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By the time Rachel Panneck reached her junior
year of high school, she had learned one thing for certain; if you
grew up in a small town, you better hope the other kids your age
are nice—because if they’re not, you’re stuck with those same jerks
for 12 years until you graduate.

Rachel spent most of her years from
kindergarten through high school being invisible to the other
students in her classes, which was fine with her. She was a shy,
quiet girl who loved to read and write and draw, which were all
things she could do alone. She loved books about wizards and
dragons, binge-watched movies about vampires and werewolves, and
was crazy about anything that transported her away from the real
world. With so many fantastic creatures to keep her company, she
didn’t miss the other kids one bit.

But because she was so shy, Rachel was a
natural magnet for bullies. There was nothing wrong with her
physically—she was average height, average weight, with straight
blonde hair and a pleasant face—but the other kids still found
things to criticize. They called her “Rachel Pancake,” which was
dumb, because even though her tits were small, she wasn’t totally
flat. They also made fun of her love for fantasy books and movies,
and after somebody caught a glimpse of the replica Harry Potter
wand she carried around in her backpack, they started calling her
Dumbledork and Witch Bitch, too.

The worst bullies were a group known as the
Gables Gang because they all lived in West Gables, a snotty
upper-class neighborhood near the high school. Their leader was a
girl named Victoria Wentworth who had curly brown hair, wore
designer clothes and tons of jewelry, and looked down on anybody
who shopped at “normal” stores instead of boutiques. She was also a
tough, smart, vicious girl who ruled the other West Gables teens
with an iron hand. That included her big, dumb football player
boyfriend Kurt and a handful of other teens who stayed glued to
Victoria’s side. That group of assholes had given Rachel hell since
kindergarten, but now that they were all older, the bullying had
gotten a lot more severe. Victoria loved to yank Rachel’s shorts
down during gym class, and during a field trip to a local water
park, she had pulled Rachel’s bathing suit top down several times.
Victoria always laughed her head off as Rachel flung her arms over
her exposed skin, which made the recent changes to Rachel’s body
even more disturbing.

Rachel turned 18 a few weeks before the end
of junior year. Most of the other kids were 18 by then too,
although some of them had matured faster than others and looked
almost like adults from their first day of high school. But Rachel
turned out to be a “late bloomer,” as her mother called it, with
the changes coming right around the time of her 18th
birthday. Suddenly her hips were a little wider, her ass was
rounder and fuller, and over the course of a month, she went from
an A cup to a C cup. When she looked at her naked self in the
mirror, she couldn’t believe the girl with the juicy ass and the
round, heavy tits was really her.

Rachel’s biggest fear was that the Gables
Gang would notice the changes and ramp up their attacks on her—and
she now had a lot more skin to show if somebody yanked down her
shorts or pulled down her bathing suit top. To hide her new body,
Rachel started wearing loose jeans and baggy shirts, and she also
bought special bras that kept her big, soft tits lashed tight
against her chest. With any luck, she would make it to the summer
break without anybody noticing the changes. And maybe once they all
came back for their senior year, the Gables Gang bullies would’ve
matured to the point where they left her alone.

When the last day of school came, Rachel
breathed a big sigh of relief. Summer break started the next day,
and so far she had managed to keep the Gables Gang from noticing
her new body. But after the last bell had rung and Rachel was
walking down the hall to the buses, Todd Gorman ran past her in the
hall and started the chain of events that would change Rachel’s
life forever.

For the past few weeks, the big fad at Brewer
High School had been snapping bras. A guy would walk up behind a
girl, pinch her bra strap through her shirt, pull it out a few
inches, then let it go. The strap would pop against the girl’s back
like a rubber band, causing her to jump and yelp. Only the dumbest,
most immature guys had been doing it, but that description fit Todd
perfectly. He was one of the Gables Gang, a rich kid with a sick
sense of humor who had been voted Class Clown three years in a row.
He was tall, skinny, and wore backwards baseball hats every day,
and he always giggled like a hyena at his own jokes and pranks.

As dozens of kids filed down the hallway
toward the buses, excited about both the end of school and the big
school carnival that night, Todd sprinted among them causing
trouble. He shoved past a group of younger students, pulled a
backpack off one guy’s back, then knocked a phone out of a girl’s
hand and snapped her bra as she bent over to pick it up. The girl
squealed as Todd dashed away, snapping another girl’s bra as he
passed her by. Todd kept on running and giggling, and a few yards
down the hall he passed Rachel. She wore baggy jeans and a white
top covered with tiny blue flowers, and Todd grabbed a fistful of
the top as he passed, fingers probing for the bra strap beneath
it.

Rachel gasped and spun away as Todd grabbed
the back of her shirt, and both the top and the bra strap stretched
out a good six inches before the blonde finally tore her way out of
Todd’s grip. She stumbled and smacked into the wall as Todd ran
away, still giggling, but as she pulled on the front of her shirt
to straighten it, she could tell something was wrong. Her big tits
were now swinging free under her shirt, and her loose bra strap
tickled her back as it dangled down. Crap! That idiot had
accidentally unfastened her bra!

There was no way Rachel could fix it out in
the hallway, so she ducked into the nearest bathroom, locked
herself in one of the stalls, dropped her backpack, and pulled her
shirt over her head. Then she shrugged off the thick, over-padded
white bra she was wearing—what the saleswomen at the department
store called an “old lady bra”—and her big, soft tits spilled out
as Rachel fumbled with the bra strap and tried to fasten it again.
Crap and double crap! The little metal hooks hadn’t just bent when
Todd pulled on the bra, one of them had come off completely and the
other was loose and dangling! When Rachel tried to fasten the
single hook in place, it broke off too. The blonde huffed in
frustration and shook her fists in the air, and when she did, the
damaged bra slipped out of her hands and fell into the toilet.

“Oh…my…god!” Rachel squealed. Now her
bra was not only broken, but also half-sunk in the cloudy water of
a dirty toilet. The blonde spun in circles, which wasn’t easy in
the cramped toilet stall. What do I do, what do I do? The
bus would be leaving in a few minutes, but she couldn’t ride it
without her bra. That bus was packed every day, and in the thin
white shirt, her braless tits would be jiggling in full view of
everyone. What else could she do? She had nothing else to wear and
nothing to even cover up with. Wait, what if I wear my backpack
on my front? It’ll look stupid, but at least nobody will see my
boobs. Rachel left the stall and went to one of the sinks,
using the mirror as a guide while she pulled her backpack on
backwards. Crap, it didn’t work. The straps were too short and now
she couldn’t move her arms. Okay, what if I just carry it
instead? The blonde shrugged the straps off her arms and
gripped the backpack like she was carrying a grocery bag. Yeah, she
did look dumb as hell, but at least no one would see what was
bouncing around under her shirt.

The blonde stuck her head out of the bathroom
door. The hallway was mostly empty, with only a few students still
milling around. Okay, now! She left the bathroom and started
fast-walking toward the row of glass doors at the end of the
hallway, but then she saw something that sent a chill down her
spine; the last of the buses was already pulling out of the parking
lot!

Rachel squealed and started dashing down the
hallway, but it was no use. The buses were gone, and now she was
stuck. Her parents were both at work so there was no one she could
call to pick her up. That meant she would have to walk home, which
would take her a good half hour. The girl crept a little further
down the hallway and peered outside. Crap, a bunch of students were
still hanging around in front of the building waiting for rides. A
few members of the Gables Gang were there too, including that jerk
Todd Gorman who got her into this mess in the first place. There
was no way she could walk past all those people and risk somebody
seeing her jiggling boobs. She would just have to wait until
everybody left before she went outside and walked home.

As the blonde turned around to head back to
the bathroom, she nearly ran into someone. Rachel gasped when she
saw the massive chest clad in a black shirt right in front of her
face, then she looked up to find Mike Dershowitz standing there
like a mountain in black jeans, combat boots, and a Metallica
T-shirt, his brown hair long and unruly. Mike was an outsider like
Rachel, a big, chunky guy who sat outside during lunch break and
smoked cigarettes while he listened to heavy metal music. Most of
the other students, including the Gables Gang, stayed away from
Mike because of his size and his scary appearance, but he’d always
been friendly to Rachel. They didn’t talk much, but he usually gave
her a head nod or mumbled Hey, what’s up? when they passed
each other in the hallway.

“Something wrong?” Mike asked, frowning as he
looked down at the backpack clutched awkwardly in Rachel’s
arms.

The blonde shook her head frantically. “No,
no, of course not! Why?”

Mike shrugged. “You almost jumped out of your
skin just now, that’s why.”

Rachel gave a nervous laugh. “Sorry, you
startled me. I guess my mind was somewhere else and I wasn’t paying
attention.”

The big guy shrugged again. “Okay, just
checking.” He started to walk around Rachel then stopped. “Hey, you
going to the carnival tonight?”

“Probably not, no. What about you?”

“I don’t know. It sounds lame, but I might
stick around to check it out.”

“Well…have a good time, I guess. And a good
summer. See you next year.”

“Yeah, sure, see you next year.”

As Mike walked away, Rachel dashed down the
hall and back into the bathroom. How long could she hang out here
before one of the janitors came in and kicked her out? Or what if a
teacher or an administrator wandered in while she was there? The
blonde paced nervous circles around the tile floor, sticking her
head out every few minutes to peer down the hallway at the glass
doors. One by one the students got picked up by parents or friends,
and soon the area was totally clear.

When Rachel pushed through the glass doors
and stepped outside, she was surprised at how low the sun was on
the horizon. She checked the time on her phone and realized she had
been stuck in that bathroom for over an hour while she waited for
everyone to clear out, and now the afternoon sunlight was starting
to fade. And as she rounded the corner of the building, she got
another shock; down on the athletic field, right beside the path
she had to take to walk home, the end-of-year school carnival was
almost ready to open and about two dozen student volunteers were
rushing around as they finished getting everything ready.

Most of the kids at Brewer High thought the
carnival idea was dumb, but a local company was donating all the
rides and supplies, so it was hard to say no to it. There was a
miniature Ferris Wheel and a few big inflatable slides and a bunch
of games where people could win prizes, plus vendors selling food
and drinks. Rachel heard some of her classmates talking about it,
and since the student government was in charge of setting up and
running the carnival, the general consensus was that anybody who
came would only be doing it so they could hang around with their
friends on school grounds without any teachers or other grown-ups
around. People would probably ignore the rides and games and spend
their time hanging out in the shadows, smoking and drinking and
kissing and just basically goofing around.

Swallowing hard, Rachel took off her backpack
and clutched it to her chest again. Even though it was getting
dark, she couldn’t just walk past the carnival with her big tits
bouncing under her shirt. Keeping her head down, the girl started
moving toward the field. A thick forest bordered the rear side of
it, and the path to Rachel’s house went straight through those
woods. There was still plenty of daylight left, but if she didn’t
move fast, she’d be stuck in those trees when the sun went
down.

The girl shot nervous glances at the carnival
volunteers as she passed the field. Most of the rides and games
were already set up so the teens were hanging out in small groups,
laughing and talking. Rachel walked faster, her eyes on the ground.
If only the replica magic wand she carried in her backpack was a
real one, and she could cast a spell to make herself invisible! Or
if she could use it to fly through the air so she’d be high above
the heads of her classmates as she zoomed home. Or if—

“Well, look who it is! Rachel Pancake!” a
girl’s voice boomed, and Rachel gasped as she nearly ran into the
small group that had somehow appeared right in front of her. Then
her eyes opened wide as she recognized the grinning face two feet
away; Victoria Wentworth!

Rachel stumbled to a halt. Victoria stood
blocking her way, her feet spread apart and hands on her hips. She
wore a dark green knee-length designer dress covered with blue
flowers, and her dark hair fell in thick curls down to her
shoulders. Beside her was her boyfriend Kurt, a big, muscly guy
with blonde hair and a permanent blank look on his face. Todd
Gorman was there too, with his baseball cap on backward and a goofy
grin on his face.

“Where you running off to?” Victoria asked.
“You’re not going to the carnival?”

Rachel clutched her backpack tighter to her
chest. “N-no, I just—”

“What’s wrong with your backpack?” Victoria
interrupted. “Why are you wearing it on your front?”

“I always said Rachel was a little
backwards,” Todd said, giggling.

“Nothing’s wrong, I’m…I just…I mean…”

“What’ve you got in there?” Victoria snapped.
“You hiding something?”

“Just leave me alone,” Rachel muttered,
trying to walk around Victoria, but the other girl moved sideways
to block her path.

“Let me see,” Victoria demanded. “Open it
up.”

“Stop it! Just let me go, okay? I’m not
hiding anything!”

“Then why are you carrying that thing like
it’s a baby?” Victoria grabbed at the backpack, but Rachel spun
away. When she did, she wound up right in front of Todd, who
snatched the backpack out of her hands.

“Hey!” Rachel squealed, grabbing for it, but
then she pulled her arms back to her chest as she realized how
exposed she was. Todd yanked the zipper open and stuck a hand
inside, pushing things around.

“No big deal, there’s nothing here,” he said.
“Just a notebook and some pencils and that stupid magic wand she
carries around.”

“Then why…” Victoria began, but then she
noticed the way Rachel was clutching her chest. “Hey, wait a
minute. Something else is going on here.” She moved closer to
Rachel and grabbed the girl’s wrists, trying to pull them away from
her body. “She’s trying to hide something else! Come on, Kurt, help
me out!” The big football player moved behind Rachel and grabbed
her wrists too, pulling her arms up and away from the girl’s body.
When he did, her white t-shirt rose up high enough to expose
Rachel’s flat stomach and belly button, and her big tits jiggled
like crazy beneath the thin material.

“What the fuck,” Victoria said,
snorting out an ugly laugh. “You started stuffing your bra? How
pathetic is that!”

Rachel stayed silent as she struggled in
Kurt’s grip, twisting and turning as she tried to pull away from
him. But he was too big and strong for her to escape from, and all
that flailing around just made her tits jiggle even more.

“Uh…I don’t think she’s stuffing anything,”
Todd said, his eyes glued to Rachel’s chest. The girl’s nipples
were hard now and were making little dents in the thin t-shirt. “I
think those are her real tits!”

Victoria snorted again. “Bullshit! I’ll bet
she’s got two pairs of socks jammed in each cup!” Then, to Rachel’s
horror, Victoria grabbed the bottom of the blonde’s t-shirt and
yanked it up to her neck.

Rachel gasped and froze in place, her legs
trembling. Victoria and Todd froze too as they stared at Rachel’s
exposed chest with wide eyes and open mouths. The girl’s tits were
the size of grapefruits, big and soft and round with pink nipples
the size of quarters. As the other two stared, Kurt leaned forward
to get a look as well. His mouth dropped open too, and a goofy
laugh trickled out of his mouth as he stared down at the great set
of tits just a foot away from his face.

“I don’t believe this,” Victoria said. “She
didn’t just stuff her bra, she got fucking implants!”

“I d-d-didn’t do anything!” Rachel squealed,
finally finding her voice. “J-just let me go!”

“That surgery is expensive,” Victoria
continued, staring harder at the other girl’s chest. “How the hell
did a girl from a broke-ass family like yours afford it?”

“They sure look real to me,” Todd said, a
dreamy smile on his face.

Victoria looked back over her shoulder. Some
of the other students were wandering closer to see what was going
on. “Come on,” she said, finally letting go of Rachel’s shirt.
“Kurt, keep a hold on her.” With the big football player leading
Rachel from behind, his hands on her shoulders, the group walked
over to the athletic field with Victoria in the front. She led the
group to a shady area behind one of the food trucks, which shielded
them from everyone else at the carnival. Rachel was too scared to
fight or scream, her legs trembling as Kurt muscled her up against
the back side of the food truck. Then Victoria pushed him out of
the way and stood toe to toe with Rachel, glaring down into the
shorter girl’s eyes.

“Hands up,” she growled, and Rachel flung her
hands in the air like she was being robbed at gunpoint. Victoria
grabbed the bottom of Rachel’s t-shirt again and yanked it up and
over her head, tugging it away from the blonde’s arms as the girl
gasped and struggled to snatch it back. Now topless, Rachel wrapped
her arms across her chest and gritted her teeth to keep them from
chattering. Her heart was pounding a mile a minute, and tears had
sprung up in the corners of her eyes.

“Move those arms,” the brunette ordered.

“W-why are you doing this?” Rachel
wailed.

“Shut your mouth and move those fucking
arms!” Victoria ordered, a razor-sharp edge to her voice. “You hear
me, you pathetic little nerd? Drop them!”

Trembling harder now, Rachel slowly lowered
her arms to her sides. Tears were spilling down her cheeks now,
which were pink from embarrassment. She kept her eyes on the
ground, too mortified to look any of the Gables Gang in the face,
then she let out a squeal as Victoria grabbed both her tits and
squeezed hard.

“These stupid thing do feel real,” the
brunette said as she mauled the blonde’s tits, groping and poking
them.

“Hey, how would you know?” Todd asked,
chuckling. “Leave it to me, I’ve felt up tons of girls.” He nudged
one of Victoria’s hands out of the way and grabbed a tit, kneading
it like it was a big ball of Play-Doh. “Oh wow, that’s a real tit
all right. A real nice one, too.”

Todd had a huge hardon in his pants by
then—and so did Kurt, who wished his girlfriend wasn’t standing
there so he could grab a handful of that warm, smooth flesh,
too.

“I don’t see any scars,” Victoria said,
lifting up Rachel’s tit to look beneath it. “So shit, I guess these
jugs are real. But where the hell did they come from? She’s
always been flat as a board!”

“I h-have not!” Rachel blurted out. “I w-was
always normal, but then a few weeks ago, everything just got
b-bigger.”

Todd leaned his head sideways to check out
Rachel’s ass. “Yeah, that butt looks a little riper, too.”

“Please let me go!” Rachel wailed. “You can’t
t-treat me like this!”

Victoria smirked as she stared at the
half-naked girl. “You know, this whole carnival idea is pretty
lame, but I just figured out how we can liven it up.” She pulled
Todd aside and whispered in his ear for a few seconds, and the
tall, gangly teenager gave a goofy laugh while Victoria did the
same thing to Kurt. The big football player grinned, but then he
scratched his head. “But how…I mean, you want to do that in front
of everybody?”

“There’s no teachers here, stupid,” Victoria
snapped. “Just students. Who’s gonna tell?” Laughing, the brunette
grabbed the front of Rachel’s jeans and started unsnapping them.
The blonde struggled and tried to get away, but Kurt grabbed her by
the shoulders again and pressed her back against the food truck as
Victoria and Todd yanked the girl’s jeans down her legs and
wrestled them off her feet, taking her sneakers along with them.
Now Rachel wore nothing but a pair of plain white panties—but not
for long, because while Victoria was crouched down, she grabbed a
fistful of the panties and yanked them down and off as well.

“Nooooo!” the blonde wailed, crying harder as
she jerked her shoulders in a vain attempt to get away from Kurt.
Her shapely legs were now on display, along with the thick blonde
bush between her legs. Rachel thrashed and kicked, trying to get
out of Kurt’s grip so she could run away. She hated taking off her
clothes in front of anyone, even her own mother, and now she was
standing outside stark naked in front of the Gables Gang, with
dozens of her other classmates walking around just a few yards
away!

“Damn, that pussy has one hell of an afro,”
Victoria joked as Todd stuffed Rachel’s shirt, jeans, and panties
into her backpack then zipped it shut. Then Kurt finally let go of
Rachel as the trio backed away, leaving the girl huddled against
the wall naked.

“W-where are you going?” she cried, wrapping
her arms around herself. “You can’t leave me here like this!”

“What’s wrong?” Victoria asked with a
snicker. “Don’t you want to show off that new body of yours?”

Still hugging herself, Rachel pressed her
knees together and bent forward. It looked like the Gables Gang was
letting her go, but how could she get home without any clothes? The
sun was sinking and soon it would be dark, but her house was a good
two miles away!

“Go on, get lost,” Victoria ordered. “Take
those big fat tits of yours and get out of here.”

Rachel shuffled her feet, looking right and
left. “Please give me my clothes back!” she begged. “I w-won’t tell
anyone about this, I swear!”

Todd had been letting his eyes slither all
over the girl’s naked body with a dreamy look on his face, but then
he chuckled and held up her backpack. “What, you want this? Okay,
come and get it.”

Rachel wiped the tears off her face, flashing
one of her big tits in the process. Still bent forward and with her
knees pressed together, she took a hesitant step toward Todd,
expecting him to run away, but he stayed where he was. Rachel took
another awkward step, then another, finally reaching out a hand
once she was within two feet of him, but Todd took a step back,
dangling the backpack just out of the girl’s reach. She lunged
forward and grabbed for it, but he was too fast and pulled it away
as her fingertips grazed the material. Now all three of the Gables
Gang were walking backwards and laughing as Rachel scampered after
Todd, who kept the backpack just a few inches out of her reach.

At the edge of the food truck, Rachel paused
and glanced around. It was nearly dark now, and even though the
athletic field had rows of tall light poles all around it, they had
been left off. The only light came from the colored bulbs lining
some of the rides and the lights at the ticket booths and gaming
kiosks. About fifty students were already milling around on the
field, talking and laughing in small groups. Some were snacking on
food or drinks, but most of the rides were still empty.

“Here you go,” Todd said, waving the girl’s
backpack in the air, then he turned and tossed it out from behind
the food truck toward the nearest ticket booth. It landed on the
ground with a soft thud, and two girls who had been standing nearby
turned and looked at it, frowning.

“W-why are you doing this?” the girl moaned,
keeping her voice low.

Victoria crossed her arms and sighed. “It’s
the last day of school, and we’re bored, and you’re an annoying
nerd. Got any more questions?”

Rachel let out a ragged sigh then, sniffling,
the girl edged away from the food truck, squatting so low her bare
ass was nearly touching her heels. The backpack was only about 10
feet away, and not many students were nearby. If she dashed out
from around the truck and grabbed it, she could probably scamper
back before many people saw her. No, she wouldn’t just dash back
behind the food truck—she would run like hell for the woods to get
away from the Gables Gang. She’d be far enough from the carnival
for anyone to get a good look at her, and once she was safe in the
trees, she could put her clothes back on. Kurt and Todd would
probably be too lazy to chase her, and Victoria never did anything
that would make her break a sweat.

Still crouching and clutching her arms to her
chest, Rachel shot a nervous look at the three grinning teens who
stood watching her. Then she scanned the area near her backpack,
waited a few seconds to make sure no one was nearby, then dashed
out in a crouch and reached down to scoop her backpack off the
ground—only to have it snatched away by Todd at the last second! He
had run out from behind the truck at the same time, and now he was
jogging away backwards with the backpack held out towards
Rachel.

“Come on, take it!” he teased.

Rachel ran after him and reached for it, but
Todd kept moving. She grabbed for it over and over as she ran, but
Todd managed to keep it just a few inches out of her grasp. She
kept one arm over her chest the whole time, but her pussy and ass
were totally exposed. After she’d run a few yards, Rachel realized
that she was out in the open now, with at least a dozen people
nearby. She ducked behind a ticket booth then sneaked a peek at the
crowd. No one seemed to be looking in her direction, and it was
dark enough that they might not have noticed her yet.

“Hey, what’s the matter?” Todd asked,
suddenly appearing from the other side of the ticket booth. “Don’t
you want this?” He held up the backpack again, a look of mock
confusion on his face.

Rachel’s lower lip trembled and fresh tears
sprang up in her eyes. She let out a frustrated grunt and lunged
for the backpack, but again Todd yanked it away before she could
grab it.

“That’s enough!” she blurted. “Stop that!
Give it to me!”

Todd started jogging backwards again, holding
the backpack out like he’d done before. Rachel ran after him,
charging as hard as she could this time, but Todd was so lanky and
nimble that he managed to keep one step ahead of her even as he ran
backward, shooting quick glances over his shoulder every few
seconds. He led Rachel out from behind the ticket booth and behind
one of the game kiosks, then he turned the corner with Rachel at
his heels.

The blonde skidded to a halt as the lights
hit her eyes. Todd had led her to an open walkway between two rows
of gaming booths, all of which were brightly lit. About a dozen
students were playing the various games, most of which involved
trying to hit some kind of target to win a prize. Rachel froze for
a moment, her legs trembling. One of the kids playing games turned
to look at her, than another, then someone laughed and someone else
shouted and soon everyone was staring in her direction. Meanwhile,
Todd had stopped running too and stood a few feet in front of her,
still waving the backpack in her direction.

As Rachel stood there shaking, she heard
someone mutter “Holy shit!” She turned her head to find Bernie and
Sam, two nerdy students from her calculus class, standing at one of
the gaming booths nearby. It was the game where players shoot a
squirt gun at a clown’s open mouth, and as the water hits the
target inside the mouth, a fake balloon above the clown’s head
rises up towards a bell a few feet up in the air. Whoever kept
their squirt gun steady on the mouth would make the balloon rise
the fastest and ring the bell first, but at the moment Bernie was
spraying the clown’s forehead and Sam’s squirt gun was aimed at the
ground as the two ogled the naked girl in front of them.

“Holy shit,” Bernie repeated. He was tall and
blonde and skinny as a stick, and he wore thick glasses. “That’s
the girl from our math class! And she’s naked!”

Sam just nodded dumbly. He was short and
plump and kept his dark hair buzzed down to a crewcut, and at the
moment his eyes were glued on Rachel’s big jugs. He had never seen
naked tits in person before, and at the sight of them, his cock
sprang to attention inside his jeans.

Everyone was staring at Rachel now, and some
of them were shouting and waving for their friends as well. The
girl finally snapped out of her stupor and wrapped her arms around
herself then ran clumsily towards Todd again. He was jogging
face-forward now but held her backpack behind his back, still
jiggling it and keeping it just a few feet out of her reach. Rachel
snatched at it as she ran down the row of carnival games and out
into an open part of the field where the big inflatable slides had
been set up. Most of the teens who had been milling around the
carnival games followed her, and others had rushed over to see what
the fuss was all about.

Oh my god! Rachel thought as she
lumbered after Todd. There must be a hundred people out here
now! The girl froze for a moment, turning left, then right,
looking for a place to hide. But she was out in the open now with
nothing to duck behind. Her only two choices were to keep chasing
Todd or run off the field, past all of her classmates. But then
what? She would still be stark naked and miles from home!

Todd had stopped running when Rachel did, and
now he hunched forward and let out a ragged breath. “Damn, I’m
beat!” he wheezed. Then he tossed the girl’s backpack to the side
and shook his head. “There you go, take it if you want it. All this
running’s worn me out!”

Teeth chattering, Rachel shot glances at her
classmates. They had formed a rough circle around her now, pointing
and laughing. Some of them even had their phones out and were
taking photos and video of her. She had to get out of here, and
now—but not without her clothes! Grunting, she charged forward and
grabbed for her backpack on the ground, but her fingers clawed at
thin air as Todd snatched it away at the last minute, giggling like
a hyena.

“That one never gets old!” he cried, jogging
away again, but then he suddenly veered toward one of the big
inflatable slides and started climbing the steps at the back of it.
Without thinking, Rachel floundered after him. She stumbled going
up the big inflatable steps, nearly falling down, but managed to
catch herself in time. As she crouched on the steps and panted, her
big tits hanging down from her chest, she glanced down at the crowd
that had gathered below her. She was only about 10 feet up in the
air, and the gang of boys leering up at her now had a perfect view
of her exposed pussy and ass in addition to her big tits.

Squealing with embarrassment, Rachel
floundered up the steps again. It was like trying to walk on
pillows and she rocked and swayed with every step, but she finally
made it to the top. Todd had paused there, staring downward like
he’d had second thoughts about sliding down this big crazy
inflatable thing on his butt. He was only two feet in front of her
with Rachel’s backpack dangling from his right hand, temporarily
forgotten. Grab it now, before he even knows what happened!
The blonde lunged forward and tried to snatch it, but Todd pulled
another one of his tricks at the last second. As Rachel jumped
forward, Todd lurched to the side and put a hand on the girl’s bare
back, shoving her as her momentum carried her to the lip of the
slide. Once she hit the steep drop, Rachel fell forward and started
sliding down on her stomach.

“Ahhhhhh!” the girl wailed as she rocketed
downward with the rough plastic scraping her tender tits and upper
thighs. The ride only lasted five seconds before Rachel tumbled
down onto the grass and rolled over onto her back, her arms and
legs flung out to the sides. More students gathered around, and as
the blonde tried to shake the butterflies out of her head, they
snapped pictures of her spread pussy and her big exposed tits.

By the time Rachel pushed herself upright
then slowly stood up, her legs trembling, the crowd had grown even
bigger. Mobs of her classmates surrounded her, some laughing and
pointing while others reached out to give her nude body a pinch or
a slap. Rachel batted a hand away from tits, then squealed as
someone smacked her ass. When she spun around, someone else grabbed
one of her big jugs and gave it a mean squeeze. Then the crowd
started pushing and shoving the blonde, who bounced back and forth
from person to person like a pinball as the grasping hands explored
her warm, smooth flesh. Rachel finally thrust out both arms and
pushed a hole through the crowd, but once she staggered away from
the group, she found herself face to face with Victoria and Kurt
again.

“Hey, chesty!” Victoria beamed. “Come on,
this little party’s getting too crazy. Let’s go someplace quiet.”
She grabbed the blonde’s arm and tugged her forward, with Kurt
marching along on the other side. Soon Todd jogged up behind them,
bringing up the rear.

“Hey, where you going?” he asked. “Can’t we
have some more fun before we turn her loose?”

“One of those kids back there said something
about calling a teacher,” Victoria hissed. “The longer she’s out in
public, the sooner our asses might get in big trouble.”

“Aw, man, then what are we gonna do now?”
Todd whined. “I was just getting warmed up!”

“Jesus, Todd, I’m not taking your toy away
yet. We just need to play in private, that’s all.”

“Play what in private?” a female voice
asked, then two other girls charged over with grins on their faces.
But when they saw Rachel, their eyes went wide and their jaws
dropped.

“Well well, if it isn’t Cindy and Emma,”
Victoria droned. “I’m surprised you two were able to tear
yourselves away from the mall long enough to come out and support
your school.”

“Why the fuck is Rachel Pancake naked?” Cindy
asked, pointing at Rachel.

“Yeah, and where are you taking her?” Emma
chimed in.

“And holy shit, where did those huge knockers
come from?” Cindy added.

Cindy and Emma were two more members of the
Gables Gang, rich girls who spent every weekend at the mall trying
on clothes, buying jewelry, and sipping cappuccinos while they got
manicures or pedicures.

“She’s naked because we stole her fucking
clothes,” Todd said, raising the backpack.

“And we’re taking her…” Kurt began, then he
stopped and frowned. “Shit, Victoria, where are we taking
her?”

“Back behind the equipment shed, where nobody
can see us. You bitches want to come along and join the fun?”

“Uh…what are you gonna do to her?” Cindy
asked. She had straight blonde hair cut in a chin-length bob, and
her slim, toned body was packed into a yellow tank top and designer
jeans.

“Yeah, I mean, she doesn’t look very happy,”
Emma added. She had long brown hair and was curvier than her
friend, and she wore a black miniskirt and a thin pink top that
hugged her heavy tits.

“We’re gonna play some games!” Victoria
declared. “That’s what you do at a carnival, right?” She poked one
of Rachel’s tits with her finger, making the other girl wince.
“Doesn’t that sound fun?” But Rachel just whimpered and shook her
head, plodding along between Victoria and Kurt like a prisoner
being led to the execution table.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2.

 


 


With the two new girls following, the group
came to a large white shed nestled in the woods a few yards away
from the corner of the football field. All the school’s athletic
equipment was stored there, and the shed was so big that the six
students could stand behind it without being seen by the others
hanging out at the far end of the field. The area in front of the
shed was lit by a single spotlight mounted above the door. Victoria
pushed Rachel onto the patch of grass beneath it, and as the naked
girl stumbled forward, she was lit up like an actress on a Broadway
stage. The Gables Gang stood and chuckled at the naked, shivering
girl for a moment, then Kurt asked, “So what now?”

“So open the shed so we can get some stuff to
play with,” Victoria told him.

As a member of the football team, Kurt knew
the combination to the shed’s lock. Once he had it open, Victoria
motioned him inside and pointed out all the things she wanted him
to haul out onto the grass. Soon a pile of items was scattered on
the ground outside and the group started coming up with fresh ways
to humiliate Rachel. First they made her jump rope, all of them
laughing as her big tits smacked her chest every time they bounced.
Then they made her bend over with her stomach pressed to the top of
one of the track hurdles and her big pale ass sticking up in the
air. The gang took turns spanking the girl’s ass, and soon that
creamy white flesh had turned a bright pink.

“Hey, this is fun!” Emma laughed.
“She’s like a big toy doll that you can do whatever you want
to!”

“What do you think, Rachel?” Cindy asked.
“You having a good time, too?”

The nude girl just sniffed and sobbed. She
was still bent over the hurdle, her big tits swaying toward the
ground. She hadn’t said a word since the group dragged her behind
the shed, and at that point her mind had started going numb. A few
more minutes of this humiliation and she would be able to convince
herself that it was all a crazy, fucked-up dream.

Victoria gave Rachel’s ass another hard
smack, which made the girl yelp and flinch, then she dragged her
manicured nails down the blonde’s ass cheek. “This is fun, but it
could be a lot better,” she mused, twirling one fingertip through
Rachel’s pubic hair. “I want to play some real carnival
games, like the ones they’ve got over there.” She flicked Rachel’s
pussy lips with one finger, making the blonde shudder even harder,
then Victoria suddenly grinned and said, “I’ve got it! Kurt, go
back to the carnival and get some supplies.” She leaned close and
murmured in his ear for a moment, but the big jock just frowned and
shook his head. “No way, I can’t carry all that,” he said. “Todd
needs to come with me.”

“No, I want him to stay here in case chesty
tries to get away.”

“Well, it’s too much, even for me.”

“Then get someone to help you, idiot!”
Victoria fumed.

“Like who?”

“You’re the biggest guy in school! Just grab
the nearest loser and tell them what to do!”

Kurt trudged off, and the rest of the Gables
Gang chilled out while they waited for him. Cindy pulled a vape pen
out of her pocket and started puffing on it, and Todd and Emma
joked around while Victoria took some close-up photos of Rachel’s
spread snatch as she lay bent over the hurdle. The blonde did
nothing but shake and whimper the whole time.

Kurt came back a few minutes later with
Bernie and Sam at his heels. The football player was hauling a
heavy mesh sack filled with water balloons while the two nerds
carried plastic tubs filled with bean bags, plastic rings, and
other things they had swiped from the row of games.

Cindy snorted, a plume of vapor shooting out
her nose. “Oh, come on! Why’d you drag the nerds to our little
party?”

Kurt shrugged. “They were right there.”

Bernie and Sam looked around at the group,
gulping nervously, but their eyes lit up when they saw Rachel bent
over the hurdle.

“Holy fuck,” Bernie mumbled. “You can see her
fucking pussy!”

“The whole fucking thing!” Sam added, craning
his head forward for a better look.

“Okay, put that junk down and scram,” Kurt
said.

Sam hung his head, dejected. “Aw, man…”

“No, let ‘em stay and watch,” Victoria said.
“This is the closest they’ll ever get to a naked girl, so they
deserve to get an eyeful.”

“Okay, but you nerds stand back and stay out
of the way,” Kurt warned.

“Yeah, sure!” Sam agreed. He and Bernie put
their plastic tubs on the ground then slunk back into the shadows,
their eyes gleaming as they stared at Rachel’s naked skin.

“Okay, guys, first is the water balloon
toss!” Victoria announced. She grabbed a handful of Rachel’s blonde
hair and pulled the girl upright, then she turned her around and
made her stand facing the group. Rachel wrapped her arms around her
naked body, but Victoria swatted them back down by her sides. The
blonde kept trying to cover up, though, and Victoria finally got
tired of it and ordered Kurt to tie her hands behind her back with
a short piece of rope they found in the shed. Once the girl was
standing with her big tits thrust forward and her pussy exposed,
the group moved a few yards away and armed themselves with water
balloons. The ones Kurt had brought were the size of an orange and
fit perfectly in their hands.

“Uh, what kind of game is this?” Emma
asked.

“Just hit the target, dummy,” Victoria told
her, grabbing a red balloon then cocking her arm back. “Use
these water balloons to hit those water balloons!”
She flung the balloon at Rachel and it wobbled through the air then
hit the girl in the center of her chest, popping with a wet snap
and splashing water all over the girl’s jugs. Rachel gasped and
took a step back, but soon a whole volley of balloons was coming
her way and there was no way to dodge them all. Only about half of
them hit the girl, but that was still enough to turn her into a
dripping mess in no time. Balloons splatted against her tits, onto
her stomach, onto her legs, and Todd even nailed a perfect shot at
her crotch. Victoria’s last balloon landed squarely on top of
Rachel’s head, and the blonde sobbed as cold water dripped down her
face and into her mouth.

“Dude, can you believe this?” Bernie said
from the shadows, nudging his friend in the ribs with an elbow.
“This is like something out of one of those Girls Gone Wild
videos!”

“It’s fucking wild all right,” Sam agreed.
His cock was hard as steel inside his pants, and he was already
imagining how he would jerk off to this memory later that
night.

“That’s all the balloons,” Cindy said.
“What’s next?”

Emma squatted down and pulled a bean bag out
of one of the tubs. “How about these?”

“But what are we gonna do with ‘em?” Todd
asked. “Just whip ‘em at her? That’s not much fun.”

Emma dropped the bean bag and pulled a
fistful of plastic rings out of the tub. “Are these better? You’re
supposed to toss them and get them over a stick, right?”

Todd scratched his head. “So, what, she’s
gonna hold the stick or something? Her hands are tied, and anyway,
that would just be weird.”

Victoria’s face lit up and she snapped her
fingers. “Wait, I’ve got it! Where’s the backpack?” She found it on
the ground beside the shed and rooted through it until she pulled
out Rachel’s fake magic wand. “This is perfect!” she said, carrying
it over to the wet, naked girl. She spun Rachel around and bent her
over the hurdle again so her ass was sticking up like before, then
she touched the tip of the wand to the girl’s pussy.

“N-no!” Rachel barked, using her voice for
the first time since the sick ordeal started. “Stop it, don’t do
that!”

“Oh, come on, chesty. You love this
thing, right? And if you love it, you shouldn’t mind fucking
it!”

“Nooooooooo!” Rachel wailed as Victoria
jammed the end of the wand into the blonde’s snatch then pushed
slowly until the wood slowly disappeared inch by inch. Rachel
grunted and sobbed the whole time, and by the time Victoria was
done, half of the wand was buried in the blonde’s cunt and the
other half was poking out at a crooked angle.

“Okay guys, line up and take your shots!”
Victoria ordered. “Let’s see who can make the most ringers!”
Everyone grabbed a handful of plastic rings and stood about ten
feet away, then they all took turns tossing them at the wood
jutting out of Rachel’s pussy. It was a lot tougher than the water
balloons had been, and most of the rings bounced off Rachel’s ass
cheeks or landed on her back. But then Cindy whooped as one of her
rings clattered down over the wand, and Todd got two in a row.

“This would be a lot easier if that damn wand
was pointing up instead of drooping towards the ground,” Emma
complained. “Mine keep sliding off the end!”

“You might be right,” Victoria agreed,
studying Rachel’s pale ass for a moment. “Hang on, maybe I can fix
it.” She slid the wand out of the blonde’s pussy, which caused the
girl to gasp and shudder, then she aimed the tip of it at Rachel’s
puckered asshole instead. This time the blonde thrashed her tied
arms and tried to stand up, but Victoria put a palm on her back and
held her down as she slowly jammed the moist, sticky wand into
Rachel’s butt. Once the first inch was in, Rachel went still as a
statue and only let out a desperate, high-pitched whine as Victoria
twisted and turned the wand until she managed to bury it nearly as
far as she had in the girl’s cunt.

“Damn, she got a woody up the ass!” Todd
said, which made everyone laugh.

“Don’t you dare move, or I’ll pound that
thing with my fist until it pokes out your mouth,” Victoria warned
the girl. Rachel was crying and trembling, but she stayed bent over
the hurdle as the group started tossing their rings again. With the
wand sticking up straighter, more of the rings hit the target and
soon six of them were stacked up on the slim piece of wood jutting
out of the blonde’s butthole.

“Okay, this game’s getting old,” Cindy said,
twirling one of the plastic rings on her finger. “What’s next?”

Victoria thought about it while she slid the
rings off the wand, then she jerked Rachel upright by the hair
again. The girl’s face was drenched with tears and her hair was a
wet, tangled mess from the water balloons, but the sight of those
heaving tits and blonde-haired pussy were still enough to keep the
guys’ cocks rigid inside their pants.

“You gonna leave the wand in there?” Kurt
asked.

Victoria shrugged. “Sure, why not? I’ll bet
she likes taking it up the poop chute.” She pinched Rachel’s cheek
and shook the other girl’s face while she spoke in a baby voice.
“You wike that, Wachel? You wike that big, hard stick up your
butt?”

Rachel was sobbing loudly now, tears gushing
down her face as her mouth stretched open as wide as it could.

“Damn, that ain’t pretty,” Cindy commented.
“You’re not getting on the cover of Vogue with a face like
that, girl.”

“Hey, you know what she looks like?” Todd
asked. “One of those clowns from the game back there, the ones with
their mouths open so you can shoot a water pistol into it.”

Everybody chuckled at that one except
Victoria, who studied Rachel’s messy face for a moment before
turning to stare at Bernie and Sam, still lingering in the shadows.
“Shit, Todd, you just gave me the perfect idea for the next game.
Hey, nerds! Get over here.”

Bernie pointed a nervous finger at his chest.
“Y-you mean us?”

“Do you see any other nerds around? Yes, you,
get your loser butts over here.” Bernie and Sam crept over, and
Victoria took them both by the arm and pulled them toward Rachel.
“Check it out, guys. You ever been this close to a naked girl
before?” They both shook their heads, their eyes glued to the big,
bare tits just two feet away from them. “Yeah, that’s what I
thought,” Victoria said with a chuckle. “And judging by those
bulges in your pants, you’re pretty excited about it.”

Bernie blushed and put a hand over his crotch
but Sam just kept staring at Rachel, his hard cock twitching inside
his pants as his eyes traveled back and forth between her tits and
her blonde-haired pussy.

“Well, now I want you to put those bulges to
good use,” Victoria continued. “You guys are gonna be the players
in our next little game.”

Bernie frowned. “W-what game?”

“I saw you nerds playing that game with the
squirt guns back at the carnival. Well, you’re gonna do the same
thing over here. But instead of squirt guns, you’re gonna use your
dicks. And instead of a clown’s mouth, you’re gonna be squirting
into her mouth.”

Sam’s eyes went wide. “You want us to
pee on her?”

Victoria laughed. “No, you moron. You and
your nerdy friend are gonna jerk off into this bitch’s mouth!”

The whole group went silent, with everyone
staring at Victoria in shock. Then Todd, Kurt, and the girls
started to chuckle as Rachel began bawling even harder than before.
Meanwhile, Bernie and Sam suddenly looked terrified.

“No, I don’t wanna do that,” Bernie
muttered.

“Me neither,” Sam echoed.

“What’s the big deal?” Victoria asked. “It’ll
be just like the game. I’ll get chesty down on her knees with her
mouth open, then you two whip out your dicks and start jerking.
Whoever hits the target wins a prize!”

“What prize?” Bernie asked.

“Shit, I don’t know. Just play the fucking
game already!”

“No way,” Bernie said. “I’m not jerking off
in front of everybody.”

“Oh, come on. I can see how hard you guys
are. Don’t you want some fucking relief?”

“It’s…embarrassing. Forget it, I don’t want
to play.”

“Yeah, I want to go back to the real
carnival,” Sam added.

Victoria flapped her arms in frustration. “I
can’t believe you fucking nerds! I’m giving you the chance to cum
in a naked girl’s mouth, for god’s sake!”

“Um…can we go now?” Bernie asked timidly.

“I could make you do it, you know.
Kurt, smack these nerds around a little.”

The football player took a hesitant step
forward, but Bernie raised his hands in the air. “Look, whatever, I
don’t care. I’d rather get my ass kicked than do that other
thing.”

Kurt stopped and looked at Victoria for
guidance, but the girl just rolled her eyes. “Okay, this is
stupid,” she said, scowling at the nerds for a moment then turning
away. Cindy, Emma, and Todd were all staring at their boss and
wondering what she would do next. When Victoria noticed them, she
paused and then her face lit up again. “Wait, I’ve got it.” She
turned back to the nerds again. “What if Cindy and Emma help you
out?”

“What?!” Cindy and Emma barked at the same
time.

“Huh?” Bernie and Sam both gasped.

“You two supply the…water pistols, but
Cindy and Emma will do the shooting,” Victoria explained.

“Wait a minute,” Cindy began. “You want me
and Emma to jerk these nerds off?”

Victoria snorted. “Don’t be such a prude,
Cindy. How many guys have you jerked off in cars since you started
high school?”

“But…but…”

“But they’re nerds,” Emma whined. “And
I have a boyfriend!”

“Oh come on, you wimps. A dick is a dick. And
Emma, you’ve only been dating Chad for two weeks. I’ll bet you
haven’t even let him touch your tits yet.” When the girls still
looked wary, Victoria added, “Tell you what, I’ll treat you both to
a mani-pedi when we go to the mall tomorrow. Deal?”

Cindy pursed her lips. “The deluxe one, with
the mini-massage and the cucumber skin treatment?”

“Sure, whatever.”

Cindy and Emma looked at each other and
shrugged.

“So how about it?” Victoria asked Bernie and
Sam. “You nerds more interested now?”

Both boys stood looking at the ground while
they shuffled their feet.

“Just imagine it,” Victoria continued.
“You’ll have two of the hottest girls in school pulling your cocks
while you stare at those big jugs right in front of you.”

Bernie let out a deep sigh. The truth was,
his dick was so hard it was about to poke a hole right through his
jeans. He nudged Sam, who was having the same problem with his own
pecker. Sam glanced at Cindy and Emma then gave a nervous nod.

“Okay,” Bernie muttered. “We’ll do it.”

The boys were so excited now that they didn’t
need any coaxing. As Victoria pushed Rachel down onto her knees,
Bernie and Sam came and stood in front of her then started fumbling
with their zippers. In no time, their jeans and underwear were down
around their ankles and their stiff cocks were pointed right at
Rachel’s face. Cindy came and stood beside Bernie, while Emma moved
close to Sam. Grimacing, the girls looked down at the “water
pistols” they would be firing. Bernie’s was a respectable six
inches while Sam’s was a good two inches longer and much thicker.
Both of those cocks were stiff and trembling, the heads slick with
pre-cum.

Rachel had her eyes shut tight and was still
sobbing, her big tits trembling as her chest heaved. Victoria
leaned down and pinched one of the blonde’s nipples hard, making
her squeal. “You open that mouth as wide as you can,” she hissed,
“and if you close it or try to turn your head, I’ll yank that wand
out of your ass and make you lick it clean. Understand?”

Trembling with fear, Rachel nodded furiously
then opened her mouth all the way.

“Okay, here you go, bitches,” Victoria said,
pulling a little tube of hand cream out of her purse and squirting
a blob into each girl’s palm. “Now aim for the mouth, just like in
the game. Whoever gets the most inside wins.”

Giggling nervously, Cindy and Emma took hold
of the two stiff cocks. Both boys gasped, their eyes bulging out of
their sockets. For Bernie, it was the first time a girl had ever
touched his dick. It was Sam’s second time, but the first time had
been with a plump, homely girl he met at summer camp who had only
massaged his cock inside his sleeping bag for a few seconds before
she got nervous and ran away in tears. He had never dreamed that a
girl this hot would be gripping his meat.

Kurt and Todd moved closer to get a better
look at the bizarre scene. The two nerds stood shoulder to shoulder
with a girl on each end, like bookends. Cindy had her head turned
to the side and was blindly yanking Bernie’s dick with hard, fast
strokes like she was trying to rip it off. Emma was moving at a
slower, steady pace, doing her best to handle Sam’s big dick with
her small hand. Both boys were panting furiously as they stared
down at Rachel, who kneeled less than two feet away. Their eyes
crawled all over her damp, heaving tits, and both of them imagined
what it would be like to take one step forward and shove their
cocks into that warm, open mouth. Rachel still had her eyes
squeezed shut, a roar of white noise filling her head as she tried
to block out what was happening to her, but the awful sensations
were too powerful to ignore; the damp, rhythmic pumping of the two
cocks, the wicked chuckles of Victoria and Todd, and especially the
searing pain caused by the wand still lodged in her ass.

Bernie was panting harder now and his knees
had started to shake. Every time Cindy’s soft fingers skimmed
across his cock, a little jolt of electricity raced up his spine.
His balls started tingling, and soon he felt his scrotum tighten as
his cock started to throb. “Oh yeah…oh yeah…oh yeahhhhh!” he moaned
as the cum blasted out of him, first splatting on Rachel’s cheek,
then her chin, then a big blog finally landed right on her tongue,
making the girl gag. But even though her lips trembled, she managed
to keep her mouth open as more spurts of warm jizz splashed
inside.

Meanwhile, Sam had been trying to draw the
experience out as long as possible, but the sight of Bernie’s cum
splashing Rachel’s face was too much for him. As Bernie shot one
last stream of warm goo onto Rachel’s chest, Sam’s dick exploded
with horrific force. The first blast hit Rachel in the forehead,
the wad of cum so big and thick that it looked like melting vanilla
ice cream as it oozed down the bridge of her nose and onto her
cheek. The next shot went straight into her hair, but then Emma
corrected her aim and managed to get three big squirts right in the
blonde’s mouth. Rachel choked and cried harder as the greasy cum
dripped from her open lips, dribbling down her chin and splatting
on her big tits and her bare thighs. She sucked in a deep breath as
she sobbed, but that only make her choke more and she coughed out a
gob of cum that dangled from her open mouth for several seconds
before it landed wetly on her left tit.

The nerds let out deep sighs as Cindy and
Emma released their cocks. Both girls frowned at their damp, sticky
hands, then Cindy started making little karate-chop motions as she
tried to flick away the residue. “I…uh, I think I’m gonna go clean
up,” she said, and Emma nodded her head.

“That’s fine, take off,” Victoria told them.
“You too, nerds. Game’s over.”

Bernie and Sam looked at each other with
goofy grins on their faces, then both of them realized they were
still standing with their cocks out in front of Victoria and her
friends. Blushing, they stuffed their sloppy dicks back into their
jeans and zipped up again, giving Rachel one last look before they
slunk away.

Todd cleared his throat and shuffled his
feet. “Well, this has been a blast but I’m gonna take off, too.”
His dick had been hard as a rock since they first stripped Rachel,
and the sight of the naked blonde kneeling on the ground and
dripping with cum was more than he could stand. If he couldn’t find
some dumb, tipsy girl back at the carnival to jerk him or blow him
pretty soon, he’d have to take care of the problem himself before
he creamed in his pants.

Once Todd was gone, Kurt pointed at Rachel
and asked, “What now?”

Victoria shrugged. “I don’t know. We should
probably go back to that lame carnival.”

“What about her? You just wanna leave her
here?”

“Why not? I’m done with her…for now, at
least.”

“Are we gonna untie her?”

“Where’s the fun in that?” Victoria replied
with a smirk. “She doesn’t need her hands to walk home, just her
feet.”

“But how’s she gonna get dressed?”

“I don’t know, genius…I guess she’ll just
have to walk home naked, won’t she?”

Kurt scratched his head for a moment,
frowning. “What if she tells somebody what happened? We could get
in big trouble.”

“I don’t think so,” Victoria said, showing
Kurt her phone. She had been snapping pictures all night and had
dozens of shots of Rachel naked, with the wand up her ass, and with
her face covered in cum. “This is our insurance policy. She
breathes a word about any of this and I’ll post these all over the
internet and send them to her family, too.” She bent down and stuck
the phone screen in Rachel’s face. “You hear that, chesty? Keep
your mouth shut or your life is ruined forever.”

Rachel gave a weak nod. Her eyes were glassy
and her face glistened with cum. Her blonde hair was wet and
tangled, with strands of it falling over her eyes. But despite all
that, she still looked so damn sexy kneeling naked on the ground
that Kurt’s big cock throbbed painfully inside his jeans.

“Shit, you’re gonna have to give me some
relief soon,” he told Victoria, his voice low and husky. “And since
I helped you with this tonight, I think you owe me a little extra.
Maybe that thing you keep promising to do. I think tonight should
be the night.”

Victoria sighed and rolled her eyes. She was
still a virgin because she didn’t care one bit about sex; it was
sweaty and gross, and people looked like idiots when they rolled
around naked together. But since it was all guys thought about, she
had gotten into the habit of jerking off her boyfriends at the end
of every date. She had been using her hand on Kurt for a while now,
but lately he’d been begging for a blowjob instead. Maybe next
time, she would say before she yanked his big cock until he
came. But she couldn’t imagine putting that horse dick in her
mouth, and there was no way she was guzzling cum. Only whores and
airheads did that.

“I’m not kidding,” Kurt persisted. “My balls
are about to fucking explode. After all this, I deserve it.”

Victoria wasn’t worried; she could always
come up with some excuse not to do it. But as she racked her brain
for an easy out, her eyes fell on Rachel, still kneeling on the
ground. “Well, since she’s the one who got you all worked
up, why don’t you make her do it?”

Kurt’s jaw dropped. “You’re kidding,
right?”

“Come on, why not? We already know she can
open her mouth wide enough for that big dick of yours.”

Kurt looked at Rachel, who was staring at him
in horror, then back at Victoria. “But you…I mean, won’t you be…you
won’t get jealous?”

Victoria chuckled. “I think I can contain
myself. And like you said, you deserve it for helping me
tonight.”

Kurt swallowed hard. He was still excited,
but he was also confused and a little nervous. He looked around to
make sure they were still alone, then he reached tentatively for
his zipper. “Should I…?”

“Sure, go ahead.”

“But…it feels weird to do it with you right
here.”

Victoria chuckled again. “You don’t want me
to watch? Okay, whatever.” She wandered over near the shed and
started messing with her phone, happy with herself for sliding out
of that predicament so easily.

Kurt couldn’t wait any longer. He unzipped
his fly and yanked out his cock, which was a good ten inches and
stiff as a steel bar. It bobbed in front of Rachel’s face, but the
girl had shut her eyes and mouth and turned her head away. “Hey,
come on,” he muttered. “Come on and suck it for me.” When she
didn’t budge, he put a hand on top of her head and pulled her
forward. Now the head of his cock was mashed against the girl’s
lips, but she still refused to open up. “Come on,” he
hissed. “I’m not kidding.” He jammed his hips forward in little
thrusts, but Rachel kept her lips pressed firmly together.

Kurt let out a frustrated sigh then looked
over his shoulder at Victoria. “She won’t do it.”

Victoria laughed and rolled her eyes. “Just
make her, dummy. You’re ten times bigger than her and she’s
tied up. Just force her mouth open and stick that stupid thing down
her throat!”

Kurt obviously didn’t like that idea. “But
that’s…that’s not the same. And what if she bites it? That
would hurt like hell.”

“Oh, come on, you big baby!”

“I’m not a baby, I just don’t wanna get
bitten down there!”

Victoria flapped her arms. “Okay, then
sweet-talk her. Maybe if you’re nice to her, she’ll be nice
to you.”

Kurt stared down at the girl, who was still
sexy as hell with those big tits and everything else hanging out,
but she also looked kind of pitiful with her hands tied behind her
back and that silly wand sticking out of her butt. “Hey, listen,”
he said. “If you do what I want, I’ll tell Victoria to untie you.
I’ll make sure she leaves all your stuff here, too.”

Rachel opened her eyes. She was still so numb
from everything that had happened that she hadn’t even started
thinking about what she would do once Victoria and Kurt finally
left her alone. She had been tugging on the ropes ever since they
tied her hands, and those knots wouldn’t budge an inch. If they
left her like this, she’d never be able to get dressed again. She
would have to walk home naked, and with her beloved wand still
lodged in her ass. And even after she got home, she’d still be
trussed up tight. She would rather die than let her parents see her
like this, and if they did see her and called the school—or
worse, the police—Victoria might spread those horrible photos all
over the internet.

Cringing, the blonde looked up at Kurt’s
massive cock with the huge balls dangling under it. She had never
even kissed a boy, and now this big football player wanted to put
his dick in her mouth. She still had the sour taste of Bernie’s and
Sam’s sperm on her tongue; if another boy came in her mouth, she
would probably throw up. But what choice did she have? She was
trapped and completely helpless.

“If I do it,” she began, the words rasping
out of her dry mouth, “do you p-promise not to…you know, do it in
my mouth? You’ll t-take it out when you’re about to…”

Kurt shrugged. “Uh…yeah, sure. I mean…you’ll
really do it?”

“Will you really tell Victoria to untie me
and give me my clothes back?”

“Yeah, just like I said I would.”

Rachel shuddered. She couldn’t believe she
was doing this, but then again, she didn’t know what to
believe at that point. Part of her was still convinced this whole
ordeal had to be some crazy nightmare that she’d wake up from any
minute. She looked at the bulbous cockhead hovering just a few
inches from her mouth. Maybe he’s so excited that it’ll be over
with really fast. Bernie and Sam didn’t last more than a couple of
minutes, so maybe he won’t either.

“O-okay,” she finally whispered, “but please
don’t be too rough. I never…I mean, it’s my first time.”

Kurt almost laughed at that. After everything
the gang had done to her that night, she was asking him not to be
rough? But hell, the girl was actually leaning forward and opening
her mouth, so it looked like she was gonna do it after all. He
aimed his cock right at those parted lips and inched it
forward.

Rachel gagged as the cockhead touched her
tongue. It was big and spongy and her lips were stretched wide
around it. Kurt pulled it out a little then stuck it in again, then
repeated the motion over and over. It was like he was fucking her
lips with his cockhead, just jamming those two fleshy inches in and
out over and over. After a few seconds he started moaning as he
kept up the slow, steady pace. Rachel just kneeled there with her
mouth open and let it happen. She had no idea what to do and also
no desire to make the big football player more excited, so she just
kept her mouth open and let Kurt do all the work. Just please
let it be over fast, she thought, and please god don’t let
him do it all over my face again! Her cheeks were still sticky
with cum, and the strands of hair that had gotten sprayed were now
stiff against her face.

Rachel had shut her eyes when Kurt first
stuck his dick in her mouth, and soon the football player closed
his eyes, too. Damn, that felt good. It seemed like forever since
he’d had a blowjob, and even though the blonde had no idea what she
was doing, her lips and tongue were still soft and warm. He started
bucking his hips faster, an extra inch of cock sliding into the
girl’s mouth. She made an irritated noise and gripped his legs with
her hands, but Kurt held her head tightly as he kept on fucking her
face. Every time he jerked his hips forward, he thrust a little
deeper. Soon he had a third of his dick crammed into the girl’s
small mouth, and her tongue swirled along the bottom of it as she
tried to spit it out. Kurt put his other hand on the girl’s head as
his thighs started to tremble. He kept up the frantic pace, jerking
his cock in and out of her mouth in short, violent strokes as she
began to moan and cry again.

“Ahh!” he yelled. “Oh fuck, oh shit,
oh…ahhhhh!” With one final thrust, Kurt jammed his cock halfway
into Rachel’s mouth as it started spurting. She flailed her arms
and batted at his legs, but there was no stopping him now. Blasts
of cum jetted into the back of her mouth, the goo so thick and
heavy that soon she couldn’t breathe. Wailing and crying, Rachel
kept beating at Kurt’s legs until he finally let go of her head and
the girl fell forward with her face to the ground and her bare ass
up in the air, coughing and spitting as she tried to get the cum
out of her throat.

Kurt let out a deep sigh and opened his eyes,
shocked to see Victoria standing beside him with her phone pointed
down at Rachel. “Shit,” he mumbled, stuffing his still-hard cock
back into his jeans. “You took pictures of that, too?”

“No, video,” she told him. “Come on, chesty,
smile for the camera!”

Rachel kept spitting over and over, trying to
get the nasty taste out of her mouth. She finally wiped a hand
across her slimy lips and looked up at Kurt. “Y-you said you
wouldn’t do that!” she bawled, crying again.

The football player shrugged. “It just
happened. You got me all excited, so I guess it’s your own
fault.”

“And now I’ve got you in action,” Victoria
crooned, “so if you snitch on us, it won’t just be naked photos
that get plastered on the internet.” She nudged Kurt, who was still
zipping up. “Come on, let’s get back to the carnival. Maybe things
have livened up while we’ve been gone.”

“W-wait!” Rachel blurted as they started to
walk away. When Kurt turned around, she said, “You promised you’d
tell her to untie me!”

Kurt turned to Victoria and said, “You ought
to untie her.”

Victoria stroked her chin as if she were
pondering it, then she broke out in a huge grin and said, “No.”

The football player shrugged. “I kept my end
of the deal. I asked her. But I never promised she’d say yes.”

Chuckling, the two wandered away and left
Rachel alone in the glare of the single light. At first she just
watched them go, her mouth hanging open in shock, then she
scrambled to her feet, wincing as the wand shifted painfully in her
rectum. She looked for her backpack, which was still on the ground
near the shed. Her clothes were there, but how was she supposed to
get dressed again? One way or another, she had to get her hands
free! She looked around for anything sharp to rub the rope against.
Maybe the edge of the metal hurdle? She turned her back to it and
hunched down, yelping when the wand banged against it. She had to
get that damn thing out of her! She managed to grasp it but
couldn’t move her hands enough to pull it straight out, so all she
could do was use her fingertips to nudge it out of her butt a
little at a time, her teeth gritted as the wood slowly inched its
way out. It took forever, but then the girl let out a little bark
of pain as the wand finally slid out and dropped to the ground.

With the stick out of her ass it was easier
to move, but no matter how Rachel tried, she couldn’t loosen the
rope binding her wrists. Since they were behind her back she
couldn’t see what she was doing, and the metal on the edge of the
hurdle was very hard but also very smooth. After rubbing her arms
furiously against it for a few minutes, she finally let out a
frustrated sob and collapsed to her knees.

Wait, what was that? It sounded like
footsteps. Oh my god, were they coming back? Had they decided they
weren’t done with her after all? Rachel dropped until her ass hit
the dirt then she used her feet to scoot her body backwards toward
the shed. She stopped when her back hit the metal then lay there
panting and trembling as the footsteps got closer and closer. Soon
a dark, hulking figure appeared in the woods, even bigger than
Kurt. It paused for a moment then came closer, and once it stepped
into the light, Rachel saw that it was Mike Dershowitz. He still
wore his black jeans, boots, and Metallica t-shirt, and a cigarette
dangled from the fingers of his left hand.

Mike frowned when he saw Rachel. “Holy shit,”
he said. “You okay? What happened?”

The blonde tried to talk but burst out in
fresh tears instead. Mike flicked his cigarette away and came over
for a closer look, and when Rachel curled into a ball and rolled
sideways to try to hide her nakedness, he saw the rope binding her
hands.

“Shit, this is fucked up,” he muttered. “Hold
still, okay? I’ll get you out of this, don’t worry.”

 


 


 



Chapter 3.

 


 


The Gables Gang talked and laughed about the
incident the next day, but as the warm, lazy days of summer
stretched on, they eventually forgot all about Rachel Pancake. She
didn’t show up at any of the parks or pools or malls, and nobody
from the school or the police department knocked on their doors, so
the gang spent their time hanging out, goofing off, and having a
ball until fall came around and they began their senior year. Even
back at school, no one thought much about Rachel. Todd remarked one
day that he hadn’t noticed the mousy blonde scurrying around the
halls, and the rest of the gang just shrugged and looked for
someone new to pick on.

As October rolled around and the big
Homecoming Dance approached, Victoria started a huge campaign to
nominate herself for Homecoming Queen. This would be her last year
with the gang of misfits she’d lorded over since kindergarten, and
she wanted to cement her position as their leader once and for all.
She put up tons of posters, held rallies, bribed some students and
threatened others, and by the time the voting was over, Victoria
had won by a landslide. The king and queen weren’t supposed to be
announced until the night of the dance, but Victoria spotted a
thin, nerdy girl who served on the Homecoming Committee in the
locker room one day and threatened to twist the girl’s tiny tits
off if she didn’t tell her who had won. Once the nerd blurted out
Victoria’s name, the future queen smacked the girl’s bony ass and
sent her on her way.

“This is gonna be the best Homecoming ever,”
Victoria bragged to the rest of the Gables Gang. “I’m even gonna
hire a professional video crew to capture it on film forever!”

The other girls in the gang were a little
jealous, but they knew if they didn’t make a big deal out of
Victoria’s win, she would throw a huge fit. Cindy and Emma bought
fancy dresses and waited until the day of the dance to get their
nails done at the mall so they would be perfect that evening for
the big event.

“God forbid one of us shows up with chipped
nails on the night her highness gets her crown,” Cindy joked when
Emma stopped by her house to pick her up.

“Yeah, for sure,” Emma agreed.

The two girls were creatures of habit; they
always took Emma’s car to the mall, because her red BMW convertible
was a lot flashier than the hand-me-down gray Mercedes Cindy was
stuck with for now. They always traveled the same roads, and Emma
always parked in the back corner of the lot, far away from the
other cars, so no one would accidentally ding her door or scratch
her paint job. Sticking to this routine made the girls easy to
track, and the two were so caught up in their chatter about the
Homecoming Dance that they didn’t notice the plain white van, like
something a repairman would drive, following a few cars behind
them. Then, once they parked and climbed out of the car, still
talking and laughing, they barely noticed the van pull up near them
before the side door slid open with a harsh rasp and two figures in
jeans and black hoodies jumped out. Cindy and Emma didn’t even have
time to scream before pillow cases were yanked over their heads and
the two were shoved into the van, which sped out of the parking lot
with a squeal of tires. The girls lay on the van’s dirty floor with
two sets of arms holding them down while the van bounced along for
a few miles, then the vehicle came to a halt and the door was
pulled open again. Cindy and Emma were dragged out of the van and
pushed to the ground, then the pillowcases were yanked off their
heads.

The girls blinked and looked around. Both
were crying, but they were still in shock from the suddenness of
the attack. As they scanned the area, all they saw was dirt and
grass and sloping hills dotted with trees and a few huge boulders.
The van rested on the edge of a dirt road littered with crushed
beer cans, empty cigarette packs, used condoms, and other trash.
The faint sound of laughter and voices came from somewhere nearby,
but the girls couldn’t see anyone.

Cindy and Emma had both risen to their knees,
and Cindy leaned toward her friend and said, “W-w-where are we?
What is this place?”

Emma tried to answer but she was trembling
even more than Cindy, so all she could do was shake her head as she
stared around blankly.

“I’ll tell you what it is,” a gruff voice
said, then a huge man stepped around in front of them and yanked
the hoodie down onto his neck so the girls could finally see his
face. They recognized the long, unruly hair and craggy face of Mike
Dershowitz right away. “This is a spot back in the woods where all
the poor kids go to drink or smoke or fuck, because we don’t have
pool houses or fancy guest quarters to do it in like you fuckin’
stuck-up Gables bitches.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of like a Lover’s Lane,”
another voice said, then a second man walked into view. He pulled
his hoodie down too and the girls saw that he had the same craggy
face as Mike, and was almost as tall, but whereas Mike was big all
over like a sumo wrestler, this guy had the strong, solid build of
a serious athlete. He was also a few years older, with hair that
was as dark as Mike’s but shorter and less unruly. But the detail
that captured the attention of the girls most of all was the item
that dangled casually from one of the man’s hands; an old,
sweat-stained, well-used baseball bat.

“You bitches know who I am, right?” Mike
asked. “Or am I fuckin’ invisible to you because I’m not part of
your snotty little group?”

Cindy swallowed hard. “You’re M-m-m-mike,”
she managed to squeak out.

Mike chuckled. “Well, look at that. Guess I
caught your attention after all. And if you know who I am, then you
sure as hell know who this other ugly motherfucker is.”

Both girls nodded rapidly, afraid to take
more than a quick glance at the other man. Mike’s big brother Brady
was a legend at Brewer High School. Despite his reputation as a
hard drinker and drug user, he had also been the baseball team’s
star outfielder until the day one of the team’s pitchers turned him
in for smoking pot before a game. Brady was not only kicked off the
team but also expelled from school, and two days later the pitcher
who snitched ended up in the emergency room with his pitching arm
broken in three places with what the police thought had been blows
from a long, hard object. When the cops asked the pitcher who did
it, the guy just shook his head and mumbled that he never saw a
face—but everyone knew Brady Dershowitz had taken his revenge in an
ironic fashion, and his nickname ever since then had been
Batman.

As Mike and Brady stood there smirking at the
girls, another figure walked out from behind them. This one was
much shorter than the brothers, barely over five feet, and looked
like a midget as it went and stood next to the two giants. The
newcomer was also very plump, with its black hoodie bulging out and
hanging over its faded jeans. Because this person’s hood was still
pulled up, Cindy and Emma only caught a glimpse of a pale cheek and
a frowning mouth before the person leaned in to speak with the
brothers.

“You know who’s here?” the newcomer asked in
a dry whisper, as if they had a sore throat.

Brady nodded. “That’s Slim’s truck parked
down the road, and he’s normally got Dave and a few other guys with
him. I saw Jimmy’s Jeep, too, plus some other car. I’m sure there’s
a good-sized group of them getting high over there.”

“You think they’ll go along with it? Tell
them they each get twenty bucks when it’s done.”

Brady snickered. “Shit, most of those guys
would do it for free. And Slim’s such a freak he’d probably pay
you to do it.”

The shorter figure shook its head. “Tell them
twenty bucks. Bring as many as you can.”

Brady nodded and headed towards the woods,
disappearing once he reached a bend in the trail. As Cindy and Emma
crouched on the ground trembling, the shorter figure walked slowly
over to them. Once it was a few feet away, it reached up and pulled
its hoodie down to reveal shaggy, shoulder-length blonde hair and a
plain but pleasant face.

Emma’s jaw dropped. “H-holy shit! It’s Rachel
Pancake!”

Cindy just nodded dumbly. It was
Rachel Pancake, although that name didn’t fit at all since Rachel
had sprouted her new knockers. And it was those big jugs that had
confused the girls at first by filling out the front of Rachel’s
loose hoodie and making her look like a boy with a sagging
stomach.

Rachel shook her head sadly. “You stupid
cunts will never change. Always the same old shit.” She swiped hair
out of her face then shoved her hands in the pockets of her hoodie
and started walking in slow circles.

Emma was still trembling, but now it was more
from rage than fear. “You…you bitch!” she spat. “What the hell do
you think you’re doing? You think you can just snatch us off the
street like this? I thought you were a bunch of fucking kidnappers!
I thought—ugh!” Rachel moved so fast that Emma never saw the
blow coming, and the brunette’s head snapped to the side as Rachel
swung a fist into the girl’s skull right above her ear. Emma
toppled to the ground, her head ringing and stars swimming in front
of her eyes. Once her vision returned, she looked up to find Rachel
staring down at her with a cruel sneer on her face.

“You need to get something straight,” the
blonde said in a gruff voice. “I’m not Rachel Pancake anymore. In
fact, I’m not even Rachel anymore. What I am now is your worst
fucking nightmare.”

Emma and Cindy stared at the stranger in
front of them. She still looked a little like the girl they had
teased and tortured for years, but the way she spoke and moved and
carried herself was totally different. This new girl was like a
smaller version of the Dershowitz brothers, a tough, gritty hardass
who didn’t take shit from anyone. There was a reason for that, too;
on the night that Victoria and her friends had assaulted Rachel,
Mike had untied her, dressed her, and taken her back to his
brother’s apartment to rest and recover. He had wrapped her in a
blanket, given her some food and a beer, and promised not to let
anyone hurt her again. At first Rachel was nervous and scared,
figuring Mike was just one more guy who wanted to get his hands on
her tits. But it turned out that Mike was just another loner and
outcast taking care of one of his own.

Even though he still lived at home, Mike
spent most of his time at his brother’s apartment drinking beer,
smoking weed, playing video games, and just horsing around in
general. A parade of other friends was constantly coming and going
from the place with all of the people, both boys and girls, being
outsiders like the Dershowitzes. And even though they wore dark,
grubby clothes and had pierced noses and tons of tattoos and
listened to metal music, they were all nice to Rachel and treated
her like an old friend. Soon Rachel was hanging out there every
day, which is where she learned to drink and to smoke and, after a
lot of badgering, she even got Mike and Brady to teach her to
fight. By the end of the summer, she felt like a new person; a
person ready to start her senior year with a tough new attitude and
one goal in mind—getting even with the assholes who assaulted her
at the carnival that night. With her new clothes and her new way of
walking and talking, the Gables Gang hadn’t even recognized her
when they passed her in the hallways over the last few weeks. After
tonight, though, her new appearance would be etched on their
memories forever.

Rachel turned to Mike and tapped her watch.
Mike shrugged and said, “You want me to…?” but then rowdy voices
drifted up from the trail and moments later Brady came marching
back with a bunch of other guys following behind him in a ragged
line. Some looked like teenagers while others were a little older.
They all wore jeans and t-shirts, and most carried a beer or a
cigarette or both. They all had at least a few piercing and tats,
and a few had so much ink that their arms were covered from wrist
to shoulder. As the group staggered over, most of them nodded at
Rachel and a few of them gave her a wave or a big smile. Then they
turned their attention to Cindy and Emma, who still cowered on the
ground.

“So these are the bitches, huh?” asked a
tall, skinny guy with spiky red hair and a ring in his nose.

“That’s right, Slim,” Brady answered. “Don’t
they look all pretty and refined?”

“Not for long,” one of the other guys said
with a chuckle. There were eight in all, and most of them seemed
wasted from the way they were swaying on their feet.

“You know what you’re supposed to do?” Rachel
asked.

All the guys nodded, and Slim said, “Yep,
Brady gave a very detailed description. Guess he’s got a lot
of experience.” That made the others laugh as they stared down at
Cindy and Emma with hungry looks on their faces.

“Twenty bucks each when you’re done,” Rachel
told them, then she turned to Mike. “You guys get them ready.”

Mike and Brady hauled the girls upright again
then started tugging at their clothes. Cindy and Emma barked out
little sounds of outrage, but there was nothing they could do. The
brothers were fast and brutal, yanking off shirts and pulling down
jeans so wildly that the girls nearly fell down. Then their bras
and panties were literally ripped from their bodies, leaving the
two girls stark naked and surrounded by leering men. Both girls
tried to hunch over and wrap their arms around themselves, but the
brothers wrestled the girls’ hands behind their backs then secured
them with zip ties, leaving the front of their bodies totally
exposed.

Emma sobbed as she pressed her knees
together, trying desperately to hide her dark-haired pussy. But her
juicy ass was on full display and even though her brown hair hung
down past her shoulders, it wasn’t long enough to hide her big
tits. Since Cindy’s hair was only chin-length, there was nothing to
cover the small, firm cone-shaped tits that jiggled on her chest as
she wailed and cried. The honey-blonde hair between her legs was
trimmed into a thin neat line, and her ass was as round and tight
as a basketball.

“P-p-please…please…” Cindy babbled.

“You can’t!” Emma moaned. “You can’t, you
just can’t!”

“On your knees,” Rachel ordered, and when the
girls didn’t move fast enough, Mike and Brady grabbed them by the
shoulders and pushed them down. Now the girls’ faces were at crotch
level with the eight guys surrounding them. “Guys, you can get
started. Four on each girl.” The guys shifted positions until four
of them stood in a ragged half-circle in front of both Cindy and
Emma. Some of them drained their beers and tossed the cans away or
dropped their cigarettes, then everyone in the group reached for
their belts and zippers.

The two girls gasped in shock as the eight
men lowered their pants, some just to the knees and others all the
way to the ground. Now eight bare cocks were pointing straight at
the girls, some big, some average, and a couple that were fucking
huge, but all of them stiff and ready for action. Rachel pulled a
tube of lotion from her pocket and squirted a blob of it into each
man’s hand, then the guys began slathering it on their shafts. Now
Cindy and Emma were shaking harder than ever, with tears streaming
down their cheeks.

“Come on, guys,” Rachel chided. “Don’t be
shy.”

After a couple of chuckles and sideways
glances, the guys gripped their cocks and started tugging. Cindy
and Emma shut their eyes and cringed, waiting for rough hands to
reach out and grab them, but after a few moments they opened them
again and stared with disbelief. They thought the guys were
prepping themselves for a gang rape, but instead they seemed happy
just to jerk themselves off. All eight of them were looking down at
the nude girls with dreamy looks on their faces as they beat their
meat, some of them stroking calmly while others yanked their cocks
with quick, almost violent thrusts. The men stood so close that
their cocks were only a foot from the girls’ faces, and the wet
sound of so many greasy cocks being pumped all at once was both
hypnotic and disgusting.

It only took a couple of minutes for the
first guy to reach his limit. He was a short, scrawny guy who had
been devouring Emma’s big tits with his eyes as he jacked off, and
he suddenly let out a yelp as he blasted cum onto her forehead,
then her nose, then her cheek. The girl gasped and cried harder as
the slimy stuff dripped down her face, with one big blob dangling
from her chin. That was enough to set the other guys off, and soon
more starting shooting their wads. One of the guys with the biggest
cocks blasted a full load into Cindy’s hair, then the man next to
him shot off right in her eye. Two guys standing in front of Emma
blasted all over her face at the same time, then a man in front of
Cindy launched a sticky stream right into the girl’s open mouth.
She coughed and sputtered as the other men blasted her face and
neck, and then the last holdout, a man with a huge dick who was
pumping his meat just a few inches from Emma’s already sticky face,
let out a howl and sprayed fresh streams of cum all over the girl’s
lips and chin.

Once it was over, the guys let out a
collective sigh and gave each other wicked grins. As they pulled
their pants up over their greasy cocks, the girls hunched forward
and cried. Both were coated from hair to shoulders in cum, and with
their hands behind their backs, there was no way to wipe the slimy
stuff away.

“Oh my god, get it off me!” Emma wailed.
“This is disgusting!”

“It’s in my f-f-fucking eye!” Cindy
added.

Rachel smirked. “What’s wrong, girls? You two
were fine when you used those nerds to give my face a paint
job.” Mike leaned over and muttered something in Rachel’s ear, and
the blonde nodded. “Right. Okay, ladies, on your feet. It’s time to
finish your spa day.”

The girls looked at each other, both confused
and horrified. “W-what do you mean?” Cindy asked.

“You’ve already had your facial,” Rachel
replied, “and now it’s time for that mani-pedi you were looking
forward to.”

The girls were tossed back in the van, and
minutes later the vehicle pulled up in front of the mall where
Emma’s red BMW still sat. Brady drove slowly along the curb to the
main entrance, where dozens of people were coming and going through
the big glass double doors. In front of the entrance was a
manicured grassy area lined with small shrubs and flowers. Brady
stopped in front of that, and the van’s side door slid open with a
rough grating sound. Cindy and Emma were shoved out, both girls
stumbling as their bare feet hit the grass. As the van sped away,
the crowd near the entrance gasped and pointed at the two naked
girls with their hands tied behind their backs and their faces wet
and glistening.

“Holy fuck!” yelled a teen boy with his arm
around his girlfriend. “Is that Cindy and Emma?”

The two girls stumbled and spun in place,
looking for somewhere to run, but the throng was closing around
them now and before they knew it they were surrounded by dozens of
faces, some laughing and others staring in shock. It only took a
few seconds before the first phones came out, with multiple flashes
going off as people crowded around to take pictures.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 4.

 


 


The Homecoming Committee spent over a month
planning that night’s celebration. What no one knew was that Rachel
had spent nearly as much time planning her revenge.

After months of hanging around with Mike,
Brady, and their friends, the tougher, harder Rachel decided there
was no way she was going to let the Gables Gang get away with what
they did to her. Every last one of them was going to pay, and in
the most painful, most humiliating way possible. Mike and Brady
agreed to join in, but first Rachel had to come up with a plan. It
began to form when she overheard one of her classmates, the nerdy
girl on the Homecoming Committee whom Victoria had cornered in the
locker room, whisper to a friend about Victoria being named
Homecoming Queen. The upcoming dance seemed like the perfect
backdrop for Rachel’s revenge, but how could she get even with all
of those assholes at once? By secretly stalking the various members
of the Gables Gang, learning their habits and plans, and
eavesdropping on various conversations, her grand scheme finally
came into focus. It would take plenty of preparation and a lot of
help from her new friends, but by the time the planning was
finished, Rachel was confident she could pull it off.

Humiliating Cindy and Emma at the mall where
they spent most of their time had been the first step. Now it was
time to focus on the queen bitch herself, Victoria Wentworth.
During her snooping and spying, Rachel had learned that the Gables
Gang sometimes met in a small grassy area near the teacher’s
parking lot to have a quick drink or a smoke before school. The
area was hidden by some trees and a small fence, making it
invisible from the school grounds. Cindy and Emma were planning to
meet Victoria there before the dance so they could swig some vodka
and toast her upcoming rein as Homecoming Queen.

Rachel, Mike, and Brady pulled up in the
nearby parking lot just as the sun was beginning to fade. The dance
was scheduled to start soon, so Victoria was probably already
inside. Using Cindy’s cell phone, Rachel sent a text that said
Come on out to our secret place; I’m here with the booze and a
nice surprise too!

Victoria, who was finishing up her makeup in
one of the school bathrooms, grinned when she saw the message.
Cindy’s mom had a bad coke habit and sometimes Cindy was able to
snag a little nose candy for herself. That must be the “nice
surprise” she was talking about. Well well, that would make the
night a lot more fun and sparkly!

While a few other students milled around
waiting for the dance to begin, Victoria slipped out the school’s
back door and made her way to the secret spot. She wore a
strapless, knee-length dress that was emerald green, and her high
heels made a dull clacking sound as she crossed the asphalt of the
teacher’s lot—which was empty except for the three cars belonging
to the dance’s chaperones—then slipped behind the wooden fence at
the back of it. The grassy space back there was only about twenty
feet square, the size of a big bedroom, and was ringed with trees
on all sides.

Victoria frowned when she found the space
empty, because she expected Cindy and Emma to be waiting. Now they
expected her to wait for them?

“Bitches,” the girl muttered, reaching for
her phone to send an angry text, but then she heard footsteps
behind her and turned around. When she saw Rachel standing there,
her jaw dropped.

“What the fuck do you want?” Victoria
asked. “And how did you know I was here? Are you following me or
something?”

Rachel had taken off her hoodie and now wore
just jeans and a plain black V-necked t-shirt. As she slowly
approached Victoria, her hands clenched and unclenched nervously at
her sides and her lower lip trembled. “Yeah, I was g-going to the
dance and I s-saw you come back here, so—”

“You’re going to the dance dressed like
that?” Victoria sneered. “You look like some little Goth
freak or something. And who the hell would ask you anyway?”
She crossed her arms over her chest and frowned. “I didn’t even
know you still went here. I haven’t seen your pimply face all year,
so I thought you dropped out!”

“I’m n-not surprised you didn’t notice me,”
Rachel muttered, “but I noticed you every day. And every
time I saw you, I remembered what you did to me at the carnival
that night.”

Victoria chuckled. “Oh, please. Is your life
so dull and empty that all you can do is obsess about that? Well of
course, look who I’m talking to!”

“Shut up,” Rachel said, swallowing hard. “I’m
tired of you insulting me. And I’ll never forget what you did at
the carnival. That’s why I’m here. To m-m-make you pay for it.”

Victoria chuckled again as Rachel raised her
small fists awkwardly in front of her face. “Bitch, you’ve got to
be joking. You want to fight me?”

“W-w-what’s wrong? Are you s-scared?” Rachel
asked, waving her fists in little circles.

“You think I’m scared? You’re
stuttering like a retard and shaking like you’re about to wet your
pants!” Victoria walked forward until she was only a foot away from
Rachel. The blonde flinched and took a step back as Victoria put
her hands on her hips and grinned. Victoria wasn’t known as a
fighter, but she was in great shape from playing tennis and
swimming, and she had been known to slap other girls so hard they
saw stars. The last time she did it—to a scrawny freshman who had
bumped into Victoria in the hallway and knocked her books out of
her hands—the girl had collapsed to the floor after two hard slaps
across the face and had to go home and lie down for the rest of the
day.

Victoria smirked as she imagined doing the
same thing to Rachel Pancake. Maybe she would knock the girl around
a little while she waited for Cindy and Emma to show up, then the
three of them could have some fun before the Homecoming Dance. The
dance was starting soon, though, and Victoria really didn’t want to
risk messing up her fancy dress.

The brunette checked the time on her phone;
she wanted to get inside and enjoy the party before they announced
her as queen. Fuck Cindy and Emma, and fuck this little nerd loser,
too. Victoria was ready to dance, mingle, and do a little flirting
with Josh Freeman, the class president who she had learned through
the grapevine would be named Homecoming King. Josh was cute and his
parents were loaded, and since Victoria was getting tired of big,
dumb Kurt anyway, tonight would be the perfect night to start
getting closer to Josh.

But in the meantime, Rachel was still
blocking her way and waving those puny little fists. “C-come on and
fight me,” the blonde repeated.

Victoria sighed. “Bitch, get out of my way
before you get hurt. I’m gonna go inside and have some fun before I
get my crown, but if you’re still here after the party’s over, I’ll
be more than happy to kick your saggy ass.” Victoria started to
walk around Rachel, but the blonde sidestepped and blocked her way.
The brunette let out a weary sigh and rolled her eyes. Okay,
whatever. If you want it so bad, I’ll go ahead and slap you silly
right now.

Fast as a snake, Victoria swiped her right
palm at Rachel’s face in a vicious arc. She caught nothing but air,
though, as the blonde yanked her head back at the last moment.
What the fuck? I didn’t even see her move! With her arm
still raised, Victoria swung it the other way to catch Rachel with
a wicked backhand. But Rachel sidestepped the blow again, and this
time she jabbed one fist forward and popped Victoria hard on the
chin.

The brunette’s head snapped back and she
stumbled a little, her eyes growing wide. “You…little…shit!” she
hissed, swinging for Rachel again, but the blonde ducked and
slammed a fist into Victoria’s gut. The brunette wheezed out a
ragged breath as she hunched forward, her phone dropping to the
ground. She clutched her belly and coughed, stumbling backward a
few steps. How the fuck could this be happening? Rachel Pancake was
a coward and a weakling! But the girl who stood in front of her now
with her fists still raised and a stony expression on her face
didn’t look anything like the nervous, trembling girl from two
minutes ago!

Once Victoria got her breath back, she slowly
straightened up. “I don’t know what the fuck’s going on, but I’m
not dealing with this shit right now. Get the fuck out of my way
before I yell for a security guard.”

“Oh, so you are too chicken to fight
me,” Rachel said, a rough edge in her voice now. “Just like I
thought.”

Victoria tried to laugh but the sound came
out flat and ugly. “Tell you what, bitch, I’ll fight you later.
Right now I’ve got a Homecoming Dance to go to, and this dress was
too fucking expensive to take a chance on getting it dirty.”

“Oh, you’re worried about the dress? That’s
no problem.” Rachel dashed at Victoria and grabbed the taller
girl’s wrist in one of the nerve grips Mike had taught her, then
she spun Victoria around so that she stood behind the girl with her
big tits pressed into Victoria’s back. The brunette’s right arm was
trapped behind her back at waist level, and while Rachel gripped
that wrist with one hand, she grabbed Victoria’s zipper with the
other and yanked it down to the girl’s ass, then tugged the loose
material until it collapsed around Victoria’s ankles. Then she let
go of Victoria’s wrist and shoved the girl forward, sending her
stumbling across the grass in only her underwear and high heels.
The brunette flailed her arms as she pinwheeled for a moment before
she fell to the ground and landed on her hands and knees. She spun
herself around until she was sitting on the ground, staring at the
blonde with a look of sheer shock on her face.

Rachel scooped the green dress off the ground
and shook it in the air. “See? Now it won’t get all messed up.” She
wadded the material into a ball and tossed it to the side, and
Victoria watched as the dress fluttered through the air then landed
in a nearby bush. Now she wore nothing but a black bra and matching
black panties, and she could feel little rocks and sticks poking
her ass as she sat on the ground.

“Get up,” the blonde urged, making a little
come on gesture with both hands. “I’m gonna kick your ass so
hard they’re gonna have to crown you Hospital Queen instead of
Homecoming Queen.”

For a moment, Victoria could only stare. This
was like some fucked up dream about an alternate universe where
everything was crazy and backwards. If she opened her mouth, would
bubbles fly out? If she pulled a clump of grass out of the ground,
would it turn into spaghetti in her hand? Rachel took a step
forward and the brunette flung up a hand to ward her off. “D-don’t
move,” she said. “Take one more fucking step and I will call
for security. There’s two guards inside for the dance, and…”

The sentence trailed off as Victoria’s teeth
started chattering. As Rachel had raised a hand in the air, two
hulking figures appeared from out of the trees. Victoria recognized
one as Mike Dershowitz, the huge metal head, and the smaller one
with the bat had to be his legendary brother Brady.

“You’re not gonna open your fucking mouth,”
Rachel told her, “because if you do, it’s gonna take the security
guys at least five minutes to figure out where the yelling’s coming
from and get over here. You know how much damage these two could do
to you in five minutes?” Victoria looked back and forth between the
brothers then shuddered. “The only way you’re getting out of here
is to fight me,” Rachel continued. “Mike and Brady won’t get
involved, they’ll just make sure we’re not interrupted. Now come
on, get up.”

Victoria was still too stunned to think
straight. She looked left, then right, desperately searching for
some way out, then as Rachel took a step forward, Victoria panicked
and grabbed for the only weapon close at hand—one of her
high-heeled shoes, which was already dangling half-off her foot
after her fall. She yanked the shoe off and hurled it at Rachel,
but it missed the blonde by a yard. Grunting, the brunette fumbled
with the strap of the other shoe then yanked it off and threw it as
well. Rachel ducked as the shoe sailed over her head, then she ran
at Victoria in a crouch and grabbed the brunette by both arms and
hauled her to her feet kicking and panting.

Victoria was tall and fit, and clad only in
the black bra and panties with her long, curly brown hair tousled
around her shoulders, she looked like some wild Amazon woman. She
struggled out of Rachel’s grasp then swung wildly at the blonde,
missing the other girl’s face by a foot. Rachel spread her legs in
a fighter’s stance as she slung both of her small fists, blasting
Victoria with jabs to the face and chest. The brunette yelped and
stumbled back, then she ran forward and started flailing again.
Rachel knocked Victoria’s arms out of the way with one of her own
then slammed a fist into the side of the other girl’s head.
Victoria’s eyes crossed and the brunette let out a weird gurgle as
she staggered on her feet, her arms hanging limply at her
sides.

As Victoria stood there swaying, Rachel
grabbed the front of her bra and ripped it clean off with one hard
yank. Victoria’s small, firm tits popped out, the nipples hard and
dark. Then Rachel grabbed Victoria’s panties with both hands and
yanked them all the way to the ground, exposing the other girl’s
neatly-trimmed pussy and her firm ass. Rachel grabbed both of
Victoria’s nipples and pinched hard, and the brunette squealed and
snapped out of her stupor. Then Rachel kicked Victoria’s legs out
from under her and the other girl collapsed on her side like a sack
of laundry. Rachel dropped down behind her, pulling one of
Victoria’s arms behind her back like she had before. The two were
pressed front to back again, with Rachel’s big, soft tits mashed
against Victoria’s bare back.

The blonde moved her mouth near Victoria’s
ear and hissed, “This isn’t just revenge for the carnival. This is
payback for every shitty thing you’ve done to me since we were
kids.” Keeping Victoria’s arm locked behind her back with one hand,
Rachel reached around with the other one and started punishing the
brunette’s body. She mauled the other girl’s tits for a few
minutes, then slid her hand down between Victoria’s legs and yanked
out a handful of pubic hair. The brunette wailed and shook, tears
of pain streaming down her cheeks. Then she gasped as Rachel dug a
fingertip into the opening of her pussy, which had become damp
during the tussle. Victoria gasped and rolled around as Rachel
corkscrewed her finger deeper, eventually burying it knuckle-deep
in the other girl’s snatch. The brunette struggled harder as Rachel
wiggled the finger around, then the blonde slid it out and raised
it to Victoria’s mouth.

“Lick it clean,” she demanded. “And if you
even think of biting me, this arm I’m holding is gonna end up
broken. Understand?”

Victoria gasped as Rachel wrenched the arm an
inch further up the brunette’s back, then she slowly opened her
mouth and poked her tongue out. Instead of waiting, Rachel jammed
her finger into Victoria’s mouth and the brunette gagged as she
tasted her own pussy juice.

“Suck it like a lollipop,” Rachel demanded.
“Make sure you get every drop.”

Crying harder, Victoria followed the orders.
Once the finger was clean, Rachel slid it back between Victoria’s
legs—but this time she skimmed over the brunette’s pussy and
started probing Victoria’s asshole.

“N-no!” the brunette grunted. “Please don’t!
Please, I don’t—ahhhh!” she wailed as Rachel jammed the wet finger
up Victoria’s ass and wiggled it around. When the blonde pulled the
finger out again and slid it back up to Victoria’s face, the
brunette cringed at the foul smell.

“You know what to do,” Rachel ordered,
gripping the brunette’s aching wrist more tightly, and Victoria
sobbed harder as she grudgingly opened her mouth again. Rachel
stuck the finger back in and Victoria gagged worse than before at
the sour, nasty taste of her own ass.

“Do you know what that is?” Rachel murmured
as she moved the finger in and out, fucking Victoria’s mouth with
it. “That’s the taste of defeat, you nasty bitch.”

The brunette shuddered and moaned as Rachel
pulled the finger out and let go of Victoria’s wrist. The blonde
pushed herself to her feet to find Mike and Brady still in their
positions a few yards away with grins on their faces.

“Damn, girl, you’re fucking hardcore,” Brady
remarked as Rachel wiped her hand on Victoria’s dress.

“Like some demon straight out of hell,” Mike
added.

Rachel shrugged and returned the grin. “What
can I say? I was taught by the best.” She went and scooped
Victoria’s phone from the ground then said, “Now for the second act
of this little play.” She took the phone over to where the brunette
lay sprawled on the ground, grabbed her wrist again, then pressed
Victoria’s finger to the sensor on the phone. Once the screen lit
up, she scrolled through the contacts and typed out two quick
messages. The first reply came right away, with the second coming
about a minute later.

“Okay guys, get ready,” she said, stuffing
the phone in her back pocket then grabbing Victoria around the
waist with both arms and wrestling the girl around until she was up
on her hands and knees. “You stay like that, understand? If you
move an inch, I’m gonna drive my boot so far up your ass you’ll
taste the leather in your mouth.”

Victoria nodded her head, which was aimed at
the ground. Her eyes were closed and a string of saliva dripped
from her mouth, which still tasted like a foul combination of cum
and shit. Her small tits swayed as they hung down toward the grass,
and her firm ass was pointed straight up in the air.

A few minutes later the shrubs nearby rustled
as Kurt and Todd made their way into the clearing. Kurt wore a suit
and tie, and Todd had on slacks and a button-up shirt with a
spotted bow tie clipped on.

“What do you think the surprise is?” Todd was
asking.

“How should I know?” Kurt answered. “Probably
booze or blow, or maybe both. But Victoria doesn’t mess with cheap
shit, so whatever it is, I’m sure it’s good.”

As they stepped onto the grass, the two
stopped and stared. About 20 feet away, Victoria was down on her
hands and knees, stark naked, with that huge loner Mike Dershowitz
standing over her.

“K-kurt?” Victoria mumbled, raising her head
an inch.

“Shut up,” Mike muttered. “Eyes back on the
ground.”

“What the fuck…” Kurt muttered, then the
bushes rustled as Rachel appeared on one side and Brady appeared on
the other.

“Hi, boys,” Rachel said. “No, no, don’t think
about running. Brady’s fast as lightning with that bat of his and
nobody wants to crawl back to the dance with a busted kneecap.”

“What’s this, some kind of ambush?” Kurt
growled.

The blonde shook her head. “I need your help,
that’s all.”

“Victoria just texted us,” he continued,
staring at his girlfriend again. Even though they’d been dating for
six months, he had never seen her totally naked before. “How’d she
get like that?”

“No, that was me using her phone. And she got
like that because I kicked her ass.”

“You did?”

“That’s right.”

“Now y-you’re gonna d-do the same to us?”
Todd stammered. “You and Mike and his c-c-crazy brother?”

“These guys won’t touch you unless I tell
them to. You just have to do what I want, that’s all.”

“And what’s that?” Kurt asked.

Rachel lowered her voice so Victoria couldn’t
hear. “I want you to fuck the Homecoming Queen.”

Kurt and Todd looked at each other dumbly
then turned to Rachel again. “B-but…why?” Todd asked.

“She was the one who planned that attack on
me during the carnival. You idiots followed her orders, but she
called all the shots. Now I’m paying her back.”

Kurt glanced at Victoria again. Her face was
streaked with tears and her tits jiggled as they swung down from
her body. “You really kicked her ass?” He looked at Rachel again,
taking in the black clothes and the sturdy black boots. “I guess
you really toughened up over the summer.”

“That’s right, and I did fuck her
up…but now you’re gonna fuck her.”

Kurt shook his head like he’d been slapped.
“This is too fucking weird. What the fuck are you even talking
about?”

“I’m talking about you finally fucking your
girlfriend.” Kurt just stood there shaking his head in amazement,
so Rachel continued. “Come on, Kurt. I’ve heard rumors that you two
have never done it before.” She hooked a thumb over her shoulder.
“Aren’t you dying to get your cock in that?”

“Six months we’ve been going out, and she
won’t even blow me,” Kurt muttered. “Nothing but lousy hand jobs.
But this is crazy. You want to get even with Victoria by making her
have sex?”

“Everybody knows she’s a prude and she hates
it. It’s the best way to make her miserable. Besides, you better do
it now while you have the chance, because I also heard she’s got a
crush on Josh Freeman.”

Kurt’s eyes went wide. “What? Are you fucking
kidding me?” He turned to Todd. “You know anything about that?”

Todd shrugged nervously. “I don’t know…I’ve
seen them talking a few times…”

“Maybe she’s saving herself for him,’ Rachel
offered.

Kurt sighed, rubbed his hair, and looked
around at everyone. “This is fucked up, man. All of this.”

Rachel pursed her lips. “You know, I’ve been
eavesdropping on the other football players and some of them say
their girlfriends put out at least once a week. Another guy said
his girlfriend blows him whenever he wants. He’s even got pictures
of it on his cell phone. Doesn’t that make you jealous?”

Now Kurt was looking up at the darkening sky
and shaking his head.

“Aren’t you dying to get laid?” Rachel
continued. “Just do it and then you can both go. It’s that
simple.”

“Um…hang on,” Todd said. “So you want
both of us to…”

“I’ve got a different job for you, but I
still think you’ll enjoy it,” Rachel told him. “Let me put it this
this; both of you guys are gonna end up satisfied.”

Todd and Kurt looked at each other again.
“This is crazy,” Kurt repeated. “And I can’t just…you know…do it to
her right here, out in the open…especially with her like that, and
with all you other guys here. Like I said, this is totally
insane.”

Rachel took a deep breath and let it out slow
and sexy. “Look, Kurt, if it makes you feel any better…you really
don’t have a choice. You can either fuck, or you can get
fucked up. That’s your alibi if you need one. You were
forced to do it.” Kurt and Todd kept looking around and
shuffling their feet nervously, so Rachel added, “Come on, guys,
look at the options. You either screw the Homecoming Queen or you
get your asses kicked by two scary motherfuckers. Do you really
have to think about it?”

Todd blinked nervously. “H-how do we know…I
mean, what if we do what you want and then you still tell
these guys to kick our asses?”

“Like I said, they won’t touch you. I
promise.”

“Well, w-what about you?” Todd
continued. “You’re pretty scary too right now.”

Rachel smiled. “I won’t lay a hand on you. I
swear on my life, okay?” Kurt and Todd still stood there scratching
and shuffling and glancing around. “Oh, well,” the blonde said,
flapping her arms at her sides. “I guess you two will spend the
rest of the night laying on the ground and moaning in pain, and
maybe the queen over there will lay on the ground moaning with Josh
Freeman on top of her.”

Kurt bit his lip, his fists clenching and
unclenching at his sides. “Is she really breaking up with me for
him? No shit?”

Rachel shrugged. “Just telling you what I
heard.”

Kurt glanced at Victoria’s round, pale ass
sticking up in the air as she crouched on the ground. He was
breathing hard now and his cheeks had gone red. “Well…like you
said, I guess we don’t have a choice,” he mumbled.

Todd gave him a sideways glance. “Um…are you
sure about this, dude?”

The big football player shrugged. “You want
to get hammered with a baseball bat, or you want to shoot your wad
then walk away?” He moved slowly toward Victoria, and after a
moment Todd followed him.

“Kurt, thank god you’re here,” Victoria
hissed once he was standing beside her. “Make them let me go!”

“I told you to shut up,” Mike said.

“What the hell’s going on?” Victoria
continued. “What were you all talking about?”

“I said zip it,” Mike growled, nudging the
girl’s ass with the toe of his boot and making her squeal.

Kurt’s eyes traveled down Victoria’s nude
body, from her neck to that round ass. He had gotten a few glances
at her tits during make-out sessions in parked cars, but now she
was stark naked and bathed in the glow of the bright parking lot
lights. Her smooth skin was damp with sweat, and it looked as warm
and soft as silk.

“I will let you go, Victoria…right
after you three put on a little show,” Rachel said. “I’ll even make
sure you’re on time to get your crown.”

“W-what are you talking about?” Victoria
blurted. “What kind of show?”

“An adult show,” the blonde said with
a grin. “Kurt, Todd, lose the pants.”

“W-we have to get naked, like her?”
Todd asked.

“Pants and boxers off, boys. You can either
do it yourselves or Mike and Brady can help you.”

After more nervous glances and shuffling
around, both guys kicked off their shoes then dropped their pants
and stepped out of them. Kurt shucked off his boxers and stood
there dumbly with his big horse cock dangling between his legs
while Todd skimmed his underwear off then clapped his hands over
his cock; it was much smaller than Kurt’s, but seeing Victoria in
the buff had turned it hard as steel.

Rachel told Kurt to kneel down behind
Victoria, and he obeyed.

“Kurt, no!” The brunette barked. “Are you out
of your mind?”

“Shut that mouth or I’ll shut it for you,”
Mike warned.

“Here, you’ll need this,” Rachel said,
pulling out her tube of lotion and squirting a blob into Kurt’s
palm, “because you’re not putting it where you thought you
were.”

He stared up at the blonde, stunned. “Wait.
You mean…”

“That’s right. She put something in my
ass, and now you’re gonna put something in her
ass.”

“Oh my god, no way!” Victoria squealed, but
then Mike leaned down and slapped her hard on the top of the head.
The girl bit her lip and continued to cry.

“It’s your job to keep her quiet,” Rachel
told Todd. “Kneel down in front of her and put something in her
mouth.”

The scrawny boy lowered himself down then
pointed dumbly at his hard dick. “Y-you mean…”

“Yes, you idiot, I’m talking about that.
Victoria, raise that head up and do what you’re told. If you try to
fight or run away, it’ll only get worse.”

The brunette grudgingly obeyed, cringing when
she saw Todd’s hard dick hovering inches from her face. She opened
her mouth and started to protest again, but Todd took it as an
invitation and shoved his meat into her mouth. Victoria gagged and
sputtered as Todd’s six inches slid over her tongue and poked at
the opening of her throat; she had never tasted dick before, and
the salty, musky flavor made her want to throw up. Todd just froze
in place, groaning at the warmth of Victoria’s mouth but afraid to
do anything before he was told.

“Okay, that’s one,” Rachel said to Kurt. “Now
it’s your turn.”

The football player had slathered his cock
with lotion, but now he just stared dumbly at the round, firm ass
in front of him. Over the last few months Victoria had given him an
awful case of blue balls, but this whole situation was still so
fucked up that he wasn’t sure he could go through with it.

Rachel sighed. “What’s wrong, Kurt? Need a
little help?” She leaned forward and grabbed Victoria’s ass cheeks
with both hands, spreading them wide. “There you go, big boy. And I
even loosened her up with my finger before you got here.”

Kurt swallowed hard and beads of sweat popped
out on his brow. Now he had a clear view of Victoria’s puckered
asshole, and just a few inches above it were Rachel’s big, soft
tits. Since she was leaning over, Kurt could see down the front of
her V-necked t-shirt and the creamy curves of those perfect jugs
were now dangling right above his girlfriend’s naked body. The
combination of the two made his hard dick twitch involuntarily and
a drizzle of clear pre-cum oozed out.

Fuck it, he thought, lurching forward
and jabbing his huge cockhead against Victoria’s asshole. The girl
squealed but couldn’t cry out with Todd’s dick in her mouth, so all
she could do was squirm and cry as Kurt twisted and prodded until
the tip of his dick was finally inside.

“Ow, ow, teeth!” Todd whimpered, smacking
Victoria on top of the head the way Mike had done earlier. The
brunette squealed and opened her mouth wider, and Todd jammed more
of his cock inside. Now Victoria was fighting just to breathe, but
at the same time her butt was burning as Kurt forced his big dick
further inside her. Her ass was tight as a fist, but Kurt was both
so strong and so horny that he managed to drive it in inch by inch
until the whole thing was buried and his meaty balls were mashed
against Victoria’s ass cheeks. The brunette’s eyes bugged out of
her head and tears were streaming down her cheeks now, along with a
trail of spit that was leaking from the side of her mouth.

“Okay, guys,” Rachel said. “Now that you’re
both in position, let’s see some action.”

They didn’t need to be told twice. Kurt eased
his dick out a few inches then drove it back in all the way,
repeating the action until Victoria’s tight ass finally started to
loosen up. Todd started bucking his hips at the same time, but
since Kurt was shoving Victoria forward with every stroke, his cock
was going in and out of her mouth on its own. The two guys stared
at each other for a moment, their eyes wide, mouths hanging open.
It was bizarre to be facing each other from two feet away with
their dicks buried in different parts of the same girl. Todd
finally dropped his eyes so he could watch the brunette’s head
bobbing back and forth on his cock, her slack lips gliding roughly
over his shaft.

Kurt couldn’t believe that after all these
months, he was finally fucking his girlfriend. At first his brain
was spinning from how crazy the situation was, but then all he
could focus on was the way Victoria’s tight ass was gripping his
cock. Every time he thrust his hips, those tight butt muscles
squeezed his dick for dear life. He grabbed an ass cheek in both
hands the way Rachel had earlier as he started fucking faster, his
fingers leaving red marks in Victoria’s soft flesh. Meanwhile the
brunette could only cry and tremble from the force of being fucked
from both ends, her tits jiggling madly every time Kurt pounded
into her.

After a couple of minutes, Todd rolled his
eyes and moaned. He hadn’t gotten laid in months, and he could
already feel his balls starting to tingle. Victoria wasn’t actually
sucking him, but the way her slack lips and tongue dragged across
his shaft every time he bucked forward was driving him wild. That
tingling in his balls kept building and building, and finally he
let out a little yelp as he blasted off in her mouth. The brunette
sobbed harder as warm cum sprayed her tongue and the back of her
throat, and she opened wider to let the jizz spill out before it
choked her. It dribbled down to the ground in a thick, gooey strand
as Todd jerked his hips a few more times then went still, his
shoulders sagging as he let out a ragged breath.

Kurt had been on the verge of coming too, and
seeing Todd shoot his wad in Victoria’s mouth pushed him over the
edge. He started ramming the girl faster and faster, his stomach
hitting her damp ass cheeks with a wet slapping sound every time he
thrust his dick inside. Kurt hunched over and grabbed Victoria’s
tits, groping them roughly as he started bucking like a wild horse.
Soon he gritted his teeth and let out a low growl as he flooded the
girl’s rectum with cum, still thrusting as the jizz shot out of
him, over and over a dozen more times until the last few drops
dribbled out and he collapsed onto the girl’s sweaty back, nearly
knocking her over.

“Well, that was exciting,” Rachel
said, and Kurt looked up to see that she had her phone pointed
straight at the group.

“What are you doing with that?” he asked.

“I’ll tell you in a minute. Right now we need
to get moving so the queen isn’t late for her crowning. Todd, Kurt,
come over here with me. Leave your pants where they are. This will
just take a second.” Both guys eased their meat out of Victoria and
then, with their sloppy dicks still hanging out, they followed
Rachel to the edge of the clearing. Victoria stayed on her hands
and knees with her back to the group, shaking and sobbing.

Once they were alone, Rachel turned and faced
Todd and Kurt. She held up her phone so they could see the screen
then started a video; it showed both of them ramming their dicks
into Victoria minutes earlier. “If you even think about ratting me
out, this video goes public. Everyone will think you two gang-raped
the Homecoming Queen right before the big dance. So keep your
mouths shut, got it?” Kurt and Todd glanced at each other then
nodded dumbly. “Oh, and one other thing,” Rachel continued. “I
haven’t forgiven either of you for what you did to me that night at
the carnival, but I did promise I wouldn’t lay a hand on you.” She
slipped her phone into her back pocket then smiled. “I didn’t say
anything about my other body parts, though.”

Kurt’s eyes and mouth opened in shock as
Rachel drove her knee straight up into his big balls. The football
player collapsed to the ground, coughing and wheezing as he
clutched his throbbing nuts. Todd stared in horror, too shocked to
even move, which gave Rachel the time to swing her leg back and
kick him in the crotch. The toe of her heavy boot pulverized both
his balls and his flaccid cock, and Todd let out a thin,
high-pitched whine as he doubled over.

Rachel left both boys lying on the ground and
moaning in pain as she walked back to Victoria. The brunette’s
whole body was trembling, and as Rachel crouched down beside her,
she saw that Victoria’s eyes were unfocused and her mouth hung
slackly open.

“Wake up, cunt,” Rachel hissed, waving a hand
in front of the other girl’s face. “You need to see something
before you get your crown.” She held up her phone and ran the video
again. As the images played, Victoria’s face gradually came back to
life. She blinked and bit her lip as fresh tears glittered in her
eyes. “Everyone’s going to ask what happened tonight,” Rachel
continued, “and if you say my name, this video goes public. Since
this is your boyfriend and one of your close friends fucking you so
enthusiastically, people will have a hard time believing anybody
forced you to do this. They’ll probably think you just got drunk
before the big dance and went a little wild. So keep your mouth
shut unless you want to be the hottest new movie star on the
web.”

Victoria gave a weak nod and stared at the
ground as Rachel stood up again. “Okay, guys,” she told Mike and
Brady, “let’s get her ready for the big show.”

 


* * *

 


When the dance started, some people wondered
why Victoria wasn’t mingling and socializing like she normally did.
But Rachel had used Victoria’s phone to text a few friends and the
man she had hired to film the event, telling them she wanted to
make a “grand entrance” and needed extra time to get ready for the
big moment. Word quickly got around, and soon the school gym was
buzzing with anticipation. The big room was decorated with
streamers and balloons and a small stage had been set up along one
wall. The professional videographer had set his camera up on a
tripod right in front of the stage so he could catch every moment
of the ceremony.

There had been so much gossip that everyone
knew Josh Freeman would be named Homecoming King and Victoria would
be the queen. So when the music stopped and a member of the
Homecoming Committee took the stage to say that the court would now
be announced, everyone around Josh started slapping him on the back
and congratulating him. After his name was called, Josh climbed the
stairs to the stage and waved at the cheering crowd before the girl
from the committee placed the crown on his head. Then came the
moment everyone had been waiting for, and as Victoria was announced
as the queen, everyone looked around for her.

Most people were either scanning the crowd or
watching the gym’s main entrance on the far side of the room, so no
one noticed the emergency exit behind the stage open and a group of
people in dark hoodies slink toward the back of the stage in a
crouch. If anyone had noticed them, they couldn’t have
identified anyone and wouldn’t even be able to say how many people
there were, because the group had a black bedsheet draped over them
that mostly hid them from the waist up. Clusters of big balloons
and other decorations blocked the crowd’s view of them as well, so
they remained unnoticed even when they reached the back edge of the
stage and manhandled a struggling figure up onto it.

Victoria stumbled forward as she was given a
hard shove on the back, and once she was at the front of the stage,
a collective gasp went up from the crowd. She was stark naked with
her hands tied behind her back and a red bandana tied around her
mouth like a gag, her eyes swimming in their sockets as she whipped
her head from side to side.

After a few moments of shocked silence, a few
people in the audience started laughing. Others clapped and
cheered, and a few whipped out their phones and started snapping
pictures. The man who’d been hired to film the event just stared
with an open mouth as his camera recorded everything. Victoria
staggered on her feet, bumping into a dazed-looking Josh Freeman.
Her bare skin was dirty and sweaty and the dried cum on her chin
and the backs of her legs glinted in the bright spotlights. The
brunette spun in place for a moment as if looking for a way off the
stage, then she took one wobbly step backward and fell flat on her
ass.

“Hang on, I’ve got you!” Josh blurted,
crouching behind her and wrapping his arms around her chest. As he
hauled Victoria to her feet again, his hands accidentally slid over
her bare tits. “Shit, sorry,” he muttered as the girl started
yelling something through her gag. It was the same three muffled
words over and over, and to Josh it sounded like Cut it off!
“Okay, okay, hold still,” he told her, reaching for the back of the
red bandana, but Rachel had tied it in so many tiny knots that the
fabric wouldn’t budge. As Josh fumbled with the knots and the
member of the Homecoming Committee rushed over to help, Victoria
yanked her head away and kept hollering the same thing, but now she
was flapping her hands behind her back as she spun in crazy
circles. Josh grabbed her wrists and saw the clear plastic zip tie
holding them tightly together.

“Oh, she must mean this!” Josh said. “Yeah,
there’s no way to break this. Who’s got a knife or some scissors?”
Victoria tried to jerk away from him again, stomping her feet as
she kept blurting the same message over and over—but it wasn’t
Cut it off, it was Cover me up. As the naked brunette
staggered around on stage with Josh and the others holding onto her
and trying to keep her steady while they got her untied, all
Victoria could think was Why the fuck aren’t any of these
fucking idiots wrapping a blanket or a fucking coat around me?
She stomped her feet harder, making her tits jiggle, as flashes
from dozens of cell phones went off in her face.

 


* * *

 


Rachel, Mike, and Brady saw a little of the
action as they stood outside the exit door and watched through a
crack, then the blonde shut the door softly. “Best Homecoming Dance
ever,” she said with a grin as the trio turned to walk away.

“So what now?” Mike asked.

“We still need to pay a visit to a couple of
nerds named Sam and Bernie so I can teach them some manners. They
never come to these dances, but I heard they’re hanging out at the
bookstore tonight so we can catch them when they leave.”

“And after that?”

Rachel shrugged. “Just chill out, I guess.
Maybe grab some beer and watch a movie.” She pulled her phone from
her back pocket and held it up with a grin. “In fact, I’ve got the
perfect one right here.”

 


 


# # #
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