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Introduction

Why do things like this always happen to me?

My name is Emma Brooks. I’m nineteen years old, but that’s not important right now. What is important is getting out of this closet and out of my boyfriend’s house without his parents seeing me. Oh, and I’m naked, too.

How did I become trapped inside a closet?

My boyfriend Rob lives here. He’s nineteen, too. We were fooling around in the living room and I was naked. To make a long story short, his parents were supposed to be away for the whole night, but they returned, suddenly. Rob’s mom got sick and threw up inside the car. I heard the whole story. I almost threw up myself listening to her tell Rob. Whatever it was, she was feeling better, but Rob’s father refused to drive any further with the car smelling like it did. He isn’t too happy about it. He’s bringing it to a car detailer in the morning and thinks it’s going to cost him a fortune. Rob and his dad are sitting in the living room and his mother is laying on the sofa. She thinks it was food poisoning. They had stopped at a diner and she ordered a tuna sandwich. She’s blaming that. I wish she’d shut up about it. I hadn’t eaten since lunch and I was starting to get really hungry. Rob had been doing his best to try and get them out of the room, but he was having no luck. I knew he was nervous. He would get into so much trouble if one of them opened the door right now and discovered me standing there stark naked inside their living room closet. How embarrassing. I would die right there. I was only 4 feet away from the chair Rob’s dad was sitting in. There was only a 1.5-inch thick piece of wooden door keeping them from seeing me in my birthday suit.

It was not only hot in here, but there was a lot of stuff in here with me. Rob’s dad’s golf bag was right behind me and I practically had a 9 iron sticking up my ass. I couldn’t even turn around in here. I was starting to sweat. I was also scared as hell.

The last thing I saw before I closed myself in here, was Rob kicking my clothes underneath the sofa. I was truly trapped.


Chapter One

I never had a problem with nudity. If I’m home alone, I’m usually naked. I always sleep that way, too. It’s never bothered me. I like to be naked. The worst thing about being naked is when you get caught naked, by someone you never want seeing you naked in the first place. Like the cops.

Last year after my 18th birthday, I went skinny dipping with Pete Willow at Needle Lake at midnight. The place was so dark and deserted. We didn’t even see the police car sitting there just behind the dock..

We were having fun, swimming and laughing and when the red and blue lights turned on. The officer got out of his car and called us back to the dock. He looked pissed.

I tried to cover up with my arms as best I could, but standing there so vulnerable like that was humiliating. Imagine standing there, naked as the day you were born, with a high-intensity flashlight illuminating your naked body.

He gave us each a blanket to cover up with and he cuffed us in front. He was actually going to charge us with public nudity. He brought us to the police station, photographed, fingerprinted, and processed us. Then he put us in separate cells. After that, he called my parents. I’m an adult, but I didn’t have the $100 bail. They had to come down and get me. They were pissed. It was 3:45 AM. They wouldn’t pay for Pete to get out. Then they told me, I either break up with Pete, or they would kick me out and I’d have to live on my own. I didn’t have a choice,  I wouldn’t be able to afford to pay for a place working at a checkout counter at the Silly Bee Supermarket, that’s for sure.

We had to go to court and appear before a judge. She was an uppity bitch, I pleaded guilty, like my lawyer told me to do, and got a $250 fine and 60 hours of community service. I thought it was harsh. Pete got the same thing. We hadn’t spoken since we got arrested. I didn’t even look at him as I left the courtroom with my parents.

I’ve been at The Silly Bee for a year. It’s an ok job. Lots of pervs hit on me. Not only the customers but the managers and other employees, too. That’s where I met Rob. He works in the deli department. He’s the best looking guy in the store, and it took him months to get in my pants. Tonight was the night. We were making out and he was feeling me up and then, SURPRISE! His fucking parents show up. Fuck my life! So, he got into my pants, but we hadn’t done anything, yet.

I didn’t have my phone with me. It was in my bag, which I’m sure Rob kicked under the sofa as well. I hope it doesn’t ring, or we’re both fucked. Rob has been trying to do everything he can to get his parents out of the room, but nothing is working. He said he wanted to show them something upstairs and they ignored him. He invited them into the kitchen for coffee and ice cream and they refused. “Your mother throws up in my car and you want to feed her coffee and ice cream?” Rob’s father asked. “Are you out of your fucking mind?”

“George you watch that language in front of our boy,” Rob’s mother said, angrily. If I wasn’t so scared, I would have laughed out loud.

“He’s an adult, Myra,” George’s dad, answered. “I’m sure he’s heard those words before.”

“What time are you going to bed tonight, George?” she asked.

“I want to watch a movie, but at the same time, I want to get up early and go golfing. Greg Morgan and a couple of guys from the office plan on teeing off at seven. “

“You won’t make it if you don’t go to bed, now,” she said.

“Speaking of golf, I’m going to get my clubs and put them in the car right now. I hate dragging those things out first thing in the morning.”

I started to panic. If Rob’s dad opened the door, he would see a sexy, but sweaty, 5’9” naked woman standing in front of him. He might have a heart attack. I may just have one too. On top of it, I had to pee. I’d been holding it for the past 45 minutes, but it was becoming more difficult to do.

Ok, so I had a couple of options if Rob’s dad opened the door. I could suck it up, admit what Rob and I were doing. That would explain the naked woman in their closet. Or, upon opening the door, I could run right by him, out the front door and naked into the night. If I could make it to my car I would have a shot. Fuck! No, I wouldn’t. My keys were in my bag, Why don’t I have a spare car key hidden somewhere, as normal people do? Think Emma, think!

That was my decision. I would run off into the night and take my chances. Maybe I could steal something from a neighbor’s clothesline and make it home that way. It was only 3 miles. Of course, I’d have to walk it barefoot. There was a pair of sneakers in here, but they were way too small for me. Rob’s mom was a tiny woman. Also, no jackets, or shirts, or anything. Just a bunch of fucking junk. What’s the matter with these people. Where do they keep their coats and jackets? Why are there snow shovels and rock salt stored here? Don’t they have a fucking basement? I gotta be honest. If I had a living room closet as fucked up as this one, I’d be puking in the family car, too.

Rob must be going crazy. The poor boy had a hard-on a mile long when we were rudely interrupted. We didn’t even hear the car pull up in the driveway. Lucky thing we heard Rob’s dad fumbling for the keys at the door, or they would have walked in on a naked woman with their son’s big dick in her hand.

The only light coming through the door was from the television. It flickered between the bottom of the door and the floor. It was no help. I couldn’t see a thing.

One thing I did have to do was to try and switch positions. This was the most uncomfortable closet I’d ever been trapped, so far.  I would have laughed at my little joke, but I was way too scared. Another fear was changing positions in this cramped little room. It could accidentally cause something to fall over and make a loud noise, (or worse) hit me on the head. I imagined Rob’s dad’s bowling ball falling off of the top shelf and dropping directly on my noggin and having my gray matter splattered all over the walls. I imagined Rob’s dad opening the closet door and Rob having to explain why there was a naked, dead girl in there. I would have to be extremely careful with any movement. All I had to do was turn to my right a little to keep the golf club from poking me in the ass. I tried shoving it back down in the bag, but it wouldn’t budge. It was definitely uncomfortable. Each time I moved, it scraped my ass cheek.

Finally, I heard Rob speak again. “Dad, I need a favor. My car is making a funny noise when I start it. Could you come out front with me and listen to it and let me know what it is. You’re a genius when it comes to that shit.”

“It’s after 10 PM, Rob. You want me to go outside now in the rain and listen to your engine? Boy, I swear you inherited your brains from your momma’s side of the family.”

Rob struck out again. Fuck! I was going to end up trapped in here all evening. I just knew it.


Chapter Two

There was another problem. My bladder couldn’t wait another second for relief. I never recalled having to pee as badly as I did now. I bent down, slightly to feel around on the floor for something suitable to relieve myself in. As soon as I touched it, I knew what it was. It was a small rain boot. I’m sure it belonged to Rob’s mom. I felt all around it. It was 100% rubber. If I peed in it, and there was a leak, it might roll out from under the door. I had to take the chance. I put the size 5 boot between my legs and held it as wide open as I possibly could. Then I tried to squat which was virtually impossible. That fucking 9 iron slipped right between my ass cheeks and hit my back door. I winced in pain. Good thing it was the handle and not the business end because I definitely would have screamed. I’m lucky I hadn’t started peeing, yet, because I would have missed the boot, entirely.

Fuck that hurt!

Ok, Time to try that again, I tried to move the club down a little. It was closer to my pussy, than my ass. If I moved wrong and it decided to take a plunge inside me, I was in trouble.

Once again, I got myself into position and squatted slightly. Holding the boot in what I hoped was the right position, I let it fly and felt the satisfaction of my stream emptying my body. Another bad part about peeing in a boot in complete darkness was the possibility of an overflow. I hoped it didn’t happen. That was a potential disaster. Too late to do anything about it now.

When I was finished, I carefully set the boot back down on the floor, hoping I wouldn’t spill anything. I had to be careful and remember exactly where I placed it. This was becoming overwhelming. I had to get out of here. Rob is cute, but he’s not the brightest bulb on the Christmas Tree. I swear if the guy wasn’t hung like he was, I wouldn’t give him the time of day. But, I digress. How do I get the hell out here without being detected?

“Oh, shit!” Rob’s dad said, angrily. “I forgot my phone outside and it’s pouring rain. I can’t leave it out there all night. I’ll just get the umbrella in the closet, so I won’t get soaked.”

I heard Rob’s dad get up from his chair. My heart almost jumped out of my chest.

“Dad,” Rob said, quickly. “I’ll go get it. Besides, suppose one of my friends saw you outside with an umbrella. It’s not the manliest thing in the world.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” George growled. “Yout mom got me that last year on my birthday. She bought it at the men’s shop at the country club where I golf. What do you mean it’s not masculine?”

“Rob, don’t tease your father,” his mother whined from the sofa. “I paid $40 for that thing. I could have gone to the department store and got the same one without the little golf club on it for ten bucks.”

“I’ll get it anyway,” he laughed nervously. I heard keys jingle and then a door open. The rain was coming down pretty hard. I nearly jumped when the door slammed. The wind must have caught it on his way out. This whole evening sucked balls. Big cock, or not, this would definitely be my last date with Rob.

He came back inside a few minutes later and his mother bitched him out for getting the carpet all wet. Of course, it’s all wet. It’s fucking raining. Some people are just so dumb.

“Here’s your phone dad,” I heard Rob say.

“Thanks,” he answered. “I hope you didn’t get it all wet. I paid a thousand for that phone.”

“Oh, don’t remind me what you paid for that stupid phone,” Rob’s mom, interjected. “My phone cost less than $200 and it does everything yours does.”

“Myra. How many times do I have to tell you that I need that expensive phone for work?  Your phone doesn’t can’t run programs, and if it does, it would be at a snail’s pace. I know what I paid for the phone. You don’t have to keep getting on me for it. By the way, Rob…”

“Yes, Dad? he replied.

“Does the car still smell like puke?”

“I’m afraid so, Dad. It’s pretty nasty, but it’s really coming down out there. I couldn’t put the windows down.”

“Oh, shit! That’s going to smell fucking wonderful in the morning!”

“George! His wife said angrily. “Watch your language, please. People would swear we were a family of heathens.”

“Oh, cut the shit,” Myra. “I wouldn’t be swearing if you didn’t vomit in the car.”

“And I wouldn’t have vomited in the car if you hadn’t stopped at that diner. My friends’ husbands all take them to nice restaurants. Why can’t we do that?”

“Your friends are lying,” George laughed.

“Oh, I’m done speaking with you, tonight, George!”

“Finally! After twenty-two years!”

Forget I said about them being a dysfunctional family. They’re completely fucked up.

I’d been stuck in this closet prison for well over 90 minutes. It was balls hot in here and someone turned on the fucking heat. I could feel it on my feet through the grate I was standing on. Who puts a heating grate in a closet? Why would someone ever want to heat their closet? This family is worse than I thought. I was pretty sweaty, that’s for sure. The area right between my tits was the worst. I could feel it dripping down to my stomach and collecting in my belly ring. Gross! All I wanted to do was to get out of here, go home and take a shower. It didn’t look like that would be possible for quite a while.

I seriously thought about just walking out, ignoring them both and retrieving my clothes and bag from underneath the sofa, and run outside and dress quickly. I had a t-shirt, a short skirt, and my sneakers. What the hell could they do if I did? They would definitely take it out on Rob, which would suck, but he wasn’t doing anything to get me out of here. I should just let him take the fall for it and escape this wretched prison. There were three things stopping me from doing just that.

1.) They may call the police and I’m not going through all that shit again for no one.

2.) My father is a member of the same country club Rob’s dad goes to. I’ve never met his parents, but if I were to vacate the premises, placing Rob in jeopardy, he might reveal my name and his dad might say something to my dad.

3.) Even though I knew I wasn’t going to be having any kind of relationship with Rob, he did have a really big cock and I wanted to fuck him. If you’re a lady and you know a guy with a giant cock, you’ll understand what I mean


Chapter Three

Just when I thought I had been through everything a girl in a closet could go through. I felt something furry run across my feet. Not once, but twice. I clamped my hand over my mouth in an attempt to stifle a scream, and only air came out. It felt like a mouse. Or worse. A rat perhaps? If I was trapped in here with either, I would die of fright and be discovered here dead in the morning, my face frozen in a silent scream. My beautiful long blond hair would be a pale, ghostly white and my skin would turn blue. I’d also be covered in rat bites and mouse shit. Little critters of all types live in Florida. Fuck! It could even be a scorpion or a brown recluse spider. Did I hear it squeak? If I did, it’s a good sign it was a mouse. If it didn’t say anything, it was a rat. It honestly felt too small to be a rat, but one never knows, I had to get the fuck out of here.

The only thing close to a helper I had, was Rob and he wasn’t doing a damn thing. His tiny brain must be working overtime. I was panic-stricken over this mouse/rat/creature thing that had crawled over my feet. I hadn’t moved since. If I stepped on it, or if it bit me, that would be the end.

I had to divert my focus to something else, until his parents left the room. I would have to keep my mind occupied with something. Maybe I could sing to myself? Nah, strike that. Sounds boring as hell. Maybe I could stand there and set goals for the future? Imagine if that rat was setting goals for his future. “Tonight, I’m going to eat a whole female human.” Can you imagine that? Sure, it's a worthy goal, but I doubt he’d be able to finish my foot, much less the rest of me. I backed up a little to take some pressure off my knee and that fucking golf poked me right in the taint again. I pushed back again, only much more gently. I reached my hand back and felt the handle. There was a rubber grip on it. It wasn’t all too thick either. Not sure of the diameter, but it was definitely skinnier than my dildo.

I grabbed onto it tightly with my right hand and moved it down toward my pussy. It was no longer uncomfortable, In fact, it felt kind of good. I was already naked. Why not waste some time playing with myself while Rob figured out a way for me to escape.

I slowly, and quietly pulled the nine iron out of the bag, being super careful not to hit anything next to me. Then I held it delicately by the handle and lowered it until it touched the floor. It didn’t make a sound.

This golf club was going to serve two purposes. I was going to use it to masturbate, and if necessary, it would become a weapon if that rat made another appearance on my feet.

I took a deep breath and carefully placed my feet apart as much as I could. No rat. Good. The only furry thing I wanted to touch was my awesome pussy.

Now, when I say furry, I don’t mean hairy; as I’m far from that. I am currently sporting a landing strip, which I’ve grown pretty fond of. And guess what? It’s hot pink. I dye it every so often to change it up. I always used to say, I’m all Irish, but my pussy is Brazillian. It usually got a laugh. However, when I saw a girlfriend’s dyed landing strip, I fell in love with the look. It’s been a few months now. I’ve gotten a bunch of compliments. Not that I’m showing my pussy off to every Tom, Dick, and Linda who comes along, but those who have seen it, love it. I was thinking of going green next. Wouldn’t that be fun? Kinda punk-like.

I felt the cold grip at the entrance to my treasure chest and wondered if it was such a good idea to masturbate with a golf club, while trapped in a closet with three people in the living room, only a few feet away from me.

Finally deciding it would be a good thing, as I’d never played with a 9 iron before, I slipped it in about an inch.

Oh, I forgot to tell you, and I believe you’ll find it interesting. If I decide to masturbate, or fuck, or whatever, I start getting wet right away. There’s usually no waiting. I don’t have to get myself going with my fingers first. I can just go right to the heavy artillery. The handle was wrapped in some type of rubber grip, like a steering wheel cover,  but it ended up going another inch or two inside me, while I got comfortable with it. I pushed my hips down a little and tried to squat, but could only get my legs apart so far. This would have to do. Not gonna lie. This felt pretty fucking good. I wondered if I were the only woman to ever fuck a golf club before. Probably not, huh? I’ve seen some weird shit on the internet, but never a golf club. I made a mental note to do a search for it later.

Don’t ask me what made me so horny being in a small, cramped, overheated closet, while a rat, (which I finally decided it had to be) was crawling over my toes. Maybe it was the danger of the situation. I was still horny when I had to hide away here so quickly. It could also be the danger of being caught naked by anyone who had to open the door for some reason. I would go with danger. Seems I always got myself into dangerous situations like this. It didn’t matter if I was nude, or not. I would just somehow end up naked under some guy’s bed, or their garage, or shed, or something.

One time, I had to crouch down nude in the backseat of a boyfriend’s car with a blanket over me. Seems his wife had seen the car in the parking lot of the Busy Bee and wondered what her husband was doing there. I grabbed onto my clothes and I was in that backseat in under a second. I covered myself with a blanket that had been folded nicely on the seat as if it were waiting for me.

Obviously, the wife wanted to know not only why her husband was at the supermarket when she did the shopping, but why he was parked in a desolate area of the parking lot. Me? I wanted to know what a guy who told me he was single was doing with a wife. I always fall for that line. It’s either, “I’m divorced,” or “I’m single,” and I always answer, “Okay!” and have my clothes off 60 seconds after that. I’m so stupid when it comes to men.

So what did I usually do when I found out someone who asked me out was married? I would only fuck them once and that was it. I have to teach these guys a lesson that they can’t walk all over me.

I also wondered why I was thinking about guys I’ve had sex with who I later discovered were married. Then again,  I was trying to get off with six inches of golf club handle inside of me, I dunno. Maybe it gets me hot. I mean these guys have wives, who most-likely have sex on a regular basis and then they ask me to go out, and try and have sex with me, It’s sort of a compliment. Do you know what I mean? I’m a little fucked up in the head, but it kinda makes sense to me.

I also just caught myself moaning. I don’t know how loud it was because everything in here is amplified like a zillion times. Fortunately, the television was loud. I hope no one heard me. I’m pretty vocal when I have sex, but sometimes it’s even better when you have to be quiet. I gave my store manager a blowjob once in his office at the Busy Bee. It was so exciting. I was naked under his desk, hidden from the world and he was sitting in his chair. Someone knocked on the door and I froze a moment but continued when I remembered no one could see me. He panicked for a split second, before saying, “Come in!” It was his dairy supervisor checking on a late truck. The store manager, Rick, tried to push me away with his hand, but I wasn’t having it. I made that guy shoot his load in my mouth while he had a conversation with his employee. Kudos to him, because I don’t know how he did it. He was pissed at me and I laughed, so he made me work three entire weekends in a row. He ended up being caught with another employee in his office by the district manager and got fired. I laughed for weeks. But, he did have a nice cock.

Needless to say, I love giving head. There’s something about it. I would rather give a guy head, than get head. I love my mouth around a big, hard, wet cock. It’s a power trip for me. I know I was the one who provided the guy with the hard-on and I was the one who cured him of it. It was a big fucking deal. That’s why I just date guys a few times and don’t go steady. When I get sick of them, or if they get clingy on me, I drop them.  Blowing guys is my thing. The problem is, a lot of guys have shared that information, so I receive plenty of calls and texts. Some I like, and some I wouldn’t blow if they were a hot bowl of soup. However, right now I was really into having this golf club handle inside of me. Once I figured out how to use it, it felt wonderful. Sweat was pouring off of me everywhere, but I didn’t care at the moment. My breath was coming in short little gasps, as I thought of sucking on cock. I thought back on a huge cock I had sucked just a month back. The guy was working at the drive-through window of a fast food place and I was with my girlfriend Marcie. When I saw him, I knew I wanted to suck his dick. He was gorgeous. His name was Marcus, he was 23 and an African American hottie. when we pulled up to get our food, I asked him if he wanted some head. He looked at me in disbelief for a minute, before answering, “Are you serious?”

“She’s serious,” Marcie replied. “She never jokes about blowjobs.

I asked him if he could take a break, and he answered, “No, but I’m going to take one anyway.”

He met us in the parking lot and I got into the backseat with him and sucked his long, thick cock. This was the first black cock I had ever sucked. For some reason, I never had the opportunity before tonight, but I was going to make room for many more of them in the near future.

So there I was, trying to get this big black cock down my throat and Marcie was sitting in the driver’s seat, eating her fucking hamburger. It really was funny. She was used to me doing shit like that. After the guy came in my mouth, I got his phone number, but haven’t called him back yet. I don’t know why. If I wanted him again, I knew where he worked.

Just thinking about sucking cock made me want to come, which I did by quickly moving the handle in and out of me. I came long, hard and so fucking silent. I was shaking, as I pulled the golf club out of me. I laughed when I shoved it back in the bag.


Chapter Four

It was only a few minutes later when I felt the little furry creature at my feet again. I thought of grabbing the golf club and trying to kill him with it, but if I were successful, I may create noise. It crawled across my feet, albeit much quicker this time and I jumped and kicked the rubber boot filled with pee. Fortunately, I didn’t knock it over, but I ended up splashing some on my foot.

“Fuck!” I whispered. “This is no time to fuck with me, Mister Rat.”

That’s when the doorbell rang.

“Who could it be at this hour?” Rob’s dad asked, loudly.

I heard Rob say, “It’s Aaron. I wonder what the hell he wants. He usually calls or texts first.”

“You’ll have to tell him to leave,” Myra said. “We don’t allow social calls after 10 PM.”

“Oh, Mom, cut the shit!” Rob said, opening the door. “Aaron is one of my best friends.”

“Come in, man. You’re soaked!”

“Don’t get my carpeting wet, young man,” Myra said, sternly.

“Yes, ma’am,” Rob answered. “I’m sorry to bother you, but Okie is missing.”

“I saw you leave with him, earlier,” Rob said. “Have you looked in the car?”

“You saw the box, but Okie wasn’t in it. I tore apart my house looking for him when I got home and then the car. I can’t find him anywhere! He must be here!”

“What the hell is an Okie?” Rob’s father asked. “And why would he be in this house?”

“What’s in this house?” Rob’s mom asked, suddenly aware something might be wrong.

“Okie,” Rob said. “He’s my pet tarantula.”

“You brought a tarantula into my home?” Myra asked, angrily. “Have you lost your mind?”

“Okie is always with Rob. He’s over here all the time. He’s gone missing in here before and we’ve always found him. Don’t worry, Mom. He’s ok.”

“You brought a man-eating spider into my home and you think it’s ok?” Myra asked, rhetorically.

“Don’t worry mom,” Rob said, looking around the living room. “He’s been lost here before. We always find him. And he wouldn’t hurt anyone, unless they scared him.

“You’d better find that thing and you’d better find him now. I don’t need some creepy, giant spider taking a bite out of my leg when I’m on the toilet!”

Rob’s father laughed.

“Oh, shut up, you,” Myra said. “I’ve seen them on TV. They’re poisonous.”

That’s when a moment of clarity hit me right between the eyes.

That was no mouse. It wasn’t a rat, either.  It was my worst nightmare come true. A fucking spider! I suddenly felt ill, again. I was afraid I might throw up.

“Last time he was missing, we found him in that closet,” Aaron  said. “They’re attracted to heat, We found him on the grate. Remember?”

“I’m pretty sure he’s not in there,” Rob said nervously.

“I bet you he is,” Aaron said. “They like warm, dark places. Let me take a look.”

“That’s ok,” Rob said apprehensively. “I’ll look!”

“Well, someone please look. Find that disgusting thing and remove it from my house!” Rob’s mom commanded. “Ugh! I get the shivers just talking about it!”

And that’s when I felt the furry thing against my foot again. I nearly jumped a mile high, now realizing what it was. And that’s when Aaron opened the door..


Chapter Five

I cringed at the sudden exposure to light, shielding my eyes and accidentally kicking over  the urine-filled boot splashing it onto the floor. I was now completely naked in front of everyone. If you took every embarrassing thing that has ever happened to you and multiplied it by 1000, that’s how I felt.

I had no choice but to step out. Rob’s mom let out a scream as if I were the spirit of some ghost who appeared naked in her closet. Rob’s dad lowered his eyeglasses to get a peek. He was a little freaked out at the sight of  the strange, sweaty, naked girl, with the hot pink landing strip. who had been hiding inside their cramped closet all evening.

Rob  just stood there with his mouth open, and Aaron, who made sure he got himself a good view, too, squeezed behind me and retrieved his spider, exactly where he claimed it would be. On the heating grate.

“What in the world is going on in here?” Rob’s mother asked, angrily,  attempting to stand, but deciding it would be better if she stayed down “Robert, you’d better have a good explanation! A naked girl and a deadly spider. In my house? Are you insane?”

Rob was speechless. I felt sorry for the poor guy, but I felt worse for me. If Aaron hadn’t opened that door, I would have been forced to do it myself. That fucking spider was the straw that broke this camel’s back.

“I’m very sorry and I apologize for everything, I know I’m naked and standing in your living room, but I’m leaving right now,” I said, bending over the sofa, with my big tits hanging down, to retrieve my clothes and my bag. I noticed my perspiration-soaked body was an unpleasant shade of red, according to a mirror on the living room wall. I was nearly crying.

Rob’s mother was freaking out so badly, she covered her head with the blanket she had over her. She was crying and completely out of control. Rob’s dad was still in his chair with his mouth wide open. I don’t know the last time he saw a naked 19-year-old girl, but I assumed it had been awhile.

I continued apologizing to everyone, as I pulled my jeans and t-shirt back on. I picked up my sneakers, socks, and handbag and carried them in my arms. I would deal with shoes later. I had to get out of here before either I, or Rob’s mom, had a panic attack-or worse.

“Rob, thank you for a lovely evening. I’m sorry it had to turn out this way, and I know you’ll probably be awake all night trying to explain this to your parents, but I’m glad it’s over. I’m sorry about the piss on the floor,” I said, before opening the door and running to my car. Even though the pelting raindrops, I smelled freedom. It was the greatest feeling in the world. Before getting inside, I stuck my foot in a big puddle to wash away any remaining pee. I drove away, as quickly as I could, and prayed my family would never, ever find out. I was such a mess when I got home, I had to masturbate while showering to relax enough to fall asleep.

Rob called the next day. I couldn’t believe he was pissed at me for letting me be seen nude in his living room. “You know I tried everything I could,” he said. “If only you’d waited another half an hour, I could have gotten you out of there without you being seen!”

I couldn’t believe he was acting like this. Once again, I explained how cramped it was in there, and how I had to piss in his mom’s boot. It didn’t bother him, whatsoever.

“Yeah, she wasn’t too fucking happy about that,” he said. “They want me to get my own place, now. Oh, and what happened to my dad’s golf club? He said the grip was sticky. What did you do to it?”

“Ooops,”  I answered, giggling.

“I’m so sorry,” I said to him, over and over, again. Then I asked myself, “Why the hell are you even speaking to him? You can just hang up and move on. You’re an idiot if you continue this conversation.”

“I have to go,” I told him. “It was nice knowing you, but it was our last first date.” And then I hung up. We haven’t spoken since.

I wanted to call him several times over the next several weeks and tell him about my new fetish. It seems I enjoy being naked inside my bedroom closet, pretending I’m stuck in there and have to fend for myself. Sometimes, I pretend I have to hide because there are burglars in the house and if I come out, they may kill me. Knowing they could open the door at any second, makes me intensely horny.  The longest I’ve made it in the closet is 64 minutes. I have a big jar beside me, should nature call, and I usually bring one of my sex toys to get off with. I miss that nine iron. I don’t know how much they cost, but I’m going to buy one as soon as possible.

The End


MORE Erotica by Vicki Vex

Thank you for purchasing my books, I hope you enjoy each and every one of them. Please feel free to check out both my newer books and older classics on my Amazon Author Page.

XXXOOO,

Vicki
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