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		Chapter 1: Shaming the Former Boss

		

		“Thank you so much for this,” Emma said. “Seriously, I owe you big time.”

		“It’s okay,” Mira told her, wiping the massage table with a damp rag. “I can handle one more client before we shut down.”

		“These last-minute customers aren’t usually a problem, but my husband made dinner reservations tonight, so…”

		“Really, it’s no big deal. I can use the extra money anyway.”

		“Well, this one’s a good tipper, but she’s kind of weird.” Emma relit one of the candles that had gone out and put a new CD in the stereo. Soon gentle piano music filled the small, dimly-lit room. The massage table was in the center, and a counter nearby held bottles of oil and tubes of cream. Candlelight flickered off the pale green walls, creating a soothing oasis.

		“Weird how?” Mira asked. She had been working at the spa as a massage therapist for two months and most of her customers had been pretty normal; for the most part, they were spoiled middle-aged women who laid there naked on the table like slabs of meat while Mira squeezed and prodded them, then left without even mumbling a thank you. The only weird ones had been the occasional male clients who either tried to nudge Mira’s hand toward their erections or asked her outright if she performed “other services.” But since the spa was in an upscale suburban neighborhood, most of the customers were smart enough to realize nothing funny went on there.

		“You can smell the wine on this lady’s breath from a mile away,” Emma continued. “She comes in, strips, lays down, then starts snoring the second I put my hands on her. I’m pretty sure she sleeps the whole time. I could probably kick back in that chair and read a book for an hour and she wouldn’t know the difference.”

		“But she tips big?”

		“Yeah, she’s pretty loose with her money, but she’ll barely treat you like a human being while she’s here. Won’t look at you, won’t talk to you. You might as well be a robot as far as she’s concerned.”

		Mira just shrugged. She was here to earn money, not make friends. She had lived in Chicago for nearly a year, desperately trying to scrape up enough cash to get by. She originally came over from the Czech Republic to work as a nanny for a family with a young child, but that job ended disastrously after the wife became jealous of Mira’s good looks. First the woman had stripped Mira in front of the entire neighborhood and sprayed her with a hose, then she fired Mira and kicked her out of the house while she was still stark naked. The girl trembled with rage when she remembered the incident, and that bitch’s name felt like a drop of acid every time it touched her tongue: Angie Davis.

		“I’ll survive,” Mira told Emma. “This is my fourth job since I moved here. I know how the system works.”

		Emma shrugged and gave a nervous smile. “Well, okay, then. The other girls have all gone home, so you’ll need to lock up after you’re finished. Mrs. Davis is in the changing room, but I’ll send her in when she’s ready.”

		Mira frowned. “Did you say Davis?”

		Emma stopped when she was halfway out the door. “Yes, Mrs. Davis. Thanks again, sweetie. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?”

		Mira only nodded as Emma shut the door behind her. It was impossible. It couldn’t be her. Davis was a common name, anyway. There had to be thousands of them in the city. But the spa was only a few miles from their house. What if she…

		Mira jumped as the door opened and the customer padded in barefoot, breezing past Mira without saying a word as she headed for the massage table dressed in the white knee-length robe that all spa customers were given. Even though Mira couldn’t see the customer’s face, she recognized that shaggy blonde hair immediately. The woman shrugged off her robe and tossed it on the chair in the corner. She was tall and athletic with the kind of toned, tanned body someone gets from playing tennis all summer long.

		The woman yawned and stretched as she turned around, frowning when she saw Mira. The girl froze, stunned. Shit! It was her! Angie Davis!

		“I haven’t had you before,” Angie muttered, swaying on her feet. “Are you new?”

		Mira was too terrified to speak, so she just nodded. Angie blinked a few times, obviously tipsy, then she grunted and climbed onto the table. Her tits were small and firm, her pussy shaved totally bald. She laid face-down with her small, tight ass pointing up and promptly closed her eyes.

		Mira couldn’t believe it. The woman didn’t recognize her! Mira’s hair was longer and she had gained a little weight, but she didn’t look that different. Maybe it was the candlelight, or the wine, or a combination of both. But whatever the reason, Angie Davis now lay naked on her stomach, eyes closed, breathing heavily, while Mira gritted her teeth and tried to figure out what to do next.

		“Come on, get started,” Angie mumbled. “I paid for a full hour and I intend to get it.”

		As demanding as ever, Mira thought as she approached the table. “Yes ma’am, just getting everything ready.” She squirted oil into her hand, rubbed her palms together, then looked down at Angie’s tanned bare back. Could she really do this? Give a soothing, relaxing massage to the bitch who humiliated her in front of dozens of people?

		“Sometime today, if you don’t mind,” Angie said with a huff.

		Gritting her teeth, Mira laid her fingertips on the other woman’s shoulder blades and began moving them in slow circles. Angie let out a contented sigh, and in less than a minute she was snoring softly. Jesus, Emma was right; she really did sleep through the whole massage! Well, that would make the whole process easier. She would give a bare bones massage, collect her tip, then try to forget about the ordeal.

		Mira began kneading Angie’s shoulders, going through the motions without putting any effort into her work. God, this woman made her sick. Just touching her bare skin made Mira want to throw up. She couldn’t believe she was actually doing this. But what choice did she have? If she refused, Emma would probably fire her. But would that be so bad? She had bounced from job to job ever since Angie kicked her out, and this one probably wouldn’t last much longer anyway.

		As Mira ran a palm down Angie’s spine, she remembered the moment the bitch threw her out of the house naked. Mira’s clothes were packed in a suitcase by the curb, and the girl had scrambled to get dressed right there on the street in broad daylight while the neighbors laughed and stared at her. Her cheeks went bright red again as she remembered all the other events of that horrible day, too. Being forced to wade through a muddy pond to fetch a child’s lost toy…then being ordered to strip off all her dirty clothes in the back yard while the neighbors watched…then the humiliation of standing there naked while Angie sprayed her with the hose…everyone pointing and laughing, and all the men—including Angie’s husband—getting huge hard-ons as they stared at Mira’s nude wet body exposed like that… (author’s note: see Shame on Her Volume 1 for Mira’s full story)

		Mira pulled her oily hands away from Angie’s back and clenched them into fists. No way, she wouldn’t spend another second massaging this bitch. Angie Davis didn’t deserve to relax and unwind. She deserved nothing but pain and humiliation and torture and…and…wait a minute. As Mira glared down at the other woman, who was so sound asleep she didn’t even realize the massage had stopped, a devilish idea popped into her mind. She thought about it for a moment, weighing the odds. Why not? This job probably wouldn’t last, and Mira would never get a chance like this again. Besides, the timing was perfect. The spa was empty. Nobody would interfere.

		As Angie lay there snoring, Mira picked up the woman’s robe and wiped her oily hands all over it until the fabric glistened. Then she stood and waited a few minutes, making sure Angie was deeply asleep. When enough time had passed, Mira prodded Angie gently on the shoulder.

		“Okay, miss, I’m finished,” she said.

		Angie’s eyes fluttered and she yawned loudly then rolled over. “What…what did you…that’s it?” The woman pulled herself up until she was sitting on the table, then looked blankly around the dim room. “You’re sure that was an hour?”

		“Positive, miss,” Mira assured her. There were no clocks in the room, and Angie’s phone and watch were still in her purse in the locker room. “Here, let’s cover you up,” Mira continued, holding out a towel.

		Angie stood and reached for her robe. “No, I’ll just…”

		“So sorry, miss, but I spilled oil all over it. Don’t worry, though, we’ve got fresh robes in our new VIP lounge. Have you seen it yet?”

		“VIP lounge? No, I didn’t even—”

		“Oh, you simply have to see it, then! Here, I’ll escort you. You can relax there for a few minutes before you shower and get dressed. You’re the last customer of the day, so you’ll have it all to yourself.”

		Angie wrapped the towel around herself and followed Mira to the door. “Hang on, you’re sure nobody else is here?”

		“Yes, miss, the spa is empty.” Mira opened the door, being sure to keep her head down so her hair fell partially over her face. “After you. Just turn right. It’s that green door at the end of the hall.”

		Groggy from the wine and the massage, Angie padded barefoot toward the door, oblivious to the red EXIT sign above it. She turned the knob and began to step forward, and as she did, Mira grabbed the woman’s towel, yanked it away, then shoved Angie hard on the back with both hands. The nude woman’s oily shoulder smacked into the door as she stumbled forward, her legs tangling beneath her as she nearly fell down.

		Angie spun around a few times then stopped, throwing out her arms for balance. She looked down, confused by the feel of grass beneath her feet. What the fuck! She whipped her head from side to side, staring in shock. She was outside, standing on a narrow strip of grass that ran along the side of the building. A high concrete wall encircled the area, which was empty except for a couple of trash bins. To the front, about 20 feet away, was the corner of the parking lot. To the rear was an alley that ran behind the strip center.

		Gasping, Angie flattened her back against the wall of the building and rubbed her hands roughly over her face. Was this a fucking dream? Was she still asleep on the massage table? She pinched her arm hard. Ow, shit! No, this was no dream. Then what the fuck happened? That woman…the new girl…she was leading her to the VIP lounge, and then…and then…she must have opened the wrong door, that’s all…but what happened to her fucking towel? Angie gripped the doorknob and tugged. It was locked. She banged on the metal door with the flat of her hand. “Hello? Hey, open up! Hey!” She tried the knob again then banged for a solid minute. Where the hell was that girl?

		Angie stopped pounding and blew on her palm, which was now burning. She looked around, dazed. What the fuck was she supposed to do? Was there another way in? Sticking close to the wall, she crept to the rear of the building and peered around the corner. The alley that ran behind the strip center was deserted. A row of identical metal doors ran the length of the building, one for each business in the strip center, with the name of each store on a small plastic plaque next to the door so delivery trucks would know where to bring their supplies.

		The first door belonged to the spa. Angie tried that knob, but it was also locked. She pounded on that door too, but no one answered. Fuck! Where was that idiot girl? How incompetent could somebody be? Didn’t she realize Angie was stuck out here?

		“Say goodbye to your job, cunt,” Angie muttered under her breath. She turned and scanned the area nearby for anything she could cover herself with—a blanket, a tarp, an old rug, even a big paper bag—but saw nothing like that. She even peeked into the nearest Dumpster but it was empty except for a few moist cardboard boxes filled with rotting food from the sandwich shop next door.

		“Gross,” Angie muttered, then she rolled her eyes and blew out a sharp breath. All right, this was fucking ridiculous. She went back to the spa’s side door and tried the knob again, then pounded for another minute. How could the girl not hear her? She stopped pounding and pressed her back to the building again, the concrete rough against her bare, oily skin. Okay, what were her choices? She could either stand here all day like a moron, or she could dash around to the front of the building and go in the spa’s front door. That stupid girl said the place was empty, so no other customers would see her. And as long as no one was in the parking lot nearby, she should be safe.

		Keeping her back to the wall, Angie inched forward until she could peer around to the front of the building. The spa was in the last space at the end of the strip center, so the front door was just 10 feet away. There were only a few cars at that end of the parking lot, including Angie’s, and nobody was going in or out of the sandwich shop next to the spa. People were milling around some of the stores further down, but if Angie timed it right, she could run inside before anybody saw her.

		She watched for a few seconds, waiting until the coast was clear, then she dashed around the side of the building and grabbed the handle of the front door. What?! That fucking door was locked, too! She jerked on it a few times, her firm tits bouncing, then she put her face to the glass. The lobby area was dark, and that idiot girl was nowhere to be seen. Fuck, fuck, fuck! What the hell was going on here? She jerked the door handle again for good measure, but it just rattled uselessly.

		“What’s going on?” a male voice asked, and Angie yelped and wrapped both arms around herself as a teenage boy poked his head out of the sandwich shop next door. He had been peering blankly around the edge of the shop’s glass door, but his eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw Angie standing there naked just a few yards away. “Oh, wow! What…I mean, why…”

		“Don’t look at me, I’m naked!” she snapped, squatting down behind a nearby trash can until only her head poked out. “What are you, some kind of pervert?”

		The guy walked outside, confused. He wore khakis, a blue polo shirt, and a blue baseball cap. The cap and the shirt both said Tony’s Sub Shop in yellow script. “Hey, I just heard a bunch of noise and wanted to see what’s going on. Why are you running around like that? What happened to your clothes?”

		“I got locked out of the spa, and all my stuff is inside!” Angie barked.

		The guy chuckled. “Really? But how—”

		“It doesn’t matter how! Are you gonna help me or not?”

		“The door’s locked? Nobody’s there?” The guy scratched his head. “Well, I’ve got the manager’s number inside. You want me to call her?”

		“Yes, for god’s sake, call the damn woman and tell her to get her fat ass over her right now!”

		The guy started to go back into the sub shop then paused. “Um…you want to come inside?”

		“Are you crazy? I’m naked!”

		“There’s no customers. I just thought…you know, you’re out here in the open right now.”

		“Can you give me something to wear?”

		The guy shrugged. “Um, maybe, I don’t know.”

		Gritting her teeth, Angie stood up from behind the trash can and kept both arms wrapped around her body as she dashed next door to the sandwich shop. She peeked in the window—there were no tables, the place only served takeout—and saw that no customers were in line and no other employees were behind the counter. “Okay, go, move!” she ordered, pushing the teenager ahead of her so he wouldn’t see her bare ass when he walked behind her. She shuffled after him then gasped when another employee appeared behind the counter. It was another teenage boy dressed in the same uniform, and his eyes also bugged out of his head when he saw Angie.

		“Dude, what the hell…” he began.

		“She got locked out of the spa,” the first guy explained. “I’m gonna call Emma.” He headed for a door beside the counter, then turned when he noticed Angie still at his heels. “Uh…sorry, but you can’t come back here. Employees only.”

		“You idiot!” Angie fumed. “I’m fucking naked! I can’t stand out here in the open!”

		“Look, I want to help you and all, but I’m not gonna lose my job over this.”

		“Why’d you go outside without your clothes?” the second guy asked, leaning over the counter for a better look at Angie.

		“Let me back there!” Angie insisted, trying to shove past the first guy, but he kept his big body blocking the door. As the blonde pressed her nude flesh against him, the guy’s dick got hard as steel under his khakis.

		“Hey, cut it out,” he said, a dreamlike expression on his face.

		Angie stopped pushing and shot a glance behind her to make sure no customers were on their way in. “Then give me something to wear! An apron, a shirt, anything!”

		“We don’t wear aprons,” the second guy said, still leaning over the counter with a grin on his face. “And the boss keeps all the extra uniforms at his house.”

		“Then give me your shirt!” Angie wailed, grabbing a fistful of the first guy’s blue polo, but he knocked her hand away and frowned.

		“No way! I can’t work with no shirt on! Like I said, lady, I’m not gonna get in trouble because of you.”

		Angie glared at the teenager, then at his friend. She finally let out an exasperated cry and stormed out of the shop, giving the two guys a great view of her perfect ass in the process. Shit! A family had just parked at the curb and was climbing out of their SUV! Angie shot glances left and right, then dashed to the store beside the sandwich shop. It was a clothing boutique she browsed through sometimes after her trips to the spa. The blonde ripped open the door and hurried inside, arms still wrapped around herself. Only a few customers were milling around, and Angie hunched down and used the clothing racks for cover as she hustled to the payment counter near the door. She ducked behind it, squatted down on her knees, then peered up at the shocked woman who was manning the cash register.

		“Oh my god, were you attacked?” the woman asked. “Should I call the police?” She was in her early twenties, pretty, with dark hair and a nice body clad in the stylish clothes the boutique sold.

		Angie shook her head furiously. “No, no, I just got locked out of the spa! You have to help me, I need something to wear!”

		The girl’s face went blank. “You got locked out? Like that?”

		“I know it’s crazy, but yes! Now quick, give me some clothes!”

		The girl stared at Angie for a few more seconds then looked out onto the sales floor. “Um, Marsha?” she called out. “Can you come here for a second?”

		“No, don’t get anyone else over here!” Angie hissed. “I don’t want—”

		“What’s wrong?” a female voice asked, and seconds later another woman peered down at Angie from the front of the counter. This one was a few years older, with dyed blonde hair and icy blue eyes. When she saw Angie, her jaw dropped. “Oh my god. What happened?” The new woman came behind the counter and leaned down to get a better look. “Are you hurt? Did somebody do this to you?”

		Angie huffed and rolled her eyes. “For the hundredth time, no! I wasn’t attacked! I just, I got locked out of the spa!” she barked, hooking a thumb toward the end of the strip mall.

		The woman pulled back a few inches and cocked an eyebrow. “You got…you got locked out of the spa with no clothes on? Why were you running around naked like that?”

		“Who the fuck cares why?” Angie hissed. “Just give me something to wear, for god’s sake!”

		The woman leaned forward again, sniffing the air. “Jesus, I can smell the wine on your breath. Are you drunk? Is that why they threw you out of the spa?”

		Angie muttered obscenities under her breath as she scanned the area behind the counter, but there were no stray clothes nearby. “Holy fuck,” she mumbled, rubbing her forehead, then she looked up at the blonde woman again. “Look, just give me a dress, a long shirt, I don’t care, something I can cover up with. I don’t give a fuck what it is, just give me something, damn it!”

		The woman straightened up and crossed her arms over her chest. “We sell clothes here, we don’t give them away.”

		“Then I’ll fucking pay for it, okay?”

		“With what? I don’t see a purse or a wallet.”

		Angie rolled her eyes again. “I’m a customer here, you bitch! You’ve probably seen me here a thousand times!”

		“Fine. Then tell me when you made your last purchase, and I can look up the sale and use the same credit card number for your new clothes.”

		Angie looked away and fluttered one hand in the air. “I didn’t—I mean, I can’t remember when it was. Maybe last week.”

		“You can’t remember?” The woman asked, then she shook her head sadly and turned to the girl behind the register. “Kate, will you call security for me? Maybe they can help our friend here.”

		“No!” Angie barked. “Just—you can’t—” She hopped up from behind the counter, still crouching, then dashed to the nearest rack of clothes and snatched a long blue sundress off the hook, but the blonde woman was at her heels and she grabbed Angie by the arm before the naked woman could run off again.

		“Kate, call security now! the woman ordered, tugging on Angie’s arm to hold her still. The two struggled for a moment, and the other customers in the shop turned and gawked as the nude woman fought with the store manager over the dress, Angie’s jiggling tits and bare pussy now on full display. The manager grabbed the dress with her free hand and finally yanked it away from Angie, who tugged herself free then stumbled toward the door. She burst outside and found a dozen people staring at her from the parking lot and the sidewalk.

		Shit, shit, shit! Angie spun around, looking for somewhere to run, somewhere to hide, then she finally ran back toward the spa. She tugged uselessly on the door again, which was still locked, then dashed around the side of the building to the back alley. The spa’s rear door was still locked as well.

		Angie squatted down with her bare back pressed against the wall, breathing hard. What the fuck now? If that bitch from the clothing store called mall security, they would come looking for her. And if the cunt accused her of trying to shoplift, who knew what they would do? Handcuff her, detain her, haul her down to some ridiculous mall security holding cell? They’d probably get a thrill out of manhandling a naked woman that way, and when Angie demanded something to wear, they would just chuckle and shrug their shoulders like everybody else was doing.

		The blonde sighed and stood up again. She had to get the hell out of here. Home was only a couple of miles away; she could fucking walk there if she had to, or she could borrow somebody’s phone and call her husband or one of her friends to give her a ride. But she couldn’t do any of that until she found something to cover up with.

		Wiping the sweat off her forehead, Angie started walking down the back alley toward the other end of the strip center. There had to be something back here she could wrap up in, and she would just keep searching until she found it. The concrete was gritty and sticky, so the blonde walked gingerly on her bare feet as she crept from one Dumpster to the next, peeking inside. She saw plenty of cardboard boxes, and spoiled food, and other wet, stinky garbage that almost made her gag as she pawed through it, but nothing she could wear. Out of desperation, she hauled a big black garbage bag out of one of the trash bins, dumped all the rotting lettuce and other vegetables out of it, then poked a hole in the bottom of it and tried to slide it over her head like a dress. The bag fell just past her waist, covering everything important, but her arms were trapped inside, and when she tried to rip out two arm holes, the bag split all the way down the sides.

		“Fuck!” she hissed, flinging the soggy plastic away, then she continued her journey down the back alley.

		She had reached the other end of the strip center without finding a damn thing to wear and was about to give up when she glanced at the small plaque next to the last of the back doors: Speedy Dry Cleaners. Angie felt a glimmer of hope; maybe they had tossed some old, damaged clothes in their Dumpster, or at least some dry cleaning bags large enough to wrap up in. But the trash bin behind that store was totally empty, not a single thing in it. Angie crept around the side of the building; the dry cleaner had a sliding glass door there so customers could pull up in their cars to drop off or pick up clothes. When Angie peeked through the glass, she saw that the space was dark and deserted. Not just closed, but out of business. The counters and walls were bare, and the long rows of hooks behind the counter that normally held tons of clothes were now empty. No, wait; not totally empty. A couple of stray items were hanging near the back, dangling down like bats in the rear of a cave. One looked like a man’s button-up shirt, and another looked like some kind of pants. Maybe someone’s unclaimed clothes that were still here when the shop went out of business?

		Angie tugged on the sliding door. Locked, of course. And the front door would be, too. She went back to the alley and tried the rear door, but it was locked as well. Fuck! But then she glanced up and noticed a small window about eight feet high and to the side of the door. It was only about two feet square, but it didn’t seem to have any bars or other protection over it, just a single sheet of glass. Angle looked down at her naked body; she was slim enough to fit through that window if she could just get up to it.

		The naked blonde looked around and spied a rickety wooden shipping crate behind the store next door. She dragged it across the concrete, panting and sweating, until the crate was directly under the small window. Once she stood on it, she was high enough to peer through the glass. A small bathroom was on the other side, as dark and empty as the rest of the dry cleaner’s. Angie pushed on the top of the window, but it didn’t budge; locked, of course. She climbed back down, found a fist-sized chunk of concrete among the rubble in the alley, then climbed back up and gave the glass one quick, hard rap. It cracked, but didn’t break. Angie stood still and listened for a moment; the last thing she needed right now was an alarm going off, or for mall security to hear what she was doing and storm the alley.

		After one more solid hit, the window glass broke and Angie was able to reach a hand inside, unlock the latch, then push the window up. The opening was level with her chin, so the blonde had to reach her arms in, grab the walls on either side, then haul her body up. She started pulling, using all those tennis muscles to drag herself up and through the small space. First her head, then her shoulders, then—

		“Ow! Fuck!” Angie barked as the small window dropped down onto her bare back. Her stomach was resting on the window ledge now, half her body inside the building and half of it outside. She clawed at the walls and kicked her legs, but with the metal edge of the window biting into her back, she couldn’t move either way. She flailed helplessly, grunting and swearing, and as she kicked her feet, she knocked the wooden crate over and it tumbled onto its side with a hollow thump.

		Seconds later, Angie heard frantic footsteps down below. Here she is, a male voice barked as a flashlight beam swept over the naked woman’s body. Fuck! The mall security! Then another man chuckled and said, Looks like there’s a full moon tonight.

		Angie’s cheeks burned as she imagined the two men staring up at her exposed ass hanging out the window, then she flinched as she felt hands on her bare legs.

		“Come on down here, lady,” the first voice said. “We need to ask you some questions, and it’s gonna take a while.”

		“Maybe all night,” his partner added, then both men erupted in laughter.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2: Shaming the Weather Girl

		(This story originally appeared at www.enf-cmnf.com)

		

		Brittany stared at the costume Mike had just placed in her hands; a bra made out of two coconut shells and a skirt made out of dried grass.

		“You’re kidding, right?”

		“No way,” Mike replied. “This is totally real. The Hawaiian Festival is tomorrow, remember?”

		Brittany rolled her eyes and sighed. Why was she surprised? They stuck her in a football jersey before the Super Bowl, she had to wear all green before St. Patrick’s Day, they dressed her as Cupid for Valentine’s Day, and now the big Hawaiian Festival was taking place the next day, so they were dressing her as a hula girl. Great. Just great. But that was the price of being the weathergirl at a small news station. The rest of the staff got to dress her up like a doll and make her do whatever they wanted. The only good part about it was the fact that whenever she dressed up in one of these silly outfits, the video clips always went viral on the web. With any luck, somebody in Los Angeles or San Diego would notice her and hire her away from this stupid job in a small California town nobody had ever heard of.

		Mike was staring at her, waiting for her reply. He was the associate producer for the weekend news, and the power had gone to his head long ago. Brittany couldn’t stand working with him, and she complained about him nonstop to Richard Wilson, the station’s manager, whom Brittany also happened to be sleeping with. That was the only reason Brittany got the job in the first place. She knew nothing about weather, but she was a young, pretty blonde with big tits, and Richard figured she could boost the station’s weekend ratings just by showing her face and body on the air. So a real meteorologist wrote the weather reports, and Brittany just stood there looking pretty while she read them. It was a situation that everybody in the newsroom—but especially Mike—was mad as hell about.

		The rest of the newsroom staff was watching Brittany to see what she would do. The ones paying the most attention were a fat cameraman named Lawrence and Mike’s assistant Shelly, a tomboy who had never liked Brittany. The group stood in the corner of the studio while Ron Reeves, the weekend anchorman, read the news from his desk on the other side of the large room.

		Brittany finally let out another ragged sigh and started to walk away, but Mike grabbed her shoulder.

		“Where are you going?”

		Brittany shook the costume at him. “To my dressing room, so I can put this stupid thing on.”

		“There’s no time. You’re on in five minutes.”

		“Then how—”

		“Just change over there,” Mike said, pointing to a cubicle in the corner where the editors sometimes worked. The area had two desks and was partially shielded from the studio by a folding screen. “Go ahead, nobody’s gonna look. We’ll turn our backs, I swear.”

		“But I can’t—”

		“Brittany, you’re on in five fucking minutes! We don’t have time for this!” He shoved the girl in the direction of the cubicle, and she stumbled on her high heels. “Shelly can give you a hand if you need help. Just get that outfit on, and fast!”

		“Fuck you, I can do it myself!” Brittany shot back, stomping toward the cubicle. She dumped the costume on one of the empty desks, made sure the screen was blocking the rest of the crew’s view, then furiously unbuttoned her yellow blouse. Next she unzipped her black skirt and stepped out of it, leaving her in a white bra and pantyhose. She picked up the coconut bra, which was nothing but two dried-out half-shells held together with sturdy nylon threads. How the hell did this thing go on? Was it like a bikini top? Brittany looked down at herself. She couldn’t keep her bra on, too. That would look stupid. Or even more stupid, that is. Same thing with her pantyhose. The grass skirt only went to her knees, and she’d look like an idiot wearing pantyhose under it. But if she took them off, she’d be stark naked underneath the grass skirt.

		“Three minutes,” Shelly said, poking her head around the side of the screen. “You need help?”

		“No!” Brittany barked. “Get out of here!”

		Shelly chuckled and shook her head. She was a thin, flat-chested girl who never wore makeup and lived in jeans and t-shirts. At the moment she had a pencil stuck behind her ear and her brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail. “Suit yourself, but you better get moving.”

		Once Shelly disappeared, Brittany put her hands on her hips and sighed. Fuck it. She ripped off her bra, freeing a pair of large tits topped with pink nipples. Then she shoved her pantyhose down to her ankles and stepped out of them, leaving her stark naked. She clapped one hand across her chest and thrust the other over the neatly-trimmed bushed between her legs as she peeked around the edge of the screen. The others were all huddled together on the far side of the room with their backs to her.

		Brittany picked up the grass skirt, which seemed to have a regular elastic waistband. She stepped into it and pulled it up, cringing as the dry grass scraped over her tender bare flesh. The girl shook her hips, causing the dry grass to make a hissing noise, but the skirt stayed in place. Then she grabbed the coconut bra and stuck the two half-shells over her tits. Ouch! The rough material hurt her nipples, but the shells did cover her tits—just barely.

		“Two minutes, Brittany!” Mike yelled from across the room.

		“I’m coming!” she shouted back, fumbling with the strap for the coconut top. It had a simple catch, almost like a bra or a bikini top, and she barely managed to get it hooked without having to call for Shelly’s help. Then the girl took a pocket mirror out of her purse and studied herself. Just like she thought, she looked completely ridiculous. She was a blonde, blue-eyed woman dressed like a Hawaiian, in a top that barely covered her tits and a skirt that rubbed against her naked thighs and ass like sandpaper. Wonderful. But thank God these weather spots only lasted a couple of minutes.

		Barefoot, Brittany dashed out from the cubicle just as Mike was stomping over with his eyes on his watch. Brittany’s big tits bounced up and down as she ran, and she had to readjust the coconut shells before one of them slipped off her chest.

		“Come on, get to your mark,” Mike ordered, putting one hand on Brittany’s naked back to guide her.

		“Get your hands off me!” the girl hissed, hustling to her spot in front of the digital weather board. She turned to the camera and smoothed back her hair, then adjusted her skirt and the coconut top. The big digital clock behind the cameraman showed one minute until they went live. Mike and Shelly stood off to the side watching while Lawrence, his big gut straining against his shirt, waited next to the camera. Ron Reeves was still at the anchor’s desk, skimming through some notes, but nearly every other man in the newsroom had wandered closer to the set. Nobody at the station liked Brittany—to them, she was just the no-talent, half-his-age girlfriend of their boss—but nobody could deny that Brittany was hot, and everybody wanted to get a good look at her in the hula girl outfit.

		“Hang on!” Mike yelled, grabbing a pair of scissors from someone’s desk as he rushed over to Brittany. “The tags on your costume are showing!” He spun the girl around and started fiddling with her top. “Hey, easy!” she snapped, grabbing the coconut bra and adjusting it again. Then Mike’s hands were tugging at the waistband of the grass skirt, and she had to pull that back up, too. She turned around to find Mike holding two cloth tags with ragged ends. Brittany hadn’t even noticed those when she was getting dressed, but then again, she had pulled the costume on so fast that she barely noticed anything. She faced the camera again and put on her best fake smile. Thirty seconds until they went live.

		Mike went back and stood next to Shelly again, barely able to keep from grinning. So far his plan had gone perfectly. Brittany had been late, just like she was every Saturday, which meant no time to go to her dressing room, no time to take a good look at the costume Mike handed her, and no time to figure out what he was really doing when he pretended to cut off the tags. Things couldn’t have gone better.

		“She looks so stupid,” Shelly said, chuckling. “Was this Richard’s idea? He’s the one who normally picks her costumes, right?”

		“No, this one’s all mine,” Mike said, leaning down so his mouth was close to Shelly’s ear. “And if you think she looks stupid now, just wait a few minutes.”

		Shelly looked at him, frowning. “Is that whisky on your breath? Mike, it’s barely lunchtime! And you’re on the job!”

		“Not for much longer,” he said, a big grin on his face now. “I overheard Richard talking to one of the human resource managers yesterday. They’re letting me go.”

		Shelly gasped. “What? Why?”

		“Something about budget cuts. Which is hilarious, because Richard just gave his girlfriend there a big raise and all she does is show up on the weekends and read a weather report that someone else wrote for her.”

		“Ten seconds,” Shelly called out to the room, then she lowered her voice again. “Mike, I’m so sorry.”

		Mike just shrugged. “Who cares? I’ll find another job in a heartbeat. But I’m not going quietly, that’s for sure. Both Richard and his girlfriend are gonna see what happens when someone messes with me.”

		As the digital clock counted down the final three seconds, Brittany readjusted her coconut bra. All of a sudden it didn’t want to stay in place. And the skirt felt looser too for some reason. As the show went live, Ron Reeves smiled at the camera and said, “Welcome back. Now it’s time for the weekend weather, so let’s go to Brittany Davenport for that. Brittany?”

		The blonde flashed a big smile of her own and started reading from the teleprompter. “Thanks, Ron. As you can see from my outfit, everyone’s excited about the big Hawaiian Festival at the fairground this weekend. But will we have rain or sunshine? Let’s take a look at the board and find out.”

		As she moved to the side so the viewers could see the computer screen behind her, Brittany’s grass skirt inched down her hips. Trying to act casual, she pulled it up with one hand while she motioned to the screen with the other. “Well, temperatures will start out warm tomorrow, but there’s a cold front on the horizon…”

		Mike watched the girl fidgeting with her skirt, trying his best not to laugh. He had spent a lot of time that morning studying the costume to see how the strategically-placed threads held it together. That way he knew which ones to cut when he pretended to snip off the tags right before Brittany went on the air. Because he had cut the strongest threads, the others would slowly weaken and pull apart as Brittany moved around, which was happening right now. Soon the strap for both the coconut bra and the waistband of the grass skirt would unravel completely.

		“As the cold front moves in and hits the warm air, chances for a storm increase,” Brittany was saying, moving her arm in a circular motion to simulate the air pattern. But as she did, the strap on the coconut bra loosened and the cups dropped an inch. Brittany gasped and clapped an arm to her chest to hold them in place, but then the skirt started sliding down her hips again. She flashed a glance at Lawrence, whose eyes and mouth were open wide as he gaped at the scantily-dressed girl. Then she looked at Mike, but he only stood there grinning as well. What the fuck was wrong with these people? Couldn’t they see that this cheap, stupid costume was falling apart right before their eyes? Why didn’t Mike signal for the camera to switch back to the anchor desk?

		Brittany spread her legs, trying to keep the skirt from slipping further down her hips. She could tell the top of her ass crack was already visible, so she faced the camera to keep anyone from seeing it. Meanwhile she crossed one arm over her chest, trying to look casual as she waved the other arm at the weather screen. “But hopefully the wind will push those storm clouds out of town early in the morning, and then—oh, shit!” Brittany gasped, not even worried about swearing on live TV, because the strap on her coconut bra had totally unraveled and she had to grab the shells with both hands to keep them pressed to her tits. But at the same time, the waistband of the grass skirt fell apart as well and the whole thing plunged down to her knees, revealing the strip of blonde hair between her legs. As Brittany grabbed for the skirt, leaving only one hand on her top, one of the coconut shells dropped to reveal one of the girl’s big tits. She squealed, hands flying as she tried to grab everything at once, but she was too late. The coconut shells dropped to the floor and the grass skirt fell around her ankles, leaving Brittany with only a handful of dried straw.

		Brittany stared at Lawrence, so shocked she couldn’t even move. The blonde just stood there in the bright lights, the camera still aimed right at her, while Lawrence stared back at her with a dazed, goofy grin on his face. The cameraman couldn’t believe it; the girl whose image he had jerked off to a hundred times was now standing stark naked ten feet away from him, her big tits and her pussy on full display. His cock grew hard under his pants and he let out a loud moan.

		Brittany finally came back to her senses and wrapped both arms around her naked body. “Stop the camera!” she hissed, dropping to her knees as she scrambled to salvage some part of the costume.

		“No, don’t you dare!” Mike warned. “Keep it running!”

		Beside him, Shelly’s eyes were open wide in shock, too. “Mike, we’re gonna get in huge trouble! Even if the broadcast station stops the feed in time, we’re gonna get fined like crazy!”

		“So? Who cares!”

		Shelly stared at him. “Did you—did you plan this? Are you the one who made this happen?”

		“Like I said, if you’re gonna go out, might as well go out with a bang!”

		With no anchor desk or anything else to hide behind, Brittany pulled the grass skirt over herself and tried to wrap it around her body like a towel. But with the waistband in shreds, the long strips of grass just fluttered off in clumps until Brittany was naked again with nothing but handfuls of loose grass. “For god’s sake, somebody help me!” she cried as she stumbled away from the weather screen and dashed into the newsroom, arms wrapped around her naked body. Some of the crew members laughed, and some grinned as they leered as the blonde’s naked body, but nobody handed Brittany anything to cover up with. Instead, the dozen or so people just watched in amusement as she stumbled through the newsroom, one arm over her tits, one hand between her legs, but with her sexy bare ass in full view.

		Without even thinking, Brittany shoved past the other crew members and ran out of the studio and into the hallway that led to the dressing rooms. It was empty, thank god, and she dashed down to the end and grabbed the knob of her dressing room door. Shit! It was locked, of course, and the key was in her purse! But where the fuck was her purse? Think, think! Damn it, it was back in the cubicle where she changed into that stupid costume!

		Brittany tried a few of the other dressing room doors, but they were all locked too. She looked around, breathing hard. At one end of the hallway was a fire exit that led to a stairwell. At the other end was the station’s main lobby. Even on a Saturday, there would still be a handful of employees out there. Maybe one of the other girls had a jacket or a sweater she could borrow. But the walls of the lobby were all glass, so if she ran down there she’d be naked in full view of anybody in the parking lot. But her only other choice was to run back to the studio and grab her clothes from the cubicle. The thought of racing naked past a dozen coworkers for a second time made her cringe. Of course, if the idiots at the main broadcast station weren’t paying attention and they hadn’t stopped the live feed during her wardrobe malfunction, then everybody in the city had already seen her naked, too.

		Holy fuck! What now? Tears streamed down Brittany’s face as she cowered in a corner of the hallway. She had no choice; she had to go back to the studio where her clothes were. The cubicle was just a few yards from the door. Maybe if she ran in fast, grabbed her clothes, grabbed her purse, then ran back to her dressing room, she could get in and out before anybody got another good look at her.

		Brittany crept toward the door to the studio, arms wrapped around her body. Still nobody in the hallway. She put her ear to the door but only heard the distant murmur of voices. Do it now, she thought, and do it fast, before anybody gets a good look at you again. Just grab your stuff then run back to your dressing room and get this nightmare over with!

		The girl took a deep breath, opened the door, and rushed inside the studio—then she stopped in her tracks as a dozen flashes went off in her face. Most of the crew had been waiting near the door for Brittany to come back, and now all of them had their phones out, snapping pictures and taking videos.

		“I told you she’d be back!” Mike crowed, laughing.

		“Yeah, but I didn’t think she could possibly be that stupid!” Shelly answered, chuckling as well.

		“Where else could she go? All her stuff is in here!”

		With tears in her eyes, Brittany tried to shove past the crew members to get to the cubicle. “Out of my way, you assholes! Move it! Let me through!” The girl felt random hands grope her exposed ass as she shoved past, so she reached back and tried to swat them away. But that left her tits out in the open, and soon someone had grabbed one of them and squeezed it hard. “What the hell is wrong with you people?” she wailed, wrenching away from the group and stumbling toward the cubicles. But when she got there, she found that her clothes and her purse were now missing.

		Brittany spun around and faced the crowd, which had followed her over. “All right, where’s my stuff?” she barked, her eyes wide with rage. “Give me my clothes back!”

		“Clothes?” Mike asked innocently. “What clothes?”

		“Give them back!” Brittany shrieked, ripping desk drawers open at random. She tried to keep one arm over her chest the whole time, but that still gave the crew a clear view of her ass and her pussy. Nothing in the drawers but office supplies and stray pieces of computer equipment. As the rest of the crew watched, laughing, Brittany tore the cubicles apart looking for her clothes or anything to cover herself with. She crawled under the desks, jerked open the filing cabinets, and even tried to rip the seat cover off one of the office chairs, desperate for anything to hide her nudity. She was so frantic that she eventually stopped trying to cover herself, tearing the cubicles apart like a wild woman. The crew watched, hypnotized, as Brittany’s big tits bounced while she dashed around the small area, scrambling for anything she could find. Most of them still had their cell phones in hand, taking pictures and shooting video. But Lawrence, the fat cameraman, was one of the few who didn’t have his phone out. He stood behind the others with one hand thrust deep into his pocket, staring with a blank look on his face as he stroked himself through the fabric of his pants.

		The girl finally gave up and stood facing the crew, breathing hard, her cheeks damp with sweat, and with strands of blonde hair falling in her face. Her fists were clenched at her sides, and her lower lip quivered with rage. “G-give me my damn clothes back!” she hissed. “This stopped being funny a long time ago!” She turned to Mike and stabbed a finger at him. “You’re in so much trouble, asshole! When Richard finds out, he’ll—”

		“You think I give a damn?” Mike answered, laughing. After the cocktails he’d had before the show started, he had a hard time taking anything seriously. “I’m about to get fired anyway! And seeing you like this made it all worthwhile. Now I can leave this shithole with a smile on my face!”

		Brittany clapped her arms around her body again, suddenly realizing she was still naked and exposed.

		Shelly slapped Mike on the arm. Now she was grinning just as much as he was. “Tell you what, boss, I’m glad you’re the one who’s gonna take the heat for this instead of me…but I have to admit, I really enjoyed seeing little miss bitch here finally get what she deserved.”

		“Fuck all of you!” Brittany spat, hugging herself tighter.

		One of the production assistants—an older man who was one of the few crew members who had stayed on the other side of the room—walked over and tapped Mike on the shoulder. “Uh, boss?” he said. “We’ve been running this extra-long block of commercials for ten minutes now, but we really need someone to do the sign off for the end of the show.”

		“Do I look like I give a damn about the show at this point?” Mike answered, grinning.

		“Uh…yeah, I know, but Ron walked off the set, and there’s nobody else…”

		“Ron walked off? Really”

		“Yeah, he said he didn’t want any part of this.” The production assistant glanced at Brittany, swallowed hard, then looked at Mike again. “So, should I just run more commercials, or…”

		Mike turned to Brittany again. “No, hang on. I’ve got an idea. Brittany, you want your clothes back?”

		“Of course I do, you idiot!”

		“Then do the sign off for the end of the show and I’ll give them back to you.”

		Brittany stared at him, confused.

		“What’s the matter?” Mike continued. “You’ve done it before.”

		Brittany was so exhausted and stressed out she couldn’t even think straight. “Why would—oh, fine, whatever! Give me my clothes and I’ll go do the stupid sign off!”

		“No, you have to sign off the way you are now…then I’ll give you your clothes back.”

		Brittany choked out an ugly laugh. “Are you kidding? I’m not going back in front of that camera like this!”

		Mike shrugged. “Fine. No problem.” He grabbed one of Brittany’s arms and started dragging her to the exit door. “Run on home, then. If you’re not gonna work anymore, there’s no reason to stay on the set.”

		“Are you insane?” Brittany gasped, her bare feet sliding on the carpet as Mike dragged her away. “Stop it! Let go of me!”

		Mike yanked open the door to the hallway and tried to push Brittany through it, but she spun around and grabbed the doorframe with both hands. “Stop it, Mike, for fuck’s sake! You can’t do this!” Now her whole body was on display again, and the crew crowded behind Mike to get a better look. Mike had his hands on Brittany’s shoulders, trying to shove her through the door, but Brittany had a death grip on the door frame. Grinning, Mike slid his hands from Brittany’s shoulders down to her big tits and gave them both a squeeze. The girl gasped and let go of the door frame, stumbling backwards and falling on her ass in the hallway.

		“You’ve got two choices,” Mike told her. “You can either run out of here naked, or you can read the sign off message then get your clothes back. It’s your choice.”

		Tears streaming down her face, Brittany shot a glance toward the lobby at the end of the hallway. She could see half a dozen people milling around, and more out in the parking lot. How the hell could she get past them all? And where would she go once she did get outside?

		The girl thought furiously. Even if the people at the broadcast station weren’t paying attention, surely someone in the control booth had stopped the live feed when her costume fell apart a few minutes ago. They would be on their toes now, and they would do it again if Mike tried to put her in front of the camera naked for a second time. Mike might be out of his mind, but the rest of the crew was still worried about losing their jobs. Even if she did what Mike wanted, the video would probably never make it to the air. And when she told Richard what happened, he would make sure the footage got erased immediately. So maybe she should just pretend to go along with Mike’s plan, then get the hell out of here once it was over.

		“O-okay,” she finally muttered. “I’ll do it.”

		“Great!” Mike said, reaching down to help the girl up. Brittany allowed herself to be led back to the studio like a little girl, one arm across her tits as Mike pulled her toward the anchor desk. The rest of the crew watched with fascination, unable to believe this was really happening. Lawrence the cameraman still stood by himself, one hand deep in his pocket, the glazed look still on his face.

		“She looks like shit,” Shelly remarked, grinning. “You want one of the girls to fix her hair and makeup?”

		“Are you kidding?” Mike asked. “She’s perfect just the way she is.” He dragged Brittany to the anchor’s desk, but instead of putting her in the chair behind it, he pushed her back until she was sitting on the front edge of the desk. “There, that’s perfect. Lawrence, frame the shot so you get her from the knees up. Lawrence? Lawrence!”

		The fat cameraman slunk up from the back of the room, looking guilty. There was no way to hide his huge erection, which caused the front of his slacks to jut out obscenely.

		“Holy shit!” Mike exclaimed. “Lawrence, what the hell have you been doing back there?”

		The cameraman was still staring at Brittany, his eyes unfocused.

		“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” Mike said, excited. “I’ve got a great idea. Shelly, remember that makeup you were talking about for Brittany?” He pointed at the tent in Lawrence’s pants. “How about a little facial before she goes on the air?”

		Shelly gave a nervous laugh. “Oh my god, Mike. You’ve really gone over the edge.”

		“Wh-what are you talking about?” Brittany blubbered. She was still perched on the edge of the desk, one hand between her legs and one arm across her tits. “Let’s just get this damn thing over with!”

		“Lawrence, come here!” Mike ordered. “Yeah, that’s it. Now whip that big thing out!”

		“Uh…what?” Lawrence asked, looking around the room like he’d just woken up.

		“Let’s give Brittany a little facial before she goes on air! What do you say?”

		“I don’t…I mean…”

		“You’re out of your mind!” Brittany blubbered.

		“Come on, Lawrence, when will you ever get another chance like this?” Mike grabbed the cameraman’s shoulder and pulled him over to Brittany. Now he was standing so close that he could see how smooth and flawless her skin was. Lawrence moaned under his breath and his erection grew even larger. “Come on, let’s do this!” Mike urged.

		Shelly just shook her head. “Mike, my friend, I think you’ve really lost it.”

		“You’re no better!” Brittany snapped at the other woman. “You’re not even doing anything to stop him!”

		Shelly gave Brittany a cold look. “It’s not like we’re best friends, Brittany. Before today, you barely said two words to me.”

		Brittany huffed as she hugged herself tighter. “I don’t blame you for being jealous. If I had a body like a teenage boy, I’d be jealous of me, too. But that’s no excuse for being so nasty.”

		Shelly stared daggers at Brittany for a moment, then she turned to the cameraman. “Tell you what, Lawrence, how about if I help you with that?”

		“Help…uh, help me with what?” he mumbled, still hypnotized by the sight of Brittany, but the big man gasped when Shelly reached for his zipper.

		“With this,” she answered, tugging it down and slipping her hand inside the man’s pants. Lawrence gasped and fidgeted as Shelly fished around for his cock, and when she finally pulled it out, it looked huge gripped in the girl’s slim fingers. “Holy crap, Lawrence, I’ll bet the ladies really love you,” she said, smiling down at the big cock that now pointed straight at the weather girl. With Brittany sitting and the tall man standing next to her, Lawrence’s dick was level with the girl’s big tits. Brittany stared at the erection with fear on her face, like it was a snake about to strike.

		“Go ahead,” Mike told Lawrence. “Jerk off all over her!”

		“You people are sick!” Brittany wailed, trembling.

		“It’s probably faster if I do it,” Shelly told Lawrence, tugging the big man’s cock with firm strokes. Lawrence gasped at first and gave Shelly a startled look, but after a moment he faced Brittany again and stood there staring with a drugged look on his face. The weather girl gagged and turned her face away, but Mike dashed to the other side of her and grabbed her blonde head with both hands.

		“No way, sweetheart! We need to make sure that makeup hits the spot!”

		Brittany tried to struggle, but Mike held her tightly in place. Meanwhile Shelly kept yanking Lawrence’s dick, which was already swollen and tingling from all the excitement that day. It only took a minute before the cameraman grunted, arched his hips, and blasted a thick stream of cum against Brittany’s cheek. The girl retched and tried to turn away, but Mike had one hand clenched in her blonde hair, holding her head in place. Shelly kept pumping, and more cum shot over Brittany’s lips and chin. The girl sputtered, still struggling, and the next blast went in her hair. Shelly slowed down her motions and a few final blasts landed weakly on Brittany’s neck and shoulder, then Lawrence finally let out a huge sigh as his dick started to soften.

		“Oh my god,” Brittany hissed, her eyes closed. “This is disgusting!” Half of her face was white and sticky, and several strands of blonde hair were now stuck to her forehead with the white goo.

		“Don’t you touch it!” Mike warned. “If you do, I’ll kick you out of the building stark naked!” He nodded at Lawrence and said, “Okay, buddy, your break’s over! Get back behind the camera!” Blushing, Lawrence tucked his cock away and zipped up, then returned to his position. Mike stood beside him and started barking out orders. “Clear the set! And Brittany, get those arms down. Put your hands on the desk. That’s right. And spread those legs! No, wider! Perfect. Now all you have to do is read a few lines, and this’ll all be over with.”

		The girl sat there in the bright lights, her entire body on display. She had finally opened her eyes, barely able to stand the leers and grins on the faces of her coworkers who stood there reveling in her misery. Well, they could all enjoy their disgusting little prank for now. Once she told Richard about this, she’d get every one of them fired! And since somebody at the broadcast station or in the control booth would make sure this didn’t go out on the air, only the people in the room would see her like this. Just a few more seconds and she could get her clothes back and get the hell out of here.

		“Thirty seconds to air!” Shelly called out.

		“Get ready, people!” Mike ordered, wandering away from the camera and out of Brittany’s sight. The girl stared at the teleprompter, which only had two sentences of text on it. She could feel fresh sweat breaking out on her naked tits, and the hard edge of the desk was digging into her soft ass. For god’s sake, hurry up and get this over with!

		“Ten seconds!” Shelly called, and Brittany watched the red letters on the big digital clock tick down to zero as the camera went live.

		“I’m Brittany Davenport, and that’s our news,” the girl read in a monotone, not even attempting to smile. “Stay tuned for more local coverage after the break, and thank you for watching.”

		As the red light on the camera winked off, Brittany angrily wiped her face with one hand, but all she managed to do was smear the sticky cum around. Gross! She wrapped her arms around her naked body again as she stormed off the set and away from the bright lights, peering around until she found Mike standing in the shadows and messing with his phone.

		“Okay, I did it,” she barked. “Now give me my clothes.”

		Mike went to a corner of the room and reached under a chair, pulling out a wad of clothes and Brittany’s purse. He brought everything back and handed it to her, smirking the whole time.

		The girl snatched everything from his hands, dropped the purse to the floor, and pulled her blouse on without bothering with her bra. “Don’t look so happy,” she snapped. “Because there’s no way that’s going out on the air. After what happened during the weather forecast, I’m sure the people at the broadcast station were watching our feed like hawks. They killed the live signal the second they saw what was happening.”

		“No big deal,” Mike replied, holding up his phone. “Because I took my own video, and it’s already posted to three web sites. If you thought your other videos went viral fast, wait till you see what happens with this one!”

		Brittany’s jaw dropped and she stood there staring as Mike walked away, still laughing.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3: Shaming the Sisters

		

		“We’re not supposed to be doing this,” Ashley whispered, even though there was no one else around. The other passengers were down at the surf line while Ashley and her sister Beth wandered near the far edge of the beach, close to the part where the sand ended and the deep jungle began. Their cruise ship sat idly off the coast, a glittering white vessel surrounded by blue-green water.

		“But if they don’t catch us, it won’t matter,” Beth replied. She squatted down and ran her fingers over the soft sand, then stood up again and adjusted her bikini. It was the pink and green one, the one that showed tons of cleavage and barely covered her ass. Not that Beth needed to wear skimpy outfits to get attention—with her curly brown hair, big blue eyes, and killer body, men would’ve stared at her even if she was wearing a burlap sack with a head hole cut in it—but the 20-year-old loved teasing the boys, so she milked her hot body for all it was worth.

		Her sister Ashley, on the other hand, barely got any attention from guys. She had just turned 18 but was still as slim and athletic as a young girl, with practically no curves at all. She had the same brown hair and blue eyes as Beth, but her face wasn’t nearly as pretty. She wore one-piece swimsuits and barely any makeup, and had spent most of the time during the cruise hiding under an umbrella by the pool with her nose stuck in a book.

		Ashley shaded her eyes and stared at the other passengers to see what they were doing. About two dozen of them had come to the beach while the rest of the group went into town to shop for souvenirs. Ashley and Beth were already tired of the shabby island markets with their cheap trinkets and ugly t-shirts, so they went to explore the beach instead. It also gave them a chance to get away from their parents, who had smothered them with attention during their yearly family vacation. Now that Ashley and Beth were both in college, spending an entire week with their parents was the worst form of torture. Even the beauty of the Caribbean wasn’t enough of a distraction, because by now all the little islands looked exactly alike to the girls.

		They had already seen tons of beaches, but this one was different. Their activity director told the group that this beach was home to a special type of hermit crab that lived in gorgeous red seashells only found in this area. The shells were beautiful, but also protected by local laws. Tourists could take photos of them if they spied one, but it was illegal to remove one from the beach. That didn’t stop Beth, though, who was determined to find one of the rare shells and sneak it back to the ship.

		The older girl was wandering slowly with her hands on her hips, eyes down, scanning the sand for the red shells. Ashely watched her sister for a moment, insanely jealous of Beth’s grapefruit-sized tits and perfect ass, then she crossed her arms over her flat chest and walked in the opposite direction. Beth could do whatever she wanted, but Ashley was ready to go back to the ship. This stupid beach was boring. She was ready to dive back under that pool umbrella with her book, and—ouch! Ashley winced as she stepped on something hard and spiky. She peered down and saw a torpedo-shaped red shell half-buried in the sand, its pointed end sticking up.

		Ashley looked back over her shoulder. Beth was twenty feet away, facing the opposite direction. If she called to her sister, everybody else in the group—including the ship’s activities director and the local guide who had met them at the beach—would know what they were up to. Besides, Ashley didn’t want to be an accessory to something illegal. Beth could steal as many protected shells as she wanted, but there was no way Ashley was going to point them out to her older sister.

		The girl had carried her phone with her to take pictures. Trying not to draw attention, she aimed it at the sand, zoomed in, and snapped off several photos of the shell.

		“What are you doing?” Beth asked.

		Ashely jumped, because she hadn’t heard the other girl come up behind her. “Nothing. I just—”

		“Nothing my ass!” Beth said, roughly pushing her sister aside. “Holy shit, you found one! Were you gonna keep it for yourself and not even tell me about it? I can’t believe you!”

		“Keep your voice down,” Ashley warned, but it was too late. A few people from the group were peering over to see what the girls were up to.

		“Here, stand in front of me,” Beth ordered, taking her sister by the arms and arranging her like a human wall. “Pretend I’m adjusting my bikini or something.” Beth ducked behind her sister, fiddled with the waistband of her bikini bottoms, then squatted down and grabbed the shell. When she stood up again, it was clutched tightly in her fist.

		The activities director, a short middle-aged man named Bob who wore white shorts and a white t-shirt, had wandered in their direction. “Everything okay, girls?” he called out.

		“Yeah, we’re fine,” Beth replied, flashing a smile as she stepped out from behind Ashley. “Just got a little sand in my swimsuit, that’s all.”

		“Well, come join the group,” the man said. “It’s time to head back.”

		Beth giggled as she and Ashley followed after him. “This is so fucking cool!”

		“If anybody notices—”

		“Just shut up, okay? Nobody’s gonna see it!”

		But as they reached the group, a chill went down Ashley’s spine. The local guide, a young dark-skinned islander named Melvin, was asking the passengers to turn their pockets inside-out before they boarded the small shuttle boat that would take them back to the ship. “My apologies, friends,” he said with an embarrassed grin, “but we can’t have any of our beloved shells following you home.”

		“Fucking shit!” Beth mumbled. The shell was so long that its pointy end poked out of her fist. There was no way to hide all of it, even if she kept her fist closed. And if Melvin asked her to open her hands, she was dead for sure. “Here, you take it,” she told Ashley, bumping her closed fist into her sister’s leg.

		“No way!” Ashley hissed under her breath.

		“Come on! I don’t have any place to put it!”

		“Neither do I! Just drop it and kick some sand over it. There’s no way to sneak it onboard!”

		But instead, Beth huffed and shoved the shell down the back of her bikini bottom. It was shaped roughly like a tube of lipstick and stood out clearly beneath the thin fabric, but Beth put her hands behind her back and did her best to hide the obvious bulge.

		Melvin gave each passenger a quick, friendly inspection then smiled and thanked each one. His smile grew extra wide when he reached Beth, the young man’s eyes crawling all over the girl’s exposed skin. “Okay girls, no bags, no pockets, nothing in your hands?” Beth and Ashley both shook their heads and held out their hands, palms up. The guide nodded and was about to turn away when he stopped and frowned. It was impossible to ignore Beth’s firm, peach-shaped ass inside the skimpy bikini, but there was something odd about it as well. “I’m sorry, miss, but could you please turn around?”

		Beth blinked and swallowed hard. “Wh-why?” The guide leaned forward and tried to peer behind the girl’s back, but Beth backed away from him. “What the hell’s wrong with you?” she stammered. “Are you some kind of pervert?”

		“What’s that in your bathing suit, miss?” the guide asked, his smile gone now.

		Beth snorted. “Don’t you wish you knew! Now get away from me before—”

		“Is there a problem?” Bob asked, raising his eyebrows as he looked from Beth to the guide.

		Melvin ignored the activities director, then shouted Hey! so loud that Beth and Ashley both jumped. He was looking past them and waving an arm in the air, trying to get someone’s attention. The sisters turned and saw another young islander, this one wearing a khaki uniform, jogging toward them from the small security hut at the dock where the shuttle boat was tied off. He was some type of guard, and sand flew up behind his feet as he dashed toward the girls. When he reached the group, Melvin rattled off something in his island language while pointing at Beth’s ass the whole time.

		The security guard frowned at Beth. “You taking something from the beach?” he asked in a heavy accent. “No taking shells. It’s forbidden.”

		“You’re both crazy!” Beth said. “I don’t have anything!”

		The security guard twirled a finger in a circular motion. “Turn around so we can make sure.”

		“No way! This is outrageous! I’m gonna get you both fired for this!”

		Ashley leaned toward her sister and muttered, “Just do it, for god’s sake!”

		Now the security guard looked at Ashley. “You know something about it? This girl stealing shells?”

		“Mom and dad are gonna kill you!” Ashley told her sister. “Just do what they say!”

		Beth rolled her eyes and flapped her hands in the air. “Fine! Whatever!” She shoved a hand down the back of her bikini bottoms and yanked out the shell, then threw it on the sand at the guard’s feet. “There! Now you’ve got your stupid shell back! Are you happy now?”

		Both Melvin and the security guard had grim looks on their faces. “This is very serious,” the security guard said. The guide nodded and added, “The fine for stealing shells from this beach is very high. Do you have the money to pay it?”

		“But I didn’t steal anything!” Beth shouted, pointing at the ground. “There’s your damn shell right there!”

		Bob raised both hands, palms out. “Please, gentleman, can’t we forget about this now that she’s returned the shell?” He cast a nervous glance at the rest of the cruise ship’s passengers, who stood in a cluster a few yards away. Some shook their heads in disbelief while others just chuckled at Beth’s stupidity.

		“You might not take this seriously, but we do,” Melvin answered. “These shells are protected by law. If you steal one, you pay a fine.”

		“But she didn’t actually remove it from the beach,” the activities director pointed out.

		“How do we know you don’t have more?” Melvin asked Beth.

		“Because I don’t, you idiot!”

		“Beth, shut up!” Ashley hissed.

		“We need to search you,” Melvin said.

		Beth’s eyes opened wide. “No fucking way!”

		Melvin and the security guard had a short, rapid-fire conversation in the local language, then Melvin repeated, “We need to search you. If not, we’ll have to call the police. Then you will be arrested, and you will definitely have to pay the fine before you’re allowed to leave the island.”

		The activities director laughed nervously. “Come on, guys, can’t you give her a break? Our ship is supposed to leave in four hours.”

		“If she has no more shells, she can leave right now,” Melvin said.

		Bob shook his head and sighed. “I don’t think you have a choice,” he told Beth.

		“Again, no fucking way!”

		“Just do it!” Ashley barked, ready for the ordeal to be over.

		Melvin turned to the security guard. “Call the police. We can’t do this all day.”

		The guard nodded and pulled out his cell phone, but Beth yelled Stop! She stared at the sand, her mind reeling. There was no way she was allowing these creeps to haul her off to some island jail. Who knew what would happen once she got there? And how long would she have to wait until her parents came to bail her out? She might spend hours sitting there in her bikini while the police drooled over her the entire time. Plus, her mom and dad would absolutely kill her for this. Better to get it over with now and get back to the ship before the situation got a lot worse.

		Beth ran both hands through her dark hair then said, “Okay, you win.” She held her arms over her head and turned in a slow circle, giving Melvin and the guard a good look at her body. Both men had open lust in their eyes, and the other passengers from the ship were enjoying the view of Beth’s body as well. “See? There’s nothing else.”

		Melvin laughed bitterly. “You’re asking us to trust you? Like I said, you must be searched.”

		“But I don’t—where would I hide anything? Look at me, you can see I don’t have any more of your stupid shells!”

		“Hands over your head again,” the guard ordered, in a voice so sharp that Beth obeyed without hesitating. “Now turn around.” The girl turned her back to him, and the guard squatted down and put both hands on one of Beth’s ankles then dragged them slowly upward. “Hey! Cut it out!” she bawled, looking back over her shoulder. “I’m wearing a fucking bikini, for god’s sake! You can see my whole fucking body!”

		The guard ignored her, running his hands all the way up her thighs until the fingers of one hand were pressed to the warm spot between her legs. Beth yelped in surprise, but then the guard switched legs and started at the other ankle, once again sliding his hands all the way up Beth’s leg until one hand was rubbing the girl’s pussy through the thin material of her bikini. Then he stood up and put his hands on Beth’s waist, barking out “Stand still!” when she flinched. The girl stood there shivering as the guard ran his hands up her sides then over her tits, pausing to give each one a rough squeeze.

		“Turn around!” the guard bellowed, and Beth obeyed. Her lip quivered as she stood there facing the men and the two dozen other passengers from the ship, not to mention her kid sister. But Ashley didn’t seem bothered at all, and was actually thrilled to see her stuck-up sister humiliated in public like this.

		The guard looked Beth in the eye and barked, “Now strip!”

		Beth’s arms flew down to cover herself. “What?!”

		“Gentlemen, please—” Bob stammered.

		“She could have more shells tucked away somewhere,” Melvin said. “We must be certain.”

		“No!” Beth yelled, tears in her eyes now. “I’m not doing it!”

		Melvin sighed, looking almost bored now. “If you’re arrested, the police will do it themselves. They will take your swimsuit away for inspection, and you will probably sit in your cell naked for the rest of the day. Would you prefer that instead?”

		Beth looked at Bob, pleading, but the little man only shrugged. He had been watching the girl flounce around in her bikini for days, and the thought of seeing her naked was already making him hard. Beth then turned to her sister, but Ashley shrugged too and said, “Do you really want to go to jail? Just show them you don’t have any more shells so we can get back on the damn boat.”

		Oh my god. I can’t believe I’m doing this! Fighting back tears, Beth slowly peeled off her bikini top. She kept one arm over her tits, though, then used the other hand to push her bikini bottoms down to her ankles. Melvin, Bob, and the others caught a glimpse of her dark bush before she clapped a hand over it, then the girl angrily kicked her swimsuit across the sand toward the men.

		“There!” she spat, still covering her naked body with her arms. “Search it all you want! I don’t have any damn hidden pockets!”

		The guard chuckled under his breath. “Don’t need to search your bathing suit. I need to search you. My brother works at the airport. I know all the places people smuggle drugs. You could smuggle shells the same way.”

		That made Beth laugh too, but it came out sounding hysterical. “Are you joking? You think I’d shove a seashell up my twat or something? Are you people totally out of your fucking minds?”

		“Arms above your head again,” the guard ordered. When Beth hesitated, he pointed a finger at her face and shouted “Now!”

		Beth’s jaw dropped and she raised her arms like the guard had just pointed a gun at her. Every man on the beach, including the other passengers who stood a few yards away, sighed when they saw her naked body totally exposed. Beth’s heavy tits were pale compared to the tanned skin around them, topped with large pink nipples. Her dark bush was clipped short, just a thin line of hair covering her pussy.

		“Now jump,” the guard ordered.

		“Jump? Why?”

		“To shake loose anything you’ve got tucked away. Do it.”

		Tears streaming down her face now, Beth began jumping up and down on the sand. Her big tits jiggled and bounced, and every man on the beach was suddenly so hard they had to fight to hide their erections. Then the guard ordered Beth to turn around and jump some more, giving the men a perfect view of her round, firm ass, which was just as pale as her tits.

		“Now bend over. Reach back and spread your cheeks.”

		“What? No!”

		“Do it!”

		Beth did as she was told, but she was so humiliated she could die. She couldn’t believe she was standing there spreading her ass cheeks in front of two dozen people, all of whom had a clear view of her exposed pussy and ass now. The guard came closer then bent down until his face was only a few inches away. He studied Beth’s naked crotch for a few seconds then grunted and stood up again.

		“C-can I please stop doing this?” the girl begged. When the guard nodded, Beth stood up straight again and wrapped her arms around her naked body like she’d done before. She looked at Melvin. “Is he finished?”

		The guide exchanged a few words with the security guard, who shrugged and nodded. “He says he’s done.”

		“Thank god!” Beth blurted. “Ashley, give me my bathing suit!”

		“Get it yourself,” her sister muttered. Ashley was actually sad the whole ordeal was over so fast. She had enjoyed seeing her big sister brought down to size for a change.

		“You little bitch!” Beth snarled. “I ought to kick your ass for this!” She wiped the tears angrily from her face then bent to pick up her bikini, but Ashley reached down and grabbed it first. “What the hell are you doing?” Beth wailed. “Give me that!”

		“Go fetch it,” Ashley said, throwing the bikini as hard as she could toward the water. It only sailed a dozen feet before the two pieces fluttered to the sand, but Beth still gasped and ran after it. Melvin, the guard, and all the guests from the ship watched as the girl stumbled across the sand, big tits bouncing again as she desperately chased her bikini. She snatched the bottoms up first, but they had gotten turned inside out and she fumbled with them before she was finally able to step into them and yank them all the way up. But the suit’s crotch was full of sand, and Beth cried out in pain as the gritty bikini bottom rubbed against her bare pussy. Fighting back fresh tears, she held the bikini top at arm’s length and flapped it back and forth, sending loose sand flying. This made her big tits jiggle once again, even though she tried to cover them with her free arm. When most of the sand was out of the top, Beth wrestled her way into it. But her movements were so fast and frantic that one of the shoulder straps broke, and she had to keep one hand clamped over her left tit to keep the fabric in place.

		Beth stomped back to her sister, her mouth a grim line. “You’ll pay for that,” she muttered.

		“Please, girls, don’t fight,” Bob said. “It’s all over. Let’s just get back on the ship now and forget about it.”

		“These two are sisters, yes?” Melvin asked.

		“They are,” Bob confirmed.

		Melvin motioned to Beth. “I even saw this one try to slip a shell to the other one before I searched her.”

		Melvin and the guard both stared at Ashley, whose eyes suddenly grew wide. “Then we need to be thorough,” Melvin said with a grin. “You better search this one, too.”

		A smile spread across the guard’s face as well as he turned to Ashley. “Miss, please remove your swimsuit.”

		Ashley’s mouth dropped open. “What?”

		“We must make sure your sister didn’t pass any shells to you,” the guard replied.

		“But she didn’t! I swear!”

		Melvin said, “Please do as you’re told, miss.”

		Ashley swallowed hard. Melvin, Bob, and the guard were all staring at her, waiting, and the rest of the cruise ship passengers were craning their necks to see what would happen next.

		“What’s wrong, sis?” Beth asked with a sneer. “You were fine when I had to strip.”

		“But I…I…” Even though she still wore her black one-piece swimsuit, Ashley wrapped her arms around herself as if she were already bare. She had never been naked in front of anyone before. Not her sister, not her friends, and certainly not a man. She wouldn’t even change in front of the other girls in the school locker room. Instead, she’d hide in one of the bathroom stalls after gym class then take a quick shower and put on clean clothes after everyone else left.

		Bob rubbed a hand over his bald head and laughed uncomfortably. “I’m sorry, Ashley, but I don’t think you have a choice. Let’s do this fast so we can all get back to the ship.”

		“Yeah, come on,” her sister said. “We don’t have all day.”

		“But I can’t!” Ashley cried. “I just—”

		Melvin sighed. “Call the police,” he told the guard. “We cannot inconvenience the other passengers like this.”

		“No! No, wait!” Ashley bit her lip, imagining the same scenario Beth would have faced if the police were involved. Hauled off to some island jail, stripped and searched by a roomful of leering cops, left in some dirty cell for hours until her parents came to bail her out. She swallowed hard again, her whole body trembling. “Okay. I…I’ll do it. But will you…” She gestured vaguely at Melvin, Bob, and the guard. “Will you stand in a row so the others can’t see?”

		Melvin rolled his eyes. “Fine. If it will make this go faster, then yes.” He stood facing Ashley with his back to the rest of the cruise ship passengers, then motioned Bob and the guard to stand on either side of him. Together, the three men formed a wall that mostly shielded Ashley from view. Beth stood off to one side, frowning. Why the hell didn’t she get the same treatment?

		“Okay, let’s go,” the guard said.

		Ashley glanced from one man to the other. They were only three feet away, close enough to reach out and touch her. She took several steps back and was about to reach for the strap of her swimsuit when she realized she was still holding her phone. She looked down at it dumbly for a moment, then Beth snapped, “Here, give the damn thing to me.” Ashley placed it in her sister’s hand then stepped back again. Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god. I can’t believe I’m doing this, she thought, trying to control her trembling arms and legs. Just relax. Don’t think about it. Ignore the three men staring at you. Pretend you’re all alone, changing clothes in your room back home. Block everything else out. It’ll all be over before you know it.

		Ashley gripped both shoulder straps then began pulling the swimsuit down toward her waist, so slowly that she might have been performing a seductive striptease. First her apple-sized breasts were revealed, the small pink nipples hard as rocks. Then Ashley pulled the swimsuit lower, revealing her flat stomach, but she stopped when it reached her waist. I can’t do this. Not while they’re staring at me like that!

		“Hurry up, sis,” Beth said, clearly enjoying her sister’s humiliation. “Show ‘em what you’ve got so we can get out of here.”

		Trembling, Ashely looked up at the clouds. She couldn’t stand to see the three men staring at her, and the only way to avoid that was to look away from them. The girl took a deep breath, hooked her thumbs in the sides of her swimsuit, then shoved it down to her ankles. The three men barely caught a glimpse of her brown bush before she clapped one hand over it and flung the other arm over her small, firm tits.

		Melvin shook his head. “Hands in the air, miss.”

		With tears in her eyes, Ashley did as she was told. She raised her arms over her head, giving Beth and the three men a clear view of her naked body. The men all grinned wickedly, and even Beth had to admit that her sister had a great body. Her tits were smaller, of course, but Ashley was taller and leaner with a perfect stomach and slim, toned legs. Since Ashely was still looking upward, Beth aimed her sister’s phone at the girl and snapped off a few quick photos without the other girl even knowing it.

		“Jump up and down,” the guard ordered. Ashley obeyed, nearly falling over head-first because she’d forgotten that her swimsuit was still wrapped around her ankles. She stumbled at first but then caught herself, her face going red as she stepped out of the swimsuit and started hopping in place, her small tits jiggling. Then the guard ordered her to turn around, and all three men grinned even wider at the sight of her smooth, firm ass. Ashley was told to jump again, then the guard ordered her to bend over.

		“Reach back and spread yourself open, just like your sister did.”

		Ashley looked over her shoulder at the group. “P-please…isn’t there some other way? I just…I can’t do it…not that…”

		The guard stepped forward. “You will do it, and you’ll do it now, or I’ll do it for you.”

		“No! Okay, okay!” Sobbing now, Ashley leaned forward then reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart. She stared at the ground while the guard hunched down behind her, muttering to himself as he peered between her legs. After a few moments, he finally grunted and stood back up. “She’s okay. You can go now.”

		Thank god! Wiping her eyes, Ashley turned around and reached for her swimsuit—but it was gone! She wrapped both arms around her naked body and looked frantically from side to side, but the swimsuit had vanished. The guard was already walking back to his hut and Bob and Melvin were talking together a few feet away, but none of the men had anything in their hands. Ashley turned to her sister for help, then noticed that Beth had one hand behind her back.

		“Beth!” Ashley hissed, darting behind her sister so the other cruise ship passengers couldn’t get a good look at her. “Did you take my bathing suit?”

		The older girl chuckled and brought her hand to the front of her body again. The black swimsuit was wadded up in her fist. “I ought to keep it after what you did to me, but here,” she said, tossing the swimsuit to Ashley. The younger girl caught it and tried to slip it back on, but the damp suit got all tangled up around her knees. Ashley swore under her breath as she fought with it, her tits jiggling again as she bent forward and struggled to pull the suit up to her waist.

		“Smile!” Beth said, and Ashley froze then looked up in shock. Beth had just snapped another picture with Ashley’s phone, a close-up of the girl bent over with her tits hanging down and her brown bush in full view.

		“Stop it!” Ashley squealed. “Don’t you dare!” She pulled harder on her swimsuit, ripping the fabric, but she finally managed to get the material up her stomach and over her tits. The whole time, Beth continued fiddling with the other girl’s phone.

		“Okay, let’s post all of these to Facebook,” she said, giggling as she tapped the phone’s screen. “There! Now let’s see how many likes you get before Facebook takes them down.”

		“Nooooo!” Ashley screamed, running at her sister. “Give me that! We have to delete them before anybody sees!” She grabbed Beth’s arm but the older girl pulled backwards, and soon the two girls were stumbling across the sand toward the ocean.

		“Let go!” Beth yelled.

		“No, you let go!”

		Water splashed around their ankles as the girls stumbled into the surf, spinning and wobbling, then both sisters fall flat on their asses in the shallow water. Ashley pulled herself to her knees, coughing and spitting. Her wet hair hung in her face, and she had to swipe it away to see where the phone had gone. Beth was lying on her back, laughing as the small waves rolled over her legs. “Is this what you want?” she asked, holding up the dripping phone. “It’s all yours.”

		Ashley grabbed it and stabbed the screen with her fingertip. It was totally black. She mashed the power button over and over, but the phone was dead.

		“Sorry about that,” Beth said, still laughing. “Guess there’s no way to delete them now. But look at the bright side. Remember how you always wanted to be famous when you were a kid?”

		Ashley just stared at her sister, her mouth open.

		“Well,” Beth continued, “I think you’re about to get your wish!”
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