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Prologue

 


 


Every time Pastor O’Connor mentioned sins of
the flesh, or coveting thy neighbor’s wife, or any other
provocative topic in one of his sermons, the men at Coral Ridge
Presbyterian Church immediately thought of Ashley Greer. Ashley and
her husband Scott had joined the church three months earlier, and
now every man in the congregation was obsessed with her. It was
impossible not to notice Ashley because she had the face of an
angel; sky-blue eyes, a delicate nose, perfect cheekbones, a
sensuous mouth, and thick brown hair that she always wore in a
ponytail, giving her an innocent girl-next-door look. Below the
neck, however, those angelic qualities vanished.

Ashley was a petite woman barely over five
feet tall with a slim, athletic build. But although she was slim,
she sported a pair of full, round tits that looked even bigger than
they were because of Ashley’s thin frame. Her ass was also full and
round, which meant men stared at Ashley whether she was coming or
going. They were hypnotized by this woman with the face of an angel
and the body of a devil, and even though Ashley wore conservative
dresses to church, nearly every man at Coral Ridge had wondered
what the woman looked like naked. What they didn’t realize is that
one summer day after an unusually strange Sunday service, none of
them would ever have to wonder again.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 1.

 


 


Ashley sighed as she looked around the church
kitchen at the greasy pots and pans and stacks of dirty dishes. She
loved the Sunday Senior Breakfast, but cleaning up after it was
always a chore. And today would be extra tough because Blanca
Lopez, the wife of the church custodian who normally helped Ashley
with the cooking and cleaning, was out sick. That meant Ashley had
to handle the mess herself, which meant she would probably be late
to the Women of Faith support group at eleven.

Ashley tried not to mope as she started
loading plates into the dishwasher. When she and her husband Scott
moved to their new home in Florida, the first thing they did was
find a church to join. It was a great way to meet people, and since
most churches had classes and seminars and group sessions before
their Sunday services, along with evening events during the week,
joining a church was an easy way to fill a social calendar if you
were new to an area. Ashley learned right away, though, that making
friends with the other women at Coral Ridge would be a rocky
path.

Girls had been jealous of Ashley’s looks and
her body ever since her freshman year in high school. While most of
her female classmates were still looking at their flat chests and
sighing, Ashley was forced to wear compression bras to keep her
boobs from distracting the boys. Not only were they big, but they
also jiggled like a pair of water balloons. It was a problem she
still had as an adult, and it had led to several embarrassing
incidents at the church.

All the ladies wanted to look their best on
Sundays, but because Florida was so agonizingly hot, most of them
picked church dresses made of thin, lightweight material. During
one of the first sermons Ashley and her husband attended, the air
conditioning was cranked up so high that Ashley’s hard nipples had
poked through her thin white dress like bullets. The men had all
stared with open mouths while the women gave Ashley mean looks, so
the next Sunday she wore a blue dress made of much thicker
material. But the pastor had ordered the thermostat in the church
be set to a higher temperature that week, and halfway through the
sermon Ashley got so hot she thought she might pass out. Glancing
nervously around, she had unfastened the top two buttons of her
dress to keep herself from suffocating. But she forgot to fasten
them again at the end of the sermon, and when she leaned forward to
put her hymn book back in the rack behind the pew, her big boobs
had spilled right out the front of her dress. The people around her
gasped, and Ashley looked down to see her cleavage on full display
with her boobs barely concealed by her lacy bra. She had stuffed
her boobs back into her dress and dashed out of church with her
cheeks blazing.

The rumors and snarky remarks started right
away. The men at church all leered at Ashley whenever they saw her,
and the women thought Ashley was an exhibitionist who was trying to
tease and excite their husbands. Not only did it keep Ashley from
making new friends, it also killed her chances to lead any of the
social groups at Coral Ridge. When Ashley volunteered to take
charge of the Teens Together club, the pastor had scowled and said
he couldn’t allow an “inappropriate influence” near the church’s
younger members. Ashley then asked if she could help lead the Women
of Faith group, but the other members nearly laughed in her face.
The group’s longtime leader, an icy blonde named Missy Mayfield,
was especially hateful toward Ashley and barely spoke to her or
called on her during the group’s weekly sessions.

The only group deemed “safe” enough for
Ashley was the Sunday Senior Breakfast, where most of the
participants were too old and feeble to take much notice of Ashley
– although she had seen one or two of the men staring at her boobs
with a slack grin on their faces as she leaned over to serve them
their food. Ashley just smiled brightly and did her best to keep
the group fed and entertained, and she even enjoyed the cleanup
process because she normally had Blanca Lopez to chat with as they
tidied up.

But today it’s all up to you, she
reminded herself. The dishwasher was loaded and running now, but
Ashley hadn’t tackled the worst part yet: scrubbing the pots and
pans. She decided to get the biggest mess out of the way first, so
she opened the oven and pulled out the baking sheet they used for
the bacon. To keep the grease from spattering their good clothes,
Blanca showed Ashley how to line a large aluminum tray with tin
foil and cook the bacon in the oven. After the grease had cooled,
Blanca would fold the corners of the tin foil up and to the center,
making a foil pyramid with the grease trapped inside, then plop the
foil into the trash can.

Ashley set the tray on the counter but
hesitated as she reached for the foil. She hadn’t worn an apron
when she cooked that day because all the aprons, together with the
dish towels, were still next door in the laundry room. Blanca
normally brought them over before they started cooking, but Ashley
had been so flustered when she found out she was handling breakfast
alone that day that she had forgotten to fetch them. That meant she
had to be extra, extra careful not to splash a single drop of
grease as she threw the foil away. She had worn one of her favorite
outfits that day, a raspberry-colored dress that fell just below
the knee, and she didn’t want to ruin it.

Ashley pulled the trash can out from under
the sink and sank to her knees with the baking sheet in one hand.
Now she could fold up the foil and drop it right into the can
without worrying about dripping or splashing. But since the baking
sheet was too big to balance in one hand while she folded up the
foil, she had to rest it on the edge of the trash can instead.
Ashley frowned as she lifted the first corner of the foil. The tray
still wasn’t very steady. Maybe she should—

Noooo! Ashley gasped as the trash can
tipped toward her and the baking sheet landed flat against her
chest, spilling the lukewarm grease all over her. She flailed
backward and fell right on her butt, with the baking sheet landing
on top of her. Ashley shoved it away, but the grease had oozed all
over the front of her dress and into her lap. Some had even
dribbled down her neckline, and she could feel it trickling down
her bare skin.

Gross! Gross! Gross! Ashley struggled
to her feet and looked down at herself; the entire front of her
dress was soaked, and so were her hands and arms. And now that she
was standing, the grease was trickling down her legs too. It was so
slimy it felt like live worms wriggling all over her body!

Her heart raced as Ashley tore at the front
of her dress, nearly popping the buttons off as she yanked her arms
out of the sleeves then shoved the greasy garment down to the
floor. Now she stood in only her pink panties and a lacy pink bra,
both of which were damp and greasy as well. Frantic now, Ashley
kicked off her high heels then dashed barefoot to the kitchen door
and locked it, then she scrambled over to the room’s lone window
and shut the blinds. Her big boobs bounced around in her damp bra
the whole time, and the pool of grease in her crotch made it look
like she had wet herself.

Ashley touched her bra with shaking hands
then grimaced as she tore the slimy thing off and dropped it to the
floor, then she shoved her panties to her ankles and stepped out of
them. Now she stood stark naked in the church kitchen, with her
bare boobs exposed along with the neatly trimmed triangle of dark
hair between her legs. She grabbed the roll of paper towels off the
counter, tore off a long string of them, and rubbed them all over
her chest and stomach. Then she used a second handful to blot her
crotch, reaching behind her afterward to wipe the grease from
between her butt cheeks. By the time she was mostly clean she had
used up half the roll, but at least the gross, sleazy oil wasn’t
trickling down her skin anymore. Ashley looked down at her naked
body, her chest heaving, then her eyes opened wide as she glanced
numbly around the room. Oh my gosh! This is insane! I’m standing
here completely nude!

Even though she was alone and the door was
locked, Ashley ran to the corner of the room and ducked down behind
one of the tables, her heart hammering in her chest. Take a
breath! Calm down! Nobody else uses the kitchen before the sermon,
so you’ve got plenty of time to figure this out. Unless one of the
other women comes to help clean up, that is…or one of the church
members stops by to get a drink or a snack…or the pastor drops by
to say hello…

Ashley gritted her teeth to bite back a
scream. No, she didn’t have plenty of time, because if
someone—anyone—came in and saw her like this, her reputation would
be ruined forever. And since the pastor and every church member who
volunteered for one of the social groups had a master key, even the
locked door wouldn’t keep a curious person out for long.

Legs trembling, Ashley stood and began
searching the kitchen for anything she could cover up with. Just as
she thought, there were no aprons, no tablecloths, not even a hand
towel. All the linens were in the laundry room next door. Ashley
stared at her wet, greasy clothes wadded up on the floor. Think,
think, think. She glanced at the wall clock, working out times
in her head. Okay, maybe there was a way out of this after
all.

The laundry room was right next door. She
could throw her clothes in the washer, and there were plenty of
things in that room to wrap up in while she waited. She could put
one apron on backwards and another on forwards, covering both sides
of her body, then wrap herself in a tablecloth for good measure.
She would look ridiculous, but at least she would be completely
covered if someone walked in on her. If her dress looked halfway
decent after it came out of the dryer, she would still have time to
make it to the sermon without anyone knowing what happened. If it
looked awful, she would call Scott and tell him to meet her at the
car, then they could leave. Or should she just call Scott now and
ask for his help right away?

Ashley bit her lip. No, Scott was in the
Ministries for Men support group at the moment, and even if he
didn’t tell them why he had to leave right away, the rest of the
men would wonder. If all he said was that Ashley needed help, some
of the others might offer to come along. And honestly, Ashley
didn’t even want her own husband to see her standing in the middle
of the church kitchen naked. The only way she could get out of this
with her pride intact was to cover up before another soul got even
a glimpse of her in this sorry state.

Ashley walked over to pick up her clothes,
nearly slipping on the slick tile floor. She lifted the soggy dress
with two fingers, grimacing; it was cold and greasy and smelled
awful. She had planned to pull it on before she walked next door,
but the thought of wriggling back into the oily garment made her
gag. But what else could she do? The door to the laundry room was
only a few steps away, but she had to cover herself with something
before she went outside.

Only half the roll of paper towels was left.
The floor was still greasy and Ashley was worried that someone
might fall and hurt themselves, but she could clean it better with
towels from the laundry room. She plopped her dress on the counter
then picked up the paper towel roll and, feeling ridiculous,
started wrapping them around her chest. Once her big boobs were
covered, she lowered the roll and wrapped her stomach, then her
waist. There were just enough left to cover her pubic area, with
the roll running out as she reached her upper thighs. Now she
really looked outrageous, but at least she would be mostly
covered as she dashed the few feet to the laundry room.

Ashley picked her dress up again and a thin
trickle of grease dripped onto the floor. She jerked the dress back
over to the counter, and a few drops spattered onto the paper
towels covering her chest. Crud, crud, crud! If she carried
her dress like this, she would not only leave a trail of bacon
grease behind her but it might soak the paper towels enough to make
them fall off. She needed a bag or something else to carry it in.
The trash bag in the can under the sink was stuffed full of greasy
paper towels, but maybe there were spare bags down there too. She
opened the cabinet and began to squat down, but stopped as the
paper towels around her waist started to rip. No! Huffing,
Ashley stood up again and gritted her teeth. Okay, this is
silly. You’re only walking a few feet. Just go get the aprons and
tablecloth, then deal with the dress once you’re safely covered
up.

After unlocking the door, Ashley opened it a
crack and peered out. No one was on the walkway and she didn’t hear
any voices. The kitchen and laundry room were part of a small
building beside the church that also held offices and storage
space, and those other rooms stayed empty on the weekends. The
classes and groups met in the Community Center near the parking
lot, which was a good 50 feet away. With all the various groups
meeting now, the members of the congregation should all be
indoors.

Ashley stuck her head out further and looked
both ways. The coast was clear. Just three big steps and she’d be
safely inside the laundry room. It was such a short space to cover,
but her heart still hammered as she slid through the door and
stepped onto the cement walkway, the summer sun feeling weirdly
indecent as it hit her bare legs. Now her heart was going crazy,
bouncing around in her chest like a trapped bird. Don’t just
stand here like an idiot! Go, go, go!

But something was nagging at her as she took
that first step, her body pressed close to the wall, and as she
took the second step and heard the kitchen door click shut behind
her, a cold chill raced down her spine. She took a third step and
grabbed the doorknob leading to the laundry room, and her worst
fears were realized as she tried to turn the knob and found the
door locked. Gasping, Ashley spun around and dashed back to the
kitchen. When she grabbed that doorknob, it was locked as well.

That’s what had nagged her as she stepped
outside. Every door in the building locked automatically, which is
why the members who ran the various social groups were given a key.
Ashley’s was still in the kitchen, tucked safely inside her purse.
She fought back a scream and pressed her back to the wall; now she
was stuck outside without her keys or her phone, and with nothing
but a few flimsy paper towels to cover up with!

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2.

 


 


Ashley’s head was spinning and she thought
she might throw up. She gripped the cement wall with aching
fingers, her teeth chattering despite the heat. She had no idea
where to go or what to do, but she couldn’t stand there forever
because eventually someone would come by. And as she stood there
trembling at the thought of that happening, she heard a sound that
made her heart sink; a low, melodic humming along with heavy
footsteps. Ashley recognized that humming instantly; it was Juan
Lopez, the church custodian!

Without even thinking, Ashley turned and
scampered down the walkway to a row of thick bushes that grew
beside the building. The flimsy paper towels wrapped around her
tore at the perforations as she ran, drifting to the ground. She
tried to clutch a few to her chest but wound up crumpling them into
balls instead, so she dropped them in frustration as she stumbled
behind the row of bushes and sank to the ground with her knees
pressed into the pine straw and her bare ass resting on her heels.
Now she was totally, completely naked with only a four-foot-tall
bush to shield her from the world!

Ashley hugged her chest and trembled as she
heard Juan approaching. Normally his melodic humming cheered her
up, but today it sent bolts of fear down her spine. Then the
humming abruptly stopped, and Ashley froze. Had Juan seen her? Was
part of her body sticking out? She risked a quick glance around the
side of the bush and saw Juan staring at the paper towels littering
the walkway, a confused frown on his face. Juan was about fifty, a
short, stocky man who wore jeans and work boots and a dirty blue
T-shirt with the Coral Ridge Church logo on it. He carried a rake
in one hand and a black plastic bag filled with leaves in the
other, but he dropped both to the ground as he looked at the mess
on the walkway, muttering something under his breath. He lifted his
baseball cap and scratched his head, still muttering, then he
sighed and bent down to scoop up the trash. He wadded up all the
paper towels and stuffed them in with the leaves, then picked up
the bag and his rake and plodded off again, humming once more.

Ashley held her breath until Juan’s footsteps
died away, then she let it out in one ragged gasp. Okay, the
situation had gotten serious. She wasn’t just trapped in a room,
unable to leave anymore; now she was out in the open with
absolutely nothing to cover herself with. She had to get
Scott’s help now. But she couldn’t go to the Ministries for Men
classroom in person, because then Scott would be just as humiliated
as she herself would be. She had to call him, but how? Where could
she find a phone? All the offices and other empty rooms would be
locked. In fact, the front door to the church would probably be the
only door she could get through, and the nave would be empty until
the service started at noon. She could reach the pastor’s office
from there, and he did have a landline on his desk. But she
couldn’t just waltz into the church stark naked, even if it was
deserted at the moment. She had to find something to cover up with,
no matter what it was.

Ashley peeped over the top of the bush and
looked around. The first thing she spied was the parking lot, about
50 feet away. Maybe someone had left a jacket in their car, or
maybe one of the older churchgoers kept a blanket in theirs. But if
she got that lucky, would she even be able to get inside? Most
people in the city locked their cars without thinking about it.
But right now it’s your best chance, so you have to try.

The girl rose halfway then squatted back
down. No, this was nuts. Even though people complimented her
figure, Ashley had never been comfortable with her body. She never
changed clothes in front of girlfriends, avoided public locker
rooms, and even insisted on making love to her husband with all the
lights off. Bare body parts, even her own, made her queasy. Just
saying the word boobs made her feel nasty, and she had
borrowed her mother’s word for what a woman has between her legs—a
kitty—because the p-word sounded gross as well. Now she was about
to search the cars in a parking lot with her boobs, her kitty, and
everything else hanging out, in broad daylight. Even if a miracle
happened and no one saw her, just knowing she had done something so
indecent would cling to her like that nasty bacon grease
forever.

So what’s your other option? Sit here in
the bushes until the service is over and hope you can get Scott’s
attention without anyone else seeing you? How likely is that?
Ashley bit her lip hard. There really was no other option.
One way or another, she had to find something to cover up with.
Then even if she couldn’t get to a phone, at least she wouldn’t be
sitting around naked while she waited for her husband.

Rising halfway, Ashley looked in all
directions then scampered toward the parking lot in an awkward
crouch with her arms wrapped over her chest. She shot glances left
and right as she ran, painfully aware that everything from her
waist down was completely exposed. But she reached the parking lot
without seeing a soul, ducking down behind a silver SUV to catch
her breath. Now what? Walk from car to car and pull on all the door
handles? What if she set off an alarm by accident? That would be
the worst thing that could happen!

Ashley rose slowly, making sure she was still
alone. She peered inside the SUV since it was closest, but she saw
no jackets or blankets or anything else useful inside. Staying in a
crouch, she crept to the next vehicle but it was empty as well.
Ashley walked down the entire row without seeing anything she could
use. Didn’t anyone leave junk in their cars anymore? She had been
walking along the curb at the edge of the parking lot, but to
search more cars, she would have to step down onto the blacktop.
When she tested it with one foot, it was just as hot as she
expected it to be. Not scorching, but definitely hot enough to
blister her bare soles if she walked on it long enough. Since she
had no choice, though, Ashley gritted her teeth and stepped down.
She moved along the next row of cars still in a crouch, painfully
aware that a few church members came only for the service so more
cars could possibly pull into the lot while she was searching. If
that happened, she didn’t know what she would do.

When she was halfway down the row of cars,
her eyes opened wide. Someone had left a suit jacket on a hanger
dangling from the hand strap in the back seat. Ashley tried the
door, but it was locked. Crud! She tried one of the other
doors but then gave up and kept moving. Her feet were getting sore
from the hot asphalt, and she couldn’t stand in one place for long.
She reached the next row of vehicles and her heart leapt again as
she spied an old windbreaker tossed on the back seat of a huge
pickup truck. Its doors were locked too, but the owner had left the
windows cracked open about three inches. Was it enough to slide a
hand inside and unlock one of the doors? Please let it be!

Ashley flattened her fingers like a sheet of
paper then pushed her hand straight through the opening. Once her
arm was in nearly to the elbow, she let her hand drop. The truck
was so high she had to stand on her tiptoes, but she could almost
brush the door lock with her fingertips. She arched her back and
stretched. Come on, come on! Just another inch!

“Hey!” a man’s voice called out. “Excuse me!
Do you need help?”

Crud! Ashley jerked her head up and
peered through the truck’s windshield. Marty, the church security
guard, was staring back at her from the edge of the parking lot. He
was 20 feet away and the truck was between him and Ashley, so he
could only see her head and arms.

“Did you lock yourself out?” Marty continued,
walking towards the truck now.

Ashley froze. Marty must not have recognized
her yet, and from the casual way he was acting, he obviously hadn’t
noticed that she was naked either. But once he got closer, there
would be no way to hide it. She yanked her arm out of the window
and hunched down behind the huge truck.

“Hey!” Marty yelled. Then when Ashley took
off running, he called out “Wait! Stop right there!”

Ashley stayed hunched over as she scampered
between two rows of vehicles, wincing every time her bare feet
struck the asphalt. She didn’t dare look back over her shoulder
because she didn’t want Marty to see her face, but he probably had
a perfect view of her bare butt. Please, please, please don’t
let him recognize me! She heard heavy footsteps behind her now.
Oh my gosh, no! He’s coming after me! Ashley ran faster
until she reached the end of the row, then she ducked behind an SUV
and snuck a quick peek at Marty. He was a tall, heavy man with a
big belly that strained against the beige fabric of his security
guard uniform, and he was clearly out of breath as he moved down
the row at a fast jog.

Marty stopped and wiped a hand across his
forehead as he looked around. “All right, that’s enough!” he
called. “Come on out! I don’t know what you’re up to, but let me
help you if I can! You look like you can use it!”

Ashley’s heart was racing, but Marty had just
given her a glimmer of hope. He hadn’t called her by name, so he
obviously hadn’t recognized her. Maybe he thought she was some
vagrant or homeless person trying to break into cars. Coral Ridge
was a nice neighborhood, but there was a big public park near the
church that attracted a few seedy people in the evenings. And Marty
must have seen that she was naked, so maybe he thought she
was mentally ill as well.

Then the footsteps started again. No! He’s
coming! Ashley slid along the side of the vehicle until she
reached the next row of cars, then she hunched as low as she could
and moved down that row until she was behind Marty, who was still
walking slowly in the opposite direction one row over. With the
line of cars between them, he had no idea where she was. Ashley
peered around, trying to plan her next move. Once she left the
parking lot, there was nothing to hide behind; all the trees,
bushes, and buildings were a good 50 feet away. Whichever direction
she ran, Marty would see her and follow her. She had to find a way
to throw him off her trail so she could get to a phone and call
Scott, even if she had to sneak into the church naked after all. If
Marty caught her—or even recognized her—her reputation would be
ruined forever. Running around the church grounds naked was awful
enough, but being caught naked while trying to break into cars was
a hundred times worse.

As she looked around, Ashley noticed Marty’s
golf cart sitting at the edge of the parking lot. He used it to
monitor the church grounds on Sunday mornings, driving slowly
around the perimeter of the buildings. Marty now stood at the
opposite end of the parking lot with his hands on his hips, staring
at the woods that separated the end of the parking lot from the
public park next door. The church Dumpster sat right at the edge of
the woods, walled in on three sides by a wooden enclosure.

That gave Ashley an idea. Staying hunched
over, she moved silently to the end of the parking lot where the
golf cart sat. Marty was still at the other end of the lot, looking
in the opposite direction. Ashley checked to see if Marty kept a
jacket or anything else on the golf cart, but no such luck. She
crouched down beside the golf cart with one arm over her chest and
her face tucked into her shoulder to hide it, then she jabbed the
red horn button on the golf cart’s dashboard.

Marty spun around when he heard the feeble
beep. “Hey!” he bellowed, trudging toward the golf cart. “Get away
from that!”

As the security guard plodded back down the
middle of the parking lot, Ashley dashed behind the nearest vehicle
then crouched as low as she could and duck-walked her way to the
other end of the lot while Marty passed her going the opposite
direction. The row of cars between them shielded her again and the
guard never caught a glimpse of Ashley as she made her way to the
Dumpster. She reached the big metal container, groaning as she
pushed the big hinged lid up and peered inside. The Dumpster was
dark and smelled awful even though it was only half-filled with
trash. With one hand propping the lid up, Ashley used the other to
sift through the garbage on top of the heap. She was looking for
anything she could cover up with, even an old dirty tarp or
paint-spattered drop cloth, but most of the trash was either pieces
of paper or empty food containers. Ashley did spy one useful item
and yanked it out; a used COVID mask. A lot of the elderly church
members still wore them on Sundays, including a few who came to
Ashley’s Senior Breakfast event.

The girl spun around as she heard the
familiar hum of Marty’s golf cart. He had seen her at the Dumpster
and was now puttering toward her on the walkway beside the parking
lot. She was far enough away that he probably hadn’t seen her face,
but she pulled the elastic strap of the COVID mask over her head
anyway and pushed the cone of white paper over her nose and mouth.
If she couldn’t hide her body, she had to at least hide her face so
no one could identify her as the insane pervert running around the
church campus in the nude.

Marty was only about 30 feet away now. Ashley
had planned on letting him see her, but she hadn’t wanted him to
get this close. She’d also hoped she would be covered by a tarp or
drop cloth by the time she led Marty on a chase, but no such luck.
As Marty got closer, Ashley ran around the side of the Dumpster and
charged into the thick grove of trees. The area was dim with
shadows from all the leaves and branches, and the trunks of some of
the banyan trees were so wide that Ashley could easily hide behind
them. Her plan was to disappear fast so Marty would think she had
run to the park on the other side of the grove, where the homeless
people hung out in the evenings. If he thought the intruder was one
of them, he might drive down to investigate.

About halfway into the grove, Ashley stopped
running and pressed her back to one of the big banyans. She heard
no footsteps and didn’t see Marty when she sneaked a peek around
the tree trunk. She closed her eyes and tried to calm her
breathing, but her heart was racing a mile a minute. Once she’d
finally settled down, she looked around and took stock of her
situation.

This is insane. You’re outside stark naked
with hundreds of people in the area. You could be seen, chased,
arrested…anything could happen. Oh Ashley, how did you get yourself
into this mess? Tears prickled her eyes, but she wiped them
away roughly. Enough of that. Put on your big girl panties and
handle this. She sighed and shook her head. If only she had a
real pair of panties, and a bra to match!

Keeping her arms wrapped around her body, she
slid a few yards to the side and stopped behind another banyan.
Using the big trees as cover, she made her way back toward the
parking lot but on the opposite side of the Dumpster from where she
had taken off from. Her bare feet made no sounds on the dirt, and
soon she was within a dozen feet of the Dumpster again.

Marty stood on the other side of it, staring
in the direction Ashley had first run. He was shaking his head and
muttering under his breath, probably trying to figure out what to
do next. Nothing illegal or dangerous ever happened at the church.
Marty spent most of his time just waving at church members when
they arrived and wishing them a good day when they left. Now he had
a possible crime to investigate, and a bizarre one at that. Was he
excited? Nervous? Confused?

The security guard finally went back to his
golf cart. Ashley thought he might return to the church grounds,
but instead he pulled away from the parking lot and took the cart
out onto the street that led to the public park. Within seconds, he
was out of sight.

Ashley blew out a huge sigh that filled her
COVID mask with warm air. Marty would probably be gone at least 15
or 20 minutes if he went to the park and looked around, giving her
plenty of time to find a phone and call Scott – if only she could
manage to do it without someone else seeing her. She paused and
looked down at herself; after all that running, her nude body was
damp with sweat. Her bare feet were filthy. And she was wearing a
used mask she’d pulled out of a Dumpster. If she stopped long
enough to let everything sink in, she’d probably die from
embarrassment. Then don’t think about it, she told herself.
Block it all out. Just keep going and get yourself out of this
mess!

The next step was to get inside the church,
which was about 100 feet away. She could use the bushes along the
walkway as cover, but first she had to cross the parking lot again.
She hunched down and made her way between two rows of cars back to
the top of the lot, then sprinted to the nearest bush and crouched
behind it. The bushes weren’t connected like a hedge, so she had to
do a series of short sprints before she made it to the edge of the
walkway near the church door. She made it without seeing anyone,
but then she had to cross 20 feet of open space to get inside, with
absolutely nothing to hide behind.

Ashley trembled as she crouched behind that
last bush, her bare skin scratched and itchy from brushing against
so many limbs and leaves. The thought of entering the church naked
filled her with dread. Passing through that door and into that
sacred place with her boobs, her kitty, and everything else hanging
out would make her feel like the most disgusting person in the
world.

Steeling her nerves, Ashley launched herself
up and dashed to the church entrance. She pulled the heavy wooden
door open an inch, peered inside, then opened it wider and slid
through the opening. She practically dived behind the last pew in
the row then peeked above it. As she thought, the church was empty.
Nothing but rows of empty pews lit by the soft colored light
filtering down from the stained glass windows behind the altar. It
was silent as a tomb, too, with no noise other than the hiss of the
air conditioning.

Ashley trembled, and not just from anxiety.
The church was always chilly, and when that cold air hit her bare,
sweaty skin, she broke out in goosebumps right away. Her nipples
were hard as rocks too, which made her feel even more indecent.
Tears sprang up in the corners of her eyes as she glanced upward at
the ceiling. Oh lord, please forgive me for all this. I’m not a
sinner, I’m just really, really dumb.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3.

 


 


Ashley wiped her eyes roughly. She didn’t
have time to feel sorry for herself; she had to get to that phone
and call Scott. Pastor O’Connor’s office was at the rear of the
church, and she would need to pass down a long hallway that
stretched the length of the building to reach it. She only prayed
she wouldn’t encounter anyone along the way, because the hallway
was totally empty with nothing to hide behind.

After one more peek to make sure the room was
still empty, Ashley started crawling toward the right-hand wall.
She figured it was safer to stay down low where she was hidden
behind the pews, but her big boobs swayed like crazy as she
scuttled on her hands and knees. By the time she reached the other
side of the room, her cheeks were bright red. Even though nobody
was there to see her, it felt disgusting to have her bare body
jiggling like that in the middle of church.

The entrance to the hallway was at the rear
of the church, so Ashley rose and wrapped her arms around herself
as she scampered down the aisle and past all the empty pews.
Instead of feeling relief once she reached the hallway, though,
Ashley’s heart sank. She’d forgotten about the row of windows that
ran the whole length of the hallway! The church was fairly new and
had a modern design, and to let in as much natural light as
possible, the wall that faced the outside was made almost entirely
of glass. Only a foot-high strip of drywall ran along the bottom of
the glass, which wasn’t nearly enough to hide her from anyone
outside if she tried to crawl on all fours again.

Ashley bit her lip and peered outside. The
windows faced the courtyard beside the church, where some of the
social groups held their sessions if the weather was good. Right
now the members of her Sunday Senior Breakfast were meeting with
Pastor O’Connor for the Elder Bible Study, with the roughly two
dozen men and women scattered around the courtyard in wooden chairs
shaded by a huge canvas awning. The pastor sat facing the group
with a Bible in his hand, smiling as he explained one of the
passages.

Ashley’s knees were trembling again. The
hallway stretched nearly the whole length of the building. Even if
she ran at top speed, it would take at least 10 seconds to reach
the pastor’s office. If any of the people outside happened to
glance in her direction, there would be nowhere to hide. But the
way the group was seated, they would have to turn sideways to see
the windows. Everyone seemed to be focused on Pastor O’Connor. She
had to risk it.

With her arms wrapped around her chest again,
Ashley hunched forward and charged awkwardly down the hallway. She
kept her eyes on the floor most of the time, but once she neared
the pastor’s office, she couldn’t help shooting a glance out the
window. Oh my gosh, are some of them turned this way? Are a few
of them standing up for a better look? No, no, no! Just
focus!

Ashley ducked inside the pastor’s office,
which only had an open doorway with no door installed because
Pastor O’Connor wanted his parishioners to know that he was always
available for them. She rushed behind his desk and plopped down in
his chair, with the soft leather feeling indecent against the skin
of her bare butt. She snatched the phone receiver up and dialed the
first three digits of Scott’s cell number then froze. What came
next? It was 327, right? Or was it 372? Since the number was
programmed into both her cell phone and home phone, she hadn’t
dialed it in years. Come on, think! She tapped in all the
digits then heard a shrill beep and a recorded voice saying The
number you have dialed is not in service. Huffing, Ashley hung
up and tried again but got the same message. Crud! She
massaged her forehead, trying to visualize the number, when she
suddenly heard footsteps coming from the hallway.

Nooooo! She whipped her head right and
left. There was a closet on the far wall, but she would have to
cross the room to get there and she had no idea if there was space
inside to hide. The footsteps sounded close. She only had a few
seconds. Ashley slid out of the chair and crawled into the leg
space under the desk, clutching her knees and pulling herself into
a tight ball with her forehead touching the floor and her butt in
the air. Then she rolled the chair towards her a few inches and
waited, her heart hammering in her chest.

The footsteps came closer then stopped. Was
someone standing in the doorway? The desk faced the door and had a
solid wooden front, so no one would see her unless they walked
behind the desk and pulled out the chair,. But if they did,
Ashley’s bare butt would be pointing straight up at them—along with
everything between her legs! The woman cringed, fighting to keep
her teeth from chattering. The soft footsteps entered the room,
then she heard a man make a sound like hmph. Was it the
pastor? Did he see her running down the hall and come to
investigate? She still had the mask on and would have been tough to
recognize, but if anyone had gotten a glimpse of her, it would’ve
been pretty obvious that she was naked.

More soft footsteps, then Ashley heard the
closet door open and close again. After a moment, the person left
the room and Ashley heard the footsteps retreating down the
hallway. She stayed wrapped up in a ball for a solid minute until
the noises vanished, then she pushed the chair away from the desk
and slithered out, peeking over the top of the desk. Now that she
was sure she was alone, she let out a ragged sigh of relief. Her
heart was still hammering and she’d been panting so hard that the
inside of the COVID mask was hot and damp, so she pulled the clammy
thing off and rubbed her palms over her sweaty skin.

Okay, now what? She picked up the
phone and tried dialing Scott again, but the number was still
wrong. Darn it! She put the phone down and looked around,
then rose slowly and crept over to the closet. It was filled with
boxes of paperwork, folders, flyers, and other materials from
church fundraisers. Ashley huffed. Good grief. The pastor
doesn’t even keep a raincoat in here? She clenched her fists in
frustration. All right, enough is enough. She had to get
help, and if she couldn’t get it from Scott, she could only think
of one other person—Missy Mayfield. The Women of Faith group would
be meeting now in their classroom. Ashley couldn’t march in there
stark naked, but if she could get Missy’s attention and draw her
out, Missy could either find something for her to wear or go get
Scott so he could take care of everything. But as she noticed the
clock on the wall, she realized that time was running out; in only
30 minutes, everyone would head to the nave for the service.

As she moved toward the doorway, Ashley saw
her reflection in the wall mirror beside the clock, and what she
saw made her cringe. Even when she was sparkling clean, she never
stared at her nude body in mirrors. She didn’t even walk around her
own bathroom or bedroom naked, always wrapping a towel around
herself the moment she stepped out of the shower. Now her bare skin
was sweaty, dirty, and covered with tiny scratches and red marks
from all the leaves and branches she had rubbed against outside.
Her hair was sweaty and tangled too. She looked like some wild girl
who was raised in the jungle or something. How did she get herself
into such a huge mess?

Ashley bit her lip. Stop it, you bonehead!
The longer you stand here feeling sorry for yourself, the less time
you have to get help! After peeking into the hallway to make
sure it was empty, she slid out and put her back to the wall. The
church’s rear exit was only a few steps away, and she pushed the
heavy door open and stepped out onto the pavement that ran behind
the church. The area was shielded by tall trees and no one ever
used the rear door, so Ashley had figured no one would be around.
Now all she had to do was get to the Community Center where the
classrooms were. It was only a dozen yards away and she was able to
hide behind trees and bushes every few feet as she made her way to
the entrance without seeing anyone along the way.

The Community Center was a long, rectangular
building with doors at both ends. Ashley slipped inside, thankful
to find the wide corridor deserted. Several of the church groups
met here, but the members were all inside the rooms at the moment.
Ashley scampered down the corridor, heading for the room where the
Women of Faith would be gathered. As she passed the restrooms along
the way, she stopped and ducked inside the ladies room. It was
small with only two stalls, and there was nothing inside she could
use to cover herself. Even the trashcan was tiny, with a bag that
probably wouldn’t even fit over her head. But since you left the
COVID mask in the pastor’s office, maybe that wouldn’t be such a
bad idea she told herself, barely smirking at her own joke.

As she noticed the roll of toilet paper,
Ashley wondered if she could wrap it around herself like she had
done with the paper towels. She pulled a long strand off the roll
and tried, but the paper was so thin and her skin was so sweaty
that the paper got stuck and ripped every time she wrapped a layer
all the way around her torso. She finally huffed and gave up,
wadding the toilet paper into a ball and hurling it angrily into
the trash.

After peeking into the hallway to make sure
it was still deserted, Ashley crept out and moved to the door
across the hall from the bathroom. Each door in the building had a
small square window at eye level, and Ashley peeped through to see
the dozen or so ladies of the Women of Faith group sitting in
chairs and facing Missy Mayfield, who stood near the whiteboard at
the front of the room. A list of words including devotion
and fidelity was written there in purple dry erase marker,
and Missy was obviously in the middle of one of her stern lectures.
When Ashley opened the door just wide enough to stick her head
inside, Missy turned and frowned.

“Well, there you are,” Missy said. She
was a slim woman in her early forties with shoulder-length blonde
hair and icy blue eyes. Missy loved all shades of pink, and that
day she wore a knee-length dress the color of bubble gum. Because
Missy was tall and her arms and legs were so slender, she had
always reminded Ashley of a bad-tempered flamingo.

“Missy, can I see you in the ladies room for
a moment?” Ashley asked, keeping her voice low. “It’s an
emergency.” Two of the other women started to stand, but Ashley
snapped, “No, just Missy!”

“What emergency?” Missy asked. “What’s going
on, Ashley?”

“Please, just come to the restroom. I
promise, it’s important.”

Ashley let the door swing shut then scampered
back across the hall and waited inside the bathroom. She heard high
heels clacking on the hallway floor, then Missy pushed the bathroom
door open and came inside.

“All right, what’s so—” she began, but then
Missy’s eyes opened wide and the rest of the words caught in her
throat as she saw Ashley standing there with one arm wrapped around
her chest and the other hand demurely covering her crotch. “What in
the world,” she hissed, her eyes traveling up and down
Ashley’s nude body.

“Missy, I-I can explain,” Ashley babbled. “I
did something dumb. Really dumb. And now I need your help to
get out of it.”

As the blonde stood there dumbfounded, Ashley
told the rambling story from the beginning. She started with the
moment she spilled grease all over her clothes and ended with
nearly getting caught in the pastor’s office. By the time the story
ended, Missy’s face was twisted in horror and disbelief.

“So please,” Ashley begged, “I need something
to wear, and—”

“Hold it,” Missy hissed, her voice brittle.
“Instead of running around in public without a stich on, why didn’t
you just stay in the kitchen where no one would see you?”

“I told you, I had a plan. I was going to
wash my clothes and—”

“Then why didn’t you take them with you when
you went to the laundry room? You could’ve put them on again after
you got locked out.”

“I just, I don’t know, I wasn’t thinking.
Like I said, this was all a big dumb mistake!”

Missy stood staring for a moment then her
lips curled in a sneer. “Was it? Was it really a
mistake?”

Now it was Ashley’s turn to stare. “M-Missy,
what are you saying?”

“You seem to make a lot of dumb
mistakes,” Missy snapped. “Like when you wore that paper-thin
dress to church and everyone could see your nipples through it, or
when your other dress accidentally opened after the service
and your breasts fell out.”

“Missy, I don’t—”

“Admit it, Ashley. You’re a harlot, and you
want men to look at you. You want them to look at you and
drool over you because that’s what makes you feel important.”

Now Ashley was too stunned to speak, so she
just stood staring at Missy with her mouth gaping as the blonde
continued her rant.

“Well, you got your wish,” Missy sneered.
“Every man at this church, young and old, gets a gleam in his eye
and a bulge in his pants when you walk by. That includes the ones
in my family, too. I checked my husband’s browser history on
his computer last week and there were multiple searches for photos
of short brunettes with ponytails and large breasts. Who do you
think inspired those keywords, hmm? And when I scrolled
through the pictures my son Chad took on his phone at all the
recent church events, I found that most of the time he was zooming
in on you and trying to get shots down your top or up your skirt.
He’s obsessed with you, just like all the other men here at Coral
Ridge!”

Ashley stood there trembling with tears in
her eyes. “Missy, please, I swear I’m not trying to flirt with
other men! And I don’t like to show off my body! I’ve never
even owned a bikini!”

“I’m not wasting any more time on you,” the
blonde hissed, turning to go. “I recommend you leave the church
grounds before the security guard comes back. Or maybe I should
find Pastor O’Connor right now and ask him to call for the
man.”

“Oh my gosh, no, please don’t!” Ashley
yelped, grabbing Missy’s arm. “I’ll go, I swear, I just need
something to wear! Can’t you ask the ladies in the group if anyone
has a sweater or—”

Missy sneered and snatched her arm away.
“It’s the middle of summer, Ashley.”

“Then a blouse, or a skirt, or…or
anything, I don’t care! Just something to cover up
with!”

“So you want one of the other ladies to lend
you half of their clothes then parade around church indecently like
yourself?” Missy gave Ashley one last hard stare then pulled the
bathroom door open. “Service starts in fifteen minutes,” she said
over her shoulder. “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll be off
the church grounds by then.”

As the door swung shut, Ashley’s knees
started knocking. How could this by happening? And how could Missy
think those awful things about her? They definitely weren’t
friends, but she thought Missy would at least take pity on her and
help her find something to wear. Now she was totally on her own,
completely naked and completely alone.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4.

 


 


Ashley left the bathroom and marched woodenly
down the corridor. All she could do now was find a place to hide
until Scott came out. He always got to the chapel first and held
seats for them until Ashley got there a few minutes later. Would he
come looking for her when she didn’t show up, or would he be too
embarrassed to leave once the sermon started and stay in his seat
until it was over? As the girl neared the exit, she clenched her
fists so hard her nails bit into her palms. No, no, no! She
was tired of waiting for someone to rescue her, and she refused to
hunch down naked and trembling behind some bush for another hour.
One way or another, she would find something to cover up with and
then she would fetch Scott and demand that he drive her home.

But as Ashley left the building, checking to
make sure no one was around, she realized that she didn’t know
where to start. Any room with clothes or blankets or anything else
she could use would be locked. She could try all the doors and
might get lucky if one hadn’t shut all the way when someone left
it, but the security guard could come back any time and he would be
on the lookout for anyone suspicious. Ashley moved to the corner of
the building and knelt down behind the wall, scanning the area. She
had to be smart, and careful, and…

Then the girl’s eyes grew wide as she noticed
something she’d probably overlooked a dozen times that day as she
ran around searching for something to wear. On the wall of the
Community Center, just beside the door to the main entrance, hung a
dark blue flag with the word Welcome trailing across it in
white letters. The flag had to be eight feet long and about six
feet wide, and it was made of thick material. If Ashley folded it
in half then wrapped it around herself like a towel, it would
easily cover her from neck to knees.

After running around for an hour in despair,
Ashley was suddenly excited. She hunched forward and crept along
the edge of the building until she stood beneath the flag, then
looked up. The flag hung from a wooden pole mounted on the side of
the building, but if she stood on her toes, she could probably grab
the lower edge of it. The girl reached up as high as she could,
grinning as she pinched one corner of the thick fabric between her
thumb and forefinger.

Yes! I’ve got! Ashley tugged, hoping
to pull the flag loose from the pole, but it wouldn’t budge. It
seemed to be attached by a rope or strap, but she couldn’t tell if
it was fastened to the pole or just draped over it. Probably
fastened, so the flag wouldn’t blow off during a strong wind.
Ashley reached up and grabbed the other corner, tugging with both
hands as she bounced up and down on her heels. She pulled so hard
that her big boobs jiggled like crazy, but the flag still wouldn’t
budge.

Ashley huffed a sweaty strand of hair out of
her eyes. After all this searching, she wasn’t going to give up
that easily. She studied the wall of the building; it was plain,
smooth masonry, but about halfway up it a row of ornamental brick
ran all around the building, jutting out a few inches like a narrow
ledge. If she stood on that, she could reach the top of the
flagpole and unfasten the flag. But how was she supposed to get up
there? The ledge was several feet above her head, and there was no
way to climb the smooth wall.

Crouching behind a nearby bush, Ashley
scanned the area. She needed something to stand on; a box, a crate,
or something else tall and sturdy. Had she seen anything like that
over by the Dumpster? No, just flimsy little cardboard boxes. There
had to be something else…and as she thought about the
garbage, she remembered the big trash can that sat near the
entrance to the building. It was metal and had to be at least three
feet tall. If she stood on top, could she boost herself up to the
ledge? It was all she could think of, so she had to try.

The front entrance was right around the
corner from her hiding spot, so Ashley stood and dashed over to the
can. It was made of battered silver metal and had a matching lid,
and when the girl gripped the two handles on the sides, she found
it lighter than she expected. Juan must have emptied it that
morning. She pulled the lid and found she was right; the inside was
bare, not even a garbage bag. But that was fine; in a minute, she’d
have that nice thick flag to wrap up in.

Once the trash can was pushed up against the
wall, Ashley raised one leg and put a foot on top of it. Having her
legs spread so wide made her blush bright red, so she quickly
planted her hands against the wall and tried to launch herself up.
The empty can wobbled like crazy at first, and Ashley had to jump
back off to keep it from tipping over. She tried again, grabbing
the edge of the flag with both hands this time to stabilize herself
until she could plant both feet on top of the lid. She felt like
some silly nudist acrobat, but she finally managed to stand on top
of the trash can with her hands flat against the wall.

Ashley’s cheeks were still blazing. She’d
spent the whole morning trying to hide her nude body and now she
had put it up on a pedestal, so to speak. She had to get this over
with fast, because the service would start in about ten minutes and
that meant the groups in the Community Center would be filing out
of their classrooms soon and walking just a few yards away from her
as they made their way to the church. She planted her hands on the
brick ledge which was now just below her belly button, tensed her
shoulders, and lifted one leg as high as it would go. She flailed
for a moment, the rough brick scratching her skin, but then she
planted her knee on the ledge and was able to awkwardly hoist the
rest of her body up after it. Soon she had both knees on the ledge,
and by once again holding onto the draping flag to steady herself,
she managed to rise to her feet with the front of her body pressed
to the stone wall.

Now Ashley was more nervous than ever. She
was eight feet up in the air, stuck to the wall like Spiderman,
with her bare butt on full display. Don’t think about it! Just
go, go, go! The girl inched sideways along the ledge toward the
flagpole, then carefully took one hand off the wall so she could
unfasten the flag. But because she was reaching behind her, she
couldn’t see what she was doing. She flailed her arm uselessly for
a few moments, trying to make contact with the rope or strap or
whatever was holding the flag, but her hand just kept sliding
across the fabric. Darn it! She had to turn around so she
could see what she was doing. Fortunately the end of the flagpole
attached to the stone wall was right above her face, and she was
able to hold onto that while she gingerly turned her body around
until her heels rested on the ledge and her butt was pressed to the
warm stone.

A queasy feeling filled Ashley’s stomach as
she looked out at the parking lot and the surrounding area. Now her
boobs and her kitty were on full display to anyone who walked by.
She had never been this exposed or this vulnerable in her entire
life! And if she let go with even one arm to try to cover herself,
she would probably lose her balance and fall off the ledge. She was
only eight feet up, but that was high enough to sprain an ankle—or
worse—if she tumbled down. She pictured herself lying on the ground
naked and helpless, forced to shout for someone to come save
her.

Shuddering, Ashley shook that awful image out
of her head and focused on the flag again. She could see the top of
the pole now, and the flag was attached with two thick plastic
strips that wrapped around the pole and hooked through eyelets at
the edge of the flag. Ashley tugged the flag towards her and the
plastic strips slid down the pole until they were close enough to
touch. They were definitely too thick to break, but maybe there was
a way to unfasten them. With one hand holding the flag, Ashley took
her other hand off the wall and reached for the closest plastic
strip. But as she did, she almost lost her balance and had to lean
back quickly to keep from falling. She tried again, slower this
time, but the same thing happened. Shoot! The ledge was so narrow
that she couldn’t keep herself steady unless her back stayed
pressed to the wall. And since her big boobs made her top-heavy,
she started to tip over every time she leaned forward.

Huffing, Ashley grabbed onto the flag again
and tugged. Maybe she could just rip the darn thing off. But no,
the fabric was too thick and she would need a lot more leverage to
yank it hard enough to rip it. What if she slid it off the end of
the pole? No, she would need a big stick or a broom or something
else long enough to push it that far. She would never have time
to—oh, shoot! The time! She’d been so focused on trying to get the
flag down that she forgot the church service would be starting
soon! If she didn’t get off the ledge now, she’d be stuck there
when everyone came out of their classrooms!

Forget the flag for now. She had to
hide again until the service started, then she could give it
another try. But as the girl started to climb off the ledge, she
realized that getting down would be a lot tougher than getting up.
When she lifted a foot to step down onto the garbage can, her whole
body swayed. She couldn’t balance on the skinny ledge on just one
foot, and she also couldn’t support her whole body weight on one
leg while she crouched and awkwardly tried to plant the other one
on top of the trash can. But what else could she do? Sit on the
ledge and lower both legs at once? No, it was too narrow to sit on
and she might scrape all the skin off her bare butt if she slid off
too fast. Maybe if she—

Ashley’s head snapped up as she heard voices.
No! The people from the classrooms were headed outside!
Oh my gosh, oh my gosh! She tried lowering one foot again
but nearly fell off the ledge face-first. Clutching the wall with
both hands, she stood there trembling as the voices got closer.
Should she just jump? There was nothing but dirt down below,
nothing to break her fall. Was it worth the risk? Probably not, but
what other choice did she have?

Taking a deep breath, Ashley bent her knees
and prepared to jump but as she stared down at the ground, her body
froze. No, she couldn’t do it! What if she landed awkwardly and
broke an ankle? Or what if her body twisted as she fell and she hit
her head? Suddenly her knees were shaking and her palms were damp
with sweat. It was only an eight-foot drop, but it might as well
have been eighty feet; Ashley was so terrified she couldn’t even
move anymore.

When the first group of people came out of
the Community Center, Ashley was still so petrified that she didn’t
even notice them. And they didn’t notice her at first either. It
was the teenagers from the Teens Together group, a dozen boys and
girls from local high schools talking and laughing as they walked
toward the church for the service. But then one of the boys glanced
to the side and his jaw dropped. He stopped in his tracks and the
boy walking behind him crashed into him, complaining at first, but
when he saw what the first boy was staring at, a huge grin spread
across his face.

Soon all the teens were staring and pointing,
then they hurried over to get a closer look. When Ashley saw them
coming, she nearly screamed. Her fingers gripped the wall in fear
and now her whole body was shaking. A dozen teenagers were staring
at her nude, exposed body and she had no way to cover herself! Some
of them even had their phones out to take pictures or videos! She
opened her mouth to tell them to stop, but nothing came out but a
scared little squeak.

“Mrs. Greer, what are you doing up there?”
one of the boys asked. His name was Hank and he was a big, burly
senior who played on the high school football team.

“And where the heck are your clothes?” one of
the girls asked.

“Are you okay? Are you hurt?” another girl
piped in.

One of the teens who stayed silent was Chad
Mayfield, Missy’s son. He was too busy snapping off picture after
picture on his phone as his hard cock throbbed painfully inside his
slacks. He had spent the last three months thinking about Ashley
Greer nonstop, and every time he jerked off, he tried to imagine
what that awesome body looked like naked. Now it was right here in
front of him on full display, with those amazing tits fully
exposed. He could even see Ashley’s pussy lips as she stood on the
ledge above him with her legs spread! Chad was so excited he felt
dizzy. Could this really be happening, or was it all a dream?

“S-s-s-stop!” Ashley finally yelped. Her
cheeks were blazing red and she couldn’t believe the teens were
just staring at her like that. “D-d-don’t look at me! And p-put
those phones away!”

But no one turned their heads or stopped
taking pictures. Even a few of the girls had their phones out now!
Ashley gritted her teeth in frustration and shut her eyes as if she
could make the crowd disappear that way.

“Mrs. Greer, are you stuck?” Hank asked. “Do
you need help getting down?”

“Just g-go away!” she snapped, her body
trembling with both fear and anger now. That made her big boobs
jiggle more than ever, and the boys below moaned under their breath
as they watched the show.

“How the heck did you get up there?” a girl
in a yellow dress called out.

“And why are you outside with no clothes on?”
another girl asked. “Is this a TikTok challenge or something?”

“I told you, just g-go away!”

The girls muttered and pointed, and Ashley
thought she heard words like desperate and drama
queen.

The girl in the yellow dress shook her head.
“Mrs. Greer, I’m sorry, but nobody stands on a ledge buck naked
unless they’re trying to get attention. So why are you telling us
to go away? Isn’t this what you wanted?”

Ashley gritted her teeth in frustration. She
was so embarrassed she wanted to die, and she’d also been up on the
ledge in the bright sunshine so long that sweat was trickling down
her naked body. A stream of it raced down between her boobs, over
her flat stomach, and right into the hair over her kitty. It
tickled like crazy, but there was no way she was going to rub her
crotch in front of all these gawking teens. Why wouldn’t they just
leave?

Hank scratched his head and frowned. “Mrs.
Greer, you sure do look like you need help, but we can’t help you
if you don’t tell us what’s going on.”

The last thing Ashley wanted to do was
explain all her stupid moves that day, but the teens weren’t
leaving her any choice. “I…I climbed on top of that t-trash can to
get up here, but now I can’t get down again.”

“But, again,” the girl in the yellow
dress said, rolling her eyes, “Why did you do that?”

Hank came and stood in front of the trash
can, his arms stretched upward. “It doesn’t matter. Here, I’ll help
you. Just step down on the lid and I’ll hold you steady. I won’t
let you fall.” Now Ashley’s exposed crotch was right in his line of
sight, and even though Hank really did want to help, he also
couldn’t tear his eyes away from those plump pussy lips and the
thick brown hair surrounding them. He swallowed hard and moved his
eyes upward, trying to look Ashley in the face, but his eyes got
stuck on those big jiggling tits instead.

Ashley had tears in her eyes now. She
couldn’t stay up there like some stripper on a stage while the
teens gawked at her, but she also didn’t want Hank’s hands all over
her naked body. It was a revolting choice to make, but she had to
get down.

“O-okay,” she said, nodding. She slowly bent
her knees until she was nearly squatting, then she stretched her
arms out as she slid one foot off the ledge. She tried to step down
one leg at a time, but her body pitched forward and both feet
landed hard on the trash can’s lid as Hank’s hands clamped onto her
hips. The empty trash can wobbled and Ashley flailed her arms,
frantic, as she fell forward and landed flat against Hank as if
they were hugging. Hank grunted and wobbled backward, then fell
flat on his back with Ashley on top of him. Her big boobs were
mashed against his chest and his hands had slid down to her curvy
ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh by reflex.

Ashley struggled to push herself up, her
boobs dangling over Hank’s face as she scrambled off of him. The
rest of the teens had formed a circle around them, still staring
and gawking and taking pictures and videos. A few of them were even
smiling or laughing. Ashley felt her cheeks go hot, and not from
embarrassment this time. She clutched her naked body, too stunned
and angry to even speak for a moment, but when she saw two of the
boys whispering to each other and giggling, she finally lost
control.

“What the—what the f-fuck is wrong
with you?” she snapped. “You th-think this is funny?” She
stomped over to one of the boys and shoved him hard. “Give me your
shirt!” she blurted, yanking on the boy’s blue polo. He backed up
and pushed her hand away, not giggling anymore. Ashley spun toward
the other boy. “You then! Give me yours!”

The boy looked sheepishly down at his chest.
“Uh, my mom just bought this and I don’t think she—”

“What about you?” Ashley hissed, spinning
toward Chad. He lowered his phone with a guilty look on his face,
but he still couldn’t tear his eyes away from the gorgeous nude
body right in front of him.

“M-me?” he chirped. “What about me?”

“Can’t you see I’m n-naked?” she yelled.
“Give me your shirt! I need something to wear!”

Chad backed away as Ashley stomped toward
him. “Hey, cut it out! It’s not my fault! Why are you naked in the
first place?”

Ashley had never been this angry before. Her
whole body was throbbing with it, and loud white noise had filled
her head. She was so mad she didn’t even worry about her body being
on display as she marched after Chad, both hands clawing at his
shirt. Chad backpedaled away from her and the two performed an
awkward dance until a woman’s voice suddenly cried “Stop it!”

The crowd turned to see Missy Mayfield and
the others from the Women of Faith group standing a few yards away.
Missy’s eyes flashed as she stomped toward Ashley with her bony
fists clenched. “Leave him alone!” she demanded. “What in the world
do you think you’re doing?”

The words hit Ashley like a slap in the face.
She stood there for a moment with her arms at her sides, panting
and confused like she’d just woken from a dream. Then she let out a
ragged sigh and flapped her arms weakly. “I just…they…they
won’t…”

“Mrs. Greer, have you lost your mind?” a
silver-haired woman in a purple pant suit asked. It was Dorothy
Hannover, one of the most respected ladies at the church. “You
should be ashamed of yourself. Exposing yourself in public is bad
enough, but in front of all these children?”

“I d-didn’t do it on purpose! M-Missy can
tell you! It was all a big mistake!”

Missy just rolled her eyes and shrugged, and
Dorothy Hannover gave a delicate grunt of disapproval. “A mistake,”
she mimicked. “You woke up this morning and simply forgot to put on
your clothes? Is that it?”

“N-no! It’s…it’s a big long crazy story, and
I never meant for anyone to see me!”

“So in order to stay hidden, you climbed up
the side of a building in plain view of the good lord and everyone
else on this planet?”

Ashley was so frustrated that she didn’t know
how to answer. A few minutes ago she had sworn in public for the
first time in years, and now she was about to do it again. “Okay,
th-that’s enough! Fuck you, Dorothy! Can’t you see I need help? All
you’re doing is criticizing me! If you don’t want me running around
naked, why don’t you find me something to f-fucking wear?”

Dorothy’s face went as hard as stone. “Oh,
you need something all right, but it’s not help,” she hissed. “What
you need is discipline. I was a school teacher for 42 years, and I
know a girl who needs a good spanking when I see one.”

Ashley yelped as the older woman leaned
forward and smacked her hard on her bare ass. The teenagers
giggled, and even a few of the older ladies had to fight back
laughter.

“What the—why did you—I can’t believe you!”
Ashley sputtered, rubbing her stinging backside.

“All right, that’s enough,” Missy said. “I’m
ending this now for the good of everyone.” She clamped her hands on
Ashley’s shoulders, ready to escort the woman off the property. She
knew exactly what she would say as she did it, too. You’ve
brought shame on yourself and on our church ever since you joined.
Coral Ridge is no place for the type of indecency and wanton
behavior you show. I don’t know where you’ll find others who can
tolerate antics like this, but it is certainly not here.

“Wait, she can have my shirt,” Hank said,
motioning to his white button-up.

Missy looked around at the faces of the
teenagers. Now that the shock of the bizarre situation had worn
off, a few of them seemed concerned. If Missy forced Ashley off the
property naked, would they think she was the bad guy? And if
any of them told their stories to Pastor O’Connor, whose side would
he take?

“It’s okay, I don’t mind,” Hank continued,
reaching for the top button.

“No,” Missy told him, holding up a hand.
“It’s fine. I have it under control, Hank.”

“But she—”

“Like I said, I’ll take care of it.”

“But Missy—” Ashley pleaded.

“Don’t worry. I just remembered where we can
find something for you to wear.”

With her hands still on Ashley’s shoulders,
Missy steered the other woman toward the rear of the church. The
two marched there quickly side by side, with Missy’s arm over
Ashley’s shoulder now. Ashley was shocked by the protective move,
but she would have been even more shocked if she knew what was
going through Missy’s mind.

There can’t be any doubt, the blonde
had decided. Everyone here, including Pastor O’Connor, needs to
know how low and depraved this woman is. I can’t rely on them to
take my word for it. They need to see it for themselves.

Once they reached the rear entrance to the
church, Missy ushered Ashley inside. Instead of walking down the
window-lined hallway where Pastor O’Connor’s office was, Missy
pushed open a heavy door that said Maintenance.

“Wh-where are we going?” Ashley asked as
Missy led her down a narrow, dimly-lit hallway.

“The storage room for all the Christmas
pageant props is down here. You can wear one of the shepherd’s
robes and it’ll cover you from head to foot.”

Ashley felt so relieved that she nearly
cried. “Oh my gosh, Missy, thank you. I’m so glad you thought of
that.”

“You don’t have to thank me,” Missy answered
as she opened another door. And five minutes from now, you
definitely won’t want to.

The room wasn’t much bigger than a walk-in
closet, and when Missy flicked on the lights, Ashley saw that the
unpainted walls were lined with rows of metal boxes with hinged
doors. Thick cords and cables snaked out from below some of them,
their other ends disappearing into holes in the walls. Across the
room were three rough wooden steps with another door at the
top.

“Are we almost there?” Ashley asked.

“Yes, dear, this is nearly the end.” She
followed at Ashley’s heels as the girl mounted the steps and opened
the door.

The next thing Ashley knew, she was stumbling
forward as she was shoved hard from behind. She blundered a few
steps with her arms flailing then fell to her knees, throwing both
palms out to stop herself from landing face first. When she raised
her head and looked around, a cold, sick feeling spread down her
spine.

Pastor O’Connor was a few feet away, staring
at her over his shoulder in horror as he stood at his pulpit. Past
him, Ashley saw the faces of the hundreds of other church members
staring at her as they sat in the pews. She whipped her head around
and saw the little door at the corner of the stage, the one she
always wondered about when she happened to glance at it while the
pastor was giving his sermon.

Eyes wild, the girl scrambled on all fours
back to the door and grabbed the knob, but it had been locked from
the inside. She hauled herself to her feet and spun around again,
frantic. There was no other way off the stage other than the stairs
in front that led down to the pews.

“Ashley,” Pastor O’Connor muttered, moving
toward her. “What in God’s name…”

The girl tried to sputter a
response…something, anything…but her head was spinning and her skin
was crawling like a million ants were racing over her naked body,
and all she wanted to do was run, run, run, but the only way out of
the building was the front entrance.

Some of the parishioners were standing now to
get a better look. The faces all blended together; some smiling,
some frowning, some familiar and some not. Now Pastor O’Connor was
even closer, one hand stretched toward her.

Ashley let out a strangled cry and thundered
across the stage, arms over her chest as she ran down the stairs
then charged straight down the center aisle between the rows of
pews, her bare feet pounding the carpet until she stiff-armed the
front door and blundered out of the church.

Pastor O’Connor and the parishioners stared
in shock, their eyes glued to the door even after the girl was
gone. Most were so dumbfounded they didn’t know what to say or do,
but a few of the men glanced up at the ceiling and smiled as if
their prayers had just been answered.
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