She tried to stop him from removing her shoes and socks, but he prevailed. Then he put the wrist straps on her, and pulled down her panties. That’s when she stopped screaming and began crying.
	Larry went back to Donna and said, “Now I’m going to enjoy you some more. It’s lots of fun.” He was able to reach around her as she squirmed, and fondled her breasts. Then he went to seat 3 and stripped Melissa as she screamed and cried. He stripped her naked, applied the wrist straps, and fondled her.
	Melissa sobbed and cried as Larry stood up and looked down the aisle. He pondered, “Let’s see now, Jigna is pretty. Jigna, you look like you’re from the Middle East, with your black hair, brown eyes, and that shade of skin color.”
	Jigna nodded, and acknowledged, “Yes, Master, my family is from the Middle East.” 
	Larry decided to molest Ashley next. “Ashley, I’ll bet you’ll look good naked.” he said. He lifted up her skirt. She screamed as he tore off her clothes and threw them out the window, and ran his hands over her breasts and her legs. Then he put the wrist straps on her.
	Larry looked around. Tovita sat in seat 9. She froze when Larry gazed at her. Her face turned bright red when he smiled.
	“Tovita, where are you from?” Larry asked.
	“China.” she said.
	Larry grinned, and said, “You’re sexy, Tovita. Strip naked.”
	Tovita shouted, “No! Leave me alone! Leave us girls alone! We don’t want you molesting us, you creep!” Larry maneuvered her against the wall, then grabbed her blouse with both hands, and ripped it open. 
	Larry grinned. “Ooh, nice!” he said. With three tugs, he ripped off her skirt as she screamed and cried. “It’s okay if I see you naked, Tovita. I want to see you naked. You’re a pretty girl, and I like to see pretty girls naked.” he said as he finished stripping her, and then put the wrist straps on her. He spent a few minutes running his hands over her breasts and her ass.
	Larry left Tovita, and went to fondle Donna again. Her face turned red and she cried as he molested her. Then he walked away toward the rear of the bus.
	Larry looked at Liliana and said, “Liliana, you’re pretty. Straight black hair, brown eyes. Where are you from?”
	Liliana shook as she replied, “El Salvador.”
	As Larry approached her, she moved her legs in the way. He snatched off her shoes and threw them out the window, then peeled off her socks as she squirmed and thrusted. He mentioned, “You know, Liliana, when you put your knees up like that, I can see up your skirt.” He moved his right hand over her breasts to feel them through her blouse. 
	“Stop it! Don’t touch me!” Liliana scolded. Larry reached up her skirt and pulled off her panties as she screamed. Buttons bounced on the floor when he ripped her blouse open. Screaming turned to crying as the helpless Liliana was stripped of her blouse and tie, and then her skirt. Then Larry put the wrist straps on her and spent a few minutes fondling her.
	Larry got up and told Barbara to stand up. She refused, so he seized her by the arms and pulled her into the aisle. Then he pushed a lever down to unfasten the back of seat 14, and folded it down. Then he folded the seat up against the wall.
	One by one, he took the girls out of their seats and folded the seats up against the wall. Then he went to the front partition and pushed the blue button. The partition started moving toward the rear of the bus, the cut-outs allowing it to pass over the stowed seats.
	“Are we going to get crushed?” Jigna asked.
	Larry responded, “No, I’m just confining you girls to a smaller space so I can enjoy you more. Let me remind you girls that I don’t have to sign your promotion cards tonight. I certainly won’t sign the promotion card of any girl who disobeys me.” 
	Meagan was furious. She asked, “Are you suggesting we have to perform sexual favors for you, to get you to sign our promotion cards?”
	Larry replied, “I’m not suggesting it, I’m saying it. This is my reward.”
	Meagan asked, “Being able to torment defenseless high school girls and make them cry is a reward?”
	Larry said, “Take a look around you. Why do you think you were issued uniforms with short skirts and no bras? It’s for my enjoyment. It makes it easier for me to feel your titties. Why do you think the door on this partition has a mirror with beveled edges that fit precisely into the door frame? To make the partition one continuous mirror, the crack around the door hardly visible, so when I look at a naked girl, I can see more of her in the mirror. Why do you think this partition moves back toward the rear? To confine you girls to a smaller area. Notice how the arched ceiling ends at an angle thirty degrees from horizontal, and there’s no top frame on the window, so if my throw is a little high, your garment still sails out the window. Take a look at the seat back on the long rear seat. Notice how it is designed so a girl can sit on the top of the seat back. Linda, remember that disobedience will not be tolerated, and sit up there on top of the seat back.” Linda sat on the top of the seat back. Larry noted, “Notice how the top is designed so when she sits on it, her knees go up, and I can look up her skirt and see her legs and her panties.”
	Larry paused, then said, “You will note that there were twenty girls in the classroom today, and fourteen of you here now. The other siz girls are in Heaven now. I signed their promotion cards.”
	Jigna asked, “Did you molest them, too?”
	Larry answered, “I sure did, and I loved it. I also raped two of them.”
	The girls were horrified. This was the first mention he had made of rape.
	Larry continued, “I have been given dominion over you girls, so I can enjoy you to my heart’s content, as my reward. This is also your punishment.” He went to Donna and put his hand on her ass. “To me, it feels good to touch Donna’s ass. That’s my reward. It also makes her feel horrible, and that is her punishment. If I select her to rape, my reward is getting to have sex with this pretty girl, and her punishment is to get raped.” He put his right hand over her breasts for a moment.
	Jigna looked at Larry and scolded, “You ought to be ashamed of yourself, molesting and raping helpless teenage girls, and using your position as signer of our promotion cards to make us perform sexual favors for you! Why, you’re the most wretched piece of filth I’ve ever seen!”
	Nicole warned, “Be careful, Jigna! He has dominion over you! You’re totally at his mercy!”
	Larry said, “Oh, don’t worry about that! I don’t want to be like cops, and penalize anybody just because her attitude doesn’t pass inspection. I’m not the attitude inspector. No matter what attitude she has, I still get to make her strip naked for me, and I still get to rape her if I want.”
	Sara lamented, “I guess we have no choice, then. We have to obey him.”
	Nicole asked, “Why didn’t you tell us this before?”
	Larry replied, “Because I wanted to enjoy your reactions. When Barbara scolded me for putting my hand up her skirt, that was really precious.”
	Larry looked at Linda and commanded, “Linda, pretty Linda, red lipstick and red fingernail polish, stand up on the seat.”
	Linda stood up. Larry stood on the floor next to her and drew her closer. Her breasts were up against the side of his head. He observed, “This reminds me of being at the salon, and the pretty hair stylist would stand so close to me. So close, but so far away! But here, I can touch you, Linda. Now sit down on the seat back and take off your shoes and socks, and throw them out the window.” 
	Linda, as instructed, sat down and removed her shoes and socks, and threw them out the window. Larry observed, “Because of the higher altitude, it’s cold outside. Close all the windows, except that one.” Girls closed the windows, except the last one on the left side of the bus.
	Larry commanded, “Linda, remove your tie, and toss it out the window.” Linda unsnapped the tie and tossed it out the window. Larry commanded, “Now unbutton your blouse. I want to see your titties.”
	Linda was shocked, but obeyed the instruction. Larry commanded, “Take off your blouse, and throw it out the window.” After she did so, Larry commanded her, “Now stand up and remove your skirt.” The topless Linda unbuttoned her skirt, unzipped it, and let it fall. Then she stepped out of it, picked it up, and threw it out the window.
	Larry commanded, “Linda, pull down your panties, and drape them over my left shoulder.” The horrified Linda turned red,  as she slid her panties down and placed them on Larry’s right shoulder. Larry said, “No, that’s my right shoulder. Remember, I’m facing you.”
	Linda sobbed, “I’m sorry, Master.” She transferred her panties to his left shoulder. 
	Larry handed the panties back to Linda, and commanded, “Now put them back on. That’s right. Now take them off again, and drape them over my left shoulder. That’s right. Now put them back on again. That’s right. Now hold still while I take off your panties.” He put his hands around her, and down her panties to feel her ass. He ran his hands around her while he gradually removed her panties. Five more times he removed her panties before finally throwing them out the window. “You’re naked, Linda. I get to see you naked, and I get to feel you and rape you as much as I want. You’re pretty, Linda. I like seeing you naked. Stand in front of the mirror so I can see both sides of you at the same time. That’s right, Linda. Now spread your legs out so I can feel your pussy.” Larry spent a few seconds feeling Linda’s pussy, then went to Donna and said, “Spread your legs out so I can feel your pussy.” Donna’s face turned bright red. Tears rolled down. She spread her legs and let Larry feel her pussy. 
	Larry walked around and said, “Melissa! Oh, Melissa! Hoping I wouldn’t notice you. Trying to be inconspicuous.” He ran his left hand over her breasts while running his right hand over her ass. He observed, “I get to walk around and feel you girls as much as I want.”
	Then Larry said, “Monique, now it’s your turn. I’ll sit here and watch you strip naked. You’re a beautiful girl. You’re a Negress. Where are you from?”
	Monique answered, “Haiti.”
	Larry ordered her to strip to her panties and toss everything out the window. Six times he made her remove her panties and drape them over his left shoulder, before he threw them out the window. Then he fondled her for a minute, and walked over to Donna and fondled her. “Kiss me, Donna, French kiss.” Donna was disgusted.
	Larry announced, “Meagan, freckle-faced, brunette Meagan. Let me fondle you through your clothes first.” Meagan cried as Larry put the moves on her. Then he put his fingertips under her blouse and grasped it. She trembled as he gazed at her. He grinned. Suddenly, he ripped the blouse open, unsnapping the tie. He slid the blouse down over her arms while he gazed at her breasts. Meagan was furious. 
	Larry commanded, “Meagan, sit up on the seat back. Take off your shoes and your socks while I gaze up your skirt.” He ran his hands over Meagan’s legs while she removed her shoes and socks, which he threw out the window. Then he commanded, “Now stand up, and lift up your skirt so I can see your panties. Oh, that’s pretty.”
	Larry snatched off Meagan’s skirt with three tugs, then pulled out scissors to snip off her panties. “Now you’re naked, Meaga. Totally and completely naked.”
	Larry said, “Now it’s your turn, Patricia. You look good with your silver-rimmed glasses and your hair tied up un a bun behind your head.” Then he slowed his speech and said, “And…the…pretty…girl…has…to …strip…naked…for…her…master. And…her…master…gets…to…watch…her …strip…totally…naked, …and…he…can…make…her…suck…his…cock!”
	Larry commaned, “Donna, stand over here next to me so I can feel you while I watch Patricia strip naked for me. Go ahead, Patricia, sit up on the seat back and take off your shoes and socks and throw them out the window.” He ordered Patricia to strip, while he ran his hands over the sobbing Donna. Then he told Donna, “It’s okay, Donna. I like to put my hands on you. I like seeing you naked.”
	Then Larry walked up to Jigna and said, “Now it’s your turn to strip totally naked for me. I get to watch you strip totally naked. I get to rape you. I get to rape you as much as I want and however I want. Strip totally naked, Jigna.”
	When Jigna finished stripping naked and throwing her clothes out the window, Larry spent a few minutes fondling her. Then he went around fondling the girls at random.  
	The bus stopped. Larry announced, “We’re here. The camp is over there, down that path. You can see two big camp fires from here. There are new uniforms for you girls, under the seat here, in bags with your names on them. There are no shoes or socks, however. You will have to walk barefoot through the snow, but it’s only about a hundred meters.”
	The girls put on their new uniforms, and when they were done, Larry escorted them to the camp, all the while fondling Donna through her clothing.
	Larry commanded, “Line up on these flag stones. It’s cold and it’s getting dark, but the camp fires provide warmth and light.”
	Angelina and Michelle were waiting by the tent. Angeline said, “Is there anything we can do for you, Master? Don’t forget, if there’s anything you need, we are angel girls and we have connections.”
	Larry thought about it and said, “How about a pair of bongo drums?”
	Angelina replied, “Sure thing.” She reached into the tent and drew out a pair of bongo drums.
	Larry requested, “Could I get you to do a slow beat, like, one strong beat followed by three softer beats, like TOOM, loom, loom, loom, TOOM, loom, loom, loom.”
	Angelina started playing the bongo drums. Larry spoke up. “Girls, I’m going to teach you a simple dance you must perform for me. On the strong beats, simply hop on your left foot, and on the soft beats, hop on your right foot. Start.” he said.
	The girls started dancing, facing the camp fires. Larry went up the line feeling their asses as they danced. Then he stood between the camp fires to face them and commanded, “Donna, come here and stand on the stripping stone.”
	Donna walked to the flagstone near Larry, diagonally to his left. “Keep your eyes on me, Donna, and strip naked for me. When you take something off, throw it into the fire to your right, my left. When you remove your panties, drape them over my left shoulder.”
	Larry gazed at Donna’s body and her eyes, while she stripped. Donna cried and blushed the whole time. Larry loved it. When she draped the panties over his left shoulder, he commanded, “Now do the dance here.” Donna began doing the dance. Larry put his left hand under her breasts so he could feel them jiggle as she danced. Then he asked Michelle, “Could we get something for Donna to wear? You angel girls know what I like.”
	Michelle replied, “Sure thing, Master.”
	Larry commanded, “Barbara, now it’s your turn. Stand on the stripping stone and strip naked for me, keeping your eyes on me.” 
	Barbara sulked and frowned while she stripped. When she draped the panties over Larry’s left shoulder, he fondled her for a few seconds and commanded, “Now return to the dance line. Donna, return to the stripping stone and strip naked. What did Michelle give you? Oh, a nice, pretty prom dress. Strip naked, Donna.”
	The drumbeat continued, Toom, loom, loom, loom, TOOM, loom, loom, loom.
	One by one, Larry called the girls from the dance line to the stripping stone and made them strip naked while looking at him. After each one, he had Donna strip again.
	After Tovita finished stripping naked, and Larry told Donna to strip again, Meagan observed, “Master really has it bad for Donna.”
	Linda said, “Well, if she pleases him so much, she must be doing something right.”
	Donna muttered, “I wish I wasn’t so successful.”
	Larry announced, “That will be enough commentary.”
	Once all the girls were naked again, Larry had Donna rejoin the line. He watched them for a minute and said, “Full circle left, girls, on six cycles of the drum beat. Take your eyes off me only as you turn and lose sight of me.”
	Larry watched the girls turn. He gazed at Tovita. When she turned to look at him, she was horrified to see him gazing at her. “Tovita, you’re naked. I like watching your titties jiggle while you dance.”
	Larry walked up to the line and spent some time putting his palms under the girls’ breasts to feel them jiggle up and down as they danced. Whenever he got the notion, he would command, “Full circle left.” so he could feel a girl’s ass brush along one palm and her breasts along his other palm. “I get to see you naked. I get to touch you as much as I want. I get to rape you as much as I want and however I want.” he would remind the girl.
	After feeling all the naked girls for a while, Larry returned to the flagstone between the camp fires and commanded, “Melissa, you come her now. I want to touch you and hold you and feel you. Donna, go see Michelle and get something to put on.”
	Donna went to the tent behind Larry, and Michelle gave her a white nurse’s uniform. After she put it on, she walked to the stripping stone and looked at Larry. “Strip naked, Donna.” he commanded, while he ran his hands over Melissa. “Full circle left, girls, you too Melissa, so I can feel your titties and your ass brush up against my palms.”
	When Donna stripped to her panties, Larry commanded, “Melissa, start brushing your legs against my right leg. Donna, take off your panties and drape them over my left shoulder.”
	After Donna draped her panties over Larry’s shoulder, he told her to see Michelle for another outfit.
	Michelle said, “Master, I think you’ll like this. It’s a see-through white silk negligee. I didn’t tie the straps over her shoulders, I just wrapped the front strap around the back strap a number of times, so if you have her dance, it will fall off.”
	Larry grinned when he saw Donna. “Oh, thet’s sexy! Your legs are bare and I can see your ass, your bush and your titties through the negligee. Do the dance, Donna, so I can watch your titties jiggle up and down.”
	Larry gazed at Donna as she cried and danced. Then he commanded, “Melissa, get down on your knees and give me a blow job.”
	Melissa gasped, “What? Why me?”
	Larry replied, “Because you’re the one I picked.”
	Melissa trembled as she got down on her knees. Larry unfastened his pants and slid them down. He commanded, “Lick. That’s right. Closer. Take it all the way in. Massage with your tongue while I watch Donna dance and cry. Donna, you’re almost naked. I like seeing you like this.”
	Larry fixed his gaze at Donna’s eyes. As required, she continued looking back at him. He put one hand behind Melissa’s head and gently moved Melissa closer to him. “Melissa, you’re naked, and you have to give your master a blow job. Donna, full circle left.”
	As Donna made her way around, the straps on one side came apart. Larry commented, “Oh, any second now. Donna, look at me. Your negligee is about to fall off.”
	Just then, the other straps came apart. Larry grinned and said, “Oh, Donna, now you’re naked. Keep dancing naked while I feast my eyes on you, while Melissa gives me a blow job. Step closer now, Donna, and let me feel your titties and your ass. Oh, this is good. Donna, you’re naked, and you have to do everything I say. Oh, Melissa, you must swallow everything. You must not spit anything out. Oh, I feel it. Oh, oh, …aaah!”
	Donna and Melissa were both shaking terribly. Larry asked Melissa for a stool to sit down on. She reached into the tent and pulled one out.
	Larry sat down and announced, “I must say, all of you girls did an excellent job pleasing me today. I have your promotion cards here. The angel girls tell me that if you were to get promoted upon my signing your card, you would disappear right in front of me, and that would be too much for my mind. When I sign a girl’s promotion card, she is to walk off naked and barefoot into the forest, through the snow, and when she gets out of sight, she will disappear forever from the face of Planet Larry. However, before I sign a promotion card, I will pay the girl, shall we say, my final disrespects. Of course, I don’t mean any disrespect to any of you girls, I just like to enjoy you, but nevertheless, oogling, groping and, yes, raping girls is considered disrespectful. Melissa, come here and sit on my lap.”
	Terrified, Melissa sat on Larry’s lap. Larry fixed his eyes on her face and said, “Move your legs apart so I can feel your pussy, Melissa. That’s right. Oh, it makes me feel good to have such a pretty girl here with me. I get to keep touching you for as long as I want. I don’t have to sign your promotion card tonight if I don’t want to. I can rape you again. I can spend all day tomorrow raping you. Melissa, you’re naked, and I get to do anything I want to you.”
	Larry watched Melissa react to his words, then he released her. He turned to Michelle, who handed him Melissa’s promotion card. He signed it and handed it to her. “Thanks for the blow job.” he said. Naked and barefoot, she walked off into the woods.
	“Barbara, your turn.” Larry said. “Put your hands on my shoulders and look at me while I touch you. Barbara, you’re the one who scolded me for putting my hand up your skirt. That was so precious. Rub your legs against mine while I feel your titties. Kiss me, French kiss, Barbara.”
	After the French kiss, Larry feasted on her face while he reminded her, “I don’t have to sign your promotion card. I can keep you and spend all day tomorrow raping you. You’re beautiful.” He watched her face for a minute, then turned to Michelle for the promotion card.
	One by one, Larry called thirteen girls for their final disrespects and signed their promotion cards.
	Donna was left. Larry said, “Donna, you really dazzle me. You pleased me greatly, being so pretty, so helpless, so embarrassed, so terrified, so shattered. You’re just as shattered from being oogled and groped as Melissa was from getting raped in the mouth. You please me, and I’ve decided to keep you as a sex slave.”
	Donna gasped, “You’re punishing me for pleasing you? That’s not fair.”
	Larry replied, “I don’t have to be fair. I get to do what I want. I like touching you. Oh, Donna, so young and so innocent.”
	Sobbing, Donna admitted, “Actually, I’m not really this young or this innocent. I died yesterday afternoon at age 34 from complications from an abortion I had yesterday morning. I knew I shouldn’t have let my boyfriend talk me into that. That’s why I got turned away from Heaven.”
	Larry said, “Murder is a very terrible sin. I guess that’s why you were restored with such an extra dose of sex appeal. That was so I would want to keep you, and inflict more punishment on you. And it worked. Donna, I’m going to start tonight, 1 January 1. I will rape you in the mouth and then make you get down and I will rape you between your legs. Then I will take you to my house. And I won’t just rape you there, I will enjoy you. I will make you give me strip shows while I sit and drink cold beer. I will make you strip naked and lie across my coffee table, and I will gaze at you while I sit and drink cold beer. I will make you sit with me while I touch you and feel you, and drink cold beer. And whenever I get the urge for sex, I will rape you again. You might get a day off once in a while, while the angel girls bring me on another adventure. They are good at designing new adventures. But you won’t know if it’s a day off until it is over, because at any time, I can start enjoying you.  I will rape you a thousand times a year, for a thousand years. And on 1 January 1001, I might sign your promotion card, or I might keep you for a million years, or a billion years, or a trillion years, and rape you a thousand times a year, and enjoy you as much as I want.”
	Donna was shaking so badly, she couldn’t speak. Larry said, “Get down on your knees and give me a blow job, Donna.”

Chapter Fourteen: The City

	Gabriela said, “Master, we have a new adventure for you. Are you interested?”
	Larry grinned. “You angel girls did an excellent job with the school the other day. Yes, count me in.”
	Gabriela led Larry to a car and drove. Before long, they were at a dock where a large yacht was parked. Gabriela, Michelle, Angelina and Larry boarded the yacht. Gabriela piloted across the water.
	Michelle explained, “We’re going to an island city, full of pretty girls, some high school age and some college age. They are wearing special garments. They look and feel like normal garments you have seen, but the seams are held together with tiny latches, and microscopic chips control the action. The microchips are listening for specific radio signals on 1000 kilohertz. They are waiting for a certain signal.”
	Larry wondered, “What happens when the microchip hears that signal?”
	Michelle replied, “The latches disengage, and the seams on the garment separate. You can also disengage particular garments if you want. There’s a signal for the blouse, one for the skirt, and so on, and a general signal that makes all her clothes fall apart. The girls know nothing about this. You will be given a remote control, with a small monitor screen. Click on a girl and the transmitters do all the work.”
	Angelina handed Larry the remote controller. She explained how it worked. “When you click on a girl, you can select an option. Immediate disintegration of all her clothes, or delayed disintegration, or select garments you want to disintegrate.”
	The yacht arrived at the dock. The angel girls led Larry on a tour of the city. As he strolled, Larry selected a few girls to strip with the remote controller. He loved watching their horrified reactions. 
	Gabriela picked up a copy of the daily newspaper and handed it to Larry, who read tghe headline. “Master to Visit Island City Today”
	Larry observed, “So the girls know I’ll be here. Let’s see now, it says here all the girls are to dress in bathing suits and go to North Beach at noon, that’s in, what, four hours, and they are to assemble in Center City Park at 16:00.”
	Larry saw another article, “What Master’s Visit Means.” He began reading, “By Michelle. Girls from Earth are on Planet Larry because of sins you committed on Earth. You are slaves of Master, and you have no rights, none whatsoever. Master’s reward for being a good man on Earth is the privilege of enjoying girls sexually. Since there are 50,000 girls living in Island City, Master obviously will not be able to molest or rape more than a small fraction of the inhabitants on his visit today. However, if Master selects you, you must do everything he says, and he may do anything he wants. Master can put you in the city dungeon for a thousand years, for any reason or for no reason, and he has full control over when you get promoted to Heaven, since you don’t get promoted until he signs your promotion card. Never resist Master’s sexual advances and always perform whatever Master instructs you to do. You are his sex toy, nothing more.”   
	Gabriela said, “This edition is just hitting the streets now. Many girls haven’t had a chance to read it yet, but they will over the next couple of hours.”
	The angel girls and Larry walked by an apartment house. Angelina said, “Some girls are still sleeping in, Master. Would you like to go inside?”
	Larry replied, “I think that might be fun.”	
	Michelle said, “Here is the sleep gas. You can apply it to a girl and it keeps her asleep. Set it to 800 and you can rape her, and she will sleep through it, or set it to 300 and have her wake up in the middle of getting raped.”
	The angel girls and Larry went up to the second floor. Gabriela said, “By the way, the apartment walls and doors are soundproof, so a girl’s screams won’t be heard by girls in other apartments. The girl in apartment 243 is sleeping. Here is a pass key.”
	Larry unlocked the door with the key and walked in. The girl was sleeping on the bed. She was thin, Caucasian and had long, brown hair. Larry applied the sleep gas and set it to 300. The girl took a breath. Then Larry unzipped the girl’s night gown and slid it off her. Then he pulled down her panties and moved her legs apart. The bed was just the right height for him. He spent some time running his hands over her body, then rolled her over to feel her ass. Fully aroused, he rolled her over again and started raping her.
	It took a few minutes, but the girl started waking up. “Huh? What’s this? Ayeeeeek! Get away from me! Get out of here!” she ordered.
	Larry just kept hammering away. “You’re naked, and I’m raping you. You’re pretty, and I get to see you naked. I get to rape you, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” He ran his hands over her breasts and said, “I’m feeling your titties. I see you naked.”
	The angry, scared girl tried to squirm away, but Larry seized her wrists and kept on hammering. “I like having sex with you. I like doing this, because I’m a man.” he said. He looked at her helpless, crying eyes, and ran his right hand down her left side.  
	Larry kept hammering, feasting on the crying, helpless girl. Then he could feel it. “Aaah! This…feels…good!” he said. The trembling girl was falling apart. Larry ordered, “Let’s take a shower.” Horrified, she let him take her by the hand and lead her into the shower, where he undressed and turned on the water. “You’re still naked. I see your naked body. I’m feeling your skin. You’re naked, and I’m going to keep on raping you for as long as I want.”
	The crying girl tried to get mercy by looking at Larry and sobbing. Larry ordered, “Get down on your knees and give me a blow job!”
	The girl tried to get away, but Larry seized her and pulled her back. “Down on your knees. Now!”
	Terrified, the naked girl got down on her knees. “Lick!” Larry ordered. Reluctantly, she complied. Larry observed, “I like this. You’re naked, and you have to do everything I say. Keep licking. You’re my sex toy. I’m going to keep raping you as much as I want, for as long as I want, however I want.”
	The trembling, terrified girl kept licking. Larry could feel it. He said, “Ooh, here it is. Swallow everything. You must swallow everything.” He held the back of her head and drew her head toward him. “Aah…aah…aah! That was nice. You’re naked, and I just raped you again.” He gazed at her face, her devastated expression. Then he left to apartment.
	Angelina, Michelle and Gabriela were waiting in the hall. “Could I get her promotion card?” Larry asked. Angelina handed it to him, and he signed it. He slid the card under the apartment door, and they walked away.
	Once outside, Michelle said, “I’ll get the van. You girls can show Master the Dormitory Zone.”
	After a few blocks, Larry pondered how some girls were walking by dressed in bath towels. Gabriela explained, “They live in the dormitory over the hill, but there are no showers there. They must walk four blocks to the shower facility. Would you like to see it?”
	“I’d love to.” Larry replied. He saw Gabriela pull up with the van. He immediately understood. Michelle opened the side door, and the van pulled forward slowly.
	Larry walked around, oogling the pretty girls walking by dressed in bath towels. He picked one short girl with blond hair and large breasts. He snatched the bath towel. She screamed, “Hey, give me that back!”
	Larry took her left arm and held it firmly with his left hand while he ran his right hand over her ass. Then he dropped the towel on the ground. The angry, humiliated girl picked up the towel and wrapped it around herself, and walked away. 
	Larry walked down the street, snatching bath towels off girls as they walked by, and picked one very pretty girl with long, straight black hair. He pulled her by the arm into the van as she screamed for help. Michelle closed the door, and Gabriela drove away while Larry helped himself to the helpless girl. First, he snatched her bath towel away. He ran his hands over her breasts as she protested in vain. Then he held her down and raped her. “This is fun.” he said. The girl squirmed and thrusted in vain. Finally, Larry opened the van door and pushed the girl out. He turned to Michelle, who handed him the promotion card. He scribbled his name on it and tossed it out as the van sped off.	
	Once the van stopped, Angelina led Larry to the shower house, and explained, “There are twenty shower stalls arranged in a circle, with doors on the outside. At the center of the building is a special room for you to enjoy the view, through special mirrors. The girls cannot see you, because the mirror on their side is totally reflective, but you can see them, because the mirror is totally transparent from your side. You enter through a tunnel. Follow us.”
	Larry followed the angel girls down a tunnel, under the shower house, and up the stairs into the room in the center of it. A large waterbed occupied part of the room. Fifteen of the shower stalls were in use by girls taking showers. 
	Michelle explained the control buttons. “If you press this button, the water shuts off in this stall, and the mirror drops into a chute below, allowing you to walk right in on this girl.”
	Gabriela explained the rotating floor. “This floor will rotate for you, so if you stand on one spot on the floor, you can see the girls in the shower stalls, one by one. Press any yellow button along the side to start or stop it. The bottom step of the stairs has wheels on it, which roll along the floor down below.”
	Larry selected the girl in one stall, and pressed the button. The mirror dropped into a chute, the shower shut off, and the girl looked up. Upon seeing Larry, she let out a horrified scream.
	Michelle explained, “Oh, yes, and the walls and mirrors are soundproof, so the other girls cannot hear that scream.”
	Larry gazed at the dripping wet, naked girl. “Get away from me, you creep!” she ordered. Then she ran to the door, but it would not open. 	Larry seized the girl and pulled her to the waterbed. 
	“Let me go! I don’t want to have sex with you.” the girl shouted.
	“But I do want to have sex with you.” Larry replied. He held her down on the waterbed, running his hands over her body, and calmly raped her. Then he brought her back into the shower and spent some time molesting her as the warm water sprayed them.
	After a few minutes in the shower, Larry brought the girl into the room and ordered her, “Kneel on the floor. I want you to give me a blow job.”
	“Please, please! Not that! I really don’t want to do that!” the girl shrieked.
	“Do it.” Larry ordered. He unfastened his pants and lowered them. The terrified girl trembled as she performed. Larry operated the rotating floor to move along the mirrors, and gazed at one showering girl after another. He put it in slow mode, and took his time. “I can keep this going as long as I want.” he told her. “Put your arms around me, and massage my ass with your hands.” he instructed.
	Larry prolonged the rape as long as he could, enjoying the view of the pretty girls showering on the other side of the mirrors. “Swallow everything.” he ordered the girl. 
	After the rape, Larry said, “Now I will sit on the edge of the waterbed, and you will sit on my lap. You’re naked, and I’ll spend some time running my hands over you. I like running my hands over a naked, pretty girl.”
	The horrified girl sat on Larry’s lap, and he spent some time feeling her and taunting, “I just raped you. It feels really good to rape you. I get to feel you, and see you, and enjoy you as much as I want, for as long as I want.”
	The girl broke down and cried as Larry continued taunting, feasting on her shattered look. Then he asked Michelle, “May I have this girl’s promotion card?”
	Michelle handed the card to Larry, and he signed it and left it on the waterbed. Larry and the angel girls went down the stairs and through the tunnel. 
	Gabriela reminded Larry, “It’s almost noon.”   
	Larry noted, “Noon is when all the girls on the island will be in bathing suits on North Beach. They have all read the newspaper. This will be fun.”
	The angel girls led Larry to North Beach. It was crowded with high school and college girls. Larry started walking up behind girls and running his hands over them. “Strip naked,” he ordered one girl, then ran his hands over her ass and her breasts.
	Larry told the angel girls, “This is fun. I love the freedom of being able to walk up and enjoy any girl here.” He walked up and stopped a girl, and ran his left hand under her bathing suit bottom. Then he removed the top and ran his hands over her breasts. The humiliated girl cried and shook. “You must be afraid that I’m going to rape you.” Larry said.
	“Yes, I am very afraid of that.” she admitted.
	Larry said, “Well, I won’t rape you unless I want to, in which case, it is okay.” He continued fondling her and moved on. He pulled down a girl’s bathing suit bottom and ran his hands over her ass, then walked on to another girl.
	Gabriela said, “Remember, Master, you still have those scissors.”
	Larry said, “That’s right. I think I’ll start stripping these helpless girls by snipping their bathing suits. Here’s a girl lying on a beach towel. When I set eyes on her, she gets scared. She’s worried I’m going to snip off her bathing suit, and she’s right.” He walked up and the girl started crying. Her expression turned from fear to fear and anger. Larry snipped off her top and ran his hands over her breasts. Then he snipped off her bottom and ran his hand over her pussy. “See, there’s nothing to be afraid of. I just want to molest you, and maybe rape you.”
	Larry spent the early afternoon molesting girls on the beach. Then he selected ten girls and ordered them to strip naked for him. “You five, will walk by me on my left side, and you other five, will walk by me on my right. I will molest you with my hands and when I say, ‘go,’ you will get back in the queue.”
	The girls lined up to get molested. Larry slowly started walking forward along the beach, looking at other girls while molesting the ten he selected, with his hands. Finally, he selected a girl who was sitting on a beach towel and said, “Strip naked, and give me a blow job.”
	The girl broke down and cried, and complied very slowly. Larry kept molesting the ten girls with his hands while the other girl removed her bathing suit and performed the blow job.
	“This is so excellent.” Larry said. Then he ordered the girl, “You must not spit anything out. Swallow it all. O-o-h, this feels good.” He firmed his grip on the two girls he was molesting. “O-o-h, a-a-h. Excellent work. Michelle, do you have this girl’s promotion card?”
	Michelle handed him the card. He signed it and handed it to the girl. Shattered, she walked away.
	Angelina told Larry, “Many of the girls are leaving. They must be at Center City Park at 16:00.” 
	Larry said, “Then I’ll take these ten with me. We’ll walk to the park. You girls will continue lining up to be molested on each side of me as I stroll toward the park. You are to press up to me and turn full circle, so I can feel your ass or your breasts brush up against my palms.”
	Larry walked up the street, molesting the girls, until he arrived at the park. Then he walked away from them and walked up and started stripping a girl. He went around putting his hands down girls’ blouses and up their skirts, stripping some. Then he started running. He ran through the park and up to an unsuspecting girl, seizing her and stripping her naked. He ran and lunged at another girl, ripping off her clothes. 
	When Larry walked up to a park bench, he was astonished to see he had some visitors. “Well if it ain’t the Dude on the Deuce!” he said.
	Thomas Jefferson shook his hand and said, “You refer, of course, to my portrait being on the two-dollar Federal Reserve notes.”
	Larry replied, “Yes. I worked at a place in New Hampshire, and we had this guy who always paid in those.”
	Thomas Jefferson said, “Let me introduce you. This is Patrick Henry.”
	Larry shook hands. Thomas Jefferson went on to say, “And this is Matthew Thornton.”
	Larry said, “Yes, a member of the Continental Congress from New Hampshire, signer of the Declaration of Independence.”
	Matthew Thornton smiled, “Yes, that’s right. I want to thank you for what you did, igniting a revolt against the tyranny of involuntary hospitalizations. You made me proud of my New Hampshire heritage.”
	Larry admitted, “Well, actually, I wasn’t born in New Hampshire.”
	Matthew Thornton replied, “Neither was I. I was born in Ireland.”
	Larry pondered, “This is excellent. I have beautiful angel girls with a crush on me, and all these pretty girls as my sex slaves, for me to molest and rape as much as I want. This is, like, too good to be true. I can’t believe this is really happening.”
	Patrick Henry said, “Well, Larry, it’s not. You know me, Patrick Henry, I tell it like it is. None of this is really happening. It’s all a fictional story completed in 2008 by Tom Alciere.”
	Matthew Thornton turned to Larry and said, “You know, the author was once a member of the New Hampshire Legislature. So was I. He got elected in Nashua. I got elected in Londonderry.”
	Larry turned to Thomas Jefferson and said, “No Planet Larry?”
	Thomas Jefferson confirmed, “No Planet Larry.”
	Gabriela said, “You know, if you liked this planet, there is something infinitely better to which you can look forward. It’s called Heaven.”
	Larry pondered, “I wonder why the author didn’t describe Heaven, then.”
	Gabriela said, “Open your Bible and look in the First Epistle of Paul to the Corinthians, the ninth verse of the second chapter.” 
	She recited from memory as Larry read silently “But as it is written, Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the heart of man, the things which God hath prepared for them that love him.”
	Larry noted, “Well, I guess that’s why the author couldn’t describe Heaven, and had to describe something less. It says here, Heaven isn’t even imagineable.”
	“You can’t get into Heaven without dying first.” Henry said. “Hate to break that to you, but you know I tell it like it is.”
	Angelina noted, “It would be much tougher if you die in the act of your own deliberate wrongdoing.”
	“What if I fight back against an unjust government, say I slaughter a few cops and get killed in the shoot-out?” Larry asked.
	Thomas Jefferson replied, “Resistance to tyrants is obedience to God.”

THE END
	
	  
	
	Post Script

	Larry’s Reward is modeled after a previous book, Billy’s Reward, but with some major differences. In Billy’s Reward, the Freedom Fighters strike back against state-sponsored violence with a wide variety of motives. In Larry’s Reward, the Freedom Fighters strike back against involuntary hospitalizations. In Larry’s Reward, the main character enjoys the girls who are his reward, but tends to sign their promotion cards on the first day they are raped (with the exceptions of the shrink who got him locked up, and Donna). In Billy’s Reward the main character seems to lock his slaves up and rape them for many days before signing their promotion cards and allowing them to go to Heaven.
	
	
	
	 


