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Chapter 1: Shaming the Au Pair

 


 


Angie Davis was used to getting attention.
She was nearly forty, but men of all ages still watched her when
she passed by. Long legs, a fairly flat stomach, big blue eyes,
blonde hair she kept in a short, funky shag—Angie thought she had
it all. Until Mira came to live with them, that is. Angie and her
husband Steve thought it would be fun to hire an au pair for the
summer. Their son Brad was a handful, and the six-year-old created
all types of chaos when school was out and he had nothing but free
time on his hands. Having someone else around to take care of Brad
and help with the cooking and cleaning would feel like heaven. So
they found an agency on the Internet, filled out all the paperwork,
and a few weeks later a sweet young girl from the Czech Republic
showed up on their doorstep. The problem was, Angie never expected
the girl to have such a drastic effect on her husband.

Mira was 21 years old with dark hair, dark
eyes, fair skin, and a figure that only someone that age could
have; firm grapefruit-sized breasts, a tight round ass, every inch
of her body toned, firm, and youthful. She wore trendy European
clothes unlike anything sold in the local stores, she kept her hair
and nails in perfect shape, and she wore just enough makeup to
accent her natural beauty.

“I hate her,” Angie told her friend Beth over
coffee one morning. “Every time she walks by, Steve’s tongue falls
out of his mouth. And it’s not just him. Every guy in the
neighborhood stares at her when she’s outside playing with Brad.
The teenagers, the married men…even Bill Crenshaw, and he’s got to
be 80 years old!”

“It’s just because she’s different,” Beth
said. “She’s exotic, like one of those foreign girls on the porn
sites. Hell, for all you know she might even be one of those
girls. Who knows what she did for a living back home?”

“She is exotic, but she’s also so damn
perfect,” Angie muttered. “Every time I see her, she looks like she
just walked out of the beauty parlor. And she knows it, too. She
knows Steve is crazy about her, and she loves the attention she
gets from the other men in the neighborhood. Last week she laid out
on the deck in her bikini for an hour, and every guy on the street
made some excuse to wander into our yard and sneak a peek. Mira
just smiled the whole time like she was a supermodel or
something.”

Beth sipped her coffee and thought for a
moment. “Then you need to knock that ego down a notch,” she said.
“Do something to embarrass her…and make it public, too. Put her in
her place, let her know you’re the boss. Get rid of that high and
mighty attitude of hers, and then the men won’t worship her
anymore.”

Angie smiled. “I like that idea.” She
imagined Mira dirty, messy, unglamorous, all her exotic charm
stripped away. “In fact, I don’t just like it. I love it.”

 


It only took a few hours for Angie to come up
with a plan, but she waited until Saturday to implement it. She
wanted to act it out on the weekend, when everyone was off from
work and the neighborhood would be filled with people.

Early in the morning, while Mira was making
breakfast for Brad, Angie slipped out of the house with a bright
yellow plastic dump truck in her hands. It was one of Brad’s
favorite toys, and he played with it constantly. Making sure she
wasn’t seen, Angie sneaked down to the far edge of the back yard.
Where the grass ended, the ground sloped sharply down into a wide
ditch filled with weeds, dead leaves, and some trash blown there by
the wind. The ditch also turned into a small pond whenever it
rained, and a recent downpour had filled the area with muddy brown
water that had to be two feet deep.

Angie scanned the nasty, foul-smelling pond,
now buzzing with flies and mosquitoes, and found a spot near the
middle where the weeds were so tall that they poked up far above
the waterline. She tossed the yellow dump truck into the weeds and
it sunk halfway down into the muck, but it was still clearly
visible because of its bright color. Then she sneaked back into the
house before anyone noticed she was missing, a huge smile plastered
across her face.

 


Later that morning, Mira took Brad into the
back yard to play. It was a warm, sunny day and the young girl was
wearing pink denim shorts and a lacy white tank top that did
nothing to hide the turquoise bra underneath. Her long dark hair
was in a ponytail, and she wore just a hint of makeup. Unlike
Angie, who was tall, slim, and athletic, Mira was shorter and
curvier, and those curves jiggled beneath her clothes as she ran
around the yard playing with Brad. Steve had come out on the deck
to watch Mira’s tits and ass bounce as she laughed and chased his
son. It only took a few minutes before his hard-on strained against
the front of his shorts.

Angie was on the deck, too. She could see the
bulge in Steve’s shorts clear as day, but that didn’t wipe the
smile off her face. Just a few more minutes and that bitch won’t
seem so glamorous anymore.

After a while, Brad started looking for the
dump truck. He grew upset when he couldn’t find his favorite toy,
so Mira took him by the hand and together the two of them began
searching the yard. Angie waited only a few seconds before she
called down to the young girl.

“Mira, what’s wrong? Why is Brad so
upset?”

Mira looked up at the deck and shrugged. “He
can’t find his dump truck,” she said, her voice laced with the
heavy accent that Steve found so sexy. “He had it yesterday. I
don’t know where it went. It should be right here.”

Angie shielded her eyes from the sun and
pretended to look around the yard. “Well, I don’t—no, wait a
minute. I think I see it. Down there in the ditch, right in the
middle.”

Mira turned and looked in the same direction.
“But how…? I never let Brad play down there.”

Brad cried harder and pointed his finger at
the pond. “My truck! I want my truck!”

“It doesn’t matter how it got there,” Angie
snapped. “You need to go get it before he throws a fit.”

Mira frowned. “But I—it’s so muddy down
there. I don’t know how—”

“For God’s sake, Mira, just walk out and get
it. The water’s not deep. And since you’re responsible for Brad and
his toys, it’s your fault the damn thing got thrown out there in
the first place.”

“Okay, all right,” Mira mumbled. “Brad,
sweetheart, please stop crying. I’ll get your toy for you.”

With Brad at her heels, Mira walked to the
edge of the pond and slipped off her sandals. Grimacing, she put
one foot in the water to test how deep it was. Her shapely leg sank
down past her calf and she squealed when her toes hit the soft,
greasy mud at the bottom. With one leg in the pond and the other on
the land, she turned and looked up at Angie and Steve, who were
still watching from the deck.

“The water is deep,” she cried, “and I
don’t know what’s at the bottom. Please, do we have a stick…a long
pole…something I can grab the truck with?”

Steve opened his mouth, but Angie put a hand
on his arm to stop him. “Mira, just walk out there and pick the
damn thing up. It’s only muddy water. You’re acting like a baby.
I’ll hose off your legs when you get out.”

Brad was still bawling his head off. Mira
looked like she was about to cry herself, but then she nodded
weakly and put her other foot in the water. It was lukewarm and
smelled like something rotten. Mosquitoes buzzed around her legs,
and one or two bit her on the thighs. She slapped them away and
took a step forward, trying to get this over with as soon as
possible. Her bare foot touched sticks, branches, and other hard
objects at the bottom of the pond, half-buried in the squishy
mud.

One more step, then another. The water was
almost up to her knees now. The truck was only ten feet away from
the edge of the pond. A few more steps and she could grab it and
get the hell out of this mess.

The grin never left Angie’s face as she
watched the girl’s slow, careful progress. Since Brad was forbidden
from playing anywhere near the ditch, Mira probably hadn’t taken a
good look at it before the heavy rains fell. That meant she didn’t
realize that the ground sloped down in the center of the ditch,
where the water was much deeper.

Fat black flies buzzed in front of Mira’s
face. Another mosquito bit her on the arm, then on the cheek. She
slapped them away as she made her way toward the truck. Only two
more steps and she would have it. She took one step forward and
reached out her arm, but when she took the second step the ground
beneath her feet vanished. Mira plunged waist deep into the brown
water, arms flailing as she lost her balance and fell forward. The
nasty water splashed onto her face, into her eyes and mouth. She
floundered, gasping, until her feet finally hit the mud again. Her
shirt was soaked all the way up to her breasts, and dead leaves and
pine straw stuck to her arms.

Mira was so miserable she could cry. The
young girl snatched the yellow dump truck out of the weeds and
started trudging back to the shore. But she was walking too fast
and her feet slipped, sending her face-first into the brown water
again. She coughed and sputtered, trying to spit the foul taste out
of her mouth. Now she was drenched all the way to her neck, and her
ponytail was soaked as well. She plodded forward, feet sinking in
the slimy mud, until the water was back down to her knees, then her
calves, then she stepped onto dry land again and handed the dump
truck to Brad, who stood staring with his mouth open.

Mira hunched forward, hands on her knees,
trying to catch her breath. When she stood up again, she saw that
Brad wasn’t the only person staring at her. Other people from the
neighborhood must have heard the commotion she made, and now Mr.
Jones from next door was peering through the bushes at her and a
group of teenage boys who had been skateboarding in the street were
standing at the top of the yard looking down at her. Up on the
deck, Angie and Steve watched without saying a word.

Mira blushed as she looked down at herself.
Her wet clothes clung to her body and her hard nipples poked at the
front of her drenched tank top. Mud was smeared across her arms and
legs, which were also covered with mosquito bites. Wet leaves stuck
to her body like huge brown scabs, and she couldn’t even imagine
what her face looked like. Her wet ponytail lay on her shoulder
like a drowned squirrel.

With her arms crossed over her chest, the
young girl dashed to the top of the yard. The teen boys snickered
at the sight of her large tits jiggling under the wet shirt, and
Mr. Jones from next door took a step through the bushes to get a
better look. Mira’s cheeks were bright red. All she wanted to do
was rush inside and get away from all those staring eyes and
grinning mouths.

A flight of wooden steps led up to the deck.
Mira planned to dash up there and go inside through the back door,
but Angie was already halfway down the steps, blocking her
path.

“Where are you going?” Angie snapped as she
stepped down into the yard.

“Inside. I have to get out of these wet
clothes.” Mira was still hugging herself. Warm water trickled down
her legs from her soaked shorts, which clung to her ass like a
second skin.

Angie barked out an ugly laugh. “Are you
kidding? You’re filthy! You’ll track muddy water all through the
house!”

“But…”

“You need to clean off first. There’s no way
you’re going inside looking like that.” Angie walked around the
side of the house to the garage and came back a few seconds later
holding a plastic trash bag. “Get those clothes off and put them in
here. Then you can carry them to the laundry room without dripping
all over the floor.”

Mira’s jaw dropped. “Take them off
here?”

“Yes, here. Look at them, they’re
disgusting!”

“But I don’t have…I need something else to
put on!”

“You can’t put anything on until we get you
clean, and you can’t get clean until you take off those filthy
clothes. Now hurry up, I don’t have all day.”

The teenage boys whooped with joy when they
heard that. One of them turned and called out to his friends in the
street, and soon six or eight boys were crowded at the edge of the
yard, less than 20 feet from where Mira stood shivering. Mr. Jones
had his hands in his pockets and a lecherous grin on his face, and
Mr. and Mrs. Edwards, the neighbors from the other side, had
wandered over with their two young daughters as well. The only
person who didn’t care was Brad, who now sat on the grass playing
with his dump truck.

Tears sprang up in Mira’s eyes. She couldn’t
believe Angie wanted her to strip right here, in front of so many
people. Why couldn’t she at least go into the garage? Surely it
wouldn’t matter if she dripped water on the dusty cement floor.

Angie shook the plastic bag. “Come on! Let’s
get this over with so you can go inside.”

At the moment, going inside was all Mira
could think about. If she stood there much longer, even more people
might come. And it wouldn’t be long before the boys started taking
pictures or videos with their phones. If she didn’t get in the
house soon, things would be much worse. I’ll do it fast, then
run up the stairs. It will be awful, but they’ll only see me for a
few seconds.

Cringing, Mira reached for the bottom of her
tank top. The group of boys stared with hungry eyes. The neighbors
on both sides of the house peered over from the edges of the yard.
And Steve had come halfway down the stairs from the deck and now
stood just a few yards away. The young girl couldn’t believe what
she was about to do. But what choice did she have? She took a deep
breath. It was now or never.

Mira pulled her wet tank top over her head,
then ripped off her bra so hard and fast that one of the straps
broke. Some of the boys sighed, others muttered damn or
aw, man. Even though they were wet and muddy, those were
still the best tits they had even seen—and for some, the
only tits they had ever seen. Mira tried to ignore the
comments, tried to block out what was happening. Without a pause,
she unsnapped her shorts and shoved them to the ground along with
her panties. With one arm across her chest and the other clamped
between her legs, she dashed to the stairs leading up to the
deck.

“Wait!” Angie barked out.

Mira had started up the steps, but Steve was
blocking her way. He stared down at her with a drugged look on his
face.

Angie motioned with her hand. “Get back
here!”

“I have to get inside!” Mira pleaded.

“Do you think I’m your maid? Pick up these
clothes and put them in the bag.”

“Please, Mrs. Davis—”

“That’s an order, Mira.”

Tears streamed down the girl’s face. With
Steve blocking the stairs, there was nowhere to run, no place to
go. Still trying to cover as much of her body as she could, Mira
scurried back to the pile of wet, dirty clothes on the ground. She
tried not to look at the group of boys, but couldn’t help glancing
over at them. It was her worst nightmare; most of them had their
phones out now, taking pictures and videos. Sobbing with shame,
Mira crouched down and grabbed her wet clothes. She faced the boys
while she did it to keep them from staring at her exposed ass, but
Steve got a great look from his spot on the stairs. His dick was so
hard that his shorts could barely contain his erection.

Angie held the plastic bag open as Mira stood
and stuffed her wet clothes inside. She grabbed the bag from the
older woman and headed for the stairs again, determined to push
past Steve if she had to.

“Mira!” Angie barked. “You can’t go inside
like that!”

The girl spun around, hugging the trash bag
to her chest to cover her nakedness. “What do you mean? My dirty
clothes are in the bag!”

“You’re still a mess! You’ll ruin the
carpet!”

Mira looked down at herself. Her pale, smooth
skin was streaked with mud, and bits of leaves and pine straw were
stuck to her legs. She could feel them on her back and her ass,
too, and they were probably in her hair as well.

“Come here,” Angie said. “I need to hose you
down.”

Mira walked over to her, the tears falling
harder now. Just when she thought this horrible event was over, it
kept getting worse.

“Put the bag down. Stand over there.” Angie
grabbed the girl’s arm and pulled her away from the wall. “No, out
in the yard. How can I spray you off when you’re pressed against
the side of the house?”

Mira stood in the grass, arms wrapped around
her body, while Angie turned on the water. The older woman picked
up the hose and stood a few feet away. “Raise your arms. I want to
make sure I get all that mud off. No, higher. Over your head.
That’s it.”

Angie pointed the hose at Mira and squeezed
the handle. Cold water blasted the poor naked girl as she stood
with her arms over her head, totally exposed. She shivered and
squealed as the harsh spray hit her nipples, then again when Angie
aimed the blast of water at the narrow strip of dark hair between
her legs. And every time Mira jumped, her tits and ass jiggled. The
crowd of boys had grown to a dozen now, all of them using their
cameras to take pictures or videos. Every boy also had a raging
hard-on, just like Steve.

“Turn around,” Angie ordered. “Keep those
arms up.”

Now Mira was facing the Edwards family, who
stared at her exposed tits and pussy with shock. Mrs. Edwards
clapped her hands over her daughter’s eyes, frowning. Angie sprayed
the hose over Mira’s back, then her legs, saving the young girl’s
ass for last. Once again, she kept the blast of water pointed
between Mira’s legs much longer than she needed to.

Mira stood with cold water dripping down her
body, arms above her head, her shame so intense that her brain had
nearly gone numb from it. The jet of water was still aimed at the
juncture of her thighs, blasting right between the crack of her
ass. Angie lowered the spray an inch and Mira jumped as the water
grazed the tender flesh between her legs. When would this torture
end? How much longer could it possible last?

“Now your hair,” Angie said. “Turn around and
bend over. Yes, that’s it.”

Mira bent at the waist as Angie sprayed the
mud and leaves out of her hair. Her heavy breasts hung down from
her body, swaying gently. When the young girl straightened up, the
blast of water hit her square in the face and she gasped and
sputtered.

Angie released the trigger and dropped the
hose. “All right. I think you’re finally clean.”

Mira coughed and wiped her face, then sneezed
water out of her nose. The boys laughed hysterically, and Angie was
grinning as well. The girl looked like a drowned rat. Not at all
like the exotic beauty all the men in the neighborhood used to
drool over.

“I’ll get a towel,” Angie said. “I can’t have
you dripping all over the floor.”

Mira didn’t even bother to cover herself as
she stood waiting. Her embarrassment was so extreme, so crippling,
that she didn’t even have the strength to wrap her arms around her
body. She just stood with her hands at her sides, wet, naked, and
trembling, as she waited for Angie to come back. Her nipples were
hard as rocks and her pale skin was covered with gooseflesh.

After what seemed like an eternity, Angie
reappeared with a ratty old beach towel that was ripped and frayed.
She tossed it at Mira, who clutched the towel as it hit her
body.

“There you are. Now dry off.”

Mira rubbed the rough material over her wet
body then wrapped the towel around herself. There were so many rips
in it that one of her breasts and half of her ass were still
showing.

“Now go take a shower and put on some clean
clothes. I’ll watch Brad until you’re done.”

Mira walked on stiff legs to the stairs.
Steve was still in the middle of the staircase, and the girl had to
squeeze past him as she went by. When she did, her breasts rubbed
against his chest and Steve nearly came in his pants.

Mira went inside, walking like a robot. She
could barely think, barely function. She stood in the middle of the
living room, wrapped in the ratty towel, her head swirling with
emotions. The tears had finally stopped, and when she could think
clearly again, all she felt was anger.

“That bitch,” she mumbled to the empty room.
“That cunt. How could she—oh, that stupid, stupid cunt.” Mira
slapped the back of the sofa. “I hate her,” she growled, her
voice growing louder. “Cunt, cunt, cunt!” It was a word she’d never
heard before she came to America, but it was the perfect word to
describe Angie. Such a vile word, a vicious word. Yes, vicious and
vile, just like her boss. Mira grabbed one of the pillows from the
sofa and threw it across the room. “Stupid cunt! I hope you die!”
She threw another pillow, and this one hit a row of framed photos
on the mantle, knocking most of them over. One fell to the carpet
and split apart.

“She won’t like that,” a voice said from
behind Mira. She spun around to find Steve standing just inside the
back door. How long had he been there? What had he heard? “And she
won’t like the fact that you called her a cunt, either,” he
continued.

Damn. So he heard everything. Mira took a
deep breath and pressed the ragged towel hard against her body.
“I’m sorry. I just—I lost my temper. I’m embarrassed and upset,
that’s all. I don’t really hate Mrs. Davis.”

“It didn’t sound that way to me. You said you
hope she dies.”

Mira shifted her feet. “I’m sorry. Really, I
am. Like I said, I was just—”

“If she fires you, you’ll have to go back
home. Leave the country. Is that what you want? I thought you liked
it here. Plus you’ll have a black mark on your record, so getting
another au pair job is gonna be tough.”

Mira gave a nervous laugh. “I’m so sorry. I
just lost my head. Can’t we forget about it?” She crossed the room
and picked up the sofa pillows, placing them back where they
belonged. Then she crouched down and collected the pieces of the
broken picture frame, the towel falling off her in the process. She
blushed as she wrapped it back around herself, then brought the
pieces of the frame over to Steve. “Maybe I can fix this. Glue it,
I don’t know. Maybe you can help me?” She tried to smile, but fresh
tears were gathering in the corners of her eyes. “I really am
sorry. And I don’t want to lose my job.”

Steve looked down at the girl, standing there
damp and nearly naked, plenty of creamy skin showing between the
rips in the towel. His dick had been so hard for so long that an
ache now spread through his groin. “Okay, I’ll help you,” he said.
“But you have to help me first.” After a quick glance at the back
door, he put a hand on Mira’s arm and led her up the stairs to the
top floor of the house.

“What are you—where are we going?” Mira
asked.

“Angie said you needed a shower. I’m making
sure you get one.”

Steve led her to the hall bathroom, the same
one she normally used, and followed her inside then closed the
door. Mira turned to face him. “I don’t understand. What—”

“Give me that,” Steve said, pulling the towel
off. Mira instinctively covered herself with her hands, although it
hardly mattered at that point. Steve had already seen her naked
outside, along with all the neighbors. He was breathing hard, his
eyes crawling all over her body. But instead of being nervous or
scared, Mira actually felt a warm tingle between her legs. What was
wrong with her? Steve was tall and good looking, but this was no
time to get excited.

“Get on your knees,” he commanded. The girl
just stared at him. Steve put his hands on her shoulders and gently
pushed her down. Now she was looking up at him, head tilted back,
arms still crossed over her chest, confusion on her face. When he
pushed down his shorts, she gasped. His cock was stiff and red, the
veins standing out along its sides. Steve wrapped his hand around
it and started jerking. “You’re so damn hot,” he muttered. “I’ve
wanted to fuck you since the day you got here.”

Mira’s jaw dropped. She couldn’t believe her
boss was talking like this, acting like this, exposing his cock
just a few inches from her face. She should get up and run away
screaming. But instead she found herself rooted to the spot, the
warmth between her legs increasing. She even felt herself getting
wet down there.

Steve let go of his cock. “Now you do it.
It’s your fault I’m so hard, so you need to take care of it for
me.”

Slowly, cautiously, Mira reached out and
touched it. None of her past boyfriends had a cock this big. She
didn’t know whether to be repulsed or fascinated. She wrapped her
slim fingers around it and started tugging.

“Harder,” Steve moaned. “Jerk it harder. And
faster.” Mira obeyed, and Steve pumped his hips to the rhythm of
her hand. “That’s it. Oh yeah, that feels so good. Now lick it. I
want to feel your tongue on it.”

“No, I can’t—”

“Do it!”

Mira leaned forward, the tip of her tongue
creeping out of her mouth. What was she doing? This was crazy! But
then her tongue touched the head of Steve’s cock, tasted the salty
drop of liquid hovering at the tip. He gasped and pumped his hips
harder. Mira licked the shaft, dragged her tongue all the way to
Steve’s balls, then dragged it back to the tip again. She looked up
at him as she jerked his cock faster, tugging it over and over.

The rod of flesh in her hand pulsed and
moments later Steve was spraying his cum all over Mira’s face,
across her cheeks, over her lips. The warm, sticky liquid kept on
coming, one stream after another. Some of it dripped down her face
to the corner of her mouth, and she parted her lips to let it
inside. Then one last drop hit her on the chin and Steve’s cock
finally began to grow limp. He backed away from her, panting. She
was still on her knees, face covered with sticky cum, when the
bathroom door opened.

Angie stood in the doorway, eyes wide. “What
the fuck is going on here?”

Mira’s jaw dropped and she grabbed the ratty
towel on the floor beside her and furiously wiped her face. By the
time she was done, Angie was dragging Steve out of the room by his
shirt. She slammed the door behind them, leaving Mira alone on her
knees in the middle of the floor. She could hear yelling and
screaming out in the hall, then footsteps stomping away. The
argument continued in another part of the house, too far away from
her to hear what anybody was saying.

She finally stood up. What should she do now?
Angie would be furious, and there was no way to explain the
situation. Why did she touch Steve like that? She wasn’t thinking.
She was upset, emotional, and it just happened, that’s all.
But Angie would never believe that.

Mira touched her face. Her cheeks were still
sticky from Steve’s excitement. She climbed into the shower and
stood under the hot spray for ten minutes, then used one of the
clean towels in the bathroom to dry off. She had nothing but the
two towels—one clean, one ratty—to cover herself with, so she
wrapped the clean one around herself and opened the bathroom door
to peek outside. The yelling had stopped. The house was totally
quiet.

She tiptoed down the hallway to her bedroom,
where she found Angie sitting on the bed.

Mira had no idea what to say, what to do. She
felt a cold sense of dread in the pit of her stomach. “Mrs. Davis,
I’m so sorry. I just…I have no idea what happened back there.”

“You don’t have to explain,” Angie replied,
stone-faced. “Apparently my husband can’t stop drooling over you,
even when you’re wet and muddy and look like a stray dog who’s been
living by the side of the road.” She stood up. “This won’t work,
Mira. You can’t stay here anymore.”

Mira nodded. She was crushed, but it was what
she expected. “I understand. Just let me get dressed and pack my
things, and—”

“I already packed your things. You’re ready
to leave.”

“But I need to get dressed first.” Mira
opened one dresser drawer, then another. They were all empty. She
went to the closet and slid the door aside. Nothing but wire
hangers. She turned to face Angie. “Mrs. Davis, where are my
clothes? Did you pack everything?”

“I moved them. I’ll show you.”

Mira followed Angie down the stairs,
self-conscious about walking around the house in only a towel. She
didn’t want to run into Steve again and cause another incident.

Angie led her to the front door and opened it
wide. “There are your clothes,” she said, pointing at two suitcases
sitting by the curb. A few of the teenage boys were still hanging
out in the street nearby, watching the videos they had made of Mira
on their cell phones. Angie put her hand on Mira’s back and pushed
her onto the front porch.

“Goodbye, Mira. And good luck. Just don’t ask
me for a reference, okay?”

Mira stared at the older woman, wide-eyed.
“But…but…”

“Oh, one more thing,” Angie said. “That’s my
towel.”

She snatched it off the young girl’s body and
slammed the front door.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2: Shaming the Stepmother

 


 


Dave walked down the street toward his house,
the only person outside on such a lazy Saturday morning. Too early
for the kids to play, too early for the moms and dads to mow the
lawn or wash their cars. Not even ten o’clock yet, barely past
breakfast time. Dave would still be home in his pajamas, too, if
his friend Billy hadn’t called to see if he wanted to shoot some
hoops. Dave lived in an upscale subdivision with an awesome
recreation center; it had a basketball court, a fitness room,
tennis courts, and a huge pool, and Dave’s friends took advantage
of it whenever they could. But then Billy called at the last
minute—after Dave had already walked all the way down to the
courts—to say his mom was riding his ass about cleaning his room,
doing his chores, blah blah blah, so he couldn’t shoot hoops after
all. Dave had turned around and headed home again, wondering how he
would spend the rest of the weekend.

Being alone in the house with Britt was
weird. She was his dad’s new wife—don’t you dare call me
stepmom, she always said—but Dave and his little sister Lisa
couldn’t stand her. Britt was only 24, not even half his dad’s age,
and everybody knew she had married him for his money. Why else
would a hot 24-year-old marry a bald, overweight man who was old
enough to be her father? Because he owned a chain of luxury car
dealerships and brought home half a million a year, that’s why. But
Dave’s dad wasn’t a complete idiot; he made Britt sign a prenup
that made sure she wouldn’t get a penny of his money if they
divorced after less than two years. They had only been married for
eight months, but so far Britt seemed to be behaving herself.

Those last eight months had been both good
and bad for Dave. They were good because he liked having a smoking
hot girl only a few years older than him walking around the house
every day. Britt had shoulder-length hair that was honey blonde, a
color that went great with her tan skin. She was also athletic and
taller than average, with a nice set of tits and a great ass. Dave
had to hide his boner whenever Britt did her yoga in shorts and a
tank top, or when she walked around the house in the tiny robe she
wore right after she got out of the shower. He even caught her
doing laundry in just panties and a bra one day when she didn’t
realize anyone else was home, and Dave had whacked off to that
image for a solid week.

But there was a bad side, too. Since Britt
was only six years older than him—Dave had turned 18 the previous
week—she acted more like a big sister than a stepmother. She bossed
him around, insulted him, and did everything she could to make him
feel inferior, always with a smile on her face. She treated Lisa,
who was only 14, even worse. Since Dave’s dad and Lisa were up in
the mountains at a father-daughter retreat, Dave was stuck alone
with Britt for the weekend. He figured they would probably just
avoid each other the whole time, because he had no idea what they
would do or talk about with nobody else around.

Dave was almost home when he spied a black
Porsche parked at the curb in front of his house. It was a sweet
car, but what was it doing there? It looked familiar, too. Didn’t
one of his dad’s employees drive a car like that? Oh yeah, it was
Ted Burns, the manager of one of the dealerships. But why would Ted
be here when Dave’s dad wasn’t home?

Dave walked up the driveway and entered the
house through the back door in the kitchen, the way he always did.
He closed the door softly behind him, then stood and listened. No
voices. If Ted was here, where was he and what was he doing? But as
Dave walked across the kitchen toward the living room, he
did hear a noise. It sounded like slurping, like somebody
eating with their mouth open. Then he heard a man’s voice mumble
something so soft he couldn’t understand the words.

When Dave got to the doorway, he froze. About
thirty feet way, on the far side of the huge living room, Britt was
down on her knees giving Ted a blowjob. Ted was slumped back on the
couch, eyes closed, a look of rapture on his face. He wore a polo
shirt and slacks, his pants around his ankles. Britt was totally
naked, her short robe thrown over the arm of the couch. Dave had a
side view of the action, so he could clearly see those nice tits
jiggling as Britt bobbed her head up and down in Ted’s lap. He
could also see the curve of her smooth ass, and those nice long
legs folded beneath her as she serviced her husband’s employee.

Dave didn’t know what shocked him more;
seeing Britt naked for the first time, or finding out that she was
screwing around behind his dad’s back. Ted was a good-looking guy
in his early thirties, much younger—and in much better shape—than
Dave’s dad. No wonder Britt had the hots for him. But how long had
this been going on? And how did she manage to keep it a secret from
everybody, especially if she was screwing Ted right here in her own
house?

Questions like that could wait, though. Right
now, Dave was mesmerized by the sight of Britt’s naked body as she
sucked Ted’s cock. Dave was hard as a rock beneath his basketball
shorts. Hell, he could whack off to this image for a solid month.
But should he really just stand there and watch? Shouldn’t he storm
in and tell Ted to get the hell out, then yell at Britt for acting
like such a cheating whore? Dave’s brain was spinning. He wanted to
stand up for his dad, but he also wanted to see Britt naked for as
long as possible. What the hell should he do?

And then it came to him. It was a wild, crazy
idea, but under the circumstances, it just might work. At the very
least, he could force Britt to start treating him a whole lot
better. And if he played his cards right, he might get a lot more
than that.

Dave kept watching as Britt worked on Ted’s
cock. If either one of them opened their eyes and turned their
heads sideways, they would probably see him standing there. But
they were too caught up in the act to notice anything else going on
in the house. Britt sucked and slurped, her hands on Ted’s thighs,
tits swaying beneath her. Ted had one hand on her head, gently
guiding her up and down, eyes closed, mouth open, panting hard and
saying things like Oh yeah, that’s it, that’s perfect, keep
going, suck it baby, do it, do it.

Dave rubbed his erection through his shorts.
Man, I wish that was me. How long should he wait before he
broke this up? He wanted to watch all the way to the end, but the
element of surprise would be better if he interrupted them right in
the middle of the action. But then Ted arched his back and started
moaning, and Dave knew he had to make his move now.

He left the kitchen and walked toward the
couch, his footsteps silent on the thick carpet. Ted had just
grabbed a handful of Britt’s hair and cried out Oh, yes! Her
mouth was still working, but slower now. Dave could see her throat
moving as she swallowed.

“Hi, guys,” Dave said casually.

Britt’s head sprang out of Ted’s lap and she
stared at Dave, eyes wide, cum dripping from the corner of her
mouth. Poor Ted was right in the middle of his orgasm, his cock
still shooting streams of thick white liquid that landed on Britt’s
bare tits. He stared at Dave, too, eyes just as wide as Britt’s,
then he lurched to his feet, his deflating cock shooting one last
blast of cum right onto Britt’s cheek. She spun around and sat down
with her back against the couch, pulled her knees to her chest, and
wrapped her arms around them.

“Dave! Why are you—what are you doing here?
You’re supposed to be playing basketball!”

“The question is, what are you doing
here? Oh, nice to see you, Mr. Burns.”

Ted was fumbling with his pants, trying to
pull them up over his semi-hard cock. “Dave, I—we just—I’m sorry, I
don’t know what to say.” He finally got his slacks buttoned but was
having trouble with his belt. “Listen, I know how this looks,
but—for god’s sake, Dave, please don’t tell your dad. He’ll either
fire me or kill me. Maybe both.” Ted got his belt buckled and now
he was furiously tucking in his shirt. Fresh cum stains were
splattered across the front of the man’s slacks. Ted let out a deep
sigh and ran a hand through his hair. “Can we—look, can we talk
about this? I want to explain. Just give me a chance, okay?”

“Maybe later. Right now you need to
leave.”

Britt was silent the whole time, still
huddled in a naked ball, a look of terror on her face.

Ted raised his palms. “Look, I know you’re
mad, and upset, and—”

“Get lost, Mr. Burns. Seriously. The person I
need to talk to right now is my stepmother.”

“Okay, okay,” Ted muttered. “I just—oh, man.”
After one last look at Britt, Ted backed out of the room. A few
seconds later, they heard the front door open and close.

Dave sat down on the loveseat arranged at
right angles to the sofa. “So, how long has this been going
on?”

Keeping her arms across her chest, Britt slid
up the front of the couch then sat down on it. She grabbed one of
the throw pillows and hugged it to her body. It covered her tits
and her crotch, but just barely. “Dave, please,” she began, her
voice shaking with fear. “You can’t tell your dad about this. I’m
serious.”

Dave had never seen his stepmother so scared
and defenseless. The fact that she was sitting there naked with cum
smeared across her face made the whole thing even more
enjoyable.

“I asked you how long.”

Britt shook her head, tears forming in her
eyes. “I don’t know…a month, maybe. We met at the company picnic
back in June. After that…well, I don’t know how it happened. It was
just one of those things.”

“I know how it happened. Ted’s handsome and
healthy and a lot younger than my dad, who you only married for his
money. It doesn’t take Sherlock Holmes to figure that out.”

Britt looked away and hugged the pillow
tighter. Her knees were pressed together, those long, tan legs in
full view. Dave’s boner was harder than ever.

“Dad was smart to make you sign that prenup,”
he said. “And if I tell him about this, he’ll divorce you and you
get nothing. Not a cent.”

Britt looked at him again. “Dave, I’m begging
you—”

“And I’m pretty sure Ted Burns is married,
right? So who’s gonna take care of you after my dad kicks you
out?”

Britt’s chin quivered. She shook her head,
frowned, then reached up and touched her cheek as if noticing the
cum on her face for the first time. She wiped it away as the first
angry tear slid down. “Dave, I’ve got no place to go. And no money
of my own. This would ruin me.”

“I guess you should’ve thought of that before
you screwed around behind my dad’s back. What the hell were you
thinking? I was right down the street!”

“I thought you’d be gone at least an hour. We
didn’t—I mean, I never—”

“What a joke. In my dad’s own house, for
god’s sake. You’re such a stupid whore.”

Britt gasped like Dave had just slapped her
across the face.

“But you know what?” he continued. “I might
just let you off the hook. If you do something for me, that
is.”

Britt’s mouth dropped open. “You mean…wait,
what? You’re saying you won’t tell your father about
this?”

“I’m offering you a deal. If you give me what
I want, I won’t tell dad what I just saw.”

Britt could see the open lust on the young
man’s face. Was he talking about…?

“Here’s my offer,” Dave continued. “Dad and
Lisa are gonna be gone for the whole weekend. For the next two
days, while you and I are here alone, you have to do everything I
say. Seriously, you have to obey me completely. If I tell
you to do something, you do it. No whining, no complaining, no
throwing a fit. Understand?”

“Dave…I don’t know what you’ve got in mind,
but…I’m married to your father. I’m your stepmother. I
can’t…I’m not having sex with you, okay? So if that’s what you’re
thinking…”

“Didn’t you hear me? I said you’ll do
everything I say for the next two days, no matter what it
is. That’s the only way I’ll keep your little fling with Ted
a secret.”

Britt chewed her lip. If Dave’s dad kicked
her out, she’d be royally screwed. She loved the big house, and the
nice car, and all the credit cards she got to use whenever she
wanted. She loved not having to work for any of it, either—unless
you called rolling around naked with Dave’s fat, bald dad once or
twice a week work, which is what it felt like. But she had a cushy
deal here. She would do almost anything to keep the arrangement
intact. And Dave wasn’t a bad-looking kid. A little tall, a little
gawky, not much experience with girls…but would it really be the
worst thing in the world if she let Dave fuck her a couple of
times? He was just a kid. He’d probably cum right away, and the
whole thing wouldn’t last more than a few minutes.

Dave pulled his cell phone out of his pocket.
“So what do you say? Should I call my dad and tell him to come
home, or…?”

“No! Just wait a second, okay? I…I mean…okay,
okay, you win. I’ll do it.”

“You’ll do whatever I say for the entire
weekend?”

Britt looked down in her lap and nodded.
“Yes. But you have to swear, okay? Swear you won’t tell him about
me and Ted.”

“I swear,” Dave replied, a huge smile on his
face. Holy shit, it worked. It really worked! His head was
spinning as he thought of all the things he wanted to do to this
spoiled bitch. “Now show me how serious you are. I want to make
sure you’re ready to take orders from me.”

“What do you want?”

Dave stood up, walked to the couch, and sat
down beside Britt. “First of all, I want the same thing Ted just
got.”

Britt grimaced. She should’ve guessed that.
Teenage boys were all the same. To them, getting a blowjob was like
winning the Super Bowl.

“Come on, get to it,” Dave said. “I don’t
want to waste any time.” He yanked the pillow out of Britt’s hands,
then pushed her arms away when she tried to cover herself. “Don’t
act so shy. You better get used to being naked in front of me. Now
get on your knees.”

Britt slid off the sofa and knelt in front of
Dave. Seeing those great tits and that blonde pussy up close was
making his dick harder than ever.

“Now take it out.”

Dave lifted his hips and Britt slid his
shorts down to his ankles. His cock was average-sized, but it
looked bigger because it was so hard.

“Now suck it,” he ordered.

Britt wrapped her slim fingers around the
base and took a deep breath. She had given a lot of blowjobs in her
lifetime. This one wouldn’t be any different. Dave’s cock was warm
and hard in her hand. She started tugging it gently, then looked up
at him. “Just…don’t cum in my mouth, okay? That would be…it would
just be too weird.”

Dave was already panting. “Are you kidding?
Of course I’m gonna cum in your mouth. And you’re gonna swallow it
all. Now get started.”

He pushed Britt’s head down with both hands,
loving the way her silky hair felt between his fingers. She
reluctantly opened her mouth and took his dick between her lips.
Dave gasped. Damn, her mouth was so warm and wet. He had dated a
few girls, and even had sex with one of them, but they had all
refused to give him a blowjob. The best he ever got was a few hand
jobs from his last girlfriend before she finally let him put it
inside her. They only had sex twice, plain old missionary position
fucking with all the lights off. Dave had never even seen the
girl’s naked body while he was fucking her. But this weekend was
gonna be different—very different.

Britt’s mouth was working, working, wet
slurping sounds rising up from Dave’s lap as her head bobbed up and
down. Her lips were clamped tight over his cock, like she was
trying to get him off as fast as possible. Dave’s groin was already
tingling. His balls felt tight and swollen. A few more seconds, a
few more bobs of Britt’s head, then Dave groaned as he felt his
cock explode in her mouth, filling it with hot, sticky cum. He kept
her head pressed down as he shot wad after wad of it, Britt
coughing and sputtering as she tried to pull her mouth away, but
his firm hands held her head in place until the last drop squeezed
out and his cock started wilting.

When Dave finally took his hands away, Britt
raised her head and wiped her mouth. “That was mean,” she mumbled.
“You almost choked me.”

“No complaining, remember?” Dave’s arms
flopped to his sides and he let out a deep sigh. Man, that was
fucking awesome. He never imagined anything could feel so
good. Britt was still on her knees, head bowed, looking sheepish.
“Now make me some lunch,” he said. “I’m starving.”

Britt stood up slowly and reached for the
robe that lay across the arm of the couch.

“Uh-uh,” Dave said, pushing her hand away.
“You don’t get dressed unless I tell you to. And the way you look
right now is fine with me.”

 


Dave sat at the kitchen table with a wicked
smile on his face as Britt hustled around the kitchen, completely
naked. At first she tried to cover herself while she cooked, but
after a while it was just too hard, so she gave up. Now Dave was
enjoying the sight of Britt’s tits and ass jiggling as she fried
hamburger patties on the stove, toasted buns in the oven, and
dashed back and forth from the refrigerator to the table, bringing
the condiments over a few at a time. When the burgers were done,
she piled them on a plate and set it in front of Dave.

“What should I do now?” she asked, hands in
front of her, staring at the floor.

Dave took a big bite of his first burger than
waved a hand at the kitchen. “Clean up this mess.”

She started by scrubbing the pots and pans,
which made her tits jiggle even harder than before. Dave was loving
it. He was dying to fuck her, but the urge to humiliate her was
nearly as strong. Britt had treated him like dirt ever since she
moved in. Him and his sister both, acting like she was the new
queen while Dave and Lisa were her servants. But now that he had
the upper hand, Dave planned to show Britt who was really the boss.
After this weekend was over, that big ego of hers would be gone for
good. Then Britt would never treat Dave or his sister that way
again.

When the dishes were done and the stove and
counters had been wiped down, Britt came back to the table. Even
though she had been naked in front of Dave for a solid hour, her
cheeks were still red with embarrassment. She was an attractive
woman who wore skimpy clothes and enjoyed flaunting her body in
front of men, but being totally naked for this long in front of a
teenage boy—her stepson, no less—was utterly humiliating.
She really wished he would get bored of this little game and go
watch TV or play video games or something.

But Dave’s cock was already hard again, and
he had other things on his mind.

“Come here,” he said, motioning her closer.
She flinched when Dave put a hand between her legs, but she was
also wet with excitement. “Oh, wow! You’re wet as hell! You’re
actually enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“No,” she said, blushing even more. “It’s
just—I don’t know, a reflex or something. I’m not doing it on
purpose.”

“That’s a lie. You’re getting off on this.”
Dave stood up and pushed his shorts down. “You’re on the pill,
right?”

Britt glanced down at Dave’s erection, which
was just as hard as before. “Of course I am. But—”

“Then turn around and bend over,” Dave said,
grabbing her by the shoulders. He spun her around and pressed down
on her back until she was laying with her stomach and tits pressed
to the tabletop. Bottles of mustard and catsup tipped over, and one
of her tits went right into a plate of lettuce. Dave rubbed the
head of his cock against her slick pussy for a few seconds then
jammed it all the way in. Britt gasped and raised up off the table,
and Dave took the opportunity to reach around and grab both her
tits, squeezing them roughly. He rammed into her over and over, his
hips banging against her soft ass. The legs of the table scraped
the tile, and a jar of pickles fell to the floor and broke.

“Oh, yeah!” Dave grunted, squeezing her tits
even harder. He pushed into Britt one last time, as deep as he
could go, then his cock spasmed as he flooded her with sperm. Britt
collapsed on the tabletop again and Dave fell on top of her, his
shirt sticking to her sweaty back. After a moment he pulled his
limp cock out of her and gave her a slap on the ass.

“Now you’ve got another mess to clean up,” he
said, heading for the bathroom.

 


All that sex exhausted him, so Dave took a
shower then laid down for a nap. But when evening came, he decided
to take Britt’s humiliation to another level. It wasn’t enough to
embarrass her in front of him; he had to embarrass her in public,
too. Britt was used to being worshipped wherever she went. He
needed to make her squirm in front of a bunch of strangers. That
would really bring her back down to Earth.

He took her to a club downtown that allowed
teenagers in before midnight. He hung out there from time to time
when a good band was playing, and he was always jealous of the
other guys with their hot girlfriends dressed in skimpy clothes,
grinding their sexy asses on the dance floor. Dave made Britt wear
a yellow crop top that barely covered her tits, and a black
miniskirt that barely covered her ass. He also made her leave her
bra and panties at home.

At the club, he dragged her out on the dance
floor so all the guys could get a good look at her. He forced her
to dance as wild as she could, so wild that her top was soon soaked
with sweat and her hard nipples were clearly visible. All the guys
were staring at her, and a few pressed up against her on the
crowded dance floor to cop a feel. One guy even slid a hand under
her skirt and stuck a finger all the way into her pussy, which was
dripping wet. Britt felt mortified at being forced to expose
herself this way, but why was she so wet, too?

They got home at one in the morning. Britt
was hoping Dave would be so tired that he would just go to bed, but
instead he made her suck his cock one more time. After he came in
her mouth, he rolled over to the other side of the bed and fell
fast asleep.

 


Dave slept late the next morning, and when he
got out of bed he found Britt in the living room doing yoga.

“I didn’t give you permission to get
dressed,” he said.

“You were asleep. Why should I…?” But then
she saw the way he was staring at her, and remembered the rule
about not arguing. “Okay, fine,” she mumbled, pulling off her tank
top and shorts. She stepped out of her panties and stood waiting,
hands held loosely in front of her crotch.

“First make me some breakfast. Pancakes sound
good.”

Britt cooked and cleaned in the nude again,
while Dave sat staring at her the whole time. When he was done
eating, he stood up to leave. “Put the dishes in the dishwasher,
then come to my bedroom.”

It only took a few minutes to clear the
table. When Britt was finished, she went to Dave’s bedroom. All the
lights were on and he was lying on the bed in his underwear. “Stand
there for a second, “ he said, waving her over to the edge of the
bed. “I want to do a little role playing. Spice things up a little.
I want you to say, ‘Fuck me, Dave. I’m so tired of that fat old
father of yours. I need a real man.’ Can you remember that?”

Britt rolled her eyes. “Fuck me, Dave. I’m so
tired of your fat father. I need…I need a real man.”

“Try again. That was lame. It’s fat
old father, and say it like you mean it. Say it like you’re
really, really horny.”

Britt closed her eyes and took a deep breath.
Better to just get it over with. She opened her eyes again and
tried to give Dave her sexiest smile. “Please fuck me, Dave. I’m so
tired of your old, fat father. I need a real man.”

It sounded pretty good—almost authentic—but
instead of getting excited, Dave looked confused. He stared at her
for a few seconds like he didn’t know what to do, but then he stood
up, took her gently by the shoulders, and lowered her to the bed.
He kissed her for the first time, a little too fast, a little too
awkward, as he ran one clumsy hand up and down her body. After a
minute of groping her, Dave kicked off his underwear, climbed on
top of Britt, and fucked her hard until he came. Then he collapsed
on top of her, his sweaty chest pressed against her tits.

He finally pulled out of her and stood up.
“Good job!” he said with a big grin on his face. “That sounded so
real I almost believed it!”

Britt pulled the sheets over her naked body,
feeling even more awkward than she had before. “Whatever turns you
on,” she mumbled.

Dave yanked the sheets off of her. “What are
you doing? Get up. It’s a great day for the pool. Let’s get our
bathing suits on.”

Britt felt a glimmer of hope. If they were at
the pool, it meant they wouldn’t be here having sex all day. Maybe
Dave was worn out. Maybe, just maybe, the whole ordeal was finally
over. After all, Dave’s father and sister would be home at
dinnertime. Only five or six hours until she was free from all
this.

But that feeling of hope vanished when Dave
left the room and came back holding a skimpy pink bikini. “Here,
wear this one.” He tossed it at Britt, who held it up with a frown
on her face.

“This isn’t even mine,” she said. “Where did
you—”

“It’s Lisa’s,” he answered. “Try it on.
You’ll look great in it.”

Lisa was only 14, and much shorter and
smaller than Britt.

“Are you kidding?” she asked. “This won’t fit
me.”

“Sure it will. Come on, try it.”

Britt stood up and stepped into the bikini
bottoms, which were at least two sizes too small. The bottom half
of her ass cheeks were totally exposed, and the top inch of her ass
crack peeked out from the top.

“See?” she said. “I told you.”

“No, you look great. Now try the top.”

The top was so small that the fabric barely
covered Britt’s nipples, and if she turned her body too fast to one
side, one of her tits popped right out.

“This is ridiculous,” she said. “I look like
an idiot.”

“You want to know how you look? You look sexy
as hell.” Dave pulled a pair of swim trunks out of his dresser and
put them on. “Get your flip flops and let’s go.”

Britt couldn’t believe it. This would be the
worst punishment of all. She had spent the past eight months
building a reputation as the hot young wife who was smart enough to
bag a rich husband, and now the neighbors would think of her as a
brainless slut who couldn’t even pick out a swimsuit that fit
her.

Dave grabbed a couple of towels from the hall
closet and ushered Britt out the door.

“Wait a minute. Can’t we drive?” she
asked.

“It’s right down the street. Besides, it’s a
nice day for a walk.”

“Please, at least give me one of those towels
to cover up with. I can’t walk through the neighborhood dressed
like this.”

“Sure you can,” Dave said, grinning. “Let’s
go!”

Britt’s face was hot and flushed as they
walked down the edge of the street, past neighbors doing yard work
or groups of kids playing. They passed several women Britt knew,
too. Some of the people stared with open mouths, one or two
giggled, and a few shook their heads and muttered under their
breath. Britt was so embarrassed she thought she would die. Every
time she took a step, the bikini bottoms slid further down her ass.
And her tits were jiggling so much that she had to adjust her top
every few seconds to keep them from popping out.

Things got worse when they reached the pool,
which was totally packed on such a bright summer day. Every man,
woman, and child stared at Britt when she and Dave walked through
the gate. A group of teenage boys whistled and started taking
pictures with their cell phones, and several of the men gawked
openly at Britt’s tits and ass as she walked by.

“Let’s swim,” Britt said, desperate to get
under the water so people would stop staring at her.

“No, you need to work on your tan,” Dave
said. They found two empty chairs and Dave told Britt to lay
face-up while he sprayed suntan lotion all over her. She noticed
for the first time that the bikini bottoms were so small that the
top curls of her pubic hair peeked above the edge of them, but no
matter how she yanked at the material, she couldn’t cover the
blonde curls up. And while she was lying down, the cups on the
bikini top were stretched so tight that the edges of her pink
nipples were exposed. Every man at the pool—and many of the women,
too—had their eyes locked on her body as she lay there glistening
with suntan oil.

Dave made her lay that way for a solid hour
before he gave her permission to get in the pool. “But only on one
condition,” he said. “You can’t just walk down the stairs, or jump
in from the side. You have to get in that way.” He pointed at the
tallest of the pool’s three diving boards, which was a good 20 feet
above the surface of the water.

“Are you serious?” Britt asked.

“Dead serious.”

She stood up and adjusted the bikini the best
she could, then walked over to the diving board and climbed the
ladder. The bikini bottom slipped halfway down her ass each time
she climbed a rung, and she had to stop a dozen times to pull it
back up before she reached the top. All eyes were on her as she
walked to the edge of the diving board, her body fully on display.
Britt was so anxious to get in the water and away from those prying
eyes that she didn’t stop to think about what would happen to her
bathing suit when she jumped into the water from that height.

Holding her nose, Britt jumped off the diving
board feet first. Her toes hit the water and she plunged down
nearly all the way to the bottom, flailing her arms as she made her
way back to the surface. She burst out of the water, gasping for
air, her arms and legs moving fast as she bobbed in the middle of
the pool. Then she suddenly noticed that something felt strange,
and she looked down to find herself totally naked. The straps of
the tiny bikini, already stretched and pulled out of shape, had
snapped when she hit the water so fast.

Oh my god, she thought, I’m totally
naked and surrounded by at least fifty people. But with only my
head above water, can anybody tell?

Britt got her answer when a little boy
wearing a diving mask stuck his hand up in the air with the ragged
remains of her bikini clutched in his fist. “Hey! Look!” he cried
with a grin.

People glanced from the boy to Britt, then
everyone started laughing and pointing. Every teenage boy with a
mask grabbed it and jumped in the water, swimming underneath Britt
to get a better look at her naked body. She couldn’t swim and cover
herself at the same time, so she floundered over to the shallow end
with the boys following her.

“Dave!” she hissed. “Give me a towel!”

Dave was stretched out on a reclining chair,
enjoying the show. He stood up slowly, picked up one of the towels,
and brought it to the edge of the pool. “Here you go.”

“Throw it to me!”

“It’ll get drenched. Come and get it.”

With her arms wrapped around her chest, Britt
dashed up the stairs and out of the pool. Some people whooped and
clapped at the sight of her bare ass while others laughed
hysterically. She snatched the towel from Dave and wrapped it
around herself.

“Can we please go back to the house
now?” she muttered. “Your dad will be home soon.”

“Sure, why not?” Dave said with a grin.
“There’s not much time left, and I don’t want to waste it.”

Britt kept the towel wrapped around her all
the way home, confident that no one could tell she was naked
beneath it—until they reached the edge of their yard and Dave
snatched it off her body.

“Race you inside!” he said with a laugh,
waving the towel over his head.

Britt squealed and ran after him, one arm
across her chest, the other hand cupped between her legs. Some
neighbors in a nearby yard peered over to see what was happening,
but Britt managed to get inside before anyone got a good look.

Dave stood in the kitchen, the towel dangling
from his hand. “We’ve only got another hour or two.” He pulled his
T-shirt over his head and pushed his wet bathing trunks down to the
floor. He was hard again. “Just enough time for you to take care of
this.”

Britt thought Dave would be tired of the game
by now, tired of humiliating her, tired of using and abusing her
body, but she was wrong. The teenager made Britt suck his cock for
what seemed like ages, then he fucked her doggy-style on the living
room floor. After a few minutes, he flipped her over and fucked her
eye to eye. Just before he came, he pulled out and shot his load
all over her face. Britt lay there with her eyes closed as blast
after blast of cum coated her cheeks, nose, forehead, and chin.
Some of it even got in her hair.

Dave stretched and let out a long, satisfied
groan. He was still on his knees, straddling Britt’s chest, his
limp cock dangling just above her face. “Well, that was a nice
little end to our weekend,” he said. “Now we better get cleaned up
before my dad and Lisa get home.”

They both showered and put on clean clothes.
Britt chose a very demure outfit; a light blue sleeveless blouse
and Capri pants. It was the first time she had been fully dressed
in nearly 48 hours, and covering up so much of her body actually
felt comforting. She walked into Dave’s room and found him sitting
at his desk, messing with his computer.

“Your dad will be home in just a few
minutes,” she said quietly. “You’ll honor our deal, right? You
swore on it.”

Dave nodded. “Yep, I did. I swore that if you
did everything I wanted this weekend, I wouldn’t tell dad about you
and Ted.”

“Okay, then. Thank you.” Britt turned to walk
out, but Dave stopped her.

“Hang on a minute,” he said. “I want to show
you something.”

Dave tapped a key on his computer and a video
file started to play. It showed Dave’s bed and the wall behind it.
Dave was lying on the bed in his underwear. Britt glanced from the
desk to the bed. The video must have been taken with the web camera
on Dave’s computer.

Suddenly Britt herself walked into the frame
on the video, totally naked. “Please fuck me, Dave,” she said
onscreen. “I’m so tired of your old, fat father. I need a real
man.”

It was taken that morning! The camera had
been running the whole time! The video showed Dave and Britt
fucking on the bed, then abruptly ended after Dave collapsed on top
of her.

“Pretty convincing, huh?” Dave asked. “After
I edited out the beginning and the end, it really looks like you
walked in here to seduce me. And since I’m such a confused
teenager, I went along with it. I didn’t even think about the fact
that my webcam was running the whole time. Or at least that’s the
story I’ll give my father.”

A shiver ran down Britt’s spine and she
clenched her fists tight.

“So let’s make a new deal,” Dave said,
grinning. “What will you do to keep me from showing my dad
this?”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3: Shaming the Bartender

 


 


When Nikki was hired to tend bar at the
Silver Dollar, her boss told her the secret to earning more money
right away.

“Darlin’, it’s like this,” said Roscoe, a
sixty-year-old redneck who looked and dressed like a retired
cowboy. They were in his office in the back of the bar, with Nikki
sitting on a chair while Roscoe leaned up against his desk. “The
customers here are mostly working men. Blue collar fellas. They
bust their asses all day, then they come here at night so they can
sit back, drink a cold beer, listen to some country music, and get
an eyeful of something sweet. That’s you I’m talkin’ about now. I
hire good-lookin’ gals to tend bar and wait tables ‘cause that’s
what the fellas want to see. It helps ‘em relax, puts ‘em in a good
mood. And the happier they are, the better they tip. But that’s
where you can help yourself, and I can sum it all up in three
words; tits get tips.”

Nikki gave a nervous laugh. She was used to
getting a lot of attention from men, but Roscoe’s blunt words still
shocked her.

“Trust me, the boys are gonna like you,”
Roscoe continued. “We ain’t had a redhead round here in a long
time, and you got a nice body on you. But you gotta take full
advantage of that to earn the most money.”

Nikki stopped laughing and started listening.
Earning big money was her top priority, and if this old redneck
could give her some helpful hints, she was all ears. She had been
bouncing around from one job to another ever since she dropped out
of high school, never lasting more than a few months at any one
place. The jewelry store fired her for stuffing a few bracelets or
pairs of earrings in her purse before she went home each night. The
coffee shop fired her for slipping an occasional twenty out of the
register. The ice cream shop fired her for stealing money out of
the community tip jar when nobody was looking. She’d been fired
from her last job two months earlier and had been looking for a new
one ever since. Everybody told her there was good money in
bartending, but she had to wait until she turned 21 to give it a
try. That magic birthday had just passed, so she had applied at the
Silver Dollar the next day. Roscoe hired her on the spot.

“Here’s what you do,” Roscoe continued. “You
buy yourself a nice low-cut dress, and make sure you don’t wear
nothin’ under it. No brassiere, I mean. Them boys is gonna be
swooning so bad over those tits of yours that they’ll just open up
their wallets and let you take what you want.”

Nikki liked that idea. She was a natural
redhead with fair skin, a light spray of freckles across her face,
and a set of 36C tits that were the envy of all her girlfriends.
She was only average height, but her legs were slim and shapely and
her ass was fabulous. If she could use those natural assets to make
more money at this job, then she’d do it in a heartbeat.

So Nikki took Roscoe’s advice and shoplifted
a couple of thin, slinky dresses that showed a lot of cleavage. She
wore one of them every time she tended bar, and Roscoe was right;
the boys at the Silver Dollar loved it. Most of them were beer
drinkers, and the bottled beer was stored in a long aluminum cooler
just below the bar top. To get one of the beers out, Nikki had to
lean all the way forward like she was bowing. When she did that,
everyone sitting at the bar got a good look down the front of her
dress. Some of the men started ordering fresh bottles of beer when
the one in their hand was only half-empty, just to get another peek
at Nikki’s bare tits.

Those thin, low-cut dresses were like a
vacuum cleaner that sucked money out of the men’s pockets. The
Silver Dollar was a hot, sweaty place, and by the time Nikki spent
an hour or two hustling drinks each night, the thin fabric stuck to
all her curves like a second skin. The drunk, horny rednecks would
tip six dollars on a four-dollar beer just to see the smile it put
on Nikki’s face.

And it didn’t take Nikki long to learn a few
more tricks, too. Once those boys had three or four beers in them,
she could pad their bills however she wanted without anybody
noticing. Most customers paid cash, so she’d add a few drinks to
the ticket, collect the money, then tear up the fake ticket and
write out a new one for the correct amount before she put the money
in the register and slid the extra bills into her panties while the
real tips went in the glass jar behind the bar. And if a customer
was really wasted, she’d collect their money then hand them a
duplicate bill five minutes later. Some of them looked confused and
Nikki had to sweet-talk the double payment out of them, but some
were so drunk they forked over another big wad of cash without even
blinking.

Nikki was smart, but not as smart as she
thought she was. After she’d been running her scam for a couple of
weeks, the wives of some of her customers started to catch on. They
couldn’t figure out how their husbands were coming home fifty
dollars light after stopping for just a few beers, or how a couple
of whisky shots could cost a man half his paycheck. But the saddest
victim of all was old Buford Pike, a divorced man in his sixties
who worked construction all day then drank at the Silver Dollar
each night before bed. Buford got drunk so easy that Nikki
sometimes relieved him of an his entire week’s pay without the poor
old man even realizing it.

Kelly and Dana were two of the wives whose
husbands had been fleeced, and since their husbands were also
friends with Buford, the women decided to find out what was going
on once and for all. They were both middle-aged blondes with dyed
hair, plump bellies, and skin that was wrinkled and leathery from
too many suntans—the same type of women who sometimes hung out at
the Silver Dollar, looking for men drunk enough or blind enough to
buy them a drink. After watching Nikki closely for two nights in a
row, they discovered all of her secrets.

“That bitch is gonna pay,” Kelly told Dana as
they stood in the back alley behind the Silver Dollar, smoking
cigarettes. “We’re gonna get that money back and teach her a lesson
at the same time.”

“You got a plan?” Dana asked.

Kelly looked around. The back alley was quiet
and secluded. The perfect place. “Yep,” she said with a grin. “I
think I do.”

 


Part of Nikki’s job was to clean up behind
the bar each night after her shift ended. Once the last customers
had stumbled out and the bar was closed, she would throw away any
empty cans and bottles the busboys had missed, wipe down the
counters, and carry the bar’s trash out to the Dumpster in the back
alley. She could normally fit it all in one big plastic bag, which
she would drag out the back door and leave beside the Dumpster if
it was too heavy for her to lift. After all, she was being paid to
pour drinks and look good, not to heft 20-pound bags of stinky
garbage.

After staking out the bar for two nights,
Kelly and Dana knew about Nikki’s routine. So when the young girl
walked into the back alley that night at 2 a.m. dragging a heavy
trash bag at her heels, they were waiting in the shadows for her.
Nikki got the trash bag as far as the side of the Dumpster, then
dropped it and dry-washed her hands. She wore one of her thin,
low-cut dresses—a knee-length red one covered with white and yellow
flowers—and after the long night at work, it was so damp that the
girl’s nipples stood out clearly under the fabric.

Nikki stretched, yawned, and ran her hands
through her long red hair. It had been another good night. Probably
a hundred dollars in the tip jar and another hundred in her
panties. Maybe she’d use part of that to buy herself a new dress.
But hell, why buy anything when it was easier just to steal it?

The girl was smiling to herself, but that
smile vanished when she turned around to head back inside and found
Kelly and Dana blocking her path.

“Uh…you ladies lost?” she asked. “The front
door’s around the other side. But we’re closed now, so…”

“No, we ain’t lost,” Kelly said. “We’re mad,
is what we are. Mad at you for robbin’ our husbands blind.” She
nodded toward the end of the alley, where three men in jeans, plaid
shirts, and baseball caps stood. Two of them were Kelly and Dana’s
husbands, and the third was their friend Buford Pike. The wives had
told their men what they learned about Nikki, and invited them to
come watch while they confronted her.

Nikki felt an unpleasant tingle in the pit of
her stomach. “Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t
rob people, I just serve drinks. I think you ladies are
confused.”

Kelly laughed. “Naw, I don’t think so, sugar.
See, we’ve been watchin’ you for two nights straight. We figured
out the trick where you add extra drinks to the bill right away,
and we even dug through the trash out here and found some of those
fake bills you tore up. We also saw you slippin’ money into those
nasty panties of yours when you thought nobody was lookin’. And it
wasn’t even an hour ago when I saw you hand poor old Buford a bill
for sixty dollars when he’d just paid his tab five minutes before
that. So we got you dead to rights, sugar. And we plan on makin’
you pay for it.”

Nikki shook her head. “You’re crazy. Get out
of my way.” She tried to slide past the women and get back inside,
but they blocked her with their bodies. “I’m serious! Get out of
the way or I’ll scream!”

“And then what?” Kelly snarled. “Your boss
comes runnin’ and I tell him what you’ve been up to? Or maybe the
cops come instead. I’d be glad to tell them about your
little operation.”

Nikki’s veins felt like they were filled with
ice water. She’d already been arrested twice for shoplifting. The
judge warned her that next time he’d give her a month in jail just
to teach her a lesson. She glanced at the back door again, then
peered down to the end of the alley where the men were standing.
Behind them was the parking lot. If she could make it there and
slip past the men, who were probably still drunk off their asses,
she could run away into the darkness.

But Kelly and Dana saw where Nikki’s eyes
were traveling, and the minute the young girl took off, they ran
after her. The older women were faster than they looked, and Nikki
hadn’t gone ten feet before they were dragging her back to the rear
of the building.

“Nice try, sugar, but you ain’t gettin’ away
that easy,” Kelly said. “Now let’s see all that money you
stole.”

Kelly and Dana pulled at Nikki’s thin dress,
trying to reach under it and into her panties. Nikki fought and
struggled, but the women were too strong for her. Dana finally
grabbed Nikki from behind, gripping both her arms tight, while
Kelly ripped the flimsy red dress right off the young girl’s body.
Nikki cried out and thrashed as she tried to get away, which made
her big, pale tits shake and jiggle. Dana had Nikki’s arms locked
behind her back, and she put her mouth up against the girl’s ear
and growled “Hush up and stand still, dammit, unless you want us to
call the cops like we said.”

With tears in her eyes now, Nikki stopped
kicking and thrashing. She stood there panting as Dana kept a tight
hold on her from behind, the young girl’s firm body fully exposed
in the glare of the spotlights that lit the back alley. She wore
nothing but a skimpy pair of red silk panties, which had a
suspicious square bulge in the front.

The men walked down to the end of the alley
and stared at Nikki’s bare body with glazed looks in their eyes.
With her arms locked behind her back, Nikki had no way to cover
herself. She whimpered softly and hung her head, the red hair
falling over her face.

Kelly thrust a hand down the front of Nikki’s
panties and pulled out a folded stack of bills. “Holy shit,” she
said, thumbing through the money. “There’s gotta be close to a
hundred bucks here.” She wrinkled her nose as she handed the bills
to her husband. “Course, it’s all sweaty and smells like pussy, but
it’s y’alls money nonetheless. Go on and split it up.”

“Please let me go now,” Nikki begged. “You
got your money back. Let me go and I’ll leave. I’ll quit my job
here and you’ll never see me again.”

Kelly laughed. “That ain’t how it works,
sugar. We got some of our money back, but you ain’t been
punished yet. If you don’t learn your lesson, you might do this to
somebody else.”

“No, I won’t! I promise!”

“A promise ain’t worth the sweat on a mule’s
balls, as my daddy used to say.” Kelly looked around the alley,
then nodded toward the rear of the building. “Bring her over here,
Dana. That’s right. Now face the wall and put your hands on it,
sugar, just like you would if the cops were pattin’ you down. Don’t
try to run, neither, or you’ll make things worse.”

Crying, Nikki turned and put her hands flat
against the brick wall, her arms straight out. She felt a hand grab
her panties then gasped as they were ripped off her body. The men
sighed and muttered under their breath, commenting on what a fine
ass she had. Then Nikki heard Kelly whisper something to one of the
men, followed by the dry rasp of leather rubbing against fabric.
With her face just inches from the brick wall, though, she had no
idea what was happening behind her back—until she felt the first
blow from the belt.

Smack! Nikki jumped and squealed as
the leather struck her pale, tender ass.

“Just stand still and take your medicine,
sugar,” Kelly said.

Smack! Smack! Smack! The belt struck
Nikki’s ass again and again, each blow stinging the tender flesh.
Eight times, ten times, then Nikki lost count. She was sobbing now,
tears spilling down her cheeks and onto the dirty floor of the
alley. She vaguely heard other voices from far away, then shuffling
footsteps and quiet laughter. Then the blows finally stopped and
Nikki stood there with her hands and forehead pressed against the
brick wall while her ass burned like it was on fire.

When she finally found the strength to turn
around, Nikki saw that two more men had wandered down from the
parking lot to see what was going on. Both were regulars customers,
men she had stolen money from time after time. Now there were five
men and two women, all of them smiling and laughing at the poor
naked girl with her back pressed against the brick wall. The men
leered at her big tits and the strip of red hair over her pussy,
and it was pretty clear that they all had raging hard-ons under
their jeans.

The belt still dangled from Kelly’s hand, and
she had just finished telling the two new men why Nikki was being
punished.

“Damn!” one of them said. “I wondered why my
fuckin’ money was disappearin’ so fast. Never spent twenty bucks on
a bottle of Bud until this bitch started servin’ me.”

“Well, there’s your answer,” Kelly said. “And
old Buford here got it worst of all. She robbed his sorry old ass
blind, didn’t you, sugar?”

Nikki just nodded, her arms wrapped around
her naked body now as she tried to cover herself.

“In fact, I think you owe him the biggest
apology of all,” Kelly continued. “Poor old Buford’s been divorced
for a good ten years now. Can’t get a woman to save his life. Just
too poor and too ugly, ain’t that right, Buford?”

The man blushed and looked at the ground. His
jeans sagged at the waist because he’d given his belt to Kelly.
“Come on, now. Ain’t no call for that kind of talk.”

“It’s the gospel truth, though.” Kelly turned
to Nikki. “I’ll bet you’d like to give Buford a proper apology,
wouldn’t you? Bet you’d feel a lot better afterwards.”

Nikki sniffed and nodded. “Um…sure.” She
winced as she rubbed her ass, which still burned like crazy. “Mr.
Buford, I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to—”

“Not like that,” Kelly said. “Get down on
your knees, sugar.”

Nikki’s jaw dropped. “What?”

“You heard me. You do want to
apologize, right? Or would you rather I called the cops and let
them figure out what to do with you?”

“No, I…I mean…”

Kelly sighed. “Then for Pete’s sake, girl,
get on your knees. It ain’t like you never done this before.”

Nikki looked down at the filthy asphalt.
“Right here? And…in front of everybody?”

“Sugar, you are riding my last nerve. If
you’re really sorry about what you done, then put your money where
your mouth is.”

Trembling with shame, Nikki squatted down in
front of Buford. Grinning, the rest of the group watched as she
unzipped his jeans and reached inside for his hard cock. It was
stiff and red, and Buford gasped when she took it in her hand.
Then, with a deep sigh, Nikki leaned forward and put the head in
her mouth, sucking it gently like a lollipop.

“For Pete’s sake, sugar, that ain’t the way
it’s done,” Kelly muttered, then she put a hand on the back of the
Nikki’s head and pushed it into Buford’s crotch. The redhead gagged
as the thick cock went all the way into her throat. Kelly grabbed a
handful of Nikki’s hair and pulled it back and forth, back and
forth. Spit dripped from the corner of Nikki’s mouth and tears
sprang up in her eyes again. Buford pumped his hips, eyes closed,
back arched. After a minute he cried out and his cock started
spurting, filling Nikki’s mouth with warm cum. He hadn’t been with
a woman in months—and couldn’t even remember the last blowjob he
got—so his sensitive cock kept on spurting long after Nikki stopped
moving her mouth.

Nikki swallowed frantically, her mouth
practically overflowing, until Buford’s cock finally began to wilt
and he pulled it out with a sigh.

“Damn,” he said, shoving it back in his jeans
then zipping up. “That was one hell of an apology. Thank you
kindly, Miss Nikki. I accept.”

Nikki was still on her knees, head bowed,
sobbing quietly. The four other men stared at her with hungry looks
on their faces. Kelly noticed their expressions and pulled Dana
aside.

“You know every one of them’s got a hard-on,”
she muttered. “And the minute we get home, our husband’s are gonna
be all over us.”

“So what?” Dana asked. “I’m a little horny
myself.”

“Yeah, but they ain’t gonna want to screw.
They’re gonna want what Buford got. I don’t know about you, but I
hate doin’ that.”

“Ain’t my favorite way to pass the time,”
Dana agreed. “So what are you sayin’?”

“I’m sayin’ we let her take care of
‘em so we don’t have to.”

Dana thought about it, then shrugged. “Hell,
I don’t mind.”

“All right, listen up,” Kelly said to the
group of men. “If you want the same apology Buford just got, you
better get in line.”

Nikki’s head snapped up, her eyes wide.
“What? You can’t…”

“You’re the one who wanted to apologize,
sugar. Just be thankful every man in the bar ain’t out here, ‘cause
you’d be busy all night.”

But Nikki was on her knees for another
hour, which is how long it took to service the four other men.
Kelly and Dana’s husbands went first, and both were so excited that
they came quickly. The third man took a little longer, and the
fourth man was so drunk that Nikki had to suck his semi-flaccid
cock for nearly half an hour before he finally spurted a weak
stream of cum over her tongue. By then her knees were sore, her
back was aching, and she felt sick to her stomach from swallowing
so much semen.

Kelly and Dana grabbed Nikki under the arms
and pulled her to her feet. The poor girl could barely walk after
spending over an hour on her knees. She looked around until she
spied the ragged remains of her red dress lying in a dirty puddle
beside the Dumpster. She shuffled over and picked it up. It was
wet, muddy, and smelled like garbage.

Kelly, Dana, and the five men started walking
to the parking lot, laughing and smiling. Kelly looked back over
her shoulder and saw Nikki standing there naked with the filthy
remains of her dress in her hand. “Sorry, sugar,” she called out.
“Looks like you’re gonna need some new clothes before your next job
interview. But don’t let me catch you workin’ in my
neighborhood again, or tonight’s gonna seem like a dream date
compared to what I do next time.”
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Chapter 1: Shaming the Maid

 


 


The way Josh figured it, it was Maria’s own
fault that she got caught. If she hadn’t been so hot—long black
hair, dark eyes, great tits, an amazing ass—he wouldn’t have spent
so much time watching her. And if he hadn’t spent so much time
watching her, he wouldn’t have seen her do all the things she
shouldn’t have done.

Maria was 21 years old, the daughter of a
Brazilian couple who moved to the United States when Maria was a
baby. Her father worked construction and her mother cleaned houses
for a living—until the day her back went out on her. Now Maria was
in charge of cleaning ten houses a week until her mother got
better, a situation she wasn’t happy about. Maria liked sleeping
late, and reading magazines, and watching TV. She also liked
shopping for clothes and meeting her friends for coffee or drinks.
She did teach three aerobics classes each week, but she only did
that to get a free membership at the gym. Her parents kept bugging
her about looking for a full-time job, or starting college, but who
had time for boring shit like that?

And now her life of leisure had been
seriously disrupted, because her mother was laid up in bed and
probably wouldn’t be on her feet for another month. Until then,
Maria was in charge of cleaning the houses on her mother’s route.
That meant scrubbing floors, washing windows, empting garbage cans,
and doing all other kinds of crap she really didn’t want to do.

But even though the job was lousy, it did
have its benefits. Her mother’s clients were all rich, snooty
people who lived in huge houses. They treated money like it was
nothing and left their cash, jewelry, and other valuables just
lying around like trash. After a couple of weeks, Maria discovered
how easy it was to pocket a few bills from time to time or make off
with a necklace or a pair of earrings. After all, if a woman owned
six pairs of diamond studs, how would she even notice if one went
missing?

Josh Brooks had just turned 18, a senior in
high school. He used to leave the house whenever the maid came to
clean on Saturdays, but now that Maria had taken over for her
mother, he stayed home the whole time. Maria wore tight shorts and
halter tops when she cleaned, and he loved the way her soft curves
moved under the clothes as she swept or mopped or vacuumed. Josh
would pretend to be watching TV or talking on his phone in the next
room, but his eyes would be glued on Maria the whole time, peering
down halls and through doorways so he could secretly watch her body
jiggle and shake while she cleaned the house.

Because his eyes were always on her, Josh
knew that Maria had slipped a 20 dollar bill off the kitchen
counter and into her pocket one day. He also saw her steal a gold
necklace from his mother’s jewelry box, and stuff a silk scarf down
her shorts. At first he planned to tell his parents, but he knew
they’d fire Maria in a heartbeat if they found out. Josh loved
having the hot girl in the skimpy clothes come to his house every
week, and the more he thought about it, the more he realized he
could use the situation to get an even better look at what Maria
had under those tight clothes.

 


* * *

 


How fucking boring, Maria thought to
herself as she half-heartedly swiped a cleaning rag over the top of
the long cabinet in the dining room. Out of all the homes she
cleaned, she hated the Brooks house most of all. It was too big,
there were too many vases and statues and knick-knacks to dust, and
that creepy kid Josh followed her around the whole time like a
puppy with its tongue hanging out of its mouth. She was afraid he
might’ve seen her stealing money from the kitchen counter one day,
but since nobody said anything, she figured she must be safe.

Maria rubbed the cleaning rag in lazy
circles, not even bothering to pick up the small statues that
rested on the wood so she could clean underneath them. What a way
to spend a Saturday in the middle of summer. The sun was shining, a
nice breeze was blowing, and she was stuck inside with a smelly rag
in her hand. Yuck. She sprayed more wood polish on the cabinet and
kept wiping. There was a new statue in the middle of the long
cabinet, about a foot tall. Some Oriental lady in a fancy dress,
holding a fan. All white and shiny, probably porcelain. But to
Maria, it was just one more stupid thing she had to clean.

She pulled the little feather duster out of
her belt loop and waved it against the statue, then gasped in shock
as the fan broke off and fell onto the cabinet with a dull
clack. What the hell? She barely touched the stupid thing!
Maria picked up the little porcelain fan and stared at it. The
Oriental lady’s hand was still attached. The whole thing had broken
off at the wrist. How the hell did that happen?

“Oh, man,” Josh said from the doorway. “My
mom is gonna be pissed.”

Maria spun around to find the teenager
leaning against the doorframe with a wicked grin on his face. “I
didn’t do it!” she said. “I mean, I barely touched it!”

“Those things are really delicate. Probably
because they’re so old. My mom just bought that one a few days ago
from the antique store. It’s like, I don’t know, a hundred years
old or something.”

“I told you, it’s not my fault!”

Josh walked over to the girl, who wore a
tight pair of white cotton shorts and a baby blue tank top. She had
worked up a sweat from the cleaning, and he could see her dark
nipples poking at the thin fabric. He’d been watching her all
morning, and his dick was as hard as a rock beneath his own
shorts.

“What do you mean it’s not your fault? I was
standing right here when you broke it.”

“Yeah, but…but…” Maria wiped sweat from her
forehead. “Look, you can’t tell your mom, okay? I can’t pay for
this. I don’t have the money.”

Josh faked a surprised look. “Really? Not
even if you used the cash you stole from us?”

Maria’s mouth dropped open. “What are you…I
never…”

“Sure you did. I saw you swipe twenty bucks
off the kitchen counter two weeks ago. Then last week, I saw you
lift that gold necklace from my mom’s jewelry box. I’ll bet you do
the same thing at all the houses you clean, so you should have
plenty of cash saved up.”

“But I…I…I…” Maria stammered. Shit!
How the hell could she get out of this? The little jerk knew about
everything she’d done! She couldn’t pay the money back because
she’d already spent most of it, and she’d sold the gold necklace to
one of her friends. This was bad. Really, really bad.

“I probably should tell my mom,” Josh
said, “so she can call the police. Or I could just call the cops
myself.”

“No, you can’t,” Maria pleaded. “I’d
be in so much trouble. And my parents, too. Josh, for god’s sake,
you can’t tell anyone! I’ll figure out a way to pay the money back,
I promise!”

“And you’ll give the jewelry back, too? And
you’ll pay for this?” he asked, pointing to the broken statue.

Maria just stood there staring at the floor
with her fists clenched and her chin quivering. She pictured
herself thrown in jail. Her parents didn’t even have the money to
bail her out.

“Or,” Josh continued, “you could just pay
me back.”

Maria looked up at him, confused. “I
don’t…what do you mean? I told you, I don’t have any money.”

“Then you can pay me back some other
way.”

Maria didn’t like the creepy look on Josh’s
face. Did he mean what she thought he meant? She was far
from a virgin, and had slept with more guys than most of her
friends. But to have sex with a boy three years younger than her…a
boy whose house she cleaned…

“Here’s the deal,” Josh continued. “My mom
and dad won’t be back until dinner time. That means we’ve got the
whole house to ourselves for the rest of the day. If you clean
every single thing here—inside the house, outside the house, in the
yard, everywhere—and you do it exactly the way I tell you to, then
I won’t tell my mom about the stuff you stole. And I won’t call the
cops, either.”

“That…that’s it? You just want me to
clean?”

“But like I said, you have to do everything
exactly the way I tell you to. I’m your boss today,
understand? You think you can do that?”

Maria couldn’t believe her luck. She hated
cleaning, but it was a lot better than letting Josh fuck her. She’d
be dead tired at the end of the day, but at least she wouldn’t be
in jail.

“Um…okay,” she said. “I’ll do it. I’ll clean
everything, exactly the way you want it. Just tell me what to
do.”

A huge smile spread across Josh’s face. Maria
was going along with it! He hadn’t been sure she would, but he
figured it was worth a shot. The worst she could do was say no,
then he would tell his mom everything she’d been up to. But now she
was all his, totally in his power for the rest of the day. His dick
got even harder than it already was.

“Well, since you already started dusting, you
should finish that first,” he said. “But you have to do it
naked.”

Maria’s eyes opened wide. “What?”

“You heard me. Get your clothes off.”

“Josh, you can’t—”

“Yes I can. You’re gonna do whatever I tell
you to, remember? Either that or you’ll probably spend the rest of
the weekend in jail. Or maybe longer, who knows? I guess it depends
on how fast your parents can scrape up the bail money.”

Maria let out a deep sigh. She should’ve
figured she wouldn’t get off that easy. Now she had to strip in
front of this cocky teenager, let him watch her while she cleaned
his house naked. It would be devastating, humiliating…but what
choice did she have?

With her eyes on the ground, Maria slowly
pulled her tank top over her head. Josh’s eyes grew wide when he
saw her full tits nearly spilling out of her bra. Then she reached
back and unclasped the bra, and those beautiful tits were in full
view as she pulled it off. They were lighter than the rest of her
sandy brown skin, still showing the bikini lines she had gotten
over the summer. Still too ashamed to look Josh in the eye, Maria
folded her shirt and laid it on the dining room table along with
her bra, then she put her thumbs inside the waistband of her cotton
shorts and pushed them to the floor. She wore only a hot pink thong
beneath.

“Can I…” she began, motioning to her crotch.
“Josh, can I please keep this on? It’s tiny, you can still
see—”

Josh shook his head. “Off. Now.”

Maria swallowed hard and slipped the thong
off her shapely legs. She had bikini lines down below, too, and the
skin surrounding her dark public hair was as light as the skin on
her tits. She placed her thong and shorts on top of her other
clothes then stood there with her hands between her legs, looking
sheepish.

“Good,” Josh said. “You’re all ready for
work. Now get started.”

Cheeks burning with shame, Maria picked up
her rag and her feather brush and finished wiping down the cabinet,
then she moved on to the other furniture in the room. Josh watched
her openly now, pulling out one of the chairs so he could relax and
admire the view as Maria dusted. He loved the way her tits jiggled
every time she used the feather brush, and the clear view of her
nice round ass when she leaned over the dining room table to wipe
it down.

When Maria was done with that room, she
dusted the rest of the house. Josh followed her wherever she went,
gawking at her while she worked. There was no way to cover herself
while she was cleaning, no way to keep Josh from getting a good
look at her entire naked body. She just had to bite her lip and
hope the time went by fast.

When the dusting was done, Josh ordered Maria
to clean the tile floor in the kitchen. She reached for the mop,
but Josh shook his head. “No, use this,” he said, handing her a
small brush with a plastic handle, barely bigger than a toothbrush.
“And make sure you scrub between the tiles and do a really good
job.”

Maria tried to complain, but it was
pointless. With Josh watching, she got down on her hands and knees
and started scrubbing the tiles. Her full tits hung down from her
body, swaying as she worked, and Josh had a clear view of her ass
and the dark hair between her legs as the young woman crawled
around the tile floor.

After a few minutes, Josh couldn’t take it
anymore. His dick was so hard it was painful, pushing at his shorts
like a steel bar. He walked over to Maria and said, “Stop that for
a minute. I have another job for you.” She straightened up and sat
on the floor, confused, then looked up at Josh. Her face was level
with his crotch.

The teenager fumbled with his shorts then
pushed them and his underwear down to the ground. Maria gasped when
she saw the hard cock bobbing in front of her face.

“Josh, no! That wasn’t the deal! You only
asked me to clean—”

“To clean whatever I want, however I want,”
Josh said, his voice low and rough. “So now I want you to clean my
dick with your mouth.”

Maria shook her head furiously. “No! I won’t!
I’ll return the jewelry. I’ll pay back the money somehow. You
can’t—”

“And what about the statue you broke? You
gonna pay for that, too? That’s probably a thousand dollars right
there. You have that kind of money?”

“No, but…”

“Tell you what,” Josh said. “I’ll sweeten the
deal for you. Even if I don’t say anything, my mom’s gonna notice
that statue’s broken sooner or later. And when she does, she’ll
figure you’re the one who did it. Then she’ll ask you to pay for
it, whether I snitch on you or not. But if I tell her I
broke it, you’ll be off the hook.”

Maria sniffed and wiped away the tears that
had sprung up in the corners of her eyes. “You’ll really do that?
You swear?”

Josh chuckled. “Sure, why not? I’m her son.
She’ll go easier on me than she would on you. Besides, you’re the
one who’s getting a good deal here. No blowjob is worth a thousand
bucks.”

After a moment, Maria finally nodded her
head. “Okay. I…I’ll do it.”

“That’s more like it. Now open that pretty
mouth and start cleaning.”

Maria leaned forward and parted her lips, and
Josh slid his dick inside. Maria went slowly at first, her mouth
barely grazing Josh’s sensitive cock, but Josh finally got
frustrated and jammed it all the way in until his balls were mashed
against her chin. Maria sputtered and gagged, but Josh didn’t care.
He had been drooling over this girl for weeks now, and her mouth
was so warm and so wet that he couldn’t control himself. He buried
one hand in Maria’s thick black hair and started pumping, his wet
cock sliding in and out of her mouth. Faster and faster, the girl
clutching his hips for dear life, her big tits jiggling with every
thrust.

Josh was in heaven as Maria’s soft lips slid
back and forth along his cock, her moist tongue pressed to the
underside. The feel of her fingernails digging into his thighs
turned him on even more, and in just a few minutes he felt the heat
building up in his balls. His cock was tingling like mad, the
pleasure building to an impossible level. Josh rammed his cock
forward one last time, crying out as cum shot across Maria’s
tongue. She gagged again as blast after blast of thick cum shot
into her mouth. She tried to swallow as much as she could, but some
still leaked out and dripped onto the tiles.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity,
Josh slid his greasy dick from between her lips. “Oh, man. That was
awesome.” He pulled his shorts and underwear back up, panting the
whole time. “Just make sure…make sure…you get that cum off the
floor.”

 


* * *

 


Once the kitchen was done, Maria cleaned the
bathrooms. Then she vacuumed the carpet, mopped the wooden floors,
and emptied all the trash cans. Josh followed her around the entire
time, never getting tired of the view. By the time Maria was done,
her naked body was slick with sweat.

“That’s it, I’m finished,” she said, standing
in the foyer with her arms wrapped loosely around herself. “I did
the whole house, just like always.” There was really no point in
trying to cover herself—Josh had been staring at her nude body for
over three hours now—but she couldn’t stand in front of him like
this without showing at least a little modesty.

Josh laughed. “Finished? I said inside and
out, remember? You have to clean everything, even the stuff
you don’t normally touch. That includes the windows. So grab a rag
and some glass cleaner and get outside.”

Maria looked through the doorway at her
clothes, which were still piled on top of the dining room table.
“Um…okay. I’ll get dressed and—”

“Don’t bother. You’re fine the way you
are.”

“Josh, you can’t be serious! It’s Saturday
afternoon! Everybody’s outside! If somebody sees me…if they see me,
they’ll tell your mom about it! They’ll tell your mom, and then
you’ll get in trouble!”

“Then you better make sure nobody sees you.
Now get to work, I’ve got plenty of other jobs for you, too.”

Realizing she didn’t have a choice, Maria
slipped out the front door with the glass cleaner in one hand and a
roll of paper towels in the other. There were two big bushes nearly
as tall as her at the front of the house, one on either side of the
door, and she hid behind one while she scanned the street. She
could hear the sounds of children playing, lawnmowers running, and
other weekend noises, but no one was in sight.

There were six windows on the front of the
house. Maria scrubbed the ones closest to the front door first,
looking over her shoulder every few seconds to make sure no one was
watching. Every time a car passed by, she would duck behind one of
the bushes beside the door. The leaves poked her soft skin, and in
no time at all she was covered in small scratches. Josh watched the
action from inside the house, laughing at Maria through the closest
window. But the young brunette ignored him, biting her lip and
scrubbing as fast as she could.

When the closest windows were done, Maria
moved on to the next ones. To clean those, she had to move ten feet
away from the front door. There were no bushes or trees in that
part of the yard, and the naked girl was totally exposed as she
stood on the edge of the grass. As she was cleaning the first
window, a teenage boy rode by on his bike. Maria didn’t hear him
until he was right in front of the house, and when she heard the
sound of spinning wheels, she squealed and dropped to her stomach
on the ground, hoping he wouldn’t see her. The boy turned his head
and caught a glimpse of her exposed ass, nearly wrecking his bike
in the process, but thankfully he kept on going and didn’t stop for
a closer look.

When the sound of bike tires faded away,
Maria got to her feet again. She cleaned the nearest window as fast
as she could, her tits jiggling like crazy as she reached above her
head and scrubbed like mad. Josh was still enjoying the view from
inside, standing right on the other side of the glass with a big
smile on his face.

Maria finished the windows on the left side
of the front door then dashed to the other side, hiding once behind
a bush when she heard another car coming. She scrubbed as fast as
she could, but she still had to drop to the ground two more times
when cars passed by. She kept her head down, so she had no idea if
the drivers noticed her or how much they saw. She just hoped the
people in the cars would be facing forward and wouldn’t glimpse the
naked girl lying on the ground thirty feet from the road.

By the time the windows were done, Maria was
scratched, sweaty, and covered with dirt and bits of grass and
leaves from the front yard. When she tried to open the front door,
it was locked. She rang the doorbell again and again, shooting
looks over her shoulder the whole time, until a grinning Josh let
her back inside.

“The windows look good,” he said. “But you
still need to do the ones on the back of the house. You need to
sweep the deck, too, and skim the leaves out of the pool.”

Maria cringed at the thought of doing so much
work outside, but at least the back yard was surrounded by a tall
fence. No one would see her except Josh, and he had already been
staring at her naked body all day long. Josh pulled out a deck
chair and relaxed while Maria cleaned the back windows, and at one
point she saw him talking on his cell phone. She had moved on to
the deck and was sweeping away the pine straw and leaves when she
heard a strange voice cry out “Holy shit!” Maria jumped, startled
so badly she dropped her broom. Three more teenage boys had just
come through the gate into the back yard and were standing at the
edge of the grass with their eyes popping out of their heads.

Maria squatted down and wrapped her arms
around her chest. “Josh!” she hissed. “Who the hell are they?”

“That’s my best friend Max and his two
cousins. I thought they might want a little entertainment,
too.”

“But you didn’t—I never—”

“You agreed to clean, both inside and out. I
never said there wouldn’t be an audience.”

The three boys walked over, grinning. Max,
the tallest of the group, said “Oh, man, I thought you were lying
your ass off. How the hell did you get her to strip like that?”

“I didn’t make her. Let’s just say she’s
paying off a debt. So, pull up a chair, guys. Anybody thirsty? Hey
Maria, why don’t you bring us some Cokes?”

The boys sat down at the patio table as Maria
slowly got to her feet, her arms still wrapped around her body.
“This wasn’t part of our deal. I didn’t agree to be a waitress. And
I didn’t say anybody else could see me like this.”

Josh shrugged. “No problem. Just give me the
money and jewelry you stole, then you can get dressed and go
home.”

Maria hugged herself tighter. “You
know I can’t do that!”

“Then bring out those Cokes so you can get
back to work.”

The young brunette stared at the ground for a
moment, trying to ignore the four sets of eyes locked on her, then
she walked slowly inside. All the boys admired her ass as she
disappeared through the back door.

“Oh, man!” Max said with a sigh. “You are one
smooth bastard, my friend! I can’t believe you pulled this
off!”

Maria came back a few minutes later with four
cans of Coke clutched awkwardly in her arms. She winced as the cool
metal pressed against her naked skin, and there was no way to cover
herself as she brought the cans to the table and passed them to the
boys, who greedily stared at her exposed tits and pussy. Her
nipples had gone hard as rocks from the touch of the icy metal.

“Finish sweeping the deck, then skim the
pool,” Josh commanded.

Maria picked up her broom and started
sweeping again, trying not to get too close to the table. The boys
stared at her the whole time in silence, hypnotized by the sight of
her exposed naked body so close to them. Max’s two cousins were
both virgins, but even Josh and Max, who had both had sex already,
had never seen a beautiful naked girl in broad daylight before.
Most of their encounters were in dark rooms with girls who only
lifted their skirts or pulled their pants down to their ankles.

Every boy at the table had a hard-on by the
time Maria finished sweeping the deck and began skimming leaves off
the top of the pool.

“Dude, I would give anything for a
shot at that,” Max said. “That girl is so damn hot it’s not even
funny.”

Josh nodded. “She gives a great blowjob,
too.”

“Bullshit!” all three of the other boys cried
out at once.

“You’re dreaming, dude,” Max added. “Getting
naked is one thing, but there’s no way a girl like that would suck
your dick.”

“You want proof?” Josh asked. He snapped his
fingers. “Hey, Maria! Come over here.” She put down the skimmer and
walked to the table, arms wrapped around her body again. “Remember
what you did for me in the kitchen? I want another one.”

Maria’s jaw dropped. “Here? In front of…in
front of everybody?”

“That’s right. Here and now.”

Maria shook her head. “Josh, I can’t.
Seriously. Please don’t—”

“So you’re gonna pay for that statue you
broke? That really old, really expensive statue?”

The young brunette blinked away tears. “Can
we at least go inside? Just you and me?”

“Nope. I’m comfortable right here.”

Maria wiped her eyes and let out a ragged
sigh. Then, as the other boys watched with a mixture of jealousy
and fascination, she knelt in front of Josh and unzipped his fly.
Josh leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes as Maria fished
out his hard cock and put it in her mouth. Burning with shame, she
kept her lips clamped tight as she bobbed her head up and down,
trying to get him off as fast as possible. The other boys were
silent with awe as she sucked and slurped, their eyes roaming from
her face to her tits to the round, perfect ass that jutted out
slightly as she knelt on the wooden deck. Occasionally one of them
would moan softly or shake their head in disbelief, wishing it was
their cock in the young girl’s mouth instead.

Josh’s head was tilted back toward the sky,
his mouth open. He was breathing hard now, his chest rising and
falling as Maria did her work. He put a hand on the back of her
head and pressed down so she would take his cock deeper. That
familiar tingle was building up in his balls again, stronger and
stronger. Maria kept sucking, her hot mouth sliding up and down his
shaft. Then Josh grabbed a fistful of her hair and groaned as he
flooded her mouth with cum, lifting his ass off the chair and
pumping his hips as he shot wads of warm white liquid over her
tongue. This time Maria was ready and she gulped it all down,
swallowing fast to get it out of her mouth before it choked
her.

The young brunette finally pulled her head
out of Josh’s crotch and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
She kept her eyes down, so devastated she couldn’t even look at the
other three boys.

Josh let out a sigh. “Whew! That was great,”
he told her, tucking his dick back into his shorts then zipping up
again. “Tell you what, get those last few leaves out of the pool,
then you can go home.”

Maria’s face finally brightened. “Really?
That’s it?”

Josh nodded, and the naked girl dashed back
to the pool and picked up the skimmer.

“I don’t believe this,” Max said. “You got
this girl to suck your dick because she broke some valuable
statue?”

“No,” Josh said, laughing. “I got her to suck
my dick because she broke a statue my mom got at the flea market
for thirty bucks. And I’m pretty sure it was already broken in the
first place.” He nodded toward Maria as she hurried around the edge
of the pool, tits jiggling as she scooped up leaves with the long
net. “Just don’t tell her that.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2: Shaming the Camp Counselors

 


 


Camp Hillcrest, which was tucked away on a
secluded patch of land in the middle of a deep forest, had two
longstanding traditions. First, the camp counselors—who ranged in
age from 18 to 25—always arrived at camp one week early so they
could clean the cabins and prepare the sports equipment before the
children arrived. But with the entire camp at their disposal, and
with no one else around for miles in any direction, that meant
there was also plenty of drinking and partying going on, too. And
the wilder the parties became, the more the young people enjoyed
the camp’s second tradition; hazing the new camp counselors.

Camp Hillcrest paid well, and its counselors
got to enjoy clean mountain air and beautiful scenery all summer
long. That meant there was a long list of applicants for the job,
with only a few new teenagers hired each summer. There were 10 male
counselors and 10 female ones, and the minimum age to work at the
camp was 18. Dozens of eager young high school graduates applied
for the positions each year, but only a few lucky ones were
chosen.

Jenna and Kelly were the camp’s newest female
counselors. They were both 18, fresh out of high school, and eager
to spend the summer away from their parents.

“This is gonna be awesome,” Kelly said as she
unpacked her suitcase, folding her clothes neatly into the
footlocker that would be stored under her bed. When camp started
the following week, each counselor would sleep in a cabin along
with a dozen children. But until then, Kelly and Jenna would have
one of those cabins all to themselves.

“It better be awesome,” Jenna mumbled as she
loaded her own footlocker. “I can’t believe I gave up a summer at
the beach for this.”

“Come on, Jenna. The pay here is great, and
we get to work outside every day. We get fresh air, lots of
exercise…maybe I can finally get rid of this,” Kelly said, patting
her tummy. She was a short girl with blonde hair and blue eyes, and
she had always been a little bit plump. That meant her breasts and
ass were full and curvy, but she really wanted to lose a few pounds
before she started college in the fall.

“They better not work us too hard,
though,” Jenna grumbled. “This is summer. I want to relax a little,
too.” Jenna shoved her footlocker under her bed then stood up and
stretched. Physically, she was the opposite of Kelly in every way;
tall, slender, dark haired, dark eyed, and with a body she kept in
top shape with plenty of swimming and tennis.

“Relax?” said a voice from the doorway. “If
that’s what you want, you’re in the wrong place, girlie.”

Jenna and Kelly turned as a group of girls
entered the cabin, all dressed in shorts and t-shirts. These were
the veteran counselors, most of them in their early 20s, and all
were fit and attractive. The one who had spoken was Bev, the
unofficial leader of the female counselors. Bev had worked at the
camp for five years, longer than anyone else on the staff, and the
other girls treated her with equal parts fear and respect. She had
short, spiky blonde hair and was a bit of a tomboy, which made her
seem even scarier to the other girls.

The group stopped in front of Jenna and
Kelly, and Bev put her hands on her hips as she inspected the new
girls. “You’re in decent shape,” she said to Jenna, then she turned
to Kelly and frowned. “But you need to sweat off some of that extra
weight. We need to set a good example for the kids next week. Show
them how important fitness and exercise are. Got it?”

Kelly just nodded, mute, while Jenna frowned
right back at Bev.

“Now let me give you some ground rules,” Bev
continued. “Since you two are new, you’ll be going through some
extra training this week. You’ll not only learn how the camp
operates, but you’ll also learn to take orders from the senior
counselors. You’ll do whatever we say, when we say it. That’s the
Camp Hillcrest tradition. Being a new counselor isn’t easy, but you
get a lot of freedom here, and you already know how good the money
is. If either one of you drops out during training week, we’ve got
plenty of girls dying to take your place. Understand?”

Kelly and Jenna both nodded, although Jenna
continued to frown. She didn’t like being given orders by anyone,
especially mouthy bitches like this one.

“Good,” said Bev. “Now let me tell you how
this works. Over the next week, we’ll be teaching you how to
maintain the cabins and how to use the canoes and other equipment.
You’ll also learn the exercise routines we use each day with our
campers. By the time the kids arrive next week, you’ll know
everything about how the camp operates.”

“I’m sure we can handle it,” Jenna said,
bored. “I mean, how hard can it be?”

“Harder than you think,” Bev said with a
grin. “But remember what I said about learning to take orders? That
part is just as important. And you might find it tougher than
learning how the camp operates. You won’t like some of the things
we ask you to do. But you’ll do them anyway, unless you want us to
give your jobs to someone else.”

Kelly fidgeted, already nervous. “Um…can you
tell us exactly what you’re talking about?”

“Sure,” Bev said, pointing to the silver
whistle she wore around her neck. “The most important thing to
remember is this; when I blow this whistle two times, you put both
hands on your head, like this,”—she placed her palms on the sides
of her head, above her ears—“and then you report to the front of
this cabin for your instructions. Got it?”

“Why do we have to put our hands on our
head?” Jenna asked.

“Because I just told you to,” Bev answered.
“And you do it immediately when I blow the whistle. I don’t care
where you are or what you’re doing. I don’t care what time of the
day or night it is. When the whistle blows, those hands go on your
head right away and you get your butts to the front of the cabin as
fast as you can.”

“Okay, that’s just bizarre,” Jenna said. “It
doesn’t make any sense.”

“No? Then I’ll make it as simple as possible.
If you don’t put your hands on your head right away when you hear
the whistle, you lose your job. If you don’t report to the front of
the cabin immediately afterward, you lose your job. Now I’ll ask
you one more time; do you understand?”

“Yes,” Kelly said.

“Whatever,” Jenna mumbled.

“Then let’s give it a try.” Bev walked
outside with the other girls at her heels. A few seconds later,
Kelly and Jenna heard two short blasts on the whistle. Both girls
put their hands on the sides of their heads and walked outside
where Bev and the group of girls were waiting.

“Good,” Bev said. “Now keep your hands where
they are until I issue your orders.”

The group stood in silence for nearly thirty
seconds while Kelly and Jenna faced them, hands on their heads, as
still as statues.

“Your first assignment is to sweep and clean
your cabin,” Bev said. “You’ll find the brooms and other supplies
in the closet beside the front door. Now get moving.”

Jenna dropped her arms to her sides but Kelly
kept hers pressed to the sides of her head. Bev and a few of the
other girls giggled.

“Use your brain, new girl,” Bev said.“After I
give your orders, you can drop your hands.”

Blushing, Kelly lowered her arms. The other
girls were still laughing as they sauntered away.

 


* * *

 


That first day was filled with non-stop
chores. After Kelly and Jenna cleaned the dormitory, they had to
hose down all the canoes, inspect the sports equipment, and scour
the woods for trash. Every time they were given a new task, Bev
would blow her whistle twice and the girls would march to the front
of the cabin with their hands on their heads. The last time the
whistle blew, Kelly was in the middle of storing some soccer balls.
She put the last few balls away and closed the storage closet
before she put her hands on her head, but when she reported to the
front of the cabin, Bev was livid with rage.

“What the hell was that?” she spat. “When I
blow this damn whistle, you drop whatever you’re doing, understand?
I don’t care what you’re in the middle of. Hands on your head
immediately, got it?”

“O-okay,” Kelly stammered.

“Is that too complicated? Or should I just
find a smarter girl to take your place?”

“No, I’m fine, really. I can do this, I
promise.”

“You better be right,” Bev hissed. “Now
report to the cafeteria. It’s almost dinner time.”

Since the cooks and the rest of the camp
staff hadn’t reported yet, the counselors were in charge of feeding
themselves. When Kelly and Jenna entered the cafeteria, they saw
the male counselors for the first time. There were 10 guys in all
shapes and sizes, about the same age as the female counselors, and
they all gave Kelly and Jenna hungry looks as they walked
inside.

“We don’t have any rookie male counselors
this year,” Bev said, “so it looks like you two will be doing the
cooking for all of us. Now get back in the kitchen and whip up some
burgers. We’re starving.”

The two girls grilled dozens of burgers then
served them to the senior counselors, who sat at one long table
laughing and talking. There was plenty of beer on hand, and by the
time dinner was over the whole group was pleasantly buzzed. A few
of the men tried to strike up conversations with Kelly and Jenna,
but after a full day of work, the new girls were too exhausted to
socialize. Instead they stumbled back to the dormitory, collapsed
on their beds, and fell fast asleep.

 


* * *

 


The sun was barely above the horizon when the
whistle blew again. Kelly and Jenna sat up in their beds, eyes
half-closed, hair sticking up in all directions.

“Wh-what’s happening? What time is it?” Kelly
mumbled.

“Not even 7 o’clock yet.” Jenna rubbed her
hands over her face. “Damn, I can’t believe that bitch.”

“Come on. We have to go.” Kelly pushed the
covers away and rolled out of bed. Since the nights were so warm,
she and Jenna slept only in t-shirts and panties. The plump blonde
girl clamped her hands to her head and started outside.

“Kelly, wait. This is ridiculous. I’m
not—”

“We’ll get in trouble! Come on, Jenna!”

With a groan, Jenna threw the blanket off
herself and stumbled after Kelly. When the two girls got outside,
they found the other female counselors showered, dressed, and
standing in a line.

“That was a little slow, girls,” Bev said.
“Next time, show me some hustle. Got it?”

Kelly and Jenna nodded, yawning. The cool
morning breeze tickled their bare legs, and their nipples were hard
as rocks beneath their thin t-shirts.

“Your first task this morning is to cook
breakfast for everyone. You know the way to the cafeteria, so let’s
get moving.”

Kelly’s eyes shot open wide. “But—we’re not
dressed!”

“When the whistle blows, you report for duty.
Right there, right then. I told you that yesterday, remember? It
doesn’t matter where you are or what you’re doing.”

Kelly and Jenna looked at each other, mouths
open. Kelly’s t-shirt was big and baggy, and it fell to mid-thigh.
But Jenna slept in a tiny t-shirt that wasn’t even waist-long, and
the thong she wore left her ass totally exposed. She wished she
could tug at her t-shirt, try to pull it down farther, but she
couldn’t do anything while her hands were on her head.

“Let us throw on some clothes,” Kelly said.
“Seriously, it won’t take two minutes.”

“Do you want this job or not?” Bev barked.
“Well? Do you?”

“We do!” Kelly squealed. “But—”

“No buts,” Bev replied, then she pointed at
Jenna and grinned. “Except for your tight butt, that is. The guys
are gonna love looking at that while they eat their bacon and
eggs.” She turned and walked away with the rest of the female
counselors at her heels.

“What should we do?” Kelly whispered to
Jenna.

Jenna bit her lip hard. “I guess we go cook
breakfast,” she said. “Then we try to get out of there as fast as
we can.”

All the male counselors whooped and applauded
when Kelly and Jenna walked into the cafeteria. The girls were
allowed to take their hands off their heads now that they had their
orders, so Jenna kept both hands behind her back in a lame attempt
to cover her exposed ass. But the guys still grinned at the sight
of her hard nipples poking against her thin t-shirt, and at Kelly’s
much bigger tits jiggling freely beneath her own shirt.

“Let’s get moving!” Bev ordered. “We’re all
starving here!”

Kelly and Jenna hustled back and forth
through the kitchen, cooking eggs, frying bacon, and toasting thick
slices of bread. Before long both girls had worked up a sweat,
causing their damp t-shirts to stick to their tits. When the food
was ready, Bev ordered Kelly to start cleaning the kitchen while
Jenna did the serving. With a full plate in each hand, there was no
way Jenna could cover her ass while she brought out the food. She
blushed furiously as the guys stared at her ass and her
barely-covered crotch. Some of them patted her firm cheeks as she
walked by, and one guy pinched her ass hard and nearly made her
drop two plates of food.

After everyone else was served, the two girls
took their places at the end of the table and ate with their eyes
down. Both were sweaty and exhausted, their dirty, food-stained
t-shirts clinging to their damp skin.

“This is not what I signed up for,”
Jenna mumbled, low enough so no one else could hear her.

“They’re almost done,” Kelly answered,
nodding at the others. “After breakfast we can run back to the
dormitory and get dressed.”

But Bev had other plans. When everyone was
done eating, Bev ordered Kelly and Jenna to clean the nine other
cabins the girl campers would be using. Kelly went to work with
grim determination, but Jenna stopped every few minutes to rest and
wipe the sweat off her face. Mopping, dusting, and scrubbing in
just their t-shirts and panties was both humiliating and
exhausting, but at least there were no men around to watch since
the boy’s section of the camp was on the other side of the
cafeteria.

None of the female counselors lifted a finger
to help them. They just lounged around on their bunks, sipping cool
drinks or flipping through glamour magazines.

“This would go a lot faster if we could get
some help,” Jenna said to a girl with short black hair named Nina.
“Why can’t you and the other girls lend a hand?”

Nina just laughed. “Because you and Kelly are
the new girls, and we’re not. Look, we’ve all been in your place
before. We’ve all done the shit jobs, we’ve all been teased and
made fun of, and we’ve all been exhausted at the end of the day.
But that’s life for the rookies. Next year some other poor girl
will be in your place, and you’ll be the one smiling and relaxing
while she mops the floor in her underwear.”

It took all morning for Jenna and Kelly to
clean the cabins, but that was just the beginning. Afterward, Bev
ordered them to rake up all the dead leaves outside the cafeteria
then wash all the windows. The male counselors hung around the
whole time, drinking beer and watching the action. It was a hot
day, and the combination of the sun and the hard work left Jenna
and Kelly drenched with perspiration in no time. Kelly’s t-shirt,
which had been white that morning, was now gray with dirt and
sweat. Jenna’s tiny pink t-shirt, which she only slept in because
it was too old and worn-out to wear in public, was so stretched and
filthy that it was nearly falling off her body. The seam under one
arm had ripped while she was cleaning the windows, and every time
she moved, one of her tits practically fell out of the opening.
Even worse was the fact that her flimsy thong, now just as sweaty
as her t-shirt, kept creeping up her crotch while she worked. Every
few minutes she had to reach down and pull the damp fabric out of
her pussy, which made all the counselors laugh like crazy.

Jenna gritted her teeth and cleaned faster.
The sooner the work was done, the sooner this miserable day would
be over.

 


* * *

 


Kelly and Jenna went to bed right after
dinner, but this time both girls slept in full clothing—t-shirts,
shorts, bras, and panties. That way they’d be ready if Bev put them
to work at the crack of dawn again, or if she decided to be more
evil and drag them out of bed in the middle of the night.

At one point Kelly felt a tug on her shoulder
and she opened her eyes. The cabin was dark and silent except for
the crickets and other night noises from outside. Jenna stood next
to the bed, holding a towel.

“What are you…” Kelly began, then she
interrupted herself with a huge yawn. “What time is it? It’s still
dark outside. Why are you up?”

“Because we’re going to outsmart that bitch
today,” Jenna said. “She and the others probably won’t be up for
another half hour. We can be showered and dressed before they even
get out of bed.”

Kelly sat up and rubbed her eyes. “Um…okay,”
she said, blinking. “You’re right, that’s a good plan.”

The showers were in a communal building
behind the row of cabins, about fifty feet away from the cabin
where Bev slept. Kelly and Jenna crept toward the building with
only the moonlight to guide them, trying not to step on any sticks
or dried leaves along the way. When they reached the shower
building, it was pitch black inside. They had no choice but to turn
on the lights, because otherwise they couldn’t even see the shower
faucets.

“Let’s get moving,” Jenna said, stripping off
her clothes. “I want to get out of here as soon as possible.”

The showers were in one long, skinny room
with tile on the walls and floor and a row of eight shower heads up
above. The girls showered side by side, scrubbing their bodies as
fast as they could. Even though they were friends, Kelly was still
nervous about being naked so close to Jenna. Her breasts were much
larger than average, and other girls always made fun of them.
Jenna’s breasts were smaller but firm, and her slim legs and nice
round ass made Kelly jealous. Kelly really was hoping to lose a few
pounds over the summer, even though none of the boys she dated
complained about her figure.

The girls washed and rinsed their hair, then
turned off the faucets.

“So far so good,” Jenna said, smoothing the
wet hair away from her face. “Now we can—”
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The whistle blast was so loud that both girls
jumped, and Kelly squealed with surprise. Bev was standing at the
entryway to the showers, just outside the tiled section.

“Hands on your heads, girls. Time to report
for duty.”

“No!” Jenna screamed.

“But we—” Kelly began.

“Hands on your heads,” Bev repeated.
“Now!”

Naked and shivering, Kelly and Jenna obeyed.
They hadn’t even dried off yet, and water dripped down their bodies
onto the tile floor.

“Good. Now report outside for your
instructions.”

“Please don’t do this,” Kelly begged. “We’re
not ready yet. Just let us—”

“Do you remember what I told you? You’re
supposed to be ready anytime, anywhere. If you’re not, that’s your
problem.”

Jenna forced a smile. “Look, we’re not trying
to cause trouble. But you can’t expect us to—”

“Thirty-one,” Bev said.

Kelly and Jenna looked at each other,
confused, their hands still clamped to their heads.

“That’s how many girls I have waiting to take
your place if either one of you loses your job. Thirty-one girls
who would love to make good money and spend a whole summer in the
mountains, away from their parents.”

Jenna stared at the floor, silent. Tears
welled up in Kelly’s eyes.

“Now then. Are you ready to report for
duty?”

Both girls nodded slowly.

“Then get outside. Everybody’s waiting for
you.”

Kelly and Jenna stepped outside onto the dirt
and pine straw. The sun had peeked over the horizon by then and the
air was filled with sleepy morning light. The other girls sat on
benches outside the shower room, and they grinned and applauded
when the two girls came outside totally naked. Kelly and Jenna both
shivered when the cool morning air hit their wet bodies. Kelly
shook so bad that her big tits jiggled like crazy.

“Damn, girl,” Nina called out. “How do you
keep from falling over? Those things are huge!”

The other girls laughed as Kelly and Jenna
stared at the ground, mortified. With their hands on their heads,
their naked bodies were on full display. Kelly had a full blonde
bush that was still wet from the shower, while Jenna kept her pussy
shaved smooth. She blushed furiously as she stood there with her
naked pussy visible to all the other girls. But at least the
guys aren’t here, she reminded herself. That humiliation would
be too much to bear.

Bev stood in front of the two naked girls
with her hands behind her back. “This morning, you will learn the
exercise routine we teach our campers. Counselors are expected to
perform the exercises each day, because you can’t teach the routine
if you don’t know it yourself. Physical fitness is one of our
primary goals here at Camp Cresthill.” She turned to leave, then
motioned for Kelly and Jenna to follow her.

“But…where are we going?” Kelly asked. “Can’t
we do it here?”

“Don’t be silly. We’re going to the exercise
field.”

Bev marched off, and the other girls stood
from the benches and followed her. Kelly and Jenna lagged
behind.

“Where’s the exercise field?” Kelly whispered
to Jenna.

“In the middle of the camp. I saw it
yesterday when we left the cafeteria.”

“What if the boys see us? Jenna, I don’t
think I can do this.”

Jenna let out a deep sigh. “Let’s just hope
for the best. Maybe they’re not up yet. Or maybe they’re still in
the showers. If we—”

“Come on, girls!” Bev yelled. She and the
other female counselors had already reached the path that led away
from the cabins. “Get the lead out of those asses and hurry
up!”

Kelly and Jenna jogged after them, their tits
bouncing. “Can we put our hands down now?” Kelly asked Jenna. “I
thought we could put them down after we got our orders.”

“I’m not sure. Just keep them up for now.
It’s better than getting yelled at again.”

The group of girls marched down the narrow
dirt path in single file, with Kelly and Jenna bringing up the
rear. The sun was up now so they had no problem seeing where they
were going, but the pine straw, rocks, and sticks were hard under
their bare feet, and every once in a while a long branch from the
pine trees bordering the path scraped against their naked skin.

The path ended at a long flat field with a
paved running track outside its perimeter. A set of bleachers were
on the other side of the field, and when Kelly and Jenna saw who
was sitting there, their hearts sank. The entire group of male
counselors were perched on the first two rows of seats with huge
smiles on their faces.

Jenna flung one arm over her chest and stuck
the other hand between her legs to cover her pussy. Kelly copied
her, although it was harder to cover her big tits with just one
arm. The boys still whooped and hollered at the sight of them. Most
of them had their cell phones out, ready to take pictures and
videos.

“Over here, girls,” Bev ordered. “Let’s show
these guys how it’s done!” She motioned Kelly and Jenna to a spot
directly in front of the bleachers, only about ten feet from where
the boys sat. The other female counselors sat down too, but Bev
remained standing on the field. “We’ll start our routine with some
warm-up exercises. First some jumping jacks. Come on, rookies, show
us what you’ve got!”

Tears were spilling down Kelly’s face now. “I
can’t, I just can’t!” she blubbered to Jenna, still trying in vain
to cover her nakedness with her arms.

Jenna glanced at the boys in the bleachers,
all of them staring at the two naked girls with hungry eyes. Her
cheeks burned with shame as she cupped her hand tighter between her
legs.

“We don’t have a choice!” she hissed at
Kelly. “What are we supposed to do, run all the way back to our
cabin naked then pack our stuff and leave?”

“Come on, girls, we don’t have all day!” Bev
shouted.

“Yeah, come on!” one of the boys called out,
and the rest of them whooped and hollered.

Kelly and Jenna stood staring at each other,
each one waiting for the other to make the first move.

“Remember that number I told you?” Bev barked
out. “Thirty-one. Thirty-one girls waiting to take your place. Now
what’s it going to be, rookies?”

Biting her lip so hard it nearly bled, Jenna
slowly lowered her arms to her sides. She clenched her hands into
fists as the boys cheered at the sight of her nude body. Moments
later, Kelly did the same. The boys gasped when they saw the size
of her tits, and one of them called out “Holy shit, those are the
biggest hooters I’ve ever seen!”

Kelly’s cheeks went red as the boys laughed.
Jenna stared at the ground so she wouldn’t have to see the gleam in
their eyes.

“All right, rookies, let’s see those jumping
jacks!” Bev barked out.

Jenna started first, and again it took a few
seconds for Kelly to copy her. Their tits bounced madly as they did
the jumping jacks, and Kelly’s tits were so big they made a
slapping sound every time they smacked against her body. Bev urged
them to keep up the exercise for a full minute, with the boys
cheering them on the whole time. Every cell phone was now pointed
in their direction, and every few seconds a flash went off.

“Now some pushups!” Bev ordered.

The two girls lay down on their stomachs,
giving the boys in the bleachers a great view of their asses. The
cold dirt and damp grass felt strange against their bare stomachs
and tits. Again Jenna went first, her tits hanging freely as she
pistoned her arms up and down. Then Kelly pushed herself up, but
her tits were so big that her nipples almost touched the ground
even when her arms were fully extended. Every time she lowered
herself, those big, soft globes pressed into the dirt again. Jenna
was in much better shape, completing a full round of ten pushups,
but Kelly only managed to do five before she collapsed on the
ground face-first, her big tits mashed beneath her.

“Stand up, girls,” Bev said. “Time to run
some laps.”

Kelly and Jenna struggled to their feet.
Their knees were filthy now, and patches of dirt were smeared
across their naked skin.

“Can’t we rest for a minute?” Kelly asked,
panting.

“It’s not time for a break yet. Come on, get
moving! I want three laps around the track from both of you.”

Both girls started out at a jog, their tits
bouncing wildly again. Kelly tried to cover hers at first, but it
was too hard to run that way. The boys cheered when the girls
passed in front of the bleachers at the end of the first lap, and a
flurry of cell phone camera flashes went off once again. On the
second lap, Jenna pulled away from Kelly. She was tired but
determined to get the humiliation over with as soon as possible. It
felt bizarre to be running in the nude like that, the outside air
brushing her naked skin, her pussy fully exposed as her legs pumped
back and forth, but for some strange reason she could feel wetness
between her legs now, as if her body was unintentionally growing
excited while her brain was still mortified with embarrassment.

Jenna finished her third lap while Kelly was
still struggling with her second. Bev allowed Jenna to sit on the
ground and rest while they waited for the other girl, so Jenna
pulled her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around them,
covering herself the best she could. Kelly could barely manage a
fast walk at that point, and by the time she finished her third lap
she was panting so hard she couldn’t even speak. When Bev gave her
permission to take a rest, Kelly dropped to her knees then lay down
on her stomach, exhausted.

“I can’t…can’t believe this,” she stammered
to Jenna once she finally caught her breath. “They all
have…pictures and videos now. All of them. What if…what if
somebody…posts them on the Internet?”

A shiver went down Jenna’s spine. “Don’t even
think about that. Let’s just concentrate on getting through this,
okay?”

Ten minutes later, Bev stood up from the
bleachers and clapped her hands. “Break’s over, rookies. Let’s
finish the routine.”

Kelly and Jenna stood on shaky legs. At that
point, it didn’t make much sense to try and cover themselves. The
boys had seen it all, and even had pictures and video they could
play over and over. The two girls shuffled their feet, arms held
loosely in front of them. They were sweaty, dirty, and more than
ready for the morning exercises to end.

“This way,” Bev said, leading them to the end
of the field. The rest of the counselors stood and followed them,
and Kelly heard some of them making comments about her naked ass as
she trudged in front of the group.

At the end of the field were a set of
obstacles in all shapes and sizes; there were poles to climb, walls
to scramble over, tires to run through, and half a dozen other
pieces of equipment. It looked more like something from an Army
training course than a summer camp for kids.

“The first part of our exercise routine
promotes good health and physical fitness,” Bev said. “The second
part challenges our strength and tests our endurance. Before the
routine is over, you will try every obstacle at least once. Start
with the tires.”

Jenna and Kelly ran through the tire course
without much trouble, then Bev directed them to the wall. It was
only six feet high, but there were no steps or handholds. Jenna
scrambled over it without much trouble, although the rough wood
scraped her tits as she slid over the top. Kelly had a harder time,
grunting and moaning as she struggled to get over the obstacle.
Everyone laughed at the sight of her naked ass hanging in plain
view as she finally made it up top and slid down to the ground on
the other side arms-first. Then the two girls had to hang onto a
metal bar eight feet in the air and cross to the other side of it
by sliding their hands sideways. The bar was twenty feet long and
Jenna’s arms were burning by the time she made it to the other
side. Kelly gave up before she even reached the middle of the pole,
falling to the ground where she lay curled up in a ball,
moaning.

Bev walked over and nudged the naked girl’s
ass with her shoe. “Get up, blondie. You’re almost done, so you can
skip the rest of this obstacle.”

Kelly and Jenna followed Bev to a set of tall
poles. They were both sweaty, exhausted, humiliated, and their
naked skin was covered with scratches and scrapes from the
obstacles. Jenna’s nipples were sore as hell from pressing against
all that rough wood, and Kelly’s big tits ached from all the
bouncing they had done that morning.

Bev waved a hand at the poles, thick wooden
columns that had to be twenty feet high. “We have two obstacles
left. Since it’s almost breakfast time, I’ll let each of you do one
of them. Kelly, you first.”

Kelly’s obstacle was a set of two poles
placed three feet apart. Each pole had a series of metal footrests
stretching from top to bottom, and the person doing the climbing
had to rest their left foot on one pole and their right foot on the
other, then alternate between the two as they made their way to the
top. So tired she could barely move, Kelly put her left foot on one
of the footrests and began to climb. She quickly found that this
obstacle was easier than most of the others, especially since she
could hold onto the two wooden poles with both hands as she made
her way up. It’s almost over, she thought to herself. I
can make it. I can do this.

But once she was about ten feet off the
ground, all the boys started cheering harder than before and Kelly
realized with horror what they were cheering about. With one foot
on the left pole and one on the right, and her legs spread three
feet apart, the boys were looking straight up at her exposed pussy.
When she looked down, every cell phone was pointed up between her
legs.

“Look alive, blondie!” Bev called out. “You
have to make it all the way to the top!”

Quivering with shame, Kelly went higher. It
seemed like forever before she reached the top, then she reversed
directions and slowly climbed back down, mortified that there was
no way to hide her open pussy from the greedy eyes below. Once she
reached the ground, she stood with her back to one of the poles and
wrapped both arms around her body, tying to ignore the jeers and
snide comments from the boys.

Bev looked at Jenna and said “You’re next.
Since you’re in better shape, I saved the tougher one for you.” She
pointed at another pole, just as tall as the ones Kelly had
climbed, but not as big around. A sturdy rope dangled down from the
top of the pole, nearly reaching the ground. To climb the obstacle,
a person had to wrap their legs around the pole then pull
themselves up with the rope while gripping the pole with their
thighs, using their legs as extra power to push themselves
upward.

This obstacle definitely looked tougher than
Kelly’s, but Jenna still thought she could manage it. The boys
would have a clear shot of her naked ass during the climb, but that
would be better than having them stare at her open pussy the whole
time. She glanced over at Kelly, who still stood with her chin on
her chest, hugging herself tightly.

Jenna let out a deep breath, grabbed the rope
with both hands, raised her feet off the ground, then wrapped both
legs around the pole. She gasped as her bare pussy pressed against
the wood, but then she gritted her teeth and pulled upward on the
rope, alternating one hand on top of the other as she slowly made
her way up.

The obstacle was tough, but what made the
climb tougher was the fact that Jenna had no way to keep her pussy
from rubbing against the wood. With her legs locked around the
pole, her pussy was pressed tightly against it the whole time.
Whenever she pulled on the rope and slid her legs upward a few
inches, a jolt of pleasure shot through her body. Her arms trembled
as she kept climbing, one hand after the other. Almost halfway
up now. Keep going, don’t stop. She tried to fight the
sensations, but her pussy got wetter and wetter the higher she
climbed. Her crotch tingled with pleasure as she made her way up,
bare skin sliding against smooth wood. She just prayed nobody below
could tell what was happening to her.

Jenna finally reached the top, her arms and
legs nearly numb from the effort. But the warm spot between her
legs was far from numb, and as she lowered herself back down the
pole, sliding faster than before because she was going down now,
the little bursts of pleasure between her legs came faster and
faster. She was breathing hard, gasping for air, her eyes
half-closed as she neared the bottom. Then, with only a few feet
left to go, a shudder pulsed through her body and she cried out.
She let go of the rope and dropped to the ground, bare feet
smacking the dirt. She clutched herself between the legs as she
stumbled away from the pole, cheeks red, amazed that her body could
betray her like that in such an embarrassing situation.

One of the boys grinned wickedly as he
pointed his cell phone at her. “Tell you what, man, that’s one
video I’m gonna watch over and over again!”

“Send it to me!” another boy said. “My stupid
battery died!”

“Don’t worry, dude, I got the whole thing
from start to finish!”

Bev looked at Kelly and Jenna, beaming.
“That’s the end of our exercise routine, girls. Time for
breakfast!”

The counselors headed toward the cafeteria,
laughing and talking the whole time. Kelly and Jenna walked at the
back of the group, arms wrapped around their dirty, sweaty
chests.

“I don’t believe that,” Jenna mumbled. “I
just…I couldn’t stop myself.”

“At least you didn’t have to spread your legs
for the whole group,” Kelly said. “I’ll never forget that. Not
ever.”

“I’m just glad it’s over. Nothing could be
worse than that.”

“Over?” Bev asked. She had been walking a few
yards ahead, but she turned and stopped until Kelly and Jenna
caught up with her. “After breakfast, you’re going to clean all the
cabins on the boy’s side of camp. And don’t forget, we’ve still got
five more days until the campers arrive. This is just the
beginning.” Then, with a wicked laugh, Bev dashed ahead to join the
rest of the group.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3: Shaming the New Secretary

 


 


The other secretaries at Lambert & Dodd
weren’t exactly thrilled the day Lisa came to work for the
insurance company. The new girl was younger than all the other
women by close to 20 years, and was so attractive that the
middle-aged secretaries with their plump bellies and saggy breasts
might as well not exist as far as the men in the office were
concerned. Lisa was 22 years old and fresh out of college. She was
a short, slim girl with dark hair, porcelain skin, and big blue
eyes, and although her breasts were small, they stood high and firm
beneath her thin blouses. She also had a nice ass and toned,
shapely legs, all of which combined to drive the men at Lambert
& Dodd wild—especially Nick Dodd, the young salesman whose
father owned half the company.

When Nick first set eyes on Lisa, he made
sure the slim young brunette would be assigned to work under him.
Nick was only 25 himself and was tired of looking at all the
worn-out middle aged secretaries puttering around the office in
their frumpy clothes every day. Lisa came to work in silky tops and
short skirts that showed off her nice legs. Nick was so turned on
that he barely got any work done when the new girl was around, but
that was no problem. Nobody had the balls to give the boss’s son a
hard time about staring at the hot new secretary all day.

Nick wasn’t the only man who lusted after
Lisa. Ray Phipps was a high-school dropout who worked on the
building’s cleaning crew, and part of his team’s duties were
cleaning the offices on the 25th floor, which included Lambert
& Dodd. Ray and Lisa actually grew up in the same neighborhood
and went to the same schools, but Ray never graduated, never went
to college, and bounced around between a bunch of low-paying jobs
before he wound up scrubbing floors and emptying trash cans in the
building where Lisa now worked.

The cleaners did their job early in the
morning and normally left before the office workers arrived, but
one day the crew was running late and Ray bumped into Lisa as she
was arriving for work. He hadn’t seen her in years, and his mouth
dropped open when he saw the tight little body beneath the clingy
clothes.

“Wow! Uh…it’s Lisa, right? I’m Ray. We went
to school together, remember?”

Lisa stared at the scrawny man in the blue
coveralls, standing there with a rag in one hand and a bottle of
glass cleaner in the other. He had bags under his eyes, his haircut
was terrible, and when he smiled she saw that his teeth were
crooked and stained.

“Sorry,” she said, trying to slide past him
through the door to her office. “You must have me mixed up with
someone else.”

Ray moved to block her path. “No, no, it’s
me! Ray Phipps! I lived down the street from you! We rode the bus
together for years! I even sat behind you in science class,
remember?”

Lisa did remember, but the last thing she
wanted to do was stand there and chat with some ugly loser from the
cleaning crew.

“Um, I guess,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I
mean, I think I remember you, but I’m not sure.”

“Maybe we could grab some coffee one day,”
Ray said. “You know, catch up on things.”

Lisa laughed and shook her head. “I don’t
think so. No offense, Ray, but I don’t think we have a lot in
common.”

“What do you mean? I—”

“Can’t you take a hint?” Lisa hissed, pausing
to smile at two of the firm’s agents who were just arriving for
work. Once they were out of earshot, she turned back to Ray. “Don’t
talk to me again, okay? It makes me look bad. And for god’s sake,
please don’t tell anyone you know me.”

“But…” Ray began, but Lisa was already
pushing past him. He watched her ass move beneath her tight skirt
as she pranced into the office, waving half-heartedly at the other
secretaries.

 


* * *

 


While the men at Lambert & Dodd loved
Lisa, the women couldn’t stand her. The new secretary took
advantage of her power over the men every chance she got. She took
extra time on her lunch breaks, left early some days, and didn’t
think twice about calling in sick if she had a hangover or just
didn’t feel like working that day. They were also jealous that Nick
Dodd, the handsomest young man in the office, gave all his
attention to the new girl and treated the other women like pieces
of furniture.

Lisa had been with the company for barely a
month when one of the senior salesmen announced that he was
retiring. The firm threw an office party for him later that week,
which took place after the end of the business day. Food and drinks
were catered in, musicians were hired, and some of the women
brought fancy dresses with them that day so they could change into
elegant eveningwear once the party started. Lisa changed into a
tight blue dress that barely reached her knees, and decided to give
the men an extra jolt of excitement by wearing it without a bra.
Every man at the party spent the entire night drooling over her,
and Lisa got even more attention than the guest of honor who was
about to retire.

“Do you believe that slut?” one of the older
secretaries whispered to another as they watched Lisa mingling with
the crowd. “No wonder the men go crazy for her. She looks like a
damn hooker.”

“And acts like one, too,” the other said.
“Just look at that! She ought to be ashamed.”

Lisa was talking to Frank, the man who was
retiring. She had a glass of champagne in one hand and was
clutching Frank’s arm with the other as she smiled at some joke he
was telling. When Frank reached the punch line, Lisa laughed and
leaned into him, pressing her firm tits against his arm. Frank
nearly spilled his own drink and shifted his feet as an
uncomfortable hard-on grew beneath his pants.

“I can’t believe she’s still on her feet,”
the first secretary remarked. “That’s got to be her fourth glass of
champagne. She should be half-drunk by now.”

The other woman stroked her chin, thinking.
“Well, let’s see if we can’t help her get all the way there. With
that bitch passed out on a couch somewhere, maybe the rest of us
can get a little attention.”

The two women took one of the hired waiters
aside, and after giving him careful instructions—and a
twenty-dollar bill—the man made sure that Lisa’s glass was never
empty. He topped it off every time he passed by her, and since she
never reached the bottom of a glass after that, she had no way to
keep count of how much she’d drank.

An hour after the other secretaries gave the
waiter his orders, Lisa could barely see straight. The rooms were
tilting and spinning, and everything her coworkers said or did
seemed so hilarious that she nearly laughed herself silly. At one
point, Frank even cornered her near the bathrooms and started
groping her tits through her dress while he blabbered about how hot
she was. Lisa just giggled and stood there while he squeezed her
soft flesh, finally sliding away from Frank when she saw Nick
appear at the end of the hallway.

Using the wall as a crutch, Lisa made her way
down the hall to where Nick stood. “Hey, boss!” she chirped. “You
having a good time?”

Nick turned to her and smiled. “You bet!” he
said. “Looks like you are, too!” Nick was nearly as drunk, his eyes
swimming in their sockets. He looked Lisa up and down, imagining
what was beneath the tight dress. “Tell you what, let’s go to my
office. I want to show you something.”

“Really? What?” Lisa tagged along at Nick’s
heels as he led the way to his office, which was down the hall from
the party and away from the other employees. He opened the door and
ushered Lisa inside, then closed the door and locked it behind
them. The room was dark, lit only by the moonlight coming through
the floor-to-ceiling windows. Nick could still see fine, though,
and had no trouble guiding Lisa to the sofa against one wall.

“Uh…what are you doing?” Lisa asked with a
giggle, although she knew exactly what Nick had in mind. That was
fine with her, though. He was a handsome guy and she figured she
would sleep with him sooner or later anyway. No reason why the
first time couldn’t be now. Fucking the boss’s son would probably
give her extra job security, and allow her even more freedom than
she already had.

Nick started kissing her before they even got
to the couch, his hands roaming all over her body. They fell on the
couch, giggling, and Nick stuck his tongue in Lisa’s mouth as he
tugged on her dress. She reached a hand behind her back and fumbled
with the zipper, but Nick just jerked and pulled until the dress
came off over her head. Lisa wore nothing but a black thong beneath
it. Nick grabbed that, too, and pulled so hard that the flimsy bit
of satin ripped right off.

Lisa moaned as Nick stuck a hand between her
legs, his fingers probing the warm, wet area there. The two were
locked in an awkward embrace, arms and legs entwined as they lay
side by side on the couch. Nick had one hand on Lisa’s pussy and
the other on one of her tits, so drunk and horny he didn’t even
know what he was doing.

After a minute, Nick yanked his zipper down
and pulled out his dick. Despite all the alcohol, he was hard as a
rock. He grabbed Lisa’s wrist and put her hand on it, but she was
so wasted she could barely manage a few weak tugs. Nick finally got
frustrated and stood up, shoving his pants to the floor and
stepping out of them. Then he grabbed Lisa’s arm and pulled her to
her feet. The naked girl stumbled and bumped against him.

“What are you—where are we going?” she
stammered, but then Nick spun her around and pushed her down until
she was lying across the thick padded arm of the couch, her ass in
the air and her hands and face pressed to the seat cushion. Nick
rubbed his hard cock between her legs until the head was slick with
her juices, then he rammed it all the way into her pussy. Lisa
gasped as Nick pounded her from behind, his hips slamming against
her soft ass over and over again. He was fucking her so hard the
couch scraped the floor every time he thrust into her. Lisa’s whole
body shook, her firm tits jiggling as they hung down from her
body.

Nick reached beneath her to squeeze them,
pinching her nipples roughly, but he was fucking Lisa so hard that
he lost his footing and fell forward, his dick sliding out of her
pussy with a wet pop! Muttering to himself, he stood up
straight again and fumbled his cock back between Lisa’s legs. But
as he thrust forward this time, Lisa realized something felt
different.

“Nick?” she mumbled. “No, that’s
not—ahhh!”

Lisa’s eyes shot open as Nick shoved his cock
balls-deep into her ass. Was it an accident, or did he do it on
purpose? Was he so drunk he couldn’t even tell the difference?

Nick started to pull out, but then he thrust
forward again and in no time he was back to fucking Lisa wildly.
The girl blinked back tears and bit her lip as Nick’s cock slammed
into her burning asshole over and over. She had let her first
boyfriend fuck her that way once or twice, but she didn’t enjoy it
and never let another man do it until now.

Nick was gripping Lisa’s hips tightly, eyes
closed and mouth open as he roughly fucked the poor girl. The young
secretary couldn’t do anything but cry into the sofa cushion as he
slammed into her sore ass again and again, his hips making a wet
slapping sound every time he thrust forward. But then Nick finally
let out a moan and his body shook as he flooded Lisa’s ass with
cum.

“Ahhh! Oh, yeah!” he groaned as his cock
pulsed over and over. Then he collapsed on top of Lisa, his sweaty
dress shirt pressed against her naked back. After a minute he
pulled his cock out and collapsed on the floor, exhausted.

They were both so drunk and tired that they
fell asleep right away. Even Lisa couldn’t keep her eyes open,
despite the fact that her ass was burning like someone had shoved a
red-hot poker inside her.

An hour later, Nick’s eyelids flickered open.
He sat up, blinking, his head still fuzzy. Lisa lay sprawled
face-down over the arm of the couch, totally naked and snoring
lightly. Nick rubbed his face and finally stood up on shaky legs.
He still wore his shirt and tie, but his slacks and boxers were in
a pile on the floor. He was about to get dressed when he realized
that his crotch was a sticky mess. He saw something on the floor
that looked like a towel and reached down to grab it. It was Lisa’s
blue dress, now sweaty and wrinkled. He wiped off his crotch and
legs with it, then pulled on his boxers and pants. When he stumbled
out of the room a minute later, he didn’t even realize that he
still held the wrinkled, filthy dress in one hand.

 


* * *

 


By the time Lisa woke up, pale morning light
was filtering into the office through the huge windows. She raised
her head and rubbed her cheek, which was sore from pressing against
the sofa cushion for so long. The air in Nick’s office was dim and
fuzzy, and it took her a moment to remember where she was and how
she got there—but once she felt the pain in her sore ass, the
events of the evening came flooding back.

Oh my god, she thought, pushing
herself up straight. What time is it? How long have I been
here? She shuffled over to Nick’s desk, catching a glimpse of
herself in the mirror on the wall. She was totally naked, her hair
and makeup were a mess, and one cheek had lines pressed in it from
sleeping with her face against the sofa cushion. Wonderful.
She peered at the digital clock on the tiny window of the desk
phone. A little past 7AM. She had slept the entire night away. Did
everyone else go home and leave her here passed out once the party
was over?

“Assholes,” she whispered to herself.
Especially Nick, whose cum had dripped from her ass down the back
of her leg in a sticky trail. She grabbed a handful of tissues from
the desk and tried to scrub it off, but it was stiff as glue. “Oh,
gross,” Lisa huffed and threw the tissues in the trash. She
looked around the room, blinking and yawning. Her head felt like a
giant cotton ball and there was a loud buzzing in her ears. No,
wait a minute. It wasn’t in her ears at all. It was somewhere in
the office. Lisa cocked her head and listened. A vacuum cleaner.
That sound was probably what woke her up. The cleaning crew was
here! They always came an hour before the office opened so they
would be done by the time the employees arrived.

Lisa shook her head, trying to wake herself
up. She had to get dressed and get out of here. She was a horrible
mess, but she’d just cover her face and run out before anyone got a
good look at her. Then she’d call in sick and sleep the rest of the
day. That would serve her coworkers right for abandoning her
here.

The young secretary scanned the floor,
expecting to find her dress lying in a messy pile, but it was
nowhere in sight. She peered behind the sofa, then got on her hands
and knees and looked under it as well. Nothing. She searched the
entire floor, even crawled under Nick’s desk, but found nothing but
the tiny strip of torn fabric that used to be her thong. Both leg
holes were ripped open, though, so she couldn’t even put that on.
But where was her damn dress?

It was gone. Vanished. Lisa stood with her
back to the door, hugging her naked body as she looked for
something else she could cover herself with. It was the middle of
summer, and Nick hadn’t left any kind of jacket or sweater in his
office. There was no blanket, either. No towel. Nothing. Lisa
rummaged through all his desk drawers, then searched the TV cabinet
against the wall. Nothing but a few books, some paperwork, and
office supplies.

The sound of the vacuum cleaner was getting
louder. Shit! What could she do? Someone from the cleaning
crew would be there soon. No, she could lock the door! There were
windows on either side of it, but if she locked the door and hid
behind the desk, nobody would see her. Unless they had a key, that
is. Did they have a key to every office? Probably. And even if she
hid from the cleaning crew, she still had to find something to wear
before the other employees showed up that morning.

The roar of the vacuum grew closer and
closer. Hugging herself, Lisa stood at one of the windows beside
the door and peered sideways down the hallway. A tall, skinny man
was about ten feet from Nick’s office, pushing the vacuum in front
of him. Wait! It was—crap, what was his name? The guy who
used to live in her neighborhood! Ron? Reggie? Something like that.
He liked her! He would help her!

Keeping one arm across her chest, Lisa opened
the door wide enough to stick her head out. Ray saw her and
frowned. “Hey!” Lisa whispered. “Come here! I need your help!”

Ray shut the vacuum off and walked over. When
he got close to the door, Lisa stuck a hand out palm-up. “Stop.
Stay right there. It’s Ron, isn’t it?”

“Ray,” he corrected. With the door blocking
her, all he could see was Lisa’s head and one arm.

Lisa put on her best smile. “Ray. That’s
right. Listen, I’m in a big mess and I need you to do me a favor,
okay?”

Ray frowned. “What do you mean?”

“I…I need some clothes. Something to wear.
Anything, it doesn’t matter.”

“Clothes?” Ray tried to peer around the edge
of the door. “What happened? Did you spill something on
yourself?”

“No!” Lisa said, stepping back so Ray
couldn’t see her. “It’s not that. I mean…” She gave a nervous
laugh. “I’m sorry, but this is really embarrassing. We had a party
last night, and I fell asleep on the couch in here, and when I woke
up…I just…I can’t find my dress, that’s all. Maybe it’s out there
in the office somewhere. If not, I’ll take whatever you can bring
me. Even a pair of coveralls like yours would be fine. I just need
something to wear so I can get out of here before the office
opens.”

Ray stared at the girl. Even with her hair
and makeup all messed up, she was still gorgeous. And knowing she
was standing there naked with nothing but the door between them was
making him hard as hell.

“Tell you what,” he said, touching the front
of his coveralls. “I’ll give you mine. You’ll have to roll the
pants up, but…”

The cleaning crew’s uniform was navy blue
with short sleeves and long pants. The legs would definitely be too
long, but the one-piece coveralls would cover Lisa from her neck to
her toes. She gave Ray a huge smile. “Oh my god, Ray, that would be
great.” She held out a hand for them.

“Not here,” he said. “Let me in.”

“But…Ray, I’m naked.”

“Yeah, and I don’t want to stand here in the
middle of the hallway and take off my uniform. I’ll get in big
trouble if my crew chief sees what I’m doing. Come on, let me
in.”

“All right, but…just don’t look, okay?”

Lisa left the door open and backed into the
office, one arm across her chest and the other hand stuck between
her legs. Ray followed her inside and shut the door, staring at her
with open lust on his face. He couldn’t believe he was alone in the
room with this hot young brunette while she was totally naked.

“You promised not to look,” Lisa whined,
hugging herself tighter.

“I didn’t promise anything,” Ray said. “And
if you want my clothes, you have to do something for me, too.”

“What are you talking about?”

Ray unzipped his coveralls and stepped out of
them, tugging the pant legs off over his shoes. Beneath them he
wore a grubby t-shirt and an old pair of gym shorts. His erection
was straining at the fabric. Lisa gasped when Ray stuck his thumbs
in the side of the shorts and pushed them down to the ground. His
thick, hard cock pointed straight at her.

“Like I said, you do something for me, then
I’ll do something for you,” he told her.

“Ray…this is crazy. You can’t be
serious.”

“The way I see it, you got two choices,” Ray
said, reaching down to tug on his cock. “You can get on your knees
and suck me, then leave here all covered up, or you can run out of
here stark naked and try to figure out how to get down 25 floors
without anybody seeing you. Which one sounds better?”

Lisa’s heart sank. She imagined the trip
through the office, into the main hallway, down the elevator,
through the parking lot, all without a stitch of clothing on. There
was no way she could do that. Right now, dealing with Ray was the
best option she had. She looked down at his cock, growing bigger by
the second as Ray stroked it.

“Please don’t make me do this,” she begged.
“Come on, we grew up together, remember?”

“You didn’t seem to remember that the
other day,” Ray snapped. “Now come on, we don’t have much time. The
rest of the crew’s gonna wonder what happened to me.”

With tears in her eyes, Lisa lowered her arms
to her sides. Ray’s breath caught in his throat at the sight of
her. Her skin was so pale, so creamy, her tits so high and firm,
the nipples so pink and delicate. The dark hair between her legs
stood out plain as day. Lisa sank to her knees and Ray stepped
forward until the head of his dick was bobbing right in front of
her face. She parted her lips, grimacing, and Ray thrust his cock
inside.

Ray groaned as the wet, warm mouth engulfed
his dick. He hadn’t been with a woman in months, and he’d never
been with a woman as hot as Lisa before. He thrust his hips,
burying his cock deeper. Her lips felt so soft, and he loved the
way she squeezed her eyes shut like she couldn’t even bear to watch
what was happening. Ray put both hands on the back of Lisa’s head,
his fingers entwined in her dark hair. He pumped harder and faster,
harder and faster, and Lisa gagged and moaned as Ray’s cock invaded
her mouth, his balls slapping her chin with every thrust.

“Oh, man,” Ray moaned as his groin began to
tingle. He kept on pumping, Lisa’s head held tightly in both hands,
a line of spit trailing down to the floor from the corner of her
mouth. Her own hands were on Ray’s thighs, trying to steady herself
as he jammed his cock roughly into her mouth. Then Ray let out a
strangled cry and started pumping gobs of cum onto her tongue. Lisa
gasped and choked as she tried to swallow, but there was too much
of it. She tried to pull away, but Ray still had both hands on the
back of her head, holding her face firmly against his crotch. His
balls were mashed against her chin, his pubic hair tickling her
sensitive skin.

After what seemed like forever, Ray finally
let go of her head. Lisa pulled back and coughed, wiping a blob of
cum off her mouth. Once she caught her breath, she glared up at Ray
and said, “You didn’t have to be so rough. You almost choked
me.”

“Sorry,” Ray mumbled, tucking his slimy dick
back into his shorts. “Guess I couldn’t help myself.”

Lisa stayed on her knees. “Just don’t tell
anybody about this, okay?” she said, eyes on the carpet. “I’m
serious. If anybody finds out…”

Ray had scooped his coveralls off the floor
and was about to hand them to her, but then he stopped. “That’s
what you said the first time I saw you here. Something like, ‘Don’t
talk to me again. It makes me look bad.’ Remember that?”

Lisa shook her head as she got to her feet.
“No, I…I mean, I don’t know. But it’s not important now.” She held
out a hand. “Give me those. I want to get dressed before someone on
your crew sees us.”

“You still think you’re better than me, don’t
you?”

“Ray, don’t be stupid. I did what you wanted,
now give me the damn coveralls.”

“I don’t think so.” He held them open and
stepped back into the legs.

“Are you crazy?” Lisa snapped. “We had a
deal!” She grabbed the front of the uniform and tugged on it,
nearly causing both of them to fall down. Ray pushed her away with
one hand then pulled his arms into the sleeves. Lisa staggered
backward and bumped into the wall, her eyes wild, hair sticking out
in every direction. She still had smears of cum on her chin and
cheeks. “This is bullshit!” she said, swiping the hair out of her
face. “Ray, you can’t leave me here like this!”

“Oh yeah?” Ray said, zipping the uniform up
again. “Just watch me.”

He stomped out of the room, leaving her just
as naked and alone as she was before.

“Shit!” Lisa swore. “Shit, shit, shit!” She
stomped her foot on the carpet then started pacing circles on the
floor. What now? She’d just blown her best chance to get out of
here without anyone else seeing her naked. Think, think,
think. There had to be something out in the office she could
cover herself with. If she could stay hidden until the cleaning
crew was done, she could run out and search for something before
the workers arrived. It wasn’t the best plan, but right now it was
the only plan she had.

She crouched behind the desk and waited until
the office was quiet again. Either Ray told the crew that he had
cleaned Nick’s office or they just assumed that he did, because no
one else tried to come inside. After a while, Lisa opened the
office door and stuck her head out. No sounds of scrubbing or
vacuuming, no voices, no footsteps. The cleaning crew must have
left. It was nearly 8:30, and the first few secretaries should be
wandering in soon. The agency didn’t open until 9am, but a few of
the women got there early so the office would be prepped and ready
for business by the time the rest of the employees arrived.

Lisa crept down the hallway toward the
reception area. All the offices she passed were dark and empty, but
the cleaning crew had left the lights on in the main lobby. Lisa
went from cubicle to cubicle, searching every secretary’s desk for
a sweater, a scarf, a set of workout clothes someone had forgotten.
Nothing. Damn it! If it was wintertime, she would probably
have her pick. But in the middle of a hot summer, there wasn’t a
single jacket or sweater to be found.

The naked brunette was rifling through
another set of drawers when she heard a key in the front door, then
the soft chatter of women’s voices. She ducked down behind a desk
and peeked over the top. Three of the old secretaries were walking
in together, laughing and talking about last night’s party. When
they got closer, Lisa stuck her head out and forced a smile.
“Um…hi!”

All three women turned to stare at her, their
eyes wide. “Holy cow,” one of them mumbled. “What happened to
you?” The women came closer. “Why’d you get here so early?”
another one asked. Then, when they were close enough to get a good
look at Lisa, the third one said, “Oh my god! Are you naked?
What’s going on?”

Lisa stood up slowly, doing the best she
could to cover herself with her arms. “It’s a long story,” she
said. “I…well, things got pretty wild at the party last night, and
I passed out on one of the sofas. When I woke up this morning, I
couldn’t find my clothes.”

“I bet it was Nick Dodd’s sofa,” one of the
women said, smirking. “Wow. If we didn’t know what a slut you were
before, we sure know it now.”

Lisa’s face went red as the other women
laughed. “Look, can you please…I need some help, okay? I need
something to wear so I can get out of here before the office
opens.”

One of the women plucked at her own blouse.
“And you want one of us to give you our clothes? Think
again, new girl.”

“Please, I’ll take anything. Doesn’t
anybody have an extra set of clothes stashed away? Or an old
sweater, or even a blanket? I don’t care what it looks like, I just
need something to cover up with.” When all three women shook their
heads, Lisa held out her hands, pleading. “Okay, listen…it’s not
the perfect solution, but if one of you gave me your bra and
panties, I could—”

“And then what?” one of the women shot back.
“One of us works all day without underwear, looking like some kind
of tramp? I don’t think so, honey. You’re on your own.”

“For god’s sake, it’s almost nine o’clock!
Everybody else will be here soon! The men will be here! I
can’t let them see me like this!”

“Tell you what,” one of the older ladies
said. “We’ll try to come up with something, but there’s still a lot
to do before the office opens. If you do the work, we’ll see if we
can find something for you to wear.”

“But…I don’t…”

“And the first thing we need is some coffee,”
the woman continued. “So how about making us a pot, hon?”

With no other options, Lisa went to the
kitchen and brewed the coffee. Once it was done, the other women
ordered her to circulate the daily memos, restock each desk with
supplies, and fill all the printers and fax machines with paper. It
felt bizarre to be running back and forth through the office
totally naked with pads, pens, and printer paper clutched to her
bare chest, and Lisa’s cheeks burned with shame as she did it. The
other women lounged at their desks the whole time, sipping coffee
and chatting as the young naked girl did all their work. A few
other secretaries wandered in while all this was happening, and
each time the group had to tell Lisa’s story from the
beginning.

Just when Lisa thought she was done with the
morning work, one of the women called out, “Hey, new girl! You need
to reboot the battery backups on all the computers!”

Lisa just stared. “What—how do I do
that?”

“Just turn them off and on again.”

“Where are they?”

“It’s the big white box under each desk. Just
flip the red switch off, then flip it on again.”

“But we only have a few minutes until the
office opens!”

“Then I guess you better hurry!” the woman
shot back with a laugh.

There were a dozen desks out in the main
office. To get to the battery backups, Lisa had to get down on her
hands and knees and reach all the way under each desk. That meant
her bare ass and pussy were sticking up in the air as she did it,
clearly exposed to the other women. Burning with shame once again,
Lisa got down on the floor and reset the first device. As she was
on her hands and knees flipping the switch, one of the other women
smacked her hard on the ass.

“Ow!” Lisa cried, scrambling to her feet
again as she rubbed her stinging flesh. “What was that for?”

“That was for showing up late and leaving
early. That was for taking extra time on your lunch breaks. That
was for wrapping all the men in the office around your finger so
you can do whatever you please. Does that answer your
question?”

Lisa’s lip quivered as she rubbed her
ass.

“Now stop complaining and finish your work,
new girl,” the older secretary said. “The rest of the staff gets
here in about ten minutes.”

Lisa bit her lip and ducked under the next
desk, and once again she got a hard slap on the ass. The same thing
happened as she reset each battery backup, with most of the older
secretaries taking a turn. Some of them spanked her with their bare
hands, one or two used a ruler, and one woman smacked her with a
rolled-up magazine. By the time all the backups were reset, Lisa’s
ass—which was still sore from Nick Dodd’s rough treatment the
previous night—was red and tender.

As Lisa stood with her head bowed and tears
in her eyes, a secretary named Agnes finally took pity on her.
Agnes—the only woman who hadn’t spanked Lisa—was in her sixties,
and was the unofficial grandmother to the other ladies in the
office.

“Tell you what, sweetheart, I think you’ve
had enough” Agnes said as she unbuttoned her blouse. “Just take
this old thing and get on home. Nobody cares about seeing what’s
under it anyway.” She took off the blouse—she wore a slip beneath
it—and handed it to Lisa, who grabbed it with shaking hands.

“Thank you!” she blurted. “Thank you so
much!” Lisa ran to the bathroom with the blouse in her fist.
Standing in front of the mirror, she pulled it on and buttoned it
all the way to her throat. It was pink with long sleeves, and it
covered her upper body just fine. The problem was, Agnes was even
smaller than Lisa and the blouse was so short than it barely
covered her public hair. No matter how she tugged and pulled, the
bottom of the blouse wouldn’t go lower than her crotch. Lisa took a
few experimental steps, and every time she moved her legs the thin
material shifted to reveal her dark pubic patch and the lower
curves of her ass.

She looked around the bathroom, frantic.
Should she wrap toilet paper around her lower body? Make a skirt
out of paper towels? No, it would look ridiculous and draw even
more attention to her. Everybody would stare at her bare legs, but
if she was lucky, they’d assume she was wearing a short, short
skirt underneath the shirt.

Lisa checked the clock again. Almost 9am. No
time left. She had to go now.

Ignoring the laughing secretaries, Lisa
dashed through the office to the main door. She opened it and
peered out into the hallway that led to the elevators. Half a dozen
people were mingling around between her and the elevator doors.
Should she use the stairs instead? No, too many people used the
stairs for exercise, and it would take her forever to make it down
25 flights. It had to be the elevators.

Taking a deep breath, Lisa fast-walked down
the hallway. She kept both hands gripped to the bottom of the
blouse, pulling it down the best she could, but every man and woman
she passed in the hallway stopped to stare at her. Her cheeks were
bright red by the time she got to the elevator, where she stood
with her back to the wall and both hands between her legs as she
waited for it to arrive. A man she knew from one of the other
offices was waiting, too.

“Morning, Lisa,” he said, grinning as he
looked her up and down. “Uh, what happened to your pants?”

“Long story,” she replied, giving him a tight
smile. Hurry up, hurry up! “Spilled some coffee, and—oh,
here’s the elevator!”

A soft ding! filled the air, then the
doors slid open. There were eight other people on the elevator, a
mix of men and women. All of them stared when they saw Lisa. She
lowered her chin and stepped inside, hands still tugging hard at
the bottom of the blouse. The elevator was so crowded that the
fabric of the suit on the man behind her brushed against her bare
ass. The man she knew stood beside her, one of his hands grazing
her thigh. Lisa watched the lighted numbers above the doors as the
elevator descended to the parking garage, stopping twice more to
let other people in. By the time they reached the lower floors, the
office workers were crammed in like sardines. Lisa could feel at
least three different hands pressed against her naked flesh, and
one man—she had no idea who the hand belonged to—was even stroking
her bare ass. Lisa bit her lip and kept silent, afraid to draw even
more attention to herself.

After what seemed like an eternity, the
elevator stopped at the parking garage. Lisa let everyone else get
off first, then she dashed between the rows of parked cars, the
bottom of her blouse flying up past her waist with every step. When
she reached her car, tucked away in a dark corner of the lot, she
let out a heavy sigh.

Finally. Thank god.

But that sense of relief vanished when she
pulled on the door handle. It was locked, of course. And the key
was still in her purse…which sat on her desk…in the office on the
25th floor.
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Chapter 1: Shaming the Anchorwoman

 


 


From the moment she stepped off the plane,
Rina Koppel wished she had never come back to Estonia. It was awful
to feel that way about her home country, but Rina couldn’t help it.
She had lived in the United States for almost 20 years now, and her
homeland paled by comparison. The capital city of Tallinn did have
its charms, but it was nothing like New York or Chicago or Los
Angeles. As she rode to the news station in a beat-up taxi, Rina
was amazed at how tiny and quaint the city looked. Had it grown
smaller, or had she just grown too big for it?

Rina could have easily been a model or an
actress. She had been stunningly beautiful since her teenage years,
with fair skin, big green eyes, and soft brown hair that fell to
her shoulders. She also had a body that other women envied; a slim
waist, fantastic legs, and full breasts. Even at 40 years old, Rina
caught the eye of every man who saw her. And those who didn’t know
better would have sworn she wasn’t a day over 30.

But Rina had no interest in acting or
modeling, although her good looks did help her win a job in her
chosen career. She fell in love with the news business during
college, and was hired by the state-run TV station as an
anchorwoman right after graduation. She quickly became the most
popular member of the news team, and a local celebrity to boot.
Then, during a visit to the USA for a conference of international
journalists, she was discovered by one of the biggest national news
networks in the country. They offered her a huge salary and
promised to handle all her immigration paperwork if she would move
to New York immediately. Rina accepted, and had worked on-air for
them ever since.

The taxi pulled up at the headquarters of the
TV news station. The building looked just as old and grubby as it
had the last time she saw it all those years ago. A small
delegation met her in the lobby; half a dozen interns and
assistants, all of them holding flowers or gifts. They smiled and
fawned over Rina, just like she knew they would. In a country with
so few international celebrities, everyone knew Rina’s face by
heart.

The elevator ride to the top floor was
exhausting, an endless stream of questions and compliments from the
young people. Rina did her best to respond politely, but by the
time they reached the newsroom, she had a terrible headache. That
throbbing pain instantly became worse as they entered the station’s
main offices. Phones rang, computers beeped, writers and editors
dashed back and forth. TV monitors blared the station’s current
broadcast. A person on one side of the room shouted out information
to someone on the other side. Non-stop noise, non-stop action,
totally unlike the professional atmosphere she was used to back in
New York.

Rina wrinkled her nose. The room smelled like
sweat, and coffee, and old food. A gray cloud of cigarette smoke
clung to the ceiling—something else she didn’t have to deal with
back in the States. Rina covered her mouth and coughed politely.
Why did I ever agree to this?

In truth, she didn’t have much of a choice.
Rina’s bosses thought it would be fun if she went back to her
homeland and spent a week broadcasting from the news station where
she got her start. Since that station was an overseas affiliate of
her current network, Rina’s bosses were happy to give them a
ratings boost by sending their local celebrity home for a few days.
Rina could split her time between shooting local interest pieces
for her station in the USA and sitting in as a guest anchor on her
old station. It would be good for everyone involved—except for
Rina, who would much rather be back home in her plush New York
studio than in this crumbling dump that looked like it hadn’t been
renovated since the old Soviet days.

“Rina!” someone called out. “Hey, it’s the
international superstar!” Rina looked over and saw a tall man with
dark hair walking toward her. Marko Kross, her old colleague. He
had been a fledgling reporter when Rina was starting out at the
anchor desk. Marko stopped in front of Rina and looked her up and
down. “Impossible. You haven’t aged a day.” He grabbed her and gave
her a rough hug that nearly knocked the breath out of her.

“Nice to see you, Marko,” Rina said,
wriggling out of his grasp. Back when they worked together, Marko
was always trying to get her into bed. He was handsome enough, but
Rina—and most of the other girls at the station—were put off by his
ego and his arrogance. But if he was arrogant as a reporter,
she thought, how bad is he now that he runs the entire
station?

Marko finally let her go, then spread his
hands. “So, what do you think? Doesn’t the old place look
great?”

Rina forced a smile. “Sure. It’s
wonderful.”

“Come on, I’ll show you to a desk. We’ve got
a lot of work to do.”

 


* * *

 


Marko put Rina at a desk in a quiet corner,
away from the hustle and bustle of the main newsroom. Her first
assignment was to narrate a video of the city’s highlights for her
network back home, so she was making a list of Tallinn’s top
tourist spots and searching the Internet for newer attractions she
hadn’t seen yet. The computer was old, slow, and stained brown with
cigarette smoke. The Internet connection crawled along at a snail’s
pace. Everything in the office, from the electronic equipment to
the furniture, seemed at least ten years out of date. Even the
cameraman she would be working with looked like he should have
retired a decade ago.

Rina was staring at the old, flickering
computer screen when a pair of hands suddenly slid around her waist
from behind and squeezed her breasts. She jumped and spun around in
her chair to find Marko standing there with a grin on his face.

“What are you doing!” she cried.

“Hey, relax!” he said, lighting a cigarette.
“Why are you so jumpy?”

“I’m not jumpy. It’s just…you can’t do
that.” All the memories from her early days at the station came
flooding back. The men patting her on the ass, or even pinching it
hard sometimes. Trying to peek down her blouse, or up her skirt.
Reaching for something on her desk and “accidentally” rubbing a
hand across one of her breasts. And not just her. They did it to
all the women at the station, even the unattractive ones. That was
one of the things Rina was so glad to get away from when she moved
to the USA.

Marko sat down on the corner of her desk,
cigarette smoldering in one hand. Probably trying to look down her
blouse as she sat in the chair. Rina stood up and headed for the
printer against the wall, and Marko slapped her on the ass as she
walked by.

She spun to face him. “I’m serious! Stop
that!” she hissed.

Marko spread his hands. “What’s the problem?
We’re just fooling around.”

“That’s not fooling around. That’s sexual
harassment!”

Marko chuckled. “Wow, Rina. You really
have been in the states too long. That term doesn’t exist
here.”

“Well, it should! You’re acting like a—like a
caveman or something!”

Marko took a puff from his cigarette, eyes
narrowed, then he stood up and stared down at Rina. “No, I’m acting
like what I am. The news director. Do you know what that means? I
run the whole show here. I’m the boss. The boss of
everything. And everybody.” He drew on his cigarette again,
then hissed out a mouthful of smoke. “Do you know what I do when I
feel horny? I ask my secretary or one of those young assistants
into my office, and I lock the door. Then I get them to suck me
off, or I bend them over the desk and fuck them. And they’re happy
to do what I say. Do you know why? Because I’m the boss. And
because they know they’ll find something extra in their next
paycheck, too. That’s how things work here. It’s not sexual
harassment. It’s business. Like I said, you’ve been away too
long. You’ve filled your head with a bunch of foreign nonsense. You
might be an international celebrity to the rest of the world, but
while you’re here in the newsroom, you’re nothing but an employee.
And for the next week, you’re my employee. That means you do
what I say, without questioning me. Understand?”

Rina didn’t know how to respond, so she just
nodded.

“Good,” Marko said as he turned to leave.
“And by the way, we’re putting you on camera tomorrow. Wear
something nice.”

 


* * *

 


For her first session as a guest anchor, Rina
chose a cream-colored silk blouse and a dark gray skirt;
professional, but still feminine. She thought the outfit looked
nice, but Marko frowned at her when she walked into the studio.

“Is that the best you could do?” he asked.
“This is your first time back on camera here. We’ve been running
promos for days, and the viewers are really excited. I was hoping
you’d wear something more…I don’t know, more provocative.”

“Provocative? What do you—I don’t know
what you mean.”

Rina and Marko stood near the anchor desk,
where a handful of assistants were readying the equipment. The
producer walked by and said “Ten minutes to air time.” Marko nodded
and shooed the man away, then turned to Rina again. “Maybe if we do
this,” he said, reaching out to undo the top two buttons on her
blouse. Rina gasped and took a step back as she flung a hand up to
her chest. Her blouse was open so wide that half of her breasts
were visible, and even the frilly edges of her bra cups peeked
out.

“What’s wrong?” Marko asked, taking her by
the wrist and pulling her hand away. “Let me look at you. That’s
better, but…I don’t know. You still look more like a banker or a
secretary than an international celebrity.” He rubbed his chin,
staring at Rina’s half-exposed chest the whole time. “Tell you
what. Let’s see how it looks without the bra.”

“What?! Marko, I can’t—I’d look like a
hooker or something. You can’t wear a top like this without a bra.
It would—”

“Just try it, okay? And that’s not a
suggestion. That’s your boss giving you an order. I want to see how
it looks.”

“I know how it will look.
Ridiculous.”

Marko pointed at the door that led to the
hair and makeup room. “Get in there now and take it off. I want to
see for myself.”

Rina let out a deep sigh and flapped her
hands. This was crazy, it was totally crazy. But maybe once she did
it, Marko would see how silly she looked and then he would shut up
about it.

As Rina disappeared into the hair and makeup
room, the producer passed Marko again. “Five minutes to air time,
boss.”

A few minutes later, Rina came back with her
arms crossed over her chest and a sheepish look on her face.

“Drop those arms,” Marko ordered. “Let me
see.”

Blushing furiously, Rina lowered her arms.
The silk blouse was so sheer that her large nipples were clearly
visible under the fabric, a situation made worse by the chilly air
in the studio. And the blouse was unbuttoned so far that if she
turned her body even slightly, one of her large breasts nearly fell
through the opening.

“See?” she mumbled, staring at the floor. “I
look like a cheap hooker.”

“No, it’s great,” Marko said with a grin,
staring at the perfect set of tits beneath the sheer blouse. “I
love it.”

“Are you kidding? I can’t—”

The producer reappeared, a small device
dangling from his hand. “We need to get your microphone on.”

“Marko, this is crazy.”

“You look fantastic.”

“Two minutes to air time, Miss Koppel.”

“Marko, please!”

“Trust me, the viewers will love it.”

“Miss, can I…?”

Trembling with anxiety, Rina allowed the
producer to attach her microphone and earpiece. When he was done,
he ushered her to the anchor’s chair. Rina sat down and the
cameraman adjusted his equipment, trying to hide the hard-on that
popped up after he looked through the lens. Rina fidgeted in her
chair, trying to find a way to cover her chest, but the anchor’s
desk was too low. Even when she crossed her arms on the desk in
front of her, they were level with her belly button instead of her
breasts. There was nothing she could do. She was about to go on
live TV with her tits practically falling out of her shirt.
Everyone in the country would see it, and once the video was
captured and put on the Internet, the rest of the world would see
it, too. Her reputation would be trashed, just like that.

The producer gave his final signal, and Rina
forced a smile as the shot went live.

“Good evening. I’m Rina Koppel, and I’ll be
your guest anchor tonight. I can’t tell you how happy I am to be
back in my homeland again, sitting at the same desk where my career
in the news business started. Now let’s get to our top story.”

The evening news show only lasted an hour,
but time had never crawled by so slowly before. Rina tried
everything she could to cover her chest in a natural way, but it
was impossible. She was conscious of her hard nipples poking at the
thin fabric for the entire show, and every time she made a hand
motion or turned her body slightly, the gap in her blouse opened
nearly wide enough to show her entire chest. The cameraman zoomed
in tighter than usual so that Rina’s head, shoulders, and tits
filled the entire screen. By the time the show ended, every man in
the studio—and every man watching at home as well—suffered from a
painful erection.

“That’s a wrap,” the producer said at the end
of the hour. Rina slid out from behind the desk and ran to the hair
and makeup room. When she came back out, she had her bra on again
and her blouse was buttoned all the way to her throat.

“I can’t believe you did that to me,” she
whispered to Marko before she left.

The news director only smiled. “Great show,
Rina. Let’s see if we can come up with something exciting for
tomorrow, too.”

 


* * *

 


The next day did bring an unexpected
surprise, although it wasn’t the kind Rina would have ever wished
for. When she arrived for work that morning, Marko called her into
his office.

“Do you know who Otto Raud is?” he asked.

“Of course,” Rina replied. “He’s the richest
man in Estonia.”

“You’re right. Last time I checked, his net
worth was half a billion dollars. But that’s not all. He’s also
running for mayor of Tallinn, and just this morning a rival
businessman accused him of being involved in a money laundering
scam. In other words, he’s big news. He’s the man everyone wants to
hear about and every journalist wants to interview. The problem is,
he’s always refused to answer questions from the press. Until
now.”

“So he’s finally willing to talk? Talk to
us?”

“No, talk to you. He’s apparently a
big fan of yours, just like most men in the world. He saw you on TV
last night, and when he realized you were back here in Tallinn, he
contacted the station and told us he was willing to grant an
interview if you were the one to conduct it.”

Rina’s face brightened. “I can’t believe it!
That’s fantastic!” She was already forming questions for Raud in
her head, and imagining the prestige of being the first journalist
to interview the elusive millionaire.

“There is one small stipulation, however,”
Marko added with a wry smile.

“And what’s that?” Rina asked.

Marko lit a cigarette and leaned back in his
desk chair. “Like many rich men, Otto Raud has a lot
of…eccentricities. He keeps pet zebras in his yard. His bedroom is
decorated like the Taj Mahal. He’s addicted to beautiful women and
Spanish wine. He’s also an avid nudist. He visits nude beaches when
he’s on vacation, and he prefers to stroll around his mansion
without a stitch of clothing on.”

Rina rolled her eyes. “Let me guess. He wants
to be nude when I interview him.”

“That’s right,” Marko confirmed, “but that’s
not all. He’d like you to be nude as well.”

Rina’s mouth dropped open. “You can’t be
serious. That’s outrageous!”

“I am serious. That was Mr. Raud’s
request. After seeing your risqué wardrobe on TV last night, he
assumed you wouldn’t be opposed to the idea.”

“Of course I’m opposed! Who does he think he
is?”

“He thinks he’s a very rich, very powerful,
very interesting man who never gives interviews. He also thinks we
would do anything to get this interview. And he’s absolutely
right.”

Rina stomped her foot. “No! I won’t do
it!”

“You would give up an interview that any
journalist in the country would kill to get?”

“It’s not—for god’s sake, Marko, I want it, I
really do, but not like this!”

Marko took a deep puff on his cigarette as he
contemplated the ceiling. “The interview would take place at Raud’s
mansion. The only people there would be you, Raud, the cameraman,
and the producer. And since we couldn’t broadcast nude images of
either of you, we would be forced to use creative camera angles.
Either that or just blur out the nudity.”

Rina shook her head. “Marko, please—”

“This interview would be huge. The ratings
would go through the roof.”

“I can’t. I don’t want to.”

“Do you remember what I told you yesterday,
Rina? I’m not just Marko the reporter anymore. I’m Marko the news
director. And I don’t ask for favors. I give orders.”

Rina stared at the floor, wringing her
hands.

“And you’re going to follow those orders,
aren’t you?”

After what seemed like an eternity, Rina
slowly nodded her head.

 


* * *

 


The news crew rode together in one van; Rina,
a young producer named Karl, and an old cameraman named Valdo. They
showed their credentials at a security gate, then a guard lifted
the barrier and allowed them through. Otto Raud’s mansion sat on a
huge estate with fields, vineyards, and rolling hills. When they
knocked on the door, a butler answered and ushered them inside. He
led them to a large, plush living room where Otto Raud was sprawled
out on a sofa, totally naked. As the group came inside, Raud stood
up and grinned.

“Welcome, welcome!” he said. Raud was tall,
barrel-chested, with long arms and legs. His dark hair was just
starting to go gray, including the hair surrounding the naked cock
that now swung freely between his legs. “So nice to meet you all.
Especially you, Miss Koppel. I’ve been a fan of yours for
years.”

Raud shook the men’s hands and gave Rina a
brief hug and a kiss on both cheeks. She blushed when she felt his
bare cock pressing against her thigh.

“So, shall we conduct the interview in here?”
Raud asked. “It’s comfortable, and the lighting seems good. You men
can set up your equipment while Miss Koppel gets ready.”

Rina was trembling. She couldn’t believe she
was actually going through with this. Her fans would find it hard
to believe, but very few men had seen her naked. She had never been
married and was shy around men in general. And she had never, ever
been naked in front of three men at once, and in a brightly lit
room, no less. But she was about to interview the richest, most
powerful man in the country. A man who had never given an interview
before. There was no way she could turn down the opportunity.

“Um, Mr. Raud?” she said. “Is there a place
where I can…?” She touched the front of her blouse.

“Of course, of course! There’s a dressing
room right over here. Feel free to hang your clothes in the
closet.” Rina went inside the small room and shut the door behind
her. There was a padded bench, and a small table, and a closet with
a dozen wooden hangers inside. Rina’s fingers shook as she
unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off, followed by her skirt.
She hung both items in the empty closet then removed her bra and
panties, folding them neatly then leaving them on the bench. She
looked around the room for something to cover herself with—a robe,
or even a towel—but there was nothing. Was she supposed to walk out
completely naked?

Rina put a hand on the doorknob, but she
couldn’t bring herself to open the door. I can’t do this, I
can’t do this. Her heart hammered in her chest, and her whole
body was shaking. She finally took a deep breath and opened the
door, one arm across her chest. As she stepped out into the living
room, she slid her other hand between her legs to cover the brown
patch of public hair.

All three men watched her emerge. Raud still
wore a carefree grin, but Karl and Valdo had glazed looks on their
faces. Even at 40 years old, Rina Koppel was still the woman every
man in Estonia fantasized about while they were humping their wives
or girlfriends. They had watched her on TV for years, dreaming
about what her body looked like beneath her clothes. And now she
stood here in front of them, totally naked. Karl was panting so
hard he could barely breathe, and Valdo’s stiff erection pressed
against the front of his pants.

Covering herself the best she could, Rina
walked over to the group. Her cheeks were red and she couldn’t look
any of the men in the eye. “Try to frame the shots from our
shoulders up,” she mumbled to Valdo. The old man nodded absently,
his eyes crawling over Rina’s exposed skin. But he had no intention
of framing his shots that way. Marko had given him other
instructions.

“Shall we?” Raud asked, motioning to a pair
of chairs arranged so that they almost faced each other. Rina sat
down in one, the plush leather feeling slick and obscene against
her bare ass. She crossed her legs and wrapped both arms around her
chest. Raud took the other chair as Valdo kneeled down on the floor
a few feet away. His camera was set up to face the two head-on; if
their chairs weren’t turned slightly toward each other, his lens
would be pointing straight between Rina’s legs.

Raud chuckled. “Miss Koppel, your modesty is
endearing yet unnecessary. Please sit in a more natural
manner.”

Rina swallowed hard then moved her arms to
the chair’s padded armrests. Her breasts were the size of
grapefruits, soft and white, with large pink nipples.

“And please uncross your legs,” Raud
continued. “Crossed legs make a person look defensive. And that
would make me uncomfortable during our interview.”

“Please, Mr. Raud—”

“Do you want this interview or not, Miss
Koppel?”

Rina slowly uncrossed her legs, revealing the
brown patch of pubic hair. From this angle, Valdo’s camera could
even see a hint of the pink pussy lips inside.

“Excellent!” Raud exclaimed. “Now then, shall
we begin?”

It was the toughest interview Rina had ever
conducted. She knew her questions by heart, but she barely heard
Raud’s answers because all she could think about were the three
sets of eyes staring at her naked body as she sat there totally
exposed. The urge to wrap an arm around her chest or cross her legs
again was overwhelming, but she bit her lip and fought those urges
back. It was tough, though, because even though Raud looked her
mostly in the eye while they talked, Karl and Valdo stared openly
at her naked body the entire time. Valdo checked the view through
his lens every few minutes, but the shot was arranged perfectly;
Rina’s full body was in frame, from her head to her toes.

Once the interview was over, Raud made an
unexpected suggestion. “How about a tour of the mansion? It’s never
been shown on TV before. I’m sure your audience would enjoy
that.”

Rina and Raud stood up as Valdo collected his
camera equipment. “I’ll just get dressed,” Rina said, backing
toward the dressing room with her arms wrapped around her body
again.

“No need,” Raud said, shaking his head. “Come
on, let’s start on the main floor.”

Rina clenched her fists and sighed. Just when
she thought the ordeal was over! She dashed to catch up with the
three men, who were already passing into the next room. Karl
instructed her to walk at the front of the group with Raud, and
Valdo would film them from behind as they took the tour. Rina
obeyed, distraught at the fact that her two colleagues would be
staring at her nude backside the entire time. There was no way to
cover her firm, round ass while Raud led her through the rooms on
the main floor, and then up the stairs. Karl and Valdo drooled at
the sight of that perfect ass in motion while Rina climbed the
steps in front of them.

The tour seemed to last forever, with Rina
doing her best to act naturally as Raud ushered her from room to
room, pointing out every feature of the luxurious mansion. The last
room they visited was Raud’s gymnasium, which was filled with every
type of exercise equipment a person could imagine. All four walls
were mirrored as well, and Rina blushed even harder at the sight of
her naked body reflected so many times.

“This machine is my favorite,” Raud said,
leading her to a massive treadmill. “It can simulate every
environment, from a city street to a mountain path. Would you like
to try it?”

“No, thank you.”

“Really, I must insist. It’s excellent for
the heart, you know.”

“But I don’t—”

“Climb on,” Raud said, ignoring her. “I’ll
set the controls for you.”

With no choice but to obey, Rina stepped up
onto the treadmill and gripped the two handles. Raud pressed a few
buttons on the keypad and the machine started up. Rina moved her
feet, walking at a normal pace, but then Raud pressed another
button and the treadmill shifted to a faster speed. Rina was forced
to jog now, her big tits bouncing as she struggled to keep up with
the machine. Valdo had his camera on her the whole time, moaning
softly as his cock strained against his pants. The sight of those
wonderful tits bouncing up and down, up and down, was almost too
much for him to bear.

“Please,” Rina gasped. “I can’t keep up.” Her
whole body bounced and jiggled as she ran, all that creamy flesh in
motion while the three men watched, entranced.

“All right, then,” Raud said with a chuckle
as he turned the machine off. “I suppose that’s enough for
now.”

With the tour over, the group returned to the
living room and Rina was finally allowed to get dressed again.

“You only shot us from the shoulders up,
right?” she asked Valdo when they were back in the van.

“Don’t worry,” he told her with a grin. “I
followed my instructions to the letter.”

 


* * *

 


The next morning, Marko called Rina to his
office again. They sat on opposite ends of the news director’s
large sofa, the same spot where he had fucked so many of the
station’s young employees.

“Congratulations on your interview,” he said.
“I’ve already seen the raw video. Very stimulating, to say the
least.”

“I told Valdo to shoot us from the shoulders
up. I hope he followed instructions.”

“Of course he did. But not your instructions.
My instructions.”

An unpleasant tingle shot down Rina’s spine.
“What does that mean?”

“It means Valdo taped you in all your glory,
from start to finish. The footage from the exercise room was
especially entertaining.”

Rina’s eyes went wide. “You can’t show that
on TV. The censors would—”

“Of course not. But I have the footage
nonetheless. Maybe I’ll sell the interview on DVD. I’m sure your
fans would love to have it. They could watch it over…and over…and
over.”

“Marko, you can’t do that!” Rina sat up
straight, tears in her eyes now. “Why are you doing this? Why are
you being so…so…”

“Being so what? I’m only trying to bring you
back down to Earth, Rina. Remember all those years ago when we were
both rookies here? I must have asked you out 50 times, and you
always said no. Other women found me handsome, so what was
your problem?”

“You were handsome…you are
handsome…but you’re also too full of yourself. You treat the women
at the station like pieces of meat.”

Marko laughed. “I’m too full of
myself? You’re the one who left her home country to become an
international superstar. You haven’t been back for nearly 20 years.
You think you’re too good for us, don’t you?”

“I never said that.”

“You didn’t have to say it. It’s obvious.”
Marko’s eyes were hard as steel as he looked Rina up and down.
“It’s time you started treating me with the respect I deserve. Like
I told you the other day, while you’re inside this station, you’re
just another employee. An employee who follows instructions. Do you
understand?”

Rina bit her lip. Four more days until she
flew back to New York. Four more days of putting up with this
arrogant man and catering to his ridiculous whims. Could she do
that? Surely nothing could be worse than what she’d already been
through. Better to just go along with him and hope for the
best.

“Yes,” she said softly, eyes on her lap. “I
understand.”

“Then prove it,” Marko said. “Stand up.”

“Why?”

“Because I told you to. Now do it. Good. Now
stand over there.”

Rina walked to the middle of the room then
stopped. She stood facing Marko, ten feet away from the sofa.
What in god’s name is he up to now?

Marko lit one of his cigarettes and took a
puff. “Now strip.”

“What? Why?”

“Again, there’s only one answer. Because I
told you to.”

“Marko, you’ve gone too far—”

“I won’t tell you again. Do it now.”

Rina looked over her shoulder. The office
door was closed, the blinds on the window that looked out on the
newsroom drawn shut. She faced Marko again. His stare was hard,
unflinching, like twin daggers pointed straight at her. Her nervous
fingers went to the buttons on her blouse. She had worn a blue silk
top and a black skirt that day. As Marko watched, she removed the
blouse then unzipped the skirt and stepped out of it, leaving her
in a cream-colored bra and a matching thong. She held the blouse in
one hand and the skirt in the other, draping them in front of her
body.

“Drop those on the floor,” Marko commanded.
“Then take off the rest.”

Rina did as she was told, although her hands
were shaking so badly that she had trouble unhooking her bra. Once
it was off, she slid the thong down her shapely legs and left it
puddled around her ankles.

“Move your hands,” Marko ordered. “I want to
see you.”

Rina stood there quivering as Marko’s eyes
devoured her naked body. He already knew how fantastic it was from
watching the tape, but it was a million times better in person.

Marko took one last drag from his cigarette
then crushed it out in an ashtray on the side table. “Good,” he
told Rina. “Now you look more like a humble employee and less like
an international superstar.” He shifted on the sofa, his cock hard
beneath his slacks. “Now get on your hands and knees.”

Rina knew it was pointless to argue with him,
but she had to try. “Marko, please. I did what you wanted. There’s
no need to humiliate me even more.”

“What if I took you by the arm and marched
you into the newsroom?” he asked. “Marched you out there totally
naked in front of the entire staff? Now that would be
humiliating.”

Rina dropped to the floor. “No! I’m doing it.
See? I’m doing what you asked.” She got on her hands and knees, her
big tits hanging down from her body.

“Perfect. Now crawl to me.”

Rina did as she was told, and Marko’s cock
grew even harder at the sight of the gorgeous woman down on all
fours, her tits swaying as she crawled toward him. When she reached
the sofa, she stopped and looked up at him.

“Now unzip my pants,” he ordered.

Rina gasped. “Marko!”

“Are you sure you want to disobey your boss,
Rina? Your boss who has a tape of you conducting an interview
totally nude?”

Tears sprang up in Rina’s eyes. What choice
did she have? Marko would ruin her career if he released that tape.
She would be the laughingstock of the journalism business. She sat
up and reached for his zipper, fingers trembling as she tugged it
down. When Marko ordered her to take out his cock, Rina slipped her
slim fingers into his pants and fished it out. It was thick and
hard, like a fleshy bar of steel in her hand.

Marko placed a hand on the top of Rina’s head
and pushed her face down into his lap. She reluctantly opened her
mouth and took his cock inside, the pole of flesh sliding through
her lips and over her tongue. Rina gagged at the taste. She hated
doing this and had only done it a few times before, because one of
her former boyfriends insisted on it. Marko pumped his hips,
shoving his cock deeper inside. He was in heaven, loving the feel
of Rina’s warm, wet mouth on his cock. It was a sensation he’d been
dreaming about for decades, ever since they both worked at the
station all those years ago.

The news director pumped faster and faster,
his hips rising up off the sofa cushions. Rina’s hands gripped
Marko’s thighs as she fought to keep her balance. His cock stabbed
into her mouth over and over, and it took all her strength not to
gag. She clamped her soft lips tightly around it, trying to get the
ordeal over with as fast as possible. Marko moaned and continued
humping her face. Rina could feel the pole of flesh begin to
swell.

Without warning, Marko gripped her head
tighter as he pumped his cum into her mouth. Rina tried to pull
away but he kept both hands on her head, pressing down firmly as he
shot wad after wad of the white liquid over her tongue. Rina
struggled, gasping, and finally managed to pull her head out of his
lap. Marko’s cock wasn’t finished spurting yet, and one final blast
of cum sprayed across her cheek. Rina collapsed on the floor,
breathing hard. Cum dripped from her mouth onto the carpet, and
half of her face was covered with it. A few sticky drops had even
landed in her soft brown hair.

Marko fell back and let out a deep sigh.
“That was wonderful,” he told her. “Truly satisfying. I’m sure Karl
and Valdo will enjoy it just as much.”

Rina raised her head off the carpet and wiped
her sticky mouth with the back of her hand. “Wh-what do you mean?”
she stammered.

“They’re both due for a bonus,” Marko
explained as he grabbed a handful of tissues from the side table
and rubbed his messy crotch with them. “I had planned to give them
cash, but I’m sure they’ll like this even better.” He tossed the
used tissues on the floor then stood and zipped up his pants.
“Let’s invite them in, shall we?” he asked, looking down at Rina.
“We can give them the good news together.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2: Shaming the Class President

 


 


By the time he reached his senior year at
Westbrook High School, Mike Jenkins had done his fair share of
cheating. He was captain of the football team, after all, and
didn’t have time to study for hours and hours each day. The other
guys on the team did the same thing, either sneaking a cheat sheet
into class or copying somebody else’s answers during an exam. One
of the people they copied most was Stacy Sharp, the brainy class
president who aced every test and got all As in every class. That’s
why Mike couldn’t believe his eyes when he caught Stacy looking
through Mr. Brown’s desk the day before their big astronomy
exam.

Mike stood in the hallway for three solid
minutes, peeking through the window as Stacy skimmed through a
stack of papers. Her brow was furrowed in concentration as she
studied the science problems, desperately trying to commit them to
memory. When Mike had seen enough to be sure what was happening, he
opened the door and walked inside the classroom.

“How’s it going, Stacy?”

The girl jumped so badly she nearly dropped
the papers. Stacy was tall and slim with blonde hair down to her
shoulders and big blue eyes. She was on the swim team and the
tennis team and had a decent body from all the exercise, but she
hid it beneath baggy shirts and khaki pants. None of the boys in
school had ever seen what was under those unflattering clothes
because Stacy was so obsessed with her grades that she spent most
of her free time studying.

“What are you doing with Mr. Brown’s papers?”
Mike asked. “Class doesn’t start for 15 minutes. You shouldn’t even
be in here yet.”

Stacy’s mouth opened and closed like a fish
out of water. “I just…I was…nothing, I wasn’t doing anything.” The
girl arranged the papers in a neat stack then slid them back in the
desk drawer and shut it.

“Didn’t look like nothing to me. Looked like
you were sneaking a peek at tomorrow’s test.”

“Don’t be silly,” Stacy huffed, crossing her
arms over her chest. “Why would I need to do that? I’ve got the
highest scores in the class.”

“Then maybe you’ve done this before. Maybe
you’ve cheated on all the astronomy tests. I wouldn’t blame
you if you did. It’s a tough subject.”

“Didn’t you hear me? I was not
cheating!”

“Then why were you looking at the test?”

Stacy bit her nails, nervous. Class would be
starting soon. Mr. Brown and the other students would be here any
minute. She had to get rid of this stupid jock as soon as
possible.

“I wasn’t looking at the test. And if you say
I was, nobody will believe you. I’m the class president and you’re
just a football player. Who do you think they’ll trust?”

Mike held up his cell phone. “I think they’ll
trust the video I took a few minutes ago. The ones that shows you
digging through Mr. Brown’s desk and looking at those test
questions.”

Stacy’s eyes opened wide. Crap! Now
what? She took a deep breath and put on her best smile. “Okay,
Mike, listen…you’re right, I did peek at the test questions.
But this is the hardest test of the year, and I’ve got to make sure
I ace it. Graduation is just a few months away, and I’ve got to
keep that 4.0 average to impress the colleges. I’m trying to get
into law school, and my grades need to be perfect.”

“But you spend all your time studying. What
are you worried about?”

“It’s just—I don’t know, this is a really
hard class, like you said. I barely got an A on the last test, and
this one will be even tougher. Please, Mike, you can’t tell anyone
about this. If the school finds out, I’ll be ruined!”

Mike scratched his chin, thinking. Even
though she was the class president, Stacy never went to the school
football games or participated in any of their social events. She
turned up her nose at anything that had to do with football, and
barely even spoke to the players or the cheerleaders. In fact, this
was probably the longest conversation they’d ever had. It would be
fun to cut her down to size a little.

“Tell you what,” he said. “I’ll keep your
secret if you’ll do something for me.”

Stacy frowned. “What?”

“I want you to volunteer for the football
team’s car wash fundraiser next Saturday.”

“You want—that’s it? You just want me to help
you guys wash cars?”

“The guys don’t do it. The girls do
it. The whole cheerleading squad. All the money goes to the
football program, so you won’t be helping me, you’ll be helping the
school. Since you’re the class president, you shouldn’t mind
lending a hand.”

Stacy was amazed. She expected Mike to ask
for money, or presents, or maybe even sex—something she knew
nothing about. If all she had to do was scrub a few cars, she was
getting off easy. “Well…okay. Sure, I’ll be happy to help.”

“Great!” Mike said with a smile. “But you
have to follow all the rules and do exactly what the other girls
do, got it?”

“What do you mean? What rules?”

“They’ll tell you all about it on Saturday,”
Mike said as he headed for the door. “Oh, and good luck on that
test tomorrow.”

 


* * *

 


Stacy ended up with a perfect score on the
test, so she didn’t dream of breaking her promise to Mike. If he
told on her, those dreams of law school would be shattered forever.
Besides, how tough could it be to spend an afternoon washing cars?
The hardest part would be hanging out with all those brainless
jocks and cheerleaders all day.

She showed up at the girls locker room at
noon on Saturday, just like Mike told her to. The whole
cheerleading squad was there, fifteen girls with pretty faces and
great bodies. Stacy was the only outsider.

“Looky here!” said Karen, the head of the
squad. She was a stunning brunette who was even taller than Stacy,
and she had the best body of all the girls by far. “Mike said we’d
have some new blood today. Nice of the class president to finally
come down and help the football team out!”

“Just tell me what to do,” Stacy mumbled.

“Well, first we all need to change clothes.
Here, you can put your stuff in my locker. I’ve got a bikini for
you, I just hope it’s the right size.” Karen held out a blue and
yellow bikini, the school’s official colors.

Stacy blushed. She should’ve known Mike would
keep this part a secret until the last minute. “No way, “ she said,
shaking her head. “I’m not putting that thing on. It’s tiny.”

“Yeah, and that’s how we get so many
customers each year. Why else would anybody pay twenty bucks for a
lousy car wash?”

“I don’t care. I’m not wearing it.”

A cheerleader named Billie walked over with
an armful of clothing. She was more muscular than the other girls,
with dark hair that was almost as short as a boy’s. “Well, you
can’t just wear the t-shirt and shorts. That would be—”

“Why not?” Stacy said, then she started
pawing through the clothes in Billie’s arms, looking for her size.
There were pairs of yellow shorts and dark blue t-shirts with the
school’s logo on them, and she soon found one of each that looked
like they would fit her. “These aren’t bad at all. If I can wear
these instead, I’ll be fine.”

“Well, yeah, but…” Billie glanced at Karen, a
confused look on her face, then she turned back to Stacy. “You know
how this works, right? You can’t wear a bra and panties under
these.”

“What? Why not?”

Billie laughed. “Girl, didn’t Mike tell you
anything? You have to—”

“You have to get ready,” Karen said, checking
the clock on the wall. “We all do. Everybody needs to be changed
and inside the van in less than ten minutes. The guys are already
waiting for us down the street.”

“What do you mean?” Stacy asked. “I thought
we washed the cars here.”

“Nah, there’s hardly any traffic in front of
the school. The county lets us use that old abandoned gas station
on Jefferson. Plenty of cars pass by there, so we make tons of
money.”

Stacy looked at the shorts and t-shirt in her
hands. They were made of thick cotton, and even if she got wet, no
one would get a good look at her body beneath them. They would
cover her a hell of a lot better than that skimpy bikini, anyway.
“I’m wearing these,” she said, then took them to one of the
bathroom stalls to change. When she came back out, all the other
girls were wearing the shorts and t-shirts, too. Did they all
change their minds about the bikinis after she refused to wear one?
Good for them! Maybe they had more brains than she gave them credit
for.

All the girls piled into an old beat-up van,
crammed so close together they could barely move. The cheerleaders
chattered about hair and makeup and nail polish while Stacy sat in
silence. After a few minutes she got over the uneasy feeling of not
wearing underwear, and knowing all the other girls were in the same
boat made her even more confident. Let the stupid boys gawk at them
in their wet t-shirts. It would probably be the most excitement
they’d had all year.

The van let them out at the gas station,
where a dozen football players were already waiting. They cheered
and clapped when the girls arrived, and Mike gave Stacy a huge
smile. “Glad you made it, Miss President! You look great in the
school colors.”

“She didn’t want to wear the bikini,” Karen
told Mike, whose eyebrows shot upward.

“What? Are you serious?”

Stacy looked around at the other girls.
“Nobody else is wearing one, either.”

Everybody laughed, and Billie said “Of course
we are. Do you think we’re crazy?”

Stacy glanced at all the girls in their
t-shirts and shorts. “No, I mean…you all…”

“Didn’t you tell her how this works?” Mike
asked Karen.

“I thought you did. Besides, we were running
late.”

“What are you talking about?” Stacy demanded.
“Why didn’t—”

“Hey, we’ve got our first car!” Mike said. He
turned back to Stacy and grinned. “Time to get to work!”

As a dirty old Honda pulled into the lot, the
cheerleaders dashed around the deserted gas station grabbing hoses,
buckets, rags, and sponges. The football players just lounged
around watching, although one of them stood on the sidewalk holding
a big handmade sign that said:

 


Carwash - $20

T-shirt - $50

Shorts - $50

 


Stacy was amazed. Selling clothes with the
school logo was a good way to make extra money, but who in their
right mind would pay $50 for a t-shirt or a pair of shorts?

Karen appeared beside her and thrust a sponge
into her hand. “Get some soap on that thing and start scrubbing,
new girl!”

The cheerleaders seemed to know what they
were doing, so Stacy just followed along. One girl sprayed the car
with a hose, then three or four other girls would scrub it down
with soapy rags and sponges, then the first girl would rinse all
the soap off with the hose again. The last step was vacuuming the
inside of the car, which Billie seemed to be in charge of.

Another car pulled into the lot, then a
third. A line had actually formed at the curb, with half a dozen
other cars waiting their turn. After the second car pulled in, the
driver got out and walked over to Mike, who was collecting the
money. Mike held a fifty dollar bill in the air and called out to
the head cheerleader. “Hey, Karen! We got a t-shirt sale!”

Karen dropped the soapy rag she’d been
holding and pulled her t-shirt over her head. Beneath it, she wore
the blue and yellow bikini top. She tossed the shirt to the
grinning customer and went back to work on the car.

Stacy’s mouth dropped open. Oh my god.
So that’s what they were talking about. Customers can buy
the shirts and shorts right off of the girls, then watch them wash
cars in their bikinis! Why the hell didn’t anyone explain that to
her?

The cheerleaders were washing the new car
with gusto. They were all wet to some degree by now, and Karen’s
nice tits jiggled provocatively in her bikini top as she scrubbed
the hood of the car with her rag.

A few minutes later, Mike called out to
another girl. “Hey, Jenny! Just got a hundred bucks for the t-shirt
and shorts!” Jenny, a short blonde girl, stripped out of the
clothes and handed them to the customer, then grabbed her hose and
started spraying again dressed only in her bikini.

“Hey, new girl!” Karen called to Stacy. “Get
moving!”

Stacy stood with her sponge down at her side.
What the hell could she do? How could she get out of this? She
crouched down beside the car and started scrubbing the hubcaps.
Maybe if she stayed hidden like this, no one would notice her. The
cheerleaders were a lot more sexy, anyway. Maybe no one would care
about seeing her in a bikini. If she just avoided the customers,
maybe she could get through the day without anyone paying attention
to her.

After an hour, all the cheerleaders were down
to their bikinis. They were also soaking wet from spraying each
other with the hose and splashing each other with buckets of water.
The customers—all men, Stacy noticed—seemed to enjoy that most of
all. They really didn’t care if their cars got clean, they just
wanted to see a bunch of 18-year-old girls bouncing around in wet
bathing suits.

Stacy couldn’t avoid getting wet, too, and
her clothes now stuck to her body. The dark blue material of the
t-shirt kept it from turning sheer, but her braless tits still
jiggled under the wet fabric. After a while, one of the male
customers who was standing around watching the show went over to
Mike and handed him a few bills, then nodded toward Stacy.

“Hey, Stacy!” Mike called out. “You finally
got a buyer! This guy wants your t-shirt!”

Stacy froze. Oh my god, oh my god. Now
what? She shook her head at Mike, and he frowned and walked
over. “What’s wrong?”

“Karen already told you,” she mumbled through
clenched teeth. “I don’t have anything on under it.”

“Well, that was your choice. They offered you
a bikini and you said no.”

“Because I didn’t…I mean, nobody…”

“We made a deal, remember? And the money goes
to the school, anyway. You’re gonna turn down fifty bucks that
would help the football program?”

“Mike, you can’t ask me to stand here naked
in broad daylight! Look at all these people! Look at all the cars
passing by!”

“That’s your problem, not mine.”

“And what if someone takes a video with their
cell phone? It would be all over the Internet by tonight!”

“I already took a cell phone video of
you, remember? A video of you sneaking a peek at Monday’s test. You
want that one to go viral?”

Stacy stood there in her wet clothes,
shivering. She couldn’t do this. No way. But if she didn’t, her
academic career was ruined. She looked around the parking lot. Most
of the men were gawking at the cheerleaders in their bikinis. All
of them had full makeup on, their hair and nails done up like they
were ready for a night out. Stacy wore no makeup and her hair was
in a ratty ponytail. She was easily the plainest girl there. Maybe
she could stand at the back of the crowd, and the other girls would
draw all the attention.

Taking a deep breath, Stacy pulled her wet
shirt over her head as fast as she could. She thrust it into Mike’s
hands then wrapped her arms around her chest. Mike grinned and took
the shirt to the man who had paid for it. He looked around for
Stacy, but she had ducked behind a car and was busy scrubbing a
hubcap, only the top of her head peeking out.

“Where’d she go?” the customer asked. “I want
to see how she looks in that bikini top.”

“Hey, Stacy!” Mike called out. “Stand up! The
gentleman wants to see what he paid for!”

One of the cheerleaders near Stacy noticed
the other girl was topless, and started laughing. “Check it out,
girls! Little Miss Snooty isn’t so shy after all!” She grabbed
Stacy by the elbow and pulled her up. Stacy kept her arms over her
chest, a dripping sponge in one hand.

The customer who bought Stacy’s shirt
frowned. “Where’s her—is she naked under there?”

A small group of cheerleaders had surrounded
Stacy, and together they pulled her arms away from her chest. Two
girls held each arm as Stacy stood there topless, her cheeks red,
with soapy water dripping down her bare skin. Her tits were firm,
apple-sized, with small pink nipples. They jiggled as Stacy fought
to get away from the cheerleaders, but the other girls held her
firmly in place.

“Holy shit!” the customer exclaimed with a
grin. “Are the other girls gonna get naked, too? Hell, I didn’t
know we could pay them to strip all the way!” He took out his
wallet. “How much? I still got plenty of cash left!”

Mike said, “No, she’s the only one. That’s
our class president, by the way. See how much school spirit she
has? She said she’d do whatever it takes to earn big money for the
football team.”

Several other men had wandered over, all of
them gawking at Stacy’s bare tits. Some of them had their cell
phones out to take pictures and videos. “Hey, I’ll buy the shorts!”
one of them said, pulling out a wad of cash. “She ain’t as hot as
the rest, but I’d pay fifty bucks to see that pussy!”

Mike took the money and nodded at Stacy, but
she shook her head frantically. Since the cheerleaders still held
her by the arms, Mike turned to Karen and said, “How about you do
the honors, then?”

Karen grinned. “My pleasure!”

“No!” Stacy cried as the head
cheerleader grabbed the waistband of her shorts and yanked them
down to her ankles. Now Stacy was totally nude in the sunny parking
lot, her tits and her blonde bush in full view. The male customers
all whooped and applauded, and even the boys on the football team,
who had dated some of the hottest girls in school, cheered Stacy
on.

As the men clapped, Stacy finally managed to
pull away from the other girls. She crouched down behind the car
again, hugging herself tightly. Mike walked over and stared down at
her. “Great show!” he said. “But it’s not over yet. We’ve still got
plenty of cars to wash.”

“Fuck you!” Stacy spat. “I’m staying right
here!”

“Then you’re breaking our deal,” he told her.
“You promised to wash cars. And if you break your deal, I
break my deal. Remember that video we were just talking
about?”

Stacy looked up at him with tears in her
eyes. “Mike, I can’t—”

“Okay,” Mike said. “You want a different job?
I mean, you have to do something, right? If you want, you
can take over for Steve. But he’s bringing in lots of customers, so
you’ll have to do it just like him.”

With her arms still wrapped around her, Stacy
peeked out from behind the car. Steve was the football player
holding the sign with the car wash prices on it. He stood at the
curb with the sign held over his head, jumping around and doing
little dances to get the attention of the drivers.

“What do you think?” Mike asked. “Want to
switch places with Steve?”

Stacy lowered her head and shook it
slowly.

“Then get to work. We’ve still got lots of
cars to wash.”

Stacy bit her lip and stood up again, which
sparked a new round of applause from both the customers and the
football players. Mike handed her a sponge and she reluctantly took
it, then started rubbing it in slow circles over the car. She was
devastated, totally humiliated, but at least the car kept her
partially hidden from the customers and the cars driving by. The
rest of the afternoon would be torture, but if she could manage to
stay behind one of the cars the entire time, maybe no one would get
a good look at her.

She was leaning over to scrub a door handle
when someone smacked her bare ass. Stacy jumped, shocked, and spun
around to see Karen standing there. “This side is done,” the head
cheerleader said. “Go do the other side.”

“But I can’t—I mean—”

Karen rolled her eyes. “What part of ‘it’s
done’ don’t you understand? You can’t stand here and wash the same
spot all day! Now come on, we’ve got lots of cars waiting!”

Karen was right. News about the naked girl at
the car wash had spread, and now the line of cars waiting to pull
into the lot was even longer.

“The faster you wash, the sooner we can all
go home,” Karen told her. “Or would you rather stand out here all
day?”

Fighting back tears, Stacy began walking to
the other side of the car. She took baby steps, moving only a few
inches at a time, her arms wrapped around her chest. But then Karen
smacked her on the ass again and Stacy stumbled forward, arms
flying up in the air. All the men cheered as she ducked down and
started furiously scrubbing the other side of the car, her tits
jiggling the whole time.

The day stretched on endlessly as car after
car pulled into the lot. Stacy did her best to keep her head down
and concentrate on her work, scrubbing the soapy rag over the
vehicles like she was trying to rub the paint right off. She tried
to ignore the jeers and catcalls from the men, and she did her best
to cover herself with one arm while she used the other to scrub.
But while the men stayed a safe distance away, the cheerleaders
wouldn’t leave her alone. They took turns smacking her ass, or
spraying her with the hose, or snapping wet towels at her bare
thighs. Karen reached around from behind and pinched her nipples at
one point, causing Stacy to squeal and jump into the air. Another
time, when Stacy was standing on her tiptoes and trying to scrub
the roof of a large SUV, one of the girls sprayed the hose right
between her legs. Stacy yelled as the hard burst of water hit her
sensitive pussy lips, causing the other girls to explode with
laughter.

At one point Stacy found herself blessedly
alone. She was scrubbing the side of a large truck, with the
vehicle between her and the street. These brief moments when the
men couldn’t see her felt like heaven, and she slowed down her pace
to make it last longer. While she washed, Billie came up beside her
and put a hand on her shoulder.

“How’s it going?” the cheerleader asked. She
had a flatter chest than the other girls and a stockier, more
athletic body, but she still looked nice in her bikini.

“How do you think it’s going?” Stacy
grumbled.

“Well, cheer up,” Billie said. “We’re down to
the last five or six cars. We’ll probably be done in another hour
or so.” She rubbed Stacy’s wet, soapy back, as if trying to comfort
the other girl, but then Billie’s hand slipped downward over
Stacy’s ass and she thrust one slick finger straight into the other
girl’s asshole.

“Ahhhhh!” Stacy yelped as she jumped
away. She dropped her rag and spun to face Billie, one hand rubbing
her ass. “Are you crazy? What’s wrong with you?”

Billie shrugged. “Everybody says you’re a
tight ass. I wanted to see if it’s true.” She chuckled, then took a
step forward. Stacy pressed her bare back to the side of the pickup
truck and Billie walked straight at her, not stopping until their
tits were nearly touching. “Sorry about that, sweetie,” she said,
tracing circles around Stacy’s belly button with a wet fingertip.
“Maybe you’ll like this better.” She skimmed the finger down
Stacy’s abdomen, over her blonde bush, then thrust it between the
other girl’s legs.

“Wh-what are you doing?” Stacy stammered, too
shocked to even move.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Billie asked.
“Since you never date boys, I figured you were on the same team as
me.” She pushed her finger further until the fingernail grazed
Stacy’s pussy lips.

“No! I mean…it’s not that! I just don’t date
because…because I spend all my time…studying…” But while she tried
to protest, she found her pussy growing warmer and wetter. Billie’s
finger was inside her now, up to the first knuckle, then the
second, then it was all the way in. The cheerleader pulled it in
and out, in and out, which was easy now that it was coated with
Stacy’s juices.

“Well, sorry, my mistake,” Billie whispered.
“Just stop me anytime, then.” She leaned even closer until her own
tits, clad in the wet bikini top, were pressed against Stacy’s bare
ones. She worked her finger faster and faster. Stacy’s mouth was
open wide, her eyes fluttering closed. She wanted to fight, to
protest, to push the other girl away, but instead her arms hung
uselessly down at her sides. Billie’s finger kept thrusting in and
out, and Stacy could feel the other girl’s warm breath on her neck.
She felt a tingle in her groin, small at first, then it grew bigger
and bigger, spreading through her entire body. Stacy’s knees began
to shake. She clenched her fists as her mouth opened even
wider.

“Ohhhh!” Stacy moaned, shuddering, as
she collapsed forward right into Billie’s arms. The cheerleader
pulled her dripping finger from the other girl’s pussy and caught
her, holding the limp, wet body as Stacy fought to catch her
breath. After a moment, Stacy groaned and backed away.

“Feel better?” Billie asked with a grin.

Stacy’s cheeks were bright red. What the hell
just happened? Her brain was spinning and she could barely stand
up. Just then, Karen walked around to the back of the truck.

“Hey! Back to work!” she yelled. “These cars
aren’t gonna wash themselves!” She picked up the wet rag Stacy had
dropped and thrust it into the other girl’s hands. “Now start
scrubbing!”

“Yeah, start scrubbing!” Billie echoed,
giving Stacy a playful smack on the ass. Then both girls walked
away, leaving Stacy alone again.

 


* * *

 


Now that they were down to the final cars,
the cheerleaders took full advantage of their last chance to
humiliate the class president. They told Stacy to switch to vacuum
duty, which meant climbing into the front and back of the cars on
her hands and knees so she could run the vacuum cleaner hose around
on the floor mats. Her bare ass was on full display the entire
time, and the cheerleaders took turns smacking it with their hands
or snapping it with towels. Although tears of pain sprang to her
eyes, Stacy kept her head down and worked as fast as she could. By
the time the last car pulled away, her ass was red and sore from
all the abuse.

“Okay, girls, let’s wrap it up!” Mike called
out. Stacy and the cheerleaders gathered the hoses, buckets, rags,
and sponges, then they all piled into the van for the trip back to
school. Stacy’s entire body was wet and soapy, and it felt strange
to be crammed into such a small space with so many girls while she
was totally nude. Somebody’s elbow was jammed into one of her tits,
and at least three different hands lay on her bare legs. When they
reached the school, Stacy was the last to leave the van. She peeked
out, making sure no one else was in the parking lot, then dashed to
the locker room door with her arms crossed over her chest.

Some of the girls showered before they
changed, but others just pulled warm up suits on over their bikinis
and headed home. Stacy took a hot shower, using a stall in the back
corner where she could be alone. She crept out a few minutes later,
naked and dripping wet. Most of the girls had gone, but Billie was
still there.

“Um…is there a towel I can use?” Stacy asked,
her arms wrapped around her wet body.

“No, sorry. The school washes them over the
weekend. Didn’t you bring your own? Mike should’ve told you.” Stacy
shook her head, a puddle forming on the floor at her feet. Billie
just shrugged. “Well, mine’s all wet and grungy, so I guess you’re
out of luck.” She had changed into shorts and a tank top, and she
gave Stacy a little smile as she stuffed her things into a
backpack. “Well, see you later!”

Great, Stacy thought, now I have to
get dressed while I’m still soaking wet. She looked around,
trying to remember which locker she had borrowed, then she saw it
and tugged on the handle. “Hey!” she called out to Billie, who was
heading for the door. “This locker won’t open!”

The cheerleader turned and walked back. “You
borrowed Karen’s, right? Well, she’s long gone. I don’t know her
combination.”

“What am I supposed to do? All my stuff is in
here! My clothes, my phone, my car keys, everything!”

“Gee, I don’t know. I guess you could call
her and ask her to come unlock it for you…but you’d need a phone
for that…and Karen’s phone number…”

“Can’t you call her for me? Please, she’s
probably still in the area.”

A slow smile spread across Billie’s face as
she looked the naked girl up and down. “Well, I guess I
could do you a favor. But you’d have to do one for me,
too.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

Billie walked to the long bench in front of
the lockers and dropped her backpack beside it. Then, with her eyes
locked on Stacy, she slowly pushed her shorts and panties down to
her ankles and stepped out of them. The strip of pubic hair between
her legs was as black as the hair on her head. The cheerleader sat
down on the bench and spread her legs wide.

“Come over here and I’ll show you,” she
said.

Stacy’s mouth dropped open. “Are you kidding?
No! No way! I don’t—I told you, I’m not…I’m not a…I don’t like
girls!”

“I didn’t hear you complaining back at the
car wash,” Billie said, teasing her own pussy with a fingertip. The
pink lips were already beginning to swell, and Stacy saw a drop of
moisture glistening between them.

“Billie, I just…I can’t. I can’t do what you
did to me.”

“Good, because I don’t want your finger. I
want your mouth instead.”

“Billie! That’s crazy! No, absolutely
not!”

Billie pouted, but the finger between her
legs never stopped moving. “No problem. I guess you’ll have to walk
home naked, then. Would you like that better?”

“Billie, please!”

“All I want is a little kiss,” the
cheerleader crooned in a baby voice. “Would that be so bad?”

Stacy wrapped her arms even tighter around
her naked body. A dull pain gnawed at the pit of her stomach. “I…I
can’t…there’s just no way…”

Billie sighed. “Okay. Have a nice walk home,
then.” She bent over and reached for her shorts.

“No! Wait!” Stacy’s whole body was trembling.
What else could she do? She had no clothes, no towel, nothing to
wrap around herself, no way to call someone for help. If Billie
left, how long would she be stuck here naked and alone before some
janitor found her? “I…I…”

Billie sat up straight again. “I what?”

Stacy walked over on shaky legs and sank to
her knees in front of the cheerleader. “I…I’ll do it.”

Billie smiled and spread her legs again.
“Good girl,” she said. “Now lean forward. That’s it. Put your hands
on the bench. Perfect. You’re almost there.”

Stacy’s face was inches from Billie’s crotch.
It was damp, and the strong female smell was nearly overpowering.
Stacy slowly stuck out her tongue. God, I can’t believe I’m
doing this! She leaned closer. The tip of her tongue brushed
the black public hair. Another inch, and it touched Billie’s slick
pink pussy lips. Stacy fought back the urge to gag.

“Don’t be so shy,” Billie said. She put a
hand on the back of Stacy’s blonde head and pushed it down until
the poor girl’s nose was mashed into her pubic hair. “Yeah, that’s
it. Use that tongue. Lick harder.”

Stacy had to open her mouth wider just to
breath. The smell and taste of the other girl was overwhelming. She
lapped and lapped like a dog drinking from a water bowl, with no
earthly idea what she was supposed to be doing. But judging from
the sounds Billie was making, Stacy figured she must be doing
something right. The cheerleader had one hand on Stacy’s head,
guiding her, controlling her movements. Every few seconds she would
press Stacy’s face harder against her body, then she would relax
her grip and let the blonde girl pull away. The class president was
licking hard and fast now, like her life depended on it.

“Get that tongue all the way in,” Billie
moaned. “Use it like a dick. Fuck me with it.”

But I don’t know what I’m doing! Stacy
wanted to shout. I’ve never been with a boy…or a
girl! But she did the best she could, stabbing her soft tongue
in and out, flicking it forward, then up and down, then side to
side, doing everything she could to end the ordeal faster. Billie
gripped her hair tighter and hunched her hips. The cheerleader let
out a soft moan, barely louder than a whisper, but then it grew
louder and louder. She had both hands in Stacy’s hair now,
thrusting her hips forward and back like she was humping the other
girl’s face. Then Billie let out a strangled cry and her whole body
shuddered as she pulled Stacy’s head into her crotch with all her
might.

Stacy struggled, arms flailing, then she fell
backwards and collapsed on the floor, gasping, trying to catch her
breath. Her entire lower face was wet and shiny, and she cringed as
she wiped it with the back of her hand. She rubbed the sticky fluid
away with her fingers then pushed herself up until she was sitting
on the floor again.

Billie had her eyes closed and was grinning
from ear to ear. The cheerleader finally opened her eyes and let
out a deep sigh. “Wow. That was awesome,” she said. “You sure
you’ve never done that before?”

Stacy shook her head. “Can you please call
Karen now?” she asked in a small voice.

“Yeah, sure,” Billie agreed, reaching for her
phone, then she gave Stacy a wicked smile. “But I wonder what
she’ll want when you ask her to drive all the way back and
open that locker.”

The cheerleader laughed so hard she nearly
dropped her phone when she saw the expression on Stacy’s face.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3: Shaming the Shoplifters

 


 


Zeldas’s was the hottest teen fashion store
downtown—and also one of the most expensive. Zelda Marx used to be
the lead singer of a local rock band, so she knew exactly what cool
kids wanted to wear. Her store was a big, sprawling place filled
with everything from heavy metal t-shirts and vintage punk clothing
to the newest and trendiest European fashions. She had boots and
belts, a million pairs of jeans, leather jackets in every color and
style, and a huge selection of jewelry. Teen boys and girls drooled
when they walked past her shop windows, and since Zelda’s was
surrounded by some of the city’s hottest bars and clubs, the store
got plenty of traffic.

Holly and Jade, two freshman girls from the
local college, loved everything at Zelda’s. They were both 18 and
had totally embraced their new college lifestyle. Now they wanted
new wardrobes to go along with it, so they could finally ditch the
boring high school clothes their parents had forced them to wear.
The problem was, neither girl could afford the clothes at Zelda’s.
But then Jade came up with a plan for both girls to get new outfits
for free.

The girls were lounging around their dorm
room when Jade told her best friend the plan. “Here’s what we do,”
she said. Jade had long blonde hair with a pink streak dyed in it.
She was short but had a killer body, with firm tits and a nice
round ass. “You’ve got a sweat suit, right?”

Holly nodded. “Sure, but I never wear it. Not
in public, anyway.” She was taller and thinner than her friend,
with black hair that barely touched her shoulders.

“Well, dig it out because you’ll need it.
That’s what we’re wearing next time we go to Zelda’s.”

“Are you kidding? We’ll look like freaks. All
the other girls will be dressed up in their best clothes.”

“Just listen, okay? You know how busy Zelda’s
gets, especially on Saturday. You and I go in there wearing sweat
suits with nothing but panties on underneath. Then we both grab an
armload of clothes and go into the dressing room. We put one entire
outfit on beneath the sweat suits—a top, some pants or a skirt,
even one of those pricey European bras—then we walk out again with
the rest of the clothes, put them back on the racks, and leave.
They won’t see what we have on under the sweat suits, and we’ll be
carrying so many clothes that they’ll never know some are missing
when we come out of the dressing room.”

“Come on, Jade. They’ve got security guys all
over the store. You really don’t think anybody would notice?”

“The security guys are there to make sure
nobody pockets any of the expensive jewelry. Most shoplifters go
for the small stuff. Nobody will expect us to steal an
entire outfit. Plus the security guys aren’t allowed in the
dressing room area. And like I said, if we both go back there with
an armload of clothes to try on, who’s going to notice if a few
things are missing when we come back out?”

Holly bit her lip. “I don’t think it’ll work.
It’s too risky.”

“Then I guess I’ll be the only one
wearing a cool new outfit next Monday.”

“You’re gonna do it without me? Jade, aren’t
you scared?”

“Holly, we’re kids. You know what
they’ll do if they catch us? Make us give the stuff back, then
they’ll yell at us and threaten to call our parents. I tried to
swipe some lipstick from the mall a couple of years ago, and that’s
all that happened.”

“But we’re not talking about one tube of
lipstick. We’re talking about—I don’t know, maybe two hundred
dollars worth of clothes.”

“Trust me, the people who run the stores
don’t want to go through the hassle of calling the cops, filing
reports, all that bullshit. It takes a lot of time and trouble.
They’d rather just scare us off and tell us never to come back. But
you don’t have to worry about that, because we’re not gonna get
caught. Trust me. That place is so busy they’ll never know what
we’re up to.”

“I just…I don’t know.”

“Come on, girlfriend. Just think about all
the cool stuff they’ve got.”

“Well…okay. I guess we can try it. But I
swear to god, Jade, if we got caught—”

Jade giggled. “Holly, you’re so paranoid!
Lighten up, okay? We’ll be fine.”

 


* * *

 


The girls showed up at Zelda’s the following
Saturday at noon. Just like Jade predicted, there were over a
hundred teens browsing and shopping. Zelda was there herself, just
like always. She was close to 40 but still hot as hell, with hair
dyed the color of red wine and five earrings in each ear. She wore
ripped jeans and a sequined black tank top that showed off her many
tattoos. Her employees were pierced and tattooed as well, and they
all wore trendy clothes from the store’s shelves. All except the
security guards—three tall, scary-looking men who dressed in black
jeans and black t-shirts with the Zelda’s logo on the front.
The most frightening one was named Lance, a bald guy with flames
tattooed around the back of his naked skull.

Holly wore an old pink sweat suit, and Jade
wore a white one. Some of the girls who were shopping looked at
them and sneered, as if they were out of their minds to go out in
public looking so ratty. Holly was nervous about wearing only
panties beneath hers, but her breasts were so small that no one
seemed to notice. Some of the boys did glance at Jade when she
passed by, her bigger tits jiggling freely under her own top.

The girls collected armloads of clothes then
walked to the dressing rooms at the back of the store. A girl with
purple hair and a nose ring sat at the entrance to the area. She
ran her hands through the clothes to see what the girls were
carrying, but Holly and Jade had folded them in such a way that
some of the items were hidden. The girl with the nose ring finally
scowled at them and waved them back.

There were five dressing rooms in a row, and
Holly and Jade took two that were side by side. They stripped down
to their panties, then Jade put on a pair of black leggings, a lacy
black bra, and a red silk tank top with tiny skulls all over it.
Holly dressed in a tight blue skirt, a pale blue bra, and an
imported black blouse with lace and ruffles along the collar and
sleeves. Then both girls pulled their baggy sweat suits on over the
new clothes. There was a foot-tall gap on the walls dividing the
dressing rooms, and the girls got down on their hands and knees so
they could whisper to each other without anyone else hearing.

“Are you sure this is gonna work?” Holly
asked. “I’m wearing so many clothes that I’ll look like I gained 20
pounds when I walk out of here!”

“Stop worrying!” Jade hissed. “Did you see
how busy it is? Nobody’s even gonna look at us!”

But Jade was wrong; when the two girls left
the dressing room, everybody looked at them. First the girl
with the nose ring pawed through the clothes they were carrying,
frowning the whole time. Then one of the security guards gave them
a funny look as they returned the clothes to the racks and shelves.
And as they headed for the door, Zelda herself narrowed her eyes
when she saw the two teens walk past. Jade was in front with Holly
right at her heels, and the two were just about to leave the store
when Zelda clapped a hand on Holly’s shoulder.

“Hold it,” the owner said. Holly spun around,
her eyes wide. Zelda’s hand was still on her shoulder, and now the
older woman was squeezing it like she was giving Holly a massage.
“You were pretty skinny when you walked in,” Zelda said. “Now you
look a lot fatter. Feel fatter, too. Like you’ve got two or
three layers down there.”

“But I…I don’t…” Holly stammered.

“Come with me,” Zelda said. “Both of
you.”

Jade shot a quick glance at the door, but
then Lance stepped in front of it. “Go with Zelda,” the security
guard said, pointing to the back of the store.

The girls did as they were told, following
the store owner through the aisles. The other customers watched
them go, many of them with grins on their faces. It took all of
Holly’s strength just to make her legs work. She was practically
numb with fear, her entire body frozen with it. Jade stared at the
floor the whole time, muttering shit, shit, shit under her
breath. At the back of the store, Zelda took out a key ring and
unlocked the door. It led to a long, straight hallway with an
emergency exit at the far end. Zelda walked down the hall and the
two girls followed, with Lance bringing up the rear. Halfway down
was another door on the right-hand side. Zelda opened that one and
ushered the girls into her private office.

The walls of the little room were plastered
with rock band posters. There was a desk against one wall, facing
the room. A black couch was up against another wall, and a single
chair sat in front of the desk. Zelda went behind the desk and sat
down. Holly and Jade stood facing her, while Lance stayed near the
door.

“Do you girls think I’m stupid?” Zelda
asked.

“Of course not,” Jade said. “We just—”

“Then you must be stupid. In fact, you
must be total morons. Give me your purses.” The girls handed them
over, and Zelda rummaged through them and took out the two drivers
licenses. “Holly Jones and Jade Wilson. Both 18 years old. Two
teenage morons who just made a very bad mistake. Now take off those
sweat suits so I can see what’s underneath.”

The girls unzipped their jackets, then
shrugged them off and stepped out of their sweat pants. Zelda
chuckled under her breath. “Well, you’ve got balls. Not many kids
try to rip off a whole outfit like that.”

“We can explain,” Jade began.

“Don’t bother, kid. Do you know why I have
three security guards working the floor? Do you know why I have
cameras in every corner of the ceiling? Because most of the kids
who come in here can’t afford my stuff. They love it, but they
can’t buy it. So they try to steal it instead. And most of the
time, they get caught just like you did. I don’t know what you two
were thinking. You both looked nervous as hell when you were
gathering all those clothes, and I could even see the bottoms of
those black leggings peeking out from blondie’s sweat pants when
you girls came out of the dressing room. I mean, some of the kids I
catch are pretty sneaky. But not you two. I spotted you a mile
away.”

“We’re really sorry,” Holly said, her voice
trembling with fear. “And we’ll never do it again.”

“You bet your ass you won’t. Now take off
those clothes so I can get them back on the rack.”

Holly and Jade looked at each other.
“H-here?” Holly asked.

“Yes, h-here,” Zelda mimicked.

Holly looked over her shoulder at Lance, who
stood with his arms crossed, grinning. “Please, let us use the
dressing rooms,” she said, facing Zelda again. “We’ll give
everything back, I swear.”

“You’ll give everything back right here and
now,” Zelda answered. “Or would you rather I called the cops? Then
you girls could wait and strip at the police station.”

“But…but we’re just kids!” Jade whined. “You
saw our licenses. We’re only 18!”

Zelda snickered. “So?”

“So…so we’re not 21. We can’t be charged as
adults.”

Now Zelda laughed out loud. “Wow, you two
really are stupid. You can’t drink until you’re 21,
but you can be charged as an adult when you’re 18. You really
didn’t know that?”

Jade looked at Holly and shrugged. “I…I
didn’t…”

“Thieves and morons,” Zelda said.
“Holy shit. What a pair, right Lance?” The security guard chuckled
and nodded. “Okay, girls,” Zelda continued. “This is my busiest day
of the week, and I don’t have time to deal with you. Take those
clothes off now, or I’m calling the cops. I don’t want to hear any
whining or complaining. Do it now, or you’re going to jail.”

“Jade, I can’t get arrested,” Holly whispered
to her friend. “My parents would kill me!”

“Nobody’s getting arrested,” Jade whispered
back. “Just give them their stupid clothes and they’ll have to let
us go.”

Jade pulled the red tank top over her head,
then stepped out of the black leggings. Holly hesitated for a few
seconds, then she unbuttoned the blouse, pulled it off, and pushed
the blue skirt down around her ankles. Both girls stood in their
underwear, arms crossed over their chests, although they couldn’t
do anything to keep Lance from staring at their asses from
behind.

“Those bras are mine, too,” Zelda said.

Both girls looked back at Lance before facing
Zelda again. “Please, can’t we—” Jade began.

“No, you can’t. Take them off now.”

Jade swallowed hard then unhooked her bra,
sliding it off quickly then crossing her arms over her chest again.
Holly did the same thing, hugging herself tightly to hide her small
tits.

“You girls steal anything else?” Zelda asked.
“Maybe a necklace or a pair of earrings?” Both girls shook their
heads no. “Well, I can’t just take your word for it. Let me check
those panties to make sure you didn’t stuff anything small down
there.”

“What?” Jade said. “No way, you can’t
do that!”

“I can do whatever I want. It’s my store,
remember? And I’m doing you a favor by not calling the cops right
away. Would you rather strip at the police station, with a bunch of
cops standing around watching you?”

“Jade, I’m scared,” Holly whispered.

“Look, let’s—let’s just do what they want,
okay?” Jade answered, putting her mouth close to Holly’s ear so
Zelda couldn’t hear her. “They’ve already got their clothes back.
Once we prove we didn’t steal anything else, they have to
let us go. You got that? They have to. I mean, we never even
left the store, so technically we didn’t even steal anything!”

Holly stared at the floor, fidgeting, but
then she finally nodded.

“I’m waiting,” Zelda droned in a bored voice.
“Hand those panties over, girls.”

The two teens slid their panties down their
legs and stepped out of them, then handed them to Zelda. Now they
had to use one hand to cover their public hair, but Lance had an
even better view of their asses, which were now bare.

Zelda turned the panties inside-out and ran
her fingers through both pairs. “Nothing here. Lance, why don’t you
pat the girls down to make sure we didn’t miss anything?”

“Sure thing,” Lance said. “Okay, bitches. Up
against the wall.”

“But why…” Holly began.

“Face the wall!” Lance barked, so loud that
both girls jumped. “Hands flat on the wall, feet apart. Do it!”

Both girls were so shocked and frightened
that they obeyed the command immediately. They stood side by side
as Lance walked behind them and knelt down. He ran his hands up
Holly’s slim legs, all the way to the top, until the side of one
hand was rubbing against her pussy. Holly gasped but was too scared
to move. Then Lance stood up and ran his hands up her sides,
sliding them around her waist so he could squeeze her small tits.
“This one’s clean,” he said, then he moved over to Jade and checked
her the same way. Once again his hand brushed against her pussy as
it slid up between her legs, and he spent even more time fondling
her tits than he had with Holly. “Nothing here, either,” he said,
giving one of Jade’s nipples a final pinch that made her squeal
with surprise.

When Lance was finished, Zelda ordered the
girls to turn around. She had come out from behind her desk while
Holly and Jade were being frisked, and her arms were now filled
with the clothes they had tried to steal. “Go ahead and take their
pictures,” Zelda said. Both girls complained as Lance pulled out
his cell phone, but Zelda ordered them to be quiet. “It’s policy.
Not just mine, but all the stores in the area. If we catch someone
stealing, we circulate their picture so everybody knows to watch
out for you. Now stand with your backs to the wall, one at a time.
Blondie, you first. No, put your hands at your sides. You look
stupid hugging yourself like that.”

Jade did as she was told. “But—but you’re
just taking a picture of my face, right?”

“Yeah, sure,” Lance said, snapping the photo.
It showed Jade from her knees up, including her blonde pubic hair
and her firm young tits. Then the girls switched places and Lance
snapped a photo of Holly, who was so nervous her legs shook as she
stood there naked and exposed in front of the two strangers. Lance
took several shots of her, including one photo with the camera
zoomed in on the black bush between her legs.

“All right, girls, sit down,” Zelda said,
waving a hand at the sofa. Holly and Jade plopped down immediately,
crossed their legs, and hugged their arms over their chests again.
“I’ll put this stuff back, then we’ll figure out what to do with
you.”

Zelda left the room and Lance sat down on the
single chair, grinning at the two naked girls.

“But I thought…isn’t she gonna let us go
now?” Jade asked.

Lance shrugged. “Who knows? Even if she
doesn’t call the cops, she might still call your parents.”

“Oh god, they’ll kill me,” Holly
mumbled, tears filling her eyes.

Jade scanned the floor and frowned. “Can’t we
get dressed now? Where are our clothes?”

Lance shrugged again. “Don’t know. I guess
Zelda grabbed them along with the rest of the stuff.”

“Well, get them back!” Jade said, panicked.
“Those are ours, dammit! You can’t make us sit here naked
all day!”

“You won’t be here all day. Zelda will let
you go soon…unless she does decide to call the cops, that
is.”

“But she said—”

“She said she might not call them.
Then again, maybe she will. She hates getting ripped off. Maybe
she’ll make an example out of you two. You know, to scare away the
other shoplifters.”

“She can’t do that! We swear we won’t do it
again! We’ll stay away from the store forever, we promise!”

Lance looked at the office door, then turned
to the girls again. “Tell you what,” he said. “Maybe I can help you
out. If I tell Zelda how sorry you are, maybe she’ll go easy on
you. And I’ll tell her you promised to never come back, too. That
should make her feel better.”

“You would do that?” Jade asked. She nudged
Holly with her elbow. “Did you hear that? He’s gonna help us!”
Holly was staring at her lap, arms wrapped tightly around her body.
She nodded vacantly, as if she was barely paying attention.

“But you have to do something for me first,”
Lance said, standing up. He went to the office door and locked it,
then came and stood in front of the sofa. Both girls stared up at
him. He gave Holly a chin-nod as he reached for his zipper.
“You have to do something, that is.” The security guard
unzipped his fly, reached inside his pants, and pulled out his hard
cock. Both girls gasped when they saw it pointed right at them.

“You…you don’t mean…” Jade said.

“You’ve got a great body, but this one’s got
a pretty face,” Lance told her. “And a pretty mouth. Now use that
pretty mouth on me so I can get you two out of this mess.”

Holly’s jaw had dropped and her eyes were as
wide as saucers. “I…I…”

“Come on, girl. Get to work before the boss
comes back.”

“I…I can’t,” Holly stammered, breathing hard
now. “I never…”

Lance chuckled. “You never? I feel bad
for your boyfriend, then. Now stop stalling and get to it.”

“Jade, I can’t,” Holly gasped,
desperate. “You do it! You’ve probably done it a hundred times!”
Jade just shook her head, her lower lip trembling. “But this is all
your fault!” Holly continued. “It was your idea! Your
stupid, stupid plan! You said we wouldn’t get caught! And…and…”

“I told you, I want you to do it,”
Lance said. “And we don’t have much time before Zelda comes back,
so if you want to save your ass, you better put that pretty mouth
to work. Come on, now. Get off that sofa and get down on your
knees.”

Holly looked up at the big, bald security
guard again. With tears in her eyes, she slid off the sofa and onto
the floor, her whole body trembling. Both arms were still wrapped
tight around her chest.

“Good girl,” Lance told her. “Now open up.”
Holly parted her lips, but Lance said, “Are you kidding me? Open up
all the way. There you go.”

Holly’s eyes squeezed shut as the security
guard slid his hard cock into her mouth. When he thrust it deeper,
she coughed and sputtered. She had refused to do this for any boy
she dated, and now she knew why; it was disgusting. The fleshy pole
in her mouth was thick, and meaty, and had such a strong, masculine
smell that she could barely keep from gagging. Lance pulled his
cock out then slid it in again, shuddering as it glided over
Holly’s soft tongue. He slid it in and out, in and out, and Holly
finally had to uncover her chest and grab Lance’s jeans with both
hands to keep herself from falling backward. She couldn’t believe
she was down on her knees, naked, giving a stranger a blowjob in
the back of a store. She couldn’t imagine anything more repulsive.
Only the threat of prison could make her do something so awful.

Lance was breathing hard now. Holly had her
lips clamped tight to keep him from pushing too far into her mouth,
so he was thrusting in and out with short, rapid strokes. Holly
tried to just keep her eyes closed and think about something
else—anything else—but that was impossible. All she could
think about was the stiff cock poking into her mouth again and
again. Then Lance gave a low moan and Holly felt his legs start to
tremble. Oh my god, what if he did it in her mouth? Disgusting! She
couldn’t let him do that, no matter what!

Holly felt a moment of relief as Lance pulled
his cock out of her mouth, but then he grabbed it and started
jerking it right in front of her face. Cum splashed her nose, then
another blast hit her right on the lips. She gasped and tried to
turn away, but there was no place to hide. Lance kept jerking as
cum shot onto her cheek, then it went in her hair. Holly couldn’t
believe how much there was. When will it stop? This is
ridiculous! But Lance sprayed her over and over until her
entire face and neck were wet and sticky. Then, with one last moan,
he shook his wilting cock and a final drop of cum landed on Holly’s
chest.

Lance gave a deep sigh. “Whew! That was
amazing. Thanks.” He stuffed his cock back in his pants and zipped
up again. Holly was still on her knees, face covered with cum, so
traumatized she couldn’t even move. Lance reached for the doorknob,
then faced the girls again. “I’ll go talk to Zelda now. Like I
said, if you’re lucky, she’ll go easy on you.”

“L-lucky?” Holly asked. “But you said…you
said you’d make her let us go!”

“I can’t make her do anything. She’s
the boss. But I’ll do my best. Just depends on what kind of mood
she’s in.”

Holly and Jade both stared as Lance left the
room. “Did you hear that?” Jade asked. “We might still go
jail, even after—”

“After what?” Holly cried. “You
didn’t have to let a stranger put his penis in your mouth!”

“Well…I’m still sitting her naked, just like
you!” Jade retorted. She stood up and grabbed a handful of tissues
from Zelda’s desk. “Here, clean yourself up. We’ve got to think of
something else.”

“There is nothing else!” Holly said,
wiping the sticky cum off her face and chest. She tried to blot it
out of her hair, too, but there was no hope. The white goo wouldn’t
come out until she washed it out. “We’re stuck here until they
decide what to do with us.”

Jade dashed around the office, her tits
jiggling as she searched the desk drawers and cabinets. “There’s
got to be something in here we can cover up with. Shit, I can’t
believe this! The bitch owns a fucking clothing store, but
she doesn’t keep any clothes in her office!” Jade searched the
whole place but came up empty. No clothing, no blanket, nothing the
girls could wrap around themselves. But at least they had their
purses, and Jade’s car keys were still in hers. She ran a hand
through her hair, thinking. “Okay, listen. Remember when they led
us back here? There’s an emergency exit right outside the
door.”

Holly dropped the damp tissues on the floor.
Her face and neck were mostly clean, but she hated having the
sticky, smelly stuff in her hair. “So what? We can’t run out of
here like this!”

“The parking lot’s right behind the building.
If we run fast, we can get to the car in 30 seconds.”

“Jade, it’s broad daylight! Do you know how
many people will see us?”

“Would you rather be arrested? Or sit here
naked until our parents come to pick us up? What will your dad do
if he walks in here and sees you like this, with some guy’s cum in
your hair?” Holly closed her eyes and shuddered, then opened them
again. Was Jade right? Should they try to run for it? “We don’t
even know if the cops will give us back our clothes,” Jade
continued. “Remember that girl from high school who got arrested
for skinny dipping in a public pool in the middle of the night? I
heard they threw her in the squad car stark naked.”

Holly wiped her eyes and stood up slowly. She
glanced at the office door, then at Jade again. “You didn’t find
anything in those drawers? Not even a scarf, or a bra,
or—”

“Nothing. If we run, we run like this.”

Holly hugged herself as if she were cold.

“They might be back any second,” Jade said.
“Are we doing this or not?”

Holly swallowed hard then nodded.
“O-okay.”

Both girls grabbed their purses from Zelda’s
desk and clutched them to their chests, then Jade opened the office
door and peeked out into the hallway. “It’s clear,” she whispered.
She stepped outside and Holly followed her. The hallway was dim and
quiet, but they could hear voices and music coming from the store.
The girls crept to the emergency exit at the opposite end of the
hall. “Are you ready?” Jade whispered. “This door should lead us
right to the parking lot. I think my car’s in the second row. Just
run as fast as you can and ignore anybody you see. If we’re fast
enough, nobody will get a good look at us.”

Holly nodded and took a deep breath. Still
clutching her purse to her chest, Jade put her shoulder to the door
and pushed it open.

The girls dashed out into the sunlight, then
slammed to a halt. They weren’t in the parking lot. It was at least
a hundred feet away, on the opposite end of the building. They had
come out beside a Mexican restaurant, and dozens of people were
eating lunch on the patio just a few yards from the emergency exit.
Heads turned and people gasped or laughed when they saw the girls.
A table full of college guys started clapping, and one of them
raised his cell phone and started snapping pictures.

“Come on!” Jade cried. She dashed down the
sidewalk with Holly right behind her, both girls wincing as they
stepped on rocks, sticks, and various bits of trash with their bare
feet. They passed a couple walking the opposite direction, then a
family with several kids. Everyone’s mouths dropped open at the
sight of the two nude girls with purses clutched to their bare
breasts. The girls threaded their way around another couple on the
sidewalk, their cheeks burning with shame, then they nearly ran
head-on into a group of four young men in t-shirts and shorts.

“Awesome!” one of the guys said. “Streakers!”
The girls tried to get around the men, but there were too many of
them blocking the sidewalk. One man reached behind Jade and pinched
her ass, and another yanked Holly’s purse away from her chest to
sneak a look at her tits. “Wow, you girls are hot!” the first guy
commented. “A little crazy, but still hot!”

“Let us go!” Jade shrieked, knocking one of
the men aside with her elbow. He bumped into one of his friends,
then the whole group staggered and stumbled until the sidewalk was
clear enough for the girls to run past. They were at the edge of
the parking lot now. Jade scanned the aisles, searching for her
car. “Come on, come on,” she mumbled under her breath. “Wait! There
it is!” She threaded her way between the cars, wincing when her
bare ass slid against the hot metal of a car that had been sitting
in the sun all day. Holly was right at her heels. Jade fumbled with
her keys and got the car open, then both girls piled inside.

“Thank god!” Jade breathed. “Let’s get out of
here!”

She started the engine and backed out of the
spot. Wham! Both girls lurched in their seats as the car
jerked to a halt. Jade turned and looked out the rear windshield. A
pickup truck had been backing out of a space across the aisle at
the same time, and the two vehicles had smashed bumpers. A man in
dirty clothes and a baseball cap climbed out of the truck, shaking
his head when he saw the damage. He pulled out his cell phone as he
walked toward Jade’s car. The man spoke into the phone for a few
minutes, then hung up and frowned as he looked down at the two
mangled bumpers.

“The cops will be here in a minute,” he
called out, then squinted to try and get a better look at the
driver of the other vehicle. “Hey, y’all might as well get out.
There’s a lot of damage back here. Looks like we’re gonna be here
for a while.”
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