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Chapter 1.

 


 


Before Anna Ramirez left her apartment that
day, she stopped to check her reflection in the mirror three times.
Her long black hair was sleek and shiny, her makeup was perfect,
and she’d chosen an outfit that was both sexy and professional;
short black skirt, high heels, and a white blouse with the top two
buttons undone to show a hint of her generous cleavage. Anna stared
for a moment then undid another button. Now a hint of her lacy bra
was showing as well. Couldn’t hurt, might help.

Anna had been up for hours getting ready for
the conference with Chip and Harry. It might be the most important
meeting of her life, and she had to make sure she was ready for it.
As she drove to the office in her old beat-up Honda, she kept
glancing at the sky and muttering Come on, big guy; if you’re up
there, let this be the day! I need this like you wouldn’t
believe!

The Los Angeles traffic was awful as usual,
but Anna made it to the office with a few minutes to spare. She
parked in the deck next door and marched down the sidewalk in her
high heels, her chest bouncing beneath the thin material of the
blouse. The lobby was already bustling, but Anna managed to squeeze
into an elevator heading up and took a deep breath as she stood
packed between a dozen other people. Then, without even realizing
it, she crossed the fingers of both hands.

At 22, Anna was the youngest paralegal at
Drummond & Davis. They hired her straight out of college and
she had worked hard for them ever since, hoping to one day go to
law school and become an actual lawyer. But law school was
expensive as hell, and Anna’s parents—who owned a small Mexican
restaurant—couldn’t even begin to help her with the bills. Just
keep waiting tables for us, her father said. Who needs the
headache of being a lawyer? But Anna wanted that
headache, just like she wanted the money and the nice clothes and
the big office that came along with it. She had worked at the
restaurant while she got her undergrad degree, but she was tired of
coming home with salsa on her clothes and spilled beer on her
shoes. Los Angeles was full of hip young professionals, and Anna
was sick of just staring at them; now she wanted to be one
of them.

Three months ago, Chip and Harry gave Anna
some hope when they announced that they wanted to expand the firm
and might even pay to put one or two of their best employees
through law school. Competition was fierce among the eight
paralegals, but Anna had been working extra hard since then,
sometimes slaving over files and documents until well after
midnight. All that hard work seemed worthwhile, though, when Chip
and Harry asked her to come in early that morning for a private
meeting.

It has to be that, she told herself as
she strode down the hallway, heels clicking. I mean, what else
could it be? It’s not time for a review and I haven’t done anything
wrong, so it can’t be a reprimand either. Oh please, please,
please, let me be right!

Chip and Harry were lounging in the firm’s
reception area, dressed in their usual suits and ties. But their
suits were rarely ironed and their ties were always crooked, and
since the two were only in their late twenties, they always looked
a little like kids playing dress-up.

“All right, our superstar’s finally here!”
Harry said, rubbing his palms together like he was about to dive
into a gourmet meal. He was tall and thin with spiky blonde hair,
and he grinned like a madman whenever he saw Anna.

“Um…good morning,” the girl said, forcing a
smile of her own. Harry had always been a little too
friendly with her and the other women in the office, sometimes
rubbing against them if he brushed past them in the hallway or
using his height to sneak a peek down their shirts if he was
standing close enough.

“Thanks for coming in early, Anna,” Chip
said. He was short and wiry with a messy mop of brown hair, and
even though he also reeked of boyish immaturity sometimes, he at
least tried to act more professional than his partner Harry. “Let’s
head to the conference room. Everything’s all set.”

Anna had expected the big room to be empty,
but a lone man was seated at one of the chairs. He was middle-aged
and pudgy, with thinning hair and a big, wolfish grin. He wore a
dark suit with a lime-green shirt and looked a little like a used
car salesman.

“This is Lance Dickerson,” Chip said, “and
I’m sure you’re familiar with his work.”

Anna ran the face and name through her mental
computer. “Oh, wait. You’re with Wildfire Entertainment, right?
Didn’t we process the legal waivers for one of your reality
shows?”

“Absolutely right,” Lance said, grinning.
“You guys handled the paperwork for Suburban Warrior last
fall when our regular firm couldn’t meet the last-minute
deadline.”

“But Lance is here today to talk about a
different show,” Chip said. “So let’s all take a seat and get down
to business.”

Anna pulled out a chair next to Lance, both
crushed and hopeful. The partners obviously weren’t here to talk
about putting her through law school, but if they had chosen her to
handle more work from a high-profile client, that was good news
too.

“So,” Lance began, “have you seen our show
Naked at Work?”

Anna forced a smile. The show had been in the
headlines constantly since it debuted a few months earlier. The
producers took one employee at a company and had them work a full
day in the nude while cameras followed them to capture the
reactions of their coworkers. The nudity was blurred out for the TV
broadcast, but the person’s fellow employees saw every inch of
them. Most of the critics panned it, but it had attracted a huge
audience. “Yes. I mean, I haven’t actually seen it, but I’ve
seen the commercials and I know what it’s about.”

“It’s been the top show in its time slot for
over a month,” Chip said.

“And it gains in the overall ratings every
week,” Harry added. “This thing’s getting so big it’s about to
explode.”

“That’s awesome,” Anna said, turning to Lance
again. “So I’m guessing you need us to handle more paperwork for
you? I already have some experience with entertainment contracts,
so if you need me to be your point person, I can take care of
everything.”

Lance fluttered a hand in the air. “No,
sweetheart, you don’t get it. We don’t want you to handle our
paperwork, we want you to be on the show.”

It didn’t click at first. Anna just stared at
Lance, confused, but when she saw the way Harry and Chip were
grinning at her, the pieces finally fell into place.

“Wait a minute. Wait, wait, wait.” She looked
down at the floor, breathing deep. “You’re saying you want
me to be the one…”

“We want you to be the star, kid,” Lance
said.

“You’ll be famous!” Chip said.

“Yeah, just think of the exposure you’ll
get,” Harry added, chuckling.

“Plus the $5,000 fee you’ll earn,” Lance
piped in.

“Just stop, okay?” Anna barked, throwing up
both hands. “Guys, can I have a word with you? I’m sorry, Mr.
Dickerson, we’ll be right back.”

Anna left the room with Chip and Harry at her
heels, stopping in the hallway with her arms folded over her chest.
“Seriously? Why didn’t you guys warn me about this?”

“Who needs a warning?” Harry asked. “Anna,
this is a big win for all of us. You get the cash and tons of TV
exposure and Double D makes a big splash in the entertainment
industry. What’s the problem here?”

Anna shook her head and looked away. Harry
was the only employee who referred to Drummond & Davis as
Double D, and he normally did it while staring at some woman’s
chest. “Why in god’s name did you think I’d be okay with this? Do I
seem like someone who wouldn’t mind walking around the office naked
all day?”

“Look, you know we’ve been waiting for a big
break forever,” Chip explained. “The firm’s been up and running for
three years and we still only have a few clients in the
entertainment industry. Here we are just a few miles from
Hollywood, and we’re mostly stuck dealing with divorces and petty
crimes and boring paperwork.”

“Yeah, we need this, Anna,” Harry
chimed in. “This isn’t just free advertising for the firm, it’s a
way to get our foot in the door with other Hollywood clients.”

Anna bit her lip and shook her head again.
“Okay, yeah, I get that, but why does it have to be me?”

Chip shrugged. “Once we got the idea, we
submitted photos of three of our employees but Lance only wanted to
meet with you. I guess they know exactly what they’re looking
for.”

Anna rubbed her forehead and started pacing
small circles in the cramped hallway. “This is unbelievable. I
can’t…I mean, I actually thought you guys wanted to meet so we
could talk about law school.”

“You mean giving you a free ride?” Chip said,
catching Harry’s eye. “Sure, that’s still on the table. But we
couldn’t justify it unless the firm picks up more business.”

“And even then, we would only do it for our
most loyal employees,” Harry added.

Anna coughed out an ugly laugh. “Seriously?
So now you’re saying the only way you’ll put me through law school
is if I agree to do the show?” Chip and Harry just shrugged, and
Anna said, “Listen, I have to think about this. My head’s spinning
like a washing machine.”

“Time is money, Anna,” Chip said, “and Lance
Dickerson’s waiting for an answer.”

“Just five minutes then, okay?”

Chip and Harry went back into the conference
room as Anna slumped against the wall and shut her eyes. Her head
really was spinning, and the only reason she hadn’t said no
right away was because she knew how much law school cost; at least
$130,000 for tuition and fees, and that didn’t include textbooks.
Could she really turn down a chance at a great career over this?
Yes, it would be absolutely humiliating to walk around the office
for a full day stark naked. But Drummond & Davis only had about
20 employees, and Anna spent most of her time at her cubicle making
phone calls and filling out paperwork. She shared the room with the
seven other paralegals, but when she was seated at her desk nobody
could see her.

Jesus, girl, how can you even think about
this? Your parents won’t just disown you, they’ll kill you! But
since the nudity was blurred out on TV, maybe she could lie and
tell them she’d really been wearing a beige bikini and the whole
naked thing was fake. Her dad didn’t trust most of the stuff he saw
on TV anyway.

“What’s wrong with you?” a voice
suddenly asked, and Anna opened her eyes to find Olivia Ruiz
staring at her. Olivia was also a paralegal and she sat in the
cubicle next to Anna’s. The two had known each other since high
school but they had never been friends. Olivia hung out with the
other Puerto Rican girls, who looked down on Anna and her Mexican
friends. I was born here just like you were, Anna once told
Olivia, but the other girl had replied Yeah, but Puerto Rico’s
part of the US and Mexico’s just a noisy neighbor. Their
relationship had been just as strained after they started working
together, and Olivia was one of Anna’s main competitors for the
free ride through law school.

“Nothing’s wrong,” Anna muttered. “I’m
fine.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be in a meeting?”
Olivia asked. She was taller than Anna with a slim, athletic build
and wavy brown hair that fell to her shoulders.

“I just need a minute to get myself together.
I’m a little frazzled.”

Olivia chuckled. “Oh, like in high school,
when you’d pull all your hair out before a big test? Or like the
way you nearly hyperventilated if you had to stand up in front of
the class and read a report or something?” The girl shook her head
sadly. “Grow up, Anna. Just put on your big girl panties and do the
work. You’ll never get ahead in this place if you keep slacking
off.”

As Olivia walked away, Anna glared at the
other girl’s back, her fists clenched at her sides, then she let
out a snarl and stomped back into the conference room. Slacking
off? Seriously? I work twice as hard as that bitch, and if she’s
still here after I get my law degree, I’ll make her my personal
assistant and ride her skinny Puerto Rican ass until she
drops!

Chip, Harry, and Lance Dickerson all stared
at Anna as she shut the door firmly behind her. “I’ll do it,” she
announced. “Do you have a contract? I’ll sign it right now!”

Lance chuckled. “Slow down, sweetheart. I’m
glad you said yes, but nothing gets signed until the production
department gives the thumbs up. We need some photos of you in your
underwear so they can start thinking about hair and makeup. I also
need to check for scars or other flaws they might have to cover
up.”

“Flaws? Anna barked, her blood still boiling.
“Fine. Take a look and tell me if you see anything wrong.” Fingers
trembling with rage, the girl nearly tore the buttons off her
blouse then shucked it off to reveal a skimpy white bra.

“And that’s why they call us Double D,” Harry
muttered in awe as he and Chip stared at Anna’s big tits jiggling
under the thin fabric.

“They look more like a C to me, but hey,
nobody’s gonna complain,” Lance said as he took a high-end digital
camera out of his briefcase. By the time he was ready, Anna had
kicked off her heels and shoved her skirt down to the floor. She
now stood in the white bra and a matching white thong that showed
off her full hips and round, curvy ass. Staring blankly ahead, the
girl followed Lance’s orders and turned first to the side then
faced the wall as the producer snapped off a dozen shots.

“Okay, I think we’re good,” he finally said,
packing up his things. “We’ll be in touch with a final answer soon,
but trust me, the production team’s gonna love you.”

“Yeah, I’m sure they will,” Chip echoed, a
dreamy look on his face. “Hang on, Lance, we’ll walk you to the
elevator. And Anna, you can get dressed and start work now.”

After the men left, the girl stood for a
moment in her bra and panties, heart still racing, then she looked
down at herself and swore under her breath. She snatched her skirt
from the floor and pulled it back up then fumbled her way into her
blouse, fighting with the buttons. Once she was dressed she stepped
back into her heels then pawed through her purse until she found
her compact mirror. As she checked her hair and makeup, she was
startled to see the frantic, wild expression on her face.

“Oh my god, girl,” she muttered to herself.
“What the fuck did you just do?”

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2.

 


 


Lance called Chip the next day to announce
that Anna had been approved and that the episode would shoot the
following week.

“Really? That soon?” the girl had asked,
gulping.

Chip shrugged. “Sure, why not? Their offices
are only a few blocks away.”

Anna spent the next five days worrying and
fretting as she tried to figure out how to get out of the contract.
Maybe she could call in sick the day they were scheduled to shoot.
But no, they would just reschedule. What if she made up some fake
medical condition? It could even be mental instead of physical.
Temporary insanity, maybe? That wouldn’t be much of a stretch.
After all, she had said yes while she was angry and confused.

But Chip and Harry kept talking about how
much business they would get from the free advertising, and they
had started leaving brochures for law schools on Anna’s desk. As
the day of the taping crept closer and closer, the girl realized
that as crazy as it would be to appear on the show, it would be
even crazier to give up a shot at a great career.

When the big day finally came, Anna got to
the office two hours early as instructed. She wore a T-shirt and
sweatpants, with her hair in a ponytail and no makeup. Chip and
Harry were there, along with Lance Dickerson and a short, dumpy
gray-haired man in wrinkled clothes. Lance introduced the new man
as Max Shell, the show’s director.

“Okay, folks, we’ve got a lot of prep work to
do,” Lance said, “but first, let’s get our star adjusted to the new
atmosphere. Go ahead and strip down, sweetheart.”

“R-right here? In front of everybody?”

“You’re gonna be naked all day in front of
the entire staff. What does it matter if a few people see you
taking your clothes off?”

“I guess I just thought…I mean, I figured I
wouldn’t have to be naked until the taping started.”

Lance shook his head. “It’s like a swimming
pool, right? If you jump right in, you shiver and shake because
you’re not used to the water yet. But if you walk in up to your
ankles, then to your knees, then to your waist, everything’s fine
and dandy. Now come on, we’re on a tight schedule here.”

The group was standing in the firm’s
reception area, and all four men were staring at Anna. The girl’s
teeth chattered as she pulled her T-shirt over her head then pushed
her sweat pants down and stepped out of them. She had worn a sports
bra and a modest pair of black panties that day, and she slowly
peeled those off too as the men’s eyes crawled up and down her
body.

Once she was naked, Anna stood stiff as a
board with one hand between her legs and the other arm draped
awkwardly over her chest.

“All right, step one,” Lance said. “While
we’re taping the show, you need to walk around like you would on
any normal day. That means none of this modesty business with the
arms and hands, okay? That’s why we’re giving you time to get used
to it. Now shake off those nerves and just act natural. Don’t focus
on how you look, focus on what you’re doing. Imagine you’re still
dressed, if that helps.”

Anna nodded and forced a smile as she slowly
lowered her arms, looking straight ahead so she wouldn’t have to
see the reaction on the men’s faces. Yeah, right. And how am I
supposed to act natural when everybody’s staring at me and drooling
like that?

Chip and Harry each let out a deep sigh. Both
of them had secretly wondered what Anna looked like under those
businesslike skirts and blouses, but the real thing was even better
than they’d imagined.

Anna’s skin was a deep olive color from head
to toe, without a single tan line. Her tits were full and heavy,
topped with large brown nipples. Her ass was firm and round, and
her legs were shapely and toned. Most of the men’s attention,
though, was aimed at the girl’s crotch; Anna normally shaved her
pussy because she liked the smooth, clean feeling, but she’d been
letting the hair grow back ever since she signed the contract for
the show. After five days she only had a faint black stubble
between her legs, though, which wasn’t nearly enough to cover her
plump pussy lips.

“I just, I know this is…I’m s-sorry, really
sorry,” the girl babbled, waving vaguely at her crotch as her
cheeks went bright red. “I tried to let it grow back, but I just, I
didn’t have enough time. I thought, you know, I didn’t realize we’d
tape the show so soon, and it all happened so fast—”

“Hey, relax,” Lance said, chuckling. “It’s
all gonna be blurred out, remember? It doesn’t matter if you’re
bald down there or have the world’s biggest bush. The audience
won’t see a thing.”

Yeah, but the people in the office will
see everything, Anna thought, and they’ll be grinning and
panting just like Chip and Harry are right now!

All four men clearly liked what they saw, but
Chip’s forehead had gone sweaty and Harry’s cock had gotten so hard
that he had to tug at his suit pants to get rid of the tent at his
crotch.

“Let’s go for hair and makeup,” Lance
announced. “Max will handle the camera crew once they get here, and
you guys can prep Anna while she’s in the chair.”

The makeup woman had set up her equipment in
the conference room. As Anna walked through the halls naked, every
inch of her skin tingled. The carpet tickled her bare feet and the
feel of the air conditioning on her exposed flesh made her whole
body squirm.

After she was seated, the girl rested her
hands in her lap and only had to deal with the men staring at her
tits while Chip and Harry described the day’s activities.

“Okay, we had a conference call with the
staff last night and gave them the news,” Chip said. “So
everybody’s up to speed and they all know how to act.”

“And we’ll deal with any outsiders on an
individual basis,” Harry added. “We’ve got a stack of consent forms
ready and waiting.”

“Outsiders?” Anna said, trying not to shudder
as the makeup woman did her work. “People coming in off the street
are gonna see me like this?”

“We can’t stop clients from coming in,” Harry
said. “We’ve got meetings, depositions…”

“And those people need to be prepped the
second they walk in the door,” Lance interrupted. “We don’t want
anybody seeing Anna and yelling crap like Hey, this is wild!
What’s going on here? Am I on TV or something? That stuff gets
old really fast. And make sure anybody who comes in contact with
her signs one of those consent forms or we can’t put them on the
air.”

“B-but I spend most of my time making phone
calls and doing paperwork!” Anna protested. “Why do I need to meet
with clients at all today?”

“Because someone sitting at a desk all day is
boring,” Lance said. “Reality TV is supposed to be exciting,
remember?”

“And if you want to become a lawyer someday,
you need the practice,” Chip reminded her. “That’s still your goal,
right?”

Anna swallowed hard and nodded, which made
the makeup girl grunt with frustration. This is so not what I
imagined, Anna thought. I must have been crazy to think I
could just hide at my desk all day!

Chip skimmed a sheet of paper and started to
go down the list of Anna’s tasks one by one, but Lance stopped him.
“Hey, hey, enough of that. She’s already got a lot to remember, so
no need to dump everything on her at once. Besides, it’s good for
the star to get a few surprises during the day. Helps keep the
drama level high, you know what I mean?”

Chip shrugged. “Um…yeah, sure.”

“Okay, let’s finish up here so Max can
explain all the technical stuff.”

Once Anna’s hair and makeup were done, the
group went back to the reception area where Max was barking orders
at four young guys in jeans and T-shirts as they dashed around the
office with armloads of equipment.

“Here’s the deal, doll,” the frumpy old man
began. “We’ll have at least two cameras in each room, but they’re
gonna be tucked out of site so nobody sees them. Just walk around
and do your job like normal, and if you do spot a camera,
don’t look straight into it. Try to act natural and don’t talk
about the show or what’s going on today. Got it?” Anna nodded and
Lance gave everyone a thumbs-up and told them he’d be watching from
the production van in the parking lot. Max checked his watch and
twirled a finger in the air. “Okay folks, we roll in 20 minutes.
Get those cameras and cables out of site then move out of the way
so you don’t ruin my shots!”

Just then the front door opened and the
firm’s employees started trickling in one or two at a time. Anna
couldn’t fight the reflex to cover up, so she stood with her legs
awkwardly crossed and her arms folded in front of her body with her
hands in front of her crotch. Her tits and ass were still on full
display, though, and the girl’s cheeks bloomed red again as her
coworkers smiled and nodded at her on the way to their desks. A few
of them chuckled and a couple of the women shook their heads in
disbelief.

Oh my god, this is like an awful dream. I
can’t believe I’m standing here naked in front of people I see
every day!

Olivia was one of the last to arrive, and
when she saw Anna she broke into hysterical laughter. “Oh my god, I
thought the guys were pulling a practical joke. This is
real? Holy crap, look at you! You’re hanging out all over
the place!”

Anna squirmed and shuffled her feet as she
fought to keep her temper in check. “Good morning, Olivia.”

“Too bad you didn’t have more time to get
ready for this. You could have hit the gym, gone on a diet…because
the camera adds 10 pounds, you know, and that might just push you
over the line into Fat City.”

Anna gritted her teeth. “Not everyone wants
to look like a skeleton with two cupcakes glued to their
chest.”

Olivia shook her head and let out a delicate
snort. “I hope whatever they’re paying you is worth it, Anna,
because you might only be naked for a few hours, but for the rest
of your life you’ll be the girl who walked around the office all
day with her twat hanging out.”

Anna took a step toward Olivia, fists
clenched, when Max suddenly barked, “Okay, folks, we roll in five!
Go to your desks and get ready to act natural!”

Anna followed Olivia to their cubicles, her
eyes burning holes in the other girl’s back the whole time. Once
they were seated, the girl took a few deep breaths and tried to
calm her nerves. Am I really doing this? The cameras start
rolling any minute. If you want to run, you better do it now
because pretty soon somebody’s gonna yell—

“Action!” Max called out, and Anna jumped in
her seat. The girl sat for a moment wondering what to do, then she
opened the work calendar on her laptop and clicked on her daily
schedule. It was normally crammed with a dozen tasks, but at the
moment it was blank.

“Good morning,” Chip said, and Anna jumped
again as her boss suddenly appeared beside her. He handed her a few
documents clipped together and said, “Listen, we’re updating the
office software with new privacy filters next week and I need to
get everyone’s signature on these compliance forms. Can you take
care of that before things get busy?”

Anna took the forms and stared at Chip for a
moment, confused, then she looked over at Max, who was standing in
a corner. “Um…time out? I mean, cut?”

The old man sighed and walked over. “You
don’t have to say cut, doll. The cameras are gonna roll all day and
we’ll pull out the footage we want to use. Now what’s the
problem?”

“I just…I mean, I don’t do stuff like this.
Our secretary handles this kind of thing, so this is weird. You
said to act natural, but I can’t when I’m doing something I don’t
normally do.”

“Okay, okay, relax. Even if it’s something
you don’t do, that doesn’t mean you can’t do it. It’s
the interaction that makes the shows interesting, so you’ll be
doing things today that give you face-to-face time with the other
people in the office. We figured this would be a great way to start
the show because you’ll be passing these forms out to everybody, so
the audience gets to meet the other people right away. You’re the
star and they’re the supporting characters, get it?”

Anna shrugged. “I think so. Sorry I screwed
up so soon. I guess I’m more nervous than I thought I’d be.”

“No problem. Let me get out of the shot and
you guys can run through that again.”

Once Max was back in his corner, Chip
repeated his request about the compliance forms. This time Anna
nodded and stood up slowly, holding the papers casually in front of
her to shield her crotch. But as she took her first step, the
reality of the situation hit her like a splash of cold water. It
sounded like Max’s plan was to have her moving around the office
all day, with no opportunities to hide at her desk. Holy shit,
if I had known it would be like this, I never would have said yes!
I should have watched the damn show first to see how they do
it!

As Anna stood there with her legs trembling,
she realized that all her fellow paralegals were staring at her. So
was Max, who was frowning and spinning one hand in a
hurry-up motion.

The girl took a deep breath. Focus on law
school, focus on law school. Keep your eyes on the prize and block
everything else out. But that was easier said than done, and as
Anna moved to the first desk—which happened to be Olivia’s—her legs
were still trembling and then her hands started shaking as
well.

“Morning, Olivia,” she said, fighting to keep
her teeth from chattering. “Can you sign this compliance form and
turn it in to Chip before the end of the day? Thanks.”

Olivia took the paper from Anna’s trembling
hand. “Sure thing, girl,” she said, then she wiggled her shoulders
and pretended to shiver. “Whoo, it’s chilly in here this morning,
huh?”

Anna gritted her teeth and moved to the next
desk. “Here you go, Albert. Please sign this then pass it off to
Chip, okay?”

“No problem,” Albert said. He was a short,
stocky guy who considered himself a real lady’s man, and his eyes
roamed all over Anna’s tits as he took the paperwork. Since she was
standing and he was sitting, those big jugs were only a foot from
his face.

The woman at the next desk was Roz, who was
openly gay and had pictures of her girlfriend all over her desk.
Roz kept her platinum-blonde hair in a spiky crewcut and wore three
silver hoops in each ear. She had on a black business suit with a
hot pink shirt, and her nails were painted the same shade.

“Well, good morning,” Roz drawled as Anna
walked over. “Don’t we look lovely today!” The blonde had
always been friendly—even a little flirty at times—with Anna, but
now she was grinning and batting her eyes like she was on a first
date. “Compliance paperwork, right? Thanks so much, sweetheart,
I’ll take care of this ASAP.”

Anna gave a tight smile before she moved
away, knowing Roz was staring at her flexing ass cheeks now.

Once the paralegals had their paperwork, Anna
went down the hall and gave forms to the assistants and legal
secretaries. Most of her coworkers tried their best to act casual,
but a few of the women scowled and wouldn’t even look at Anna,
while the men stared openly at her exposed body and even tried to
sneak a peek around the paperwork in her hands to get a glimpse of
her pussy. Anna gave everyone the same forced smile and friendly
greeting no matter how they reacted to her, trying to finish the
process fast so she could get back to her desk.

Her last stop was Kenny, who handled all of
the firm’s computers and other electronics. Chip and Harry mostly
hired young, fit people who matched their image of what a Hollywood
law firm should look like, but Kenny was the lone exception. He was
close to 50, a thin, bony man who was bald on top and only had a
sparse fringe of hair in the back. He wore glasses with thick black
frames, never smiled, and mostly grunted whenever a coworker spoke
to him.

“H-hi Kenny,” Anna muttered. “I’ve got a
compliance form for you to—”

“I run the tech department,” Kenny
grunted, “which means I dictated that letter myself. Don’t you
think I was the first person to sign it?”

“Um…okay. Sorry.” Anna scurried back to her
desk with the few remaining forms in hand, glad to be hidden in her
cubical again, but the relief didn’t last long.

“Hey, Anna,” Harry called, his head appearing
from around a corner. “I need your help in the records room.”

Groaning, the girl stood again and
fast-walked in his direction, conscious of the way her big tits
bounced with every step. Oh god, she thought. This is
gonna be a long, long day.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3.

 


 


Three walls of the records room were lined
with heavy file cabinets, and the desks for the firm’s four legal
secretaries were in the center. The space was so cramped that the
secretaries only had to spin their chairs around to access the file
cabinets, but it meant anyone else who came in had to squeeze
behind the desk chairs to get to the files.

“The Jackson trial starts next week, and I
need to see everything we’ve got,” Harry told her. “Depositions,
discovery, interview transcripts, the whole deal. Pull it and bring
it to my office.”

The four legal secretaries—who were all
young, fit blondes, except for Mindy Wong—watched with amusement.
This was another task Anna would never be asked to do, but the
secretaries seemed happy to let someone else do their work for a
change.

“Um…sorry, I just need to…” Anna began,
waving a hand vaguely toward the cabinets, and Mindy scooted her
chair forward as far as it would go. She was short and slim and
kept her shiny black hair in a chin-length bob.

“That good?” Mindy asked.

“Yeah, I think so.” But Anna’s ass was so
curvy and round that as she tried to slide behind Mindy’s chair,
her ass cheeks brushed against the back of the other girl’s
head.

“Hey!” Mindy yelped.

“S-sorry,” Anna muttered, humiliated.

“I’ll go grab a cup of coffee,” Mindy said,
bolting out of her seat. Anna slid the girl’s chair to the side and
squatted down to retrieve the files from the bottom drawer without
thinking. But then the cool office air hit her right between the
legs and she realized that in this position, with her ass resting
on her heels and jutting out a little, her pussy was spread wide
open in front of everyone. Damn it! I can’t even reach back to
cover it without looking like an idiot! Anna turned to the side
instead, aiming her ass at the desk and hoping it would block the
camera’s view. But as she moved to other drawers in other cabinets
to collect the rest of the files, she realized how impossible it
was to do even the simplest task without any clothes on. Her ass or
her tits kept rubbing against the legal secretaries or their
chairs, and when she pulled one file drawer out too fast, she
whacked herself right in the nipples with the metal handle. The
girl blinked away tears and tried to finish as fast as she could,
but by the time she had collected the armload of folders, her face
was red and her body was sore.

Anna hauled the files to Harry’s office,
where Harry was seated at his desk. He stood and reached for the
files just as Anna was leaning forward to drop them on his desktop,
and Harry’s hands mashed into the girl’s tits instead.

“Oh!” he yelped, laughing nervously. “Hey,
sorry. That’s everything? Great, thanks.”

I’ll bet you’re not sorry at all, Anna
thought as she scurried out of the office, ready to hide at her
desk again, but then Roz appeared from nowhere with a handful of
documents.

“There you are!” the other girl chirped,
grinning as her eyes trailed down from Anna’s face to her big tits.
“Mr. Ridgeway is here to sign his divorce papers. Can you handle
it? Thank, hon!”

Anna took the papers and sighed as Roz walked
away. Leon Ridgeway was a total perv who flirted with every woman
in the office whenever he stopped by, and he’d even pinched a few
of them on the ass. But Chip and Harry tolerated the behavior
because Ridgeway gave them all his business, both work-related and
personal, and that included a tricky divorce settlement that had
required lots of billable hours.

Normally Anna kept her distance from Leon
Ridgeway, but today she had no choice. As she peeked over at the
reception desk, she saw Max and Chip prepping the client for his
walk-on role in the show. Leon was tall and stout, and he always
wore slacks and tight golf shirts that barely contained his sagging
gut. He wore his thinning grey hair in a dramatic combover and his
capped teeth were blindingly white. Those shiny teeth were on full
display as Leon stared open-mouthed at Max and Chip as the men
filled him in on the details. When they were finished, Leon gave a
big belly laugh and said Of course I want to be on the show! Are
you kidding?

Swallowing hard, Anna walked stiff-legged to
the reception desk as Leon signed his consent form with a flourish.
“Good morning, Mr. Ridgeway,” she said, trying her best to sound
normal.

“Good morning to you!” Leon boomed, his eyes
traveling up and down Anna’s body. “My, my! It sure is nice to see
you today, sweetheart!”

“I’ve got your paperwork right here. Let’s go
sit down and I’ll get you taken care of right away.”

“Oh, no rush,” Leon said as he followed Anna,
his eyes on her ass. “Hell, I can stay all day if I have to!”

Since the paralegals didn’t have offices,
they met with clients in a small multi-use room with a rectangular
table in the center and two chairs on either side. But as Anna shut
the door behind them, she felt suddenly terrified to be alone in
the room with Leon. She’d half-expected Max to wander in after
them, but the room was so tiny he probably couldn’t come in without
appearing in the shot.

“Okay, have a seat,” Anna said, spreading the
sheets of paper out in a row on the table. “These are all final
copies, and they include the changes we discussed with your wife’s
lawyer last week. Once they’re signed and processed, all this nasty
business will be over.”

“Oh, it’s not all nasty,” Leon said
with a chuckle as Anna sat down opposite him. She folded her arms
on the table in front of her and hunched forward, relieved that the
only thing Leon could see now was her face. But then the man
frowned as he squinted down at the papers. “Damn, can’t believe I
forgot my glasses. Does this include the amendment about the
alimony payments?”

“Of course, it’s right there on the first
page.”

“Can you point it out? All this fine print
looks like a bunch of scribbles to me.”

Forcing a smile, Anna stood up slowly and
tried to figure out a natural way to cover herself, but there
wasn’t one. “It’s there near the bottom,” she said, pointing from
across the table.

“Guess I’m just blind, because I still don’t
see it.”

The girl gritted her teeth as she leaned
forward and bent over, tapping a finger on the document. “Here it
is,” she said, her cheeks blooming an even brighter red as her tits
swung down from her body and swayed just a foot from Leon’s
face.

“Oh, I see everything perfectly now,” Leon
said, staring at Anna’s tits instead of the document. “Oh yes,
that’s crystal clear. But I want to make sure I initial and sign in
all the right spots, so come on over here and give me a hand.”

With her legs trembling, Anna came and stood
beside Leon. Now her bare pussy was only inches from his face! But
she forced herself to stay calm as she walked the man through the
documents, which wasn’t easy since he kept turning to look at her
every few seconds. At one point he even motioned with his hands and
grazed the side of her ass with his fingers, not bothering to
apologize. Anna didn’t flinch or say a word, but she couldn’t keep
herself from fidgeting when Leon turned and stared straight at the
stubble between her legs as she explained how the filing process
would work.

After what seemed like an eternity, the
paperwork was finally finished and Leon left the office after one
last long, dreamy look at Anna’s body. The girl felt like running
to the bathroom and scrubbing herself at the sink to get rid of the
sleazy feeling, but Harry already had another task lined up for
her.

“The Bernsteins are here to talk about their
personal injury case,” he said. “They know the situation and they
signed the consent forms, but I have to warn you, they’re not
thrilled with the circumstances.”

“You mean they don’t want to see…” Anna
began, gesturing vaguely at herself, but then she remembered they
weren’t supposed to talk about the show on camera. “They don’t want
to see us today, so maybe they’d like to reschedule?”

“No, they can’t. They leave for a two-week
cruise tomorrow and they want to get this out of the way
first.”

Anna gave her boss a fake smile. “Well, if
they still want to do this today, I’m sure Olivia or Roz would be
happy to help them.”

Harry returned the smile and it was just as
fake. “But they met you for the initial consultation, and they want
you to handle the case.”

Not to mention the fact that Max wants to
put me face to face with as many clients as possible, Anna
thought. “Okay, well…I’ll do my best to make them feel comfortable,
then.”

Soon an elderly couple shuffled over from the
reception area. Bruce Bernstein was small and thin, dressed in
khaki shorts and a blue Hawaiian shirt. His wife Martha was also
short but plump, wearing a baggy floral dress. An orthopedic cast
covered her left arm from elbow to wrist and her husband wore a
black eyepatch.

Anna tried her best to act chipper and
natural as the Bernsteins approached her. Oh my god, these two
are as old as my grandparents and they’re staring at me like I’m
the whore of Babylon! “Hi, you two. So nice to see you again.
Are you feeling any better since we met last week?”

Martha shrugged, cocking her head to the side
so she was looking over Anna’s shoulder. “Bruce might get the patch
off later today, but I’m stuck in this thing for another month,”
she said, wiggling the cast.

“Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“Yeah, it’s awful,” Bruce agreed, but he wore
a silly grin as he said it because he was using his good eye to
examine Anna’s body. The girl shuddered and fidgeted, then grabbed
a notepad and pen from a nearby desk. “Um, okay, let’s get started
so you’ll have plenty of time to pack for your cruise. This way,
please.”

Anna couldn’t help squirming as she led them
back to the multi-use room, knowing they were probably both staring
at her ass cheeks as she walked. Once they were all seated, she
felt a little better since she could cross her arms in front of her
chest on the table like she had before. She clicked the pen open
and prepared to write.

“So you gave me a general overview of the
situation last time, but now I need a step by step description of
the event to see if it qualifies as a personal injury case. Can you
walk me through it just as it happened?”

The Bernsteins looked at each other then
Martha said, “I’ll do it. Okay, so our condo complex has a nice
pool on the grounds and we use it every Monday morning and
Wednesday morning.”

“Nobody’s around that early,” Bruce added.
“And the weekends are crazy, so…”

“Anyway,” Martha continued, rolling her eyes.
“Bruce and I like to keep to a schedule, so we get to the pool at
nine sharp. It’s just a short walk from our unit if we cut across
the grassy field next to the parking lot. The reason we go at nine
is because the sprinklers come on at nine-thirty and by then we’re
sitting in our lounge chairs all comfy and cozy.”

“Or that’s what used to happen,
anyway,” Bruce interrupted.

“So last Monday, Bruce and I are walking
across the grass at nine o’clock, just like we always do, when
suddenly the sprinklers start blasting full force. Those things are
little but they’re powerful, and when one hit me in the chest, I
jumped and hurt myself.”

Anna stopped writing and looked up. “So…okay,
I’m a little confused. You hurt your arm because you jumped?”

“I didn’t jump straight up, not like an
Olympic athlete or anything. I just, you know…” Martha waved at the
empty space beside the table. “I’d show you, but I don’t want to
hurt myself again.”

“Maybe you could do it,” Bruce said to
Anna. “You know, like they do those reenactments on TV.”

“But I don’t…I mean, I wasn’t—”

“Martha can tell you what to do, then she can
tell you if you did it right. You don’t have to injure yourself, of
course, but at least you’ll know the exact way she fell.”

“Um…well…okay.” Anna stood up, feeling queasy
now that the table wasn’t shielding her naked body anymore. She
stood a few feet away with her arms loosely at her sides, waiting
for instructions. Now Bruce was grinning more than ever, but Martha
had a sour look on her face like she’d just tasted spoiled
milk.

“So, the sprinkler hit me in the chest and I
jumped, like the way you jump when you’re surprised.”

Anna thought for a minute then jerked
backward a little, throwing her arms out to her sides. “Like
that?”

“No, I really did jump. Sort of like that,
but my feet went off the ground.”

Anna tried again, bouncing on her heels this
time before she jerked back. The sudden motion made her tits flop
up and down on her chest, and Bruce let out a soft moan as he
watched.

“Was it right that time?” Anna asked, her
cheeks burning.

Martha started to answer but Bruce
interrupted. “Mostly, yes, but it was even more violent than that.
I mean, she really bounced up like she’d just stepped on a
rattlesnake.”

Anna repeated the motion, but this time she
jumped even higher. When her bare tits heaved on her chest this
time, they fell back down with a heavy smack.

“Oh yes, that’s absolutely perfect,” Bruce
said in a solemn whisper.

Martha gave her husband a withering glance.
“Yeah, that’s pretty much it, and since the grass was wet now, my
feet went out from under me when I landed. I ended up lying on my
side with my arm pinned under me.”

Anna hesitated for a moment then lowered
herself to the floor. The short, bristly carpet tickled her bare
skin as she sat down then leaned back with her elbows propping her
up. With Martha directing her, the girl turned awkwardly to one
side with her left arm trapped beneath her body. Bruce craned his
neck to see all the action, enjoying the way Anna’s heavy tits
sagged to the side as she twisted her body in the unnatural
pose.

“That’s it,” Martha said. “That’s exactly how
I was laying.”

Anna pulled herself to a sitting position
again, glad the obscene little demonstration was over, but then
Bruce said, “Hey, what about my injury? Don’t you need to see that
too?”

The girl sighed. “Can’t we…I mean, do I
really need to act it out?”

“Well, you’re already down there. Why
not?”

Anna grudgingly nodded and listened as Bruce
told how he’d tried to pull Martha up, but since she was so heavy
and the grass was so wet, he’d fallen to his knees in the process.
That’s when one of the sprinklers blasted him right in the face,
giving him a corneal abrasion.

“You need to be on your hands and knees,” he
instructed as the girl followed along. “Yeah, but your head needs
to be lower. My face was only a foot from the ground when that
sprinkler hit me like a water cannon. Bend your arms a little more.
Yes, that’s it. Just like that.”

Anna felt ridiculous as she hunched on the
ground with her forehead nearly touching the carpet, her big tits
swinging free from her chest and her round ass pointing straight up
in the air. She only held the pose for a few seconds before she
scrambled to her feet and took her seat again, her cheeks burning
more than ever.

“Okay, I think I’ve got everything I need,”
she muttered. “I’ll do some research and see where we stand. If the
property managers changed the time on those sprinklers without
telling the residents, they might be willing to settle. But if they
came on by accident, it could be tough to prove fault. I’ll see
what I can find while you’re away on your cruise.”

After the Bernsteins left, Anna was ready to
get away from all the prying eyes. Chip told her to catch up on her
phone calls before she took her lunch break, so the girl gratefully
scampered back to her desk where she could curl up in her chair and
hide from both the people and the cameras. But once she got there,
she discovered that her computer wasn’t working and the printer
wouldn’t power up either. Her phone was dead, too. What the
hell?

The girl peeked under her desk to make sure
everything was plugged in, and she gasped when she saw the mess of
cords and cables all lying jumbled on the floor with nothing
connected to anything. Anna sometimes nudged those cords with her
foot while she worked and she always worried about unplugging
something by accident, but it looked like someone had reached under
her desk and yanked everything out at once. When Anna sat up
straight again and looked around, she saw Max smiling at her from
the corner. Oh my god, seriously? Is he messing with me for some
reason? As if I’m not nervous enough already!

Whenever someone had a technical problem,
Kenny had to fix it. Anna reached for her phone, remembered it was
dead, then huffed and stood up. She fast-walked to Kenny’s office,
her tits bouncing with every step, and said, “Uh, Kenny? I need
some help. My computer and phone and other stuff came unplugged and
I don’t know how to get it all working again.”

“And that’s what I’m here for,” the man said
with a sigh. He followed Anna to her cubicle, surveyed the
situation, then crawled under her desk and laid down on his back.
“I’ll feed you one cable at a time and tell you where it goes,
okay? Just grab each one when I push it through the slot.”

Anna did as she was told, spreading her legs
and leaning forward as the plug for the first cord peeked out of
the open slot at the back of her desk. Because she was so short,
she had to lean forward as far as she could to reach it. Kenny fed
her the plugs one after the other and soon she had everything
powered up again.

“Guess that’ll do it,” Kenny said, smiling up
at Anna from his spot on the floor. The girl smiled back down at
him, but then she gasped. With Kenny below her and her legs spread
like this, he was looking straight up at her exposed pussy! Oh
my god, was he doing that the whole time? All he had to do was tilt
his head and he had a perfect view of everything!

Anna swallowed hard as Kenny stood up,
brushed himself off, then left without another word. The girl
collapsed into her chair and rubbed her forehead. God, god, god,
I just want this day to be over! How much time do I have left? Holy
shit, it’s not even noon? How can I last another five or six
hours?

The girl had just finished her second phone
call when Olivia appeared beside her desk. “Come on, let’s have
lunch together! We haven’t talked in a while and I’ve got some good
gossip for you!”

Chip and Harry had ordered Thai food for the
office, and most of the employees were already eating in the break
room. The partners treated their staff to lunch fairly often, but
to keep anyone from lingering over their food too long, they had
installed tall tables without chairs in the break room so the
employees had to eat standing up. Olivia and Anna stood at one of
the tables with their bowls of noodles, and Anna did her best to
slurp hers down quickly while Olivia prattled on and on about
people they both knew from high school.

As she ate and listened to Olivia, Anna found
herself glancing around the room to see if she could spot where the
cameras were. Even though she knew her private parts would be
blurred out when the show aired, she still cringed at the idea of
hidden cameras scanning every inch of her naked body. But worse
than that were the looks her coworkers gave her as they ate and
pretended to have their own conversations; most of the men and some
of the women glanced at Anna every few seconds, chuckling or
smiling wickedly as they stared at her tits or her ass or the
sparse patch of hair between her legs. The girl had tried to
convince herself that after an hour or two everyone would get bored
of staring at her and go about their business, but that wasn’t the
case. Anna could feel the dozens of eyes locked on her nearly
non-stop, a gross sensation that made her skin prickle and the
hairs on the back of her neck stand up. She also had an
uncomfortable tingle between her legs that caused her to shift her
feet as she spooned down the last few bites of her lunch. It was
the same queasy feeling she got when she climbed a tall ladder or
walked down a street alone at night, halfway between stark fear and
a desperate need to pee.

And speaking of that…

On the way back to her desk, Anna stopped at
the bathroom and locked herself in one of the stalls. She was
tempted to say she felt sick and stay holed up in there for a
while, but she didn’t want Max to come looking for her. After she
was done, the girl stood at the sink and glanced around as she
washed her hands. They didn’t put a camera in here, did they?
That would be disgusting! But as she scanned the room, Anna saw
a tiny red light winking from the corner of the ceiling. Oh,
come on! Really? She dried her hands and flung the used paper
towel at the trash can then stomped back out into the office.

“Oh, there you are!” Harry said. “The
deposition for the Meadow Creek High School case is about to start
and we need your help.”

Anna’s gut suddenly clenched. “Oh my god. So
the students are here?”

“Just Randy and his dad. Come on, everybody’s
signed their consent forms and they’re all waiting in the
conference room.”

Anna followed Harry, her legs trembling.
Being naked in front of people her age was bad enough, but now a
horny teenager would be staring at her as well!

All eyes were locked on Anna as they entered
the room. Randy Watkins and his father Ted sat on one side of the
table, and the opposing attorney sat on the other side. The court
videographer had set up his equipment at the far end while Max
stood huddled in a corner.

“Man, they weren’t kidding,” Randy muttered.
“I thought it was some kind of joke.” He was a tall, skinny
18-year-old with dark hair and a wispy beard, and his tongue nearly
hung out of his mouth as he stared at Anna.

“No, it’s no joke,” his father said. He wore
a suit and tie and looked like an older, slightly plumper version
of his son. “But remember, we’re only supposed to talk about our
case and nothing else.”

“Oh yeah, right.” Randy fidgeted in his seat
as Harry and Anna pulled out chairs beside him. The opposing
attorney, a short, balding man who also wore a suit, rubbed his
forehead and tried to avoid looking at Anna while the court
videographer, a younger man with glasses and a crew cut, openly
stared at her as he adjusted his equipment with a huge grin on his
face.

Once everyone was sworn in, Harry began the
proceedings. “All right, we’re here today with Randy Watkins, a
senior at Meadow Creek High School, to take his statement regarding
a fight with his classmate Brian McVey. Mr. McVey’s attorney
William Butler is present as requested. The purpose of this
deposition is to obtain information for a possible settlement
before the case goes to court. Mr. Butler, please begin.”

The attorney nodded at Harry, still doing his
best to not look at the nude woman seated across from him. “Mr.
Watkins, my client claims you assaulted him during a school pep
rally. His injuries include cuts and scrapes on his face as well as
several bruised ribs. We’re here to get your side of the story, so
can you tell us what happened that day?”

“Yeah, sure,” Randy said, shifting in his
seat. He wore khakis and a wrinkled blue polo shirt with stains on
it, and like most LA teens, he reeked of cologne and espresso and
pot. “Okay, so the pep rally’s going on and everybody’s out on the
football field all happy and chilling because it gets us out of
class, right? But then the cheerleaders come out to do a routine
and Brian, who’s standing right in front of me, starts yelling all
this shit at Melissa, one of the cheerleaders. He asked her out a
bunch of times but she always said no, so Brian’s had this chip on
his shoulder ever since. So he’s ragging her and calling her a
bitch and all this other shit, and she starts getting upset and
messing up the routine, and that makes all the other girls mess up,
too.”

“And this bothered you so much that you
assaulted Mr. McVey?” Butler asked.

“Dude, I didn’t assault anybody. The thing
is, I’ve known Melissa for a long time and she’s really cool and
sweet. So all I wanted to do was get Brian to shut up so the girls
could finish their routine without looking like a bunch of
goofballs.”

Butler pursed his lips. “I’ve already
described my client’s injuries. How can you claim no assault took
place?”

“Look, I didn’t hit him or kick him or
anything like that. All I did was wrap my arms around him from
behind, you know, like a bear hug or something, then I tried to
pull him away from the crowd so he could cool down. Everything that
happened after that was his own damn fault.”

“And can you show us exactly how you grabbed
Mr. McVey? Perhaps your lawyer can assist you?”

Harry shrugged. “Sure, no problem.” He and
Randy stood up, but the teen frowned and shook his head. “Nah, it
won’t work. He’s even taller than me, and Brian’s a short little
dude.”

Butler rubbed his chin, thinking. Despite his
best efforts, his eyes kept flicking over to Anna as she sat
hunched over in her chair, the tabletop hiding most of her body.
“Then perhaps…” he began, stopping to clear his throat, “Um…ahem.
Excuse me. That is, I was going to say…perhaps Miss Ramirez could
assist you instead.”

Randy’s eyes lit up as the girl drew in a
sharp breath. Being stared at by a teenage boy was bad enough, but
now she had to let him touch her? Gross! Anna glanced at
Max, who nodded enthusiastically from the far corner. Great.
This was probably his idea in the first place!

“Um, okay,” the girl said, standing up. Every
man in the room fought back a moan as the girl stood awkwardly
beside the table, arms held nervously at her sides.

“Here, let’s give you some room,” Harry
suggested, motioning Anna to an open spot away from the table.
Randy came and stood behind her, staring down over her shoulder at
those soft tits as his hands quivered mere inches from that round,
juicy ass. His cock had been twitching since the girl first walked
into the room, but now it was hard as steel inside his khakis.
“Okay, Randy, now show us exactly how you grabbed Brian McVey. But
gently, all right? We just need to see how you two were
positioned when Brian got hurt.”

Randy nodded, and all eyes were glued on him
as he flexed his arms. The two lawyers, the videographer, and
Randy’s father all had glazed looks on their faces like they were
watching some weird brand of porn. The teen inched closer to Anna
until his crotch was pressed tight to her bare ass, then he reached
around her and wrapped his arms over her chest.

“Hey!” Anna yelped. Both of Randy’s hands
were resting on her tits, and he had a mean grip on the right
one.

“Uh, sorry, but this is how I grabbed him,”
the teen muttered. Except Brian didn’t have a killer set of jugs
like this, he thought. Now Randy’s cock was harder than ever.
He had fucked a couple of girls at school, but none with bodies
like a stripper or a porn star. He shifted his hands down a few
inches but kept his fingers pressed tight against Anna’s warm
titflesh.

“So you grabbed him from behind,” Butler
prompted. “Then what? You said you tried to pull him away from the
crowd. Can you demonstrate that without hurting Miss Ramirez?”

“Yeah, I mean…I just walked backwards and
pulled him along with me, like this.” Randy took a couple of steps
back and Anna stumbled backward too. Now the boy’s arms were locked
below her tits, which made them bulge out from her chest like she
was wearing a push-up bra. All the men in the room let out deep
sighs, and William Butler wiped fresh sweat off his forehead.
“Okay, but that’s not how Mr. McVey got injured,” the lawyer said.
“Can you show us how that happened? And again, please be very
gentle with Miss Ramirez.”

Randy bit his lip. “Well, he was trying to
get away and he kind of lunged forward, but since I was holding him
he fell on his face and I fell down on top of him. I don’t know how
to show you that without hurting this lady.”

Harry stepped in and said, “Okay, what if
Anna lays down on the floor and then you lie on top of her, just to
show your positions once you were on the ground? I think that’s the
main detail we’re looking for here.”

The other lawyer agreed, so Randy let go of
Anna and the girl sank slowly to her knees. “So I just…lay
face-down?”

“Yeah, that’s how Brian was,” Randy said.
“With his arms at his sides, because I’d been holding him.”

Anna did as she was told as the videographer
shifted his camera to the new lower angle. Despite the awkward
position, at least now the front of her body was hidden from all
the men. But any relief she felt vanished once Randy laid down on
top of her, his crotch grinding against her ass and his chest
pressed into her bare back.

“Okay, w-we were like this,” the teen said,
his voice quivering. Anna was squirming beneath him, her juicy ass
rubbing all over his hard dick. If she didn’t stop soon, he’d
probably cum right in his pants! “He fell, I fell on top of him,
then I jumped up and tried to give him a hand, but he just cussed
me out then he got up and ran away. End of story.”

Butler nodded. “I think we get the picture.
Thank you, Randy. And thank you, Miss Ramirez. That
demonstration was very…um, stimulating.”

Randy stood up and helped Anna to her feet,
and the girl blushed again when she saw the huge tent in the front
of the teen’s pants.

Yeah, he’s not kidding, she thought as
Randy’s face turned as red as hers.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4.

 


 


The meeting ended with Harry promising to
contact William Butler by the end of the week. Once the others had
left, Harry called Roz and Olivia into the conference room. Anna
was still in her chair, trying her best to cover up without being
conspicuous about it.

“Okay ladies, here’s the plan,” Harry said.
“These guys have got nothing on Randy. No cause, no motive, no
intent to harm. This thing’s never going to court. We’re gonna make
it go away by paying the other kid’s medical bills and maybe
throwing a few thousand on top for good measure. But before we make
an offer, I want to see rulings on every high school fight in the
county over the past five years. We also need to interview Randy’s
friends and anybody else who saw this happen in person, so get on
the phone and make some calls. Try to get those kids in here today
so we can get their statements. Oh, and find some estimates on
McVey’s injuries, too. Time to heal, cost of treatment, possible
side effects, all that shit. You three are gonna run point on this,
so get cracking.”

Normally Anna loved researching case law and
digging for clues, but as she’d already learned, working in the
nude turned even the smallest, most insignificant tasks into major
chances for embarrassment. She and the other two girls had to run
around the office as they gathered their materials, pulling some of
it from the records room and the rest from the computer hooked up
to the legal database. Anna was conscious of her tits and ass
jiggling as she scampered from room to room, and she was in such a
rush that every time she opened a file drawer or reached for a law
book or slid past a coworker through a narrow doorway, she seemed
to mash her tits against something. At one point they pressed right
into Roz’s chest as the two women squeezed past each other in the
records room, which made the blonde purr with delight.

“Nice running into you,” she said with a
chuckle. “We should do it more often.”

“Don’t you have a girlfriend?” Anna
hissed.

“Yeah, but she’s cool about stuff like
this.”

“Well, I’m not,” Anna shot back, tucking a
folder under her arm before dashing to her desk.

“Looks like Roz has a new crush,” Olivia
murmured as Anna sat down.

Anna glared at the other woman, who was
sorting through a stack of folders at her own desk. “Mind your own
business, okay?”

“She’s always been a little sweet on you. I
guess seeing you in all your glory really pushed her over the
edge.”

“Will you get to work and stop bothering
me?”

“Just making conversation, hon.” Then Olivia
leaned closer, lowered her voice to a whisper, and added, “But if
you don’t want other women staring at your twat, you need more than
a little fuzz to keep it covered. Right now it looks like you
dropped a ham sandwich in your lap.”

Anna’s jaw fell as she stared at Olivia, too
shocked to even speak, and by the time she found her voice, the
other woman was up and bustling around the office again. The girl
sat there shaking, wishing she could stay hidden at her desk for a
while, but every time she sat down for more than five minutes, Max
would catch her eye and spin his finger in a come on, get
moving motion. Huffing, the girl launched herself out of her
seat and headed back to the records room. Now the legal secretaries
were helping pull the files, but they all slid away from Anna as
she came over to join them. Mindy Wong seemed especially nervous,
flinching whenever Anna brushed a naked hip or ass cheek against
her.

It was a different story when Anna went to
print more pages from the legal database. Albert and another male
paralegal named Tom had volunteered to help, but all they really
did was stand beside Anna’s chair as she sat at the computer
searching for data. The men stood hunched over, pretending to stare
at the screen, but they were really peering down at Anna’s tits and
pussy as they made inane comments and occasionally suggested
categories to search. At one point Anna turned her head to find
Albert leering straight down into her lap, his lips parted as he
examined her pussy.

The girl shoved her chair backward, nearly
knocking the men down, then she marched to the bathroom and locked
herself in the stall again. She exploded in tears before her bare
ass even hit the toilet seat, and soon her whole body was wracked
with sobs. She sat there on the commode balling her eyes out for a
few minutes before she finally wiped her hands angrily over her
face and peered up at the ceiling. She saw no red lights overhead,
and the camera she’d spotted earlier was too far away to see into
the stall. But how soon would someone come looking for her?

“Fuck them,” the girl muttered. She needed
some time away from the staring eyes and the leering faces, and if
the only way to get it was by hiding in the bathroom, then so be
it. She could always lie and say her stomach was upset from the
Thai food.

As Anna sat there tapping her bare feet on
the tile floor and trying to compose herself, she heard the door
open and close a few times. Someone peed delicately in the stall
two doors down, then Anna heard water running in the sink. At one
point the noises stopped and Anna figured she was alone, but then
she thought she heard the soft swish of clothing. Was someone still
in there with her, or was she just imagining it? Maybe it’s the
air conditioning…or maybe running around buck naked all day is
making you lose your mind.

The girl cradled her face in her hands for a
moment, trying to compose herself, but then she heard a shuffling
sound that definitely wasn’t in her imagination, and when
she looked up, she saw a hand dangling a video camera over the top
of the stall.

“What the hell!” she barked, jumping up from
the toilet and swinging the door open. One of Max’s young cameramen
stumbled backward, clutching the expensive equipment to his chest
so he wouldn’t drop it.

“Um, sorry,” he muttered. He was thin and
gawky and probably no older than Anna. “Max told me to get some
candid footage, so I—”

“So you filmed me sitting on the
toilet?”

“Well…it didn’t sound like you were
doing anything.”

“And what if I was? Would that be in
the show?”

“Uh…no, we’d probably edit that out.”

Anna stormed out of the bathroom and found
Max, who was hanging out in the break room.

“You sent one of your guys into the
bathroom after me?”

Max shrugged. “You were gone a long time, and
I figured you might be having an emotional moment in there. Stuff
like that makes for great scenes. Real tear-jerker stuff, you
know?”

The girl rubbed her face, suddenly realizing
that her makeup was probably ruined by now. “I almost smacked that
stupid kid with the camera,” she muttered.

“Hey, that might have been the first time
Kevin got touched by a woman,” Max said, chuckling. “But listen,
calm down, okay? I’m a little worried because your bosses only have
one or two things left on the agenda and we’ve got four more hours
to shoot. I don’t want to end up with you sitting at your desk for
half the show. We need some drama, some excitement.”

“This is a law office,” the girl muttered.
“It’s not a circus or a rodeo.” She looked around the break room,
still wondering where the cameras were. “Is it even okay for us to
stand here talking about all this? Won’t that ruin the show?”

“You kidding? We’ve got 20 cameras running
non-stop all day and the show’s only 40 minutes if you take out the
commercials. Most of what we tape today is gonna end up erased. Now
come on, I set up a couple of scenarios for you.”

“Scenarios? What do you mean?”

“There’s more to office life than just the
work, right? The relationships are a big part of it too. So we want
some scenes of you alone with a few of your coworkers, just talking
and laughing like you normally would. First you’re gonna have some
one-on-one time with Roz, then we’ll put you and Olivia
together.”

“Olivia? Haven’t you seen how she treats me?
We’re not friends, we hate each other!”

Max chuckled. “Well, a little conflict makes
for good TV too, doll. Now come on, Roz is waiting.” He led Anna to
the reception area, where the blonde stood with her purse. “Roz
said she could really use a smoke, so we figured you two could take
a cigarette break.”

Anna’s jaw dropped. “On the patio? Are you
crazy? Everybody on this floor uses it! Somebody’s gonna see me and
call the police!”

“Hey, relax. We already sent a memo to the
other businesses to let them know we’re shooting today, and we’ll
have people outside the patio door to hand out consent forms and
make sure everybody knows how to act.”

Anna’s teeth were chattering now. She still
wasn’t used to being naked in front of her coworkers, and now Max
wanted her to walk down the hallway, past all the other offices,
then stand on a big patio that was sometimes crammed with a dozen
smokers.

“Kevin’s gonna follow you to shoot the
footage,” Max continued. “And I’ll be around to help direct
traffic. You girls enjoy yourselves, and be sure to talk about
something juicy!”

The girls went out into the hallway with
Kevin following behind. Anna was so nervous that her legs barely
worked, and she shot glances left and right as she and Roz walked
past the other offices. Thankfully no one was in the hallway at the
moment, but some of the offices had glass doors or large windows
near their reception areas, and several people stared and gawked at
Anna as she passed by. The two were almost to the patio area when a
loud bell dinged and made Anna jump, then the elevator doors opened
and two middle-aged men in suits stepped out and nearly crashed
right into the naked girl.

“Holy crap,” one of them muttered. “Am I
still asleep? Is this a dream?”

“No, we got the memo about that crazy reality
show yesterday, remember?” the second one answered, but then his
eyes wandered down Anna’s body and he added, “Still feels a little
like a dream, though. Damn.”

Anna’s cheeks were burning as she and Roz
went out onto the patio. Since the building was fairly new and most
of the space was designated as non-smoking, the designers had
included an open-air patio at the end of each floor. The space was
about the size of a living room with 6-foot glass walls on all
sides and a big U-shaped concrete bench running along the edge. Two
men and a woman were out there smoking at the moment, and they all
stared open-mouthed at Anna. Max and his assistant gave them
consent forms while Kevin got his camera ready.

Max wanted to capture an intimate,
unrehearsed chat between the two women, which Anna thought was
phony as hell since the whole thing had been staged so carefully.
The two sat on the bench—with Anna wincing as the rough concrete
bit into the tender skin on her ass—and Roz started talking about
how tough it was to be the only gay woman in the office, and all
the pressures of being a “double minority,” and how she felt like
she had to work twice as hard as everyone else to get half the
recognition. Anna just listened and nodded, wondering how many of
those lines Max had fed the woman. Roz had always seemed brash and
confident and never complained about her treatment at Drummond
& Davis before.

At one point, Roz actually brushed away a
tear as she talked about how her long hours put pressure on her
relationship with her girlfriend. Anna didn’t even notice because
she was too busy focused on the stares she was getting from the
others nearby. Word must have spread about what was going on,
because a steady stream of people—mostly men—had been making its
way onto the patio for the past 10 minutes. Some of them lit
cigarettes or stretched or glanced around as if they were just
enjoying the sunshine and fresh air, but others stood openly
gawking at Anna without any shame at all. A few of the men slid
their phones out of their suit pockets to take pictures, and one
guy even plopped down on the bench right next to Anna and pretended
to be checking his texts while he really stared sideways at the
girl’s big tits.

The naked girl shifted uncomfortably on the
bench as she stared at Roz again and pretended to listen, nodding
at what she hoped were all the right moments. Please, please,
please let me go back inside! All these strangers gawking at me is
driving me crazy, and if I don’t get out of the sun soon, I’m gonna
burn in some really bad places! Anna glanced over at Max,
pleading, but the director twirled his index finger then held it an
inch apart from his thumb to say Keep going for a little bit
more.

Anna suffered through another 10 minutes of
Roz’s yapping as the sun baked her tits and the guy next to her
kept scooting closer, but then Max finally made a motion to wrap it
and the girl let out a sigh as she and Roz stood up.

“Thanks so much for listening,” the blonde
said. “It really helped.” Then Anna stiffened as Roz unexpectedly
leaned forward and wrapped her arms around her in a warm embrace.
The blonde pulled Anna close, mashing the other girl’s big tits
into her chest, then her hands slid down Anna’s back until they
rested on top of the girl’s curvy ass. Roz let out a soft moan
before she released Anna, then the two left the patio and returned
to the office. More gawkers were mingling in the hallway now, and
Anna had to squeeze past a dozen other people—some of whom she
knew—on the way back to Drummond & Davis.

When the cool air in the reception area hit
her naked body, Anna realized that her time outside had left her
damp with sweat. The wind had probably messed with her hair as
well, and her makeup could probably use freshening. She told Max
she needed a few minutes in the bathroom to get herself together,
and the director beamed and clapped his hands.

“Great idea! I was trying to come up with a
good location for your scene with Olivia, and that would be
perfect! Just two girls doing their makeup in the bathroom side by
side and maybe sharing a little gossip while they’re alone. Come
on, Kevin, let’s work out the angles.”

The director parked Kevin in a far corner
where he wouldn’t reflect in the mirrors, then he lined Anna and
Olivia up side by side at the two sinks. Standing next to her
rival, Anna felt more embarrassed than ever. Not only was she naked
while Olivia was fully clothed, but Anna was sweaty and grimy with
messy hair and runny makeup while Olivia still looked like a
fashion model who’d just stepped off the runway. Seeing their
double reflections in the mirrors made it even tougher for Anna to
ignore how shitty she looked compared to Olivia.

“Okay,” Max said, “we had the sweet, now it’s
time for the sour. Good TV always has conflict, so that’s what this
scene is all about. I know you two butt heads sometimes, so just
let loose with anything that’s bothering you. Any topic’s fine as
long as you don’t talk about the show. Oh, and feel free to swear
up a storm if you want. We’ll bleep it all out before it goes
on-air. Got it? Then let’s roll!”

The director scooted back to the corner next
to Kevin as Anna wet a paper towel in the sink and dabbed it over
the sweaty skin on her face and chest as Olivia took a mascara
brush out of her purse and started messing with her eyelashes.

“Um…” Anna muttered. “So, I—”

“Do you ever wonder why Chip and Harry hired
you?” Olivia interrupted. “Because I do. I wonder about it a lot,
actually. I mean, you had zero experience when you graduated and
your grades were pretty average, so what was the big
attraction?”

“I…I mean, I don’t know. I guess they thought
I had potential.”

Olivia snickered. “Potential. That’s a funny
word for it. Chip and Harry only hire people who are young and
healthy and make a good impression, but you still have to know your
shit or you’re useless to the firm.”

Anna stared at the other woman for a minute
then dropped her paper towels in the trash and took a brush out of
her purse. “Are you saying I suck at my job?” she asked, pulling
the brush roughly through her long hair. “Because if you are, you
better have some proof to back it up.”

“I’m just wondering what they see in you. And
I’m really wondering why they would consider putting you
through law school. That’s a shitload of money, and those guys
wouldn’t waste it on someone if they thought it was a bad
investment.”

“Then I guess they don’t think that,”
Anna muttered. “Besides, it’s not just me. They said they might do
it for two or three of us. I’m sure they’ve talked to you about it,
too.” When Olivia didn’t respond, Anna glanced over and saw that
the other woman was frowning as she dragged her mascara brush
angrily over her lashes. “Wait a minute, they didn’t talk to
you about it? So that’s why you’re so pissed off!”

“I’m not pissed off, I just sit next to you
every day and I never see you do anything impressive. That’s why I
wonder what they see in you. Is it the big tits? The big ass?
Both?”

Anna stopped brushing her hair and turned to
face the other woman. “You’re out of line, Olivia. And you’re
obviously jealous that Chip and Harry think I’m better than
you.”

Olivia barked out an ugly laugh. “Are you
kidding? They’re probably just offering you charity because you
come from such a broke-ass family. I’ve been saving up to put
myself through law school, and once I pass the bar, I bet they’ll
promote me right away.”

“My family’s not broke,” Anna growled. “They
work really hard, which is more than I can say for you. And how are
you saving up for law school, anyway? You’re always talking about
how expensive your rent is and how high your bills are.”

“When you’re smart, things like that
are easy. I guess that’s why a little Mexican senorita like you
just doesn’t get it.”

Anna couldn’t take it anymore. She dropped
her hairbrush in the sink and shoved Olivia hard with both hands.
The other girl stumbled back a few steps then hit the wall. She
stared at Anna, her eyes wide. “Are you fucking crazy?” Olivia
tossed her mascara aside then ran at Anna and tried to shove her
the same way, but her palms slipped on the other girl’s damp chest
and Olivia ended up with one big, soft tit in each hand.

“Hey! Let go, you bitch!” Anna snapped,
spinning out of Olivia’s grasp. She circled around Olivia and was
about to raise a fist when she noticed Max frantically slashing one
hand across his throat as he mouthed Cut it out! Cut it
out!

Olivia stuffed her makeup into her purse and
muttered, “Out of my way, cunt,” as she shouldered past Anna on her
way out the door. Once she was gone, Max told Kevin to stop
shooting.

“Now that’s great reality TV!” he
beamed. “Everybody loves a little tussle!”

“Then why did you stop me?” Anna asked. “I’ve
been dying to clobber that bitch forever!”

“Because pushing’s one thing, but fighting’s
another. I can’t have my star getting all bruised and bloody before
we’re done shooting.”

“I can’t stand her!” Anna growled,
stomping one bare foot. “And she’s being meaner today than she’s
ever been before!”

“Hey, relax, doll,” Max said, patting the
nude woman gently on the back. “People like her always get what
they deserve sooner or later. Now come on, let’s get out of the
john and make some more TV magic.”
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When the group came out of the bathroom,
Olivia was gone. The makeup woman sat Anna down in the reception
area for a quick touch-up, and as she worked, Chip came over with a
huge smile on his face.

“There you are! I’ve got great news. The
group from Eddie’s is on their way and I want you to handle the
pitch.”

“What, me? Really?” Anna was shocked, because
this was an important meeting. Eddie’s Laugh Barn was one of the
hottest comedy clubs in Hollywood, and they had hired Drummond
& Davis a few times already. Since most of their employees were
independent contractors, Chip had come up with a plan to work on
retainer and handle all the legal needs for both the club owners
and their comedians. Not only would it give the firm steady work,
but it would also help get their foot in the door of the
entertainment industry.

“Sure, why not?” Chip said. “Eddie seems to
like you, and you did a great job on those contracts for them last
month.”

At first the girl was excited, but then she
realized she’d be standing in front of at least a dozen people for
an hour or more, with no way to cover up even an inch of her body
as she gave the presentation. She’d be totally exposed in front of
people who made fun of others for a living, and her present
condition would give them tons of material to work with.

“Um…maybe I could just sit in and you could
give the pitch? I’d hate to get nervous and screw it up.”

“Nah, don’t worry, you’ll do great. Come on,
let’s get everything ready.”

Anna couldn’t help trembling as she followed
Chip to the conference room and helped him set up the PowerPoint
presentation and the handouts. When they were almost done, Chip’s
phone rang. He answered, said uh-huh a few times, then hung
up.

“Eddie’s group is in the lobby filling out
the consent forms. Max already gave his speech and they’re excited
to be part of the show.”

A white projection screen was centered on the
wall opposite the conference table. Anna grabbed the remote for the
laptop and stood beside the screen, wishing she had a podium or
anything else to stand behind. Her knees were nearly knocking when
the conference room door opened and Eddie Gallagher stepped
inside.

“Holy shit,” he muttered. “They weren’t
kidding!” Eddie was a legend in the L.A. comedy scene, a scrawny
gray-haired man who could make audiences burst into laughter just
by walking onstage. He had bulging eyes and a frizzy gray beard and
he favored loud shirts with bizarre designs on them. At the moment
he wore a purple shirt covered with penguins and igloos, along with
dark jeans and flip-flops.

“Great to see you, Eddie!” Chip gushed,
pumping the man’s hand as the others filed into the room behind
him. Most were men but there were a few women in the group, and all
of them stared wide-eyed at Anna as they took their seats.

“Great to see you too,” Eddie said, “but it’s
even better to see her! Damn, I feel like I’m in medical school
‘cause I’m ready to study some anatomy!”

One of the other men, a stocky dark-haired
comedian named Frank Stern, said, “Oh, yeah? Well, I feel like I’m
going to school overseas, ‘cause right now I’m studying a
broad!”

Most of the people at the table chuckled, but
a cute redheaded woman in a denim skirt and a yellow tank top just
rolled her eyes. “Oh my god, you guys are Neanderthals,” she
moaned. Anna recognized her as Wendy James, one of the hottest new
female comics in town. “No, you’re worse than Neanderthals.
You’re like Cro-Magnons with too many hormones.”

“Just call me homo erectus,” Frank said with
a grin.

“Jesus, Frank, really?”

Eddie faked a hurt look as he sat down. “Aw,
come on, Wendy. We’re just having fun.”

“Yeah, sure. You’re about as fun as a
designated driver on New Year’s Eve.”

Once the crowd settled down, Anna took a deep
breath and tried not to stutter as she started her pitch. “Okay,
guys and gals, let’s get things rolling! I’m so glad you could make
it today, and I think you’ll really like the package we’ve put
together for you.”

“I bet she’d like my package, too,” Frank
muttered, nudging the guy beside him.

Anna tried to ignore the remark, but as she
scanned the group of over a dozen leering faces, it was hard to
block out how ridiculous she must look as she stood there giving a
formal business presentation with her entire body exposed. Her
heart was racing a mile a minute, and her forehead and armpits were
damp with sweat. She could even feel some trickling down the inside
of her thigh.

“So, anyway,” she continued, “as Chip
probably told you, we’ve come up with a plan to process all your
club’s routine legal forms and file paperwork for both your
full-time employees and your independent contractors, all under one
legal umbrella. You’ll save time and money and you won’t have to
remember a single filing deadline because we’ll monitor everything
for you.”

“Wow,” Eddie said. “If you can do all that,
you’ll be my new best friend!”

“Don’t you mean new breast friend?”
Frank asked.

“Oh my god, what a pig,” Wendy muttered.
“You’re not funny, Frank, so cut the witty remarks.”

“Don’t you mean titty remarks?”

Now everyone at the table was chuckling.
Anna’s hands fluttered at her sides, moving like a pair of nervous
birds as she fought the urge to slap them over her tits and her
crotch. Not a single person at the table, not even Chip, was
looking her in the face as she gave her pitch. Every man and woman
had their eyes locked on some part of the girl’s naked body, with
some of them smiling and others frowning. One of the women was
grimacing at Anna’s exposed pussy like it was a messy open
wound.

“Holy shit, is she wet?” the woman
muttered to the man beside her. “I think she’s getting turned on by
this!”

Anna gasped and looked down; now both of her
inner thighs were shiny with nervous sweat, which the woman
obviously mistook for something else. She moved a hand between her
legs to wipe it away, then realized how obscene she would look if
she stood there rubbing her crotch in front of everyone. Blushing
and biting her lip, the girl spun around for a moment and ran both
palms quickly down her thighs. But that left her firm, round ass
pointing straight at the group, which sparked another round of
catcalls.

“Damn,” Frank said, “she must have sat in a
pile of sugar, because that’s one sweet ass.”

Eddie nodded. “Yeah, she’s not just pretty,
she’s booty-full.”

“I’m about to reach across this table and
slap someone,” Wendy said. “Will you animals please shut up and
leave the poor woman alone?”

Anna turned back around, her face redder than
ever. “O-okay, I’m ready.” She thumbed the remote and the first
slide popped up on the projection screen, but as she opened her
mouth to speak again, her face froze in a bizarre frightened grin.
She stood there smiling and trembling for a moment then dropped the
remote on the conference table and fast-walked toward the door.

“Excuse me, guys, be right back,” she blurted
as she dashed into the hall and closed the door behind her. As she
stood clutching herself, Max opened the door and barged out.

“Hey, what’s the deal? You can’t vanish like
that in the middle of a scene!”

“I’m s-sorry, really sorry,” Anna babbled. “I
need a minute, okay? I didn’t know it would be like that.”

“Be like what? You’ve been naked in
front of dozens of people all day long!”

“Yeah, but everybody else has just been
staring. These guys are laughing. It makes it a million
times worse!”

Max rubbed his balding head, thinking. “Okay,
look. They say if you get nervous when you’re in front of an
audience, you should picture everybody else in their underwear. But
in this case those guys would still have the advantage, so why not
just picture them naked like you? Imagine you’re all strutting
around in the buff and nobody’s better than anybody else. Have some
fun with them, too. Tell a few jokes of your own to help break the
ice, you know?”

Anna hugged herself, shivering. “I don’t know
if I can do that.”

“Well, try. We haven’t had much humor
in the show so far and the audience is gonna love this scene. Like
I said, just goof around with the guys a little and maybe you’ll
loosen up.”

I doubt it, Anna thought as she went
back inside with Max at her heels. The people at the table had been
laughing and talking loudly, but everyone fell silent as the girl
took her place beside the projection screen again.

“S-sorry about that. Um…so, let’s pick up
where we left off.” Anna grabbed the remote and changed the slide,
scanning the group at the table. Nope, no matter how hard she
tried, she just couldn’t picture them naked. And while they seemed
to have calmed down, every man and woman was still staring at
Anna’s body in a way that made her exposed skin crawl. She started
trembling again, but then remembered Max’s second suggestion.

“Wow, is it cold in here, or is it just me?”
she said. Most of the group smiled or chuckled, and Anna suddenly
remembered a dumb joke she’d heard long ago. “Well, I guess it
really is cold. Just look at these.” She pointed at her
nipples, which were hard as rocks. “And you guys know why nipples
are the most important part of a woman’s chest, right? Because
without them, boobs would be pointless.”

Now the whole group was laughing, and Anna
did feel a little better knowing they were laughing with her
and not at her. She began the presentation and managed to
speak for nearly an hour without another breakdown, focusing on the
legal jargon and doing her best to avoid looking anyone straight in
the eye. She wasn’t sure if her lighter tone and occasional jokes
were distracting the audience from the fact that she was naked, but
at least it helped her from obsessing over it every single
second.

When the presentation was finished, Eddie
Gallagher came up and shook Anna’s hand. “I have to admit, that was
a pretty attractive proposal. I’ll talk it over with my accountant
and see what he thinks, but I get the feeling this’ll be a good fit
for us.” Then his eyes wandered down the girl’s chest, over her
flat stomach, and finally stopped at her shaved pussy. “And
speaking of things that would be a good fit…”

“Come on, pig,” Wendy James snarled, grabbing
a fistful of Eddie’s shirt and pulling him toward the door.

As Eddie chuckled and stumbled backward, he
raised a hand and said, “Oh, hey, before I go, do you want to hear
a joke about my dick? Naw, never mind, it’s too long.”

Then the aging comedian was dragged out the
door with the others following behind, and soon Anna was alone in
the room with Max and Chip.

“That was awesome!” Chip beamed. “Anna, I
think you nailed it!”

“Great scene for the show, too,” Max added.
“The audience is gonna love your material as much as Eddie’s group
did.”

The trio went back to the main office, where
Anna checked the wall clock. It was now past four, so just a little
while longer until the nightmare was over.

“What’s left on the agenda?” Max asked.

Chip shrugged. “We’ve got five or six high
school kids coming in to give statements about the Randy Watkins
fight, so that’ll eat up a couple of hours. Otherwise, it’s just
business as usual. Phone calls, paperwork, all the routine
stuff.”

Max frowned and rubbed his neck. “Shoot, I
really wanted a big finale. Well, I guess the meeting with the
teens will have to be it. That should be fine, though. Put a bunch
of rowdy kids together and they’ll probably do something
interesting, especially in a situation like this. Anna, why don’t
you freshen up while I look through some of the tape. If the scene
with the teens isn’t that great, maybe I can find something juicy
in the earlier footage and splice it in at the end.”

Anna couldn’t believe how tired she felt as
she walked to the bathroom. The stress of being nude in the office
all day made her feel like she’d just run a marathon. And even
though she’d been naked for hours, it still didn’t seem the least
bit normal. Her coworkers obviously felt the same way, because
every head turned and stared as she passed by desks and cubicles.
What did you expect? If you put a nude woman in front of
someone, they’re gonna stare—especially if it’s someone they see
every day with their clothes on. Bare tits and an exposed pussy
never get old.

Anna stood at the sink and stared at herself
in the mirror. Her hair and makeup still looked fine, so she just
took a moment to calm herself before she went back to the office.
Most of her coworkers were hustling around doing their end-of-day
tasks while Harry and Olivia prepared for the teens to arrive.
Since no one was giving her orders, Anna grabbed some papers from a
random desk and pretended to be studying them, casually covering
the front of her body with the pages as best she could. Max wasn’t
around to tell her no, so why not? After running around stark naked
all day, even having a thin piece of paper shielding her body was a
blessed relief.

A teenage boy entered the reception area,
followed soon by another one. Max’s assistants began prepping them
and handing out consent forms, but Anna was surprised the director
himself wasn’t over there calling the shots.

“Hey,” someone said, and Anna jumped,
startled, as Max suddenly appeared behind her. “Come on, I want to
show you something.”

“What is it?”

“Let’s go to that little room where you did
your interviews. I shut off the cameras in there.”

Once the two were in the multi-use room, Max
shut the door behind them and sat down with Anna. He put his iPad
on the tabletop and started swiping through thumbnail images of
screenshots. “So I was going through today’s footage, and I found
something interesting. Look at this.” He tapped a thumbnail and a
video began playing. It was from one of the cameras near Anna’s
cubicle, but because it was positioned from the side, it gave an
over-the-shoulder view of Olivia’s desk. “This is when you were in
the conference room with the Watkins kid, and everybody else was
running around doing their own thing.”

The video showed Olivia sitting alone at her
computer, scrolling through one of the spreadsheets the paralegals
used to keep track of their billable hours. The columns were
already filled out, but Olivia was going down one row and changing
the numbers one after another.

“Wait, hold on,” Anna said. “Can you rewind
it and zoom in?”

Max did, and now Anna could see the name at
the top of the spread sheet and the numbers in the row Olivia was
working on. “Holy shit,” she muttered, shaking her head. “I can’t
believe it.”

“I came across this by accident, but it
looked pretty fishy to me,” Max said. “You know, the way she keeps
looking around, making sure she’s still alone. I guess she didn’t
know all the cameras were rolling non-stop, even when you weren’t
in the room.”

“It’s more than fishy. This is the monthly
invoice for Franklin Motors, one of our biggest clients. They’ve
got a dozen car dealerships all over town and we do tons of little
jobs for them. The owner likes Olivia, so she gets most of the
work.” Anna pointed at the screen. “See what she’s doing? She’s
going down the list and bumping up her hours for every task she’s
done.”

“Don’t all lawyers pad their hours, though? I
thought that was pretty common.”

“Good lawyers don’t do it, and even
then…I mean, yeah, sometimes a lawyer works for 45 minutes and
rounds it up to an hour, but she’s adding one or two hours to every
single entry. She could get in huge trouble for that, and so could
Chip and Harry. Some lawyers have even been disbarred for it.”

“Sounds pretty serious. So how does she think
she’ll get away with it?”

“Like I said, we do tons of work for these
guys. It would take a long audit to find so many small amounts
added on, but once you total all those hours up, it means a nice
chunk of change for her.” Anna’s jaw suddenly dropped as she
remembered what Olivia said earlier. I’ve been saving up to put
myself through law school, and once I pass the bar, I bet they’ll
promote me right away. “Holy shit,” she muttered again. “I’ll
bet she’s been doing this for a long time.”

Max chuckled and leaned back in his chair. “I
was hoping you’d say that. Remember how I said I wanted a big
finale for the episode? Well, when I saw this video, I got an idea
for something new that we’ve never done before. Tell me what you
think.”

As Max described his plan, a huge smile
spread across Anna’s face. After the awful, humiliating day she’d
had, the director had finally given her something to be happy
about.

“I think it’s wonderful,” she said when Max
was finished. “In fact, I probably look like an idiot because I
can’t stop grinning.”

“And you think she’ll go for it?”

“Oh, I know she will,” Anna promised,
“because I’ll make sure the bitch knows she has no choice.”

 


* * *

 


Half an hour later, Max and Anna walked out
of the multi-use room. The director went to find Chip and Harry
while Anna lingered outside the door. After a moment, she stuck her
head back through the open doorway. “Come on. We need to get those
interviews started.”

Olivia peeked out into the main office,
shooting glances left and right, then she scurried out and hid
behind Anna. But the other girl quickly slid to the side and put
her back to the wall, leaving Olivia standing alone and
exposed.

Olivia was just as naked as Anna, her fists
clenched at her sides as she fought the urge to cover herself. She
was taller and leaner than the other girl, with cone-shaped tits
that were high and firm. Her brown pubic hair was trimmed into a
neat line, and her legs were long and toned.

“I can’t believe this,” she muttered. “This
isn’t real.” Her eyes were wide and a stunned expression was frozen
on her face. Her entire body trembled like she was standing in a
blizzard.

“Oh, it’s real all right,” Anna told her.
“But remember what Max told you. Just act perfectly natural, like
it’s nothing but a normal day.”

A few of their coworkers noticed Olivia for
the first time and started gawking. One man nudged another, then
two women looked over and giggled.

“This is n-never gonna work,” Olivia
whispered. “Chip and Harry are gonna know something’s up.”

“Max is taking care of that right now. He’ll
say you felt sorry for me and wanted to show some solidarity. But
he’s also going to hint that you were jealous of all the attention
I was getting and wanted some for yourself.”

Now more people were pointing and staring,
which made Olivia tremble harder. “And y-you swear you won’t
say anything about those invoices for Franklin Motors?”

“I swear. Now come on, they’re waiting for
us.”

Anna headed for the conference room with
Olivia behind her, walking in a nervous, stiff-legged way that made
her small, tight ass twitch with every step. Now everyone in the
office was watching the little parade of two naked women, and a few
of them were laughing their heads off.

When they entered the conference room,
everyone gasped. Half a dozen teenaged boys were seated around the
table while Chip and Harry stood with Max in one corner.

“Damn, dude,” one of the teens said. “I
thought there was just gonna be one of them!”

“Maybe there’s a two-for-one special,”
another one said, chuckling.

Chip and Harry beamed as they came over,
their eyes traveling up and down Olivia’s body.

“Well, this is a big surprise,” Chip
said.

“But a pleasant one,” Harry added, nearly
licking his lips. “So, shall we get started? You two can split up
the work and interview three boys each.”

“Just take good notes and try to find out
what really happened,” Chip said. “Get all the bare facts.”

“Yeah, find the naked truth,” Harry said,
trying not to laugh.

“That shouldn’t be hard to remember, right?”
Anna said sweetly as Olivia stood shivering while the six teenage
boys stared at her and grinned.
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