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Chapter 1.

 


 


As Valerie walked to the conference room, one
thought went through her head over and over: This is the day,
this is the day, this is the day.

The girl wasn’t surprised at all. In fact,
she had expected this day to come long ago. Grossman Printing had
been struggling lately, and Valerie was the newest—and most
expendable—employee, and only a part-time one at that. But she was
also a college sophomore with rent, tuition, credit card bills, and
a broken-down car to deal with, so being fired was more than just
an aggravation for her; financially, it was a death sentence.

Valerie reached the conference room door but
paused before she opened it. The girl closed her eyes and took a
deep breath, trying to calm down. She was a 19-year-old beauty with
dark hair, bright blue eyes, pouty lips, and perfect skin—not to
mention a killer body—but those things probably wouldn’t save her
today. Joe Grossman and his son Buddy might lust after her whenever
she walked by, but that wasn’t enough of a reason to keep her on
the payroll. Just stay calm, she told herself. Be polite,
be understanding, and pray they give you a good reference so you
can get another job fast, before the landlord kicks you out of your
apartment.

The girl opened the door and walked into the
conference room, then blinked in surprise. Joe and Buddy Grossman
were seated at the table, but another man was there as well. This
guy was in his mid-forties, pudgy, and wearing a pinstriped suit
that somehow looked both ugly and expensive. He wore a pink
button-up shirt beneath it, open at the neck with no tie. His hair
was greasy and thin, and he grinned like a wolf as his eyes crawled
up and down Valerie’s body, which was clad in a tight black T-shirt
and equally tight blue jeans.

“Damn, Joe, you were right,” the stranger
said with a chuckle. “She’s perfect.”

“I…what’s going on?” Valerie asked Joe. “When
you said you needed to see me, I thought…”

“Have a seat, Val,” Joe said, motioning her
to a chair. He was nearly 50, tall and big-bellied with brown hair
and a neatly-trimmed beard. “This is Lance Dickerson, by the way.
He’s a producer for the Wildfire Entertainment Group.”

The stranger raised his hand in a little wave
as Valerie sat down on the other side of the table, between Joe and
Buddy. Buddy, who was Valerie’s age and looked like a younger
version of his father—minus the beard—sported a wicked grin that
made him look even more unpleasant than his usual self. In fact,
all three men were now staring at Valerie with weird looks on their
faces. What the hell was going on?

“Joe, I don’t understand,” Valerie said.
“What exactly is this meeting about?”

“It’s about reality TV, sweetheart,” Lance
Dickerson said. “It’s about big ratings and big paychecks.”

“But I…I still don’t…”

“Here’s the situation, Val,” Joe began. “You
know the company’s been struggling, right? Even after those big
orders we filled last month, our sales are still way down from what
they ought to be.”

Valerie nodded, because she did know
about the problems at Grossman Printing. She had been hired as an
assistant to Joe’s wife Debbie, who was the office manager, and in
her position she saw most of the financial paperwork. Grossman
Printing started out as a small family-run shop that only did
stationary, letterheads, and business cards. Then Joe’s son Buddy
had the idea to expand and start printing on T-shirts, Frisbees,
posters, keychains, water bottles, and other items. With two
universities nearby, the company soon had plenty of business
filling orders for fraternity parties, sorority rushes, pledge
drives, and other college events. Grossman expanded the size of its
shop, hired more workers, and bought more equipment to keep up with
the new business. But after just two years, Joe and Buddy realized
they had gone overboard on all the spending and now the company was
barely breaking even. People in the office had been whispering
about layoffs, which is why Valerie figured she would be the first
to go.

“So, here’s the thing,” Joe continued. “I
figured if we did more advertising, we might bring in some new
business. Only thing is, advertising costs money. Then I saw a post
on the Internet that offered a way for small businesses to get
free advertising, and it seemed too good to pass up.”

“Free advertising?” Valerie asked. “Mr.
Dickerson said something about reality TV. Are they offering us a
free commercial during one of those shows?”

Lance chuckled. “No, sweetheart, the show
is the advertising. This new series is gonna showcase one
small company in each episode. That means a whole hour of
nationwide exposure on network TV, free of charge.”

“That’s not all,” Joe interrupted. “The
network actually pays us for being on the show.”

Valerie blinked, still confused, but now a
glimmer of hope was smoldering deep down in her chest. “Really?
Well, shoot, that sounds great…but I still don’t know what it has
to do with me. Are you saying you want me to be part of the
show, and that I’ll get paid extra for it?”

“Sweetheart, you won’t just be part of
the show,” Lance said. “You’re gonna be the whole show.”

Valerie started to laugh, but the way all
three men were staring at her sent a cold chill down her spine. She
felt like a zoo animal in a cage with a bunch of obnoxious visitors
leering at her through the bars. “Somebody needs to explain this to
me,” she finally said. “What’s this show about?”

Lance licked his lips, still grinning, then
said, “Here’s the idea; we take one employee from a small company,
put them in a somewhat…awkward situation, then follow them
around for a whole day to see what happens.”

“An awkward situation?” Valerie asked. “What
does that mean?”

“I think the title of the show says it all.
It’s called Naked at Work.”

Valerie’s jaw dropped. “Um…you’re kidding,
right?”

“Totally serious, sweetheart,” Lance
continued. “Like I said, we take one employee, strip them totally
naked, then follow them around for a full day while they work. The
point is to see how being naked affects how they do their job…and
how it affects the way everybody else in the office does
their jobs, too.”

Valerie laughed. “I don’t believe you. This
has to be some kind of practical joke.” She looked at Joe and
Buddy. “Is that what this is? You guys are pranking me?” When both
men shook their heads no, Valerie turned to Lance again. “But
that’s crazy…you can’t…I mean, there’s laws about stuff like that.
You can’t show a person walking around totally naked on TV.”

“Sure you can, you just have to blur out all
the good stuff,” Lance said with another chuckle. “On the screen,
it’ll look like you’re wearing a blurry bikini.”

Valerie’s head was spinning. If anything was
blurry right then, it was her brain. She looked at Joe and said,
“So you offered to let them shoot the show here, and you want
me to be the one who’s naked?”

Joe spread his hands. “Look, it’s good for
both of us. The company gets free advertising, the network pays us
for using our office during the episode, and you get paid
for being the star.”

Valerie stared down into her lap for a few
seconds, shaking her head. “I can’t believe I’m even asking this
because this whole thing is totally nuts, but how much money would
I get?”

“Five thousand dollars,” Lance answered.

Valerie’s jaw dropped again. “Five thousand?
For one day of work?”

“Like I said, it’s a win-win,” Joe said.
“It’s good for us and it’s good for you.”

Joe and Buddy were still staring at Valerie
in a way that made the girl’s skin crawl. Sure, she thought,
it’s good for you because you perverts get to watch me walk
around naked all day. Valerie shook her head again and let out
a huge sigh. There was no way she was doing this. No fucking way.
But five thousand dollars…that would pay her rent, her car bills,
and part of her credit card debt. It would also give her a huge
amount of breathing room.

“I just…no, I don’t think I can do it. Don’t
get me wrong, I really need the money, but…it would be too weird. I
couldn’t handle it.”

Lance rubbed his chin for a moment. “Listen,
sweetheart, Joe told me about your situation. You work here from
nine to three every day, then you take night classes at the college
every evening. That’s a tough schedule. I’ll bet you’re exhausted
most of the time. Wouldn’t it be nice to have a little financial
breathing room?”

“Of course it would, but…you’re asking me to
walk around naked for a whole day in front of fifty people. Do you
know how humiliating that would be? I’d probably be shaking the
whole time!”

Joe shifted in his chair. “You know, Val, to
be honest with you, the company’s been struggling so much lately
that I thought we’d have to start laying people off…and since you
were the last one hired, you’d probably be the first to go. But
doing this show could turn everything around. You see what I’m
saying?”

Valerie barked out an ugly laugh. “Are you
saying that if I don’t do the show, I’ll get fired? That those are
my only two choices?”

Joe shrugged and looked away from her, but
his son Buddy leaned forward and spoke for the first time. “What
are you so freaked out about? I see you and your friends walking
around the pool in those skimpy bikinis all the time. You sure as
hell don’t seem nervous then!”

It was true; Buddy, who was also a sophomore
at the college, liked to hang out at the university pool and stare
at all the girls while they swam or sunbathed. Whenever Valerie saw
him, she would reach for a towel or a cover-up right away because
his leering grin and bulging eyes gave her the creeps—not to
mention the other things that bulged as he watched the firm-bodied
college girls prancing around in their tiny bathing suits.

“Look, it’s only one day,” Lance said. “And
sure, the other people in the office are gonna be curious at first,
but after a few minutes the novelty will wear off and everybody
will get back to work and focus on their jobs. Seriously, it’s no
big deal.”

Valerie bit her lip as she imagined doing her
job naked. She had a lot of different tasks and had to run around
the office all day, which meant everybody would see her. By the end
of the day, dozens of people that she barely knew and barely liked
would have seen every inch of her body. But like the guy said,
it’s only one day, she told herself. One day where you feel
like an idiot, but it pays off a huge chunk of your bills. And the
people watching on TV won’t see anything, just your arms and legs
and probably your stomach. But your coworkers, the people who are
gonna be standing two feet away from you…The girl could already
feel her cheeks going red with embarrassment, but what choice did
she have? If she said yes, she’d probably get to keep her job and
get a big bonus check on top of it. If she said no, Joe might fire
her on the spot.

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

Buddy’s grin got huge, and Lance slapped a
hand on the conference room table and said, “Excellent!” Then he
reached down into a briefcase at his feet and pulled out a digital
camera. “Okay, sweetheart, do me a favor and stand over there by
the wall so I can take a few pictures for the people in the
production department. They need to know what you look like so they
can start thinking about hair, makeup, stuff like that.” Valerie
stood up and walked over to the wall, then faced Lance with her
arms dangling at her sides, but the man shook his head. “No, no,
sweetheart, I need the clothes off, okay?”

Valerie gasped and shot a look at Buddy,
whose grin was about to split his face apart. “Now? I have
to get naked right here?”

Lance chuckled. “Don’t have a heart attack,
okay? You can leave your underwear on for now, but I need to make
sure your body’s good enough for TV. If you’ve got a bunch of scars
or cellulite or shit like that, the viewers are gonna change the
channel pretty fast.”

Valerie swallowed hard; stripping in front of
her boss and his son made her feel like some cheap whore. Fingers
trembling, the girl pulled her T-shirt over her head to reveal a
hot pink bra. Then she unfastened her jeans, pushed them down to
her ankles, and stepped out of them. Her hands automatically moved
to the front of her body to cover her black thong, but Lance
ordered her to drop them at her sides again and stand still.

Buddy and Joe leered openly at the girl while
Lance took his photos. Valerie’s tits were full and firm, and the
fact that she was a short girl made them look even bigger. They
nearly spilled out of the tight bra, and both men practically
drooled at the sight of all that soft, creamy cleavage. Then their
eyes crawled downward, across Valerie’s flat, firm stomach, to the
tiny triangle of black fabric covering the girl’s pussy. Valerie
shifted her feet—her toenails were painted bright red, just like
her fingernails—and fought the urge to press her knees tightly
together.

Once Lance had snapped a few shots, he spun
one finger in the air. “Okay, now turn around. I need to get a few
from the back, too.”

Valerie did as she was told, although her
cheeks flamed even brighter as she did it because the skimpy thong
left her entire ass on display with nothing but a thin silk string
separating her ass cheeks, which were soft, smooth, and as round as
a peach. She could hear Buddy and Joe muttering to each other as
Lance took more photos, then the producer told her she could turn
around and get dressed again.

“As far as I’m concerned, you’re a shoe-in,”
he told the girl as she struggled back into her jeans, her big tits
bouncing in her bra cups the whole time. “All you need to do is
sign some paperwork, then I’ll send the whole package to production
and wait for the green light. If everything looks good, we’ll be
shooting the episode in less than a month.”

Valerie tried to smile as she pulled her
shirt on again, but a cold, sick feeling had settled in the pit of
her stomach. Holy crap, she thought, what am I getting
myself into?

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2.

 


 


It only took three days before Joe gave
Valerie the good news; the production team loved her photos, the
project was a go, and the whole TV crew would be there in two weeks
to tape the episode. Valerie was on pins and needles until then,
barely eating or sleeping because she was so nervous. Then the day
of the taping finally arrived, and the girl came to the office two
hours early as she’d been instructed to do. She came inside to find
three technicians running around the office with cables and wires
while half a dozen other members of the crew studied the shooting
script or readied the other equipment. Lance ushered his new star
into the conference room where a girl barely older than Valerie was
waiting to do her hair and makeup. Once that was done, Lance told
the girl it was time to strip.

“R-right here? Right now?” she babbled.
“We’re shooting already? But I don’t even know what to do!”

“Jesus, calm down, sweetheart. You and me are
gonna do a quick walkthrough before the cameras roll, but you need
to get used to being naked first so you’re not all jittery once we
start the show. Now come on, we don’t have all day.”

Valerie had worn a T-shirt and jeans again.
She peeled them off slowly then hesitated, crossing her arms over
her black bra. “D-don’t you have a robe or something I can put
on?”

Lance rolled his eyes. “What did I just say?
You need to get comfortable walking around in the buff or this show
isn’t gonna happen.”

The girl swallowed hard and unfastened her
bra, then turned away from Lance as she pulled it off. Her big,
soft tits spilled out, a shade whiter then the rest of her tanned
body. Valerie dropped the bra on the pile of clothes on the floor
then slowly pushed her black panties down to her ankles and stepped
out of them. She gathered all her clothes in her arms and carried
them to the conference table, then set them down and stood hunched
over with her arms wrapped loosely across her body.

“Seriously?” Lance asked. “This is how it’s
gonna be? Sweetheart, you need to snap out of this quick before the
cameras start rolling.”

Trembling, Valerie stood up straight and
dropped her arms to her sides. Lance gave a deep sigh as his eyes
ran up and down her body, pausing first at the big tits with their
nice pink nipples then moving down to the neatly-trimmed patch of
dark hair between the girl’s legs. “Oh yeah, you’re gonna do just
fine,” he muttered. “Sweetheart, I can see those rating going
straight through the roof. Now come on, let’s go out to the office
and do our walkthrough before the rest of the employees get
here.”

The girl tried not to panic as she followed
Lance out of the conference room, but once they were out in the
main room surrounded by a dozen members of the production staff,
Valerie’s knees went so weak that she thought she might fall down.
Everybody was staring at her—even the female members of the
crew—and most of the men had wicked, leering grins on their
faces.

“Hey, hey, calm down, sweetheart, you’re
trembling,” Lance said. “Now listen, the most important thing to
remember today is that you’re supposed to act normal, got it? That
means doing everything exactly the way you always do, even though
you’re naked. Now, one thing the producers really love about your
company is the fact that you started out as a family business. Joe
said that Debbie used to bake cookies for everybody and bring
people coffee in the morning, is that right?”

Valerie nodded. “Right. But now I do all
that, because Debbie’s too busy. I mean, I’m her assistant so I do
a bunch of other stuff, too, but I also handle the little things
she doesn’t have time for anymore.”

“Then that’s what you’ll be doing today.
Bringing coffee, bringing cookies, filing, making phone calls,
doing paperwork, everything just like normal, okay?”

While they were talking, a short, dumpy man
with curly gray hair and serious bags under his eyes wandered over
with a huge grin on his face. Valerie nearly grimaced when she
shook his hand because he looked like some random alcoholic
grandfather, but Lance introduced the man as Max Shell and told
Valerie he was one of the best reality show directors in the
business.

“Okay, sweetheart, Max is gonna give all the
orders from now on, and I’ll be out in the trailer watching
everything on the monitors. Now break a leg!”

Valerie watched as Lance took off, then she
felt someone tapping her on the shoulder.

“Hello? Wake up, doll,” Max said in a low,
scratchy voice. “We start shooting in half an hour, so let’s make
sure we’re all on the same page, right?”

Valerie nodded, fighting the urge to wrap her
arms around herself. She couldn’t believe she was standing here
with her bare tits and pussy only a foot away from this creepy old
man.

Max led the girl toward the center of the
main office, which was lined with rows of desks. This was where the
customer service members of the staff answered phone calls, took
orders, and did other computer work. The accounting department and
the people who handled advertising worked here too, so there were
20 desks in all, and soon each one would be filled. “Okay, your
boss said one of the first things you do every morning is hand out
coffee and circulate paperwork for anybody who needs it. We’re
gonna open with you in Debbie’s office getting your orders for the
day, then we’ll move the action out here into the main room. But
first, look around you. You see any cameras?”

Valerie turned in a slow circle, scanning the
room, then shook her head.

“Of course you don’t,” Max said. “That’s
because this is a reality show, and we want everything to look as
real as possible. If we had a guy following you around with a
camera in your face the whole time, you wouldn’t be able to focus
on your job. So we’ve got hidden cameras all around the office—in
the walls, the ceiling, everywhere—so no matter where you go in
this place, you’ll always be in the shot. We’ll turn each set of
cameras off and on every time you go in or out of a room, then
we’ll edit all the best footage together at the end.”

Max led Valerie through the other rooms as
well—the kitchen, the break room, Joe’s office, Debbie’s office,
the storage warehouse, and even the bathrooms. “We got cameras
everywhere,” he explained, “but I’m not gonna point ‘em out to you,
because I don’t ever want you looking straight into the lens. You
do that and it takes away the whole reality angle. That’s what you
need to keep in mind, all right? Just go through the whole day
doing everything like you normally would. And even if you’re a
little freaked out at first, don’t let the audience see it. If you
walk around the office with one arm over your hooters and the other
one shoved between your legs all day, this whole show is gonna look
as fake as my wife’s facelift. You got that?”

Valerie nodded, although she had actually
been fighting the urge to cover herself up since she first walked
out into the office. “I-I’ll try.”

“Don’t try, just do it. Because if you tank
this thing and the show doesn’t air, you don’t get paid.” Max
chuckled when he saw how Valerie’s eyes bugged out. “What, you
didn’t read the contract before you signed it? Well, whatever. Just
give it your best shot. Now get over to Debbie’s office so we can
let the rest of the employees in. We’re gonna start shooting in a
few minutes.”

Valerie scampered back through the hallway
and past the main office, then ducked into the office of Debbie,
Joe’s wife. Debbie was the office manager, a job she loved until
the company did its major expansion. After that, she had so much on
her plate every day that she demanded Joe hire an assistant for
her. The problem was, Debbie wasn’t happy with anybody her husband
hired. The first assistant lasted six months before she was fired,
and the second one only made it to four months. Valerie had been
with the company for almost three months, but she could tell Debbie
didn’t like her any better than her predecessors. Debbie also got
irked at the way her husband stared at Valerie whenever the curvy
college girl passed by. Well, I’ll bet her head is gonna
freaking explode today, then, Valerie thought as she rested her
bare ass on the edge of Debbie’s desk and waited for her to
arrive.

Debbie walked in a moment later with Max at
her heels. Debbie was a short, frumpy woman who had just turned
fifty but dressed like someone much older. She wore blouses
buttoned all the way to her chin and skirts so long they nearly
dragged the ground, and she had always reminded Valerie of a
frontier wife from one of those TV shows about pioneer women back
in the old days. When the woman saw Valerie standing there naked,
she let out a ragged sigh.

“I still can’t believe this,” she mumbled.
“If this damn company wasn’t close to bankruptcy, I would…” Debbie
paused, glanced at Valerie’s body as if she were looking at a mess
that somebody needed to clean up, then blew out another sigh and
shook her head. Valerie stared at the floor and shifted her bare
feet; Debbie made her nervous enough on a normal day, but standing
naked in front of the woman made her stomach churn so bad that she
thought she might throw up.

“Okay, the show starts right here,” Max said.
“Debbie, Joe tells me that Valerie comes here first thing every
morning and gets her orders for the day, then she makes coffee and
hands it out to the people in the main office. After that, she does
whatever’s on the schedule for the rest of the day—passing out
paperwork, ordering supplies, checking on deliveries, whatever you
need, right?”

“That’s right,” Debbie droned, staring at the
wall.

“Okay, fine. Then just take care of business
like normal, right? And remember what Lance told everybody in the
pre-production meeting yesterday; don’t talk about the show,
don’t think about the show, and don’t look around for the
cameras. Just treat this like a normal day at the office, okay?”
Max glanced up at the wall clock, which showed three minutes until
nine. “All right, I’m going back to the main office. I’ll be
following Valerie around the whole day, but I’ll stick close to the
walls so I don’t get in any of the shots. I’ll be using hand
gestures to direct the cameras, and if I need to get anybody’s
attention, I’ll give you a little wave. Got it?”

“Got it,” Debbie droned again, not even
trying to hide her irritation.

“Good. Now when that clock hits nine, the
camera starts rolling. Give it your best shot, doll.”

Max winked at Valerie then took off, leaving
the two women alone. Debbie sat down behind her desk, picked up a
stack of papers, and started tapping their edges on her desktop as
she watched the clock. Valerie stood in front of the desk, hands
clasped in front of her. Debbie muttered under her breath as the
seconds ticked by, and at one point Valerie could have sworn she
heard the woman say dirty whore.

“Tape rolls in five seconds,” a voice droned
from some hidden speaker, making Valerie jump. The girl looked
around for the source, then remembered that she wasn’t supposed to
look at the equipment. Only five seconds! Oh my god, can I
really do this?

Debbie cleared her throat then started
shuffling the papers in her hands again. “Okay, Valerie, we’ve got
a lot on our plate today. After you hand out the coffee, you need
to file these invoices. Check back with me afterward and I’ll tell
you what to do next.”

Debbie held out the stack of papers and
Valerie reached for them with a trembling hand. Hidden cameras
would already be rolling, and Valerie couldn’t stop herself from
wondering where they were. Was there one on the ceiling above her,
aimed straight down at her naked tits? Or was one mounted at the
bottom of Debbie’s desk, pointing up between her legs at her bare
pussy? The girl was so nervous she nearly dropped the stack of
papers as she took them from Debbie’s hands, then the girl walked
stiff-legged out of the office and headed for the kitchen.

Walking through the office with no clothes on
was such a bizarre experience that Valerie thought she must be
dreaming. The air conditioning was already blasting and every inch
of the girl’s naked skin was covered with goosebumps. Her nipples
were hard, too, which was something she couldn’t control no matter
how she tried. Her skin suddenly felt ultra-sensitive, and little
jolts of electricity zipped through her body every time her
shoulder brushed against a wall or her bare feet slid across the
short carpet.

Valerie didn’t pass anyone on her way to the
small kitchen. It was in the rear of the building, away from
everything except Debbie’s and Joe’s offices. The girl started
rummaging through the cabinets for coffee and filters so she could
brew the first pot of the day, nervously aware of the way her body
parts jiggled every time she reached up for something on a high
shelf or made another sudden movement. Even shaking yesterday’s
coffee grounds out into the garbage can made her bare tits bounce
like crazy. Holy shit, how will I ever make it through a whole
day of this?

While the coffee was brewing in the big
office-sized coffee maker, Valerie got out the tray and loaded it
with half a dozen empty Styrofoam cups. When Grissom Printing first
opened its doors as a small family-run company, Debbie would
personally hand out coffee to every employee each morning. Even
after they expanded and grew from 10 employees to 50, Debbie
decided to keep that quaint tradition in place—as long as someone
else did the work now. So Valerie’s first job of the day was to
make the rounds in the office with her tray, bringing coffee to
everyone in the main office, the printing room, and even the
warehouse. Even though not all of the employees drank coffee,
Valerie still had to make five or six trips back and forth from the
kitchen each morning, and that part of the job ate up the first 20
minutes of her day.

Once the pot had finished brewing, Valerie
filled the six cups on her tray, added cream or sugar to some of
them—she knew everybody’s preferences by heart—and picked the tray
up, aware of the fact that six cups of scalding hot coffee were now
resting only a few inches away from her bare chest and stomach.
If I start shaking again, this stuff is going to spill all over
me, she thought. Wouldn’t that be a great way to start the
show, with me dumping hot coffee right on my own tits? The girl
took a deep breath and tried to steady herself before she walked
out into the main office, imagining Max and the other people
running the show silently urging her to go faster. You can do
this, you can do this. Just pretend it’s a normal workday, and
you’re wearing jeans and a T-shirt like always. After all, those
were Max’s orders, right? Just treat this day like any other day
and do things the same way you always do.

After one last deep breath, Valerie walked
carefully down the hall to the main office, trying to block out
every frantic thought that raced through her mind—but once she
stepped through the doorway, she froze.

Nearly all of the 20 desks in the main room
were filled now, and every person sitting at those desks had their
heads turned to the side so they could stare straight at Valerie.
They were a mixture of men and women, some in their thirties or
forties and some just a few years older than Valerie, and every one
of them had a shocked or fascinated expression on their face. They
had obviously forgotten everything Max said in the pre-taping
meeting about acting natural, because each one was openly staring
at Valerie, scrutinizing every inch of the girl’s naked body.

The coffee tray started to tremble, but
Valerie gritted her teeth and gripped it tighter. Now that sick
feeling in her gut had spread throughout her whole body. Goose
bumps covered her from her face down to her toes, and now her
nipples were so hard they could probably cut glass. Even the soft,
moist spot between her legs had started to tingle, like a mad itch
that needed to be scratched.

As Valerie stood there frozen and trembling,
the director caught her eye. Max was standing in a rear corner of
the room, spinning his hand in a circular motion as he urged the
girl to get moving. Forcing a fake smile, Valerie walked to the
first row of desks and leaned over as she held out the tray to a
middle-aged man with glasses and thinning blonde hair.

“Morning, Steve,” she said, her voice
unnaturally high and squeaky. “Got your coffee right here, just the
way you like it.”

Valerie kept her eyes straight ahead, trying
her best to act normal, but when Steve didn’t answer or reach for
his coffee, she looked down at him and gasped. The man had a stoned
looked on his face, staring blankly at Valerie’s big tits as they
hung down from her body only a foot from his face as the girl
leaned over with the tray. Valerie felt her cheeks flame even
hotter; she had been so obsessed about the fact that she would be
walking around naked that she hadn’t even thought about the things
her nude body would do as she went about her normal routine. Now
her heavy jugs were swinging like pendulums right in front of
Steve’s face, and there was absolutely nothing she could do about
it.

“Come on, Steve, this thing’s getting heavy,”
Valerie said, adding a fake little laugh at the end of the
sentence. Steve finally snapped out of his spell and took a cup of
coffee from the tray, mumbling something under his breath as
Valerie moved to the next desk. The girl made her way down the row
until her tray was empty, greeting each person by name as she
delivered their morning caffeine. Most of the women kept their eyes
on Valerie’s face, giving her false smiles or just muttering
thanks then looking away again after they had their coffee.
Most of the men, however, grinned like they had just won the
lottery and let their eyes travel up and down the girl’s body as
she stood beside their desks. They spent most of their time staring
at her big tits, and when Valerie made two more trips back to the
kitchen to refill her tray, they stared at her firm round ass while
the girl fast-walked out of the room.

By the time she had served everyone in the
main office, Valerie’s nerves were nearly shot. Her cheeks were
still bright red, and the churning in her stomach was nearly
unbearable. But Max motioned her to keep going, so Valerie filled
her tray again and headed for the production room in back, where
all the printing took place. That room was the same size as the
main office, but the large space was crammed with various printers,
cameras, plate makers, and other big, bulky machines that Grissom
used to create its products.

Only four men worked in the printing area;
one was Buddy Grissom, who supervised the printing process, and the
other three were young guys in dirty jeans and ink-stained shirts
who ran the machines. Buddy had been hovering near the doorway,
waiting for Valerie to appear, and when the girl walked in with her
tray, his eyes lit up and his tongue nearly fell out of his mouth.
Valerie swallowed hard, holding the tray a little higher as she
tried to block Buddy’s view of her tits, but that left her
neatly-trimmed pussy in clear view.

“M-morning, Buddy,” she said brightly,
holding out the tray to him. “Here you go.”

Buddy stared down at the girl’s tits, a
glazed look on his face. “Well, good morning, Valerie. How are you
today?”

“I’m fine, thanks. Here you go, here’s your
coffee.”

Buddy still didn’t reach for his cup. Instead
he put his hands on his hips and grinned even wider. “So what’s on
the agenda today? We got any big orders to fill?”

Max was hovering in the entryway, keeping out
of the shot, but he gave Valerie an encouraging smile and made a
movement with his hand to simulate talking. The director obviously
thought this would make an interesting scene.

Valerie turned to Buddy again and forced a
smile. “Just take the damn cup,” she murmured under her breath.

“I’m sorry, what’s that?” Buddy asked,
leaning even closer. “Say it again, I didn’t hear you.” The three
young guys who worked in the room had wandered over by now, eyes
gleaming as they stared at the girl’s naked body.

Valerie felt tears welling up in her eyes. Of
course Buddy would do everything possible to humiliate her today.
Why should she be surprised?

“I said, here’s your coffee,” she chirped,
reaching for the cup, but Buddy reached out at the same time, and
as he did, their hands bumped together and Valerie yelped and
flinched backward. That sudden movement was all it took for the
tray to tip, wobble, then flip upside-down as it fell to the floor,
spilling half a dozen cups of coffee in the process. Valerie yelped
again as hot liquid splashed her bare feet and legs, then the girl
staggered backward as the puddle of coffee started to spread.

Buddy grinned throughout the whole incident,
his eyes growing wider as Valerie’s tits jiggled like crazy with
every frantic movement. “Well, well,” he drawled, “Looks like we’ve
got quite a mess here.”

Valerie just stared down at the big brown
puddle on the floor, fighting the urge to wrap her arms around her
body. Oh my god, could this possibly get any worse?

“Grab a mop and clean it up,” Buddy ordered,
nodding toward the corner of the room.

“B-but I’m supposed to—”

“It’s your mess, so you need to take care of
it.”

Valerie glanced at Max, who nodded and gave
her a thumbs up. The star of the show might be miserable, but the
director was loving it. The girl ducked down and started snatching
the empty cups off the floor, her tits jiggling as she collected
them all and put them on the tray again. Then she headed for the
corner of the room, leaving the tray on Buddy’s small desk before
she grabbed the mop. Buddy watched with his arms folded on his
chest as the girl pushed the mop angrily back and forth over the
coffee spill, her tits jiggling wildly as she shoved it forward and
back, forward and back. The three younger guys were just as
hypnotized, and every man in the room—including Max—had to shift
their weight because of the painful erections inside their
pants.

Once the mess was cleaned up, Valerie stormed
back to the kitchen with her empty tray. She came back a minute
later and passed out the coffee without a word, then headed to the
warehouse area with the last two cups.

As the girl walked down the narrow hallway
that connected the warehouse with the production room, she could
feel her skin begin to crawl. The warehouse was the scariest part
of the office, and she hated going back there. The big room was
dim, dusty, and full of bugs, but that wasn’t the worst part; the
worst part was the man in charge of that area.

The harsh sounds of heavy boxes sliding
across cement floors greeted the girl as she entered the room,
which was twice as big as the main office. The ceilings here were
much higher, too, and the big room was lit by sunlight filtering
down from a row of dirty windows high up on the walls. Much of the
space was filled with boxes, some full and some empty. There were
also metal shelving units stacked with tape, bubble wrap, and other
packing supplies. Over in the corner, near the big metal door that
could be raised or lowered whenever trucks were backing in, were
the two men who handled all the shipping.

Valerie winced as she crossed the dirty
warehouse floor, her bare feet crunching over dirt and dust and
bits of trash—and probably dead roaches and spiders, too,
the girl thought with a grimace. Two men were shoving heavy
cardboard boxes toward the loading door, but they stopped when they
noticed Valerie coming closer. Both men straightened up and stared
at her, their eyes gleaming. The younger of the two was a guy named
Bruce, who was only a few years older than Valerie. He was mostly
timid and barely spoke to her, although she sometimes caught him
sneaking glances at her behind her back. But the older man was
completely different; his name was Grady, and he was Debbie
Grissom’s uncle.

Valerie forced a smile as she held out the
two cups of coffee for the men. “Morning, guys. Here you go.”

Bruce took his cup and mumbled a thank you,
but Grady crossed his arms over his broad chest as the corner of
his mouth bent into a tiny grin. “Well, lookit that,” he said, the
words coming out with a rough country twang. “Them boys was right.
You really are gonna prance around all day in your birthday suit.
Don’t that just beat all.”

Valerie’s face blushed an even deeper red as
Grady let out a low chuckle. Grady was in his mid-sixties, a tough
old southern redneck who Debbie lured to the office with promises
of a big paycheck and no more long hours out in the hot sunshine
fixing telephone lines for the county utility company.

“Here you go, Grady,” Valerie urged, holding
the coffee cup even closer to the man’s hand, but Grady still
didn’t make a move to take it.

“Never seen nothing like this in my life,” he
said, still chuckling. “Good lord, what a sight.” Even though Grady
and Bruce had been prepped for the show just like everyone else,
Grady obviously forgot he wasn’t supposed to talk about what was
going on. Either that, or he just didn’t care; the old man liked to
live by his own rules, most of which were tired and outdated. That
included his attitude towards women, who Grady thought were only
good for three things: cooking, raising children, and fucking.
Grady treated most of the women in the office like dirt, and when
Valerie was around, he sometimes let his hand trail across her ass
or nudge one of her big tits if he was passing her in the hallway
or trying to get around her in the small kitchen. The worst part
was that he acted that way without even trying to cover it up, as
if the girl was there for his amusement.

Max had followed Valerie inside the room, and
he now stood in the corner making his hurry-up motion. The
girl sighed and pulled the cup of coffee back, as if she intended
to drink it herself, then told Grady, “Well, I need to get back to
work now, so I’ll just—”

“Hey now, hold on there,” Grady said, leaning
forward to reach for the cup. He was standing so close to Valerie
that the back of his rough, callused hand mashed straight into her
chest then slid across one of her tits as he took the cup from her.
The girl gasped and her eyes went wide as she darted glances around
the room. Did the cameras catch that? Would the whole world see
this dirty old man press his hand against one of her tits without
even apologizing? Gross!

Fighting the urge to rub her own hand over
her tit to scrub away the feel of Grady’s touch, Valerie spun on
her heels and stomped out of the room, once again cringing at the
feel of filth beneath her bare feet. As she passed Max, who was
still pressed to the wall to keep out of the camera shot, the
director gave her a big thumbs-up. Valerie just grimaced and kept
walking.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3.

 


 


Valerie normally spent the morning running
between Debbie’s office, Joe’s office, and the main office. She
carried paperwork back and forth, brought supplies to a worker’s
desk if they ran out of something, made sure the printers and other
equipment were running smoothly, and sometimes delivered messages
from Joe or Debbie to the employees working the phones. Valerie did
all that and more as the show was being taped, trying to smile and
act normal as she jotted down sales figures from one employee or
carried boxes of pens and paperclips to another. Everyone else at
Grossman Printing was doing their best to act normal, too, but
there was no way to avoid staring at Valerie’s big tits, her firm
ass, or her neatly-trimmed bush when those things were only a foot
away from someone’s face.

Once things settled down, Valerie parked
herself at her desk and began sorting and filing papers. Since she
was seated, her bottom half was shielded by the desktop and the
paperwork she was handling blocked the camera’s view of her tits
most of the time. Valerie was much happier with that situation, but
Max got fed up after a few minutes and pulled Joe Grossman aside
for a private talk in the kitchen.

“Is she gonna be stuck at that desk all day?”
the director asked, looking exasperated.

“Well, no…but that’s one of her daily tasks,
and you said you wanted us to treat this like any other day in the
office, so…”

“Yeah, yeah, sure, but there’s no action
here, no drama. The show’s gonna drag if we don’t liven
things up. What’s on the schedule after she’s done with the
filing?”

Joe rubbed his chin, thinking. “That’ll take
about an hour, then it’ll be time for lunch. We give everybody half
an hour for that. Then Val normally sorts the mail, processes any
new paperwork, makes phone calls…just whatever we need her to do
that day, really.”

“And she probably does all that stuff at a
desk, too,” Max huffed. “No, this isn’t gonna work…we’ve gotta
create some excitement.” The director blew out his cheeks and
stared at the ceiling for a few moments before he looked down at
Joe again. “You said Valerie’s like a gopher, right? Does whatever
needs to be done?”

“Well, technically she’s the office manager’s
assistant, but yeah, she handles most of the little stuff that
nobody else has time to deal with.”

Max stared at the ceiling again, the wheels
turning in his head. “Okay…okay…yeah, I think I know how to work
with this.” He clapped Joe on the shoulder and nodded towards the
break room. “Tell you what, tell everybody to take their lunch
break a little early today. By the time they’re done, I’ll have
everything set up.”

“Set up? What do you—”

“Just trust me, okay? If there’s one thing I
know, it’s how to entertain an audience.”

 


* * *

 


The company break room was next to the
kitchen. It had six huge round tables, with enough space for nearly
all the employees to eat at the same time. But since some of them
skipped lunch, and some preferred to eat at their desks, and others
like Grady and Bruce liked to sit outside while they ate, there
were usually about 30 people there at a time. Valerie sat at a
table with three other girls close to her age, trying to laugh and
make small talk like normal as she picked at her salad. But the
other girls were all so nervous and fidgety about sitting at the
table with a naked woman that they mostly ignored Valerie, and
after fifteen minutes the girl dumped the rest of her food in the
trash and stalked back into the office.

Only two hours left, she told herself.
You can do it. Just stay strong.

Being totally naked still felt weird as hell,
but after several hours of walking around with her tits and ass
hanging out, Valerie’s shame had become so constant and
overwhelming that she was somewhat numb to it by then. The girl
still blushed and cringed whenever a coworker got too close to her,
but she was convinced that if she could stay glued to a desk and
keep as far away from everyone as possible, she just might make it
until the end of her shift. What she didn’t know, however, was that
while she was in the break room, Max and his crew had been setting
up a few surprises for her.

The first thing Valerie did after lunch each
day was collect the mail from the box out front, sort it, then
hand-deliver the envelopes to Joe, Debbie, the production
department, or one of the other office areas. But as the girl moved
to the office’s front door and gripped the handle, she froze. The
company mailbox was mounted on the wall about ten feet away from
the door, halfway between the door to Grossman Printing and the
door to their neighbor in the building, Ace Computer Repair. A
cement walkway ran between the two doors, and a big parking lot sat
right out front. Valerie normally saw at least one or two people
she knew every time she fetched the mail, and they always waved and
sometimes stopped to chat for a minute. But what if that happened
today?

Valerie opened the front door and stuck her
head out. Did Max have a camera out here, too, or did he just patch
into the feed of the security camera aimed at the front door? The
girl shook her head. What does it matter if one more camera gets
a look at me? I’m more worried about old Betty Anderson from the
computer repair shop having a heart attack if she comes out to get
her own mail and sees my bare pussy.

The girl looked left, then right. Nobody on
the sidewalk, and no cars were pulling into the parking lot. Go,
now! The girl dashed outside, her tits bouncing as she jogged
to the mailbox. She flipped the top open, grabbed the handful of
envelopes inside, then dashed back to the front door, gripped the
handle, and tugged—but the door was stuck fast. What the fuck?
Did I lock myself outside? How the hell did that happen? The
girl tugged over and over again, but the door wouldn’t budge. She
even tucked the mail under her arm and pulled with both hands, but
the door still wouldn’t open. She shot a nervous glance over her
shoulder, then started pounding on the tinted glass with the flat
of her hand. “Hey!” she hissed. “Open up! Somebody let me in!” What
the hell was wrong with everybody? They knew she was out here,
didn’t they? Didn’t Lance say he would be watching the action from
the van the whole time?

Valerie gave the door one more strong tug,
and suddenly it swung wide open and nearly knocked her over. She
fumbled with the mail, nearly dropping it, then scooted inside past
Joe, who looked confused. “How’d you manage that, Val?” he asked
with a chuckle, but the girl stomped away without answering. As she
stormed past Max, who had parked himself in a corner near the front
door, the director grinned and gave Valerie another thumbs-up.

Still fuming, the girl plopped down at her
desk in the corner of the main office and sorted the mail. Most of
the employees working the phones still glanced in her direction
from time to time—especially the men—but now that the phones were
ringing again, people were forced to focus on their jobs. Once the
mail was sorted, Valerie breezed through the office and delivered
the small stacks to each person, doing her best to nonchalantly
cover herself with the envelopes along the way. Once that was
finished she planted herself at her desk again, determined to hide
out there for the rest of the day. Max, however, had other plans
for the girl.

While Valerie went back to her paperwork, Joe
was standing at the main printer, a big, hulking device half the
size of a refrigerator. The machine sat in a corner only a few
yards away from Valerie’s desk, and Joe’s eyes lazily roamed over
the girl’s naked back as the printer hummed and spat out sales
reports. Before the print job was finished, though, the machine
paused, clicked, made an angry grinding noise, then sputtered to a
halt as a red light blinked from its dashboard.

“Aw, crap,” Joe muttered, bending down to
open one of the side panels. “Hey, Val, get over here. Looks like
this damn thing’s jammed up again.”

The girl swore under her breath as she rose
from her desk. One of her daily jobs was to make sure the printer
had plenty of toner and paper, and she was also responsible for
clearing paper jams and fixing any other little problems that
popped up. The machine was normally reliable, but during Valerie’s
lunch break Max had taken half a dozen sheets of blank paper out of
the tray, crumpled them into a ball, then smoothed them out again
before he put them back inside.

Valerie stood next to Joe, conscious of how
close her naked body was to her boss, and leaned down to take a
look inside the machine. Joe’s eyes glossed over as the girl’s big
tits hung down from her body, so close he could reach out and
squeeze one if he wanted to—and judging by the bulge in his slacks,
there was nothing in the world he wanted to do more.

“Holy crap,” Valerie muttered, leaning over
further to peer at the various rollers and trays inside the
machine. “There’s got to be three or four different sheets stuck in
there. Maybe we should call somebody.”

Joe barked out an ugly laugh. “And pay for a
service call? No way. Come on, Val, you’ve done this a dozen times.
All you have to do is grab each sheet and pull it out real slow and
steady so it doesn’t rip. It’s not rocket science, it just takes a
little time.”

Valerie let out a withering sigh. Joe was
right, she had fixed plenty of paper jams—but never when she
was stark naked and being taped for a television show. The girl
started to crouch down, but then stopped and shot a look back over
her shoulder. Every worker at every desk was staring at her, and
most of the men had wicked grins on their faces. They had seen her
do this before, and they knew that the only way to pull the sheets
from the bottom rollers was to get down on her hands and knees. But
if she did that now, her bare ass would be aimed straight at the
desk workers, and her legs would be spread. They would not only
have a clear view of her ass, but they’d be staring right at her
exposed pussy, too. Maybe even her asshole!

“Come on, Val,” Joe chided. “We don’t have
all day. I need those sales reports pronto.”

Cringing, the girl knelt down on the carpet
and reached for the wrinkled corner of the sheet of paper dangling
out from the bottom roller. She pinched it with two fingers and
began to pull, but the tiny piece she was holding ripped off in her
hand. Damn it! There was no way to clear the paper without
crouching all the way down and pulling it straight out. She leaned
all the way over until her elbows were on the carpet, leaving her
bare ass sticking straight up in the air. The girl knew her pussy
was showing between her legs—she could even feel the cool breeze
from the air conditioner tickling her pubic hair—but she had no
choice. Valerie pinched the paper with both hands and tugged again,
and the wrinkled sheet finally started to come loose an inch at a
time. The girl’s cheeks were flaming brighter than ever; her big
tits jiggled every time she pulled the paper, and every desk worker
probably had their eyes glued to her pussy lips. Joe had moved back
a few feet to give her some space, and she knew for a fact that he
was staring between her legs as well.

Valerie finally got the bottom sheet loose,
then she pushed herself up on her knees again and worked on the
others. She bit her lip and freed all the jammed paper as fast as
she could, then dumped the wadded sheets in the trash and pressed
the reset button on the printer. The red light on the control panel
turned to green as the machine began sliding out fresh, clean
copies again.

“Thanks, Val,” Joe said as the girl scampered
back to her desk to hide again. Valerie just grunted and buried her
head in her paperwork, determined to lay low until her shift ended
at 3p.m. She found herself glancing at the clock every minute or
two, willing the hands to move faster. Okay, it’s two o’clock.
Just an hour left. Stay strong. Now fifty-nine minutes. You can do
it, you can do it. Just keep your ass at the desk and do as little
as possible.

Max stood in the corner watching, and Valerie
could tell the director was upset about the lack of action. But in
her eyes, she had already given him plenty of good footage to edit
together for an hour-long show. Who cared if she spent the last few
minutes at her desk?

“Uh…Val?” a low male voice uttered, and the
girl snapped her head sideways to see Steve standing beside her
desk. The nerdy middle-aged man pushed his glasses up on his nose
then nodded toward a doorway near the printer. “The light’s out in
the supply room. You mind switching out the bulb?”

Valerie groaned. Another item on her daily
to-do list was replacing burned out light bulbs. The ones in the
desk lamps and wall units were easy, but some of them—like the ones
in the kitchen, break room, and supply closet—were up on the
ceiling, and she had to use a step ladder. The girl fumed as she
stood up and headed for the supply room; climbing a ladder was the
last thing she wanted to do while she was naked. But at least
the room will be dark, she told herself. Even if there’s a
camera in there, there won’t be enough light for everyone to see me
make a complete idiot of myself.

Steve followed Valerie inside the supply
room, staring at her ass while she walked ahead of him. Light from
the office spilled through the open doorways so the room wasn’t
entirely dark, but Steve still insisted on turning on a flashlight
to help Valerie see what she was doing. He shone the beam lazily on
her bare back as she fetched the small stepladder from a corner,
then trailed it down to her ass. The girl tried to ignore him as
she placed the stepladder under the light fixture in the middle of
the ceiling, which was only eight feet high. Then she fetched a new
bulb from one of the shelves, thinking didn’t I just replace
this damn thing about two weeks ago? She had, but what she
didn’t know was that during the lunch break, Max asked one of his
crew members to climb up, unscrew the bulb, shake it until the
filament broke, then screw it back in. Valerie also didn’t realize
what Max told his crew member to do to the stepladder he knew she
would be using.

Holding the new bulb, Valerie climbed up the
first two steps of the ladder. Steve stood next to her, shining the
flashlight up at the ceiling, and the girl cringed when she
realized that her bare ass was now only a foot from the man’s face.
She unscrewed the burned-out bulb and replaced it as fast as she
could, ignoring the fact that the stepladder was wobbling beneath
her. Slow down, take your time, she told herself, but then
the new bulb sprang to life and the storage room was lit up like a
sunny day. Great, now that pervert has an even better view of my
ass. I can practically feel his hot breath on my skin.
Yuck!

Valerie began to step down off the ladder,
but suddenly the whole thing collapsed beneath her and before she
knew it she was falling backwards, arms pinwheeling. She fell right
into Steve, who dropped the flashlight by instinct and wrapped his
arms around the girl, each of his hands latching onto one of
Valerie’s big tits as the two of them stumbled backwards, legs
tangled together, until Steve sat down hard on the floor and
dragged Valerie down with him. He ended up lying on his back with
the girl on top of him, her ass pressed to his crotch and the back
of her head lying on his chest.

“What the—” Valerie gasped, struggling to get
free. “Let go! Get your hands off me!” Steve was still gripping the
girl’s tits, but Valerie twisted and turned until the man released
her, then she scrambled to her feet, dazed. She stared at the
ladder, which had separated into two pieces and now lay on the
floor. “How did…I mean, what the fuck…”

“Everybody okay?” Joe asked from the doorway.
He and several other employees had gathered in the doorway to see
what all the commotion was about.

Valerie shuffled her feet and wrung her
hands, flustered. “That stupid—the damn ladder just fell apart on
me!” she wailed. “I was only a couple feet off the ground, but I
mean, I could have broken my damn neck!”

Joe chuckled. “Well, probably not, but
still…” He bent down and picked up part of the ladder. “Damn, it
looks like one of the hinges just fell apart! Might be missing a
screw or something. Anyway, it’s a good thing you weren’t that high
up.” He looked Valerie up and down with concern on his face. “Are
you hurt? You need a Band-aid or some ice?”

Valerie wrapped her arms around herself,
momentarily forgetting Max’s rule about not doing that, but she
felt so damn hurt and exposed and humiliated and…no, damn it,
don’t you dare burst into tears! You’ve only got a few minutes
left! You’re tough, you can do this!

The girl wiped her eyes then dropped her
hands to her sides again. “No, I’m fine,” she told her boss in a
rusty voice before she walked back to her desk again. She plopped
down hard in her chair, which caused her big tits to bounce, then
went back to her paperwork. The hands on the wall clock dragged
agonizingly slow for the last few minutes of her shift, but finally
the clock struck three and Max walked into the center of the room
and yelled. “Cut! That’s a wrap!”

Valerie stormed away from her desk, heading
for the conference room with the director at her heels. “That was
great, doll,” Max said. “We got plenty of nice footage. I’m telling
you, the rating’s are gonna go through the roof!”

“Wonderful,” the girl mumbled, still walking.
She made her way to the conference room, shoved the door open, then
stomped over to the spot where she had left her clothes. Max stayed
with her the whole time, prattling on and on about ratings and
viewership and advertising money while the girl angrily pulled on
her underwear and bra then stepped into her jeans.

“Hey, hey, slow down, you’re screwing up your
makeup” the director snapped as the girl tugged her T-shirt over
her head then blew a messy strand of hair out of her face.

“What does it matter?” Valerie snapped back.
“We’re done, right?”

“With the main shoot, yeah, but we can’t just
end the show with you getting up and leaving. We need to tape a
little wrap-up segment, something with you talking about your
experiences. You know, something deep and philosophical.”

“Deep and philosophical? Really?” Valerie
rolled her eyes, then let out a deep sigh. “Do I at least get to
keep my clothes on for it?”

“Yeah, of course. Let me go grab one of the
cameramen and we’ll do it right here.”

Valerie’s makeup and hair got a quick
touchup, then Max parked the girl in a chair at the conference
table, pulled the curtains, dimmed the lights, and lit the scene
with a single shaded lamp. The cameraman pulled in tight on
Valerie’s face as Max asked a series of questions.

“We’ll edit my voice out, so the audience
won’t hear anything but your answers,” he explained. The director
read the questions from an index card, starting with easy ones. Was
Valerie nervous while she was taping the show? What did it feel
like to walk around the office all day naked? Did working without
clothes make her job any harder?

“Now for the last one,” the director said,
“and we’ll freeze the shot on your face after you answer this one,
so give the audience something juicy to think about while the
credits roll.” Max cleared his throat, then asked, “Do you think
your coworkers are gonna see you differently after today?”

Valerie thought for a moment then started to
laugh, but the laugh died in her throat. “Honestly, I probably
won’t know how my coworkers are gonna see me after today…because
I’ll be too damn embarrassed to look any of them in the face.”

The director chuckled. “Aw, come on. Don’t
you think—”

The girl pulled the small microphone off her
shirt and dropped it on the table, then left the room while Max was
still talking.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4.

 


 


Valerie spent the entire weekend at home. She
didn’t feel like seeing another human being, and she especially
didn’t want to run into one of her coworkers at the grocery store
or the mall. When Monday came, she picked out the loosest, least
sexy pair of jeans and T-shirt she owned, got dressed, then drove
to Grossman Printing like usual. As she went about her normal work
routine, she got a mixed reception from the various employees. Most
of the women barely smiled or acknowledged her, as if Valerie was
carrying some disease they were afraid to catch. A few of the men
did the same thing, laughing nervously and looking away whenever
the girl came near them, but most of them stared at the girl’s
clothed body and grinned, and Valerie knew they were remembering
how it looked a few days ago when she was bouncing around the
office with all her jiggling naked flesh out in the open.

The girl focused on her work all week, barely
speaking to any of the other employees unless they spoke to her
first. She knew the weirdness of the naked day would wear off
eventually, but it would take a while. The other workers would
probably start treating her normally again after a few weeks, but
how long would it take before she felt normal again? Three
months? Six months? A year? Or what if she never felt normal
again?

Out of all the Grossmans, Joe seemed to be
the most understanding. Buddy was drooling over Valerie even more
than usual and Debbie was treating the girl like she had the
plague, but Joe made an effort all week to be nice to Valerie and
make her feel comfortable. Valerie almost wondered if her boss was
feeling guilty for roping her into such a humiliating experience,
but that possibility was shattered when Joe approached Valerie in
the kitchen on Friday afternoon, just a few minutes before her
shift ended.

“Listen, Val, I wanted to ask you something,”
he began. “I know it’s been a tough week for you, but I was hoping
you could come into the office tomorrow.”

When Grossman Printing first got off the
ground, the family would come in for a few hours every Saturday to
do a little extra work. Joe and Buddy still kept that tradition
alive, and they sometimes paid other employees to come in and help
out as well. Saturday work was easy compared to the rest of the
week because the phones didn’t ring and most of their clients’
offices were shut down, so Valerie normally jumped at the chance to
earn some extra money.

The girl shrugged. “Sure, I don’t mind.”

Joe smiled. “Okay, great. There’s just one
thing…”

“Yeah? What’s that?”

“Well…” Joe paused and peered out the kitchen
door to make sure no other employees were around, then he moved
closer to Valerie and lowered his voice. “How would you like to
earn double your pay tomorrow?”

Valerie frowned. Normally when she worked
extra time on Saturdays, she got paid the same hourly rate she
earned during the week. “I don’t—I mean, are we working on a really
tough project or something?”

Joe shook his head. “No, it’s just…I was just
wondering…that is, I was hoping…hoping you’d work the way
you did when they were taping the show last week.”

Valerie’s jaw dropped. “You mean
naked? You want to me work naked again?”

“Look, here’s the thing…even though we only
work four hours on Saturday, most of the guys don’t want to be
here…people get tired and fidgety and stressed out…but that day,
the day of the show, when you were—when you didn’t have anything
on, the guys were all in a better mood. They were upbeat, and
relaxed, and they were actually having fun. If we can get them back
in that mood again—”

“You’re disgusting,” Valerie muttered. “I
can’t believe you would even ask me to do something like
that. When I did it before, it was for a show…and now you want me
to do it just to make the guys in the office happy?”

“Hey, calm down, Val. It’s the same situation
as before. I told you I’d pay you double, so I’m not asking you to
do this for free.”

“I don’t need the money. I’ll be getting
$5,000 from the producers of the show, and—”

“Yeah, but not until after it airs. That’s
what the contract said.”

“Well…okay, but when will that
be?”

Joe shrugged. “Max told me it would run as a
pilot in the fall, so we’re probably talking about September.”

“September? But that’s three months
away! I thought—”

“Well, that’s how the TV business works.
Nothing happens overnight, you know. And I’m sure you’ve got bills
and stuff that need to be paid right now. That double salary I’m
offering would help a lot with that.”

Valerie could feel the heat rising to her
face. How the hell could Joe do this? Did he really think that just
because she worked naked once, she would do it again anytime
someone dangled some cash in front of her nose?

“Tell you what,” Joe said, “what if I
triple your pay? Would that make it worth your
while?”

Valerie was about to laugh and say of
course not, but then she stopped. What if the producers of the
show really did wait three months to pay her? She already
had bills that were overdue, and three months from now she would
have even more. She was counting on that money to save her…but what
if the landlord tossed her out on the street before the check even
came?

“There’s only gonna be five or six of us
here,” Joe continued. “It won’t be a full staff like normal, so you
won’t be running around in front of everybody like you were
before.”

Valerie stared at the ground for a while,
then she finally shook her head. “What would I be doing?”

“We need to box up several big orders so they
can go out first thing on Monday. Grady and Bruce will be packing
everything like usual, so you’ll need to print invoices and packing
slips for all the boxes, then slap on the shipping labels. After
that you’ll enter all the shipping information in the computer, but
you can do that at your desk.”

“And Debbie’s okay with this?”

“Um…to be honest, I haven’t mentioned it.
She’s not coming in tomorrow, so…”

“So you’re keeping it a secret.”

“I wouldn’t put it that way, but sure,
maybe.”

“And even though it’s gonna be a busy day,
you really think it’s a good idea for me to be prancing around
naked again?”

Joe gave a shy grin. “Come on, Val. The guys
have a lot of hard work to do, and they’ll be in a better mood if
they’ve got something nice to look at.”

It was the last thing in the world Valerie
wanted to do, but the idea of working four hours but getting paid
for twelve was too good to pass up. Plus, she reminded herself,
everybody had already seen her naked, so maybe they wouldn’t stare
at her nonstop like they had the last time. Hell, they would
probably be so busy packing and shipping that there wouldn’t even
be time to stare.

Valerie ran a hand through her dark hair and
shrugged. “I’m probably crazy for saying this, but okay, I’ll do
it. Just this once, though. There’s no way this can turn into a
regular thing.”

Joe’s grin widened. “Great. I’m glad you said
yes. I’ll see you tomorrow at nine sharp, then.”

“And Joe? If that extra money doesn’t show up
in my next paycheck, I’m going to have a nice chat with Debbie
about all of this.”

Joe’s smile faltered a little, but his eyes
were still gleaming. “Don’t worry, Val. Everything’s gonna be just
fine.”

 


* * *

 


When Valerie got to the office the next
morning, Joe was waiting for her in the lobby area.

“Everyone’s back in the shipping room,” he
said. “Why don’t you get ready then bring the coffee.”

“And by ‘get ready,’ you mean strip naked,”
Valerie said.

Joe smiled. “The guys know about it already.
They’re expecting it, and they’re excited.”

“I wish I could say the same thing,” Valerie
muttered.

“I’m going back there,” Joe said. “See you in
a minute.”

Valerie dropped her purse off at her desk
then headed to the bathroom to undress. She stopped after a couple
of steps, though, and shook her head. The main office was empty,
with nobody else around. And besides, why did she need to go to a
closed room to undress when the other workers were about to see her
naked?

“Valerie, I think you’re crazy,” she told
herself as she pulled her T-shirt over her head and dropped it in
her desk chair. “Totally out of your mind. You’d have to be
to do this a second time.” She unhooked her bra and shrugged it
off, then pushed her jeans and panties down to her ankles. Soon she
was totally naked, just like before, but somehow it didn’t feel as
bizarre as it had the first time. The fact that the office was
vacant definitely helped, and the girl felt relatively at ease as
she brewed a pot of coffee in the kitchen. But when she carried her
tray filled with coffee cups into the shipping room a few minutes
later, all the anxiety came flooding right back.

“Well, good morning,” Buddy sang, a huge grin
on his face. He and two of the young guys who worked the printers
were hanging around near the entrance to the shipping room, and all
three devoured Valerie with their eyes when she walked in. “Nice to
see you again, Val,” he added. “All of you, that is.”

“Good morning,” Valerie answered, holding out
the tray of coffee. All three men took their cups, then the girl
moved to the far end of the room where Grady and Bruce were talking
with Joe. Just ignore them, she told herself. Focus on
the job and block everything else out. You’re only here for a few
hours, and before you know it, this will all be over.

“Just can’t keep them britches on, can you,
darling?” Grady remarked with a chuckle as he took his coffee from
the tray.

After Bruce and Joe took theirs, Valerie held
the empty tray in front of her chest like a shield. “Should I print
out the paperwork now?” she asked Joe.

“Sure, both the invoices and the shipping
labels. We’ll do everything at once.”

Valerie kept the tray where it was as she
walked back to the main office. Her pussy and bare ass were still
hanging out, but at least she could keep the men’s eyes off her
tits for a moment. But as she passed by Buddy and his two helpers,
she realized how useless her little shield was; the moment she
walked past, Buddy reached out and pinched her hard on the ass.

“Hey!” she yelped, backing away from him.
“What the hell was that?”

Buddy faked a surprised look. “Oh, sorry. I
was pointing at something over there, and you walked by at the same
time. My hand hit you by accident.”

“Bullshit! You did that on purpose!” Valerie
snapped, then she felt another hand squeeze her ass cheek. “Hey!”
she yelped, whirling around, but as soon as she did, someone else
pinched her ass. Buddy and his two helpers had made a rough circle
around her, and every time the girl faced one of them, someone else
grabbed her ass and squeezed it. The girl spun left and then right,
batting at the hands with tears in her eyes. “Are you all fucking
crazy?” she barked. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” The men just
chuckled, though, their cocks getting hard as they pinched and
squeezed the girl’s smooth, firm ass cheeks.

“Val, we need that paperwork,” Joe called
from the other side of the room.

Valerie shoved her way past Buddy and his
helpers, then turned and glared at them. “Don’t you dare
touch me again,” she hissed, then she turned and stomped away, her
big tits bouncing with every step.

 


* * *

 


What now? she thought as she printed
out the packing slips. Complain to Joe? Threaten to sue for
sexual harassment? Oh yeah, that’ll be real convincing after you
admit that you agreed to work naked today for extra money.

Valerie was still fuming when she came back
to the warehouse with a short stack of paperwork and several sheets
of address labels. Just do your damn job, she told herself.
Stay the hell away from Buddy and get the work done so you can
get back to your desk and away from all these assholes.

She had done this before, and she knew the
system. Buddy and his helpers would wheel a cart of printed
products over to the packing area, then Buddy would double-check
the order as Grady and Bruce wrapped and boxed the items. Valerie’s
job was to make sure each box contained an invoice, then she would
double-check the address label against that invoice before she
slapped the label on the side of the box. But even though she knew
what she was doing, that didn’t mean it wasn’t hard as hell to do
it in the nude.

The first problem was all the filth she had
to deal with in the shipping area. She cringed every time she felt
something hard or squishy under her bare feet, and after she had
been running back and forth for a while, a light sheen of sweat
broke out on her skin that attracted the floating dust in the room
like a magnet. Soon every inch of her naked body felt grimy, and
she hated the fact that there was nowhere to shower off.

The second problem was that the job she was
doing required a lot of bending and squatting. Every time she
leaned over a box to insert the invoice, her big tits swung down
from her body and the guys got a perfect view of her bare ass, too.
She could hear them muttering behind her back—especially Buddy—and
once when she was bending way over to tuck a folded invoice inside
a box, she felt a hand graze her exposed pussy lips. She yelped,
staggered, and fell face-first into the box of printed Frisbees and
water bottles, crushing the cardboard.

“Damn it, girl, get the hell out of there!”
Grady snarled, grabbing Valerie by one arm. “Now I’ve got to repack
the goddamn thing!” He hauled the girl upright and gave her a hard
smack on the ass like a naughty child, and tears sprang up in
Valerie’s eyes as she dashed out of the room.

Joe found her in the kitchen a few minutes
later, leaning against the counter and rubbing her wet eyes. When
she saw her boss, the girl flinched and wrapped her arms around
herself.

“Having a rough day?” Joe asked.

Valerie started to laugh then shrugged
instead. “Yeah. I know I already did this once, but I guess I
didn’t think about how different everybody would act without all
those cameras watching their every move.”

“Yeah, I know. Sorry about that. Why don’t
you make a cup of tea and take a little break?”

The girl wiped her eyes one last time. “Okay,
thanks. That sounds nice.”

Valerie thought Joe would leave, but he
stayed where he was as the girl took out a mug and heated some
water in the microwave, doing her best to keep herself covered the
whole time. She turned and looked over her shoulder as she dunked a
teabag in the mug; Joe had a weird look on his face now, dreamy and
distant, like he’d just woken up from a nap.

While the tea steeped, Valerie started
rummaging through the cabinets again, looking for the sugar. As she
was reaching for the top shelf, standing on her toes and stretched
up as high as she could go, she suddenly felt Joe move up close
behind her. Before she could turn around, one of his hands wrapped
around her body to grab her tit and the other hand dived between
her legs to stroke her pussy.

“Oh my god!” the girl gasped, but then the
hand on her tit slid up to her mouth and clamped over it.

“Shhh, be quiet,” Joe mumbled, still rubbing
her pussy with the other hand. “If you know what’s good for you,
you’ll keep your mouth shut.”

Holy shit! Valerie thought. Is this
really happening? Does my married boss think he can fuck me right
here in the kitchen?

“I’ve always been good to you, right?” Joe
mumbled in the girl’s ear. He was so close that Valerie could feel
his big belly pressed into her back—and below that, something else
was pressing into her. Something hard and throbbing. “I’m not
asking for anything in return. In fact, you don’t have to do a damn
thing. All you have to do is stand there.”

He slid his hand off Valerie’s mouth and it
traveled down to her tit again, squeezing the warm, soft flesh in a
steady rhythm. “Damn, I love your tits,” he muttered. “I’ve never
seen anything like them. Even those girls on the porn sites don’t
have tits like yours. They’re fucking perfect.” His second hand
slid upward so that both of them were kneading the girl’s tits, his
thumbs rubbing circles around the hard pink nipples. Valerie gasped
and shuddered, too scared to even move. What the hell should I
do? Scream? Run? Kick him in the balls? But if I do, I’ll lose my
job for sure!

“That’s it, just stand still,” Joe crooned as
one of his hands slid off Valerie’s body for a moment. She heard
rustling sounds, then seconds later she gasped again as something
unmistakable poked against one of her ass cheeks—Joe’s bare
cock!

“Joe, y-you can’t!” the girl spluttered.

“Hush now,” Joe said, moving both hands to
the girl’s tits again. As he squeezed them, he flexed his hips up
and down so that his bare cock was rubbing against the skin on
Valerie’s ass. “Oh, shit. Damn, girl, your body is amazing.” He
slid his hands down the girl’s flat stomach, over her wiry pubic
hair, then back up to her tits. “Swear to god, you feel like warm
silk from head to toe.” He was bucking his hips faster now, his
stiff cock grinding against the girl’s round, smooth ass. Then he
slid sideways a few inches until his dick was wedged into the cleft
between her ass cheeks, his hard cock sandwiched between those two
soft mounds. “Holy fuck,” he breathed, still kneading the girl’s
tits as he ground his dick against her ass.

Valerie stood motionless with her arms at her
sides, eyes and mouth open wide as her boss manipulated her body
like a rag doll. He was pressed so tightly against her that she
could feel his hot breath on her neck, and as Joe lurched and
groaned with his mouth open, a drop of saliva dripped down onto the
girl’s shoulder.

“Holy fuck, holy fuck,” Joe repeated over and
over, then one hand dropped down to Valerie’s pussy and he thrust
two fingers between her legs and pulled her back against him. Now
their bodies were mashed so tight together that Joe’s meaty balls
were almost flattened against Valerie’s ass while he continued to
hump his cock against her bare skin. The girl could feel his
heartbeat against her back, and he was breathing so fast that he
sounded like he was about to hyperventilate.

“Oh fuck…oh fuck…oh fuuuuuck,” Joe
moaned, both hands mauling the girl’s tits again, and Valerie
yelped as she felt a spurt of hot liquid shoot up her back. Joe
kept grinding his hips as more cum blasted out, the sticky white
liquid shooting onto the girl’s sweaty skin. Joe bucked his hips
twice more, squeezing the girl’s tits with every shot, then he
finally let out a ragged sigh and backed away.

Valerie stood frozen, arms at her sides. She
could feel the cum dribbling slowly down her back as she heard the
sounds of Joe fastening his pants and zipping up. Once she could
finally move again, she craned her neck over her shoulder and
peered down at herself. Her lower back and the top curves of her
ass, which had already been sweaty and dirty from working in the
shipping area, were now white and sticky with cum. Oh my
god, she thought, I look like the filthiest whore on the
planet.

The girl turned to face Joe, who wouldn’t
look her in the eye. His shirt and the front of his pants were
wrinkled and sweaty, and a stray cum stain the size of a dime was
clearly visible above one knee on his dark slacks.

Valerie wrapped her arms around her chest.
“What the…Joe, what the fuck was that?”

Her boss only shrugged, still looking away.
“Guess I got carried away, that’s all. Seeing you walking around
naked all the time…”

“But that’s not…I mean, what you did
was—”

“Christ, Val, it’s not like we had sex or
anything,” Joe huffed, straightening his shirt tail. He ran a hand
through his hair and looked around the room like he was seeing it
for the first time. “Let’s just forget about it, okay? It’s not
worth losing your job over.”

“Me? You think I should be the
one who—”

“Like I said, just forget about it,” Joe
repeated, looking Valerie in the face and forcing a smile. “We’ve
only got a couple hours left. Then we’ll all go home, and next week
you’ll have a big old bonus in your paycheck…on top of the
triple pay I promised you. Is it a deal? You okay with that?”

Valerie was still in shock. “Okay? How can
I—”

But Joe had already turned to leave without
another word.

 


* * *

 


Valerie spent ten minutes in the bathroom,
using a handful of wet paper towels to clean herself the best she
could. Afterward she parked herself at her desk to input the
shipping invoices, tapping away at her computer keyboard with her
head hunched down, hoping nobody would bother her for the rest of
the day. She still had no idea how to handle the situation with
Joe, but at the moment all she wanted to do was finish her work and
get the hell out of there.

“Hey, how’s it going?” a voice asked, and
Valerie glanced up to see Buddy towering over her desk.

The girl shook her head, annoyed. “Why do you
care?”

“Just being friendly, that’s all.”

“You? Friendly? Were you being friendly when
you pinched my ass until it was raw this morning?”

Buddy chuckled. “You know, you really ought
to be nicer to me.”

“Yeah? Why?”

“Well, because...” Buddy looked cautiously
around the room, although it was still empty. “Because I might know
stuff that you don’t know.”

Valerie went back to her typing, keeping her
shoulders hunched and her arms close to her body to block Buddy’s
view of her tits the best she could. “And why would I care about
that?”

“Because maybe I know something that could
change your life forever.”

The girl’s fingers froze in mid-keystroke and
she looked up again. “Buddy, what the hell are you talking
about?”

“It’s just…well, I don’t know…I mean, I guess
it’s not a big deal to tell you, because you’ll find out sooner or
later.”

Valerie snorted out a laugh. “If you’re
saying I’ll probably get fired soon, that’s not a newsflash. I
always figured I’d be the first one to go once our sales
dropped.”

Buddy looked surprised. “No, this is just the
opposite. I guess you really have no idea, do you?”

Valerie rolled her eyes. “You’re talking
crazy. If you want to tell me something, just say it.”

Buddy looked around again. “Not here. Maybe
we could…I know, let’s go in the supply room.”

“Buddy, we’re the only ones here. The room is
empty.”

“Okay, that’s fine. If you don’t want to
know…”

Valerie was ready to go back to her typing
again, but she knew this would bug the crap out of her until she
found out what Buddy was talking about. “Okay, fine. But don’t you
dare try anything in there. If you do, I’ll scream.”

Buddy led the way, and Valerie followed him
into the supply room. Once they were both inside, he shut the door
and crossed his arms over his chest. Valerie moved to the other
side of the small room and rested her bare ass on the edge of a
table, crossing her legs and wrapping her arms over her chest as
well. “Okay, so talk. What’s the big secret?”

Buddy bit his lip and looked around, as if he
were struggling with a decision. “Okay. Well, the thing is…you’re
not getting fired. In fact, sooner or later you’ll be getting a big
promotion.”

Valerie chuckled. “Oh, really. And what will
I be promoted to? I don’t know how to do any other job here.”

“You’ll be the new office manager.”

The girl just stared for a few seconds, then
she chuckled again. “Buddy, your mom is the office manager.”

“Yeah, and she’s sick and tired of the job.
Plus she’s in so much pain every day…”

“Pain? What kind of pain?”

“From the arthritis. It drives her nuts.”

“But she’s only fifty!”

“Some people get it really young, especially
if it runs in the family. That’s the way it is with my mom. Her mom
had it, and now she’s got it. Why do you think she’s so grumpy all
the time?”

Valerie frowned, confused. “I thought…well, I
thought that’s just the way she is.”

“No, the pain drives her crazy. She’s ready
to get the hell out of here, especially now that the company’s
grown so big. That’s why she’s been grooming you to take over for
her.”

“Grooming me? I thought she hated
me!”

“To be honest, she doesn’t like you very much
as a person…but she says you’re the best assistant she’s ever had.
That’s why she wants you to take over the job someday.”

“But…but…well, damn, Buddy, what about
you? You’re her son, for god’s sake!”

Buddy laughed. “No, she knows I’m out of here
the minute I graduate. You think I want to work here forever? No
way! In fact, my dad’s even thinking about calling it quits. He
said he could promote Steve to head of operations, promote you to
office manager, then he and my mom could just relax at home all day
and enjoy an early retirement.”

Valerie shook her head, stunned. “This is…I
mean, I can’t believe this. Your parents really want to give
me the position?”

“I couldn’t believe it either, but that’s
what they said. Man, that job pays a lot, too. You’ll be able to do
whatever you want. I’m a little jealous.”

“But I have to…the rest of my classes, I
mean…I’ve still got two years of school left.”

“So work longer hours during the day and keep
taking the night classes. Or just say fuck school, whatever you
want. You’ll be pulling down a huge salary to start with, and if
you do a good job, you’ll get a raise every year.”

The girl’s head was swimming. Could this be
real? In the space of a few minutes, she had gone from feeling like
a cheap, dirty whore to a future executive. She had been worried
about paying next month’s rent, but if what Buddy said was true,
she would never have to worry about money again.

“Okay, so why are you telling me this? You’ve
never liked me, either.”

Buddy licked his lips. “Because I want
something from you.”

“Yeah? What’s that?”

“Well, here’s the thing…my mom listens to me,
because I’m her only kid. So if I tell her that you would make a
great office manager, she’ll be totally convinced. On the other
hand, if I tell her you wouldn’t make a great office
manager, that’ll make a big difference, too.”

“So you’re offering to vouch for me. I get
that. But what do you want in return? You know my situation, so you
know I don’t have extra money to throw around.”

Buddy shook his head. “I don’t want money.
What I want won’t cost you a dime.”

“Then what is it?”

Buddy looked Valerie’s body up and down and
sighed. Even though the girl was doing her best to cover up, Buddy
could still see enough to get him excited. He pointed at the bulge
in his jeans and said, “I want you to take care of this for me.
Just this once, then I’ll never ask you again.”

Valerie shook her head like she’d just been
slapped. First Joe, then his son? All in the course of half an
hour? This couldn’t be happening!

“You’re out of your mind,” she told him,
standing up. “I’m leaving. Get out of my way.” Valerie tried to
shove past Buddy, but he put his hands on her shoulders to stop
her. The girl struggled to get around him, but he was too big. All
she managed to do was rub her naked body against his, which only
made his cock harder than it already was.

“Hold on, hold on,” Buddy urged. “I’m not
asking to fuck you. That’s boyfriend stuff. I just need some
relief, that’s all. I’ve been watching you walk around naked all
day, and my dick’s about to explode!”

“So go home and jack off like you always do,”
Valerie hissed, still trying to get around him. Her big tits were
nearly flattened against Buddy’s chest as she fought her way to the
door, but Buddy was like a wall that just wouldn’t budge.

“Hey, watch it!” Buddy snapped, pushing the
girl backward. Valerie stumbled, her arms pinwheeling, but she
managed to catch her balance before she fell down. She stood there
with her arms at her sides, hands clenched into fists, ready to
fight, until she noticed Buddy staring at her exposed body and she
wrapped her arms around herself again.

“Look, I don’t have a girlfriend right now,”
Buddy continued. “So like I said, I just want a little relief. One
time, then I’ll tell my mom you’ll be the best office manager ever,
and you’re set for life. That’s it, end of story.”

Valerie stood there glaring, one arm over her
tits and the other thrust between her legs. What Buddy was asking
for was crazy…but was it any crazier than somebody working naked
for a whole day and letting the world watch it on TV? The girl
shifted her feet. She was sick and tired of stressing out over her
bills. If Buddy was telling the truth, she might never have to
worry about money again. Was that peace of mind worth giving the
creep what he wanted?

“Do you…” she began, “I mean, what exactly
are you asking for? You want me to…jerk you off or something, like
the girls at massage parlors do?”

Buddy chuckled. “Uh, no. I was thinking…you
know, maybe a blowjob.”

“Gross!” Valerie barked. “That’s just…are you
serious? That’s disgusting!”

“What, you never gave one before?”

“That’s none of your damn business,” she
retorted. The truth was, she had sucked at least three or four
cocks over the years. She wasn’t crazy about it, but it wasn’t the
worst thing in the world, either. The girl shuffled her feet,
thinking. This felt like one of those decisions that might change
her life forever…but would it be for good or for bad? She turned
away from Buddy, still deep in thought, then she spun around again
when she realized he was staring at her exposed ass. “You’re a
total sleazeball,” she told him. “I just want you to know
that.”

Buddy shrugged. “Okay. Well, it was worth a
shot. Maybe my mom will still write you a decent recommendation
letter if they have to let you go…”

“Hey, wait!” Valerie snapped. “I didn’t
say…just hang on a minute and let me think, okay?”

“Sure, but my dad’s probably wondering—”

“Okay, okay!” The girl took a deep breath and
let it out slow. Am I really about to do this? My god, how big
of a whore am I? “All right, I’ll do it…but just once. Don’t
you ever, ever ask me again. And you promise you’ll
recommend me for the office manager job?”

Buddy’s grin was so huge it nearly split his
face. “Yeah, sure! Damn, this is great! I thought…well, shit, I
didn’t know what to think. But I’m glad you said yes,
because this thing hurts like a motherfucker.” He unzipped his
jeans and stuck his hand inside, then Valerie gasped when he fished
out his hard cock. It had to be eight inches long and was really
thick, too. It looked gross and scary sticking out of his pants
like that, but the girl steadied her nerves and moved towards him,
then slowly got down on her knees.

Just don’t think about it, she told
herself as she took Buddy’s cock in one hand and started pumping
it. Think about that promotion instead. Think how happy you’ll
be when you’re not worrying about money every second of your
life.

“Oh, shit,” Buddy mumbled. “Fuck, your hand
feels good. But I want your mouth. Come on, show me what you can
do.”

Grimacing, Valerie leaned forward and opened
her mouth. God, would that huge thing even fit in? She wrapped her
lips around the head of it but kept pumping with her hand, hoping
to get Buddy off that way, but he had other ideas.

“Damn, your mouth feels great, but you have
to take it deeper,” he muttered as he put a hand on the back of the
girl’s head. Valerie grunted as Buddy pushed her face forward until
half of his cock was buried between her soft lips. Her mouth was
stretched all the way open, and her tongue wiggled like crazy as
she tried to find room in her mouth for Buddy’s big shaft. That
tongue action drove Buddy crazy, and soon he had both hands on the
girl’s head and was thrusting his cock in and out of her mouth,
fucking it like a cunt.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned. “Oh, yeah, that’s
perfect. Suck it, you bitch! Suck it hard!”

Valerie was gagging and struggling to get
away now, but Buddy kept her head tightly gripped in both hands.
Slobber was dripping from her mouth onto the floor, and every time
Buddy rammed his hips forward, his big belly mashed against
Valerie’s nose. His thrusts were frantic now, as if he wanted to
get the whole thing over with as soon as possible, but what Valerie
didn’t know is that this was the first time Buddy had gotten a
blowjob. He had jacked off to the fantasy of Valerie sucking his
dick a hundred times, but now that he was experiencing it in
person, his nervous system was completely overloaded. His whole
body was tingling like crazy, and his cock felt like someone had
plugged it into a wall socket.

“Oh shit, I’m coming!” he gasped. “Take it
all, bitch, I’m gonna…ahhhhhhh!”

Valerie coughed and sputtered as cum erupted
in her mouth, coating her tongue and blasting into the back of her
throat. It felt like gallons of the sticky stuff, and soon it was
leaking from the corners of her mouth. She grabbed Buddy’s legs and
tried to push away, but he held her tight as he emptied his balls
into her mouth. His hard cock spurted over and over, and Valerie
was forced to swallow some of the greasy goo just to be able to
breathe. Finally, after what seemed like a lifetime, Buddy let out
a deep groan and let go of Valerie’s head. The girl collapsed on
the carpet, coughing and wiping her mouth. Once she finally caught
her breath, she looked up and hissed, “Did you have to be that
rough?”

Buddy shrugged as he tucked his softening
cock back into his pants and zipped up again. “Sorry, guess I just
got caught up in the moment.”

“Well…you could’ve been more gentle,” Valerie
said as she pushed herself upright again. Her legs were trembling,
her lips was sore, and her whole mouth tasted like bleach now. But
at least it was over—and sooner than she thought it would be, too.
If she got the office manager’s job, that new salary would buy a
lot of mouthwash.

 


* * *

 


Valerie spent another ten minutes in the
bathroom, this time rinsing her mouth out in the sink. When she got
back to her desk, she saw that it was nearly time to leave. Joe and
Buddy were standing in a corner talking, but it looked like the
other workers had already gone.

“Uh, Joe?” Valerie called out. “Is it okay if
I get dressed?”

“Yeah, sure. We’re out of here in five
minutes. Just save those files and email them to Debbie so she can
look them over on Monday.”

Valerie pulled on her underwear, jeans, and
T-shirt as fast as she could, then sat down again to send the
files. While she was doing it, Joe and Buddy walked past the
desk.

“That reminds me,” Joe was saying, “we need
to stop by the drug store and get some pain killers for your
mother.”

Valerie’s ears perked up. “Oh,” she said, “is
the arthritis bothering her today?”

Joe stopped and frowned. “No, she had too
much wine last night and now she’s got a headache. What do you mean
about arthritis?”

Valerie looked back and forth from Buddy to
Joe. “Oh, I just…doesn’t she have that? I thought she mentioned it
once. Something about retiring early because of all the pain?”

Joe snorted. “Debbie doesn’t have arthritis.
She’s the healthiest person I know, and she’ll probably work until
the day she dies, just like me.”

Valerie’s jaw dropped, and Joe was about to
ask her what was wrong, but Buddy burst out laughing at the same
time.

“What the hell’s so funny?” Joe asked his
son.

“Oh, nothing,” Buddy answered. “Just
remembering a joke, that’s all.”

Buddy was still chuckling to himself as he
and Joe left the building, while Valerie sat staring at their backs
with her fists clenched in her lap. The moment the two were gone,
the girl swiped a hand across the papers on her desk, scattering
them to the floor. As the last document drifted down to the carpet,
the girl burst into tears.
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