Thornwood Episode IV – The Champion

Part 40

Coach Ron kept the news to himself. No point in sowing distress. For the last stretch run into Indianapolis he said nothing about how disastrously the boys’ trip had gone.

Somehow his assistant coach got utterly off course and missed the exit for I65. Coach Johanna drove half way across Arkansas before one of the boys suggested they were going in the wrong direction. They had backtracked to somewhere between Little Rock and Memphis, Tennessee.

The only way they would make it in time for the meet would be if Coach Johanna drove straight through the night. The boys had been resting all afternoon and the luxurious coach bus had adequate sleeping accommodations for them. But they were not certified to drive the bus and Coach Johanna was in no condition to keep driving through the night. To ask her to do so would likely end in a disastrous bus crash. So Coach Ron had instructed her to find a hotel in Memphis and get an early start the next morning. Arriving late was better than not at all.

The girls would not like hearing that, with the coach bus hundreds of miles away, they would have to suffer a little while longer without their school clothes. That’s precisely why he kept it to himself and waited until they had reached their destination before breaking the news. As he drove, he brainstormed ways to make the best of latest development.

He followed signs toward the airport district because that would have the highest concentration of hotels with vacancy. Since Bystander was picking up the bill, the temptation was to pick an extravagant up-scale place. But Coach Ron had more sense than that. A nondescript cookie cutter chain was more fitting for a high school sports team. The girls would be more likely to settle down and actually sleep rather than staying up late and ordering midnight room service. And most importantly, as the only sponsor, it would be easier for him to control the situation in unspectacular accommodations.

Rachel’s heart fluttered when they pulled into the parking lot. She sensed immediately that something was amiss. Where was the other bus, the one with her clothes in it? She was stuck in an unfamiliar land without any covering to speak of. She desperately needed that bus!

Coach Ron went inside alone to check in. When he returned, he could no longer delay the news.

“Ladies, there had been a setback. Coach Johanna and the boys are not here yet. Their bus will not arrive until sometime tomorrow.”

As expected, a groan erupted from his team. Coach Ron took a hard line and commanded silence. “I know the conditions are not ideal, but we cannot change them. This is not the time for grumbling.”

The girls were not happy about it, but they did settle down as ordered.

“As representatives of the Thornwood, I expect you to conduct yourselves in a professional manner throughout our stay here. We are here to sleep, not to play. I have reserved 9 standard rooms for tonight plus some for the boys to occupy when they arrive tomorrow. This is a big two day meet and the mental preparation needs to start now. So put the distractions out of your mind and focus on getting a good night’s sleep.”

Coach Ron had the girls divide into groups of 2 or 3 and handed out the room keys. Ellie paired up with Rachel. Then it was time to go inside. The girls filed out of the bus but Rachel lingered behind. She gazed out the window at the parking lot. It was by no means full, yet still had too many vehicles for comfort. Each car represented another person or family. How long before they all learned there was a naked girl staying in the hotel this weekend?

She fought back tears and sat down hard. The pinnacle disc rebounded off the molded bus seat and sent a tremor straight into her body. She wanted to take it out right then and throw it out the window. But instead sat there and silently brooded.

Ellie had gone ahead to help Coach Ron with preparations. When she noticed Rachel was not with the group, she returned to the bus to locate and retrieve her friend.

“What’s the hold up, Rach?”

“I can’t do this. I can’t go in there.”

“Oh, it’s not that bad. You won’t believe what…”

“STOP!” Rachel interrupted and lashed out in anger, “Don’t tell me how bad it is. You don’t know what it’s like to be the only one on the team without a normal suit; to have people constantly staring at you. To be the center of attention as soon as you enter any room. It’s not fair. My body does not belong to the whole world. I’m sick of it. I just want to go…” **Where?

That question gave her pause. Where could she go? Home? Eric’s house was no sanctuary. Susan arranged only the skimpiest of clothing choices at home. And her bedroom didn’t even have a door. Compared to that, being naked in a hotel room with Ellie would be a piece of cake. School wasn’t any better; having to constantly fight with her outfits to avoid flashing her classmates.

Just thinking about it overwhelmed the young teenager. This time she couldn’t hold back the tears. Ellie saw her friend had reached her breaking point and was really struggling. She came closer.

“I know it’s hard sometimes, but you really ought to stop crying and listen to me. Coach Ron let me in on something that will cheer you up.”

With a little encouraging, Rachel composed herself and followed her friend off the bus into the cool Indianapolis night air. She rallied as they approached the front door.

**You are a member of the Thornwood varsity swim team. Represent yourself with pride. And just try not to make eye contact with anybody!

The other girls were milling around as Rachel and Ellie entered the hotel lobby. Coach Ron had not given them leave to disperse to their rooms just yet. The lobby was empty except for a single employee manning the front desk. She looked as bored as anyone working such a dead-end job would look. After a while, every high school group passing through was pretty much like the last.

Earlier that evening she had given six rooms to a soccer team on the third floor. And now this swim team had taken the entire sixth floor. She got paid the same hourly wage no matter how many rooms were rented on her watch. As long as the kids didn’t pester the front desk, she could care less.

Coach Ron had intentionally left the girls to loiter in the lobby. There were several special arrangements he needed to make with the hotel staff. That was another reason he wanted a less extravagant hotel. He could wave some of Bystander’s money around and get things done on his terms.

First he stopped by the maintenance office and reserved the indoor pool for early the next morning. That way he could work out the girls with a little regular practice time before heading downtown for the invitational. He kicked in some extra cash to make sure the pool remained inaccessible to other guests.

Next he stopped by the kitchen. This hotel had decent culinary facilities, but did not normally provide room service. The breakfast buffet was a communal affair. His team deserved better. He arranged for a cook to send someone up in the morning and take their custom orders and have the meals served in-room after swim practice. That way the girls would not have to fight the crowds around the waffle maker.

Since everyone had been wearing their swimsuits all day, his last stop was housekeeping to ask to use one of the industrial clothes washers. After that, Coach Ron returned to the lobby.

“We are on the sixth floor. Find your rooms and settle in. Bedtime is in 30 minutes. I will be coming around shortly to collect your uniforms. You are dismissed.”

Ellie had prepared Rachel that it was coming. They stood back and watched the shock register on the other girls’ faces. Once Coach Ron took their suits away, they would be forced to remain naked until morning.

As the only sponsor, this was part of his crowd control scheme. No lone man could hope to police 9 different hotel rooms for an entire night. Sure, his team had generally good behavior, but no teenager could be completely trusted. Someone was bound to sneak out and try some shenanigans.

But they wouldn’t make it far without any clothes. At the very least, he could ensure they didn’t try to visit a nearby dance club or catch a late night movie. With nothing to wear but tiny hotel towels, they were effectively contained to the premises for the night. Someone might get the idea to streak another floor, but they would return to their rooms once the harmless prank was over.

Upon collecting the uniforms and sending them to housekeeping, Coach Ron went to his own room. For the sake of propriety, he had reserved a separate luxury suite for himself. After a long hard day of coaching and endless driving, he was happy for a night of peaceful, uninterrupted sleep.

Things did not turn out so smoothly for his assistant. Coach Johanna was inexperienced at managing large groups of teenagers. She ended up employing more visceral techniques to keep her boys entertained that night. But that’s a story for some other time.

Coach Ron woke well before sunrise following his especially pleasant night. He had generously compensated the front desk clerk in exchange for alerting him if any girl was stupid enough to try and sneak out the front door. But receiving no phone calls, he had slept all night without worry.

While he got ready, he thought about his boss. Not his official boss, Principal Robinson, but rather his real boss. Bystander, the mysterious benefactor behind the renaissance in Thornwood’s swim program had recently given him a new assignment; find ways to get his girls used to functioning with less clothing. Rachel had come so far and now it was time to expand the scope to include the rest of the team.

Bystander had cautioned him to wait for just the right time. Today he saw the perfect opportunity. Taking away their uniforms had transformed 23 potential troublemakers into perfectly behaved little angels who slept soundly all night without a stitch of clothing between them. His plan had worked to perfection. Why rush to change a proven formula?

“Create situations where the young ladies must learn to function with less clothing,” his boss had said, “expand your creative methods beyond the locker room.”

**Easy for him to say. He’s not the one who has to make it happen. Well, one thing is for sure. Indianapolis is a long way from the Thornwood locker room. But how do I….wait, that’s it!

Bystander had tasked him to expand beyond the locker room. But Coach Ron had a new idea. Why not expand the locker room instead? Redefine the very concept, in fact! When the Tri-county meet got relocated to the Senior Center in Lark Bend, the girls had used the charter bus as a locker room. Why couldn’t he apply the same principle to the entire hotel?

He excitedly finished getting ready then contacted the hotel’s various departments to set his plan in motion…

Part 41

Manny punched his card into the time clock at 4:30am and made the short walk to the kitchen. Food prep was already underway. He hated breakfast duty, especially on long weekends when all the most obnoxious travelers seemed to converge at once. Snotty kids spilled cereal everywhere like they had never used a spoon before while their parents complained about the quality of the food.

**It’s a complimentary buffet at a low budget hotel! What the hell do you expect?

He put on his apron and looked over the to-do list. Rather than strict assignments in the kitchen, Jack left it up to the team to make sure everything was done. It was that kind of flexibility that kept good people around. His manager was a nice enough guy; willing to step in and lend a hand and always thinking up ways to make the job more fun for his employees. For that Manny could not complain; though he would be happier with a pay raise once in a while.

Lorenzo was chopping vegetables for the omelet station. Manny waved as he passed. From the walk-in freezer he fetched bags of “fresh squeezed” orange juice to start thawing. Then he went to grind coffee. His manager appeared a few minutes later with a twinkle in his eye.

“I have something for you” Jack announced.

“Unless it’s that promotion I’ve been asking for, forget it.” Manny replied.

“Not quite. But it is a special assignment.”

Manny eyed Jack with suspicion. But if it got him out of breakfast duty, he was willing to give it a shot. He shut off the coffee grinder and turned to listen.

“What do you need, boss?”

Jack smiled warmly. “A high school swim team up on six is requesting priority room service. And you are the perfect guy for the job.”

The hotel did not offer room service except in special situations. It was an inconvenience for the cooking staff, but the server in charge of delivery was usually compensated for his trouble. Serving an entire swim team could mean a particularly large reward.

“What’s the catch? You want me to split the tip with you or something?”

“Nothing like that, buddy. Besides once you get up there, you will probably forget all about the tip.”

Coach Ron had already lined Jack’s pockets and those of every other department manager in the hotel. Jack had chosen Manny purely on the merits of his job performance.

“Forget about the tip? Now you’re talking crazy!” Manny turned back to finish prepping the coffee.

“Listen, the way their coach explained it, the team is basically using the entire sixth floor as their locker room to get ready for an important swim meet today. He warned me that they might not have time for modesty while food is being ordered and delivered. And that whomever I send up there should be comfortable around nudity. Did I mention it’s an all-girls swim team?”

Now he had Manny’s attention. Room service did not sound fun. But delivering food to a locker room full of semi-naked high school girls was a different matter entirely.

“OK, deal. So what do I do?”

“It’s simple. First, you need to look presentable. Go find a clean apron. Then go up there and take everyone’s order. Lorenzo will help you cook the meals. I’ll cover the regular guests. Good luck, buddy.”

Jack watched his best worker rush to swap out his dirty apron for a new one and fly to the service elevator. He was happy for the kid. In 20 years of management, he had his share of epic hotel stories involving nude or underclothed guests. If anyone deserved a story of his own to tell, it was Manny. But Jack was in for a shock when his employee brought back more than just a good story.

Pip stood along the back wall while the other tired girls filed into the large room. They had all been woken similarly with instructions to come to Coach Ron’s suite immediately for a team meeting. That meant traipsing through the sixth floor of the hotel naked since he hadn’t yet returned their uniforms. No one looked happy being forced to attend the meeting without clothes.

When the last few stragglers arrived, Coach Ron called the meeting to order. As the first order of business, he addressed the issue of the missing uniforms by blaming a mix-up in housekeeping. Apparently the laundry crew conveniently overlooked that pile last night; just as Coach Ron had instructed them.

“They are busy with regular morning laundry at the moment. But I have assurances that our uniforms will be cleaned and delivered by the time we depart for the meet. Fortunately, we don’t really need them right now. Just treat this as any other locker room and everything will be fine.”

As Coach Ron launched into one of his boring speeches about team pride, Pip looked around the room. Most of the girls were still no more than half awake. Yawns swept over them like the wave at a football game. The short notice had given them no time to fix their hair or even look in a mirror. Only a few who had woken up early looked perky and put together.

As a group, they still looked spectacular. That did not seem to interest Coach Ron, though. He spoke to his naked team with a casual indifference which impressed Pip. Maybe he had grown accustomed to it having seen similar sights almost every day before and after practice back at the aquatic center. Most men would be overwhelmed by the awesome display of nubile female nudity in such a confined space.

But Coach Ron was certainly a different animal. He had plenty of chances to behave inappropriately while among them, but was a consummate professional. And after nearly pulling off a miraculous upset of Eastern Academy at the scrimmage, Pip was more willing than most to overlook his eccentricities.

She spotted her nemesis across the room. Rachel wore a smug look on her face. With her pinnacle, she was relishing the fact that she was the most dressed girl on the team for once. Oh, how the tables had turned. But that advantage was temporary, Pip knew. Pretty soon they would all get their uniforms back but Rachel was stuck with her embarrassing getup for the rest of the season.

As Pip was pondering when she would get another chance to use her remote control on Rachel, the meeting was interrupted by a terse knock. A young man in a hotel uniform and cooking apron was standing outside in the hallway. Since the door had been propped open, he could see all the way into the suite. The girls reacted as anyone would when caught naked in the presence of a stranger.

Those closest to him dove screaming into the bathroom. The few who could fit squeezed around the corner and hid out of sight. Some dove for the beds looking for cover. And in the melee a small pillow flew out the door and hit the young man. Pip stood her ground along the far wall with a group of her friends. She felt the urge to run and hide but managed to suppress it.

**So this is how Rachel feels every time a new person sees her in her immodest uniform.

“I WILL HAVE ORDER!” Coach Ron marched to the center of the room, bellowing as he went. Pip had never seen him this angry.

The girls got quiet and the dust settled. The beds were a mass of hair, and bedding, and a lot of bare skin. A few standing had managed to grab a pillow in the mad scramble were hiding behind them, while the rest had only their arms and hands to wrap around themselves. The man at the door looked on in total disbelief.

“What is your name, sir?”

“…uh, Manny.”

Coach Ron turned on his team; disapproval and anger clear on his face. “My team does not act like a bunch of squealing children. The hotel has been kind enough to send Manny up to take our breakfast order. And we will treat him in a civilized manner.”

The girls climbed out of the beds while Coach Ron drove the others out of the bathroom. He welcomed Manny into the suite and made the worst offenders line up to apologize one at a time.

Manny nodded in acceptance, still not quite believing what he was seeing. There were so many exquisitely sculpted young bodies each more beautiful than the last and without a scrap of clothing. When the last naked girl had apologized, it was time for Coach Ron to meter out his punishment. He began by making them stand there at attention so he could give his lecture.

“To be a member of the Thornwood varsity swim program means physical fitness and excellence in competition. But those qualities alone are not enough. A comprehensive attention to attitudinal refinement and service are also expected. Representatives of Thornwood must go above and beyond; always seeking out ways to positively affect their environment.”

“I had reserved the hotel pool for an early morning practice session. I thought it a good way to warm-up for the invitational. But perhaps some other practice is in order as well. You should always find ways to contribute and make things easier for those around you. I tried to instill that value in you with the charity carwash. But clearly some of you have not yet learned that lesson.”

To the five girls who had hidden in the bathroom he said, “To that end, I am sending you with Manny to the kitchens. While we are practicing, you will work to prepare our meals so the regular breakfast service will have no undue burden on account of us. I cannot abide my swimmers abusing the hospitality of this fine hotel staff.”

The color drained from the girls’ faces as the reality of their punishment set in. No doubt Coach Ron intended them to cook breakfast alongside the kitchen crew without clothes.

He ordered food appropriate for athletes before a performance and sent the five girls off. They looked like prisoners sentenced to hard labor as they fell in behind Manny to head down to the kitchens. When they were gone, the other girls breathed a sigh of relief thinking they had escaped punishment. But they were mistaken. Coach Ron had witnessed Jessica and Morgan fighting over a pillow when Manny first appeared. They winced when he called out their names next.

“I’m sure there are other departments that could use some willing bodies. Jessica, Morgan, you will accompany housekeeping on their morning rounds. Maybe you will gain more respect for the hotel bedding after spending some time fluffing pillows rather than fighting over them.”

Four other girls who had screamed and dove for cover, he singled out to report to the laundry room. Their duty was to aid in washing the team uniforms. Then he instructed Ellie to take the rest to the pool and prep for practice…

Part 42

Morning had not yet broken outside and most of the hotel was still sound asleep when the remainder of the Thornwood varsity swim team started their trek to the ground floor pool. The mood was solemn. Most felt they had dodged a bullet by not being sent off on other tasks. None dared balk when asked to journey through a hotel without any clothes on when the alternative was naked housekeeping or being naked chefs with Manny.

Using the rear stairwell, the girls silently followed Ellie down six flights. They made no sound except that of the soft padding of their bare feet on the cement stairs.

12 perfect little hourglasses emerged single file onto the ground floor and down the hall toward the pool area. Their young bodies were bursting with fertility. Full round breasts put on a hypnotizing display while rounded hips swayed in time with each stride. Weeks of conditioning had made them physically fit without an ounce of sag or flabby skin to be found.

Though their stages of physical development did vary to some degree, all sported a complete lack of pubic hair. But despite those characteristics, no one would mistake them for little girls. Even Ellie, the youngest and smallest of the group, could be proud of certain feminine features. She led them down the hallway with a bounce in her steps; unconcerned that such youthful exuberance added an extra jiggle to her bare breasts.

Rachel was among the group along with Pip and most of the other captains who had held their cool when Manny appeared. In spite of the mood, Pip cracked a smile when they reached the pool area. Her body tingled with excitement. Even in her nude state, she couldn’t help but feel excited about the upcoming swim meet. She was surrounded by her comrades; competitors all who were committed to one goal - becoming champions.

The solemnity took on an air of seriousness as the girls set up the area for practice as they had done dozens of times before back at school. They moved a few lounge chairs out of the way and cleared the pool of toys. Only the banal chatter was missing as they chose instead to go about their work in silence.

Coach Ron arrived a few minutes later and began practice as if they were right back at the aquatic center. The kidney shaped pool was much smaller than their Olympic size one at Thornwood. It was so small that only four swimmers fit at a time, and most could cross it in a few strokes. Ellie suggested that, rather than wasting so much time climbing in and out of the pool, each of the three groups should swim several laps before trading out with the next group. That elegant solution also gave them extra chances to work on their turns.

So they weren’t just standing around waiting for their chance to swim, Coach Ron setup a station at one end of the pool for the girls to warm down and stay loose with stretches. The group at the other end faced a mirrored wall (or at least they thought it was a wall) and did jumping jacks or ran in place to keep their heart rate up. When the whistle blew, each group was to move to the next station. Despite their nudity, or maybe because of it, the girls stayed very focused and productive throughout the hour long practice. They rotated in and around the pool like a well-choreographed play. 

The only things missing, other than their uniforms, were their teammates who were busy serving in other capacities around the hotel. Their mornings did not go quite as smoothly.

The four girls on laundry duty ended up with the mildest punishment. They spent the whole time washing and folding the team uniforms. And because they were in a remote laundry room, no one else was around to witness their nudity.

The same could not be said of those sent to help with breakfast. The kitchen crew was pleasantly surprised when Manny returned with five naked girls. It was a real morale booster, but an argument soon broke out on out how to divide five girls fairly between four cooks. Manny called them together for a quick huddle.

“Listen, guys. I’m pretty sure Jack’s cool with all this, but only if it is not a distraction. If we’re not getting our work done, I guarantee he will send the girls back upstairs and we all lose out. So let’s just settle this. Draw straws and pick a girl in order to be your helper? The longest straw gets whoever’s left since there’s one extra.”

The cooks agreed and quickly drew straws before returning to divide up the spoils. Lorenzo had won the right to go first. He took his time scrutinizing the delectable lineup. There was no bad choice among the lot, but one stood out in his eyes. He always had a thing for redheads. Dani, one of only three redheads on the team, exhibited all the signs of Irish ancestry. Her skin was creamy white and she had striking green eyes. Besides that, her breasts were in the running for the best looking on the team and were certainly among the biggest. The way they stood full and round over her ribcage which tapered to such a small waist made them look even bigger.

Yes, Dani had nothing to be ashamed of. But that did not stop a blush from spreading down her body when Lorenzo pointed at her. Everyone else picked their girl leaving little Samantha to go with Lorenzo. He took her and Dani back to his station and put them straight to work while he stood back and ‘supervised’.

Victor, not content to simply watch Karen stand around chopping vegetables, started issuing orders at once. As much as he enjoyed watching his unclad assistant scurry about, he had the most fun sending her into the walk-in freezer to retrieve some ingredient or another. After a few trips, she was visibly shivering. Goose bumps dotted her bare skin and her fingertips and toes looked like icicles. And her poor nipples were as hard as rocks.

When Jack finally came out of his office, he was astonished to find the five naked high school girls from the swim team working alongside his guys to make breakfast. Last night, after stressing the importance of team pride and giving back, Coach Ron inquired about letting some of his team help prepare the room service. And Jack had agreed to help out.

He had also politely listened to Coach Ron explain his crazy philosophy of treating the hotel like a locker room. But Jack had failed to put the two together. He assumed the locker room philosophy would be confined to the sixth floor. He never expected the girls would be naked while performing their acts of service throughout the hotel. Jack’s first inclination was to cancel the whole deal and send the girls back. The last thing he needed was a distraction; or worse, a lawsuit under his watch.

But he was reluctant to do so having already accepted a considerable amount of money from the head coach; he preferred not to call it a bribe. He told himself that Coach Ron must know what he’s doing. He surely meant for them to be naked or he wouldn’t have sent them down like this. And it was almost comical how hard his guys were working. They clearly didn’t want to upset a good thing.

As a compromise, Jack grabbed some extra aprons and hair nets and made the girls put them on. That way they were still exposed as Coach Ron obviously intended without violating any FDA regulations. Though their backsides remained exposed, the girls welcomed the aprons as an improvement in the modesty department. One skinny girl in particular was in desperate need of an extra layer. She was nearly frozen when Jack got to her and her poor nipples looked like they were about to break off from frostbite.

All in all, it was a successful morning for the breakfast crew. The girls were great representatives of their school and did whatever was asked of them diligently and without complaining. And Jack could not deny that his guys worked more efficiently and happily with scantily clad beauties at their side than they had ever done before.

Other than the four guys in the kitchen and their manager, the girls were able to avoid being seen by anyone else. The same luck did not extend to Jessica and Morgan. They spent their morning cleaning rooms on the third floor where a certain boy’s high school soccer team happened to be staying…

Part 43

**This can’t be happening. This can’t be happening!

That was all Morgan could think about as she pushed her cart past the guest rooms of the third floor. The housekeeping manager had laughed herself into a coughing fit when she and Jessica reported for duty.

“Well, what ave I caught? You ‘ere to work or shall I call you up a spa treatment, miladies?”

“We’ve come to work, ma’am” Morgan responded. She could understand the manager’s confusion. It wasn’t everyday someone shows up to work without any clothes on.

“Is that right? Ya coulda fooled me, heh! Now I’v seen everythin; a coupla bairn lambs as you puttin’ up for hard labor. It’s a good thing ya coach greased me skids or I h’v half a mind to throw ya sorry lot back int’ the sea. A good paddlin’s what you need, I say. Oh well. Grab a cart an’ find Marta on three. You’re her problem now.”

While they were translating her words into some sort of comprehensible English, the lady stood up. At her full height she struck quite an imposing figure.

“Oi, I’m not here to babysit ya wee pixies; bare arsed or no. Ya said ya ‘ere to work. Third floor! Go on, then ‘fore I change me mind ‘bout that paddlin.”

They hurried from the room. They hadn’t caught everything the gruff manager said. Only that they were to grab a cart and report to Marta on the third floor.

Finding a cart was the easy part as several were lined up near the service elevator. Loaded up with cleaning supplies, fresh linens, and a trash receptacle, it was bigger than both girls combined and twice as heavy. Jessica got behind it to push but couldn’t see over the top. So Morgan stood in front to steer and help pull.

With a concerted effort they got it into the service elevator and pressed the number 3 button. A short ride later they hauled their heavy cart out onto a corner landing on the third floor. The hotel was laid out with four inner hallways connecting in a perfect square.

From their landing the girls could see half the rooms by looking straight down the two adjoining halls. The rest of the floor was out of sight around the corner. They did not see Marta’s cart. So they picked the hallway on the left to make a clockwise circuit of the floor. One way or another they should catch up to her.

Jessica leaned hard into the handle and the heavy laden cart started moving. She strained to keep the wheels turning. Once it got some momentum, the cart had a mind of its own. It resisted Morgan’s direction and several times she just barely kept it from crashing into the wall.

Morgan jumped as an ice machine whirred to life nearby. They had been walking less than a minute and she was already on edge. With every little noise her preservation instincts screamed for her to run and hide. Their luck had held out so far, but it was only a matter of time before one of the guests saw their naked bodies.

Just then a door opened ahead of them. A boy about Morgan’s age came out from his room. He was tall and very handsome; a member of the soccer team that was staying there. His attention was directed back inside the room for the moment. Morgan was suddenly acutely aware of her nudity. One turn of his head and he would see everything.

Normally she might try to catch his eye. Maybe even flirt with him a little bit. But right now all she could think about was finding a place to hide. She glanced back at the cart saw her salvation in the form of the clean towels stacked up for delivery. In a flash she grabbed the top one and wrapped it around herself just before the boy turned around. Sadly, there was no time to toss one back to Jessica who was still wrestling with the rear handle and couldn’t see what was happening up ahead.

The boy looked Morgan up and down with a smile. After all, it’s not every day you see a cute hotel maid wearing nothing but a towel. He started walking toward her and nodded as he passed. Morgan nodded back; glad that her quick thinking had averted some major embarrassment. Then she winced when she realized his trajectory would take him right past Jessica who was still fully exposed and oblivious to his approach.

**Poor girl. Here it comes. 3…2…1…

“Holy shit!”

“Aiee!” Jessica cried out as the boy reached the rear of the cart. A few seconds later he passed Morgan again; likely on his way to alert his teammates of the naked housekeeper in the hall. Morgan grabbed another towel and ran to her friend’s side. Jessica was leaning against the wall; clearly shaken by the encounter.

“Put this on, J, before they come back.” She left the towel with Jessica and returned to the front of the cart. A bunch of teenage boys were pouring into the hallway. Word travels fast when there are naked girls about.

The only thing to do was keep moving. Morgan called out for Jessica to resume pushing. With the white towels securely fastened about them, they walked the cart past the entire soccer team who had lined the hall. There were several whistles and a few appreciative phrases tossed out. Morgan feared someone would be so bold as to try and yank her towel off, but none of the boys went that far.

The boys, who were about to go down for breakfast, were suddenly keenly interested in making sure housekeeping did a good job. It looked like the excitement would be short lived when the sexy maids continued around the corner without stopping at any of their rooms. But against all odds, the girls did return not five minutes later. And this time they were wearing nothing but a kind smile of hospitality.

For Morgan and Jessica had found the other housekeeping cart parked outside a nearby room. The room’s previous occupant had just checked out and Marta took the opportunity to quickly train them on how to properly clean a room and make the beds.

Marta’s manger had told her to expect two helpers and not to be alarmed by their unusual attire. Marta took it in stride and made a point to remind the girls that hotel towels were meant for guests to use, not maids. And with that she sent them back the way they had come to turn down the six soccer team rooms.

Morgan stood tall and proud and barely managed to mask her embarrassment as she knocked on the first room in the line. The boys at the door welcomed them inside and stood back to let them get to work. She had a newfound appreciation of what her teammate, Rachel, went through on a daily basis with her Pinnacle style uniform.

**It’s only six rooms. You can do this. You’re a representative of Thornwood. Have some pride.

She felt eyes staring at her from behind as she leaned over to fluff the pillows and tuck in the sheets. The attention had caused her nipples to become stiffer than she had ever felt before. It made her look like she was enjoying it, but she couldn’t do anything about that.

She looked across the bed where another group of guys were appraising her friend’s intimate assets. Jessica’s similarly engorged nipples were accentuated by a bright red blush on her breasts. If one could die of embarrassment, Jessica looked like she might do it. At the very least she was close to fainting.

**Why, oh why, did I throw those damn pillows at that waiter? I could be down at swim practice right now instead of up here being ogled by a bunch of horny soccer players! OK. This room’s done, only five to go. Only, I’m not sure J is going to make it. I’m not sure I’m going to make it!...

At 7:00 Coach Ron called an end to practice. True to his word, the maintenance supervisor had made sure they were not disturbed. After a brief cool-down period the team returned to their floor.

Dani and the other kitchen girls were helping Manny setup tables for breakfast when the team arrived upstairs. This time, if anyone was uncomfortable being naked in Manny’s presence, they made sure to hide it. Coach Ron’s lesson had sunk in. In fact, everyone went out of their way to be especially friendly to Manny.

Near the end of breakfast, the laundry crew returned with freshly cleaned uniforms in tow. Coach Ron regretted their return. His team had never concentrated so well as when they were naked during that morning’s practice. As ready to perform as they were right now, he would prefer to have them ride to the sports complex naked and focused before adding the distraction of clothes.

He reluctantly let the girls get dressed for the meet, but pledged to install a nude practice policy at Thornwood after the trip.

After breakfast, Jessica and Morgan trailed in at last looking worse for wear. Their punishment had been the worst and most humiliating. They had given the soccer team more than an eyeful and couldn’t wait to get into their swimsuits. Jessica broke down and cried like she was seeing a long lost friend.

They quickly got dressed then checked out their breakfast. Jessica’s nerves were shot and her stomach was too tight to eat. A quick nap was more fitting for her than a plate of cold food. She collapsed onto the bed; careful not to make extra work for the housekeepers by messing up the covers

Morgan eyed the spread hungrily, but turned it down in favor of another need that had been building within her. She announced she was taking a quick shower before it was time to leave. She locked the bathroom door, took off her uniform, and carefully hung it up as if it were the most valuable article of clothing she had ever owned.

Once in the shower she thought about the lusty eyes of the soccer team. She had not failed to notice how many had erections nearly bursting out of their pants while they watched her work. And her naked body had caused every one. Morgan’s hormones soon transformed the ordeal into a fantasy and before long she was happily pleasuring herself to the memory under a relaxing spray. Secretly, she couldn’t wait for the opportunity to try something like that again…

Part 44

The team’s whirlwind morning schedule and swim practice had kept Rachel’s mind off the fact that she would soon be appearing naked in front of the multitudes attending the swim meet. It helped that she had spent all morning in the company of similarly unclad swimmers. 

For a short time she got to be the most dressed girl on the team while everyone else was fully exposed. It was nice to see them get a taste of what she went through on a daily basis. Because of that she didn’t mind as much that everyone else got their uniforms back afterward.

In the lobby, while they were waiting for Coach Ron to pull the bus around, the girls had a little excitement. Through the front windows they watched a man on a gurney be wheeled from the hotel through a side door. The front desk attendants who were gossiping about it were able to fill the girls in on the situation.

“Yeah, that’s Mr. Watts, our maintenance supervisor. Somebody found him passed out in the exercise room next to the pool. Turns out he had a heart attack or something. Don’t know why he would be in there. He doesn’t work out.”

“Hey, maybe he was finally trying to get rid of that beer gut that’s been growing for the past thirty years!”

“Then explain why his pants were around his ankles when they found him.”

“Don’t ask me. Maybe he’s going senile. All I know is old Mr. Watts has always creeped me out. The man needs to just retire already.”

Given more time, the Thornwood girls would have inquired more about this exercise room being mentioned and learned how it was located on the viewing side of a two-way mirrored glass wall next to the pool. They would have then made the connection that it was their nude swim practice routine that had done in poor Mr. Watts. But about that time, Coach Ron pulled up to the entrance and cut the investigation short.

They boarded the bus and drove downtown to the Indianapolis convention center and sports complex. Rachel was spared her embarrassment for a little while longer when they were directed to an entrance reserved just for female athletes and teams competing in the Labor Day Invitational.

**So far, so good.

Coach Ron and Ellie went to register while the team familiarized themselves with their surroundings. The locker room was more a series of smaller rooms connected by a giant common corridor. Rachel was comforted seeing girls from other teams walking about in various states of undress. It allowed her to blend in for a little while longer despite her unusual uniform.

They passed a heated pool where competitors could wait and stay loose between races. Like everything else in the complex, it was scaled up to accommodate large groups. The boys’ teams had their own pool on the other side of the building.

They found the private room reserved for Thornwood and were just settling in when Ellie returned and started handing out printed schedules and id tags. When Rachel saw the tags, a combination of performance anxiety, pre-race jitters, and impending exposure hit her all at once and nearly made her sick. She quickly grabbed one of the schedules and started searching for her name.

**Just don’t think of the exposure and focus on swimming. Everyone’s equal in the water. Let’s see, 8:00…no races. 8:15…nope. Wait, I’m not on here at all? What the…?

“Rach. Coach needs to see you”, Ellie called out. “He’s in room D119.”

“Well, I’m right here! Where the hell is he?” Anger welled up within her. As a top performer and their best chance at scoring team points, she was sure Coach Ron would give her a full docket. After all, this is what they had been training for. She wasn’t here for sightseeing or cheerleading. She was here to be a champion and it was ludicrous that Coach Ron wouldn’t sign her up for every race possible.

There was an obvious reason why he didn’t just come to see her. The Thornwood girls were used to having Coach Ron around. But the other teams would object to seeing him in the women’s locker room. So he had made an excuse to stay away and sent Ellie in to retrieve Rachel instead.

“D119, how am I supposed to find that by myself? This place is huge!” Rachel wondered aloud.

Ellie Explained. “It’s not far and there are maps everywhere. Just follow the signs.”

“Why does he want to talk to me? Oh, God. It’s about my uniform, isn’t it?”

“I think so. But don’t worry too much. Coach will figure something out. Just go talk to him.” Ellie could tell Rachel was upset. But she was too busy to deal with it. With Coach Johanna absent, Coach Ron had dumped a load of managerial duties on her. The most pressing task was sewing RFID race tags into all the team uniforms. It was a normal requirement that the other teams had completed days ago. But as a last minute entrant to the meet, Thornwood was playing catch-up.

Left to fend for herself, Rachel silently exited the Thornwood enclave and started toward the end of the corridor. She couldn’t shake the feeling that she was marching to her doom. Her imagination ran wild with speculation.

**That’s it. They’re not going to let me compete. This whole trip was a waste.

A map on the wall at the end of the corridor showed the first floor layout of the complex as well as her current location. After some scanning, she located room D119. But despite Ellie’s promise, it looked like she had some ways to go.

**So it’s on the other side of conference hall D. Well, at least there’s a side hallway that will take me straight to it.

The downtown convention center was easily big enough to host multiple events simultaneously. The Sports Complex backed up to sector D where another conference was also scheduled that weekend. Rachel read the label for the other conference, but it didn’t make any sense to her.

**What’s a SciFiCon? Must be some kind of business conference. Oh well, what do I care? It’s not like I’m attending.

A twinge of foreboding struck her when she stepped through the door. She suppressed the sensation and set out to find her Coach. Around the corner some important and terribly embarrassing information about the conference emerged.

First, the map had not indicated that the hallway running high to one side of the conference contained windows overlooking the show floor. They were regularly spaced all the way down as far as she could see. The first was a little round thing; barely big enough to frame her face. Had the others all been that same size, there would have been no problem. But as if to add an architectural flourish to the building, someone had decided to make each window just a bit larger than the last. It made her tremble to think what awaited at the other end of the hall.

The second revelation was just as disconcerting. Peeking through the little porthole, she got her first look at SciFiCon and saw at once that this was no ordinary business conference. Rather it seemed more like a congregation of mostly teenage boys and younger men who had come together to celebrate superheroes, or cartoons, or…something; she wasn’t sure what.

She also saw that she had grossly misjudged the scale of the map. The conference hall was huge; easily the size of a football field! For all the activity below she was a little surprised to be the only person in the hall. But how long would that last? She briefly considered turning back and finding a different route.

**No, I should stick to the route in my head. Even if that means walking past an arena full of pimply faced pubescent nerds.

Her nipples came to attention at the thought. She had been able to keep arousal at bay and her body had mostly behaved since arriving in Indy. Seeing all the other girls deal with their own nudity last night and this morning had helped distract her from her own ongoing sexual ordeal.

Of course, Ellie had insisted on sharing a bed in the hotel room last night just like they had done at the sleepover. And as usual she managed to find the warmest, most intimate spots on Rachel’s body to snuggle up to. And she couldn’t prove it, but she suspected Ellie did more than just snuggle.

Her dreams had been filled with vividly erotic scenes. And at one point in the night, she could have sworn she sensed a suckling sensation on her breast. She awoke to find Ellie snoozing soundly against her bosom with her lips suspiciously close to an engorged nipple. She also detected a hint of lingering moisture. But it was possible she was just imagining things. And besides, Ellie was mostly harmless. So she had simply rolled over and gone back to sleep.

But the convention hall was no figment of her imagination. Her only defense was to act confident; like she belonged. In a way, the myriad of weird costumes on the show floor made that easier. She could almost pass as some sort of sexy alien with her webbed gloves and bright orange belt. She would certainly have had a harder time fitting in with a room full of businessmen in suits. It also helped that at least 30 feet of air separated her from the conference below.

As she walked she saw other women in revealing costumes, too. Both attendees and those hired to be “booth babes”. None were nearly as revealing as Rachel and her Pinnacle uniform. They were all very popular among the target demographic of the show and attracted clusters of fans and onlookers.

More and more eyes fell on her with each window she passed. She crossed her arms over her chest and kept her head down but it helped little. The windows grew sufficiently large to see definitively that the mystery maiden was not wearing a top. She remained hidden from the waist down…for the moment. But each pane now took two or three paces to cross and she sensed people eagerly tracking her progress from one frame to the next.

As the panes grew wider, the gaps of wall between them shrank by an equal amount. Soon they began to grow taller, too. After crossing the last one which still reliably concealed her lower half, she faltered. The sheer number of startled looks and gaping mouths she had witnessed was overwhelming. There were just too many people staring agape at her body and the rest of the walk was only going to get more embarrassing. She collapsed against the wall as a surge of hormones caused her pussy muscles to flex. Her legs buckled with the first spasm.

**Oh no, not now!

A mini-bate usually satisfied such spasms. But that meant removing the Pinnacle to gain access. And she couldn’t touch herself like that while wedged between two large panes of glass with people impatiently waiting for her to appear on either side. And what if someone should appear in the hall while she was doing it? Better to suck it up and keep moving than to stand here prolonging her embarrassment.

The map in her head told her that her destination was right at the end of the hall. Maybe she could figure out something when she got there. So she gathered her wits, did her best to ignore the sensation and focused on putting one foot in front of the other.

As the rest of her body gradually came into view along with the Pinnacle, she was a fantasy come to life for many of the attendees. For other younger patrons, her presence was a mystery to be solved. It prompted more than one heated conversation.

“Who’s she supposed to be? Kala of Tryion?” one kid asked. He was only 9 and more interested in placing her character than studying her curves. 

“Can’t be. Where’s her plasma scepter? And Besides, Kala wears a cape.” His friend answered. “I’m pretty sure she’s Anime. Ginzoko Blast, or maybe someone from the Freedom Assault universe. Is that a cat emblem between her legs? That could mean...”

“Who cares? She’s hot as hell and practically naked!” the older brother interrupted. “Just look at those perfect tits. Better than any ecchi I’ve ever seen! And she is not FA, idiots. She is clearly Princess Bellows from Power Spin Kamatziru…the orange series, naturally.” Even in the presence of a naked girl, the nerd in him couldn’t help flaunting his superior Sci-Fi knowledge over his younger brother’s friends.

Had she stopped to think about it, she might have wondered why Coach Ron would pick a room next to the SciFiCon and so far from the aquatic facilities. The answer is that he didn’t. Rachel was going to the wrong room…

Part 45

She arrived at what she thought was room 119D and entered into a bustle of activity. What first caught her eye were the myriad of costumes hanging up everywhere. It looked like a dressing room for a futuristic fashion show or play. No sign of Coach Ron, but another man noticed her before long and made his way over.

“What are you doing here? I thought the agency wasn’t sending a Kala.”

Then he did a double-take. “Nice outfit, honey. You guys really go all out. Only you forgot something.” He grabbed a cape of a rich purple color from the nearby clothing rack and tossed it to her. “I don’t know what they told you, but this conference is PG-13; not rated for nudity. You can’t go out there like that. It’s a good thing Kala always wears a cape.”

The man looked to be in charge. He was clearly stressed and very busy; not enjoying himself like the conference attendees outside had been. As he was turning to leave, Rachel stopped him.

“Wait, I need to talk to Ron…um”, he had been Coach Ron to her for so long that she couldn’t remember his last name. “Ron. I was supposed to meet him in 119D.”

“Well, I don’t know any Ron, sweetie. But you’ll have to meet your friend after the show. Now hurry up and get dressed. We’re due on the main stage in 5.”

This time Rachel let him move on. Then she made a hasty retreat from the room. She wanted to be long gone before the man realized he had mistaken her identity. It would be difficult to explain that she was just some lost naked girl looking for her swim coach. Even if he never figured it out, she absolutely wanted no part of going on stage in her current attire.

**At least I got a cape out of the deal. I’m sure they won’t miss it.

She quickly wrapped it over her shoulders and clasped it around her neck. It was lightweight but opaque and hung down well past her waist. She had almost forgotten what it felt like to have her breasts concealed and the feeling made her practically giddy. Sure, any fast walking would cause it to sort of billow up behind her. But if she took things slowly she could stay relatively decent.

As she was planning her next move she noticed the plaque beside the door which labeled the room as 199D.

**199! How could I have been so stupid?

**A little ways down she found another map. Sure enough, she had gone to the wrong place. 119D was right next to the locker room. Time to backtrack.

Having already made the trip once without a cape, Rachel was confident she could endure a return trip with one. Unfortunately, a security guard was waiting when she returned to the walkway. He blocked the entrance and prevented her from going back the way she had come.

“I need to get to the sports complex.”

“Sorry, Kala. No extras beyond this point. You have to go through the conference hall like everyone else. Nice outfit, by the way. Can I have your autograph?”

Another case of mistaken identity. She pled with him, but he insisted that the only way to the sports complex was to traverse the conference hall itself. That gave Rachel an idea.

**Wait a minute. That’s my ticket back. I can pretend I’m this Kala character and go through the middle of the conference hall.

So Rachel was fated to attend her first SciFiCon after all. She strode out onto the show floor to raised fists of salute and calls of “Hail Tryion”.

Kala proved to be a very beloved character who garnered much attention. No doubt her skimpy outfit contributed to her popularity. After all, she was basically naked under her cape. But it was fun to have a fan base. Not about to let them down, Rachel played to the crowd by nodding nobly and signing autographs when possible.

She had so much fun that reaching the end of the hall was kind of a disappointment. She enjoyed seeing the other weird and wonderful costumes and would have liked to explore the vendor booths more. It was fun to play pretend and dress up once in a while. And it gave her a thrill to be daring with her body but still somewhat in control for once. Rachel had so much fun that she vowed to research SciFiCon when she got home and attend some in the future.

But now it was time to get back to the swim meet. She went straight to the correct 119D this time where Coach Ron and another man were inside glaring at each other across a table. The two men continued their heated conversation as she approached.

“You can do whatever you want. But I’m telling you it’s dangerous. There are all kinds of chemicals in a swimming pool. It’s no different than doing an ear. The area needs time to close up or you run the risk of infection,” said the man who she later learned was named Damien.

Coach Ron still hadn’t noticed Rachel. He asked, “How long do we have to wait?”

“It depends if she is a fast healer or not. Normally, I’d say a day. But she’s young. And an athlete, as you say. She might be able to go after a few hours as long as there’s no redness or swelling.”

“Fine. We’re short on swimmers as it is. And this one is too valuable. Go ahead and setup.” That’s when he noticed Rachel coming up behind him.

“Rachel, good to see you. This is Damien. He’s here to pierce your nipple.”

“Pierce my WHAT?!”…
Part 46

Grigor had seen that look before. His boss was not happy. A dire development threatened to derail the whole Thornwood project. But he knew his boss would not give up without a fight. Luckily, the heart and soul of BysCo had an uncanny ability to turn such curveballs into homeruns. All in a day’s work.

Initially it didn’t look like much was happening. He was just sitting motionless at his desk; the potentially ruinous memo in front of him. But having worked with him for so long, Grigor knew better. The genius was at work. Time was critical. Grigor need only provide useful information until Bystander had developed a plan of action and execute once the decision was made on how to proceed. Bystander spoke.

“I thought Kathy was on her way to the airport. How did we lose her?”

“Our tail reported that she packed two suitcases into her car and left right on time; presumably to drive to Chicago.”

After accepting the job, Kathy had begun preparations at once for the move to China. She cancelled her utilities and made arrangements for a moving company to pack up the rest of her belongings. When she got into the car that morning, she had given no indication of doing otherwise.

The tail had only been hired to watch the house until she left the house. No one followed her after that. Grigor caught a brief look of annoyance on his boss’ face. It was his mistake to presume she would drive straight to the airport. But Bystander was too focused on the task at hand to worry about punishing such oversights. That would come later.

“Any idea where she is headed instead? Any close friends?”

“No one she hasn’t already said ‘goodbye’ to. We’re monitoring her communications.”

“Good. She’ll show up. In the mean-time, get me a copy of her emails from the past day and bring me her psych profile so I can figure out her next move. And put out an APB for her car on the public wire. Maybe we’ll get lucky.”

“Yes sir.”

**Maybe we’ll get lucky. Yeah, and maybe she’ll just show up at the airport!

It was just an expression. Bystander never left anything to luck if he could help it. Grigor used his tablet to transfer the requested information over to the master workstation. He was in the middle of posting the APB when his boss made a breakthrough.

“Forget the APB. I know where she’s going!”

“What? Where?”

“Indianapolis. It’s right here in her inbox.”

“Of course!” Grigor cursed himself for not piecing it together. He filled in the rest aloud. “Coach Ron sent the parents an email about the Labor Day Invitational. Kathy had promised to attend at least one of Rachel’s swim meets and this is her last chance before leaving the country. The team was supposed to be in Lark Bend this weekend which is too far away. But Indy is only 3 hours from Chicago. She probably found a commuter flight from Indy to drop her straight into O’Hare in time to catch our plane to Beijing. So, how are we going to stop her?”

“We’re not.” Bystander replied calmly. As usual, he was already thinking several steps ahead. “It’s too late to intercept her at this point. Contact will happen, but that doesn’t mean we can’t spin it in our favor. Call Coach Ron and warn him that Rachel’s mom is on her way.” He dismissed Grigor with a nod and dove headlong into Kathy’s psychological dossier.

Coach Ron sat in room 199D wallowing in despair. His great gamble had slowly fallen apart over the last two days. He had hoped that, even without Rachel, his girls could somehow hang around in the top 10 the first day. Then with his boys arriving and Rachel retuning to form, they might just have made a run at a championship today.

That dream was all but extinguished now. Johanna and her team had somehow been delayed coming out of Memphis and were going to miss the meet completely. He hadn’t even bothered to activate Rachel. There was no point in risking her health now.

He hated to admit defeat, but the deficit was just too much to overcome. He had spent most of the day hiding in this makeshift office rather than watch Coach Sparks and Eastern Academy celebrate yet another victory. A few more races and the invitational would mercifully be over.

When Bystander’s office called, he braced for more bad news. But the tone was even more threatening and urgent than he had expected.

“Forget winning the meet,” Grigor had said, “Bystander has a new priority. That means you have a new priority. Rachel’s mother, Kathy, is entering the complex as we speak. She only has time to watch one race before she must leave again for the airport. It is imperative that Rachel be in that race!”

Coach Ron struggled to keep up. “What difference does one race make?”

“Bystander has studied her psych profile. Seeing her daughter in such a revealing uniform will be jarring. She can and will destroy everything you have accomplished. However he calculates that if she simultaneously sees Rachel happy, successful and fulfilling her true potential, she will not stand in the way. That is why you must get her on the starting block before the next race starts. Is she with you?”

“I…I have no idea where she is.”

“Well you better go find her now. If you are any sort of good coach, you will get that girl in the pool and motivate her to swim the race of her life. Your role is about to change as well. Call me back when she’s on the starting block and I’ll explain the rest of the plan.”

Coach Ron took pride in his normally unflappable nature, but Grigor’s ominous words shook him to his core. If this didn’t work, his job, in fact his whole career would be over. He set out running across the sports complex. He gathered some essentials then took off running. His first order of business was to find Ellie. If anybody could lead him to Rachel, it was she.

In the bleachers, Rachel sat huddled inside her cape and nursed her wound; still shocked that Coach Ron had convinced her to go through with the piercing. According to meet regulations, all competitors must have a tamper resistant RFID tag system attached to their uniform. This tag would identify them throughout both days of competition.

The device was semi-permanent; not meant to be removed until after the meet had concluded. Any sign of tampering could disqualify an entire team. The only way to be allowed to compete was if she had one installed like the other swimmers. Unfortunately, her uniform had no fabric in which to sew the tag. Her belt and gloves were polymer and too flimsy. And the hard shell of the Pinnacle was impervious to puncture. That’s where Damien and his piercing tools had come in.

Despite the scary looking giant needle, the act itself was quick and not at all painful due to a powerful local anesthetic. Damien proved a skilled technician. His deft touch produced a significant inflationary response from her nipple even as the cold topical medicine dulled her nerve endings. One smooth motion had the curved cylindrical stud safely injected through the tip of her pink flesh. He finished by applying a medical sealant which would prevent contamination while she healed. No blood, no mess, no discomfort.

When the piercing was over, there was one thing left to do. Coach Ron pulled the RFID badge out of his pocket. Rachel felt a brief tug on her nipple as the metal badge snapped securely into place on the magnetic stud.

He declared the uniform modification a success and quite attractive to boot. It bothered Rachel that he kept referring to it as a ‘uniform modification’. It looked more like body modification to her. Did that mean her body was her uniform?

All that day and into the next she had plenty of time to ponder that and any other question that came into her head. She sat in the bleachers and sullenly watched the heats. In the latest one, Jessica from Thornwood finished 5th. Some girl from a school in Michigan won. When the official time was announced Rachel’s mood soured further.

**It’s not fair. I could have beaten that.

“I know you want to help your team,” Coach Ron had said, “but you can’t do that until the redness and swelling has abated and there is no more soreness. I will call on you when the time is right. You would do best to rest up and prepare yourself mentally.”

She had pleaded with Coach Ron to let her swim; insisting that she felt no soreness. But now with the anesthetic wearing off, she privately admitted to a dull pain growing around the pierced area. Now that the race docket was winding down, a realization dawned that she probably wasn’t going to get into the water. Coach Ron had abandoned her.

She looked around the bleachers. Even though the most exciting races remained, the crowd had dwindled as the second day of races wound down. Evening was fast approaching and even the most avid swim fans had to start thinking about work tomorrow.

She cocooned inside her cape and checked her progress for the millionth time. The command to wait for the redness and swelling to dissipate had been a cruel joke. She was a horny teenage girl. Her left nipple, the one that hadn’t been pierced was just as radiant and plump as the other one.

In fact, the familiar ache in her loins had grown stronger of late and her nipples were begging for some attention. Artfully concealed beneath the cloth shell, she reached between her legs and lightly caressed the delicate skin around the Pinnacle. It helped a little. What she really needed was a good, thorough ‘bate session.

She idly wondered if it were possible to find a private room with a lock somewhere nearby in order to attend to her body’s sexual needs.

**I could probably even do it right here inside my cape if I removed the Pinnacle and was very careful…

But before she could pursue that thought, she was interrupted by a commotion nearby. She looked up to see Ellie running toward her waiving frantically. Coach Ron trailed not far behind.

“It’s time, Rachel. This next race is yours!” he said when they reached her. He must have run half way across the complex because he was out of breath.

“What, really?”

“Yes!”

Ellie waived a scanner device over her body. It read the signal from her RFID tag and registered her for the race.

Rachel stood up, excited but still very confused. “But how? This is a final and I didn’t qualify.”

“In the case of injury, there’s a rule where a team may substitute contestants. Pip qualified so we’re giving her your spot. This race is critically important. In fact, everything hinges on your performance. Are you ready?”

“I…uh…YES, of course!” Rachel’s heart began to pound in her chest. A wash of adrenaline hit her at the prospect of competing. More than anything else in the world she wanted to swim. Instinct took over and her body began flexing different muscle groups.

She checked her equipment; making sure the Pinnacle was anchored securely before donning her gloves. The she stood up and marched toward the starting block…

Part 47

Like a cat toying with a mouse, Jay gazed into his computer screen with satisfaction. His nation ranked as an Ultimate War player had earned him a beta key to UW: Online. And although resourceful and cunning, his current opponent was no match for the prodigy. Jay surveyed the virtual battlefield knowing victory was nearly at hand. He had masterfully cut off his opponent’s every attempt to establish supply lines. And once the dwindling reserves ran out, there would be no other choice but to quit the field.

An alert appeared and drew his attention to a peripheral monitor.

“Damn, kid. Don’t you know when to give up? What are you up to now?”

His eScrub program had been monitoring and thwarting Eric’s repeated attempts to reconstruct the fragmented Pussifier Kronieken video. But his meager computer skills were no match for Jay.

He brought the program up and told it to display active traffic. It found Eric on an IRC channel dedicated to video file tech support. Deciding to have a little fun, he quickly hacked into the channel and began pounding away at his custom built mechanical keyboard.

**Bow2YourG☢d has joined the channel**
[Moderator]Lorraine > Did you try rebuilding the file?
User_1069 > Yes several times. It always gives me the same error.
Bow2YourG☢d > Don’t listen to her kid. She doesn’t know what she’s talking about.
**Bow2YourG☢d has been promoted to moderator status**
**[Moderator]Lorraine has been demoted to user status**
Lorraine > Hey, you’re not a mod! How did you do that?
[Mod]Bow2YourG☢d > Shut up bitch
**Lorraine has disconnected**
**Lorraine has been banned from this channel**

User_1069 > …hey, she was helping me!
[Mod]Bow2YourG☢d > You are never going to get that video fixed, so you might as well give up.

* IT’S INFECTED_ *
* | ___________ | *
* | | | | *
* | | X _ X | | *
* | | ___ | | *
* | | / \ | | *
* | |___ ___| | *
* |_____| |_____| *
* ____| |___ *
* / ********** \ *
* / ************ \ *
[Mod]Bow2YourG☢d > Seriously, this is way bigger than you could ever imagine. So if I were you, I would delete the video and forget it ever existed.
User_1069 > Screw you.
**User_1069 has been renamed to Eric_Gillmony**
Eric_Gillmony > WTF HOW DO YOU KNOW MY NAME?!
Eric_Gillmony > w/e nice little trick but it’s not going to stop me.
[Mod]Bow2YourG☢d > Listen, kid, I know you think you’re helping her. But you’re wasting everyone time. So I’ll give you one last chance to walk away.
[Mod]Bow2YourG☢d > …or would you rather I send your little porn stash to the whole school? I’m sure everyone will be very interested in those l33t spycam videos of Rachel.
[Mod]Bow2YourG☢d > It’s your choice. But remember, I’ll be watching.
**Eric_Gillmony has disconnected**

“Holy shit!”

Shaken, Eric slammed his laptop shut and backed away as if it had suddenly turned into a radioactive viper. After calming down a bit and cautiously disconnecting the wi-fi, he turned his laptop back on checked his cached copy of the IRC chat log. But the hacker had removed all traces of the conversation. He tried convincing himself that the hacker was bluffing. But he wiped his hard drive anyway.

With his evidence destroyed he was back to square one…
Part 48

Pip glared at the giant scoreboard. It wasn’t a pretty sight. Mighty Eastern Academy sat second in the overall point standings. Thornwood was languishing in 28th place. She had been a great captain throughout the meet; fighting for every point and urging her teammates to do the same. But Thornwood’s chances took a serious hit with their star swimmer sidelined due to that unspecified injury.

“Screw Rachel. We don’t need her,” she remembered saying at the time. That was a lie. They needed Rachel; especially since they were only half a team. Coach Johanna and the boys had failed to make the trip. A team of only girls or only boys was not uncommon, but it was unheard of for one of those schools to win the all-around team championship.

There were only a handful of races left and only this one mattered to her now. Her individual performance had been masterful, culminating in qualifying for the 800 freestyle final. While warming up for the race, she mentally calculated how many points her team needed. But it was hopeless. The best she could hope for was a personal medal. At least that was some validation for all the sweat and effort she had poured into the program.

That opportunity was denied her when Coach Ron appeared and unceremoniously bumped her from the final. Officially it was due to an unspecified injury. But really it was only so Rachel could have the spot.

**What a load of shit. I’m not injured! That little slut has done nothing to help us so far. She’s been practically absent this whole time and more useless than a team mascot. At least a mascot cheers for their team. And now Coach Ron is giving her MY spot in the most important race? Well I’ll teach her to steal my spotlight!

Grumbling to herself, Pip retrieved the rectangular device from her purse. At the perfect moment she would remotely inflate the Pinnacle to full size and turn the vibrator on maximum. She knew the device’s gripping fins would cause it to dig deep into Rachel’s tender womb. She would be forced to stop swimming as her body was violated like never before and massive vibrations wracked her from inside. No one would know what was happening below the surface except Pip.

It was the perfect way to exact revenge. She waited for the race to begin in near giddiness. But her attitude changed when Rachel made her glorious appearance. Like an apparition she floated down from the stands; a savior wrapped in deep lavender, the color of royalty. Swept up in the magnificence of it all, Pip temporarily forgot her venomous wrath.

In a flash and without hesitation Rachel shed her cape. Like a butterfly emerging from her cocoon, she emanated beauty and grace. On the surface, her bare body was all soft curves and tantalizing buoyancy. But strength was also evident in the way her muscles flexed as she walked. And her eyes were fixed like granite on the starting platform. Nothing soft there. Pip had not seen such confidence in her teammate before. She was transfixed by the sight and gawked for fear of missing anything.

If she was embarrassed at being exposed in front of the assembled audience, she showed no indication of it. The sway of her breasts caused something shiny to twinkle upon her nipple as she walked. Electricity hung in the air as the nearly nude contestant reached the starting block just ahead of the deadline. She had always possessed a natural beauty and talent. But Pip was particularly struck by how much raw power her body exhibited.

How she managed to walk with that artificial cock buried in her pussy, much less swim was a mystery. Pip flushed when she realized she was getting turned on by the whole thing, but even then could not bring herself to look away.

Rachel coiled up into her starting position and waited for the gun with a calm determination; a viper readied to strike. Everyone in the crowd got quiet. It felt like the whole world had stopped to witness the spectacle. A few tense seconds ticked by in silence. Then the gun sounded.

All the energy carefully gathered earlier was released at once caused her to explode from the block like the gun had been firing her instead of a blank. She leapt from the platform and leveled out parallel to the water. Her arms were stretched out in front as if meaning to fly the length of the pool instead of swim.

Though her especially high launch trajectory looked queer to Pip, it didn’t seem to matter as her practiced form was flawless. Defying gravity by somehow adding elevation, she was a weightless apparition soaring several feet above the water. Finally with a dip of her head she descended and prepared for entry. By then she had flown nearly to the quarter length mark of the pool and left no doubt among those in attendance that they were witnessing something world-class. The other contestants, rendered into slow motion by comparison, were still in the process of leaving their starting blocks.

Smooth as silk she slipped beneath the surface of the pool with almost no splash and dolphin-kicked for several lengths. The crowd rose to their feet as she emerged at the half-way point and settled into an impossibly quick stroke cadence. Pip stood up to get a better view as well; the remote dropped unused and forgotten by her side.

Rachel crisscrossed the pool lapping her competition with ease. After her final turn, she went into an unbelievable finishing kick which made it go by in a flash and she thrust forward one last time to tag the wall. 

As the other swimmers trudged along several laps behind and all but forgotten by the crowd, Rachel pulled herself out of the pool. A cadre of serious looking race officials converged on the spot and quickly escorted the confused girl toward an exit. She was still breathing quite heavily from the exertion and would have appreciated a moment to recover. But they seemed intent on whisking her from the room.

She only caught snippets of their conversation; something about needing certification and the inevitable challenge from other parties. Somebody mentioned a drug test. Before she could ask to borrow a towel to dry off, a roar erupted from the crowd and the group paused. Peeking out between two of her escorts, she saw what had caused the commotion. Her race time had just been posted onto the scoreboard followed moments later by the flashing words “New World Record!!!”

The officials stowed her in the Thornwood locker room with a vow to sort things out and return. She sat down and tried to process what had just happened, but unable to contain her glee she stood back up immediately screamed with joy.

**I did it. I really did it! I broke a world record.

So what if the officials were skeptical? They ought to be. It might take them a while to sort it out and certify everything, but they would be back to congratulate her eventually.

**Guess that explains the drug test talk. No matter. They can test whatever they want. I’ve got nothing to hide. I’m clean…well, a quick shower wouldn’t hurt.

But no sooner had she removed her gloves, belt and swim cap than the excitement once again overcame her and she began jumping up and down and squealing like the little school girl that she was. Surging endorphins fed a voracious ardor for anything and everything to burn brighter inside her and spark an array of emotion. She felt somehow both satisfied and in want at the same time. She felt vindicated, but also the need to prove herself again and again. She felt alive. And not surprisingly, she felt incredibly horny.

It came to a head when she reached between her legs to remove the Pinnacle. She began to extract the long shaft when her vaginal muscles reacted and yanked it back inside her with a spasm of pleasure.

“Ooh!”

Right then Rachel made an unconscious decision to do something she had sworn never to do. It was wrong to use her swim uniform for sexual pleasure. And she would never be able to look at the Pinnacle the same way again. But left alone with so much pent up arousal, she simply couldn’t stop herself from collapsing into a nearby chair and spreading her legs.

Meanwhile, in the commotion following the race, Coach Ron made his way over near the officials’ booth. A Thornwood liaison was expected in case they had any questions. But more importantly that location afforded him a better perspective from which to search for Rachel’s mother. He carefully scanned the crowd.

**…there!

A woman emerged from the bleachers, bypassed a barrier separating the lower sections from the ground floor and walked purposefully toward the hallway where they had taken Rachel. One look confirmed that he had found his woman. She shared many physical attributes that indicated familiarity with Rachel. And though she wore conservative attire befitting of a middle aged businesswoman, it was still clear where Rachel inherited her stunning physique. If Kathy was any indication, Rachel would be enjoying her genetic inheritance for many years to come.

He moved to intercept and caught her before she reached the exit.

“Ms. Thompson, I presume? I’m Ron Lutheford, the head coach of Thornwood. I don’t believe we’ve met yet, so let me say what an honor it is to get to coach someone of your daughter’s talent.”

He held out his hand to shake but she did not return the gesture; choosing instead to cross her arms acrimoniously.

“So, you’re the one responsible for...whatever that was. I don’t know what you think you’re doing here, but it has nothing to do with honor. Embarrassment is more like it.”

Coach Ron was unfazed by the allegation. If anything, he was struck by how cute Kathy looked when she was irate. Having seen Rachel’s body so thoroughly and frequently, he couldn’t help but briefly picture what her mother must look like under those clothes; a fully mature version of equal beauty.

But his reverie only lasted an instant. He could not afford to get distracted. Many things were happening simultaneously and it was important he stay focused on the task at hand. Rachel had performed spectacularly. Now was his time to step up and close the deal.

He started into an explanation, but she cut him off in the middle of it.

“Ma’am, as the head coach I was authorized and commissioned to…”

“AS a parent, I have the authority to decide which extracurricular activities my Rachel is part of. And rest assured that it won’t be your swim team. In fact, I know people on the school board. And I can see to it that you never coach in the district again!”

Her scathing assault indicated to Coach Ron that he might have underestimated his task. He needed credibility in her eyes or she would never entrust her daughter to his guidance. Fortunately for him, Ellie and Pip arrived at that moment leading the head official to him. Those reinforcements were just what he needed to regain some credibility in Kathy’s eyes. He only hoped they bore good news.

“Please, ma’am. I would never deign to usurp your authority as a parent. I treat my students with the greatest care and respect and I think they all would attest that I only have their best interest at heart, right ladies?” He welcomed the girls into the conversation and invited them to answer his question truthfully.

Pip and Ellie answered in the affirmative.

“As for the uniform, I know the design may appear unorthodox to the untrained eye; shocking even. But from an industry standpoint, what you saw was merely a natural progression of recent trends. All our uniforms were thoughtfully selected from a competition grade collection in order to achieve the exact level of results you’ve seen today. I can assure you that the contestants are not in the least bit embarrassed by them. In fact, the school board has already ruled on this matter and my actions have been consistent and transparent from the beginning. I was brought in to return the swim team to a championship caliber. Performances like Rachel just gave are evidence that we are on the right track.”

Coach Ron motioned the race coordinator to join in. “Now, this gentleman has news that I believe should be of some relevance.”

The coordinator stepped forward and addressed the group. “I will be brief. We have reviewed the race data and it appears that your swimmer did indeed set a new world record. Congratulations.”

Kathy’s eyes went wide in disbelief. Ellie squealed with delight. Pip just started calculating how far that would bump Thornwood in the standings. The meet awarded substantial bonus points for breaking national and world records. It would put Thornwood back into contention. Her best guess was top 3 with just a few races left. Hope flickered. There was still time to move into first place!

The official turned to Coach Ron and said “Understand, though, that another team has issued a challenge about how she even entered this race. And of course there is further certification to be done by the International Committee on Records. But for now our judges have decided to award your team the points and allow you to continue in the competition.”

Coach Ron smiled graciously. “Thank you, sir, but that won’t be necessary. Thornwood is withdrawing effective immediately.”

Now it was pip’s turn to protest. “WHAT? Withdrawing? We finally start to make some progress and you want to QUIT?”

“I’m afraid so, Katie. We must turn our attention away from the Invitational and look to the greater prize.” While he explained, Coach Ron included a bit of his own pedigree for Kathy’s sake. “I consider myself a pretty good judge of talent. During my tenure at the Zurich Aquatic Club, I oversaw the training of many world-class swimmers. And put quite simply, Rachel is every bit as good. In fact, she is good enough to represent team USA at the next summer Olympics.”

This revelation prompted more looks of disbelief. Of course, Kathy’s was the only reaction that mattered. Slowly and gradually, he seemed to be winning her over.

“I looked up the Olympic qualifying schedule. We came dangerously close to missing our window. But it seems fortune is on our side this time. The final qualifier is this weekend. If we return home now, we can catch a flight to Orlando in time to register her for the event.” He paused and looked expectantly at Kathy, “That is, unless you still intend to remove her from my care. Either way we will have no reason to remain here and compete.”

The mention of catching a plane struck Kathy in just the way Coach Ron had hoped. Her own plane bound for China was scheduled to take-off from O’Hare in a matter of hours; something she hadn’t even disclosed to Rachel yet. But Coach Ron was forcing her to make a call with little time to deliberate. Dawdling could cost her the lucrative job that had conveniently landed in her lap.

Kathy got very quiet. He gave her space to think and dismissed the race official with thanks. The very fact that she was even considering agreeing to this new plan showed that Bystander’s gambit had a chance. After all, what parent could crush their child’s chance to become an Olympian? But he couldn’t let her consider the details for too long lest she begin to pick it apart and find fault. To seal the deal, he loosed one last sweetener.

“If it makes you feel any better, Rachel and I won’t be undertaking this venture alone. An Olympic hopeful should be surrounded by a competent support crew that is dedicated to her success. Ellie here is the equipment manager and Katie is one of our team captains. I think they would be excellent companions. I was going to ask them to accompany us on the trip…assuming they also receive parental permission, of course.”

Ellie squealed with delight at that and rushed to accept the offer. Pip was still brooding about the announced withdrawal, but her mood improved noticeably with the invitation.

He concluded his pitch with a sense of inevitability. “There you have it! Between the three of us, I can confidently say that Rachel will be kept in good care. Ellie, please inform the rest of the team that we’re rolling out in 5 minutes. I will go warm up the bus.”

Then as if the matter was settled, he turned and walked to the door. He had boxed Kathy in neatly. She hesitated a moment, then checked her watch. It was past time to go. She had to make a decision.

“Well…I guess if this is really what she wants to do. I mean, how can I say ‘no’? Can I at least see her off?”

Coach Ron opened his arms warmly. “The bus can wait. I’ll escort you to her myself.”…

Part 49

Lost in a world of arousal, Rachel writhed as she worked the artificial phallus in and out of her slippery love canal. Whenever she tugged on the shaft, the exact same muscle groups she has learned to flex while swimming eagerly drew it back inside her. Each time they did so shivers ran up her spine and a gasp escaped her strained face.

Sitting splayed out in the chair in direct sight of the doorway left her vulnerable and exposed. But that didn’t matter. She had completely forgotten her surroundings as familiar sensations bubbled up inside and curled her toes.

**Ung ung OOOOOoooh yes!

Her nipples grew harder and redder until they were practically throbbing upon her creamy mounds. Any bigger and they would pop. The sound of distant footsteps barely registered in her brain.

The chair was solid with large plastic cushions on the seat, back, and arms. The yellow cushions were permanently attached to the sturdy metal frame. While moderately comfortable, it was purposely built for years of service and could certainly stand up to one young woman thrashing about on it.

Rachel tilted her head back into the rear cushion and hooked her legs over the armrests. Then she lifted her bottom and arched her back so that all her weight was resting on the back of her knees and neck. Her breasts strained upward and her nipples pointed toward the ceiling. Anyone walking in at that moment would have been treated to a spectacular scene of teenage sexual urgency.

She offered her whole body to the pleasure gods and they responded graciously. Ripples of pleasure spread from her pussy canal as her muscle groups milked the Pinnacle’s bumpy surface. She increased her pace. Moisture flowed freely which helped to counteract the heat that such great friction generated.

Her orgasm was so close that it would take an incredible effort to stop it now. But why would she want to stop it? A jingle of keys gave her a reason worth considering. Someone was nearby and intended to enter the room. But who? And did it even matter?

**It’s probably just Ellie coming to tell me they’ve made a ruling. She’ll jump for joy when she sees me get over the hump.

**Or maybe it’s Coach Ron. Surely he would understand my need to let off a little steam after that swimming performance. So what if he walks in and it happens? He’s already seen so much. Guys jack off all the time in their locker room. Coach Johanna must have seen it plenty of times. Why should the girls be treated differently?

An image formed in her mind of Oliver in the boys’ locker room stroking his gorgeous cock; the same one she had licked up and down and even wrapped her lips around only a few days earlier. Suddenly her legs failed as a particularly large wave of arousal pushed her closer to the brink. She dropped back to the seat momentarily then thrust her hips back into the air and resumed her session.

The latch clicked signaling that her privacy was being invaded. Even that did nothing to subdue her vigorous effort. She would deal with the fallout once she had come down. Right now all she needed was to finish the job. Only when the familiar voice called her name did she desist.

“Rachel?”

“MOM?!”

Rachel’s blood ran cold. Faster than she thought possible, she shot out of the chair and shoved the pinnacle back into place as her mom appeared in the doorway followed closely by Coach Ron. Content to stay out of the mother-daughter reunion, he went right to work tidying up the room and collecting various pieces of equipment.

Having been so close to climaxing, she struggled to remain standing as Kathy approached and examined her as mothers are wont to do. Although she had nothing left to hide from either her coach or her mom, she felt very self-conscious that they were at the same time seeing her so indisposed. It did not help matters that she was out of breath and still tingling all over from furiously pleasuring herself mere moments ago.

Tearful words were spoken in haste and with a sense of urgency. Rachel heard them, but caught none of the actual meaning. And before she knew it, her mom was embracing her and saying her goodbyes.

“I’m so proud of you, honey. Sorry I won’t be there to watch it in person, but I know you’ll do great. And I’ll be back to visit as soon as I can get away. Bye, baby. Love you!”

And with that, her mother was gone.

“Come along, Rachel.” She heard her coach say on his way to the door. “We need to get on the road and there’s a lot of ground to cover before dark.”

“But…my shower.”

“Oh. I you haven’t already taken it? Then what have you been doing all this…” Looking at her he, for the first time, really noticed the flustered and disheveled state in which they had caught her. Bemusement briefly flashed on his face as the realization kicked in. Then he quickly regained composure. “Never mind. Just finish up and make it quick. The bus will be waiting at the west side exit.”

The door slamming behind him broke her from her stupor. The room swam around her and she felt like she might faint. She needed to sit down. Instead, she remained upright and willed her wobbly legs to carry her into a shower stall. Having grown so practiced at it, she gradually calmed the sexual urgency that had built up earlier and was able to focus on scrubbing herself clean.

Only afterward, when needing to dry off did she realize how thoroughly Coach Ron had scoured the locker room. He had already taken the towels the team bus. But to her greater dismay, he had also taken every other piece of Thornwood equipment including the rest of her uniform!

Without the belt, cap and gloves that marked her as a swimmer, she only had the Pinnacle to wear. The only silver lining, she thought making her way through the halls toward the west side exit with damp hair dripping everywhere and goose bumps raised prominently all over her bare skin, was that the late hour made for sparse foot traffic. She only raised a few eyebrows of passers-by.

Once on the bus, she discovered that Coach Ron had loaded her uniform in cargo with the rest of the team equipment.

**If he considers my cap, belt and gloves to be accessory equipment, then where is my uniform? Is it nothing more than the Pinnacle itself?

That thought gave Rachel something to ponder as they drove on all that evening and late into the night.

Because of the late start, Coach Ron did not quite achieve his ambitious goal of driving all the way home that night. It was ok, though. Since despite all the urgent talk, they faced no serious deadlines. The kids would miss part of school the next day. But the reason for their absence was school related. That alone would earn them an exemption.

As for the flight to Orlando, Bystander’s charter jet provision afforded them a schedule lenience not typically enjoyed by air travelers. As long as they departed sometime around mid-day on Tuesday, they should arrive in plenty of time for Rachel to get acclimated before festivities ramped up on Wednesday. Olympic trials did not actually begin until Thursday.

So with that in mind, he resolved to drive only as long as he could remain alert and to find accommodations at the first sign of fatigue.

Rachel spent most of the evening drive alone. Ellie and Pip had been summoned to the front of the bus to coordinate logistics with Coach Ron. She was just nodding off when she heard Ellie’s voice above her.

“Hey there, sleepyhead. Mind if I join you? Are you excited about the trip?”

Rachel scooted over so Ellie could sit down.

“Yeah, I guess. I just wish she wasn’t going. I don’t trust that girl.”

“Who Pip? Oh, she’s not so bad.”

Rachel scoffed. “You don’t know her like I do.”

“Say what you want, but she seems friendly enough to me. You might as well get used to her. Coach Ron says we’re all rooming together tonight and in Orlando. Apparently, now that you are practically an Olympian, you need ‘handlers’”.

“Oh great! Just what I needed, Katie Davonleigh handling me.” Rachel sighed.

“Don’t worry, I promise to keep her in line.” Ellie said confidently; although Rachel doubted her ability to follow through on that promise.

It was late in the evening when the bus pulled off at a rural motel somewhere south of Nashville.

Pip engaged her in conversation while they were settling in. To Rachel, it felt more like verbal sparring. Every comment, no matter how sweetly delivered contained a jab of haughty disdain. She hadn’t the slightest clue why Pip considered her an enemy, but she resolved to keep her handler at arm’s length. Soon Coach Ron arrived to collect the uniforms. She took greater pleasure than she should have to have her frenemy stripped naked. Pip had nothing to be ashamed of when it came to physical assets. But losing her clothes sapped her desire to spar. She left Rachel alone after that and soon turned in for the night.

Unlike the previous place they stayed, all the rooms in this rundown motel exited straight to the parking lot outside. A cold front tracked down Interstate 65 in the night. The only insulation to speak of came in the form of cheap blankets on the beds themselves. Air seeped through gaps in the crumbling bricks and the old heaters did a terrible job of keeping up.

As Ellie cuddled close to her, Rachel was thankful for a bedmate to share warmth with. Pip spent the night tossing and turning all alone in the other bed. She figured Pip would find some way to blame her for the uncomfortable sleeping arrangement…

