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CHAPTER 1 

Amy fingered the fabric of the Third Year choker around her neck, staring at it in the mirror. She 
murmured to Megan, behind Amy on the bed in their room, “I wish I could read it.”  

Megan looked up from her handbook of standard Hanging Girl show scenarios, her expression puzzled. 
“What do you mean? Just take it off and read it.”  

Amy shook her head vaguely, her eyes still glued to the reflection of her neck in the mirror. “It’s not the 
same. If I take it off, then it’s not around my neck anymore.” She fingered the other chokers in her 
dresser drawer, all identical except for their colors -- at Academy parties she could choose to wear 
whichever one went best with her party outfit, and Amy and Megan had taken to wearing very hot 
ensembles for their auctions following their party performances -- all of them with the words “Amy -- 
Property of the Hanging Academy” stitched across the front. “I can see what it says. I want to feel what 
it says. I want to read it while it’s around my neck.”  

Megan resumed studying the handbook. She said absently, “What, can’t you read it backwards?”  

Amy leaned in closer, willing her eyes to undo the reversal of the words imposed by the mirror. “I want 
to see it the way club members at the parties will.”  

Somehow her metal Second Year collar, now discarded, hadn’t affected her this way. Probably, she 
thought, because the thing was so heavy that she could never forget it was there. Yes, she decided, that 
was it. The feathery weight of the new choker was so imperceptible that she found herself almost 
unaware she was collared at all. She had to keep reaching up to touch it to make sure it was there.  

Amy sighed, then giggled. “Maybe we can rig up extra mirrors so my reflection gets reflected.” She 
brushed a fleck of lint from her new aqua-colored bra, part of her Third Year uniform, marveling at her 
new exalted status among the students of the school.  

In the mirror, she could see she had lost Megan’s attention. She turned, walked to the bed and sat on it 
beside her roommate. She knew Megan couldn’t understand her preoccupation with the symbols of her 
status as a Hanging Girl. To Megan, the fact of being a Hanging Girl was indisputable, and she didn’t 
need a collar to tell her the Academy owned her.  

Amy put her arms around Megan’s waist and leaned her head on Megan’s shoulder, noting the page 
Megan was on. “Captured Assassin? Is that the one you want?”  

Megan frowned. “I’m not feeling it. If I was going to kill somebody, I’d make sure I had the perfect plan 
and couldn’t be caught.”  

Amy turned her head slightly and kissed Megan’s cheek. “Hon, you’ve got to be the Princess. That’s so 
totally you.”  

Megan looked briefly at Amy, then back at the handbook, her lips turning up in a smile. “Why, thank 
you, loyal subject. So why am I a princess?”  
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Amy looked steadily into Megan’s eyes, long enough that Megan turned to look at her. Amy said, looking 
serious, “Because you have so much in common with a princess. A princess is born to be what she is, just 
like you were born to be what you are.”  

Megan’s eyes lit up instantly. “I like that.” She reached up and gently pulled Amy’s head closer and 
kissed her. “And you’ll be my servant girl.” The role of the princess’ servant was one of those recent 
additions to the various scenarios since Miranda’s day, designed to give Academy students active roles 
in hanging performances other than their own.  

Amy giggled, mumbling against Megan’s lips, “If I’m still alive.” Each of them longed to be present at the 
other’s hanging, knowing they couldn’t both get their wish. They had finally agreed that they would 
leave it as a matter of luck -- whichever of them received a serious, acceptable offer first would take it, 
without concern for the fact she would lose the chance to see the other hang.  

Megan continued the kiss, reaching behind Amy to unhook her bra, and Amy began undressing Megan -- 
they could rarely stop once their physical intimacies had progressed to this point. Amy looked up in 
annoyance as the speaker in their room crackled to life with the announcement, “Amy Cameron, please 
report to the First Year dorm sisters’ room.”  

Amy had recognized Linda’s voice before the message registered. She shook her head as Megan broke 
off the kiss. “It’s just Lin messing around. She’ll probably order us to come over for movies tonight.” Amy 
had known it would be a mixed blessing when Linda and Laney had been made dorm sisters. Laney 
could be counted on to take it seriously, but Linda was sure to spice up her position of authority with a 
little playfulness.  

Megan kissed Amy lightly on the cheek and handed her back her bra. “Go ahead. You know what kind of 
shit she’ll give you if you don’t show up.”  

Amy put on her bra, stood and leaned down to kiss Megan. “Yeah, but she doesn’t know what kind of 
shit I’ll give her the next time she interrupts us in the middle. See you in a little bit. Hold my place for 
me.”  

Megan grinned and picked up the handbook again. “I’m your princess. Don’t give me orders.” As Amy 
left, she could see Megan turning back pages to examine the Princess Scenario.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy knocked on Linda’s and Laney’s door, something she hadn’t generally done for years, but their 
position now required a greater degree of decorum -- Amy didn’t want to detract from their authority if 
one of the First Years was in their room. She heard Laney’s “Come in.” Amy put on her exasperated face 
and entered.  

It was still jarring for Amy to see her friends in their red graduate uniforms, but it didn’t stop her from 
venting her irritation. “Linda, could you just...” She stopped abruptly -- there was indeed a First Year girl 
sitting in one of the chairs, watching Amy’s arrival.  
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The instant she focused on the girl’s face, Amy gasped and blinked, her legs suddenly weak. She began, 
in a whisper, “Mir...” and stopped.  

She stared at the girl intently. She did remind Amy strongly of Miranda, especially in profile now as the 
girl shot Linda a puzzled look. She certainly had the same nose, with the same high cheekbones, though 
the shape of her chin was slightly different, and her hair was a darker blonde than Miranda’s, with a curl 
to it that Miranda’s didn’t have. Amy found that the butterflies in her stomach weren’t going away. 
“Lin... is...” To the girl she said, “Are...” before words failed her. She shot a look at the girl’s metal collar, 
forgetting that it would simply identify her as “Slave Girl.”  

Amy realized Linda was doubled over in laughter, sputtering, “I knew you’d see it! You’ve spent a lot 
more time looking at that face than I have!”  

Laney, laughing too, put her hand on the First Year girl’s shoulder, responding to her look of annoyance. 
“I’m sorry, Melissa, we’re not laughing at you, honest. You just don’t know how to appreciate the look 
on Amy’s face right now.”  

Linda, choking back the last of her giggles, said, “Melissa, this is Amy Cameron. A Third Year... well, you 
can see that. Amy, I wanted to make sure you met Melissa Warren. Okay, you can go on back to your 
room now.” She made a brusque shooing gesture.  

Amy, ignoring Linda, took a step closer, trying again to speak. At last she managed a choked, “Hi, 
Melissa.”  

Melissa’s puzzled frown deepened as she saw the expression on Amy’s face. She spoke and, with 
renewed shock, Amy recognized Miranda’s voice. “I’m really sorry... I’m usually good with faces, but... if 
we’ve met, I’m just not remembering. Oh! So you knew...” She shook her head slightly. “You couldn’t 
have known my sister either. She was hanged before you started here.”  

Amy finally found her voice, and a smile. “There’s something... someone, I mean, I think you should 
see.” She looked up at Laney, who was more in her line of sight, and less likely to put any playful 
obstacles in her path. “You don’t need to talk to her anymore, right? Can I take her and show her 
something?” She corrected herself again. “Somebody?”  

Laney grinned. “Oh, sure. Mind if we come along?”  

Melissa looked at her “dorm sisters” and shrugged, standing. “Is this still part of orientation or 
something?”  

Laney interrupted before Linda could say anything misleading. “Ahhh, no. Melissa, I know you just met 
us, but trust us. There’s a reason we’re being so mysterious, but you’re not going to be locked in a secret 
closet or anything like that. Nothing bad will happen, I promise.”  

Melissa shrugged again, and put on a tentative smile. “Well, okay.” To Amy she said, “You’ll have to 
show me where we’re going, of course. I can barely find my way back to my own room.”  

*   *   *   *   *  
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Amy rapped softly on the door of her room. Megan occasionally still violated the neck trainer rule by 
using it alone, and Amy hoped no one else would ever find out. “Megan? You decent? I’ve got a little 
company with me.”  

Behind her, Melissa asked, “So is this your room?” Amy could see, behind Melissa, Linda’s and Laney’s 
eyes were bright with excitement.  

Amy realized Melissa had just said something, played it back in her mind and responded, “Oh, yeah. 
Megan is my roommate,” as Megan’s muffled voice came through the door, “Yeah, no problem.”  

Amy opened the door, and saw Megan sitting on the bed with her back propped against the wall, now 
looking up from the handbook to see who was here. Amy gestured for Melissa to go in, watching 
carefully for the girl’s reaction.  

Melissa stopped abruptly, and she and Megan were both startled, for different reasons. In Melissa’s 
case, it was the usual reaction of anyone seeing Megan for the first time -- in any roomful of beautiful 
women, Megan would always stand out. Megan, meanwhile, let her jaw drop open, and she instantly 
shot a wide-eyed look to her right, at the shelf on which Miranda’s head rested. Great, thought Amy, 
even to Megan it’s obvious.  

Amy, watching so intently it almost seemed to happen in slow motion, saw Melissa turn her head 
slightly to see what Megan was looking at.  

Melissa’s hands flew to her mouth, and her knees buckled. Crouching, she let a strangled squeak emerge 
from her throat and then stood in that pose frozen, staring.  

Amy turned to look at Linda, who grinned and gave her a thumbs-up signal. When she looked back at 
Melissa, the girl had taken several steps into the room. Amy could barely hear Melissa’s awed whisper 
asking, “What is she doing here? She should be with the people who bought her.”  

Amy thought for a moment about how to answer. “Ummm... she is, sort of. My father bought her, for 
my brother. My brother... realized how important she was to me. And he let me have her.” She decided 
that was basically true, as far as it went.  

Melissa whirled to look at Amy. “You... your family staged her hanging?” Her eyes and mouth were wide 
open.  

Amy stepped towards Melissa and put a hand on the girl’s shoulder, unable to stop glancing back and 
forth between her and her late sister. It wasn’t a case of there just being a subtle family resemblance. If 
Melissa did some things to her hair, she might easily have impersonated her sister. “The show she put 
on was really wonderful. I want you to know, your sister is the reason I’m here, at the Academy. I’m not 
just saying that.”  

Melissa took a step closer to Miranda, reached out and stopped herself, looking at Amy. “Is it okay if I 
touch her?”  

Amy blinked in surprise. “Melissa, she’s your sister. Of course you can touch her!”  
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Melissa reached out again, and rested her fingertips on Miranda’s cheek as if her sister were a soap 
bubble that might pop at the slightest touch. She stroked her sister’s cheek softly. Only a few of the 
other girls who had visited Amy’s shrine had actually touched Miranda, but it came as no surprise to 
Amy that Melissa would.  

Melissa looked back once more at Amy. “Could I hold her?”  

Amy made a hand gesture of offering Miranda to Melissa. “Like I said.”  

Melissa gingerly lifted her sister’s head off the shelf, backed up a few steps and felt blindly behind her 
for the bed, sitting on the edge of it when she reached it. Megan got off the bed to give her some room, 
and stood beside Amy, automatically taking her hand.  

Melissa enfolded her arms around Miranda, clutching her sister’s face against her breasts, bending 
forward with her head bowed, as if she wanted to surround her sister completely.  

Amy looked at Megan, Linda, and Laney, caught their eyes and made a signal with her own eyes towards 
the door. She said softly, “Melissa, we’re going to leave you alone with her a few minutes, if that’s all 
right.”  

Melissa looked up, and Amy was floored -- not by the tears streaming down her cheeks, Amy had 
anticipated something like that -- but by what she said. Her lip quivering, Melissa murmured, “I can’t be 
like her.”  

That could be taken so many ways, Amy thought. “What... what do you mean?”  

Her voice quavering, Melissa said, “You saw her hang! You’re going to expect me to be like that, and I’ll 
never be anywhere near as good as her!” She sniffled violently to clear her nose.  

Amy sat beside Melissa on the bed, and cautiously ventured, “Ummm... Well, yes, I saw her, but you 
didn’t. How can you know whether you can do it that well?”  

Barely stifling sobs now, Melissa wailed, “I grew up with her! Everything was just... so easy for her, so 
natural! And... and... I did see her hang, once. I mean, not all the way, obviously. But she came home 
and spent a weekend, you know, in her last year. I tried to get her to tell me how Hanging Girls do it, but 
she never would...”  

Even with her own family, Amy marveled, Miranda respected the code of the Hanging Girl, the 
understanding that she would never talk about the tricks of her craft to an outsider.  

Melissa continued, “...But she did kind of a demo for us, just for the family. She wouldn’t let us bring 
friends over. She made all of us, me and my sisters, promise we’d never, ever do it on our own, that if 
we decided to go to the Academy we’d wait until they could train us. She said she wouldn’t do anything 
until she believed we really meant it when we promised.  
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“She rigged up the rope herself, and got up on a stool under the rope. After she adjusted the noose 
around her neck herself, she let me tie her hands. Daddy and the other girls were all watching. Then she 
squatted down slowly and took her weight off the stool, and I pulled it away.”  

Melissa had stopped crying for the moment, losing herself in the memory.  

“She kicked and twisted around for... well, the clock said it was ten minutes, but it seemed like forever! 
And then finally she wriggled her foot, and that was to tell me to put the stool back under her, so I did, 
and she stood up on it. And she smiled at us, and the look on her face was so...”  

Melissa didn’t seem to have words for it, but Amy nodded. “I know.” She stroked Melissa’s back.  

Melissa was sniffling again, tears beginning to flow once more. “I saw that look, and I knew I just had to 
come here. To feel the way she felt. And I told myself...” her voice was wavering, her shoulders heaving, 
“...that if I could just be half the Hanging Girl she was, that would be enough. And now I’m here, and... 
it’s all turned around now. Now I’m thinking how I can only be half the Hanging Girl she was, and 
everybody here knows it, and they’ll think I’m... like... kind of a fraud, or something...” The sobbing took 
over, and she bent herself over Miranda’s head again, holding it tightly against her chest.  

Amy looked up at her friends, who were standing and looking on helplessly. Amy patted Melissa’s back. 
“Listen, like I said, we’ll let you be alone a minute.” She stood and gestured emphatically for the others 
to leave, and she followed them out and closed the door.  

In the hallway, Amy whispered urgently, “Look, I never had an older sister. I don’t know what to tell her. 
I could use a little help here.”  

Linda blinked, and whispered back, “Don’t look at me. My sisters are younger than me.”  

Megan nodded. “Same here. The one.”  

Laney said, “Two of mine are older, but one got married and is taking classes at the college part-time, 
and the other is a bed-slave. I’m not following in anybody’s footsteps. I’m as lost as you are.”  

Amy thought for a moment she might appeal to Megan’s memory of her aunt, but knew that wouldn’t 
be helpful. Megan had no self-doubts resulting from her admiration of her aunt. And dealing with 
emotions was, in any case, not Megan’s strong suit.  

Amy sighed, marveling that at this late date she could find yet another reason for wishing her own 
sibling could have a retroactive sex change.  

Linda patted Amy’s hip. “Amy, go ahead. You’re good at this kind of thing.”  

“Define ‘this kind of thing.’ “  

“You know. Making people feel better about themselves.”  
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Amy rolled her eyes. “I don’t have any magic. Sometimes I can manage it when inspiration strikes me.” It 
occurred to Amy that the girl sitting crying on her bed was holding a large part of Amy’s inspiration in 
her lap -- and what was inspiration to Amy was something of a poison to this girl.  

Well, she thought, maybe that tells me the first thing I should do. After that I’ll wing it.  

She quietly opened the door and looked inside. Melissa was still hunched over Miranda, but quiet for 
the moment. Amy walked farther into the room, her friends following her.  

Amy sat slowly down on the bed beside Melissa, and put her arm across Melissa’s back. She lay her 
other hand gently on Melissa’s forearm, and with the lightest of pressures, tried to pull Melissa’s arm 
away from around her sister’s head, while whispering, “Melissa, I need you to sit up for me... There, 
that’s the way.” She continued pulling on the girl’s arm, gradually moving it away from the back of 
Miranda’s head. It took little effort -- Melissa, in her present state, had almost no will of her own.  

Amy caught Linda’s eye, and from behind Melissa’s back, she pointed down to Miranda and then to the 
bathroom. Linda, understanding, lifted Miranda’s head from her sister’s lap, the latter hardly noticing, 
and carried it into the bathroom. Miranda, Amy believed, needed to be completely out of her sister’s 
sight for the moment.  

Amy began speaking again. “Melissa, look at me. This is really important.”  

Like the motion of a glacier, Melissa’s face slowly turned towards Amy, and she looked at Amy with red, 
wet eyes.  

Amy smiled at her encouragingly. “Melissa, I know how you feel right now. Not because I had an older 
sister to think about, but just because I’m here. Every girl, when she first gets here, has these same 
feelings you’re having right now. Thinking they’re not good enough, that they don’t belong here.” Amy 
glanced up at Megan and corrected herself. “Almost every girl.”  

“Yeah,” Melissa sniffled, “But they haven’t had it proved to them.”  

“Well,” Amy responded, rubbing Melissa’s back, “This year we’re going to disprove it. Okay, listen really 
closely. This is the absolute truth. Are you hearing me?” She waited until Melissa, eventually, nodded, 
then went on.  

“Some things are different from when Miranda learned how to do what she showed you. More... 
advanced.” Amy flashed a smile up at Megan and went on. “I know it’s only been a few years, but the... 
choreography has changed.” Amy spoke slowly now, emphasizing each word. “You are going to learn 
some things Miranda never saw.”  

Amy had Melissa’s full attention now. The girl looked at Amy wide-eyed. “Really?”  

Amy nodded emphatically. “Really! Listen: I did see Miranda’s big performance, and it’s the most 
memorable thing in my whole life. I think about it every day and every night. But you’re going to affect 
people even more.”  
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It occurred to Amy suddenly that, though she was saying the right things, they were only words, and 
their power would fade. The words needed some reinforcement, right now.  

She grinned at Melissa. “Sit right there. We’re going to show you what I’m talking about.” She bounced 
up and hooked the room’s hanging platform with her foot, and pulled it to the center of the room, 
below the dangling noose.  

She was about to ask Megan if she’d do a demonstration for Melissa, but realized that this might well 
simply create a fresh source of intimidation -- none of the students in Amy’s class or the next one, as 
proficient as they had become, could perform at Megan’s level, and Melissa would probably sense 
immediately that she might never do it the way Megan could. It would be better if Amy did it herself.  

She quickly unhooked her bra and slid her shorts and panties down her legs, kicking them away with no 
remaining vestige of the self-consciousness she would have felt years ago. With Melissa gawking at her, 
her eyes following Amy’s every move, Amy had Megan tie the rope around her waist, pull it back 
between her legs and between her already swollen pussy lips, using the ends to secure Amy’s wrists, all 
of it done very quickly through long practice.  

Minutes later Amy was in her ultimate comfort zone, hanging by her neck. She did some preliminary 
kicking as she built her sexual energy, pulling gently on the crotch rope.  

Then she began with the hip thrusts, and the enfold-your-lover-with-your-legs movements.  

After a few minutes, she spared a small part of her concentration to look for Melissa’s reaction. The girl 
was to her left, so Amy, in practiced moves, turned herself in mid-air to face that direction.  

Melissa’s jaw was hanging open, and her hand, as was the case with nearly everyone seeing this sort of 
performance for the first time, was between her legs, her fingers stiffly rubbing her crotch through her 
now-wet panties, probably unconsciously, considering her intense focus on Amy.  

Amy brought her own focus back to her moves. She stretched downward and strained stiffly, ripples of 
muscles up and down her body making waves of wriggling like a flag blowing in a strong wind as she 
used Shawna’s “desperate reaching for support” move. She resumed the hip thrusts and leg moves, this 
time pulling on the crotch rope in time with the thrusts, more and more urgently, until the waves of 
orgasm crashed upon her, drenching her from head to toe in spasms of excitement and pleasure.  

At last spent, she signaled Megan with her foot to let her down. Moments later, she was grinning down 
at Melissa, breathing hard, more from the aftereffects of orgasm than from shortage of air, as Megan 
removed the noose and untied her hands.  

Still naked, she sat again beside Melissa, wanting Melissa to see her without, literally and emotionally, 
having to look up to her. I’m at your level, Melissa, she wanted her position to say. I’m like you, not 
above you. I’ve just had two years to learn some things. Her skin, her face, and her entire being glowing, 
she grinned at Melissa. “So what did you think? Did Miranda do all that?”  

Speechlessly, still wide-eyed, Melissa shook her head.  
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Amy did want to be perfectly honest. “Now, some of that wasn’t new. Miranda probably didn’t bring 
herself to orgasm for you, but I saw her do it when she was hanging. All Hanging Girls have always tried 
for that. But a lot of the stuff I did... It’s like I said before. Miranda never saw that. We’re doing that 
now. Not just me. It’s the standard stuff now, and we’re all learning it. I came here with no experience at 
all in hanging. You’re seeing what I’ve learned.” She looked intently at Melissa, and spoke slowly again. 
“You will too. I promise. More than Miranda ever knew.”  

Almost in a whisper, Melissa asked, “Will you teach me?”  

Amy grinned and waved her arm to indicate herself and the others. “We’re all teachers here.” Linda and 
Laney, of course, were on the teaching staff as graduates, but Amy and Megan had semi-official part-
time roles as well -- they had conducted classes for what was now the Second Year class, and would be 
doing the same for the new First Years. “But every student at the Academy is a teacher. Everybody helps 
everybody and shows them what they can do. You’re going to teach your own friends too.” She held 
Melissa’s eyes. “You want to be part of all this?”  

Melissa breathed out a fervent, “Oh, yes!” 
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CHAPTER 2 

SUNDAY  

Amy looked up from her textbook, and put her yellow highlighter down. “Come in.”  

The door opened, and Wendy poked her head in, biting her lip nervously. “Is Megan here?... Oh, hi.” 
Wendy nodded at Megan, who was sitting up on her bed in the neck trainer, her eyes closed, listening to 
music on headphones. Megan, probably alerted to the intrusion by air currents from the hallway, 
opened her eyes. Seeing Wendy, she reached up to push the headphones away from her ears, with a 
neutral expression.  

Wendy stammered, “I - I’m sorry, I’m interrupting, I could come back. It’s, I....”  

Megan levered herself up with the handholds and unhooked the neck trainer collar. “It’s okay, I was 
about finished. What do you need?”  

Wendy came further into the room. She seemed not to know what to do with her hands. “I’m... well, I’m 
kind of scared. I’m scheduled for my Fifteen on Thursday...”  

Amy said softly, “Wendy, everybody’s nervous about it. But we’ve all been practicing a lot. I know you’ve 
done more than fifteen minutes in practice, right?”  

Wendy sat abruptly on the nearest chair. Amy was surprised to see she was crying.  

Wendy tried to wipe the tears away, but they kept seeping out. “I’m doing something wrong. The last 
few times with Lucy, I’ve almost fainted after about twelve minutes. I was doing it that long almost a 
year ago! Lucy’s tried to help, but she’s not sure what’s different.” Lucy was Wendy’s roommate, each 
having lost her original roommate last year.  

Wendy buried her face in her hands, her shoulders shaking, and wailed, “Of all times for this to 
happen!”  

The Fifteen. All of the girls started feeling it looming over them in the fast-approaching future towards 
the end of their second year. Early in the third year, every girl had to demonstrate she could hang, 
remaining conscious and kicking, for at least fifteen minutes. Under test conditions, she only had one 
chance.  

The Academy believed that any student who, after two years of training, had not reached the point of 
being able to survive a hanging that long, could not uphold the standards that the Academy demanded 
for its graduates’ final performances. And, just as in that final performance, in the Fifteen test there 
were no do-overs. Practice sessions didn’t count -- the pressure of performing the official Fifteen was 
thought to simulate the tension of the final performance.  

Of course, students failing the Fifteen were given the same honors as any other student dying in a demo 
or at a party. They would be eaten by their classmates, and their heads would be enshrined in the Hall of 
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Honor. But the specter of sudden failure daunted even the students who had never yet fallen into the 
Bottom Five, exposing them to the demos and the party hangings.  

Amy started to stand to move towards Wendy, but stopped as she saw Megan slide off the bed, pull the 
hanging platform out and center it under the room’s noose. “Okay, let me see what you’re doing.”  

Wendy smiled gratefully at Megan and peeled her clothes off quickly. Megan followed her up onto the 
platform with a short rope, saying, “No crotch rope, right?”  

Wendy shook her head. “I haven’t been using that, since I started practicing for the Fifteen.”  

Megan nodded and began tying her hands. “Did you start having this trouble right when you quit using 
the crotch rope?”  

“Well, I did use it again once yesterday, to see if the change was causing the problem, but I couldn’t 
hang any longer with the crotch rope.”  

Megan finished adjusting the noose around Wendy’s neck. Jumping down from the platform, she let 
Wendy adjust her breathing for a moment, then pulled the lever.  

As Wendy hung by her neck, squirming and writhing, Megan stood watching intently, fingering her chin 
absently. So concentrated was her focus on Wendy that Amy wondered whether Megan would feel it if 
Amy slapped her buttock.  

Megan suddenly backed off a few feet. Amy was a little surprised -- if Megan had spotted something, 
Amy would have thought she’d move in closer.  

Megan gave a small nod, and pushed the lever to raise the platform. As soon as Wendy had caught her 
breath, Megan asked, “When did you start doing that little kick?”  

Wendy shook her head blankly. “What kick? It’s all kicking. Like everybody does.”  

“Uh-uh. This one’s added on. Do you know what I’m talking about?”  

Wendy shook her head again, looking lost.  

“Okay, get ready. I’m going to hang you again.” She gave Wendy a moment, then pulled the lever again.  

She moved to stand a little to Wendy’s right. Watching Wendy’s kicking with the same intensity as 
before, she suddenly reached down to slap Wendy’s ankle lightly, just as Wendy made a kick. A few 
seconds later Megan did it again, and then a third time shortly after. She pushed the lever then, to raise 
the platform.  

As Wendy stood looking down at her, breathing hard, Megan said, “That kick.”  

“But it’s just another kick.”  
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Megan shook her head. “You fell into a new habit somehow. You can choreograph all you want, but 
sometimes self-preservation instinct throws in something new, especially if you’re tense about 
something like the Fifteen. You’re making a kick at a really bad time. It throws off your balance just 
when you need the pressure off the right side of your neck so the blood can come up the carotid.”  

Now Amy understood why Megan had backed off suddenly earlier. She’d wanted a wider field of view so 
she could keep her eye on Wendy’s leg and her head movements at the same time.  

Wendy closed her eyes, swaying a bit as if replaying the last hanging in her head. She suddenly gasped. 
“Oh!! That... yeah! I see what you’re saying now!” She shook her head. “I wasn’t thinking about it. I’ve 
just... well, I started worrying about the Fifteen, and tried to imagine I was doing the Fifteen when I 
practiced. I started feeling... you know, kind of desperate. I guess it’s like you said -- self-preservation.”  

Megan nodded, and untied Wendy’s hands. “It’s a pretty stupid instinct sometimes. Does exactly the 
opposite of what it’s trying to do. Look, go back to your room and relax about an hour. Then come back 
and we’ll do a real Fifteen practice.”  

Wendy pulled off the noose and nodded eagerly. She jumped down from the platform, started to bend 
to pick up her uniform, and said, “Okay if I just leave it here for now? I’m coming back.”  

Megan looked at Amy. Amy shrugged and smiled. “Okay with me.”  

Wendy beamed at Megan. “Thank you! I’ll be back in a little bit.” She dashed out into the hallway naked, 
almost dancing.  

Amy came up behind Megan and put her arms around her roommate’s waist, kissing her neck lightly. 
“You’re almost supernatural sometimes. You know that, right?”  

Megan shrugged. “If anything’s wrong during a hanging, it just jumps out at me.” She turned her head 
towards the side Amy had kissed -- Amy had backed away during the shrug. “Hey, don’t stop doing 
that.”  

Amy bent her head, her mouth spread wide this time in an O, covering Megan’s neck and licking it 
lightly, sensing rather than feeling Megan start to shiver. “Mmmm. Never will.”  

Megan moaned softly, and then said, “I’m sorry, hon, let’s wait until after Wendy comes back. I’m still 
trying to think if there’s anything else I can tell her.”  

Amy gave Megan’s shoulder one last kiss and nodded. She grinned. “Waiting can be fun, too. And I’ve 
got some reading I can fail to concentrate on.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

After finding her footing on the rising platform, Wendy stood, a little shakily, breathing in great heaves. 
Amy quickly untied her hands and helped her take off the noose, sensing she was about to faint, and 
said, “Wish you’d given the signal a little sooner. I almost pushed the lever anyway. You were really 
running out of steam.” Amy put an arm around Wendy’s waist to help her keep standing upright.  
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Still breathing hard, Wendy managed to gasp out, “How... how long?”  

Megan stood below her, with her stopwatch, and smiled. “Seventeen. How’s that?”  

Wendy suddenly shook with a burst of energy. She leapt off the platform straight at Megan, and threw 
her arms around her. “Thank you so much!! I knew I was going longer!” She laughed joyfully. “At the 
start, I had to keep watching my movements. Every time I started to kick at the wrong time, it was like I 
could feel you slapping my ankle again, and I’d hold back. After a couple of minutes, it all started feeling 
more natural. I just needed you to help me get my rhythm back. I knew you could help!!”  

Megan seemed a little dumbfounded at the display, and just for an instant glanced at Amy as if for help, 
then returned the hug. “Well, you had the rhythm in you the whole time. You just had to find it.”  

Wendy squeezed Megan harder, and giggled. “I’d say thank you again, but there’s no way I can say it 
enough.” She finally broke off the hug, and quickly bent to gather her clothes. “I’ve got to go tell Lucy! 
She’s been worried. And I’m going to practice again tonight.” She dashed towards the door, her uniform 
wadded up in her hands, paused when she got there and gave Megan and Amy a big grin and a fist 
pump, and turned to pound down the hallway towards her room.  

Amy closed the door, and turned back towards Megan. As she opened her mouth to speak, Megan held 
up one hand and said, “Don’t even say it.” She smiled, almost as if embarrassed. “Yes, it does feel good.”  

Amy laughed. She flopped onto the bed on her back. “So why don’t we both make ourselves feel even 
better?”  

“Got an idea on that,” Megan said, unhooking her bra.  

“Thought you might,” Amy responded, removing her own.  

*   *   *   *   *  

MONDAY  

Amy looked at the clock on her desk. “It’s five minutes to. Who’s up next?”  

Megan, sitting on the bed beside Amy, both using the wall as a backrest as they looked across at the 
television, leaned forward to read the printed list in her lap. “Paula.”  

Almost at the moment Megan spoke, Paula appeared on the screen, already naked for her hanging, 
entering from the front of the demo hall, wringing her hands nervously, trying to smile at Becky, the 
graduate on duty at the moment. Through the speakers, Amy could hear Becky saying soothingly, “I 
know you’ve gone longer than this in practice, Paula. Just pretend it’s another practice.”  

None of the girls could so pretend, of course. This was something very different from practice.  

Amy nudged Linda, sitting beside her on the opposite side from Megan, and Linda passed her the bucket 
of popcorn. Amy held it between herself and Megan, both of them reaching for a handful before passing 
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it to Laney, sitting on the far side of Megan. Sitting on the floor in front of Amy, with Amy’s heels 
propped on her shoulders as a footrest, Jackie shared another popcorn bucket with Erin, using her right 
hand to dig out a handful while keeping her left hand wrapped companionably around Amy’s ankle, 
while Erin sat with her head on Jackie’s other shoulder, pinning Amy’s ankle against it.  

On the screen, they could see Paula now standing on the platform, facing the camera, her wrists now 
tied behind her. Her eyes were closed, as she tried with moderate success to keep her breathing even, 
while Becky adjusted the noose.  

No students, other than the one being tested, were allowed in the demo room to watch the Fifteen, but 
in their rooms they all had a closed circuit signal they could tune to on their televisions. The First Year 
and Second Year students watched a number of the hangings, as their class schedules allowed them. For 
Third Year students, there were no classes during the week of the Fifteens, and few of the Third Years 
missed seeing any of them. All of them felt a duty to their classmates to watch them hang.  

Hearing a soft knock at the door, Amy called out, “In.” The door opened and Melissa entered, still 
carrying her textbook and lab notebook.  

Melissa craned her neck to see the TV screen from where she was. “I just got out of chem class. Has the 
eleven o’clock started yet?”  

Amy waved her over. “She’s not dangling yet. Just getting the noose on.”  

Linda scooted forward off the bed and stood, beckoning to Melissa. “Sit over here by Amy. I’m going to 
move over here.” Linda stepped across Jackie and Erin and squeezed into the small space at the end of 
the bed, next to Laney.  

Biting her lip, Amy worked hard to keep her face neutral. She wasn’t sure Linda understood the mixed 
feelings Amy had about being close to Melissa, which she had not, as yet, discussed with anyone, not 
even Linda or Megan. Then again, probably Linda did perceive it, and just thought Amy should work 
through it. Amy loved being around Melissa and talking with her, but physical proximity brought with it 
the possibility of intimate contact that made Amy uncomfortable. At least, thought Amy, I know why I’m 
feeling that way. Maybe that’ll help me get past it.  

Melissa, for her part, seemed already to have accepted having a Third Year girl as a friend, the feelings 
of growing closeness mixed with considerable awe, which Amy suspected was partly due to her hanging 
demonstration the night they had met -- Melissa had not yet seen Megan perform -- and partly due to 
Amy being probably the only person Melissa would ever meet who had seen her sister’s final hanging. 
There was no evidence that Melissa was unduly conscious of being the only one in the room in a white 
uniform and heavy, anonymous metal slave collar.  

Nor, after that first night, had Melissa had any problem being in the room with Miranda’s head. She 
often gave Miranda a kiss on entering the room. In her hurry to get settled today she’d skipped the 
ritual.  
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Amy retrieved the popcorn bucket and offered it to Melissa, saying, “Remember Jana’s invited too. Is 
she coming?” Jana, Melissa’s roommate, was a sweet, serious girl who still wore the wide-eyed wonder 
of being at the Academy on her face for everyone to see.  

Melissa shook her head while grabbing a handful of popcorn. “She’s got Hanging class starting now. 
She’ll be here at one... Oh!” She pointed at the screen. “It’s starting!”  

On the screen, the platform was visibly descending. Seconds later, Paula was nooseborne.  

Though her legs were kicking automatically, seeking to recover their lost support, Paula appeared more 
relaxed than she had seconds earlier. That, thought Amy, is probably the way it will be for most of the 
girls. The worst part of the Fifteen was anticipation. Amy was sure that when her turn came, she would 
settle into it once she was hanging by the neck.  

Some of the girls, to their distress, had to spend much more time in anticipation than others. Six 
sessions of the Fifteen were scheduled each day, each starting on the hour: nine, ten, and eleven in the 
morning, and one, two, and three in the afternoon, with an additional session at four on Monday only. 
With thirty-one girls having survived into the Third Year, it took five days, Monday to Friday, to complete 
the testing. Paula was no doubt glad that the luck of the draw had given her a Monday test time.  

Next to Amy, Melissa leaned forward slightly, fascinated by the kicking girl on the screen. She 
murmured, almost hypnotized, “She’s not doing that kind of stuff you showed me.”  

Amy answered, “She can. It’s not something you’d do for the Fifteen, where the only idea is endurance. 
All those special moves would use up too much energy. But she’s pretty good at it, really. I’ve worked 
with her some. Mostly she’s worked with Shawna.”  

Still speaking softly, Melissa said wonderingly, “I guess Miranda had to do this, right? When she came 
home, she didn’t talk very much about details of what she did here.”  

Amy smiled at the memory. “She told me about it. She said it scared her. It does that to everybody.”  

Melissa, her eyes still glued to the screen, said, “You’re not scared.”  

Linda leaned forward at the end of the bed and looked towards Melissa. “She is. You’d have to know her 
better to see it, but she is. Trust me on that.”  

Amy snorted. “Well, yeah. You can’t help it. When you practice, you know that if you start running out 
of gas, you can end the session. But for the Fifteen, you go into it knowing that you can’t end it early. 
That gets in your head and makes the whole thing bigger, even if you’re used to going more than fifteen 
minutes in practice. And I don’t try for fifteen most of the time. When we practice, we’re usually trying 
to work on our moves, and we give the signal when we feel like we’ve done enough. I’ve really only gone 
past fifteen minutes a few times. I know I can do it, but I don’t try very often. Practice isn’t about that.  

“Of course, as I get closer to graduating I’ll be going for longer times. Most of us hope our show can last 
twenty or twenty-five minutes.” Amy turned to look at Melissa, and was stunned once again by her 
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resemblance to her sister. “Miranda kicked for thirty-one minutes. Nobody here has heard about a girl 
going longer than that.”  

Melissa’s gaze at last left the television long enough to look at her sister’s head. She bit her lip, and in a 
tiny voice, said, “I’ll try to make her proud of me.”  

Amy patted Melissa’s arm. “She will be. She already is.”  

Melissa looked at Amy with a grateful smile, then turned back to the tv screen. “Can she tell how long 
it’s been?”  

Linda spoke again. “Have you been in the demo room yet?”  

“Uh-uh.”  

“There’s a big clock on the back wall. I’ve noticed Paula looking at it. There’s a lot of difference of 
opinion on whether you should watch it. I tried to ignore it the first few minutes, but for about the last 
five I couldn’t take my eyes off it.”  

Amy said, “I’m not going to look at it. I feel like I’ll be better off just concentrating on my moves and 
forget it’s the Fifteen.”  

Laney laughed, and reached across Megan to slap Amy’s thigh. “Oh, right, hon, you’ll forget all about it. 
I’ll bet anything you’ll end up staring at that clock.”  

Amy grinned. “You’re on.”  

Melissa pointed at the screen again. “If she faints after about fourteen minutes, they could still revive 
her when they let her down. Has she passed or failed, if that happens?”  

From in front of the bed, Jackie said, “Uhhh, I don’t think you have the complete idea yet, Melissa.”  

Melissa looked down at Jackie. “What do you mean?”  

Jackie pointed. “That’s a special platform. See where the lever went after Becky pushed it? Down there 
by the floor?”  

“Oh, I wasn’t watching it. Yeah, I see it.”  

“It’s on a timer, and at the end of fifteen minutes it’ll spring back up to where Paula can reach it with her 
feet. She’ll have to kick it forward herself, and that brings the platform back up.”  

Melissa’s eyes grew round. “So she...” She gasped. “Ohhhh!” Clearly she had understood suddenly. 
Becky was not there to rescue Paula after fifteen minutes. Paula would have to do that herself. “But... so 
how long do they leave her, then? If she’s fainted? They’ve got to take her down before the next session 
starts, at least.”  
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Amy said, “That’s part of why there’s an hour between starts. Becky would let her hang there to see if 
she revives somehow -- a couple of girls in the past have actually done that, within the first minute or so. 
She’d wait until Paula’s heart stops -- she’s holding a heart monitor. Then Becky would leave her hanging 
there and go tell the kitchen staff. They’d be the ones who’d actually take her down, and wheel her to 
the kitchen to start cooking her. So it all takes awhile when a girl fails.”  

Melissa worked her mouth as if the words wouldn’t come out. Finally she found her voice. “Do... do 
many girls... fail?” She chewed her lower lip, looking as if she might not want to hear.  

Amy turned to the other side. “How many girls last year, Lin?”  

Linda said soberly, “We lost two. I’ve heard the average is three. I know that sounds like a lot, but you 
know, that means about ninety percent pass.”  

Amy watched Melissa swallow this information. For the moment, Amy was able to stop seeing Miranda 
in her -- all of the scared First Year in Melissa was visible. Amy stroked her arm. “Melissa, you’ve got two 
years of training ahead of you before you get to this point. You’ll know everything we know now, and 
probably more, and you’ll practice so much hanging will seem like the most natural thing in the world. 
This is something you’ll get through. I know it.” She was rewarded with a guarded smile from Melissa.  

Amy felt Megan, her upper arm pressed against Amy’s, suddenly jump slightly and lean forward. Amy 
spun her head quickly. “What is it, hon?”  

Megan said tensely, “She’s out of her rhythm.”  

Everyone in the room grew still, concentrating on the kicking girl on the screen. Amy tried to focus on 
the girl’s movements, but didn’t feel sure where to look. She could never spot things quite as quickly as 
Megan. “Is it bad?”  

Megan was silent for a moment, watching intently. “Can’t tell yet. Her head roll is uneven. It’s like... I 
think it’s the extra adrenaline. Her heart’s beating faster than she’s used to, and she’s trying to 
accommodate it with her head movements, but she can’t quite find it.”  

Jackie asked quickly, “What does she need to do?”  

“She has to quit thinking about it. It’s messing her up. That’s the hardest thing to do, though. Her body 
can adjust her movements naturally to the faster heartbeat if she gives it a chance.” The girls in the 
room, other than Melissa, knew theoretically the sort of adjustments Megan was talking about. When a 
Hanging Girl’s heart is going faster, she can change her timing so that the blood comes up the carotid on 
every third beat, say, instead of every other one. None of the girls, though, had experienced a real 
runaway adrenaline rush, such as the Fifteen could inspire. “It’s an unconscious response. A feedback 
mechanism that kicks in until everything feels right again. But she’s not letting it happen. She’s trying to 
force it -- oh shit!”  

All of the girls seemed to gasp out “What?” together.  
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“Now her kicking is off. Out of synch with her head. She’s getting scared. She’s got like... fifteen seconds 
to get it together, or she’ll never get caught up... Wait.” She leaned farther forward.  

Every head was turned to Megan, as she watched the figure on the screen. Megan gave a tiny nod. 
“That’s a little better. She’s kicking for more head movement. And the rhythm is back. It’s coming 
together.” She watched a little longer, then sat back for the moment. “I think she’s okay now. That 
probably cost her a minute, but if she had enough margin over the fifteen she should make it.”  

Amy let go of a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see 
Melissa sitting forward, looking at Megan with a puzzled frown. Amy realized Melissa hadn’t had the 
opportunity before to see the level of attunement Megan had to the entire process of hanging. It had to 
be stunning to her to see the awe in which the other girls held Megan, considering there were two 
graduates in the room.  

There wasn’t another word spoken in the room, as every girl focused more fully on the image on the 
television. At last, just as Amy was about to look away from the screen to her clock, convinced that 
somehow the time had been carelessly exceeded, the lever arm swung up from the floor. Paula, still 
kicking weakly at that point, tried to reach out with her foot for the lever, barely touching it on the first 
try, and unable to give it a firm kick until her third attempt. Amy put her hand to her chest in relief as 
she saw the platform rising to meet Paula’s dangling feet.  

Becky had to help Paula remain standing as she loosened the noose, and let her sink down to sit on the 
platform’s surface to rest before untying her hands. Paula, breathing in ragged gasps, had one of the 
biggest grins Amy had ever seen plastered on her face.  

All the girls in the room suddenly spontaneously applauded. Amy thought she could hear the same from 
other rooms down the hall. Paula, Amy knew, was too far away to hear it, but Amy hoped somehow she 
could anyway. 
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CHAPTER 3 

MONDAY NIGHT  

Amy stroked Linda’s hair, as they lay naked facing each other, their bodies pressed together, their faces 
so close that Amy suddenly became conscious of Linda looking as if she had a single, enormous eye in 
front of Amy’s. Amy giggled at the image, and pressed her lips against Linda’s once more, feeling Linda’s 
lips move to return the soft kiss.  

Beyond Linda and below her, on the rollaway bed, Amy could just glimpse Megan and Laney sixty-nining, 
making soft moaning sounds as they licked, looking like a mysterious new animal that was all legs. The 
thought made Amy giggle again.  

Linda rubbed her hand against Amy’s back idly, and whispered, “You know it’s going to go okay, right? 
All the girls today got through it. If they can, you know you can.”  

Amy’s and Megan’s turn at the Fifteen was coming up Wednesday, the day after tomorrow. They had 
both agreed to spend tonight with Linda and Laney. Tomorrow night would be theirs to spend alone 
together.  

Amy’s lips curled upward against Linda’s. “I know. In my head I know that. But nothing’s ever for sure. If, 
if, if, the big if... If anything bad does happen, I’d be so mad at myself if I hadn’t said goodbye to you.”  

“You think you’d be mad? I’d throw a shoe through the tv. Well, one of Laney’s. I might need mine for 
my show.”  

Amy’s eyes shot open. “Did you get an offer?”  

Linda shook her head, making her lips rub Amy’s. “I’m just thinking ahead. Oh! Tammy did, though! 
She’s so pumped about it. First one in our class! She’ll be hanged a week from Saturday.”  

“That’s so neat! I’d better stop by her room tomorrow.”  

“Oh, I wasn’t supposed to tell. I just kind of overheard her saying something to Hayden.” Hayden was 
Tammy’s roommate. “She made me swear I wouldn’t pass it on to anybody. You just dragged it out of 
me.”  

Amy laughed. “So why’s she want it to be a big secret?”  

“She’s going to have a party in the caf this Saturday, and make everybody try to guess who’s hosting it 
and then spring it on them. So could you wait before you see her?”  

“But...”  

Amy could see Linda roll her single eye. “Amy, would you quit thinking tomorrow is your last chance to 
do anything? Nothing’s going to happen!”  
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From the other side of Linda, Amy could hear Megan’s moans rising in pitch, and knew she was getting 
close to orgasm. She was good at clamping down on it and letting Laney get caught up, though.  

Amy laughed. “Okay, let’s make plans for Wednesday night then.”  

Linda grinned. “Hey, tonight’s not over yet.” She rolled over on top of Amy and kissed her hard, her 
tongue licking at Amy’s teeth.  

*   *   *   *   *  

TUESDAY MORNING  

Amy looked around the demo room, pointing and counting under her breath, “Twenty-six, twenty-
seven...” Her attention was caught by the entrance of two more students at the door. “Twenty-eight, 
twenty-nine.” She turned to Megan. “Okay, that’s everybody.”  

Megan gave her a shrug and a smile, and gave her a go-ahead gesture. Amy looked up at the Third Year 
girls seated now in one of the semi-circular stands of seats. She was standing where a dozen of her 
classmates had died in the last two years so that their peers could learn more about the art and science 
of hanging -- beginning with Amy’s own first roommate. Amy remembered how nearly all of the seats 
had been filled at their first demonstration. Now the whole class fit on one side of the stands, facing 
Amy. The special Fifteen platform and noose were right behind her. She cleared her throat, and the 
murmurs died out.  

“I’m sorry, I know this was a day nearly all of you wanted to sleep in, with no classes this week and all 
that. But we’re all going through the Fifteen this week, and Megan saw something yesterday that we 
thought was really important to pass along.”  

Before going down to Linda’s and Laney’s room the previous evening, Amy and Megan had secured 
permission to use the demo room, then tacked notes to the doors of all of the occupied rooms in the 
Third Year dorm, asking the students to assemble there at 8 am. Amy was glad everyone had come, 
though some of them looked a little bleary, some grumpy.  

“Before she does that, I see Donna, Renee, Paula, Brooke, Lisa, Shawna, and Monique are all here. 
They’re here, and not inside our stomachs, which means they got through the Fifteen yesterday!” Amy 
grinned and clapped her hands, and everyone else started applauding the seven girls who had passed 
the previous day, those nearest them patting them or otherwise congratulating them while they 
beamed happily at their classmates. Amy caught Shawna’s eye and gave her a thumbs up, returned by 
Shawna with a grin.  

As the applause died down, Amy stepped back as Megan came forward.  

“I’m sorry about the early hour too,” Megan began, “But it’s hard to get everybody gathered together in 
the evening, and I wanted us somehow all to come together before any more of us went through the 
Fifteen. And that’s starting up again in less than an hour.” All of the background murmuring ceased now, 
as the issue that completely occupied all of the girls’ attention this week came to the fore.  
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Megan continued, “Yesterday at one point, Paula started having a little trouble. Paula, do you remember 
what I’m talking about?”  

Paula grinned shyly, reddened a little and put her hand up to her face, finding herself the sudden center 
of attention as all heads turned to her. “Sort of. I know you and I talked about it last night, so I know 
what you’re going to talk about, but honestly it’s all still kind of a blur.”  

“Your heart started racing, right?”  

“Yeah, and I do remember everything kind of felt... weird, like... like I suddenly forgot how to ride a 
bicycle, or something. Everything was just... off.”  

Megan nodded. She looked around the room. “The Fifteen is not like any situation we’ve ever been in 
before. When we practice, it’s not life or death, but you get in here for the Fifteen, and no matter what 
else you’ve done in the last two years, you can suddenly fail out of the program, and not even see it 
coming.” She heard the murmurs starting up again. “You know I’m not saying anything you haven’t all 
thought about, right?”  

There were several nods. Megan went on, “Now obviously, what I’m talking about here won’t happen to 
everybody. But it could happen to any one of us. A panic attack. Your heart starts pounding a mile a 
minute, and it doesn’t feel like any practice session you’ve ever had. You haven’t run into this problem 
before. You try to adjust to it, but you can’t find the timing, and that makes it worse, and everything falls 
apart. Paula, do you remember how you ended up handling it?”  

Paula shook her head, biting her lip. “I wish I could help. I really don’t know. I just don’t remember it all 
that well.”  

Megan, contrary to what Paula was no doubt expecting, smiled. “No, that’s okay. That’s good. And the 
fact you can’t remember might be what saved your life. That’s going to be the point I want to make.”  

You looked from side to side, trying to make eye contact with every girl. She said slowly, emphasizing 
each word, “If you get in a panic attack, you can’t think your way out of it.”  

Lucy, frowning, spoke up, probably echoing the thoughts of many of the girls. “So what do you do?”  

Megan smiled again. “This is hard, but just remember to tell yourself to do it -- trust your body. Trust 
your training. Trust your instincts. And stop thinking! You’ve been working on this for two years. Your 
own body knows when it’s doing it right. And it knows when it’s doing it wrong. When you’re off, it’s like 
static on the radio, and your body fiddles with the tuning knob and pretty soon a radio station comes in. 
And a Hanging Girl doesn’t have to think to do that tuning.  

“Look, how the hell do we know how to get our breath rhythm, our heartbeat, and our head movements 
all in synch? Are we able to do that because we read it in a book? Are we up there calculating how to 
make all those different things come together when we’re hanging? We can’t. Nobody has a conscious 
mind that can do that. But we do it. We don’t even know we’re doing it, let alone know how we’re doing 
it. That part of the process is something our bodies do for us. Not without all the training, but the 
training fine-tunes something inside us that’s beyond any conscious thought.  
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“If you’re up there today, or later this week, and you find your heart has suddenly started going nuts, tell 
yourself this, and make yourself believe it: I’m a Hanging Girl! I can hang when my heart is going a mile a 
minute, because my body knows how to find a way. And then just... stop... thinking!  

“Paula did something like that yesterday, and that’s why she can’t remember it -- there’s nothing to 
remember! Somehow she let her Hanging Girl instincts take over, and they did it all for her. So she’s 
here today.” Megan smiled and looked around the room again. “I hope everybody here is around Friday 
night for the post-Fifteen party.”  

Amy saw Marianne, the graduate who would supervise this morning’s Fifteens, wave to her from the 
doorway, and said to her classmates, “Okay, they want us to get out of here so they can start getting 
ready for the morning sessions. So what are you going to do in the Fifteen if your heart starts racing?”  

At least a dozen girls shouted “Stop thinking!” and they and the rest started laughing as they began filing 
out of the rows of seats. Paula stepped down from the stand of seats and approached Megan, looking a 
little stunned. She looked at Megan and shook her head wonderingly. “Yesterday I felt like I’d just kind 
of stumbled through it, and almost made a total mess of it. I... kind of feel better about it now.”  

Megan smiled at her. “You should. You did exactly the right thing. Some of the other girls might not 
have. I’m hoping they will now. You saved your own life, and maybe you saved some others too.”  

Paula’s jaw dropped, and she rushed forward to throw her arms around Megan.  

Amy was stunned as well. For all the changes in Megan’s behavior in the last two years, and after all the 
time they’d spent together, Megan still had the capacity to take Amy by surprise. Amy had some doubts 
that she herself could have done for Paula anything like what Megan had just done.  

Amy saw Marianne wave at her again, and point to the clock on the wall. She tapped at Megan’s elbow. 
“We all better get out of here, hon.”  

Paula let go of Megan, grinning. “See you at the party.” She dashed out of the room. Amy took Megan’s 
hand and kissed her cheek. To Marianne, she said, “Okay, we’re out of here.” She and Megan trotted 
out of the room back to their own, to switch on the tv for the nine o’clock session.  

*   *   *   *   *  

TUESDAY NIGHT  

Carrying an impromptu sleeping bag made of some sheets and the mattress from the rollaway bed in 
their room, Amy led Megan through empty corridors. She hadn’t told Megan where they were going, 
but it looked as if Megan knew.  

As they reached the door that was Amy’s intended destination, Amy pulled a note, lettered as neatly as 
she could manage, that read “CLEANING - PLEASE STAY OUT” and taped it to the door, then pulled the 
door open and led Megan into the Hall of Honor.  

Megan smiled. “Lots of memories in here.”  
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“No kidding.” She continued back to the stacks where the most recent heads were kept, and spread the 
mattress on the floor of the narrow walkway between the stacks.  

As Megan knelt to arrange the sheets over the mattress, Amy went to visit Susan’s head, a few steps 
away. She kissed her late roommate on the lips, then opened Susan’s drawer to see if there were any 
new notes left for her since the last time Amy had been here.  

Megan stood as Amy fished one of the notes out of the drawer. “What’s it say?”  

Amy read aloud, “‘Dear Susan: I am going to join you here tomorrow, but I’m not sad. Thank you, so 
much, for showing us how to make the demos fun.’” It was signed “Cari.”  

Cari had been hanged at a demo in the middle of the last school year. Like most of the girls, inspired by 
that first demo by Susan, she’d staged a small skit before her hanging, a humorous one she and her 
roommate had written -- it involved being executed for shoplifting a bra, clearly a bogus charge given 
the small size of the bra and Cari’s generous bust. The students had laughed and applauded before 
settling down to watch as the teachers hanged Cari with her feet tied together. On very rare occasions, 
the purchaser of a Hanging Girl wished to stage her hanging in that way, and the types of kicking used 
were different when the feet couldn’t be separated. The students, of course, had been studying the 
techniques in their textbooks, and in their hanging classes they sometimes practiced them, though not, 
of course, to the extreme end. The purpose of the demonstration was to prove to the girls that, with 
proper kicking, a girl could last surprisingly long in that format, though not as long as they could in the 
normal way -- a fact understood by purchasers. Cari squirmed at the end of the noose, while the 
teachers reminded her and the rest of the students of the basic ideas. She died nine minutes into the 
demonstration. Her personal best practice time in the normal format had been eleven minutes -- not as 
long as most of the girls were going by that time, but that was part of the reason she was a demo girl.  

Cari’s head, of course, was further along on the shelf. Amy walked to her and stroked her face, silently 
thanking her for remembering Susan.  

She moved another step to the left, to the first open space, the place where the next head would go. 
She stared into it for a long time.  

She turned and looked down, and saw that Megan was already stretched out on the mattress, her 
uniform discarded on the floor beyond her head. Amy cleared her throat. “Sweetie?”  

“Hmmm?”  

Amy looked away. “I want you to do something if anything happens to me tomorrow.”  

Megan reached up with her hand extended, wordlessly.  

Amy sat on the floor next to her roommate and took her hand. Megan finally said, “Amy, you know 
you’re going to make it, right?”  

Amy sighed. “I know. Just let me say this and I’ll feel better.”  
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Megan nodded, and Amy went on, “I want Melissa to have Miranda.”  

Megan smiled. “You know I would have known that.”  

Amy drew her knees up and hugged them with one arm, her other hand still holding tight to Megan’s. 
“There’s probably not much you don’t know about me.”  

Megan shrugged, still smiling. “I know you want to sleep with her.”  

Amy blinked. “Who?”  

Megan giggled. “The only live girl we’ve been talking about in the last few minutes. Anyway, you know 
it’s okay.”  

Amy sighed. “Okay with you, maybe.”  

“Jana might not like it? We could invite both of them over some night. Movie and sex.”  

Amy shook her head, and gave Megan a small smile. “At least there’s one insight into me you missed. 
The person it’s not okay with is me.”  

Megan gave her a puzzled look. “Why?”  

Amy was silent a moment. “Whenever I make love with you, I’m totally focused on you. Or when I’m 
with Linda, to me it’s totally about Linda. With Laney, with Jackie, with anybody...” She sighed. “I can’t 
be with Melissa just to pretend I’m making love with Miranda.”  

Megan looked at her a little longer, and finally nodded. Her smile came back, and she tightened her grip 
and pulled Amy towards her. “So let’s do something totally about us for awhile.”  

Amy giggled as she settled on top of Megan, kissed her, and reached behind herself to unhook her bra. 
“All night, I hope.” 
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CHAPTER 4 

WEDNESDAY  

Amy sat on the bed in Linda’s and Laney’s room, with her two best friends on either side of her, each 
holding one of her hands. Any number of students had wanted to join Amy to watch Megan’s Fifteen, 
but she only wanted to be with Linda and Laney.  

Fifteens were always scheduled so that roommates had consecutive times on the same day, so that no 
girl had to spend a night fretting over her test with a roommate who had already passed it. In another 
hour it would be Amy’s turn, but at the moment she was unable to spare any part of her mind to think 
about that.  

Amy started to look away when Leanne, handling the Fifteen supervising duties for Wednesday 
afternoon, slipped the noose down over Megan’s head and pulled it tight around her neck. But she 
found that looking at Megan’s face helped calm her -- Megan was calm herself, her only reaction being 
the small smile she always had in anticipation of hanging.  

The platform began sinking, and Amy was only dimly aware of Laney’s, “Ow - ow - ow! Amy, you’re 
crushing my hand!” She opened her hand and tried to relax, but the rope now lifted Megan off the 
platform and Amy tightened her grip convulsively again.  

She felt better again as she watched Megan relaxing into a no-frills dance in mid-air, Megan’s face now 
looking a little bored. Amy wished she had the knack for spotting problems to the degree Megan did. As 
far as she knew, no one did. Probably no one ever had.  

Megan’s unvarying kicking and swaying as she hung by her neck became a little hypnotic, and it was 
hard for Amy to tell how much time was passing by. She suddenly found herself feeling as if she’d been 
asleep, returning to consciousness with a strong sense that Megan had been up way too long. Almost 
panicked, she said tensely, “Linda, how long?”  

“How much time left? About two minutes. Amy, everything’s okay, it’s okay. She’s doing great.”  

Amy concentrated on watching Megan’s legs. Megan’s kicking seemed no less energetic than it had at 
the beginning.  

Amy shifted her attention upward, watching Megan’s head movements. They should, thought Amy, 
show this video in all of the beginning Hanging classes, so students can watch to see exactly how it’s 
supposed to be done.  

Amy started to ask Linda for another time check, but barely had opened her mouth when she saw the 
platform lever had sprung upwards. Megan, with a casual kick, pushed it forward, and moments later 
stood on a firm surface once more.  

Amy gave a cry of joy, pulled her hands away from her friends and threw her arms around both of them, 
pulling them towards her to hold them tightly, tears running from her eyes.  
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Still watching the screen, she saw Megan standing still as Leanne untied her wrists, with her eyes closed, 
taking slow, deep breaths. It occurred to Amy that, after watching half of her own class’ Fifteens now, 
and most of the Fifteens of the classes from the previous two years, this was the first time she had ever 
seen a student not gasping for breath at the end. Amy shook her head slightly, her mouth open. Laney 
spoke the question Amy was thinking herself: “Amy, how long can she stay up there? Have you ever 
found out?”  

Amy shook her head more firmly. “No idea. I’ve never seen her go strictly for time. She’s always trying to 
work on some move, and she decides when she’s done it enough. And there’s no way I’m going to mess 
with her practice routine.”  

Linda was shaking her head as well. “Well, if you get any idea, let us know. I wish we could see her do 
her show, but we’ll be dead by then.”  

“Oh, I was going to ask, have you seen any offers that sound good?”  

Both girls shook their heads. Laney said, “I’ve looked at a couple of offers that came in, but I kind of 
want the Assassin, and the one that wanted that scene was looking for a blonde.”  

Amy turned and looked at her blonde friend pointedly. “Well?”  

Linda laughed. “I’m not big on the Assassin. I’m not sure what I want, really. I might write my own.”  

“Cool. So have you started on that?”  

Linda looked away, sheepishly. “Well, no. But I’m throwing some ideas around in my head.”  

Amy started, “I’ll try to think of...” She stopped as the door opened. Megan looked in, saw Amy, and 
gave her an open-mouthed grin.  

Amy bounced off the bed as if it were a pilot’s ejector seat, running to Megan and throwing her arms 
around her, feeling Megan’s arms encircling her at the same time. With her hand she held Megan’s head 
against her own and closed her eyes, and stood there for a long time.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Megan tried to think of anything else she needed to mention. “Oh yeah -- The rope is the one they’ve 
been using since Monday, so it’s getting just a little frayed. It’ll feel scratchy. They’ll probably change it 
for tomorrow, but this is the last session for today so they’d probably just leave it. And Leanne is a 
stickler for starting exactly on time. She’ll get you ready early, and then make you stand there until the 
clock hits the hour. Don’t let the long wait throw your concentration off.”  

Amy nodded seriously, then said, “Okay, stop, stop, you’re making me nervous. I’ll be fine once I get 
started.” She looked at Linda’s clock and grimaced. “Ten minutes. I better go.” She quickly peeled off her 
shoes and uniform and handed them to Megan, who was dressed now -- Amy had brought Megan’s 
clothes down to the room with her. “Bring these to our room when you’re done...” She turned to her 
friends. “You guys understand, right? We just want to be alone for awhile after it’s done.”  
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Linda waved her on and said quickly, “Of course we understand, now go! You need to get there in time 
to settle your breathing down before it starts.”  

Amy kissed Megan, harder and longer than usual, then turned and walked down the hallway. She wasn’t 
surprised at seeing no students at all on her way to the demo room -- all of the ones who weren’t in 
class were in their rooms with eyes glued to the television. She kept her eyes closed for most of her 
walk, opening them at intervals just long enough to avoid obstructions and find turns. Her breathing, she 
was proud to find, remained calm.  

Amy opened the door to the demo hall and walked in. Seeing Leanne waiting patiently by the platform, 
she thought, This is it, and worked to force her mind to blankness. Just going to hang for awhile, she told 
herself. Just going to practice a little.  

She returned Leanne’s smile and greeting, and stepped up onto the platform. There, she thought, I don’t 
need to do anymore. I don’t need to think anymore.  

As Leanne tied her hands, Amy concentrated on her breathing, eyes closed, and felt the tension begin 
washing away from her with the familiar feeling of the rope closing around her neck. Remembering 
what Megan had said, she looked up at the clock now, not wanting to be startled when, after a long 
wait, the platform suddenly started downward.  

The minute hand edged up to the top -- there. The platform was descending. Amy took a last, deep 
breath, and felt the rope holding her weight now as her toes lost contact with the surface.  

The familiar feeling of bliss washed over her. Doing the Fifteen made it so simple, so basic. She didn’t 
have to perform any fancy stuff, didn’t have to think ahead through a sequence of moves. It was just 
herself and the rope holding her aloft.  

The clock, she thought. Laney bet me I’d look at the clock.  

Amy swung her right leg out wide, moving her hips in a circular motion designed to turn her gradually to 
her left. The rope, she knew, would slowing untwist and bring her back to face the front, so she’d have 
to work a little to maintain herself facing that direction. It was worth it, she felt.  

Memories of that first time she had felt this excitement, this exultation, came back to her. The day of 
Miranda’s hanging, when Miranda herself had put her hands on Amy’s neck, their soft squeezing gently 
choking her. The floating feeling of hypoxia, which had been part of Amy’s life ever since that day.  

More memories returned from that critical day, when Amy’s life had turned, had taken... not a new 
direction. A first direction. She had never had one before.  

Miranda standing nude in front of Amy as Amy spread the cooking oil over her soft skin. The sun 
gleaming on Miranda’s body as she stood on the platform, waiting to be hanged, every eye watching 
her, everyone aroused by her, thrilled by her, wanting her.  

Amy was startled back into the present by a “sproing” sound. She frowned as she saw the platform’s 
lever standing upright where her left foot was swinging past it. She kicked at it and waited as the 
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platform rose, soon touching her toes, then supporting her feet. She closed her eyes and gasped in a 
long, deep breath.  

She looked down at Leanne, just as she was stepping up onto the platform beside Amy. “What’s wrong? 
Why did you stop the test?”  

Leanne blinked, returning Amy’s puzzled frown with her own. “Because it’s over, Amy.” She stepped 
behind Amy and started untying her hands.  

Disoriented, Amy had to look both directions before she spotted the clock, its hands saying it was just 
past 3:15. Her jaw dropped.  

As soon as her hands were free, she quickly reached up to loosen the noose and remove it, leapt down 
from the platform and took off for the door at a dead run, jerking to a stop to turn and stammer, “I... 
uhhh... thank you, Leanne,” then spinning around again to run out.  

Moments later she threw open the door of her room and shouted, “Megan, I...” she whipped around in 
a full circle, muttering, “Shit, where is she?” before realizing that Megan had not yet had time to get 
there from Linda’s and Laney’s room. Seconds later she heard feet pounding down the hallway, and 
turned to the door just as Megan burst through it and ran full-speed into her, her momentum carrying 
Amy backwards until the edge of the bed caught her behind her knees, and she fell on her back onto it 
with Megan on top of her, Megan already kissing her lips, her chin, her cheeks, her forehead, her ears...  

Amy was just able to say, “Ummm, so I guess you know...” before Megan’s lips found Amy’s mouth again 
and stayed there, locked with it.  

*   *   *   *   *  

THURSDAY  

Amy’s fists pounded her thighs unconsciously, her eyes wide with excitement. “She’s going to make it, 
isn’t she?”  

On the screen, Wendy, obviously tired but still kicking well, dangled from the noose.  

Megan nodded. “I’m pretty sure. She’s only got, what, about a minute left? I think she could go another 
three or four.”  

Melissa looked at Amy. “You guys were worried about her?”  

“Oh, right, you didn’t know. Wendy came and got some help a few days ago. She wasn’t making the 
time.”  

On the other side of Melissa, at the end of the bed, Jana’s eyes grew wide. “You added three or four 
minutes to her time in one session?”  
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Amy grinned. “I couldn’t do something like that. Megan’s the only one who can.” She took Megan’s 
hand automatically.  

Megan smiled and shrugged. “Only if there’s something wrong. It’s not like I could just make everybody 
swing longer. If there’s a flaw in a girl’s form, I can help with that.”  

From the floor, where she was sitting with her arms and legs wrapped around Laney from behind as 
they both watched the screen, Linda said, “She’s helped some of the graduates. We’re all getting antsy 
about our shows, and trying to find any way we can stretch our kicking out just a couple more minutes.”  

It was still Amy that Melissa was looking at, despite Amy’s attempts to deflect her hero-worship. “You’re 
going to help us, right?”  

Amy nodded. “We’ll start doing some classes for you guys in a couple of weeks, after you’ve got the 
basics down -- oh!” Amy pointed to the screen. “She’s done!”  

On the screen, the lever arm had just sprung upright. Wendy, as was most often the case, needed a 
couple of tries to kick it ahead with her foot. Moments later, standing on the platform, she had the 
standard relieved, exhausted grin as Maria, the grad on duty, untied her hands.  

From the floor where she was curled up with Erin, Jackie asked, “Are you guys doing some actual 
hanging yet? I was just thinking it’s about time your class got to that point.”  

Melissa nodded excitedly. “Yesterday! It felt so neat, but I can only do it a little over a minute. And I 
can’t do anything like what Amy was showing.”  

Amy gave her a friendly eye-roll. “Melissa, I told you, I learned all that! There’s only one person who 
came here already knowing how to do that.” She leaned over and kissed Megan, to make it clear who 
the One Person was.  

The sound of running bare feet came down the hallway, ending with a rapid-fire knock at the door. Amy 
called out, “Come...”  

The door burst open, and Wendy ran into the room, still naked, her face alight. Amy goggled at her -- it 
couldn’t have been twenty seconds since she had run off the tv screen. Wendy made straight for the 
bed, jumped over Linda’s and Laney’s outstretched legs, and awkwardly leaned over the edge of the bed 
to put her arms around Megan, chanting “Thank you thank you thank you...”  

Dizziness suddenly overcame Wendy, and she fell to the side, sprawling across Amy’s lap on her back. 
Melissa and Jana scooted quickly off the bed and helped Amy stretch Wendy out along the length of the 
bed. Amy leaned over Wendy to give her mouth-to-mouth, but Wendy, already panting like a steam 
engine, didn’t seem to need it, so Amy just moved Wendy’s head to straighten her windpipe, to make 
her breathing more effective. Megan knelt over the girl, saying, “Wendy, don’t talk, just breathe... you 
can breathe a little more deeply now. Can you hear me? Just blink, don’t talk, don’t nod. Keep 
breathing.”  
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After a minute, Wendy’s desperate gasping finally slowed, and she opened her eyes -- looking straight 
up into Megan’s.  

Megan asked softly, “Wendy, you okay?”  

Wendy gave her an ear-to-ear grin. “Never better.”  

Megan gave her a stern look. “Promise me you’ll never go running out of hanging session like that 
again.”  

Wendy made a tiny nod. “I promise, coach.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

FRIDAY NIGHT  

Amy had thought parties in the caf for girls who’d been sold were loud, but she’d never heard anything 
like the din that assaulted her ears as she and Megan arrived for the post-Fifteen. Most of the Third Year 
girls were already there. They were grouped in small knots around the room, most of them holding 
slices of pizza and laughing uproariously.  

Amy had barely had time to see where the pizza boxes were, when Jackie held up her arm and whistled 
for attention, then shouted, “Hey, why isn’t there any girlmeat on my pizza??” That was the cue for Erin, 
Shawna, and Monique to scream together, “CUZ WE ALL PASSED THE FIFTEEN!!” The volume of 
laughter, interspersed with cheers, picked up another notch for a moment, and gradually subsided to its 
earlier level.  

To the side, Amy heard, “...two...three,” followed by another knot of girls shouting in unison, “WHAT’S 
WRONG, AMY? WHY’D THEY STOP THE TEST??” Amy giggled and put her hand up to her face. She 
wished she hadn’t said anything so stupid at the end of her Fifteen.  

By the time Amy and Megan had secured slices of pizza for themselves, Frances was calling for attention 
with more arm-waving, and the room quieted somewhat. She called out, “How many of you had your 
heart start racing during the Fifteen?” Several girls raised their hands, grinning. Frances then waved her 
arm towards Megan. “We’re alive because of Megan!”, which Amy thought might be stretching it a little, 
though probably true in a couple of cases.  

Amy turned to Megan, who was already shaking her head. Before Amy could say anything, Megan 
shouted loud enough to be heard, “It was Paula! She knew how to save herself. I just passed it on. You 
can all do that. We’re HANGING GIRLS!”  

Amy laughed and gave Megan a one-armed hug, pressing her head against Megan’s, and noticed the 
surrounding girls seemed to be pressing in closer. Over the next few minutes, several of the girls each 
gave Megan a tight hug and a thank you.  

Jackie nudged Amy’s elbow, and half-shouted to be heard over the noise. “You know no class ever had 
every student pass the Fifteen before?”  
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Amy grinned. “That’s what I hear. I guess we’re doing something right.”  

Jackie gestured with her head towards the still-surrounded Megan and said to Amy, “You un-created a 
monster.”  

Amy shook her head seriously. “It’s all her. Really.”  

Jackie smiled and leaned closer to say in Amy’s ear, “Okay, fine, she’s amazing. We all know that. But 
take some credit, okay?”  

Amy smiled non-committally. “Where did you get that drink?” 
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CHAPTER 5 

Amy shifted her weight a tiny bit. Her neck muscles weren’t really feeling tired yet in the neck trainer, 
but the enforced immobility did get to her after a time, and she was beginning to have difficulty focusing 
on her reading. Megan, sitting on the bed with her back against the wall, her hand absently rubbing 
Amy’s ankle, looked up. “Am I bothering you?”  

Amy, unable to shake her head, managed a guttural “Uh-uh,” with a smile. She pointed towards the 
clock on the desk, which she couldn’t turn her head to see.  

Megan looked to the clock. “Just over an hour.”  

Amy gave a minimal shrug, holding up ten fingers, indicating that Megan should tell her when another 
ten minutes had passed.  

Both of them were startled by a knock at the door. A mostly-suppressed giggle on the other side of the 
door sounded like Linda’s. Megan called out, “Come.”  

The door opened, and Laney leaned in, stopping in the doorway, looking as if she were striving mightily 
to prevent a huge grin from breaking out on her face.  

Amy’s eyes suddenly shot wide open. She pointed at Laney, and tried to lever herself upward with one 
hand. Failing, she flailed her arms in confusion for a moment, her body trying to do twenty things at 
once, before she at last gripped the handholds with both hands and pushed herself upward, and was 
able to gasp out, “You got one!!” She unhooked the trainer with a trembling hand, and at last sat 
forward. “Right?”  

Behind Laney, Linda burst out, “I told you she’d know!” Both girls started laughing delightedly.  

Megan was already off the bed, her jaw hanging open. “What, you mean you’re sold already?”  

Laney shook her head. “I met with them today and we worked out some details. I said I wanted to think 
about it tonight, so they’re coming back tomorrow. But I already know it’s what I want!”  

Amy bounced off the bed and threw her arms around Laney. Gripping her tightly, she said excitedly, 
“This is so cool! Oh, you said ‘They.’ Is some company buying you or something?” She let go of Laney 
and backed up, wanting to see her face and hear every word.  

Laney shook her head again. “A sorority, at the university. Delta Rho. The senior girls put on a show 
every year, and this year they thought up one where they needed a Hanging Girl! Several of them just 
got access to their trust funds, at least that’s what it sounded like, and they pooled enough money 
together. And they want me!!” Laney was bouncing in place on the floor, her fists pumping.  

Amy hugged Laney again, and kissed her. “So are you the Assassin?”  

“No! They wrote their own script. It’s really cute. I’ll show it to you later. They picked me out for it, out 
of the picture book.” She giggled, “They told the dean I looked ‘cute and studious.’ “  
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Megan wrinkled her nose. “‘Studious’? They want that for a hanging??”  

Laney laughed. “I said I’ll tell you later. But I wanted to ask -- would you guys come with me tomorrow 
when I meet with them again?” She looked back and forth between Amy and Megan.  

Amy frowned uncertainly. “We can do that?”  

Laney nodded emphatically. “Oh, sure! A lot of the girls take their roommates to the negotiation, if 
they’re still alive. And I asked the dean if you could come too, and he said that’s fine! And I know if I 
forget to ask something, you’ll remember it for me.” She was looking at Amy as she said this. Amy 
suspected that Laney wanted her in particular, but knew she probably wouldn’t come without Megan.  

Amy looked at Megan. Megan nodded and said, “I was hoping I could go to one soon. You know it’ll help 
when our own turn comes.”  

Amy turned back to Laney, grinning. “Sure. What time?”  

“They’re coming at one. Is that okay? We can have lunch together and then go to the dean’s office.”  

Amy nodded. “We don’t have anything. It wouldn’t last past three, right? We’ve got a class then.”  

Laney spread her arms out to hug both Amy and Megan. “I’m so glad you can be there!”  

Linda said, “Let’s all wear shades. We’ll look scary. That’s the way to negotiate.” They all laughed.  

*   *   *   *   *  

The girls arranged themselves in the conference room as the dean had suggested -- Laney alone sitting 
at the table, along one of the long sides, with Linda, Amy, and Megan in chairs behind her, facing four 
empty chairs on the other side as they awaited the arrival of the sorority girls. Dean Porter, waiting with 
them at the head of the table, had answered Amy’s question, telling her that she, Linda, and Megan 
were allowed to speak, but that they should bear in mind that it was Laney’s hanging being discussed, 
and that they must defer to her wishes on any point of negotiation. Amy felt that that went without 
saying.  

Amy marveled at the knowledge that her own father had once sat in this same room, across from 
Miranda, succeeding in persuading her to put on a show for his son.  

Linda sat with her arms folded, showing the dean a mock pout. “I still think you should let us wear the 
shades, Sir.”  

The dean gave her a small smile. “Frightening the customer has not been found to be an ideal strategy.” 
The girls laughed, stopping suddenly as the intercom buzzed.  

The dean leaned towards it, “Yes, Tina?”  
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The voice of Tina, the dean’s secretary, issued through the speaker. “Our clients from Delta Rho are 
here.”  

“Show them in, please.”  

Laney, and Amy, Linda, and Megan behind her, stood politely, as did the dean, as Tina ushered four 
slightly nervous but determined-looking girls into the conference room. Amy realized suddenly she had 
probably lost track of what girls her own age were wearing now. Each of the sorority girls was wearing a 
short pleated skirt, the colors varying, and a white buttoned long-sleeved shirt with the collar turned up, 
each with a red scarf around the collar knotted in front. Perhaps that isn’t a universal current style, Amy 
speculated. Maybe this is how they dress when they’re officially representing the sorority.  

Amy and the others, of course, were wearing their Academy uniforms. Only Laney had made any special 
preparations, having stopped by the hairdresser, asking them to make her look more “cute and 
studious,” if they could somehow figure out what that entailed. Amy had to agree, afterward, that they 
had succeeded in some undefinable way.  

The sorority girls all looked a little surprised at seeing so many Academy girls in the room. One of them, 
dark-haired, spoke for the others, saying to the dean, “I recognize Elaine,” tilting her head in Laney’s 
direction, “But who are the others?”  

The dean, while genially gesturing the girls to seats, spoke as they pulled out the chairs and sat, and 
Laney and her friends behind her then sat as well. “Sharon, Gina, Heather, Lindsay...” he gestured from 
left to right, “Megan, Amy, and Linda are here as Elaine’s guests. They will not be direct participants in 
the meeting, but I’m permitting them to offer Elaine advice when she feels the need.”  

All of the sorority girls looked miffed in varying degrees. Gina, the one who’d spoken earlier, muttered, 
“I had no idea buying a slave was so complicated.”  

The dean offered placatingly, “We have no intention to make it complicated, and it needn’t be. I’m sure 
you understand that we take pride in offering exactly the right girl for the hanging needs of any 
customer. We’re very meticulous in ensuring that there is indeed a perfect match between our clients 
and the slave they purchase.”  

Amy had felt Linda stirring next to her, and suspected the dean had saved Linda from blurting out that 
the girls were free to shop elsewhere for a Hanging Girl. Amy was sure the girls knew there was no other 
place they could obtain a Hanging Girl of anywhere near the quality they could find here. It seemed clear 
to Amy, though, that insulting the customer was no better strategy than frightening them.  

The dean indicated several sets of papers in front of him. “I have copies of the sale contract here, in case 
our meeting is successful. I assume you have read the copies of the contract I gave you yesterday. Do 
you have any questions about the terms of the conditional slave sale?”  

Sharon frowned. “About that. The way it sounds to me, she’s not exactly... well, really our slave, is she?”  

The dean gave her a brief head shake. “Oh, quite the contrary. By law, Elaine will indeed be your slave. 
With only a few reasonable limitations, you are free to treat her as your property, obviously including 
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ending her life at a time of your choosing, provided it is within one month of the signing of the contract, 
as well as cooking and eating her afterwards. The limitations exist mainly to protect the interests of the 
Hanging Academy. A representative of the Academy will be on hand to ensure that the terms of the 
contract are observed.” Amy choked back a giggle. A really big representative, she thought to herself. 
“The slave’s death must be by hanging, of course. Obviously, if you had any objection to that 
requirement, you wouldn’t be here. The slave’s chosen assistant will prepare her on-site for her hanging, 
including all adjustments of the noose, and our own equipment must be used, which we will provide at 
no additional charge. No photographic or video record of her hanging is permitted. And no physical 
injury which would adversely impact her ability to perform during a hanging will be allowed. Elaine has 
trained for three years to give you the best hanging show available anywhere, and I am sure you would 
not wish for that training to go to waste -- and the Academy would never want one of its graduates to 
put on a substandard show. But of course, few slave owners of any kind choose to injure one of their 
slaves to the point that the slave is unable to perform her duties.  

“As with any slave, you may whip her should she fail to follow an order, though I’m sure that will never 
be necessary -- Elaine will be very happy to meet any of your needs.” He looked towards Laney, who 
smiled and nodded.  

The dean continued, “Do you have any additional questions you wanted to ask?”  

Gina continued in her role of doing most of the speaking for the group. “You’ve kind of answered them. 
But we can ask Elaine some things, right?”  

The dean made a gesture of offering Laney to them. “Of course.”  

Gina turned to Laney. “Anyway, Elaine, you read the script, right?”  

Laney smiled. “Laney, please. Slave Laney.” Among things Laney and her friends had discussed, one 
conclusion they had reached was that Laney should encourage the sorority girls to address her that way. 
It would help seal the deal if she had them act as if they already had bought her. “And I loved the script! 
There’s just one thing though...”  

Amy could see Lindsay’s face suddenly cloud up. Laney evidently noticed as well, as she looked towards 
Lindsay. “Oh, you wrote it?”  

Lindsay’s eyes sprang wide open in surprise, clearly not aware of Hanging Girls’ abilities to read people. 
“Uh, yeah. Well, me and Heather.” Beside her, Heather nodded.  

Laney gave them both a placating gesture. “Oh, don’t worry. I wasn’t about to say I wanted to change 
anything. It sounds fine. But you’ve got to understand, I’ve been studying our standard scripts for over a 
year, and this one is just suddenly coming at me new. And I think it’s going to require some rehearsal 
time. When did you want to do this?”  

Gina bit her lip. “Two weeks from tomorrow. Is that okay?”  

Amy bit down on a smile. She could tell the sorority girls had expected to dominate the meeting. Now, 
following the dean’s speech, Laney’s assertiveness seemed to have wrested control from the girls. In any 
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case, it would never be easy for a customer to throw weight around in this room, as they tried to work 
out a deal for a slave who had the unique privilege of vetoing the purchase.  

Laney nodded. “That would be fine, but in that case, I’d want to be on-site for the last two days before 
that, so I can have some practice sessions with the girls who’d be involved onstage. I’d hate for all of us 
to try to wing it. This will be a lot of fun as long as we all know what we’re doing.”  

The sorority girls looked back and forth among themselves, and individually nodded.  

Laney nodded as well, and went on, “My roommate, Linda, is going to be my assistant. So she’ll need to 
rehearse with us too.” She reached blindly behind her, and Linda automatically took her hand and gave 
it a squeeze. “And... oh, how many people do you have for that first scene?”  

Gina answered, “We’re going to use all the senior girls for that. Ten, altogether.”  

“Okay. It wouldn’t hurt to have a couple more, then. Would you mind if Amy and Megan were in it?” She 
gestured with her head to remind the girls who Amy and Megan were, behind her. “They wouldn’t 
necessarily need speaking lines, but having the group be a little bigger will help.”  

Amy nearly gasped, and held her breath. Oh please, she thought, please let me be there! She hadn’t 
imagined she’d get to see Laney’s hanging.  

Gina frowned and looked at the dean. “Would that cost extra?”  

The dean shook his head emphatically. “Not at all! Everything you need for the hanging is included in the 
purchase price of the slave. We often send additional students out to participate as extras in the 
hanging performance. They, of course, remain the property of the Hanging Academy, and would return 
to us immediately following the performance. You may or may not allow them to stay for the 
consumption of the slave’s meat, as you choose.”  

Gina looked again at her sorority sisters, and nodded. “They can come.”  

Laney beamed at her. “Great. That means a lot to me.”  

Amy was startled as Megan suddenly spoke up. “Could one more person come?” Amy struggled to keep 
a neutral expression. They had all agreed beforehand to act as if any suggestion made by any of them 
was a purely standard request, but she had no idea where Megan was going with this.  

The sorority girls all frowned at Megan. Gina spoke again. “Who?”  

Megan reached ahead and stroked Laney’s shoulder. “Laney’s sister is a student at the college. Could 
she come?”  

Smoothly taking up the idea, without making obvious the sudden excitement Amy could read in her, 
Laney said, “...and be onstage in that first scene?”  
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Amy was sure that Laney could now read the sorority girls’ expressions as well as Amy herself could. 
Laney then proved it by holding up her hand. “Listen, I’m sure this is seeming like a lot more hassle than 
you thought. But any girl you buy here is going to need an assistant, as the dean said, and any girl is 
going to want her closest friends there, and any girl is going to want at least one family member there.” 
Amy nodded to herself. Laney had indeed read the sorority girls’ thoughts: that perhaps this girl wanted 
too many things, and that they might get a better deal if they picked a different one. It was important 
that they believe that all of this was perfectly normal, whether it was or not.  

Laney continued, “My sister’s name is Emily Stiller. Any of you know her?” She looked at the sorority 
girls, who looked blankly back at her and shook their heads.  

Laney shrugged. “Well, anyway, I’ll give you her phone number. And look, I’m really thinking how to 
make your show better. Wouldn’t fourteen girls onstage for that first scene be better than ten?”  

All of the sorority sisters reluctantly nodded. Their instincts were clearly to say no, but they couldn’t find 
a reason to.  

Laney sat back and smiled. “Just one more thing, I guess. What about sex?”  

The sorority sisters seemed puzzled. Gina asked, “What about it?”  

“Well, who should I be expecting to have sex with, beforehand?”  

This was something that was taking the girls genuinely by surprise. Gina said, “We really were just 
thinking of the show.”  

Laney leaned forward, resting her arms on the table. “That’s fine, really. But sex is another thing I’ve 
been... specially trained for.” Without obvious transition, Laney’s voice was becoming huskier, more 
seductive. “Like my hanging abilities, that’s something you wouldn’t want to see go to waste, right?”  

Amy knew that had to be working -- it was working on Amy herself, who had to restrain herself from 
wrapping her arms around Laney from behind. Across the table, she could hear the sorority girls 
suddenly breathing slightly faster, see their faces flush, and see them suddenly squirming in their seats, 
helpless to stop the small twitching in their hips. In a tiny voice, Heather said, “Well, I wouldn’t mind...” 
Her friends on either side of her breathed “Uh-huh...” and they all suddenly giggled self-consciously.  

In that same voice, Laney purred, “If the four of you are the ones buying me, I’d love to spend some 
time alone with each of you. If you want.”  

Unable to speak for the moment, all four girls nodded, wide-eyed.  

The dean broke into the growing silence. “Is everything agreeable then?”  

Each of the sorority girls seemed to shake herself out of a spell. They looked back and forth among 
themselves, all finding the others were nodding eagerly.  
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The dean smiled beatifically. Gently pushing the contracts towards them, he asked “Will that be check or 
credit card?”  

*   *   *   *   *  

As soon as the sorority girls had left the room, Laney spun and threw her arms around Megan. “You 
remembered about my sister! I never thought they’d let her set foot in that snooty sorority!”  

Megan returning her hug, shrugged. “I was just thinking, they’d already agreed to all these extra people, 
after you’d made such a great argument for it. One more shouldn’t matter.”  

“Well, it matters to me! Thank you so much!”  

Amy tapped Laney on the shoulder. “Let’s go pick out a costume for you.”  

Laney shook her head. “They’ll have those for us. We’ll all need to look like students.”  

Amy shook her head in turn. “Not for that. What about when you, ahh, errr, entertain them before the 
show?”  

Laney brought her hand up to her mouth. “Oh, that’s right! Let’s get me something really hot!”  

Linda laughed and kissed her roommate. “Let me be the judge of that.” She patted Laney on the 
shoulder. “Go with Amy and find something. Then come back to our room and spring it on me. I need to 
ask the dean something.” 
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CHAPTER 6 

Amy looked up from her reading as Linda came into the room. Amy looked beyond her. “Where’s 
Laney?” She had rarely seen them apart over the last two years.  

“She’s at the dean’s office, making arrangements to see her family over the weekend. I’ll be going with 
her. I... Well, I wanted to ask you something.”  

Amy frowned. She couldn’t remember seeing Linda nervous like this. She noticed now that Linda was 
holding a file folder, almost out of sight behind her. “What is it, Lin?”  

Linda’s eyes were flitting around the room. “I, uhhh... asked the dean if he’d relieve me of being a dorm 
sister. I’ll still teach classes, but I...” She fiddled with a pencil on Megan’s desk. “I’d need a new 
roommate to go on with that, and I didn’t really want one.”  

Amy’s eyes shot wide open. She caught herself and choked back the words that were ready to spring out 
of her mouth, realizing she’d need to talk to Megan first. She looked across at Megan, trying to decide 
how to maneuver Linda out of the room so she could have some privacy with Megan, and was surprised 
when Megan caught her eyes and smiled, and more so when Megan looked towards Linda and said, “So 
stay with us, then.” Megan looked back at Amy, who was now blinking in astonishment, and said, “I’m 
assuming that’s okay with you.”  

Amy moved her mouth in silence before shaking her head to clear it. “Oh, definitely!” She looked back at 
Linda. “Room with us, hon. Okay?”  

Linda half-smiled. “I knew you’d say that. We can talk to the dean about it later.”  

Amy craned her neck, trying to get a better look at the file folder. “That’s not why you’re here, though, is 
it? What’s in the folder, Lin?” She spoke in a soft, coaxing voice. Whatever it was that Linda wanted to 
talk about, she couldn’t, all by herself, make herself do it.  

Linda finally brought the folder out into full view, looking at it herself as if she’d only just now 
discovered it was there. She sighed heavily, and closed her eyes, not wanting to watch herself initiate 
the subject. “This is a client folder. When a client wants to buy a graduate for a hanging, they fill out a 
form, file some letters of reference, whatever else they want to submit, and it all goes in here.” She 
flashed the half-smile again. “You’ll look at a bunch of these next year.”  

Amy tried to help Linda along. “So... you’ve got a hanging you might want to do?” She frowned. “That’s 
good... isn’t it?” She was having a harder time reading Linda than she could ever remember.  

Linda finally pulled out Megan’s desk chair and sat heavily on it. “I... well, I do. It is. I mean...” She looked 
at the folder again, and giggled unexpectedly. “If you ever wanted real proof of how weird I am... This 
thing...” she shook the folder, “...has been sitting in the dean’s office for more than a year. It’s a request 
for a Hanging Girl from a local woman -- Steffi Bloom. She picked out three or four girls from last year’s 
class, one after another, and asked them if they’d be interested, and they all said no. The dean finally 
told her he’d keep the request on file, and have all the grads look it over and think about it.  
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“They all passed on it. And now our class is looking for buyers, and I think most of us, by now, have 
looked at this one. I thought it was nuts, like everybody else, but it’s kept nagging at me since then. And 
I started having fantasies about doing it, and what it would be like.” She gave Amy an amazed look, the 
amazement presumably directed at herself. “Amy, I can’t stop thinking about it. I think I want to do it!”  

Amy clenched her fists and rolled her eyes in exasperation, “Lin, what the hell is wrong with it?”  

Linda looked inside the folder, as if making sure its contents were still there. Silently, she handed it 
across to Amy. Amy beckoned Megan with her finger, and Megan came over to sit beside her on the 
bed, as Amy opened the folder with the name “Steffi Bloom” on the tab, and they both began reading.  

Amy’s brow furrowed, and her jaw dropped gradually open as she read. She handed it to Megan, and 
picked up the photograph that accompanied the application, a smiling face shot of a very cute freckled 
redhead, her hair cut short and pixyish -- Zoey Hillcrest, the actress, her face familiar to anyone who had 
seen the most popular movies of recent years. Amy examined the picture, unconsciously shaking her 
head, and traded it to Megan for the application, which she read again. At last she looked up. “Lin, this is 
really nuts.”  

Linda laughed, in a pained way. “Is there an echo in here? I already said that.”  

“How could this lady even afford this?”  

Linda blinked. “I thought you’d recognize her name. Steffi Bloom? She’s...”  

Megan jerked in startlement, suddenly remembering. “Oh!! Right, that dot-com millionaire. She started 
that social networking site on the Net, and sold it a few years ago for this humongous amount of 
money.”  

Amy nodded her head. “Yes! I remember that now. She’s one of the richest women in town! I think my 
dad met her at some big party. He said she was... kind of cold.”  

Linda nodded. “I’m getting a feeling for why that is.” She reached for the photograph that Megan was 
now holding. “This Bloom lady must know Zoey Hillcrest personally. And Zoey pissed her off to the 
absolute max.”  

Amy snorted. “What gave that away? Was it when she said she wants to ‘terrify and humiliate’ Zoey 
before hanging her?”  

Linda half-smiled. “That was a clue, yeah.”  

“And you want that?”  

“To pretend to be terrified? Don’t we do that in most of the hanging scripts?”  

Amy gestured with the folder. “Have you talked to Steffi Bloom yet?  

Linda shook her head. “She doesn’t even know I’m thinking about doing it.”  
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“What does Laney think about all this?”  

Linda looked down at the floor. “I haven’t... uhhh, exactly told her.”  

Amy gaped at her in astonishment. “Huh??” She couldn’t imagine Linda withholding anything from 
Laney, especially possible plans for her own hanging.  

“Amy, you know what she’s going to think! The same thing you and Megan and everybody else think 
about it. And I couldn’t find a way to tell her, but now her own hanging is coming up in a couple of 
weeks, and that all got suddenly so real to me sitting in that room today with those sorority girls.” She 
clenched her fists, pounding them softly on her thigh as she spoke. “Laney’s going to be dead in two 
weeks, and if I know what’s going to happen to me, I have to tell her! She has to know what my own 
hanging is going to be like!” She suddenly reached for Amy’s hand. “Amy, I know what you think about 
this now,” she waved with her other hand at the folder, “But you’ve always been... such an 
understanding person. You can figure out why I want to do this. I need you to help me tell Laney. It’s not 
enough for her to know what I’m going to do. She has to understand!”  

Amy was silent for a long time. She looked at Megan, who held up her hands in a helpless gesture. She 
looked back at Linda, and finally said, “Okay, talk some more then. I’m still not getting it. What is it that’s 
making you want to do this?”  

Linda sighed with relief. “See, that’s already different. Laney is going to start by telling me all the things 
that are wrong with it. I knew you’d listen first.” She straightened up and spent a moment collecting her 
thoughts. Then she began talking.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Linda, sitting on the bed in Amy’s room, spasmed at the sound of the knock on the door, so violently 
that the thought ran through Amy’s head that Linda might bounce off the ceiling, eliciting a giggle that 
broke the tension somewhat. Linda took a deep breath as Megan said “Okay!” and Laney entered.  

Laney grinned at Linda. “It’s all set. We’re going to my house Friday morning, and my dad will take off 
work, and my sisters will stay home from school, and Emily and her husband will be there, so I can show 
her the script, and then Saturday night we’ll go over to your house and I can meet your dad, and then 
we’ll come back here Sunday night...” She stopped suddenly, aware now of the look on Linda’s face. 
“What?”  

Amy waited a moment, watching Linda to see whether she was up to speaking, then spoke up. “What 
would you think if Linda might have a line on her own hanging?”  

Laney threw her hands up to her mouth, and squealed, “That would be so cool!” She ran over to throw 
herself on the bed next to her roommate, wrapping her arms around her, babbling, “I was hoping so 
much you wouldn’t have to wait long after I went! Why didn’t you tell me before? Is it all set up? Which 
scene are you going to do?” She gradually ran down, with no responses from Linda to keep her going. 
Laney sat back at last, frowning at Linda, then looking at Amy and Megan. “What’s going on? What’s 
wrong?”  
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Still without a word, Linda handed Laney the file folder, as Amy and Megan came over to sit surrounding 
them on the bed, Amy next to Linda, rubbing her back to try to relax her, Megan beside Laney.  

Still frowning, Laney looked at the name on the folder tab. “Isn’t this that one Becky told us not to 
bother with?”  

Managing a small smile, Linda spoke at last. “Ummm, yeah. I kind of bothered with it anyway.”  

Hunching over the folder, Laney began reading. Within ten seconds, she sat bolt upright. “Lin! This lady 
wants...”  

Linda leaned against her. “Shhh. Just read all of it before you say anything, okay? Then we can get it all 
out in the open.”  

Laney looked at her doubtfully, and finally nodded, resuming reading. Her frown deepened still more, as 
she looked behind the front sheet and found the photo, looked at it in disbelief, and read the first sheet 
again.  

At last she put it down and sighed heavily. “Okay, I read it. Are you crazy?”  

Linda giggled, high-pitched, nervous. “What, you didn’t know that after three years?”  

Laney goggled at her. “Lin, this lady wants to hang you alone! With no witnesses! You know she can’t do 
that!”  

“Fine, then there’s nothing to worry about. Let’s assume that’s worked out somehow. What else?”  

Laney looked exasperatedly up at the ceiling. “Where do I start?” She picked up the photo, a publicity 
shot of the actress. “She wants a Hanging Girl to pretend to be Zoey Hillcrest! You don’t look anything 
like her! How are you going to pull that off?”  

“You read where she says she’ll pay for plastic surgery, right? My head is the same shape as Zoey’s. I’m 
within about an inch of her height. I can be made to look like her.”  

“What the hell does this Bloom woman have against Zoey, anyway? Get pissed off at one of her 
movies?”  

“It doesn’t say, in there. I’d have to find that out.”  

Laney’s hand holding the photo was shaking, and she took a deep breath to try to calm herself. “Okay, 
look. Suppose you could do what she wants. Suppose you changed your face so much you could fool 
Zoey Hillcrest’s own mother. Suppose the dean will let this woman hang you alone, somehow. That’s 
just the point, though.” She turned fully towards Linda. “After all we’ve done, how can you be hanged 
for just one person? Everything we’ve worked towards, everything we’ve ever dreamed about, is to put 
on a big show in front of a hundred people, a thousand people! All those people watching us kick, 
getting themselves off, remembering us for the whole rest of their lives! We’ve worked so hard to 
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become what we are, and in the end we affect so many lives! It’s like you want to... throw the dream 
away!” Tears were seeping out of the corners of her eyes.  

Amy could see Linda trying to speak, her own face streaked with tears. Amy slid closer to Linda and put 
her arm around her waist. “Tell her exactly what you told us, hon.”  

Laney suddenly jerked her head fully upright, glaring at Amy. “I knew it! She told you all about this, and 
Megan too. Everybody else too, probably, and I’m the last to know!”  

Amy fixed her eyes on Laney’s. “Of course she told us first, because the person she was most scared 
about was you! Because the person she cares about the most is you!”  

Laney stared at Amy, her jaw working, then looked back at Linda. They stared at each other for what 
must, Amy judged, have been a full thirty seconds. When Linda at last reached for Laney’s hand, Laney 
let her take it, and returned her roommate’s squeeze.  

Linda smiled at her shakily. “Okay, will you listen now?”  

Laney sniffled and tried to wipe away some of her tears with the back of her fist. She managed a tiny 
smile of her own. “Can you explain it in less than two weeks?”  

Linda laughed between her own sniffles, and wiped away her own tears. “I’ll try.” She sat upright, 
sighing heavily. “Okay. I understand what you’re saying about the dream. We all have that.” She paused. 
“But I’ve got another version of it.”  

As Amy rubbed her back encouragingly, she went on. “I guess I always had it in the back of my mind, but 
I couldn’t have put it into words until I saw this.” She jiggled the folder. “It called out to me, somehow. I 
started thinking... What if, instead of affecting a hundred people so much that they always remembered 
me, what if I could affect one person, so deeply, that it actually changed her life? I think that’s what I 
was looking for all along, when I felt like I didn’t really like any of the hanging scenes, and I kept rejecting 
all the proposals from people who wanted to do the usual stuff.  

“But this one... It’s exactly what I want! This lady, Steffi Bloom -- I mean, you can tell she’s got this 
obsessive fantasy. Think how she’ll feel when she really gets to play it out! Talk about affecting 
somebody deeply!  

“And as I’ve been thinking about it, I realized there’s also other stuff in it that is just right for me. 
Whenever I’d read one of the hanging scripts, I’d think, well, that’s kind of cool, but it’s... well, it’s 
scripted, obviously. But this...” she shook the folder again, “This one can’t go by a script. I can’t fulfill her 
fantasy nearly as well if I’m just reciting lines she told me to say. She’ll want to really get into it and 
imagine it’s really happening, and what I’ll need to do is find out more about what she knows about 
Zoey and what their relationship is, and improvise based on that. And since I realized that, my mind’s 
just been spinning with all the things I’ll need to ask her when we meet, so she can give me all the 
information I’ll need, and how I’ll be able to use it and how the scene will go...” Linda giggled. “I’m 
almost as obsessed as she is, with the whole thing!” She sat further upright, put one hand on Laney’s 
arm and stroked Laney’s other arm with her other hand. “Can you understand what I’m saying? This is 
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what I want! I want it so much I can’t think now of going out any other way. Do you see?” She looked 
tensely into Laney’s eyes.  

Laney looked doubtfully at her. She turned towards Megan, on the other side of her. “Megan... You’re 
our Hanging Goddess. You’ve thought about hanging more in your lifetime than anybody else in the 
room -- anybody else in the school. What do you think about this? Hanging for just one person?”  

Megan bit her lip absently, thinking, looking up at the ceiling. At last she spoke. “When I saw my Aunt 
Serena’s hanging, it was the usual thing, that ‘dream’ we’re always talking about -- lots of people there, 
watching. But I only know firsthand how I felt about it myself, and to me... it was like I was the only 
person there. I felt like she was hanging just for me, and showing me what it was all about.” To Amy’s 
surprise, she saw tears forming in the corners of Megan’s eyes -- the first time she had cried since that 
night so long ago in the Hall of Honor. “I’m sure everybody who was there remembers it, like you were 
saying, but as far as I know, I’m the only person whose life it changed. And I think...” her voice shook 
slightly, “I feel pretty sure, in fact, that, out of everybody’s reaction to her hanging, the one that would 
mean the most to Aunt Serena was mine, because it did hit me so deeply, and it did change my life. 
When we hang, we can’t know for sure that we’ll hit somebody that hard, and do that much to them. 
But I think it’s really what we all hope for.  

“When all of us hang, we’ll be happy if we get the big crowd and they all remember us. But deeper 
inside... I think we all want to have what Linda’s going to get. That one person whose life changes.”  

Amy suddenly jerked as if an electric shock had run through her. Miranda had that too! she thought. Her 
hanging completely changed one person’s life.  

Laney looked down at the floor, and gradually, lifted her eyes up to meet Linda’s. Linda gave her a tense 
smile. “So do you understand now?”  

Laney nodded slowly, fell towards Linda and wrapped her arms around her, laying her head on Linda’s 
shoulder, sobbing openly now. Both of them held each other for awhile, each with their shoulders 
heaving, each rubbing her roommate’s back.  

At last Linda sat up, tried to wipe away the latest set of tears, and coughed, sniffling. “Okay,” she said 
huskily. “I’m going to ask the dean tomorrow to get hold of Ms. Bloom, and get a meeting set up. And I 
want all of you,” she looked around at each of them, “All of you to be there, and to help me find a way 
to make this happen. We know about the problems with the proposal, so we need to try to think of how 
to make it acceptable to the dean and still make Ms. Bloom happy. Laney?” Linda looked at her 
roommate. “I know you can’t be there to help with the hanging, and we won’t even make much 
progress towards it by the time you have your own. But will you help while you can?”  

Laney laughed at her own efforts to smile around the tears, and nodded vigorously.  

Linda looked behind her at Amy, and beyond Laney to Megan. “You guys too? I want both of you to be 
at the meeting, and I want both of you to be my assistants when the hanging finally gets here. Okay?”  

Amy wrapped her arms around Linda’s waist from behind. “I’m in.”  
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Megan nodded. “Me too.”  

Laney hugged Linda again. “I’m so happy for you. Whether I look like it or not,” she said, palming away 
still more tears.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Linda giggled and looked around the conference room. “Well, this place looks familiar.” She sat, this 
time, at the table itself, with Laney, Amy, and Megan behind her, and the dean to her left at the table’s 
head. She fiddled with the pages of notes in front of her, but Amy thought, to her surprise, that Linda 
seemed calm.  

The buzzing of the intercom broke the silence that had followed Linda’s remark, and Tina’s voice 
announced the arrival of Steffi Bloom. Moments later, Ms. Bloom was shown into the room. She looked, 
to Amy, to be a shy, quiet, bookish type -- or, smiling internally, Amy corrected that to shy, quiet, 
computerish type. She’d founded her Web site and made her fortune while still in college, and was now 
about 25, the same age as Zoey Hillcrest -- it seemed likely now that Ms. Bloom had been in school at 
some point with the future actress. Her hair was brown, straight, and shoulder length, parted in the 
middle with no discernable styling, but with the smoothness and softness that came from expensive 
shampoos and conditioners. She was dressed in a long dark beige skirt, with a lighter beige, long-sleeved 
blouse made of what appeared to be silk. The overall impression she made was an odd combination of 
lack of attention to personal style and a taste for the expensive. She gave the impression of looking very 
intently at whatever object was the current focus of her attention. Amy suspected she was probably 
nearsighted -- likely wearing contacts, but not able to break the habits caused by iffy vision.  

She seemed taken aback at seeing four girls facing her from the other side of the table, all of them 
having stood for her arrival. As the dean introduced himself and shook her hand, she looked again at the 
girls, puzzled. “Which one is Linda?”  

Linda raised her hand slightly and let it drop, smiling. “That would be me, ma’am. This is Laney, my 
roommate,” she gestured towards her, “And this is Amy, and Megan.”  

If Ms. Bloom had looked intently at things before, that was nothing in comparison to her examination of 
Linda. “How tall are you?”  

“Five-four, ma’am. I was five-three when I came here, but our necks and spines all get a little longer. 
Miss Hillcrest has kind of a long neck herself, though. She’s five-three, I’ve read.”  

Ms. Bloom looked at her several seconds longer, seeming to concentrate on her face. She nodded at 
last, and turned back to the dean. “Can I have a face shot of her to take with me when I leave? I’ll need 
to show it to the plastic surgeon, so she can give me a preliminary judgment about whether she can 
change the girl’s appearance appropriately. She’ll need to examine Linda in person before she finally 
decides, of course.”  

The dean had been looking for a polite way to interrupt. “Before we get into that, there are some other 
issues we would need to discuss. Won’t you sit down?” He gestured towards the chairs on her side of 
the table.  
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Seemingly reluctantly, she sat, and the girls across from her, as well as the dean, sat afterwards. “Why 
are these other girls here? I requested that the knowledge of this arrangement be kept to as small a 
group as possible.”  

The dean smiled. “Well, that actually brings me to one of those issues I was referring to. I’m afraid we 
would not be able to honor your request for an unwitnessed hanging.”  

She blinked and glared at him. “Then why am I here?”  

He started to reply, but before he could, Linda said, “Sir, if I may, please?”  

He gave her a startled look, but nodded. Linda turned to look across at Ms. Bloom. “Ma’am, I don’t know 
yet what the background is, but I do understand this is really important to you. The dean was about to 
explain the reasons for the Academy’s conditions of sale, but before he does that, I wanted you to know 
that I think we can work within them in a way that will satisfy you. I’d need to ask you some questions 
about the setup first. Would that be okay?”  

Ms. Bloom seemed mollified by Linda’s manner and her apparent concern for a project that was 
obviously very near and dear to the client. She gave Linda a tiny nod. “Go ahead.”  

“Ma’am, where will the hanging take place?”  

“There would be an underground dungeon constructed at my house. I suppose I could simply furnish a 
ground-floor room appropriately, but I like the idea of going down into it.”  

Linda smiled. “A dungeon. I should have realized that.” She frowned thoughtfully. “The way you said 
that, it sounds as if the dungeon doesn’t exist yet. Is that correct?”  

“It is correct. I’m planning to have the dungeon built for this purpose. Obviously I had to wait until I 
knew there would be a need for it.”  

Linda looked pleased. “So it’s really just in the blueprint stages?”  

Ms. Bloom shook her head. “Not even that far. But I can begin the process as soon as I leave here, 
assuming this meeting ends satisfactorily.”  

Linda nodded eagerly. “I hope it does, ma’am. I think it will. The big question is, would you object to 
having witnesses who had physical access to the scene of the hanging, if they were completely invisible? 
As long as, as far as you could tell, you were alone with me?”  

“I still don’t understand why there need to be witnesses at all.”  

The dean spoke up. “If I may address that -- at last,” he gave Linda a tiny smile, “We do have some 
requirements which apply to all hangings of our girls, to protect our own interests. I can go into greater 
detail later, but for the moment I will just say that these are requirements to which any purchaser must 
adhere. However, it sounds as though Linda has already been doing some thinking on the subject.”  
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Ms. Bloom sighed and turned back to Linda. Amy suspected it was a measure of how much she wanted 
this fantasy fulfilled, that she hadn’t ended the meeting yet. “All right. How do you mean they’d be 
‘invisible.’?”  

Linda shuffled the pages of notes in front of her and, not finding any blank sheets, turned one of them 
over to write on the back. She made a quick sketch, then turned it and slid it towards Ms. Bloom. She 
pointed with the pen at various features. “This is the dungeon itself. Here’s me,” she smiled, pointing to 
a stick figure. “On either side, these are additional rooms, one for an official representative of the 
Academy who, as the dean will tell you, is there to make sure everything is done according to Academy 
rules, and the other for my two assistants. Here’s the important point. Each of these rooms has a door 
into the dungeon. The doors are smoked glass, very dark, and each room is blacked out while you are in 
the dungeon. In the dungeon itself, there’s a spotlight on me, constantly. I think the spotlight in the 
otherwise dark dungeon will add to the atmosphere in a way you’ll really be pleased with, but the 
important thing is, you can’t see beyond the doors because of the darkness behind the smoked glass. In 
fact, in the dim light outside the spotlight, you wouldn’t even be able to see the doors themselves. But 
the representative and the assistants can look out through the glass and see me, because of the 
spotlight.”  

Ms. Bloom frowned. “It sounds as though the representative might decide to interfere in some 
situations. Otherwise there’d be no need for him.”  

Linda nodded. “That’s true, but of course all of the rules will be spelled out beforehand, so you’ll know 
how to avoid intervention. And I really don’t think they will stop you from doing what you want to do.” 
She stopped, and backtracked. “Well, that does depend on exactly what you want to do. But we can find 
out what that is beforehand.”  

Ms. Bloom’s frown deepened. “I’m really starting to think this doesn’t seem to be what I want.”  

Linda leaned forward. “Ma’am -- we will work very hard to make it what you want.” She put all the 
sincerity she had into her voice. “I promise that.”  

Amy spoke up. “Ma’am -- if I may?”  

Ms. Bloom looked at her. “You are...?”  

“Amy, ma’am. I’d be one of Linda’s assistants. And I was just thinking, her assistants can probably be 
useful to you in ways you might not have considered.”  

Ms. Bloom twitched her jaw, looking thoughtful. “Go on.”  

“Ma’am, as you visualize this scene, I assume it starts with Miss Hillcrest somehow being kidnapped?”  

Ms. Bloom nodded. “Basically, yes.”  

“Well, ma’am, I hope this doesn’t give offense, but if this were happening in real life, I’m thinking you’re 
not the sort of person who would do that yourself. You’d hire it done by someone you trusted.” Amy 
suddenly realized that thoughts of Andrew had led her in this direction, but she brushed them aside.  
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Ms. Bloom nodded again. “Probably.”  

“In that case, we, Megan and myself -- Megan will be the other assistant -- we could fill that role. We’d 
prepare Linda for your arrival -- dressed or undressed, as you prefer, and... well, you’d probably want 
her tied up or in chains, restrained in some way, so she can’t fight you when you first show up. All of 
that’s up to you, but we can set it up for you. That’s exactly what your hired kidnappers would do.”  

Amy saw Ms. Bloom’s nostrils suddenly flare, and saw she was breathing a little faster than before. 
Great! thought Amy. I hit on something she likes!  

“And you can do everything you need to do out of sight? I’d never see a sign you were there?”  

“Exactly, ma’am. At least that’s what we’re trying to work out.”  

Ms. Bloom finally smiled. “You’d need to be prepared to wait awhile.”  

Amy looked at her questioningly. “Ma’am?”  

“I was visualizing playing this out over a period of about forty-eight hours.”  

All of the girls blinked in astonishment. Ms. Bloom suddenly looked at the dean, frowning again. “Would 
that be within the rules?”  

He nodded. “A little unusual, but yes.”  

She looked back at Linda. “How do you feel about that?”  

Linda grinned. “I feel like you’re going to get your money’s worth.” She was pleased to see Ms. Bloom 
laugh for the first time. A thought occurred to her. “Ma’am, I hope you understand, one of the rules is 
that you can’t hurt me in a way that would affect my hanging performance. But you wouldn’t want to, 
right?”  

Ms. Bloom gave her the thoughtful look again. “You’ve probably understood that a little pain would be 
of some interest to me, but you’re right. The hanging has to take precedence over that.” She looked 
more closely at Linda. “But some pain is okay? If it doesn’t affect your performance?”  

Linda smiled. “I think all of us Hanging Girls are probably a bit masochistic in some degree. But I had 
another thought to go with that. I’m going to want to find out as much as I can about your relationship 
with Zoey Hillcrest. And...”  

Ms. Bloom interrupted. “Is that really necessary?”  

“Oh, absolutely, ma’am. I need to react to anything you say exactly the way Zoey would, and for that I 
need to know who you are in her life. I can talk to you the way she would, based on your relationship, if I 
know enough. And when you speak about pain -- you’ll be in a position to inflict any amount of 
psychological pain, but that will only work effectively if I can react as Zoey. I need to know things she’s 
afraid of, what she likes and dislikes, and so on. Anyway...” She finally pushed the rest of her notes 
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across the table to Ms. Bloom. “I’ve thought of some specific questions I have, and I’ve written them 
down here. And if you could, would you add a general... I guess I’d call it a diary, of your relationship 
with her. Obviously I need to know why you’d want to do this to her, but please don’t stop with that. I 
need you to tell me everything you can think of that relates to her, and to her relationship with you.”  

The corners of Ms. Bloom’s mouth twitched upward. “You mean you’re giving me homework?”  

Linda grinned and looked towards the dean. “Are you kidding? That’s all you ever get in this place!”  

The girls looked on in astonishment as the dean broke into laughter. None of them could remember 
seeing him laugh before.  

Ms. Bloom laughed as well, then grew serious again. “There’s one thing I’m getting worried about.”  

Linda looked at her. “Yes, ma’am?”  

Ms. Bloom bit her lip. “All this preparation beforehand... I think it will take away something of the 
spontaneity, and the... reality, of the process. I do want it to feel real. All this time talking to you before 
the scene takes place...”  

Linda nodded. “I understand what you mean, ma’am, but I think you’ll be surprised at how real it is. 
Remember you’re not going to see me in there. I won’t look like this. You’ll see Zoey Hillcrest. In fact... 
we may all meet here again, maybe several times. But once I have the surgery, I won’t see you in person 
until you meet me in your dungeon. Amy and Megan, my... that is, your accomplices...” she smiled, 
“...can be our go-betweens, once I look like Zoey. As I said, we’re going to do everything we can to make 
this work for you. Oh! That reminds me.”  

“Yes?”  

“I can look like Zoey, but I don’t sound like her. Her voice is higher, for one thing. I think that could 
probably be fixed. Would you be able to hire a good voice coach?”  

Ms. Bloom blinked. “I see what you mean. I hadn’t thought. Yes, I can do that.”  

The dean cleared his throat. “If I may...” He handed copies of the contract to Ms. Bloom. “Please look 
these over at you leisure, and we can schedule a time for you to return and sign them if everything is in 
order. In the end we have actually covered most of the basic rules today, so there are no substantial 
surprises remaining, I believe. Tina, in the outer office, can print out an enlarged copy of our photo of 
Linda, and make the appointment for your return. Will that be acceptable?” He stood to signal the end 
of the meeting.  

Ms. Bloom stood and shook his hand. “Yes, completely. And Linda?” Linda and the other girls were 
standing as well, now. “I truly do appreciate your... eagerness. It goes beyond what I expected. You’ve 
managed to convince me that this all may happen. After all this time.” She beamed at Linda, and held 
out her hand.  
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Linda shook hands with her. “Speaking of being eager -- would you be able to schedule a time for the 
surgery... let’s see... as soon as possible after three weeks from today?” Amy goggled at her as she went 
on. “It’s possible that might need to be postponed, but I’m sure doing it as soon as possible would be 
best. I know it’s going to take some recovery time. Oh, and I’d like to start seeing the voice coach even 
sooner. That will be more of a learning-type thing, and to really do it right, it may take even longer than 
making me resemble Zoey physically.”  

Ms. Bloom smiled again. “I’ll set all that up as soon as I leave here.”  

Amy suddenly spoke, as an association in her head bubbled to the surface. “Ma’am? I could give you the 
name of a contractor who could build that dungeon for you.” Amy almost laughed at the realization that 
that experience with Andrew might end up having positive consequences. Ms. Bloom nodded her 
appreciation and waited patiently as Amy wrote down some information for her. Another thought 
occurred to Amy. “Oh! If it’s two days, those outer rooms next to the dungeon will need something to 
sleep on, toilet facilities, and food. Preferably with something to cook it on.”  

Ms. Bloom nodded. “I’ll have the architect include the appropriate plumbing. And electrical outlets.”  

The dean buzzed for Tina, who ushered a happy Steffi Bloom out of the room. He immediately turned to 
Linda. “Well, I have to say, I’m impressed.”  

Linda grinned. “Just shows you knew what you were doing when you admitted us.”  

He looked at the girls thoughtfully. “Yes, I’d have to say so. About all of you.” 
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CHAPTER 7 

TEN DAYS LATER  

Linda leaned back against the wall, able to relax for a few minutes, as the movie reached a scene 
without Zoey in it. Laney and Amy sat beside her on the bed, Laney in front of Amy leaning back against 
her, Amy with her legs and one arm wrapped around Laney from behind, both of them facing the TV 
screen -- Amy wanted to take full advantage of the little remaining time she had with Laney. Megan sat 
on the other side of Amy, holding Amy’s free hand with her own.  

Linda closed her eyes and sighed to drain away some of the tension. She nudged Amy and grinned. “Got 
your bag packed?”  

Amy shrugged. “Megan and I threw a few things together. They’ll have laundry facilities at the sorority, 
right?”  

“Oh, sure. And we’re only staying a few days anyway.”  

Amy bit her lip, trying to decide whether she’d forgotten anything. “I’m so totally out of the habit of 
traveling anywhere. It’s exciting, but kind of scary.” She laughed. “You and Laney are used to it now. You 
just finished spending the weekend with both your families.”  

Linda looked at her curiously. “You could do that, you know.”  

Amy waved her arm to indicate her surroundings. “This is my family, here. Megan...” she rubbed her 
shoulder against her roommate’s, “...you and Laney, all the other girls.” She looked at Megan. “Hon, you 
were close to your family. Compared to me, anyway. Do you want to go see them?”  

Megan thought about it. “Next year, I think. I want to see my dad when I’m a graduate. I was so focused 
on getting in. I want to show him I made it through.”  

Amy squeezed her hand. “I want to meet him too. He sounds like a good guy.” She smiled at Megan.  

Megan was about to respond when Linda said, “Hst! Zoey’s back on.” The girls all grew quiet, watching 
the screen nearly as intently as Linda.  

After Zoey’s first line in the scene, a slightly cross, “What are you talking about, Frank?” Linda thumbed 
the PAUSE button on the remote and said, imitating Zoey’s voice, “What are you talking about, Frank?”  

Amy blinked in surprise. “That was good! I think you’re getting better just since the start of the movie! 
You’ve just had, what, three sessions with the voice coach?”  

To the girls’ surprise, Steffi Bloom had lined up a coach immediately, a woman she had known in college. 
Steffi was no doubt paying her enough to be discreet. Secrecy was not crucial, as it would not be a 
tragedy if Zoey found out what was happening -- nothing was going to happen to her. Nevertheless, 
Steffi hoped to avoid any complications that might arise from Zoey learning what was going on.  
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Linda beamed at Amy. “Yeah, but she gives me a lot of homework. I’ve been driving Laney nuts, listening 
to Zoey on headphones and trying to sound like her. I’m trying to get the pitch just right, and kind of 
stretch out my vowels more, the way Zoey does. Oh, and did I tell you this lady is helping me on other 
stuff besides voice? That’s her specialty, but she’s pointing out some of Zoey’s mannerisms too. Like... 
Oh, I think one’s coming up in a few seconds. Hold on...” She set the movie in motion again, then paused 
it again, and pointed at the once-more frozen Zoey on the screen. “Did you see that little head-turn she 
did? Like this.” Linda flicked her head to the side without taking her eyes off Amy. “She does that when 
she’s mad, which I’ll have to be a lot.”  

Laney laughed. “Pretty soon you’ll look so much like her you won’t even need the surgery.” She got 
serious again. “Really, you’re doing great.”  

Linda rubbed her roommate’s arm fondly. “Thank you, sweetie.” She looked at Amy again, and leaned 
forward to include Megan in her line of sight. “I’ll really make you guys crazy after the surgery. By that 
time I’m going to be trying to use Zoey’s voice all the time. And I want you to tell me if I slip back into my 
own voice. I need Zoey’s to come out of me naturally in whatever situation Steffi puts me in...” She 
shook her head, irritated with herself. “I mean Stefanie. Stefanie. Stefanie. Stefanie. Damn it. I need to 
remember to call her that. That’s what Zoey would call her. She didn’t start going by Steffi until college.”  

Amy was about to tell Linda to go a little easier on herself, but she held back. Linda insisted that the time 
to catch all mistakes, and edit them out of her behavior, was now. Amy couldn’t argue with that, and 
she knew how important this was to Linda.  

It was becoming important to Amy and Megan as well. Both of them, with Linda and Laney, occupied 
many of their free hours going over bios of Zoey from various sources, and Steffi’s own increasingly 
detailed reminiscences, some of them written, some of them spoken into a recorder. The four of them, 
whenever they got together now, either watched Zoey Hillcrest movies or else had long bull sessions 
speculating on how Zoey would react to various contingencies, and what she would say.  

The girls knew, now, the origin of Steffi’s grudge against Zoey Hillcrest. That was a great help with 
planning. Amy thought back to what Steffi had said in her notes.  

*   *   *   *   *  

High school junior Stefanie Bloom had just begun emerging from a gawky, nerdy, and rather lonely 
adolescence, her body beginning to blossom into womanhood, and with her physical development had 
come a determination to leave the safe havens of Math Club and Chess Club, to meet more people, 
make more friends, to be regarded as a normal girl. Her pursuit of Real Life had culminated in the 
decision, unfortunate in retrospect, to try to wriggle her way into the small circle of friends surrounding 
the most awe-inspiring girl in the school, Stefanie’s classmate Zoe Hill -- a name Zoe disliked, the last 
name too pedestrian, the first too often mispronounced. Zoe, soon to start spelling it Zoey, had already 
had small parts in a couple of low-budget films, which, in the eyes of the other students, already made 
her a star. Nearly every student at the school, male or female, fantasized about somehow finding 
themselves in bed with the mega-cute redhead, though given her exalted social status, relatively few 
could picture how to make it come about.  

Stefanie began hanging around and joining conversations in Zoe’s vicinity, with the goal of getting the 
movie girl accustomed to seeing her face, and soon was butting into Zoe’s own conversations with the 
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chosen few whose regular presence Zoe allowed. Zoe’s friends seemed annoyed at first, but Zoe herself 
appeared welcoming, as Stefanie had not yet had a chance to learn to distinguish a friendly smile from 
an amused, self-absorbed one.  

No one could have been more thrilled than Stefanie on the day Zoe approached her, sans entourage, as 
she walked towards the cafeteria for lunch. Want to come to a party, Zoe had asked? Sure, gasped 
Stefanie. The party, Zoe explained, would be at the home of Zoe’s friend Amber, whose father was out 
of town on business. What should I wear, asked Stefanie. We’re all pretending to be burglars, Zoe 
giggled. Can you wear black pants and a black long-sleeved sweatshirt? If it’s got a hood, that would be 
perfect. Oh, and black gloves, of course. Quivering with excitement, Stefanie memorized the address 
and the time. I’m in! thought Stefanie. I’m in with the innest crowd in the whole school!  

I guess I’m early, Stefanie thought as she arrived at Amber’s house, dressed as required in a black outfit 
that had almost entirely drained her allowance. Is this the right house? It must be, Amber’s last name is 
on the mailbox. But it’s dark. And so quiet. No music yet. But the front door is open. I guess I can go right 
in. Maybe they’re all upstairs. To the right of the door, Stefanie saw, with surprise, that a window was 
also open, its raised lower pane broken. Seems like Amber would put something over that, she thought. 
Even if her dad’s not here.  

She nearly tripped over a black backpack just beyond the front door, and the backpack, open, spilled 
some of its contents on the floor as she kicked it. Her puzzlement grew as she tried to stuff the things 
back into the pack. Household items, some of them expensive-looking, and a small pile of cash. Weird 
this would just be sitting here in the living room, she thought.  

The police arrived hardly a minute after Stefanie had entered, pointing flashlights and guns, ordering her 
to freeze, as she still knelt over the backpack. Stefanie’s mind spun as her body shook with fear. Maybe 
some neighbor thought I looked suspicious, she fretted. But how could the police have got here so fast? 
But it’ll be okay, she told herself, trying to calm down. I’ll just explain.  

At the police station, an officer told Stefanie that Amber, contacted via her cell phone, was at her friend 
Zoe Hill’s house, and had told the officer she knew nothing about a party at her own house. She was 
staying with Zoe while her father was away. But Zoe herself invited me, Stefanie wailed tearfully. Miss 
Hill doesn’t know anything about it either, she was told. I had to describe you before they even knew 
who you were.  

Stefanie was charged with breaking and entering with intent to rob. There was a short hearing, in which 
Amber and Zoe repeated their denials of any plans for a party, or inviting Stefanie to come to one, and 
laughed at the idea that their friends would all come to a party dressed as burglars. If Stefanie had been 
eighteen, as a female criminal she would have been executed, her body afterwards sent to a cannery, 
her anonymous meat destined to be spread on sandwiches. At sixteen, as a juvenile with no previous 
arrests, she was merely put on probation, her records to be sealed once she turned eighteen.  

She was lucky the police and courts were discreet about juvenile records. Her father knew, but no one at 
school did. Except for...  

Stefanie never approached Zoe Hill nor any of her circle again. Seething with fury, she promised herself 
she would get Zoe back one day.  
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Her social networking site, which grew out of a freshman class project in college, had been inspired by 
her motivation to help shy teens with few social skills meet people with whom they shared common 
interests -- and avoid the potential disaster of trying to bond with people who were entirely out of their 
league.  

The sale of her site made her wealthy, able to pursue her heart’s desire. Her heart had just one real 
desire.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy shook her head, shying away from thinking about the depth of the anger Steffi must have 
experienced -- still experienced. “Are you sure this fake hanging is really going to be enough for her, Lin? 
Won’t she go after the real Zoey eventually?” Amy was amazed that that hadn’t happened yet.  

Linda smiled. “That’s why I really want to make this as real as I can. Stefanie is going to have this 
memory of killing Zoey Hillcrest. She’ll really feel like she did! If I do my part right, anyway. I don’t mean 
she’ll actually believe it. She’s not crazy. But the satisfaction will be there! That’s what I want to give her. 
The feeling. The memory! She’ll remember killing Zoey, the rest of her life. And who knows -- maybe I’ll 
be saving Zoey’s life!” Linda’s smile spread into a grin. “If you ever meet Zoey, tell her for me.”  

Amy rolled her eyes. “Oh yeah, like that’s likely.”  

Linda was about to start up the movie again, but stopped at the sound of a knock on the door. After 
Amy called, “In!” the door opened and Melissa peeked around it tentatively. “Amy? You really busy? Hi,” 
she said, nodding and smiling at the others in the room.  

“A little, right now. We’re helping Linda get ready for her hanging.”  

Melissa gasped, her eyes alight. “Really? That’s great! I hadn’t heard, Linda!”  

The girls had decided on keeping the details a secret from the rest of the students, though they did plan 
to host a party for Linda after Laney’s hanging -- before Linda’s surgery. Amy simply asked, “Did you 
need something, hon?”  

“Oh, I was just hoping you could help me a little with the sex moves. I’m still having a hard time 
breathing while I’m doing it.”  

Amy nodded. “Everybody does, at first. Want to come by around...” Amy looked at the clock. “Eight? 
We’re leaving in the morning for a few days for Laney’s hanging, but tonight is okay.” Amy wrapped her 
arms more tightly around Laney and gave her a kiss on her neck, where the noose would be in a few 
days. Laney giggled in response.  

Melissa smiled. “That one I knew about. Eight is okay. I’ll see you then, Amy.” She gave Amy a little wave 
and backed out the door.  

Amy made a tiny shrug. “Funny she never asks Megan for help.”  
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Laney laughed. “Don’t be dense, Amy.”  

“What?”  

“You know she’s got a big crush on you, right?”  

Amy blinked. “On me? What makes you say that?”  

Linda groaned in exasperation. “You really are dense about this. Do you think she’s really having trouble 
with the moves? She was in those classes you and Megan did, and we’ve all seen her practice. You’ve 
seen how good she is. She just wants to be with you!”  

Amy frowned, looking down. “I just... can’t picture Miranda having a crush on somebody. She was so...”  

Laney interrupted her. “A, Melissa isn’t Miranda. And B... Amy, you really need to take Miranda off that 
pedestal and get face to face with her sometimes. Miranda was human! Years ago she was just a scared 
First Year girl, and probably had crushes on some older girls, and thought she could never be as good as 
them -- the same stuff we’ve all been through. I agree she was special. We all admired her. But she was 
a real girl, too! You met her when she was a graduate of the Academy, and you know now what that 
means, the kind of training she’d had. You’re expecting Melissa to be like that already. She can’t be. But 
I’ll bet anything she will be!”  

Amy sighed again. “Yeah, okay. It’s just... really confusing.” She rested her chin on Laney’s shoulder and 
rubbed her head against Laney’s.  

Linda suddenly bubbled over in laughter. “You think you’re confused now? Wait till I’m Zoey!”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy stood wide-eyed in the front entrance to the Academy, looking up and down along the street as 
she and Megan waited for Linda and Laney, seeing the outside world for the first time in over two years. 
Even the sunlight looked different, somehow, from what was available in the Academy’s inner 
courtyard, where the girls did their tanning and running. She took a deep breath. Yes, the air tasted 
different too.  

She squeezed Megan’s hand. “Seems weird, doesn’t it?”  

Megan shrugged. “It’s been here the whole time.”  

Amy laughed and kissed her. “I knew you’d say something like that.” She watched the limo pull up in the 
circular drive in front of the building, and looked behind her. “Where are they -- oh, here they are!” She 
grinned as Linda and Laney came running into the foyer, laughing, holding hands, each gripping an 
overnight bag in her free hand, as were Amy and Megan. Amy recognized the signs that Linda was 
bursting to tell her something. Amy gave her a look and said, “What?”  

“Tell you in the car! You ready?”  
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“We’ve been waiting for you.”  

“Oh, sorry. Laney was having a hard time getting out of the room.”  

Laney laughed. “Come on. I’ll never see it again.” She turned slowly, looking at the building. “And now I 
won’t see this again.”  

Linda giggled. “Parts of you will.” The sorority girls had promised that a few cuts of Laney’s meat would 
be returned to the Academy to be shared among the students.  

Laney took a deep breath. “I just can’t believe it. This is it, Lin! I’m going to my own hanging!”  

Anthony, their huge driver/bodyguard, stood silently by the limo doors, his hands in front of him. He had 
no doubt seen the same scene many times. He knew to be patient.  

At last Laney grabbed Linda’s hand again. “Let’s go! I can’t wait to see the gallows!” She nearly yanked 
Linda off her feet as she ran down the steps to the car. She and Linda threw their bags into the open 
trunk and piled into the first seat behind the driver, buckling their seat belts as Amy and Megan entered 
and settled into the seat behind them. Laney giggled and pointed ahead, saying, “Onward, Anthony!” as 
Anthony opened the driver’s-side door and sat down.  

Amy leaned over the back of the seat in front of her and slapped Linda on the shoulder. “Okay, give. I 
know you’ve got news.” She hadn’t seen Linda or Laney since last night. They’d wanted to spend one 
last night alone together in the Academy, though there still remained today and all of tomorrow before 
Laney was hanged the following day.  

Linda clasped her hands together, to stop them fluttering around as if they had minds of their own. 
“Well, the plastic surgeon came by last night...”  

Amy gave her a puzzled look. “At night...?” Then it sank in, and she gasped. “Oh!! And she says it’ll 
work?”  

Linda pumped her fists. “Yes! Yes! That was the last thing I was worried about! I know she thought my 
pic looked okay, but she had to see me in three dimensions to make sure. She said she can do it!! I’m 
sure she must have told Steff... Stefanie, by now. So now Stefanie will get the contractor working on the 
dungeon, and... It’s all going to happen, Amy!”  

Amy threw both her arms over the back of the seat and gave Linda as much of a hug as she could. Laney, 
who already had known the news but couldn’t help getting caught up in Linda’s excitement, pressed 
against her roommate and kissed her.  

Even Megan was staring at Linda in admiration. “So you know for sure how you’re going to hang. That is 
so great.” As soon as Amy let go, Megan gave Linda an awkward hug over the seatback.  

Amy wanted to know everything instantly, despite knowing she would be with Linda constantly over the 
next two days. “Did she say what she’ll have to do?”  
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Linda rolled her eyes. “Well, it’s going to be pretty elaborate. She’s going to give me a little bit bigger 
breasts, but of course mostly it’ll be my face. I need a little bit wider chin, and higher cheekbones, of 
course. And obviously, the nose.” Linda’s nose was not overly large, but was fairly straight, where Zoey’s 
was smaller with a gentle inward curve, a cute button nose. “Oh, she’ll make my lips a little fuller too, 
and make them kind of upcurve into dimples at the end. I mean, you know what Zoey looks like, but it’s 
funny thinking about all the things she’ll do to me. She’ll even do a little bit of electrolysis to give me 
Zoey’s hairline, but the Academy’s hairdresser will do the rest of that -- bleach all the color out of my 
hair, then give it the red, and cut it like Zoey does. And color my eyebrows, and my bush.” She giggled, 
then grimaced. “After the surgery I’ll need about four weeks to really recover. The dean says I can stay in 
the infirmary after I’m brought back to the school, post-surgery. Oh!” She giggled again. “Once my face 
is healed enough, then the doc will make the freckles.”  

Amy gaped at her, grinning. “She’s doing that too?”  

Linda nodded eagerly. “I guess I hadn’t thought much about how that part would get done, but as a 
plastic surgeon, she knows a lot about skin. In fact, she gave me a shot...” She absently rubbed her 
upper arm.  

Amy blinked. “A shot? For what?”  

“To get started lightening my skin tone. You know how pale Zoey’s skin is. Do I look any different?” She 
turned her head in various ways to give Amy a look.  

Amy frowned. “To be honest, no.”  

Linda laughed. “It’s okay. You wouldn’t see it yet. She’ll have to keep giving me treatments over the next 
few weeks for that, but she says gradually it’ll get lighter. All over, of course, not just my face. I mean, 
obviously Stefanie’s going to see me naked. Same with the freckles.”  

“How does she do the freckles?”  

“It’ll be kind of like tattooing, the way she described it. Well, I guess that is what it is. She’ll use a 
brownish food coloring, just under the skin, and it won’t affect the taste of my meat. That’s the part 
that’s going to take longest. Probably several days. She’s got to do hundreds of the little buggers. Mostly 
concentrated on my face and arms -- you know, people who are really freckled get them mostly in 
exposed areas -- but some of them everywhere else too.”  

Megan squinted at her, her jaw agape in amazement. “Does she... know what she’s doing it for? It must 
seem really weird to her. I mean, she can’t get requests like this very often.”  

“Well, you’d be surprised, according to her. But yeah, Stefanie told her the whole story. Same with the 
voice coach. They both think it’s really cool that she’s doing it this way.”  

Amy shook her head. “All those movies of Zoey we’ve been watching, and the bios... I’m getting to feel 
like I know her, and pretty soon you’ll be walking around looking and sounding like her!”  
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Linda bounced in her seat. “Isn’t it a trip? Oh!” She suddenly looked, for almost the first time during the 
ride, at the scenery outside the van. “We’re on campus already! Anthony, can we see the building yet 
from here?”  

Anthony’s deep voice rumbled, “According to the directions I got, it should be down that street.” He 
pointed.  

Linda suddenly looked serious. She held up her hands, looking over the seat at Amy and Megan. “Okay. I 
knew you’d ask about the surgery once I told you I’d seen the lady. And I wanted us to talk about it with 
Laney here. But that’s it, now. We’re here now, so no more talk about me, and my surgery, and my 
show, and Zoey... any of that.” She turned back to look at Laney, reaching out to take both of her hands. 
“From the time we get out of the car, it’s all about Laney. This is her time, what she’s been working 
towards all her life.” Her voice grew softer, yet somehow more intense. “Babe, you are going to have 
the best show ever. And we’ll do everything we need to do to make sure they always, always remember 
when they saw a real Hanging Girl.”  

Laney looked back at her roommate, her eyes suddenly moist. Her voice was a tremulous whisper. 
“Thank you for... Well, I’ve only got two days left with you, so I can’t possibly say all the things I want to 
thank you for.”  

Linda said in a progressively more husky voice, “Just watching them when they see you hang. That’s all I 
need.” She rubbed her eyes with her shoulder, not letting go of Laney’s hands.  

The girls felt the limo slowing, and looked out the window. A large residential structure with the capital 
letters Delta and Rho came into view, several girls standing in front of the huge front door. Linda saw 
them first, withdrew her hand and pointed excitedly. “Look, there’s Gina and the rest of them, out front 
waiting! We’re here!”  

Laney turned to look, her mouth open in an expression of awed delight, her fingers reaching up absently 
to brush the soft fabric of her choker. Turned as she was, Amy could clearly see the stitching on the 
front of the choker: “Laney -- Property of Delta Rho.” Amy smiled, knowing what Laney must be 
thinking.  

Moments later the limo had stopped in front of Delta Rho house, and Anthony was opening the door 
next to Amy. As Amy emerged, with Megan coming out behind her, she was suddenly overwhelmed by 
the memory of seeing another limo, in what felt like a previous lifetime, stopping at her own house, and 
Beth emerging from it, followed moments later by Miranda. And now I’m one of those Hanging Girls, she 
told herself wonderingly.  

She waited as Anthony opened the other door, and Linda pulled herself through the doorway and stood. 
The three of them, now, stood back respectfully as the star of the show, Laney, emerged and stood in 
the sunlight, swung her gaze slowly around the landscape of the campus, and at last faced the sorority 
house, with a smile brighter than the sunlight. She walked towards her welcoming committee, the other 
three girls trailing behind her, and gave each of the sorority girls a warm hug. She giggled. “I guess I’m in 
the right place.”  

Gina, as usual, spoke for the others. “We’ve got rooms ready for you, if you want to see those first.”  
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Laney nodded. “Sure. Oh, let us get our bags first. Then we’ll be right with you.”  

A minute later, Laney entered her final home, flanked by her closest friends. 
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CHAPTER 8 

Linda gestured at several of the Delta Rho girls. “...and then you guys swing around in front of Laney, 
close together, so you’re sort of a wall between Laney and the audience, while Emily ties her hands 
behind her...”  

Laney interrupted. “Can we try that now, sweetie? Em needs to practice that.”  

Amy looked around the empty auditorium, which would be used for Laney’s hanging. The rehearsal 
seemed to be going on forever. Laney liked the play, but the stage directions in some spots were very 
sketchy. They had spent all day working out details. The only thing that seemed to keep tempers from 
fraying had been Laney’s sunny excitement about every nuance of the performance.  

Linda looked at Laney’s sister. “Have you got that rope?”  

Emily looked startled. “Oh! Sorry, I forgot I had that with me.” She reached into her shoulder bag, of the 
sort most of the female students used for carrying books, and pulled out a length of silky rope in a coil. 
Laney, already standing with her back to Emily, held her arms away from her sides slightly to allow her 
sister to loop the rope around her waist.  

Linda frowned as she watched. “I’m thinking even if Emily gets really good with that, it’s going to take 
too long. Not just tying it, but having to slip it down under the waistband of your skirt and all that. 
Nothing else is happening while she’s doing that, and the audience isn’t seeing anything going on. It kind 
of takes all the momentum out of the pacing.”  

Amy propped one elbow on her other forearm and rested her chin on her balled fist, also frowning, 
deep in thought. “We can’t just tie her hands offstage?” All of the standard Hanging Girl scripts had the 
girl’s hands already tied behind her when she first entered.  

Laney shook her head. “There’s not really a good way to do that. I’m onstage when they decide to hang 
me. Taking me off and waiting until Em can tie my hands and then coming back just leaves a dead stage 
in the meantime.”  

The frowning silence that followed was broken by Megan saying, “What about pre-tying her?”  

Linda blinked. “What do you mean?”  

“Like this.” She walked behind Laney, as Emily backed away to give her room. Emily had already tied the 
rope around Laney’s waist, leaving one long end hanging down from the knot in front for a crotch rope. 
Megan fed the end down inside the skirt’s waistband, pulled it back between Laney’s legs, up through 
the back side of the waistband and the rope loop, and tied a small loop in the end of it. “She can have it 
like this the whole time, under her clothes, and nobody can see it. There’d be handcuffs tied here,” she 
indicated the loop she’d made in the end, “...and when the time comes, Emily can pull out the back of 
the blouse, and the handcuffs are right there, and it’ll just take a couple of seconds to lock Laney’s wrists 
in them.”  

Laney’s eyes lit up. “Yeah! That’d work!”  
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Amy asked, “So you’re okay with handcuffs holding your wrists instead of rope?”  

Laney laughed. “Sure! As long as I’ve got a crotch rope.”  

Linda objected, “The handcuffs would clink together all the way through the earlier scenes. People’d 
hear that.”  

Amy had caught Laney’s excitement. “Just tape the two halves to each other, then they won’t make 
noise. Use masking tape or something, and Emily can easily rip that and free up the cuffs.”  

Linda was nodding eagerly. “Okay, yeah.” She turned to Gina and quirked a little smile at her. “You’ve 
got handcuffs, don’t you? We didn’t bring any.”  

Gina gasped and goggled at her. “How did you...?”  

Amy choked back a laugh. The marks on Gina’s wrists were barely visible, but familiar. “Never try to 
keep personal secrets from a Hanging Girl.”  

Gina scratched at her cheek, trying to hide her blush. “In my room. I’ll go get them.” She took off 
towards the exit.  

Linda called after her, “Get tape too!”  

Laney was grinning. “After we get that fixed up, let’s take the whole thing from the top.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

THAT NIGHT  

Amy gave the half-asleep Linda one more kiss, and got up on her knees on the mattress she and Megan 
had dragged in from the adjacent room. On the room’s own bed, Laney and Megan had quieted some 
time ago, and now breathed softly in sleep. The moonlight entering from the room’s window gave 
Megan’s blonde hair a silvery glow.  

Amy gently tapped Megan’s head, Laney’s legs squeezing it on either side, and whispered, “My turn, 
sweetie.”  

Megan stirred and stretched, and gave Laney’s pussy one last kiss, as Laney rolled away from her and 
smiled up at Amy. Amy backed away politely as Megan crawled off the bed and down to the mattress 
below, to join Linda. She turned back to Laney, and crawled into bed next to her. Kissing her lightly, Amy 
asked, “Sixty-Nine?”  

Laney shook her head slightly. “Just did that with Megan. Let’s face each other, and see what happens.”  

Amy beamed at her. “Glad to.” She moved closer to Laney and put her arms around her, kissing her.  
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Behind and below Amy, she could hear the sounds of Megan and Linda snuggling together, shifting to 
get comfortable. Minutes later, they seemed to be asleep.  

Amy suddenly had to choke back a giggle, and whispered, “I guess things went well with Gina and 
Heather.” Laney had had her private sex sessions with each of them after dinner. She’d be doing Sharon 
and Lindsay tomorrow evening. “Gina came into the rec room after, looking kind of dazed and flushed.”  

Laney giggled, and whispered back. “She was really sweet. It’s funny, she’s so confident with the other 
girls, but in bed she was... I don’t know, kind of shy. At first, anyway. I got her warmed up pretty 
quickly.” She giggled again.  

Amy smiled. “I don’t think it’s shyness. They seem kind of in awe of us. You especially. You’re the star.”  

Laney nodded. “I went to a couple of hangings last year. That’s how everybody always is around Hanging 
Girls. You don’t get as much of a feeling for that at the Academy parties, because people there are used 
to being with us. But when you get with people who’ve never seen a Hanging Girl before... Well, you 
know how you felt with Miranda, right?”  

Amy took a deep breath. “Oh, definitely! But... so everybody’s feeling that way about us, now?” It was 
hard for her to get her mind around the concept of anyone seeing her the way she’d seen Miranda.  

Laney grinned. “You’re not even getting the full force. Wait till it’s your own hanging!”  

Amy shivered with the familiar sudden tingling, especially in her neck and between her legs, whenever 
her daydreams turned in that direction. “I think about it every day. I’d ask you how it feels, but I 
understand if you can’t put it in words.”  

Laney shrugged slightly. “You’re right, I really can’t. Just thinking how...” She paused, in thought. 
“Everything I’ve worked for in the last three years is coming down to this. But there’s more to it. Like 
I’m... floating above the clouds. It’s like... it’s like...”  

Amy grinned and put a finger across Laney’s lips. “Stop trying. You’ll blow a fuse or something. I’ll get 
there in another year, and then I’ll know. Right now, all I want...” She stopped and thought about how to 
say it. “We’ve made love so many times, they start to run together a little. I want this one to stand out. 
Our last time. I want to always, always remember it.”  

Laney sighed. “You are always so sweet.” She paused, and looked intently into Amy’s eyes. “I love you.”  

Amy was touched to see a small tear slip down Laney’s cheek onto the bed. Her throat tightened as she 
responded, “I love you.”  

She felt Laney’s arms tighten around her and pull their upper bodies tightly together, their breasts 
squashed against each other’s, felt Laney’s leg slide in between hers, Laney’s thigh rubbing her pussy... 
and Laney’s lips meeting hers, softly at first, then harder, more urgently, Laney’s tongue reaching into 
her mouth. And suddenly, all those previous times did come into sharp focus, the feel of Laney’s skin, 
her lips, their movements together, all of the feelings that had washed through her every time she and 
Laney had made love. They were all present with her now, all of them wonderful, all of them right, and 
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all of them bound together now in an unbreakable knot held together by this one last physical 
demonstration of their love for each other. Amy knew she would always remember this time, and all of 
the times.  

*   *   *   *   *  

THE NEXT EVENING  

Laney, her four owners, and her three fellow Hanging Girls had distributed themselves around Gina’s 
room, some on the bed, some on the floor, Amy and Megan together on the windowsill. Emily had gone 
home to her husband after the rehearsal had broken up. Rehearsals had gone well, and Laney had 
pronounced herself satisfied that she was ready for the show and her hanging. The talk had drifted to 
comparisons between the university and the Academy.  

The Delta Rho girls were shaking their heads in amazement. Heather said, “I just had no idea you guys 
took such hard classes. I guess I imagined you’d just practice hanging all the time.”  

Linda grinned. “Well, we do a lot of that, of course. You can’t learn it without doing it, but the classes tell 
us more about how our bodies work so we can do it the best way possible.”  

Laney, holding Linda’s hand as they sat together on the floor facing the bed, leaned towards Lindsay 
beside her. Her mouth up against Lindsay’s ear, Laney gently licked the girl’s earlobe and her neck just 
behind it, smiling when Lindsay suddenly closed her eyes and shivered violently. Laney whispered, “Let’s 
spend some time together. Can we go to your room?”  

Lindsay, suddenly speechless, her eyes wide, her face instantly flushed, breathing deeply, could only 
nod. Laney let go of Linda’s hand, gave Lindsay another gentle kiss on the ear, and took Lindsay’s hand 
while rising gracefully from the floor. Lindsay, her other hand held to her face in a futile attempt to hide 
her blush, looked at her sorority sisters. Gina and Heather, who had been with Laney the day before, 
grinned and nodded, choking back giggles. Laney led Lindsay out of the room, interlacing her fingers 
with Lindsay’s and looking at her as if Lindsay were her long-lost love.  

Gina and Heather looked at the door after it closed, sighing deeply. Sharon laughed. “Is she that good?”  

Gina grinned and shrugged. “You’ll find out.”  

Amy smiled. “See, that’s another thing we learn at the Academy.”  

In the silence following that, with Gina and Heather wrapped up in their memories, and Sharon with her 
anticipation, Megan suddenly asked, “Have you guys thought about what you’re going to do with her 
head?”  

Amy looked at her roommate, puzzled, but knew better than to ask what was on her mind. With Megan 
it was never long before you found out.  

Gina frowned in similar puzzlement. “We’ll keep it, of course.”  
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Megan nodded. “She belongs to you, of course, and you can do anything you want with her head, after 
you’ve eaten the rest of her. But what would you think of possibly giving her head to her sister?”  

Heather gave Megan an irritated look. “Why would we do that? We paid for her.”  

Megan held up both hands in a placating gesture. “I know, I know. I won’t argue with you. But there’s 
some things you maybe haven’t thought of.”  

Gina’s lower lip was thrust out, a little belligerently. “Such as?”  

Megan spoke softly, not in any way insistently, just thoughtfully. “Well, I mean, which one of you gets 
her? You’re seniors, and pretty soon you’ll leave here, go your separate ways in separate lives. Probably 
even in separate cities. Only one of you can have her at one time. Maybe you could ship her back and 
forth, but...”  

Megan brought Amy’s hand up into her lap and stroked it with her other, shifting slightly closer and 
rubbing her shoulder against Amy’s, as if emphasizing how close she felt to her roommate. “I can see 
you guys are all really good friends. But this could get to be a source of tension between you. Friends 
never expect to get in fights, but you know they do, and pretty often it’s over exactly this kind of thing. I 
know you’d never want that.  

“Look, I’m just saying, the four of you, after tomorrow, are going to have a memory you can share the 
rest of your lives. That memory will be special, and it will always bind you together. That’s what you 
want, right? Not something that could tear you apart.”  

Sharon looked at the other two uncertainly. “We still could... well, donate her to Delta Rho.” She looked 
back at Megan. “I’m sorry, Emily’s very nice and all that, but we’ve got a whole house full of sisters here, 
and they mean more to us than some stranger.”  

Megan nodded. “That’s fine too. I understand that feeling of closeness to all of the other girls in the 
sorority. We feel it for all our classmates. But...” She smiled. “Speaking of paying for Laney, you know, 
the other girls didn’t. You guys did. You’re already doing so much for them. I mean, what other sorority 
here has ever put on a Hanging Girl show? And in a few years they’re all going to graduate too. 
Everybody you know here is going to go off eventually and leave Laney behind. Pretty soon, it’ll all be 
strangers here.”  

Gina said hesitantly, “Still, even if we don’t know them, they’ll all be our sisters...”  

Megan smiled. “So you know how it is with sisters. Laney has a bunch of younger sisters. They’ve always 
looked up to her. Imagine how they’d feel, being able to see her head on the mantelpiece every day, 
inspiring them, reminding them how much she accomplished. And reminding them what she did for 
Delta Rho, and what Delta Rho did for them in return.” Megan’s eyes were aglow in a way Amy couldn’t 
remember seeing before. “And when they reach the age to come to the university, they’ll feel so much 
gratitude to Delta Rho. You want to leave Laney to your future Delta Rho sisters? That’s exactly what 
you’d be doing if you give her to her family.”  
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The three girls were silent for a time, then began exchanging looks among themselves again. Gina, 
looking back and forth for agreement and getting tiny nods, spoke for the rest. “We can check with 
Lindsay later, but if she says okay... Okay, we’ll go ahead and give Emily the head.” She looked back and 
forth again to make sure she hadn’t misinterpreted the nods. “Right?” The others nodded once more.  

Amy stared at Megan, and finally raised Megan’s hand and kissed it. She couldn’t think of anything to 
say.  

*   *   *   *   *  

DAWN  

Amy awoke, and smiled at feeling Megan pressed up against her as usual. She rubbed her eyes and 
stretched, feeling Megan begin to stir. Megan, her eyes still closed, tilted her head back slightly to reach 
Amy’s lips and kiss her. “Morning.”  

Amy returned her kiss and stroked her hair. “Morning, hon. Laney’s hanging day.” The show would start 
at one o’clock, about seven hours from now, to give plenty of time afterward to cook Laney for dinner.  

As Megan nodded and stretched, Amy went on, “First time anybody I’ve been really close to for years 
has been hanged.”  

Megan mumbled sleepily, “Be a lot of those pretty soon.”  

Amy nodded. “I know.” She dropped one hand down to Megan’s waist. “You thought about how you 
want to go?”  

Megan gave a tiny head shake, rubbing her eyes open. “Maybe something different, like Linda and 
Laney. See what comes up.”  

A thought came to Amy suddenly, out of nowhere, startling her with sudden understanding. “Your 
sister! That’s why you’re looking out for Emily so much, getting them to invite her to the hanging, and 
even give her Laney’s head. You’re thinking about your own sister, aren’t you?”  

Megan bit her lip. “I guess so.”  

Amy shook her head in wonder. “Honey, you never talk about her. Kathleen, right? She’d be... eleven 
now?”  

“Twelve. Birthday a couple of weeks ago.”  

Amy paused as another thought took her in another direction. “It wasn’t that you wanted Emily to have 
Laney’s head. You were talking about her younger sisters having it. That it would inspire them. Hon, are 
you hoping Kathleen would follow in your footsteps? Like you with your Aunt Serena?”  

Megan was silent a long time, so that Amy wondered whether she’d gone back to sleep. She finally 
spoke, her voice uncharacteristically husky. “I want her to live her own life. I found what makes me 
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happy. I want her to find out what makes her happy, and go do it.” A tear formed in the corner of her 
eye. “It’s not that I want her to be a Hanging Girl. I want her to want to be one. I want that to be the 
thing that would make her happy.”  

Amy wished Megan hadn’t kept something so important to her a secret for so long. She stroked Megan’s 
back. “Hon, when we go see your family next year, Kathleen can’t help being impressed with how 
dedicated you are, and how much this means to you, and how... complete it makes you. She’ll see. She’ll 
understand. I can’t imagine her not wanting to be a Hanging Girl after she sees how special the Academy 
is to both of us.”  

Megan managed a small smile. “I hope so.”  

The room was steadily brightening with sunlight. “Want to see if Linda and Laney are up yet?” Amy and 
Megan had both understood that their two friends would need privacy on their last night together. 
They’d ignored their separate room the night before, but had used it this time.  

Megan listened a moment. “I don’t think anybody’s up yet.”  

Amy nodded. “Saturday. I guess the sorority girls will all sleep late. But maybe Laney will want a walk 
around the campus while it’s really quiet.” She got up and gathered the parts of her uniform together 
and got dressed, while Megan was doing the same.  

Without making a sound, Amy eased open the door of their room. Nobody at all was stirring within 
earshot. The door opposite Amy’s and Megan’s room was the one Anthony was staying in. He had stood 
quietly in the back of the auditorium during their rehearsals, quietly taken meals in the dining room. He 
told them they didn’t need to worry about him, he’d brought some books he could read during the 
down times.  

Farther down the corridor on their own side was the door to Linda’s and Laney’s room. Amy started to 
knock, but decided she didn’t want to wake them unnecessarily. Instead she turned the doorknob, 
found it to be unlocked, and very gently pushed the door open.  

Linda and Laney, Amy saw, were indeed still asleep, holding each other, their legs tangled together. 
Linda was on the far side of the bed, and Amy saw Linda’s arm draped over Laney, her forearm seeming 
to hold tight against Laney’s back in spite of her sleep state, her other arm pinned underneath Laney, 
with the palm of her hand flattened against Laney’s buttock.  

Their heads faced each other on the pillow, and their mouths were pressed together, open, as they 
shared the breath that would later today be taken away from Laney forever.  

Amy could feel Megan’s chin on her shoulder as she looked in from behind Amy. Amy tried to nudge 
Megan to get her to step back, but found Megan was already retreating without being asked. Both of 
them backed away, and Amy closed the door.  

In their own room once more, Amy reached out for Megan and realized Megan’s arms were going 
around her already. They held each other a long time, gradually shedding the pieces of their uniforms as 
they curled up on the bed, wanting each other, needing each other.  



69 

 

CHAPTER 9 

Amy bent slightly facing Megan, her tongue stuck unconsciously out of the side of her mouth in 
concentration as she straightened out the ends of the scarf tied around the collar of Megan’s blouse. 
Around her, the other girls were milling around nervously backstage, listening to the sounds of the 
underclass girls and their guests taking seats, talking, laughing. Amy smiled at last, satisfied with 
Megan’s identifying display. “There.” One of the dangling rumpled corners of the scarf bore the seal of 
the Academy. The other said, in small, stitched script, “Slave Megan.” Laney had dispatched Anthony the 
day before to make a quick run back to the Academy with the scarves to get them personalized. With 
one exception, each of the senior sorority girls was wearing her own scarf, the letters “Delta” and “Rho” 
displayed on the corners, while Linda and Amy were wearing scarves marked similarly to Megan’s. Laney 
was dressed differently, in a form-fitting v-necked sweater in sky blue, with a yellow scarf tied around 
her bare neck -- the formal outfit of rival sorority Sigma Mu. The scarf nevertheless had “Slave Laney, 
Property of Delta Rho” stitched into its corners. Her short skirt was similar to those of the other girls.  

Megan smiled. “Nobody can read it out there anyway, hon.”  

Amy grinned and shrugged. “It’s not about people seeing it. It just makes me feel more legal.” She 
brushed her fingers across her own “Slave Amy” on the scarf she was wearing. By law, no slave was 
allowed to wear clothes in such a way that her slave collar was covered up, as the blouse and scarf did 
for Amy at present. Amy felt confident that at this private affair, nobody would care, but she agreed 
with Linda that the stitching on the scarves turned them into slave collars of sorts, just in case.  

The clothes felt odd in any case, but somehow exhilarating. Though Amy’s dark blue skirt was very short, 
her long-sleeved white blouse concealed most of her upper body, and Amy hadn’t been dressed to this 
extent in the last two years -- at Academy parties, certainly, all of the outfits were designed to be as 
revealing and sexy as possible, and indeed, while performing with Megan, or being hostess for 
whomever rented her at the auction afterwards, Amy spent most of her time at the parties naked. 
Tonight, Amy was dressed formally as a Delta Rho girl, in the same style Gina and the others had worn at 
the negotiating session at the Academy two weeks ago. It was indeed a kind of uniform, though the 
Delta Rho girls only wore it on special occasions. At official university events. To classes during Spirit 
Week. Or tonight.  

Dressing that way made Amy conscious of being a full participant in Laney’s hanging.  

Gina looked at her watch and said quietly, “Let’s get in our places in about ten minutes.” Around her, 
the other girls nodded.  

Laney, holding Linda’s hand, turned to Amy and smiled. She giggled. “I know what I’m missing! There 
ought to be the sound of an orchestra tuning up!”  

Amy laughed, trying to do it quietly. She looked at Laney’s face, amazed at the blaze of light that seemed 
to emanate from her. Miranda, she realized, had looked the same, but Amy had not had years of 
intimacy with Miranda, to be able to fully appreciate the joy Miranda had been radiating on that one 
culminating day of her life.  
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Laney let go of Linda for the moment so she could put her arms around Amy, pulling her tightly against 
her, rubbing her head against Amy’s. Amy could feel Laney’s energy flowing into her like an electric 
current. Just at the moment Amy felt fully charged, Laney released her and repeated the hug on Megan. 
Megan closed her eyes and held tight, and Amy could hear her whisper “I love you” in Laney’s ear. Amy 
blinked, not recalling Megan ever having said that to anyone but Amy before.  

Laney turned to the one person in the room she’d known longest of all. Emily, dressed like the others 
except for the absence of any insignia at all on her scarf, was standing with her husband Jason, holding 
his hand. Laney gave her a long hug, then backed away slightly and kissed her.  

Her arms still holding her sister loosely, Emily grinned at Laney, her eyes wide with wonder. “Laney... I... 
Well, being honest, I never really understood why you wanted... this life. But...” She looked around at 
everyone gathered, waiting to start the show, listened to the excitement building in the invisible 
audience. “I get it, now. I really do. I can’t really imagine how rewarding it feels, all this...” she gestured 
to indicate their surroundings, “...all for you, but I can see it in your face. You have what every woman 
should have, but it’s...” She shrugged. “...I don’t know, magnified a hundred times. And I am so proud of 
you. I know it was so much work to get here.”  

A tear appeared at the corner of Laney’s eye, and she absently brushed it away. “That really means a lot 
to me. I wish I could give some of my happiness to you somehow.”  

Emily laughed, a few tears of her own trickling down her cheek. “Oh, you have, Laney, really you have. 
And you too, Megan.” She turned to Megan. “I can’t say how special it is that you got me a chance to be 
here, and take Laney’s head home with me. You’re a very special person.”  

Megan, her face reddening, whispered, “Thank you.”  

Laney patted her sister’s hip. “What about you? What are your plans?”  

Emily’s eyes widened. “Oh! With everything going on, we didn’t even get a chance to talk about that! 
Well...” She reached to the side to take Jason’s hand again. “We’re trying to have a baby. We talked 
about giving it about three years, and if it doesn’t happen, Jason’s going to cook me up in a barbecue, 
with all our friends over.” She smiled and raised Jason’s hand, and rubbed her cheek against the back of 
it, then looked back at Laney. “Oh! And I was just thinking a minute ago -- I guess I’d assumed all along 
he’d just behead me, but...” She bit her lip, and smiled. “I was thinking maybe he could hang me, with 
everybody watching. I know it wouldn’t be anything like your show, I probably would barely last a 
minute, but just thinking about it...” She shivered suddenly. “It seems like it could really be a lot of fun!”  

Laney gaped at her. “That would be great! Oh, and there’s something you could do to get ready, if you 
really think you want to do it.” The glow in Laney’s eyes intensified even more. “I can’t tell you most of 
what I learned, even if there was time, but here’s something that’s public knowledge. Look in Widdell’s 
catalogue and order a neck trainer. That’s what it’s called. It’ll come with instructions. It’s just something 
you can use to build up your neck muscles. You’ll enjoy the hanging a lot more.”  

Emily hugged her again. “Thank you so much! I’ll do that.”  

Laney grinned at her, and said, “Show me one more time where you’re going to stab me.”  
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Emily rolled her eyes and smiled. “Okay. Right here.” She stiffened her index finger as if it were the knife 
and poked it against Laney’s chest, just below her rib cage.  

“Not straight in like that...”  

“I know, I know! Angle it up.”  

Laney nodded, then suddenly said, “Oh! You’ve brought the jar with preserving fluid, right?”  

Jason nodded. “It’s out in the car. Kind of heavy to lug it around.”  

Laney nodded. “Just be sure to get my head in there quick. And leave it in there for three days...”  

Jason smiled. “I know all that.”  

“Of course, sorry.” She gave Jason a hug, just as Gina said, “Okay, let’s get in our places, everybody.”  

Emily stood on her toes and kissed Jason. “Just wait here for me, honey.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy took a deep breath and closed her eyes as the curtain started rising. She caught Laney’s eye, and 
Laney grinned and gave her a quick thumbs up, then sat straight and still, waiting.  

There was a row of three seats in front of Amy, with three senior Delta Rho girls, Leah, Katey, and 
Hannah, sitting in them. Amy’s row of four consisted of herself at the left end, with Megan next to her, 
and two more sorority sisters beyond her, April and Kelsey. The seats were oriented facing partly 
towards the audience and partly towards center stage. Across a gap of six feet or so, a similar 
arrangement of seven seats faced her, again angled towards the center and the audience. Laney was in 
the center of the front row of that group, with Gina and Heather on either side of her. In the row of four 
seats behind her, Sharon and Lindsay sat in the middle, with Linda and Emily at opposite ends, their 
relationships with Laney having earned them seats on Laney’s side of the stage.  

Amy could see the audience now. It appeared to number about fifty. Most of them were Delta Rho girls, 
easily identified, even the few Amy hadn’t met, as they were all in their formal outfits. Several had 
brought girlfriends, and in a few cases boyfriends, from outside, though most Delta Rho girls had paired 
up within the sorority.  

Rather than taking any of the auditorium seats, all of them were standing just in front of the stage. Amy 
was familiar with the phenomenon -- guests at Academy Girl hangings usually tried to get as close to the 
action as they could.  

The murmur of conversations seemed to grow rather than quiet at the raising of the curtain. All of the 
audience members were too excited to stay still.  
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Amy now saw Gina, serving as director of the home-grown drama, give a little gesture with her hand 
that was out of sight of the audience, and a small head nod, signaling to Brenda, who entered the from 
left rear of the stage in a mincing walk.  

Brenda, the only one of the senior Delta Rho girls onstage not dressed as a sorority member, wore a 
nearly ankle-length charcoal-gray skirt and matching suit coat, the white blouse underneath buttoned 
primly all the way to the top. As she came forward, she had to sidestep the blanket-covered hanging 
platform near the back of the stage, which would have to be pushed forward later.  

As soon as Brenda came into view, the audience erupted into appreciative laughter -- they all instantly 
recognized her portrayal of a well-known and much loathed female faculty member, Dr. Loomis, who 
taught the university’s Women’s History course.  

Lindsay and Heather, in writing the script, had originally thought to have their Hanging Girl play the role 
of Miss Loomis, but had realized that, despite the renowned talents of Hanging Girls, they could not 
expect one to do a convincing impression of a particular teacher she had never seen. Brenda, on the 
other hand, had kept her sorority sisters in stitches for years with her imitations of various faculty 
members and administrators. Lindsay and Heather had arrived at the solution of having the Hanging Girl 
play a member of the hated Sigma Mu sorority.  

As Brenda reached the space between the seated girls on either side, and the audience quieted, she 
began, in a nasal voice with a trace of foghorn, “Now, students...” The audience broke into laughter 
again, several of them applauding.  

Brenda went on as the audience subsided, “Students, who can tell me the importance of Jeana Riley in 
the Women’s Rights Movement?”  

Several girls raised their hands in a bored manner. Only Laney did so eagerly, waving it excitedly. Brenda 
looked solemnly in that direction, but said, “Yes, Sharon?”  

Sharon responded with the answer everyone in the auditorium knew. “Ma’am, she was the first woman 
to attend high school.”  

Brenda nodded and frowned slightly, and said, in what Amy had been assured was a dead-on impression 
of Dr. Loomis, “But is that really the whole story of her importance?”  

The “students” all wore puzzled frowns -- all except Laney, who was again waving her hand frantically, as 
if competing for attention with a roomful of other waved hands, rather than being the only one. Brenda 
nodded to her. “Elaine?”  

“Ma’am, she attended high school by disguising herself as a boy, and that gave other women the idea of 
pretending to be men, to get jobs.”  

Brenda nodded and cracked a small Loomis smile. “Very good, Elaine. Now, did this work right away? 
Anyone?” She looked around.  
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In front of Amy, Leah had her hand raised listlessly. When Brenda called on her, she said, “Yes, ma’am, 
men could see that women could do the jobs just as well as men could.”  

Laney almost seemed to wrench her shoulder out of its socket with a renewed burst of handwaving. 
Brenda turned to her. “Elaine?”  

Eagerly, Laney said, “Oh, that’s not really true, ma’am. At the beginning, any woman found 
impersonating a man was executed and eaten immediately. They even passed the Gender Identification 
Law to try to discourage women from trying to get jobs.”  

Brenda nodded again. “Was the eventual success of women in the workplace a result of persistence?”  

April raised her hand and was called on. “Yes, ma’am. Community organizers started spreading the idea 
of waiting until men stopped doing gender checks for hiring, and then they’d try it again. So over a 
period of years, it was... almost like a game.”  

The “students” murmured in assent, with nodding heads. Once more Laney raised her hand. Brenda 
called on her, and Laney said, “There was really more to it, ma’am. Some heads of major corporations 
decided that they could hire women more cheaply and make more money, because women worked just 
as well as men, like Leah said. I think most women today don’t even realize that women used to be paid 
less than men. Anyway, that was what finally made it work.”  

Brenda beamed at Laney. “That’s very good, Elaine. Now, I think all of the rest of you should be doing 
your reading more closely. You have learned many of the surface facts, but with the exception of Elaine, 
you have not really dug deeply enough. Since the final exam is coming next Friday, I expect all of you to 
explore the subject more seriously.” She looked sternly to both sides, and said, “Class is dismissed,” 
before turning and leaving the stage.  

The curtain fell, long enough to drag the chairs away to the sides of the stage and push two beds in from 
the wings. Amy and Megan, and five of the senior girls who had played students, did most of the 
moving, since the next scene involved only Laney’s four owners, along with Linda and Emily. The six of 
them now draped themselves in elaborate poses of relaxation on the two beds. Amy watched from the 
wings, her hand resting on Laney’s left shoulder, absorbing more energy from Laney, Megan similarly 
resting her hand on Laney’s other shoulder, as the curtain was raised again.  

As soon as the audience had had time enough to take in the scene, Heather, on her stomach, raised 
herself on her elbows, her face a mask of gloom. “What are we going to do now? We’re barely passing 
Women’s History as it is. If we don’t make it, they’ll keep us out of extracurricular activities.”  

Sharon, in the same mood, added, “And take away our scholarships!”  

Gina wailed, “We won’t even be able to stay in school!”  

Lindsay moaned, “It’s that damned grading scale that old bat uses for the class! Basing everything on the 
highest score. I’ve talked to girls in last year’s class. There’s been times when a 70 average got you an A 
in the class, because nobody scored any higher than that. She figures it just means her tests were really 
hard. But that damned Elaine! She hasn’t scored below 95 yet!”  
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Sharon sighed theatrically. “I can just hear the professor now. ‘You could do as well as Elaine if you put 
your mind to it!’” Sharon’s imitation of Dr. Loomis was only a near approximation of Brenda’s. “We are 
putting our minds to it. It’s just not fair Elaine ended up in our class!”  

Heather groaned. “We’ve just got to start studying.” She listlessly reached to the side and picked up her 
book.  

Gina wondered, “Where do we even start?”  

Lindsay answered, “Well, there’s sure to be stuff on Gertrude Hollis on the test. There’s a whole chapter 
on her.”  

Sharon shook her head. “That’s too easy. Every woman knows about her. We’ve been reciting that since 
first grade. ‘When we women give our lives...’ We need to study the more obscure stuff.”  

Gina suddenly sat upright and shouted. “I’ve got it!”  

The other five girls responded eagerly, “What?”  

“I know how we can pass!” Gina looked around. “We just need to get Elaine to...” she paused. “...help 
us.” She giggled.  

The others gathered in a huddle around her and, as she whispered in their ears, they nodded eagerly, 
and the curtain came down again.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy resisted the need to put her arms around Laney one last time. Their goodbyes were done, they had 
said everything to each other that needed to be said. All she could have done now was distract Laney’s 
focus. As Laney walked to her spot on the stage, Amy sighed and said “I love you” under her breath, too 
softly for Laney to hear. It was something she only needed to say for herself. She picked up her sponge 
and took up her own position with Megan.  

In front of her, Linda had pushed the hanging platform to the front of the stage, lining it up carefully 
with the lines of masking tape on the floor. She looked up to the catwalk above, where Stacia, a junior in 
the sorority, holding the loop of the noose in her hand, nodded that she was ready. Emily, after pulling 
in the table with drink glasses and helping hand them out, gave her sister a quick peck on the cheek, but 
aside from that was as unwilling as Amy was to do anything that would have interrupted Laney’s 
concentration to any greater extent.  

The curtain was raised.  

All fifteen girls were on the stage now, arranged similarly to the way they had been in the opening 
scene, but standing. Brenda had changed out of her severe-looking Dr. Loomis outfit and now wore the 
Delta Rho “uniform,” and occupied the spot between Gina and Heather, where Laney had been in the 
first scene. Laney herself stood between the two groups of girls, all of them facing her. They all stood 
with drinks in their hands. A haphazard scattering of tables and lamps gave the impression of the 
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sorority common room -- the hanging platform played the role of one of the tables. It was clear to the 
audience that a Delta Rho party was in progress, Laney being the lone cast member dressed as a Sigma 
Mu.  

Laney raised her glass and pretended to drink from it -- she’d ingested her last food and drink hours ago, 
and at this point didn’t want any foreign substances coating her throat and possibly interfering with 
breathing. She beamed at the surrounding girls. “It’s so nice of you guys to invite me to the party!”  

Lindsay said, “We just thought we should get to know you better, Elaine.”  

“Oh, call me Laney, please. All my friends do. Does this mean we can be friends? I didn’t think you really 
liked me.”  

Gina took a sip of her drink, not needing to pretend. “Well, we’re all in the same boat, you’d have to say. 
I mean, we’re all working to get through that class. Maybe somehow we can all help each other, Laney.”  

Laney nodded eagerly. “It’s so great you feel that way! I mean, we may be from different sororities, but 
we’re all women. We should always help each other any way we can.”  

Heather responded, “That’s right! It’s like what Gertrude Hollis said three hundred years ago. ‘We... 
when we...’”  She frowned. “How did that go again?”  

Laney looked at her in open-mouthed surprise. “But every woman knows that credo! ‘When we women 
give our lives to help others live better, our lives are not lost at all. They are our gift to those around 
us.’”  

All around her the girls nodded. Sharon said, “That is so true. And you’d be willing to give your life to 
help others, right?”  

“Oh, of course! Wouldn’t you? I mean... that’s what women do!” She looked at Lindsay, puzzled. 
“What’s with the phone?”  

Lindsay was holding her cell phone up, open. “Oh, just needed to make sure we had that on video.” 
Ironically, capturing video of the scene on a cell phone was something neither she nor anyone else in the 
room could do at present. Anthony, in the wings, stood beside a device that broadcast an electrical 
signal that scrambled all communication devices in the immediate area. The day was long past when the 
Academy could simply enforce, by physical means, the prohibition of recording a hanging. 
Countermeasures of a higher order were needed these days.  

Laney shook her head. “Why do you need to record this?”  

The group surrounding Laney shouted, “So we can do this!”  

As rehearsed, they crowded together now in front of Laney. Unseen by the audience, Emily jerked the 
back of Laney’s sweater out of her waistband. Laney was already holding her wrists behind her, and 
Emily, her own hands shaking, tore away the tape on the handcuffs, fumbled her sister’s wrists into 
them and snapped the metal bands closed. As Laney shouted from behind the wall of girls, “Wait! Stop! 
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What are you doing?” she kicked her shoes off. Amy and Megan knelt on either side of her and quickly 
began rubbing her legs with the cooking-oil-soaked sponges they had brought onstage with them. From 
the hem of Laney’s skirt up to her neck, her skin was already oiled, all of it covered by her clothing, but it 
seemed better to wait until the last possible moment to do her bare legs.  

From the front of the knot of girls, Linda turned and jumped onto the hanging platform. Above her, 
Stacia let go of the noose, and Linda reached up and caught it with one hand.  

The group in front of Laney moved to the sides now, and helped those pushing her from behind as she 
was shoved towards the platform, still protesting, and lifted onto it.  

With barely enough room for them, Gina and Sharon hopped onto the platform beside Laney while 
Linda was dropping the noose over her roommate’s head, positioning it, and tightening it. Both of them 
grabbed a fistful of Laney’s sweater and gave it a yank. The sweater, held together by a minimal number 
of widely separated stitches in the side seams and arms, came apart easily. Gina then ripped off the 
Sigma Mu scarf, while Lindsay and Heather, standing below the platform, pulled at Laney’s skirt, equally 
flimsily secured by a few stitches on either side, and tore it away. Laney had been wearing nothing else. 
Gina, Sharon, and Linda jumped down, as a new spotlight came on to shine directly on Laney -- alone on 
the platform, facing the audience, naked, without even her slave choker, with only an all but invisible 
band of wire around her neck that monitored her heartbeat, her hands helplessly cuffed behind her, 
held standing upright above all the others by the noose, her oiled skin gleaming in the sudden brightness 
of the spotlight.  

Amy was familiar with the audience reaction, which was always punctuated by loud gasps at this point. 
Even to the girls onstage, prepared for the sight, the sudden eroticism of the visual image was 
overwhelming. For a moment, none of them could breathe.  

All of the girls moved forward on the stage, to the sides of the platform rather than in front of it, 
avoiding blocking the view, and sat on the floor. Once more, there were seven girls on each side -- three 
girls in front on each side, the other four on each side behind them. The six in front were Linda, Emily, 
and Laney’s four owners.  

Laney, squirming to try to release her wrists and looking up as though to judge how securely the rope 
was held from above, at last looked down again. She moaned forlornly, “Why are you going to hang 
me?”  

Heather said straightforwardly, “We really need to pass Women’s History, and this is how you can help 
us do that.”  

“But... but... but...”  

Sharon insisted, “That’s exactly the kind of thing you just said you wanted to die for, isn’t it? Your death 
helping others? We’ve got that on video, so this is all legal.”  

“But... but...” At last she wailed, “I want to die with my friends and family!”  

All the girls cried out in unison, “We’re your sisters!”  
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Gina explained, “We are so grateful to you for doing this, that we’ve voted to make you a member!” 
Grinning, she hopped onto the platform, pulled a red scarf from the small pocket in her skirt, and tied it 
around Laney’s collarless neck below the noose, as Laney gaped at her, seeming barely to comprehend.  

As Gina jumped down, Laney at last managed to gasp, her eyes wide, “You mean... I’m in??”  

Together, the girls shouted, “YES!!”  

Laney moved her mouth, seemingly speechless, and finally said breathlessly, “I... I always wanted... but 
in Rush Week, freshman year... they didn’t... I couldn’t... I had to settle for Sigma Mu... But I...” She 
stopped. “Do just one thing for me, Okay?”  

Lindsay asked, “What’s that?”  

Awkwardly with her hands bound behind her, Laney bounced on the balls of her feet in excitement, her 
breasts jiggling. “Tell my family I died a Delta Rho!!!”  

The audience, in which giggles had been building over the last few minutes, suddenly burst into laughter 
and loud applause, punctuated by shouts of “YEAH!” and “DELTA RHO! DELTA RHO!”  

After a minute, Gina waved her arms for quiet -- even the cast members were joining in the shouting -- 
and the noise gradually subsided. Picking up from the last line, Lindsay held up her phone again. “Tell 
them yourself. I’ll record it for you.”  

Beaming into the phone’s camera, Laney said, “Daddy? Lara, Cindy, Marianne, Elle, Darla, Emily...” Laney 
named her real life sisters, including the one sitting right in front of her, “I’m giving it all for Delta Rho! I 
got in!! All of you be good, and remember me, and be Delta Rhos when you grow up!” The audience, 
which had been trading audible background murmurs, broke into applause and laughs again.  

Amy wished Laney’s younger sisters could actually see that last speech, but not even a Hanging Girl 
could violate the rule against recording any part of a hanging. Laney would have to rely on Emily’s 
powers of description. At least, thanks to Megan, they would have her head.  

The audience quieted of its own accord, as everyone knew the moment was here.  

Heather looked up at Laney and asked the question so rarely put to Hanging Girls, but appropriate in this 
case: “Are you ready?”  

Laney nodded eagerly, and shouted, “For Delta Rho!”  

As the audience moved in still closer to the stage, Linda, Emily, Gina, Sharon, Lindsay, and Heather all 
leaned forward and each put a hand on the lever, on the side of the platform behind Laney. As planned, 
they waited, holding the lever, about ten seconds, to allow Laney to steady her breathing -- she seemed 
to be the only one in the auditorium who was breathing. Directly behind Linda, Amy felt her heart 
pounding, and was not aware of her fists being clenched and softly pounding her thigh in excitement. 
She kept her eyes glued to Laney’s face, her inner voice asking the familiar question How will it feel 
when I do it? How will it feel? How will it feel? The only answer she could read in Laney’s face was that 
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intensified glow that seemed to go far beyond what the spotlight could account for. She could see that 
Laney’s eyes were sweeping back and forth across the audience in front of her. They were the core of 
what hanging meant to any Academy Girl. It was for them that she had trained so intensely for three 
years, so that she could give them this one memorable performance.  

At last Amy heard Gina mutter softly under her breath, “One, two, three.” On three, all six girls, either 
pulling it toward them or pushing it away, depending on their positions, threw the lever.  

Amy had been unable to tear her gaze away from Laney to keep track of what the audience was doing, 
but as the platform began sinking she could hear at least two soft feminine moans, and realized some 
audience members had already begun masturbating at this early point. And several quiet gasps echoed 
Laney’s soft choking sound as her toes lost contact with the descending platform and her body was held 
aloft by the rope around her neck.  

Laney, in spite of training for more than a year before she’d even met Megan, had been an apt student 
of Megan’s new choreography of hanging. After allowing herself about thirty seconds to settle into the 
routine of hanging, she began, for lack of any better way to describe it, making love to the audience.  

For a few minutes, Laney did the Megan-type hip thrusts and leg wraps while turning very slowly, facing 
one side of the audience and then the other. From all around, Amy could hear rasping, rapid breaths, 
occasionally tightening into moans of arousal. About once each minute, Laney straightened and 
stretched desperately downward for support, her body rigidly quivering as if she were trying to make it 
several needed inches longer -- she’d also been a good student of Shawna, who still did that move 
better than anyone but Megan.  

Laney turned farther left, now, and directly faced the girls onstage below her, giving a perfect frontal 
view to Gina, Sharon, and Emily. Amy watched Laney’s straining arms and back muscles for a moment 
and then looked at Emily. Amy couldn’t suppress a smile at seeing Emily’s degree of fascination -- the girl 
was staring unblinkingly, slack-jawed, at her hanging sister. Emily, like probably everyone else here other 
than Amy and the other Academy girls, had never seen a Hanging Girl in performance before, and no 
mere speculation beforehand about what such a performance might consist of could prepare her for 
seeing this talent in the sister she had known all her life. Like siblings almost anywhere, Emily had 
probably grown up thinking of the younger Laney as an inferior version of herself. That Laney was 
capable of developing such abilities, and eliciting such an explosion of arousal in all of the people 
watching her, no doubt left Emily awash in an awe she had never felt for her little sister before.  

Her body writhing, her legs pedaling, Laney turned herself still farther to present her back to the 
audience for a moment, then rotated back the other way, gradually coming to face Amy’s side of the 
platform. Nominally, she was now performing for Heather and Lindsay -- but Amy could see that, in fact, 
she wasn’t really. The only person Laney was looking at was Linda, and she was now dancing for Linda 
alone. The thrusting of her hips was slower, more intense, more sincere, as she projected her love to 
Linda one last time. Automatically Amy reached forward and put her hand on Linda’s shoulder, and saw 
that Megan was doing the same on the other side. There was no sign that Linda was aware of either 
touch. All of her being was focused on Laney.  

As Laney rotated to face the audience again, Amy could tell Laney was tiring. She discarded the Megan-
kicks for more standard random kicking, though she continued to work in Shawna-stretches periodically. 
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At last the crotch rope came into play, and the audience could see she was working for her own pleasure 
now.  

Unexpectedly -- Amy hadn’t thought she would have this much strength in reserve -- Laney rotated 
herself again, facing Linda once more as she masturbated on the crotch rope. Behind her, Gina, Sharon, 
and Emily arguably had the best view -- they could watch Laney’s hands pulling rhythmically on the rope 
as she rocked her hips to accentuate the friction of the rope -- though the frontal sight of her was very 
arresting too. But once more, Laney’s world now consisted of no one but Linda, and she clearly wanted 
to dedicate this last act of passion to her roommate.  

Amy could see the signs of oncoming orgasm, and thought consciously that she should do something to 
encourage one of her own -- then nearly laughed to realize that her hand had taken on the task long 
before her head was aware of it, and that she was already furiously rubbing herself between her legs. 
The panties under her skirt were soaked completely through. She hadn’t known any of that. Around her, 
all of the girls were doing the same, and tensely trying to hold off their climaxes just a little longer. 
Including Emily.  

Laney suddenly stiffened and shimmied from head to toe. Unable to give voice to the explosion inside 
her, she quaked, her eyes screwed shut for the first time, her mouth open wide. Others in the room 
weren’t able to be silent, and Amy could hear the wide variety of yelps that accompanied orgasms 
before finally giving in to her own, letting it wash over her as it expelled all the breath from her, leaving 
her gasping and shaking. Even after all the hangings she had seen, each one still affected her intensely, 
though rarely to the same extreme as this one.  

In the relative silence that followed, Amy heard the awestruck whisper one of the few men in the 
audience: “I think she just came!”, followed by an exasperated whispered response from his girlfriend: 
“Duh!”  

Laney had nothing left to give, now. Her legs quivered in small jerks as she swung slightly in pendulum 
fashion. She was still for a moment, then kicked twice with her right leg, and hung motionless again.  

Amy clapped her left hand against her sticky right, and applause almost instantly swept through the 
audience. As far as Amy knew, Laney could still hear it, and she didn’t want to let the opportunity escape 
to convey to Laney how deeply the crowd appreciated her performance.  

In front of Amy, Linda held the heart monitor. Amy could see her looking down at it intently, as Laney’s 
bladder voided itself onto the platform below. At last Linda looked up, and Amy knew that Laney was 
gone. Amy sighed, thrilled that her friend could have such a perfect show. Linda, in fact, showed no 
inclination just yet to move the play into its final act -- some people were still clapping, and there was a 
lot of murmuring expressing appreciation for what everyone had just seen.  

The audience quieted at last, and seemed unsure what to do, not knowing whether the play was over 
and whether they should be leaving.  

Linda, finally, nodded to the girls beside her and across from her, and at a hand signal from Gina the six 
principal cast members jumped to their feet as the other seven, including Amy, scooted back. Lindsay 
started it off, exclaiming exuberantly, “We’re going to make it through the class!”  
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Heather shouted, “Yes!” then looked at the dangling Laney uncertainly. “Are we sure she’s really dead?”  

This was the cue for Emily’s big moment. She gave an exaggerated shrug and said, “One way to find 
out!” At that, she pulled a knife out of a pocket in her skirt, custom-made for this purpose, reached out 
to steady Laney, whose twisting, swinging motion had nearly but not completely subsided, and plunged 
the knife into Laney’s stomach, just below her ribs.  

The cascade of blood plunging from the wound told Amy that Emily managed it exactly the way Laney 
had specified. In most hangings Amy had seen, there was rarely as much blood as one would expect, 
with no functioning internal pump to propel it, but Laney had wanted a more dramatic display, and now 
had it -- Emily had sliced through the bottom of Laney’s heart, and a major part of Laney’s blood supply 
came spilling out. A significant amount splashed onto Emily’s shoes, which she would no doubt keep as a 
memento, after passing Laney’s head along to her father so the younger sisters could have it at home.  

In a circle around Laney, the other five girls, including Linda, now pulled out knives of their own and 
thrust them into Laney, sending her into a renewed swinging motion. They all pumped their fists over 
their heads and shouted in unison, “Delta Rho!!” The audience echoed the cry, and broke into applause 
again.  

In indication of the true end of the show, the six girls around Laney backed away on the stage, as the 
other seven, including Amy, came together in front and bowed to the audience, and the audience 
responded with loud applause. The seven of them trotted off to the wings on either side, and the first 
six came forward, holding hands in two groups of three, for their bows. Linda and Emily backed away to 
make the four sorority sisters who had made the show possible the focus of attention, and the applause 
grew louder, punctuated with shouts of “That was great, Gina!”, “Thanks, Lindsay!” and similar 
sentiments.  

At last, the four sorority sisters left, and Linda stepped up again, to gesture with her arm at the true star 
of the show. She retreated then to the wings so that the audience could applaud Laney, still swinging 
slightly, now a life-sized pincushion for a half-dozen knives. And they did, with cheers mixed in, which 
now certainly Laney could no longer hear. That didn’t matter. Laney had known, at the end, how well 
things had gone.  

The curtain, finally, came down.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy stood with Emily and Megan, watching as Linda carefully lowered her end of the wheeled cart 
down from the curb to the level of the parking lot. Emily’s husband Jason, at the other end of the cart, 
did the same.  

Anthony stood at a discreet distance, his hand in his pocket, on guard against the potential theft of the 
Academy’s slaves.  

The cart, borrowed from Delta Rho, held the jar of preserving fluid, Laney’s head floating peacefully in it, 
a small smile on her face.  
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Emily, after watching to make sure nothing happened to the jar, turned back to Amy, and asked her in a 
voice of wonder, “Is it always like this?”  

Amy grinned. “It’s always a little different, but as far as how people react to the shows, yeah, it’s pretty 
much like this.”  

Emily’s eyes were wide. “Jason says she kicked for twenty-four minutes!”  

Amy nodded. “We always hope for about twenty to twenty-five.” She looked at Emily seriously. “I do 
want you to know Laney was one of the very best. This was the kind of show all of us dream about. You 
know fewer than half of the girls who enter wind up graduating, right?”  

Emily nodded. “I remember Laney said that before she went. She was so excited about just getting in, 
but she was so adamant that she’d be one of the ones who made it through.” Emily smiled. “She always 
worked so hard for what she wanted. I knew she’d do it.”  

Amy giggled. “Yeah, that’s Laney.” Her nostrils flared as the aroma of Laney’s meat cooking drifted in 
from the sorority’s courtyard. “You sure you don’t want to stay for the picnic?”  

Emily sighed and looked towards the Delta Rho house, then squatted down and stroked the side of the 
ice chest she had set down at her feet for the moment. “I’ll be eating Laney tonight, but I want it to be a 
family thing. These girls...” She swept her arm towards the sorority. “They have been so sweet, and I 
can’t believe what they’ve done for me. Making me part of the play, letting me have Laney’s head... and 
now I’ve got this big slice from Laney’s butt and thigh. And her heart!” She goggled at Amy. “Amy, they 
gave me her heart! But I want to be there to share her with my family. I’d love to eat Laney with these 
girls, but I can just manage one big meal tonight, and I want it to be with Daddy and my sisters. Her 
sisters.”  

Amy smiled, and reached out to rub Emily’s arm. “That makes perfect sense to me.”  

At the car, Linda and Jason had maneuvered the jar into the back seat of the car, and Linda locked the 
seat belt around it as Jason rolled the cart back to the sorority house. Emily would be riding with the jar 
in the back seat, to make sure it travelled safely. Linda squatted now beside the open door of the car, 
leaned forward and kissed the side of the jar and rubbed her cheek against it. Amy could hear her say, 
“Bye, hon. You were fantastic today! I’ll love you always.” She kissed the jar once more, then stood.  

Emily gave Linda a tight hug. “Thank you for being a sister for Laney when I couldn’t be there.”  

Linda returned the squeeze. “Thank you for having such a great sister.”  

Emily turned to hug Amy as well, and then gave an especially warm one to Megan. “Thank you again, for 
everything you did.” Megan smiled and said nothing.  

Minutes later, Linda stood between Amy and Megan, all of them waving as the car rolled out of sight.  

Linda sighed, then grinned. “Let’s go eat some of our best friend.” She took both of their hands and led 
them trotting back to Delta Rho house, followed by a relieved-looking Anthony.  
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CHAPTER 10 

Becky was one of the first to arrive at the caf for the party, grabbing a slice of pizza and a soft drink cup 
before rushing over to Linda as quickly as her encumbrances allowed her. Her eyes glowed with 
excitement. “So when did this happen?”  

Linda gave her a hug and a smile. “A few weeks ago.”  

“What?? You got sold a few weeks ago and never said anything? Did Laney know?”  

Linda grinned and rolled her eyes. “Of course Laney knew about it. Look, I’ll explain everything when 
everybody’s here.” She looked up as Becky’s roommate Cheryl came over. “Hey! Don’t ask yet, okay? I’m 
waiting till everybody gets here.”  

Within about fifteen minutes, all of the graduates had arrived. Linda waved to Amy and pointed to the 
door, which Amy closed, after putting out the sign reading “Privacy, Please!” which signaled to any other 
girls approaching the cafeteria that someone had permission to host a few close friends for a small 
party.  

Abby raised her eyebrows as Amy closed the door, and shot Linda a puzzled look. She gestured at Amy 
and Megan, and asked, “Why’s it only graduates here, except them?”  

“Because...” She shrugged and smiled. “I know you all know enough about me that you won’t be 
offended, but with Laney gone, there’s nobody closer to me than Amy and Megan are. And because 
they can help explain if any of this seems... weird.”  

Cheryl blinked. “Ummm... it’s starting to seem weird already, if you want the truth.”  

Linda laughed. “Just wait. Anyway, what I’m about to tell you, please don’t pass it on yet to anybody 
outside this room, but that’s not because I’m going to keep it a secret. I just want to tell everybody 
myself, and it’d be a little overwhelming for me if the entire student body came in here all at once...”  

Marcie held her arms out. “Linda, what the hell’s going on?”  

“Okay.” Linda sighed heavily. “Well, I’m going to the hospital in a couple of days.” Amy heard a few quick 
intakes of breath. “And when I come back, I’ll look kind of... different. I’m having... well, basically, it’s 
facial reconstruction surgery.”  

Jaws dropped all around the room. Amy watched closely for the delayed reaction she was expecting, 
and sure enough, within seconds, several girls suddenly gasped and said, “Oh!!!” All of the graduates 
were familiar with Steffi Bloom’s folder, and given enough time, probably all of them would have figured 
it out on their own, but Becky saved them the trouble, blurting out in astonishment, “You’re going to 
look like Zoey Hillcrest!!” The rest of the girls who hadn’t gasped yet did so.  

Linda waved her arms for quiet. “Okay, we don’t have a lot of time. You know we can only keep 
everybody out of here for an hour, and I want to spend part of it actually having a party...”  
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Julie interrupted. “And this was really okay with Laney?”  

Linda nodded and smiled. “Telling all of you like this was her idea. I’d actually wanted to spend the few 
weeks after I came back pretending I really was Zoey. Laney convinced me that would never work, 
because A, you’ve known me for years, and B...” She laughed. “You’re all Hanging Girls, so you’d see 
through it in a second.”  

Cheryl said, “Not to mention we’d probably see Zoey in some entertainment news bit on TV in the 
meantime.”  

“Well, yeah, that too. Anyway, I really do want your help. Laney said she was sure you’d understand 
this...” Linda waited as the murmurs grew in the background around the room. Amy and Megan both 
gestured for quiet.  

As the murmurs died down, Linda went on, speaking quietly to keep the background noise from rising 
again, “This is really important to me -- I need you to help me be the best Zoey I can be.” She started 
ticking off points on her fingers. “First of all, I’m not going to be Linda anymore. I want all of you to call 
me Zoey...”  

She raised her hands in a renewed plea for quiet, but the whispering continued until Megan said, “She 
can bring this off if we all help her.” That, together with Linda seeming more serious than any of the girls 
had ever seen her, brought the noise level back down again.  

Linda went on to the next finger. “Second, I hope you will all try to treat me as Zoey. Act as if I really was 
her. It’s not that anybody here is going to be fooled. Everybody will know what’s going on. But I need to 
get in that frame of mind.”  

Amy was starting to notice nods around the room. This was becoming a matter of a Hanging Girl 
bringing honor to her profession.  

Linda seemed to relax visibly. The hard part was over. “Third...” She switched suddenly to her Zoey 
voice, “I’m going to be talking like this.” A renewed round of gasps circled the room. Linda’s vocal 
impression of Zoey was getting uncanny. Linda waited for quiet once more, and continued in that same 
voice, “If any of you catch me sounding like Linda, punch my arm or do something that really gets my 
attention. I want to get to where this is my normal voice.”  

Somehow, the room had gone dead silent. Everyone was watching with wide eyes.  

Linda went on, still in Zoey’s voice, “Fourth, I want you to test me. Ask me personal questions. Anything 
you think I should remember, try it out on me. A movie I’ve made, some memory from my earlier life...”  

Even Amy’s jaw dropped now. It wasn’t that Linda had seamlessly drifted into using the first person for 
Zoey. It was that it seemed so natural. Without yet looking like the actress, somehow, at this moment, 
she was Zoey.  

“If you catch me on something, if you know something I say isn’t accurate, I need you to give me a 
reference. Tell me where you saw it in a magazine, or online, or wherever, so I can study it.” She put on 
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her serious face again. “Please, really. I know you’ll want to joke around, but please don’t make stuff up 
and pretend it’s something I should know. Something that seems like harmless fun could end up 
confusing me and hurting my performance later.”  

Linda smiled, and went on in her own voice, “Okay, that’s what I wanted to say. Let’s party!”  

Anita broke in, before the oncoming noise could drown her out, “Can we all punch you for sounding like 
Linda?”  

Everyone broke into laughter, including Linda, who waved her arms in a defensive gesture. “No, no, that 
hasn’t started yet. After I come back.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

TWO NIGHTS LATER  

Amy whispered to Linda, “No Zoey tonight, okay hon? I want one last night with Linda.” Linda sprawled 
full-length on both Amy and Megan as they lay side by side on their backs underneath her. Feeling 
Megan’s shoulder and hip pressed against her own, Amy reached up over Linda’s back and used just her 
fingertips to stroke her back lightly down to her buttocks, slowly. Linda giggled and shivered. “That feels 
nice.” Linda moved her head to the right and kissed Amy.  

For a few minutes Linda alternated kissing Amy and Megan. Megan reached over Linda with her free 
right arm now and brushed her index finger along Linda’s pussy lips. Linda gasped and closed her eyes. 
“We could have a contest to see who can make me come first.”  

Amy laughed. “What’s the prize?”  

“Ummm... me.”  

Amy scrunched her nose. “Yuck. What kind of prize is that?”  

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. I’m going to vanish tomorrow, so you wouldn’t have me for long.”  

Megan said softly, “I want to get this straight. You’re not going to pretend you don’t even know us, 
right?  

“Of course not. We’ll be really good friends. Like I’ve known you a long time for some reason.” She 
kissed Megan again. “But I have to get totally in a Zoey mind-set. So just like everybody else, you’ll never 
call me Linda again, right? Not even in here. I’m Zoey. And if I slip up...” Linda smiled.  

Megan laughed. “Yeah, I know. Punch you in the arm.”  

Amy asked, “You going to sleep with some of the other girls? How’s that going to work?”  
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Linda laughed and buried her face between Amy’s breasts. When she came up for air, still giggling, and 
gasped out, “I guess the girls here are going to find Zoey is a lot more friendly with fans than they’d 
imagined.” That started Amy and Megan both laughing.  

Amy stopped first. “How do we want to do this?” She turned to look at Megan. “Sweetie, do you want 
her first?”  

Linda interrupted. “I do want each of you one-on-one, but first let me see if I can make both of you 
come at once.” With her feet she kicked their legs apart slightly, so she could press a thigh into each of 
their crotches. Reaching out wide with her arms, she rolled them slightly towards each other, bringing 
their heads together so she could easily kiss one, then the other, with only a slight turn of her head, and 
started rocking her hips, letting her thighs rub against both their pussies. In a moment, Amy echoed 
Megan’s moan with one of her own as her excitement began building.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Later, as Megan lay on the pull-out bed, her turn with Linda already done, Amy tried to slow her 
spinning mind and focus on the physical sensations of holding Linda, feeling her breasts pressed against 
Linda’s, feeling the inside of Linda’s thigh against her own, tasting Linda’s breath through their joined 
lips. It was so much like saying goodbye to Laney, but so much different. Linda and Laney had been 
Amy’s first friends at the Academy. Laney was gone, and Linda would be soon... but not. Amy would 
share nights with her again, but not as Linda. Her face would be different. Her voice would be different. 
Even her name would be different.  

Would she really be the same person?  

A feeling of reassurance washed over Amy, warming her. Her new friend Zoey would be filled with Linda 
on the inside. And Amy knew she would always see her oldest friend within the new.  

She pressed more tightly against Linda, rubbing her tongue against Linda’s. Tasting a part of Linda that 
wouldn’t change.  

*   *   *   *   *  

MIDNIGHT, THE NEXT NIGHT  

Amy poked disinterestedly at the magazines in the waiting room. Megan had already found a news 
magazine, the one item amid the scatter on the coffee table that Amy thought might be worth a look. 
Amy thought about leaning on Megan’s shoulder to read it with her, but decided to wait on the 
magazine, assuring herself that her mind would have something to focus on when Megan was done.  

To Amy’s left, a bored nurse’s aide sat behind a window, reading a fashion magazine. Amy went over to 
the window and rapped lightly on it for attention. When the girl finally looked up, Amy asked, “Do you 
know anything about Dr. Perrin’s surgery?”  

The girl started to look down, and did a double take at the sight of Amy’s slave collar. Amy and Megan 
had appropriated some very ordinary clothes from Wardrobe, but they still couldn’t help advertising 
themselves as slaves. The girl looked from the collar to a clipboard in front of her to the collar again, 
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obviously unsure of the protocol for dealing with a slave who was standing at her window boldly asking 
questions, without any obvious permission from her master. She looked at Karl, the big Academy 
bodyguard responsible for Amy and Megan, for guidance, as the only other person besides Megan in the 
room at this late hour, but Karl, sitting on a couch across from Megan, was absorbed in a sports 
magazine. Basing her conclusion on Karl’s obvious lack of concern, the girl decided it was okay to speak 
to Amy. “All I know is that Dr. Perrin requested the operating room for six hours. Sometimes they run 
over, though. Or she could have just wanted an extra cushion of time. It’s hard to predict.”  

“Thank you.” Amy cursed herself for not asking Linda how long the operation would last when she had a 
chance. She hadn’t thought about getting that information until Linda, already goofy from pre-op 
tranquilizers, was being wheeled down the hall towards the operating room, where her doctor was 
already waiting. The orderlies, of course, had no information to give her.  

Amy went back to sit by Megan, resting her head on Megan’s shoulder and closing her eyes. The clock 
on the wall said only forty-five minutes had gone by.  

She heard Megan snort, and opened her eyes. Megan looked at her and pointed at a page in the 
magazine. She’d found a photo of Zoey Hillcrest, on tour to promote her recently-released movie. Amy 
grinned. “Little does she know what’s about to happen to her, huh?”  

Megan laughed. “She won’t even know after it happens.”  

“Should we see if we can get that outfit for Linda?”  

Megan shrugged. “Got a feeling Steffi wants something a little hotter.”  

“Hot, we got.”  

Amy looked around the tiny waiting room. Four walls, one with the window to the nurse’s aide, one with 
an entry door. Sofas, tables, magazines, prints of happy scenes on the walls. She sighed. As exciting as it 
was to see, again, something outside the walls of the Academy, as excited as Linda had been about 
embarking on her great adventure in celebrity impersonation, Amy felt boredom crashing in on her, 
almost swamping her worries about how the operation was progressing.  

She and Megan, Amy thought, might be the only students in the school to whom the dean would have 
given permission to accompany Linda to the hospital. He had a soft spot in his heart for any girls who 
could bring as much extra money into the Academy as she and Megan had, with their party 
performances. Come on, Amy, she told herself sternly, that’s being too cynical. He respects us. Yeah, 
that’s it.  

Amy twisted around to lay full length along the sofa, her legs hanging over the arm at the end, her head 
resting in Megan’s lap. Megan, holding onto the magazine in one hand, absently began stroking Amy’s 
hair with the other. The warmth and comfort of Megan’s lap put Amy to sleep in seconds.  

*   *   *   *   *  
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Amy leaned forward quickly as Linda began to stir. On the other side of the hospital bed, Megan sat up 
abruptly, looking questioningly at Amy, who nodded back excitedly.  

Amy had been a little disappointed to see Linda’s head completely covered in bandages. Standard stuff, 
Dr. Perrin had assured Amy. Amy could only see Linda’s eyes and her lips through small openings in the 
wrappings. Even her lips, though, attested to the fact that at least something had been done. Collagen 
injections had made them fuller, matching Zoey’s.  

The bandages conveniently served an additional purpose. Nobody on the staff of the hospital would be 
able to tell exactly what had been done. Only Dr. Perrin’s own nurses and anesthesiologist had been 
present in the operating room. The bandages would not be coming off outside of the Academy’s 
infirmary.  

Amy leaned still farther forward at the soft sound of a moan from Linda. She took Linda’s hand in both 
of hers. “Right here, honey.”  

She strained to make out the whispered words. The slurring from the dopiness of drugs was made worse 
by the Linda’s inexperience with the fuller lips. As nearly as Amy could make out, she heard, “Feel weird. 
When’s gon’ start?”  

Amy let out the breath she’d been holding and giggled. She repeated what she’d heard to Megan, 
answering her puzzled look. Laughing softly, tears streaming from her eyes, she reached out to stroke 
the exposed hair on top of Linda’s head, above the end of the bandages. “Already over, hon. Doc says 
everything went perfect. You’re Zoey now.”  

Slowly, the thickened lips curled upward into a smile. “Means you got’ be nice t’me.”  

Giggling helplessly, sniffling, Amy lifted Linda’s hand and kissed the back of it. “Anything you say, Zoey.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

THREE WEEKS LATER  

Amy’s entire body flinched at the sound of the intercom speaker in her room making its preliminary 
crackling sound. She hadn’t been conscious of how tense her body had become while waiting for exactly 
that noise. Seconds later the summons issued quietly from the speaker, “Amy and Megan, please report 
to the infirmary.” Amy doubted any of the other girls could have heard it.  

Amy grinned at Megan and pumped her fists. “She’s ready!”  

This afternoon, Dr. Perrin had performed the secondary procedure, one that the doctor had not felt the 
need to perform in a hospital, as this one was of a purely cosmetic nature. Amy knew that the bandages 
had covered up a considerable amount of bruising, and had been glad she didn’t have to deal with the 
sight of her friend looking as if she had suffered a severe beating, but once the black and blue patches 
had faded away, it was time to finish Linda’s transformation, at least above her neck. Again with the 
assistance of her anesthesiologist and nurses, Dr. Perrin had spent several hours with her tattoo 
needles, not only giving Linda facial freckles, but also some permanent make-up effects -- peach colored 
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lips, as if from lipstick, slightly darker eye shadow of a similar shade, and what she assured Amy would 
be a very subtle blush on Linda’s newly-higher cheekbones. Steffi had not been able to assure Linda that 
there would be an opportunity to retouch her makeup during her “captivity,” and Linda herself had 
suggested the additional tattooing as a way of ensuring that she looked her best throughout, as well as 
post-mortem. Steffi had been very happy with the idea.  

It slightly irritated Amy to know she would not be the first person at the Academy to see the new Linda. 
That honor had presumably, within the last hour or so, gone to staff members from the hair salon, who 
should by now have dyed, cut, and styled Linda’s hair. Amy did understand Linda’s wish that no one not 
involved in creating the transformation, not even Amy, could see her until she looked the way she 
wanted to.  

Since her return from the hospital, Amy and Megan, of course, had spent hours every day in the last two 
weeks with Linda, or as even Amy was coming to think of her, Zoey, sometimes together, sometimes in 
alternation -- fetching her ice water or juice she could sip through a straw at first, bringing her clippings 
or printouts with any information on Zoey that Linda hadn’t already read, and talking endlessly with her, 
Linda practicing with Zoey’s voice even as the swelling in her face made it hard to talk at all, doing it 
better every day as the swelling subsided and she became quickly more accustomed to the new shape of 
her head and lips. But always, during that time, with Linda’s new face hidden away behind the 
bandages.  

Several of the other girls, mostly graduates, had frequently visited Linda as well, all of them, like Amy 
and Megan, addressing her as Zoey, and getting used to that startling vocal impression she was still 
working on with the voice coach. They had all understood Linda’s insistence on seeing Amy and Megan 
first, once the bandages were off.  

Her heart pounding, Amy now preceded Megan through the door of the infirmary, and paused to take a 
deep breath in front of the curtains hiding Linda’s bed. She cleared her throat. “Zoey? You in there?”  

A giggle emerged from behind the curtain -- Zoey’s giggle. “Yeah. Even decent.”  

Amy gave Megan a let’s-go-for-it look and pushed the seam of the curtain aside. And froze, her jaw 
dropping in amazement, her eyes wide and staring. She’d thought she was ready.  

Looking back at her with a growing grin was Zoey Hillcrest. Absolutely.  

Linda laughed uproariously -- Zoey’s laugh -- and pointed at Amy’s face. “Yes!! That’s perfect! That’s 
what I wanted to see!”  

Amy’s eyes flicked quickly from one facial feature to another. Zoey’s chin. Her nose. Those high 
cheekbones. Her fiery hair, cut the way Zoey had been wearing it for at least a couple of years. The 
freckles dotted everywhere on her face. The idea ran through Amy’s head, briefly, that somehow, for a 
huge joke, Linda had persuaded the real Zoey to come here and pretend to be Linda. Amy even 
considered demanding that the girl in the bed prove she really was Linda. She reminded herself that 
Linda didn’t want to be called Linda any more. Any such questioning would be really rude on Amy’s part, 
a violation of the protocol Linda had insisted everyone promise to adhere to.  
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Amy turned to look at Megan, standing beside her, saw Megan’s stunned look that echoed what she 
knew her own face was showing.  

Linda rolled her eyes and twirled her hands around in a beckoning gesture. “Would you guys get in 
here? Quit looking at me like I just fell out of the sky in front of you.”  

As if swimming through molasses, Amy slowly made her way to the chair on one side of Linda’s bed. In 
spite of all the time she’d had to get used to the voice, hearing it now coming out of that face she had 
only seen in magazines or movies before was still mind-bending, and she couldn’t shake the confusion 
caused by a famous actress suddenly acting as if she knew her.  

With what seemed to be the same difficulty, Megan finally stammered out, “Ummm... so, Zoey? How 
are... things?”  

Linda grinned. “Well, I can tell now, things are going really, really well.”  

Amy lashed at her brain to try to come up with something to say. Finally she drew a question from the 
only part of her mind still functioning, the one that said Keep testing her, always testing. “So I see you 
just finished a movie, Zoey. Some kind of supernatural thing?”  

Surprisingly, in spite of being faced with the demand of actually thinking as another person, beyond just 
looking like one, the question seemed to relax Linda visibly. “It’s more like a mystery thriller. Called ‘Out 
of the Night.’ We finished filming a few weeks ago, but I might get called back.” She giggled. “Especially 
with Tina Ferris directing it. It’s hell working for a perfectionist, but after you’re done you feel like she 
got your best work out of you. Anyway, if she’s not happy with something in post-production, she’ll 
make us come back and shoot more scenes. She’s done that before.”  

Megan asked, “You still going to stay here in the infirmary a few days?” Amy knew Megan was really 
trying to find out when Linda could come back to their room. Amy had been about to ask the same 
thing.  

Linda shifted effortlessly from being-Zoey to Linda-looking-and-sounding-like-Zoey. “The doc says I’m 
okay to go, but I need to keep coming back in the evenings so she can do the rest of the freckles. About 
a week, she thinks, a few hours each evening.” Linda pulled back the arm of her hospital-type gown, 
showing her own, freckleless skin. Amy marveled at how much paler it looked now, very much like the 
fair skin of a redhead, the result of the shots the doctor had been giving her.  

Linda sighed. “That’s going to be a pain. Literally. She wanted me under anesthesia to do my facial 
freckles and lips and all that, because she had to keep me from moving. She was going by closeup 
photos, trying to get it just right. For the rest of me it’ll be easier, but it’ll take forever.” She looked 
intently back and forth between Amy and Megan. “You guys’ll be here to keep me company?”  

Amy displayed mock irritation. “You had to ask?”  

Linda grinned suddenly. “Anyway, I didn’t have them call you here just to take a look at me.” She 
laughed. “That was so cool, though! I loved your first reaction!” She pumped her fists jubilantly. “But I 
can leave now! The doc cleared me out of this place and said I can start doing normal things. If anything 
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around this place passes for normal.” She laughed again. “I’ll come with you guys to our room tonight, 
when there’s not too many people out in the hallways. Come back here around...” She thought. “Ten 
o’clock. And I need you to stop by Wardrobe and get me... like a track suit, jogging suit, that kind of 
thing, just so it covers me up. I won’t feel like Zoey if people see me with my skin like this.” She waved 
her spot-free arm again.  

Amy nodded. “Sure, Zoey.” Her mind was still feeling tossed around like a rowboat in a storm. Linda’s 
arms and legs might not look like Zoey’s yet, but watching her dramatically altered face and listening to 
the new voice she intended never to stop using now, Amy found herself having to concentrate at one 
level to remember she was really talking to Linda and not Zoey, and on another level to remind herself 
to keep calling her Zoey. She’s getting used to this a hell of a lot faster than I am, Amy thought.  

Linda looked up suddenly, as if trying to see through the curtain. “So what’s it take to get some food in 
this V.I.P. lounge? Don’t they want me to recommend it to my friends?”  

Amy doubled over in laughter, and sputtered, “I’ll check into it, Zoey.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy, not realizing she was shaking her head, looked at Linda, sitting between Megan and Amy in their 
own room, on their own bed. She opened her mouth, realized she had no idea what to say, and closed it 
again. She saw that Megan was having the same trouble.  

Linda simply sat and watched Amy, looking serious and aloof. After a minute of the staring contest, 
Linda finally broke into giggles. The giggles alone finally let Amy superimpose Linda’s existence on top of 
the physical sensation of seeing Zoey Hillcrest sitting in her room. She closed her eyes and wrapped her 
arms around Linda.  

Amy wasn’t sure how long she would have continued the hug, but Megan finally found her voice. “So 
what do you want to do, Zoey?” Amy heard only the tiniest hesitation before Megan spoke the name.  

Amy let go, and Linda sat back. “Would you guys hang me? It’s been a long time. I know I must be a little 
out of shape.”  

“Oh! Sure!” Amy sprang to her feet and began pulling the platform out from under the TV shelf, while 
Megan stood by, jumping onto the platform and loosening the noose as soon as the platform was 
positioned.  

Megan bit her lip thoughtfully. “I don’t think you should go more than about eight minutes. You’ve still 
got about a month to work your way back into it, from what Steffi -- sorry, Stefanie, was saying. If you 
strain yourself now you’ll slow your recovery down.”  

Linda nodded. “I understand that. But if I still feel okay after eight, will you let me keep going?”  

Megan frowned, and finally nodded. “But I’m getting you down after ten no matter what.”  

Linda grinned. “You’re the boss.”  
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Amy, her hand already on the lever, a stopwatch in the other, had that surreal feeling come over her 
again. We’re about to hang Zoey Hillcrest, she found herself thinking. A famous actress with no hanging 
training. Shouldn’t we get a stunt double in here? She choked back a laugh. Oh yeah, she reminded 
herself. Linda is the stunt double.  

Something still seems wrong, though, she thought. Oh. Right. She cleared her throat. “Ummm... 
clothes.”  

Linda blushed. Amy understood her reluctance, and went on, “Look, you know it won’t feel right with 
clothes on. It’ll throw off your concentration and you’ll have to think about everything you’re doing.” 
She looked to Megan for confirmation, and saw Megan nodding.  

Linda sighed. “Okay. Only for you guys. Nobody else.” She peeled off the jogging suit she’d been wearing 
since they’d left the infirmary, revealing the pale but unmarked skin that conflicted with her freckled 
face. Her embarrassment, though, seemed to fade as Megan tied her hands behind her, then slipped the 
noose over her head and tightened it around her neck. Like any other Hanging Girl, Linda cleared her 
thoughts of everything other than the hanging to come.  

Her excitement visible, Linda took longer than usual to normalize her breathing, as Amy waited. Amy 
held off a few extra seconds, then pushed the lever.  

Amy watched carefully as Linda hung by her neck, kicking and wriggling. Amy’s years of expertise were 
valuable, though she knew her perceptions of the performance could never compare with Megan’s 
inborn instincts. Linda’s kicking looked normal, as energetic as always. She kept her moves simple and 
basic, as if she were doing the Fifteen. To Amy’s eye, everything seemed fluid. She looked at Megan, 
who nodded briefly before returning her attention to Linda.  

After a few minutes, Amy offered the stopwatch to Megan, who shook her head. Amy smiled, asking 
herself why she thought Megan would need mechanical help to know how much time had passed in a 
hanging.  

As the eight minute mark passed, Linda was still going strong. Amy saw Megan’s hand move towards the 
lever, hesitate, and fall back. Good, Linda, thought Amy.  

Shortly after nine minutes, Megan frowned suddenly. She stood still for a moment, then finally pushed 
the lever at about the 9:30 mark.  

Seconds later Linda stood firmly on the platform, grinning and breathing hard. After a few deep lungfuls 
she asked, “Was that ten?”  

Megan answered, “Almost,” clarifying to Amy whether Megan’s own timekeeping had been off. “Your 
kicking got a little out of synch. It didn’t look like a style problem. You were just tired. But I didn’t want 
to see you rehearsing bad form.”  

Linda nodded, and waited as Megan stepped up to untie and release her. “I want both of you to help me 
work out an accelerated practice schedule. I want to be doing fifteen in about a week.”  
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Megan frowned. “Ten days, maybe. Okay?”  

Linda bit her lip, then nodded. “Okay. We’ll include a lot of time with the neck trainer too, as well as 
hanging.”  

“Of course.”  

Amy asked, “What about the gym?”  

Linda nodded. “I was thinking about that. I want to really concentrate the most on my neck muscles and 
wind, of course, with just enough time on the machines to get my overall muscle tone back where it 
was. I don’t want to overdo that. Zoey is a healthy girl in great shape, but doesn’t really have Hanging 
Girl muscles. Muscles straining during a hanging is sexy as all shit, but I have to keep looking like Zoey. 
So I’ll do mostly neck training and plenty of aerobics. Oh!” Linda turned back to Megan. “Choreography! 
I was just thinking. I don’t think Stefanie will want to see much of the sexual thrusting. A little, maybe, 
enough to arouse her almost subliminally, but not to where I look like I’m really enjoying myself. Can we 
work out how I want to dance? Maybe have Shawna help out too. She’s always been so good with the 
desperation stuff.”  

Megan nodded. “Sure.” Megan looked at Amy. “Let’s think about it and make some notes.”  

Amy hoped the amount of preparation required wasn’t going to start straining the one month timeline. 
“Sure. We need to start a list of that and everything else.”  

Linda sighed, and Amy thought she saw a different light come into Linda’s eyes. She had time to wonder 
briefly whether she was imagining it before Linda spoke. “I’m so lucky I met you! I’ve never been 
organized, the way you are. My agent lines up jobs, my secretary makes the travel arrangements and 
handles the paperwork, and I just go where they tell me and sign what they shove in front of me.” She 
sounded actually wistful, as if she was wondering what it would be like to live a normal, non-celebrity 
life. Amy blinked hard. She’d been seeing this for the last several hours, but it wasn’t getting any less 
disconcerting. Linda, while using the Zoey-voice at all times, seemed to drift in and out of character, 
becoming Linda only when necessary before sliding back into Zoey. As the month went on, Amy 
suspected, she’d be seeing Linda gradually much less. Her mind groping and failing to grasp some sign of 
Linda, Amy suddenly found herself feeling shy, as if it really was Zoey sitting beside her.  

At least Amy knew the source of Linda’s inside information on Zoey’s life. While she was convinced Linda 
was accurately channeling exactly what Zoey would say at this point, she knew nothing supernatural was 
involved. Amy and Megan hadn’t spent nearly as much time as Linda had reading the constant stream of 
notes from Steffi Bloom, but had seen enough to suspect that Steffi had made friends with at least one 
person, probably several, who had worked for or with Zoey at some point. With those insights added to 
the ocean of publicly-known information from magazines and Web sites, and Steffi’s own personal 
memories from high school, Linda had been able to immerse herself in Zoey Hillcrest to an extent even 
Zoey’s fan club president couldn’t match.  

To punctuate her gratitude, Linda suddenly wrapped her arms around Amy, pulled her close and kissed 
her. To Amy, at that moment so thoroughly under the spell of Zoey Hillcrest’s presence, it was the last 
thing she expected from a movie star she had just met and barely knew. She couldn’t think how to react, 
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and she could only return the kiss, her heart pounding in excitement and confusion, and sit stunned as 
Linda reached out to pull Megan closer and kiss her as well.  

Linda sat back, her lips curling into a Zoey-smile. She sighed. “It’s getting late. I hate sleeping alone my 
first night in a new city. Would you guys mind staying over?” She looked at both of them, her expression 
saying she felt entitled to only one possible answer.  

Megan, blinking and radiating the same sort of confusion Amy was feeling, finally managed to say, 
“Sure, Zoey.”  

Amy started, “I thought --” and stopped herself, knowing that what she’d been about to say would be 
very rude to Zoey, and only belatedly remembering that it wasn’t really Zoey anyway. How thoughtless, 
Amy told herself, to remark on a feature of Zoey’s sex life on which all sources seemed to agree -- that 
Zoey shared her bed only with men. It was a tribute to her star power that her unusual taste didn’t seem 
to have cost her any fans. Never mind that, Amy ordered herself. It’s Linda, it’s Linda! She was at last 
able to croak out, “I’d really like that, Zoey.”  

Grinning, Linda reached around Amy and unhooked her bra.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Stroke buttocks. Rub pussy with thigh. Bury face between breasts. Lick between breasts. Hear sighing 
moan. Move up higher, kiss, tongue probing deep into mouth.  

Amy’s awareness of being with Linda was as slippery as a bar of wet soap. In the tumult of her mind, 
functioning only sporadically between periods of pure physical sensation, her inner voice insisted I’m 
making love with a movie star! How many people have fantasized about doing what I’m doing right 
now? And then there would be fingers slipping inside her, and conscious thought would be gone again.  

Amy pressed herself against Linda’s back as Linda turned away from her for the moment to hold Megan, 
kiss Megan, caress Megan. And then Linda turned again, and Amy was kissing Zoey once more, holding 
Zoey close, moving against her, feeling the warmth between her legs suddenly spread to engulf her body 
in quaking orgasm, barely aware that her voice was rasping aloud, “Zoey! Zoey!”  

Moments later resting, floating down from the clouds. Wondering even now how Zoey could be so good 
with women in bed if she didn’t like them... No! Amy mentally shook herself, in the same way one tries 
to cast off a dream that won’t let go after awakening. It’s Linda! Linda, with her perfectly normal 
attraction to women and years of Academy training at pleasing them. And knowing more about what 
excited Amy than almost anyone else alive.  

Amy put her hand on Megan’s shoulder, reaching across the now-dozing Linda who snuggled between 
them. Megan smiled back at her, her eyes alight, and said quietly, her voice laughing, “Stefanie just has 
no idea.”  

Amy giggled. “No kidding.” 
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CHAPTER 11 

THE NEXT MORNING  

Linda came out of the shower wrapped in a towel, blow-drying her hair. Realizing she was ignoring her 
resolve to avoid referring to the charade unnecessarily, Amy said, “Zoey, ummm... your hair’s not going 
to stay like that for a month.”  

Linda set down the hair dryer and unplugged it, giving her head a shake to make her hair fall the way she 
wanted it. “I’m on it, Amy. The salon is going to re-do it about every couple of weeks, including the night 
before we go to Stefanie’s. So twice, I guess, unless Stefanie takes longer to get ready than she thinks.” 
She grinned. “Don’t worry. There won’t be any blonde roots showing.”  

She unwound the towel and rubbed it against a remaining damp spot on her shoulder, then tossed it 
into the bathroom to land on the hamper. Apparently she felt comfortable now being naked with Amy 
and Megan, despite her unfinished skin. She pulled some clean underwear out of the drawer she was 
borrowing in Amy’s dresser, and slipped on a clean bra and shorts. She looked on the floor and frowned. 
“Where’s the jogging suit?”  

Megan waved a fistful of rolled up cloth. “I went down and traded it for a fresh one while you were in 
the shower.” Megan smiled. “I know you like baby blue.” She handed the outfit over. Amy grinned. That 
was one of Zoey’s preferences, not Linda’s, gleaned from their voluminous reading.  

Somehow, thought Amy, it doesn’t look like anything’s missing on Linda’s neck, though Amy had never 
seen Linda without her slave collar, at least not when she was dressed, and rarely when she wasn’t. 
Looking at Linda, Amy had such a strong feeling of Zoey’s presence that it seemed right for her neck to 
be bare. During the coming month, wearing a collar, even one as subtle as the choker all the girls wore 
from Third Year on, would clash with Linda’s Zoey self-image, and the dean had given permission for her 
to forego the universal requirement for slaves. It wouldn’t cause any trouble in the confines of the 
Academy’s secured student area. It should also help the other girls treat her as Zoey.  

Now fully clothed, Linda leaned towards the mirror, worried her hair with her fingers for a moment, 
then shrugged, took a deep breath, and sighed it out with a smile. “I guess I’m ready.” She gave Amy a 
look of complete innocence as she said, “You’ll need to show me the way.”  

Amy blinked and nodded. She’s not going to give up, Amy thought, until she’s got me totally convinced 
she’s Zoey. She opened the door and let Megan go out first. “The caf’s not too far. One of the privileges 
of being a Third Year is we’re closer to pretty much everything.” There, she thought, you’re not going to 
out-act me, dammit.  

There were a couple of open doors in the hallway before they reached the turn, and in one of the 
rooms, Amy could hear a gasp as she went by, followed by a loudly whispered “Zoey Hillcrest!” She and 
Megan kept going, with Linda a half-step behind, and nearly ran into Lucy coming the other direction. 
Lucy stopped dead and goggled, and suddenly blurted, “Z... -- Miss Hillcrest! Are you... wow!”  

Linda stopped and smiled at her. “Hi. You must be one of the Third Years. The color.” She looked Lucy up 
and down, as if taking in her uniform.  
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Still wide-eyed, Lucy held out her hand. “Lucy Ward. Miss Hillcrest, I just loved you in ‘The Charmer.’ I 
knew you’d end up with Tommy in the end.”  

Linda shook hands with her. “Thank you. I had fun in that movie. Please, call me Zoey.”  

Lucy smiled uncertainly, and echoed, “Zoey.” She seemed half dumbstruck. “I... Oh, don’t let me keep 
you from wherever you’re going.” She waved Megan on. “I just need to talk to Amy for just a second.”  

Megan took a few steps further down the corridor, and Linda followed her, walking backward for a 
moment. “Nice meeting you, Lucy. Good luck with your hanging.”  

Lucy nodded her head up and down rapidly. “Thank you.” She watched for a moment after Linda turned 
to follow Megan, then whipped her head around to Amy. Making sure the others were out of earshot, 
she whispered frantically, “I know Linda’s supposed to look like Zoey, but... I mean, is that her, or did the 
real Zoey just show up here for some reason?”  

Amy choked back a wild laugh by jamming her forearm into her mouth, and turned to lean against the 
wall, her shoulders shaking helplessly. When she felt some semblance of control, she looked back 
around at Lucy, coughed, and finally whispered back, “She’s good, isn’t she?”  

Lucy clenched her fists in frustration. “Just tell me if that’s Linda or not!”  

Amy felt the laughter ready to burst out of her helplessly again. “I swear that’s Linda.” She took a deep 
breath. “Come on, how likely is it Zoey Hillcrest would really be here? And in the secured area, no less?”  

Lucy rolled her eyes. “I know that! But she just...” She gestured with her hands, unable to find words.  

Amy nodded. “Doesn’t she just?”  

Lucy shook her head. “I feel like an idiot.”  

Amy shook her head vehemently. “No! I know exactly how you felt, really. And you acted just the way 
we’re all supposed to. As long as she’s here, she wants to be treated exactly like you’d treat Zoey.”  

Lucy looked down the corridor towards the cafeteria door through which Linda and Megan had just 
disappeared. “No problem. I don’t know what I was expecting, but... I mean, she makes me feel like I’m 
talking to Zoey.”  

Amy gave her a quick hug. “Well, that’s perfect, then. See you later.” She turned and trotted down to 
the caf, leaving Lucy still shaking her head.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy walked into the cafeteria and was struck by the impression of a gaily-colored room-sized flower, 
with students in their various uniforms forming concentric circles around Linda. Those in the innermost 
circle were speaking with Linda. A little farther away stood a number of girls fidgeting, looking as if they 
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wanted to approach, but couldn’t quite bring themselves to come any closer. Farther still, more girls 
looked on in wide-eyed wonder, frozen into immobility.  

Amy weaved her way through the circles, drawing near enough in time to hear Cheryl ask hesitantly, 
“So... Are you making a movie here?”  

Linda, sitting with Megan at one of the tables, looked around at the other girls as she spoke, as if 
understanding they were all wondering the same thing. “I don’t think the filming will actually be done 
here. I believe they’re building a set that will look something like this. But I want to get familiar with 
what Hanging Girl life is like. You don’t need to let me in on any big secrets, because it won’t really be 
about that. More of a day-to-day life at the Academy kind of thing...”  

Wendy broke in. “Will they need any real Hanging Girls as, like, extras?” Several girls around her broke 
into giggles, one of them saying “Here’s your big chance, Wendy.”  

Linda laughed with them. “I’m sorry, that’s not really up to me. Oh, sure,” she said to Cynthia, one of the 
First Year girls, and took the pen and paper Cynthia had thrust towards her. “What’s your name?” As if 
she hadn’t spent a month as Cynthia’s dorm sister. Moments later, she handed the paper back, and 
Cynthia laughed out loud as she read it, thanking her.  

Amy managed to read the note over Cynthia’s shoulder, as Cynthia started showing it to the others: 
“Cynthia -- Thanks for hanging out with me. Zoey Hillcrest.” Linda had signed it with a flourish, making 
the dot over the i a tiny heart.  

Amy took advantage of the brief lull in conversation. “Can I get you some breakfast, Zoey?”  

Linda looked up at her briefly. “Would you get me a fruit salad and a glass of grapefruit juice? Thanks.” 
She looked away immediately, as if accustomed to having her orders followed.  

Amy smiled and turned towards the serving line, trying to keep from shaking her head. It was nothing 
like Linda’s usual preference for breakfast.  

Molly, one of the Second Years, fell into step beside Amy, and whispered out of the side of her mouth, 
“So is that...?”  

Amy could tell she was going to get a lot more of this. She wondered whether she’d have to confirm it to 
every student individually, none of them trusting what they were told by anyone other than Amy or 
Megan. “Yes, it’s Linda. Remember to keep acting as if I just told you the exact opposite.” She reached 
for a tray.  

“I promise. It’s just...” She looked back again towards Linda. “...really spooky.”  

Amy laughed. “Tell me about it.”  

Molly drifted back towards the middle circle around Linda, as Amy began picking out some food for 
Linda, Megan, and herself.  
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She caught her breath and tried to stifle the spasm that went through her body when a voice at her 
elbow suddenly said excitedly, “Hi, Amy!”  

Amy was glad the tray had been resting on the counter at the time, or it would be on the floor now. She 
felt the hand briefly on her elbow. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you!”  

Amy had no idea why her heart was pounding so hard. She and Melissa had arrived at sort of a distant-
friends understanding in recent weeks, and the discomfort at Melissa’s presence had receded to 
manageable levels. Until this moment. Amy put on her friendliest smile, proud that she managed to 
keep the tremor out of her voice. “Hi, Melissa. You look happy.”  

Melissa’s whole face was glowing, making her look more like Miranda than ever. “I just got my report 
card. I’m up to number six in the class! I was number nine for the first grading period...” Amy nodded. 
“...and I really did feel like I was doing better this time.” Melissa giggled happily. “I guess I won’t be the 
meat after our first party, this week.”  

Amy said, trying to be warm, “Melissa, I’m sure you’re not going to be meat after any of the parties or 
demos.”  

Melissa bubbled, “I’m so excited about the party. I want to meet some outsiders so they can see me as a 
Hanging Girl! Will you be doing one of your shows?”  

Amy shook her head. “The dean gave us a little time off from that. We’ll be pretty busy with Linda.”  

Melissa’s glow diminished only slightly, a look of disappointment passing through it like a momentary 
cloud across the sun. “I’ve heard so much about your shows from the older girls. I want so much to see 
you do that!” As an afterthought, she added, “And Megan.”  

Amy smiled. “You will before long.” She wanted to change the subject. “How’s Jana doing? She must 
have got her report card too.”  

“Uh-huh. She’s seventeenth. She’s a little disappointed, but that’s in the top third. I’ve been helping her. 
I was going to ask, could I come by your room later? After dinner, maybe? Like I said, my overall grades 
are good, but my hanging grade is down. I’m almost up to five minutes now, but most of the girls are 
passing me up. Maybe you could see something I’m doing wrong?” Melissa bit her lip, her eyes looking 
hopeful.  

Amy had watched Melissa practice several times in the last few weeks, but suddenly found herself 
looking for any excuse to avoid that sort of contact now. Amy always saw Miranda superimposed over 
Melissa whenever she watched her hanging -- seeing Melissa naked reminded Amy that much more 
strongly that the girl’s resemblance to Miranda didn’t stop with her face -- but had thought she was 
coming to terms with that. Her spinning mind suddenly remembered she actually had an excuse. “I’m 
sorry, Linda’s getting some cosmetic surgical work tonight. I promised I’d stay with her for that. And 
that’s going to occupy the next few evenings. But I’ll try to get with you soon, okay?”  

The cloud over Melissa’s face was darker this time. She nodded. “Okay. I’ve gotta run, but I’ll talk to you 
later.” She took off and dashed out of the caf, not even glancing at the girl who was the center of 
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absorbed attention of everyone else in the room. Amy looked back towards Linda, and saw Megan 
watching Melissa, saw Megan suddenly blink in startlement as the girl ran past. Amy suspected Megan 
must be as surprised as Amy that Melissa had completely ignored Linda.  

Minutes later, her tray loaded with food, Amy came back to the table, took her seat and passed a fruit 
salad bowl and drink cup over to Linda, who absently said “Thanks” and resumed signing autographs and 
chatting with her “fans” about her most recent movie. Megan, scooping up a forkful of scrambled eggs, 
gestured with her head back towards the serving line. “What was that about?”  

Amy looked back at the serving line, and then realized what Megan was referring to. “Oh, with Melissa? 
She was excited about her report card. She’s doing really well.”  

“Did she want something?”  

Amy was startled briefly, despite years of living surrounded by girls who all had that skill of reading 
people. “Just to come by later for some practice. I told her we’d be with Linda in the evenings for a few 
days.”  

Megan looked at her a bit longer, then nodded. Amy wondered if she’d missed something, then 
shrugged and turned her attention to her food. She heard Linda beside her saying, “...it’s funny, he’s 
really such a sweetheart normally, but his character was such an asshole, and he wouldn’t come out of 
character even during breaks in filming. So he’d be a total asshole to the sandwich girl when we’d stop 
for lunch. I think he apologized to her later.”  

Amy felt Megan tap her elbow. “Can you take care of our guest on your own awhile? I want to get to the 
library.” Megan had already wolfed down her food.  

Something in the way Megan’s words crowded together, as if in a hurry to get out of her mouth, struck 
Amy as odd. Wherever she’s going, Amy thought, I don’t think it’s the library. Amy shrugged mentally. 
Whatever it is, she decided, she’ll let me know soon. Probably setting up some surprise for Linda. Amy 
leaned over to kiss her roommate and said, “Sure. See you in awhile.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy winced as Linda convulsively squeezed her hand again. Linda was on her back on the padded table, 
with Dr. Perrin sitting on the side of her opposite Amy, bent over in close concentration, her tattooing 
pen hopping slowly from point to point on Linda’s outstretched arm. Linda’s eyes were squeezed tightly 
shut, and she was breathing hissingly through clenched teeth.  

At last the doctor gave a heavy sigh and sat up. “Hold your arm up, L--... uhh, Zoey. Let Amy see.” To 
Amy, the doctor said, “I could use another pair of eyes here. Do you see any areas I missed?”  

Amy looked carefully, and shook her head slowly. “You’re doing great, doctor.”  

“Look okay to you, Zoey?”  

Linda twisted her arm to various angles, a smile of relief spreading across her face. “Looks great!”  
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The doctor stretched her back and neck. “I’m going to take about a ten minute break, then start on your 
other arm. I should be able to finish that tonight. Then a full session each of the next couple of days for 
each leg.”  

Amy asked, “Will you really get done in a week?”  

The doctor nodded. “I should. There are some areas that will go pretty quickly. It’s a little inconvenient 
that Zoey’s never done any nude scenes in a movie. I’ll have to assume that she has a pretty standard 
freckle pattern in areas we’ve got no photos for. Except for full-time nudists, most people with freckles 
have them fairly sparsely on parts of their skin that are normally covered by clothes, so I’ll go with that.” 
She smiled. “Luckily, Steffi has never seen Zoey naked either.”  

Linda grinned. “So you won’t need to put a lot on my breasts and around my pussy?”  

The doctor laughed. “See? Not as bad as you thought.” She stood. “I’m going to walk around a bit.” To 
Amy she said, “You can move around to the other side, and we can get started again when I get back.” 
She brushed the curtain aside and left.  

Immediately the curtain parted again, and the infirmary nurse looked in. “Zoey, there are a couple of 
visitors who’d like to see you. Is that okay?”  

Linda smiled, and looked up at Amy. “That’d be Becky and Cheryl. I told them they could come by. And 
that I’d be out of character when I’m in here. Could you put that sheet over me? I’ll show them my arm, 
at least.”  

Amy quickly spread the sheet out to cover Linda, feeling proud that she and Megan were still the only 
students allowed to see Linda naked.  

Linda told the nurse to show her friends in, and seconds later Becky and Cheryl appeared at the curtain.  

Linda waved, giving them a chance to see the freckles.  

Becky blinked. “That really looks great!” She frowned. “Does it hurt, getting all that?”  

Linda laughed. “Hell yes, it hurts!”  

Becky and Cheryl laughed along with her, then Cheryl gave Linda a serious look. “I really admire what 
you’re putting into this, Zoey. I don’t think I could do it.”  

Linda smiled at her, but spoke seriously. “Cheryl, of course you could do this. Look what you’ve already 
done, just because it was your dream. You’re a graduate of the Academy!” Linda locked eyes with her 
friend. “We all share a dream, but we dream it differently. We all picture the details in different ways. 
The show I’m going to do isn’t what you want. If it was, you’d go through anything, absolutely anything, 
to get there. For me, it is what I want.”  

Both girls nodded, while Amy thought, for the hundredth time, how wrenching it was when Linda 
changed characters, like a locomotive hurtling down a track that made a sudden right-angle turn. She 
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was clearly being Linda, yet Zoey’s voice was still coming out of Zoey’s face. And at any instant, she 
might suddenly start discussing the state of her movie career.  

Becky suddenly grinned and started tentatively, “Speaking of the dream...”, and then stopped.  

Linda gasped. “You got sold!! But I just saw you a few hours ago! Why didn’t you say anything?”  

Becky held up her hands. “It’s not done yet. But I’ve got a meeting set for tomorrow afternoon in the 
dean’s office. It’s a married couple, and they picked out my picture, and they know I want to do the 
Princess. And it sounds like they’re really nice people. Of course, I’ll know more after I meet them, but I 
really have a feeling they’ll buy me!” Cheryl leaned closer to her and rubbed shoulders with her, to share 
in her roommate’s excitement.  

Linda exclaimed, “That is so great! When will you...” She stopped and frowned suddenly. “Ummm... I’m 
not sure I should come to your party.”  

Becky gave her a stricken look. “What? Why not?”  

Linda sighed. “Well, you know how everybody gets, around me. And I don’t want to take attention away 
from you. It’s your party. You should be who everybody’s looking at.”  

Becky put her hands on her hips and gave Linda a stern look. “Linda -- okay, I’m sorry, I won’t call you 
that again after this, but just this once, I have to. Linda, you have got to be there. I don’t care how 
everybody acts around you. To me, you’re a friend who’d better damn well be at my party!” Her eyes 
flashed.  

Amy rubbed Linda’s arm. “Zoey, we’re all Hanging Girls. Give us some credit. Everybody’s going to 
understand it’s Becky’s special day, and that’s all they’re going to be thinking about.”  

Linda finally smiled and sighed. “Okay. I’m sorry. Of course I’ll be there. It was just...”  

Amy interrupted, addressing Becky. “Her overinflated ego.” They all laughed.  

Linda, after the laughter died down, nodded. “Anyway, I’ll have my secretary check my calendar, but it 
should be okay.” She said it with absolute sincerity. Amy felt the train careening again.  

*   *   *   *   *  

SIX DAYS LATER  

“How do I look?” Linda struck a pose, her face showing her best “I want you now!” expression. She was 
wearing the sexiest nightie she could find in Wardrobe -- frilly, gauzy, barely coming down far enough to 
cover her thong panties, her newly-enlarged and bare breasts clearly visible through the fabric.  

Amy laughed. “I don’t think Zoey would really have to try this hard.”  
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Linda giggled. “I know. I just want to see their reaction.” She craned her neck to get a look at the clock. 
“Okay, I’m out of here. I’ll see you in the morning.” She kissed Amy, then bent to kiss Megan, sitting on 
the bed.  

Amy blinked. “What, you’re going to wear that to walk down there?”  

Linda rolled her eyes. “Yeah, Mom. Sorry if you’re shocked.” She grinned. “Don’t you think everybody 
wishes Zoey Hillcrest would show up at their door looking like this? I’m just practicing fulfilling 
fantasies.”  

Amy laughed. “Well, yeah, that’ll get ‘em, all right.” Tonight was, in a sense, Linda’s coming-out party, 
her entire body, for the first time, looking like Zoey’s. She would be spending the night with Becky and 
Cheryl. Probably mostly in bed.  

Linda kissed her again. “You guys have fun.” She took a deep breath, opened the door, and walked out 
into the hallway. Amy could hear a couple of gasps. She wasn’t sure whose. Linda, in her current state of 
semi-undress, was obviously going to be causing even more of a stir than usual.  

Amy giggled and returned to the bed to sit by Megan, slipping an arm around her waist. “I love her so 
much, but it’ll be really nice having a night by ourselves. What are you up for?”  

Megan gave her a smile that Amy, to her astonishment, recognized as nervous. Amy’s eyes narrowed. 
“What?”  

Megan took in a deep breath, like Linda had moments earlier. “Ummm... mind going down to 
somebody’s room for a movie? Not a Zoey movie.” Her nervous titter was unlike any Amy had heard 
from her before.  

Amy was silent for several seconds, and finally said, “What’s going on? Whose room?”  

Megan paused equally long, and answered, “Melissa and Jana’s.”  

Amy gawked at her. “You took an invitation without even asking??” Amy was slowly getting accustomed 
to Linda acting like another person. She wasn’t ready for Megan acting like another person. “Honey, you 
know how I feel when I’m around her.”  

Megan suddenly looked very determined. “Yes, I know. I know all about it, and I understand. But you 
need to start thinking about how she feels around you.”  

Stung, Amy said, “I know she’s got a monster crush on me for some reason. I was never trying for that. 
I’m really sorry that it’s hard for her.”  

Megan shook her head. “That’s not what worries me. It’s what it’s doing to her development as a 
Hanging Girl. I guess she told you her grades are falling off in Hanging. She might be number one or two 
in her class if it weren’t for that. You’ve watched her hang as much as I have. She’s got perfect form. 
She’s a total natural at it. Is there any reason she shouldn’t be number one in Hanging, along with 
everything else?”  
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“What are you saying, it’s because of how she feels about me? What’s the connection?”  

Megan shook her head again. “Not because of how she feels about you. It’s about how she thinks you 
feel about her.”  

Amy folded her arms under her breasts, and realized she was shaking. Since that night in the Hall of 
Honor so long ago, she had never had a fight with Megan. She couldn’t imagine what was causing this 
one. “Okay, what does she think I feel about her?”  

“That you don’t like her. That you don’t think much of her abilities. That you think she’s a pest and you 
wish she’d go away. She’s got all the form for hanging, all the natural abilities, but she doesn’t have the 
confidence. She doesn’t think she can do it, because she thinks you don’t think she can do it.”  

Amy’s eyes flew open wide. “How do you know she thinks all that?”  

“Because I asked her.”  

Amy shook her head, astounded. “She’s got it so wrong! What am I supposed to do? You’ve heard me 
encourage her every chance I get!”  

“I know what you say to her. None of that matters. It’s your body language. Melissa’s only been here a 
couple of months, so she’s not an expert yet. She can’t read the small print of what your body is saying. 
But for this she doesn’t need to. It’s written in huge letters all over you! Like in the caf last week. When 
you were talking to her, when everybody else was crowded around Zoey. Did you know she was crying 
when she ran out of there? I couldn’t hear anything you guys were saying, but I saw you slap her down 
again. All in body language.”  

Amy’s hands flew to her face. If she were to look up right now, she’d be looking straight at Miranda. 
That was the last thing she wanted to do.  

Megan gently pried Amy’s hands away from her face, and held them in both of her own. “Amy, I love 
you so much!” Amy realized, with a shock, that Megan was crying. “It was you that taught me how to 
care about everybody else. And now it hurts me so bad inside to see a Hanging Girl who’s not 
developing the way I know she can. And for you, of all people, to be the one keeping one of the girls 
from being everything she can be...” Her voice was shaking.  

Amy was crying too. “I’ll fix it. I promise I’ll fix it. I’ll tell her...”  

“There’s nothing you need to tell her. She already knows what the problem really is.”  

Amy wiped at her eyes, sniffling. “What? How does she know?”  

“I told her.”  

Amy gawked at her. “You told her??”  
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Also sniffling, but with her voice getting stronger, Megan said, “I told her that everything she’s feeling 
about you, you feel the same way about Miranda. And that you get really nervous around her because 
of that, and that something inside you wants to make love with Miranda, but you’re too good of a 
person to use Melissa that way.”  

Amy sighed. “I still can’t do that to her.”  

Megan squeezed Amy’s hands. “You need to. For Melissa. You have to stop comparing a First Year girl 
with one of the best graduates ever. She needs to read in you how good you think she is. From you, that 
would mean so much to her! But you see Miranda every time you look at her, and you see her not 
measuring up to what Miranda was after three years of training. You need to sleep with her and let your 
fantasies run. You need to get it all out of your system, so you can start seeing Melissa for who she is, 
instead of who she looks like.”  

Amy shook her head vigorously. “I can’t!” She was sweating, her stomach tying in knots.  

Megan rubbed the backs of Amy’s hands with her thumbs. “Amy, when you’re with Linda, especially that 
first time after the operation, but still even now, you’re fantasizing you’re making love with Zoey 
Hillcrest, aren’t you? How is that different?”  

“It’s... it’s... Well, Linda knows how much I love her! And she’s having fun pretending to be Zoey, and 
she’s doing that intentionally. She loves it that I imagine she’s Zoey. That’s what she wants!”  

“Okay.” Megan nodded patiently. “So what if Melissa was ready and willing to be Miranda for you?  

“S-she said that?”  

“In words? Of course not.” Megan stroked Amy’s shoulder. “Amy, it’s no surprise you haven’t been able 
to read Melissa and see how she’s been feeling. You want so badly for her to be Miranda that you’re 
blind to all that. But I’m not. Every time I see you and her together, I see the person I love most in the 
world, and a new friend who has so much potential, and you’re both miserable. You said you’d fix it. She 
wants to fix it too. This is how.”  

Amy looked into Megan’s eyes. Megan held her gaze without flinching.  

She remembered a Megan who would never have been capable of this. What it all came down to was 
whether she trusted the Megan sitting in front of her now.  

“They’re sitting down in their room, expecting us right now?”  

Megan nodded.  

Amy closed her eyes. She sat silently, for a long time.  

Finally, she said, “Drag me down there. Now, while I’m still confused. Get me there before I can change 
my mind.”  
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She felt Megan’s arms wrap around her, heard Megan say, “I love you!” Felt the pull as Megan stood 
and backed away from the bed, drawing Amy upright with her hand. “Let’s go, babe.” 
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CHAPTER 12 

Jana’s voice answered Megan’s knock. “Come in.” From within the room, the sound of a door being 
slammed could be heard.  

Amy’s heart thundered as Megan pushed open the door to the room. Come on, Amy, she told herself. 
You can do this.  

The aroma of popcorn hit Amy’s nostrils at once. Jana was halfway to the door, a big grin on her face. 
“‘Lissa’s in the bathroom. I think she’s checking her makeup one more time or something.” Probably in 
semi-panic mode, thought Amy. Like me. That explained the door slamming.  

Jana was bubbly with excitement. “Did you decide what movie you want to see? Megan was saying 
probably a comedy. Something light, anyway.”  

Megan elbowed Amy. “Any ideas?”  

Amy shook her head helplessly. She knew her voice would be shaking if she tried speaking.  

Jana suddenly exclaimed, “Oh! I’m sorry, I’m making you stand in the doorway. Come in! I’m sorry, 
there’s not many places to sit. It’s not as big as you guys’ room. We can all just sit on the bed, if that’s 
okay.”  

Just the one bed, Amy noticed. That relieved her, to a small extent. At least Melissa wasn’t so single-
mindedly focused on Amy that she wouldn’t even sleep with Jana.  

Megan suggested, “Maybe that one where the girl falls in love with her executioner...” She stopped as 
the bathroom door opened, and Melissa stepped out, looking both excited and a little terrified.  

Amy froze. She tried to breathe, but her diaphragm was paralyzed. She shot a look at Megan, who 
looked as astonished as Amy felt. Megan gave a quick headshake, clearly saying No, I had no idea she 
was going to go this far.  

Melissa had been to the hair salon, where they had straightened and dyed her hair. The style, the golden 
color, were Miranda’s. Amy, amazed, saw Melissa had even had them dye her eyebrows. A complete 
job.  

Megan doesn’t even know the half of it, Amy realized, as her eyes dropped down to look at the rest of 
Melissa. Megan was only familiar with Miranda’s face.  

The golden halter top, the ultra-short skirt. The gold-colored sandals. They looked identical to...  

Melissa easily read Amy’s thought. “They told me it’s the same outfit my sister wore to her hanging. 
Beth brought it back with her afterwards.” She looked down and adjusted the drape of the cloth over 
her breasts, and looked back up at Amy with a tentative grin. “It fits.”  

It does indeed, thought Amy.  
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Even that subtle difference in the shape of her chin seemed to add to the impression, rather than 
subtract. It simply made her look like a more-determined-than-usual Miranda. Not at all inappropriate, 
considering the situation.  

The heavy metal First Year slave collar was the sole exception to an otherwise perfect Miranda 
impression. She might have covered that with a golden choker, Amy realized. Maybe she wanted to 
hang onto that one piece of her own identity.  

Megan cleared her throat. “Jana, what do you think of watching the movie down in my room?” She 
picked up one of the huge bowls of popcorn. “And stay over so we can get to know each other.”  

Amy, her eyes still glued to Melissa, couldn’t see Jana’s face, but she could hear everything she needed 
to know in Jana’s voice. Like every other Academy girl, especially the First Years, Jana regarded Megan in 
worshipful awe, both for her legendary abilities and her astounding body. Spending a night alone with 
Megan went beyond anything she’d imagined could ever really happen. All of this was in her whispery, 
“Sure, I’d like that.”  

Amy heard the door closing. She was barely able to remember whose departure it signified. She only 
knew it meant she was alone with Melissa.  

She continued staring helplessly as Melissa walked towards her, took her hand and guided her to the 
bed. She couldn’t think of a response other than a nod when Melissa said, “I think we should talk.”  

After a few moments of silence, Melissa began speaking, looking at the floor. “I think I could always tell 
how much Miranda meant to you. I’m so proud my sister could have that much effect on anybody. But I 
didn’t really know how it might be affecting the way you acted towards me.” She looked up at Amy. “It’s 
true, what Megan told me, right? About... what you’ve got going on, in your head?” She tapped her own 
head.  

Amy nodded, and finally managed to speak. “Megan knows me better than anybody.”  

Melissa nodded. “You’re really lucky to have her as your roommate. In a lot of ways.”  

Amy managed a small smile. “More than I can count.”  

“Amy,” Melissa started, then stopped, seeming to search for the right words. She went on after a 
moment, “There are things you’d want to say to Miranda, if you could. Right?”  

“I... I do talk to her. A lot. I always have.”  

“But she doesn’t answer back.”  

“Well...” Amy looked down. “I get... thoughts, in my head, and I feel like she put them there. She’s 
helped me so many times.”  

Melissa stared at Amy until Amy finally looked up. “Amy, you know my dad brought home some of 
Miranda’s meat. I have her inside me. Talk to her. She’s here now.”  
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Looking at Melissa. Looking at Melissa. A feeling washed over Amy that went far beyond anything she’d 
experienced with Miranda’s head. An overwhelming sense of presence. “M-Miranda... I want to thank 
you.”  

The girl, the beautiful live golden girl in front of Amy smiled. “For what?”  

“For... everything. Being here.” Amy gestured at her surroundings -- the Academy. “Being part of all this. 
Everything that’s happened since I met you.”  

A tiny head-shake. “You’re here because of who you are. All of the abilities you needed are inside you. I 
didn’t give you those. I only saw them.”  

“But... you helped me see them!”  

A bigger smile. “I’m so glad I could do that.”  

Automatically, Amy reached out to stroke Miranda’s hair, like soft, spun gold, as she had so many times. 
But now Miranda’s head gave warmth to Amy’s hand. She could see Miranda’s eyes blink. See Miranda’s 
lips twitch upward into another smile. She was here. She was alive.  

Her face. Miranda’s face. Amy couldn’t look away. She could see nothing else. Couldn’t see the walls of 
the tent she knew she and Miranda were in. The tent on the grounds of her father’s house. Couldn’t 
hear the murmurs of conversations among the guests at Andrew’s party, though she knew they were 
just outside, a few feet away. Couldn’t hear Andrew’s footsteps as he approached the tent, for his time 
with his slave before her hanging.  

But now, Amy knew, Andrew wasn’t coming. The story was rewritten. Amy could have all the time she 
wanted with Miranda. No one would interrupt.  

Soft lips were suddenly against Amy’s, warm, wet, moving.  

Amy was more familiar than anyone but another Hanging Girl with the body’s most basic requirement. 
She had trained herself to set aside her need for air, taking in what she could get in the tiniest sips, 
letting herself be satisfied with far less than the minimum, burying the feelings of panic that any 
untrained person would give in to, until at last the platform supported her again and let her breathe, 
and her body’s need could burst forth in great heaves of her chest.  

That was as close as she could come to describing the sudden fire of passion she felt now -- the bursting 
forth of a long pent-up need, as crucial as air, a need to be with Miranda, to stroke her body and feel her 
respond, to kiss her and feel the kiss returned. Amy was barely aware she was moaning helplessly, every 
square inch of her skin alive and pulsating, tingling, as she and Miranda felt each other with their 
fingertips, first lightly but then more urgently, tasted each other with their lips and tongues, each 
sensing the other between her legs and deep within. All of the joys she had experienced since meeting 
Miranda -- learning she’d been accepted into the Academy, passing the Fifteen, earning Megan’s love 
and giving it in return... Amy could share all of that happiness with Miranda now, without words, letting 
the movements of her body do all of her talking for her. There were so many of those joys, and Amy 
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could take her time expressing every one of them with her body, until the culminating explosion for 
which “orgasm” was such a completely inadequate word.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy wasn’t sure how long she had been lying quietly there on her side, facing Melissa, fondly stroking 
Melissa’s hip with her hand, her lips pressed against Melissa’s. Not very long, she decided. We’re both 
still soaked with sweat. It occurred to Amy they were both naked. She had no memory of how or when 
they had got that way. Though she was sure it had been early on. She knew every square millimeter of 
the girl she was holding. With all of her senses.  

Melissa’s eyes opened, just an inch from Amy’s own, and Amy could feel, with her lips, Melissa’s curl up 
into a smile. Melissa said softly, “Thank you,” her voice muffled by Amy’s mouth.  

Amy kissed her, and backed away just enough to speak clearly. “I want to say thank you too, but I could 
never say it enough. There aren’t enough words. Or enough time in a lifetime.” She felt her eyes sting 
with tears.  

Melissa closed her eyes, her smile spreading, and tightened her arms around Amy. “Don’t worry about 
it.”  

Amy stroked Melissa’s hair. “Could you promise me one thing?”  

“Anything.”  

Amy let some of Melissa’s hair wrap around her finger. “Could you have them put your hair back like it 
was? The way it is naturally?”  

Melissa frowned suddenly. “Didn’t you like it?”  

Amy squeezed her with both arms. “I love it more than you can ever imagine. But the next time we 
make love, I want to be with Melissa.”  

Melissa’s eyes flew open wide. “The next time?” The look on her face said everything. Please, please 
don’t be kidding.  

Amy smiled. “First of many, I hope.” She reached beyond her head to pull a pillow towards her and slide 
it under both their heads. Clouds of exhaustion were already fogging her senses. She kissed Melissa 
again. “Night, Melissa. Thank you. Thank you.” One kiss later, she was asleep with Melissa in her arms.  

*   *   *   *   *  

THE NEXT MORNING  

Amy waited with Melissa outside the door to her own room, listening at the crack. She whispered, “I 
don’t hear anything. They might still be asleep.” Making as little sound as possible, she turned the knob 
and eased the door open.  
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Amy started to walk in, then stopped, startled, and choked back a laugh. Behind her, Melissa gasped and 
jammed her hands in her mouth to keep from laughing.  

The two girls on the bed were, indeed, both still sound asleep. Both naked, of course. Megan was lying 
on her stomach on top of Jana, her head cushioned by Jana’s breasts. Jana was on her back, her arms 
stretched straight beyond her head, squeezing her ears, her wrists joined by handcuffs, with a rope 
around the central link in the cuffs securing them to the headboard. Her legs were spread as wide apart 
as the bed would allow, her ankles secured with ropes to the corners of the bed.  

The slight sounds of Amy’s and Melissa’s entrance had just now awakened Megan, who stirred slightly 
and stretched her muscles sleepily. She turned her head to look at the door, rubbed her eyes, and 
smiled. “Morning, hon.”  

Beneath her, Jana moved her head, yawned, mumbled unintelligibly, and then suddenly became aware 
that she and Megan were not alone. Her eyes flew open, and the sudden spasm of her whole body 
nearly threw Megan onto the floor. Her face was suddenly bright red. The handcuffs clinked as she tried 
once again to pull her hands free, then gave up.  

Megan kissed the girl’s neck and stroked her arm to calm her. “It’s okay, Jana, really. Do you want me to 
let you go?”  

In a tiny voice, Jana said, “Yes, please.” After a pause, she went on, “I need to go to the bathroom.”  

As soon as Megan released her, she bolted into the bathroom and threw the door closed.  

Amy gave Megan a quizzical look. “Why’s it such a big deal?” She grinned. “You guys looked really 
adorable, by the way.”  

Megan smiled back and shrugged. “This was something new to her.”  

Amy blinked. “Your idea?”  

Megan shook her head. “That’s not what I meant. She just hadn’t tried it before.”  

Amy looked at Melissa, who still wore an amazed look. “What, you didn’t know?”  

Melissa shook her head slowly. “I had no idea. We never talked about anything like that.” A smile slowly 
spread on her face. “We’ll definitely try out some stuff, though.”  

Megan laughed softly. “I knew she hadn’t told Melissa. She didn’t even know herself. It was a really 
deep, subconscious thing. I could tell there was something she wanted, but it took me at least half an 
hour to figure out what it was.” Megan seemed a little piqued that the secret had eluded her for so long. 
Videos of Megan’s party sessions with guests, in which she divined their sexual needs almost instantly, 
were often used for classroom instruction, the whole class watching while Megan pointed out the 
guest’s “tells”.  
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Maybe that was part of the reason for Jana’s reaction just now, thought Amy. At eighteen, coming to 
terms with your sexual identity can be a confusing process. “So I gather she really liked it.”  

Megan gave Amy a big grin. “After about her tenth orgasm I decided she probably liked it, yeah.” She 
turned to Melissa. “We didn’t get around to trying a blindfold, and I didn’t have a ball gag handy, but get 
those for when you do it. I promise she’ll like it. And they have soft leather cuffs at the student store, if 
you’re going to do this a lot.”  

Melissa nodded. Amy could tell she was getting very aroused.  

The bathroom door opened and Jana, still blushing, came out, as if she’d finally decided she couldn’t 
stay in there forever. Amy, still not satisfied she knew all of the reason Jana had been so embarrassed, 
saw significance in the fact Jana was avoiding looking at Melissa. Amy rubbed Melissa’s back and 
whispered to her, “Go tell her it’s okay.”  

As Jana bent to pick up her panties and shorts and started pulling them on, Melissa walked over and 
gave her a hug. “I’m really glad you had fun.”  

Jana finally looked at her, suddenly hopeful. “You’re not mad?”  

Ah, Amy thought, the last puzzle piece. She’s totally in love with Melissa. She couldn’t bear Melissa 
catching her in sex play that went far beyond anything she and Melissa had tried, with a girl she barely 
knew.  

Melissa blinked. “Mad at what?”  

Jana sighed heavily, and retrieved her uniform bra. “We both promised we wouldn’t have secrets from 
each other.”  

Melissa made a gesture of exasperation and kissed her. “It doesn’t count as a secret if you didn’t even 
know it yourself!”  

Megan suddenly said, “Oh!” as if she’d just thought of something. “Jana, I want to start working with 
you at practicing hanging with your feet tied together. We all do a little of that occasionally, just in case. 
But I think you should get to be your class’ expert in that, so you can teach the finer points to the other 
girls.”  

Amy frowned. “She can’t do a lot of your sexual moves with her legs together.”  

Megan nodded. “I know, but I want to work out a new choreography for exactly that. Every year there’s 
at least one buyer who wants to tie the girl’s ankles. There’s no reason we can’t figure out how to give 
them a better show than they get now.” She turned back to Jana. “You willing?”  

Jana nodded, wide-eyed. “Oh, yes! I’d love that!” She hadn’t really needed to say anything. Amy had 
seen how the girl’s face lit up at the first mention of the idea.  
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Amy suggested, “Why don’t you two go back to your room and do all your morning stuff, and we’ll meet 
you in the caf for breakfast at about...” She looked at the clock. “Nine, say.”  

Melissa and Jana both glowed. “Sure!” Jana looked around to see if she’d forgotten anything, and 
retrieved the now-empty popcorn bowl.  

Amy walked over to Melissa, put her arms around her and gave her a warm kiss. “Thank you so much, 
again.”  

Melissa hugged her tightly. “You’re really welcome.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Once the girls were gone, Megan grinned at Amy. “I guess your night went well.”  

Amy took both of Megan’s hands in her own as she faced her, looked in her eyes, and said slowly, “I 
really owe you.”  

Megan smiled and shook her head briefly. “All paid a long time ago.” She kissed Amy, then turned 
towards the bathroom. “I’ll get a shower started while you get your clothes off.”  

The door opened suddenly, and Linda breezed in, her nightie and hair looking a little disheveled. She 
grinned at both of them. “Hey! ‘D I miss anything?”  

*   *   *   *   *  

FOUR WEEKS LATER  

Linda followed Amy out of the bathroom, naked, looking even a little paler than usual, but satisfied. 
“Okay, check ‘enema’ off the list.”  

Megan picked up the checklist. “You’re totally cleared out?”  

Linda giggled. “I’d better be. Feel like I’ve lost about five pounds.” Steffi Bloom had been hesitant about 
whether “Zoey” would have an opportunity for a bowel movement during her two-day captivity. Linda 
had decided that a last-minute enema before embarking from the Academy would eliminate the need 
during her two days in the dungeon.  

She went to the bed, where her outfit was laid out, picked up the expensive panties and slipped them 
on. “Oh, hey, where are the shoes?”  

Amy started. “Oh, sorry. I put them away in a drawer. Hold on.” She retrieved them as Linda zipped up 
the short pleated red skirt.  

Megan helped Linda fasten the bra, a sexy half-cup push-up model, and Amy handed her the blouse, a 
short-puffy-sleeved white cotton pullover, with a straight-across neckline cut low enough to show the 
top halves of her breasts, elastic bands in the sleeves securing it to leave her shoulders bare. She slipped 
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on the sandals, in red matching the skirt, knelt to crisscross the bands over her instep and buckled them 
above her ankle. She looked up at Megan. “Shades?”  

Megan handed her the dark glasses with oversized lenses.  

Linda put them on and stood upright, turning slowly for her friends. “How do I look?”  

The three of them had spent a long time discussing clothing options. Megan had suggested a sexy red 
strapless evening gown, but it wouldn’t fit with the cover story of the circumstances of Zoey’s 
kidnapping. Amy had thought something dowdy might be appropriate, signifying Zoey-incognito, but 
Linda had been adamant that Zoey hated going unrecognized, in addition to the difficulty it would cause 
for Linda in trying to project Zoeyness. They had finally settled on a casual, though expensive, ensemble 
that Zoey might wear for a recreational drive in her car.  

The shades were not for disguise. They were, in Linda’s words, for cool.  

Amy sighed in appreciation. “You look absolutely perfect, Zoey.”  

Linda grinned. “That’s what I like. A yes-girl.”  

Megan looked down at the paper, and grinned triumphantly. “We’re down to the last thing on the list!” 
She went to get the collar from the drawer.  

Linda had not worn a collar of any sort for a month. She had resisted the idea of wearing one while 
travelling to Steffi’s dungeon, complaining again that it would interfere with her Zoey self-image, but 
couldn’t escape the need to be clearly marked as a slave when she went out in public. It was a silky red 
choker-type collar, which would be replaced by something entirely different once they arrived on-site. 
As a compromise worked out with the dean, it lacked the usual “property of” legend, and simply sported 
the Academy logo.  

Linda looked at Megan. “For real? We didn’t miss anything? I’m counting on you guys.”  

Megan looked at the list one more time. “Everything is checked off.” She looked at the clock. “And we 
should be getting out of here.”  

Linda turned slowly for one last look around the room, her home for over a month and a reminder of all 
the love she had shared with Amy and Megan. She nodded to herself and then grinned. “Okay, let the 
show begin.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

They went to the exit by way of the Party Pavilion, so that all of the students, including the First Years 
who couldn’t leave the secured area, could be there to say farewell. Usually all of the girls got their 
goodbyes out of their system early and allowed a Hanging Girl and her entourage for the hanging a 
private departure, but this was different.  
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Only a few of the girls came forward, the rest hanging back and waving, shouting “Goodbye, Zoey!” 
Three girls were holding a banner that read, “WE LOVE YOU, ZOEY!”  

Cheryl, with her new roommate Patricia, with whom she’d moved in after Becky’s hanging, caught up 
with Linda near the door. Cheryl sighed, “It’s been so great having you here, Zoey.” Stacia shoved the 
inevitable paper and pen at her, and Linda signed the first of several Zoey autographs cheerfully, asking 
names of some of the girls for the fifth or sixth time. Jackie grinned at Amy, shrugged and called out, 
“Don’t forget to ask them if they need any technical advisors for the movie.”  

Amy spotted Melissa and Jana, holding hands, hanging back a little, not wanting to insert themselves 
into the drama that was clearly Linda’s show. Melissa, her hair long since returned to its natural color, 
mouthed “I love you” at Amy, who smiled and mouthed back the same.  

As for Jana, it was easy to read what she was thinking about. Last week, she had spent an entire night 
tied up, fondled, and licked by Zoey Hillcrest. It was clearly something she’d remember the rest of her 
life.  

Linda finally put her hands up and said, “I’ve loved meeting all of you. I’ve got to go because I’m meeting 
some people for lunch, but I promise I’ll never forget you!” Leaving behind a chorus of goodbyes, she 
finally made it out the door, Amy and Megan behind her, both carrying satchels of necessities.  

Amy smiled at Big Bill, their driver/bodyguard for the adventure. Amy always liked seeing Bill, the only 
other remaining person at the Academy who had been at Miranda’s hanging. Once they had stowed 
their luggage and piled together into the second row of seats, he started the limo and drove it slowly out 
to the street. Amy, as usual, looked back to watch the Academy shrink behind them into the distance.  

She looked at Linda, who was watching the scenery, lit by the late morning sun, through eyes wide and 
bright behind the shades. Yes, Amy thought, she has that same glow. Exactly like Laney. Exactly like 
Beth. Exactly like Miranda. 
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CHAPTER 13 

Amy sucked in a deep breath and squeezed her eyes shut. The last turning of the path through the trees 
on Steffi Bloom’s estate had just revealed a trap door in the ground, standing open, its ground 
camouflage on one side looking odd when vertical.  

Megan, holding Amy’s hand as they nearly sprinted to keep up with Linda, stopped as she felt her 
roommate suddenly freeze. She turned to look at Amy’s face, gave her hand a squeeze, and said quietly, 
“Amy, it’s okay. We’re on Steffi Bloom’s property. Andrew isn’t anywhere around. Bill is right here. 
We’ve got cell phones. Nothing’s going to happen.”  

Amy breathed out slowly and worked to throw off her funk. “I know that. Just give me a minute.” Behind 
them, Bill stood quietly, holding a huge case full of equipment and supplies.  

Linda, who had reached the trap door, came back to them, with a puzzled frown. “Everything okay? Bill, 
is there anything here that shouldn’t be here?”  

Amy waved her off. “Sorry, sorry. I’ll be okay in a sec. It just hit me the wrong way.”  

Linda looked back at the trap door, then suddenly understood. “Oh! Right. I’m sorry, Amy, I should have 
asked if this was going to mess you up.” She bit her lip. “Do you need to... go back?”  

Amy said quickly, “No! There is no way in the world I’d miss this.” She managed a smile, and reached out 
to stroke Linda’s Zoey-face. “But you better realize, there’s no better way to show how much I love you 
than following you down into that hole.”  

Linda suddenly teared up, and threw her arms around Amy. “I know, I know. Thank you so much! You 
being here means the world to me.”  

Megan cleared her throat. “We’ve got about sixty minutes.”  

Linda let go, wiped her eyes, and kissed Amy. She looked back at the trap door, and the light was back in 
her eyes again. “Let me go down first, and follow me after about a minute. I want to have just a little 
time by myself down there.” She grinned at Amy. “I’ll let you know if there are any traps.”  

Amy laughed, and waved her on. “You go ahead. I’m okay, really.”  

Amy watched as Linda stepped down onto the first of the concrete steps revealed by the open trap 
door, then paused, turning in place on the step. Amy could tell that Linda was taking in the world one 
last time. Her last sight of sunlight, filtering through the branches of the trees. Her last taste of fresh 
outdoor air, sweetened by the leaves whispering in the light breeze.  

She finally turned and continued down the steps. Amy watched Linda’s bobbing head sink into the 
ground as she descended into her personal dungeon.  

Amy leaned against Megan and giggled. “I think I’m more nervous than she is. I hope Steffi gets what 
she needs out of this.”  
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Megan smiled. “If she doesn’t, it won’t be Linda’s fault.”  

Amy looked around, as if taking in the lasts sights of the outside world herself. She still felt hesitant to go 
down through the trap door, but Megan was right. There wasn’t any danger. She was happy, though, to 
give Linda a little extra alone-time in the place of her final, long-anticipated show.  

After a few minutes, Amy shook herself, took a step forward with a grunt of effort, as if working against 
some sort of anti-magnetic property of the underground dungeon, and walked to the entrance, with an 
extra-tight grip on Megan’s hand. She let Megan trail her down the steps, with Big Bill behind them. Bill 
pulled the trap door closed above them.  

Amy blinked at the sight of the room, brightly lit by recessed lighting along the ceiling. This, she 
understood, was the anteroom. She hadn’t quite anticipated it looking like this.  

Linda was closing the door of a large refrigerator, laughing. “Well, I guess she’s got everything she 
needs. She must live a classic bachelorette life.” Linda gestured at the microwave oven. “Lots of stuff in 
the fridge to go in there. Think I’ll get any of it?”  

Amy shrugged. “She never did say much about just what her fantasy consisted of. Maybe she’ll feed you 
steadily for two days till you say, ‘Just hang me, I can’t eat anymore.’ “  

The three girls laughed, and continued looking around. In addition to the kitchen equipment, the 
anteroom also sported a recliner with a floor lamp beside it, with a table and several books on the other 
side. Megan fingered the volumes. “I figured she’d be a reader. I guess she’ll be out here relaxing while 
you’re in the dungeon stewing.”  

“Speaking of which, let’s take a look!” Linda was at the heavy metal door opposite the concrete step 
entrance, through which Bill had already gone, looking into the room beyond. “Wow!”  

Amy came up behind Linda, and rested her hand on Linda’s shoulder, as she looked in.  

The illumination in the dungeon was considerably different from that in the anteroom. One spotlight 
shone on the wall across from the entrance, which was equipped as one would expect in a dungeon. 
Heavy metal chains and shackles hung from iron rings were embedded in the rough brick wall. 
Unexpected, though, were the large four-poster bed, a small well-shaded lamp on a table beside it, to 
the right of the entrance along the near wall, as were the small dining table, cloth covered, and two soft-
looking leather chairs on opposite sides of it. There were candles on the tablecloth. To the left sat a 
large, very comfortable-looking overstuffed chair.  

In the far corner of the right-hand wall stood a familiar sight: a hanging platform. Amy smiled. At the end 
of Linda’s three years of training, most of which Amy was fortunate enough to have been able to share 
with her, here was Linda’s place to stand alone, to give her life the ending she had dreamed of. Seeing it 
added to Amy’s growing consciousness of how much closer she was daily moving towards the same fate.  

There was a small alcove in the near side of the left-hand wall. Peering in, Amy saw that there was a 
toilet and a shower. Whether Linda would be allowed to use the facilities was unknown.  
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The air in the dungeon seemed fresh, and unexpectedly dry for an underground room. Amy wasn’t sure, 
at first, where the air conditioning vents were. She noticed, then, a gap between the ceiling and the tops 
of the walls. Standing on one of the chairs to reach high enough, she could barely detect the movement 
of air from the gap. There was no sound associated with it that she was aware of.  

Amy stepped down, looked again at the bed, and laughed. “Well, we know what Zoey will be doing part 
of the time, anyway.”  

Facing the shackle wall stood a digital video camera on a tripod, which Bill was checking out. He turned 
and vanished into one of the two side rooms, the one whose door, currently ajar, stood in the wall to 
the left, beyond the bathroom alcove. Presently, with a soft whirring sound, the camera began panning 
to various angles. Amy looked into the room, and saw that a black semicircular floor-to-ceiling curtain 
hid most of the room from view. Behind the curtain, Bill sat at a console, experimenting with the camera 
controls.  

The door to the room was darkly smoked glass with a pebbly texture, crossed by vertical and horizontal 
lines in imitation of the pattern on the bricks of the wall. As Linda had originally suggested at the original 
meeting, the door, when closed, with the dim lighting of the room focused on another wall, was nearly 
invisible. The curtain prevented light from the room from seeping out into the dungeon proper.  

Directly across from it, in the right-hand wall, was a similar room that Amy and Megan would share for 
the next two days. Megan and Linda had already gone in. Amy entered and passed behind the curtain, 
and found Megan checking out a console identical to the one in Bill’s room, sitting in one of the two 
softly-padded leather seats in front of the console. In the center of the console, a large high-definition 
monitor currently showed an image of the four-poster bed. Megan nodded to Amy. “It’s working. 
There’s a little delay when I first touch the controls, when it’s taking over. After that it’s pretty smooth.” 
In recognition of the fact that the occupants of the two rooms would have to sleep sometime, the 
camera could be operated from either console. Using any of the dials or switches on either console 
caused the central computer to grant control of the camera to that console for the next thirty seconds, 
so that the camera wouldn’t get conflicting instructions if both consoles were used nearly 
simultaneously. Whoever first saw a need, from either room, to make the camera move, could do so.  

Most importantly, the camera would be switched off at the beginning of any hanging. The dean had 
been firm, as always, about the rule against recording a hanging, but had agreed to allow Steffi to 
preserve a video record of any non-hanging activities.  

Behind Amy, Linda lay on her back on Megan’s and Amy’s bed, moving her arms and legs as if making a 
snow angel. She giggled. “I think my bed out there is nicer.”  

Amy laughed. “What makes you think it’s your bed? I think it’s for Stefanie’s comfort while she watches 
you suffer.”  

“Bet you anything I’ll get to sleep in it. Snuggled up with Stefanie.”  

“What have you got to bet with?”  

Linda laughed. “Touche’.”  
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Megan looked back at Linda. “Zoey, can we do a sound check?” She gestured towards the door leading 
into the dungeon.  

Linda sighed, and levered herself off the bed. “So much for my last chance to relax.”  

Amy smiled. “Couple more days and you can relax forever.”  

Linda grinned. “I’ll earn it.”  

Megan snorted. “No kidding.”  

Amy pushed the door closed behind Linda. It sealed snugly against a rubber gasket, and required some 
force to close it. It finally latched with a sharp click. She came back to the console and watched the 
monitor as Linda wandered randomly around the room, saying whatever came into her head. The 
camera followed her, Bill evidently controlling it now, as Megan wasn’t touching any of the instruments. 
Amy could hear Linda’s aimless chatter clearly. She twisted the volume knob all the way to “Off,” and 
suddenly there was a complete absence of sound from Linda. Amy was impressed with the 
soundproofing -- she couldn’t hear anything from the dungeon without the electronic assistance. Steffi 
obviously would not be able to hear whatever small sounds Amy and Megan might make, though they 
didn’t intend to make a lot of noise in any case.  

Megan looked up suddenly as if remembering something, and turned to reach for the bag she’d brought 
with her. As Amy looked at her roommate questioningly, Megan explained, “Cell phone.” Amy nodded. 
“Oh! Right.”  

Megan flipped open the phone, and showed the bars to Amy. The phone was getting an acceptable 
signal. The two side rooms had minimal covering above them, at ground level, so that phone 
communication would be possible -- another requirement set by the dean, so that his representatives at 
the hanging would not be cut off from communication with the Academy and the rest of the outside 
world. Megan punched in the number for the dean’s secretary, talked with her briefly to verify they had 
arrived, and hung up.  

Megan looked around wonderingly. “How much money do you suppose Steffi put into this place?”  

Amy shook her head. “I don’t even want to imagine. I mean, my dad could do it, but he wouldn’t. Not for 
something he was only going to use once.”  

Megan nodded. “This whole scene really means a lot to Steffi.”  

Amy laughed. “I think we all knew that already.”  

She pushed past the curtain and pulled the door open. “Everything’s fine, Zoey.”  

Linda nodded and came back to the room. “I could use a little snack. Let me see what you’ve got in 
there.” She walked past the console and knelt by the minifridge. After a moment’s consideration, she 
pulled out an apple and a small pack of girlmeat cold cuts. She frowned. “Is there any bread?”  
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Megan pointed. “Probably that cupboard.”  

Linda opened up. “Oh, yeah.” She pulled out a loaf, opened it and extracted a couple of slices. As she 
was opening the girlmeat package, she looked at it more closely. “Oh! There’s a little bio of the girl on it. 
Are they doing that now?”  

Amy came over to look. “That brand, anyway.”  

Linda read. “Her name was Andrea. She was studying to be a dancer when she got drafted.” She looked 
at the tiny picture. “Pretty girl. And slender. Package says it’s all lean meat.”  

She pulled out several slices of Andrea, and found a knife to spread on some mustard and relish from 
the fridge. As she took her first bite, she closed her eyes and savored the taste. “It’s nice to know who 
this is. I never liked the idea of just being anonymous meat.” She offered the meat package to Amy. 
“Want some?”  

Amy shook her head. “Not hungry yet.” The truth was, Amy felt too nervous to be capable of eating. She 
had no idea why Linda wasn’t, but was glad of that.  

As Linda finished off the apple, Megan said, “About thirty minutes now. We should start getting you 
secured.”  

Linda nodded. “Let me pee first. I don’t know if or when Stefanie’s going to let me do that.” She went 
into the small bathroom that was part of Amy’s and Megan’s suite.  

Megan called to her, “We’ll be in the dungeon. Come out there when you’re ready.” Amy followed 
Megan out to the dungeon.  

By the time Amy could walk to the shackle wall, Megan was already kneeling there, examining the 
shackles. “I can’t tell if these are the same ones Steffi sent us to test out. Look the same, anyway.”  

Amy heard the toilet from their room flushing, and presently Linda emerged from behind the curtain. 
She grinned. “I’m all set.” She looked excited, determined not to delay her adventure any longer. Her 
eyes flicked over the arrangement of restraints. “I must be supposed to sit on the floor, with my back 
against the wall.”  

As she made a move to sit, Amy said quickly, “Wait!” She stood next to Linda. “Let me at least give you a 
hug, you goof!” She wrapped her arms tightly around Linda, rubbing her cheek against Linda’s.  

Amy squeezed her eyes shut. “You’ve always been the best friend I could have, the best person I could 
ever imagine. I’ll think about you every day.”  

Linda sighed and rubbed Amy’s back. “You rat. You stole most of what I was going to say to you. I’ll just 
say I love you, I love you, I love you. Thank you so much for everything.”  

Amy backed away at last, enough to kiss Linda. “Have a great time, honey.”  
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Linda grinned. “I know I will.”  

She turned to Megan, who was already spreading her arms for her own hug. Holding Megan, she said, “I 
feel so lucky I got to know you. And so glad you and Amy found each other. You were meant to be 
together from the day you were born.”  

Megan responded, “You were always such a great example for me to follow. I learned a lot from you.”  

Linda laughed. “Ditto, for sure. I love you.”  

Megan whispered a heartfelt, “I love you too,” and kissed her.  

Reluctantly, Linda finally let go of Megan. A laugh of pure joy bubbled up out of her, and she spun and 
sank down against the wall. “Now! Let’s get started!”  

Amy knelt next to her. “Move your butt out just a little, hon. I need room to work behind you.”  

Linda scooted forward, and Amy took hold of the wrist shackles. Each had several metal rings around its 
periphery, and they were joined to each other by a padlock through a ring on each. Each also had 
another padlock, securing a heavy chain, just a few inches long, to one of the rings, the other end of the 
chain running back to another ring embedded in the wall behind Linda.  

Amy had already practiced locking these shackles, or similar ones, around Linda’s wrists and ankles 
before. They were padded with leather on the inside, though comfort was only a secondary issue. She 
snapped the self-locking wrist shackles closed, securing Linda’s wrists to each other and to the wall 
behind her. Each ankle shackle was attached to a longer chain similarly secured to the wall, though not 
long enough for Linda to straighten her legs in front of her.  

Amy looked at Linda and grinned. “Remember that time, a long time ago, when you tied Laney and me 
together, and I told you I’d get you back?”  

Linda looked blank for a moment as she searched for the memory, then suddenly burst out laughing. 
After several attempts to speak, she finally sputtered, “Well, it took you long enough!”  

Amy saw that Megan was giving them both puzzled looks. Still laughing, she said to Megan, “I’ll tell you 
about it later.”  

Amy unfastened the choker Linda had been using as a slave collar, and reached behind her for one last 
thing -- a heavy metal collar, at least a quarter-inch thick, with several attachment rings around its 
periphery, at present open in two semicircles hinged in the middle. Like all of the other articles of 
restraint, the collar was secured to the wall by a chain a few inches long. She closed the collar around 
Linda’s neck, and locked it with one remaining padlock. “How’s that feel?”  

Linda wriggled her shoulders and swung her head from side to side. “Well, it’s not like there’s a choice, 
but it’s fine. It’d rub my shoulders pretty raw if I had to wear it too long, but for a couple of days I can 
handle it.”  
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Megan looked her over. “Do you need anything before we get started?”  

Linda bit her lip, thinking. “I ate, I peed. I think I’m set.”  

Amy took a deep breath and kissed her one more time, and Megan did the same after. Amy stood. “If 
we start the camera recording about two minutes after we close the door, does that give you time to get 
in character?”  

Linda nodded. “More than enough, but give me that whole time, okay?”  

Amy nodded in return, hesitated as she tried to think of anything more that needed to be done. At last 
she shrugged, and smiled. “Time for your show, Zoey.”  

Linda laughed. “Roll ‘em!”  

Megan went back into the side room, and Amy, backing away, mouthed “I love you” one more time, 
entered the room, and pushed the door closed.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy watched on the video monitor. Linda had closed her eyes to compose herself, and leaned back 
against the wall, letting her head drop forward. She appeared to be asleep. That did seem a good place 
to start from, Amy decided. Drugged unconsciousness.  

She looked at Megan, who nodded. Amy reached out and flipped the toggle that started recording the 
images from the camera.  

Linda remained motionless for several minutes. At last her head twitched, and she raised it and grunted, 
her eyes squeezed tightly shut and her brow furrowed, as if her head hurt. She shrugged her shoulders 
as if trying to raise her hands to her face, and suddenly twitched violently, causing a loud clink from all 
of the chains, seeming astonished to find herself restrained. She fought briefly with the shackles, 
grunting, and looked around wildly, shouting “Hey!” She bent forward until the collar stopped her, and 
made a choking sound as it tightened across the front of her throat.  

Her expression settled into an angry scowl, as she pulled again on the wrist shackles, muttering “Damn 
it!” She suddenly stopped and looked around wide-eyed, as if aware for the first time of the features of 
the room.  

“Is anybody there??” Her imitation of Zoey’s voice was perfect by now.  

She muttered “Shit!” and started examining her restraints more methodically. Twisting, she brought her 
hands around her right hip as far as she could, visually examining the shackles, rotating her arms to 
various angles and a few times giving the shackles vicious yanks. She kicked her feet outward, trying 
fruitlessly to straighten her legs, then bending her right leg to bring her foot closer so she could see the 
ankle shackle better.  
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She suddenly looked up and shouted, “Marty! You asshole! This is your kind of stupid joking around. This 
isn’t funny! Let me go right now if you ever want to see your ass in one piece again!” She kicked again, 
and strained her arms behind her trying once more to free her hands. “LET... ME... GO!!”  

Amy was startled by the sudden sound of a bell from within her own room. “What’s...” She looked at 
Megan questioningly and then remembered. “Oh yeah.” It was a signal that the trap door entry to the 
outer room had been opened. Steffi was entering her underground bunker. 
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CHAPTER 14 

Amy patted Megan’s arm. “I’m going up to the door for a better view.” Megan nodded, her hand poised 
over the camera controls.  

Amy slipped through the curtain and sat on the floor in front of the door. Despite the textured surface of 
the glass, the view through it was relatively clear -- a little like viewing an underwater scene, but she 
could still see well enough to make out Linda’s infuriated expression. The sounds from the dungeon 
came clearly through the speakers on the console.  

Linda gasped and stared when the door to the dungeon opened. Amy realized Linda wouldn’t have been 
able to hear the bell that signaled Steffi’s approach, and her startlement was no doubt genuine. Linda 
suddenly brought her thighs together with a slap -- with her knees up, her short skirt had bunched up 
around her waist, revealing the expensive panties underneath. She watched cautiously as the figure 
entered, her jaw slightly thrust out belligerently.  

Steffi was dressed in jeans and a hooded sweatshirt, the hood pulled up. In the dimness of that end of 
the room, her face was lost in the shadow of the hood. She stopped just inside the entrance, watching 
Linda.  

Her teeth gritted, Linda rasped out, “You better let me out of here, now! You have no idea how much 
shit I can bring down on your head.”  

Amy could just make out that Steffi’s mouth was slightly open. The lower half of her face, in fact, 
radiated complete astonishment. Like everyone else who had known in advance that Linda would look 
and sound like Zoey Hillcrest, she had still not been prepared for the perfection of the impersonation. 
Slowly, the corners of the open mouth curled upward into a smile. “I don’t think you have access to your 
shit right now, Zoey.”  

Amy could see Linda’s lips pressed together, her shoulders straining as she tried harder than ever to pull 
her wrists free of the cuffs. She gave up finally, breathing hard, and glared again at the intruder. “Who 
the hell are you? What do you want?”  

Steffi reached up and pushed the hood back. Her hair was brushed back and held in a ponytail, and Amy 
felt sure she had worn it this way in high school. “I’m somebody who wanted to be your friend once, 
Zoey.”  

Linda started angrily, “Am I supposed to know...” She stopped, and leaned forward as much as the 
chains would allow. Her eyes went wide. She finally said in a whispery voice, “S-Stefanie?”  

Steffi laughed delightedly. “It’s so sweet of you to remember! Do you remember all the little people you 
stepped on along the way, or should I consider myself special?”  

For the first time, a look of fear crossed Linda’s face. “L-look, Stefanie, I never meant... I mean, it was all 
kind of... for fun, you know?”  
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The good humor disappeared instantly from Steffi’s face. “Fun! Oh, yeah, I’m sure it was. Think of all the 
fun I had sitting in jail. Wondering what they were going to do to me. Wondering if they were going to 
execute me. They would have if I’d been eighteen, you know. I wasn’t sure how that worked. Were you 
sure, Zoey? Did you check into the laws? Did you think they might hang me?” She took a step closer, her 
fists clenched, glaring, spitting out the words, “Did that thought ever come into your head while you 
were having fun?”  

Linda pressed herself back against the wall. Her voice quavered as she spoke. Amy had a feeling the 
Linda was as deep into the fantasy as Steffi was. Linda was not the professional actress she was 
impersonating, but at the conscious level, Amy believed Linda was not having to pretend to be afraid of 
Steffi. She had spent two months immersing herself in Zoey, acting like her, trying to think like her. 
Today, now, she was Zoey. In her conscious mind, she believed she was the person who had tormented 
Steffi all those years ago. “S-Stefanie... You know they’re looking for me. And I mean, this isn’t just your 
average missing persons case. This is going to be big news everywhere!” Some self-confidence and 
defiance was coming back into her voice. “How long do you think you can hide me?”  

That was one of the “conversation points” Steffi had wanted Linda to bring up. Amy knew what Steffi 
had planned as a response. Steffi gave Linda a grim smile. “Do you remember how you got here, Zoey?”  

Linda bit her lip and shook her head.  

Steffi giggled. “That’s one nice thing about that drug. Short term memory loss. You do remember going 
out for a drive this morning, right? Just you and your hot little convertible? Top down. Beautiful day 
today.” Zoey was known to do that, during her down time between movies. Linda nodded, and Steffi 
went on. “My associates rear-ended you at an isolated intersection out in the boondocks. Do you 
remember that much?”  

Suddenly infuriated, Linda snarled, “You better not have messed up my car...”  

Steffi laughed again. “Have some perspective, Zoey. You’re in a lot more trouble than your car is. 
Anyway, when you and my associates got out of your cars to look over the damage, they gave you a 
little injection. And here you are!” Steffi gestured grandly at the surroundings.  

Linda glared at her. “They will find me. I couldn’t be that far away. A drug wouldn’t put me under that 
long.”  

“Well, distance is the least of your problems. You see... oh, wait.” Steffi looked at her watch. “The news 
should be coming up. That should clear things up for you.”  

Steffi picked up a remote on the table nearby and thumbed a button. The ending of the popular song 
“Consume My Heart” filled the room from unseen speakers, followed by a female voice saying, “Stay 
tuned for the news on the hour, including the latest on the Zoey Hillcrest mystery.” After a commercial, 
another voice started speaking. The first voice had been Monique, playing a DJ. The second was Sadie, 
one of the Second Years, who had been judged to have the sort of calm, authoritative voice favored in 
radio newsreaders.  
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Sadie’s pre-recorded voice began, “The car belonging to missing actress Zoey Hillcrest has been found in 
the last hour. An alert passerby spotted the car partially submerged in the Planque River, not far from 
Miss Hillcrest’s Forest View home. Police spokesmen say Miss Hillcrest was not in the car. Tire tracks 
indicate the car was driven into the river, and police speculate Miss Hillcrest may have lost control of the 
vehicle. The seat belt was unused, and it is possible Miss Hillcrest may have been swept out of the car by 
the current. There is no information as to whether Miss Hillcrest may have found her way to shore 
following the accident, but the police are cautiously hopeful. They are now awaiting the arrival of divers, 
who will begin searching the river shortly. Stay tuned to this station for the latest bulletins.” Sadie 
paused. “In other news...”  

Steffi switched the “radio” off. She smiled at Linda. “I’m sure you see the problem, Zoey. Everybody’s 
going to be looking in the wrong place! They think they know where you are, and that’s where they’ll 
stay, combing the bottom of that river, probably for days! It won’t occur to them to look anywhere else, 
certainly not in an underground bunker on the estate of a person nobody will think to associate with 
you! Not in the amount of time you have left.”  

Linda gawked at her. “W-what do you mean? About ‘time I have left’?”  

Steffi reached towards the wall and pushed a button. A panel in the ceiling, invisible until it moved, 
opened above the center of the room. Through the now-open panel from above dropped a length of 
rope -- looped at its end in a hangman’s knot. The noose bobbed and swung at the end of the rope, 
gradually becoming still.  

Linda shrank back against the wall, her shoulders hunched. “No! You can’t do that to me!”  

Steffi looked at her curiously. “Why not? You didn’t care if I was hanged.”  

Linda shook her head violently. “You can’t, you can’t! I’ve got so much longer to live! I just...” Her eyes 
widened, and she spoke rapidly, hopeful. “I just signed a contract with City Lights Studios. They’re going 
to pay me one million dollars a year, over the next fifteen years, and at the end of that, I’ve agreed to do 
a snuff film for them. You can have that money! I don’t need it! Think about it, Stefanie! A million dollars 
every year, for fifteen years! And when I do the movie, you can come on the set and watch me be 
snuffed! And eat part of me after! I’ll tell them you have to be there!” Amy was proud of that story. 
She’d come up with it herself.  

Steffi laughed more heartily this time. “Money! You think that will fix it. Tell me, Zoey, have you kept 
track of me at all? Do you know what I’ve been doing lately?”  

Linda shook her head blankly.  

Steffi gave her a nasty grin. “Well, offers of money don’t mean a lot to me. I’d barely notice a few more 
millions. But being able to hang you myself...” She looked at Linda intently and spoke slowly. “...that 
means everything to me.”  

Linda stammered quickly, “Th-there must be something I can do! Stefanie, you could hang anybody! I’m 
not just anybody, I’m Zoey Hillcrest! I can get things done for you. I’m not just talking about money. Tell 
me what you want. Anything!” Steffi had suggested that “Zoey” remind Steffi that she was an actress. 
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Linda decided that Zoey wouldn’t do so directly, and had settled on this oblique reference to her exalted 
place in the scheme of things.  

Steffi’s eyes lit up. Amy thought Steffi’s smile, in some way, seemed genuine. Obviously things were 
going as she had intended, and she seemed both relaxed and very excited -- she must have been 
worried that the acting out of her fantasy would fall short of her imaginings, but Linda’s appearance, her 
vocal impression, and above all her realistic Zoey-reaction to the situation was making it easy for Steffi 
to slide into the fantasy wholeheartedly.  

Steffi was biting her lip thoughtfully. “You know, you may have something there, Zoey.” After a long 
pause, with her eyes glued to Linda, Steffi asked, “Are you ready to take on the most important roles of 
your life?”  

Linda looked at her blankly. “Wh-what do you mean?”  

“I mean I want you to be an actress for me. I’ve got a few roles in mind for you.”  

Linda gave her a tentatively hopeful look. As if Zoey were thinking there might be an easy way out of this 
after all. “So tell me about it.”  

Steffi smiled. “The first one should be easy. Let me describe your character for you. For about the next... 
oh, twenty-four hours, you’ll basically be yourself. Think you can handle that?”  

Linda glared at her and waited for her to continue.  

Steffi did so. “I’ll be me. The important part is the relationship between our characters.” She paused, 
and her smile grew wider. “We’ve been lovers for years.”  

Linda gasped suddenly and shook her head slightly. Steffi laughed softly, seeing Linda’s reaction. She 
knew Zoey was suspected of not being sexually attracted to women. Linda had just “confirmed” that for 
her.  

Steffi went on, “But you’ve been gone so much lately, making one movie after another. You’ve taken me 
for granted. And you’ve just now realized, for the first time, you’re in danger of losing me. You’ve sensed 
a certain coolness between us. And along with that you’ve realized, for the first time, how much you 
need me, and how terrified you are by the idea of losing me. You’re determined, even desperate, to 
show how much you want me. How much you need to be part of my life, how much you need me in 
yours. You know that I’ve always valued our sexual intimacy, but that’s not enough, by itself. You know 
you have to show how special I am to you. Have I illustrated your character well enough?”  

Amy stifled a laugh, worried about sounds she might make as close to the door as she was. Linda was 
breathing fast, seeming horrified to a level only slightly below that inspired by the threat of hanging, but 
Amy knew that, buried underneath her Zoey-personality, Linda must love the challenge she was being 
presented.  

Without responding directly, Linda asked, “If I do this, then you’ll let me go?”  
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Steffi shook her head. “You can’t imagine I can let you go, Zoey. My life would be over if I did that.”  

“Then what’s my...” She stopped.  

Steffi laughed. “So actors really do say that, do they? ‘What’s my motivation?’ “ She folded her arms. 
“You haven’t asked me what I’ll do with you after I hang you.”  

Linda said hopefully, “You’ll give my friends back my body so they can eat me?”  

Steffi smiled again. “Well, that’s if you’re a very good girl. I could get you back to them, anonymously... 
well, minus your head. I’m keeping that. I plan to sleep with it between my legs, every night from now 
on.” Steffi laughed again at the expression on Linda’s face. Behind the door, Amy choked back another 
giggle. However appalled Zoey would be at that idea, Amy knew Linda would love the thought of her 
head servicing Steffi for years to come.  

Steffi sighed happily, and went on. “But if you’re not a good girl...”  

Linda scowled. “You’ll eat me yourself.”  

Steffi shook her head. “No, I’ll just weight you down and toss you into that river, where you’re supposed 
to be now anyway. Well away from where they’re looking for you, though. You’ll make a nice meal for 
the fish long before they find your bones, if ever.”  

Linda suddenly gasped convulsively and jerked against all her restraints. Amy knew that Linda 
understood as well as Steffi that Steffi not only had no reason to do that to Linda, but that she wouldn’t 
be allowed to do that to a Hanging Girl anyway. But the part of Linda that was Zoey was convinced that 
Steffi would indeed dispose of Zoey that way. Linda shouted, “NO!! You’re a woman yourself! You would 
never do that to any woman, no matter how much you hated her! We live our lives to be food for 
people! You can’t take that away from me!”  

Steffi leaned forward slightly, and her stare at Linda seemed sufficient to bore a hole through her. “I 
won’t take it away unless I have to. You owe me something, Zoey. If I get it from you, you get to live on 
inside the bodies of the people you love. If I don’t, you can feed the fish. It’s all up to you.”  

Linda still looked stricken. “If I do everything you want, how do I know you won’t just dump me in the 
river anyway?”  

Steffi said bitingly, “You know because I’m the only honorable and trustworthy person in this room. I’ve 
never lied to anybody or led them on. I do what I say I’ll do.”  

Linda looked at her for what seemed to be a long time, breathing hard through her nose. At last, she 
simply nodded. She twisted slightly to bring her hands into view from behind her. “You’ll have to let me 
go for this.”  

Steffi nodded. “Obviously. But before I do...”  
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Suddenly Linda squeaked in seeming pain, her whole body convulsing suddenly and going limp. After 
about thirty seconds, she began moving again, her forehead wrinkled in pain, her muscles slightly jumpy. 
In a shaky voice, she asked, “What did you do to me?”  

Linda, and Amy as well, had known that was coming at some point. Steffi now explained to Zoey what 
Linda already knew. The thickness of her wrist and ankle cuffs hid an elaborate electrical system, 
powered by batteries within the cuffs that had been charged through wires in the chains running from 
the wall. Tiny probes on the inner surfaces of the cuffs passed an electrical shock through Linda’s skin to 
her nerves. Steffi had sent the cuffs to Linda at the Academy to try them out, weeks earlier. The shocks 
could be delivered in two strengths, the lower strength painful, the higher much more so and 
temporarily paralyzing. Linda had insisted Amy give her the higher level shock once a day for three days 
running, to train her body to react to it. From that time on, her reflexes reacted in panic to the shock 
even at the lower, essentially harmless level. Amy knew that Steffi was using the lower strength shocks 
now -- or should be, at any rate. Linda’s initial reaction was a conditioned response, and the ensuing 
paralysis was feigned.  

Amy bit her lip. At least she hoped it was feigned.  

Steffi held up her right palm. “The control button is embedded under my skin. I’ll always have access to 
it, and you can’t take it away from me. If you decide you want to attack me, all I need to do is jab my 
fingernail into my palm and you can get a repeat of what you just felt. And I can get that noose around 
your neck before you can recover. But I’m not going to need to press that button again, am I, Zoey?”  

Linda shook her head slowly. She slumped in her restraints. Resignedly, she said, “Let me loose now. I’ll 
do what you want me to do.”  

Steffi produced a key that opened the padlocks. She did not, of course, remove the cuffs at her wrists 
and ankles. Nor the collar.  

Sighing, unsmiling, Linda stood and smoothed out her skirt. Seemingly casually, as if stretching her 
muscles, she moved her right hand behind her back and wriggled her fingers. The gesture was out of 
Steffi’s sight, and out of view of the camera. It was meant for Amy, who sighed out a breath she hadn’t 
realized she’d been holding. It was the signal that everything was okay. Without looking at Steffi, Linda 
asked in a dull voice, “So, are we married?”  

Smiling, Steffi responded, “No, that’s never come up, but we’ve been living together for several years.”  

“How have I figured out our relationship is strained? I’ve been away, right?”  

Steffi nodded. “We just had a fight this morning. You got back home last night after a movie shoot of 
several weeks. You were too tired to make love. And you went too long without calling me while you 
were away. That’s what the fight was about.”  

Linda finally looked at Steffi, and nodded in turn. “Just basic neglect. Okay.” She reached up and tugged 
at her metal collar. “Could you at least take this thing off? It’s going to make it harder to get in 
character.”  
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Steffi shook her head. “It’ll remind you you belong to me now. Deal with it.”  

Linda sighed and shrugged. “Do you want to go out there,” she pointed to the door, “And come back in? 
You’ve been... okay, you went out for a drive to cool off. You come in, returning from that.”  

Steffi looked a little too excited at present to carry off the impression of a pissed-off lover, but it was her 
show. She nodded vigorously.  

As Steffi turned towards the door, Linda said, “Give me a few minutes to get my head in the right place, 
okay? I need to... feel the part.”  

Steffi smiled. “Of course, Zoey dear. I want you to be at your best.” She patted Linda’s shoulder, turned 
and walked to the entrance door of the dungeon. She looked back at Linda. “I’ll give you about ten. I’ll 
miss you.” She opened the door and left, closing it behind her.  

Linda stood for a moment after Steffi’s departure, her gaze sweeping around the room. At last she 
walked over to the overstuffed chair. As she turned to sit, she noticed the camera had not yet turned to 
follow her. Quickly she looked at the door behind which Amy sat, and, with her fists clenched in front of 
her, her eyes shining, she mouthed, “This is so cool!!”  

The camera now turned. Without looking into it, Linda curled into the big chair, wriggled to get 
comfortable, and waited. 
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CHAPTER 15 

Amy went back through the curtain and took the seat at the console next to Megan, rubbing her 
roommate’s shoulder as she sat. She grinned. “Everything’s great. You couldn’t see her from here, but 
she gave the finger wiggle signal.” She went on to tell her what Linda had mouthed at the end.  

Megan laughed. “This is so much her kind of thing.”  

Amy moved her hand down to rub Megan’s back. “Honey, have you thought any more about what you 
want?”  

Megan shrugged. “The specifics aren’t that important. I just want to put on the show.”  

“Yeah, but...” Amy’s eye was caught by movement on the monitor. The camera’s field was sufficiently 
wide that the entry door and Linda’s overstuffed chair were both on the screen. “Later.”  

Steffi entered the dungeon, looking at Linda with anger and hurt.  

Linda uncurled herself from the chair and leapt to her feet. “I am so sorry, Stef. You were right, you were 
right.” She seemed on the edge of crying. She rushed over to Steffi and threw her arms around her. 
“Please don’t be mad.”  

Steffi gently disentangled herself from Linda’s embrace. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking.” The corner of 
her lip curled up. “Down by the river.”  

Linda seemed to suppress a little gasp. “Thinking about what?”  

Steffi turned away and clasped her hands behind her back, walking away.  

Amy looked briefly at Megan. “Staying with Linda?” She looked back at the monitor, and saw that 
Megan had zoomed in on Linda’s face. “Okay, yeah.”  

Megan nodded. “I figure that’s what Steffi would want.”  

Through the monitor speakers, Amy heard Steffi clear her throat, heard her voice say softly, “Maybe we 
should see other people.”  

Linda’s hands flew to her mouth. “Stef!!” She ran to Steffi, burying her head against Steffi’s shoulder, 
her voice slightly muffled by it. “Please, please, no!” She looked up at Steffi, her voice quavering. “It was 
just such a monster shoot. Cathy got behind with the shooting schedule, and we were doing these 
daytime scenes and nighttime scenes, and it seemed like there was never a break, and when there was a 
break I could only just fall into bed and... I know, I know, I’m just making excuses, I should have still been 
calling you. It was just...” Linda brushed some tears away, sniffling. “Remember, in high school, when we 
said we’d always be together, we’d always be there for each other? I guess I thought... I figured you’d 
always be there for me, and I wasn’t thinking about how I wasn’t being there for you. But I will be, I 
always will be!” She was openly crying now. “Look, I can stop working for awhile. I’ll tell Johanna not to 
send me any scripts.” Johanna was Zoey’s agent.  
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Steffi shook her head. “That’s not enough. Even when you’re home, you’re always on the phone, doing 
interviews, ordering clothes. I need to know what we are to each other.” She glared at Linda, and Amy 
realized that this facial expression required no acting skill on Steffi’s part. She only had to remember 
how much she hated Zoey. “I need you to show me what we are to each other. If you love me, prove it.” 
Her eyes narrowed. “Or else this game is over.”  

Amy grinned and shook her head, impressed. That was twice, now. Remaining in character, while 
obliquely reminding “Zoey” of what would happen to her body if her performance wasn’t satisfactory, 
required an amount of ingenuity that probably helped explain why Steffi had become so rich. As for the 
direction her fantasy was taking, it wasn’t at all surprising. From the moment Steffi had described to 
“Zoey” what their relationship would be in this pretend world, Amy had doubted it would turn out to be 
a healthy one.  

Linda dropped to her knees, looking up at Steffi desperately. “Stef! I know I’ve been screwing up. No 
more excuses, okay? I’ll make it the way it was. Remember? Remember what we promised each other? 
I’ve been breaking the promises. But if you knew how much I love you, you’d give me another chance. 
Okay? Okay? I can make it right. I will!”  

Steffi looked down at her. “Not a great start. So far I’m just hearing words. More promises.”  

Linda jumped back up to her feet. “Okay! No more words, no more words. Except... I love you.” She put 
her hands on Steffi’s waist and kissed her cheek -- a modest beginning to a love scene, but the lingering 
kiss turned into light licking. Amy, on the screen, could easily see Linda’s tongue darting out playfully, 
just flicking at Steffi’s cheek and then moving lower, moving slowly along Steffi’s neck now, leaving long 
shiny streaks. The first licks, Amy knew, were experimental, intended to gauge Steffi’s reaction and 
arousal level. Steffi’s body had told Linda where to go from there, and would continue telling her.  

No expertise was needed to see what sort of effect the opening was having on Steffi. Steffi’s hands were 
shaking, her eyes closed, her breath passing in and out deeply through her wide-open mouth. She was 
moaning softly.  

Linda continued licking and kissing Steffi’s throat, as her hands started playing with the loose waistband 
of Steffi’s sweatshirt. Moaning herself, she slowly began raising it, pausing in her oral play only long 
enough to lift the sweatshirt up past Steffi’s head and up her upraised arms. She quickly unhooked 
Steffi’s bra and let her shrug out of it, tossed it aside on top of the crumpled sweatshirt, and resumed 
licking once more, now cupping Steffi’s breasts in her palms, squeezing lightly.  

Steffi’s eyes were open now, so widely dilated that Amy, watching the screen, herself almost breathless, 
couldn’t see any evidence of what color they were. Shakily, Steffi lifted Linda’s blouse and helped her 
out of it, adding it to the growing pile, followed soon after by Linda’s bra. Linda held Steffi closer now, 
her now-bare breasts pressed against Steffi’s, and at last kissed her lips -- softly at first, gently nibbling, 
then both women pressing their mouths harder together in increasing passion. Steffi’s eyes were still 
open, seeking constant visual evidence that it was Zoey caressing her, kissing her, making love to her.  

Each was fumbling with the other’s clothing again, Linda unzipping Steffi’s pants while Steffi was pulling 
Linda’s skirt down and the panties off. Amy smiled. Might be the last time we’ll see Linda in those or any 
other clothes, she thought. After all that time we spent figuring out what she should wear.  
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Beside her, Amy heard Megan mutter “Bottom,” and nodded. It was student terminology for a customer 
who wanted the Academy Girl to take charge of the sexual play, to be the aggressor.  

With both of them naked now, other than the metalware around Linda’s wrists, ankles, and neck, Steffi 
with her back to the bed, Linda began slowly walking her in that direction, still giving Steffi’s face and 
lips quick wet kisses, her arms around Steffi’s waist, her hands wandering up and down Steffi’s back and 
caressing her buttocks. As the backs of Steffi’s legs contacted the bed, Linda pushed her gently back and 
helped her ease onto the bed, lying atop her and moving sensuously. Steffi quickly wrapped her arms 
and legs around Linda, caressing her, squeezing her. Linda reached around Steffi’s upraised left thigh 
with her right hand and cupped her buttock with her palm, as both women rocked their hips in growing 
excitement. From long experience, Amy knew that Linda’s index finger was fully extended, that she was 
inserting it gradually into Steffi’s pussy, with her middle finger curled back a bit to play with Steffi’s clit. 
With her other hand she cupped the back of Steffi’s head, kissing her more passionately than ever, 
pushing her tongue deep into Steffi’s mouth, but softening the kiss shortly after, her lips just brushing 
Steffi’s and lightly nibbling, to let Steffi concentrate on the sensations between her legs. She rubbed her 
nose gently against Steffi’s, their eyes inches apart, knowing that Steffi wanted to keep seeing her face, 
while repeating in a soft voice husky with passion, “I love you, Stef... I love you, Stef...”, in time with 
Steffi’s moans.  

It appeared to Amy as if some internal struggle were going on inside Steffi, as an expression of total bliss 
alternated with a fierce grin. The struggle, thought Amy, was a sign of how perfectly Linda was doing her 
job. Within Steffi, the teenager with a wild crush on Zoey surfaced at intervals, almost delirious with joy 
that her most fervent fantasy had come to pass. Then the other Steffi would come forward, the one who 
had despised Zoey for years, with an intensity equal to her former admiration, now basking in the 
pleasure of bringing the object of her hatred to the ultimate humiliation, forcing Zoey to feign passion 
that she didn’t feel for women, least of all a woman she had treated with such contempt and now barely 
remembered.  

In the tumult of Steffi’s mind there was no room for a third level of consciousness right now, for 
recalling that neither of these events was really happening, that “Zoey” was Linda, a girl she had bought 
to bring these fantasies to life. For the time being, Academy Girl Linda was not on Steffi’s mental map.  

And then, it was clear, the door giving Steffi access to any conscious thought at all was gradually closed 
and locked, leaving her only her physical sensations. Her moans came faster, louder. She closed her eyes 
at last. Her thighs tightened against Linda’s waist, and she reached up and put her hand behind Linda’s 
head, pulling her down and bringing their mouths together hard, muffling both of their cries. Amy could 
see every muscle of Steffi’s body standing taut as if she were a drawing in one of Amy’s anatomy texts, 
but shaking with tension as the drawings never could. At last she threw her head back against the 
surface of the bed and screamed, and a brief jet of fluid sprayed out from between her legs.  

Amy grinned. “Oh, she’s a squirter.” Amy had, on a few occasions, been with women at Academy parties 
who ejaculated at orgasm.  

Megan laughed. “Great. Can’t wait to see Linda give her oral.”  

*   *   *   *   *  
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Steffi and Linda had been lying on the bed motionless, in a tangle of arms and legs, long enough that 
Amy suspected they must both be asleep, and was wondering whether she and Megan might take a 
break as well, when Steffi suddenly stirred. It was clear that Linda had been ready for any movement, as 
she roused herself instantly and covered Steffi’s mouth with hers.  

Steffi broke off the kiss. “You hungry?”  

Linda looked a little startled. “Sure.”  

Steffi stroked Linda’s side. “You stay here. I’ll get us something.” She gave Linda one more kiss, then 
arose, went to the door to the anteroom and opened it, and disappeared through it.  

Amy frowned, not expecting this. “Think she’s gone back to the house?”  

Megan shook her head. “Doubt it. Remember there’s a fridge and stuff out there.”  

Amy nodded. She’d been hoping for a chance to come out and spend some time with Linda. Maybe 
later.  

A few minutes later Steffi returned, awkwardly maneuvering a heavily-laden tray through the doorway, 
kicking the door closed behind her afterwards. Atop the tray were a pitcher and glasses, and two large 
bowls. One of the bowls was steaming slightly, and appeared to contain a variety of vegetables, mixed 
with girlmeat -- Amy could see broccoli and sliced carrots, at least. Presumably the mixture was just out 
of the microwave. The other bowl looked to be full of fruits, chopped up into bit-sized cubes. She set the 
tray on the dining table, and Linda arose cautiously from the bed and approached the table. As Steffi 
seemed to have no objection to the movement, Linda took one of the chairs beside the table, smiling. 
She closed her eyes and leaned closer to the girlmeat-with-veggies bowl, inhaling the aroma, smiling. “I 
didn’t even know how hungry I was. That smells great.”  

Steffi took a seat of her own and leaned on the table with crossed forearms. “I was just thinking... You 
know what we haven’t done for such a long time?”  

Linda leaned towards her and kissed her. “What’s that, honey?”  

Steffi’s smile widened. “Remember how you used to feed me when we ate? Mouth to mouth. I always 
thought that was so romantic.”  

Linda’s face lit up. “I want to do all the romantic things with you. I want it to be like it was when we first 
met, and I knew, I knew, I was going to be with you for the rest of my life.” She kissed Steffi again, 
stroking her hair softly.  

Steffi leaned back, grinning. “Okay, then.” She stood up suddenly, startling Linda again, and moved over 
to the overstuffed chair, plopping down on the thick cushion and draping her arms along the chair’s 
arms. “Bring it over here then, darling.”  
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Linda hesitated only briefly. It seemed obvious what she wanted. Linda picked up the tray and carried it 
over to the chair, and set it on the book table beside the chair -- the tray was a little longer than the 
table’s surface, but there was no problem balancing it there.  

Smiling, Linda knelt on the chair’s cushion, facing Steffi and straddling her legs. She reached into the 
bowl, picked up a slice of carrot, and put it in her mouth. Leaning forward, spreading her knees far 
enough apart that her mound pressed against Steffi’s, her breasts also compressing Steffi’s, her hands 
flat on Steffi’s waist and lightly stroking her skin, she kissed Steffi with her mouth open, and pushed the 
carrot into Steffi’s mouth with her tongue. As Steffi chewed and swallowed, Linda picked a carrot out for 
herself and ate it, then continued her mouth-to-mouth feeding of Steffi with a slice of pineapple from 
the fruit bowl.  

Linda now poured the contents of the pitcher -- milk, Amy now saw, no doubt girlmilk -- into one of the 
glasses. She took a healthy draft of the milk, leaned over Steffi, and kissed her again, letting the milk run 
down into Steffi’s mouth. A small dribble of it ran down from the corner of Steffi’s lip, and Linda lapped 
up the trail of it along Steffi’s cheek, as well as the small stream of it that had dripped onto Steffi’s 
breast.  

Eventually, with the bowls at last empty, the oral transfer of food gave way to longer kisses, with Linda 
rubbing the front of her body more urgently against Steffi’s, rolling her hips in time with similar 
movements of Steffi’s, and she reached behind herself and between her own legs to finger Steffi’s 
pussy, her tongue thrust deep into Steffi’s mouth, their moans echoing inside it. At last Steffi shuddered 
and, accompanied by a scream again, another ejaculated spray covered Linda’s hand. Linda, smiling and 
looking into Steffi’s eyes, brought her fingers to her own lips and sucked the fluids off.  

Amy reached blindly for Megan’s hand, and found it between Megan’s legs, rubbing. She sighed out a 
long-held breath through an open mouth. “Linda hasn’t had a chance to come yet. If she was really Zoey, 
I don’t imagine Steffi would let her. I hope at least part of Steffi remembers it’s Linda.”  

Megan, her wide eyes glued to the screen, nodded. “Hope so too. Steffi really owes her one.”  

“Least she let her eat something.”  

“Good sign.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy realized her focus was wandering again, and snapped it back to attention. Of course, Megan was on 
duty as well, and Bill in the other room. But Amy didn’t want it to be her fault if there was any flaw in 
Steffi’s permanent record of Linda’s great final performance.  

There hadn’t been much movement in awhile. Linda, taking advantage of the overstuffed chair’s roomy 
dimensions, had moved to the side of Steffi, who was still upright in a normal sitting position. Linda had 
her legs wrapped around Steffi’s waist, her left thigh drawn up to serve as Steffi’s backrest, her right 
across Steffi’s stomach, her pussy pressed against Steffi’s hip. Her arms were similarly around Steffi, her 
right forearm propped up by her thigh, her fingers idly playing with Steffi’s left breast, cupping it and 
occasionally squeezing it fondly. Her chin was resting on Steffi’s shoulder, and she looked down from 
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time to time to give Steffi’s shoulder a kiss, but mostly kept her eyes on Steffi’s so Steffi, who opened 
hers occasionally, could see Zoey’s face whenever she wanted to remind herself who was fondling her.  

Amy could tell Linda was horny -- not only from her occasional hip twitches, but also from the visible wet 
streak on Steffi’s hip where Linda’s pussy was rubbing -- but Linda obviously was determined to avoid an 
orgasm until she had some sort of permission from Steffi. She was using the time between lovemaking 
sessions to paint Steffi’s fantasy in brighter, clearer colors, speaking in a soft, dreamy voice that was 
nevertheless clear enough for the microphone to pick up.  

“I love remembering when we first got together. In school. Everybody thought I was such hot shit.” She 
giggled, then grew serious again. “Most of them were afraid of me. Or at least nervous. But you seemed 
so... confident. Confident that we’d be good friends. You always talked to me like a real person. I felt like 
I was special to you -- and not the same way as everybody else. It was like... I was special to you as a 
person, not as some bigger than life celebrity up on a pedestal.”  

Amy marveled that Linda seemed to be making this up on the fly. They hadn’t talked about this 
beforehand. None of the girls, Linda included, had known of Steffi’s intention to force a Zoey-in-love-
with-Stefanie scenario. Now Linda was tweaking what she knew about Steffi and Zoey in high school, 
taking the history of their relationship from that point in a different direction from the one it had 
actually taken.  

“You just... filled such a big hole for me. Everybody was so artificial around me, all the movie people, all 
the kids at school, everybody, everywhere I went. Except you. You were so real. And I knew I just had to 
have you in my life, always.” Linda paused in her storytelling to give Steffi a tighter squeeze with her 
arms and legs, kissing her shoulder again.  

“It got so hard after that, with you in college, and me mostly away. Getting the bigger parts, where I had 
to be on location for weeks instead of a couple of days. I just would have gone crazy if I couldn’t talk to 
you on the phone every night.” She giggled again. “I don’t know when you had a chance to get your 
homework done. I’m sorry, I just needed you so much.”  

She squeezed Steffi again. “I still do! More than ever! I know I wasn’t acting like it, and I’m so, so sorry.”  

Linda suddenly sat upright, with a big grin. “Stef! I just thought! You know what else we haven’t done for 
a long time?”  

Steffi, bemused, said, “What’s that?”  

Linda giggled. “Take a bath together! Remember when we used to do that all the time?” She leaned into 
Steffi and kissed her throat, and went on in a seductive voice, “And afterwards it felt so nice making love 
in the bed, with our skin feeling so fresh and clean.”  

As soon as Steffi smiled, Linda disentangled herself and jumped out of the chair. “Let me go start the 
water running. Then we can cuddle some more while we’re waiting for it to fill.” She dashed into the 
small bathroom off the main room, and moments later the sound of running water could be heard.  
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Amy smiled, knowing that had been an easy call for Linda. Obviously Steffi had planned on something 
like that -- the fact that she’d put a tub in the bathroom to begin with made it clear. Sudden Amy 
gasped. “Oh! Honey, is there a camera in there? There must be. Do you see a control for it?”  

Megan swept her eyes over the panel. “Shit, where would it... Oh! Got it.” She flipped a switch, and the 
monitor suddenly showed the interior of the bathroom. Megan had to turn the camera, but quickly 
found Linda, picking out some bath salts and pouring them out into the already steaming water. She 
stopped off at the toilet and relieved herself -- relieving Amy as well, who’d been worried about 
whether she would be allowed to have the opportunity. Linda finished up and ran back out into the 
main room, curling herself into her former position in the chair for a little more kissing time with Steffi, 
as Megan switched back to the main camera.  

The tub being full some minutes later, Linda led Steffi by the hand. She giggled. “I feel like it’s all new 
again. The way it was when we first got together.” She turned off the water, testing the temperature 
with her fingers, and climbed in carefully, sinking slowly into the obviously-warm water.  

The metal cuffs, Amy recalled, were waterproof, the electronics sealed within -- the electrodes in 
contact with her skin were safe in the water as long as they weren’t charged.  

Linda reached up her hand to Steffi, smiling. In return Steffi gave her what appeared, to Amy, to be a 
mischievous grin, and sat with her thighs perched on the side of the tub, her butt overhanging, stroking 
Linda’s hair as if fondly -- then gave a stage gasp, pretending horror, and exclaimed, “Oh, no, I thought I 
could hold it... all that running water, I guess,” and let go with a stream of urine straight down into the 
water over Linda’s lap. As Steffi moved around in seeming confusion, the stream landed for a moment 
directly on Linda’s stomach, some of it splashing as far as her chin, and then into the water again.  

Steffi held both hands to her face, and said, in a sing-song voice of fake sincerity, “I am SO sorry, Zoey 
dear! I really should have taken care of that earlier. Now I don’t want to get it all over the floor.” The 
stream of pee continued.  

Amy struggled to stifle her laughter at the expression on Linda’s face -- Linda just hadn’t seen this 
coming at all, and she stared open-mouthed as the yellow cloud of urine spread out and surrounded 
her. It was, Amy thought, a tribute to Linda’s preparation, immersing herself for two months in every 
detail of Zoey’s life and personality, that she was able to react as Zoey here. Linda’s jaw clenched in 
obvious internal fury, yet she bit back the shout of anger that would come from a normal Zoey, because 
Linda was a Zoey terrified by Steffi’s power over her -- at all costs Zoey had to maintain the character of 
Zoey-who-adored-Steffi, or risk the loss of every woman’s birthright, the right to have the meat of her 
body nourish a grateful human race. Breathing fast and hard, she stammered, “It’s, it’s... it’s okay, 
darling, really. We can just empty the tub... start over...” She stood, the urine-soaked bathwater running 
down her body, and reached back down into it, grimacing at the further contact, to pull the plug.  

Steffi, done peeing at last, stood beside the tub. “We can just go snuggle a little more while it’s filling.”  

“S-sure. Just makes... the anticipation makes it more fun. I’ll just rinse out the tub and... myself, and I’ll 
be back out there in a few minutes.”  
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Megan stayed with the bathroom cam as Linda wiped down the sides of the drained tub and splashed 
some running water over the surface, keeping her face for the most part turned away from the camera. 
Knowing Linda, Amy understood Linda was finding the situation funny in a way Zoey never would, and 
was avoiding the camera while she worked to get her expression back under control.  

Linda spent a few minutes in the adjacent shower stall (big enough for two, Amy could see), toweled off 
and rejoined Steffi in the main room.  

Megan, still working the controls, grinned. “We’ve got to see if we can get our own copy of this video.”  

Amy laughed softly. “Pretty doubtful, but we can try.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

The bath proceeded without further unpleasantness. Steffi seemed content with the spectacle of Zoey 
forced to act as an attentive lover in an intimate setting. Their washing of each other with soapy 
sponges was interrupted once by a mutual giggling fit as they tried to splash each other with water 
squirted out between their palms, and more often by long kisses as they held each other close, Linda’s 
wet breasts slipping against Steffi’s.  

As the water at length turned cold, they emerged from the tub, Linda drying herself and then 
volunteering to dry Steffi (“I always loved doing that”), and they returned to the main room, holding 
hands and bumping up giggling against each other.  

Linda pulled Steffi directly to the bed, breathing softly “Your skin feels so good, I want you so much, I 
love you Stef...” as they fell side by side facing each other and Linda pulled Steffi towards her. Amy 
smiled at the way Steffi’s eyes lit up when Linda suggested, “Let’s do that thing where we try to keep 
each other close to the edge as long as we can without going over.” Amy had done that with Linda often 
enough to know she was one of the best.  

Amy looked at the clock in the console, and blinked. It was 10 pm. She hadn’t realized so much time had 
gone by. She rubbed Megan’s arm. “Why don’t you get some sleep, hon? I don’t think they’re going to 
move much from there. I’ll get you up around 2 or so.”  

Megan grinned and kissed her, standing and stretching. “If anything really neat happens before then, 
call me.” She retreated to the back of the room, stripped off her uniform and got in the shower. She 
opened the fridge afterwards, and called out, “Sandwich, sweetie?”  

Amy giggled. “Oh, I guess we did kind of miss dinner. I just got so absorbed watching. Thanks, yeah. 
Could you make me a girlmeat sandwich, with mustard? And soda. Oh, see if there’s any chips in the 
cupboard, or something like that.”  

“Sure.”  

Minutes later they sat side by side, snacking and watching the screen. Steffi and Linda were holding each 
other tightly, each with the top of her right thigh rubbing against the other’s pussy, hips twitching 
slightly, holding a continuous kiss, each moaning softly from time to time.  
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Their dinners completed, Amy kissed Megan, their lips clinging together longer than usual. Amy rubbed 
her roommate’s back. “Night, hon. I promise, anything fun happens I’ll let you know.”  

Steffi and Linda managed to hold off their orgasms for about an hour, but at last their energy levels 
picked up and it was obvious to Amy that they couldn’t last much longer. Steffi’s moans came louder 
and faster, and at last she let go her customary scream. Amy pumped her fists and whispered, “All 
right!” when she saw the familiar signs that Linda had come as well. She mentally apologized to Megan. 
It had all happened too quickly to let her know.  

Steffi and Linda lay together motionless now, still holding each other but apparently drifting to sleep. 
Amy picked up the cell phone and gave Bill a call, telling him she and Megan would trade off watching 
through the night, and that he could get some sleep.  

Amy looked back towards the now-sleeping Megan. Thinking about how right, how perfect this ending 
was for Linda brought her back to thoughts about Megan’s demise. Amy knew what kind of show she 
wanted for herself, but she was starting to regard Megan as a bit of a problem. Amy wanted a hanging 
for Megan that would stand out, the sort of ending that a talent as special as Megan’s deserved. That 
Megan herself seemed to have no particular preferences was beginning to alarm Amy. She can’t just 
have an ordinary show, Amy found herself thinking again and again. But she was at a loss to visualize 
exactly what sort of show would both make Megan happy and also tell everyone watching that they 
were witnessing something unique.  

The most frustrating thing was that Amy constantly had that tip-of-the-tongue sensation telling her that 
she knew the answer, that it was in the back of her mind where she just couldn’t quite see it. Every time 
she gave the subject thought, she felt as though she came that close to a revelation that would make it 
all come clear. She could even feel the “Yes, that’s it, that’s it!” starting in her head, the celebration of 
the brilliant solution then aborted when she realized that the idea hadn’t materialized.  

And she knew it didn’t do any good to solicit thoughts on the subject from Megan herself.  

Amy’s attention wandered several times, and she had to slap herself to bring it back.  

At 2 am, she went over to the bed, leaned over it and kissed Megan awake. “Nothing going on, hon. Call 
me about... six, or so. I’m pretty sure they’ll sleep at least until then.”  

Megan rubbed her eyes and grinned sleepily. She moved over to the console, telling Amy, “I’ll let you 
know if they don’t.”  

“Thanks.”  

Amy took a quick shower. It felt odd showering without Megan when Megan was just a few feet away. 
Sighing with exhaustion, she crept into the bed. She was asleep within minutes. 
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CHAPTER 16 

Amy felt a hand gently jiggling her shoulder, and mumbled, “I’m sorry, Stef. I love you.” She reached out 
blindly, feeling confused to find she wasn’t holding anyone, then rubbed her eyes and sat up abruptly, to 
see Megan standing over her, looking puzzled. Amy burst out laughing. “I was dreaming I was Linda.” 
She stretched and put her feet on the floor, rubbing her eyes again. “Are they up yet? What time is it?”  

Megan shook her head. “Six-thirty. I let you sleep a little longer, ‘cause nothing’s happening.”  

Amy walked blearily over to the food cupboard. She called back to Megan, who had resumed her seat at 
the console, “Cereal?”  

“Sure.”  

Amy returned to the console with two bowls of cereal, in girlmilk with banana slices. “Have they moved 
at all?”  

Megan shook her head again. “Really out cold.”  

On the screen, Amy could see Linda’s and Steffi’s naked bodies entangled, clinging to each other as if in 
mutual need. “I imagine Steffi’s got her whole day planned out.”  

“I’m sure.”  

Steffi was beginning to stir, gently moving her forearm, her hand stroking “Zoey” from upper back to 
buttocks. Amy smiled. “She probably wishes...”  

Amy suddenly jumped out of her seat. “Oh!! Yeah!!”  

Megan whirled in her seat at looked up at her, a worried look on her face. “What?”  

Amy looked at Megan’s expression and laughed. “No, it’s okay, but I just had the greatest idea! Do you 
know about...”  

Suddenly Linda was obviously awake, returning Steffi’s caresses, pulling her closer and kissing her. Amy 
sat down again, patting Megan on the shoulder. “I’ll tell you later. I hope I get a chance to tell Linda too. 
She’ll love it!”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy assumed this day would go much like the first. She watched as Linda and Steffi fed each other 
breakfast -- with spoons this time, accompanied by lots of giggling and kisses in between bites. 
Afterwards they showered together. The door to the shower was completely transparent, rather than 
frosted -- for the purpose for which the shower was built, Steffi had no interest in privacy. The glass, in 
fact, must have been treated to resist condensation, and no fog interfered with the camera’s view of 
Linda and Steffi stroking each other with soapy sponges, caressing each other, their kisses growing 
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gradually longer until they were making love standing, as the water cascaded in streams down their 
bodies.  

Linda dried Steffi and then herself, and they emerged from the bathroom, holding hands. Steffi led Linda 
to the easy chair, and Linda draped herself over the seated Steffi as she had yesterday. She looked 
surprised when Steffi smiled and made a get-up gesture with her finger. She complied, asking worriedly, 
“What do you want, Stef? I’ll do anything.”  

Steffi’s smile widened. “That’s the spirit, Zoey. And that will help you very much in your next character.”  

Linda frowned. “What -- what do you mean?”  

“Well, you’ve got the lover role down so well, I think we can put a wrap on that. Let me tell you what I 
want you to be now.”  

Linda said cautiously, “O...kay...”  

Steffi stood and walked to the back wall, as Linda turned, both herself and Zoey puzzled, watching 
Steffi’s progress.  

Steffi reached into a niche in the wall, and returned moments later, carrying several chains and 
padlocks, and a small whip. Linda looked down at the metal bands on her wrists, and caught on quickly. 
As Zoey, she started backing away, shaking her head.  

Steffi stopped and snapped, “Come here. Don’t make me chase you around.”  

Linda stopped, not yet approaching. “P-please don’t, Stefanie. I hate the idea of being tied up. I was 
really scared when you had me that way before. In ‘The Bank Job’ they were going to have Stephen tie 
me up, and I made them rewrite it so he just held me at gunpoint...” She stopped suddenly, as if aware 
she was babbling.  

Steffi’s mouth was a thin line. “Come here. Hold your arms up.”  

Unwillingly, Linda took a step towards Steffi. “There must be something else I can do. Please?”  

Steffi stood with her hands on her hips, a chain dangling from one. “Are you going to stop being a Good 
Girl now?” She gave Linda a significant look.  

Linda moaned. “I don’t like this.”  

Steffi gave an exasperated sigh and smiled. “Zoey, I thought you’d figured it out by now! This isn’t about 
what you like.”  

“Zoey” gave up resisting. She came back to Steffi and stood obediently as Steffi circled her waist with a 
chain, locking it in place, then ran another tightly between her legs, taut between her pussy lips, locking 
it to the front and back of the waist chain.  
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Amy turned and saw Megan had turned to face her, grinning. Amy slapped at Megan’s upraised hand. 
Megan said, “She’s got to be planning to leave that on through the hanging.”  

Amy grinned. “Yeah, that’ll serve as her crotch rope. She’s going to let Linda come while she hangs.” 
That had been Amy’s chief remaining worry.  

Linda squeaked at the touch of the metal through her pussy and whined, “It’s cold.”  

“Not in another minute. Turn away, and put your hands behind you.”  

With another moan, Linda turned, and moments later both wristbands were locked to each other, and 
to the junction of the chains running around her waist and through her crotch. She sighed and looked 
down as Steffi knelt behind her and used two more padlocks to attach a chain, a little over two feet 
long, to run between her ankle bands. Arising, Steffi patted Linda’s butt playfully and came around to 
stand in front of her.  

Sullenly, Linda mumbled, “So I’m your slave now?”  

Steffi grinned. “Zoey, you’ve been my slave since you woke up in here, but if you mean is that your next 
character, it is, yes. Now, let me see you kneel and stand up. You can get used to doing that, in spite of 
the hobble chain.”  

After glaring again at Steffi, Linda looked down at the floor. “How am I supposed to do it without my 
hands?”  

“You’ll figure it out.”  

Expelling a heavy breath from her nose in irritation, Linda moved her right leg back until the chain 
stopped her ankle. She kicked back as if trying to make the chain longer, then finally bent both knees, 
letting her right touch the floor, then leaning a little farther right to take the weight off her left foot, 
then quickly shifting her weight back to the left to keep from falling over while she drew her left foot 
back as fast as she could, wincing as she banged her left knee on the floor and desperately working to 
keep her balance as she nearly toppled to the left. She looked up at Steffi, her mouth a thin line.  

Steffi nodded. “That was good for a first try. Now stand up.”  

Linda lifted her right knee and brought her right foot forward, but couldn’t quite move it far enough to 
get her weight over it. Frustrated, she tried the same thing on the other side, inevitably with no better 
results. Finally, both knees back on the floor, she flattened her toes on the floor and rocked back, and 
found she was able to shift her weight back to her feet and stand.  

“Okay. Try it again.”  

After a few repetitions, Linda quickly became more graceful, able to kneel quickly without smacking her 
knee against the floor. She finished standing, and resumed glaring at Steffi.  
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Steffi clapped her hands. “Good for you!” With one end of the last remaining chain she was holding, she 
reached up towards Linda’s collar.  

Linda, seeing what was coming, backed away again, saying hopelessly, “No, no, no...”  

Frowning, Steffi snapped her fingers. Linda stopped abruptly, her mouth open in shock, and Steffi 
reached forward and snapped the last chain onto a ring on Linda’s collar. She then bent to pick up the 
whip, which she had momentarily set down on the floor.  

The corners of Steffi’s mouth curled upwards. “Now, are you ready to hear the details of your next 
role?” The links of Linda’s leash jingled as Steffi flicked it playfully.  

Linda snapped irritably, “I already know what it is!”  

Steffi waved dismissively. “Not the finer points and subtleties. Now stay quiet and listen, because it’s 
already started. You’re to listen and obey. Understood?”  

Linda opened her mouth, but held the words back. Indecision seemed to freeze her for a moment, 
before she finally nodded, her brows knitted in anger.  

Steffi smiled and patted her shoulder. “Good girl. Now, this character will be a little similar to your last 
one, but will go well beyond it. As before, you love me, but this time not as an equal. Here’s the key to 
your character. I don’t just own your body. I own your mind. You have given your life over to me as a 
willing slave because of your obsession with me. Your entire being is built around worshipping me and 
serving me... Ah-ah!” Steffi glared and held up a warning finger, as Linda opened her mouth once more, 
to interrupt. Steffi went on as Linda sullenly subsided.  

“Your only lines of dialogue will be easy to remember. They are, ‘Yes, Mistress,’ ‘Thank you, Mistress,’ 
and ‘I’m sorry, Mistress.’ One would hope you won’t have to use the last one very often, but you will 
whenever it is needed.”  

Steffi’s eyes seemed to grow brighter by the minute as her excitement built. “Your duties are very 
simple as well. Obviously, you’re in no position to do any heavy lifting.” She smirked, reaching behind 
Linda to pat her bound hands. “But you can still do some very useful things. Whenever I feel a need of 
your service, I’ll point to a part of my body and give you a command, and you will say, in a heartfelt way, 
‘Thank you, Mistress,’ and carry out the command eagerly on that part of my body, not only happy to be 
able to please me, but in fact thrilled to be allowed even to touch me. So much so that you will only stop 
when I order you to.”  

Linda was breathing hard through her nose, a sign of the fury “Zoey” was feeling.  

“Excepting only the times when carrying out an order makes it impossible, you are to keep your eyes on 
my face, waiting for your next command. The sight of me, the sound of my voice, the feel, the smell, the 
taste of my body -- these are the things you live for, the center of your existence. Understood?”  

Linda, shaking and apparently unable to keep her feelings bottled up any longer, loud loose with a loud 
“Gahhh!!” and stood looking at Steffi, her teeth clenched.  
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Steffi smiled, and reached out to stroke Linda’s buttock. “Remember what happens if you’re not a good 
girl.”  

Linda, still breathing hard, gave her a curt nod. The threat, of course, would always be the trump card 
that would conquer any rebellion by Zoey.  

Steffi gave Linda’s backside one last slap. “There we go. Now, I’ll give you about sixty seconds to get 
yourself in the frame of mind of your character. When I snap my fingers, you need to be ready. From 
now.”  

Linda closed her eyes, and moaned briefly, then was silent. Her breathing slowed, and, very slowly, she 
seemed to relax, as if by force of will.  

Amy couldn’t detect any sign of startlement on Linda’s part when Steffi snapped her fingers. Linda 
simply opened her eyes, wide, and fixed them on Steffi’s face. Her mouth hung slightly open, her whole 
expression suggesting utter fascination.  

Steffi simply smiled, turned away and began walking, holding Linda’s leash. Linda necessarily followed. 
In her first few steps, the hobble chain was thrown in front of her by the motion of her feet and she 
nearly tripped over it. She learned quickly to keep her feet slightly apart and move them in a deliberate 
rhythm that kept the chain dragging behind them. She had plenty of time to learn, as Steffi led her on 
several circuits around the room, looking back often to satisfy herself that Linda’s eyes were glued to 
hers.  

Steffi stopped at last in front of the big chair and turned to sit in it, with Linda standing in front of her. 
Steffi pointed imperiously to the floor to the left of the chair and snapped her fingers. Linda quickly 
shuffled to stand where Steffi had pointed. Steffi said, “Down!” and snapped her fingers again. Linda 
knelt, gracefully now, as if she’d been doing it for years, her leash draping itself over the arm of the 
chair. Steffi smiled and patted Linda’s shoulder, murmuring “Good girl.”  

Linda leaned her head over and stroked the back of Steffi’s hand with her cheek, a beatific smile curling 
her lips, her eyes still on Steffi’s face. Steffi’s brows knitted, and she lightly slapped Linda’s nearer breast 
with the whip -- actually a small token slave crop similar to those used at Academy parties, used more to 
shame a slave for failure of service than to hurt her -- and snapped, “No! Never touch without 
permission!”  

Linda jerked her head back upright, and said quickly in a stricken voice, “I’m sorry, Mistress!” She 
seemed to blink back tears.  

Steffi nodded. “Now sit quietly.” Steffi sat back, crossed her right leg over her left, and reached to the 
table on the other side of the chair, opening a drawer and pulling out a book. She opened it and began 
reading, her right foot bobbing casually up and down as if keeping time to an inaudible rhythm. She 
continued for some time, no doubt much more conscious of Linda’s presence than she appeared.  

Amy could see Linda, or at least Zoey, was a little indecisive. A few times she flexed her thighs as if she 
wanted to sit back on her heels, but wasn’t sure such a relaxed posture would be appropriate to her 
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character. In the end she remained kneeling upright, watching Steffi’s eyes as they tracked back and 
forth across the page.  

At length Steffi stretched her muscles, allowing a smile of bliss to cross her features -- this situation 
seemed to be one of her favorite mental images from her long-evolved detailed fantasy of Zoey’s 
humiliation. She looked at her adoring slave as Linda looked back at her, then pointed to her elbow, 
where it rested on the arm of the chair. “Kiss.”  

Linda gasped, said breathily, “Thank you, Mistress!”, seemingly brimming over in gratitude, and leaned 
down to Steffi’s elbow, bestowing a series of loving kisses on all of the area around the joint, making 
small excited noises in the back of her throat.  

After several minutes, Steffi suddenly snapped, “Stop!”  

Linda jerked back, her face full of disappointment, and said, “Yes, Mistress.” Amy was a little relieved to 
see her take advantage of her ordered withdrawal to sit on her heels, taking the strain off her thighs. 
Steffi had no objection.  

Megan gave Amy a half-smile. “Not sure this is Linda’s favorite kind of thing.”  

Amy grinned. “No, but I guarantee she loves what it’s doing to Steffi.”  

Megan laughed. “I’m sure. But I really don’t see Steffi letting Linda have an orgasm today. Not while 
she’s in this character.”  

“I know. But that’s fine. It’ll just make her last one while she’s hanging that much bigger.”  

Megan nodded. “For sure.”  

In the main room, Steffi had resumed reading. After a few minutes, she reached to the side and began 
absently stroking Linda’s hair, her red pixie Zoey-hair, without looking. Even that offhand affection was 
demeaning, the owner unconsciously petting her dog. Linda sat still, keeping her eyes on Steffi’s face, 
her mouth half-open and lips periodically puckering, as if she was desperate to be allowed to resume 
kissing her mistress.  

After twenty minutes, Steffi seemed suddenly conscious of Linda again. Linda, perfectly silent, was by 
now running her tongue around her lips, her eyes clearly pleading with Steffi.  

As if to reward her pet for her restraint, Steffi smiled and leaned forward, pointing to the toes of her 
right foot, aloft in front of her left knee. “Suck.”  

Linda’s whole face lit up. “Thank you, Mistress!” She quickly shuffled around to the front of the chair on 
her knees, and bent, her mouth wide open, taking in all of Steffi’s right toes at once, sucking and 
moaning happily.  

Amy smiled, watching Steffi’s reaction, knowing how good Linda was with her mouth. As Linda 
alternated sucking Steffi’s big toe alone with seeming to try to swallow her entire foot, Steffi was 
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breathing in quick, erratic gasps, her eyes closed, having to force them open periodically to take in the 
sight of Zoey serving her and then helplessly squeezing them closed again. As she kept hold of Linda’s 
leash in her left hand, her right found its way between her legs, rubbing the glistening folds of flesh as 
her hips twitched on their own.  

Even through the video monitor, Amy could read Steffi well enough to tell, to the second, when her next 
order would come, and what it would be. To Linda, in physical contact with Steffi, it must have been 
even more obvious. Amy grinned and counted off quietly, “Three, two, one...” giggling to hear Megan 
doing the same. As the count reached one, Amy saw Linda, still sucking toes, automatically let her eyes 
flick upward towards Steffi, an instant before Steffi slapped her hand convulsively against her own 
pussy. In a hoarse voice, Steffi gasped, “Lick.”  

Sounding as if her greatest wish had come true, Linda breathed, “Oh, thank you, Mistress! Thank you!” 
as Steffi uncrossed her legs and spread them apart. Linda leaned forward between them, bending her 
stomach over the front of the chair cushion, pushed her face into Steffi’s crotch, and began licking. 
Steffi, a sudden fierce grin crossing her face, pulled the leash back, underneath her buttocks, and 
gathered it up behind her back, still pulling. Linda, her neck trapped by her collar, couldn’t pull her head 
out from between Steffi’s thighs now even if she’d wanted to.  

Steffi, dropping her whip beside her, reached out and put her hand flat against the back of Linda’s head, 
pulling her still more tightly against her. Linda had to arch her back to pull her nose far enough from 
Steffi’s mound to get some air, without pausing in her licking, now pushing her tongue deep into Steffi.  

Steffi, bouncing in her seat now as if on horseback, her eyes and mouth both wide open, was grunting 
with each exhalation, the muscles in her arm taut as she held Linda’s head. Seeming near fainting from 
hyperventilation, she managed to stammer out in a gasping voice, “Swal - swallow it! Swallow it all!” She 
let loose the now-familiar scream, every muscle in her body quivering, as Linda, her mouth open wide 
against Steffi’s slit, bent her back still more, making sure, Amy realized, that the stream of fluids would 
hit the roof of her mouth rather than make a direct, choking hit on the back of her throat. She 
swallowed several times, loudly, quickly, as if chugging a huge beer. At last the outburst from Steffi’s 
pussy spent itself. Linda licked up and swallowed the last of it.  

She continued licking, at a leisurely pace, until Steffi, her breathing at length back under control, tapped 
her on the head and said, “Stop.”  

“Yes, Mistress.” Linda moved automatically to withdraw, only to choke as the collar held her where she 
was.  

Steffi smiled, exhaustedly. “No, you stay right there. I’m going to take a little nap.” She lifted her left leg 
and slipped it in underneath Linda’s bound arms, across her back, then draped her right leg down 
Linda’s back, her heel resting in the cleft of Linda’s buttocks. Her thighs pressed in against Linda’s ears. 
“Now, be a good girl and be quiet for me.”  

Muffled by the legs and crotch surrounding her, Linda said, “Yes, Mistress.”  

Steffi relaxed against the back seat cushion, and within minutes appeared to be asleep.  
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Amy giggled, shaking her head. “Trying to imagine what the real Zoey would be thinking right now.”  

Megan smiled back. “Don’t think we really want to know.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Linda knelt upright beside the table, awaiting Steffi’s return from the anteroom, her eyes fixed on the 
door through which her mistress would return. She was making a soft whimpering noise in the back of 
her throat, signaling her distress at being out of her mistress’ presence, an ad lib addition to the script of 
which she was no doubt proud.  

Steffi returned, smiling, laden once more with the necessities for a meal, including a bottle with a nipple, 
full of a white liquid that was probably girlmilk. Setting them on the table, she walked out once more 
and returned carrying a metal tray with high sides, filled with what looked like gravel. Amy looked at it 
through the monitor in puzzlement, then suddenly laughed. “Oh! Kitty litter.” Megan choked back a 
giggle and rolled her eyes.  

Steffi ordered Linda to spread her legs apart and set the box between them. “Pee for me.”  

Linda’s face turned crimson. It was an easy enough trick, Amy knew. Any girl at the Academy could, with 
proper breathing techniques, make her face flush without apparent effort. Amy giggled at the irony -- 
Linda was exercising her highly trained control over her body to make it appear that Zoey, as hard as she 
was trying to remain in the character of Steffi’s slave, was having an emotional reaction beyond her 
control.  

Linda fidgeted for a moment, and finally let loose a cascade of yellow fluid to dribble through the crotch 
chain and splatter into the box, afterwards breathing a grateful, “Thank you, Mistress!”  

Steffi patted her head, then sat to begin her meal.  

As Linda watched Steffi eat, her face gradually took on a pleading look, as it began to look as through 
Steffi intended only to see to her own caloric needs, in spite of the presence of the one item that had to 
be intended for Linda’s use. At last, Steffi scooped up a handful of food -- sliced girlmeat, vegetables and 
fruit, as before -- and held it in front of Linda. “Lick. Make sure you leave my hand clean.”  

Linda’s eyes glowed. “Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!” She began eating from Steffi’s hand.  

After that first handful, and a prolonged session of licking Steffi’s hand after the food was gone, Steffi 
held up the milk bottle and allowed Linda to suck from it. Amy was reminded, somehow, of a baby bird 
being fed by its mother -- not in detail, since mother birds don’t usually own glassware, but in the 
complete dependence on Steffi that Linda was showing.  

Steffi let Linda finish off two more handfuls of food, in alternation with more chances at the bottle, 
before pushing the tray aside and turning to face Linda more directly. With the air of giving her slave a 
special treat, she tapped her own breast. “Suck.”  
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Linda gasped out, “Thank you, Mistress!” and made a move towards her that was almost a lunge, quickly 
taking Steffi’s breast in her mouth, her lips surrounding the nipple and moving, her cheeks hollowing, as 
she made happy grunting noises in the back of her throat. After a few minutes, Steffi tapped her other 
breast. “Switch.”  

“Yes, Mistress.” Linda went to work on that side.  

Throughout, Steffi sat looking down at Linda’s face, Zoey’s face, smiling, periodically closing her eyes and 
sighing. It seemed a long time before Steffi finally, seemingly reluctantly, said, “Stop.”  

Linda pulled her head back, looking once more up at Steffi’s face. “Yes, Mistress.”  

Steffi looked at her thoughtfully for a moment, and then, as if the idea had just occurred to her, which 
was doubtful, said, “You know, I think I’ll get my doctor to give me that hormone they give to girlcows. 
The one that starts their milk production. Then I can feed you that way. In fact, you wouldn’t need any 
other food. You can get everything you need straight from my body.” She leaned a little closer, smiling 
at Linda. “Would you like that, Zoey?”  

Linda stared at her silently for a moment, her mouth hanging open, then remembered to say, “Yes, 
Mistress!!”  

Steffi leaned back again, and sighed. “After a time, probably a few years, every molecule of your body 
will have come from me. All of it from my breasts and,” she patted herself between her legs and gave a 
short giggle, “For dessert, juices from my pussy. You’ll be completely made of me, Zoey! You’ll be my 
creation! Would you like that?” Her eyes narrowed, awaiting a reaction.  

Amy marveled at Linda’s handling of a major Zoey moment. Linda, herself, would know that Steffi would 
never be allowed to keep her long enough to do any of that. But Zoey had no way to be sure. This vision 
of her future contradicted Steffi’s earlier assurance that Zoey would be hanged the next day. Might 
Steffi have changed her mind about that? Or was Steffi purely interested in Zoey’s reaction for its own 
entertainment value? Would Zoey be forced to maintain this character for years, until her entire 
physical existence consisted of the outflowings of Steffi’s body? And what about her mind? Would she 
end up as completely enthralled by Steffi as she was now pretending to be, out of sheer force of mental 
habit? Between the two possible futures, it appeared clear that Zoey, if given a vote, would go for the 
hanging. But so much after the end of her life depended on her going along with anything Steffi 
commanded, or even suggested. Yet might she be encouraging Steffi to pursue an alternative future 
even worse than dying, while maintaining the ultimate threat of turning Zoey into fish food if she didn’t 
play along?  

All of that internal discussion was written in the tightness and renewed blush in Linda’s face as she knelt 
silently, expressionlessly, for at least ten seconds before forcing herself to gasp, “Oh yes, please, 
Mistress! I want to be made of you! Please? Please?” She stared at Steffi, breathlessly awaiting a 
response.  

Steffi sat back and laughed, so hard she soon found herself gasping for breath, tears running from her 
eyes.  



147 

 

She recovered at last, wiped her eyes, patted Linda’s head, and crossed her legs, lifting up her right foot 
in front of Linda. “Lick.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

It took some time for Steffi to get her Zoey ready for bed. After allowing a red-faced Linda another turn 
at the litter box, Steffi had unlocked the padlocks holding Linda’s wrist cuffs to her waist belt, and 
unlocked the waist belt itself and the crotch chain, as well as the hobble chain connecting her ankles. 
Linda was on her back on the bed now, her butt at the head of the bed, her legs lifted up in a wide 
vertical V, her ankle cuffs attached to the bedposts near the top. Her arms, also, were spread apart and 
lifted off the surface of the bed, held up by chains running to the tops of the bedposts at the foot of the 
bed.  

With Linda in place, Steffi had gone into the bathroom for a leisurely shower, leaving Linda to whimper 
puppy-like at her absence and twist her head awkwardly to keep an eye on the door, awaiting her 
mistress’ return.  

Still drying herself, Steffi came back into the room, tossed the towel back into the bathroom, then stood 
with her hands on her hips and smiled. “Are you as comfy as can be, Zoey?”  

Linda wriggled a little, rattling the chains. “Yes, Mistress.”  

“I’m so glad! It’s been a long day, and I’m very tired. Big day tomorrow! We both need our rest.” She 
climbed onto the bed from the foot, walking forward on her knees until she straddled Linda’s head, her 
thighs brushing the underside of Linda’s stretched, upraised arms. To the surprise of no one in any of 
the rooms, Steffi poised her crotch just an inch from Linda’s face and said, “Lick!”  

Linda, her voice dripping with gratitude, said, “Thank you, Mistress!” and began licking.  

Within a few seconds, Steffi expelled her breath in a forceful gasp and leaned forward to support herself 
with her hands on either side of Linda’s waist. As usual, she alternated squeezing her eyes shut tight 
with forcing them open to look back underneath to see that it was Zoey’s face her crotch was bouncing 
on. She moaned almost breathlessly, constantly, grinding her pussy now against Linda’s mouth and 
nose. Beneath her, Amy could see Linda extend her tongue desperately upward, trying to stay in contact 
every time Steffi raised her hips.  

All of the Academy Girls present could now time Steffi’s orgasms to the second. With no need for a 
warning from Steffi, Linda opened her mouth wide just an instant before Steffi, with her customary 
scream, let go with another stream of fluids. Linda’s throat pulsated as she worked to swallow as quickly 
as she could, not wanting to cough any of it out.  

At last Steffi, with a sigh, let her crotch settle onto Linda’s face. She giggled as she felt Linda’s tongue still 
working. “Stop.”  

Linda mumbled a very muffled, “Yes, Mistress.”  
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Stretching and yawning, Steffi fell forward and lay, on her stomach, full-length along Linda’s torso, her 
crotch pressed against Linda’s chin, her head resting on Linda’s pussy, cradled between Linda’s uplifted 
thighs. She cupped her hands under Linda’s buttocks as if they were her pillow, and muttered sleepily, 
“Stay still now, pet.”  

“Yes, Mistress.”  

After watching about fifteen minutes, Amy sighed heavily, and looked at Megan. “Want the first sleep-
shift again?”  

“Sure.” Megan kissed her and stood, stiffly. “See you in about four hours.” 
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CHAPTER 17 

Amy rubbed her eyes again, and swallowed the last of her buttered microwave biscuit. Megan had 
allowed her an extra half-hour again, a favor Amy would try to find a way to repay her as soon as 
possible, but she still felt like a zombie. She sighed. “Last day, anyway. Tonight we’ll go home and sleep 
for eighteen hours.” She waved her arms, trying to get her blood circulating. “I don’t want to be semi-
conscious for Linda’s hanging!”  

Megan grinned. “You won’t be. You know that. If that doesn’t give you an adrenaline rush, what have 
you been doing at the Academy all this time?”  

Amy laughed and hugged her roommate. “I know. I’m just talking to get my brain working.” She caught 
movement in the monitor out of the corner of her eye, and quickly released Megan, pointing to the 
screen. “Okay! They’re moving.”  

Actually, the movement was Steffi’s -- Linda wasn’t in a position to do much stirring. Steffi wriggled 
against the soft body underneath her, and then raised herself onto her elbows and knees above her. She 
slapped Linda’s buttock softly. “Time to get up for your big day, Zoey.”  

Linda mumbled sleepily, “Yes, Mistress.”  

Steffi laughed. “You can drop that now. We’re done with that.” She began unlocking Linda’s restraints. 
Moments later, as Linda sat on the side of the bed, flexing her arms and legs to work out the stiffness, 
Steffi patted her on the back. “We’re going to be civilized for awhile this morning. Go take a shower and 
do whatever else you need to do in the bathroom, and I’ll get us some breakfast. Then I’ll explain your 
last role.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Linda came out of the bathroom, still vigorously drying her hair with a towel. “I knew there wasn’t a 
blow dryer, but I thought at least there’d be a brush or a comb or something.”  

Steffi watched her from her seat at the dining table, holding a mug of girlmilk. She laughed. “Just run 
your fingers through it, Zoey. You look cute when you’re a little disheveled. Sit down and have some 
breakfast.”  

Linda tossed the towel away, sat with a frown and picked at her food. As Amy had expected, Linda was 
too excited to have much appetite, despite this probably being her last meal. Luckily, her behavior fit 
with the sulky mood of her character.  

After a few token bites she pushed her chair back, sighing. “So what’s the new humiliation for the day?”  

Steffi raised an eyebrow. “You’ve forgotten?” She turned to look up at the noose behind her, then 
looked back at Linda with a smile.  

Linda stiffened. “Stefanie, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I ever did that to you, back then. Haven’t the last two days 
been enough to make up for it?”  
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Steffi smiled and shook her head immediately. “The last two days have just been an appetizer. I still 
want the main course.”  

Linda’s eyes went wide. “You’re going to eat me? I thought...”  

“Relax, Zoey! It’s just a food metaphor. I’m still going to send your body back to your friends. As long as 
you’re good. Right to the end.”  

Linda said in a forlorn voice, “Isn’t there any other way? I’m not ready to be food. Not even for my 
friends. Maybe it’s wrong to feel that way. Antisocial or whatever. But I’ve still got so many things I want 
to do! No, it’s not wrong!” She scowled at Steffi defiantly. “I still have lots of time to do things, and I 
want to do them! As long as people still eat me in the end, there’s nothing wrong with that!”  

“What kind of things?” Steffi snapped. “Make-Zoey-happy kinds of things? Like what you did to me?”  

“No! I said I’m sorry! I’ll never do anything like that again.”  

“But it’s still all about Zoey, isn’t it? No, Zoey, it’s time to do something for somebody else. It’s time to 
do what I want, because you owe me!”  

“Isn’t there some way out of this?”  

Steffi sat back, relaxing suddenly, looking at Linda thoughtfully. Though Amy doubted that anything 
during the entire show was spontaneous, Steffi acted as if a thought had just occurred to her. “That 
would be fair, wouldn’t it? Oh, and I guess we can kill two birds here. Come with me.” She gestured 
brusquely for Linda to follow her to the back wall, the restraint wall. As they arrived, Steffi picked up the 
discarded chains.  

Linda took in a sharp breath. “No! You know I don’t...”  

Steffi laughed. “Don’t like the chains? Thanks for proving my point again. It always is all about Zoey to 
you. Lift your arms up.” She began replacing the chain around Linda’s waist.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Steffi clicked the last padlock in place and stood up, returning Linda’s glare with a smile. “There. That 
should hold you. But who knows?”  

Linda tried to jerk her wrists free and grimaced. “What does that mean?” She was secured in the same 
manner as when she had “awakened” -- sitting on the floor, her wrists held behind her, secured to each 
other, to the wall, and to her waist chain, her collar secured to the wall, chains from the wall to her 
ankles, too short to allow her to straighten her legs, though she now tried to do so with a violent kick 
aimed towards Steffi that fell far short.  

“You wanted a way out of your fate. Here you go. I need to go back up to my house for a few hours. I’ll 
leave the door...” she turned and pointed to it, “...unlocked, and the one out there up at ground level 
too.” She waved her arm vaguely towards the anteroom. “If you can get yourself loose, you can get to 
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safety. Of course, you’ve got about a mile to go through the woods to get to the boundaries of my 
estate, and you’ll have to flag down a passing motorist naked.” She giggled. “That’d be the thrill of their 
lifetime, for sure. But if you’re still here when I get back, we’ll get right to Zoey Hillcrest’s final role.”  

Linda’s eyes widened. “Stefanie, let’s keep talking. There has to be something that would satisfy you 
besides hanging me. I could... I could keep being your lover! For as long as you want! We’d go out in 
public together, you’d come with me to all my shoots. I’d tell the mags how much I’m in love with you! 
The paps would get all the pics of us holding hands and smooching in limos and night clubs. And we’d 
get married! Think about it, the biggest wedding in history! Wouldn’t you love that? You can have all 
that!”  

Steffi’s grin widened. “You’ve given me some nice mental images. Really! But let’s see...” She held up 
the fingers of one hand and began ticking them off. “A, I’d have no hold over you to make you keep up 
the pretense, B, I’d never trust you for a second, because you’re Zoey, and C, even if, for whatever 
unimaginable reasons, you did keep it up and everything went exactly the way you’re saying, as soon as 
people started seeing us together, it wouldn’t be a week before somebody managed to dig up the story 
about what happened between us in high school, and start coming up with some fairly accurate 
blackmail theories, and it’d all fall apart.” She shook her head. “Anyway, you were very sweet for a 
whole day, and it gave me enough memories for a lifetime. I’ve got all I need along those lines.”  

“Wh-what about... the other...” Linda stopped, and bit her lip.  

Steffi laughed. “Yeah, I can see how much you’d love that. Being the helpless slave? You already know 
how I’d want to run that fantasy if we kept it up, right?” She cupped her right hand under her breast, 
and used it to playfully shake her nipple at Linda. “You know, Zoey...” She looked at Linda thoughtfully. 
“I was talking with a psychologist friend of mine, about that fantasy. Just hypothetically, you 
understand. ‘What if somebody could make an unwilling slave play that role in the long term?’ She said 
she thought that within three months, tops, the slave’s independent mind would be gone, and the role-
playing would become her reality. You want that, Zoey? No more Zoey, just a mindless slave who exists 
only to lick and suck on command?”  

Linda gave a tiny headshake, and in an equally tiny voice said, “No.”  

Steffi clapped her hands together. “Well, then. Hanging it is.” She turned and walked to the door. “I’ll 
see you in a few hours, Zoey. Unless you can make good your daring escape.” With a last friendly wave, 
she was out the door.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy watched Linda struggling violently against the chains, her grunts of effort alternating with moans of 
frustration, and choking gasps as the collar pulled against her throat. Amy could hardly contain her joy 
that Linda had been left alone. She looked at Megan, who was more directly in front of the camera 
controls. “Honey, turn it off a minute, I need to go out and talk to her. No! Wait!” Amy reached out and 
stopped Megan’s hand a few inches from the switch, and pounded her own forehead with the heel of 
her hand as if to knock some sense back into herself. “I’m being an idiot! This is exactly what Steffi will 
want to see later, Linda trying to get free. Steffi left her alone just so she could do what she’s doing now. 
Steffi’d notice any cuts later if we turned off the camera. We need to wait until Lin stops moving.” 
Megan nodded, and they both watched the screen, giggling occasionally at Linda’s histrionics in chains.  
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Just as Amy was starting to wonder if Linda would ever run down, Linda finally gave out an exhausted 
sigh and slumped back against the wall, the patch of floor under her now puddled with the sweat that 
was streaming down her body. Amy opened her mouth to say, “Okay, now,” but Megan’s fingers were 
already flipping the switch. “Thanks. Back in a minute.” She jumped up and ran to the door.  

Linda looked to her side in astonishment as she heard the nearly invisible door open, then started 
laughing. “I’m sorry, I totally forgot you guys were there!” She looked down at herself, and asked 
hopefully, “She didn’t give you a key, by any chance?” She twisted uncomfortably. “I wish she hadn’t put 
the crotch chain back yet. I’m glad it’s there, but not right at this moment.” Resting on her left buttock, 
she winced as she shifted to the right.  

Amy laughed. “Sorry, babe. You’re stuck there till she comes back.”  

Before Amy could say any more, Megan, coming out through the door behind her, said, “Linda, you’ve 
put on...” She seemed to struggle for words. “...the greatest pre-show any Hanging Girl ever did. I just... I 
could never do anything like that. Being somebody else, like you’re doing.”  

Amy blinked. That elusive idea about Megan’s hanging... it seemed to dance near again, and out of reach 
once more. She shrugged. It’ll come, she told herself. Don’t force it.  

Linda smiled at her warmly. “Thank you! I didn’t know if I’d get to hear any reviews. But Megan, listen.” 
She held Megan’s eyes with her own. “At your hanging, whatever performance you put on before your 
hanging, nobody’s going to remember that part afterwards. What they’ll see when you hang -- when you 
hang -- is going to drive everything else out of their minds.” She shrugged, still smiling. “I’m glad I don’t 
need to come up to your standard on that. For Stefanie, just watching me hang is its own reward, and it 
hardly even matters how I do it. Oh, of course, I’m going to put everything into it. But nobody else can 
blow people away with the hanging alone, the way you can.”  

Megan smiled, suddenly tearing up. She dropped to her knees and hugged Linda tightly, giving her a long 
kiss on the cheek. “Good-bye, hon.”  

Amy stood to the side, almost dancing with impatience to talk to Linda, but respectful of Megan’s 
unusual emotional display. When Megan at last backed away and wiped away the tears, Linda looked up 
at Amy and laughed. “So tell me.” Without knowing the specifics, she could easily read Amy’s behavior 
to know that Amy was aching to say something.  

Amy wondered briefly how this idea for Linda had come so easily, while the one for Megan hung coyly 
out of reach. “Lin, how would you like this...?”  

As Amy explained, Linda’s eyes grew wider, and she started bouncing on her buttock. Finally she burst 
out, “Yes!! Yes!! Oh, Amy, that would be so cool. Talk her into it, please, please?”  

Amy laughed. “I don’t think it’ll take much convincing. I just don’t think she knew about it. But I promise, 
before we take your body back, I’ll tell her.”  

“I am so pumped! Amy, I’ll even hang better because of this. I feel like I’ve got so much energy!”  
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“Oh, yeah, right, Lin, that’s been your problem, not enough energy.” Amy grinned.  

“Well, it’s always good to have more. At just the right time.”  

As Megan had, Amy knelt and hugged Linda, kissing her on the mouth. “Bye, hon.” She looked up at 
Megan. “Can we get up the last image we had on the monitor? So she can get in exactly that same 
position? I want it to look like there’s no break in the video.”  

Linda interrupted. “Let me wriggle around a few minutes. I think some of the sweat dried.”  

Megan returned to the side room. A few minutes later, she called out, “Okay, I got the last still from 
where we left off. I can toggle back and forth between that, and what’s on camera now. Linda, you 
ready?”  

Her skin glowing again, Linda stopped moving. “Yup.”  

Amy retreated to the room, and left the door just slightly ajar, so Linda could still hear Megan. Megan 
called out, “Lin, lean just a little farther left -- no, go back about halfway. Now tilt your head back to the 
right. And look with your eyes just a little farther up, and left.”  

Linda followed instructions, and said without moving her jaw, “Okay?”  

“Perfect. I’m going to start recording in ten seconds.”  

Linda, frozen in position, stared straight ahead. Amy gave a thumbs up, but knew Linda couldn’t see her. 
She whispered, “Love you, hon,” and closed the door.  

*   *   *   *   *  

Linda, after a second round of struggling with the chains, accompanied by squeals of frustration through 
gritted teeth, had subsided once more. She now sat in still, staring vacantly across the room. Amy 
suspected she was using the trick she’d learned in high school of sleeping with her eyes open.  

Amy, her attention wandering, sat bolt upright at the sound of the bell, indicating Steffi’s return. She 
pounded Megan’s shoulder excitedly. “This is it!” After three years of training, after two months of 
detailed preparation, this, for Linda, was what it had all been for.  

Moments later, Linda jerked herself out of her stupor as the door from the anteroom opened. She 
turned a grin of excitement instantly into a teeth-baring grimace of tension, so smoothly that her joy 
would probably not be noticeable in replay.  

Steffi had no need to hide her own gleeful anticipation. Shedding the sundress with which she had 
apparently covered herself for her walk across her grounds, and tossing it back into the anteroom 
before closing the door, she stood, naked again, her hands on her hips, regarding the girl in chains in 
front of her. “Well, Zoey, I guess you didn’t manage to get loose.”  

Linda snarled, “You knew I wouldn’t.”  



154 

 

Steffi shrugged. “I assumed you wouldn’t, but the best-laid plans, you know. It was fun taking a chance 
on everything coming apart. But now it’s time for you to play one last role for me.”  

Linda gave her a resigned look, silently.  

Steffi stopped looking at Linda and started pacing left and right, her hands clasped behind her, looking 
very much like a film director at an initial cast meeting. “You’re going to be Zoe Hill. The real you, not 
the plastic movie star. Just a girl who’s a little full of herself, who suddenly finds that the guilt from 
something she did years ago has been haunting her all along. Her guilt has surfaced now, and she feels 
sorry, very sorry.”  

“I already said I’m sorry. I really am, Stefanie.”  

Steffi continued as if uninterrupted. “But you find that being sorry is not enough. You are obsessed with 
fixing it. And the only way you can do that, you realize, is to give your life up to the person you wronged 
so badly. The person whose own life you risked so thoughtlessly, just so you could have a laugh.”  

Steffi was breathing hard now, her jaw clenched. Even over the monitor, Amy could see her trembling as 
adrenaline rushed through her system. Amy knew that Steffi had spent a considerable part of the last 
two days lost in the fantasy, only marginally aware that the girl in front of her wasn’t the real Zoey. But 
never so deeply immersed as now.  

Linda’s own adrenaline gave her voice a useful tremor. “S-Stefanie? I’ll... I know I have to do this. I won’t 
give you any trouble, if you can just tell me one thing.”  

Steffi stopped pacing and looked back at Linda. “And that is...?”  

“How do I know... how do I know you’ll give my body to my friends afterward? You’ve said if I do what 
you want, then you’ll do that. But I could do everything you want me to do, and there’s nothing to stop 
you from throwing my body in the river anyway, after it’s done. I’m a woman. I was born to be eaten by 
people, and no matter what I’ve done with my life... I can’t lose my birthright! Please, Stefanie, how do I 
know?”  

Steffi sighed in exasperation. “We’ve been through all that.”  

Linda thrust out her lower lip stubbornly. “Tell me again.”  

Amy smiled. She knew Linda was offering Steffi one more opportunity to say, to Zoey’s face, what she 
thought of her.  

Steffi faced Linda fully, her fists clenched. “Why won’t I just break every promise I’ve made and toss you 
to the fish after you’ve done everything I asked? Because that’s something you would do, Zoey. No 
wonder you’re worried about it. You think everybody is like you!” Steffi pounded her own chest, hard. 
“Well I’m not! I’ve built my entire adult life around not being like you! If I could see anything like you 
within me, do you think I’d still be this mad after all these years? You left me to live with this anger 
burning inside, all this time. You owe me this one last thing, Zoey! And you can rely on me keeping my 
promise afterward, because,” she pounded her chest again with each word, “I’m NOT... ZOE... HILL!!”  
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Linda stared at her, real tears streaming down her cheeks. Amy understood where they came from. She 
was crying herself.  

At last Linda looked at the floor and sighed. In a barely audible whisper, she said, “Okay. I’m ready.” She 
jingled the chains holding her. “Unlock me now.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

To Amy, it seemed the hardest part of Linda’s entire Zoey act was taking place now, as she tried to 
appear subdued and resigned, standing naked in front of Steffi, ready to hang herself. Amy knew how 
Linda’s heart must be singing.  

Linda sighed as she stood with her hands clasped behind her, a pose symbolically offering control of her 
body, and her life, to Steffi. “What do you want me to do?”  

Steffi pointed to the platform. “Go get that and push it underneath the noose.” Suddenly as excited as a 
child opening birthday presents, Steffi’s movement towards the door was almost a dance. “I’ll be right 
back.”  

As Linda grunted, pushing the heavy platform along the resistant floor, Steffi returned, carrying a bowl 
carefully so as not to spill its contents, and wearing a metal ring loosely around her wrist. On her way in, 
she threw a switch that focused two spotlights on the central area of the room, where the noose was 
hung.  

Amy stopped Megan’s hand, as it reached towards the console to turn off the camera. “We’re okay until 
the platform starts going down. Oh! Could you hand me the cell phone?”  

Megan looked at her curiously and gave her the phone. Amy quickly punched the number of Bill’s 
phone, not ten yards away. “Bill? We’re all set to turn off the cameras. Take action if somehow Linda 
gets into the air with the cameras still on, but I promise that won’t happen. Okay?”  

It had always been so clear that the hanging wouldn’t be recorded, beyond any argument or discussion, 
that somehow they had never thought to talk about exactly when, in the proceedings, the cameras 
should be turned off. Clearly it wasn’t necessary to do so until Linda was nooseborne and performing 
the movements of a Hanging Girl, but the girls simply pictured the moment of ceasing recording as 
“sometime before that.” But Amy could see that, of all the moments Steffi would want to relive later, 
this pre-hanging time would probably be foremost. The actual hanging, of course, would no doubt burn 
itself so vividly into Steffi’s memory that reliving that wouldn’t require any mechanical assistance.  

Steffi set the ring and the bowl, which had a sponge floating in it, on the floor beside the point towards 
which Linda was still pushing the platform, and ran to the overstuffed chair. Turning it slightly to face 
the noose more directly, she threw herself into the chair, in time to see Linda giving the platform a last 
nudge, looking upward at the noose as she centered the platform below it.  

Linda stood upright and looked questioningly at Steffi. Steffi waved towards the bowl. “That’s cooking 
oil. Spread it over your body up to your neck.”  
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Linda bent to pick up the sponge, squeezed excess oil out of it, and began with her legs, running the 
sponge lightly over her skin. She kept her face blank, her eyes constantly on Steffi as she oiled herself. 
There was nothing playful nor overtly sexual about her performance. She brushed the sponge over her 
skin very prosaically, but Amy knew that, by looking directly at Steffi as she prepared herself for her 
hanging, Linda was trying to make the act more personal for Steffi, to show that what she was doing was 
for Steffi alone. Somehow, it was all the more erotic.  

When she finished, her skin gleaming in the spotlights, she dropped the sponge back into the bowl, still 
with her eyes on Steffi.  

Steffi smiled and nodded. “Pick up the ring. You can use it to secure your hands behind you when you’re 
ready. For now, just hook it to your waist. Then step up onto the platform.”  

The ring was composed of two metal semicircles, connected by a hinge. Linda did as ordered, and 
looked at Steffi once more, now standing on the hanging platform, the noose brushing her upper arm, 
the ring hanging from her waist chain.  

Steffi gave her an impatient gesture. “You know what’s expected of you now. I shouldn’t have to say 
anymore.”  

Linda turned to stare at the noose beside her. She bit her lip and whimpered softly. “Is this going to 
hurt?”  

Steffi glared at her. “Trust me, Zoey, you’ll never know as much as I do about what hurt feels like.”  

Taking a deep breath, Linda reached out for the noose. She tried to put it over her head, and found the 
loop was too small. Fumbling, as if the assemblage of rope around which her life had been centered for 
years were something unfamiliar to her, she widened the loop and tried again.  

The girls had talked for days about how to set the noose around Linda’s neck. Steffi herself, of course, 
had no training in placing the rope for hanging, which, to make the show last as long as possible, had to 
be done just so. Amy had suggested teaching Steffi to do it, but they decided that too much of that type 
of preparation beforehand would take away from Steffi’s ability to lose herself in the fantasy. It seemed 
unavoidable that at some point Amy or Megan would have to emerge to help, though it would interfere 
with the illusion that Steffi was settling her score with “Zoey” alone. At last, Linda herself had proposed 
that she adjust the noose herself. The only reason it was never done that way during a show was that, in 
any of the standard scenarios, the Hanging Girl was led to her fate with her hands already tied, yet in 
this case, as seemed obvious once they had thought of it, the girls realized that Steffi would be happiest 
of all with the idea that Zoey could be made to hang herself. Steffi, when it was proposed to her, had 
enthusiastically agreed. Exactly how she would manage to force Zoey to hang herself was left to her.  

Still managing to look as though she had no idea what she was doing, her careful adjustment of the rope 
seeming to be a stall for time, Linda at last tightened the loop of rope around her neck, and whimpered 
again, giving Steffi a pleading look. Steffi simply smiled, gestured towards Linda’s waist and said, 
“Hands.”  
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Linda had had some opportunity to familiarize herself with the metal ring, which Steffi had sent to the 
Academy along with the cuffs, for purposes of practice. About four inches in diameter, it was meant to 
be threaded through the rings in the cuffs and then snapped closed. Once closed, it could only be 
opened with a key.  

Linda removed it now from her waist belt and looked it over carefully. After a minute or so, she took it 
behind her back and inserted the open ends through not only the handcuff rings, but also through a link 
in the crotch chain. She stood, then, her teeth moving back and forth across her lip so as almost to wear 
a hole in it. “S-Stefanie... please...?”  

Steffi had been steadily breathing harder in the last few minutes. Amy suddenly wondered if the woman 
was going to faint. She managed to gasp out, “You’ve been a good girl. Don’t blow it now.”  

Almost convulsively, Linda brought the two ends of the locking ring together. The loud snap of the lock 
engaging seemed to echo in the room. Linda moaned and tried to jerk her hands apart as if she’d 
changed her mind.  

Steffi, her voice a little higher as her excitement grew, twirled her finger. “Turn around. I want to make 
sure you’ve done it right.”  

Linda turned, holding her hands as far apart as she could get them and trying to yank them free, in a 
demonstration that they were, indeed, trapped behind her.  

Steffi’s right hand was already between her legs, her mouth open, her eyes wide. Her left hand 
wandered up towards her breast, a little clumsily, as if it were blindfolded.  

Amy’s hand, equally blind, reached and found Megan’s arm. She whispered, “Honey, do you mind if I go 
up to watch through the door?” She felt a strong need to see it really happening, not through a video 
monitor.  

Megan smiled and kissed her cheek. “Go. I’ll finish up here and join you.”  

Amy sat on the floor facing the door, seeing Linda from the side, Steffi in her chair to the right. From this 
angle it was easy to see how erect Linda’s nipples were, a manifestation of her excitement she was 
helpless to suppress. As Amy settled in, Steffi was pointing towards the platform. “When you’re ready, 
kick that lever forward. The surface will sink slowly.”  

Linda considered the lever and whimpered once more. “I know. I saw a hanging like that.” Amy smiled at 
the understatement.  

Linda went on, “Stefanie...” She paused for several seconds. “I just need to know one thing.”  

Stefanie grinned, her hand stopping, giving her crotch a momentary rest. “One last thing, Zoey?”  

Linda gulped and nodded convulsively. “Will this... Will this make things right?”  
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Steffi started to laugh, and stopped herself, giving conscious thought to the question. “I’d have to say 
yes to that, Zoey.”  

“Zoey” seemed to relax. “Will you tell my friends that? Leave a note with my body or however you want 
to do it, that says I made things right?”  

Steffi nodded. “I’ll do that.”  

“Really. Promise me you’ll do that.”  

Steffi nodded again, solemnly. “I promise.”  

Linda looked down at the lever again. “And... and leave my body close to Samantha’s house. I want her 
to be the one that finds me. She’s the best cook.”  

Steffi smiled again and resumed rubbing, moaning softly as her fingers found just the right spot. “Will 
do.”  

Watching through the door, Amy laughed suddenly, as she saw something that neither Steffi nor the 
camera could see. Linda was wriggling her fingers behind her in the “everything’s cool” signal, and, as if 
to put an exclamation point on her communication, she clenched her right fist, holding her thumb 
straight up.  

Amy would have to tell Megan later.  

Linda’s face though, showed nothing but resignation, as she reached to the side with her left foot and 
kicked the lever.  

Amy flicked a glance over at the camera, and saw the small red light on it wink out. From behind her she 
heard a rush of action, and seconds later Megan joined her in front of the curtain. As she sat beside 
Amy, Amy quickly took Megan’s left hand, covering it with both of hers and pulling it into her lap, 
twining her fingers through Megan’s, all without taking her eyes off the sinking figure of her longest-
surviving friend at the Academy.  

As the platform sank away and the rope went taut, Amy heard the slight choking sound that 
accompanied the noose tightening around Linda’s neck. It suddenly occurred to Amy that she would 
never hear that uncanny impression of Zoey Hillcrest’s voice again.  

There came a sighing gasp from Steffi, who leaned forward briefly and then settled back once more into 
the cushion, one hand now working industriously between her legs, the other playing with her right 
nipple. As Linda began kicking, each of Steffi’s breaths came out as a high-pitched moan.  

Linda quickly began making the moves she had worked out with Megan and Shawna, emphasizing her 
desperation to find something solid to stand on underfoot -- first swinging her legs back and forth, 
holding them stiffly straight and bending only at the hip, her toes pointed downward, then keeping her 
whole body straight for a time, her only movement a quivering from the strain of trying to reach just 
another inch further downward, though the top of the platform was much farther than that out of 
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reach, then doing small scissor kick with her legs, then lifting her legs as if she were trying to climb a 
stairway of air to lift herself. During the scissor kicking she gradually turned herself, letting Steffi see her 
from behind, her back and arm muscles rippling with the straining effort to free her hands. Slowly she 
turned back to face Steffi again. The girls had discussed whether Linda should do the traditional turn at 
all, knowing Steffi would want to keep her eyes on Linda’s Zoey-face as much as possible, eventually 
deciding that the added stimulation of giving Steffi a more complete look at Zoey’s struggles would 
more than make up for a momentary loss of the frontal view.  

Indeed, it was all nearly too much for Steffi, whose twitching hips were nearly throwing her out of her 
chair, her moaning continuous. Just as Amy was again worrying that Steffi would faint and miss a crucial 
part of the show, which was after all not being recorded, Steffi suddenly snatched her hand away from 
her crotch as if she had literally burned it, and used both hands to grip the arms of the chair. She 
couldn’t stop her hips from doing their own dance, but obviously her conscious mind had won the 
struggle with her instincts, dragging her away from the orgasm she wanted to postpone. Her fingers 
nearly ripping through the fabric of the chair arms, she sat stiffly, breathing raggedly, watching her 
dangling nemesis through wide, unblinking eyes.  

Linda cycled through her sequence of desperation moves a second time, and then, about sixteen 
minutes into her show, she began Act 2.  

The girls had agreed that, though watching Zoey in a losing fight for her life would be Steffi’s fondest 
wish, and that Linda should give that the highest priority, there would come a point where Steffi’s sexual 
arousal would overwhelm all rational thought. Amy had stolen a look at Megan and nodded when Steffi 
had suddenly ceased masturbating earlier, evidence that she had, as expected, not yet reached that 
point. The timetable that Linda and the others had set out for Linda’s show had anticipated that the 
tipping point would occur about... now.  

Linda was one of the best, other than Megan herself, at performing Megan’s sensual noose-dancing, 
though Amy could easily see signs that Linda, this far into her program, was very tired. But she seemed 
to reach deep within herself for a burst of renewed energy, and her first hip thrusts drew a sudden 
strangled gasp out of Steffi that was unlike her earlier moaning. Her mouth dropping wide open, Steffi 
suddenly slapped her left forearm across her breasts, her hand cupping her right breast and kneading it, 
while her right hand dropped once more between her legs. Amy felt sure Steffi would not be able to 
stop herself this time. That effort of will was far beyond her now.  

Linda, with the advantage of her unprecedented audience of one, was able to focus her performance 
exclusively on Steffi. Once again she was Steffi’s extra-attentive lover, and once again the mindless slave 
existing only to stimulate her mistress. Amy felt sure, watching Steffi’s face, that images from the last 
two days were rolling past her mind’s eye.  

For Linda, sweat streaming down her body already glowing with cooking oil, dripping from her toes, it 
was now time to channel her last energies into her own satisfaction. Amy could see her pulling 
rhythmically now on the crotch chain, her legs stiffening with each pull, their muscles standing taut, her 
back muscles rippling with the effort.  

A sudden change in Steffi’s movement drew Amy’s eyes towards her. Steffi tensed, her entire body 
quivering, and let loose the loudest scream yet, as a spray issued from between her legs, to splatter as 
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far as five feet from the chair. Then Amy’s attention was caught by Linda again, as a final convulsion of 
orgasm shook her from head to toe, and Amy felt it... felt it... lived it... her own body quaking, her mouth 
wide open in a silent version of Steffi’s characteristic scream...  

As the fire of the orgasm burned slowly down, Amy became aware, for the first time, that she had been 
using Megan’s hand, imprisoned by both of her own, to rub herself between her legs. Looking to her 
right, she saw that Megan, breathless and sweating from her own climax, was just now withdrawing her 
free hand from the crotch of her own shorts, which were as soaked as Amy’s.  

Out in the room, Linda’s legs twitched listlessly a few more times, and the usual stream of urine 
cascaded down her legs onto the platform. And then she was still, hanging limp at last, the residual 
swaying and twisting starting to die down. Steffi was slumped in the chair, equally limp, her arms on the 
armrests. Her eyes were wide, blinking slowly, still looking at Linda, her lips parted as she breathed 
raggedly and deeply.  

Megan, her voice shaken and raspy, speaking in bursts as she tried to catch her breath, said, “Twenty-
three... minutes... that’s really pretty... good for all the... extra energy she... had to use up... at the start 
with... that choreography... and I’m pretty sure she... timed her orgasm to... go with Steffi’s... that was 
really...” She groped for an adjective.  

Amy completed Megan’s thought, choking out the word, “Fantastic.” Beside her, Megan nodded.  

Slightly more recovered, Megan gestured towards Linda with her head. “Should we go out there now?”  

Amy bit her lip. “Not sure. Steffi’s kind of in a trance. Let’s not break it.” Megan nodded.  

Megan suddenly sat up. “Oh! Camera. We can turn it back on now.”  

“Yeah. Wait! It just came on. I guess Bill did it.”  

“Good.” Her face regaining its normal color as the flush of orgasm departed, Megan rested her head on 
Amy’s shoulder. Amy lifted Megan’s hand to her lips and kissed it. “I guess we just wait.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Linda’s slight pendulum swinging eventually ceased, and time itself seemed to stop with her, with Steffi 
as utterly motionless as the hanging body before her. At last, after the timeless interval, with only the 
stiffness of Amy’s muscles suggesting to her how long it must have been, Steffi finally roused herself, 
looked towards the door behind which Amy and Megan waited, smiled and made a vague come-here 
gesture.  

Emerging tentatively, Megan following behind, Amy asked cautiously, “So... how are you feeling?”  

Steffi gave her a tired smile, remaining seated. “Oh, very nice. I always worried that when it came time 
to do this, it would be less real than I’d imagined. But it was more real. Much more. Thank you.”  
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Amy, coming up beside Linda, reached up to stroke her hip fondly, setting her into a slight swinging 
motion again. “You don’t want to stab her or anything?”  

Steffi shook her head. “I understand that’s the usual thing, but really, I’m fine.” She clearly did not, at 
present, have the energy for such an effort.  

Amy looked at Megan. “Did you bring the heart monitor?”  

Megan shook her head. “Still in the room.” She turned to go retrieve it.  

Amy said, “Never mind the monitor, but could you get me a knife?” Megan nodded and disappeared 
into the room.  

As she heard Megan rummaging around in the utensil drawer, Amy took Linda’s wrist, and found no 
pulse. Linda’s chest was at the level of Amy’s head, so Amy put her ear against it. Linda’s skin, clammy 
with sweat, had not yet cooled noticeably. There was no sound of a heartbeat. Amy nodded to Megan, 
returning with a relatively sharp knife. “She’s gone.”  

Megan offered the knife to Amy. Amy gestured for Megan to go ahead, and Megan quickly plunged the 
knife into Linda’s stomach. A small stream of blood issued from the wound, with no reaction, of course, 
from Linda. Amy wasn’t sure why it seemed so important -- obviously Linda would never know -- but 
clearly Megan felt the same, that Linda should have the complete Hanging Girl experience.  

Withdrawing the knife, leading to a renewed flow of blood, Megan asked Steffi, “Are you really sure you 
don’t want to cook her?”  

Steffi smiled again. “I wouldn’t mind eating the real Zoey, but this just wouldn’t be the same. But the 
main thing is, I promised her to her friends. That would be you.”  

Amy blinked. “That was just part of the story, I thought.”  

Steffi shook her head. “It’s like I told her. I’m not Zoe Hill. When I make a promise, I keep it. That’s 
important to me.” She looked back and forth between Amy and Megan. “I promised her another thing 
too. That I’d tell her friends she’d made things right.” She flashed a tired grin. “Well, your friend Linda 
made things right. I can’t say all of the anger is gone, but... it feels more in balance now. The world has 
terrible people like Zoey in it, but now I know, it has people like Linda too. The way she worked so hard, 
even gave her life just so someone she didn’t even know would feel better... like I said, there’s balance.”  

Tears rolled down Amy’s cheeks. She stroked Linda’s hip again. “Yes. That’s Linda.”  

Steffi stood up at last. “Anyway, thank you again. While you’re taking her... well, home, I’ve got 
something up at the house for you to take along with you. I’ll go get that while you’re taking her down. 
You can get her head back to me later.”  

Amy had been waiting for the right opening. “About that. I had an idea, while we were waiting, that I 
think you’d like.”  
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Steffi looked at her curiously. “What’s that?”  

Amy smiled. “Well, you talked about what you were going to do with her head. That’s what made me 
think of it. Instead of having just her head to sleep with, would you like her whole body instead?”  

Steffi frowned. “That’s impossible. It’d be so immoral to preserve her. She’d be inedible.” She looked 
shocked.  

Amy shook her head. “That’s not what I meant. I’m guessing you’ve never heard of a company called Full 
Body Associates? They don’t advertise, but word gets around. I know about them because my dad 
knows some people who have used their services.”  

Steffi was still frowning. “What do they do?”  

“Basically, they would make a life-sized doll out of her. They start by processing her for eating. They give 
the meat back to you, and they keep her bones, along with her head intact, preserved. They clean the 
bones, wire them back together, they make new life-like muscles out of a special substance they’ve 
developed, and they use skin cells from her neck to grow a whole new skin covering -- her real skin, 
genetically hers.” Amy smiled. “They can even give it the freckles. The skin takes a few months, but in 
the end, you have... well, it’s not right calling her a doll, because a doll is fake. This would really be her.” 
Amy looked up, and gestured towards Linda’s head. “And of course, this would be her face. Zoey’s.”  

Steffi looked up at Linda’s face, wide-eyed, and gulped. “You’re not just making this up?”  

Amy shook her head vehemently. “No, ma’am! Do you think you’d want to do this?”  

Steffi stood frozen, staring at Linda. “Is this... would she really be okay with this? I don’t want to do 
anything with her body she wouldn’t like.”  

“I talked to her about it, ma’am. While you were out, earlier this morning. Don’t worry, you won’t notice 
a gap in the videotape, but we did shut it off briefly. She loved the idea! She begged me to please ask 
you if you’d do it.”  

Steffi looked at Megan, who nodded in confirmation.  

Amy could tell Steffi was still skeptical. She went on, “Ma’am, Linda is my oldest, dearest friend. She 
wanted me to be here because she knew I’d look out for her like nobody else would.”  

Steffi shook her head, not in negation but in wonder. “She wants to spend forever looking like someone 
else?”  

“Ma’am... for the last two months, she’s devoted every minute to trying to become Zoey Hillcrest for 
you. When I asked her about this idea, she said the thought of still being Zoey, for the rest of your life, 
after hers is over... well, like I said, she begged me to try the best I could to talk you into it.”  

Steffi couldn’t tear her eyes away from Linda. “So what do I do? How do you contact this company?”  
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Relief flooded through Amy as she saw she could carry out Linda’s last wish. “I’ll call back to the school 
and get their number. Ma’am, I need to warn you it’s kind of expensive. All the processing, the special 
materials, the time, the equipment, the patented technologies...”  

Steffi laughed. “I don’t usually ask this, but how much?”  

Amy tried to recall. “I think their starting price is three quarters of a million. That’s why the company 
isn’t really very well-known -- most people couldn’t afford it anyway. It goes up from there, depending 
what kind of processing you want. Her joints can be limp, like a rag doll, or stiff so you can pose her... 
that’s all something you’d work out with them.”  

Steffi’s eyes were alight. She gestured. “Make the call.”  

“Yes, ma’am!” Excitedly, she wrapped her arms around Linda’s still-suspended body, and kissed her 
breast. “You got it, hon!”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy insisted on carrying Linda to the Full Body van. Megan, understanding, walked beside her, with Bill 
a few steps behind. Amy had Linda’s legs draped over one arm, her back cradled against the other arm, 
and her head snuggled against Amy’s breasts. Amy smiled at the sudden thought that it probably looked 
as though she might be carrying Linda back to their room after Linda had partied a little too hard and 
fallen asleep. In a way, she thought, that image was appropriate.  

Amy grunted as she stepped up into the back of the van after the driver had opened the door for her, 
and waited as he opened the top of the ice chest. She laid Linda gently down on the surface of the ice, 
straightened her legs and crossed her hands over her stomach, and ran her fingers through Linda’s red-
dyed hair to adjust a small cowlick.  

The driver was fascinated. “They told me who she’d look like, but that’s pretty amazing. She’s really not 
the real one?”  

Amy smiled. “She’s not. I promise.”  

She wanted to say one more thing to her closest friend, but she couldn’t think what. At last she bent, 
kissed Linda’s lips, quickly cooling under the influence of the ice, and said, in a husky voice, “You could 
never have been such a great Zoey if you hadn’t been so much Linda.” She backed away then, allowing 
the driver to empty another bag of ice over Linda. She remained in the van until Linda was completely 
covered, her face last of all, and the lid closed. Then she stepped out of the van, took a deep breath with 
her eyes closed, and took Megan’s hand. “Let’s go home, hon.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

Amy stood up, as did Megan beside her, as Dean Porter entered the conference room. Amy tried to look 
more awake than she was, hoping this meeting would be over soon so she could fall into bed with 
Megan and sleep for... well, it was fourteen hours before she needed to get up.  

She sat gratefully after the dean had taken his chair and waved them both down into their seats.  



164 

 

He smiled. “I trust it went well?”  

Amy sighed at the memory. “Oh, Sir, you have no idea. You would have had to be there. But I mean yes, 
it went really well.”  

Megan added, “She was wonderful, Sir.”  

Amy went on, “Her meat will be delivered here tomorrow. She’s...”  

The dean nodded. “Yes, Full Body Associates called here. It’s all arranged.”  

Amy reached into the pocket of her shorts and handed across the folded piece of paper to the dean. 
“Ms. Bloom wanted me to give you this, Sir.”  

The dean unfolded the paper, and blinked. “I don’t understand. She already paid in full.”  

Amy grinned. “Yes, Sir. She just wanted the Academy to have a little extra.”  

The dean continued looking at the check. “Ummm. Quite a lot extra.”  

“Yes, Sir. She asked about creating a scholarship, but I told her the girls don’t pay tuition anyway. She 
said she hoped this would help with operating expenses, and also wants part of it to go to doing 
something nice for the girls.”  

The dean nodded, smiling again. “I’m sure I can find a use for this.”  

*   *   *   *   *  

THREE WEEKS LATER  

Jackie looked into Amy’s and Megan’s room, Erin looking in over her shoulder. “You guys coming?”  

Amy laughed. “You kidding? Wouldn’t miss it.”  

As they walked down the hall, Megan asked Jackie, “Any idea what’s playing?”  

Jackie looked at her in surprise. “I thought you guys would know, if anybody did.”  

Amy shook her head. “All I know is what Megan and I voted for.”  

They arrived at the door of the library annex, now converted into the Linda Moran Theater. A plaque at 
the door, bearing a likeness of Linda in bronze, said, “Dedicated to Linda Moran, whose efforts upheld 
the best traditions and standards of the students of the Hanging Academy. This theater made possible 
by a gift from Miss Stefanie Bloom.”  
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The idea of the movie theater had occurred to Amy, after a full night’s sleep, as the best way to honor 
Linda -- though the students could watch any movie in their rooms, they all missed the experience of 
sharing the entertainment with more friends than could be squeezed into a single dorm room.  

Jackie picked up a huge bucket of popcorn at the entrance, and Amy and Megan followed Jackie and Erin 
to a row about one-third of the way up from the front. They took places in the huge, softly padded, 
partly reclining seats, as other girls took seats in front of them and behind them.  

The moment the feature started, Amy covered her eyes with her hands, laughing helplessly. She’d 
instantly recognized the opening of “The Bank Job.” She finally sputtered to Megan, “Do we want to 
stay? How many times did we watch this?”  

Megan was laughing as well. “How many times did we see every Zoey Hillcrest movie?”  

Amy sighed. “Well, it’ll be like seeing Linda again.” Megan nodded.  

Amy reached towards the popcorn bucket, currently in Erin’s possession. “Could you pass it this way?”  

End of Book 4 
Read about Amy’s post-graduation adventures and hanging in Book 5, “The Graduate.” 


