Last Valentines
By Ewong
Rebecca couldn’t believe the nerve of Joel. It was Valentine’s Day. VALENTINE’S DAY!!!! She had the day planned out, but Joel called, saying he was very sick. She figured that even though he was sick, it was Valentine’s Day, and they should have some sexy fun. So, it was that night that she wanted to surprise her lucky boyfriend. He’d given her a key to his apartment for their one week anniversary, and she’d cherished the thought of using it for this exact purpose. 

She arrived wearing only lingerie under a long raincoat, which she stripped off as soon as she was inside. She made sure her body looked perfect in the ruby red satin bustier and thong set. Her breasts were lifted and pressed together to create a generous amount of cleavage, while the thong framed her supple bottom beautifully. The red lace stockings along with the four-inch black patent leather pumps completed the outfit. Her shoes clicked loudly on the linoleum floor as she strode toward his bedroom. She knocked quietly, not wanting to infuriated her ill beau. However, as she opened the door, she realized just how sick he really was.
Joel was in bed alright, but he wasn’t lying in it. It was her best friend Cassandra that was lying down, not that she had much choice as her wrists and ankles were tied to each corner of the bed. Joel was on top, thrusting into her like his life depended on it. Anger overtook Rebecca as she ran forward and went to grab Joel to pull him away from her friend. However, she wasn’t used to her high heels, and she slid across the floor before falling forward. Her hands reached out for something to brace her fall, and they found Cassandra’s voluminous melons. The bound girl let out a shriek at the sudden and unwanted touch. Rebecca reeled back and the two “lovers” finally saw who had intruded on their lovemaking.

“Rebecca?! What the hell are you doing here?” Cassandra asked.

She was too embarrassed to speak. Rebecca just got up, turned around, and left. She tried to run, but her high heels didn’t afford her much speed. She strode as fast as she could out the door, not realizing she’d forgotten her coat until she was locked out. Her key in the coat’s pocket. She grumbled and set out to return home wearing her sexy lingerie. More than a few men propositioned her that night for some desperate Valentine’s loving, but she waved them all off. Her luck ran out when a police cruiser found her just outside her apartment building. 
“A bit underdressed for a walk, aren’t you?” Asked the female officer.

“Yes, but I’m on my way home. I had a rough night, and I just want to sleep it off.”

“I’ll bet. Many customers this time of night, and it being Valentine’s Day, you weren’t short on business.”

“Customers? No, no. I’m not a…a prostitute. I was visiting my boyfriend, but he was cheating on me. With my BEST FRIEND!”
“Likely story, but I’m afraid I’ll have to take you in. You’re not exactly decently dressed. If I can’t get you on prostitution, I can nail you for indecent exposure.”

“What do you mean? I’m fully covered!”

Rebecca looks down to see her breasts had popped out of the bustier, her hardened nipples pointing at the officer’s face. She sharply tugged it upward to conceal them, but the cups tore away, fully exposing her chest.

“Ma’am, I’ve seen some come-ons in my line of work, but this is just low. Now, am I going to have to take you by force, or will you come quietly?”
Rebecca felt defeated as she slung an arm over her breasts and trotted over to the officer, who wasted no time to cuff Rebecca’s hands behind her back.

“Hmm. Nice thong, lady. Your pimp must be doing well.”
“I told you! I’m not a prostitute!”

“Whatever.”

Rebecca was loaded into the cruiser and taken five miles away to the station, where she was walked through the front door essentially topless. She was processed quickly and released two hours later when her room mate Alicia posted her bail.

“Whoa! Rebecca, what happened? More importantly, what are you wearing?”

“Alicia, I just had the most humiliating night. I really don’t want to talk about it. Thanks for bailing me out, though.”

“No problem.”

However, Rebecca felt it WAS a problem. Not with Alicia, but with Cassandra and Joel. She wanted them both to pay, but didn’t know how. She wanted them to feel as humiliated as she did. She let her imagination run wild, but never thought of actually acting on them. That is, until she saw them still together six months later. She’d figured Cassandra would have dumped Joel for cheating, or Joel would cheat again and he’d break up with her. Seeing them together stirred up her feelings of revenge, and she began to remember a few select images from her memory that she wished could happen in real life. She finally told Alicia what had happened to her that night, and they both agreed that revenge would be sweet.
Part 2

Valentine’s Day arrived, and Joel was in a fit. He couldn’t figure out what to get his girlfriend since it wasn’t just Valentine’s Day, but their one-year anniversary as well. He wanted to give her one extravagant gift, but thought that was too simple. He had planned out the whole evening and had it end with the gift as a high note, but figured that she should get another gift. Something more intimate for when they’re indoors.
He wasn’t sure at first if he was at the right address, but the sign out front said “Belle Nudité”, which is what he wanted. He stepped inside and found a pretty scare looking photography studio. He looked around for someone, and was surprised by a voice behind him.
“Hi! I’m Alicia. This is my studio. Are you Joel?”

“Uh, yeah. I thought, I mean, when I made my appointment…”

“Oh, that’s Julio. He’s my make-up guy and he takes calls when I’m busy with a client. I’m sorry if I misled you, but I’ll be the one taking the pictures. If that makes you uncomfortable, I’ll understand if you want to leave.”

“Oh, no. I guess you’re a professional, and I really, REALLY need this as a gift. It would make my girlfriend absolutely crazy. She’ll love it.”

“Okay then, just get undressed and we can begin.”

“Oh, um…right here?”

“No, silly. There’s a small changing room down the hall. Just put on the robe inside and come out when you’re ready.”

“Alright.”

“And by undress, I do mean naked. No shoes, socks, or jewelry. I want these photos to be soul-baring.”
“Ahem, alright.”

Joel walked into the dressing room and quickly undressed. Standing naked inside the room, he felt it was private enough and he gave himself a short pep talk before donning the bathrobe and walking out to the studio.

“Good, now just get on the couch, drop the robe, and we can get started.”

Joel gulped, but complied. They started out with some basic shots, only showing his upper body, but soon she got him to expose himself completely for the camera. His lanky body contorted into several poses, and even a couple that weren’t quite as tasteful. After the session, Alicia called him over to see the shots they’d done. He thought about putting the robe back on, but she’d seen angles of his body he himself had never seen, so he felt it was idiotic to put it back on. He was impressed by the quality of the shots and how good he looked. He went back to the dressing room to pay for the shots, but was dumbfounded to find them gone. He turned around to leave the room when the door suddenly closed and locked from the outside. He began to bang against the door as he felt the floor seem to drop from under him, but that was impossible, wasn’t it?
Rebecca and Alicia couldn’t believe Joel didn’t notice that the “dressing room” was just a door with a trapdoor behind it. First, Rebecca found a way to open the trap door from underneath and have it seal so a person could stand on it without it giving way. She opened it to steal Joel’s clothes, then again to trap Joel. The naked man fell a few feet before hitting a slide that ws pitch black until he finally landed on what felt like a bean bag. Before he could stand, Rebecca blindfolded him and cuffed his hands behind his back. She then threw him into the back of a van. One target down, one to go.
Part 3

Cassandra couldn’t believe Joel. He told her this morning how everything was planned out, but now he texted her that she had to go home. She was at work, and thought he’d be picking her up. She huffed and drove to her apartment. On the way, she had to detour down an alley due to a construction sign. She flew through the alley as fast as she could until someone wearing a Nixon mask and wielding a gun forced her to stop. She heard the trunk of her van open up, and was surprised to see Joel’s naked body being shoved into the van, and the trunk quickly slammed shut.
The person with the Nixon mask stepped from the front of the car and opened Cassandra’s door and pulled her out. The person spoke, and Cassandra could only tell it was female, but couldn’t place the voice.

“Strip.” Nixon said.

“What?” Cassie asked.

“Strip now, and put this on.”

Nixon dropped a plastic bag at Cassie’s feet. She looked inside and saw it was some fancy lingerie.

“I don’t know what’s going on, but why are you doing this?” Cassie asked.

Nixon only cocked her gun in response.
“Okay, okay. Just…don’t look. At least give me that?”

Nixon shook her head and Cassie huffed before unbuttoning her blouse. She shrugged it off and unzipped her skirt. Down to her underwear, she begged Nixon not to make her get naked. The woman just pointed the gun to her head. Cassie, now fearing for her life, stripped the rest off and donned the strapless red with black lace teddy with a thong in the back. It looked like a red satin one-piece bathing suit with black lace around each leg hole as well as above and around her breasts. She turned around to put it on, and looked for Nixon for further instructions when she was done, but Nixon disappeared.
Part 4

After Cassie was pulled fro the van, Rebecca opened the trunk again. Quickly, Rebecca placed a briefcase, a duffel bag, and a note next to Joel before removing his handcuffs and closing the trunk. Joel took off his blindfold to see he was in the back of a van. The back row of seats prevented him from seeing anything else, but as he rolled over, he found a duffel bag with clothes inside. Before putting them on, he found the note. It said:
“Dear Cassandra,

Thanks for your generous payment. I’ll make sure Joel’s pictures are emailed to you so you can blackmail him for everything he’s worth. I’ll be holding the money and Joel at my safehouse until you come collect him. He already thinks he’s in a hostage situation, so just come by dressed in the lingerie I’m giving you and act like we kidnapped you as well.
Thanks again,
Julio”

Joel couldn’t believe Cassandra had paid Julio to kidnap him, as well as blackmail him with the pictures he’d just taken. It was so unlike her to manipulate people, but the evidence didn’t lie, since he found the briefcase and saw it contained more money than he’d ever seen his entire life. He opened the duffel bag and saw it contained leopard print pants and a fur coat. He figured these were just leftovers from photo shoots and put them on. They fit him pretty well, and he figured his luck was changing.  He found the lever to open the trunk, and he immediately hopped out, setting out to find Cassie and give her a piece of his mind. However, he was surprised to find Cassie standing next to car just a few feet from him. His pulse quickened as he saw she was wearing lingerie and now he knew that the note was real.

He wanted to scream at the top of his lungs, but he clenched his fists in frustration. He knows he can’t hurt her but as he looks down, he sees a black cane with a gold handle sitting on the ground. He picks it up and taps Cassie on the shoulder with it.
“Hey. You think I wouldn’t figure it out?” Joel asked.

“Oh, my God, Joel! Thank goodness you’re here! There was this woman, and she pointed a gun at me and—”

“Enough! I know of your deception, Cassie, and I can’t believe you’d try to trick me like this! I thought you were a sweet girl, but you were going to blackmail me for what? Money? Is that all I am to you? I know I’ve been showering you with gifts, but I’m not THAT rich. If this is who you are, we’re through!”

“What?! Joel, I have no clue what you’re talking about!”

Joel grabbed Cassie by the hair and led her to the back of the van. He let her go and she fell to her knees crying. Joel raised the cane above his head.

“The money! The MONEY! I saw it, you conniving bitch, I SAW IT!” Joel spat at his former girlfriend.
“Drop the cane and keep your hands were I can see them!” a booming voice came from behind him.

Joel dropped the cane and turned to face the officer, who couldn’t believe she’d actually nailed the pimp.

“Officer, we were kidnapped! I was just –” Joel began.

“Save it for the judge, Fancy Pants. Now place your hands on your head.”

Joel complied and the female office cuffed his hands behind his back.

“Officer, thank you! I don’t know what I’d do without you!” Cassie yelled.

“Don’t thank me yet, Skank. You’re coming along, too”

“What?”

The officer forced Cassie’s hands behind her back, making her arch suddenly. The force caused her breasts to pop out of her teddy, but she was unable to cover herself. The officer looked inside the trunk and found the suitcase of money. She counted about five hundred dollars in one dollar notes.
“Jackpot.” Was all she said before loading them all into her cruiser and heading to the station. 

After the officer left, Nixon walked out from behind a dumpster and Rebecca opened the back door to the studio. Nixon took off her mask.

“Thanks for the help, Alicia. I couldn’t have done it without you.” Rebecca said.

“Where’d you get the money, anyway?” Alicia asked.

“I sold some clothes really quick.”
“Whose clothes?”

“Cassie’s. You know she never took back her key when we had our falling out? I went there before Joel’s appointment and did some cleaning before selling them to the first person who was able to give me a ton of cash. I love this city.”

Back at the station, Cassie and Joel were processed. Cassie tried to cover her exposed breasts, but was unable to do so as she was dragged around the station to be fingerprinted and have her mug shots taken. Joel had to take off his coat before he had his mug shots taken, and the entire precinct was shocked to see the pants he wore were ass-less. Despite all the evidence at the site, there wasn’t enough to link either of them to prostitution and they were set free that night. Cassie still broke up with Joel, seeing how he acted after he got a bogus note about her blackmailing him. They each spent the rest of Valentine’s Day alone. Joel sulking that he couldn’t find a girl to sleep with before the day was over. Cassie freaking out when she found out all her clothes were gone except for the teddy she was wearing. The following day, she found a coat hanging on her door, with a note telling her to wear it and buy some new things with the money in the suitcase. Cassie took the money and quickly refilled her wardrobe. 
Joel got a mysterious email stating that if he bothered Rebecca, Cassie, or any women again, his naked pictures would find their way to places he wouldn’t like them to be. He gulped and decided to comply. Meanwhile, the female officer shut down her computer, quietly thanking whoever it was that had sent her the naked pictures of Joel.

The End.

