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Deliciously Naked Ch. 05

Captured, stripped naked, molested and forced to lick pussy.

It was October the first and Elizabeth, Lexi, Sidney, and I were getting an early start on our Halloween costumes. We were at Stephen's, which didn't sell Halloween costumes as such. They sold boots, bodysuits, leotards, corsets, wigs, gloves, eyeliner, body paint and lots of other accessories that a savvy costume-designer could assemble to make a costume far superior to the ones sold already assembled.

I was going as the Black Widow and I had very nearly found everything I needed to put my costume together. I had a black body stocking, black leather boots, black, fingerless gloves and even a gun belt with thigh holsters that looked remarkably like the one Scarlett Johansson wore in the movie. The main thing I was still looking for were realistic-looking props I could carry around in my gun holsters.

Elizabeth was still on the fence about her Halloween costume. The easiest thing would be to dress up as Gamora, from the Galaxy of the Guardians movies.

"The problem is, do I really want to coat fifty percent of my body in green body paint?" Elizabeth asked. "Painting it on will be hard enough. Can you imagine all the time and effort that's going to go into washing all of that body paint off?"

"I could help wash it off," I volunteered, "even if some of the paint gets into tight cracks and crevasses."

That sold her on the idea of going as Gamora. With my assistance, washing it off would probably be the most enjoyable part of Halloween. With that settled, Elizabeth changed the subject.

"I told Sidney about our lesbian sex games," Elizabeth informed me in hushed conspiratorial tones. "She wants to join us the next time you and I do something kinky together."

"What?" I gasped. "What you and I do is supposed to be a secret! Why do you keep telling people?"

A wicked smile spread across Elizabeth's face, and she replied, "One of your main kinks is for clothed women to ogle you and sexually objectify you while you're naked. And the more women there are to ogle you, the more naked you'll feel. I want to build up a large enough group of dominant women to ogle you so I can have an entire crowd surrounding you. I want you to be overwhelmed."

I felt both outraged and sexually excited at the same time. Elizabeth kept making decisions like this without getting my permission first, but the truth was I felt feverishly hot, and I felt a throb down in my sex at the idea of a crowd of women ogling me as I stood there naked. Sidney had always been a kind, congenial friend. Being sexually objectified by her would feel like a violation of our friendship, but it would also be deeply thrilling.

Sidney had a heart shaped face with full, kissable lips, dark, wavy hair, dark piercing eyes and a fit, lithe body with smallish, perky boobs and a beautifully toned ass.

She was very congenial and easy to befriend, but she had spent much of the eleventh grade dating a boy named Willie Loomis, so I naturally assumed that she was straight. I never even considered the possibility that she might be into girls.

Now the thought of being naked and submissively allowing her to examine every inch of my naked body while she was respectably clothed prompted a powerful erotic heat between my legs.

"She's a 4 on the Kinsey scale," Elizabeth added, smiling at the distracted, puzzled expression on my face.

Alfred Kinsey developed a scale that he used to express a person's overall balance of heterosexuality and homosexuality. The scale ranged from 0 to 6, with 0 being completely heterosexual and 6 completely homosexual.

If Sidney rated a 4 on the Kinsey scale, that meant she was attracted to both boys and girls, with girls narrowly beating out boys for preference.

* * *

Elizabeth knew a lot more about my friends than I imagined! Despite my doubts about including Sidney in our games, I was still exited at the prospect of being objectified and used by her. Elizabeth soon formulated a plan that involved me being used and objectified at the cabin in the woods where we'd played kinky lesbian femdom games before. Elizabeth, Lexi, and Sidney would be the dominant lesbians. I'd be the submissive one who would get tied up and sexually abused.

Elizabeth drove us out to the cabin in the woods. It belongs to Lexi's parents, so of course Lexi was there. Also, Lexi loves to see me naked and helpless, another reason she was there.

Lexi's sister, Nikki also likes to see me naked, so I thought for certain that she'd be there too. She wanted to be, Lexi explained apologizing on her behalf, but she had to attend a lecture on campus. Something about the psychological impact of racism.

"She has to take notes," Lexi explained. "She's trying to get her doctorate, so she's super-serious about acing this class."

"A psychology class?" I asked.

"Yep."

"She's getting a degree in psychology?"

"That's the plan," Lexi confirmed.

I found that revelation pretty Elizabeth had already managed to come up with some remarkably humiliating ways to abuse me and expose my naked body. But if Nikki got a PhD in psychology, she would surely be able to come up with wickedly humiliating ideas that would leave Elizabeth's ideas in the dust.

Anyway, with those social niceties out of the way, Elizabeth started to explain the rules of the game we would be playing.

"First of all, Scarlett is going to change out of her clothes and into a cheer uniform, not the one she normally wears, but a uniform that's blue and white with red piping, like the cheerleaders wear over at Ellen Pleasant High School. I've got a uniform in the cabin in her size."

"Why not let's head inside and get her dressed while you finish telling us all about what we'll be doing," Sidney interrupted. "That way we can get started sooner."

We went inside, and Elizabeth showed me the cheer uniform.

"After she changes," Elizabeth resumed, too excited to be upset at the interruption, "she'll head into the woods towards the lake. There's a sash tied on one of the trees out there, the exact same colors as the uniform she'll be wearing."

Elizabeth was very thorough. She'd provided not just a skirt and top, but shocks, shoes, a bra, and panties too. I had to strip completely naked, while all my friends watched, in order to change into my new outfit.

"Isn't this a little extreme?" I asked. "Why did you think it was necessary to change into a different bra and panties?"

"Oh, there's a good reason for that," Elizabeth countered.

She gave me a moment to think about that, then went back to explaining the game. "Once you get the sash, your goal is to bring it back to the cabin. If you accomplish that goal, you win, and we'll each give you twenty-five dollars in cash. However, Lexi, Sidney and I have our own goal. Ours is to grab you before you can bring the sash back to the cabin, wrestle you to the ground, and rip your clothes off. If we succeed in doing that, you become our slave for the day."

"Oh, this is gonna be fun!", I murmured as my face flushed red with heat. My emotions spiked, swirling in an intense cocktail of excitement and terror. What a sexual thrill it would be to be wrestled to the ground and stripped naked by my friends. Furthermore, we would be out on public land. Absolutely anybody could wander through this forest and discover us while we were playing our game. It would be utterly humiliating if some random hiker or bird watcher were to wander in on me while I was naked and pinned to the ground. And in a twisted sort of way, that too would be a huge turn on.

Yeah, I'm complicated. Even I don't even understand myself sometimes.

After everyone was ready and clear on the rules, I set out towards the lake, in search of the sash. As I was walking away. I heard Sidney ask Elizabeth, "Is she so happy because she thinks she's going to win?"

"Maybe, but I think she'll enjoy losing even more."

"Seriously?"

"Just watch and learn," Elizabeth replied. "You'll figure it out."

As I headed out, I pictured my three friends following me, seeking out hiding places so they could ambush me once I found the sash. There was no shortage of old -growth trees they could hide behind.

My friends could be anywhere, I imagined, waiting to catch me, preparing to wrestle me to the ground and strip me naked.

I found the sash about a hundred yards away from the cabin. I stood there for almost a minute, adrenaline surging through my body, as I examined every tree, every shadow, every patch of weeds, every fallen log I listened intently as I looked back towards the cabin. No matter how hard I looked or listened, I couldn't detect any sign of my friends in the forest. I knew they were out there. After silently listening for what seemed like forever, I heard several birds making a variety of bird sounds, but nothing that sounded like Elizabeth, Lexi, or Sidney.

Since I couldn't tell where they were hiding, I took off at a sprint. I figured if I ran fast enough, it might not matter where they were located. I have exceptionally strong legs, excellent coordination and balance and almost superhuman endurance- I can run like a greyhound. Maybe I reasoned I could run fast enough to evade all three of my friends no matter where they were located.

I sprinted in the general direction of the cabin, and immediately established, as I suspected, that my friends were using the trees as cover. Sidney jumped out from behind a tree just as I was running past it. She reached out to grab me, but I darted away and pushed myself to run even faster.

I put some distance between myself and Sidney, but then Lexi popped out from behind a tree and joined the chase. As I concentrated o evading the chasers behind me, I failed to notice Elizabeth emerge from her hiding place and stand in front of me. I ran right into her.

Strong arms grabbed me around my waist and within a moment, either Sidney or Lexi, I couldn't tell which, had grabbed me by the leg. I struggled, but by then all three women had me caught in their strong hands. They held onto me easily and wrestled me to the ground.

I'm strong, flexible, and energetic. If it had been just one woman grappling with me, I'm sure I could have squirmed free outnumbered three to one, it didn't matter how much I struggled. If I pulled free from Lexi, Sidney and Elizabeth still had a grip on me. If I pulled free from Sidney, Elizabeth and Lexi would have their hands all over me in an instant.

"Ugh," I grunted as hands wrapped around my waist, tightly gripped my legs, twisted my arms behind my back. And then they began to rip my clothes off.

Lexi tore off my shoes and socks and tossed them into the woods. Sidney unzipped my skirt and yanked it off my hips. I kicked and struggled, but within seconds she got it all the way down my legs and past my ankles.

Elizabeth grabbed my panties and pulled them up tightly, wedging them painfully between my delicate labia. She gave my ass a couple of hard spanks, then tore the stitching and ripped the shredded panties completely off my pelvis.

"Ow! Ow! Ow! Aaahhh!" I gasped inarticulately as I was forcibly stripped.

As I rolled around on the ground and struggled against my opponents, they grabbed me in all of my private places, including my bare buttocks and my shaved pubic area. Their hands gripping my naked body so intimately and so fiercely, triggered intense sensations of arousal. My heart pounded, my sex throbbed, and I squealed with excitement as I was pinned helplessly to the ground.

Elizabeth twisted my arm behind my back and forced my wrist up high near my shoulder blades- I grunted and struggled, but she had made me effectively helpless. Even the most minor struggles made it feel as if my shoulder was going to be dislocated, so I ceased struggling and allowed Elizabeth to do whatever she wanted to me. Being helpless made my body thrum with dark, feverish sexual energy and I lost the will to resist. Being naked, helpless and sexually abused out in the woods was intensely stimulating for me. It was so much like some of the sexual fantasies I had written in my notebook, and I allowed myself to be swept into the fantasy.

"You're quite a sprinter," Sidney confessed, "but you're not the only one."

"And she's outnumbered," Lexi added.

I was pinned face-down. Lexi and Sidney held my legs tight in their strong hands, spreading me ridiculously far apart while Elizabeth kept my arm twisted painfully behind my back.

"You cheated!" I accused petulantly. "You never said anything about three against one!"

I felt a sudden sting as Lexi smacked my naked butt cheeks three or four times and responded, "It's called teamwork! We're all on the same cheer squad! We've been told dozens of times that we can accomplish more as a team than we can as individuals!"

I gasped and pretended to struggle even harder against my tormentors, but the truth was that I was having the time of my life. It was such an erotic thrill for me to be stripped naked, forced down to the ground, grabbed, squeezed, groped, pried open and made helpless by strong vigorous women with nefarious intent.

I lifted my hips up off the ground and wriggled my buttocks in a shameless manner, well aware of how my shaved pubes were on display. I had been pinned to the ground and stripped naked. I was enjoying what they'd done to me so far, but I wanted them to take things to the next level.

Out of breath and exhausted from my struggles, I went limp and allowed my opponents to molest my body in any manner they saw fit. It didn't take long for them to take advantage of my lack of resistance and within moments I felt fingertips between my thighs, brushing across the swollen folds of my pubic lips.

Stripped naked, pinned to the ground, my breath came in excited gasps, and I squealed inarticulately as two demanding fingers forced their way past my pubic lips and thrust themselves deep into my sex. I squirmed reflexively and tried to close my legs together, but the women holding me down made certain my legs remained apart.

I felt helpless and vulnerable as my pussy was probed. I was physically incapable of stopping them with my arm incapacitated and my legs forced pornographically apart.

"Aaahhh! Aaaahhhh! Aaaaahhhhh!" I cried out as I was impaled on strong, brazen fingers. The erotic pulsing in my vagina became more intense as those fingers explored my moist interior. I gasped and panted as I was forced to the edge of orgasm.

"I always thought you were so cute and innocent," Sidney laughed as I savored the experience of being raped while naked and helpless, "but no, you're more of a slut than I am! You're a sneaky, sexual deviant!"

"I am not a sexual deviant!" I cried out petulantly. "I'm just an ordinary teenage girl with a healthy sex drive!"

Passions were high all around. I panted as my sex throbbed insistently. I squirmed my hips, I was certain that the fingers probing me would bring me to a screaming orgasm within moments, but before that could happen the fingers were withdrawn from my needy sex and Sidney said, "Let's turn her over."

The three of them flipped me over, Sidney climbed on top of my naked body. She squeezed and kneaded my naked breasts. My heart pounded with excitement as I was groped by my friend as she brought her face up to mine and kissed me on the lips.

"Mmmffffffffff," I moaned as she kissed me warmly and worked her tongue into my mouth. A sensation of delicious, helpless arousal washed over me. I was being groped and kissed and there wasn't a damn thing I could do to stop it. I was naked and at Sidney's mercy and excited beyond my wildest fantasies.

Sidney broke from the kiss. I panted and Sidney and she favored me with a seductive smile. I smiled back and felt feverish with lust. I made a sound that was halfway between a sigh and a whimper and the next thing I knew, Sidney got up and Elizabeth lifted me off the ground.

With had her strong right hand clamped on both my wrists she forced me to rise and lift my arms up high over my head.

I felt my face burn hot as blood rushed to my face, as Elizabeth forced me to turn around, allowing Lexi and Sidney to view my naked body from multiple angles.

"We captured her together, so we all get to have fun playing with her," Elizabeth announced with a melodramatic flair. "Who gets her first?"

My heart began to beat triple fast as Lexi and Sidney advanced on me. I felt my pubic lips growing thick together, felt my juices leaking out at the junction where the lips pressed against each other.

My naked body was defenseless and exposed. I felt a surge of terror mixed with excitement as Sidney reached for me. She sank her thumbs into the tender flesh of my underarms, held me tightly and pulled me away from Elizabeth.

While Sidney gripped me tightly, Lexi took up position behind me. She slid her hand between my thighs and thrust her fingers into me, impaling my vagina, forcing my swollen pubic lips apart. I rode those fingers lasciviously as Lexi thrust into me again and again. Sinful pleasure exploded between my legs and a wordless, orgasmic scream escaped my lips.

My boisterous outburst must have carried halfway across the forest. I could just imagine how many hikers and birders heard my scream of carnal passion. I felt mortified that dozens of people in the forest now knew a woman had just reached sexual climax and some of them might be curious enough to come looking for her.

Sidney lowered me to the forest floor and ordered me to kneel, then pushed my knees apart. She placed her hands underneath my breasts and began enthusiastically sucking on my erect nipple.

As she worked her mouth on my nipple, I arched my back and thrust my breasts out. Sidney fed herself vigorously on my right breast, sucking hard as her tongue flicked with rising ardor over my hard, swollen nipple.

Lexi's mouth took my other breast and as I pressed against the mouths that suckled me, my pussy throbbed again. I had just climaxed, but my loins were already pulsing with excitement a second time. already. Elizabeth grabbed my inner thighs and spread my legs even, until my pubes nearly touched the ground.

The mouths stimulating my nipples created a delicious tingling sensation that began in my erect, pink nubs and traveled in waves across my entire body. I moaned as the tingling sensations triggered an energetic pulsing in my loins.

I whimpered, I felt thrilled, and terrified, as all three women took possession of my naked body. Hands were all over me. My arms were held, my hands were forced behind my back, I couldn't have protected my breasts from those eager mouths, no matter how desperately I might have wanted those mouths removed.

Then Sidney stood up and removed most of her clothes. When she was naked from the waist down, she pushed her pelvis into my face. I lapped at her pubes before working her swollen labia apart and working my tongue inside her. Her sexual juices tasted salty with hints of something exotic. I explored her moist interior as much as I could with my tongue and felt a deep sense of pride when I heard her moan.

With my arms were helplessly pinned behind my back, I was forced to eat Sidney's pussy and of course, my feelings of helplessness added immensely to my excitement. The wet throbbing in my loins as my tongue worked its magic inside my friend's vagina gave away all my secrets.

I licked all around, pulling back now and then to lick her swollen clitoris. Eventually I took her clit into my mouth and sucked on it like a hard candy. Sidney proceeded to emit a series of lusty cries that could be heard a mile away. Surely, anyone who heard her screams would know they were the sounds of a woman in the throes of orgasm. They sounded so emphatically female and so utterly carnal.

My own clit was achingly hard and swollen and my pussy was leaking fluids like a dripping faucet. Sexual juices streamed down my wide-spread thighs, and violent pulses of pleasure shook my body.

Elizabeth produced a stainless-steel dildo, impressively thick and cold to the touch. She must have fetched it surreptitiously from her earlier hiding spot, as I would surely have noticed something so imposing if she had had it with her before. I shivered as it was placed at the entrance to my sex, and there was nothing I could do to stop her from impaling me. She thrust it between my tumescent pubic lips and pushed it deep inside of me.

"Aaaaahhhhh," I screamed as the imposing phallus was pumped in and out of my tight sheath. I was impaled helplessly on the stainless-steel cock and another orgasm built up inside me as it was thrust into me again and again. I squirmed and twisted my hips in a depraved manner as my second orgasm hit. They continued to fuck me steadily, not letting my orgasm stop and once again I cried out in orgasmic ecstasy over and over, filling the entire forest with my lusty screams.

My second orgasm was more intense than my first, but I still wanted more. My level of sexual excitement was so overwhelming that I whimpered plaintively when the stainless-steel cock was withdrawn from my dripping wet pussy. I wanted to be filled again.

"Not so fast," Elizabeth admonished. "You need to sexually satisfy all three of us before you get fucked again."

My breath came in short, quick gasps as sexual desire permeated my entire body. My skin was feverishly hot, and I was desperate for more stimulation, but Elizabeth was firm. My needy sex would not be touched again until I'd brought all three women to sexual ecstasy.

"And to make certain you don't touch yourself," Elizabeth said with a cruel smirk on her face, "I'm going to tie your wrists behind your back."

As I knelt there, licking my friend's pink slits, the tall grasses I was kneeling in brushed against my sensitive pubic lips and incited my libido cruelly. I was naked and my knees were spread obscenely far apart, giving the weeds and the tall grass every opportunity to stroke across my exposed genitals. I whimpered in helpless sexual frustration, but none of my friends took pity on me.

I worked my tongue in between these women's pubic lips and probed their pussies as deep as I was able. My tongue became worn out and sore from exerting itself so strenuously, but whenever I lagged in my pussy licking responsibilities, one of the women applied a leather belt to my naked backside, spurring me to apply my tongue vigorously.

* * *

During the month of October, my breasts grew bigger. At eighteen years old I thought I was past the age where I could expect my boobs to grow, but I went up an entire cup size, becoming rounder and fuller. And my nipples took on a mind of their own and stood erect most of my waking hours.

"Well, they've been getting a lot of stimulation lately," Elizabeth said in response to this new development. "All that grabbing, squeezing, kneading and pinching increases blood flow. That could explain how your boobs got bigger."

That sounded like pseudoscience to me, but the cause wasn't nearly as important as the reality that my breasts had changed, and I was going to have to deal with it. It hurt to try and fit my new boobs into my old bras. They were squeezed by the tiny cups and tried to explode out of the restraining fabric. None of my old bras fit me anymore so I had to go around braless until I could buy new ones.

Elizabeth decided to take my need for new bras and organize a group activity around it. She texted Ms. Streng and the two of them decided to take me to the Fremont Mall. Ms. Streng volunteered to pay for my purchases so long as I modeled all the clothes beforehand.

Ms. Streng took me straight to Erotische Dessous. It was a lot like Victoria's Secret but more upscale and quite a bit edgier. They specialized in panties, G-strings, thongs, bustiers, corsets, push-up bras and just about every garment a girl might use to support her breasts.

Ms. Streng selected a number of bras that she believed would fit me. Some of them were sports bras, however, a disturbing number of them were push-up bras. She handed me the garments she had selected and escorted me back to the dressing rooms.

The dressing rooms didn't have doors, just curtains. I slid the curtain open and walked inside. Ms. Streng followed me.

"Ms. Streng, you can't come in here while I'm dressing! It says so right outside! What will they say if they catch you in here while I'm bare-chested?"

"They won't say anything," Ms. Streng assured me. "You think this is my first time here? The staff knows me. I've brought girls in the dressing rooms before and watched while they changed. They have no problem with it."

I wondered if it was store policy to overlook the rules, or if Ms. Streng just got special treatment because she's spent a lot of money here. Either way, I stripped naked from the waist up while Ms. Streng watched.

I felt exposed and vulnerable, flashing my boobs in a public place. With the curtain to the dressing room open, anybody walking by could get a good look at my new and improved figure. My face heated and my heart raced at the thought of a random stranger walking by and seeing me. Then, Ms. Streng raised my level of anxiety a few notches more.

"Take off your pants and all the rest of your clothes, dear. I want you naked," she ordered imperiously.

"Naked? Why?" I demanded.

"Dear, I always prefer you to be naked," Ms. Streng replied coolly. "You have a delightfully svelte body with smooth, flawless skin and the perfect combination of feminine curves and toned muscles. Sometimes I think you ought never to wear clothes."

My heart pounded, and my pulse roared in my ears as I worked the belt buckle on my jeans and unzipped my pants. Ms. Streng openly stared as I stripped naked. The way she scrutinized my naked body seemed indecent.

Then, to make matters worse, Ms. Streng made eye contact with one of the store employees and yelled, "Claire! Come over here, please!"

I could feel the burning blush heating my face as a perky, blonde employee appeared next to Ms. Streng. Claire looked me up and down, taking a quick inventory of my naked body before asking, "What can I do for you, today, Ms. Streng?"

"Claire, darling," Ms. Streng said to the salesgirl, "My friend here needs all new panties. Bring me a variety of thongs and V-strings, would you? About ten of each ought to do it. Nylon and spandex."

Claire gave me another look, evaluating my body and correctly guessed my waist size. According to Ms. Streng, Claire could accurately estimate a girl's waist size, bust size, hip size or inseam just from a quick visual inspection.

Claire was eager to please and rushed off without closing the curtain behind her.

Claire was only gone for about two or three minutes, but it seemed like hours. At least one customer caught a glimpse of my naked body, and several others came within inches of seeing me as they walked to their own dressing rooms.

Eventually Claire returned with the thongs and V-strings that Ms. Streng had requested. Claire didn't seem to think that there was anything unusual about the way that I was exposing my naked body to anyone who happened to walk by, so I valiantly tried to pretend that it wasn't unusual or mortifying for me either.

"Here, try these on, dear," Ms. Streng said, picking up a tiny, black V-string and a black demi underwire bra.

The new bra held my boobs better than my old bra, but I'd never worn a V-string before, and I found the experience to be somewhat unsettling.

It felt awkward having a narrow strip of fabric wedged tightly between my bare buttocks. The wicked garment left my ass completely exposed and just barely covered my pubic mound. Honestly, I felt that these tiny scraps of fabric did more to call attention to my naughty bits than cover them up.

Adding to my embarrassment was the fact that the material stretched across my pussy was so thin that the outline of my swollen pubic lips was clearly visible pressing against the delicate fabric.

"You look quite fetching in that attire," Ms. Streng said, beaming with approval. Then she turned to Claire and asked for her opinion.

"She's definitely pulling off that look," Claire confirmed. "Not every woman can get away with wearing V-strings, but your daughter has the svelte sort of figure to pull it off."

"Daughter?" I exclaimed after Claire looked me over again, then left momentarily to fetch a few more items. Why would she think that I was Ms. Streng's daughter?

"Yes, dear," Ms. Streng said. "I told Claire that I was your mother so that she wouldn't think it odd that I watch you as you change."

When did she tell Claire this? Did she call ahead to tell the store employees that she was bringing me here? Exactly how elaborate were the games that Ms. Streng played at this store?

I didn't say any of this out loud. Instead, I bit my lower lip and stood there in the changing room, squirming while Ms. Streng and Claire stared at my nearly naked body

I was encouraged to try on a variety of thongs, V-strings and bras while Ms. Streng watched. Sometimes Claire would be sent on an errand to grab more things for me to try on, but mostly she just stood there and chatted with Ms. Streng while I tried on garment after garment.

Of course, at one point while I was totally naked, another stranger walked past the dressing room. The curtain was wide open, so she got an eyeful of my exposed nudity.

She was a pale blonde girl in a black t-shirt with the Batman logo. She was walking past and almost failed to notice I had my naked boobs and shaved pubic lips on full display. She dropped what appeared to be a pair of Capri pants when she finally realized there was a naked girl right in front of her. Her eyes went wide, and I could hear her very audibly say, "OH MY!"

She was wearing glasses and had the look of a bookish college student with very little experience in socialization. She didn't say a word after her first "Oh my", but she couldn't take her eyes off me.

I could see the hungry look in the bookish, nerdy-looking girl's eyes as her mouth hung open and she stared openly at my breasts and exposed nipples. Ms. Streng smirked with amusement as I squirmed with embarrassment. I could feel the heat of the girl's gaze and it took superhuman effort for me not to reach out and close the curtains.

Humiliation and sexual arousal raged inside of me, battling for supremacy. The potent cocktail of emotions left me feeling feverish and caused my heart to beat so hard I could feel it pounding in my ears. Ms. Streng played the role of an indulgent, loving mother, but she was in fact a wicked sadist, taking joy in my discomfort. It was humiliating to expose my naked body in a public setting, and Ms. Streng savored every minute of my humiliation.

Whenever Claire wasn't looking a sadistic crept across her face and you could see how much she enjoyed watching me blush and squirm. My distress was something she treasured.

After trying on several different bra and panty sets, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my V-string panties and pulled them off my hips and down to my thighs. I was getting ready to step out of them when a middle-aged woman in stylish attire walked past. She got a good look at my shaved loins as I was in the middle of taking my panties off. The look she gave me conveyed shock and an attitude of disapproval. I had been attempting to come to terms with my feelings of disgraceful exposure, but when I was face to face with this elegant woman and her look of moral outrage, my feelings of shame exploded into something overwhelming. Without thinking, I hurriedly pulled my panties back up and covered up my shaved pubes. That indignant and judgmental look she gave me was more than I could handle.

The elegant woman stormed off, her moral outrage surrounding her like a protective cloud. I briefly felt a sense of relief wash over me, however, Ms. Streng admonished me sharply for covering up.

"Scarlett!" she snapped. "I've spent your entire life teaching you to be proud of your body! Why are you acting like you're ashamed of it?"

"I, um, aaahhh," I replied, scrambling for any sort of words that might get me out of trouble with the dominant woman who was now my surrogate mother.

Then, she turned to Claire and asked, "Is Noel in?"

"Yes, ma'am," the young sales associate replied helpfully.

"Ask her if she can come out here and speak with me. I have a request I'd like to make."

Claire scurried off and I felt an ominous sense of foreboding. I didn't know what request she was going to make, but I assumed it would be something that would be unpleasant for me.

It never occurred to me to ask, "Who is Noel?"

When Claire returned, Noel was by her side.

She was a tall, elegant, polished woman with a proper British accent that made me think of Tilda Swinton. She was garbed in a Brooks Brothers custom tailored tweed blazer, and she had an air of authority about her.

It turned out that Noel was the owner of Erotische Dessous. Or the manager. Or something like that. Either way she was a figure of authority, so the moment we locked eyes, I instantly felt submissive to her.

"Beverly, it's so good to see you," Noel said as she greeted Ms. Streng. "And who is this lovely, charming young woman?"

The two women discussed me like I wasn't there and decided that while I was lovely, charming, young woman, I was willful and obstinate. I had a body that any woman in America would be proud to have and I shouldn't be ashamed to have people looking at it.

"Since you're so squeamish about trying on panties here in the dressing room, dear," Noel said, "we can relocate to my office. Perhaps you'll be more comfortable with four walls and a locked door to protect you."

I let out a deep sigh of relief, thinking that my humiliation had come to an end. That notion was quickly dashed, as Ms. Streng picked up my street clothes and Noel picked up all the bras and panties and marched off.

I was forced to follow. Wearing nothing but V-string panties and a pushup bra, I followed behind the two imperious women as they made their way across the sales floor. I was very nearly naked and at least a dozen women halted their browsing to focus on the sight of my young body. I caught sight of one of the teachers from my school and I was so shocked and horrified at the thought of her seeing me in such an exposed state that I stared at her over my shoulder and walked into a young, wide-eyed woman who gasped when our bodies collided.

"Ughhh!"

"Sorry!" I blurted as she grabbed me to steady herself. She very nearly fell over. She was wearing high heels and getting bumped as I attempted to hurry away from the judgmental and prurient gazes of strangers was enough to knock her off balance.

"Are you okay?" I asked. Once she got her footing, she assured me that she was fine. It took her an inordinate amount of time to release her grip on me though. To my mind it seemed that she was staring at my boobs the entire time.

"Scarlett? Is that you?" the high school teacher asked from behind me. I glanced over my shoulder and saw Ms. Coyle staring fixedly at my shamelessly exposed buttocks. I felt my face heat with red-hot embarrassment and blurted out, "Hi, Ms. Coyle! Can't talk now!"

Noel opened the door of her office and I rushed inside like all the hounds of hell were chasing me.

The narrow fabric of the G-string burrowed between my ass cheeks, and I got a wedgie while sprinting into Noel's office. It felt like a piece of rope rubbing up against the delicate flesh of my anus and when I saw Noel and Ms. Streng enjoying my obvious discomfort, I felt more submissive and abused. It was just like one of my sexual fantasies where I was humiliated and abused by cruel lesbians.

I lowered my gaze and avoided eye contact with the two older women. Being publicly exposed and humiliated had stirred my libido to feverish levels and as the two fully clothed women stared at me, my sex pulsed wetly. I could feel moisture seeping out between my swollen labia. My swollen nipples throbbed, and I was certain that Ms. Streng and her friend were planning to subject me to more degrading activities before they let me go.

My heart pounded madly in my chest and my breasts heaved as my breathing came in labored gulps. For a time, nobody said anything. The only sound in the room was the gasping sound of me attempting to get my panicked breathing under control.

Ms. Streng broke the silence.

"Dear, I think it's time for you to take those things off."

I hesitated, feeling both fearful and sexually aroused. Then Noel Whitehouse gave me an unforgiving look and snapped at me.

"Strip!"

The voice of authority spurred me into action, and I divested myself of the two scanty garments with shaking hands. It wasn't until I was naked with all my naughty bits on display that the look of disapproval vanished from Noel's face.

Something about this woman just seemed to compel obedience and respect, and it wasn't just the British accent. There was a firmness to the tone of her voice that made her sound calm, authoritative and determined. There was iron in that voice. You could command entire armies with a voice like that. When a voice like that gave you an order, disobedience was unthinkable. It was as if her words bypassed my higher brain functions completely and just took control of my body.

Once I was naked, Noel had me turn this way and that, taking special interest in different parts of my anatomy, my lips, my chin, my hair, my waist, my ass, my thighs and my calves.

"She's quite impressive," Noel said to Ms. Streng, "I'm especially enthralled with her legs and buttocks. Her exercise regimen must be quite ambitious."

"Oh, yes. She's quite the athlete," Ms. Streng agreed. "If she wanted to, I do believe she could compete in the Olympics against gymnasts like Alexandra Piscupescu. Just feel how firm and toned she is."

I was forced to bend over the surface of Noel Whitehouse's polished, mahogany desk while she touched me everywhere and sampled my muscle tone.

The touch of the woman's hand upon my thigh was unexpectedly gentle. Her hands roamed over my lower back muscles, the sacral dimples, she squeezed both of my buttocks simultaneously, then returned the examination to my legs. She grasped my thighs and calves, squeezing them methodically, testing them for firmness.

Then her hands were on my inner thighs. My breathing became labored. I gasped as her hands came shockingly close to touching my exposed pubic lips. She slid her fingertips across my buttocks, teasing my inner thighs and my lower belly, narrowly avoiding my sex and leaving me feeling sexually frustrated.

I squirmed my hips involuntarily and my ass tensed up as her hands cupped my buttocks. She felt me up from my buttocks to the backs of my thighs, to my buttocks again.

"I do believe you're right, Beverly," Noel said. "She has the body of an Olympic class gymnast. Have you ever pushed her to compete?"

I was a quivering, moaning mess as Ms. Streng and Ms. Whitehouse calmly discussed my physical attributes while feeling me up. My slit was aching for physical contact. I could feel my clit throb in sync with my pounding heart.

"The life of an Olympic athlete requires a great deal of sacrifice," Ms. Streng replied, feigning motherly concern. "No sex, no partying, no time for friends. It would be cruel to ask a girl her age to give up having a social life. Lack of socialization now could lead to her being maladjusted later in life."

I gasped and panted and felt even more feverish. Ms. Streng and her friend were playing some sort of game where I was being shamelessly sexually stimulated while they had a civilized conversation and pretended that I wasn't desperate with sexual need.

My pussy was leaking wetness and I whimpered when I felt Noel's fingertips gently stroking across my slick, swollen labia.

"Still, with her body and her athletic ability, she should be allowed to perform somewhere," Ms. Whitehouse said. "I have some friends who would enjoy watching her do backflips, contortions and aerial cartwheels. I'd consider it a favor if you could loan me to her for an evening."

The two women discussed me as if I wasn't even there with my naked body on display. Ms. Whitehouse continued to run her hands all over my naked body as she and my "mother" discussed when I should be loaned out to perform for an audience of Noel Whitehouse's friends.

By the time the two older women were done toying with me, I was trembling with sexual desire and my pussy was leaking like a dripping faucet. Both Ms. Streng and Ms. White house pretended not to notice.



