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Disclaimer

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of any persons, places, things or events in this book to any real person, places, things or events is strictly coincidental. Especially billionaires. Billionaires may exist, but have you or anyone you know ever seen one in person? Hmm? 

Also, all characters in this story are over 18 years of age.

Foreword

Starting around 2030, the Robot Job Holocaust began, and young adults everywhere found themselves unemployed and unemployable. Some of them formed gangs and roamed the streets at night, beating, raping and robbing whenever they could get away with it.

Citizen vigilantes and citizen vigilante groups soon arose to combat the gangs, as the police were uninterested in combating the gangs outside the enclaves of the One Percenters. And since vigilantism was illegal, the vigilantes almost always disguised themselves, often with colorful costumes. These vigilantes, although subject to arrest and imprisonment if caught, were wildly popular folk heroes. And heroines. This is the story of two such heroes.
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It was time for a Temptation Walk, she knew that as she got into her car at the hospital parking lot. And she knew just where it should be: Primrose Way, the alley in the bar district just off Main Street.

With any luck at all, she'd encounter the goons who'd attacked Lydia Simpkins, the woman who'd showed up at the emergency room last night with her face swollen by bruises, her eyes blacked, her lips puffy, bruises and cuts on her torso and legs and of course, in need of a rape kit.

Sarah Rawls-Goolsby had ministered to Lydia as well as she could, providing comfort and counseling and making sure Lydia's pain was properly attended to. She'd called Lydia's sister who'd come over to take her home and get her settled. She was the very picture of coolness, calmness and comfort in the face of Lydia's pain. 

But inside she was seething, even more so when the police came in and did their criminal investigation. She could almost see the detective smirking as Lydia revealed that she had been out clubbing and then had walked down Primrose Way to get to her car. “Asking for it,” the cop was thinking, it was almost as if there was a thought bubble over his head. Primrose Way was in fact the shortest path to the large parking lot where many who frequented the clubs along Spenser Street parked.

It was also a place where scumbags and rapists who wanted to catch a pretty young woman like Lydia and beat her, rob her and/or rape her hung out. The cops knew it, the women's shelters knew it, and a lot of the club kiddies knew it, but not all of them. Not Lydia, for instance.

The cops wouldn't do much of an investigation, Sarah knew. They'd take the rape kit and harvest the DNA and wait for it to test positive against someone when they brought them in on another case. Because there was always another case. 

Even if they did come up with a match for the DNA they'd found in Lydia, and the perp got convicted, it wouldn't necessarily lead to serious jail time. District Attorneys were notorious for using plea bargains to reduce their workload. They'd let him off with a fine and a year's probation or some such nonsense.

That was why it was time for a Temptation Walk. Sarah knew where the scum were, and she knew how to deal with them. Sarah drove home to the small but comfortable apartment she lived in. She fed her cat Hercules and spent some time petting and playing with him ... it helped quiet the burning fury at what those scum had done to Lydia enough that she could go to her desk and apply her makeup with a hand that wasn't trembling with rage.

Sarah didn't know Lydia personally. But her work at the women's shelter and at the hospital had brought her into contact with so many victims of male violence that over time a cumulative rage took hold of her. 

Fighting the rage, Sarah washed off her existing makeup base, the simple clear makeup that gave her pale skin a light flush and the very light brown that gave some depth to her eyes, the mild blush on her lips. 

She replaced them with a foundation that made her pale skin even paler, then the black eyeliner with blue for her lids. A heavy, dense application that contrasted powerfully with her large, round eyes. She put in the contact lenses that gave her eyes a yellowish tint. Then the eyebrow liner that accentuated her thin, barely there brows and made them arched brows that signaled interest and invitation. Finally, she liberally applies the bright red lipstick that contrasted so powerfully with her pale skin.

She took her lustrous black hair down from its customary bun and brushed it out and sprayed some conditioner on it to highlight its rich gloss.

She reached down into her lowest desk drawer and lifted the large cardboard square that would easily have been mistaken for the bottom of the drawer and pulled from beneath it the large leather collar with its spikes and also the cuffs and the shackles. She left the ball gag and the blindfold and the whip and the sex harness and the leash in the bottom of the drawer.

She had had those items for a long time, a very long time, and had never used them for their intended purpose with a partner. Never had the nerve, the chance, whatever. Now they served nicely as part of her Temptation wear. She wrapped the collar around her neck and fastened the strap tight at the back of her neck. Next, the shackles and the cuffs. She felt a familiar melancholy as she put them on. She wanted to surrender herself to someone so badly, but she was not one to surrender to just anyone.

Next she put on her soft black thong and the tiny, tiny skirt that just barely went past the lower crease of her buttocks, which also accentuated the wide curve of her hips. Then she applied the temporary tramp stamp tattoo to her lower back and another to her upper arm. 

Her black bra came next, with the straps that crossed below her collarbone and which let her large breasts spill out easily on either side of their cups, giving the impression that they might be fully exposed with the least careless move, though she knew from experience that they stayed in place even when she was fighting for her life.

Next came the gloves, soft and silky on the bottom but armored with a hard copper shell on the back, and with spikes on the knuckles. A twist of a hidden switch and the spikes would be tipped with a nerve poison that would have a brief paralyzing effect on the nervous system of anyone who was hit hard enough by the spikes to penetrate the skin. Just enough time for her to do her work.

Next she put on a belt around her waist that appeared to hold toy guns. The handles looked like toy pistol handles, but if you pulled the pistols out, instead of a standard revolver you saw a square body and no barrel, because the guns were in fact fully functional tasers. Then she put on her bracelets, fastening one end to the slave cuffs on her wrists. The bracelets had an ornament dangling on a chain that looked like a miniature cock. Actually, it was pepper spray.

Finally came the sneakers, bright pink sneakers with pom pom laces, but with an unusual addition: steel toes. 

She topped off her ensemble with a bright pink bow in her hair that matched the pink tennis shoes. It had no weapons, it was just there because it matched the shoes and added to the impression that she was a goth girl out for a night on the town.

She looked at herself in her full-length mirror. The outfit showed off her figure beautifully. She practiced drawing the tasers from their holsters quickly and smoothly a few times, just to make sure the reflexes she had developed from her many hours of practice were still in peak form. They were. She also practiced flipping up the bracelets so that the pepper spray cocks easily flipped into her palm, the balls at her fingertips where one press would send the spray into an opponent's face.

Sarah got her purse, and made sure it was properly loaded: zip ties, several small strap-on dildos, night vision goggles that looked like sunglasses, a small first aid kit and a bottle of very effective pain pills. Just the thing for a night on the town. She winked at the sexy Goth hottie in the mirror. She was Temptation now and it was time for her to walk the night.

Temptation flounced out the door, a wiggle in her butt and a gleam in her eye and got in her car. She drove to the club district and parked just off Primrose Way, then walked to Club Zeitgeist and bought herself a drink or three, which she was careful not to actually drink more than a few sips of each time. She fended off the club goers of both sexes who made passes at her and stepped out on the dance floor and danced briefly to get her body warmed up, just in case. Temptation had a free-swinging, lusty wiggle to her hips that Sarah never had.

Temptation then put on her sunglasses and wandered out of the club,  her steps slow and just a little bit clumsy as if she were tipsy, and made her way down Primrose Alley toward her car.

The night vision goggles picked the lurkers up easily enough, bright patches against the darkness. One of them stepped out boldly in front of her, a tall, rangy man with light brown skin of indeterminate race. He was wearing formal looking black pants, black shoes and a T-shirt printed to look like he was wearing a tuxedo.

“Whoa, darlin, where you goin?” he asked in a friendly voice that Temptation did not believe even for a second.

“Goin' home,” she said, slurring her words a bit.

“Darlin' you're in no shape to drive, best let me help you out here,” he said, reaching out for her with a hand. 

“No!” she shouted, backing off. “Doan touch me!”

“Don't be like that, honey,” said the man, advancing on her rapidly. 

“No!” she shouted, at the same time slipping the pepper spray into her palm with one hand and shielding her eyes with her other hand, and giving him a blast right in the eyes and danced away from him, her legs now moving quite nimbly.

“GAAAAH, DAMN!” he screamed as the pepper spray set his face burning. “Get her, boys!”

Her attacker's two companions sprang from behind the dumpster where they'd been hiding and headed for Temptation and the attacker, their intent unmistakable.

Temptation pulled her pistol from its holster and fired at her attackers. Long practice had made her a dead shot. The taser bolts struck their targets each time, the three men who had been advancing on her with such certainty now lay writhing on the ground, groaning in pain. She quickly approached each of them while they were still dazed and hit them with a grazing blow to the chin, the best way of insuring the spikes broke the skin.
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