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Chapter 1.

 


 


Even though Denver was thousands of miles
from the ocean, Billy’s Beach Club was one of the most popular
restaurants in town. Or maybe that’s why it was one of the
most popular ones; the waitresses all wore red bikinis with a
loose-fitting white tank top over them that said lifeguard.
Where else could the local guys go to drool over sexy young things
dressed like that?

Steve Blake had been coming to Billy’s for
months, ever since he started managing the car wash down the
street. He liked the food, he liked the cheap pitchers, and most of
all, he liked the atmosphere. But at the moment, he wasn’t thinking
about any of that; he was focused only on his sister-in-law.

Steve was parked at a corner table and
nursing his first beer when Kate finally appeared. It was a Friday
afternoon and the lunch crowd was dying down, but the place was
still busy and all the waitresses were rushing back and forth with
heavy trays of food and drinks. Kate slammed out of the kitchen
hauling a tray of hot wings and fries, so frazzled that she didn’t
even notice Steve as she rushed past his table, all her curves
jiggling beneath her own red bikini. But Steve sure as hell noticed
her, because it would be impossible not to. She was the hottest
woman in the restaurant, hands-down.

In a lot of ways, Kate looked just like
Steve’s wife Susan. Both sisters had blonde hair, blue eyes, and
the same perfect cheekbones and plump, sexy lips. But Susan was
tall and athletic, while Kate was shorter and curvier. She had an
awesome rack and an ass that was as round and juicy as a peach, and
she looked amazing in the waitress uniform she had to wear every
day at Billy’s. Too bad she was also snotty, self-centered, and
spoiled, but hey, nobody was perfect.

Steve had always had a weird relationship
with Kate. She was only 21—four years younger than her sister
Susan—but she still acted like a bratty little teenager. When the
two first met, Kate had only tolerated Steve. Then, once things got
serious between Steve and Susan, Kate decided to start flirting
with her new future brother-in-law. She would brush her hand
against his leg when they sat next to each other at dinner, or rub
those big tits of hers all over his chest when they hugged hello or
goodbye. Steve always walked away from those encounters hard as a
rock while Kate pretended not to notice, despite the wicked grin on
her face.

When Susan came to Steve last month and asked
if Kate could live with them for a while, Steve wasn’t sure what to
think. Their rental house was pretty small, and Steve wasn’t
exactly making a fortune at the car wash. Plus, the thought of Kate
walking around the house all the time in her skimpy outfits made
him nervous. Come on, just until she gets back on her feet,
Susan had begged. She’s been fired from three jobs in the past
six months, and mom and dad won’t even deal with her
anymore.

Steve finally said okay, but on one
condition: Kate had to get another job, even a part-time one, so
she could chip in a few bucks for food and rent. The girl
grudgingly agreed, but with her lack of skills and her crappy work
history, the job at Billy’s was all she could get. Everyone else
scanned Kate’s resume and shook their heads no, but Billy took one
look at the girl’s tits and ass and knew she’d be perfect.

They had all been living together for three
weeks when Susan announced that the clothing boutique she worked
for wanted to send her to New York for a week for some kind of
fashion seminar. That meant Steve and Kate would be alone in that
little house together for seven full days. Steve already had to
deal with the pressure of seeing Kate wander around in the mornings
in just a t-shirt barely long enough to cover her ass, her braless
tits jiggling beneath it, or catching a glimpse of her walking from
the bathroom to her bedroom with only a thin towel wrapped around
that wet, delicious body. What would happen if Susan was out of the
picture? Would Kate start teasing him more and more until his blue
balls finally exploded?

But Steve said sure, fine, because what else
could he do? Susan was making good money at the boutique and it
looked like her boss wanted to promote her. So four days ago Susan
took off for New York, leaving Steve and Kate alone.

It turned out that Steve didn’t have much to
worry about, because Kate had been gone most of the week. When she
wasn’t waiting tables at Billy’s, she was out shopping or hanging
out with her friends. Steve didn’t know how the girl had extra
money to blow since she was supposedly broke, but Kate was coming
home every night before bed with shopping bags or a new manicure or
a pricey new haircut. Were the tips at Billy’s really that big?

When Kate left for work that day, Steve
decided to snoop around the guest room she was sleeping in. There
he found lots of new clothes with the price tags still on them,
plus receipts from pricey bars, nightclubs, nail salons, and
hairdressers. How the hell was Kate paying for all this? But then
he found two more things buried in a dresser drawer; one was the
driver’s license Susan thought she lost a week ago. The other was
the checkbook for Susan’s business account, the one she was only
supposed to use for work-related expenses. He grabbed some of the
crumpled-up receipts and smoothed them out. Damn it. That
bitch.

Steve sat on the bed, imagining how Susan’s
head would explode when she found out. But then he stopped and
looked at the panties and bras scattered around the room, and he
remembered how sexy Kate looked that morning when she padded out of
the bathroom with a skimpy towel wrapped around her, the bottom
curves of those juicy ass cheeks peeking out below it. And as Steve
thought about the situation, an amazing plan came together in his
head. By the time he had it all worked out, his dick was so hard
inside his jeans that he could barely walk.

 


* * *

 


Once the lunch crowd ebbed away, Kate finally
noticed Steve sitting in the corner alone. Confused, she wandered
over and looked down at him. “What are you doing here?”

Steve shrugged. “Having a beer and enjoying
the scenery.”

Kate put a hand on her hip. Her skin had a
golden tan, and she looked awesome as usual in the bikini and tank
top. Her new haircut left her silky blonde hair barely touching her
shoulders, and she brushed a stray strand out of her face as she
frowned at Steve. “I didn’t even see you. You could’ve sat in my
section, you know.”

“We need to talk.”

“I can’t. I’m still on the clock.”

“It’s important.”

“Look, I get off in half an hour. We can talk
then, okay?”

“I need two minutes of your time, and I need
it right now.”

Kate looked over her shoulder to see if Billy
or any of the other supervisors were around, then she squatted next
to the table and thrust a menu into Steve’s hand. “Pretend you’re
asking me about the food, but make it quick.”

“I know what you did,” Steve began in a low
voice.

“What I did about what? What the hell are you
talking about?”

“The clothes, the manicures, the haircuts,
the bar tabs…I know how you paid for it all. I found Susan’s
license and checkbook in your room.”

Kate’s eyes went wide. “Why did you—how
could—I don’t even know what you’re talking about! What license,
what checkbook?”

“Don’t try denying it. You stole Susan’s
license last week and made her think she’d lost it, then you swiped
her company checkbook after she took off for New York. You figured
since you two look alike, you could write as many checks as you
wanted. But why did you think Susan would never find out about it?
You’ve spent over $2,000 since she left. Her boss is gonna throw a
fit once he notices all that activity, and when he points it out to
Susan, she’ll figure it all out in a heartbeat.”

Kate was breathing hard, her eyes flicking
back and forth. “That’s crazy. It’s just…just…”

“Most of those stores and bars have security
cameras. Your face will be in all the videos.”

Kate was really sweating now. She pushed her
hair out of her face again and let out a huge sigh. “I didn’t…I
mean…it was just a loan, okay? I was gonna pay it back. I’ve
borrowed money from Susan before.”

“Loan my ass. You stole that money, and now
Susan’s gonna kill you.”

“I will pay it back, you’ll see. I
make good tips here. I can—”

“I know what you make. You can barely afford
to chip in for the rent and the bills. No, Susan’s gonna kill you,
that’s it. First she’ll beat your ass until you can’t see straight,
then she’ll kick you out of the house.”

“Susan would never do that. And she can’t
kick me out, I’ve got nowhere else to go!”

“You should’ve thought of that before you
ripped her off.”

Kate’s brain was racing a mile a minute as
she bit her lip nervously.

“You didn’t think this through, did you?”
Steve asked. “How stupid are you, anyway?”

Kate closed her eyes for a second, and when
she opened them again they were damp with tears. “Look, I’m sorry,
you’re probably right,” she stammered in a rough whisper. “I just…I
figured Susan would understand, or she would let me pay her back
later, or…I don’t know…like you said, it was dumb, but…”

“Today’s Friday, and she’ll be back on Monday
morning. What are you gonna do?”

“What can I do? I can’t, I don’t
even….” She wiped away a tear with the back of her hand, then
looked at Steve. “Can you help me?” She put her hand on his
arm and squeezed. “Please, Steve. Is there anything you can
do?”

Steve looked at her crouching there, all
those soft curves stuffed into that tiny bikini, and his cock
started getting hard again. God, if she said yes, this was going to
be the best weekend of his life.

“Actually, I can help you,” he
said.

Kate’s eyes went wide again. “Really? You
can—what, lend me the money? Oh, Steve, thank you!”

Steve chuckled. “Are you kidding? I don’t
have that kind of money. But I know how you can get it.”

Kate’s smile of relief weakened. “Oh. But how
can I…I mean, I just don’t…”

“Here’s the deal. First of all, you’re going
to earn back the money you stole. Every penny of it. I’ll help you,
but you have to do the work yourself.”

“O-okay, I can do that.”

“Second, since you like pretending to be
Susan so much, you’re going to do what she normally does until she
gets back. That means cooking, cleaning, and everything else around
the house.”

Kate grimaced, but then she finally
nodded.

“And third, for the next three days, I’m your
boss. That means you follow my orders without question. If not,
this whole deal is off and I tell Susan everything. You got
that?”

“I…I guess so.”

“Don’t guess. I said, do you got that?”

Kate nodded as she stood up. “Okay, okay,
I’ll do everything you said. That’s fine. But I’ve got to finish my
shift now. I’ve only got three tables left, but they’re backing
up.”

“Hang on. Come closer.”

“Huh?”

“Move closer to the table.”

When Kate did, Steve reached out and pulled
at the fabric of her bikini bottom.

“Stop it!” Kate hissed, slapping his hand.
“What the hell are you doing?”

“Helping you earn bigger tips so you can pay
Susan back before she kicks you out.”

“You’re crazy! You—”

“What if she gets really mad and calls the
police? Then you won’t have to worry about finding a new place to
live because you’ll be in jail.”

Kate’s lower lip started trembling. She wiped
away fresh tears, then looked around the restaurant. About two
dozen people were in the place, mostly men. Swallowing hard, she
took a step toward Steve again. This time he pinched the fabric on
both sides of her bikini bottom and started tugging with both
hands.

“Oh my god, what are you doing?” Kate
whispered.

“Making sure you get the biggest tips
possible.” Steve pulled the red bottoms down a little until a few
wisps of Kate’s blond pubic hair were peeking out the top, then he
put his hands on her hips and turned her around. The rear view was
just as good, with a solid inch of her ass crack showing over the
top of the bikini. “Now go finish your shift,” he said, “and don’t
you dare pull those back up. I’ll be watching the whole time.”

“I can’t believe you,” Kate whimpered.
“You’re—”

“The boss,” Steve finished for her.
“Remember? Now do exactly what I said if you want to get out of
this in one piece.”

Sniffling, Kate walked slowly away from the
table. She tried to avoid eye contact with the customers, but she
could tell they were all staring at her as she passed by. A few of
the men chuckled, and some said obscene things under their breath.
Kate tried to block it all out, but her cheeks went bright red and
she felt like an idiot. She stopped at one of her tables to collect
the check, and the two men sitting there stared openly at the
blonde pubic hair peeking out of her bikini bottom. Kate grabbed
the check and walked as fast as she could to the cash register,
feeling every eye in the place burning into her skin as they stared
at her exposed ass crack.

Just turn off your brain, she told
herself. Don’t look, don’t listen, just ignore
everybody.

But that was easier said than done. As Kate
moved through the restaurant to finish her shift, she could feel
everybody—including the other waitresses—staring at her. A woman
eating lunch with her husband muttered whore when Kate
brought them another round of drinks, and one of the other
waitresses jabbed an elbow into Kate’s arm when the two were
passing each other and hissed, “What kind of cheap slut are you,
anyway?”

When her shift was finally over, Kate came
back to Steve’s table.

“How were the tips?” he asked.

“Bigger,” she muttered, looking down. “I’m
off the clock now. Can I go change into my regular clothes before I
catch the bus?”

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll give you a ride
home.”

“Oh. Well, thank you. Just give me a minute
to—”

“But you don’t need to change. Just grab your
stuff and let’s go.”

“Steve, I can’t walk around outside like
this. I’ll look like an idiot, and I’ll also freeze my ass
off.”

“Don’t be silly, it’s springtime. It’s
probably 65 degrees out there today.”

“Please don’t—”

“Come on,” Steve said. “We need to make a
stop on the way home.”

 


* * *

 


Steve knew Kate would earn bigger tips if she
showed more skin than the other girls, but that was only part of
the reason he made her finish her shift with her ass and her pussy
hanging out. Kate was a stuck-up little bitch, and he intended to
bring her down a few notches over the weekend. And since she got so
upset having her body on display at Billy’s, Steve decided to
embarrass her even more before they got home. He took a detour and
drove to a grocery store a few miles from their house, in a
run-down neighborhood that they never went to.

“Why are we stopping here?” Kate asked.

“We need some groceries so you can make me
dinner. But I don’t want you going inside dressed like that.”

“Thank god,” Kate said, reaching into the
back seat for the duffle bag with her street clothes in it. “Let me
pull on my sweater and some jeans and I’ll—”

“No, that’s not what I meant. Take off your
tank top.”

“What? Why?”

“Because I said so, and you’re supposed to
follow my orders, remember?”

Huffing, Kate gripped the hem of the tank top
and pulled it over her head. Now she wore nothing but the skimpy
red bikini.

“Perfect,” Steve said with a grin. “Okay,
let’s go.”

“Steve, this is crazy. Everybody’s gonna
think I’m an idiot.”

They climbed out of the car, and Kate
shivered and wrapped her arms around her chest. It was a sunny day,
but the chilly breeze off the mountains raised goosebumps on her
tan skin. The girl looked around nervously as Steve walked up
behind her.

“Hey!” she yelped. “What the—”

“Hold still,” Steve said, fiddling with the
string on the back of her bikini. “I’m just making a little
adjustment. There, that’s better.”

Kate looked down at her chest. Steve had
loosened her bikini top so much that her tits were now showing more
than ever. If she moved an inch, they would probably fall right
out.

“Steve…” she muttered in a rough voice.

“Shut up. Just follow me and do whatever I
say.”

Steve took off, and after a moment Kate swore
under her breath and went after him. They passed a few customers in
the parking lot, all of whom gawked at Kate. The men grinned and
stared at her jiggling curves, and the women snorted and shook
their heads. Once they got inside the store, it was even worse. The
grocery store was huge, and between the employees and the
customers, there were probably a hundred people in the place. Kate
wanted to wrap her arms around herself, but Steve instructed her to
push the shopping cart instead. As they went down the first aisle,
everyone stared and leered at Kate. Every time she took a step, her
big tits jiggled so much that they nearly flopped out of her
top.

“Damn, girl, ain’t no pool for miles around
here,” a stocky man remarked when Kate walked by. “What the hell
you wearing that for?”

Kate just bit her lip and ignored him, but
her cheeks were growing warmer and warmer.

“Grab some of that cereal,” Steve ordered,
nodding at a box on the top shelf. When Kate reached for it, one of
her tits finally burst free of her bikini top and Steve felt his
cock getting hard again when he saw how firm and round it was, with
a big pink nipple that was stiff from the cold. Kate gasped and
stuffed it back inside, but her face had already gone beet red.

Steve led her around the store for half an
hour, pointing at every item he wanted her to grab. Every time she
had to reach high or bend down low, one or both of her tits would
pop out of her top. Some of the store employees scowled at her, but
every male customer in the place was in heaven. A few middle-aged
men followed Steve and Kate all around the store, openly staring at
the girl while they pretended to shop, and a group of college boys
stocking up on junk food walked a few steps behind Kate for a few
minutes, talking in loud voices about everything they wanted to do
to her. The female shoppers, on the other hand, all looked
disgusted, and a few women who had children with them even turned
and dragged their kids away when they saw how Kate was dressed.

By the time they filled their cart and
checked out, Kate was so angry and embarrassed that she couldn’t
stop herself from trembling. She had spent the whole shopping trip
with her tits hanging out, and once, when she was struggling to
pull a 12-pack of beer out of the cooler, Steve had yanked her
bikini bottoms down to her knees. With her arms full, Kate could do
nothing but haul the beer to the shopping cart with her ass and
pussy exposed, dump it in, then yank her bottoms back up. Now she
was so livid she couldn’t even speak, moving like a robot as she
pushed the cart piled with plastic bags out to the car and helped
Steve load all the groceries into the trunk.

“You’re sick,” she hissed as they drove back
home. “Why the hell did you do that to me? I told you I would pay
back the money! Why did you have to humiliate me like that?”

Steve only smiled and cranked the radio up a
little louder.

“You’ve been like this ever since we met,”
Kate continued, still trembling with rage. “You’ve always been so
mean and so petty. In fact, you’re a real asshole, you know that? I
even told Susan not to marry you, but she wouldn’t listen to me. I
said, look, this guy is never gonna amount to anything and he’ll
treat you like shit, too. If you’re smart, you’ll—”

Kate slammed sideways into the door as Steve
swung the car into the parking lot of a strip center, then she
pitched forward as he slammed on the brakes. The shoulder seat belt
between her tits pulled tight, causing both of them to pop out of
her bikini top again. As she stuffed them back inside for the
hundredth time that day, Steve killed the engine and yanked his
door open.

“Get out!” he barked.

“Why are we—”

“Shut up and follow me!”

Steve stomped around to the back of the strip
center, and after hesitating for a few seconds, Kate got out and
followed him. She found him waiting in the alley that ran behind
the stores, which was empty except for a few Dumpsters and some
scattered garbage and wooden pallets left over from deliveries.
Steve squatted down next to one of the pallets and tugged at a long
piece of rough twine that had once been wrapped around a shipment
of boxes. He stood up, took out his pocket knife, and cut a
three-foot-long piece of the twine then dropped the rest on the
ground.

“What the hell are you doing?” Kate asked,
arms wrapped around herself.

“I said I was your boss for the next three
days, remember?”

“But why—”

“And you said you understood, but I don’t
think you do.” Steve moved toward Kate until he stood so close that
her big tits bumped his chest. “For the next three days, you’re
mine, bitch. You understand?”

“You’re scaring me.”

“You should be scared. You broke the
law. Susan could have your ass thrown in jail. At the very least,
she could toss you out on the street. I said I’d help you, but
instead of being grateful, you’re giving me attitude.”

Kate swallowed hard and looked away. “Well,
what am I supposed to do? The way you’ve been treating me—”

“Is exactly what you deserve,” Steve
interrupted. “You’ve been a stuck-up brat since the day I met you,
and it’s time you learned your lesson. Now take off your
bikini.”

Kate gasped. “What? Why?”

“Just take it off.”

“Are you crazy? We’re out in public, and it’s
the middle of the day!”

“Stop stalling and do it.”

Kate crossed her arms over her chest. “No! I
don’t care what you say! This is bullshit! Susan’s my fucking
sister, she won’t press charges against me!”

“Susan’s hundreds of miles away. What if I
turn you in right now? It’s Friday, so a judge won’t hear your case
until Monday. That means you’ll spend the whole weekend in a
holding cell. You know what happens to pretty girls like you in
jail?”

Kate swallowed hard. Maybe Steve was
bluffing, but he sure as hell didn’t sound like it. She looked
around, but there was no one else in sight. A bunch of pine trees
shielded the back of the building from the road nearby, so even if
someone drove past, they probably wouldn’t see her. And maybe if
she gave Steve a quick peek, he would calm down and go easy on
her.

“O-okay,” she mumbled, reaching back to untie
her bikini top. She pulled the string and let the top fall,
pressing one arm across her naked tits at the same time.

“Drop it,” Steve ordered. “Let me see.”

Kate reluctantly did as she was told, and
Steve’s breath caught in his throat when he saw how perfect those
tits were. He had been catching glimpses of them all day long, but
seeing them up close and totally exposed like this was different.
They were the size of grapefruits and perfectly round, with pink
nipples as big as silver dollars.

“Now the bottoms,” Steve said.

Kate looked around nervously again then stuck
both thumbs in the sides of her bikini bottom. She shoved them down
to her ankles and stepped out of them, immediately clapping a hand
over her pussy.

“I have to tell you again?” Steve barked.
“Move that hand!”

Kate yanked it away as if she had touched a
hot stove, and now Steve stared at the neatly-trimmed patch of
blonde hair between the girl’s legs. Shit, his hard cock felt like
it was going to bust out of his jeans! He took a step back and
looked Kate up and down; the girl’s body was perfect, from those
great tits to the flat stomach to those toned legs. And because of
the chill in the air, Kate was trembling enough to make all those
juicy curves jiggle.

Steve was tempted to do something about that
bulge in his jeans right then, but that would be stupid. Like Kate
said, they were out in public and it was the middle of the day.
There would be plenty of time for that once they got home.

“Turn around,” Steve ordered, and after a
moment Kate did so. Damn, that firm, round ass was just as perfect
as the rest of her! Steve tied one end of the twine around Kate’s
left wrist, then pulled both hands behind her back.

“What the hell are you doing?” she
whimpered.

“Shut up and stand still.” Leaving a foot of
slack, he tied the other end of the twine to her right wrist. Kate
grunted and tugged at the string, but it didn’t budge. The backs of
her hands lay against her ass cheeks, and she couldn’t raise them
at all or move them to the front of her body. Steve put a hand on
the girl’s shoulder and spun her around. She spat a lock of blonde
hair out of her mouth and glared up at him.

“What the—why the hell did you tie me
up?”

Steve scooped her bikini off the ground and
motioned toward the road on the other side of the trees. “The house
is that way. Go south on Oak Street until you hit Dawson Lane. Then
turn left and it’s a straight shot.”

Kate’s eyes nearly popped out of her head.
“Why—what are you saying? You want me to walk home like
this?”

“Running would be better. You’ve got about a
mile to go, and it’ll take less time that way.”

“Steve, this is insane. Somebody’s gonna see
me. You can’t do this, please, I’m begging you!”

“Like I said, you need to learn a little
humility. Maybe this’ll be a good lesson.”

“I c-can’t,” Kate said, shaking her head.
“Fuck you. I’m staying right here, I’m not moving an inch.”

Steve shrugged and backed away toward his
car. “Suit yourself. But it’s gonna be dark in a couple of hours,
and think how cold you’ll be then. Or maybe somebody else will find
you before then. Somebody who’s not as nice as me. Maybe they’ll
see you standing there naked and tied up and get some bad
ideas.”

“Steve, you can’t! Please!”

“It’ll take about fifteen minutes to get
home. I’ll meet you there.”

Steve turned and walked back to his car, then
started it up and drove off; he wanted to leave right away so Kate
wouldn’t think he might change his mind. But he also didn’t want to
miss the show, so he drove to the end of the block, turned right,
then drove slowly down the street he had pointed at from the rear
of the building. He pulled up to the curb and stopped. Now he was
on the other side of the trees, about a hundred feet from where
Kate stood cowering in the back alley.

He caught a glimpse of blonde hair from
between the branches as Kate crept a few yards into the trees
toward the road. She looked both ways, biting her lip nervously.
She knew she couldn’t stand there all day, and she also knew there
was no way to cover up with her hands tied behind her. Getting home
was her only option.

The road was clear with no cars in sight.
Taking a deep breath, Kate dashed out of the trees and into the
open. She shot glances in both directions as she scampered across
the street, her big tits bouncing the whole time. Steve chuckled as
he watched her dive into some bushes beside the road, then her
blonde head peeked out again as she looked around to get her
bearings. This was a residential neighborhood with houses lining
both sides of the street, and it looked like Kate was trying to
figure out how she could dash from one yard to the next, taking
advantage of the trees, bushes, and other things she could hide
behind.

Steve put the car in gear and coasted
forward. Kate was so stressed out that she hadn’t even noticed him.
The girl rose a few inches out of the bushes then dashed to the
next yard, all her curves jiggling like crazy again, then she
dropped and hunched down behind a large brick mailbox as a delivery
truck cruised by. From his position behind her, Steve had a perfect
view of the girl’s bare ass sticking up in the air. Once the truck
was gone, Kate scrambled to her feet again and dashed to the next
yard, her head jerking left and right the whole time. As a woman
walked out of her house to get the mail, Kate squealed and squatted
down beside a dirty pickup truck parked in the driveway. The girl
crouched there with her bare back pressed to the truck, her big
tits heaving, as the woman fetched the mail and carried it
inside.

Kate rose on shaky legs, and Steve saw that
her back and her ass were now smeared with road grime from the
truck. The girl took off again, scanning the terrain for more
places to hide, when she suddenly gasped and froze in her tracks. A
group of teenage boys had just come out of the next house, laughing
and joking as they walked into the front yard. There were four of
them, all wearing baseball mitts, and they spread out in a rough
circle in the yard and started tossing a baseball back and
forth.

Kate didn’t know what to do; she was about
twenty feet away from the teens, stuck between two houses, with
nothing to hide behind. No matter which way she ran, the boys were
bound to see her. Biting her lip, Kate charged ahead and ran right
past the yard. The boys all turned to stare at her at once, their
eyes bugging out when they saw those big tits bouncing like
crazy.

“Holy shit!” one of them yelled, dropping the
baseball on the ground.

“Damn, lady, what are you doing?” another one
called out.

All the boys dashed to the curb and stared at
Kate’s jiggling ass as she kept running down the street, her cheeks
burning with shame. Steve coasted down the road about fifty feet
behind her, chuckling the whole time.

After that encounter, Kate barely slowed down
the rest of the way home. She still ducked out of sight if a car
passed, but she never paused for more than a few seconds before she
took off again. None of the other neighbors spotted her, and after
a while the girl finally made it to Steve’s back yard where she
collapsed on the ground, panting and heaving. Steve pulled into the
driveway a few seconds later and looked around until he found the
girl lying awkwardly on the grass near the back door, curled into a
ball with her knees touching her chest and her tied hands resting
against her ass. She was sweaty, dirty, and had a few leaves and
bits of grass in her hair, but she still looked so sexy lying there
naked that Steve’s cock made a huge bulge in the front of his
jeans.

When Kate saw Steve, she wiggled around on
the ground until she had pulled herself up into a sitting position,
then she flicked her head to get the messy blonde hair out of her
eyes. “Untie…me…right…now,” she grunted, still breathing hard.

“Not yet,” Steve said.

“Dammit, Steve, cut this stupid string and
let me go inside!”

“You’re filthy,” he said, walking over to the
hose coiled on the ground beside the house. He cranked the water
handle then carried the dripping hose over to Kate. “Stand up, I
need to clean you off so you don’t make a mess.”

“Fuck you! I’m not—ahhhh!” Kate yelped as
Steve squeezed the trigger and blasted a stream of water straight
at her tits. The girl rolled back and forth, trying to get away,
but Steve kept the spray on her, shooting water onto her back, over
her ass, and even between her legs.

“All right, all right!” Kate finally yelled.
“Stop it! I’m getting up!” The girl struggled to her feet, her wet
body dripping. “Okay, g-g-get it over with! That fucking water is
f-f-freezing!”

Steve sprayed the girl from head to toe,
easing off on the pressure this time. Once he was done, Kate was
thoroughly drenched. Steve swallowed hard; the sight of that
shivering naked body just a few inches away was too much for him.
His dick had been hard as a rock all day, and now it was time to do
something about it.

He used his key to open the back door, which
led into the kitchen, and followed behind Kate as she stomped
inside.

“Wait,” he said, grabbing her by the
shoulder. He shut the door and spun her around to face him. “You’re
gonna drip all over the floor.”

“Then cut this damn string and I’ll dry
myself off.”

Instead, Steve grabbed the small towel that
hung from the handle of the stove and rubbed it all over Kate’s
body, spending extra time drying her tits and the patch of hair
between her legs. Goddamn, how could a woman’s body be that
perfect?

Kate stood there with her lips clamped shut,
trembling both from shame and from the cold. “Now will you
please untie me?” she asked when Steve was finally done.

“In a minute,” he said, reaching for the
zipper of his jeans. “You’ve got one more job to do first, and you
won’t need your hands for it. Just your mouth.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2.

 


 


Kate’s eyes went wide. “No,” she grunted,
shaking her head. “No way.”

“Get down on your knees,” Steve ordered.

“So that’s what this was all about.
You were just trying to figure out some way to fuck me.”

“This is about you doing what I say. Remember
our deal?”

“I’ll tell her! I’ll tell Susan!” Kate
barked. “Then she’ll be mad at you, not me!”

“I’ll just say you’re lying. It’ll be your
word against mine. And since I’ve got hard evidence that you stole
her license and used her checks, who do you think she’s gonna
believe?” Steve gripped the back of Kate’s neck with one hand and
used the other to give one of her tits a fat squeeze. The girl
whimpered as Steve ran his hand over her chest, down her stomach,
then around her hip so he could grab a handful of that juicy ass.
Christ, she felt good. He reached into his open fly and pulled out
his cock, which pointed straight at the girl’s belly like a
weapon.

“Stop stalling,” he growled, pushing down on
the back of Kate’s neck. “Do what I say or go to jail. Those are
your only two choices, and you know it.”

The girl’s eyes flicked down, and she cringed
when she saw how big and hard his cock was. “I c-can’t—”

“You can and you will. Get down there.” Steve
pushed harder until Kate dropped to her knees with a little cry.
Now his cock was only inches from her face. The girl turned away
from it, still scowling, but Steve grabbed a handful of her blonde
hair and pulled her head into his crotch until his stiff cock was
mashed against her cheek. He could hear her whimpering, but it just
turned him on more.

“Okay, okay, I’ll d-do it,” she finally said.
“But you can’t…I mean, you have to pull out, okay? You’re my
brother-in-law. It would be too gross if—”

“Stop worrying about that and open your damn
mouth.”

Kate let out one last whimper then parted her
lips reluctantly. Without hesitating, Steve thrust forward and let
out a groan of pleasure as that warm, wet mouth surrounded him.
God, his cock was already throbbing like it never had before. And
seeing Kate naked and humiliated on her knees in front of him, her
hands still tied behind her back, made the experience a million
times better.

With one hand still gripping the girl’s head,
Steve drew his hips back and started slowly fucking Kate’s face.
The girl knew she had no choice, but that didn’t mean she was going
to put any effort into it. She just kneeled there with her mouth
open and her eyes shut, trembling with shame as Steve jammed his
cock into her slack mouth. He grunted every time he rammed it
forward, his balls slapping lightly against the girl’s chin, while
Kate trembled and made little whining sounds.

Steve groaned, loving the warm, slippery feel
of Kate’s tongue on the underside of his cock every time he thrust
forward. He started jerking his hips faster and faster, and Kate
gagged and clamped her lips tighter around Steve’s cock to keep it
from hitting the back of her throat. That only increased Steve’s
pleasure, though, as he kept on thrusting.

As Steve’s balls started tingling, he
remembered something Susan mentioned once when they were drunk and
messing around in bed. Kate hates sucking dick, she had
said. She hardly ever does it, even if she likes a guy, and she
never lets anybody come in her mouth.

Well, fuck her, Steve thought. This time the
bitch doesn’t have a choice. He started panting harder, and soon
that tingling in his balls built up to a fever pitch. He had been
so horny all day that just a few minutes inside Kate’s beautiful
mouth was all it took to get him off, and soon he was groaning with
pleasure as the first shot of cum blasted out. Kate squealed and
tried to pull away but Steve kept a firm grip on her blonde hair,
pulling her head deeper into his crotch as he squirted thick,
sticky goo over the girl’s tongue. He thrust over and over,
grunting each time, until his balls were finally drained. Only then
did he let go of Kate’s head, and she immediately hunched forward
and started coughing and gagging with her face inches from the
floor. She spat weakly a few times then turned her head and glared
up at him with tears in her eyes.

“Y-you…you asshole!” she moaned, cum dripping
from her lips onto the kitchen tile. “You said you would pull
out!”

“No, I told you not to worry about it.”

Kate spat once more then collapsed on her
side, sobbing and muttering under her breath as Steve stuffed his
cock back into his pants then went to get a knife.

 


* * *

 


After Steve cut the twine off, Kate rubbed
her hands together for a moment then crossed her arms over her
tits. “Can I get dressed now?” she asked quietly.

“Why bother? I’ve already seen everything
you’ve got. In fact, I don’t want you getting dressed at all this
weekend unless I say so.”

Kate frowned as she stood up. “Steve, give me
a break. I did everything you told me to. Now I—”

Without warning, Steve slapped the girl
across the face. Not hard enough to knock her down, but definitely
hard enough to get her attention. Kate staggered backward, stunned,
then raised a hand and rubbed her red cheek as she stared
open-mouthed at her brother-in-law.

“I hate to repeat myself, so listen up and
listen good. You know what our deal is; you’re gonna work until you
earn back all the money you stole from Susan, and you’re also gonna
do everything Susan does around the house until she gets back. If
you don’t, I’m calling the cops. So if you want to spend the
weekend in jail, keep bitching. If you want Susan to kick your
sorry ass out of the house after she gets back, keep bitching. But
if you want to get out of this mess in one piece, you’ll do what I
say and keep your fucking mouth shut…unless I want another blowjob,
that is.”

Kate just stared for a moment, fresh tears
springing up in her eyes, then she looked down at the floor and
nodded weakly.

“Good,” Steve said. “Now come on, I forgot
about the groceries. I don’t want those steaks to go bad.”

Kate wanted so badly to run to her room and
throw something on, but she knew that wasn’t Steve’s plan. She
padded after him, still naked, pausing at the front door to peer
out and make sure no neighbors were outside. Steve was already
pulling grocery bags out of the car’s back seat as Kate scampered
outside with her arms wrapped around herself. She grabbed as many
bags from him as she could, using them to hide her bare skin, and
they managed to get everything into the house in one trip. She
thought Steve would help her put everything away, but instead he
cracked open a beer and sat at the kitchen table while she did it
herself. Steve couldn’t help admiring the girl’s perfect body as
she bent and strained to put all the food away in the fridge and
the various cupboards.

Once she was done, Kate meekly asked if she
could go to her room and lie down for a while.

“Are you kidding?” Steve asked. “The house is
a mess. You need to dust, vacuum, then mop all the floors. Save the
bathrooms for last, because they’re the worst.”

Kate’s shoulders slumped and she bit her lip,
but she didn’t dare complain.

Even though the house wasn’t that big, it
still took her three hours to clean it. Steve followed her from
room to room the whole time, sometimes giving orders and other
times just sitting back and admiring the way her big tits hung down
as she scrubbed the floor on her hands and knees, or the way her
ass jiggled as she leaned over the tub to wipe it down. By the time
Kate was done, she was drenched in sweat and totally exhausted. She
had never even cleaned her own room before, much less a whole
house. All she wanted to do was shower off and take a long nap, but
Steve had other ideas. He was so horny from staring at her naked
body while she worked that he already wanted another blowjob.

When Steve plopped down in the living room
recliner and pointed to the bulge in his jeans, Kate’s heart sank.
She started to protest, then shut her mouth again when she saw the
hard stare Steve was giving her. She finally sank down on her knees
in front of the chair and sighed.

“This time you’re gonna swallow it all,” he
warned her as he unzipped and pulled his cock out again. “I don’t
want you making a mess on my good chair.”

Kate lowered her head and feebly went to
work, too tired to resist. She didn’t have the energy to put much
effort into it, but Steve was so hard and so horny that once again
it only took a few minutes before he arched his back and exploded
in her mouth. Kate gagged as she tried to swallow all the
cum—something she had done one time as a teenager and vowed never
to do again—but there was so much of it that tears squeezed from
her eyes as she fought to choke down all the sticky semen. After
Steve’s cock stopped squirting, Kate pulled her sloppy mouth off of
it and sank back on her haunches, rubbing her wet lips with the
back of her hand.

“Go take a shower,” Steve ordered as he
zipped up again. “It’s almost time for you to cook dinner.”

Night had fallen by the time Kate got cleaned
up, which was good because Steve kept her naked while she stood on
the back porch grilling the steaks. The back yard was surrounded by
trees, but Kate still felt like an idiot as she flipped the
sirloins with her tits and ass hanging out, yelping every time a
spark jumped off the grill and landed on her bare skin. At least
the grill was hot, though, because the night was chilly and
goosebumps had sprung up all over her body.

They ate dinner together in front of the TV,
then Kate washed and dried all the dishes. Even though she had been
naked all day, she still felt stupid doing all those normal things
with no clothes on. But Steve loved it, never leaving her alone for
more than a few minutes at a time. No matter what Kate was doing,
he was happy just to lean against the wall and watch her or kick
back in a chair and drink a cold one while his eyes crawled all
over her exposed skin.

Once the dishes were done, Kate said, “It’s
late. I’m gonna go to bed…if that’s okay.”

“Sure, me too.”

But when Kate headed for her room, Steve
grabbed her by the shoulder. “You’re doing everything Susan would
do, remember? That means you sleep in my room.”

Kate kept her mouth shut, but inside she
shuddered. After such a hellish day, she had been hoping and
praying for at least a few hours alone. “Can I at least go get my
nightgown?” she asked timidly.

“No, Susan sleeps naked, so you will, too,”
Steve lied.

As they lay next to each other in bed—Kate
still naked, and Steve in his boxer shorts—Kate shook her head at
what a bizarre, fucked-up day it had been. And it just keeps
getting weirder and weirder, she thought, glancing sideways at
Steve as he thumbed through a magazine. She messed with her phone
for a few minutes but was so exhausted all she could think about
was sleep, so she mumbled Thank god under her breath when
Steve finally yawned and clicked off the bedside lamp. Kate rolled
to the edge of the bed, as far away from him as she could get, then
curled her body into a ball and shut her eyes.

The next thing she knew, Steve’s arm was
around her chest and his soft belly was pressed against her back.
She could feel his stiff cock poking against her bare ass through
the thin material of his boxer shorts.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she asked, although
the answer was obvious.

“Same thing all married couples do.”

“Steve, we can’t. It’s…I mean, what we did
already was gross enough, but—”

“Zip it,” he said, shoving his boxer shorts
down and kicking them off.

“I’m serious, we can’t do this. I could get
pregnant.”

Steve chuckled. “Bullshit. I know you’re on
the pill. Susan told me.” He slithered around until he was nearly
on top of her, then grabbed Kate around the waist and manhandled
her until she was up on all fours with her tits hanging down and
her ass in the air.

“Please,” the girl whimpered. “It’s
not—ow!”

Steve smacked her hard on the ass, the sound
like a rifle shot in the quiet bedroom. Then he stuck a hand
roughly between her legs and rubbed her pussy, which was bone dry.
He cupped his hand, spit into it a few times, then spread the
saliva over his hard cock. Kate whimpered as he gripped it and
rubbed the slick head over her pussy lips, then she yelled
Ow! again when he stuck his cockhead inside her. The girl
tried to slither away but Steve grabbed a fistful of her blonde
hair to keep her in place, then he grabbed one meaty ass cheek with
the other hand as he thrust his cock farther inside. It disappeared
inch by inch until he was balls deep, and Steve groaned with
pleasure as Kate’s unwilling pussy clamped onto his cock.

Keeping one hand gripped in the girl’s hair,
Steve starting moving his hips in short thrusts until Kate’s pussy
finally started to loosen up. “That’s more like it,” he grunted,
and when Kate started to complain, he smacked her ass again for
good measure. Then he let go of her hair and grabbed her hips with
both hands, squeezing the soft, warm flesh like a vise as he
started fucking faster and faster. He loved the way Kate’s ass
jiggled every time he slammed forward, and the sweaty sound of
flesh slapping flesh as he pounded into her. He leaned forward and
grabbed a tit in each hand, gripping them like handles as he
continued to ride the girl mercilessly. Steve slammed into her
again and again, fucking her like a machine, until Kate fell
forward with her face and elbows pressed to the bed and her ass
high up in the air. Steve never lost a beat, ramming his dick into
the girl over and over until he let out a wild animal cry and
flooded her pussy with cum.

Once the last ounce was drained out of him,
Steve gave an exhausted groan and collapsed on top of the girl. She
struggled beneath him, twitching and moaning, until he finally
rolled away and his greasy dick popped out of her. Steve grabbed a
fistful of the sweaty sheets, rubbed his crotch with it, then
rolled over and closed his eyes. In less than a minute he was sound
asleep, snoring like a buzz saw, while Kate lay with her eyes wide
open on the other side of the bed, staring blankly into the
darkness.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3.

 


 


When Steve woke up the next morning, Kate was
already out of bed. He found her in the kitchen wearing a pink
bathrobe and drinking coffee.

“Nobody told you to get dressed,” he growled,
and Kate nearly spilled her mug as she put it down and pulled the
robe off. She was naked underneath.

Steve ordered eggs, bacon, and toast, then
sat at the table sipping his own coffee while Kate rushed around
the kitchen to make breakfast. Damn, he could never get tired of
seeing that girl naked. Every time those tits bounced or that juicy
ass flexed, Steve’s cock stood up and saluted. He thought about
demanding another blowjob after breakfast, but there would be
plenty of time for that later. First, Kate had to start earning
back the money she stole from Susan.

Once Kate had washed the dishes, Steve
fetched a white tank top and a ragged old pair of pink cotton
shorts from Susan’s dresser. “Put these on,” he said, tossing them
at Kate. “Just those, nothing underneath.”

“Are these Susan’s?” the girl asked, holding
the clothes up. “Steve, they won’t fit me. They’re too big.”

Steve didn’t know a damn thing about the
crazy sizes of women’s clothes, but he did know that Susan was a
lot taller than Kate and had a bigger ass, too.

“You’re doing everything the way Susan does
it, remember? That’s what she wears when she does yardwork.”

The girl looked up at him. “We’re doing
yardwork today?”

“Not we. You. And not in our yard. It’s time
for you to start earning back that money you owe Susan.”

“B-but how—”

“Put those on and you’ll see.”

Kate stepped into the shorts, pulled the tank
top over her head, then looked down at herself. The shirt was so
big that her tits nearly fell out of the holes under the arms, and
the shorts were so baggy that they started slithering down her ass
whenever she moved. The girl flapped her hands and let out a sigh.
“I…Steve, I look ridiculous.”

“No, you look perfect. Now come on, let’s
find our first customer.”

 


* * *

 


They started at the house next door, where a
grumpy guy named Sam lived. Sam was middle-aged, never married, and
he always stared at both Kate and Susan whenever one of them was
out in the yard, especially if they had on something skimpy. Steve
figured Sam would be the perfect customer for what he was about to
offer.

Sam looked sleepy and irritated when he
opened the door, but his face lit up when he saw what Kate was
wearing.

“Hey, Sam,” Steve began. “Sorry to bother
you, but we were wondering if you need any yardwork done. The grass
looks a little long, and we—”

“You want to cut my grass?” Sam asked, his
eyes still crawling over Kate’s body.

“No, not me; Kate. You probably noticed that
she’s been staying with us lately. She’s trying to earn some extra
money so she can move out on her own, so we’re seeing if anybody in
the neighborhood can help out.”

“This prissy little thing is gonna cut my
grass?” Sam asked with a chuckle. “Does she even know what she’s
doing?”

“Not really. But she’ll do a decent job if
you supervise her the whole time. You know, watch her real
close.”

Sam grinned as he stared openly at the girl’s
big tits beneath the thin white shirt, picturing how she would look
after she’d been out in the sun for a while and that tank top was
drenched with sweat. “Huh. Well, maybe…”

“The only thing is, she’s real slow,” Steve
added. “You might have to watch her for a whole hour or more. You
think that would be okay?”

Sam nodded, the grin spreading across his
face. “Yeah, now that you mention it, I think that might be just
fine. Let me get the mower out for you.”

Kate had never even touched a lawn mower
before, and Steve had to show her how to work it. Afterwards, Sam
invited him to sit in the shade with him while Kate pushed the
heavy machine around the yard. It was a sunny day and she was
soaked with sweat within minutes, all her curves visible beneath
the thin, damp material of her clothes. As she bent over the
mower’s handlebars to push it, her big tits showed clearly through
the arm holes in the tank top. And she had to reach back and pull
up her shorts every few seconds because they kept sliding down her
bare ass cheeks.

Even though she did a pretty crappy job on
the lawn, Sam was in heaven. He spent the hour staring at the
girl’s jiggling tits and grinning every time her shorts slipped
down to expose a few inches of ass crack, and by the time Kate was
finished, he happily forked over fifty bucks for the sub-par
work.

“See?” Steve said as they walked to the next
yard. “I told you this was a great idea.”

“Can’t I please take a break?” Kate begged.
She walked with her shoulders slumped, eyes closed nearly to slits.
Her skimpy clothes were drenched and dirty, her hard nipples
showing plain as day under the shirt.

“Maybe later, after you earn some more
cash.”

Steve knew most of his neighbors on the
street, so he stuck to houses owned by single men because he
figured no wife would let her husband shell out big bucks just so
he could watch a girl in wet, skimpy clothes do a crappy job in his
yard. The guy at the next house didn’t want his lawn cut but he did
need some bushes and trees pruned, so Kate got to learn a new job.
Steve and the other man grinned as they watched Kate from the shade
while she fumbled around on a ladder with the tree pruners, her big
tits showing clearly as she stretched her arms over her head to
reach the branches. She nearly fell off the ladder twice when her
shorts slipped down, which made Steve chuckle even harder.

By mid-afternoon, Kate had done work for six
of the neighbors. A few turned her down, but almost all of the
horny single men came up with some job that needed doing once they
saw how Kate was dressed. She cleaned gutters, mowed another yard,
pulled weeds from a garden, and even washed all the windows at one
house. Steve finally let her take a break after that job, because
by then the girl was soaked head to toe with sweat and looked like
she was about to drop. He walked her back to the house and made her
sit on the back deck so she wouldn’t make a mess inside, then he
brought her a sandwich and some water from the kitchen. But before
she could eat lunch, Steve made her pay for it with another
blowjob.

Kate was so exhausted that she nearly cried
when he made the demand. “Oh my god, seriously?” she moaned as
Steve unzipped his jeans, pulled out his cock, and stood in front
of her. “Please, I just—”

But her words were cut off when Steve shoved
his hard dick into her mouth. Kate sat there in the chair limp and
still as Steve fucked her face, and she was even too tired to
complain when he came in her mouth again. She did her best to
swallow all the thick cum down, grimacing the whole time, but some
dripped from the corner of her mouth and down her sweaty chin.

“Damn, that felt good,” Steve said, zipping
up. “Now hurry up and eat. You’ve still got a lot of work to
do.”

Kate cut one more lawn and pulled weeds at
two other houses by the time the sun was setting. After the last
customer paid her, though, the man pulled Steve aside. He was a
chubby guy named Roy who lived with his brother Jake in a filthy,
run-down place that was as messy as a college fraternity house.

“Listen,” Roy began in a low voice. “Jake and
I are gonna have a few guys over tonight to watch the Broncos
game.”

“Oh. Thanks, but I don’t know if I…”

Roy shook his head. “No, no. I mean, sure,
you’re welcome to come if you want, but what I really wondered
was…that is, you said Kate was looking to earn some extra money,
so…do you think she’d want to work the party?”

Steve frowned. “Work it as what?”

“You know, like a waitress or something.
Serve beer, bring people food, stuff like that. Since she already
knows how to wait tables, I figured…”

Steve looked over at Kate, who was slumped
down on her haunches with her back against the wall of the house,
breathing heavily.

“Sure, why not? But how much does it
pay?”

“I was thinking…I don’t know, maybe a
hundred? I’ll tell all the guys to tip her, too.”

“Make it two hundred plus tips and you’ve got
a deal.”

Roy fidgeted for a second. “Well…okay, but if
I’m forking out that much cash, she’s got to really do it
right.”

“She’s been at Billy’s Beach Club for a few
weeks now. She knows what she’s doing.”

“I know, I’m not talking about that. I just
mean…well, I want to give the guys a really good experience. I’ve
got this old Broncos cheerleader uniform that my ex-girlfriend wore
for Halloween one year, and I was thinking, you know, maybe Kate
could put it on.”

Steve had to grin; Kate would hate that even
more than the outfit she had to wear at Billy’s. But the money was
too good to turn down, and who gave a shit if Kate wasn’t happy
about it?

Once they got back to the house, Kate
collapsed on the living room floor. “Please let me rest before I
cook dinner,” she mumbled into the carpet. “I’m so beat I can’t
even move. Every part of my body hurts.”

Steve told her she could lie down for half an
hour, but then she had to get cleaned up and ready to go. When Kate
learned what she would be doing that night, she let out a ragged
sob. “Oh god, oh god, I just want to sleep. Why did you have to say
yes?”

“You’ll make two hundred bucks plus tips. And
since you only made four hundred this afternoon, you’ve still got a
long way to go.”

Later that evening, after Kate had showered,
styled her hair, and put on plenty of makeup—all as Steve
instructed—the pair went back to Roy and Jake’s house. Roy grinned
like crazy when he saw Kate all made up and dressed in a tight
black top and a black skirt. “Wow, you look awesome,” he told her.
“But you’ll look even better in this!” He held up the cheerleader
uniform wadded in his first and thrust it into Kate’s arms. “You
can change in the back. But make it fast, because the guys will be
here any minute.”

When Kate came back out, Roy and Steve both
whistled. The bottoms of the cheerleader outfit were navy blue and
not much bigger than bikini bottoms. The top was orange and looked
a little like a bikini top, but with long sleeves attached. The
outfit was too small for Kate, and her big tits nearly spilled out
of the top, which was so tight she couldn’t wear a bra underneath
it.

By the time the game started, Roy’s brother
Jake and the rest of the guys had all shown up. There were eight of
them, all chubby and nerdy like Roy, and their tongues dropped out
of their mouths when they saw Kate in her outfit. She brought beers
and snacks once they were all seated, then she circled the room the
way Roy told her to, taking empty bottles and handing out fresh
food and drinks whenever one of the guys needed something. Kate’s
tits nearly popped out every time she bent over to hand someone a
beer, and the tight bottoms were so small that the lower half of
her ass cheeks were exposed. Most of the guys spent more time
watching Kate than they did watching the game, and after a few
drinks had loosened them up, a few of them started pinching her ass
whenever she walked by or trying to cop a feel of her tits when
they reached up to take something from her. Roy’s brother Jake even
shoved a few folded dollar bills right down the girl’s cleavage
after she brought him a cold beer, giving one of her tits a mean
squeeze at the same time. Kate yelped and scampered away, but she
didn’t dare complain. The guys might have been treating her like
shit but they were also tipping her really well, and she needed the
money bad if she was ever going to get out of this mess.

Once the game was over and all the other guys
had left—leering at Kate one last time as they walked out the
door—Roy staggered over to Steve, who had planted his ass in a
corner chair to watch the fun all night.

“Listen, dude,” Roy slurred. “Don’t get
pissed off or anything, but I gotta ask you something. Kate over
there…I know she’s your sister-in-law, but…I gotta tell you,
man…looking at her all night has made me horny as fuck. I got a
hard-on that ain’t going away anytime soon, if you know what I
mean.”

“So what’s the question?” Steve asked.

Roy glanced at Kate, who was sitting on the
couch and counting her tips next to Jake, who had passed out long
ago. “I’m just saying…I know it’s weird, but I figured…well, I
though Kate might not mind earning a little extra money on top of
everything else.”

Steve chuckled and shook his head. The crazy
idea of pimping Kate out had actually crossed his mind at one
point, but Roy was his neighbor, and anything that happened in this
house could easily get back to Susan at some point. Steve could
come up with bullshit excuses to explain the other things that had
gone on that weekend, but not this.

“If you’re asking if you can fuck her, sorry,
but the answer is no.”

“Dude, come on, I’m not that stupid. I just
need some fucking relief. And I’ll tell you what, man. I’m so drunk
and so horny right now that I’d pay fifty bucks for a hand job from
a hot girl in a Broncos cheerleader uniform.”

Steve thought about it for a second. “Make it
a hundred and it’s a deal.”

Roy frowned. “Aw, dude, come on, I don’t
know.”

“A hundred bucks and you can even come on her
face. How’s that for a memory? Seeing a hot girl in a Broncos
cheerleader uniform with your spunk all over her.”

Those were obviously the magic words, because
Roy’s eyes lit up and he shoved a hand into his pocket and pulled
out the cash. “Deal.”

But while Roy was happy as a clam, Kate
wasn’t thrilled at all about the idea. Even though Steve left out
the part about the facial, Kate said she couldn’t imagine jerking
off a loser like Roy. She almost got up and stormed out of the
house, but Steve grabbed her by the arm and whispered something
threatening in her ear. After that, Kate allowed herself to be led
back to Roy’s bedroom, where Steve ordered her to lie on the
bed.

“Don’t shut the door all the way,” he told
Roy before he left. “I need to be able to get in if things get out
of control.”

Roy nodded drunkenly and left the door open
about a foot after Steve went out. Then he laid down on the bed
next to Kate and pushed his shorts and underwear down to his
ankles. His dick was small and limp from all the drinking, but
after he ordered Kate to squeeze it a few times, it started getting
bigger. Roy told the girl to spit on her hand, which she did, then
he instructed her to pump faster. Kate felt like she was back in
high school as she laid there jerking the man’s dick, yanking it
over and over just like she did for her first boyfriends before she
got up the nerve to go any further. Roy laid there like he was in
heaven, eyes wide open as he watched the sexy girl in the
cheerleader uniform beating him off. After just a few minutes, he
couldn’t control himself anymore. As his balls started tingling,
Roy rolled off the bed and stood up, then aimed his cock right at
Kate as he pumped it in his fist.

“What the—” she began. Kate had sat up to see
what was happening, which left her face right in line with Roy’s
cock. As it started spurting, the first blast of cum hit her in the
forehead. She gasped and turned her head, and the second blast
splattered against her cheek. Cringing in disgust, Kate shrank back
as more cum flew into her hair, then a thick wad of it landed right
on her nose. By the time Roy was finished, Kate’s face was a sticky
mess.

Out in the hallway, Steve couldn’t help
laughing. He had been watching through the open door the whole
time, and Kate’s reaction to her surprise facial had been
priceless. Seconds later the girl stomped out of the bedroom,
wiping her face roughly with the back of her hand. “I’m going
home,” she sobbed, and Steve followed behind her as she left the
house.

 


* * *

 


Kate took a shower, and while she was drying
off and getting ready for bed, Steve took one too. When he got out,
the bedroom was empty. He could hear Kate talking on the phone
somewhere in the house, so he crept out of the room and listened.
She had gone back to her own bedroom, and the door was shut. Moving
quietly, Steve went closer and put his ear to the door. After
listening for a minute, he could tell that Kate was talking to an
old high school friend named Jenny.

“No, not yet,” Kate was saying. “I’m still
working that bullshit waitressing job, but the money’s not that
great…yeah, I know…I really need to earn some serious cash so I can
get out on my own…yeah, right…I mean, my sister’s pretty cool, but
Steve is a real prick…yeah…yeah, right…no, nothing in particular,
he’s just a general pain in the ass…yeah…just, I don’t know, he
gives me a hard time about everything…no, not right now, but maybe
someday I’ll tell you all about it.”

Steve moved away from the door as Kate
laughed under her breath. He went to the kitchen, had a snack and
another beer, and when Kate still hadn’t appeared, he went back to
her bedroom and tried the doorknob. Locked. He pounded on the door
and Kate opened it, looking guilty. She wore her pink robe and her
hair was still wet from the shower.

“What are you doing?” he barked.

“Nothing. Getting ready for bed.”

Steve yanked the belt off the robe and
manhandled Kate out of it. She was naked underneath, her damp skin
glistening.

“Ow! Calm down, okay?”

Steve gripped her arm hard and led her to his
bedroom, then shoved her down on the bed face-first. Before she
could even roll over, he climbed onto her back and pinned her down.
Kate just laid there with her cheek mashed against the sheets. She
figured Steve would be horny again by now, and there was no use in
fighting back. The only good thing about him fucking her instead of
demanding another blowjob was that all she had to do was lie there
while he did all the work. After the exhausting day she’d had, she
might even fall asleep before he was finished.

She heard Steve spitting on his hand like
before, then felt his hard cock fumbling between her legs. But
something was different this time. Something was wrong. Oh god,
no!

“Steve, d-don’t!” she gasped as his cock
pressed against her asshole. “I’ve never—”

“Well, you have now,” Steve growled, shoving
harder until the head of his cock was inside her. Damn, that was
tight! Kate wailed and pounded on the bed as he pushed slowly, an
inch at a time, until eventually his entire cock was buried in the
girl’s ass. God, he’d never felt anything like that in his life!
Susan wouldn’t even talk about anal sex, and the only girlfriend of
his who was into it had done it so much that her asshole was loose
and sloppy. But Kate’s felt like a warm velvet fist as it gripped
his cock, and Steve let out a deep moan as his dangling balls
brushed against the girl’s pussy.

He put his weight on his elbows and eased
back a couple of inches, then rammed forward again. Kate yelped,
which only excited him more. “So I’m a real pain in the ass, huh?”
he growled in her ear, pulling out and thrusting into her again.
Tears were streaming down Kate’s cheeks, and every time Steve
buried his cock all the way in her ass, the girl let out a short,
strangled cry. Steve started moving his hips faster, fucking Kate
in short, powerful strokes until her ass finally loosened up a
little. Once it did, he raised up on his hands and plowed into her
with all his energy, fucking her ass with a vengeance. He loved the
feel of those firm, damp ass cheeks against his stomach every time
he thrust forward, and the way her pussy lips kissed his balls as
they slapped into them over and over.

It didn’t take long before Steve let out a
primal yell and started pumping his cum into Kate’s hot ass. His
hips jerked over and over as he shot out more cum than ever before,
what felt like gallons of it, as the girl lay sobbing beneath him.
When he was done, Steve collapsed onto the girl’s sweaty back, his
cock still buried inside her ass. He lay there panting, enjoying
the sensation as long as he could, until his cock finally started
to soften and he pulled it out with a wet popping sound. He rolled
off the bed and looked down at Kate, whose shoulders shook as she
cried into the sheets. He went to the bathroom for his second
shower of the night, and when he came back a few minutes later, the
girl still hadn’t moved.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 4.

 


 


They sat at the kitchen table the next
morning, Kate still naked and Steve in shorts and a t-shirt. While
they drank coffee, Steve scrolled through some local ads on his
iPad. The cash from the previous day was spread out on the table; a
little more than a thousand dollars, but not nearly enough to pay
back what Kate had stolen from Susan.

“You’re almost nine hundred short,” Steve
said. “More yard work isn’t gonna cut it. We need to find one big
job that pays a lot.”

Kate only nodded. She had barely said a word
all morning, and wouldn’t even look Steve in the eye.

“The problem is, it has to be something that
pays right away because Susan gets back tomorrow.” He scrolled some
more, than stopped. “Hang on. This might be perfect.”

“What is it?” Kate mumbled.

“There’s a strip club downtown that runs an
amateur contest every Sunday night. The grand prize is five hundred
bucks.”

Kate shook her head. “No way. That’s crazy.
I’m not dancing naked for a room full of strangers.”

“You don’t have a choice. It pays better than
anything else you could do today.”

“But five hundred’s not enough. I need more
than that.”

“You’ll get tips, too.”

“But I…I mean…what if I don’t even win?”

Steve gave her a hard look. “Just make sure
you do.”

 


* * *

 


Steve came up with more chores for Kate to do
around the house that day, including cleaning the stove, washing
the clothes, and cleaning out the fridge. She did everything naked,
with Steve watching her most of the time. He also made her suck him
off again in the middle of all that, and this time he pulled out at
the end and came all over her face the way Roy had. Kate grimaced
as Steve blasted his cum all over her, but afterward she washed her
face calmly at the sink without saying a word before she went back
to her chores.

Later that afternoon, Steve instructed Kate
to shower, style her hair, and do her makeup the same way she had
for the football party. Then he went through her clothes and picked
out the sexiest outfit he could find; a red bra, red thong, and a
black mini-dress so tight it fit Kate like a second skin. Once she
put it all on, she looked hotter than ever.

“There’s gonna be dozens of women there,”
Kate remarked as they drove to the club that evening. “I might not
have a chance.”

“You look like a Playboy model in that
outfit. Most of the other girls will probably be skanks from the
street.”

The club was in a seedy part of downtown
Denver. Steve parked in a corner lot, and Kate glanced around
nervously as the two of them walked down the sidewalk. Men in
ragged clothes were hanging out in front of run-down apartment
buildings, and most of them hooted and whistled at Kate when they
saw her.

Steve had been to some fancy, high-end strip
clubs before, but the Doll House was nothing like those. The place
was dim, depressing, and smelled like a combination of dirty
laundry and spilled beer. Thumping music blasted from overhead
speakers, and two chubby naked women danced half-heartedly to it on
the long stage that ran down the middle of the rectangular room.
About 20 men and a few women were scattered around the place, most
of them drinking, smoking, and laughing.

The girls performing in the amateur contest
were gathered at the back of the club where a balding middle-aged
man in a cheap suit was writing down names on a clipboard. There
were about a dozen girls in all, including a few who barely looked
18, but the rest were in their thirties with hard faces, bad
hairdos, and cheap clothes; probably unemployed single mothers
looking for quick cash, Steve thought, or street hookers taking a
break from turning tricks. The bottom line was that none of them
looked as good as Kate, and from the eat-shit looks they were
giving her, they all knew it.

“Okay, listen up, ladies,” the balding man
said. “I see a lot of our regulars here, but we’ve got some new
faces, too, so let me tell you how this works. My name is Frank,
and I’m the announcer. When I call your name, get up on stage and
start dancing. You only get three minutes for the first round, so
get those clothes off as fast as you can. After everybody’s done,
we’ll take a vote from the audience. The three girls who get the
most applause go to the final round, and for that one you’ll all be
dancing at the same time. Then we take one last vote to get our
winner. Everybody clear on that? Okay, fine. We’re gonna start in a
few minutes, so if you need to primp, do it now.”

The other girls pulled out pocket mirrors so
they could mess with their hair and makeup, but Steve told Kate not
to worry. After seeing the competition, he knew she didn’t have a
damn thing to worry about.

As the time for the contest drew near, the
crowd swelled until it was standing room only. Now there had to be
over a hundred people in the small place, most of them single guys.
Kate trembled at the thought of so many people staring at her nude
body. Being naked for Steve the whole weekend had been bad enough,
but peeling her clothes off in front of all these losers would be
devastating.

A few minutes later Frank announced the
beginning of the contest and called the first girl onto the stage.
It was one of the teenagers, a skinny, nervous blonde who fumbled
out of her clothes in the first 30 seconds then tried her best to
shake her little tits and her flat ass to the thumping bass music.
The crowd was mostly unimpressed, and once the song ended the girl
scooped her clothes off the floor and scampered offstage with her
cheeks burning.

The next girl was obviously one of the
regulars. She looked close to forty and had tan, leathery skin and
spiky hair that was dyed red, probably to hide the gray. The woman
was fit and trim and did know how to move to the music, but Steve
pegged her as a career stripper who probably got fired from another
joint because of her age.

The rest of the women were mediocre at best,
and after a while the crowd seemed to get tired of the saggy tits,
the frowning faces, and the asses with just a little too much junk
in the trunk. But everyone livened up when Frank announced a woman
named Lola, a Mexican girl with long black hair and a tall,
athletic body. Lola was a few years younger than the other
regulars, and she really knew how to work the crowd. She smiled and
licked her lips as she peeled off her white dress to reveal a white
bra and thong, then she quickly ditched the bra and shook her nice,
firm tits at the audience. Most of the men hooted and hollered the
whole time Lola was on stage, and they all cheered when she shoved
her thong to her ankles then bent over, grabbed her ass cheeks with
both hands, and spread them wide to show the crowd her pussy and
asshole.

“Oh my god,” Kate muttered, rolling her eyes,
but Steve whistled along with all the other guys as Lola
straightened back up, danced for a few more seconds, then left the
stage to thunderous applause.

“And now for our final dancer,” Frank
announced, “and I’ve saved the best for last. Please welcome a
fresh new face—and a rocking new set of tits—to our friendly little
contest. Give it up for…Kate!”

The girl swallowed hard then mounted the
stage as the DJ cranked up a new song. As she looked out at all the
leering faces, her legs trembled and her stomach felt like she had
swallowed a bowling ball. She started moving her body, timidly at
first, but then she noticed Frank waving his hand in a frantic
hurry-up motion and remembered that she only had three
minutes to make an impression. She pulled her dress over her head
and dropped it, then danced in her red bra and thong for a few
seconds before she unhooked her bra and dropped it, too. She could
hear the men in the crowd gasp when they saw those perfect tits,
and Kate’s cheeked bloomed as red as her underwear. She bent her
elbows and pulled her arms close to her body, doing her best to
casually cover her tits while she danced, but then the crowd
started yelling for her to lose the thong, too. Trembling, Kate
pushed it down and stepped out of it, moving like a robot for
another minute until her song ended and she dashed offstage while
the audience cheered.

All the girl were allowed to put their bras
and panties back on, but not the rest of their clothes. Then they
all marched back on stage and stood in a line while Frank hovered
behind each girl and raised a hand over their heads as he called
out each name, with the audience clapping loudest for their
favorites. Most of the girls earned a weak, routine round of
applause, but some of the men really whooped it up for the woman
with the dyed red hair, whose name was Stacy. Lola got an even
better reception, with a lot of the men clapping as hard as they
could and chanting her name while she blew them kisses. But Kate’s
round of applause was the biggest, which didn’t surprise Steve at
all; she was a hell of a lot prettier than anybody else on stage,
and even though Lola had a trim, firm body, Kate’s big tits and
full, round ass were like something out of a men’s magazine. Most
of the guys in the audience had only seen bodies that perfect on
the porn web sites they looked at.

Frank announced Stacy, Lola, and Kate as the
three finalists, then ushered the rest of the dejected girls off
the stage. “Okay, ladies, this is the final round! You’ve got three
more minutes to show what you’ve got, and this time you’re dancing
for tips, so make it hot! When the song ends, we’re gonna pick our
big winner!” He handed out black garter belts with the Doll House
logo on them, and all three women pulled them on as the music
cranked up again.

Lola didn’t waste any time. She ripped her
bra and thong off right away then fell to her knees at the edge of
the stage, gyrating her body as men reached out to stuff dollars
into her garter. Stacy fumbled to get her underwear off fast too,
then she turned and shook her ass within inches of the crowd as men
waved bills in her direction. The audience whooped and cheered so
loud for those two that they barely noticed when Kate peeled her
own bra and thong off at the back of the stage and started dancing
rigidly with her arms close to her chest again.

“Hey!” Steve yelled from the edge of the
stage. “Move your ass! You’re gonna lose this thing if you stand
there like a statue!”

Kate nodded and started inching closer to the
stage. The men whooped and hollered when they saw those tits up
close, and some of them frantically shook the money in their fists
to draw Kate even closer. When two of the men watching Lola swung
their attention to Kate instead, Lola shot a nasty look over her
shoulder then spread her legs even wider and stuck a finger right
into her own pussy, thrusting it in and out and moaning like crazy.
That brought the attention back to her until Kate dropped to her
knees beside her and nervously shook her big tits toward the crowd.
The men were hypnotized by those perfect knockers and fought each
other to stuff money in Kate’s thong. Trying not to gag, Kate
forced a smile on her face as the guys leered at her and shoved
money in her garter, some of them sliding their hands along her
smooth thigh as they did it. One drunken customer even reached out
and squeezed one of those perfect tits before Kate yelped and
pushed him away.

Stacy and Lola did their best to whip up the
crowd, but now that Kate’s curves were only inches from the edge of
the stage, all eyes were on her. She got on all fours and wiggled
her ass in the air, her big tits swinging down from her body, then
crawled slowly along the edge of the stage while men shoved more
money in her garter, which was so full the bills started spilling
out. When the music ended seconds later, the crowd went wild as the
three sweaty women collected their underwear and stood up.

Frank kept them all on stage and lined them
up again, still naked this time, for the final judging. Stacy got a
nice round of applause, and the crowd cheered even louder for Lola,
but they went totally wild when Frank placed his hand above Kate’s
head. She was immediately declared the winner, and the two other
women left the stage sulking while Kate gave a weak smile and did
her best to cover herself as the men in the audience leered at her
nude body one last time.

After she got dressed and collected her
money, Kate stood at the bar with Steve and counted her tips. Frank
had given the two of them a bottle of cheap champagne on the house,
and Kate had guzzled two glasses fast just to calm her nerves. She
finished putting the bills into stacks then rubbed her
forehead.

“Only about a hundred dollars,” she mumbled.
“Shit, it looked like more. Even with the prize money, I’m still
three hundred short. What the fuck am I gonna do?” She poured a
third glass of champagne and gulped it down too, then wiped her wet
mouth.

“Susan gets home tomorrow, so you better
think fast.”

“But you’re the one who said you had
all these great ideas!” Kate slurred, pouting. She reached for the
champagne bottle and almost knocked it over, then steadied herself
and slowly poured another glass. “You really are a prick, you know.
A stupid, stupid prick.”

“You’ve had enough. Let’s go home.”

“I told Susan not to marry you,” the girl
muttered as Steve led her outside. “I told her no way, he’s a
stupid prick.”

“Shut your damn mouth,” Steve ordered. Kate
was stumbling so badly that he had to hold her by both shoulders to
keep her from crashing into anything.

As they hit the sidewalk and headed for the
parking lot, Steve heard someone yell, “Oh, damn, that’s her!” When
he turned around, he saw two men leaning against the outside of the
club, talking and laughing. “I saw you dance in there!” the same
guy called out to Kate. “You were hot as shit, girl! I’ve never
seen anybody so sexy in my life!”

Steve looked at Kate, who was swaying on her
feet with her eyes half-closed. Then he looked at the two guys, and
at the dark alley that ran beside the building. Why the hell
not? he thought. It’s the last night. Why not go for
broke?

“Where are we going?” Kate asked as Steve led
her toward the men. “Answer me, you stupid prick.”

“So you thought she was hot?” Steve asked the
two men. Both were pudgy, middle-aged, and balding. The only
difference was that the guy who had spoken had glasses on.

“Hey man, calm down, I didn’t mean anything
by it.”

“I’m not mad. I was just wondering if you
wanted to get a little relief.”

“Um…” the guy looked at his friend, then back
at Steve. “I don’t really know…”

“What I’m asking is, would you pay a hundred
bucks for a blowjob from her?”

The guy laughed nervously. “Oh, wow! Are you
serious? Isn’t she your girlfriend or something?”

“Nope.”

“Oh. Well, then, that’s…I mean…well,
maybe…because she is really sexy and all…but where…?”

“Right here in the alley. If we go to the
back, nobody’ll see us.”

“Holy shit,” the guy mumbled, looking around,
then he stared at Kate again and his eyes crawled down her
beautiful face to those awesome tits. “Well, I guess…I mean, sure,
let’s do it.”

Steve led Kate to the back of the alley with
the two men following behind them. The girl was so drunk that she
didn’t even know what was going on. Beside the back door to the
Doll House were a couple of big trash bins, but otherwise the alley
was empty except for some random garbage. Steve grabbed a big
folded-up cardboard box sticking out of one of the bins and tossed
it on the ground like a mat.

“Kneel down on that,” he told Kate, grabbing
her by the shoulders.

“Huh?” she mumbled, as if she had just woken
up. “What’s…where are we? What’s happening?”

“You’re earning the rest of that money you
need.”

Kate swayed on her feet. “But I…I don’t…”

“Hang on a second,” the guy with the glasses
said. “Do you think…I mean, it would be great if she looked more
like she did onstage.”

Steve shrugged. “Sure, no problem.” He
wrestled Kate’s dress over her head and pulled it off, leaving her
in the red bra and thong. “Is that better?”

“Well…it sure would be nice if I could see
those tits again.”

Chuckling, Steve unhooked Kate’s bra and
pulled it off. The girl stared at the ground, dazed, as her big
tits spilled free. She hardly protested as Steve pushed down on her
shoulders again, but once she was kneeling on the cardboard box she
looked up at the three men standing over her. “What the…why are
you…” then she noticed the guy in the glasses unzipping his fly and
she gasped.

“Here, I better keep her steady,” Steve said,
moving behind Kate and holding her head with both hands. “She had a
lot to drink in there.”

The guy with the glasses frowned. “Is
she…you’re sure this is okay?”

“There’s no problem at all, as long as you’ve
got the cash.”

The guy fished out his wallet and handed
Steve a few twenties, then stuffed it back in his pocket. Kate was
staring up at him like this was all part of a weird dream, but all
the man could focus on were those big, firm, juicy tits of hers.
The man pulled out his stiff cock and moved forward until it
hovered in front of Kate’s mouth. He gripped it and rubbed the tip
of it over her soft lips, moaning at the feel of them, then he
jammed the head inside. Kate sputtered and tried to pull back, but
with Steve behind her, there was nowhere to go. He kept both hands
on the side of her head as the guy with the glasses thrust forward,
moaning as the girl’s warm, wet mouth surrounded him.

As Kate struggled, the guy started bucking
his hips. The girl wasn’t doing anything, but just fucking her
mouth felt good enough. He thrust faster and faster, jamming half
of his cock inside before pulling it out again. Kate’s big tits
were jiggling like crazy now, and the sight of that drove him wild.
The girl raised her arms weakly, trying to resist, then dropped
them again. The guy with the glasses could feel her silky blonde
hair brushing against his thighs every time he thrust forward, and
those soft, full lips of hers dragged across the skin of his cock
each time he pulled it out.

“Oh, shit,” the guy muttered, then he leaned
forward and rammed his entire cock into Kate’s mouth. She coughed
and sputtered, trying to spit the hard thing out, but the guy was
wiggling his hips and fucking her throat now, his meaty balls
mashed up against her chin. It only took a few seconds before he
grunted and shot his cum deep inside her, pumping it down her
throat and making her gag. Kate struggled and finally managed to
pull away, then she fell forward with her face inches from the
dirty alley floor, groaning and drooling as cum dripped from her
mouth. She hacked a few times and tried to spit, but most of the
cum was so deep that it wouldn’t come back up. Gagging, Kate
swallowed hard and felt a greasy lump slide down her throat. Then
she pushed herself up with tears in her eyes and looked at the man,
then turned around to glare at Steve.

“You fucking…you prick,” she
wailed.

“Damn, that was amazing,” the guy with
glasses said as he zipped up again.

“How about you?” Steve asked his friend. “You
want to take a turn?”

The other man fidgeted. He wore a blue
Hawaiian shirt covered with white flowers, which looked totally out
of place in Denver. “Um…you think I could fuck her instead?” he
asked.

“Sure, why not?”

“Wait a minute,” Kate sputtered, pushing
herself upright again. “I don’t—”

“Don’t what? Don’t want Susan to find out
what you did? Don’t want to go to jail?” Steve leaned over and
manhandled Kate up onto her hands and knees, then grabbed her thong
and yanked it down. When she started to protest, he slapped her
hard on the ass. “Stop complaining. You’re the one who got yourself
into this mess.”

The man in the Hawaiian shirt handed over his
money then dropped his pants to his knees, his stiff cock poking
out below his shirt. “Um…I’ve got a condom…”

“Don’t worry about that, she’s clean and on
the pill,” Steve told him.

“But I still don’t want to…”

“What, risk knocking her up?” Steve said with
a laugh. “It’s your choice, man. Whatever you want.”

The guy shrugged and knelt down behind Kate,
who stared blankly down at the cardboard box beneath her. He rubbed
his cock around her crotch for a few seconds then inched it inside
her and started pumping. Steve and the guy with the glasses stood
back and watched the show, both of them loving the sight of Kate’s
big tits swinging down from her body as the guy fucked her with
short, hard strokes. Every time he rammed forward, Kate’s round ass
cheeks would jiggle and her tits would bounce even more wildly.

After a few minutes, some of the other
customers from the club heard the sounds from the end of the alley
as they walked past. First one man came down to investigate, then
another, and soon there was a small crowd watching the show, which
didn’t seem to bother the man in the Hawaiian shirt at all.

“Goddamn, Bob, “ one of the other men
commented. “That’s the bitch who won the contest. How’d you manage
this shit?”

Bob grinned and shrugged as he kept on
fucking. “Just lucky with the ladies, I guess.”

“Lucky my ass,” said a female voice from the
rear of the crowd, then Lola shoved her way to the front and
grinned when she saw what was happening. “Ha! I should have known
that one was a pro. How much did she charge you, Bob?”

“A hundred,” he muttered. “But it’s worth it.
Damn, this bitch is hot.”

Kate had started to sober up, and when she
raised her head she couldn’t believe how many people were standing
around watching. Lola was there, plus five or six men from the
club, and even a homeless guy who probably lived in that alley had
wandered over to take a look. Tears of shame dripped down onto the
cardboard as Bob thrust into her over and over.

After what seemed like forever, Bob’s hips
started to tremble and he let out a low groan. But instead of
coming inside her, the man pulled out and jerked his dick hard,
spraying cum onto the girl’s back, across her shoulders, and even
into her hair. The crowd loved that, with everyone cheering for Bob
as he splattered Kate with his sperm. Even the homeless man, who
was grimy, middle-aged, and missing most of his teeth, started
clapping. Bob stood up with a goofy grin on his face and zipped
up.

“Anybody else?” Steve asked the group, but
the other guys from the club just looked at each other then shook
their heads nervously.

“You her pimp?” Lola asked, stepping forward.
She wore her tight white dress again and had fixed her hair and her
makeup.

“More like a business manager,” Steve
replied. “Why, you got an offer?”

“Yeah, sure. I’m still pissed off at this
bitch for stealing my prize money, so how much would you charge me
for one good slap?”

Kate raised up on her haunches, a shocked
look on her face. “What?”

Steve chuckled. “How about twenty bucks?”

“Make it ten.”

“Come on, if you’re really mad, you’ll pay
twenty for it.”

Lola thought for a minute. “Fine, twenty. But
for that kind of money, I get two slaps; one on the face and one on
the tits.”

“Deal,” Steve said, and Lola pulled a wad of
her tip money out of her purse and thrust it into his hands.

“No, no, no,” Kate muttered as Steve put a
hand under her arm and hauled her to her feet. Her thong had
puddled around her ankles, and she almost tripped over it as she
tried to stagger off, but Steve grabbed her by both shoulders and
held her tight.

Lola stared hard at the blonde for a moment,
then took a step back. “This is for making me look bad,” she said,
swinging her open hand in a wide arc that snapped Kate’s head
sideways. The slap sounded like a gunshot in the little alley, and
Kate’s cheek bloomed an angry red right away. “And this is to
remind you to keep your big tits out of my contest.” Lola swung
again, smacking Kate’s tits hard. Kate yelped and her tits bounced
like crazy with the blow, then the blonde clutched her sore nipples
with both hands and sobbed.

“Nobody else?” Steve asked the group. “We
still need to earn some cash.”

“I’ll bet he’d like a turn,” one of
the men said, pointing at the homeless guy leaning against the wall
nearby. The man’s hard cock had made a tent out of his dirty pants
as his eyes crawled all over Kate’s naked body.

“Hell, I would pay to see that guy
fuck a hot bitch like this,” another man said. “That would be
fucking hilarious!” He jammed a hand in his pocket and pulled out a
few crumpled bills. “Okay, I’ve got…thirty bucks here. Who else
wants to chip in?”

Kate looked from one man to the next. She was
still clutching her sore tits, and tears had smeared her makeup.
“Y-you guys can’t be serious.”

“You know what would be really
hilarious?” the man with the glasses asked. “If he fucked her in
the ass!”

“How about a blowjob?” Lola said, grinning.
“Imagine him sticking that filthy dick in her prissy mouth!”

“Wait, wait, I’ve got it!” the man with the
glasses said. “He fucks her in the ass, but he comes in her
mouth!”

The crowd loved that idea, and soon everybody
was pulling out stray bills and pooling their cash.

“Steve, don’t you dare,” Kate warned,
sobering up fast now. “This is crazy, it’s—”

“You’re still over a hundred dollars short,”
he warned her, “and you’ll do whatever it takes it earn it.”

“Fuck that. I’m leaving,” she barked, looking
around for her clothes. “Where’s my goddamn dress?”

“Right here,” Steve said, holding it up in
his fist. “But you’re not getting it back until you earn that
money. So you can either leave like that, or stay here and get your
clothes back after this is over.”

Fresh tears sprang up in Kate’s eyes. “God, I
hate you,” she muttered, her voice trembling with anger. “Like I
said, you’re a stupid prick and Susan never should have—”

Steve clamped a hand on the back of Kate’s
neck and squeezed hard, and the girl’s voice cut off with a squeak.
“So how about it?” he asked the crowd. “How much are you guys
willing to pay for this little show?”

The man with the glasses held up a wad of
money. “We’ve got a hundred and eighty bucks. Is that enough?”

“That’s perfect. Get back down there,” he
ordered, shoving Kate to her knees again. “You ready, old
timer?”

The homeless guy wandered over with a
dreamlike look on his face. His graying hair was long and stringy,
and a patchy beard covered most of his dirty face. “Are you guys
for real?” he asked in a rusty voice. “This ain’t some kind of
joke?”

“It’s totally real,” Steve told him. “How
long has it been since you fucked a woman this sexy?”

“This sexy? Never. But shit, I can’t even
remember the last woman I fucked period.”

“Then this’ll be a real treat for you. Come
on, get that dick out.”

“No!” Kate yelped. “I’ll get the money some
other way!”

“Shut up!” Steve barked. He knelt down and
yanked the girl forward until she was on all fours again, keeping
one hand gripped on her neck to hold her in place. “Okay, buddy,
she’s all set.”

The homeless guy looked around sheepishly.
“Not used to doing it in front of other people.”

“Well, they paid for the show, so you need to
stop being so shy.”

The man shrugged as he unfastened his pants
and let them drop. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and a sour smell
drifted up from his crotch that made the onlookers take a step
back. His cock was only average-sized, but it was stiff as a metal
bar. The man dropped to his knees behind Kate, and the girl
whimpered as he fumbled his cock around her crotch.

“Here you go,” Lola offered, holding out a
little tube of hand cream. “Cup your palm.” She squeezed a glob of
the lotion into the man’s open hand, and he grinned and rubbed it
all over his dick. Then he pressed his slippery cockhead against
Kate’s asshole and grunted as he eased forward. After wiggling his
hips for a few seconds, the head finally popped inside. Kate yelped
in pain, then she sobbed as the man grabbed her hips and inched
forward, pushing more of his dirty cock inside. The small crowd
cheered him on until his cock was buried balls-deep, then the man
threw back his head and gasped.

“Whew! Damn, I forgot how good it feels to be
inside a woman!” He pulled back a few inches then started fucking
Kate in an awkward, jerky rhythm, like someone trying to dance to a
song they’d never heard before. The onlookers encouraged him as he
plowed into the girl, her ass jiggling every time he thrust his
bony hips forward. The man’s eyes were practically rolling in their
sockets and his tongue dangled out of his mouth. After only a
couple of minutes, he muttered, “Goddamn, goddamn, I ain’t gonna
last long. This bitch feels too fucking good.”

“Don’t come too soon!” the man with glasses
warned him. “Remember, you have to do it in her mouth!”

“Then I better stop now!” the man wheezed,
sliding back until his dick popped out of Kate’s ass. As he
stumbled to his feet, Steve yanked Kate back up on her knees and
spun her around so her face was level with the man’s filthy crotch.
The girl let out a moan of disgust when the smell hit her, and the
homeless man took advantage of her open mouth by shoving his dick
inside. Kate gagged at the taste of the man’s dirty dick and her
own ass, but Steve gripped her by the hair to keep her from pulling
away.

The homeless man bucked his hips a few times
then let out a strangled cry as he started to come. Kate sputtered
and coughed as the thick goo filled her mouth, so much that it
squirted out and dripped down on her bare tits. The man kept
pumping and pumping until Kate thought she would choke, but Steve
wouldn’t let her go. She had to swallow some of the cum just so she
could breathe, but it was so thick and nasty that she immediately
went into a coughing fit. By the time the man was done, Kate’s face
was a sticky mess and the cum ran all the way down her neck.

As the homeless man sighed and stepped away,
a flashlight beam swept across the alley, stopping on Kate.

“Hey!” a voice called out. “What’s going on
down there?”

The homeless man jerked his pants up and
stumbled backward, then he turned and took off. Steve let go of
Kate’s hair and moved away from her as Lola and the customers from
the Doll House scrambled in all directions. The flashlight beam
stayed pointed at Kate as two men marched down the alley from the
street, their heavy footsteps echoing in the darkness. Once they
got closer, Steve saw that they wore uniforms. Oh, shit; the
police.

The two men stopped a few yards away, hands
hovering near their gun belts, but they relaxed when they saw that
Steve’s hands were empty. Everyone else was gone, so the only other
person there was Kate, who lay half-sprawled on the ground, naked
and covered with cum.

“Well, well, well,” one of the cops said. He
was middle-aged and paunchy, not much different from the clients in
the Doll House. “Looks like we got ourselves a working girl.” He
swung the flashlight beam on Steve. “So what’s your story? You a
pimp or a client?”

“Neither,” Steve said, thinking fast. “I’m
her brother-in-law. She’s been missing all night, so I went looking
for her.”

Kate flung an arm over her tits and shook her
head. “That’s bullshit!” she whined. “Total bullshit,
completely!”

“You been drinking, miss?” the second cop
asked. He was younger than his partner and couldn’t help staring at
Kate’s hot body.

“Unfortunately, yes,” Steve answered for her.
“She’s also broke, so she came downtown to earn some money. I found
her here with that other man a few minutes ago. I tried to stop
what was happening, but I guess I was too late.”

“You liar!” Kate wailed, her eyes as wide as
saucers. She staggered to her feet, both arms wrapped around her
naked body now, then swayed backward and almost fell down.

“Whoa now!” the older cop said as he grabbed
the girl’s arm to steady her. “Sorry, miss, but you’ll need to come
down to the station.”

“What?!” she yelped. “Steve, stop them! Y-you
have to do something!”

“He can bail you out later,” the younger cop
said as pulled Kate’s hands behind her back and cuffed her. “It
might take a few hours to process her, so you might want to wait
until morning,” he told Steve.

Kate started sobbing as the two cops marched
her naked toward the squad car parked along the curb at the end of
the alley. She craned her neck around once to stare back at Steve,
but he just grinned and shrugged. Then he patted his pocket, where
Kate’s prize money and tips were safely tucked away, and thought
about those stacks of cash on the kitchen table back home.

“Hmm. What can I do with an extra two
thousand dollars?” he asked himself as he walked back to his
car.
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