Tickle Bullies
	"Hey, Jackie, guess what?" I looked up from the book I was reading to see my boyfriend James sitting down across. We were out of class for the day and had decided to hang out in the cafeteria for a little bit and wait for our other friends to be done with class too. James had stepped out to take a phone call and, by the looks of it, had gotten some great news.
	"What?" I asked with a smile, brushing back some of my dark blond hair. James's brown eyes gleamed as he smiled at me.
	"Kristen's free this weekend!"
	"She is?" I was pleasently surprised. Kristen was one of James's oldest friends, but she had graduated a year before us and had taken a job in New York City. The long commute and full time hours often left her exhausted, so we hadn't seen her in some time. It was a shame too, because I knew that Kristen had once been privy to tickle plots against James. Unfortunately, I hadn't had much of a chance to compare strategies with her. But perhaps now I could.
	"Yeah," James said. "And I was wondering something."
	"Oh?" I asked playfully. "Is this a bid to get out of being tickle tortured?"
	"Oh trust me, tickle torture must ensue!" James declared. "But how about you lure Kristen to your house saying I'm going to be the victim and instead, she ends up in the chair!"
	"Ahh, the old bait and switch?" I asked. 
	"Exactly. Besides, Kristen's got ticklish feet too, you know. And since she has to do so much walking to get to her job now, they're bound to be extra sensitive."
	"Sounds good to me," I agreed. "Erin's out of town this weekend, but I think Claudia's free."
	"Great," James said. "Why don't we stop by her office and let her know? Then, we can start planning with Kristen."
	"This is gonna be fun," I said, grinning at my boyfriend.
	"I know," James agreed. "Now I get to watch and enjoy the sight of someone else squriming in the chair."
	"True, but Kristen might want tickle revenge later."
	"Just more of a reason why she needs to hang out with us more often," James said.
************************************************************************
	"So that's the plan for Friday night," I told Claudia. As planned, James and I were squeezed inside her small office. Claudia was seated at her computer, long legs tucked under her small desk. Her long black hair was tied back from her face and her long fingers, topped with well-maincured nails, were resting on her keyboard.
	"Sounds perfect," she said now. "I haven't seen Kristen- or her feet- in ages. It'll be fun to get my hands on them."
	"That's what I said," James told her. "And since she'll be showing up at Jackie's house expecting to get me, she won't be expecting us to turn on her.”
	"Right," I agreed. "And once she's in the chair, we can have fun with her."
	"This is gonna be great," James said with an eager grin. "Poor little Kristen. She has no idea of what she's in for!"
************************************************************************
	That Friday, James and Claudia got to my house within five minutes of each other. I led them into my basement where I had set everything up. Aside from the green couch set against the far wall, there was a cushioned armchair with a footrest I had pulled to the center of the room. Beside the chair, I had set down a few of my old karate belts and an old hairbrush. James looked at my tools and nodded.
	"Good, you have the belts. Here, I brought some good stuff too." He laid out a canister of baby powder, two painbrushes, and an assortment of small feathers. I picked up a small yellow feather and twirled it in my fingers.
	"Can't have a tickle torture session without feathers," I said approvingly.
	"No you can't," Claudia agreed. "And I have mine!" Claudia pulled two thick, fluffy feathers out of her purse. James's eyes widened at the sight of them
	"Oooh, nice, Claudia. Did you get those at a craft store?"
	"Sure did," Claudia replied with a wicked grin. "They're just like the ones I've used on you before. But I had to get some art supplies and these were on sale. I couldn't resist."
	"Grrr, I'm glad I'm not the victim," James growled, sitting down on the couch.
	"Not tonight," I agreed. "But I'm sure we'll have plenty of opportunities to use them on you in the future."
	"Heyyyyy!" James protested, but the sound of a knock cut off any more of James's fake pouts.
	"That's her," I said. "I'll be right back!" I ran upstairs and, sure enough, I could see Kristen peeping through the glass window of my front door. I opened the door and let her in.
	"Hi, Kristen! Long time, no see!" I greeted her.
	"Ugh, tell me about it! I'm so glad I finally have a night off." Kristen smiled at me, her small face wreathed in a smile. Actually, all of Kristen was small: small eyes, little hands, and, of course, little feet. Right now, her short blond hair was held back from her face in a tight ponytail and she had light blue polish on her fingernails. I had a feeling that her toes were painted blue as well. Well, I'd find out soon enough!
	"Follow me. James is downstairs." Kristen giggled.
	"I've been looking forward to this!"
	"James has too. He loves tickle torture." I opened the basement door and let Kristen go downstairs first.
	"I know. He can protest all he likes..." Kristen's words were cut off as soon as she spotted James and Claudia.
	"Hi, Kristen," Claudia said as she and James stood up. "Been awhile, huh?"
	"Uh, yeah, I didn't know you were coming tonight too, Claudia." I moved forward and grabbed Kristen's shoulders. At the same time, James and Claudia jumped forward and grabbed her arms.
	"Hey!" Kristen shrieked. Laughing, we dragged Kristen to the chair. James held her down while Claudia and I went to work tying her down. I wrapped one of my belts around Kristen's little wrists while Claudia cinched another belt tight around her ankles. With a giggle, I slipped off her shoes and pulled off her socks. I was right; Kristen's toenails were painted bright blue.
	"Oooh, very nice nail polish, Kristen," James taunted, coming around to sit on the couch.
	"You guys planned this!" Kristen shrieked. Her feet clenched, creating little scrunch lines on her soles. I picked up the powder and poured some into my hand. I rubbed it into her feet while Claudia held Kristen's ankles down. Kristen shuddered as I massaged her skin.
	"Yes, James, Claudia, and I were oh so eager to get our hands on you. James most of all, right, hon?" James nodded.
	"And I think we should have a specific order tonight too."
	"Oh?" Claudia asked.
	"Yes. I think Claudia should start with a feather, then Jackie should use a feather, then Claudia should use her nails and then Jackie can finish with her one-finger tactic," James said.
	"Sounds good to me!" Claudia picked up one of her feathers and waved it at Kristen. "Ready, Kristen?"
	"No!" Kristen cried.
	"Well I am!" Claudia placed the tip of the feather against Kristen's right foot and dragged it upward. As soon as she reached the edge of Kristen's scrunched toes, Claudia dragged the feather downward. Kristen's whole foot scrunched up and she shook with laughter.
	"Ahahahahahaha! Not fair! Ahahahahahaha!"
	"Gee, doesn't that sound familiar? James teased, his eyes on Kristen's feet. Kristen wiggled her feet frantically, but Claudia kept up her easy up and down motion, not breaking stride. The feather tip slid over Kristen's left foot as easily as it did her right foot. The feathery bristles stroked Kristen's sensitive skin beautifully, making the soft skin flush pink.
	"Ahahahahahah! Claudia! This isn't fair!" Kristen cried.
	"Your point, Kristen?" I asked, laughing.
	"Oooh, looks like we have a couple of tickle bullies," James said. "This is getting interesting."
	"It is not! Ahahahahahahahahah!" Kristen struggled, but I quickly held her shoulders back down.
	"No way, Kristen. You can't get away from us."
	"But I didn't do anything to deserve this!" Kristen protested.
	"Well, you were away so long that we just wanted to get our hands on your cute little feet." Claudia swirled her fluffy feather around and around Kristen's soles.
	"Yeah, bully her, Claudia!" James urged. He also snuck a peek at Claudia's feet, which were tucked to her side. "Wow, Kristen, compared to Claudia's feet, your feet are tiny."
	"Hey!" Both Claudia and Kristen cried at the same time.
	"No really! Here, let Jackie take over." Claudia shrugged and stopped her tickle torture. Kristen sat back in the chair, panting for air and watching us. I knelt in front of her feet, noting how flushed they were already. Heh, Kirsten's feet really were sensitive tonight.
	"Okay, Claudia. Put your foot on the footrest next to Kristen's while Jackie's tickling her."
	"Alright." Claudia slipped off her sock and set her left foot next to Kristen's right foot. And James was right; next to Kristen's little foot, Claudia's long elegant foot certainly made quite the comparison.
	"Aww, little feet," I taunted, picking up the second feather that Claudia had brought along. Setting it against Kristen's scrunch line, I dragged the tip horizontally across her foot. Sure enough, Kristen immediately began to squeal with laughter again.
	"Such tiny feet. So much fun to tickle," I continued.
	"Ahahahahah! Jackie, stoppit! Stoppit!" Kristen cried. I have to admit that the sight of Kristen's little foot wiggling alongside Claudia's long foot was quite funny. I happily dragged the feather up the whole length of Kristen's foot and then back down again. Naturally, by this point, she was laughing pretty hard.
	"Ahahahahahahahaah! Stooooopppp!"
	"But I don't feel like stopping," I told her. James nodded.
	"Hey, Jackie, don't you have a gag?" Kristen's widened.
	"Gag?" she shrieked. 
	"Hey, yeah," I said. "There should be a bandana in that closet over there." I pointed to my left. james got up from the couch, went over to closet, and opened it. He came back a few seconds later, a blue bandana in his hand. I stopped my feather torture and sat back to watch. Kristen glared at him.
	"You are gonna get it later!"
	"Oooh, getting mouthy, are we?" Claudia cackled. "Well, you're going to find out what happens to mouth girls."
	"And maybe we'll let you go early," James mused. "If you kiss Claudia's foot!" Laughing, Claudia wiggled her bare toes at Kristen.
	"Well, what'll it be?" she asked. Kristen scowled at her.
	"No way! I'm not kissing your foot!" I stood up and took the bandana from James.
	"Well, you made your choice!" I wrapped the bandana around her mouth, muffling any further protests. "And I believe it's time for the nail tickles, Claudia."
	"Very true." Claudia took her place in front of Kristen's feet again while James went back to the couch. I held down Kristen's shoulders, ignoring her soft cries for mercy.
	"Oooh, somepne's feet are nice and warm," Claudia taunted. Her nails danced across Kristen's feet, making little whispering noises as they did. Kristen's toes wigggled frantically, as did the rest of her feet.
	"Eeeeeeeek! Ahahahahaahahahahahah!" Of course, Kristen's laughter wasn't as clear as before, but that just made it funnier.
	"What's that? I can't hear you!" I teased as Claudia tickled. In response, Kristen tried to raise her feet off the footrest, as James often did. Claudia, of course, knew what to expect and didn't stop tickling. If anything, the sight of Kristen's little feet wiggling in mid-air was even more adorable then they were on the footrest.
	"Ahahahahahahahahahaha!" 
	"Keep laughing, Kristen. Your feet ae so much fun!" Claudia declared, her nails running over Kristen's arches. The super soft skin was getting pinker and pinker under Claudia's fingers.	
	"Mmm, yeah, get her, Claudia." James was clearly enjoying the show.
	"I can't take it!" Kristen cried behind her gag.
	"Oh you can't, can you?" I asked.
	"Noooo! Ahahahahahahahahaha!" 
	"Well, maybe we can let you go," James mused. "Perhaps if Claudia let's me rub her foot for her." James pointed to Claudia's bare foot.
	"Oh yes!" As always, Claudia was eager for one of James's massages. "Take over, Jackie."
	"You got it. Besides, I'm getting hungry anyway."
	"You!" Kristen cried behind her gag.
	"Me," I said, taking my place by her feet again. Claudia sat on the couch with James and extended her foot. James took it and began running his thumbs over Claudia's soft skin.
	"Go on, Jackie. Bully Kristen a little more," he said, eyes trained on Kristen's feet.
	"With pleasure!" I grabbed Kristen's ankles with my left hand, pinning them down. With my right index finger, I slowly tickled her right foot. I dragged my finger tip all the way up her sole and then back down. I was right; her skin was super soft and very warm by this point. In my grip, Kristen squealed and shook, but I held her still.
	"Ahahahahaahahahahahaha! Jackkkiiiiieeeee!" Kristen screamed. "Ahahahaahahahahahaha!" Her feet wiggled and scrunched under my finger.
	"Haha, that's more like it!" James kept rubbing Claudia's foot as he watched. Claudia leaned back, clearly loving the massage. I looked over at the two of them in time to see James run his finger up and down Claudia's bare foot.
	"Ahahaha! Hey!" Claudia cried.
	"Hah!" Kristen managed to laugh at Claudia's prediciment despite her own tickle torture situation.
	"Oh yeah?" I asked. "Take this!" I ran my finger in slow circles over Kristen's arches. She thrashed in the chair, shrieking with laughter behind her gag.
	"AHAHAHAHAHAHAH! JACKIEEEEE! MERCY! AHAHAHAHAHAHAH!"
	"What's that? You want mercy, Kristen?" I asked, savoring the feel of her velvty arches.
	"AHAHAHAHAHH! YES! YES!"
	"Ahahahaha!" Clauydia jerked her foot away from James, panting a little. "I think she's serious, Jackie."
	"Oh, alright. I guess we can let her go." With a playfull eyeroll, I stopped tickling and released Kristen's feet. She sat back, too weak to do anything but pant. I untied her belts and took of her gag. Kristen scowled at me, but still managed to look adorable.
	"Not... funny," she gasped.
	"Oh yeah it was," James declared. "I've been waiting to see that for a long time, Kristen."
	"You jerk!"
	"Hey, they were the tickle bullies!" James pointed to Claudia and I.
	"Yeah. Thanks for that." Kristen stood up, shuddering as her sensitive and well-tickled feet made contact with the floor. "Ooh, my feet are going to be tingling for hours."
	"Well, some Applebees might help that," I said, packing away the tools of tickling.
	"I'm sure," Kristen groused.
	"And," I added in a whisper, "you can help us plot against James for real!"
	"Okay!" 
	"What was that?" James asked.
	"Oh, nothing," I told him with a big smile.
	"Oh no, I know that look. I'm not leaving you girls alone tonight!"
	Well, he didn't have to leave us alone. I already had Kristen's number in my phone. And I knew she couldn't wait to be a tickle bully herself!
	
	

