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Prologue

 


 


My name is Grace…and I hate it.

To me, Grace sounds like a plain, skinny girl
with glasses who wears ankle-length skirts and spends all her time
in the library. And while I don’t have the glasses or the long
skirts, that’s how a lot of my classmates saw me; as a plain,
skinny girl who was shy and quiet and focused on her schoolwork.
They never knew that inside that plain-looking shell was a horny
teenager with even more raging hormones than the rest of them, a
girl who fantasized about sex all day at school then watched
endless hours of porn at home. A girl who barely listened to her
male teachers because she was busy staring at the bulges in their
pants. A girl who got a little wet every time a female teacher bent
over and showed some cleavage. A girl who had to fight the urge to
slide her hand up her skirt during class—and who sometimes lost
that battle of wills and wound up with fingers so sticky she
couldn’t hold a pen to take notes.

That’s the girl I really was, but no one ever
knew…until the last day of school, that is. That’s the day all my
secrets came to light and everyone found out just how dirty I am.
The funny thing is, I was one of the only virgins in school. But I
was so good at spying and sneaking around that I managed to see
most of my classmates naked and watched a lot of them doing all
sorts of nasty things to each other. At first my little hobby was a
secret, but then the whole school found out about it. And once they
discovered I’d been sticking my perverted nose into everyone else’s
business, they decided to punish me for it.

I’ll never forget graduation day. For most
high schoolers, it’s a day to celebrate their freedom and start
planning their futures. But for me, it was the worst day of my
life. The day nearly everyone in town saw me naked and humiliated.
The day my darkest secrets were laid as bare as my body.

The day I went from Grace to disgrace.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 1: Peeping Tom

 


 


If you didn’t grow up in Flintrock, you
wouldn’t believe a place like this existed. It’s only 20 miles from
Dallas with all its modern glitz and glamor, but Flintrock feels
like a town that got stuck in the 1950s and never managed to pull
itself out. I’m not talking about technology, of course; most of
the families are well off, and you’ll see more fancy cars and huge
TVs and expensive phones here than you do in most small towns. It’s
the mindset that got stuck, and the social norms, and the way
people relate to each other.

In Flintrock, men are in charge. Most women
don’t work because taking care of men is supposed to be their job.
I’m not just talking about cooking and cleaning; Flintrock wives
are expected to get down on their knees or down on all fours at the
snap of their husband’s fingers. The guys adopt that mindset in
high school and it never goes away. If a teenage guy can’t get his
hand up a girl’s shirt by the end of the first date, he considers
the night a failure. By the second date, he’ll be pushing her head
down into his lap.

That’s another thing about Flintrock men;
they love sex but hate condoms, and they also hate the idea of
getting a girl knocked up. That means a lot of blowjobs and a lot
of ass fucking, and if a girl objects to either, well, she’s just a
prissy little thing who needs to learn some manners. Sometimes
girls in that situation wind up over the guy’s knee for a bare-ass
spanking, which makes the guy even harder than he was to start
with.

It's no secret that sex is on everyone’s
minds here. Women know that men think about it nonstop, and they
use that to their advantage. For instance, if a woman is out
shopping for a new vacuum cleaner or a fancy pair of shoes, she
knows she’ll probably get a discount if she wears a low-cut top and
no bra. Or if she can’t afford the plumber’s fee when he comes to
fix the sink, she can pay for part of the work with cash and give a
hand job to make up the balance.

So yeah, sex can be payment but it can also
be punishment. Like if a wife burns her husband’s dinner, she might
have to bend over and take a few lashes from a belt before she gets
a cock shoved up her ass balls-deep. Or if a girl embarrasses her
boyfriend in public, he might strip her in front of her friends
then make her get down on her knees to apologize. And if the
embarrassment was really bad, the guy might pull out at the
end and shoot his displeasure all over the girl’s face.

For those of us who grew up in Flintrock,
that undercurrent of sexual tension swirled around us like a damp
cloud from the time we were young. But by the time I got to high
school, it was so heavy it felt like walking through water. And
once my classmates and I turned 18, it seemed like sex was all we
could think about. Most of the others were dating and exploring
that obsession with their own two hands, but not me; to me, sex was
a private thing. It was the filthy secret you keep in a box under
your bed and only pull out when you’re alone. It was the tingle you
get between your legs when your parents are asleep and you’re
locked in your room with your laptop open and the sound muted while
two strangers—or sometimes more—screw each other silly on the
screen. Don’t get me wrong, I was curious about cock and wanted to
know how it would feel to have one jammed up inside me, but I was
also so nervous about the whole process that I only had sex with
myself. So I guess you could say that while my classmates were
exploring the topic with two hands, I was exploring it with one
hand—or a dildo or a dust broom handle or a carrot from the
refrigerator, or just about any other dick-shaped object I could
find.

I probably could’ve had a boyfriend if I
wanted one. I’ve spent a lot of time staring at my naked self in
the mirror, and there’s nothing wrong with me. I’m a little taller
and thinner than average, with good legs and a nice butt. My tits
are small, but they’re a nice round shape with pretty pink nipples.
I’ve got good hair, too; it’s brown like my eyes, and it falls past
my shoulders. I guess the worst thing about me is my face. It’s not
ugly, but there’s nothing memorable about it either. It’s so plain
and generic that a lot of people forget they’ve already met me when
they see me for a second time. Sometimes I wish I had a hooked nose
or a mole on my cheek or something that would stick in people’s
minds, but no such luck. My face is like a slice of sandwich bread
or a scoop of vanilla ice cream, something you see and then forget
about two seconds later.

When my classmates found out how nasty I
really am, most of them couldn’t believe it. In the blink of an
eye, I went from anonymous to notorious. Grace? Really? That
quiet, mousy girl? But it’s because I’m so quiet and mousy that
I saw everything I saw, and the fact that I can sit and listen for
hours without uttering a word made a lot of people think I was the
perfect one to unload their dirty confessions to. They had no idea
I replayed those stories of theirs in my head when I fingered
myself under the covers at night, the orgasms shaking me as I
pictured my classmates naked, panting, sometimes dripping with
sweat and sometimes dripping with something else. But the best
masturbation material was what I saw with my own eyes…the real-life
porn shows that I eventually started taping with my phone, and
which caused my messy downfall when they blew my secret wide open.
And it all started with a simple walk after school, and an innocent
peek into a gardener’s shed.

 


* * *

 


Every town has a makeout spot where teens can
park their cars and get busy in the back seat. Flintrock has two or
three of them, but not everyone at my school had a car—and some of
the ones who had cars were so horny they wanted to get busy right
before or right after class. Lucky for them, there was a spot fifty
yards behind the school that made a perfect temporary fuck pad.

The woods behind Flintrock High were thick,
dense, and stretched for miles. Because the land was crowded with
tall pine trees and couldn’t be used for anything else, the school
sometimes used them as a dumping ground for things they were too
lazy to get rid of in the proper way. One of those things was an
old set of bleachers that used to sit beside the soccer field. Some
guys from the custodial department dragged them into the woods and
left them tipped on their back, making a dirty, dented aluminum
wall that shielded the area from the rear of the school. Then
someone else dumped some broken desks back there, another person
ditched a busted-up picnic table from our lunch area, and one of
the groundskeepers managed to wedge an old, leaky toolshed between
two trees that turned into a closet for smaller pieces of junk.

Despite all the old crap strewn around, that
part of the woods was pleasant. The ground was flat and covered
with soft grass, the trees gave plenty of shade, and the wall made
by the bleachers gave anyone behind them total privacy. Nobody knew
who the first students were who used that area for fucking, but by
the time I got to Flintrock, the little spot was already famous.
When a boy told a girl, Hey, I like you; let’s go to the
bleachers after school or some guy bragged about getting his
dick sucked behind the bleachers, everyone knew exactly what they
were talking about.

My senior year was halfway over before I saw
the spot with my own eyes. Since I’d never had a boyfriend, all I
knew about the bleachers came from eavesdropping on my classmates
who were lucky enough to be getting laid. But one day after school,
my curiosity got the best of me. I was about to walk home so I
could watch some porn and finger myself when I had the sudden
desire to see the place that had become so legendary. Feeling a
little nervous, I circled around the back of the school and crossed
behind the soccer field. I made sure nobody saw me, because nothing
could be more embarrassing than sneaking off to a makeout spot when
you’re alone. Once I entered the woods, the path to the spot was
clear. A trail had been flattened by hundreds of horny feet over
the years, and I could also see a glint of metal peeking between
the trees.

I moved through the pines until the bleachers
loomed up in front of me, all scratched and dented and covered in
bird shit. This is it, I thought as I walked behind them. I
felt excited and dirty, like I was sneaking into an adult theater
or a sex shop, but when I saw what was behind the makeshift wall,
my heart sank. The area looked like a junkyard, not a fuck pad. The
old picnic table dominated the small space, with a jumble of broken
desks and chairs off to one side and an old toolshed leaning
cockeyed against one of the big trees nearby.

Was this really the spot where so many of my
classmates lost their virginity? The place couples ran to after
class to kiss and grope and get their rocks off? I knew it wouldn’t
be some Caligula-like setting with naked statues and erotic
paintings and heart-shaped beds with silk sheets, but I also didn’t
think it would be such a dump. I walked around the table, kicking
at the empty beer cans on the ground. I saw a few used condoms too,
and what looked like the stubby end of a joint. I tried to imagine
what it was like for the people who came here…getting a little
buzzed, maybe kissing or flirting a little, then pawing at each
other…pulling off each other’s clothes…and soon my hand went
between my legs like it always did when I fantasized, rubbing
through my clothes at first then dipping down to reach under my
skirt…up my thighs to my panties, which were already damp…

Wait, shit! What was that? Leaves
crunching…footsteps…then voices. People were coming! And how
pathetic would I look when they saw me standing in the school’s
makeout spot alone, with my finger nearly up my snatch! I spun
around, looking for a way out, but the only path was the one I
walked in on. If I charged between the trees, I’d get scratched and
dirty and make a lot of noise. That meant I had to hide, and
fast!

Without thinking, I yanked open the door to
the toolshed and hurried inside. It was about the size of a walk-in
closet, and one side was crammed with two broken chairs piled with
old tarps and sacks. I felt cobwebs brush my face as I huddled into
an empty corner, my heart pounding. There were a few holes and gaps
in the thin aluminum walls, though, so at least I wasn’t standing
in the pitch-dark with no idea what might be crawling over me.

One of those holes was nearly at eye level,
and I was able to lean forward and peer through the quarter-sized
opening to see who was coming. Soon a tall blonde guy and a short
dark-haired girl appeared, and my jaw dropped when I recognized
them. The guy was Todd Stevens, our football team’s quarterback,
and the girl was Tiffany Bale, one of the cheerleaders. Todd had
his arm around Tiffany’s shoulders as the two entered the clearing,
which was shocking because Todd’s girlfriend was another
cheerleader named Samantha, who was also Tiffany’s best friend.

The two didn’t bother with foreplay. They had
barely stopped walking before Todd was wrestling Tiffany’s shirt
over her head.

No, stop. I don’t want to take everything
off.

Come on, baby, I want to see all of you.

What if somebody comes? Let me just pull me
jeans down.

Don’t worry, I’ll be fast. I’ve been thinking
about you all day and I’m horny as fuck.

My head was spinning. Todd and Samantha were
the most popular couple at school. Everybody would flip if they
found out Todd was cheating. And while my brain was trying to
process the fact that Todd was not only cheating but also cheating
with Samantha’s best friend, my eyes were crawling all over
Tiffany’s nearly naked body. Todd had her shirt and bra off and her
jeans and panties pushed down to her ankles, and the girl was
leaning awkwardly over the picnic table with her elbows on top and
her knees on the bench. Her C-cup tits were hanging down from her
chest and I could see dark hair between her legs below the soft
curves of her ass.

I’d caught glimpses of other girls naked in
the locker room after gym class, but I’d never seen another girl’s
body exposed so openly in person. I’d watched hundreds of women
naked on the internet, of course, but it wasn’t the same. Tiffany
was only ten feet away from me, so close I could see the sheen of
moisture on her plump pussy lips. And speaking of wet pussies, mine
was in the same state. Soon my hand was back down there, sliding up
my skirt and under my panties until my finger was buried
knuckle-deep in my dripping cunt.

Tiffany’s body had me excited, but I was even
more thrilled that I was about to see a real cock in person. Once
again I’d seen all sizes, shapes, and colors of dicks in the porn
movies I watched, but I was dying to see one in the flesh. When
Todd dropped his pants, I wasn’t disappointed. He was hard as a
rock and his cock was big and thick with a huge pair of balls
beneath it. I had a side view of the couple, so I saw all the
action as Todd moved behind Tiffany and nudged her pussy with his
cockhead. Tiffany frowned and looked over her shoulder.

Don’t you have a condom?

Hey, don’t worry, I’ll pull out.

You always say that, but what if you
forget?

If you’re that worried, let me put it in the
other place.

No way. Do you know how much that hurts?

But you said you did it before.

Yeah, with a boyfriend. If you break up with
Samantha, maybe you can fuck me there too.

Aw, forget it. Just turn around and hold
still.

Tiffany grunted as Todd pushed his cock into
her, then he grabbed her hips and started fucking. There was no
slow buildup; he just slammed into her again and again, burying his
cock balls-deep with each thrust. I’d heard other girls at school
whispering about stuff like this. They said Flintrock guys used
their dicks like weapons, and that no matter which hole they were
using, they shoved them in all the way so the girl would really
feel it. One guy even said that if a girl didn’t cry when you were
fucking her ass, you must be doing something wrong.

Todd and Tiffany were really going at it now,
and my pussy was gushing as I watched two people fucking in person
for the first time—and not just any two people, but two people I’d
known for most of my life. Tiffany’s big tits were swinging as Todd
slammed into her from behind, his stomach making a meaty slapping
sound each time it struck the girl’s ass. I was hypnotized by every
part of it; the jiggling flesh on Tiffany’s exposed body, the wet
smack of flesh against flesh, and I could even smell the sharp tang
of their sweat and the musky odor from between Tiffany’s legs.

I jammed my finger in and out of my pussy in
the same rhythm Todd was using, and it didn’t take long before my
mouth opened in a silent scream. I’ve perfected the art of coming
in silence since my parents’ bedroom is right next to mine, so
while inside I was belting my lungs out, barely a whisper escaped
from my open lips. Todd was panting now, his head back, eyes shut,
and I could tell he was close as well. I wondered if Tiffany was
right about him forgetting to pull out, but then he shoved himself
backward and his sticky cock started spurting all over Tiffany’s
back, shooting thick streams of cum all over her skin and even in
her long hair. She squealed and tried to move but Todd kept one
hand on her shoulder, pressing her chest down on the picnic table
as his cock kept shooting.

Once he was finished, Todd groaned and let
the girl go. She launched herself upright and grimaced, flailing
her arms as she awkwardly tried to wipe off her back.

What the fuck, Todd! You got it all over
me!

Sorry, you just really turned me on.

Well, what am I supposed to do now? I can’t
get dressed until I clean this shit off!

Todd shrugged as he pulled his jeans up.
Uh, I don’t…I mean, maybe there’s something in the shed, like an
old rag or something.

My heart froze. No, no, no! Oh my god, oh my
god, oh my god!

Tiffany snorted and shook her head. Are
you serious? Anything in that shed is probably covered in germs and
bug shit. She stood there huffing for a moment, looking sexy as
hell with her pants around her ankles and her nude body exposed
with streaks of cum dripping down her ass, then she sat down and
pulled her sneakers and ankle socks off. Here, use these,
she said, handing the socks to Todd. She turned her back and he did
his best to wipe her clean, then the two got dressed again and
left.

I waited a few minutes then crept out of the
shed. Tiffany’s socks were lying on top of the picnic table,
forgotten. Feeling like a total perv, I picked them up and held
them under my nose. As I smelled cum for the first time, I felt my
pussy getting wet again. With the socks still clenched in my fist,
I made my way home with a dreamy grin on my face.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2: The Class President Gets a
Mouthful

 


 


The next day at school, everything looked
different to me. I felt like some small part of me had lost its
virginity and I now saw my surroundings with a different—and more
mature—set of eyes. I paid more attention to my classmates’ bodies,
wondering how they would look naked and also wondering who might be
putting on the next show at the bleachers. I had already planned to
run down to the shed right after school so I could get there before
anyone else, securing my seat in the audience before the performers
took the stage. My first taste of real-life porn had given me an
appetite for more, and I couldn’t think of anything else the entire
day.

As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait until
the final bell that day to see more of my classmates naked. We have
no dress code at school, and girls are free to show up in skimpy
outfits if they want. Our mandatory gym clothes, which were
designed by the school principal, are pretty revealing too. And
school officials are also very forgiving of any prank that results
in female skin being exposed. I still remember Principal Conway
chuckling and saying Boys will be boys the day someone
yanked a cheerleader’s skirt down during a pep rally to see if the
rumor that she wasn’t wearing underwear was true. The girl
did have panties on underneath, but she showed plenty of ass
crack as she bent and tried to get her skirt back up, while a lot
of the boys—and even the principal himself—took pictures with their
phones.

The skin I saw that day was courtesy of the
soccer team. We have both a boys and girls team, and the girls are
really good; they’ve won the state championship three of the past
five years. The team is also notorious for hazing its players in
cruel and embarrassing ways. That day they decided to pull the
sauna stunt, a classic prank I’d seen once or twice over the years.
But the team had three new players who had moved from different
schools at the start of the year, and they had never witnessed it
before.

The prank took place after the midday soccer
practice that day, while I and most of the other seniors were
eating lunch at the outdoor tables. As the players were undressing
to shower, the team captain asked the new players if they’d seen
the sauna yet. She said it was nice and relaxing and was reserved
for the female soccer players since they were the school’s top
team. The captain told the three new girls they should relax there
for a few minutes before they showered, then she led the girls—who
were naked and wrapped in towels—to a door in a far, dark corner of
the locker room. The door was really an emergency exit that led to
the lunch area outside, but the other players had wrapped the
Exit sign in black plastic. The captain instructed the first
girl to open the door, and as she did, the captain shoved all three
girls outside.

As the rest of us watched, the three girls
stumbled out into the lunch area, shocked. One lost her towel right
away as she fought to keep her balance. Another lost hers when she
fell on her hands and knees, barely avoiding a faceplant. The third
managed to keep hers wrapped around herself, but as she turned and
pounded on the exit door, which had locked after it swung shut, a
guy from my class ran up behind her and yanked it away. Other
students had scooped up the first two towels, and soon all three
girls were screaming and clutching themselves as they dashed around
the area naked, trying to figure out which way to run. By the time
they ran around the building to the gym’s main door and escaped
back inside, plenty of students had taken photos or videos of them
with their phones.

That unexpected show got me even hornier than
I already was. I had masturbated twice the previous night and again
this morning while replaying Todd and Tiffany’s encounter in my
mind, one hand fingering myself while the other pressed Tiffany’s
socks to my face so I could breathe in the combined smell of her
sweat and Todd’s cum. The orgasms had shaken me like never before,
and I couldn’t wait to see what would happen behind the bleachers
today. After watching the three soccer players running around
naked, their tits bouncing and their bare asses jiggling, my pussy
was already moist and ready for a couple of fingers.

When the final bell rang, I launched out of
my seat and made my way back to the shed. I’d come prepared that
day, with a pack of sanitary wipes to clean the area around the
eyehole and some tissues to mop myself up afterward. I even
arranged some of the broken furniture inside the shed to form a
makeshift seat while I waited. It was a good thing I did, because
no one showed up during the first hour I was there. I got so tense
from waiting that I replayed yesterday’s scene in my mind again and
rubbed myself to that, shuddering on my little stool in the dark as
the afternoon waned. Soon it was five o’clock, a full two hours
after school ended, and I was almost ready to slink home in
disappointment when I heard voices from the trail. As a slim
redheaded girl and a stocky boy appeared, I had to stifle a
gasp.

Seeing Todd and Tiffany together the day
before had been a shock, but this new couple was surprising in a
different way. Clarissa was our class president, a pretty but
stuck-up girl. The boy was Hank, one of the members of the Student
Council. Seeing those two together was no surprise since they spent
tons of time each week on council business, but seeing them in the
school’s makeout spot was another matter. Clarissa didn’t have a
boyfriend and always said she was too busy with schoolwork and
planning for college to even think about dating, but the minute she
and Hank got to the clearing, his hands were all over her. They did
some awkward, sloppy kissing, then Clarissa waved at the picnic
table.

Go on, sit down. I need to get home and work
on my history paper.

But what about—

I just said I don’t have much time.

Hank huffed a little then he undid his pants
and pushed them and his boxers to his knees. His hard cock sprang
out, and it was even bigger and thicker than Todd’s. Hank sat down
on the picnic table’s bench, facing outward, and Clarissa sat
beside him. She took a tissue out of her backpack and held it in
one hand, then took Hank’s big cock in the other hand and started
pumping it up and down. Hank closed his eyes and moaned softly, but
Clarissa had no expression on her face at all. She jerked Hank’s
dick like she was operating a machine, all businesslike and
unemotional. I wondered if the two were really dating or if this
was just some deal she’d worked out with Hank to get his support on
council matters.

My fingers were working away between my legs,
putting a lot more effort into it than Clarissa was. She even
glanced at her watch at one point like she was ready for it to be
over. After about five minutes, she stopped tugging.

Aren’t you close? she asked, Hank’s
cock still held tight in her fist.

It’s…I mean, yeah, it feels good and all, but
it would go faster if you’d do the other thing.

I told you, I’m not ready for that. Besides,
I still think it’s gross.

But you wouldn’t have to take the whole thing
inside. Just the top. And, you know, kiss it and lick it a
little.

Hank, that history paper is due tomorrow!
Can’t we do this later?

Hank shrugged and Clarissa started pumping
again, but Hank’s dick had softened a little after the argument and
I could tell she was getting frustrated. She finally huffed and
turned sideways, smoothing her long red hair away from her
face.

Okay, you win. I’ll use my mouth a little,
but let me know when you’re close so I can wrap the tissue over
it.

Hank grinned. Sure, Clarissa, no
problem.

I’m dead serious. Don’t you dare get anything
on my clothes.

Yeah, yeah, don’t worry.

Clarissa leaned forward, frowning, and gave
Hank’s cock a little kiss. He flinched at first, then closed his
eyes again as she licked the top of it. I could tell she had no
idea what she was doing and had probably never seen a porn video.
She was treating Hank’s dick like a food she wasn’t sure she wanted
to eat, just giving it little tastes with her lips and tongue. At
least she was finally showing some emotion, but that wasn’t
necessarily a good thing; Hank’s cock was slick with pre-cum, and
every time Clarissa got a taste of it, she grimaced.

Clarissa pumped with her hand while her mouth
did its work, and Hank was now harder than ever. That’s
awesome, he said, but now suck it a little. Just the top
part, like I said.

But doesn’t this feel good? Isn’t it
enough?

Come on, just a little. You’ve been promising
me forever.

Okay, fine, whatever. But I’m leaving in ten
minutes whether you’re finished or not.

Clarissa parted her lips and took Hank’s
cockhead into her mouth. I was thrilled to see my first live
blowjob, but Clarissa clearly wasn’t excited to be performing it.
She made a sour face then started flexing her jaws and moving her
lips like she’d taken too big of a bite while eating and didn’t
know how to chew the food. After a while she seemed to figure it
out, and Hank started moaning more than ever as Clarissa worked her
lips over his cockhead like it was a big piece of candy, sucking
and licking at the same time. The sour look never left her face and
I could tell she was just trying to get him off faster, but seeing
our stuck-up class president with a dick in her mouth still made me
wet as hell.

I jabbed my finger in and out of my cunt as
Clarissa slobbered over Hank’s dick. She flinched as Hank rested a
hand on top of her head, then muttered a little uh-uh, like
she was saying Don’t you dare try to push it deeper into my
mouth. But I had seen enough blowjobs in porn movies to know
that guys get carried away during the act, and I could tell which
direction this was headed. Soon Hank was breathing so hard he was
nearly panting, and his body trembled as Clarissa bobbed her head
daintily up and down. His hand still rested on top of her head,
just lying there, but then without warning he arched his back and
pushed Clarissa down, and her eyes opened wide as Hank started
spurting in her mouth.

That drove me over the edge, and an orgasm
ripped through me as I watched Hank’s cock twitch over and over as
he came. Half of it was lodged in poor Clarissa’s mouth, and the
girl was struggling to get it out but in her awkward position,
still sitting next to Hank but leaning sideways over his lap, she
couldn’t straighten up. All she could do was gasp and flail as Hank
pumped his hips, then he finally sighed and took his hand off her
head.

Clarissa shot upright then leaned over and
spat a huge wad of cum onto the ground. You asshole! she
blurted, glaring at Hank, then she leaned over and spat twice more.
She rubbed her hand hard over her mouth, like she was trying to rub
away the taste, then she used that same hand to slap Hank’s
face.

I can’t believe you! What the hell were you
thinking?

Hey, I’m sorry, it just happened.

What the hell do you mean it just happened?
Don’t act like it wasn’t your fault!

You got me excited, that’s all, I couldn’t
control myself. It wasn’t on purpose, I swear!

Clarissa stood up fast. I’m leaving. I
need some water. Don’t you dare follow me, either.

Aw, come on. I just—

You just pissed me off so bad I might never
speak to you again, that’s what you did.

Clarissa grabbed her backpack and stalked
off, leaving Hank alone. He sat there staring at the ground for a
moment, pants around his knees and his half-hard cock still on
display, then he finally rose and pulled his pants up with a goofy
look on his face. Before he walked away, I could’ve sworn I saw him
smile.

That night, I had two original movies to play
in my head while I masturbated; Todd and Tiffany fucking, and
Clarissa blowing Hank. The memories were still so fresh I could see
the looks on everyone’s faces…Tiffany’s tits swinging down from her
body…Todd’s ass cheeks flexing as he pounded her from behind…Hank’s
cock throbbing as he unloaded in Clarissa’s mouth…and of course I
still had Tiffany’s socks to hold under my nose while I diddled my
twat, although the sharp, bleachy smell of Todd’s cum was already
beginning to fade.

The next day was Friday, and I was hoping for
another great show to get me through the weekend. I would run to
the shed right after class like before, and if I was lucky I
wouldn’t have to wait too long before someone showed up. I had no
idea that I wouldn’t even have to wait until after school before I
got more material to whack off to.

I definitely wasn’t the most popular girl in
school, but plenty of people liked me. My classmates found me
polite and easy to get along with, and since I don’t talk very
much, I got a reputation as being a good listener. Because of that,
people also assumed I was good at solving problems. For whatever
reason, it was pretty common for classmates to plop down next to me
and start randomly spilling their guts about things. And with all
of the weird sexual stuff going on among the seniors that year,
there was plenty to spill.

As I was finishing lunch that day, Lilly
Banks sat down at my table. Lilly’s in my science class, and we get
along pretty well. She just moved to Flintrock at the beginning of
the year so she hasn’t adjusted to the town’s weird atmosphere yet,
and she’s already had a few awkward encounters with her
classmates.

“Hey, Grace,” she said. “You busy?”

I shook my head no as I checked out her
outfit, a turquoise top and a pricey pair of designer jeans. Lilly
looks a little like me; slim, taller than average, with long brown
hair, but her tits are bigger and she’s got cool green eyes and an
overbite that makes her front teeth stick out a little when she
smiles. She wasn’t smiling at the moment, though, and I could tell
something was bothering her. I also wondered why she wasn’t wearing
a bra. Some girls went braless when they wore a sexy top to school,
but Lilly’s blouse didn’t even show any cleavage so it was weird
that her big tits were jiggling loose underneath it.

She looked around to make sure no one was
near the table then scooched closer to me and lowered her voice.
“You know Mackenzie Moore, right?”

Mackenzie was in our science class too. She
was another member of the Student Council, along with Clarissa, but
Mackenzie was a different type of bitch. Her family was one of the
richest in town, and Mackenzie was used to getting whatever she
wanted. When she got bored of all the cars and phones and jewelry,
she started playing with a different kind of toy; her classmates.
Mackenzie got her kicks by manipulating other girls, especially if
she could get them to do something embarrassing. And because she
was so devious and sneaky, she never got in trouble for all the
emotional damage she caused.

“Of course I know her,” I said. “Everybody
knows Mackenzie.”

“I mean, you two are friends, right? I’ve
seen you talking to her.”

“She was my lab partner last semester and she
asks me for help with the science homework sometimes, but no, we’re
not friends.”

Lilly’s shoulders slumped. “Shit. I was
hoping you could…”

“Could what?”

“I don’t know. Talk to her, I guess. Make her
stop.”

“Lilly, I don’t know what the hell you’re
talking about.”

That’s when she scooted even closer and told
me everything.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3. Lilly’s Story

 


 


Lilly and Mackenzie had never talked much, so
Lilly was shocked when Mackenzie invited her for a sleepover.

“Some other girls will be there too, so it’s
a great chance for people to get to know you,” Mackenzie said.

Lilly had heard rumors about Mackenzie and
her crowd, but she did want to make new friends. She showed up at
Mackenzie’s house that night with a backpack stuffed with makeup
and nail polish, hoping to bond with the others over some girly
activities.

Lilly knew right away that she wasn’t in the
same league as Mackenzie and her two friends, Jenny and Shay. They
all had designer clothes and salon haircuts and looked like
supermodels, especially Mackenzie with her sleek black hair and her
perfect skin and those plump, pouty lips. Jenny and Shay were
blondes with nice bodies and great tans, so they were equally
intimidating. Mackenzie said they’d be hanging out in the basement
away from her parents, and once they got down there, she told
everyone to change into their sleepwear so they’d be more
comfortable.

The other girls giggled when Lilly came out
of the bathroom in her pink knee-length nightgown. They all wore
long T-shirts and nothing else, and as they lounged on the sofa,
Lilly could see glimpses of their panties.

“Jesus, Lilly, are you Amish or something?”
Mackenzie asked, grinning. “I’ll run upstairs and grab a T-shirt
for you to borrow.”

The girl came back down with an old,
well-worn Justin Bieber shirt and Lilly went back to the bathroom
to change into it. But the shirt had been washed so many times that
it was tight over Lilly’s tits and barely fell past her belly
button, leaving her panties totally exposed. She stuck her head out
of the bathroom and asked Mackenzie if she had something bigger,
but the other girl just laughed and said Lilly looked great in
it.

The finished basement was ultra-plush, with
deep couches and a big screen TV and even a mini-fridge. Mackenzie
brought out a bottle of white wine she’d sneaked from her parents
and poured full cups for everyone, and soon the girls were all
tipsy as they lounged on the sofa listening to music while they
talked about boys. Lilly laughed along and tried to act as
laid-back as the others, but she felt ridiculous with her panties
fully exposed while the other girls were mostly covered up. She
felt even more self-conscious when boy talk turned to sex talk,
because the girls were talking about their pussies and Lilly’s was
nearly out in the open, hidden only by a thin layer of satin.

At one point, Mackenzie reached under the
sofa and said she wanted to show off something she’d swiped from
her mother’s nightstand drawer. Jenny and Shay whooped and laughed
when Mackenzie held up a 10-inch purple dildo, waving the rubber
dick in the air like a flag.

The girls talked about dicks for a while,
comparing sizes and shapes of the boys they’d been with. Lilly
mainly listened, too embarrassed to admit that she’d only slept
with one boy in her life. Then the conversation turned to oral sex,
and soon Lilly was blushing madly as the others talked about the
various guys who had gone down on them.

“Holy shit, girls, look!” Shay said, pointing
at Lilly’s crotch. “She’s all wet!”

Lilly glanced down between her legs,
horrified to see the damp spot there.

“Get off the couch!” Mackenzie snapped. “Up,
up! Come on!”

Now Lilly was mortified. Mackenzie was
treating her like she’d pissed her pants. But she obeyed, standing
up with her hands in front of her crotch and her legs
trembling.

“You’re really turned on, aren’t you?”
Mackenzie asked. “You like having your pussy licked?”

Lilly stuttered and stammered for a moment,
then she finally admitted that no one had ever done it to her
before.

“What?!” Jenny howled. “Are you serious,
girl? No wonder you got so turned on! You were sitting there
listening to our stories and just wishing you had a tongue up your
twat so you’d know how it felt!”

A slow smile spread across Mackenzie’s face.
“Well…maybe we can fix that,” she said. “You know, Lilly, a girl’s
tongue feels the same as a boy’s tongue…maybe even better, because
girls are more gentle and they take their time.”

Now Lilly’s cunt was wetter than ever, and
she moved her hands even tighter over her crotch.

“What do you girls say?” Mackenzie asked,
turning to Shay and Jenny. “Should we get even more relaxed than we
already are?”

The two blondes giggled, their heads swaying.
The bottle of wine was nearly gone and all the girls were feeling
pretty loose and free.

“Tell you what, Lilly,” Mackenzie said, “you
do me first, then we’ll all take turns.” She hooked her thumbs in
the sides of her panties, then slid them down until they plopped
onto the floor. Lilly gasped as she stared at the bare, spread
pussy in front of her, its hair as black as the hair on Mackenzie’s
head.

“B-b-but I’ve never…I don’t know how…”

“Come on, it’s not rocket science. All you
have to do is lick. Just like eating an ice cream cone.” When Lilly
didn’t budge, Mackenzie pointed at the other girl’s crotch. “Oh,
come on, Lilly. You don’t want me to tell people at school about
your little accident, do you? I mean, how embarrassing would
that be?”

Now Lilly had no idea how to feel. She was
nervous and scared and humiliated, but her panties had gotten wet
for a reason; she was also horny as hell, and the wine had made her
just tipsy enough to do something she’d never dreamed of doing
before. As the other girls urged her on, Lilly got down on her
knees in front of Mackenzie and leaned forward until her face was
inches from the other girl’s cunt. She could smell it now, the
musky scent making her even dizzier than she already was. As Shay
and Jenny giggled and cheered, Lilly rested her face in Mackenzie’s
lap and stuck out her tongue. The brunette’s pussy was dripping,
and Lilly’s tongue slid right inside.

At first Mackenzie gasped and flinched like
she’d been shocked, and Lilly thought she must have done something
wrong. But then the brunette grabbed the back of Lilly’s head and
pulled her face deeper into her crotch, moaning “Oh yes! That’s
right, lick it hard!” Lilly could barely move and didn’t know what
to do, so she just flicked her tongue around in random patterns.
Mackenzie seemed to love that, so Lilly started moving her lips as
well, trying to kiss and lick at the same time. The smell and taste
of the other girl’s cunt was nearly overwhelming, especially with
Lilly’s nose practically buried in that dripping pussy.

Mackenzie grabbed Lilly’s head in both hands
and started bucking her hips like she was riding a horse. “Yes!
Yes! Oh yes!” She squealed and moaned like that for another minute
or so, then her whole body shook and she let out a long, anguished
sob that sounded to Lilly like some poor widow wailing at her
husband’s funeral. Mackenzie twitched and groaned for a few more
seconds, then she finally released Lilly’s head and dropped her
arms to her sides, exhausted.

“That was amazing,” Mackenzie breathed. “I
can’t believe that was your first time. Are you sure you’re not a
dyke?”

Lilly didn’t know whether to be proud or
ashamed. Her entire face was wet and sticky, and a stray pubic hair
was caught in her teeth. As she plucked at her mouth and tried to
get it out, Shay wriggled out of her panties then plopped down
beside Mackenzie on the couch.

“I’m next!” she beamed, legs already spread
wide. Her pussy was shaved, and seeing a bare cunt displayed so
openly shocked Lilly even more than she already was.

B-but…” Lilly stammered. She had thought she
and Mackenzie would switch places then. “I thought somebody
would…”

“Oh come on, you’re obviously great at this!”
Shay said. “Don’t be mean. I want a turn!”

Lilly didn’t want to be mean, but it
had been less than a minute since she pulled her tongue out of one
girl’s twat and now another one wanted “a turn.” But she was still
tipsy, and the other girls really seemed to like her, so before she
even had time to clean her face, she bent over and started licking
her second pussy of the night. Shay’s cunt didn’t have the same
smell or taste as Mackenzie’s—it had more of a light strawberry
smell, like fruity body wash—and Lilly did her best to make Shay
feel good as the other girls cheered her on. She still had no idea
what she was doing and just swiped her tongue around in random
motions, but Shay seemed to enjoy it as much as Mackenzie had, and
it took less than two minutes before the blonde was shaking and
squeaking like some cartoon animal.

Now Lilly really wanted to clean up,
because her face was so sticky she could barely talk, but Jenny
insisted on going next. When Lilly stood and said she needed to go
to the bathroom first, Mackenzie grabbed her by the shoulders and
pushed her back down.

“Did you forget what our parents always told
us at dinner? You can’t get up until you’re done eating.”

She and the two blondes laughed, but there
was a wicked edge to their giggles now. As Lilly sat there trying
to decide what to do, Jenny slid her panties off and spread her
legs wide. “Come on, bitch, I haven’t got all night.”

Now Lilly was starting to feel scared. This
wasn’t fun or sexy anymore. But then someone shoved her head from
behind and her face landed right in Jenny’s lap, the blonde’s pubes
tickling her nose. Jenny grabbed Lilly’s head with both hands, her
long nails digging into Lilly’s scalp. “Get that tongue out. Lick
it, bitch. No, harder. That’s better. Now faster. Flick your tongue
over my clit too, bitch. Yeah, that’s good. Keep doing that.”

Lilly was lapping like a dog at a water bowl,
trying to get it over with as fast as she could, but Jenny still
wasn’t happy. She told Lilly to stick her tongue up her twat as far
as it would go, then she ordered her to swirl it around in circles.
Jenny was trembling and moaning, but after several minutes she
still hadn’t come. Jenny let go of Lilly’s head and the girl was
about to pull away and say she couldn’t do it any more, but then
Jenny hooked her legs around the back of Lilly’s neck and forced
her face even further into her cunt.

“Get that tongue back inside me!” Jenny
snapped. “All the way in!”

Lilly obeyed, nearly gagging, but thankfully
Jenny started shaking harder then and soon the blonde was moaning
and writhing, her heels digging into Lilly’s back as the orgasm
rocked her. She flopped and thrashed for what seemed like an
eternity, then she finally pulled her legs from around Lilly’s neck
and let the other girl go.

Lilly bolted upright, spitting and coughing.
Her mouth was full of Jenny’s juices and she would’ve spat on the
floor if she wasn’t so afraid of Mackenzie. Instead she ran to the
bathroom and locked herself inside, scrubbing her face at the sink
until it was clean. She still felt nauseous about what she’d just
done, but at least she wasn’t covered in that slimy, sticky goo
anymore.

When she came back out, the other girls were
looking at their phones and grinning.

“There she is!” Mackenzie chirped. “Come on,
Lilly, it’s your turn! Get those panties off!”

Lilly’s heart beat a little faster. Despite
the ordeal she’d gone through, she was still wet between the legs
and couldn’t wait to feel someone else’s tongue on her for a
change. She pushed her panties down and stepped out of them, her
hands fidgeting in front of her pussy.

“Wow, you are so beautiful,” Mackenzie
purred. “Take the shirt off too, okay? Please?”

Lilly felt self-conscious, but she was
flattered too and didn’t want to disappoint her new friends, so she
pulled the shirt over her head and freed her big tits. Now all
three girls were oohing and ahhing, and Lilly blushed as they
motioned her to the sofa and pulled her down.

“Wait, turn around,” Mackenzie said. “Let’s
try a different position. You deserve something really
special.”

The three girls took Lilly by the arms and
legs and moved her around until she was facing backward on the
sofa, her knees on the cushions as she leaned over the backrest.
Now her bare ass was jutting into the air, and with her legs spread
wide, her pussy was gaping open. Lilly trembled with excitement as
she waited to feel someone’s tongue on her. Who would it be?
Mackenzie? She hoped so, because Jenny was too rough and Shay
seemed like a total airhead who wouldn’t know what to do.

“Just relax,” Jenny said, moving beside Lilly
and putting an arm around her shoulders. Shay was on the other side
of her, and Lilly caught a sly grin on the blonde’s face as she
looked at her friend. Something wasn’t right. What was going on?
And where was Mackenzie?

Lilly looked back over her shoulder and
gasped. Mackenzie was holding the purple dildo and smearing it with
hand lotion.

“Wait!” Lilly barked. “Mackenzie, w-what are
you doing?”

“Like I said, you’re getting something
special. Hold her, girls.”

Lilly struggled, but Jenny and Shay were
pressing her shoulders down against the sofa back and she couldn’t
move. She felt the rubber tip of the dildo graze her wet pussy,
then her eyes opened wide as it moved higher and bumped her
anus.

“No! Mackenzie, don’t! Please, I’m begging
you! I don’t—ahhh!”

Lilly gritted her teeth and whimpered as the
first inch of the dildo invaded her rectum. Mackenzie held it with
both hands and twisted it as she pushed, jamming it slowly into
Lilly’s clenched ass until half of it was inside. Lilly had never
taken a dick there before and it hurt like hell, the silly rubber
object feeling like a hot poker as Mackenzie thrust it forward with
all her might until most of it was inside, then she sat back and
laughed as she wiped her greasy hands on her T-shirt.

Tears leaked down Lilly’s cheeks as she lay
there whimpering and helpless with the dildo sticking obscenely out
of her. Even when Shay and Jenny took their hands off her, she was
still too traumatized to move. But when she heard clicking noises
and looked up to find all three girls pointing their phones at her
and grinning, Lilly finally found the strength to launch herself
off the sofa and duck behind it, grimacing as she reached back and
took hold of the dildo up her ass. She pulled and grunted for a few
seconds before the gross thing popped out of her, and Lilly
shuddered in pain as she flung it into a corner.

The other girls whispered and giggled for a
while as Lilly crouched behind the sofa, still nude, then she
gasped as Mackenzie’s head popped up right above her.

“Check it out,” she said, holding up her
phone with the screen facing Lilly. Mackenzie grinned as she
scrolled through the photos of Lilly with the dildo sticking out of
her ass, then she laughed and said, “But wait, there’s more!”
Lilly’s blood froze as Mackenzie showed more photos, ones of Lilly
with her face between Jenny’s legs and then between Shay’s. The
photos were cropped so no other faces were visible, but Lilly was
easy to identify as she stuck her tongue up the other girls’
twats.

“W-why are you doing this?” Lilly
whispered.

“Because now you’re mine, bitch.
You’re my toy and my pet and whatever the fuck else I want you to
be. You’ll do whatever I say whenever I say it, and if you don’t,
I’ll send these to your parents, your friends…maybe I’ll even post
them on Instagram.”

Now Lilly was shaking harder than ever.
“Mackenzie, no! Please don’t! I’ll do whatever you want, I
p-p-promise!”

“Oh yeah? Let’s see.” Mackenzie found the
dildo on the floor and brought it over. “Here,” she said, thrusting
it in Lilly’s face. “Give it a little lick.”

Lilly cringed. The rubber dick was slimy and
greasy and smelled awful. “Please…oh, please…”

Mackenzie jabbed the nasty thing at Lilly’s
mouth. “Come on, bitch. Didn’t you ever wonder what your own ass
tastes like?”

Lilly knew it was pointless to resist, so she
finally stuck her tongue out and swiped it across the dildo,
grimacing at the foul taste. The other girls laughed, then
Mackenzie announced that it was time to have even more fun. She and
the two blondes got dressed then led Lilly outside. Lilly was still
nude, and she shivered from both fear and cold as the group of
girls walked along the side of the road, the others laughing and
talking. They walked to a gas station a few blocks away, where
Mackenzie ordered Lilly to go inside and ask for directions to the
nearest pizza place. Lilly begged Mackenzie not to make her, but
the other girl whipped out her phone and said she’d send the photos
to Lilly’s father and brother if she didn’t get moving.

Lilly felt numb as she marched stiff-legged
to the door of the gas station. A few people were filling their
cars at the pumps and they gawked at the nude girl as she went
inside. Half a dozen customers were shopping for snacks or browsing
through magazines and they stared at Lilly as well. The middle-aged
man at the cash register scanned Lilly up and down as she
approached.

“What the fuck?” he muttered. “Are you drunk
or something? Where’s your clothes?”

“I just…can you tell me where to get a pizza
around here?” Lilly squeaked, wrapping her arms around herself.

“Oh, I get it, you’re high,” the man said,
chuckling. “Now you’ve got the munchies, right? Well sweetheart,
you better put some clothes on before you go get dinner or
somebody’s gonna call the cops on you.”

Lilly shivered and gripped herself tighter,
wondering what to do next, then she saw that two of the men in the
store had their phones pointed at her. No, not again! She spun and
shouldered the door open, jogging awkwardly back to Mackenzie and
the others with her arms wrapped around her tits.

“Nice job,” Mackenzie said. “Now let’s go
back home. Seeing you running around naked in public got me all
horny again.”

 


* * *

 


“That’s how it started,” Lilly told me. “Now
I’m her slave. I have to do whatever she says.” She pointed at her
clothes. “The first rule was that I can’t wear underwear to school.
No bra, no panties. But I know she’s coming up with other stuff to
make me do. Stuff even more humiliating. And I’m trapped. There’s
no way out of it.”

I felt bad for Lilly. I really did. But after
hearing her story, what I really wanted was to run someplace
private and replay it in my mind while I fingered my wet pussy.
Because Mackenzie might be an evil bitch, but I had to admire her
creativity.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4: The Girl with the Amazing
Shrinking Clothes

 


 


After Lilly finished her story, I was horny
as hell and more ready than ever to see some skin and watch some
fucking. But no one came to the bleachers after school that day,
and after sitting in the dim, cobwebby shed for two hours with
nothing to show for it, I finally ran home and fingered myself
while watching some of the best clips in my porn library. Little
did I know that I’d get an unexpected treat the next day, something
so shocking and delicious that I’d replay it in my head for days
afterward.

Every school seems to have a girl who’s just
as dumb as she is beautiful, and at Flintrock High, that girl was
Dixie Davis. Dixie was tall and blonde with one of those soft,
curvy bodies like Marilyn Monroe. She had great legs and a sexy
ass, and people didn’t just call her Double D because of her
initials. Her tits looked more like a C-cup to me, but they were
bigger than most of the other girls and they jiggled like crazy no
matter what outfit Dixie was wearing.

Speaking of outfits, it was a sad quirk of
fate that Dixie came from one of the few poor families in town and
had to buy most of her clothes from Walmart. But she spent so much
time reading fashion magazines that she always did a great job with
not only her outfits but also her hair and her makeup. In a town
like Flintrock, where most of the girls dreamed of growing up and
marrying a rich man, Dixie was smart enough to know that it would
be her looks and not her brains that helped her land a husband one
day.

Because Dixie was pretty, she got a lot of
attention from boys. And because she wasn’t very bright, some of
those boys took advantage of her. Dixie wasn’t a prude; she never
had a serious boyfriend but she dated a few guys and didn’t mind
sleeping with some of them. But every once in a while, a guy who
wasn’t dating Dixie found a way to get off at her expense. One of
those guys was Tim Evans, whose dad was a dermatologist. When Dixie
got a few pimples, Tim convinced her that human sperm was some kind
of magic elixir that would cure any skin problem. Rumor had it that
Dixie went to Tim’s house several times and got down on her knees
so she could jerk him off until he came all over her face. Another
boy who took advantage of Dixie was Roger Conners, who did a report
on breast cancer for a science project and claimed to be an expert
on finding and preventing it. Dixie was so amazed that she met
Roger behind school after class one day and stripped to the waist
so he could squeeze and grope her tits, supposedly looking for
tumors.

It wasn’t just the guys who pulled stunts
like that on Dixie. A lot of the girls were jealous of Dixie’s
body, and it rubbed them the wrong way when she walked around the
locker room naked to show it off. One of the girls who got pissed
off was Mandy Shapiro, our school’s class clown. Mandy was a
skinny, scrappy girl who was smart as a whip and had a great sense
of humor, but she didn’t have a single curve on her body and got
mistaken for a boy when people saw her from behind because of her
short haircut. She had been working on a prank to put Dixie in her
place since the start of the school year, and I happened to be
there when she finally pulled it off.

Dixie had a special outfit she wore to school
every Friday; a fancy pink button-up blouse with lace on the front,
along with a short black skirt. They came from Walmart, just like
the panties and bras she bought in bulk from there, and one Friday
while Dixie was out in the gym, Mandy got into her locker and took
pictures of all the clothes and their tags. She went to Walmart the
next day and bought the same outfit two sizes smaller, along with a
bra and the type of panties Dixie liked. Mandy took the clothes
home, removed the tags, and ran them through the washer a couple of
times so they wouldn’t look or feel brand new.

The next Friday, Mandy brought the clothes to
school along with a container of brownies she’d baked. I have PE
with her and Dixie, and as we were changing into our gym clothes,
Mandy got the brownies out and passed them around. Everyone knows
that Dixie has a real sweet tooth, and she gobbled down two of the
big brownies then reached for a third. Mandy held out the container
then got a serious look on her face and warned Dixie that the
brownies had tons of calories and she might want to go easy. Dixie
just giggled and said that whenever she gained weight it seemed to
go straight to her tits, which was no big deal, then she devoured
another brownie before she headed out to the gym.

I knew Mandy was planning something, so I
hung back with her as the other girls left the locker room. Once we
were alone, Mandy opened Dixie’s locker and switched out her
clothes with the new smaller set, right down to the identical bra
and panties. She hid Dixie’s clothes in her own locker, then we
both went out to join the rest of the class.

The coach ran us through the wringer that
day. We did push-ups, jumping jacks, and squats, then finished with
half a dozen laps around the gym. By the end of class we were all
drenched in sweat, and we practically ran back to the locker room
so we could shower and put on clean clothes. Dixie yawned and
stretched as she wandered back to her locker from the shower room,
naked except for a towel draped over her shoulders. Mandy was tying
her shoes on a bench nearby, and when Dixie walked past, Mandy’s
eyes went wide.

“Holy shit, Dixie. When did you get so
heavy?”

Dixie looked down at herself, confused.
“What?”

“Sorry, but have you put on some weight?”

“I don’t think so.” Dixie scrutinized her
naked body, poking her bare stomach then craning her neck around to
look at her ass. “Do you really think I’m getting fat?”

Mandy shrugged. “No offense, I mean, you
still look great, but I’d go easy on the sweets for a while.”

Dixie got that blank look on her face that
she always gets when she doesn’t understand something, then she
shook her head and started pulling her clothes out of her locker.
She didn’t blink as she grabbed the clothes Mandy had planted, but
as she pulled the black panties on, she knew something was wrong.
She could barely get them over her ass, and the back part was
wedged between her ass cheeks like a thong.

“What the heck?” she said, wincing as she
tried to adjust them. “These fit fine this morning!” Then when she
tried on the matching black bra, it was so tight she could barely
hook it in front and the cups were so small that her big tits were
spilling out. “Oh my god!” she squeaked. “What happened to me?”

Mandy clapped a hand to her mouth in mock
astonishment. “Oh no,” she whispered. “It must have been the
brownies. I told you they have a ton of calories! Oh Dixie, I’m so
sorry!”

The blonde looked down at herself, more
confused then ever, but then the bell rang and most of the girls
headed to their next class. We only have ten minutes between
periods and Dixie still wasn’t dressed, so she started pulling on
the rest of her clothes fast. Mandy and I had to hide our giggles
as Dixie struggled with the skirt, which was so tight it would only
zip halfway, and the blouse that would barely button. Once Dixie
was dressed, she found that everything was so tight she could
barely breathe and barely walk. We all have Math together after PE,
and as Dixie hustled out of the locker room with me and Mandy
behind her, her new clothes started ripping right away. One button
popped off the blouse, followed by another, and soon the zipper on
the skirt gave way. It was so tight that it didn’t fall down, but
with every step Dixie took, it rode higher up her legs. Soon the
bottom half of her ass cheeks were hanging out, and when the clasp
on her bra finally popped, Dixie’s big tits burst out the front of
her open shirt.

The hall was packed with students, and all
the guys whooped and cheered as Dixie passed by. A lot of them
pulled out their phones for pictures or video, and a few pinched
Dixie’s ass or grabbed an exposed tit as she tried to race by. By
the time we got to Math, Dixie was a total mess. Her outfit was
nearly shredded and hung off her like rags, and most of her amazing
body was on full display even though she tried to hide it by
scrunching down at her desk.

Our math teacher is Mr. Franks. He’s one of
the older teachers who still goes by a lot of outdated rules and
customs, including the way he punishes students who misbehave. His
favorite punishment is the Wall Sit; that’s where you stand with
your back pressed to the wall then slide down until the top part of
your legs is sticking straight out. It looks like you’re sitting in
an invisible chair, and it’s so damn uncomfortable that most
students can’t handle it for more than five minutes before their
leg muscles give out and they collapse on the floor. Mr. Franks
loves giving that punishment to girls, especially when they’re
wearing a short skirt so he can see up it.

When Mr. Franks stood up from his desk to
start his lecture, his eyes fell on Dixie right away because she
was squirming so much in her seat. The tight skirt made it hard to
sit down, so she was grunting and writhing a lot.

“Miss Davis, do you have a problem?” Mr.
Franks asked.

“N-no sir,” Dixie muttered.

“Then please sit still. You’re disrupting the
class.”

Dixie tried, but the skirt was squeezing her
ass so hard that she couldn’t stop fidgeting. Mr. Franks warned her
one more time, then he slapped his hand on his desk in
frustration.

“That’s it, Miss Davis. Come sit on the wall
for five minutes. Maybe that will settle you down.”

Dixie’s eyes went wide. “No, Mr. Franks!
Please!”

“Stop arguing, young lady. Get up here now or
I’ll send you to the principal.”

With tears in her eyes, Dixie slowly rose
from the desk. She used her hands to keep her clothes together as
she trudged to the front of the class, rambling apologies to Mr.
Franks as she blubbered about how her outfit had shrunk then fallen
apart after gym class.

“Then maybe you should change clothes,” Mr.
Franks suggested, “after your punishment.”

Dixie knew she had no choice. She put her
back to the wall beside the chalk board then slid down it, cringing
as a fresh rip raced down the side of the skirt. Dixie clawed at
the wall as she tried to keep her balance, which wasn’t easy with
the tight skirt pressing her legs together. In that position, with
her arms spread wide, her big tits were on full view to the class.
The unhooked bra hung around her shoulders like a scarf and most of
the shirt buttons had already popped off. Soon the skirt gave way
too, ripping so badly that it fell to the floor beneath her. Now
Dixie could spread her legs wider to keep her balance, but the tiny
panties were wedged so far up her crack that the class could
clearly see her pussy lips.

No one paid any attention to Mr. Franks
during the five minutes Dixie sat on the wall. As he rattled on
about formulas and equations, everyone stared at Dixie or took
pictures with their phones. Dixie herself stared up at the ceiling
the whole time, her cheeks bright red and tears in her eyes as the
class got a perfect view of her tits and pussy. And when her time
was finally up, she scooped her ruined skirt off the floor, pressed
it to her chest, and ran out of the room without her backpack or
her books or any of her other things.

Mandy chuckled and gave me a wink, but I
barely noticed. I was too busy thinking about how hard I would come
when I replayed the scene later that day. Little did I know that
I’d see two shows from my seat in the shed after school, and by the
time I went home my head would be spinning with visions of so many
cocks and pussies that I’d barely be able to think straight.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 5. Dirty Double Feature

 


 


I ran to the bleachers right after school,
planning to finger myself to memories of Dixie as an “appetizer”
before anyone showed up, but I’d barely reached for my crotch when
I heard voices and a couple appeared. It was Craig and Chrissy, two
other seniors who had been dating since they were freshmen. Both
were pretty generic, not fitting in with any of the cliques at
school. Sort of like me, I guess, and I found myself wondering why
I’d never hung out with them before. But I didn’t wonder long,
because once they got behind the bleachers, Craig and Chrissy got
busy right away.

They’d obviously done this a lot, because
they clearly had a system. Chrissy took off her backpack and pulled
out a blanket, which she spread on the grass beside the picnic
table. Meanwhile, Craig fished a condom out of his wallet and laid
it on a corner of the blanket. They kneeled down and kissed for a
minute, then both of them took off their pants and underwear and
folded the clothes into neat squares that they rested on top of
their backpacks. It was almost funny how businesslike they were at
first, but once they were naked from the waist down, things heated
up fast.

Craig was already hard, his cock twitching as
he rubbed his hand between Chrissy’s legs. She must’ve been ready
too, because he put the condom on and climbed on top of her. They
started fucking in a slow, steady rhythm, both with their eyes
closed and teeth clenched. I had my hand between my legs as they
went at it, but after a minute my attention started wandering.
Watching any live sex was exciting, but these two fucked like a
middle-aged married couple. I was moving my finger in the same
steady rhythm as those two, and I could tell I was getting close
despite the lukewarm excitement, when suddenly Craig shocked the
hell out of me. He started grunting louder, teeth clenched, then he
shoved himself backward and pulled out of Chrissy, leaning back
until he was on his knees. He yanked the condom off his hard dick
and flung it away then scrambled forward and straddled Chrissy’s
chest, jamming his cock into her mouth. She sucked hard for a few
seconds before Craig arched his back and moaned as he pumped his
cum onto her tongue.

My finger was twitching faster now, flicking
over my clit as Chrissy swallowed Craig’s cum. Soon I was
shuddering too, my mouth open in a silent scream as the orgasm
zipped up my spine and down my legs. By the time it was over, Craig
was already reaching for his pants as Chrissy wiped her mouth with
one hand. Those two were dressed and on their way by the time I
took out a tissue to dry off my slippery hand.

I cleaned myself up then grabbed my things
and was about to leave when I heard more voices. When I peeked
through the hole in the shed, I saw Trent and Avery approaching.
Trent’s another football player, a tall, dark-haired guy who’s
always reminded me of a caveman because of his rough looks. Avery
is his girlfriend; she’s slim with black hair cut in a chin-length
bob, and for a skinny girl she’s still got a nice ass and a decent
set of tits.

As they got closer, I could tell the two were
arguing. Trent was muttering and shaking his head, hands thrust
into the pockets of his jeans as Avery tagged along a few steps
behind him.

I can’t believe you, Trent was saying.
That was so fucking dumb.

I’m sorry! It just slipped out!

Do you know how much trouble I could get in?
They could kick me off the fucking team!

Maybe nobody heard me. There were so many
people—

Of course they did. You’re so fucking loud
they probably heard you a mile away!

I said I’m sorry! I thought I was being
nice!

Why the fuck would you care about helping
Will? Let him deal with his own homework!

I thought he was your friend!

He’s my fucking teammate, that’s all.

Seriously, Trent, everybody was talking at
once and I don’t think anybody was paying attention to me.

There had to be eight or nine people there!
If even one of them heard you, I’m screwed!

But I didn’t say you were cheating! All I
said was, if you need somebody to write your English papers, Trent
knows a guy who does great work and he’s not that expensive.

Not everybody’s as dumb as you, Avery. I’m
sure they connected the dots.

Now the two were standing by the picnic
table, Trent’s arms crossed on his chest as he stared off into the
woods. Avery was beside him, looking pitiful and rubbing his
shoulder.

I feel really bad, she whimpered. I
know you’re pissed off. But do you still want to…

At first Trent just huffed and shook his
head, but then he turned to look at her. Fucking right I do.
Turn around. Lay down on the table.

Avery obeyed, leaning over the picnic table
until her chest was pressed to the wood. Trent reached around and
undid her jeans, then yanked them and her panties down to her
ankles. I got wet again at the site of her bare ass pointing right
at me, and Trent was obviously excited too because when he dropped
his own pants, his big dick was so hard it was twitching. I
expected him to grab Avery’s hips and start fucking right away, but
he just stared at her ass for a few seconds then brought one arm
back before he spanked it hard. Avery squealed and clenched her ass
cheeks as she gave Trent a hurt look from over her shoulder. He
ignored it and smacked her ass again, then he bent down and really
started going at it as he spanked her with rapid fire slaps.
Avery’s ass quivered, her cheeks turning red as Trent smacked the
tender skin again and again.

When he finally got tired of spanking Avery,
Trent spit into his hand and rubbed the saliva over his cock. No
lube this time, he told her. Maybe that’ll teach you a
lesson. He spread Avery’s ass cheeks and jabbed the head of his
cock into her asshole. She yelped as he slowly pushed more of his
dick inside, but this obviously wasn’t her first time taking it up
the butt because Trent eventually got it balls-deep after a minute
or so of swiveling his hips. I couldn’t see Avery’s face now but
her legs were trembling, and as Trent pulled out a few inches and
started fucking her, she made little high-pitched noises with each
thrust.

Trent started out slow, but I could tell he
loved the feel of Avery’s tight ass clutching his cock because soon
he was pumping faster, grabbing Avery’s hips as he ploughed into
her. I had two fingers jammed up my cunt, fucking myself in the
same tempo while Trent’s stomach slapped against Avery’s quivering
cheeks over and over. Soon the football player bent his knees and
groaned, and I imagined him flooding Avery’s ass with hot cum as
his whole body shook. Mine shook too as I had my second orgasm in
less than fifteen minutes, but this one was so strong I bit the
knuckles of my other hand to keep from crying out.

Trent grunted as he pulled away from Avery,
who squealed as his dick popped out of her ass. A stream of cum
leaked down the inside of her thigh, and she reached back and tried
to wipe it with her fingers but only smeared it around. Trent hiked
his jeans back up as Avery lay there awkwardly across the table,
legs bent, wondering how to stand up without getting cum all over
her pants.

Trent, can you…

Can I what?

Do you have a Kleenex or something? I’m
getting this stuff all over me.

Yeah, you’re a mess all right.

Trent, come on!

Just pull your damn pants up and come on.

He was already headed for the trail as Avery
finally stood up, reaching behind herself and groping at her sticky
asshole. She held her hands near her face then shuddered as she
flicked the cum off her fingers. I felt bad for her as she looked
around for something to clean herself with, but there was no way I
could reach out of the shed and offer a fistful of tissues. With
her jeans and panties still around her ankles, Avery hunched over
and did an awkward duck-walk around the picnic table as she peered
at the ground, probably looking for a stray napkin. Now I could see
her pussy, which was shaved, and every time she bent over, her damp
asshole was pointed right at me. Even though I’d just come twice,
my own pussy was already tingling again.

I had to cover my mouth to keep from giggling
when Avery finally sat down on the patch of grass beside the picnic
table and scooted her butt back and forth in a desperate attempt to
clean herself up. She finally huffed and rolled onto her knees,
wiping her hands on the grass too before she stood and gingerly
pulled her jeans and panties back up. I saw her grimace as she
fastened her jeans, and I’m guessing her ass was still sore from
Trent’s pounding because her legs were straight and stiff as she
walked away.

I sat there in the dim shed for a minute, my
mind reeling. I hadn’t even had time to savor the memory of Craig
and Chrissy fucking before Trent and Avery showed up and added
another nasty scene to my mental porn collection. I’d have to focus
hard to keep all the details straight when I fingered myself under
the covers later that night and replayed both events. And then I
had an amazing idea, a way to capture and preserve every filthy
encounter in perfect detail so I could relive them as often as I
liked. It would be easy and safe and I couldn’t believe I hadn’t
thought of it before. Instead of putting my eye to the hole in the
shed, I could put my phone’s camera there. I could take videos of
all the encounters and watch the action on the screen while it was
happening, then replay it any time I wanted.

A warm flush spread through my body as I
pondered all the possibilities. It seemed like a perfect solution.
But I had no idea back then that it would also lead to the worst
humiliation of my life.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 6. Valentina Hypnotizes with her
Tits

 


 


I was so excited to try my new idea the next
day that I couldn’t even wait until after school. I’d heard rumors
that some of my classmates were so horny they got up early and went
to the bleachers before first period, so I went to the shed when
the sun was barely up and sat with my phone on my lap, tingling
with anticipation. I got excited when I heard voices a few minutes
later, but was surprised to peek out and see Valentina Vazquez
approaching.

Valentina was new, and no one had figured her
out yet. She was from Laredo, way down south near the border, and
her family had come to Flintrock a few months earlier to stay with
Valentina’s cousin Hector and his family. Hector had lived here
forever and we’d been in a few classes together, but he was shy and
quiet and I didn’t know him well. I’d heard that Valentina’s dad
had lost his job and Hector’s family was supporting them until they
got back on their feet.

All the boys at Flintrock were crazy about
Valentina. She was one of those short, slightly plump girls whose
body seems to be all tits and ass. She also has long, wavy hair and
big brown eyes, and she’d been asked out a million times but always
said no because she supposedly had a boyfriend back in Laredo.
That’s why I was so surprised to see her here at the bleachers with
Randy Jones, a big, tough guy who always wore dirty jeans and heavy
metal T-shirts and smoked pot behind the gym during lunch
break.

I don’t know, Randy was saying as they
got closer. Twenty bucks for a hand job seems like a lot. I
mean, that’s something I can do myself.

Valentina chuckled, her voice low and sexy.
Not the way I do it. Trust me, it’s gonna be a whole experience.
I’m gonna make you feel so good.

Look, I’ll give you double that for a
blowjob. I’ve got the cash, I’ll show you.

I already said no. And since Jake and Billy
are the ones who told you about me, they probably told you about my
rules too, right? I don’t strip, and you can’t touch me.

Yeah, I know, but…

Okay, how about this. If you’re not happy
when it’s over, I’ll give you a refund. No risk, no worries,
satisfaction guaranteed. You okay with that?

Well…uh, yeah, sure, why not?

Great, just give me a minute to get ready.
Wait here.

Randy slouched down as Valentina went behind
a big tree nearby, and now I understood why people couldn’t figure
her out. Some guys said she was a slut and others said she was a
prude, and I guess it depended on who you talked to. The guys who
asked her out and got rejected probably called her a prude, while
the guys who paid her to jerk them off thought she was loose as
hell. As for me, I was shocked but a little impressed that she had
set up her own business like that. Maybe since her family needed
money so badly, she’d decided to lend a hand—literally.

I giggled at my own joke, but I stopped
laughing when Valentina reappeared. She still wore her tight jeans,
but she’d changed out of her black sweatshirt and now wore a white
tank top that was low cut and showed plenty of cleavage. She had
also taken off her bra, and as she walked back to the picnic table,
Randy watched those big tits sway with every step. The top’s fabric
was so thin that Valentina’s hard nipples looked like they were
about to poke right through it.

Randy paid her, and after she laid her
backpack on the picnic table and slid the money inside, she took
out what looked like a little makeup pouch. Leave your stuff
here and let’s go back to the tree. It’s a lot more comfortable
over there.

I got my phone lined up and ready as she led
Randy to the same tree she’d changed behind and undid his pants. He
was already hard, and when she pushed his jeans and boxers down,
his big cock sprang right out. Valentina whispered something that
made Randy grin, then she guided him down until he was sitting on
the soft grass with his back against the tree and she was kneeling
in front of him, facing him. She took a little tube of Vaseline out
of her makeup bag, along with something that looked like a white
silk handkerchief.

Even though they were about 20 feet away, I
had a good side view of them as Valentina squirted a blob of lube
into her palm then grabbed Randy’s dick and started stroking. He
gasped at first, then started moaning as she pumped his cock with
firm, hard strokes.

Your cock’s so big and hard, she said.
I love it. Such a big, beautiful dick.

Randy was staring numbly forward as Valentina
jerked him, his eyes glued to her tits. As she leaned forward, he
had a great view down her shirt and could probably see nearly
everything as those huge jugs jiggled while she did her work.

Imagine shoving that hard dick into my wet
pussy, she said. Or into my mouth instead. You could stick
it all the way down my throat and I promise I wouldn’t gag.
Valentina licked her soft lips and Randy moaned louder than
ever.

So that was Valentina’s gimmick; she
didn’t just jerk guys off, she gave them a whole sex show! They got
to stare at her amazing tits while she talked dirty, filling their
heads with filthy images. I had to admit that it was working on me
too, because as Valentina rambled about all the things Randy could
do to her, my panties were so wet I felt like I’d peed myself.

Balancing the phone with one hand would make
things tricky, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I reached under my
skirt and was about to plunge a finger up my cunt when I nearly
gasped. I hadn’t heard anyone else coming, but suddenly Hector was
standing right behind the picnic table! Holy shit! How did he sneak
up on everyone so easily, and what would he do when he saw what his
cousin was doing to Randy? But as I watched, my shock grew even
stronger because when Valentina saw Hector, she didn’t stop jerking
Randy’s dick or jump up in embarrassment. Her eyes only flicked
over to him for a second before she leaned closer to Randy and
started pumping faster, her big tits now nearly in his face.
Randy’s mouth was hanging open, his eyes glazed as he watched those
soft boobs bounce in front of him.

I was trying to make sense of the whole
situation when Hector did something else unexpected. Moving slowly
and quietly, he reached for Randy’s backpack and unzipped the front
pocket. He slid his fingers inside and felt around, and when he
pulled his hand out again, he held the case for Randy’s AirPods.
Hector stuck it in his pocket then fished around in the backpack
again, watching Valentina and Randy the whole time. Randy was
facing away from the picnic table, but Hector must have had a great
view of the action as his cousin jerked the other guy’s dick. He
sure didn’t seem uncomfortable, though, as he pulled a wad of money
out of Randy’s backpack and pocketed a few bills before sticking
the rest back inside.

Valentina was finishing up her show as Hector
backed away and disappeared into the woods. Now she was telling
Randy how good it would feel if he slid his dick between her tits,
and soon his body started to tremble. As she pumped, Valentina
grabbed the silk handkerchief and wrapped it over the top of
Randy’s cock with her other hand. Seconds later he let out a groan
and his hips jerked as he shot his load into the handkerchief while
Valentina slowed her pace and pulled his cock with longer, deeper
strokes. Randy shuddered and came for about 10 seconds before he
finally slumped back against the tree trunk, his mouth still
hanging open.

Grinning, Valentina took some tissues out of
the makeup case and wiped her hands. So how was it? Did you have
a good time, or do you want a refund?

She gave Randy some tissues too and he
scrubbed his messy crotch as his mouth spread in a dopy grin.
Naw, that was fucking awesome. Now I see what Jake and Billy
were talking about.

Great. Just let me know when you want to do
it again.

Randy pulled his pants up as Valentina went
to her backpack and took out her black sweatshirt, which she pulled
on over the tank top before the two vanished down the path.

I was still horny as hell, so after they left
I replayed the video while I fingered myself. I came fast, during
the first few minutes of the hand job, but I kept watching until
the end. As I studied the silent interaction between Valentina and
Hector a second time, it was obvious what they were doing;
Valentina was the distraction while Hector stole what he could from
the victim’s backpack. And if Valentina was jerking off Jake and
Billy as well, she and Hector probably had a system going where
they were ripping off as many students as they could. Maybe it was
to help Valentina’s family or maybe it was just for fun, but if
those guys ever found out about it, they’d be mad as hell. And
since Jake and Billy were as tough as Randy, things would get ugly
if those three started swinging.

I went to class feeling mellow from the
orgasm, but I was also excited to see what might happen after
school that day. My classes seemed more boring than usual and I was
constantly fighting the urge to sneak another peek at the fresh,
original porn on my phone. As it turned out, I got a surprise show
in my science class and didn’t even have to wait until the end of
the day to see another classmate naked.

Lilly showed up that day wearing a black
sleeveless blouse and jeans. Now that I knew that Mackenzie had
forbidden her to wear underwear to school, I got a secret thrill
whenever Lilly walked into the room. She gave me a weak smile and
sat at the desk in front of me, and when Mackenzie got there, she
sat beside Lilly.

Our science teacher is Mr. Quinn. He’s
another elderly teacher with old-fashioned customs, just like our
math teacher Mr. Franks. But instead of making students sit on the
wall when they misbehave like Mr. Franks does, Mr. Quinn spanks his
students as punishment. It seems crazy for an 18-year-old to get
spanked in school, but Mr. Quinn says even seniors can learn a
valuable lesson by getting their butts blistered.

Mr. Quinn was halfway through his boring
lecture about molecules and was drawing pictures on the white board
when I saw Mackenzie pass Lilly a note. Lilly read it then turned
to Mackenzie and shook her head no, a look of horror on her face.
Mackenzie arched an eyebrow and pointed at the note in Lilly’s
hand, nodding her head. Lilly sat there fidgeting and biting her
lip until Mackenzie took out her phone and aimed it at Lilly, and I
caught a glimpse of one of the photos of Lilly eating pussy on the
screen.

Lilly waved frantically at Mackenzie to put
the phone away, then she finally nodded yes. She was obviously so
terrified of Mackenzie sharing the pictures and video that she
would do whatever the other girl wanted. I watched as Lilly took a
sheet of blank paper out of her notebook and crumpled it into a
ball as quietly as she could. Then she glanced at Mackenzie and
swallowed hard before timidly throwing the wad at Mr. Quinn’s back.
It bounced lightly off his shoulder and he turned around, confused,
as the class chuckled. The paper had landed on the floor and Mr.
Quinn didn’t see it, so after scrutinizing the class for a moment,
he turned back around and started drawing again. Mackenzie got
Lilly’s attention and mouthed again, so Lilly took out
another piece of paper, wadded it up, and threw a second ball at
the teacher. This one hit Mr. Quinn square on the back of the head
and he spun around, livid.

“Who’s doing that?” he snapped, then he spied
the ball of paper on top of his desk. He snatched it up and waved
it in the air. “Who threw this? If no one admits it, the entire
class gets detention!”

We all glanced at each other in silence for a
moment, then Mackenzie thrust a hand into the air. “Mr. Quinn, it
was Lilly. I don’t know why she’s disrupting class like this, but
it isn’t right.”

Mr. Quinn glared at Lilly, who sat frozen and
wide-eyed. “Lilly, is this true? Was it you?” When Lilly didn’t
answer, Mr. Quinn looked around at the rest of us. “How about it,
class? Would you all like a detention, or would you rather I only
punish the person responsible? If anyone else saw Lilly throw that
paper, please raise your hand.”

A few hands went up right away, then the rest
of the students raised theirs. I raised mine halfway, hoping Lilly
wouldn’t turn around and see.

Mr. Quinn nodded. “Thank you for your
honesty, class. Lilly, come up to my desk.”

Lilly shook her head furiously. “Mr. Quinn,
please, no!”

“I don’t have all day, Lilly.”

“I-I’ll stay for detention! I’ll stay all
week if you want!”

Mr. Quinn crossed his arms on his chest.
“Your behavior was extremely juvenile, Lilly, so I think a spanking
is perfectly appropriate. Now come to my desk before I send you to
the principal’s office.”

Shaking with fear, Lilly turned to Mackenzie.
She still had her phone in her lap, and she nodded down at it then
arched her eyebrow again as if to say Do it or else.

Still trembling, Lilly stood and walked on
stiff legs to the front of the class. As I watched her ass moving
under her tight jeans, I suddenly realized why she was so panicked.
When Mr. Quinn spanked a student, he made them pull their pants
down first. These jeans you kids wear are so thick they’re like
armor, Mr. Quinn once said. You won’t learn your lesson if
all you feel is a little tap. Since most of the guys at school
wore boxers, we didn’t see much when one of them got spanked. But
it was always exciting to see a girl get paddled, especially if she
was wearing skimpy panties or even a thong. The rest of the class
had no idea what kind of show they were about to get, but I
did… and the thought of it made me wet again.

By the time Lilly reached Mr. Quinn’s desk,
he had his paddle out. It’s small and wooden, like the ones you use
for ping-pong, and its surface is worn and shiny from all the times
he’s used it. “You know the routine, Lilly. Pants to your
knees.”

I couldn’t see her face, but she was still
trembling as she reached for the buttons on her jeans. Mr. Quinn
makes the student lean across the front of his desk with their
elbows on top when he spanks them, and that way the class has a
perfect view of both the student’s ass and the punishment it’s
getting. But as Mackenzie and I knew, the other students were about
to see a lot more than that.

Lilly must have had a miserable look on her
face, because Mr. Quinn said, “Come now, Lilly, it’s not the
worst—” but then his eyes went wide and his jaw dropped as she
pushed her jeans down to her ankles and he found himself staring at
her bare pussy. And as Lilly hunched forward, her face nearly
pressed to the desktop, the rest of us had a clear view of her bare
ass.

“L-Lilly!” Mr. Quinn sputtered. “What in
god’s name do you…” But he didn’t finish and just stood and stared
at her dumbly, his eyes on her exposed butt.

“Please Mr. Quinn, just get it over with!”
she begged.

The rest of the class was just as dumbstruck,
but a lot of students had their phones out now and were taking
pictures and videos. I was one of them, zooming in on Lilly’s firm,
round ass while Mr. Quinn came and stood beside her. He stared
down, his eyes swimming in their sockets. “S-spread your legs,” he
muttered. “They’re too tight.”

Whimpering, Lilly did as she was told and
spread her legs until they were a foot apart. Now we could see her
pussy lips, along with something else; the little white string
dangling between her legs!

“Oh shit, she’s on the rag!” somebody said,
and the rest of the class laughed.

That sent Mr. Quinn over the top, and now he
was so flustered he didn’t know what to do. He stood jiggling the
paddle nervously as he stared down at Lilly’s exposed ass and
pussy, licking his dry lips.

“Mr. Quinn!” Lilly squealed. “Please hurry!
Don’t make me stay like this all day!”

The teacher shook his head as if to wake
himself up, then he finally gave Lilly her first smack. She yelped
and flinched as the wood hit her bare ass. Mr. Quinn kept going,
giving her the 10 strokes he gave all naughty students, and Lilly’s
ass cheeks flexed and trembled each time the paddle landed. By the
time she was allowed to stand and pull her pants up again, her ass
was beet red and so was her face. She came back to her desk and sat
down carefully, wincing as she lowered herself into the seat. She
shot a nasty look at Mackenzie, but the other girl just
grinned.

Later that day it started raining, and no one
came to the bleachers after school. I didn’t mind, though; instead
of dashing home and getting soaked, I sat in the dim little shed
and watched my two new videos with my hand between my legs,
shuddering over and over as water pounded the roof.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 7. New Soccer Player Gets a Taste
of Humiliation

 


 


I went to the bleachers early again the next
morning, ready to add to my new video collection. Valentina showed
up again, this time with Jake as her customer. The performance went
the same as it had the previous day, with Valentina changing into
her sexy outfit then jerking Jake off while she talked dirty to
him. Her cousin Hector crept up midway through the act just like
before, sneaking some cash from Jake’s backpack while he was
distracted.

After school, I was treated to a rare triple
play. First Craig and Chrissy came back, the couple I’d always
thought was plain and boring until I saw them fuck a couple of days
earlier. Instead of going missionary style like before, this time
Craig sat on the bench of the picnic table, facing away from it,
and Chrissy sat on his lap. They kept most of their clothes on,
both of them just dropping their jeans to their ankles, but I liked
the fact that I could see Chrissy’s face clearly since they were
doing it reverse cowgirl style. Craig pawed at Chrissy’s tits over
her shirt the whole time, which somehow made the show strangely
erotic; seeing these two average people fucking while they were
mostly dressed, but in such a frantic, savage way, was a weird turn
on for me. When Craig was ready to come, Chrissy launched out of
his lap and jerked his cock until he blasted cum into the air. It
was an impressive load, so thick I could clearly see the spray of
jizz when I replayed the video.

About 15 minutes after Craig and Chrissy
left, another couple showed up. I was really surprised to see these
two together because they were such an odd pair. Caroline Linn was
one of the few Asian girls at our school. She was born and raised
in Texas, but both her parents were Chinese. She was one of the
smartest girls at Flintrock, and she hardly ever socialized because
she spent so much time on her schoolwork. Her long black hair was
straight and shiny and she was pretty in a shy, reserved kind of
way, but the long skirts and button-up blouses she wore covered
nearly every inch of her body.

The boy with Caroline was the exact opposite
of her. Derrick Chaney was tall, heavy, wore dirty jeans and ripped
T-shirts, and was failing most of his classes. He only cared about
fixing cars and drinking beer, and he only went to school because
his parents forced him to. I knew Caroline had been asked to tutor
Derrick in math a few times, but I had no idea they hung out
together outside of class.

You sure you want to do this? Derrick
was saying as they reached the picnic table.

Caroline shook her head, irritated. Of
course I’m sure. I’m tired of being the only virgin in this fucking
school.

But the first time’s always kind of…uh,
rough. I mean, it’s kind of tricky. And I’m…well…I have to tell
you, I’m pretty big.

That made Caroline grin. Why do you think
I asked you? I’ve heard what the other girls say about you.

Holy shit! This was a side of Caroline I
never knew existed. And the longer she talked to Derrick, the
flirtier she became. Eventually they started kissing, then Caroline
stood and peeled off her clothes. She folded each piece neatly and
stacked them on the picnic table until she was stark naked. She was
slim and her tits were so small they were cone shaped, but she had
nice legs and a tight round ass, and her pale skin looked as smooth
as silk.

Derrick seemed excited by Caroline’s body,
but he also seemed nervous about stripping naked himself. Caroline
tried to pull his shirt over his head, but he kept looking around
like he expected someone else to walk up any minute. Caroline
finally grabbed a fistful of Derrick’s shirt and pulled him over to
the grassy patch, where she undid his jeans and pushed them and his
boxers down.

Caroline gasped, and I nearly did too.
Derrick’s cock had to be 12 inches long, and it looked nearly as
thick as my wrist. It was already semi-hard, but when Caroline
grabbed it and started stroking it, it turned as stiff as steel.
Soon she was down on her knees, kissing it and nibbling it, and I
wondered how someone so quiet and shy seemed to know so much about
sex. Maybe she was like me, a secret pervert who spent endless
hours locked in her room watching porn. However she’d learned it, I
was impressed as she ran her tongue down Derrick’s cock and over
his balls, and I wondered if I would be that confident if I ever
came face to face with a real dick.

Soon Caroline was begging Derrick to fuck
her. He knelt down and reached between her legs, surprised at how
wet she already was. Caroline laid on her back and Derrick crawled
on top of her, then he paused and muttered something as he shook
his head. He must have said something about a condom, because
Caroline said, I don’t care. Since it’s the first time, I want
to feel everything. Just promise you’ll pull out before you
come. Derrick seemed fine with that and reached between his
legs, trying to guide that horse dick of his into Caroline’s tight
cunt.

I’d heard girls talk about how awkward and
painful their first fuck was, but since Derrick’s cock was so huge
and Caroline was so slim, I was guessing it would be even tougher
for them. Derrick spent a few minutes rubbing the head of his dick
against Caroline’s slit before he finally pushed it inside, and she
yelped as the first inch went into her. Then Derrick rocked back
and forth, sweating as he tried to keep his full weight off
Caroline while he slowly worked his dick deeper. Caroline grimaced
the whole time, and Derrick finally gave up and pulled out
again.

Caroline sat up and the two talked in low
voices for a minute, their faces so close they were nearly kissing,
then Caroline rolled over onto her knees and leaned down until the
side of her face was against the grass and her ass was high in the
air. This will work, she told Derrick. Come on, put it
inside me. Don’t make me wait! Fuck me now!

Derrick got behind her and rubbed his
cockhead against her slit again, then he grabbed her hips and
started pushing forward. Caroline yelped again but I could tell
this position was working better, and soon half of Derrick’s cock
was buried in her cunt. I thought she might beg him to stop there,
but instead she ordered him to keep going. Derrick grunted and
pushed some more, and soon he was balls-deep in Caroline’s twat. He
rolled his head back, eyes unfocused, then he pulled a few inches
of dick out and started fucking her. At first he moved in slow
motion, screwing Caroline with short, easy strokes, but as she
loosened up, he started moving faster and faster. Her cunt was so
tight that he couldn’t fuck her wildly, but soon he was thrusting
his hips faster and pulling out halfway before he rammed his dick
back inside each time.

It didn’t take long before Caroline’s body
was shaking. I wasn’t surprised, because with a cock that big
inside you, no woman could hold off for long. And since this was
Caroline’s first time, her body would be a hell of a lot more
sensitive. She shook and moaned as Derrick kept up his steady
rhythm, then she finally grabbed the grass with both fists and
planted her mouth against it, practically screaming as her first
real orgasm ripped through her. Derrick never slowed down, but
started glancing over his shoulder and looking around nervously
because even with her mouth to the ground, Caroline’s yelling was
loud as hell. I was pounding my own pussy with two fingers, jealous
that the Asian girl was getting the real thing while I had to
diddle myself. But the orgasm felt sweet as it hit me, and I
trembled in silence as Caroline finally stopped screaming and blew
out a tired breath.

All that enthusiasm had brought Derrick to
the edge, and he pulled out and started spurting all over
Caroline’s back. I’d never seen that much jizz before, even in a
porn movie, and soon the girl’s back was wet and sticky with it.
Once his cock stopped spurting, Derrick sighed and sat down on the
grass. Caroline rolled over and sat next to him, and the two
glanced at each other and made awkward small talk for a minute
before Caroline asked Derrick to fetch her backpack. He stood and
pulled his jeans up then brought it to her. She had plenty of
tissues inside and Derrick cleaned off her back before she got
dressed again. As they walked away afterward, they looked like the
same mismatched couple who had appeared behind the bleachers a few
minutes ago—except now Caroline walked on stiff legs, and she
probably would for the rest of the day.

With two new additions to my homemade porn
library, I was in heaven. I sat in the shed as the afternoon sun
sank, rewatching the videos with my hand working lazily between my
legs. I had come hard and was satisfied, but I wanted to make that
feeling last as long as possible. It’s a good thing I did stay
there, too, because I soon got a surprise performance that added
some real spice to my growing collection.

I was thinking about heading home when I
heard new voices from the path. Not just two, but a whole group of
them. Soon a dozen girls appeared, all dressed in identical
uniforms. I recognized the girls soccer team right away, but why
the hell were they out here in the woods? They were dressed for
practice, so why were they taking a nature hike instead?

The group stopped when they got to the picnic
table, and I noticed that one girl wasn’t wearing a uniform. Her
name was Heather, a new girl who transferred to Flintrock this
year. I knew she’d tried out for the soccer team and had been
practicing with them for a few weeks, but I never heard if she’d
made the cut or not. Heather had blonde hair cut in one of those
messy, trendy chin-length styles, and she was cute in a tomboy way.
She wore a red T-shirt and tight black shorts that showed off her
athletic figure, and she seemed excited but a little nervous as she
stood there surrounded by the team.

The girls quieted down as the team captain,
Maria Sanchez, raised both hands.

Okay everyone, let’s get down to business.
We’re here today to welcome a new member to the squad. Give it up
for Heather Donnelly!

Heather grinned shyly as the team clapped and
hooted, then Maria raised her hands again.

All right, that’s enough. Heather, I hope you
appreciate what an honor this is. We’ve won the state championship
three times in the past five years, and we take this shit
seriously. I expect all my players to live and breathe soccer and
always put the team first. Do you think you can handle that?

Heather nodded, but I could tell from her
body language that she was intimidated by Maria. The team captain
is a tough, stocky girl with a mean face and black hair that she
always wears in a short ponytail, and you can almost see the other
players cringe whenever she walks by.

Maria gave Heather a shark-like grin.
Good. Now let’s make it official. If you want to join the team,
you have to prove you understand our three team principles. Are you
ready?

Heather nodded again, but now she actually
looked scared. I wondered if she’d heard how brutal the soccer team
was when it came to hazing, and then I remembered that she was one
of the girls who got pushed out of the locker room naked last week.
She obviously knew what she was getting into, but was either so
brave or so dumb that she didn’t care.

Okay, then, Maria continued.
Principle one is that players don’t hide anything from other
players. We’re totally open in all ways, at all times. Prove that
you accept this principle by taking off your clothes.

Heather fidgeted at first. She’d probably
been naked in front of the other players in the locker room dozens
of times, but it was different when you were outside and everyone
else was keeping their clothes on. She finally pulled her shirt off
over her head then slid her shorts off. The other players chuckled
as she took off her bra and panties, leaving her stark naked. She
was lean and fit with small tits and a great ass, but her face was
beet red as she stood there nude surrounded by her teammates.

Maria moved in front of Heather, and I
noticed for the first time that she held something long and skinny
coiled up in one hand. Good. Now for principle two. Soccer is
the toughest game on Earth, and your body takes a beating every
time you play. Prove that you accept this principle by turning
around and taking a beating right now.

Heather definitely looked scared now, and I
understood why; Maria let the object in her hand dangle down, and I
saw it was a leather belt. Trembling, Heather turned and leaned
over with her palms flat on the picnic table. Now her firm ass was
jutting straight out, and I could see her pussy lips peeking out
between her thighs. The other players took a step back as Maria
moved behind Heather and raised the belt.

Whack!

Heather yelped as the belt struck her ass,
her knees buckling a little. Maria whipped the belt in the opposite
direction, the leather leaving another red stripe on the girl’s
butt. I didn’t count the lashes but Maria kept it up for a solid
minute, swinging the belt forehand then backhand with barely a
pause. One time the belt grazed Heather’s pussy and the girl
squealed, which caused the other players to burst into giggles.
Maria aimed the next few blows in the same area, and Heather
clenched her ass cheeks each time the leather bit into her tender
skin.

Maria finally dropped the belt to the ground
and told Heather to stand up straight. The girl did, and when she
turned around I saw tears on her cheeks. Her ass was red and raw,
and her whole body was still trembling. I sat waiting to see what
the last punishment would be and was shocked when Maria pushed her
own shorts and panties down and stepped out of them. Now she was
naked from the waist down, the black hair between her legs wild and
thick.

Now for principle three. Our team’s goal
is to win every game, no exceptions. Success is the sweetest taste
in the world, but losing tastes like shit. If you taste defeat
once, you never want to taste it again. Maria turned around and
leaned over with her hands on the picnic table, the same position
Heather had just been in. Now prove you accept this principle by
sticking your tongue up my ass.

Heather’s eyes went wide. She looked down at
Maria’s big, curvy ass, and I saw her swallow hard.

I’m not waiting any longer, Maria said
over her shoulder. You can either be a member of this team or
you can be one of the nobodies who sit in the bleachers and cheer
us on. Make your choice and make it now.

Cringing, Heather got down on her knees
behind Maria. The team captain reached back with one hand and
pulled an ass cheek to the side, then Heather leaned forward and
buried her face in the other girl’s crack.

I don’t feel that tongue yet, Maria
snapped. No, don’t lick it. Get that tongue up there,
understand? Fuck my ass with your tongue like it’s a dick. Yeah,
that’s it. Now I can feel it. Push it all the way in. More, more!
There you go! That’s it! You got that taste in your mouth now,
bitch? You remember that’s what defeat tastes like, and you make
sure you never taste it again!

Heather fell backward as Maria stood up
again. The team captain pulled her shorts and panties back on as
Heather sat sprawled on the ground, rubbing her mouth hard. Maria
took a neatly folded uniform out of her backpack then reached out a
hand and pulled Heather up.

Congratulations, rookie. You’re now
officially on the team.

I kept taping as Heather gingerly pulled on
her panties, then her bra. Once she was dressed in her new uniform,
her face finally softened and she even smiled a little—but I bet
she couldn’t wait to grab some mouthwash and guzzle the whole
bottle.

I waited a few minutes after the team left
before I crept out of the shed and made my way back toward the
school. The sun was about to set and the day had turned golden and
hazy. I passed by the baseball field, where our team was in the
middle of a practice. The bleachers were empty, as usual, but then
I noticed one lone girl sitting in the third row and watching the
players. As I got closer, I recognized her as Sylvia Oswald, who
was nearly a friend of mine. I say nearly because she was another
Flintrock native and we’d been in classes together since we were
little. We got along fine and sometimes sat together at lunch, but
we’d never done anything together outside of school.

“Hey, Sylvia. Whatcha doing?”

She turned and looked at me, surprised and a
little nervous. “Oh, hey Grace. Just watching the team.”

Sylvia never missed a Flintrock baseball
game. Our center fielder, Tim Woods, was her next-door neighbor and
close friend. But the practice sessions seemed pretty boring, so I
didn’t get what the excitement was.

“You waiting for Tim?” I asked. “You guys
doing something after practice?”

Sylvia got a weird look on her face, then she
started crying. I’d seen her cry once or twice before, and it’s not
a pretty site. Sylvia’s a cute girl who looks like she could play
the elf princess in one of those fantasy movies; small, slim,
blonde, blue eyes, with sort of a sharp nose and ears that stick
out just a little too far. But when she cries, her whole face
clenches up like a fist and all that cuteness disappears in a
heartbeat.

I was both surprised and concerned, so I
climbed up on the bleachers and sat next to her.

“What’s wrong, Sylvia?”

She just shook her head and looked out at the
field, where some of the players were fielding fly balls hit by one
of the coaches. I saw Tim Woods scamper backward and catch a ball
above his head, which he flung back to home plate with a powerful
snap of his arm. Sylvia’s eyes seemed to be on him, too.

“Is it about Tim?” I asked. “Are you guys
fighting or something?”

Sylvia wiped her eyes and glanced at me, then
looked down at her lap. I could almost see the wheels turning in
her head as she decided whether or not to trust me, then she
finally looked up and told me everything.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 8: Sylvia’s Story

 


 


Sylvia and Tim grew up side by side. Since
they lived next door to each other, they played together from the
time they were little. Sylvia was a bit of a tomboy when she was a
kid, so she didn’t mind playing boy games with Tim. By the time
they reached middle school and Sylvia started dressing and acting
more like a girl, they were already so used to each other that
their differences didn’t matter. Even when they got to high school
and Tim was hanging out with the other jocks while Sylvia spent her
time with the nerds and the brains and the science fiction fans,
the two still had a bond that seemed unbreakable.

The kids who grew up in Flintrock knew Tim
and Sylvia’s history, but when strangers moved in, they always got
confused by the relationship. Were they dating? Were they more like
brother and sister? Did they really have anything in common? Tim
was athletic, good looking, and popular while Sylvia went mostly
unnoticed. When people saw them together, the math just didn’t add
up. But for Tim and Sylvia, there was no math and nothing to figure
out. They had lived fifty feet apart since birth and knew each
other like the backs of their own hands, and that’s all there was
to it.

Because they knew each other so well, no
topic was off limits or uncomfortable to talk about—not even sex.
They joked about positions and body parts and various sex acts,
despite the fact that Sylvia had never even been kissed while Tim
had screwed half a dozen of the girls at school. Tim never got
tired of ribbing Sylvia about her lack of experience, and the girl
had no ammunition to fight back.

“Are you really gonna graduate high school as
a virgin?” Tim asked one day. “We’ve only got a few months
left.”

“Guys aren’t exactly lining up to date me,”
Sylvia shot back. “And even if they were, I wouldn’t know what to
do if things got serious.”

“Come on, you’ve never watched any porn? It’s
all over the internet!”

“Sure, a little, but most of that stuff is
gross. Anyway, watching isn’t the same as doing. I mean, guys at
Flintrock love blowjobs and I’ve got no idea how to give one.”

“Yeah, I guess it’s trickier than it looks.
Some girls are great and some don’t have a clue.”

“That’s the group I’d be in,” Sylvia
muttered. “And you know how it is; you fool around with one guy and
he talks to all the other guys. So even if I manage to get a
boyfriend but can’t make him happy, nobody’s ever gonna ask me out
again.”

“Look, just do what I said and watch a bunch
of videos.”

“It’s not the same! I have to figure out a
way to practice with a banana or something.”

Tim thought for a minute then said, “Well,
you could practice on me.”

Sylvia just sat there. Was Tim joking? He’d
sounded dead serious, though. “Yeah, sure,” she said, adding enough
sarcasm to her voice to let him know that she was only joking,
too.

Tim shrugged. “Whatever. I’m just saying,
I’ve got the equipment you need to practice on and I’ve had plenty
of blowjobs, so I can sort of tell you what to do.”

Sylvia went silent again. Tim definitely
sounded serious now, but how would it even work? Would they kiss
and make out first, or would he just shove his dick in her mouth
and start giving orders? And wouldn’t it feel weird as hell to
touch him like that? Joking about sex was one thing, but wrapping
her lips around his cock was totally different. But as she thought
about it, she found her crotch growing warm. Even though they were
friends, she thought Tim was hot just like the other girls at
school did. And she’d wondered from time to time what he looked
like naked, and sometimes when she was touching herself under the
sheets at night and thinking about boys she liked, Tim’s face and
body would drift through her mind for a moment. What if he felt the
same way about her? What if this was his way of saying he wanted to
take things to a new level?

They were in his bedroom with the door
closed. His parents were downstairs and never bothered them anyway.
This could happen right here and now if she wanted. Tim would pull
down his pants and she would see a guy’s dick in person for the
first time…and not just any guy’s dick…

“Okay, let’s do it,” she said, trying to
sound casual, but she was trembling a little and the words came out
high and squeaky.

Tim raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? Okay, I’ve got
an idea.” He grabbed his laptop, flopped down on the bed, and
started scrolling through menus. “I’ll play a video where the girl
has a great technique, and you can try to copy it.” As the clip
started, Tim laid the laptop to one side and reached for his
belt.

“Wait!” Sylvia yelped. Was this really
happening? And was Tim really being this casual about it? He was
the one who was about to get naked, and he didn’t seem nervous or
embarrassed at all! She stood beside the bed looking down on him,
not sure what to do. “M-maybe we should turn the lights out,” she
said. “To make it more, you know…”

“More what?”

“I don’t know, it just seems weird to do
something like this with all the lights on.”

Tim shrugged and clicked off the bedside
lamp. It was night out so the room went dark, but the light from
the laptop screen bathed the bed in a soft white glow. Sylvia could
see everything clearly as Tim undid his jeans and shoved them down
to his ankles, followed by his boxer shorts. Her throat went dry as
she stared at his exposed cock, which was already getting stiff.
She’d only seen a few dicks on the internet, but Tim’s seemed
pretty big and his balls were big, too. Sylvia fidgeted as she felt
wetness between her legs.

Tim patted the bed on his left side. “Come
over here so you can see the screen while you’re doing it.”

Sylvia obeyed, half-sitting and half-lying
beside Tim with her head above his crotch. The laptop was on the
other side of him, pointed straight at her. Now his dick was only a
few inches away, and it was fully erect. She still couldn’t believe
this was happening, and seeing Tim’s cock with a porn clip playing
behind it made the situation even more bizarre.

“See how she’s using both her hand and her
mouth?” Tim asked. “A lot of girls do that because it splits up the
work and your mouth doesn’t get sore so fast. That’s probably a
good technique for you to try first.”

The brunette on the screen had fake tits and
fake hair and fake lips, but she seemed to really know what she was
doing as she sucked off a bald guy with big muscles and a huge
cock.

“Go on, give it a shot,” Tim urged. “I’ll let
you know if something doesn’t feel right.”

Sylvia reached out and wrapped a hand around
the base of Tim’s dick. It was hard and soft at the same time, like
a broom handle wrapped in silk. He jumped a little and she wondered
if she’d screwed up already, but she could tell by his fast
breathing that he was just excited. She started tugging it slowly
and he panted even harder.

“Now put it in your mouth,” he muttered, and
when Sylvia did, he jumped again. She only had the head between her
lips, but even that felt like a mouthful. I can’t fucking
believe it; Tim’s dick is in my mouth! The taste was weird,
like salty meat, and she couldn’t figure out where her tongue
should be so she kept sliding it around, and that made Tim jump
several more times. “Take it deeper,” he said, pressing down on the
top of her head. “That’s it. Now suck and jerk at the same time. Oh
yeah, that’s good.”

Sylvia had no idea what she was doing, but
Tim seemed to be in heaven. She turned her head and glanced
sideways to see his face, surprised to see that he was staring at
the laptop screen. Was he fantasizing that the girl with the big
fake tits was sucking his dick instead? Sylvia kept pumping his
hard cock with one hand while her mouth slobbered over the top half
of it, trying her best to suck and slide at the same time like the
porn star. She thought Tim would be giving her more directions but
he’d gone silent, just lying there breathing hard with his eyes
glued to the laptop screen.

Just when Sylvia was about to stop sucking
and ask if she was doing something wrong, Tim groaned and started
flooding her mouth with cum. Sylvia gasped; she knew she was
supposed to swallow it, but it was warm and sticky and Tim’s cock
was still spurting, so she swallowed a little but gagged and
coughed, which made some drip out of her mouth, then she did her
best to swallow the rest and finally Tim sighed and laid still as
one last dribble spilled out onto Sylvia’s tongue.

She sat up and wiped her mouth, trying not to
make a face, but the stuff had been sour and greasy and she could
still feel it in her throat, which made her cough a little more.
Tim grabbed some tissues from a box by the bed and wiped himself
off then pulled his jeans back up. Sylvia had no idea what would
happen then; she hoped he would say it felt good, and maybe he’d
even hug her. A big part of her wished he would kiss her and grab
her tits and maybe even slide a hand down her pants. Now that they
had crossed this line, she wanted to keep going. But all Tim did
was give her a crooked half-smile and say, “It’s kind of a turn off
when the girl gags. You’ll need to work on that.”

Sylvia was speechless. Tim turned on the
lights and started talking about school and music and the other
stuff they always chatted about, but Sylvia was sitting there
thinking You just came in my mouth and all you want to talk
about is the new album you’re listening to? She went along with
it, though, trying her best to act normal for the rest of the night
despite the fact that something huge and bizarre had just
happened.

When it was almost time for her to go home,
Tim shocked her again by asking if she wanted to give the blowjob
another try. She wanted to say Hell no, that’s the last thing I
want to do right now, but since she’d already done it once,
that would probably seem weird. Instead she just asked Tim if he
could really come twice in an hour, and he laughed and said his
record was four times in one evening.

This time he played a video of a beautiful
Japanese woman who used a corkscrew motion with her hand while she
sucked cock, and Sylvia tried to copy it but it was hard to watch
the screen and suck dick at the same time. She did take Tim’s cock
a little deeper than before, and when he shot a smaller load, she
swallowed it all without coughing. Afterward he told her she was
getting better, and that with more practice she’d be able to
impress any potential boyfriend.

From that night on, the relationship was on a
totally different level. No matter what they did together, whether
it was seeing a movie or going out for ice cream or just hanging
out, the evening always ended with Tim suggesting that Sylvia get
more practice by giving him a blowjob. She always agreed because
she didn’t know how to tell him no, and after a couple of weeks she
got so good that Tim didn’t even play the videos anymore. She
thought he might end it there and tell her she didn’t need more
practice, but he surprised her by saying that now she had to
practice something different; being naked in front of guys.

“Taking your clothes off in front of somebody
can be scary, and you don’t want to turn the guy off by standing
there shaking with your arms wrapped around yourself.”

“B-b-but…Tim, I can’t strip in front of
you!”

“What’s the big deal? You’ve seen my dick a
bunch of times, so this’ll make us even. And once you get
comfortable in front of me, you can get comfortable in front of
anybody.”

Sylvia tried to fight it but Tim wouldn’t
stop nagging her until she agreed. After she said yes she thought
she could strip in his bathroom and maybe come out in a towel or
something before she went all the way, but Tim insisted that she
strip right in the middle of his bedroom with all the lights on.
Her hands trembled as she did it, and once she was finished, she
stood there shaking as Tim walked circles around her and studied
her naked body. He did it like a farmer buying a horse, poking and
prodding while he muttered under his breath. Sylvia knew she wasn’t
a supermodel but her body was still decent; her tits were small but
were a nice round shape, and she had good legs and a nice ass. Tim
pinched that ass and squeezed those tits as he made his inspection,
then he dropped his pants and told Sylvia it was time to practice
her blowjobs. He was hard as a rock and came fast that time, with
Sylvia struggling to swallow his cum as he pumped it down her
throat.

That day marked a new milestone in their
relationship. From then on, Tim never wanted to go to movies or go
out for ice cream or talk about music. Whenever they got together,
the first thing he wanted was for Sylvia to strip and suck him off
and afterward he’d say he was tired or had to go meet friends or
make some other excuse to get rid of her. Once when she came to his
house for a visit, he said he was going jogging with some guys on
the baseball team and only had a few minutes, then he pushed her to
her knees and whipped out his dick and stuck it in her mouth. He
came quick then barely pulled his shorts back up before he rushed
out the door, leaving Sylvia on her knees with a mouth full of
cum.

Sylvia was humiliated, but she could never
say no to Tim. He even got to the point where he asked her to suck
him off in his car at school a few times during lunch break, and
the day Dixie Davis ran down the hallway with her tits and ass
spilling out of her clothes after Mandy’s prank, Tim caught the
action on video then dragged Sylvia to the boys bathroom, took her
into a stall, and made her blow him while he watched the footage of
Dixie on his phone. The two had known each other forever, but in
just a few weeks Sylvia had gone from being Tim’s close friend to
his blowjob slave.

 


* * *

 


The baseball team was wrapping up their
practice as Sylvia finished the story. I just shook my head, amazed
at what she’d told me.

“So you do all that, and you also go to all
his games and even sit here and watch him practice? You’re totally
hooked on him, aren’t you?”

“I’m not here to watch,” she murmured. “Tim
says he gets a big adrenaline rush from practice, and it makes him
hard. He can’t go into the locker room like that because the other
guys would think he’s…well, you know…so I meet him after practice
and we go into the dugout for a few minutes so I can take care of
it for him.”

Now I was really shocked. “Wait a minute. You
hang out here for hours while he throws the ball around, then you
get down on your knees for him while he’s still dirty and
sweaty?”

“You think I’m a slut, right?” The other
players had left for the locker room but Tim was lingering by the
dugout, looking at us funny. Sylvia saw him and stood up to leave.
“It’s okay. Sucking his dick when he’s like this doesn’t make me
feel dirtier than I already do. But I can’t stop. I guess at this
point, I need it as much as he does.”

I sat there staring as she went to meet him.
Part of me felt sorry for her…but the other part was wondering how
I could sneak up to the dugout and watch.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 9. Valentina Pays the Price

 


 


From that point on, I went to the shed twice
a day every day. I figured that way I’d double my chances of
getting new video clips for my private collection, and even if
nobody showed up in the morning, I might still catch an afternoon
show. My classmates rarely disappointed me; most days I saw at
least one couple going at it, and sometimes it was two. Days where
no one showed up at all were pretty rare, but even if that
happened, I had plenty of material on my phone that I could watch
as I sat and waited in the dim shed with my hand up my skirt.

After a couple of weeks, I noticed that I was
seeing a lot of the same people over and over. I guess some of them
had no other place to do their dirty business, or maybe they just
enjoyed the thrill of fucking in the woods so close to school. Todd
and Tiffany were regulars, and they must have been just as guilty
as they were horny, because they never hooked up without mentioning
at least once that Todd was screwing around behind Samantha’s back.
I also saw Craig and Chrissy a lot, and I was always surprised that
two boring kids like that could screw with such intensity. Clarissa
and Hank showed up a few more times, too. Apparently Clarissa had
forgiven Hank for coming in her mouth because she let him do it a
few more times, although he always warned her before it happened
and she still refused to swallow, spitting his load in the grass
instead.

Instead of random sex scenes, the stuff I saw
from the shed felt like episodes from a pornographic soap opera. I
saw those same people in class and around school, and I sometimes
overheard them talking about both their relationships and their
hookups. I saw Todd walking with his arm around Samantha, and I
also saw the dirty looks Tiffany gave them whenever they passed by.
Other cheerleaders whispered about the tension between Tiffany and
Samantha behind their backs, which made me wonder how long this
situation would simmer before it finally boiled over.

I also listened in on a few conversations
between Randy, Jake, and Billy. I’d watched all three of them
getting one of Valentina’s special hand jobs, and I’d also seen her
cousin Hector stealing from whoever was getting his dick jerked at
the time. They had their system down pat, with Hector sneaking up
and fishing in the customer’s backpack for less than a minute
before he slipped away again with something in his pocket. And even
though Valentina’s customers never caught a glimpse of him, they
definitely knew something was up.

One day during lunch, I ate at the table
beside theirs as the three guys sat with their heads together. I
wore my headphones and moved my head as I ate so they’d think I was
enjoying some music, but I was actually listening to their every
word.

“I’m telling you, something weird’s going
on,” Billy said. “I know I had a hundred bucks before I hooked up
with her, and when I stopped to buy gas a few hours later, I only
had forty.”

“Maybe you dropped some when you paid her,”
Jake said.

“No way, I would’ve noticed. I took out the
money, gave her twenty, and put the rest back. I know I had four
twenties left cause I counted them.”

“What about you?” Randy asked Jake. “You ever
lose anything after you hook up with her?”

Jake shrugged. “I don’t know. Last week I was
carrying some weed in my bag but when I went to roll one, I
couldn’t find it.”

“You probably smoked it up then forgot about
it,” Billy said, chuckling.

“Maybe not,” Randy said. “I lost my Air Pods
the same way. I know they were in my bag, then suddenly they were
gone. Same thing with the zip drive I used to carry around when I
was swapping movies with this guy in my shop class. That thing cost
me fifty bucks and I was pissed as hell when I lost it. Or maybe I
didn’t lose it.”

“So what are you saying?” Billy asked. “You
think that bitch is ripping us off? How could she? She’s right in
front of us the whole time.”

“But we leave our shit on the table. Maybe
that’s when it happens.”

“How? If anybody messed with our stuff,
Valentina would see them.”

“I don’t know, man, but we need to check it
out. Either of you hooking up with her today?”

“I am,” Jake said. “Right after school.”

“Good, then here’s what we’ll do. Me and
Billy will give you a head start then we’ll follow you down there
and hang out on the other side of the bleachers. If anything funny
happens, we’ll see it.”

Jake wasn’t thrilled with having a crowd
around while he got his dick jerked, but he finally gave in. I
wasn’t thrilled either, because it meant two extra people might
catch me going in or out of the shed. I thought about staying away
for once, but now I was curious as hell; would Hector notice the
other guys and play it safe, or would he and Valentina finally get
busted? And if they did, what would the three guys do about it? My
little soap opera might finally get some action to go along with
all the sex!

I ran like hell to the shed after class that
day, and by the time I took my seat inside I was panting so hard I
thought my lungs would burst. I got my phone out and waited
patiently, and soon Valentina and Jake appeared. Valentina and her
customers had their routine down pat by now, and in less than five
minutes she’d changed into her sexy outfit and was jerking Jake
off. He was staring at her chest with his normal goofy grin on his
face, mesmerized by her jiggling tits and her nonstop stream of
dirty talk.

I didn’t have to wait long to see what
happened next. Hector appeared as usual, peeking out from behind
the bleachers before he crept to the picnic table and started
rifling through Jake’s backpack. But Randy and Billy must have
followed right behind him, because less than a minute later they
charged out and grabbed him by the arms.

What the fuck you doing, man? Randy
snapped.

You’re the one who’s been ripping us
off? Billy added, shoving Hector’s shoulder.

Valentina and Jake both jumped up, with Jake
stuffing his hard cock back in his pants as Valentina rushed over
to protect her cousin.

Leave him alone! She yelped, trying to
squeeze between Hector and the guys. Now those big braless tits of
hers were nearly pressed to Randy’s chest as they swung free
beneath the white tank top.

What’s the fucking deal, Valentina?
Randy shouted into her face. Are you in on this too?

We needed the money! She blubbered,
tears in her eyes now.

Hey, shut up! Hector hissed as Billy
kept a tight grip on his arm.

But the floodgates were open now and
Valentina spilled everything. Her family was dead broke and
couldn’t afford to buy her new clothes or makeup, so she came up
with the hand job scam as a way to get some spending money. Hector
kept part of the cash and helped her pawn the other stuff he
stole.

Jake was dumbstruck, just standing there with
his mouth open, but Randy and Billy were livid. Randy paced back
and forth, swearing his head off while Billy held onto Hector.

You’re both gonna get kicked out of
school! Randy grunted.

Please, no! Valentina begged.
There’s only two weeks left! We’ve got to get those
diplomas!

For what? So you can get real jobs? You
should’ve thought of that in the first place!

The argument went on for a few minutes until
Billy finally asked, So what are we gonna do with them?

Randy stood thinking about it, then he stared
down at Valentina. She was hugging her chest, which made her big
tits stick out even more. Her nipples were hard as rocks under the
thin fabric of the tank top.

Okay, here’s the deal. If you want us to keep
our mouths shut, you have to pay for it.

But I already told you how broke I am!
Valentina complained.

Not with cash. You have to let us fuck you.
All three of us, right here and now.

Valentina cried more and Hector swore and
shook his head, but the two knew they were trapped and had no
choice. Just this once? Valentina asked timidly. Then you
promise not to rat us out?

Yeah, just once. But you’re not tricking any
of us into thinking we got you pregnant, so it’s going up your ass
instead.

That caused more tears and complaints, but
Valentina and Hector still had no leverage. As I got my phone ready
for the show, my pulse racing, Billy made Hector stand with his
back against a tall, skinny tree then he ripped the laces out of
Hector’s sneakers and used them to tie his hands behind the tree so
he couldn’t move an inch. Holy shit, were they going to make him
watch his cousin get butt fucked three times in a row?

Apparently that was the plan, because next
Randy ordered Valentine to strip and lean over the top of the
picnic table. As she peeled her clothes off with trembling hands, I
saw that her body was even more amazing than I’d thought. Her tits
were huge but firm with enormous nipples, and that ass of hers was
so big and juicy that I couldn’t help wondering how it would feel
to squeeze it. The guys didn’t have to wonder, though; once
Valentina was naked, all three of them started pawing her. They’d
had glimpses of that incredible flesh for weeks, but now that it
was out in the open, they couldn’t keep from pinching and groping
all those soft, warm parts.

Randy called the first turn, unzipping his
pants as Valentina leaned over the table with her big tits mashed
against the top. Hey, no fair, Billy said. That horse
dick of yours is gonna ruin her for the rest of us. Randy
chuckled and said he’d bet Valentina’s ass had already been
stretched out plenty of times, then he rubbed some of the lube the
girl used for hand jobs on his dick and nudged the head against the
girls’ asshole.

As Randy started pushing, I got the feeling
he was right. Valentina did grunt and clench her teeth a little,
but that big cock still went all the way in without much effort.
Once Randy was balls-deep, he grabbed Valentina’s hips with both
hands and started thrusting. It was weird to see those two fucking
with an audience, but Jake and Billy seemed totally comfortable as
they stood nearby, grinning and cheering Randy on. I thought Hector
might look away but he was focused on the action too, staring at
his nude cousin as Randy plowed into her from behind. He had pulled
Valentina up off the table and was holding her big tits like
handles, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he rammed into
her. Every time he thrust his hips forward, his stomach made a wet,
meaty slapping sound and Valentina’s big ass quivered.

Randy only lasted a few minutes before he
moaned and shot his load deep inside Valentina’s ass. He grinned as
he pulled out, saying Now you guys have some extra lube to work
with. Jake insisted on being next since his hand job had gotten
ruined before it was finished, so he dropped his jeans and climbed
on. He fucked Valentina like a madman, holding her ass cheeks as he
thrust into her with short, quick rabbit strokes. Jake came even
faster than Randy, then it was Billy’s turn. Billy’s dick was
almost as big as Randy’s, and it was hard as steel from watching
Valentina take it up the ass twice already. It slid easily into her
wet, sloppy asshole, which was now leaking a trail of cum down the
inside of her leg. Billy went for Valentina’s tits, his chest
pressed to her sweaty bare back as he mauled those big jugs while
fucking her ass with slow, clumsy strokes. He sounded like a
werewolf when he came, nearly howling as he pumped his own cum into
the girl’s flooded ass.

Billy used the last of the tissues from
Valentina’s little kit to wipe himself dry, tossing them on the
ground afterward. He zipped up and stood next to Randy and Jake,
who were staring down at the exhausted girl. She was still slumped
across the top of the picnic table, her big tits mashed to the wood
again, her naked skin covered with sweat and cum. She finally
lifted her head to look at the guys, her lower lip trembling.

So now you won’t tell, right?

Randy nodded. Don’t worry, we’ll keep out
mouths shut. But you still have to give us back everything you
stole.

B-b-but…I can’t! I spent most of the cash,
and we sold the other stuff already!

Then you better figure something out, because
you’re not ripping us off and getting away with it.

Valentina cried and blubbered some more,
looking at Hector for help at one point. He just shrugged, still
staring at his cousin’s nude body with a glazed look on his
face.

Randy noticed Hector’s weird expression and
pulled Jake and Billy to the side. The three guys muttered in low
tones for a minute, then all three burst out laughing.

Tell you what, Randy said, we’ll
give you a chance to break even. He went over to Hector and
roughly unzipped his jeans then yanked them and Hector’s underwear
down to his ankles. Hector’s dick popped out, and Valentina gasped
when she saw that he was already hard. Here’s the deal,
Randy continued. If you can make Hector come in less than five
minutes, you guys get to keep everything you stole.

Oh my god! Valentina gasped. That’s
disgusting! He’s my cousin!

Yeah, but he obviously doesn’t give a shit.
Look at that boner he’s got from watching you take it up the
ass!

Hector’s cheeks were already red but now he
blushed even more. He slid his eyes away from Valentina, but his
cock was still so hard it was quivering.

Please, no! Valentina begged. I
can’t jerk off my own cousin!

Nobody said you had to jerk him off,
Randy chuckled. You have to suck him instead.

Oh my god! How could you…that’s so…Hector,
for god’s sake, say something!

Now Hector was staring at Valentina again.
Yeah, come on, guys, give us a break, he said, but he didn’t
sound very convincing.

That’s the deal, take it or leave it,
Randy said. But if you don’t do it, you have to give our stuff
back. And if you can’t do that, you can forget about the other deal
we made.

No, you can’t! Valentina wailed. She
even got down on her knees and started begging, which was pretty
sexy since she was still naked. I almost felt sorry for her, but if
she hadn’t ripped those guys off, she wouldn’t be in this mess in
the first place.

Randy sighed. Hector’s the one who
actually ripped us off, so maybe we should just kick his ass
instead. Since he’s all tied up, he won’t even put up a fight.
Let’s see how he feels after I give him a hard kick in the
balls.

Valentina gasped as Randy drew his leg back,
then she jumped up and grabbed him by the arm. No, don’t!
Please! Hector looked scared now too, and his dick was starting
to droop. Valentina begged and cried some more, but the guys were
in no mood to negotiate. As Randy moved close to Hector again,
fists clenched, Valentina jumped between them then dropped to her
knees.

No! I’ll d-do it! She looked up at
Hector. I’m so sorry. Just close your eyes, okay? Close your
eyes and try not to think about what’s happening.

Hector nodded, but he didn’t look the least
bit upset as his cousin knelt naked in front of him. In fact, his
dick was already getting fully hard again.

Remember, you’ve got five minutes to make
him come, Randy reminded Valentina, and the clock starts
now.

He started the timer on his phone, and
Valentina shivered as she leaned toward Hector’s crotch. She opened
her mouth, hesitated, then squeezed her eyes shut as she took half
of his dick in her mouth. She shuddered and gagged at first like
she’d just bitten into a lemon, but then she tightened her lips and
started sucking as she darted her head back and forth. Hector
closed his eyes too and moaned, his mouth hanging open. Randy,
Billy, and Jake stood around watching, occasionally laughing or
cheering Valentina on. She was blowing Hector like a porn star,
sucking so hard her cheeks were hollowed. Her tits jiggled like
crazy the whole time, and I could tell Randy and his friends were
getting horny again as they watched.

Soon Hector started shaking and his slack
mouth opened even wider. As he let out a low groan, legs trembling,
Randy pushed Valentina’s head deeper into Hector’s crotch so she
couldn’t pull away. The girl whimpered and struggled as cum filled
her mouth, so much that a trickle even leaked down her chin. Once
Hector stopped jerking, Randy let go of Valentina and ordered her
to open her mouth. She pulled away from Hector and parted her lips
to show the load inside, then Randy told her to swallow it. She
obeyed, shuddering and coughing as the greasy wad slid down her
throat.

Four minutes and ten seconds, Randy
said. You made it. I’m not surprised, though. I always figured
you’d be a great cock sucker. Check it out, you look like a
professional. He held up his phone so Valentina could see the
screen and she gasped when she saw the video of herself sucking her
cousin’s dick.

Oh my god, you’ve got to delete that! If our
parents ever see that, they’ll die!

Don’t worry, Randy said, I’ll keep
it to myself…as long as you make it worth my while.

B-but you know I’m broke! I can’t afford to
pay you!

Who said anything about money? Now that I
know how good you are with your mouth, you can work it off in a
different way. He reached for his zipper, grinning. In fact,
I’m so horny right now I think I’m ready for your first
payment.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 10: Cheerleader Catfight

 


 


The year was nearly over and none of the
seniors were thinking about school. Everyone was focused on the
summer instead, anxious to sleep late and goof off and do whatever
they wanted. Some were planning for college, some were looking for
jobs, and some had no fucking idea what they would do next.

With time running out, some people took
advantage of their final chances to mess with their fellow
students. Mackenzie, who had been ordering Lilly to do quick dares
that left her semi-naked for weeks, pulled off a grand finale by
making Lilly strip totally nude then climb the rope hanging from
the gym ceiling. It happened during the break between classes and
Mackenzie told Lilly that if she climbed up and down fast enough,
she could get dressed again before anyone saw her. But Lilly was
afraid of heights and had always struggled with the rope climb
during gym class, so once she got to the top, she was too scared to
climb back down. She ended up dangling there nude for half an hour
until a group of gym teachers finally coaxed her down.

Dixie Davis was also the victim of one last
prank. She had been obsessed about her weight ever since the
“shrinking clothes” incident, so a group of guys from her science
class came up with a solution. They typed up a fake report from a
nonexistent health web site about how swallowing semen coats the
stomach and keeps calories from being absorbed. They convinced
Dixie that if she swallowed several loads at once, she could eat
whatever she wanted for a week or more without worrying about
putting on the pounds. Poor dumb Dixie fell for it, and I watched
as she sucked off four guys in a row behind the bleachers one day.
By the time she was done, she looked so sick that I thought she
might throw up. She probably didn’t even feel like binging on junk
food after guzzling four loads of jizz.

During those final weeks, one topic on
everyone’s minds was the tension between Tiffany and Samantha. Todd
was still seeing Tiffany behind Samantha’s back, but the rumors and
suspicions had finally caught up with him and Samantha had a good
idea of what was going on. All the other cheerleaders had noticed
the tension by then, and the bad feelings finally boiled over as
the school year came to an end. The two girls arranged to meet
behind the bleachers on the last day of class to settle things once
and for all.

I ran to the shed once the final bell rang,
eager to take my prime seat before everyone else showed up. The
buzz had been circulating all day, and lots of people said they
were coming to watch. Based on the nasty things the two
cheerleaders were saying about each other, everyone figured the
face-off might turn into a fight. Girls loved the idea of seeing
two stuck-up cheerleaders beat the crap out of each other, and all
the guys hoped some clothes would get ripped off in the
process.

A few minutes after I got there, other
students started showing up in small groups and before long there
were at least fifty teens mingling around the picnic table. I saw a
mix of athletes, nerds, stoners, and even members of the student
government; it looked like everyone was eager to see how this
played out. Todd and a few other football players came later,
followed by the entire cheerleading squad.

Tiffany and Samantha didn’t seem fazed at all
by the big crowd. Samantha started things off by getting right in
Tiffany’s face.

Is it true? she snapped. Are you
screwing around with Todd?

Tiffany just shook her head and looked away,
arms crossed over her chest. She wore a yellow tank top and a denim
miniskirt and her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail.

Come on, bitch, admit it! Samantha
continued. She’s tall and blonde and wore tight jeans and a tight
red top that showed off her athletic figure. Admit it in front
of everyone! Tell them all how you’ve been fucking your best
friend’s boyfriend!

Tiffany shrugged and let out a heavy sigh.
You don’t understand. I didn’t—

Didn’t what? Didn’t fuck him? Didn’t suck
his dick? Samantha waved a hand at Todd, who stood there
looking sheepish. He practically told me everything. I just want
to hear it from you.

Another heavy sigh from Tiffany. You know
what, Sam? If you were treating him right, he never would’ve come
to me in the first place. In a way, this is all your fault.

Samantha’s jaw dropped. Are you fucking
kidding me? You fucking whore!

The blonde shoved Tiffany, who stumbled
backward. Before she could recover, Samantha ran up and swung
wildly at the other girl’s head. The blow connected and Tiffany
stumbled again, clutching her skull this time. She started
backpedaling, trying to get away from Samantha, but the crowd was
so thick that she kept smashing into people.

With Samantha ranting and waving her fists,
the crowd spread back to give the two girls some room. Soon the
grassy area beside the picnic table was clear, and the blonde
charged at Tiffany again. Now she was swinging both fists wildly,
hammering Tiffany on the head and shoulders and arms with a flurry
of clumsy blows. The brunette was so busy trying to cover up that
she couldn’t even fight back; she just bent over and clutched her
chest, saying Ow! Ow! Ow! each time one of Samantha’s hard
little fists landed on her. Tiffany finally ducked down, making her
body into a tight ball with only her back exposed. This frustrated
Samantha, who grabbed a fistful of Tiffany’s tank top and tried to
yank her to her feet again. The brunette howled and flailed as the
fabric stretched out then got hiked up under her armpits, exposing
her pink bra and the big tits jiggling inside it.

The crowd loved that, and soon a group of
guys was yelling Strip her! Strip her! Samantha smiled
wickedly and started tugging on Tiffany’s shirt with both hands,
and soon it ripped right off. Tiffany launched herself to her feet
and tried to run, but her miniskirt had gotten bunched around her
thighs and she stumbled forward and fell face-first onto the grass.
Samantha dove on top of her, tearing off the other girl’s bra then
grabbing her skirt and wrestling it down her legs. Soon Tiffany was
naked except for her skimpy panties, but as she frantically tried
to scramble to her feet, Samantha tore those off too.

The crowd whooped as Tiffany lay on the
grass, naked and bawling. Samantha growled at the girl to get up,
but the brunette only there lay trying to curl up into a ball.
Samantha spit on Tiffany’s back, then she kicked the other girl
hard in the ass. I said get up! Right now, or I swear to god
I’ll put my foot all the way up your asshole!

Trembling, Tiffany finally got to her feet.
Her arms were wrapped around her chest but her ass and pussy were
hanging out for everyone to see. Then Samantha ordered her friend
to drop her arms to her sides, which she finally did. Now she was
totally exposed, those big tits jiggling as the girl shivered in
fear.

Tell everyone what a slut you are!
Samantha ordered.

Tiffany stood trembling for a moment,
glancing nervously at all the leering faces surrounding her.
I-I’m a s-slut, she finally muttered.

Louder! Samantha insisted.

I-I’m a slut! Tiffany squeaked.

Now tell everyone you’re a whore!

I-I’m a whore!

Since you’re a whore, get down on your knees
like one!

Tiffany just stared, wide-eyed, but then she
obeyed and sank to her knees on the grass. Samantha called Todd
over and made him stand in front of Tiffany, then he grunted in
surprise as she undid his jeans and jerked them and his boxers to
his knees.

Whoa! What the fuck? he barked, and
the crowd chuckled at the sight of his hard cock twitching just a
foot in front of Tiffany’s face.

Take a good look, bitch, Samantha
hissed, because this is the last time you’ll ever see Todd’s
cock. But since I know you’re gonna miss it, I’ll give you a little
goodbye present.

Todd grunted again as Samantha grabbed his
dick and started pumping it. Some people in the crowd laughed and
others gasped at how crazy the situation had gotten. Tiffany was so
stunned she just stared at the hard cock in front of her, so close
it nearly bumped her nose every time Samantha jerked it. I thought
Todd might be so embarrassed that he wouldn’t be able to come, but
he didn’t even last five minutes before he groaned and his dick
started spurting. Tiffany squealed as the cum splashed all over her
face, coating her nose and cheeks. One big blob dripped into her
mouth and she coughed, but Samantha grabbed her by the hair and
held her head in place until Todd’s cock was finally empty.

Now get up, Samantha ordered. Tiffany
obeyed, wiping gingerly at her face as she tried to get the sticky
cum away from her eyes. Samantha grabbed the other girl by the
shoulders and spun her around, then gave her a hard smack on the
ass. Now get lost before I give you a real beating!

Tiffany stumbled, clutching her sore ass,
then she bent and reached for the clothes which were strewn on the
ground.

I said get lost! Samantha bellowed,
stepping on the skirt before Tiffany could pick it up. The
brunette’s lip trembled as she stood there naked and helpless, then
she let out one long wail as she turned and ran away through the
woods.

Holy fuck. On the last day of class, I’d
gotten one of the best videos in my collection. I’d been fingering
myself the whole time too, but with so many people outside, I’d
been too nervous to come. As the crowd started laughing and talking
and checking out their own photos and videos of Tiffany, I tapped
my phone screen to check the quality of mine. My hands were
slippery with sweat and pussy juice, though, and the phone slid out
of my hands and fell on my foot. I bit my lip to keep from crying
out, but as I leaned forward to pick the phone up, I bumped my head
on the wall of the shed. Shit! I yelped, then clapped a hand
over my mouth in horror.

When I peeped out through the hole, everyone
was staring in my direction. The metal wall of the shed had rattled
when I hit it with my head, and the people nearby had probably
heard me swear, too. Randy charged over and yanked the door open,
his eyes going wide when he saw me.

What the fuck are you doing in there?

I was sitting with my legs spread, my panties
still down around my ankles, with my phone held in my lap. Since I
sat facing the door, Randy could probably see right up my
skirt.

Seriously, what the fuck? Why are you
hiding in here? And what are you looking at? He snatched my
phone and stared at the screen, which showed thumbnails of all my
videos. He frowned then played a few seconds of one, then
another.

Hey, fucking shit! There’s a video of me
on here! Probably the clip of him and Valentina from a few days
ago. Randy shook his head then turned to the crowd. Hey, Billy!
Jake! You’re on here too!

Those two guys came over, followed by a few
more students. Soon nearly everyone was crowded around the door of
the shed, all babbling at once.

Who is that? Is it Grace?

What’s she doing?

Why is she hiding?

Shit, her panties are down! She’s probably
whacking off!

Hey, look at that video on her phone. That’s
porn!

Not just porn, it’s Jake and Valentina!

Wait, look at the menu. Scroll down. She’s
got dozens of them!

There’s Craig, and Chrissy, and Derrick…shit,
she’s got everybody!

As the group passed my phone around, Randy
reached into the shed and hauled me out by one arm. My panties were
still hooked around one ankle but they came loose as I stumbled out
into the light.

What’s the fucking deal? Randy
insisted. How’d you get all these videos of us?

Everyone was staring at me. I knew I should
lie, or stall, or just keep my damn mouth shut, but I was so
nervous and scared that I started babbling and told them
everything; how I found the shed, how I saw my first couple fucking
by accident, how I got the idea to come back every day and start
taping…everything, down to the grossest little detail.

When I was finished, the group went silent
for moment. I’m sure most of them were shocked to learn that shy,
quiet little Grace was a bigger pervert than all of them combined.
Then they started muttering and swearing as they tried to decide
what to do next.

We should turn her in to the principal.

What’s the use? School’s over, he can’t do
anything!

Turn her in to the police, then! She probably
broke a ton of laws!

Nah, let’s just beat the crap out of her.
That’ll teach her a lesson.

That’s not enough! She saw a lot of us naked,
and she even watched us fucking!

We need to humiliate her like she humiliated
us!

Yeah, but how?

I stood there trembling as the group tossed
around possibilities, and when they finally made their decision, my
blood froze.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 11: Graduation Day

 


 


The school gymnasium was packed. Rows of
chairs stretched from the stage to the back wall, and every seat
was filled. My parents and grandparents were out there, and so were
most of my neighbors and friends and nearly everyone else who knew
me. I sat with the rest of my classmates in the first few rows of
chairs, all of us dressed in identical navy blue caps and gowns.
Mackenzie sat beside me while Randy, Billy, and Jake were in the
row behind us. Other people I’d spied on at the bleachers were
nearby too, all of them giving me wicked grins.

The ceremony began and our principal stood to
make a speech. When he was done, our class president, Clarissa,
said a few words. She ended her speech by saying, And while the
last four years will stay in our memories forever, today will be
the day we look back on most fondly. She stared straight at me
while she spoke that final sentence because like everyone else, she
knew exactly what would happen when I walked on stage.

The principal took his spot beside the table
stacked with diploma holders, and the vice principal began calling
out names one at a time. Because Mackenzie’s name came right after
mine, she’d been appointed as my watcher to make sure I followed
the orders. Not that I had much choice; they’d kept my phone
hostage and said they wouldn’t give it back until after the
ceremony ended. If I didn’t follow their instructions to the
letter, they would turn the phone in to the police and tell them
everything.

When it was our turn, the students in our row
stood and formed a line near the stage. We shuffled forward one by
one as the names were called, and when we got to the stairs,
Mackenzie leaned forward and whispered in my ear from behind.

Remember, act perfectly normal. Don’t run or
try to hide or do anything else out of the ordinary. Just walk up
and get your diploma like everyone else, then walk off again. If
you don’t, you’ll never get your phone back…and before we give it
to the cops, we’ll show your family what you’ve been up to for the
past few months.

I nodded, but my legs shook as I mounted the
stairs. Three students were ahead of me…then two…then one…then my
heart started hammering as the vice principal called my name.

Grace Parker!

I stood frozen for a moment before Mackenzie
nudged me from behind. Then, my fingers trembling, I yanked down
the zipper on the front of my gown and let it fall to the floor.
The audience gasped as I walked across the stage stark naked, my
high heels making hollow thuds with every step. I stopped in front
of the principal, who stared at my exposed tits and pussy with a
glazed look on his face. I held out my hand for my diploma and
tried to smile naturally, but I was so scared my teeth were nearly
chattering. When he didn’t give it to me, I fluttered my hand up
and down in a come on gesture. He finally took the top
diploma off the stack and held it out, his lips moving as if he
wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words.

I snatched the diploma from him then walked
to the other side of the stage. As I turned to go down the other
set of stairs, I knew everyone in the crowd could see the words
Mackenzie had written on my bare back with red lipstick in letters
six inches high:

Slut

Bitch

Pervert

A loud, steady buzz had been coming from the
crowd ever since I dropped my robe, but now there were fresh gasps.
My cheeks were already red but they burned even hotter as I thought
about my family and everyone else in town seeing me like that,
stripped bare and humiliated.

One of the school security guards, a tough
black woman, was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs.
Very funny, young lady, she said, although she obviously
wasn’t amused. Now come with me. She took me to a small
office in the corner of the auditorium, told me to sit down, then
locked the door and left me alone while she went to find something
for me to put on. The room was tiny with only a desk and a few
filing cabinets in it. I sat there naked on a folding chair facing
the desk, my bare ass sticking to the metal. My legs twitched
nervously, both knees jittering up and down until I slapped my
palms on top of them. And then, unable to control myself, one of
those hands slid down my thigh and headed straight for my pussy,
which was already damp with excitement.

 


 


 


 





Epilogue

 


 


I went back to Flintrock High one last time
at the end of summer, just to say goodbye. Classes wouldn’t start
for another week and the place was deserted. I didn’t see a soul as
I walked a lap around the outside of the building, pausing at the
lunch area before I took the path in the woods that led to the
bleachers. Everything was the same; used condoms, tissues, and
others trash piled under the picnic table, beer cans and liquor
bottles and cigarette butts scattered among the trees, and even a
stray pair of black panties lying in a wad near the shed. I opened
the door and peeked inside at my old nest; it looked cold and
deserted now, but as I stuck my head inside and breathed deeply, I
imagined I could still smell sweat and cum lingering in the
air.

As I drove away that day, I didn’t bother to
look back. I could always visit again if I started feeling
sentimental. Since I had decided to go to Flintrock College, I
would only be a few minutes away. Even after everything that
happened at the end of high school, this damaged, old-fashioned
town with its dominant men and submissive women and its pervasive
atmosphere of sex and lust and desire still had me caught in its
sweaty grip. And as I drove toward the Flintrock College campus, I
got the feeling that whatever new adventures awaited me would be
even more filthy and disgusting than everything I’d already
witnessed—or at least I hoped they would be.
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