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Chapter 1.

 


 


Claire sat in the waiting room shaking her
head, a gorgeous black-haired teen in a tight red dress who
couldn’t believe she was actually here, in Hollywood, getting ready
to audition for a nude photo layout for some sleazy porn website.
All she wanted to do was get up and run, run back to her home in
San Diego, away from the dirt and filth of Hollywood. The only
problem was, she didn’t have a home anymore. Not since Frank showed
up.

She sighed and brushed away a tear, trying
hard not to have a total breakdown in the waiting room of Hot
Girls Galore. There must have been 20 other girls crammed into
the waiting room along with her, most of them teenagers like
Claire. A few of them were attractive, but most of them just looked
hollow-eyed and desperate, ready to do anything to earn enough
money for a hot meal.

Claire hoped that her stunning good looks
would give her an edge over the other girls. She was eighteen years
old, still young and fresh-faced, with shoulder-length black hair,
bright blue eyes, and skin as smooth and white as ivory. Everyone
told her that she looked just like Katy Perry, and her body was
just as sexy. Her tits were as big and full as grapefruits, her
legs were lean and toned, and her perfect ass was as round as a
peach.

She glanced around at the other girls with
their big thighs and bad complexions, wearing thrift store dresses
and cheap underwear. Yes, she definitely had an edge over all of
them. She had used the last of her savings to buy the red dress and
she had painted all of her nails a bright red to match. The color
looked great with her dark hair and fair skin, and she knew she was
the hottest girl in the waiting room by far.

Of course, her good looks hadn’t helped her
when she auditioned at the three biggest adult websites in town.
They all wanted portfolios from other photo shoots, and Claire
didn’t have a single one. Cute girls with big tits are a dime a
dozen, they told her. Come back when you’ve got some
experience and some hot pics to show us. Then we’ll think about
paying you for a layout.

Claire was desperate. She was in a strange
town hundreds of miles from home, and even though she was staying
in a fleabag hotel and eating almost nothing, she was still nearly
broke. A secretary at one of the other websites recommended Hot
Girls Galore because they used a lot of rookie models and
sometimes paid as much as five hundred dollars for a photo spread.
It wasn’t much, but it would buy her more time to break into the
acting business, which was the real reason she chose Hollywood in
the first place.

The girl dabbed her eyes again. If only her
mother had never married Frank. This whole screwed up situation was
his fault.

Frank owned a chain of car dealerships and
thought he was king of the world. He met Claire’s mother, a
part-time cocktail waitress and full-time alcoholic, while she was
serving drinks at one of the titty bars Frank hung out at. Claire
assumed Frank would be just another one of her mom’s temporary
fucks, but after dating for three months Frank shocked both Claire
and her mother by proposing.

Claire turned 18 a few weeks before the
wedding. Her body had already blossomed, and she hated the way
Frank’s eyes crawled all over her. Claire and her mother moved into
Frank’s house, which had a pool and a big sundeck in the back yard,
and every time Claire put on her bikini and went outside, Frank
would follow her and stare openly at the young girl as she splashed
around in the water or laid out to get some sun. Sometimes he would
sit next to Claire and offer to put suntan lotion on her back, or
he would jump in the pool while she was swimming and start horsing
around with her, playfully grabbing at her tits or tugging at her
bikini bottoms when she was climbing the ladder to get out of the
pool. Claire always did her best to stay out of Frank’s reach, and
normally his fingers just grazed her skin as she dashed away,
leaving a sick feeling in Claire’s stomach.

The turning point came one afternoon when
Frank invited some of his employees to the house for a pool party.
Claire wanted to stay in her room the whole time, but Frank forced
her to come outside and socialize. Claire wore one of her more
conservative bikinis and hung around by herself in the shallow end
of the pool while a dozen drunken men and women splashed around in
the deep end, laughing and shouting and playing ridiculous games.
Claire’s mother was passed out on one of the recliners, already
wasted although it wasn’t even lunchtime yet.

At one point, Frank waded over to Claire and
leaned against the wall of the pool beside her. He was balding,
paunchy, middle-aged, with a beer gut that hung over the top of his
black bathing trunks. He was carrying a plastic margarita glass in
one hand, and he slung his other arm around Claire’s shoulders and
let out a deep sigh.

“Great party, huh?” he slurred, rubbing her
upper arm with his free hand. Claire just grunted and tried to inch
away, but the weight of Frank’s beefy arm draped over her shoulders
held her in place. Frank turned and stared down at the girl, his
eyes crawling over the exposed cleavage bursting out of Claire’s
bikini top. “Man, you look hot,” he mumbled, the tequila making his
words come out slow and sloppy.

“Oh, gross,” Claire grunted, giving Frank a
sidelong glare. She tried again to wriggle away from him, but Frank
kept his arm over her shoulders and moved his hand to the center of
her chest, holding her in place. Then, without warning, Frank slid
the fingers of that hand under the material of Claire’s bikini top
and gave one of her tits a mean squeeze.

Claire gasped and jabbed an elbow into
Frank’s ribs, causing him to grunt in pain and drop his margarita
glass into the pool, then she shoved her body away from the wall
and stood facing him.

“You pig!” she snapped. “You filthy, stupid
pig!” She slapped Frank hard across the face then climbed out of
the pool, water pouring off her firm young body, and turned to face
the crowd. Every man and woman at the party was staring at her in
silence, and Frank was glaring so hard she thought flames might
shoot out of his eyes.

“You’re gonna pay for that,” he muttered,
soft enough that only Claire could hear him. “Nobody embarrasses me
like that and gets away with it.”

Claire grabbed her towel and stomped off to
her room. She figured Frank was just blowing off steam and trying
to keep up his macho image, but it only took a week to find out how
wrong she was.

 


* * *

 


Claire didn’t bother telling her mother about
the incident. What was the use? Frank owned the house, Frank made
the rules, and Claire’s mother was too drunk and too submissive to
give much of a damn anyway. So Claire just ignored her stepfather,
doing everything she could to avoid him. They didn’t say a single
word to each other until the following weekend, when Frank barged
into Claire’s room while she was still asleep and roughly shook her
shoulder.

“Get up,” he demanded. “More guests are
coming this afternoon, and the pool looks like shit.”

Claire groaned, eyelids fluttering. She
rolled over and looked at the clock beside her bed. Almost eleven.
She stayed up late on the weekends, and she slept late as well.
Normally that wasn’t a problem, so why was Frank being such a dick
today? The girl pulled herself to a sitting position, dragging the
covers up to her neck as she did it. Claire slept in a soft old
t-shirt with nothing beneath it, and she didn’t want Frank stealing
a peek at her braless tits jiggling under the thin material.

“What do you…” she mumbled, rubbing her eyes.
“I mean, what’s so important about the damn pool?”

Frank barked out a laugh. “Did you forget
that cleaning the pool is one of your chores? One of the chores you
have to do if you want to borrow the car or go out with your
friends over the weekend?”

“No, I just—”

“You just forgot about it this week, and now
there’s leaves and crap at the bottom, and tons of dead bugs
floating on top.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll clean the pool. Just give
me a few minutes to throw some clothes on.”

“My guests will be here in twenty minutes. It
normally takes you half an hour to clean it.”

Claire let out a deep sigh and glared up at
her stepfather. “So what the hell do you expect me to do?”

“I expect you to get your ass out of bed and
clean the damn pool as fast as you can! And if it’s not done by the
time the guests get here, you’re grounded for the whole
weekend!”

Wonderful. Getting away from home for a few
hours on Saturday and Sunday was the only thing that kept Claire
sane. If Frank took that away from her, she might as well eat a
bullet. She started to throw off the covers, then stopped.

“Will you please get out so I can put on some
clothes?”

Frank laughed again. “Oh, sure. Do your hair,
makeup, everything. Then you’ll never get the pool clean in time
and you’ll spend the whole weekend sitting at home.”

Claire bit her lip angrily. “Fine,” she
huffed, flinging the covers away. She kept one hand on the hem of
her t-shirt, pulling it down to make sure Frank didn’t get a peek
at her crotch as she scrambled out of bed, then she stomped out of
the room and went outside to the pool area. Claire grabbed the long
pole with the net on the end and started skimming bugs off the
pool’s surface, shaking the net out over one of the flower beds
whenever it got full.

Frank wandered outside a few minutes later,
carrying a small cooler filled with beer and ice. An evil grin
spread over his face as he watched Claire skimming the pool; the
morning was warm, and the girl’s thin t-shirt—which fell exactly to
mid-thigh—was damp with sweat and clinging to Claire’s full tits
and her round ass. And whenever Claire shook the bugs out of the
pool net, those tits jiggled like crazy under her shirt. But as
provocative as Claire was at the moment, Frank still had bigger
plans for her.

He checked his watch. Just a few more minutes
until the guests arrived. Frank walked over to the pool to put down
the cooler, passing behind Claire as he made his way to the patio
table. The girl instinctively slid away from him as he passed
behind her, but Frank swung his free hand out and let his
fingertips skim across Claire’s firm ass. The girl squealed and
stumbled forward, trying to dance away from Frank’s touch, but she
was so close to the pool’s edge that she dropped the net, did a
crazy little dance in the air, then fell into the water face
first.

Claire flapped around on the surface, arms
flailing as she sputtered and spit. She swiped the wet hair out of
her face then glared up at Frank, who stood grinning down at
her.

“Why the hell did you do that?” she
snapped.

“I didn’t do anything. You’re the one who
jumped in.”

Fuming, Claire waded to the shallow end and
used the steps to climb out of the pool. But once she was out of
the water, she looked down at herself and gasped in shock. Her old
white t-shirt was so thin and threadbare that her entire body was
now on display; her big tits with their pink nipples showed clearly
through the wet fabric, and the dark patch of hair between her legs
was plain as day, too. The wet shirt clung so tightly to her ass
that it could’ve been a second skin.

Claire hugged herself and clamped her knees
together, trying to hide her body from Frank’s leering stare. “I
have to go change,” she muttered.

“There’s no time. If the pool isn’t clean by
the time my guests go swimming, you’re grounded for the
weekend.”

“But they’re not—” she began, then her head
whipped to the side as she heard voices and laughter. Half a dozen
men had just stepped out the back door, obviously let in by
Claire’s mother. Frank’s coworkers, rough and crude men from the
auto industry who treated women like playthings.

“Whoa, what’s going on here, Frank?” one of
them hooted. “You having a wet t-shirt contest or something?”

“Nah, the kid was cleaning the pool and
decided to go for a swim with her clothes on.”

“Well, I like the look!” the man said,
laughing harder.

He and the other men came to the pool, all of
them leering at Claire as they passed by.

“Please let me change,” Claire muttered to
Frank while the men took their seats around the table and started
cracking open beers. “I’ll come right back, and then I can—”

“You know the deal,” Frank retorted. “These
guys are gonna finish their beers in about five minutes, then
they’ll be ready for a swim. If the pool’s not clean by then,
you’re stuck here with me all weekend.”

Claire glanced over at the tableful of men.
Every single one was staring at her and practically licking their
lips. Fighting back tears, the girl slowly lowered her arms and
bent down to pick up the pool net. She tried to keep one arm
crossed over her chest while she skimmed the bugs up, but it was
impossible. The pole for the net was too long and heavy, and she
couldn’t hold it with just one hand. So Claire used both arms to
skim the water, leaving her big tits on full display as they
jiggled under her wet shirt. Then, once the surface was clean,
Claire put the vacuum attachment on the end of the pole and
attached one end of the vacuum hose. But the other end of the hose
had to be plugged into the vacuum port on the side of the pool, and
Claire couldn’t do that unless she got down on her knees and
reached below the water. The port was only a few feet from the
table full of men, and Claire would have her back to them as she
plugged the hose in.

The girl tugged at the hem of her t-shirt.
Now that it was wet, it had ridden even further up her thighs. The
men watched as Claire got down on her knees beside the pool, the
end of the vacuum hose in one hand and the hem of her t-shirt
clutched in the other. As the girl bent over to plug in the vacuum,
she pulled her t-shirt down over her ass. The men guffawed and made
rude comments as Claire tried in vain to plug the vacuum in. She
couldn’t bend over far enough to reach the port without ripping her
t-shirt or letting it ride all the way up her thighs. The girl bent
over further, flailing with the end of the hose, when she felt
herself tipping forward. The hand holding her t-shirt shot out by
reflex, grabbing the edge of the pool before Clair tumbled in
again. But when it did, her t-shirt zipped all the way up to her
waist, exposing her round ass to the table full of men just a few
feet away. And because of her awkward position, they had a perfect
view of the hair between her legs as well!

As the men laughed and cheered, Claire
dropped the vacuum hose and scrambled to her feet. With her big
tits jiggling, the girl ran toward the house with one hand over her
face. Fuck this! I’d rather stay home all weekend then put up
with this bullshit!

Frank watched Claire vanish into the house
with a wicked gleam in his eye. Go ahead, run away, he
thought to himself. This is only the beginning. What Claire
didn’t realize was that Frank’s plan wasn’t just to humiliate her
in front of his friends; he was also going to humiliate her in
front of her friends, and even in front of complete
strangers. Frank’s revenge would be brutal and unstoppable, and by
the time he was done, Claire would be a complete wreck.

 


* * *

 


Frank continued his assault the following
weekend, when Claire had friends over for a pool party of her own.
Frank insisted on getting in the pool with all the teenagers, and
every time Claire came within arm’s reach, Frank would grab the
string on her bikini top or try to yank her bottoms down. The girls
at the party huffed and shook their heads, but Claire’s male
friends loved seeing flashes of her sexy body whenever Frank tugged
on her bikini. The biggest thrill of all, though, came after Frank
grabbed the plastic cup Claire was drinking from and sniffed
it.

“Is that booze in here?” he snapped. “You
said you were drinking Coke.”

Claire gave a guilty shrug. “Well…rum and
Coke, I guess. I mean, it’s a party.”

“And you’re only 18. Where’d you get the
booze from? Did you steal it from my liquor cabinet?”

When Claire only gave another shrug, Frank
glared at the girl and said, “That’s it. You’re in big trouble. I
think you need a spanking.”

Claire’s jaw dropped in shock. “A what?”

“You heard me.”

“You can’t be serious! I just graduated from
high school! Nobody’s spanked me since I was in kindergarten!”

“Then maybe that’s your problem. You need to
learn some respect for authority.”

Claire backed way, shaking her head. “No way.
I am not letting you spank me. That’s crazy.”

“Then I’ll cancel the party, tell all your
friends to go home, and ground you for a month this time. Would you
like that better?”

“That’s not fair!” Claire said, stomping her
foot, which made her tits bounce inside their pink bikini top.

“It’s your choice,” Frank told her. “Get
spanked ten times, or all your friends get sent away right now and
you don’t see any of them for a month.”

“I know what you really want,” Claire hissed.
“You’re just looking for an excuse to put your hands on me so you
can cop another feel.”

Frank shrugged. “Hey, it’s your choice. Come
on, let’s tell everybody it’s time to go.” He turned and started to
call out to Claire’s friends, but the girl put a hand on his arm to
stop him.

“Wait!” she snapped, snatching her hand away
from Frank’s arm as if she’d just stuck it in a fireplace. She
looked around at all her friends enjoying themselves, and thought
about how lonely she would be if Frank sent them away and then
grounded her for a month. Wouldn’t ten smacks on the ass be better
than that, even if it meant letting Frank touch her?

She bit her lip then nodded grudgingly.
“O-okay, I’ll take the spanking. But you have to do it here, in
front of everybody.”

Frank laughed. “Seriously? I figured the last
thing you’d want was to get spanked in front of your friends!”

Claire knew it would be humiliating for her
friends to see her getting spanked, but she also figured Frank
wouldn’t try to grope her in front of so many witnesses. It was a
tradeoff she was willing to take, and hopefully most of her friends
were so drunk by now that they would forget all about the spanking
by the time the party was over.

“Let’s just get it over with,” Claire said,
turning around and planting her hands on the nearest wall so that
Frank had an unobstructed view of her curvy ass.

“No. You have to lay across my lap.”

“Bullshit! Just do it right here!”

Frank shook his head then looked around the
pool area. All the patio chairs had arms on them, so Claire
wouldn’t be able to lie in his lap. Instead, he walked over to the
long bench at the end of the pool. He sat down then patted his
hands on his lap. “Come on. This’ll be perfect.”

Some of Claire’s friends had been
eavesdropping on the conversation, and they quickly filled the
others in on what was happening. Soon all the teens were standing
in a half-circle around the bench to watch the fun, which made
Claire squirm. She had been hoping that Frank would smack her while
she stood away from the pool, and that some of her friends wouldn’t
even know what was going on until it was over. But now Frank had
turned the spanking into a spectator sport, and it was too late for
Claire to back out of it.

With her teeth gritted, Claire walked over
and gingerly laid face-down on Frank’s lap. She cringed at the feel
of her bare stomach against his thighs, but she made sure that none
of her other body parts were touching his. She even raised her ass
a few inches in the air so her crotch wouldn’t be pressed against
Frank’s. With her elbows and knees propping her up on the wooden
bench, she was doing her best to keep as much space between her and
her stepfather as possible.

Claire stole a glance at her friends, and her
face went beet red when she saw them all staring and grinning.
“Come on, get it over with,” she urged.

“No problem,” Frank said, laying his left arm
across her back. Then, before Claire knew what was happening, Frank
grabbed her bikini bottoms with his other hand and yanked them down
to her knees.

“What the fuck!” Claire yelped, struggling to
get up, but with Frank’s arm across her back, she couldn’t move an
inch. The girl wiggled and squirmed, and her friends laughed at the
sight of her bare ass totally exposed like that. Some of the guys
even moved sideways to get a better look at Claire’s pussy, which
was on full display as she kicked her legs and tried to get up.

Frank brought his hand down hard on the
girl’s perfect ass, the force of it making a wet slapping sound. He
let his fingers linger against the soft skin for a moment, then
spanked the girl again. Each time he brought his hand down,
Claire’s pale ass cheeks turned a deeper pink. Frank kept spanking
at a steady pace until he had delivered ten strokes, then he lifted
his arm from Claire’s back and announced, “All right, you’re
done.”

Sobbing, the girl rolled off her stepfather’s
lap and landed in a heap at his feet, her bikini bottoms tangled
around her knees. Now her black bush was on full display in the
bright sunlight, making her male friends whoop even louder. Claire
scrambled to her feet, yanked her bottoms back up with both hands,
then ran inside the house with her ass cheeks burning.

 


* * *

 


Frank kept up his humiliation assault all
through the summer. He disabled the lock on Claire’s bathroom door
and would stroll inside while she was taking a shower, pretending
to look for Band-Aids or tissues while the girl cowered in a corner
of the shower stall, arms wrapped around her wet, naked body. He
once caught Claire wearing one of her mother’s dresses when she was
getting ready to go out with a group of friends, and made the girl
take it off in the middle of the living room in front of everybody
and return it to her mother’s room, then Claire had to run upstairs
in just her bra and a thong to get another set of clothes. But
Frank’s worst attack came during a family trip to the beach in the
middle of summer.

Claire and her mother didn’t like going to
the beach. The water was too cold, the sand was too hot, and
Claire’s fair skin got sunburned way too easy. But Frank insisted
on dragging the women there one afternoon, and even forced Claire
to spend some time splashing around in the waves even though she
didn’t want to. When it was time to go home, Frank told Claire to
change out of her wet bathing suit before she got in the car.
Claire wanted to just wrap a towel around herself and change when
they got home, but Frank didn’t want the car seats to get wet and
sandy.

Claire hated using the changing stalls at the
beach. They were tiny little huts with doors that were cut short at
the top and bottom, so they only shielded an adult from their neck
to their knees. Anybody changing clothes had their head and their
lower legs exposed, which always made Claire feel awkward and
uncomfortable as she slipped off her bikini while legions of
strangers walked by just a few feet away.

That day, Claire had two beach bags with her
inside the changing booth. One had the family’s wet beach towels
inside, and the other had Claire’s clothes. The two bags rested at
her feet as she untied her bikini top then slid the bottoms down
her shapely legs. When Claire stood up straight again with her wet
bikini clutched in her fist, she was startled to find her mother
and Frank standing right outside the changing booth. Having her
stepfather that close to her when she was totally naked sent a
shiver down her spine.

“Give me your bathing suit,” her mother
mumbled, glassy-eyed from all the beer she’d drunk on the beach
that day.

“And I’ll take the towels,” Frank said.
“Hurry up, we’re ready to go.”

As Claire’s mother thrust a hand over the top
of the door, Frank reached underneath it to grab the bag with the
towels. Claire handed her bikini to her mother then wrapped her
arms around herself as her mother and Frank walked off toward the
car. “I’m serious, get moving!” Frank called back over his
shoulder. “I want to beat the traffic!”

Claire bent down to grab her clothes from the
other beach bag, then froze. It was gone! She put her hands on top
of the changing room door and peered out at her mother and Frank.
Frank had both of the beach bags slung over his shoulder! He must
have grabbed the other bag by mistake when he reached for the one
with the towels, and Claire hadn’t even noticed because she was
handing her bikini to her mother over the top of the door at the
same time!

“Wait!” the frantic girl called. “Mom, come
back! Frank! Stop! You’ve got my—” Claire was about to shout
clothes, but stopped in mid-sentence. Dozens of people were
walking back and forth in front of the row of changing booths, and
a lot of them were now staring at Claire and trying to figure out
what was wrong. She was about to announce in front of a crowd of
strangers that she was naked and helpless!

Panicked, the girl watched her mother and
Frank climb into Frank’s car. Then Frank started the engine and
began to back out of his parking space. The asshole was leaving
her! But then Frank rolled down his window and stuck his arm out
the window, making a hurry up gesture in her general
direction.

Cold fear zipped down Claire’s spine. Frank
had played this game before; if Claire was taking too long at a
restaurant or a store, Frank would get in the car and pretend to
drive away. When Claire chased the car, Frank would stop and let
her catch up then laugh his head off. Claire stuck her head over
the top of the door and looked both ways. To the left was the
beach, about 100 feet away. To the right was the parking lot, also
about 100 feet away. Dozens of people were on the path between the
two. Should she beg someone walking past for a towel or some
clothes? But then everyone would know she was naked and trapped,
and a lot of curious people would come over to see what was
happening. Anyone who stood right in front of the changing booth
could just peer over the top of the door and see her stark
naked.

Frank started inching the car forward, his
window still rolled down, then he turned to stare at Claire. Even
though he was far away, Claire could see the evil grin on the man’s
face. Oh my God! The asshole had done this on purpose! And now he
was threatening to drive away and leave her stranded like this!

There was no time to think, no time to make a
plan. Claire had to get to the car, and fast. This was all part of
Frank’s plan to humiliate her, and the longer she hesitated, the
better the chance that she’d get stuck at the beach, naked and
helpless. Claire scanned the crowd immediately in front of her. Two
couples her age were walking past her booth on the way to the
parking lot, and one of the guys had a blue beach towel draped over
his shoulders.

Taking a deep breath, Claire shoved the door
of the changing booth open and stormed out, snatching the towel
from around the guy’s neck as he walked by. The guy shouted
Hey! and every person in the area turned to gawk at the
naked girl, her big tits bouncing as she stumbled away from the two
couples, the towel gripped in her fist. Claire tried to wrap the
towel around herself as she ran, but so many people were in her way
that she wound up tripping over someone’s rolling cooler and
falling to the ground in a heap. Dozens of leering faces stared
down at her as she lay there on the sandy path naked, some of them
laughing, some of them glaring with disgust. Claire pulled the
towel over herself like a blanket, but suddenly the guy she’d
stolen it from was standing over her and he reached down and
snatched it away.

“That’s mine, bitch!” he growled, then a wide
grin split his face as he leered at Claire’s naked body. “Damn, are
you drunk or something? Why are you running around like that?”

Claire scrambled to her feet, her arms
wrapped around her chest and her knees pressed tight together.
Every man nearby practically drooled at the sight of her, and most
of the women were shaking their heads in disbelief. Why wouldn’t
anyone help her? Did they all think she was just some drunk, stupid
teenager?

A car horn blared from the parking lot, and
Claire turned to see Frank’s car inching further away. Panicked
again, Claire dashed down the path toward it. There were so many
people that she had to thread her way between them, and her skin
crawled every time her naked body brushed against some stranger.
Some of the people laughed and called out to her, and she even felt
several strange hands grab or pinch her ass when she rushed by.
Claire’s face was beet red, and tears stung her eyes. Oh my God,
how can this be happening?

The girl finally made it to the parking lot,
but now she was more exposed than ever. On the path, she had been
partially hidden by the crowd of people and only the ones closest
to her could see her. But now she was out in the open, totally
exposed. Frank’s car was only about 20 feet away and Claire ran
toward it, trying to end the torture as quickly as possible. She
still had her arms wrapped around her chest but her ass and pussy
were clearly visible to everyone as she dashed across the hot
asphalt, her bare feet burning with every step. She had nearly
reached the car and was grabbing for the rear door handle when
Frank suddenly jammed the gas pedal and sped forward another 20
feet before braking to a halt.

Claire let out a desperate cry and ran
forward again, but a group of young men—college frat boys from the
look of them—suddenly blocked her path.

“Whoa, what the hell’s going on here?” one of
them said with a laugh. “You making one of those Girls Gone
Wild videos or something?”

“Get out of my way!” Claire wailed, trying to
shove him aside with both hands, but he was too big and heavy and
just laughed at Claire while he stared down at her exposed tits
with a sloppy smile on his face. One of the other guys took
advantage of Claire’s position and snuck up behind her, reaching
around so he could grab both tits at the same time. Claire squealed
as the guy pawed her big jugs, and as she tried to spin away, one
of the other guys slapped her hard on the ass. It made a sound like
a rifle shot, and one of Claire’s pale ass cheeks immediately
turned pink.

Claire finally managed to struggle away from
the group, not even bothering to cover herself this time as she ran
to Frank’s car. Her tits bounced like crazy and her long black hair
trailed behind her as she ran, causing every man in the parking lot
to hoot and holler. Claire finally got a hand on the car’s door
handle and tugged; it was locked! She pounded on the window with
the flat of her hand, but Frank just grinned at her from inside.
Claire’s mother was passed out in the passenger seat, oblivious to
everything that was going on.

After what seemed like an eternity, Frank
finally unlocked the door. Claire scrambled inside and curled into
a ball behind Frank’s seat so he couldn’t see her in the rear view
mirror.

“You asshole,” she muttered, sobbing and out
of breath. “I hate you so much!”

Frank only laughed as he pulled out of the
parking lot. At that moment, Claire thought her stepfather was the
most awful man in the world—and that was before she had any idea
what he was really capable of doing.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2.

 


 


Over the summer, Claire started dating a boy
named Preston. He had played on the high school football team and
had been after her forever, and Claire finally gave in and went out
with him. Preston came from a wealthy family and was stuck-up,
rude, and egotistical, but he was cute and Claire was so depressed
and lonely because of her situation at home that she desperately
needed some companionship and someone to talk to about her
problems.

She realized after their first two dates that
she had made a mistake. Preston never wanted to talk, never even
wanted to see movies or go out to dinner. He only wanted to make
out and try to feel her up, and Claire constantly had to squirm
away from him while he grabbed at her tits or tried to get a hand
up her skirt. Being with Preston made Claire feel almost as dirty
as she did when Frank was around.

One day she brought Preston home with her so
they could talk in private. She had decided to break up with him,
but the minute they were inside her house he was all over her.

“Stop it, my mother’s upstairs!” she
whispered harshly as they sat on the sofa in the living room with
Preston grabbing at her chest.

The jock just snickered. “Who cares, you said
she’s always passed out anyway. Come on, we’ve been going out for a
month now. It’s time for you to show me how much you love me.”

Preston pulled her close and kissed her hard
and she could feel him wriggling around and doing something while
they kissed, and then he took her hand and put it in his lap.
Claire gasped in shock as she felt the hot flesh of his hard dick.
He had unzipped his pants and pushed them down his hips, and now he
was guiding her hand and trying to get her to stroke him. She was
so shocked that she didn’t even have time to stop him from sliding
a hand up her shirt to grab her soft tits through the thin material
of her bra. Preston’s hard-on pulsed in her hand and she wanted to
jerk away, feeling nauseous, but he kept a firm grip on her wrist
so she couldn’t pull away.

“Come on, baby, give me some relief here,”
Preston whispered in her ear.

“No, stop it!” Claire squealed, trying to
break free without making too much noise. She would just die if her
mother came downstairs and found her on the sofa with a boy,
especially if she saw Claire holding his dick. Claire pulled
harder, trying to get her hand away from Preston’s lap. She had
never seen a boy naked in her life and was scared to death.

“Well, look what we’ve got here,” Frank said
as he suddenly appeared in the doorway from the kitchen. He must
have come in the back door and sneaked silently to the living room
to see what Claire and Preston were doing. He was holding a beer in
one hand and had a weird, sick grin on his face.

Preston’s eyes nearly popped out of their
sockets as he fumbled with his shirttail, pulling it over his lap
to cover himself. Claire launched herself to the other side of the
sofa and stared at Frank, wondering what he would do next. Punish
her for bringing a boy home, probably. One of his rules was that
she was never allowed to have friends inside the house without
asking first, and that went double for boys.

Frank took a swig of his beer and wiped his
mouth with the back of his hand. “Bet she’s not putting out for, is
she, boy? Got you all hot and bothered and then just left you there
to rot.”

“Uh...sir, listen...” Preston began, but
Frank stopped him with a wave of his hand.

“Hey, man, I know how women can be. I’ve had
more ex-wives than I can count. Don’t worry, I’m not pissed off.
You’re just doing what any man would do. Only problem is, little
miss cocktease here isn’t doing her job.”

Preston seemed to relax a little, even though
he still thought Claire’s stepfather was being weird as hell.
Claire just sat on the edge of the couch and shivered, with no idea
what Frank would do next.

“Wasn’t even nice enough to show you her
tits, I see,” Frank continued, walking slowly over to the couch. He
drained the last of his beer and tossed the empty can over his
shoulder. “And they’re nice ones, too, let me tell you. Come on,
Claire, do your boyfriend a favor and show him what you’ve
got.”

Frank grabbed the collar of Claire’s black
t-shirt and pulled on it, causing Claire to scream and swat at his
hands. Preston just sat there wide-eyed as Frank gave one massive
tug that pulled the t-shirt up over Claire’s head, revealing her
jiggling tits clad in a cream-colored bra. One more yank and
Claire’s arms pointed straight up as the shirt ripped free of her
body. The girl scrambled to get off the couch and run away but
Frank was blocking her path, pushing her back down onto the sofa
and hooking two fingers down the front of her bra as she fell
backward, tearing the bra away from her body in one swift
motion.

Preston’s eyes lit up at the sight of
Claire’s naked tits, so full and round with perfect pink nipples.
His hard-on, which had withered down to nothing when Frank first
entered the room, now sprang to attention again as Frank grabbed a
handful of Claire’s hair and pulled her across the sofa toward
Preston.

“Now you’re gonna give this poor boy some
relief, bitch! How about it, boy, you want Claire to give you a
blowjob?”

Preston couldn’t believe what he was hearing.
“Wh-what? But I don’t—”

“Oh come on, man, you know you want her to!
You’ve even got my permission, for God’s sake!”

Preston licked his lips, sweat forming on his
brow. Frank still had one hand gripped tight in Claire’s hair and
he had forced her down on her knees in front of the sofa with her
face only inches from Preston’s crotch. His face was hot and
feverish and his hard-on felt like an iron bar. This was one fucked
up situation, but that didn’t keep Preston from being horny as
hell.

“Yeah,” he began in a thick whisper. “I
mean…”

“You mean what? What do you want?”

“I want…I want Claire to suck my dick.”

“You heard the man, Claire,” Frank said,
pushing the girl’s head into his lap. “Start sucking!”

Preston whipped his shirttail away to reveal
his raging erection. At this point he didn’t care that Claire’s
weird stepfather was standing right there. He had never gotten a
blowjob from a girl as pretty as Claire before, and his cock was
trembling in anticipation.

Claire was crying like mad, her lips clamped
shut, but Frank yanked on her hair and she opened her mouth to cry
out in pain, giving Preston the chance to stab his stiff cock into
her open mouth. Claire gagged as the hard pole of flesh went all
the way into her throat, the taste of it making her want to vomit.
Frank still had his grip on her hair and was using it to move her
head up and down on Preston’s dick. Claire choked and cried harder,
the dick in her throat almost causing her to pass out. She couldn’t
believe this was happening to her!

Preston was having the time of his life,
though. Claire’s mouth was unbelievably warm and wet, and the fact
that she was trying to spit his dick out of her mouth just
increased the sensation and intensified his pleasure. Claire fought
to struggle backward and get away, but Frank was standing right
behind her and he still had a hand on her head, jerking it up and
down as he forced her to suck Preston’s dick.

“Yeah, that’s it. Sometimes they just need a
little inspiration, that’s all,” Frank said with a drunken
laugh.

Suddenly Preston gasped and jerked his hips
forward. One second his balls felt like they were tingling with
electricity, then he cried out as he shot wad after wad of cum into
Claire’s mouth and down her throat. Claire coughed and sputtered as
her mouth began to overflow with thick, bitter sperm. Frank held
her head in place as Preston continued shooting, the cum blasting
against the roof of Claire’s mouth. She swallowed some in
self-defense just so she could breathe, then shuddered violently as
the slimy liquid slid down her throat. Frank laughed and relaxed
his grip on her hair, and Claire took advantage of the opportunity
to push back from the sofa, Preston’s dick springing free of her
mouth as she fell sideways on the carpet, coughing and trying to
spit up sperm. Frank laughed even harder at the sight of the poor
girl lying half-naked on the floor with cum smeared on her chin and
dripping from the corner of her mouth, her eyes shut tight and with
tears flowing down her face.

 


* * *

 


 


Back in the waiting room of Hot Girls
Galore, Claire shivered at the memory of that day. Yes, it had
been terrible. But it hadn’t been the worst incident, not by a long
shot. That one had come last week, just before Claire ran away from
home.

After the incident with Preston, Claire had
stopped talking to Frank completely. She tried to avoid both him
and her mother as often as possible, even going so far as eating
dinner in her room whenever she could. Claire’s mother remained
drunk and ignorant and Frank was just as abusive as ever, and the
only way Claire could deal with it was to try and stay out of his
way. She found out the hard way, though, that she couldn’t always
do that.

One evening Claire’s mother had gone out
shopping and Frank was out with his coworkers having a few beers,
leaving Claire all alone in the house. It was something that never
happened and she felt like she was in heaven, having the entire
place to herself with nobody to bother her, nobody she had to hide
from. She celebrated by lighting some candles and taking a long,
hot, relaxing bath. She flipped through a few magazines and dozed
for a while, and when the water in the tub finally cooled down to
the point of being chilly, she climbed out and reached for a
towel.

She sighed and shook her head. “Shit,” she
muttered, wondering why she didn’t notice that there was no towel
on the rack before she got into the tub. Her mother had done
laundry earlier, and she must have taken away the dirty towels
without replacing them with clean ones.

Claire stood in the middle of the bathroom
naked and shivering, dripping water onto the floor. The linen
closet was outside at the end of the hallway, and she had to pass
the living room and the kitchen to get there. But why was she
worried? No one else was home and the shades in the living room
were probably shut. She shook her head for being so stupid then
opened the bathroom door and peeked out into the hallway.

The house was small, and if anybody was home
she’d be able to hear them. Claire listened and heard no sound at
all, so she walked out of the bathroom naked, padded down the hall
to the linen closet, opened the door—then froze as she heard a key
scraping in the front door lock. She reached into the linen closet
and grabbed the closest towel, but it was only a hand towel which
wasn’t long enough to wrap around her body. When she pressed it to
her chest, it barely even covered her tits.

The front door opened and Claire’s blood ran
cold as she heard Frank’s voice, followed by the sound of other men
laughing. Her bedroom was all the way at the other end of the hall,
past the bathroom. She’d never make it back there before the men
reached the living room. She had to try, though. There was no way
she could let Frank and his friends catch her in only a towel.

Covering herself the best she could, Claire
ran down the hallway in a crouch. The men would see her running
past the living room for sure, but maybe they had plopped down on
the sofa by now and were facing away from the hallway. If that was
the case, she could probably make it inside her bedroom before
anyone got a good look at her.

Claire had nearly reached her bedroom door
when she heard Frank’s voice again, closer than she expected.

“Calm down, I’ve got plenty of beer,” he was
saying. “Just let me take a piss and I’ll grab some.”

Claire tried to skid to a halt, but it was
too late. Frank stepped into the hallway just as she reached the
opening to the living room, and the naked girl crashed right into
her stepfather. Frank stumbled backward but stayed upright while
Claire tumbled to the floor, the towel falling away from her. She
scrambled to her knees, arms clutched around her naked body, as
Frank’s two friends walked over to see what was happening.

“Holy shit, what’s going on?” one of them
yelled. “That’s your stepdaughter, right? Why’s she running around
naked?”

“Damn, Frank, that’s one hot kid you got
there!” the other one added.

“Yeah, I wouldn’t mind getting some of that!”
the first one agreed.

Frank rubbed his head and looked down at
Claire huddled naked on the floor. He was so drunk that he had no
idea what had happened in the past 30 seconds. All he knew was that
Claire was down on the floor naked and wet, and he had a massive
hard-on in his jeans because of it.

“You stay away from me, all of you!” Claire
screamed hysterically, getting to her feet with one arm over her
tits and the other hand clapped over her pussy. “Don’t you dare
fucking touch me!”

Frank’s face turned grim. He pushed himself
away from the wall and grabbed one of Claire’s arms before she
could run away. “That’s disrespectful, young lady,” he said with a
slur. “You just earned yourself another spanking!”

“No!” Claire screamed. “I won’t let you do
that again! No way!”

“Shut your mouth!” Frank yelled back,
dragging Claire into the living room by her arm. Frank’s two
friends, who were just as drunk and rowdy, followed with smiles on
their faces. Seeing Claire’s naked teenage body was giving both of
them hard-ons that their wives couldn’t give them if their lives
depended on it.

Frank dragged Claire to the sofa and sat
down, pulling her down with him and manhandling her until she was
lying across his lap on her stomach, her tight young ass facing
upward. He held her down with one arm pressed across her back, just
like he had when he spanked her at the pool in front of her
friends, then he brought the other hand down hard on the girl’s
ass, making her yelp. Claire’s snow-white ass cheeks began to glow
pink as he smacked them over and over, with both Frank and his
friends getting more excited at the sight of Claire’s ass cheeks
jiggling with every blow. The poor girl was crying her eyes out,
both scared and ashamed, and her ass stung like crazy from the
beating she was getting.

Frank brought his hand down one final time
and left it pressed to Claire’s warm flesh, enjoying the feel of
her soft skin and the weight of her belly on his bulging crotch.
With an animal snarl he stood up and sent Claire tumbling to the
floor.

“Hold her!” he barked to his two friends.

As Claire struggled to stand up, one of the
men grabbed her wrists and pinned them to the carpet while the
other did the same thing with her ankles. Frank stumbled out of his
pants and stared down at the teenager lying there on her back with
her legs spread apart, her black pussy hair still wet from the
bathtub. He spat twice into the palm of his hand and rubbed the
saliva on the head of his dick, then laid down on top of Claire and
fumbled with his cock until he got it poised at the opening of her
cunt. He grunted and put all of his weight into the thrust, with
Claire screaming in his ear as the head of his dick popped inside
her tight virgin pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” he breathed, reaching up to
squeeze one of her tits. He thrust again and another inch of his
dick squeezed between the hot, tight walls of Claire’s cunt.
Another hard thrust and he was all the way inside, his eyes rolling
in ecstasy at the feeling of the virgin pussy clamping down on his
cock. It only took a few seconds of pounding before he grunted and
sighed as he drunkenly shot his load inside of Claire. He almost
passed out on top of her but his friends managed to drag him off,
both of them wanting a turn, too. Each of them lasted about as long
as Frank had, just a minute or two of drunken, crazed fucking
before they blasted their cum into Claire’s pussy.

When they were finally finished, they all
zipped up their pants and stumbled to the kitchen for more beer
while Claire laid on the floor and sobbed.

And that was it, that was her last day at
home. Claire had packed a suitcase that night and crept out of the
house in the early morning, walking three miles to the bus stop and
buying a one-way ticket to Los Angeles. She only had a few hundred
dollars in her pocket and had no idea how she was going to live,
but she knew she had to get away from Frank no matter what. At
least Los Angeles was a town that thrived on beauty, so maybe she
could support herself by acting or modeling while she tried to
build a new life on her own.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3.

 


 


Claire arrived in the city totally lost and
clueless. The first thing she had to do was find a place to stay,
but she didn’t want to blow all her savings so she settled for a
run-down fleabag motel that only charged a hundred dollars a week.
She had brought her sexiest clothes along with her and was hoping
she could get a few modeling jobs and earn some quick money so she
could move into something better while she worked on building an
acting career.

Her first few days in town showed her just
how naïve she had been. All the big modeling agencies asked her for
pictures, bios, and past experience, none of which she had.

“You got an agent?” one gum-chewing secretary
had asked her. When Claire shook her head, the woman just chuckled
and turned away. “Gotta have an agent, honey,” she said as she went
back to her computer.

The story was the same wherever she went.
None of the big modeling agencies would even bother talking to
walk-ins, especially ones who didn’t have agents or professional
photos and resumes. Claire finally got to the point where she was
willing to just swallow her pride and take a job in a fast-food
joint, but it was the middle of summer and all the positions were
filled by high school kids.

As a last resort, Claire bought the red dress
and started hitting the porn site offices, which eventually led her
to Hot Girls Galore. Now she sat with two dozen other girls
who were just as broke and desperate as she was, biting her lip and
trying to ignore the rumble in her stomach. She hadn’t eaten all
day and only had a few dollars left after buying her new dress. She
had to get this job; she just had to.

“You look a little worried,” a man’s voice
suddenly said from behind her.

Claire jumped, startled, and turned around to
see a well-dressed man in his forties standing behind her. “Mind if
I sit down?” he asked, gesturing to the chair beside hers. Claire
just shrugged and looked away and the man sat down and leaned over
toward her.

“This your first time doing a photo shoot
like this?” he asked.

“Um...yeah. I mean, I haven’t even auditioned
yet so I don’t know if they’ll hire me for a photo shoot, but…yeah,
it’s my first time.”

“That’s what I thought,” the man said. He
wore a nice suit and tie and he had a warm, friendly smile. “You
look too classy to be in a place like this. You just looking to
pick up a little extra money?”

Claire nodded and looked down at the floor.
“Yeah, I mean, I don’t want to make a living this way. I really
want to get into regular modeling, or maybe even acting. You know,
legitimate stuff.”

The man nodded like he understood. “Sure, of
course. But I have to tell you, this kind of modeling doesn’t pay
nearly as well as you’d think. And that’s assuming they even pick
you for a shoot.”

“Well, I heard it was something like five
hundred dollars...” Claire began, but she stopped when she saw the
man frowning and shaking his head.

“Sorry young lady, but somebody’s led you
astray. If a website like this picks you for a layout, you might
get two hundred bucks for your trouble. So many girls audition for
the shoots that they really don’t have to pay well. If the first
girl says no, they just move on to the next one until one of the
girls says yes. See what I mean?” he said, gesturing to the other
girls in the room.

“Huh. Well…that’s a rip off about the money.
I really thought they would pay more.”

“I’m sure you did. But if you want more
money, you need to audition for me,” the man said, pulling a
business card out of his suit pocket and handing it to Claire. The
top of the card said Wildfire Productions in bold red
letters, and beneath that it said Jack Foley, marketing
assistant.

Claire looked up at the man, who was still
smiling his friendly smile. “Um...does your company do photo
shoots, too?”

“No, young lady, we do films,” Foley said.
“Adult films.”

Claire’s jaw dropped. “Oh! Uh, I’m sorry,
mister, but I really don’t—I mean, no. I’m not interested, not even
a little bit.”

“You can call me Jack. And what’s your name,
if I may ask?”

“Um...it’s Claire.”

“Claire, do you have any idea how much an
actress earns for shooting one of our films?”

Claire shook her head, and the man leaned
toward her and lowered his voice. “Ten thousand dollars.”

Claire just stared at him. Ten thousand
dollars was a lot of money. Enough to pay the bills for a long,
long time. But no, she couldn’t even think about it. “Wow, that’s
really great, but I’m still not interested. I just couldn’t.”

“Are you worried about your reputation?
Afraid that making an adult film might hurt your chances of getting
a legitimate job later on? Well, a lot of the biggest actresses in
Hollywood thought the same thing.”

Claire frowned. “Wait a minute. Are you
saying some of them made films for your company?”

“Absolutely. Of course, once they became big
stars they bought every copy of the movies they made and had them
destroyed. You can still find a few clips floating around on the
Internet, but everybody assumes they’re fakes. When you’re that
rich and famous, it’s easy to make things disappear.” Foley lowered
his voice again. “Think about it, Claire. Ten thousand dollars for
a day’s work, and then maybe you get discovered and you never have
to make another adult film if you don’t want to. Wouldn’t that be
better than a measly two hundred dollars for standing around naked
all day while these jokers take your picture?”

Claire couldn’t even imagine filming a porno
movie. The thought of letting a strange man—or maybe two or three
strange men—have sex with her in front of a camera made her sick to
her stomach. But if she could somehow turn her mind off and suffer
through it...just like she had when Frank and his friends assaulted
her...

The thought of Frank jolted her back to the
present. If she didn’t make some money soon, she would be forced to
go back home. It was either that or starve. And there was no way
she could go back to that house with Frank in it.

“What…what would I have to do?” she asked
meekly. “If I made one of the movies, I mean.”

Foley shrugged. “Just spend a few hours
making love with a handsome young man, that’s all. And let me
assure you, all of our male actors are not only handsome, but also
kind and courteous as well. The filming typically takes one full
day, and afterward you receive your check and can part ways with
the company if you wish. Or, if you’re happy with the experience,
you can make more films and earn more money.”

Claire bit her lip hard enough to draw blood.
She just couldn’t, there was no way…but there was also no way she
could go back home to face Frank again.

“Do you think I could audition today?” Claire
asked.

Foley smiled. “My dear, you can audition
immediately if you wish.”

“And the part about the money...the thing is,
I’m pretty broke right now...I mean, actually, I’m completely
broke. Do you think...?”

“I’m sure we could work out an advance,”
Foley said, standing up. “Now then, shall I take you to the
office?”

Claire nodded and stood up, then followed
Foley on trembling legs as he led her out of the office and out
onto the street. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. She had
to keep her mind blank, block the whole thing out. If this worked
out, she would have money in her pocket and all the time in the
world to look for a real job.

They walked down the sidewalk for several
blocks, with Foley making small talk and Claire answering politely.
Finally they came to a tall glass office building and Foley pulled
open the door for her and escorted her past a guard station to a
row of elevators. They rode up to the top floor and walked down a
hallway to an office that looked an awful lot like the waiting room
of Hot Girl Monthly. Once again there were about 20 girls
waiting in chairs, mostly teenagers dressed in cheap, slutty
clothes with bad hairdos and bad skin. The only difference this
time was that five or six boys were also waiting to audition, young
tough-looking guys wearing tight jeans and t-shirts.

Claire turned to Foley and whispered, “Do I
have to wait until all of them have auditioned?”

“Of course not, my dear,” Foley said as he
took her arm, leading her to a desk beside a closed door. An
attractive blonde woman was sitting there, checking off names from
a long list. She looked up at Foley and smiled, and Foley smiled
back and nodded toward the closed door.

“Hi, Cindy. Is Mel busy right now?”

“He just finished an interview and I was
about to send the next girl in,” Cindy said.

“Well, hold on. I’ve got someone special I
want him to meet.” Jack knocked softly then opened the door and
gestured for Claire to follow him.

The door led to a large office with wine red
carpeting and a black leather sofa against one wall. The only other
furniture was a huge desk pushed into a corner, facing the room.
Behind the desk was a short, pudgy man with curly dark hair and a
moustache. He stood up as Claire and Jack entered, and Claire saw
that he was wearing dark slacks and a blue and white Hawaiian
shirt.

“Mel, this is Claire. I think she’ll be
perfect for us,” Foley said with a huge grin.

The man reached out and shook Claire’s hand.
“Hey. I’m Mel Silver, president of Wildfire Productions.” His hand
was soft and damp and Claire had to resist the urge to wipe her
palm down her dress after she released it. The man was gross and
scary-looking, nothing at all like Jack Foley. Claire was wondering
if she should just excuse herself and leave.

“Well, you two have fun. See you later,
Claire,” Foley said as he left the room with a little wave. Damn,
he was good at his job. Barely a day went by when he didn’t find
another clueless girl for the scam they had going here at Wildfire.
And this girl was so young and hot, she might be one of the best
ones yet.

Mel sat back down behind his desk while
Claire stood there waiting. There was no other chair and she wasn’t
sure what she was supposed to do.

“You over eighteen years old?” Mel asked,
opening a desk drawer and pulling out some paperwork. “Gotta be at
least eighteen to make porno flicks.” When Claire nodded, Mel said,
“Okay, kid, here’s the deal. We pay ten thousand dollars for the
female lead in one of our features. To get the part, you gotta go
through two steps. First you audition for me so I can see what
you’ve got. If I think you can hack it, we’ll move to step two and
you’ll do a few screen tests with some of our actors to see how you
look on film. If that goes okay, we’ll sign all the contracts and
set up your feature shoot.”

Claire shifted her feet and nodded, wishing
the man would offer her a seat instead of leaving her standing
there like a naughty girl in a principal’s office. “Um, okay. That
sounds fine, I guess.”

Mel spun the stack of paperwork so that it
was facing Claire, then handed her a pen. “Okay, great. Lemme just
get your signature at the bottom of these five pages.”

“Is this the contract?” Claire asked,
squinting at the tiny print. “I thought you said—”

“Nah, these are just waivers saying that you
accepted our offer for an audition and you’re aware that you’ll be
filmed during the screen test, junk like that. Just a bunch of
legal mumbo-jumbo, nothing important.”

Mel smiled as Claire shrugged and leaned down
to sign the papers. The documents actually gave Wildfire
Productions all rights to any photos or films made by Claire during
the audition process, and they also prevented her from suing the
company for any reason or from demanding any payment at all. If
only these stupid bitches took the time to read the fine print,
Mel thought with a chuckle.

Claire finished signing and put the pen down,
then took a step back, waiting.

“Okay, great,” Mel said, shuffling the pages
into a neat pile. “Now strip.”

A chill went down Claire’s spine. “Um, excuse
me?”

“I said strip. I gotta see how good your body
is.”

Claire bit her lip. She had known this moment
would come, she just hadn’t known it would happen so fast, with no
warning at all. Claire started to say something then stopped.

Mel made a hurry-up motion with his hand.
“Come on, honey, you’re auditioning for a porno movie. You didn’t
think about the fact that you were gonna be naked?”

“No, I mean, that’s fine,” she stammered,
then looked over her shoulder at the other end of the room. “It’s
just—I mean, is there someplace I can change?”

Mel gave a heavy sigh. “You’re not changing,
honey, you’re stripping. You don’t need a room for that. Now come
on, I don’t have all day.”

Trying hard not to think about what she was
doing, Claire reached behind her and slowly unzipped her dress. She
pulled it over her head to reveal the red bra and panties that she
had worn to go with the dress, dropped the dress on the floor, then
slid the high heels off her feet. Staring at the ground so that she
wouldn’t have to look Mel in the eye, she unhooked her bra and
dropped it on top of her dress, then slid her panties down her legs
and kicked them off, too.

Shivering in the cool air of the
air-conditioned office, Claire stood naked in front of Mel with her
arms loosely at her sides, trying to fight the urge to wrap them
around her body. Mel smiled appreciatively at the sight of her firm
young tits, flat stomach, and slim legs. It was rare to see a
teenage girl without any tattoos or piercings; this one’s body was
perfect and untouched. “Now turn around,” he ordered. “And do it
slow.”

Claire did a slow spin, giving Mel a look at
her tight young ass. Her cheeks were burning and she knew her face
must be beet red by now.

Once Claire had turned a full circle and was
facing Mel again, the man pointed at Claire’s chest. “Those are
real, right? Jump up and down a few times for me.”

“What?”

Mel sighed and shook his head. “I wanna see
how they move. I don’t give a shit if they’re real or fake, I just
wanna know how they’re gonna look on camera.”

Feeling like an idiot, Claire bounced up and
down on her heels, making her tits shake and jiggle. Mel then
instructed her to squeeze them with both hands, which she did.

Mel nodded his approval. “Okay, nice.” He
stood up and walked around the side of the desk, heading for the
couch. “Now for the second part of the audition. I want you to read
a few lines for me”

He sat down on the couch and waved for Claire
to come over. Shivering from both the air conditioning and her
nervousness, she slowly walked over and sat down on the other end
of the couch, as far away from Mel as she could get, and timidly
crossed one arm over her chest and rested her other hand in her lap
to cover her pubic hair.

Mel reached under the sofa and pulled out a
manila file folder that was worn and bent at the corners. He opened
it and took out two laminated sheets of paper that were old and
stained, like menus from some nasty restaurant. He handed one to
Claire and kept the other for himself.

Claire started to scan the sheet, which was a
script with half a dozen lines typed on it.

Mel cleared his throat. “Okay, this is a
practice scene from one of our movies. I’ll read the lines for
Blake and you’ll read the lines for Susie. Now go ahead and start,
and give it as much emotion as you can.”

Claire took a deep breath and said, “Hey,
Blake. I didn’t expect to see you today.”

“Just thought I’d drop by to see how you’re
doing,” Mel replied flatly.

“I’m fine, except for being so lonely. Why
don’t you keep me company for a while?”

“Sure, I’d love to,” Mel read in the same
monotone as before, then he tossed his sheet of paper onto the
floor.

Claire was about to open her mouth to read
the next line when she saw that there were no more lines, just a
single sentence of stage direction that said Susie drops to her
knees and gives Blake a blowjob.

Claire stared at the line, frozen. Her hand
began to shake and she had the sudden urge to get up, grab her
clothes, and run out of the office.

“What’s the problem?” Mel asked. “Having
trouble with your lines?”

“I just, I didn’t—I didn’t think I would have
to—”

“Jesus Christ, kid. Either finish the scene
or get the fuck outa here. I don’t have time for this shit.”

Claire took a deep breath, trying to imagine
having ten thousand dollars in her pocket. Her life would be so
great, with no worries at all. All she had to do was get through
the next couple of days without thinking about it too much.

Fighting back the tears, she stood on shaky
legs and moved in front of Mel, then slowly dropped to her knees.
Mel’s pants were already bulging from the sight of the beautiful
teenager with the snow-white skin crouched in front of him, her
tits heaving with fear, nipples rock-hard from the chilly air.

Claire just sat there on her knees, eyes
closed, waiting to be told what to do next. Her heart was hammering
and she was having trouble breathing.

“Take it out,” Mel instructed.

Claire opened her eyes and reached for the
zipper of Mel’s pants. She unzipped him, and he raised up off the
sofa and pushed his pants down to his knees to reveal a flabby
stomach and a huge erect cock.

This would only be the second time Claire had
ever sucked a penis, the first time being the horrible incident
with Preston and Frank. Trying to blot out the past and only think
about the present, Claire reached out timidly and took hold of the
enormous cock in front of her. It was a lot bigger than Preston’s,
at least nine inches long, and as fat as a sausage. A damp, musty
smell drifted up from Mel’s crotch, which made the girl want to
gag.

“Come on, suck it,” Mel ordered.

Claire bent forward and took the head in her
mouth, immediately repulsed by the taste of Mel’s sweaty dick. Mel
gasped at the sensation of Claire’s hot, wet mouth and put a hand
on the back of her head, pushing it down until half his dick was
inside her mouth. Claire grunted at the intrusion of his meat in
her mouth, and a tear escaped from one eye and slid down her
cheek.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” Mel grunted, thrusting his
hips so that he was slowly fucking Claire’s face. “Move that
tongue, bitch.”

Claire tried to swirl her tongue around but
it was tough with Mel thrusting so hard into her mouth. Another
tear fell and she began to whimper as Mel started thrusting harder
and faster.

“Yeah, that feels great,” he said, grabbing a
handful of her hair and using it like a handle to pull her head
even farther downward. Claire made a choking sound as the head of
Mel’s cock hit the back of her throat. He was thrusting even faster
now and she was having trouble breathing. Suddenly he put both
hands on the back of her head and started frantically ramming his
dick into her mouth, and Claire grunted and tried to pull away but
Mel’s hold was too tight. With an animal-like growl, he pulled her
head all the way down onto his cock as he began to come.

A shot of cum blasted the back of Claire’s
mouth, followed quickly by another. It was thick and greasy and
Claire cried harder as she tasted it in her mouth and on her
tongue. Mel held her head in place as he squirted again and again,
until Claire was forced to swallow in order to breathe. Just when
he seemed to finally be done, Mel yanked Claire’s head away from
his dick and grabbed it with one hand, stroking it frantically. It
happened too fast for Claire to react, and she gasped in shock as a
stream of cum shot out and splashed across her cheek. She tried to
turn her head but Mel’s grip was too tight, and the next shot hit
her on the upper lip and dribbled down the corner of her mouth and
onto her chin.

Mel let out an enormous sigh and pushed
Claire away, and the girl fell backward onto her ass with her legs
spread wide and cum dripping down her face. Her eyes were shut and
she tried to wipe off the cum and the tears that had covered her
face, but she only succeed in spreading them around. She whimpered
softly to herself as Mel stood up and pulled up his pants.

“Not bad, kid,” he said, yanking up his
zipper. “You did good enough to make it to the screen test.” He
grabbed a box of tissues from the edge of his desk and thrust it in
front of Claire, who pulled out a handful and wiped her face with
them. When she had cleaned herself up as best she could, she stood
and dropped the damp tissues in the trash.

Mel was already standing at the door with one
hand on the knob. “Come on, let’s move. I don’t have all day.”

Claire crouched down and reached for her
dress. “Okay, just let me—”

“Don’t worry about that. You’ll be naked for
the screen test, too.” Mel opened the door, and the blonde
secretary and everyone in the waiting room turned to look.

Claire edged away from the door and wrapped
her arms around herself. “Please, can’t I—what if I just put my
underwear on?”

“What if you just stop wasting my fucking
time? When you make adult movies, lots of people see you naked. You
need to get used to that. Now come on, we’re just going down the
hall.”

Mel left the office and, after a moment’s
hesitation, Claire followed him. “Tell the guys in Studio A to get
ready,” Mel told his secretary, who nodded and picked up her
phone.

Claire stood behind him, trying to hide
behind the chubby man. She kept both arms wrapped around her chest,
but her face blazed red as the two dozen other teens in the waiting
room stared at her exposed ass and pussy. Most of the guys grinned
and chuckled, but the girls frowned at Claire like she was some
two-dollar whore trolling for customers.

Mel led Claire down a long hallway lined with
doors on either side. The office was busy with people coming and
going, and Claire kept her head down and tried to ignore the
leering stares from anyone who passed by. At the end of the
hallway, Frank opened a door and ushered Claire inside. It was a
small studio with white walls and cheap carpet on the floors, and
the only furniture was a bed in the middle of the room. Two scruffy
young guys were positioning lights and cameras in front of the bed,
and a man in a bathrobe stood waiting in the corner.

“Carlos, get over here,” Mel ordered. The man
walked over, his eyes crawling over Claire’s naked body. The girl
hugged her chest tighter and looked away as her heart started
hammering. Carlos was in his forties, a short but muscular man with
a craggy face and mean eyes. He looked like someone who would play
the bad guy in a movie about Mexican gangsters. “This is Claire,”
Mel continued. “She’s gonna do a test shoot. Nothing fancy, just
the standard scenes, okay?”

Carlos nodded and took off his robe. He flung
it away then went to the bed and sat down on the edge of it,
waiting. Claire cringed when she saw the huge cock dangling between
his legs. It was thick and veined, and it looked like a weapon.

Mel said, “We’re gonna keep this short and
simple, got it? The sequence is missionary, cowgirl, doggy style.
Understand?”

“I guess so. I mean, I don’t—”

“Just do what Carlos tells you to, okay? Now
get over there and let’s get started.”

Claire sat down next to Carlos, her teeth
nearly chattering with fear. How could she be doing this? She was
so numb with fright that she barely heard Mel yell Action!,
then suddenly Carlos was kissing her and his hands were all over
her tits, squeezing and mauling them. Claire didn’t know what she
was supposed to do, so she just sat there cringing while Carlos
pawed at her. He eventually grabbed her hand and thrust it into his
lap, and Claire started stroking his massive cock. Carlos was hard
as steel and he only waited a few seconds before he shoved Claire
down onto the bed and climbed on top of her.

The cameraman swerved his rolling camera to
the side for a better angle as Carlos gripped his thick cock and
placed the tip at the opening of Claire’s pussy. But the scared
teen was dry as a bone, and Carlos had to spit on his hand a few
times and rub the spit on his cock before he was able to work it
inside Claire. The girl squeezed her eyes shut tight and tried not
to cry as the tough, sweaty man thrust his cock into her pussy,
groaning when he discovered how tight she was. No other man had
been inside Claire since the night Frank and his friends raped her.
Carlos raised himself on one muscular arm and grabbed one of
Claire’s tits with his free hand, squeezing it roughly as he fucked
the poor girl like a jackhammer.

After a couple of minutes, Carlos collapsed
on top of Claire, grabbed her by the shoulders, then rolled over
until the girl was on top of him. Claire still didn’t know what to
do so she sat there on top of the muscular man while he bounced her
up and down on his lap, pawing her tits the whole time. Mel
obviously wasn’t happy with that position, so he made a silent hand
motion to Carlos and the man pushed Claire off his lap, scrambled
to his feet, then motioned Claire to get on her hand and knees. He
grabbed the girl by the hips and pulled her to the edge of the bed,
then Carlos thrust his cock inside her again and continued to fuck
her wildly. Claire’s eyes were still squeezed shut, and the only
sound escaping her mouth was a pathetic whimper. Her big tits
jiggled as they hung down from her slim torso while the burly
Mexican fucked her hard, his thighs smacking against the girl’s
soft ass every time he slammed into her.

Carlos finally let out a strangled groan and
pulled out of Claire, and before she knew what was happening the
man was standing with his cock inches from her face. He yanked it
twice, then a huge blast of cum shot out and splattered across
Claire’s face. The girl shut her eyes, horrified, but couldn’t
close her mouth before a spray of cum landed right on her tongue.
Claire gagged as more cum shots blasted across her cheeks, her
nose, and her forehead. Some even landed in her hair, and by the
time Carlos finally stepped away, panting and exhausted, Claire’s
whole face was covered with white goo. She dabbed it with her
fingertips, whimpering softly, as she tried to spit out the cum
that had landed in her mouth.

“Wrap it,” Mel instructed the cameraman. “And
somebody give the kid a towel.” He stood there shaking his head and
grinning as Claire wiped her face with the gray, threadbare
washcloth one of the camera guys tossed at her. The girl had a
great face and a hot body, but she was so damn stiff and scared
that she would never make it in the porn industry. That didn’t
matter, though; Mel could still make a nice chunk of change off
her.

The scheme Jack Foley had come up with was
brilliant. Trick young girls into signing away all the rights to
any films they appeared in, shoot a few supposed test scenes, then
sell those scenes to other companies and pocket the money. Since
the majority of the girls trying out were young and scared like
Claire, Wildfire sold most of the test scenes to fetish websites
that specialized in rough hardcore material. And this little
cunt will be perfect for them, Mel thought to himself.

Once Claire had cleaned herself up the best
she could, she stood up and came to Mel with her arms wrapped
around herself again. “A-are we finished?” she asked meekly. “Can I
get dressed and go home now?”

Mel rubbed his chin, frowning. “Nah. To be
honest, that wasn’t so good, kid. You’re too uptight for a straight
sex scene like that. I think we need to try something else.”

“B-b-but…I thought the screen test was over.
I don’t—”

“It’s over when I say it’s over, kid. Now
come with me.”

Mel led her to another room down the hall.
This one was larger and had more furniture in it, and the room was
divided into different sections which were all decorated in
different ways. One area looked like an office, one looked like a
living room, one looked like a school classroom, and one corner had
been decorated to look like a jail cell with two small bunks and a
sliding door made out of steel bars. Mel led Claire to that area,
motioning to another group of cameramen who had been messing with
equipment in the middle of the room.

“Get Darcy in here,” he told one of them,
“then get ready to shoot.”

“Why does it look like a prison?” Claire
asked, scanning the two slim cots with their wrinkled, dirty
sheets.

“We’re gonna try something different,” Mel
explained. “I think this might be right up your ally.”

A tough-looking girl came in and walked over
to them, frowning when she saw Claire. The girl looked about 30,
with dark hair cut in a short, boyish style and a flat, mean face.
She wore a white tank top and white shorts, and she had the thick,
solid body of an athlete.

“What’s up, Mel?” the girl grunted. “And
who’s this?”

“Darcy, this is Claire. She’s gonna be your
costar in the Prison Bitches scene. Standard script,
standard moves, okay?”

As Darcy nodded, Claire turned to Mel.
“Wh-what are we doing? Do I need to read lines this time? And
where’s the male actor? This isn’t a sex scene?”

Darcy laughed. “Oh, it’s a sex scene, all
right.”

Claire stifled a gasp. A lesbian scene? She
hadn’t even thought about that! Well…maybe that would be better.
Women were gentler, and now she wouldn’t have to let another man
stick his cock inside of her. But still, touching another woman
like that would be strange as hell.

“Here’s the setup,” Mel explained. “You and
Darcy are cell mates. She wants to be your girlfriend, but you’re
not so sure about it. So Darcy uses all her charms to persuade you.
Got it?”

“I think so. B-but what about my lines?”

“Let Darcy do most of the talking, because
she knows the script by heart. Keep your lines to simple yes
and no stuff, or improvise a little if you feel like it. But
don’t worry, Darcy will keep things going. All you really have to
do is stand there looking hot.”

“What about—do I need clothes?” Claire asked,
gesturing at Darcy. “She’s dressed, but I—”

“Forget about that,” Mel said, pushing the
girl toward the mock jail cell. “Go sit on one of those cots and be
ready to go when I yell action.”

Claire stumbled to one of the cots, shooting
a hurt look over her shoulder, then sat down like she had been
told. Darcy came and stood beside her, and once the camera and
lights were set up, Mel cued everyone to begin.

“It sure gets lonely in here,” Darcy began,
pacing slowly in front of Claire. “How about you? You ever get
lonely?”

Claire looked up blankly. “Um…yeah, I
guess.”

“Well, then,” Darcy said, stroking Claire’s
shoulder. “Why don’t we do something about that?”

Claire didn’t know what to do. Was she
supposed to stand up and kiss Darcy? Kissing a girl would be weird,
but—

“Or maybe you think I’m not good enough for
you,” Darcy continued before Claire could react. “You think I’m too
old, too ugly?”

“N-no, I—”

“Shut up, bitch!” Darcy growled. “You’re
gonna be my girlfriend whether you like it or not!” She pulled her
tank top over her head, revealing a pair of small, firm tits, then
pushed her shorts down her hips and stepped out of them. Her ass
was as square and tight as a man’s, and her pussy was completely
shaved. While Claire sat there gaping, Darcy shoved the other girl
down onto the cot then climbed on top of her. As Claire struggled,
Darcy scooted up Claire’s body until she was sitting on the other
girl’s chest.

“Now you’re gonna eat me,” Darcy commanded.
“And make it good, or you’re in trouble.”

Claire gasped, wide-eyed. The other girl’s
cunt was only inches from her face and she could smell its strong,
musky odor. Before she had time to react, Darcy raised her muscular
ass up then planted it back down right on top of Claire’ face. “Get
that tongue out!” she barked. “I want to feel it on me!”

Claire struggled, barely able to breathe. She
had no idea this was what lesbian scenes were like! Darcy’s slick
pussy lips were right on top of her mouth, and the other girl was
grinding her hips hard against Claire’s face. If Claire didn’t do
something soon, she might pass out!

Gagging, Claire stuck out her tongue then
winced as it brushed Darcy’s pussy. It tasted sweet and sour at the
same time, like spoiled milk! “Oh yeah, that’s it,” Darcy moaned as
she started moving her hips back and forth over Claire’s tongue.
“Now stick it inside me! Use it like a cock!”

Sputtering and gasping, Claire did what she
was told. Gross! It was like licking a sweaty silk shirt! Darcy
moaned again and started bucking her hips faster. Even though
Claire had no idea what she was doing, the other woman was
obviously enjoying it. Darcy reached back and planted a hand on
Claire’s crotch, her greedy fingers digging through the pubic hair
to find Claire’s own pussy, which had gone dry again. Darcy
wriggled a finger inside and Claire grunted in pain, accidentally
stabbing her tongue further up Darcy’s cunt in the process.

“Oh yes, bitch, you’re so good!” Darcy
crooned, then she slid her ass forward a few inches. “Now lick my
asshole”

Gross! No way! Now the rank, bitter
smell of Darcy’s ass filled Claire’s nostrils. The girl pulled her
tongue back inside her mouth, but then Darcy pinched her cunt hard
and made her gasp in pain. “Do it!” the other woman commanded. “Do
it or I’ll snatch your hair out!” Claire reluctantly did as she was
told, but she couldn’t keep the tears from filling her eyes as she
probed the other woman’s ass with her tongue. The taste was awful
and she thought she might throw up! Meanwhile, Darcy was rubbing
her own clit with her free hand as Claire licked her ass, the
woman’s hips jerking like mad now. It only took a minute before
Darcy let out a loud moan and pressed her ass even harder into
Claire’s face, smearing Claire’s skin with pussy juice as she
climaxed. Darcy jerked over and over, her damp, sweaty ass cheeks
grinding back and forth across Claire’s face, until Darcy finally
slowed down her movements and let out a deep, ragged sigh.

“That was pretty good,” she muttered as she
climbed off of Claire. “You might make a good cellmate after
all.”

“And cut!” Mel said.

Claire sat up slowly, her face wet with tears
and cum. Her hair was a total mess too, all twisted and matted like
a rat’s nest. The girl fought back more tears as she waited for
someone to hand her another towel. One of the cameramen finally
flung one her way, and she did her best to clean her face while
Darcy got dressed and left without another word.

“Can I please be finished now?” she
asked Mel in a small voice. “I’m really tired, and I didn’t think I
would have to…I mean, this is all so…”

Mel was rubbing his chin again, just like he
had after they filmed the first scene. “I hate to say it, kid, but
that wasn’t so great either. You’re just too stiff. There’s nothing
sexy about that.”

Claire let out an anguished groan. “Please, I
can’t do another one. I just can’t!”

“Look, you want to get into acting, right?
I’m talking about real movies, not porno. Is that what you want?”
When Claire nodded, Mel said, “Well, a lot of young actresses start
out in horror movies. You know, those slasher flicks where there’s
a killer running around a school or a camp, knocking off all the
teenagers. What if we do a scene where you get to act scared? Since
you’re already all wound up, that would probably be perfect for
you.”

“So you mean…this wouldn’t be another sex
scene?”

“This would be totally different from the
stuff we just shot. And it might make a good clip for you to have
when you’re auditioning for the big studios.”

Claire finally nodded okay. What else could
she do? At least she wouldn’t have to have sex again, and maybe
filming a scene like this would help her when she looked for real
work. Besides, she needed to do a good job at least once so
Wildfire would offer her a contract and she could earn that ten
thousand dollars she needed so badly.

She stood up and Mel led her to another area
of the room. This one was tucked into a dark corner and had a big
wooden table in the middle of it. The floor was dirty and the walls
were streaked with black and grey, like someone had splattered
paint on them.

“Is Karl working today?” Mel asked the
cameramen, who had followed along with their equipment. “No? How
about Rex? Great, get him in here.” One of the guys used a
walkie-talkie to call for Rex while Mel put a hand on Claire’s back
and guided her to the table. “Okay, now lean over. That’s it, just
lay right on top of it. Keep your feet on the floor, legs straight.
Perfect.” Once Claire was in position, Mel reached under the table
and grabbed a set of shackles attached to a short chain. “Now hold
out your hands. No, closer together. Okay, that’s good.”

Before Claire knew it, Mel had locked her
wrists in the shackle cuffs. The other end of the chain was hooked
to something under the table, so Claire could only move her arms a
few inches in each direction. She looked back over her shoulder to
see Mel and the two cameramen grinning at her. Even though she had
been walking around naked for hours now, she felt nervous and
embarrassed at lying across the rough table with her bare ass up in
the air.

“I don’t…I mean, why am I chained up?” she
asked timidly.

“Okay, here’s the scene,” Mel explained.
“You’re the innocent young victim who’s been kidnapped by the bad
guy. Now he’s holding you against your will and using you like a
toy. All you have to do is act scared and upset. It’s a piece of
cake.”

“Using me?” Claire asked. “What does that—”
Then she stopped talking as Rex walked in. Claire’s breath caught
in her throat and cold, clammy sweat broke out on her forehead. The
man was tall and muscular with tanned, leathery skin, and he wore
nothing but a pair of tight black shorts. She couldn’t see his face
at all, because he also wore a black mask that left only his eyes
and mouth exposed. He looked like one of those huge wrestlers on
TV. Rex cracked his knuckles and grinned wickedly as he stared at
Claire.

“N-n-no, I don’t want to do this,” Claire
stammered, rattling the shackles that held her wrists. “Take these
things off me! I changed my mind!”

Mel held up his palms. “Okay, that’s great,
kid, you really do sound scared. But wait till the camera’s
rolling, okay?”

“No, you don’t understand!”

“Places, everybody!” Mel barked.
“And…action!”

Rex circled the table until he stood in front
of Claire. “You’re prettier than the others,” he growled. “But not
for long.”

“No, let me go!” Claire squealed. “I don’t
want to do this!”

“You’re mine now, bitch. You’ll do whatever I
want, whenever I want.” Rex shoved his shorts down and stepped out
of them, revealing a huge cock that was already stiff. He grabbed a
handful of Claire’s messy hair and yanked her head forward, then
rubbed his stiff cock all over her face. “You like that, bitch?
Open your mouth and suck it.”

“No, I—”

“I said suck it!” Rex roared, clutching the
girl’s hair so tight that she winced in pain. Claire’s mouth opened
wide as she did, and Rex took advantage of it and shoved half of
his cock inside. He thrust it in and out for a few seconds, making
Claire gag and sputter, then he pulled it out again and circled
behind the girl. He slapped her on the ass, making her squeal, then
he grabbed both her thighs and shoved them apart. “Now I’m gonna
fuck you hard,” he said. “So hard you’ll beg me to stop!”

Claire was so shocked and terrified that she
could only lay sprawled across the tabletop and cry as Rex worked
his cock into her pussy then began pounding. Why the hell was this
happening? Mel said she wouldn’t have to do another sex scene!
Please, please, please let him come fast so it can be over
with!

But Rex was in no hurry; using the girl’s ass
as a handle, he clutched her soft cheeks in both hands as he thrust
into her cunt again and again. Claire’s big, soft tits were pressed
to the rough table, and every time Rex slammed into her, her
nipples rubbed painfully against the wood. Rex was like a machine,
his strong hips pistoning over and over, then without warning he
pulled his cock out of Claire’s pussy with a wet sucking sound.

“Only one hole left for me to explore,” he
hissed, pressing the tip of his cock to Claire’s asshole, “and this
is the one I’ll enjoy the most!”

“Nooooooo!” Claire wailed as Rex crammed the
tip inside her. That cock head was as stiff and hard as an iron
bar, and her ass felt like it was on fire! The girl cried harder as
Rex gripped her hips and shoved another inch inside her, then
another. Claire shook with pain; god, it hurt so bad! When Rex had
finally worked all nine inches in and his meaty balls were pressed
tight against Claire’s pussy, the giant pulled his cock halfway out
then slammed it home again. Claire let out a strangled cry and her
eyes opened wide in shock as Rex fucked her ass with wild abandon,
slamming his cock into her over and over. Claire’s heart was
hammering and she could barely breathe; every time Rex jammed his
cock in, it felt like someone had shoved a red-hot poker up to her
guts!

Rex kept up his anal assault for another
minute or so, then the big man howled in triumph as his body went
stiff and he pumped a hot load of cum up Claire’s rectum. Claire
shuddered and cried as the man emptied his balls into her ass, then
she gasped in pain when he roughly yanked his cock out of her.

“Cut!” Mel said. “Nice work, people. Somebody
let the girl up now.”

One of the cameramen unlocked Claire’s
shackles, but she remained slumped over the tabletop for a solid
minute, fighting to catch her breath. She finally rose on shaky
legs, a slick stream of cum leaking from her ass and down her inner
thigh. She wiped tears from her face then glared at Mel. “Y-you
said it wouldn’t be another sex scene!”

“No, I said it wouldn’t be like the
other sex scenes. And it wasn’t, right?”

Claire shuffled toward him. Her legs felt
like rubber, and her poor ass still burned. She wrapped her arms
around her chest again as she stood face to face with Mel and
scowled. “You should have told me it was that kind of scene! I
would’ve said no! You had no right to do that!”

Mel shrugged. “If it makes you feel any
better, that was probably your best take today.”

“I don’t care!” Claire wailed, rubbing her
sore ass. “It hurt so fucking bad!”

Mel shrugged again, and this time he let out
an exasperated sigh. “That’s the breaks, kid. If you want to make
porno films, you’re gonna get roughed up from time to time.”

Claire wiped her face again. God, she felt
like such a mess. She was sweaty and smelly and had cum from four
people smeared all over her body. All she wanted was to take a long
shower and go to bed for a week. When her heart beat had finally
slowed down and her breathing was back to normal, she glared at Mel
again. “You said…you said that was my best take, right?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“Then you’ll give me a contract and pay me to
make a real movie?”

Mel blew out his cheeks. This was the part he
always played by ear, depending on how mad or upset the girl was at
the time. Sometimes he lied his head off, and other times he gave
the girl the axe right away.

“I don’t know,” he finally said. “That last
take was okay, but…”

“What do you mean?” Claire insisted. “I did
everything you asked! I shot three fucking scenes, and I let all
those people do whatever they wanted to me!”

“Look, kid, you’ve got a smoking body, but it
takes more than that to make it in this business. You’ve got to
have personality, you’ve got to have—”

“No!” Claire barked. “I need that
money. I have to have it, do you understand? I want a
contract, and I want it right now!”

Mel crossed his arms over his chest and
glanced at his watch. He was tired of this bitch. He had a waiting
room filled with other young girls, and he was ready to move on to
the next one.

“Bring me a robe or something!” Claire
snapped at one of the cameramen, who just shook his head and
chuckled. “I want something to put on!” she told Mel. “I’m tired of
walking around naked in front of everybody! Now bring me a robe or
my clothes, and bring me a contract I can sign! And I want an
advance, too! Mr. Foley said you could do that!”

Mel nodded his head and took Claire by the
arm. “Okay, okay, you win. Follow me.” He led her back into the
hallway and pointed at a metal door nearby. “You’re right, there’s
no reason for you to walk back to my office without anything on.
There’s an empty conference room through that door. Wait for me
there, and I’ll have your clothes sent down while I print out the
contract and cut you a check. You want something to drink in the
meantime? Coffee, glass of wine?”

Claire’s shoulders sagged. Thank God! This
awful ordeal was finally over, and now she was actually going to
get paid. “Maybe just some water,” she said softly. “That would be
nice.”

“No problem,” Mel said, pushing the door open
and holding it for her. “The conference room’s down at the end of
the hall. Grab a seat and I’ll be right there.”

Claire took two steps down the hallway, still
walking slowly because of her sore ass, then she stopped as the
metal door banged shut behind her. This hallway was dim and dirty,
with concrete walls and a concrete floor. One bare bulb flickered
above another metal door at the opposite end, about twenty feet
away. Claire walked toward it, fresh sweat breaking out on her bare
skin. This hallway wasn’t air conditioned, and the heat was nearly
stifling. What the hell?

At the other end of the hall, Claire pushed
the door open and peered through. A few feet in front of her was a
brick wall, and another hallway stretched left and right. Had she
gone the wrong way? But there was only one door. This had to be the
place. Claire heard the buzz of voices along with other various
noises. She took a step outside and glanced both ways, one hand
holding the metal door open, but it slipped out of her sweaty grip
and slammed shut behind her like the other door had. Claire tugged
on the handle, but the door was locked from the inside. Panicked,
Claire whipped her head to the left. Another brick wall, a few feet
away. She turned right and saw a brick wall there as well, but this
one had an open doorway beside it. Claire crept to the opening and
peered out, then gasped in shock.

She was in the parking lot behind the
building! She had gone the wrong way! The main entrance was
around the corner, and the only way to get back inside was from the
main street, where she would be naked in front of hundreds of
people! But what other choice did she have?

The girl bit her lip, then ran back to the
door she had just come out. She tugged at the knob and banged on
the metal with her fist a few times, but there was no use. Nobody
could hear her. She retraced her steps and peered out into the
parking lot. Nobody was coming or going. Maybe if she ran fast, she
could get back into the building without too many people seeing
her.

Sticking close to the wall, Claire dashed
into the parking lot and circled the side of the building. When she
reached the main street, she wrapped one arm across her chest and
thrust her free hand between her legs. It was the middle of the
afternoon, and dozens of people were on the sidewalk. The people
gawked and hooted at Claire, and a group of young men paused and
came closer, looking the girl up and down as she cringed near the
doorway to Wildfire Productions.

Claire grabbed the handle of the big glass
door and yanked, but it wouldn’t budge. What the fuck! She yanked
again and again, her naked flesh jiggling with the effort, until
one of the security guards at the booth inside finally came over,
pushed the door open a few inches, then shook his head. “Uh-uh. Mr.
Mel warned us about you. He said some crazy homeless girl was
running around naked, and told us we should call the cops if we saw
you.”

“What! That’s bullshit! I’m not crazy! Mel
told me I was going to be a star! He went to get a contract for me!
That’s the truth, I swear!”

The security guard shook his head again and
reached for his phone as he shut and locked the door. Claire banged
on the glass for a solid five minutes until a patrol car pulled up
and two officers manhandled the raving naked girl into the back
seat.

“Man, Hollywood is one crazy beat,” the first
officer remarked as he climbed back behind the wheel.

“I know,” his partner answered. “Some of
these idiots will do anything to become famous.”

“Well, this one’s going to be the star of the
jailhouse, that’s for sure.”

Both officers laughed as the patrol car drove
away from the curb.
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