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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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