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Chapter 1.

 


 


As the warm water flowed down Payton Miller’s
nude body, one thought filled her mind: It’s so nice to finally
take a shower alone!

That seemed like a crazy thing to be grateful
for; she grew up in huge houses where she always had her own
bedroom and bathroom, but when she started her freshman year at
Hemdale University, everything changed. Now she not only shared a
dorm room with a roommate, but she also shared a communal bathroom
with dozens of other teenage girls. After having total privacy for
most of her life, changing clothes and showering in front of a
bunch of people she barely knew just felt weird and gross. Even
though she was slim and pretty with a figure most girls would kill
for, she still didn’t feel comfortable letting strangers run their
eyes up and down her naked body.

As Payton lathered her long honey-colored
hair, she thought how ironic it was that her first private shower
in weeks was taking place here in the girls locker room at
Hemdale’s gym, which was normally packed. But since the sisters of
Zeta Alpha Nu insisted that their pledges get up early to do hours
of exercise before the day even began, Payton had the entire locker
room to herself. The gym wasn’t even supposed to be open yet, but
the Zeta sisters always seemed to find a way to get what they
wanted.

When Payton started college, her older
friends all gave her the same advice: join a sorority. They talked
about all the benefits of sisterhood, and how much easier it would
be to make friends, do well in classes, adjust to the new
atmosphere—and, of course, meet boys. Payton had been a little
nervous because of all the horror stories she’d heard about hazing;
other girls whispered about pledges being stripped, humiliated,
physically abused, and forced to binge drink, and there were even
rumors that some sororities pressured the pledges into performing
sex acts. But Payton had chosen Zeta Alpha Nu because of their
reputation for valuing hard work and dedication over crazy college
antics.

So far the pledge process had been demanding
but not impossible. The day normally began with grueling exercises
followed by hours spent cleaning the sorority house, participating
in fundraisers, or performing other tasks to benefit the Zetas. The
girls still had to attend class, of course, but all time outside
the classroom was devoted to the sorority. It was exhausting for
sure, but Payton could handle the long hours and hard work, which
were much better than being forced to strip naked for inspection,
run across campus in her underwear, or do any of those other
humiliating things the wilder sororities did.

The other thing Payton could handle better
than the other pledges was the verbal abuse and mean personalities
of the senior Zeta members. Payton knew the pledge process was sort
of like joining the Army, and she had expected the Zeta sisters to
act like drill sergeants as they barked out orders and screamed
commands at the top of their lungs. Some of the pledges shivered in
fear and others actually cried, but Payton had decided to show the
senior Zetas just how tough she was. She figured they would
probably admire a girl with some backbone, so while she followed
their orders, she did it with a steely glare on her face and
sometimes growled back at whatever sister was bossing her around at
the time.

A few of the Zetas were stunned speechless by
Payton’s attitude. I was the class president in high school,
she told a sister one day while she and the other pledges were
scrubbing the sorority house floors. So I’ll jump through your
hoops now to show you how tough I am, but one day I’ll probably be
in charge of this group. The sister gave Payton a smug grin and
told her to keep scrubbing, and Payton went back to work with even
more energy than before.

The one sister who wasn’t the least bit
amused by Payton’s remarks was Darby Dunn, the president of the
sorority. Darby was a tall, slim brunette with pale skin and
ice-blue eyes who always wore her dark hair in a long, sleek braid
that trailed down her back like a scorpion’s tail. Whenever Payton
stood up to one of the sisters or showed any resistance during the
pledging process, Darby would focus her icy stare on the blonde as
her top lip pulled upward in a little snarl. Payton had to admit,
Darby’s stare was so intimidating that she couldn’t lock eyes with
the other girl for more than a few seconds before she had to look
away—and to be honest, just being in the same room as Darby made
Payton nervous.

Their relationship had been rocky from the
start. At Payton’s first sorority mixer, she had stumbled in her
high heels and accidentally spilled a drink on Darby’s dress. Then,
at another party a few days later, Payton had flirted with a tall,
handsome frat brother named Chip Evans without realizing he was
Darby’s boyfriend. When Darby walked up to find Payton laughing
with Chip, the sorority president’s cold stare had turned as sharp
as an icicle. Since then, the tension between Payton and Darby had
been so strong that even the other pledges got goosebumps when the
two girls were together.

But hopefully everything will change after
today, Payton thought as she shut the water off and smoothed
the wet hair away from her face. It was the last day of Hell Week,
so after one final round of grueling challenges, she and the other
pledges would be welcomed into the sorority and everybody could
have fun and get along the way sisters were supposed to. And Payton
wasn’t even that nervous about the tasks she had to do that day,
which Darby had described the night before.

“Tomorrow is your final test,” the sorority
president had said, standing in the candle-lit room in her long
white gown with all the other sisters behind her, “and you will
face your greatest challenge of the pledging process. To prove
you’re worthy to join our sisterhood, you must complete a series of
tasks in the tradition of the great Greek heroes—and just like
them, you will perform these tasks alone.”

Payton nodded, happy that the group hazing
events seemed to be over. This was her chance to shine as an
individual, and she was ready to show Darby and the other sisters
just how brave and determined she was.

Darby raised her arms dramatically, like a
character in an ancient Greek play. “First, to prove your
endurance, you will rise before dawn for two hours of strenuous
exercise. Then, to prove your intelligence, you will take your
history exam and make an A. To prove your dedication, you will
spend one hour outside the Student Center promoting tomorrow’s
university fundraiser. Then, to prove your courage, you will climb
the tower beside the football field and ring the Victory Bell.
Afterward, to prove your allegiance, you will cut the lawn at the
house of our brother fraternity. And finally, to prove your
loyalty, you will work as a volunteer during the fundraiser that
evening.”

Payton smiled as she remembered how relieved
she’d been. She could do most of those things in her sleep! History
was one of her top subjects and she always scored an A on exams.
Passing out flyers for the fundraiser was so easy it would be a
laugh. And did they think she was scared of climbing the tower to
ring the bell that tolled during football games every time Hemdale
scored a touchdown? It was only 25 feet tall, and the ladder looked
really sturdy. Mowing the frat house lawn was probably the toughest
thing on the list, and even that would be a piece of cake for a
fit, active girl like herself. Lastly, volunteering at that night’s
fundraiser wouldn’t even feel like work; all the Greek houses were
hosting carnival-style games and activities to raise money for the
school, so it would probably be a lot of fun.

The blonde shivered and clutched herself as
she stood there naked and dripping. She needed to dry off and get
ready. History class started in an hour and she had to get dressed
and dry her hair before she went to take the test.

Payton stepped out of the shower stall and
reached for the towel she’d hung on the hook outside, but it wasn’t
there. Crap, did she leave it in the locker by mistake? That never
happened! Oh well, the locker the Zetas had loaned her was in a
prime spot right outside the shower room, so she only had to walk
about 10 feet to reach it. The blonde crept across the tile floor,
shooting glances both ways, but the shower room was empty. At first
she thought another girl was over by the sinks, but it was only her
reflection in the mirror; an oval face dominated by big blue eyes
and full pink lips; long honey-colored hair plastered to her
shoulders and back; a pair of tits that were firm and so perfectly
round that people always wondered if they were real; a round, tight
ass; and slim, toned legs that came from years of tennis and
jogging.

Payton gave her reflection a nervous grin
then shuffled to the entryway leading to the locker room and stuck
her head out. The big room was silent and empty, nothing but rows
of dull grey lockers with wooden benches in front of them. The
locker Payton had borrowed was just a few feet away with Darby’s
bright pink combination lock dangling from the hasp. But something
else was on the front of the locker, too—a white envelope was taped
to the door.

Payton walked over and pulled it off. Her
name was written on the front in big girlish letters, and when she
opened it, she found a single piece of paper inside.

 


Dear Payton,

Good luck on completing your tasks today.
Hopefully you’ll finish them all without trouble and end the day as
a full-fledged member of Zeta Alpha Nu. Remember, though, that you
cannot ask for help of any kind throughout the day; our sisters
will be watching to make sure you obey the rules, and if we see you
getting assistance from anyone in any way, you will automatically
lose the chance to join our sorority. May the strength and courage
of our Greek ancestors be with you always!

Sincerely,

Darby

 


Payton grinned as she reached for the
combination lock; well, what a surprise! Maybe Darby wasn’t such a
bitch after all! The blonde spun the dial and entered the numbers
Darby had given her, then snapped the lock off and swung the locker
door open.

For the first few seconds, all she could do
was stare. The locker was totally empty. Her backpack, her phone,
and most importantly her clothes, were all gone. What the hell? Did
she open the wrong locker? No, dummy, this one had Darby’s bright
pink lock on it and the note to her was taped to the door. Then
what was going on?

Payton scanned the area and then, even though
she was alone, she wrapped her arms over her bare chest and bent
her knees as she scurried between the rows of lockers. All the
benches were empty and her stuff was nowhere to be found. This was
crazy! Was another Zeta sister borrowing the locker too, and had
she taken Payton’s things by mistake? But Payton had only been in
the shower for 15 minutes and she hadn’t seen or heard anyone else
during that time!

With her heart beating faster now, the girl
sat on the edge of the nearest bench and mentally retraced every
step she took when she entered the locker room after exercising.
Okay, you walked inside and went straight to the end locker
closest to the shower room, and you saw the pink lock right away.
You opened the locker, checked your phone for messages, then stuck
it back in the front pocket of your backpack. You peeled off your
gym clothes and piled them on top of the backpack, then you grabbed
your towel and headed for the shower room. Yes, yes, you did
remember your towel because you thought about wiping your sweaty
face with it but decided you didn’t want to get it dirty before you
used it to dry off!

Payton lurched off the bench and scampered
back to the shower stall she’d been using. The towel peg outside it
was still empty, and as she circled the shower room, she found all
the other towel pegs empty as well. What the hell was going on
here? Was she losing her mind? The girl went back to the locker and
stared inside again, but her backpack and clothes hadn’t magically
reappeared. Tears stung the corners of her eyes as Payton clenched
her fists and shook her head from side to side. Oh my god oh my
god oh my—

And then she noticed it for the first time; a
plain yellow Post-It note stuck to the inside of the locker door.
Only one sentence was written on it, in the same handwriting as
Darby’s letter:

 


PS: You didn’t expect it to be
that easy, did you?

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2.

 


 


Payton’s jaw dropped. No, no, no. This was
impossible. Zeta Alpha Nu was one of the most mature sororities on
campus. They didn’t pull stunts like this. And even if they did,
there was no way the sisters could expect her to run around campus
all day and perform all those tasks in the nude. This was just a
little test, that’s all. They must have hidden her clothes and
backpack somewhere nearby, and part of her challenge was to find
them before she got started on her list. This silly stunt was only
meant to slow her down. Ha ha, very funny, Darby. But Payton had
already searched the locker room; where the hell could her things
be?

There was no time to waste. The girl dashed
back to the shower room and checked every stall, then she opened
the doors to all the toilets as well. Nothing. Another locker,
maybe? Payton dashed down each row looking for an open locker or
one without a lock, but the few without locks were all empty as
well. Crap, crap, crap! Her stuff wasn’t here. Where could
it be? The sisters couldn’t have taken it that far away.

Swallowing hard, Payton went to the locker
room door and opened it a few inches. A short hallway led to the
gym, where a few other students were now warming up for morning
exercises. She couldn’t go out there in the nude, and the Zetas
knew it. If Darby was just trying to tease her a little, she
would’ve left her clothes in a spot where Payton could retrieve
them without attracting attention. After all, if a security guard
or an administrator saw Payton running around naked, the whole
sorority would get in trouble, right? That only left one other
option; the rear exit.

Payton crossed the locker room again and went
to the metal door in the back corner. A large sign on it said
Exit Only, No Reentry. Payton pushed down on the long metal
bar and the heavy door swung open. This was the back of the gym, a
secluded grassy area about 20 feet long walled off from the main
campus by trees and tall bushes. A narrow sidewalk led away from
the door and turned a hard left a few yards away; that sidewalk led
to one of the larger ones that crisscrossed Hemdale’s sprawling
campus.

Keeping one hand on the door, Payton checked
to make sure no one was around then she took a step outside. She
had used this exit before and knew the area was normally deserted.
It was a perfect spot for Darby to stash her things without having
to worry about someone else stumbling across them before Payton
found them. But did the Zeta president really expect her to get
dressed out here? No way; once she spied her backpack, she would
snatch it up and dash back inside. The problem was, how could she
keep the door from closing and locking while she went to look? She
needed a big rock or a brick or something else to wedge the door
open with.

Payton took one more step, eyes scanning the
ground, when a sudden burst of laughter exploded from nearby.
Gasping, the girl wrapped her arms around herself and squatted down
as a group of students passed by on the other side of the wall of
bushes. She was about to breathe a sigh of relief as the voices
faded, but then her heart froze as the door clicked shut behind
her.

Nooooo! Payton leaped to her feet and
clawed at the metal door but it was locked tight. Since it was only
an exit, the door didn’t even have a handle on the outside. Crap!
The girl flapped her arms then angrily pushed her long, damp hair
out of her face. Okay, fine; she’d have to get dressed out here,
then. But first, she still had to fetch her clothes. They had to be
somewhere close…they just had to be.

The problem was, they weren’t. The area was
small and Payton peeked behind every tree and under every shrub but
still found nothing. Did I totally screw up? Were they really
back there in the locker room somewhere? But if they were, how in
the world will I get back in?

Payton’s heart was hammering now and her
brain was spinning so fast she could barely think. But as she stood
there looking left and right and wondering what she should do,
something caught her eye; the famous Hemdale University clock tower
whose face was now peeking above the tall tree tops in front of
her. The clock showed 9:40. Only 20 minutes until History class
started! And Professor Garner took off points if you showed up late
for his tests!

Payton gripped her head in both hands. What
now? Sit here all day and wait to be rescued? Sneak around until
she found someone to help her? Cover up with anything she could
find then run back to the sorority house? But then she would fail
the tasks and she’d never become a Zeta!

The girl looked down at herself. She had
never been naked outdoors in her life, and now she was naked in the
middle of a public place with thousands of people nearby! A warm
breeze was tickling every inch of her bare skin and a weird tingle
was building up in her crotch, like she had to pee. She slapped
herself lightly in the face to make sure she wasn’t dreaming.
Ow! Nope, it was all totally real—and also totally
terrifying.

Trembling, Payton wrapped her arms around
herself and crept down the sidewalk, sticking close to the bushes.
She could still hear the soft buzz of voices nearby as students
crossed the campus between classes, and maybe she’d get lucky and
spot one of her friends. As she reached the last of the bushes, she
squatted down lower and scanned the large grassy area between the
class buildings. A dozen people were walking or hanging out nearby,
but none of them noticed the girl hunkered down in the shadows.
Payton craned her neck, looking for anyone familiar, and a chill
raced through her body as she suddenly spied a long, dark braid
trailing down the back of a girl standing a few yards away, talking
with two other girls whom Payton recognized as Zeta sisters. One
was a redhead named Emma and the other was a short, mean-looking
blonde named Angela.

As the three girls talked, Emma glanced in
Payton’s direction then nudged the brunette beside her. When the
girl turned around, Payton found herself locking eyes with the
cold, haughty Darby Dunn. Soon all three girls were staring at
Payton, but none of them seemed surprised that she was naked. As
Emma and Angela giggled, Darby tapped her watch and mouthed the
words You better hurry.

Payton’s blood froze; so this had been
the plan all along. She remembered the note from Darby; PS: You
didn’t expect it to be that easy, did
you? They really did expect her to complete all the
tasks stark naked! The girl cringed, imagining herself dashing
across campus with her bare tits bouncing and her ass on full
display, everybody pointing and laughing as she desperately tried
to keep her pussy covered. And as the blonde cringed, Darby’s evil
grin grew wider. Even from 20 feet away, the hate on the Zeta
president’s face was glaring.

Calm down, calm down, she told
herself. You were the freaking class president, and people voted
for you because you’re smart, organized, and always make the best
decisions. The Zetas wouldn’t have put you in this position if they
knew it was impossible. Tough, yes. Embarrassing, very. But
impossible, no. You can do it…you just have to figure out
how.

As the three Zeta girls continued to stare
and giggle, Payton formulated a plan. The only rule was that she
couldn’t ask anyone for help, which meant she couldn’t borrow
clothes from someone or ask them to bring her some of her own. But
that didn’t mean she couldn’t find new clothes herself. If she
could swipe a jacket off the back of someone’s chair while they
weren’t looking or snatch someone’s gym bag while their head was
turned, she would do it without a second thought and deal with the
guilt later. She could also try to find a sheet, a towel, or a
blanket to wrap herself in. Hell, she could even take a large
garbage bag from one of the cans, turn it upside-down, poke holes
in it for her head and arms, and wear it like a big plastic dress.
It was Hell Week after all, and people were used to seeing students
running around in bizarre outfits. Just yesterday she saw some
girls from another sorority dressed in unicorn pajamas and a group
of frat boys walking across campus in diapers and baby bibs.

Whatever she did, though, she had to do it
fast because History class started in 15 minutes.

 


* * *

 


Payton had never thought about how hard it
would be to cross campus without being seen. There were several
different ways to get from one building to another, but most of
them required walking on sidewalks or paths that were out in the
open. Her History class was in a building just a short walk from
the gym, but the trick was to get there without crossing the main
yard. Instead of dashing out into the open from her hiding spot,
the girl had gone back to the grassy area behind the gym then
squeezed between the bushes until she was on the other side of the
hedge. She winced as the stiff leaves scraped across her bare
flesh, but soon she was on the backside of the hedge and just a few
yards away from the Business Center. The Arts and Humanities
Building, where she took her History class, was right next
door.

The girl studied the route she’d have to
take, planning each step. Fortunately Hemdale was an old, ornate
university with plenty of huge columns and statues and fountains,
which meant plenty of things to hide behind. She could make the
journey a few yards at a time and never be out in the open for more
than five seconds. So get going already, she told herself,
because you’ve only got 10 minutes before class starts.

The first little sprint was the toughest. The
blonde spent a solid minute building up her courage before she
finally dashed away from the bushes, one arm over her tits and the
other between her legs, and hid behind the first column. By the
time her back was pressed to the cool marble, her heart was racing.
Great. You get nervous if you have to change clothes in front of
a few other girls, and now you’re running bare-assed naked across
campus with 20,000 other students nearby. Payton moved to the
next column, then the next. She paused to look around before each
dash and made it across the front of the building without being
noticed. The few students nearby were walking with their eyes glued
to their cell phones, like usual.

Now the corner of the Arts and Humanities
building was just 20 feet away, and her classroom was the closest
one. The problem was, she hadn’t found anything to cover herself
with along the way. There was no place for students to hang out in
front of the Business Center, which meant no stray jackets or
sweaters, no blankets, no nothing. She couldn’t barge into the
classroom stark naked; not only would all her classmates see her,
but Professor Garner would probably call campus security.

Only three minutes left before class
starts! Think, think, think! But as the girl frantically
scanned the area looking for anything to cover herself with, the
only thing she saw was a newspaper box filled with copies of the
school’s paper, the Hemdale Herald. Payton bit her lip and
sighed. Whatever. It’s not perfect, but it’ll have to
do.

 


* * *

 


Payton watched the clock tower and waited for
the last few seconds before class started. Once the area was clear,
she scampered over to the door and checked the situation out
through the small square window at eye level. She normally sat in
the front row, but today she would take one of the empty seats in
the last row, with a wall just inches behind her back.

Professor Garner stood rocking on his heels
at the front of the class, but as the clock tower struck 10, he
scooped up an armful of tests from his podium. “All right, class,
let’s begin.”

Pushing the door open with her shoulder,
Payton scooted inside at that exact moment with a copy of the
Hemdale Herald open in front of her, as if she’d been
reading it while she was walking. The paper covered her roughly
from the tits to the crotch, shielding her from the other students
as she quickly slid into the nearest desk with the paper still
covering her torso. The class had 22 students spread out among 30
desks, and only a few of them glanced her way because Professor
Garner was already giving instructions as he passed out the tests.
Payton sat sweating in her desk as the old man shuffled down each
row, knowing that she must look horrible. Her hair was mostly dry
but she had never brushed it, she wore no makeup, and only a few
layers of micro-thin newspaper kept her naked tits from spilling
out onto the top of her desk.

When short, bald Professor Garner reached
Payton’s row, he blinked at her through his thick glasses. “You
normally sit in the front, Miss Miller. And what happened to you?
You look like you just ran a marathon.”

The girl forced a nervous smile. “Just didn’t
want to be late, that’s all.”

“Well, put down your reading material before
you begin,” the professor said as he dropped a short stack of tests
onto her desk. “Everything away except pens and pencils.”

Crap, crap, crap, the girl thought as
she took one test and leaned over to pass the rest to the girl
sitting two desks down. Thank god there was an empty desk between
them. Right now she was counting on the other students either
looking straight ahead or down at their desks, which meant no one
would be turning around or craning their necks to get a better look
at her. At the moment the only person staring at her was Professor
Garner, who had returned to the front of the class but was frowning
at the newspaper covering Payton’s front.

Gathering her nerves, the blonde leaned
forward so her long, thick hair fell across her chest. Then, her
heart racing wildly, she slid the newspaper away from her body and
let it fall to the floor beside her desk. Oh my god, this is
like a bizarre nightmare or something; I’m sitting here stark naked
in front of 22 classmates and old Professor Garner! If I stood up
right now, all these people I see every day would be staring right
at my exposed tits and pussy! The girl’s knees started
twitching up and down, and she was sweating so badly that her bare
ass stuck to the plastic seat.

“All right, class, you may begin,” the
professor announced, wandering back to his podium. He spent most
test periods standing there and fooling with his iPad, occasionally
glancing up at the class to keep everyone in line. If Payton was
lucky, he would keep his distance until the test was over.

The blonde looked at the first page of the
test and let out a sigh of relief; yep, she knew every answer. She
reached for her pen, then froze. Holy crap! She had nothing with
her! She would have to borrow a pen or pencil from someone else!
That meant drawing attention to herself…but it also meant asking
for help. Would that break the rules Darby had given her? But even
if it did, how would she find out?

Covering her forehead with one hand so
Professor Garner wouldn’t see what she was doing, Payton glanced
around at the students nearby to see if anyone had extra pens on
their desk. Then, as her eyes wandered, she gave a little gasp as
she noticed Emma, the redhead, staring at her through the small
window on the door. So the Zetas were spying on her! Well,
to hell with them! The boy sitting in front of Payton had plopped
his backpack down beside his desk, and several pens were sticking
out of the side pocket. Once she was sure the professor wasn’t
looking, Payton snaked one hand down and snatched a pen out without
a sound. When she glanced back at Emma, the redhead sneered then
raised both hands to the window and tapped the fingertips together
in silent applause.

Payton knew history backward and forward so
she zoomed through the test, finishing a good 15 minutes before
class ended. She started to rise from her seat, but the feel of her
bare ass sliding across the plastic chair shocked her back to
reality and she sat down quickly again. Normally she’d turn in her
test and leave once she was finished, which the professor allowed,
but there was no way to do that today. She would have to wait until
time was up, when the professor would walk back down the rows to
collect the tests himself.

The blonde sat fidgeting while a few other
students finished and left, then when the clock tower tolled 11,
Garner announced that time was up. Because Payton was in the last
seat of the last row, most of the other students had shuffled out
by the time Garner reached her.

“Did you have trouble with the test, Miss
Miller?” he asked. “Normally you’re the first one finished.”

“Just double checking my answers,” she said,
making sure her hair stayed over her chest as she held out her
paper. The professor shrugged and walked back to his podium, and
Payton snatched her newspaper from the floor and leapt out of the
desk while his back was turned. She wrapped it clumsily around
herself and slid out the door, gritting her teeth when she saw how
many students were now mingling in front of the building since
classes had just ended. Keeping her back to the wall and the
newspaper pressed to her front, Payton slid sideways to the
bathroom a few doors down and ducked inside, then locked herself in
one of the empty stalls.

Crap, what now? She had to get to the
Student Center by 11:30 to start promoting the fundraiser, but
there was no way she could make it all the way across campus with
only a newspaper to cover up with. Her bare ass would be in plain
sight, and dozens of people would see her and know right away what
was going on. Think, think, think! Nothing in the stall but
toilet paper. The blonde stood on her toes and peeked over the door
so she could scan the rest of the bathroom. Just paper towels and
the bag inside the garbage can. She could still make that plastic
dress if she had to. But what if one of the girls in the other
stalls had something she could borrow? No, Emma was probably
waiting outside to check up on her; if she walked out with a jacket
or sweater on, Darby would find out about it right away.

A toilet flushed, then a girl came out of the
next stall and went to the sink to wash her hands. Because the
weather was still so warm, she wore nothing but a tank top and
shorts. Nothing to borrow even if Payton did feel like
risking it. A minute later a girl in a short summer dress came out
of the second stall. Once she was gone too, Payton left the stall
to grab the trash bag out of the can, but she grimaced when she
looked inside. Not only was the bag filled with used paper towels
and tissues, but someone had also dumped a half-eaten container of
Chinese food inside and all the trash was coated with noodles and
greasy sauce. Yuck! There were a few coffee cups and a
milkshake cup in there, too, so the bag was a smelly, slimy
mess.

Okay, time for Plan B. Payton knew she
only had a few minutes to cover up before she made her way to the
Student Center, so she had come up with a backup plan while she
waited in the stall. First she gently pulled a 10-foot length of
paper towels out of the holder, careful not to rip them at the
perforations, then she carried them back to the stall and shut the
door. She now had a long strip of rough brown paper about a foot
wide, which she wrapped around herself like a mummy. She started at
her chest and worked her way down to her hips, and when she was
done the makeshift paper dress just barely covered the tops of her
thighs. A sticker the size of her palm that read Do Not Flush
Foreign Objects was plastered onto the tile above the toilet,
and Payton carefully peeled it off the wall and managed to tear it
into several strips that she used like pieces of tape to secure her
paper dress.

The blonde stepped out of the stall and
inspected herself in the mirror. She had put the torn pieces of
sticker on the sides of her body where they were less noticeable,
so if someone glanced at her quickly, they might just think she was
wearing an ugly brown minidress. Not bad at all. And that’s why
they made you the class president, she thought as she took a
deep breath and went outside again.

Just as she’d guessed, Emma was leaning
against a column nearby. The redhead giggled when she saw what
Payton was wearing and tagged along a few yards behind as the
blonde made her way toward the Student Center. Payton walked with
small, quick steps, trying not to extend her legs too far to avoid
ripping the paper towels. She also tried to keep her distance from
other students, although several did notice her and a few stared or
whistled when she passed by. The blonde kept her eyes straight
ahead and walked a little faster, because the clock tower was
showing 11:25 and she only had five minutes until her shift
began.

As she picked up her pace, though, the paper
towels started inching up her thighs until they were barely
covering her pussy. Crap! She could feel fresh air on the
lower curves of her ass cheeks, and some of the paper towels were
getting damp from sweat. The ones around her waist were getting
looser by the second, and she had to press both arms to her sides
to keep the whole mess from unraveling. Now she was walking like
some bizarre bird, with both arms pointing straight down and her
feet moving in quick little baby steps.

By the time Payton reached the Student
Center, the paper towels were so damp, wrinkled, and torn that they
hung off her body in a saggy mess. A row of foldable tables was
lined up on the sidewalk in front of the building, and when Payton
spotted Darby and a few other Zetas standing around one of them,
she scurried over.

“Well, what a lovely outfit,” Darby said as
she glanced at the messy wad of paper towels Payton was desperately
clutching to her body. “You really are resourceful, aren’t
you?”

“I’m ready for my shift,” the girl said,
ignoring Darby’s sarcasm. “Am I sitting there?” She pointed at
another pledge who was perched in a chair behind the folding table,
which was piled with flyers for the fundraiser that night. The
blonde’s eyes scanned the situation; her back would be to the wall
again, and if she leaned forward, she could try to cover her tits
with her hair like she’d done in class. She could pull those stacks
of flyers close to her chest as well; as long as she stayed in her
seat, she would be mostly covered up and no one would be able to
get a good look at her.

But Darby just shook her head. “Oh, no,
sweetie. I’m afraid you’ll be standing up the whole time.”

Payton’s eyes opened wide. “Darby, I c-can’t.
These paper towels are about to fall off. We’re all gonna get in
huge trouble if—”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. I’ve got
something for you to put on.”

Now Payton’s eyes opened even wider. They
were giving her something to wear? Thank god! She had obviously
passed their little test, and now things would go back to normal.
Payton actually smiled for the first time in hours, but then her
smile fell as Darby moved behind the table for a moment and came
back holding a huge sign.

“W-wait…what am I…I mean, is this…”

“This is what you’re wearing,” Darby
explained. “It’s a sandwich board. You’ve never seen one before?”
She held up the sign, which was rectangular and about three feet
long, and Payton saw that it was actually two signs connected by a
pair of wide plastic straps. Both signs were identical, reading
Have a blast at the Hemdale Scholarship Fundraiser tonight!
with the Zeta Alpha Nu name and logo at the bottom. Darby lifted
them over Payton’s head then lowered them so that one sign hung
down her front and the other hung down her back, with the plastic
straps across her shoulders holding them in place. The signs
covered her from just below the neck to just above the knees,
leaving only her sides exposed.

“There!” Darby beamed. “Is it comfy?”

“No,” Payton mumbled. “I…I thought you were
giving me clothes.”

“Oh, cheer up!” Darby grabbed Payton by the
arm and pulled her to the middle of the sidewalk. “This is for a
great cause, after all.” She thrust a thick stack of flyers into
Payton’s hands and grinned. “You need to pass out all 100 of these
before your hour is up. Be sure to get everyone excited,
too…especially the guys! I want to make sure Zeta wins this by a
mile!”

Payton glanced at the flyer as Darby walked
away. It mentioned all the games and events the Zeta sisters would
be doing that night to raise money for the Hemdale Scholarship
fund, including a kissing booth, a pie-in-the-face game, and a dunk
tank. All the earnings went to the university, but the sororities
and fraternities were in it for the bragging rights. Competition
between the Greek houses was fierce, and every group tried to raise
the most money each year.

Other girls and guys were out on the sidewalk
passing out flyers of their own. Some wore T-shirts with their
Greek letters on them but a few wore wild getups like superhero
costumes or cheerleader uniforms. Some held signs, but Payton was
the only one wearing a sandwich board.

And if they only knew what I look like
underneath it, she thought as her first customer stopped and
smiled at her. It was a nerdy but nice guy named Jason who was in
her Biology class. He was tall and skinny and wore a black T-shirt
with a silver Star Wars logo on it.

“Oh, hey!” he said. “It’s…um, Payton, right?
You’re gonna be at the fundraiser tonight?”

“Yeah, you should totally come!” she said,
handing him a flyer. As he scanned it, Payton wiggled her body
beneath the signs. The paper towels wrapped around her had gotten
mashed and wrinkled when Darby plopped the signs over her head. Now
the rough paper was scraping against her nipples, and it had also
bunched into an uncomfortable wad between her legs.

“Looks awesome!” Jason said. “So, which one
of these are you gonna be doing? The kissing booth?”

Payton gave a weak smile and shuffled her
feet. “Oh, I don’t know,” she said, although that might not be a
bad option since she would be inside the booth and would be mostly
covered up. It would be dark too, so—

Then the girl gave a little gasp as she felt
something slither between her legs; all her fidgeting had caused
the lower end of the paper towel roll to unravel, and it was now
dangling between her knees like a weird tail or something!

“Hey, you dropped something,” Jason said,
reaching for it, but as he tugged on the end, Payton stumbled
backward and soon the whole torn, wrinkled mess of paper fell to
the ground. Crap, crap, crap! Now she was stark naked again,
with only the two signs covering her nudity! But if someone saw her
from the side, they’d see right away that she didn’t have a stitch
on!

“Gosh, don’t worry about that,” she told
Jason as he picked the wadded paper up. “I was just…actually, would
you mind throwing that away for me?”

“Sure, no problem,” he walked to a nearby
trash can and tossed it inside, then came back with a weird look on
his face. Payton could tell he was trying to peek around the edge
of the sign to see where the paper had come from, but the girl kept
turning so she was always facing him straight on.

“Great, thanks Jason! I’ll see you tonight,
okay? Have a good one! Bye!”

The boy scratched his head as he wandered
off, and Payton looked down at the huge stack of flyers in her
hands. If she was going to pass all of these out in an hour, she
needed to get moving. She smiled and held one out to everyone who
walked by, and since students were making their way to and from
classes, there were plenty of people on the sidewalk. Payton stayed
near the edge so no one would try to walk around her, keeping her
body facing straight forward. A few students ignored her but most
took the flyer she held out and some stopped to talk to her,
especially the guys.

“Hey, why are you barefoot?” one of them
asked. “Damn, are you wearing a bikini under that thing?”

Payton gave a nervous laugh and backed away
as the guy leaned sideways and craned his neck for a better look.
“No, I’m not wearing a bikini, I promise.” But I sure as hell
wish I was!

The guy eventually left and Payton went back
to passing out flyers. The first few minutes weren’t so bad, but
the signs were made of heavy cardboard and the one in front was
mashing her tits flats against her chest, which really hurt after a
while. But Payton tried to keep a smile on her face as her stack of
flyers steadily dwindled, and she even wondered if Darby would let
her go early if she passed them all out before her hour was up.

She only had a few left when a big group of
guys stopped to talk to her. There were so many that they
surrounded her, and there was no way to face all of them head-on so
they couldn’t see her bare sides, so Payton tried to keep her arms
down to block their view the best she could.

“Damn,” one of the guys said as he scanned a
flyer, “Balloon toss, dart throwing, pie in the face, kissing
booth…sounds fucking awesome!” They all looked like seniors and
Payton could smell beer on their breath; from the way they were
laughing and nudging each other, she guessed they had just come
from the pub at the far end of campus.

“You look like a freshman,” one of the other
ones said, grinning wickedly. “But that’s fine with me. I like mine
young and tender.”

Gross! Payton gave a nervous laugh and
thrust a flyer into every available hand, which left her empty.
That’s it! I’m finally done!

“When does this fucking thing start anyway?”
the first guy said, frowning down at the flyer in his hands. “Cause
I gotta work at eight, but…”

“I think it starts at six,” Payton said,
leaning forward to peer down at the flyer, but it was upside-down
to her and she couldn’t find the time on it. “Let me just…”

“Holy fuck!” one of the other guys blurted
out. “I think this chick’s fuckin’ naked!”

Payton gasped; as she’d leaned forward, the
front sign had swayed away from body and the guy standing beside
her had caught a side glimpse of one of her bare tits.

“No fuckin’ way, Dexter, you’re drunk,”
another guy said with a chuckle.

“I swear, dude, I saw fuckin’ side boob! Come
on, show ‘em!” He reached for the front sign, but Payton danced
away from him.

“Yeah, in your dreams,” the other guy said.
“Come on, guys, let’s hit the road before Dexter gets himself
arrested.”

Laughing and elbowing each other, the guys
lurched off down the sidewalk as Darby walked up grinning.

“Well, looks like you’re done with that
task,” she said. “Now it’s time to ring the victory bell…but let’s
get this off you first.”

“Wait,” Payton hissed as Darby reached for
the signs. She had already made a plan while she’d been passing out
flyers, and now the blonde moved over to where Jason had tossed her
wadded-up paper towels. There were two trash cans side by side, one
for recyclables and another for regular garbage. The one for
recyclables was nearly empty, so Payton pulled out the big white
plastic bag, dumped its contents into the other can, then ripped a
hole in the bottom as she walked back to Darby.

“Wow,” the Zeta president said, “After your
last outfit, I can’t wait to see what you do with that.”

Payton let out a deep sigh, her face rigid.
“Is there any chance you would let me go somewhere and change?”

Darby pretended to think for a moment then
grinned and said, “Nope, no chance at all.”

She reached for the signs and lifted them
over Payton’s head, but the girl had prepared for that too. She
ducked to the ground and pulled the bag quickly over her head then
tugged the plastic down until it covered her entire body. Tearing
the arm holes while her arms were inside wasn’t easy, but with a
lot of twisting and reaching she finally managed to do it and soon
both arms were sticking out as well. The girl stood up slowly,
pleased to see that the bag was long enough to fall past her
knees.

“Lovely,” Darby said. “Just like a punk queen
from the 80s. Now all you need is pink hair and a safety pin
through your lip.”

Payton gave the other girl a withering glance
as she turned and headed for the football field; she still had
three tasks ahead of her, and time was running out.
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The bag was hot, sticky, and a little smelly,
but it covered Payton’s whole body and she didn’t need to hold it
up as she dashed across campus. From 20 or 30 feet away it looked
like a really cheap, ugly summer dress, so only the students who
passed close to Payton got a good look at it. Most of them stared
or chuckled, but as far as she could tell, no one could see that
she was naked beneath it. As the girl made her way to the football
field she kept an eye out for anything better, but she never saw a
jacket or sweater she could snatch. She did, however, see that
redheaded bitch Emma trailing behind her to make sure she followed
the rules.

Screw her, Payton thought. And
screw all of them if they think I’m scared of climbing that tower
to ring the bell. Since the games are always on Saturday, the field
will be totally empty today and there won’t be a soul around to see
me.

Ringing the Victory Bell during Hemdale
football games was a tradition, but ringing it on non-game days was
a tradition as well. Freshman were often dared to do it as part of
various initiations, and it was also common for some brave or
drunken student to climb up and give the bell a ring during a night
of partying. And with all the crazy Greek activities going on
during Hell Week, nobody would think twice when they heard the bell
ring in the middle of a Friday. Yep, everybody will hear it, but
by the time they come to see who rang it, I’ll be long
gone.

The entrance to the stadium was down a hill
away from the classroom buildings, and as Payton made her way down
the stairs, she began to actually feel confident. The garbage bag
was ugly as hell but she was totally covered now, and if she had to
wear it the rest of the day, at least no one would see her naked.
This might turn out to be a lot easier than she thought!

But as the girl neared the entrance, her good
mood suddenly plummeted. She could hear voices—lots of
voices—coming from the stadium. As she got closer, she saw someone
running on the field…then another someone…and then a third. Payton
reached the huge archway that led inside and paused as her mouth
dropped. The field was swarming with players in shorts and
T-shirts, tossing the ball and practicing various plays. No, not
just players, but coaches and trainers and assistants, too. All in
all, there had to be close to 100 people on the field.

Then she remembered; Friday afternoons were
when the team had its last practice before the game the next day.
Crap! And those practices lasted for hours! There was no way she
could wait for them to finish before she rang the bell!

Payton bit her lip as she paced around the
entrance, thinking. The bell tower was in one corner of the field,
about 20 feet from the end zone. Most of the players were near the
middle of the field, so they might not even notice her at first.
But even if some of them did get a glimpse of her, she was all
covered up. What was the worst that could happen? She doubted
anyone would call security on her; in fact, when they saw it was a
pretty girl who had climbed the tower and rung the bell, they would
probably cheer.

The blonde crept inside the stadium, staying
in the shadows as she circled the field. She kept her back close to
the wall and none of the players or coaches noticed her as she made
her way to the tower. Once she reached the base, she stared upward
in awe. She wasn’t afraid of heights, but that platform 25 feet in
the air looked a lot farther away from this vantage point. The
ladder leading up to it had thick, sturdy rungs, though, so she
wasn’t worried about safety.

As Payton tried to put her foot on the first
step, though, she realized that she had a problem. With the plastic
bag hanging past her knees, she didn’t have room to raise her leg.
Her knee stretched the thin plastic way out when she did, and after
climbing a few rungs the bag would probably rip. Okay, time to
get resourceful again. The blonde rolled the end of the bag up
until it was above her knees, then tried again. Crap! The plastic
was so thin that it fell back down after one step! If that happened
while she was climbing, she might fall and break her neck.

She had no tape or anything else to hold the
bag in place after she rolled it up, which meant she had to rip a
few inches off it. That was easier said than done, though. Payton
poked a hole in the plastic just above her knee then tried to tear
it in a straight line, but the flimsy material refused to
cooperate. She wound up ripping off more than she hoped to, and by
the time she was done the bag ended in a ragged line halfway
between her knees and her crotch. But even though it looked
ridiculous, she could now climb the ladder without any problem.

Payton grabbed one of the higher rungs and
started pulling herself up, one slow step at a time. Her goal was
to reach the top without being noticed, then climb down as fast as
she could after ringing the bell. Everyone on the field would hear
it, of course, but with any luck she could get out of the stadium
before anyone came over to investigate.

Things were going fine until Payton got about
10 feet up in the air. A light breeze had been blowing on campus
all morning, but as the girl climbed higher, the breeze got
stronger. The loose end of the plastic bag started whipping around
her legs as it filled with air, then it suddenly blew all the way
up to her waist. Gasping, the girl took one hand off the ladder and
yanked the bag back down over her pussy but after climbing two more
rungs, it blew right back up. When Payton tried to yank it down
again, the thin plastic ripped and left a huge gap in the front
that went all the way up to her navel. Now it almost looked like
she was wearing a plastic bathrobe, with the two sides rippling in
the wind like twin flags.

Crap! There was no way to climb the ladder
one-handed, so Payton let go of the bag and kept pulling herself
higher. The problem was, now the bag was flapping like crazy and
making a noise like a small motor. Someone on the field was sure to
notice it before long and wonder where the weird sound was coming
from. Then things got even worse when the bag blew all the way up
to Payton’s armpits and started flapping madly in her face. The
panicked girl grabbed a fistful of the plastic and yanked it out of
her eyes, which ripped it totally down the front. Suddenly the
shredded bag zipped off her back and spun crazily through the air
like a drunken ghost.

A chill raced down Payton’s spine as she
gripped the rungs of the ladder again, trembling. Now she was 15
feet up in the air, stark naked and on full display to anyone who
happened to glance in her direction. The breeze was tousling her
blonde pubic hair and her nipples were as hard as rocks. What now?
Climb back down and run away? But then she’d fail the task!

As she tried to decide, Payton suddenly
noticed a familiar face staring at her from the stadium entrance.
Emma was leaning against the wall, chuckling into her hand with her
red hair blowing in the breeze. Payton thought the other girl was
just laughing at her predicament, but then something else caught
her eye and she looked out at the field in horror; the ripped
plastic bag was drifting down toward the endzone, twirling and
spinning as the wind tossed it. Half a dozen football players were
staring at it too, and a few of them were now looking around to see
where it came from. As one of the players scanned the area, his
eyes fell on Payton and his face lit up when he spied those perfect
tits and the girl’s bare pussy right out in the open. He nudged the
players next to him, and soon the whole group was grinning up at
Payton.

Crap, crap, crap! The girl shook
herself out of her stupor and grabbed the next rung, pulling
herself up the ladder faster than before. By the time she reached
the platform at the top, a dozen players were wandering in her
direction. The Victory Bell was bronze and nearly as tall as
Payton. The girl grabbed the clapper hanging down from its center
and yanked the rope hard until the bell gave a deep toll, then she
stepped carefully back onto the ladder.

Now everyone on the field was looking in her
direction. As the blonde made her way back down the ladder, half
the players and coaches on the field walked toward the bell tower
to get a better look. Payton’s palms were sweaty now from stress,
and she had to force herself to go slow as she climbed back down.
Oh my god, everybody’s staring and grinning…even the coaches,
and some of those guys are older than my father!

By the time the girl got to the bottom,
dozens of guys were crowded around the base of the ladder cheering
her on. Some had moved in so close that Payton’s bare body brushed
against them when she finally reached the ground. The blonde’s
cheeks blazed red in shame and she did her best to cover herself
with one arm over her chest and the other thrust between her legs,
but there was no way to cover her bare ass. She kept her head down
as she tried to shoulder her way through the crowd and get back to
the stadium entrance, but the football players were huge and there
were so many of them that it was like fighting her way through a
sea of living flesh.

As Payton slid between them, cringing every
time her bare skin rubbed against their sweaty workout clothes, the
guys hooted and hollered at her. Hey baby, I love your
outfit! one said. You can ring my bell any time! another
one called out. One of the players even gave her ass a mean squeeze
and leaned down to whisper something dirty in her ear, but Payton
slapped him away. That left her tits exposed for a second, which
made the guys cheer even louder.

Payton had made it halfway to the entrance,
using her shoulders and elbows to plow through the crowd, when a
large older man stepped right in front of her. Crap, it’s Coach
Redman! He was a big, burly Texan with a long history of
winning college football games and an even longer history of not
taking shit from anybody. Hemdale hired him two years earlier to
whip their struggling football team into shape, which he had done
with an iron hand.

“Young lady, what the hell do you think
you’re doing?” Redman drawled, his arms crossed over his massive
chest. He wore khakis and a blue polo shirt with the Hemdale logo
on it, and a Hemdale Hawks cap was perched on his big square
head.

“I’m l-leaving!” the girl squeaked. “Just
trying to get out of here and—”

“I mean what the hell do you think you’re
doing interrupting my practice session like that?”

Payton hunched down farther, arms wrapped
around herself and with her knees locked together. “I was just, I
mean, it’s a…a test, a challenge…for my sorority, that is, because,
I mean, I’m a pledge and we all have to—”

“Yeah, yeah, that’s what I figured,” Redman
said, rolling his eyes. “I’ve seen so many of you kids running
around this week pulling your stupid Greek stunts that it makes me
wanna puke. But do y’all ever think about all the trouble you’re
causing with this immature bullshit? We’ve got a big game tomorrow
against Seymour College and you just busted up all the fucking
drills I was running! Don’t you love the Hemdale Hawks? Don’t you
want us to win tomorrow?”

“S-s-sure I do!” Payton stammered. “I go to
all the games, I swear!”

“Aw, bullshit. I bet you’re so busy painting
your nails or doing your hair that you don’t even bother to watch
‘em on TV.”

“No, really, I promise, I love the team and I
would never—”

“You know the touchdown cheer?” Redman
interrupted.

Payton just stared for a moment, wide-eyed.
“The…the what?”

“The cheer everybody in the crowd does when
the Hawks score a touchdown. If you really go to the games, you
must have heard it a hundred times.”

“Oh, that! S-sure, of course I do!”

“Then do it for us,” Redman drawled, crossing
his arms over his chest again.

Now Payton was trembling worse than before.
She bit her lip as she scanned all the leering faces surrounding
her. She had heard the touchdown cheer a hundred times, but
how did it start again? “Um…go Hawks go, fly fly fly…”

“Aw, for fuck’s sake, do it right,” Redman
said. “Boys, give her some room.”

The players all backed up a few feet, and
soon Payton stood alone with about 10 feet of space on all sides.
That made her feel even more exposed, though, because without the
huge bodies of the players blocking her, everyone had a much better
view of her.

“Come on now, we ain’t got all day,” the
coach urged.

Payton swallowed hard, knowing what he
expected. Oh god oh god oh god! I can’t believe I’m about to do
this! The girl took a deep breath then flung her arms out to
her sides like wings, leaving her totally exposed.

“Go Hawks go, fly fly fly!” Payton squeaked.
“Into the endzone, fight fight fight!” The girl flapped her arms up
and down a few times, causing her tits to jiggle, then she clapped
them over her body again. The football players groaned and nudged
each other; seeing those perfect tits and blonde bush for just a
few seconds was enough to make most of them stiff under their
shorts.

Redman let out a deep belly laugh. “Damn,
that’s not bad! Hell, with that face and body of yours, you oughta
try out for the cheerleading squad! You ever thought of that?” When
Payton shook her head, the coach said, “Why the hell not? You look
pretty fit to me! Come on, let’s see if you’ve got what it
takes!”

“Please, coach, I really need to go!”

“Aw, come on, give it a try!”

“But I’m in a big hurry and—”

“Big hurry, huh? Well, I was in a big
hurry to finish these drills before you came over and got my
players all riled up. I think you’ve got time to try a few
moves.”

The blonde kept shaking her head and saying
no but Redman wouldn’t let up, and soon Payton realized that the
coach planned to keep her there until she was totally, completely
humiliated. The football players had crowded around in a circle
five rows deep and they all had wicked grins on their faces, ready
for a longer look at that hot naked body.

Payton finally nodded her head, her mind so
fuzzy and numb she barely realized what she was doing.

“All right!” Redman bellowed, rubbing his
hands together. “Let’s start with an easy one. Pretend you’ve got
pom poms and hold both hands over your head, then do a few knee
kicks.”

With tears in her eyes, Payton thrust both
fists in the air and started bouncing on her toes, first raising
one knee then the next. Her tits bounced on her chest as she did
it, and every time she raised a knee her pussy lips were right out
in the open. The football players moaned and muttered and slapped
each other on the back, their eyes crawling all over the girl.

The blonde stopped after half a dozen knee
kicks and covered herself again, but Redman wasn’t through with
her. Her ordered her to do a few standing jumps, where she leaped
into the air and spread her arms and legs as wide as she could,
then he made her do a forward roll on the grass and finish sitting
upright with her legs spread and her hands on her hips. The first
two times the girl wound up flat on her back instead, but on the
third try she managed to rise to a sitting position, trying to
ignore all the eyes that were staring straight between her spread
legs. The last move Redman ordered was a split, which Payton had
never been able to do. The girl begged and pleaded, but the coach
said she couldn’t leave until she at least gave it a try. Payton
trembled even harder as she spread one leg in front of her and one
behind then slowly lowered herself to the ground, wincing as the
muscles in her thighs screamed. At one point her exposed pussy was
nearly brushing the ground, but then the girl gave a little yelp
and fell sideways, clutching her aching crotch.

“Not bad, young lady, not bad at all,” Redman
said as Payton stood again on shaky legs. “I reckon you can go now,
but don’t come messing around my practice field again,
understand?”

The girl nodded frantically as she wiped
tears off her face, then she wrapped her arms around herself and
dashed toward the stadium entrance with her tight ass cheeks
clenching and the whole team calling and jeering after her. Emma
was still leaning against the wall, grinning.

“Great performance,” the redhead said as
Payton brushed past her, but the girl didn’t bother to respond.
Luckily the area outside the stadium was abandoned and the blonde
headed straight for a tall tree with a huge, thick trunk and sat
down behind it with her back to the bark and her knees drawn up to
her chest. She sat there crying and trembling for a while,
remembering the greasy feel of all those eyes on her as she jumped
around naked like an idiot. She wished she could take a hot shower
and scrub that feeling away, but there was no time for that. She
still had to mow the frat house lawn and she had no idea how long
that would take. An hour? Two hours? Since she’d never mowed a lawn
and didn’t even know how big this one was, it was a total guess.
The one thing she knew for sure, though, was that she was going to
find something to wear before she went over there. After the
nightmare with the football team, there was no way in hell she was
going to parade around stark naked in front of a group of horny
frat boys.

The blonde scrubbed her face with her palms
and took a deep breath. Okay, Payton, use that big brain of
yours. Where’s the most likely place to find clothes you can
steal? The girl toured the various buildings on campus in her
mind, visualizing their layouts and the normal crowds she saw
there. She couldn’t just barge into a busy place with hundreds of
students milling around; it had to be a place where people were
focused on something else, a place where she could slip in and slip
out again without drawing attention.

Once she’d formed her plan, Payton stood and
peeked out from behind the tree. The area was still mostly
deserted, but she could see students passing back and forth on the
sidewalks at the top of the hill. Better get moving now, before
you lose your nerve. Using the large trees as cover, the girl
made her way back up the hill. She had come up with two places
where she might be able to steal some clothes, and the first
one—Hemdale’s massive library—was only about 100 feet away. The
problem was, the building only had one entrance and it was right
out in the open. The girl made her way over to it in stages,
dashing a few yards at a time before ducking behind trees or
columns or trash cans. She briefly considered making another
garbage bag dress, but the cans she passed were all nearly full and
there was no way she could empty out that much trash without making
a huge mess and attracting a lot of attention. Plus, she was
determined to find some real clothes to wear before she completed
the rest of the tasks; no more running around wrapped in bits of
plastic or paper that would rip and fall apart the moment she
started moving. Something like that wouldn’t last a second if she
tried to mow a lawn in it.

The library entrance was only a few yards
away now. Payton peeked out from behind a stone column and scanned
the area; the whole front of the building was made of glass,
including the two huge double doors, so she could survey what was
going on inside and plan the route she would take. The girl waited
until no one was either entering or leaving then she ducked down
and scurried over, yanking the door open and ducking between two
bookcases before anyone noticed her. She had picked this aisle in
advance for two reasons; first, it was deserted. Second, this was
the Architecture section and the top shelf was lined with large
coffee table books. Payton chose two that looked fairly thin and
light and slid them out, holding one over her chest and the other
over her crotch. Then, keeping her back to one of the shelves, she
moved sideways to the end of the aisle.

The library had seemed like a perfect place
to hunt for clothes because most of the students there would have
their heads down, focused on their books or laptops. Plus they
sometimes left jackets or hoodies draped over the backs of their
chairs if they went to look for a book or go to the bathroom.
Payton leaned her head out from behind the bookshelf and studied
the situation nearby. About half a dozen students were sitting at
the long table on the other side of the bookcase, but none had
jackets or sweaters with them. There were more tables further back,
but she had to cross 10 feet of open space to get to the next aisle
of bookcases. The girl waited until everyone seemed to be focused
on their work then she moved quickly but calmly to the next aisle,
the two books still held awkwardly in front of her.

She went to the end of that aisle and was
about to peek out again when she heard footsteps shuffling behind
her. Crap! A girl was walking toward her from the far end of the
aisle, smiling as she stared straight at her! Payton mashed her
back against the bookcase, the hard edges of the books digging into
the soft flesh of her bare ass, while she clutched the two coffee
table books more tightly to her front. She was wondering if she
should make a run for it, but as the girl got closer, Payton
suddenly recognized her face; it was Angela, the blonde Zeta sister
who had been standing with Darby and Emma when Payton first left
the locker room that morning.

Angela sauntered up beside her and crossed
her arms on her chest. “Doing a little reading?” she asked
innocently. The girl was small and slim with a pointy nose and
chin, like a fox who had taken human form.

“N-no,” Payton muttered.

“Then what are you doing here? None of
your tasks take place in the library.”

“Nothing. I just—”

“Just came to look for someone to help you? I
hope not, because then you’d be disqualified.”

“No, I’m not asking anyone for help. I can
take care of myself.”

Then a male voice asked “Um, what do you need
help with?” and Payton jumped as Jason, the geeky guy from her
Biology class, suddenly appeared on the other side of her.

“Oh, uh, nothing!” Payton squeaked, shrinking
farther away from him.

“Hi, I’m Jason,” he told Angela, giving her a
goofy grin.

“Hi, I’m leaving,” she answered, then she
turned to Payton again. “And you should be too, because time’s
running out.”

After she walked away, Jason looked at Payton
more closely. “Do you need help carrying those books or something?
Here, let me—”

The girl backed up another step. “No! I’m
fine, really!”

“I just…I mean, that’s a weird way to carry
books. Most people—”

“Jason, I don’t care what most people do,
okay? Now please leave me alone!”

As the girl fidgeted, the book over her chest
slid to the side and Jason caught a quick flash of one nipple
before Payton straightened it again. “Holy shit,” he breathed. “I
thought something was weird when you were passing out the flyers,
but…I mean, are you naked or something?”

“Just mind your own business, for god’s
sake!” the girl hissed.

“Did something happen? Do you need me
to—”

“I need you to leave me the fuck alone!”
Payton spat in an angry whisper, glancing around to make sure no
one else was watching. “Just go away, okay?”

Jason stared for a moment, his mouth hanging
open. “Okay, whatever…I mean, I don’t know what the hell’s going on
here, but you don’t have to be a jerk about it. I was just asking,
that’s all.”

As Payton scanned the area, she saw Angela
watching from the end of the aisle. Okay, this was obviously a
bust. She hadn’t seen anything she could swipe and with all these
people coming up to talk to her, it wouldn’t be long before the
other students got curious. Time for another Plan B.

“I’m leaving,” she told Jason, “and don’t
follow me, okay?” She slid sideways down the aisle again, leaving
the boy frowning and scratching his head. She kept her back pressed
to the bookcase and once she reached the end of the aisle she moved
to the closest wall and did the same thing while keeping the two
books clutched to her front. A few students were studying at a
table near the entrance and one girl was manning the checkout desk,
but no one was looking in her direction. If she held onto the books
until she reached the door, she might make it out without being
seen.

Payton inched sideways along the wall until
she was a few feet from the door. Through the glass she could see
that no one was on their way in. Okay, this was the moment; slide
just a little closer, then run for it!

Beep! Beep! Beep!

The girl jumped as the sensors near the door
started letting out a high-pitched sound, and everyone in the area
turned to look at her.

“Hey, you can’t check out the coffee table
books,” the girl behind the counter called out. “You have to use
them here, but you can make photocopies if you…hey, wait!”

Panicked, Payton dropped the books to the
floor and stiff-armed the big glass door, stumbling outside as the
students in the library gawked at her naked body. There were a
dozen people on the sidewalk near the entrance and they all stopped
to stare at her, too. Crap! Payton wrapped her arms around her
chest and ran for the side of the building, trying to ignore the
cheers and catcalls. One group of guys started applauding, and a
guy passing by on a skateboard hollered Great ass! as Payton
rounded the corner of the library and headed for the rear of the
classroom building next door. But as her bare feet hit the grass,
she lost control and stumbled forward with her arms flailing until
she fell face-first on the lawn.

The girl lay there for a moment with the wind
knocked out of her, then she finally pushed herself up on her
elbows. Ow, ow, ow! She had really mashed her tits when she
fell, and she might have scraped a knee, too. She pushed herself up
on her hands and knees, her tits swinging as they hung down toward
the ground, then she rolled over and sat on her side while she
brushed grass off her knee, which was a little red but wasn’t
bleeding.

“Hey, you okay?” someone called, and Payton
looked up to see the guy with the skateboard coming toward her. A
few other guys were tagging behind him, all of them grinning as
they held up their phones to take photos or video.

No, no, no! Grunting, Payton stumbled
upright again and jogged to the rear of the building then ducked
into a back alley. She ran a few more yards then crouched behind a
Dumpster and sat there with her heart hammering while she tried to
catch her breath. Once she had calmed down, she sneaked a peek into
the alley but it looked like no one had followed her.

Well, that was a total failure. I sure hope I
have better luck at the next place, or I’m screwed.

Payton made her way down the alley, walking
carefully because of the sore knee. She glanced into each Dumpster
she passed in the hopes of finding something to cover up with, but
most of the trash was in bags and she didn’t have the time or the
stomach to climb into one of the big metal containers and root
through them. She slowly made her way across campus traveling at
the rear of the buildings, and as far as she could tell no one else
caught a glimpse of her, even when she had to dash across the short
open spaces. All the foot traffic was at the front of the buildings
and the girl was careful to duck behind a tree or a column if
someone seemed to be glancing in her direction.

It took nearly half an hour to reach her
destination, which was the school dining hall. The workers there
wore loose white shirts and some of them wore aprons, and Payton
figured those uniforms might be hanging somewhere in the back. She
had seen some of the kitchen staff hanging around outside the back
door smoking during their breaks, and if that door was left open,
she might be able to sneak inside and grab something.

The rear door was closed when Payton got
there, but thankfully it wasn’t locked. The girl pulled it open a
few inches and listened; she could hear voices mixed with the sound
of pots and pans rattling, but they were coming from somewhere in
the distance. She crept inside and found herself in an area lined
with long tables in the center of the room and wire racks up
against the walls. The racks were full of ingredients and supplies,
and the tables held big metal serving trays. Most of the trays were
empty, but two were loaded with the plastic-wrapped sandwiches that
normally sat in a cooler near the cash registers.

Payton realized that she was starving and
tore one of the sandwiches open, devouring it in just a few bites.
She wadded the plastic into a ball and dropped it in a trash can as
she crept across the room looking for the uniforms. Nothing was
sitting out or hanging on wall hooks; where else could they be?
Listening for voices, Payton padded to a cabinet and slid the
drawer out as quietly as she could, but there was nothing but rolls
of plastic wrap inside. The drawer below it held tin foil.
Crap!

As the girl was moving toward another
cabinet, she heard voices and heavy footsteps approaching. She
scampered to the corner of the room and ducked behind one of the
cabinets as two large women appeared, both prattling in Spanish as
they each picked up a tray of sandwiches and carried them away.
Payton stayed where she was and a few minutes later the women
returned, talking and laughing. The girl peeked around the edge of
the cabinet and saw that they were both wearing aprons, but not the
type that covered a person’s whole front; these were the short ones
that tied around the waist and hung down to your knees. One of the
women took hers off and tossed it on a table, then pointed at the
back door and said something to the other woman. As she passed
Payton’s hiding spot on her way outside, she pulled out a pack of
cigarettes and a lighter.

After the woman went outside, the other one
disappeared somewhere else in the huge kitchen. Payton peeked over
the top of the cabinet; the apron was only 20 feet away and no one
was in sight. She dashed over, grabbed it, then went back behind
the cabinet and crouched down again. Damn it, the apron was only
about 18 inches long, but maybe she could make it work. She tied
the tips of the strings together, draped them over her head, then
stood up to see how it looked. It did cover her tits, but it was so
short that it barely covered her pussy. It also left her bare ass
totally exposed, and since it hung loose from her neck, she would
have to keep a hand pressed to it to keep it from sliding to one
side or the other. But it was better than paper towels or a trash
bag, and it should keep her mostly covered while she mowed the frat
house lawn. The guys would have a clear view of her ass the whole
time, but she would just have to grit her teeth and put up with
that.

The problem was, how was she supposed to get
out of here? She definitely couldn’t go through the front of the
dining hall, but the woman whose apron she’d just stolen was
probably right outside the back door smoking. The girl hunched down
beside the cabinet again, thinking, and after a few minutes the
woman who had gone outside to smoke came back inside and wandered
toward the table where she’d left her apron, humming under her
breath.

Payton didn’t hesitate; she was out the door
before the woman could even turn around, pressing the apron to her
front with one hand as she dashed down the alley behind the
building.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4.

 


 


The dining hall was only two blocks from
Fraternity Row, and Payton made it there in five minutes. She had
become an expert at keeping to the shadows and utilizing natural
cover over the past few hours, but now there was no way to avoid
being seen. With one hand thrust behind her back in a desperate
attempt to cover her ass, the girl climbed the steps in front of
the Alpha Kappa house and knocked on the door.

Her heart sank when it swung open a few
seconds later; nearly two dozen frat boys were standing there
grinning with beers in their hands, and at the head of the group
was Darby’s boyfriend Chip Evans, the guy Payton had mistakenly
flirted with at a party a few weeks earlier.

“Well, look at you!” Chip said, laughing.
“All dressed up and ready to cut our grass!” The other guys were
chuckling too, and Payton cringed as she heard them muttering to
each other.

I thought she was supposed to be naked!

Well, at least she’s almost
naked!

Yeah, I can see a few cunt hairs sticking out
the bottom of that thing!

And check out her ass! That sucker’s right
out in the open!

Damn, dude, I’d hit that in a heartbeat!

Payton was trembling with embarrassment by
then, and her face had gone bright red. “Can I please get started?
I don’t have much time left.”

Chip checked his watch. “Oh yeah, the
fundraiser starts in about an hour. You better get moving! Come on
in.”

Payton frowned. “Come in why?”

“Darby said you only have to cut the back
yard. You can go out the back door.”

The group parted to let Payton in, and their
eyes crawled all over her as she followed Chip to the back of the
house. He led her outside with the group following behind, all of
their eyes glued to Payton’s ass the whole time.

The back yard was large and fenced in, with a
big patio and several tables and chairs. The tables were piled with
beer bottles and ashtrays and sports magazines, so the frat boys
obviously spent a lot of time out there. Chip moved to the end of
the patio and pointed to a strip of grass that stretched between
the patio and the fence. “Okay, there it is.”

Payton stared in disbelief. The patch of
grass was only about 20 feet long and maybe six feet wide. She had
never mowed a lawn, but this looked like something she could cut in
less than five minutes! Was Darby actually going easy on her?

“Wow, I…I mean, great, this shouldn’t take
long at all. Where’s the mower?”

“Yeah, that’s the thing,” Chip said, taking a
swig from his beer then wiping his mouth. “We pay a guy to do our
yardwork so we don’t even own a lawnmower. You’ll have to use
these.” As he held up a pair of scissors, the frat boys around him
started chuckling.

Payton’s jaw dropped. “You’re kidding,
right?”

“No joke. This is all we’ve got.”

A sick feeling spread through Payton’s
stomach as she stared at the grass. How in the world was she
supposed to cut it with scissors?

“Here you go,” Chip said, handing them to
her. “Better get moving.”

Payton took the scissors and stepped onto the
grass as the frat boys grabbed chairs from the patio and dragged
them over to the edge then plopped down with their beers in their
hands, grinning. Oh my god, they’re going to sit there and stare
at me the whole time like they’re watching a football game or
something! The blonde moved to one end of the strip of grass
and sank down to her knees, careful to keep the small apron over
her front. She leaned forward, one hand pressing the apron to her
chest, and snipped at the grass with the scissors. It cut easily,
but she was trying so hard to stay covered up that the work took
forever. She spent five minutes snipping the grass in a two-foot
area before she had to drag her whole body forward, and cutting it
in the weird half-kneeling, half-sitting position made it take even
longer.

“You’re gonna be here all night if you cut it
like that,” Chip told her.

“Yeah, no way you’ll make it to the
fundraiser on time,” another frat boy added.

Payton sighed because she knew they were
right. The only way to do this fast was to keep moving as she
clipped, and to do that she would have to crawl on her hands and
knees—or one hand and her knees, anyway. But how the hell could she
keep covered up while she did that? The frat boys grinned and
hooted as she rose up into that position, but now the apron was
hanging down to the ground, leaving her tits exposed, and her bare
ass was in full view of course. She tried to shove the edge of the
apron under one armpit to keep it over her chest while she clipped
the grass in front of her, but the moment she crawled forward, it
fell straight down again. Crap! And now several of the frat boys
had moved their chairs so they could get a rear view of her. Not
only was her bare ass on display, but with her butt sticking up in
the air like that, her exposed pussy and even her asshole were in
plain sight now!

Fuming, the girl spun the apron around until
it was lying across her back like a cape, but it was so short that
it only covered the top half of her ass—and the second she crawled
forward, the damn thing slid off her back and hung down to the
ground again. The frat boys laughed their heads off as Payton
crawled awkwardly forward, pausing to readjust the apron every few
seconds. Tears were stinging her eyes and her cheeks had gone an
even brighter red knowing the guys had a perfect view of everything
between her legs.

Chip glanced at his watch. “No pressure,
Payton, but the fundraiser starts in 45 minutes. You might want to
kick it up a notch.”

The girl bit her lip hard as the first tear
leaked down her cheek. The guys had already gotten a good look at
her, and they would keep on staring until she finished the job. The
best thing she could do was finish the work as fast as possible.
“Fine!” she snapped, yanking the apron off and flinging it angrily
to the side. Now the frat boys all cheered as the naked girl picked
up the pace, her tits hanging down and her bare ass flexing as she
crawled across the grass and snipped as fast as she could.
Ignore them, ignore them, she told herself as she tried to
focus only on the task at hand. Just imagine there’s a wall
between you and them. Pretend you’re all alone out here. But no
matter how hard she tried, the girl couldn’t ignore the feel of
dozens of pairs of eyes wandering over her bare skin as she moved
down one row and turned around to do the next. Some of the guys
stayed in their chairs, admiring the view of Payton’s firm tits as
they swung down from her body. Others stood up and lingered behind
the girl, staring at her exposed pussy and watching how her ass
cheeks clenched and unclenched as she crawled.

Payton finished the second row and turned
around to do the third. Her fingers ached from working the scissors
and she had to pause every one in a while to rest them for a few
seconds and wipe the tears and sweat off her messy face, but she
was over halfway finished now. There was no way to avoid hearing
the cheers and catcalls from the guys, but she kept her head down
so she wouldn’t have to see their leering grins and the gleam in
their eyes. But after finishing the third row, she did glance over
at the guys and her heart froze in her chest; most of them had
their cell phones out and were taking videos of her!

“Oh my god!” the girl blurted, wiping away
fresh tears. “I can’t believe you jerks!” Now she started moving
even faster, fueled on by anger. She clipped the grass wildly,
swinging the scissors left and right as she trudged forward, which
made her tits jiggle even harder and her ass flex even faster. Now
the guys were really cheering her on, some of them breaking into
applause as she neared the end of the last row. The girl clipped
the last strand of grass then dropped the scissors, hunched
forward, and clutched her aching hand. God, her thumb and index
finger were practically numb! She crouched there and massaged them
for a moment as the frat boys smiled down at her. My god, I’ve
got to get away from these idiots. She pushed herself upright
then stood on shaky legs, wrapping her arms around her body as she
surveyed her work. The strip of grass looked like shit, of course,
but what could anyone expect?

“Hey, thanks for the show,” Chip told her.
“But the fundraiser starts in 10 minutes. Better run if you want to
make it on time.”

Payton looked around for her apron but didn’t
see it. When she asked the guys if anyone knew where it was, they
just shrugged and looked away.

“Oh my god, you…you…” she began, gritting her
teeth, then she let out a snarl and stomped away. The group
followed her in a ragged line as she stormed through the frat house
and out the front door, their eyes glued to those flexing ass
cheeks as Payton left.

The blonde’s head was spinning and her vision
was blurry. She was so exhausted and so angry that she actually
forgot she was naked for a moment, fast-walking down the sidewalk
past the other frat houses with her tits, pussy, and ass completely
exposed. But then a pair of guys approached her from the other
direction and once they got close, both of them gawked and stopped
in their tracks. Crap! Wake up, Payton! The blonde hunched
down and dashed off the sidewalk and into the wooded area away from
the street where she found a huge tree to hide behind.

Okay, get your head on straight. You’ve only
got one more task to go. Once the fundraiser is over, so is this
whole nightmare.

The girl took a breath, peeked out from
behind the tree to make sure no one was nearby, then scampered off
toward the Hemdale Green where the fundraiser was taking place. She
just needed to make one stop along the way.

 


* * *

 


“Well, look at you,” Darby said. “Wearing the
same outfit twice in one day.”

Payton knew she didn’t have time to hunt for
something better to cover up with, so she had ducked into a
bathroom and wrapped herself from chest to crotch in paper towels
again. She knew she looked stupid, but at least she was covered up.
She had even wound the long strip of paper towels between her legs
this time, creating something that looked like a big, baggy diaper.
No matter what they had her do at the fundraiser, whether it was
selling tickets or painting faces or working the dart balloon game,
at least she wouldn’t be doing it with her tits and pussy hanging
out this time.

The Hemdale Green was a huge rectangular lawn
in the center of campus. The various frats and sororities had set
up their booths along the edges, leaving the middle area open. Each
Greek house was hosting half a dozen carnival-style games and
activities, and students could buy tickets for each one. All of the
profits went to the Hemdale Scholarship Fund, and the house that
raised the most money won a trophy and a lot of bragging
rights.

The fundraiser had just started, but dozens
of students were already wandering around the green with drinks and
snacks in hand. And because it was the last day of Hell Week, many
of the pledges helping out at the Greek booths wore outrageous
outfits. Payton saw a group of sorority girls wearing grass skirts
and coconut shell bras, and at the next booth a trio of frat
pledges were dressed in pink tutus and princess tiaras. I’d give
anything to be wearing either of those getups right now, the
girl thought as she fidgeted inside her paper towel dress while the
Zeta girls finished getting things ready. Red-haired Emma and
fox-faced Angela were both there, along with the other sisters and
the rest of the pledges—all of whom wore regular clothing, Payton
noticed.

One of the pledges, a brunette named
Stephanie, came over to say hi. “Wow, what the heck are you
wearing?” she asked. “And where have you been all day?” Payton gave
her the details and the girl grimaced. “Damn, you really must have
rubbed Darby the wrong way. The rest of us have just been blowing
up balloons and hauling stuff around and doing other stupid grunt
work.”

“I’m just glad this day’s almost over. At
this point I don’t even care about being wrapped in these stupid
paper towels. I just want to relax a little and enjoy the carnival
before bed.”

Stephanie got a weird look on her face.
“Darby didn’t tell you what you’re doing tonight?”

“Not yet. Why, did she tell you?”

“Um…I better get back to work,” Stephanie
muttered before she scurried away.

The crowd had really grown by then. As Payton
went searching for Darby she had to shoulder her way between dozens
of people, most of whom grinned when they saw the crazy way she was
dressed. Payton finally found the Zeta president over by the ticket
booths.

“Oh, there you are!” Darby chirped. “Come on,
it’s time to get to work!” The brunette led Payton over to a huge
clear plastic tub that was taller than the girl’s head. A running
hose was draped over the lip of the container, which was now half
filled with water. “Make sure the hose doesn’t slip out, and shut
it off when the water gets about a foot from the top, okay?”

Payton nodded as Darby turned and left. Was
that it? They just wanted her to do grunt work like the other
pledges? That wouldn’t be hard at all! The girl breathed a little
sigh of relief. As long as she didn’t move around too fast, her
paper towel dress should be fine.

As the huge tub slowly filled with water,
Payton studied it and tried to figure out what it was for. Beside
it stood a big, thick rectangular piece of plywood even taller than
the tub; it was painted yellow and had a red circle the size of a
dinner plate right in the middle. Behind the plywood were some thin
metal rods and beams that connected to the rear lip of the tub,
where Payton now saw something that looked like a miniature diving
board. What the heck? Was somebody going to do twists and
somersaults off that thing? But the water wasn’t deep enough,
they’d break their neck!

The girl realized the tub was getting full,
so she followed the hose until she found the shutoff valve. When
she got back to the tub, she found Darby watching as Emma and
Angela hung a banner along the top of the wooden rectangle, just
above the red circle. As Payton read it, her jaw dropped; the sign
read Plunge the Pledge.

“Come on, take your seat!” Darby said,
grabbing Payton by the arm.

“Wait, what?! What is this thing?”

“It’s a dunk tank, dummy. Haven’t you ever
seen one before?”

“N-no, no, I can’t!” Payton blabbered as
Darby led her around the back of the tub where a ladder was
attached. “Darby, please, let me do something else!”

“Get up there!” the Zeta president ordered,
giving Payton a hard smack on the rump that made the paper towels
crinkle loudly. Teeth chattering, the blonde climbed the ladder
then looked down at the tiny board. When Darby told her to sit on
it, Payton gingerly lowered herself down. Once Payton was seated,
her bare feet dangled barely above the surface of the water.

Now that she was eight feet up in the air,
everyone around had turned to stare at her. Even though the sun was
going down, the green was surrounded by tall lampposts and one of
them was right behind the tub, shining down on Payton like a
spotlight. The girl hugged herself and looked around. From this
vantage point, she now saw how crowded the green had become over
the last few minutes; instead of dozens of students, there were now
hundreds! Some were just hanging out, but a lot of them were
wandering between the booths with long strings of tickets dangling
from their hands, ready to try the games.

Two guys walked over to examine the big tub,
then they stared up at Payton. “Hey, move those arms and let us see
your bikini!” one of them called out. Payton shook her head and
hugged herself tighter; because she was seated and had her arms
wrapped around herself, the people on the ground must not be able
to see that she was only wrapped in paper.

“Make her go for a swim and you’ll see
everything!” Darby told the guy. “Come on and give it a try! Only
one ticket for each ball!”

Payton swallowed hard. It had been a long
time, but she had seen a dunk tank before and she knew what
would happen. If someone threw a ball and hit the red circle, she
would fall right into the water!

Redheaded Emma was standing a few yards in
front of the yellow plywood with a big bucket of baseballs at her
feet. Guys were now heading over there and shoving tickets in her
hands before arming themselves with the baseballs then moving to an
orange line someone had spray-painted on the grass. With his toes
just behind the line, the first guy cocked his arm back and hurled
a baseball at the target. It missed by two feet and Payton jumped
as the ball thudded against the wood. The guy threw two more balls
and missed with both, then his friend stepped up to the line. He
had bought three balls as well but missed with them all.

“Hey, don’t give up!” Emma told them as they
started to slink away, but there were plenty of other guys waiting
to try. One of them was tall and muscular, and when he missed with
his first ball, it rattled the plywood so hard that Payton’s seat
vibrated. The guy took extra time aiming his second, and the ball
hit the target square in the center.

Payton gasped as the seat tipped forward,
dumping her in the tub of water with a big splash. Because she was
so short the water was up to her nose, and she had to thrash her
arms and legs to keep her mouth above the surface. At first the
crowd cheered weakly as the girl treaded water, but then the cheers
suddenly grew louder and more excited. Because the tub was as clear
as glass, everyone had a perfect view of Payton’s body as she
thrashed around. The moment she’d hit the water, the paper towels
wrapped around her had gotten soaked and started to unravel. All
the flailing made it even worse, and within seconds the paper
towels had separated and began floating to the bottom of the tub.
Payton tried grabbing at them with one hand, but that only made
them rip faster. Soon the girl was bobbing in the water stark naked
with her tits and pussy on full display!

Oh my god, oh my god, what the hell am I
supposed to do now? The girl floundered around for a few more
seconds then grabbed the front lip of the plastic tub. Her arms
were starting to ache and she had to figure out how to get out of
the water! The crowd cheered louder as the front of Payton’s body
mashed up against the plastic, her tits flattening as they pressed
into it. She gave a little yelp and started pulling herself along
the edge of the tub until she reached the back, where she found a
short ladder dangling down from the tub’s lip, beside the seat. The
little platform had swung up into its original position again,
ready for another round.

No way in hell, Payton thought as she
grabbed the ladder and pulled herself up. I’m getting out of
this tub and grabbing the first thing I can find to cover up with
and—

“Where are you going?” Darby asked. The
brunette stood behind the tub with her arms folded over her
chest.

“I’m f-f-finished!” Payton spat. “I’m not
playing this s-stupid game anymore!”

“Oh, really? So you don’t mind being
disqualified from the sorority?”

“Who f-fucking cares? There’s plenty of other
sororities on campus! I’ll just—”

“You’ll just be too late to pledge another
one this semester, which means you’ll have to wait until next
year…and even then, most houses won’t consider you after you’ve
been blackballed.”

“Blackballed? W-what do you mean?”

“If one sorority turns you down, the others
won’t want to take a chance on you,” Darby explained. “If they
accepted you, it would look like they’ve lowered their standards.
So is that what you want? To go through college without ever being
a sister? To miss out on all the advantages and opportunities of
Greek life?” Darby shook her head slowly. “You always talked about
how brave and capable you were. I thought you wanted to be the Zeta
president someday, but now you won’t be anything at all.”

Payton stood there shivering on the ladder,
her wet hair plastered to her back. Because she was out of the
water past her knees, the big crowd in front of the tub had a great
view of her firm ass, which was pointed right at them. Rivulets of
water streamed from Payton’s shoulders, dripping down her back and
then over those firm, round cheeks.

“And I guess everything you went through
today was for nothing, too,” Darby continued. “All that running
around naked with nothing to show for it. What a shame. Well, I
guess you can go back to the Zeta house and wait for us. It’s
locked up so you’ll need to sit outside for a few hours until we’re
done here.”

Payton was trembling harder now, and not just
from the cold air hitting her wet body. What if Darby was telling
the truth and no other sorority would touch her after today? What
if she would have to struggle through four years of college without
the help of a sisterhood? And worst of all, what if all the
humiliation from today really had been for nothing?

“Or,” Darby finished, “you can get back on
that seat and stay there until the fundraiser ends, and then you
can get dressed and come back to the house to celebrate with your
sisters. It probably won’t be so bad after all. As you just saw,
most of those guys can’t hit the target to save their lives. You
can just sit there covered up while they pay good money to smack
the plywood.”

Payton’s mind reeled as she stood there on
the ladder, oblivious to the fact that she was mooning the crowd.
But after a while the cheers and catcalls finally registered and
the girl gasped and flung a hand over her ass in a vain attempt to
cover it. As the blonde hung there by one hand with her teeth
chattering, Darby smiled silently up at her from the ground.

“O-okay, fine,” Payton finally said, hauling
herself sideways onto the seat again and plopping down with her
arms wrapped around her chest. The metal seat felt hard and cold
against her bare ass, which was covered in goosebumps like the rest
of her body, and her nipples were so stiff she could feel them
pressing into her forearms.

A long line of guys was now waiting with
baseballs in hand, and even a few girls had come over to play.
Darby was right; most of the throws missed, and some of them were
off by several feet. It took nine more tries before Payton was
dunked again, with the crowd cheering once more as she floundered
naked in the water. She scrambled back onto the seat faster than
before, and as she got situated she saw that the group of seniors
who had teased her when she was passing out flyers that day were
the next ones in line. The first two missed with their balls, but
the third one sent Payton splashing back into the tub. Dexter, the
hyper one, went last and he missed with all three of his balls.

As the group moved aside, Payton was shocked
to see who was waiting behind them; it was Jason, still wearing his
black and silver Star Wars T-shirt. He held a baseball in
each hand and had a grim look on his face.

“J-Jason!” Payton chirped. “Hey, it’s good to
see you!”

“Oh, so now that you’re afraid I’ll dunk you,
you’re finally being nice to me?”

“What are you talking about? Come on, Jason,
we’re friends!”

The boy chuckled meanly. “Friends? You hardly
ever talk to me in class. Hell, you don’t even know me.”

Payton clutched herself tighter, a tingle of
unease spreading down her naked back as Jason glared at her. “Oh
come on, of course I know you! You’ve been sitting behind me
in Biology for a month now!”

Jason tossed one of the balls lightly up and
down in his hand. “Oh yeah? If you know me so well, what sport did
I play in high school?”

Payton opened her mouth and looked from side
to side. Had they ever talked about that? Honestly, had they ever
really talked about anything? Jason was pretty tall, so
maybe…

“Basketball?” she tried.

Jason just snickered. “No, baseball. I was my
school’s star pitcher, too.”

The boy cocked his arm back and fired a
perfect strike at the target and Payton gasped as she plunged into
the water again. The girl barely had time to scramble back to her
seat before Jason threw his second ball, which also hit the target.
Payton fought to catch her breath as she flailed her arms wildly,
her tits bobbing behind the clear plastic.

Jason was about to walk away, but then the
guy who was next in line shoved three baseballs into his hands.
“Here, take ‘em!” he said, grinning. Another guy did the same, then
Dexter bought six more balls and brought them to Jason cradled in
his arms. Soon Jason had little piles of baseballs all around his
feet, with students bringing him new ones almost as fast as he
could throw them. He hit the target every time, barely allowing
Payton to sit down before he sent her plunging again.

After a dozen straight dunks, the girl was so
worn out from treading water and climbing the ladder that she was
moving in slow motion. She practically dragged herself up onto the
seat each time, her bare tits jiggling as she clung to the ladder
with aching fingers. She begged Jason to stop at one point, but he
pretended not to hear her. Unlike Payton, he never seemed to get
tired as he fired one baseball after another at the target.

Jason might’ve kept throwing all night if the
voice of the student body president hadn’t suddenly blared from the
loudspeakers to announce that the fundraiser was over. Payton sat
hunched over on the seat of the dunk tank as the president told the
crowd that ticket sales were now being tallied and the Greek house
that raised the most money would soon be announced. A few minutes
later, the sisters near the dunk tank all raised their fists and
cheered when Zeta Alpha Nu was crowned the winner.

“Hey, come down!” Darby called from the
bottom of the ladder, motioning for Payton. Thank god! This
awful day is finally over, and the Zetas actually won the contest!
Now I can get dressed, go home and take a long, hot bath…without an
audience this time!

But instead of throwing a blanket over Payton
and guiding her home, Darby took the blonde by the arm and led her
toward the center of the green. Emma, Angela, and the other Zeta
sisters and pledges tagged along too, with Payton surrounded on all
sides by other girls. She kept her arms around herself and walked
hunched over, searching desperately for a way to slide out of the
group and run for cover, but the others nudged her along until the
girls reached the center of the green. The student body president,
a tall, handsome senior, stood there with a trophy the size of a
flower vase tucked under one arm as a huge crowd gathered in a
circle around him.

“Congratulations, Zetas!” he boomed into his
microphone. “Not only did you raise the most money this year, but
you totally crushed last year’s top amount! Hold this up proudly,
because you deserve it!”

He handed the trophy to Darby, but she shook
her head. “Oh, no. This should go to the Zeta pledge who’s
responsible for most of our ticket sales tonight…Payton Miller!”
Darby thrust the trophy into the frightened naked girl’s hands.
“There you go, girl! Hold it up so everyone can see!”

Emma and Angela each grabbed one of Payton’s
wrists and hoisted her arms into the air, and the naked blonde
stood there with the trophy held awkwardly over her head as the
other girls stepped aside to give the crowd a good look at her. The
blonde was speechless, her teeth chattering and her legs trembling
as she stood there bare-assed naked in front of hundreds of her
classmates.

“Hold that thing up high!” Darby said, then
she leaned down to mutter in Payton’s ear. “After all, you
do feel like a winner, right?”
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