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​Stacy was in deep
shit.

She knew it the moment the security guard
grabbed and hauled them off down the dank hallway, fluorescent
light shimmering sick, the buzz of the shopping mall fading out
behind them like an 80’s tune on the radio.

“We didn’t do anything!” Tim protested,
struggling under the burly guard’s grip.

“You’re hurting me!” Stacy exaggerated,
tugging at the hem of her yellow button-down so that her tummy
wouldn’t show. It was useless. The guard had her by the collar,
gripping the fabric in his fat fist.

“You two can shut yah’ goddamn mouths right
now,” the guard’s thick New England accent seemed to make
everything worse. “Anotha’ peep and haul your asses downtown!”

“But we didn’t do anything!” Tim yelled
again, and Stacy winced at the lie. You fucking moron, Tim,
she thought. He caught us red-handed, and not only that, there
are cameras everywhere!

The guard, who towered over both girlfriend
and boyfriend, stuck a shiny black shoe out and kicked open a door.
A placard read Security Personnel Only. The large metal door
swung on its hinges, revealing a cramped, cluttered office space
with a brown desk and two chairs. He shoved the two of them inside
and walked in after, slamming the door shut behind him.

Click went the lock.

“Sit down,” the guard commanded, pointing at
the two chairs beside the desk. The tone in his voice seemed to
scare both of them into action, and he nearly let a smile slip
watching them dart for their seats like children in a game of
musical chairs.

“Look we’re really sorry, officer,” Stacy
started, “we were just playing around, honest!”

“We didn’t do anything,” Tim mumbled it like
a threat to his girlfriend.

“I’m gonna need both of yous to shut yah’
goddamn mouths right now. Get it? Shut the hell up!” He raised his
voice on the obscenity, noting the way the two of them suddenly sat
straighter, eyes pointed forward. “Now if you lie to me again, I’ll
just skip this paht’ and haul the two of you downtown to the city
cells. You want that buddy? Yah’ little girlfriend here sharing a
cell with crackheads and violent bull-dykes?”

“No sir,” Tim muttered.

“Didn’t think so. But if you lie to me,
that’s exactly where she’s going. And you, oh pal, a wimpy little
kid like you would get stuffed like a turkey on Thanksgiving Day if
I put yah’ tender little ass in those city cells. Understand?”

Their silence spoke volumes, so the guard
continued. As he spoke, he inched closer to where they sat, their
eyeline even with the waistband of his belted blue pants and tucked
collar shirt.

“Now…I saw you, the both of you,
shoplifting sunglasses at the Ray-bans stand over by the Macy’s. I
watched yous for ten minutes. Greedy little fucks, aren’t you? Two
pairs each wasn’t enough? You had to have more?”

Tim shrugged, face down. Stacy watched the
guard, staring up at him and cowering a little. He was
close. Close enough she could smell his cologne, could
almost smell the detergent on his pressed pants. Could see the
faint outline of his thing tucked away below his clothes. He was
older. Late-fifties she guessed. He had a greyed, perverted
mustache that was thick enough to run a comb through. His eyes were
a dazzling gray, and when he threatened her, she found it hard to
look away.

“Know how much time you’ll do for
shoplifting, sweetie?” he hulked over them, muscle and height,
curly grey arm hair clinging to veined forearms. “At least three
years, if yah’ lucky. And even if the judge don’t throw the book at
you, which he will, you’ll still be lookin’ at house arrest. Kiss
yah little friends and college pahties’ goodbye!”

“Bullshit,” Tim shook his head.

“Ay!” the guard smacked the boy over the back
of the head. “Run yah fuckin’ mouth like that one more time see
what happens!” He stuck his grizzled finger right in Tim’s face.
“Go on tough guy! Yah fuckin’ tough guy! Show off for yah little
girlfriend here. It’ll be the last fuckin’ time I promise yah
that!”

The constant hum of the light-bulb above
filled the tiny office, glinting off the chrome handcuffs lying on
the desk. When the guard picked them up, they made an eerie
jangling sound, as if to apologize for what was about to
happen.

“Put yah’ fucking hands out in front of you
punk!”

“What?” Tim stuttered.

“You heard me. That’s right, gimme’ yah’
fuckin’ hands! Gonna run yah mouth and maybe you run yah fuckin’
legs too? Try to skip out on me. Huh? Is that it cocksucker?”

“You locked the door,” Stacy said softly,
watching the grey guard handcuff her boyfriend’s wrists
together.

“You got bitch wrists, kid,” the guard
chuckled. “I seen broads with manlier hands than you.” He rustled
Tim’s black head of hair with condescension, and Tim grimaced under
his grasp. “Now yah gonna keep yah trap shut or else I’ll stick my
dirty sock in there. You got it? Nod yah fuckin’ head!”

Tim nodded, a donning fear filling his
face.

“How old are you, sweetie?” the guard turned
his attention to Stacy.

“I’m nine-teen,” she whispered.

“That’s good,” his grey eyes twinkled.
“That’s real good. That’s great fuckin’ news. You know why? Because
no juvie for you. You go right to gen pop. Right to the drug
addicts and sex fiends. That what you want, sweetie? That pretty
little mouth wrapped around some jail rat’s coochie?”

“No sir,” she trembled, tears at the corner
of her eyes. “Please. We didn’t mean nothing. Please don’t send
us…downtown, or whatever. Please. Please you could just call my mom
even.”

“Ain’t that precious? Call your mommy. Call
your mommy. You dumb bitch. You’re nine-teen! You said so yahself!
Mommy can’t help you out of this one.” The guard turned abruptly
and snatched the landline phone receiver from the desk, putting it
to his ears and to dialing a number.

“Who-who-who” Stacy stuttered, “who are you
calling?”

“Police. My cruiser is on the fritz so I
can’t drive you down there. Need em’ to come pick you twos up.”

“Please!” Stacy shouted suddenly, her
high-pitched voice bouncing off the claustrophobic walls. “Please
don’t!” She was trembling, her usually fair face now flushed and
fiery.

The guard paused. He made a face. Slow as a
snail, he put the phone receiver back on its base. The sigh from
Tim and Stacy was audible.

“Thank you,” Stacy stared into his eyes,
“please we can make this right. I’m sure of it.”

“We can?” the guard considered this. He took
a seat on the desktop, half-on half-off, long legs planted firmly
to the floor. The teenagers looked tiny in his shadow; Tim not
weighing a whole lot more than his lithe, petite girlfriend. “I’ll
tell you twos what. If you agree to submit to a Security Check, I
can let yah off with a warning.” His eyes were on Stacy, lingering
over the white plastic buttons that had come undone on her shirt
when he’d snatched them from the sunglass stand. “You’ll be on file
here at the mall, but the authorities don’t need to be contacted
until your second offense. But there ain’t gonna be a second
offense, right?”

Eyes alight with relief, something akin to a
religious experience, Stacy and Tim tripped over themselves,
speaking at once, agreeing and smiling and saying all the right
things. The security guard grinned as they professed their
apologies and future innocence, yes sir and no sir and thank you so
very much.

“Think we could get these cuffs off then?”
Tim said timid as a cat. “My wrists kinda hurt.”

“We’ll get to that…what did you say yah name
was?”

“Tim.”

“We’ll get to that, Tim. But we’re not done
yet. We’ve gotta do the Security Check. Remember?”

“Right…” Tim bit his lip. “What exactly is
the Security Check?”

“Better than goin’ to jail, Timmy,” the guard
put his meaty paw on Tim’s shoulder. “I promise you that.” He held
Tim’s gaze a little too long. As if he were penetrating through the
boys scared gaze and right into the back of his skull. Eventually,
Tim looked away, opting for the shiny black of the guard’s boots
over the eerie sparkle of his dusty eyes.

“First thing we gotta do is make sure the two
of yous ain’t armed. Stand up girly.”

First confusion across Stacy’s face, as she
looked over at her handcuffed boyfriend. He shrugged at her, unsure
of what to do or if they even had a choice at this point. She shot
up out of her seat, coming up to eyelevel with the guard’s nametag:
Herb.

“Nice outfit, honey,” Herb seemed to sniff
her, “did you steal this one too?”

“No, sir,” she said sweetly, once again
hypnotized by the striking non-color of his eyes.

“Betta’ not, right?” he looked her over, head
to toe. Her yellow blouse was a mess, the collar ruined and at such
an angle as allowing Herb to see down her shirt. She wore denim
short-shorts, cute little white hearts inscribed on the
butt-pockets. Her blonde hair reached past her shoulders, a little
thin and a little dirty.

“You carrying any kinda weapons, sweetie?
Knives or mace? God help us all, a gun?”

“No sir,” she shook her head.

“I believe you. I do. But as per the
standards of the Security Check I gotta’ be sure. Understand?” The
hulking giant knelt down, and his calloused, wrinkled hands came to
Stacy’s delicate, bony ankles. “Quick pat down is all, darlin’.
Hold still.”

Tim watched the guard as he slid his palms
slowly up the length of her leg. Stacy gasped, almost too quiet to
hear; his rugged skin sliding across her bare knees and thighs,
stopping below the hem of her short-shorts and squeezing.

“What the fuck?” Tim let out a startled
cough.

“There a problem, Timmy?” the guard looked at
him, his hands still palming Stacy’s firm thighs.

“She doesn’t have any jeans on why are you
feeling her legs like that?”

Herb frowned, still on one knee. He stood up
and took one step to where Tim sat in the chair. He snatched the
chain of the handcuffs and forced Tim’s arms up and over his
head.

“Ow!” Tim cried.

“You agreed to the Security Check, boy!” Herb
shouted, maneuvering the cuff-chain onto a hanger protruding from
the wall above Tim’s head. Once hooked, Tim had to rise slightly
from his chair, supporting his weight on shaky legs. “Anotha’
fuckin’ peep outta’ you and I’m calling the goddamn station. You
got that!”

Herb didn’t wait for a response, whipping
around on Stacy who stood nervous in the center of the tiny
room.

“Hands above yah’ head, girly,” Herb spat at
her.

Hesitant and unsure, Stacy raised her arms,
bent at the elbows over her head, revealing her flat tanned tummy
and the hem of her pink panties poking over the waistband of her
shorts.

“Get this fuckin’ thing off!” Herb had lost
his patience, snatching hold of Stacy’s shirt and tearing it off
over her head.

“Oh no,” Tim moaned, catching himself before
he got too loud.

Stacy covered herself with her arms, failing
to hide the mounds of her cleavage dressed over in the white-lace
bra. Her skin seemed extra-pale in the luminescence of the
fluorescent bulb. Her innocent freckles cute and brown, her lips
made all the redder by the fairness of her skin.

“Hands above yah head, darlin’,” Herb said,
shoving her skinny arms out of the way. “I gotta be sure you ain’t
hidin’ nothin’ in yah undies. I gotta write it down on the report.
There’s paperwork to this thing, you understand?” He moved behind
her.

With arms up and much of her breasts exposed
in the lacy white bra, Stacy felt his hands come to her waist from
behind, could feel his strong chest and abdomen pressed firmly to
her back. His palms began to slide up, fingers splayed, touching
every inch of her bare skin as his hands made their way towards her
breasts.

Tim groaned, wanting to cry out…wanted to ask
what in the hell did he think he was doing. Instead, he dangled
awkward from the hook, the handcuffs clinging a sad song.

Stacy tried not to look at Tim as it
happened, and she found it particularly easy not to. Something
about the feel of Herb’s body pressed against her own, so large and
commandeering…there was safety in it. The way his hands gripped her
cool skin so tight, like he had her, and no harm could come to
her.

She felt his breath on her neck when he
closed in around her luscious tits, squeezing the soft flesh
there.

“You’d be surprised how you can hide knives
in these things,” Herb said, digging his fingers into the hem of
her bra, searching and wriggling.

“There’s nothing there…” she stammered,
shifting under
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