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Chapter 1: Shaming the Teenage Starlet

 


 


Amber Blake lay stretched out on a lounge
chair, her soft curves stuffed inside a tiny black bikini that
could barely contain them. As the girl fiddled with her iPhone,
eyes hidden behind a pair of designer sunglasses, every other
person around the hotel pool was watching her. Some did it in
secret, stealing glances while chatting with a friend or pretending
to look around for a waiter. Others were more blunt about it,
staring at the sexy teen for minutes at a time or even snapping
photos with their own cell phones. Amber Blake wasn’t just a young
lady with a killer body; she was also one of Hollywood’s hottest
starlets.

Amber began her career as a child star,
playing the lead role in three movies about Katie Cartwright, Kid
Detective. Just like Amber, Katie was a sassy little tomboy who
wore jeans and T-shirts, no makeup, and kept her hair in a simple
ponytail. But when Amber was barely old enough to drive, her entire
appearance began to change. She grew four inches, her long, toned
legs becoming those of a woman. Her ass turned fuller, curvier. But
the biggest change of all was the pair of grapefruit-sized tits
that suddenly sprang up on her chest, wiping out the image of
tough, boyish Katie Cartwright once and for all.

But even now, at the age of 18, Amber herself
was still a tomboy at heart. She kept her dark hair in a messy
shoulder-length shag haircut, didn’t wear makeup or jewelry, and
never painted her nails. She also wore athletic-looking swimsuits
most of the time, but the damned Georgia heat had forced her to
choose the skimpy black bikini instead. At this rate, she would
either melt or die of heat exhaustion before they finished shooting
this stupid movie.

Amber couldn’t believe her agent had picked
such a lame script for her first starring role as an adult. The
film was called Lost and Alone, the story of a college girl
who winds up by herself in the middle of a huge forest after
wandering away from her friends during a camping trip. Utilizing
her courage and some half-remembered skills from her scouting days,
the girl survives in the woods for a full week before she finds her
way out. In Amber’s opinion, the film was dull, silly, and
unbelievable. To make matters worse, Amber was now stuck in a tiny
redneck Georgia town for the next four weeks while they filmed the
damn thing.

The actors and film crew had nearly taken
over the entire Enchanted Pines hotel, the classiest place
available within easy distance of the shooting locations.
Advertised as a rustic retreat for honeymooners and other
lovebirds, the Enchanted Pines had small but nice rooms and a
halfway decent pool, but no other distractions for guests other
than the miles of nearby hiking trails which crisscrossed the
mountains surrounding the hotel. After tromping around in the woods
all day during shooting, the last thing in the world Amber wanted
to do during her free time was hike. That meant hanging out at the
pool, or nothing.

Because the whole cast and crew had a rare
day off, all two dozen of them were now crowded around the hotel’s
pool area. And with an extra dozen or so hotel guests thrown in as
well, there wasn’t much breathing room. Amber had taken a lounger
in the corner of the pool area, trying to ignore the stares and
whispers of the idiots trying to snap her picture. The girl put
down her iPhone and stretched, the thin fabric of her black bikini
pulled tight over her big tits. Fuck them. This is probably the
most exciting moment of their crappy little lives. She closed
her eyes, ready for a nap, the sun beating down on her as she tried
to tune out the buzz of dozens of voices. But after only a minute,
she sighed and opened her eyes again. There were too damn many
people talking, and the loudest, most annoying voice of all
belonged to Amber’s stunt double. The girl was currently flanked by
three men from the camera crew, giggling as one of them
complimented her on the previous day’s work.

“Aw, it was nothing,” the girl said, waving
the compliment away with a hand. “That tree I climbed was a piece
of cake, and I’ve done falls twice as high as that one I did off
the log bridge yesterday.”

Amber shook her head and muttered something
nasty under her breath. Shelly the stunt double had been a pain in
her ass ever since they began filming. The girl was barely 20 but
talked like she’d been working in movies forever. Shelly was pretty
good from a physical standpoint, but the main reason she got this
gig was because of her physical resemblance to Amber; tall, lean,
good legs, nice ass, and a good set of tits. Above the neck,
though, the two looked nothing alike. Shelly wore a shaggy dark wig
over her short blonde hair during filming, and the makeup people
did their best to give the plain but pleasant-faced girl a little
bit of Amber’s tomboy cuteness. But since Shelly’s face was
normally nothing but a blur as she performed some rigorous physical
feat, the body was what really mattered. And at the moment, Shelly
was showing that body off with a red bikini nearly as racy as
Amber’s—although Amber was betting the girl got it off the rack in
some department store instead of at the pricey boutique where the
movie star bought all her swimwear.

“Well, I still think you’re doing a great
job,” one of the men from the camera crew told Shelly. “In fact,
you might be the most valuable person here right now!”

Amber’s ears pricked up at that comment. What
the hell was that idiot thinking? The movie only had one star, and
that was her!

“Totally,” one of the other guys agreed. “I
mean, the action and the stunts are what push this flick over the
edge. They ought to give you top billing right along with
Amber.”

Shelly spread her hands. “Well, it is
a challenging role…and even a tomboy like her probably couldn’t
handle half the stuff I do, so…”

“Don’t be so sure,” Amber snapped, causing
the group to spin in her direction. She lowered her sunglasses an
inch and fixed her steely blue eyes on each person in turn. “I did
a lot of my own stunts in the first two Katie Cartwright movies,
remember? Watch them again and take a good look at some of the shit
I had to do.”

“Like when Katie snuck out her bedroom window
and climbed down the side of the house?” Shelly asked, laughing.
“Please. That was what, fifteen feet in the air? I was doing better
stunts than that in elementary school!”

Amber swung her legs off the lounger and
stood up. Every man around the pool stopped to stare at her,
mesmerized by the way the girl’s big tits and curvy ass bulged
against the thin fabric of her bikini. Half of them had their
phones in hand as Amber adjusted her swimsuit, hoping for a nip
slip or an inch or two of ass crack. The girl planted her hands on
her hips and stared down at the stunt woman, who was lounging two
chairs away.

“Let me tell you something,” she said. “If my
agent and my insurance people hadn’t thrown such a fit, I’d
still be doing my own stunts. You haven’t done one damn
thing so far that I can’t do myself.”

Shelly laughed quietly as she stood up too,
then she strolled over until she was face to face with Amber. Now
the men nearby could barely contain themselves; two nearly perfect,
nearly identical bodies, both clad in tiny bikinis, both damp with
sweat and pool water, standing so close together their tits nearly
touched. The guys shifted uncomfortably as their cocks sprang to
life beneath their swim trunks.

“Look, Amber,” Shelly began, “No offense, but
you’re an actress, not a stunt woman. You got to do your own
work in the Katie Cartwright movies because that was kid stuff. The
stunts in this movie are for grownups. And I don’t care what kind
of shape you’re in. Just because you jog every day and hit the gym
a few times a week doesn’t mean you’re fit to throw yourself off a
30-foot cliff.”

Amber looked Shelly up and down. The girl was
lean, trim, toned, not an ounce of fat on her. The only thing that
jiggled were those big tits of hers. Shelly was taller by about an
inch, too. But Amber was still pretty sure she could take her, and
she was more than willing to give it a try.

“You ever do any wrestling?” Amber asked,
dropping her voice to a low growl.

Shelly laughed. “Only the kind people do in
bed. Why?”

Amber leaned in closer, her mouth only inches
from Shelly’s ear. “Because I’ll bet I could pin your ass to the
ground in less than a minute, that’s why.”

The smile vanished from Shelly’s face. “Are
you serious?”

“Sure. Unless you’re afraid to tangle with a
girl who’s just an actress.”

Shelly dropped her voice as well. “You
honestly want to wrestle me? For real?”

“Are you deaf or just stupid? Don’t you hear
the words coming out of my mouth?”

Shelly’s eyes went wide then she crossed her
arms over her chest, her mouth a grim line. “I hope you’ve got good
insurance, because you’re about to get hurt.”

“Don’t worry about me, sweetheart. I’m a
movie star, remember? My paycheck for this crappy little
project is more money than you’ll make in your entire life.”

Shelly stared daggers at the other girl.
“Let’s do it, then. I’m ready when you are.”

“Keep your voice down,” Amber hissed. “I’m
not putting on a show for all these horny geeks. This is between
you and me.” She glanced around the pool area, craning her neck,
then turned back to Shelly again. “There’s a flat grassy area
behind the hotel, back where the fire pit is. Nobody goes there
during the day. That’ll be the perfect spot.”

“Lead the way. I’m ready.”

Amber stared down at the man in the lounge
chair next to hers, a member of the sound crew who she’d barely
spoken to since filming began. “Charlie, watch my stuff,” she
ordered, waving a hand at the iPod, towel, purse, and other junk
scattered next to her own chair. “I’ll be back in five minutes.”
Then she turned to go, all eyes on her curvy ass as she and Shelly
left the pool area and walked behind the hotel.

“Where the hell are they going?” Charlie
asked the man beside him. “The bathroom’s the other way.”

“Beats the fuck out of me,” the guy replied
with a shrug. “The way they were acting, I thought they were about
to tear each other apart.”

“I just hope they come back soon,” Charlie
said, glancing around the pool area. Now only a few females were
left, and none of them were nearly as hot as Amber and Shelly. “I
could stare at those two sets of tits all day.”

 


* * *

 


The grassy area was deserted, just like Amber
said it would be. It was a flat, open space about 20 feet square,
behind the kitchen of the hotel’s restaurant. With the hotel on one
side and thick trees on the other three, the area was hidden from
view unless someone came out the kitchen door or walked down the
dirt path Amber and Shelly had taken to get there.

The two girls squared off, facing each other
in the middle of the lawn.

“So what exactly are we doing here?” Shelly
asked, hands on her hips.

“Whoever pins the other girl to the ground
for a count of three wins,” Amber said. “And it’s gotta be both
shoulders.”

“Sounds like you’re an expert.”

“My brother was on the wrestling team in high
school, and I used to practice with him sometimes. He was two years
older, but I’d still kick his ass half the time…just like I’m about
to kick yours.”

Shelly shook her head and laughed. “For
shit’s sake, just stop talking and let’s do this thing.”

Amber hunched down, arms spread, and began
circling the other girl. Shelly stood there with an eyebrow raised
for a few seconds, then she let out a deep sigh and tried to copy
Amber’s stance. The two moved in a slow circle for a while, only a
few feet separating them, then Amber dashed forward and grabbed
Shelly around the waist, using her momentum to shove the other girl
to the ground. She landed on top of Shelly, knees straddling the
other girl’s torso, and planted her hands on Shelly’s shoulders.
But the stunt woman bucked her hips right away and Amber tumbled to
the side, rolling across the grass as Shelly sprang to her
feet.

“Is that all you got?” she asked,
laughing.

Amber glared as she stood up again. “No, that
was just a little taste. Now get ready for the main course.” She
ran at Shelly again, this time grabbing one of the girl’s arms and
pulling it behind her back. Shelly yelped in pain and managed to
twist her way out of Amber’s grip, then backed away as she rubbed
her elbow. “You bitch, that hurt!”

“Aw, sorry about that. You want to give up
now and save yourself some misery?”

Shelly ran at the other girl, both arms
straight out, and shoved Amber backward so hard that the girl
landed flat on her ass. Before she could react, Shelly jumped on
top of her and tried to get both hands on Amber’s shoulders so she
could pin her to the ground. But Amber was twisting and struggling,
flailing her own arms as she tried to knock the stunt woman off of
her. Shelly’s big tits were jiggling right in front of Amber’s face
the whole time, and Amber accidentally smacked one of them with her
open hand. Shelly wailed and rolled off the other girl, clutching
her sore tit.

“What the fuck?” she snapped. “I’m
about to win, so you decide to fight dirty? That’s bullshit!”

“You weren’t even close to winning!”
Amber shot back as she scrambled to her feet. “And if you don’t
want your tits to get slapped, keep them out of my damn face!”

“That does it,” Shelly muttered. “You’re
about to get the shit kicked out of you, and I don’t give a fuck if
you are a movie star.” The stunt woman moved closer to
Amber, hands loose at her sides. The actress dropped back in her
wrestler’s crouch, but Shelly stood straight and tall. This time
when Amber charged forward, Shelly jumped to the side and the movie
star stumbled a few feet then slid face-first on the grass. Amber
rolled over and was about to spring back up, but Shelly climbed on
top of her again and grabbed the other girl by the wrists, pinning
her arms to the ground.

“Hey, Amber,” the stunt woman said as the
actress struggled beneath her. “Looks like you’re having one of
those wardrobe malfunctions.”

Amber stopped struggling and looked down at
herself. When she slid across the grass, one of her big tits had
fallen completely out of her bikini top. Huffing, the girl fought
to get out of Shelly’s grip, but the other girl was holding her too
tight.

“And look at that!” Shelly continued, nodding
toward the far edge of the grass. “The paparazzi showed up just in
time!”

Amber gasped as she swung her head to the
side. Charlie and two other men from the film crew stood at the end
of the dirt path, eyes wide. “Get out of here!” the actress
screamed. “Just get the fuck away, all of you!”

“Are you kidding?” Charlie replied, messing
with his phone. “We didn’t know what you two were up to, but we
never thought it would be something as hot as this!” He aimed his
phone at the girls and started recording a video as the two other
men snapped pictures with theirs.

Shelly glared down at her opponent. “Now
we’ll have proof that you’re not as tough as me! And as soon as I
pin you, we can—ughh!” The blonde’s face contorted in pain as Amber
brought a knee up between the other girl’s legs. She couldn’t put
much force behind it because of her awkward position, but it was
enough to make Shelly roll off of her. The two girls were still all
tangled up, though, and as Amber tried to crawl away, Shelly
grabbed the back of her bikini top and pulled it tight. The stunt
woman was only trying to keep Amber from getting away, but instead
the bikini string snapped and both of Amber’s tits spilled out into
the daylight.

“Holy shit,” Charlie mumbled, his cock
swelling inside his bathing trunks, and the two other men muttered
something similar as they tried to hide their own erections.

Amber managed to get to her feet, stumbling
as she backed away from Shelly with both arms crossed over her
tits. She turned to the men again and shouted, “I’m serious, you
perverts, get the fuck out of here!”

“Hey, Amber,” Shelly called out, dangling the
other girl’s bikini top from two fingers. “Don’t you want this
back? Just come and get it.” She walked slowly toward Amber, whose
mind was racing. Charlie and the guys were blocking the path, but
even if she ran past them, she would have to cross the pool area
and run through the hotel lobby to her room without her top on. The
only other option was to try the kitchen door or run around the
side of the hotel and through the parking lot, but either way
everybody would get a good look at her. Shelly was only a few feet
away now, looking confident as she walked forward. Amber looked
left, then right, trying to act more confused than she actually
was. Shelly fell for it, her guard down as she stopped in front of
Amber, dangling the bikini top in front of her face.

If I try to take it, she’ll snatch it
away, the actress thought. So let’s give her a little
surprise instead.

Biting her lip, Amber slid one arm off her
chest as if she were reaching for the bikini top. But before she
even stretched out her arm, she stomped down hard on Shelly’s foot.
The blonde grunted in pain, caught by surprise. As she hunched
forward, knees bent, Amber slapped the girl hard across the face
then snatched the bikini top from Shelly’s hand as the other girl
stumbled backward. Shelly wobbled for a few seconds, her foot and
her face both burning with pain, then the girl sat down hard on the
ground while stars sparkled in front of her eyes.

But Amber still wasn’t done. Instead of
trying to get her bikini top back on, the actress stomped over to
Shelly with one arm over her chest again. Then she bent over,
plunged two fingers down the front of the other girl’s bikini top,
and ripped it off her body. Now it was the stunt woman’s tits that
bounced into plain sight, and Charlie and the men from the film
crew sighed when they saw that Shelly’s tits were just as big and
luscious as Amber’s. They swung their phones in the stunt woman’s
direction now, muttering under their breath the whole time.

“Now you’re the big prize for the
paparazzi,” Amber snapped. “How does it feel? You like it?”

Shelly was sliding backwards across the
grass, trying to shake the butterflies out of her head. She scooted
on her ass until she was several yards from Amber, then she managed
to get to her feet. She stood there rubbing her stinging cheek,
paying no attention to the men who were ogling her naked tits. “You
got me pretty good, bitch,” she hissed, “but that was a cheap shot.
You never would’ve made contact like that if this was a fair
fight.”

“You’re out of your mind,” Amber said,
turning her back on the men as she tried to get her bikini top on
again. “This isn’t a fight, we were just supposed to see who
could pin the other one first!”

“Well, it’s a fight now,” Shelly said.

Amber laughed. “Are you kidding? You’re
done, girl. Your head’s so rattled you don’t even care if
your tits are hanging out! You should—hey! What the fuck!”

While Amber was messing with her bikini top,
Shelly rushed forward and wrapped her arms around the other girl,
grabbing her in a bear hug. The two spun in a drunken circle then
collapsed to the ground, rolling across the grass a few times until
Amber managed to get away. Both girls scrambled to their feet at
the same time, their big tits heaving as they stared each other
down.

“I told you, it’s over!” Amber yelled.

“It’s over when you admit that I’m tougher
than you,” Shelly replied. “And now you get to do it in front of an
audience!”

Amber turned to where Charlie and the others
were standing. Now three more guys from the film crew had joined
them as well. Shit! The girl wrapped her arms around her
tits again. Every fucking one of them had their cell phones out.
Now one of the girls from the crew wandered up behind them,
curiosity on her face. The girl gasped when she saw what was
happening, then pulled out her own phone and dialed. “You’ve gotta
get over here!” she said. “Amber and Shelly are half naked and
beating the crap out of each other!”

Before long, most of the film crew was
crowded into the grassy area, forming a rough circle around the two
girls. Amber still had her arms crossed over her chest while
Shelly’s tits were on full display, the stunt woman flexing her
shoulders and rolling her head on her neck as she paced back and
forth. The men stared admiringly at those big jugs, but it was
Amber’s body they really wanted to see.

“Come on, Shelly, you can take her!” one of
the men called out.

“Yeah, bring her down a few notches!” another
one yelled.

Amber scanned the crowd, open-mouthed. “Are
you people insane? I’m the fucking star of this film! I can have
any of you fired in a fucking heartbeat!”

Now Shelly was flexing her arms and slowly
jogging in place, which made her big tits bounce on her slim frame.
Most of the men in the crowd were so hard they could barely stand
it. “Come on,” the stunt woman said. “Let’s finish this.”

Amber backed away as the stunt woman
approached her. She still believed she could win the fight, but not
without uncovering her tits and giving the crew another good look
at her naked body. How many of those fucking pictures would show up
on the Internet before this goddamn day was over?

When Shelly was only a few feet away, Amber
uncrossed her arms and raised her fists. The crew members went
wild, snapping off pictures and taking videos all at once as the
two topless women circled each other. Amber surprised Shelly by
taking the first swing, a wild roundhouse that missed the stunt
woman’s face by a foot. The actress stumbled forward and Shelly
took advantage of the other girl’s lack of balance, slamming a fist
into Amber’s firm stomach. Amber groaned and slumped forward, and
Shelly grabbed the other girl’s hair in both hands and yanked.
Amber tumbled to the ground, rolled a few feet, then scrambled
upright again. Shelly had knocked the wind out of her, and the girl
could barely catch a breath. But the stunt woman gave her no time
to recover, charging after Amber again. The actress ducked by
reflex, throwing out an elbow at the last moment, and Shelly wailed
as the blow caught her on the hip. The blonde stumbled, pain
shooting down her right leg. Her knee buckled and she went down
hard, kneeling in the grass with a grimace on her face.

Amber knew this might be her final chance.
She jumped on the other girl’s back, pushing her to the ground. Now
Shelly was down on her knees and elbows, her face inches from the
grass, with all of Amber’s weight on top of her. The actress
grabbed the stunt woman’s shoulders and tugged, trying to flip the
girl over so she could pin her on her back.

“Come on, bitch, it’s over!” she yelled.
“Give up now and I’ll let you walk away!”

“Fuck you!” Shelly spat, her voice muffled
because of her position.

“You don’t want to let me pin you? Fine, I
can stay like this all day!” Amber kept tugging, but Shelly
wouldn’t budge. Her hands gripped the grass, her chest and stomach
covered, her body planted as solid as a boulder. But one part of
the blonde was totally exposed and vulnerable; her hair.
Amber grabbed a handful of it and pulled, and Shelly finally
straightened up as she hollered in pain. She jerked up so fast, in
fact, that Amber fell backwards and Shelly’s momentum sent her
sprawling right on top of the other girl. Now both girls were flat
on their backs, with Amber on the grass and Shelly on top of her.
But with Amber still gripping Shelly’s hair, and Shelly’s full
weight on top of Amber, neither girl could budge.

“Get off me!” Amber yelled.

“Let go of my hair!” Shelly shot back.

But instead, Amber slid her other hand around
Shelly’s chest until she found one of the girl’s nipples. Then she
gripped it between her thumb and finger, squeezing as hard as she
could.

“Ahhhhhhh!” Shelly wailed, batting at the
other girl’s hand. Her nipple was on fire, the pain spreading all
through her chest. She reached both hands behind her, her fingers
fumbling over Amber’s face, searching for anything she could yank
or gouge. That’s when the actress’s sense of self-preservation
kicked in—Not the face! Anything but the fucking face!—and
Amber finally let go. Shelly rolled to the side, but instead of
retreating to lick her wounds, she went after Amber right away.
With tears in her eyes, her nipple still burning with pain, she
scooted forward on her knees and grabbed Amber’s waist as the other
girl scrambled to get up. Amber finally stood up straight but she
still couldn’t move. Shelly’s arms were wrapped completely around
her waist, the stunt woman’s face pressed to Amber’s ass.

“Get off!” Amber yelled, shaking her legs
until she finally felt Shelly’s grip loosen. But as her arms slid
off Amber’s waist, the stunt woman grabbed Amber’s bikini bottom in
both hands and yanked it all the way down to her ankles. The crowd
cheered as Amber’s shapely ass was exposed, along with the dark
strip of hair between her legs. The actress squealed and thrust
both hands over her crotch, stumbling around and looking for a way
out, her big tits jiggling madly as the crowd snapped off pictures.
But there was nowhere to run, no escape path. The crew had formed a
solid circle around the two girls, and Amber would have to fight
her way through a dozen bodies to get away. And to make matters
worse, Shelly had gotten to her feet again and now her face was a
mask of pure rage.

“Okay, fuck this! I give up!” Amber said,
wrapping one arm over her tits and keeping the other hand between
her legs. “It’s over, okay? You win!”

“Not until I pin you,” Shelly said.

“Wake the fuck up, okay? I just said you
won!”

“I don’t care what you said. I’m gonna
prove, in front of the whole damn crew, that I’m tougher
than you. So you can either fight back, or you can stand there
naked and get whipped.” Shelly moved forward again, shoulders
hunched, arms spread, copying Amber’s wrestling stance from before.
But Amber kept both arms over her body now, shaking her head
furiously. “That’s not fair! I said I give up!” Ignoring her,
Shelly rushed at Amber and grabbed her in another bear hug. Since
the actress was focused on covering up instead of fighting, Shelly
drove Amber to the ground with no resistance. With Amber on her
back, the stunt woman scooted forward until her thighs were mashed
against Amber’s big tits, using her legs to pin the other girl’s
shoulders and arms to the ground.

“One…two…three,” Shelly counted. “And
now it’s over.”

“Then get off me!” Amber hissed. “I can’t
fucking breathe!”

“No, wait!” Charlie yelled. “I’ve gotta get
this!” He and the rest of the crowd were scrambling to take
pictures of the topless stunt woman sitting on Amber’s chest, the
actress’s pussy in plain view. Amber was squirming and kicking her
legs, giving the crowd an even better look at her cunt hair and
pink pussy lips.

“I’m serious!” Amber hissed again. “Get your
fat fucking ass off my chest! You’re crushing me! And the smell of
that nasty pussy is about to gag me!”

Shelly’s cunt, still hidden behind her own
bikini bottoms, was only a few inches from Amber’s face. And Shelly
realized that after all the wrestling and skin to skin contact with
the other girl, she was actually damp between her legs.

Charlie’s eyes went wide as he knelt beside
the girls, still taking pictures. “Make her lick it!” he told
Shelly. “Come on, you beat her! She’s your bitch now!”

Shelly chuckled and shook her head, but as
she stared down at Amber’s face—blue eyes open wide, lips parted,
chin trembling in fear—she realized that she really was
turned on. It was a totally insane thing to do, especially with two
dozen people watching her, but when would she get another chance
like this? Shelly scooted her ass forward and pulled the crotch of
her bikini bottom aside with one finger to reveal her shaved
pussy.

“What the fuck are you doing!” Amber
squealed. “Have you lost your mind?”

“Shut your mouth,” Shelly ordered, planting
her crotch over Amber’s face. “No, wait, don’t shut it. Open
it up and stick that tongue out.”

The crowd couldn’t believe it. A few people
turned away, but most of them were mesmerized by what was
happening. Even the other girls watched with fascination as Shelly
moved her ass in slow circles over Amber’s mouth and chin.

“I don’t feel anything,” Shelly warned.
“Don’t just lie there, get that tongue out. If you don’t, I’ll sit
on your face all day until you suffocate.”

Amber was shocked, and terrified, and
humiliated. She kept her lips clamped shut as Shelly rubbed her
pussy against them, the smell and taste of the other girl’s juices
nauseating.

“I’m not kidding!” Shelly snapped, reaching
behind her and feeling around until her fingers brushed Amber’s
pubic hair. She pinched a few strands between her thumb and finger
and tugged, causing Amber to jerk beneath her. “Now get that tongue
out before I snatch you bald!”

Tears sprang up in the corners of Amber’s
eyes. Shelly had her trapped, and not one of the assholes on the
film crew would help her! Amber spasmed again as Shelly yanked her
pubes a second time, and when she cried out in pain her lips parted
and she tasted the other girl’s cunt. Gross! But she was
totally stuck, totally beaten. What other choice did she have?

Trembling, Amber stuck the tip of her tongue
out of her mouth. She gagged when it touched Shelly’s slick pussy
lips, but the stunt woman only moaned and ground her crotch harder
against Amber’s face. “Don’t stop now,” Shelly ordered. “Stick it
out more! Farther! That’s it…oh yeah, that’s good…really
good…now lick me...move it back and forth…oh yeah…now press
harder…harder…”

Amber did what she was told, her eyes
squeezed shut in shame. She couldn’t stand to see the leering faces
of the film crew surrounding her, or the gleam of triumph in
Shelly’s eyes as she stared down at her beaten opponent. Amber
moved her tongue faster and faster, grimacing at the bitter taste,
but determined to end her torment as fast as possible. For god’s
sake, just cum, she thought. Cum and let me get the hell out
of here. I’ll hire a car to drive me to the airport then I’ll fly
to fucking Brazil, or China, or Norway…someplace where nobody knows
who the fuck I am!

Shelly was bucking her hips faster now,
riding Amber’s face like she was riding a horse. The stunt woman’s
eyes were closed, her big tits heaving as a delicious tingle built
up in her loins. Shelly didn’t mind at all that two dozen weirdoes
were watching her the whole time; this was her moment of triumph,
the day some nobody on the film crew beat one of the hottest
actresses in the world. She would squeeze every ounce of pleasure
out of this episode, then cherish the memory forever.

Amber moaned in protest as the stunt woman
moved her ass faster and faster. Now it didn’t matter what Amber
did with her tongue, because Shelly was fucking the actress’s face
by grinding her pussy against Amber’s chin and lips. Shelly opened
her mouth and arched her back, the tingling in her crotch growing
stronger and stronger. “Oh yeah…oh yeah…oh YEAH!” she screamed, her
entire body shuddering as the orgasm ripped through her. Amber
twitched beneath her, barely able to breathe, the tears falling
faster as Shelly slowly ground to a halt.

“Oh, god,” the stunt woman finally murmured,
pushing the damp hair out of her face. “Maybe I should give up men,
because that was awesome.” She stood up, adjusted her bikini
bottom, then found her top on the ground and put it back on. Amber
had curled into a ball, her face damp and sticky with the stunt
woman’s juices. Her hair was a mess, she was covered with dirt and
bits of grass, and she looked nothing like a world-famous actress.
A few of the crew members wandered back to the pool area, but most
of them stayed where they were, grinning as the nude girl sat up
and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

Amber pulled her knees to her chest, doing
her best to cover herself, but what was the point now? Everyone on
the film crew had seen her naked and humiliated, and once some
idiot posted their photos to the web, the whole world would see her
that way, too. Russia…Africa…there’s got to be someplace I can
go where nobody knows me!

The actress looked around for the pieces of
her bikini. “If you idiots can stop staring for two seconds, will
one of you help me find my bathing suit?” she snapped. A few of the
men scanned the ground, trying to look helpful, but then Shelly
whistled and everyone turned to face her instead. The stunt woman
stood with one hand on her hip, dangling Amber’s bikini in the
other hand like a prize.

“You want this?” she asked Amber, jiggling
the bathing suit. Then she turned around and peered up at the tall
trees bordering the grassy area. Bunching the soft material in her
fist, Shelly drew back her arm and hurled the bikini upward. Both
the top and the bottom snagged on tree limbs 15 feet in the air,
dangling from the branches like dead black leaves. Shelly turned to
Amber again and grinned. “You said you were a great athlete, right?
So put your money where your mouth is. Climb up and get it.”

The stunt woman was still laughing as she
walked away.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2: Shaming the Liar

 


 


When Rosa thought about it later, she
realized that if Anna hadn’t called in sick, she never would’ve had
a chance to get revenge on the woman who ruined her life.

At first, though, it was the biggest headache
Rosa could imagine. She was already cleaning guest rooms at the
hotel five days a week then working on a swanky fitness center’s
cleaning crew during the evenings. After six months of that
schedule she was drained, exhausted, tired to the bone. Sunday
night was normally Rosa’s night off, but when Anna caught a bad
cold, Rosa’s boss at the fitness center begged her to fill in.
Since money was tight, there was no way Rosa could say no.

As the slim young girl pushed a damp mop
around the floor of the yoga room, Rosa couldn’t help remembering
how cushy life had been when she was still cutting hair at the
salon. She could see just three or four customers a day and still
make enough in salary and tips to pay all of her bills with plenty
left over. It was an easy job, a fun job, a job that didn’t send
her home exhausted each night, stinking of bleach and floor wax…but
then that bitch took it all away from her. Rosa gripped the mop
handle tighter, imagining it was that lying bitch’s neck. If she
could ever get her hands on her…

Rosa shook her head and sighed as she headed
for the ladies’ locker room. The fitness center had been closed for
twenty minutes, half the lights already off, no one but the members
of the cleaning crew shuffling around in the dim, empty rooms. But
when she reached the locker room, Rosa heard the sound of water
running and a woman’s voice singing. What the hell? Was a customer
still inside the building?

“Hey, Maria,” she called, gesturing to
another girl on the crew who was wiping down mirrors on the far
side of the room.

The girl came over, a rag dangling from her
hand. “What?”

“I was about to start on the locker room, but
I think somebody’s still in there.”

Maria nodded. “Yeah, it’s Sunday.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oh yeah, this is usually your night off.
Guess nobody told you yet. There’s this lady who comes in every
Sunday night…she normally works out in the daytime, but then she
comes in Sunday evening for the last aerobics class…but anyway, she
always wants to do a quick workout after that even though it’s
closing time, so she slips Hector a twenty and he lets her stay
after the doors are locked. She does a few reps then showers while
we’re cleaning the mats and equipment, then she takes off when it’s
time to do the locker room and bathrooms.”

Rosa frowned. “That’s weird. Doesn’t she get
in your way?”

“A little. But what can you do? Hector’s the
night manager, so he calls the shots.”

“Well…I guess I can’t start in the locker
room until she’s done, huh?”

Maria checked her watch. “She should be out
in a few minutes. But yeah, you ought to wait. She’s a cranky
bitch, and she’ll chew your head off if you start mopping while
she’s still walking around in there. Real high strung, if you know
what I mean. Acts like a queen or something. Even her name sounds
like royalty.”

“Yeah? What is it?”

“Elizabeth Hightower,” Maria said, striking a
dramatic pose. “Pretty fancy, huh?”

All the blood drained from Rosa’s face. “What
did you say?”

“Her name’s Elizabeth Hightower. What’s
wrong, chica? You look like you just swallowed a frog.”

“Is she about forty years old? Shiny blonde
hair, blue eyes, big tits?”

“Well, yeah…how did you know? I thought you
never saw her before.”

“Not here,” Rosa murmured. She stared at the
door to the locker room then waved Maria away. “Anyway, I’m sorry.
Get back to your mirrors.” When Maria left, Rosa crept into the
locker room and walked toward the showers. The water was still
running, the woman still singing. A lone towel hung from the row of
hooks beside the doorway to the showers. Rosa stopped there and
leaned forward a few inches until she could peek inside. At the far
end of the room, a short blonde woman was shampooing her hair with
her back to Rosa. Her curvy ass was stark white compared to the
rest of her tan body, and when she turned around Rosa saw that her
big tits were just as pale. The woman’s eyes were shut as she
massaged shampoo into her scalp, humming with her mouth closed as a
few suds dripped down her forehead and onto her face. Rosa
instantly recognized the snub nose, the pouty lips, the sharp
cheekbones.

Holy shit, she thought. It’s her.
It’s really, really her.

The girl pulled away from the shower
entrance, the gears in her head spinning a mile a minute. What
should she say? What should she do? Heat filled her cheeks as anger
coursed through her body. Her heart was hammering, her hands
clenched into fists at her sides. She looked around the locker room
and saw the lone towel on the hook again. Then she scanned the rows
of lockers on the nearby wall. They all had metal mesh on the
front, and Rosa could see that only one locker had clothing inside.
She looked at the shower entrance again. The water was still
running. This might be her only chance, ever. An evil grin spread
over her face as the pieces of a plan came together in her
mind.

The girl dashed out of the locker room and
ran down the hall to the front desk, which was deserted now that
the fitness center was closed. Hector was in the back office,
yapping on the phone to his girlfriend like always. Rosa went
behind the desk and grabbed the master key that opened all the
lockers, then she ran back to the ladies’ locker room. The water
was still running, but Elizabeth Hightower had finally stopped
singing. She must be nearly finished. First Rosa snatched the lone
towel from the rack, then she used the master key to open the
locker with the clothes in it. She yanked out the wads of clothing
and the purse inside, dumped them in the center of the towel, then
wrapped it all into a bundle and carried it out of the locker room.
One of the cleaning carts had an empty bucket on the bottom rack,
so Rosa stuffed the towel and clothes into that and pushed the cart
into a corner. Then she stood by the locker room door and waited,
breathing hard, her blood still pounding.

A faucet handle squeaked as the water was
turned off, then Rosa heard the soft slap of wet feet on tile.
Silence for a moment, then more footsteps. Then the sound of a
locker opening, and a woman cursing under her breath. Rosa heard
more damp footsteps wandering back and forth, then nearly a full
minute of silence.

Finally, the top of a blonde head peeked out
the entrance to the locker room. The big blue eyes stared at Rosa
for a second, then Elizabeth Hightower scanned the empty room and
stuck her entire head out. “Uh…hey,” she said. “Somebody screwed up
and took my towel. And I don’t know what happened to my clothes,
either.”

Rosa stood with her arms crossed over her
chest, staring. She’s got no idea who I am!

“Uh…do you speak English?” Elizabeth
continued. “I really need my stuff. And if there’s a problem, you
need to talk to Hector. He said it’s okay for me to stay after
closing time.” When Rosa still didn’t respond, Elizabeth frowned
and thrust out a damp arm, waving her hand madly. “Hello? Will you
please give me a damn towel and help me find my clothes so I can
get out of here? Or at least find somebody who speaks fucking
English so they can help me?”

“My English is perfect,” Rosa told her. “You
really don’t remember me, do you?”

The blonde squinted. “No…but I don’t talk
much with the cleaning crew. Maybe I’ve seen you around, but…”

“No, not from here. I’m Rosa. From the
salon.” When Elizabeth Hightower still didn’t react, Rosa added,
“The girl you got fired for supposedly stealing your earring.”

Elizabeth’s face was blank at first, then her
eyes suddenly went wide. “Oh…oh, that’s right. Sorry, I didn’t
recognize you.”

“Yeah, I know. We all look alike, right?”

“That’s not what—”

“Sure it is. And guess what? I’m the one who
took your towel and your clothes.”

Elizabeth stared for a moment. “Okay…so, you
obviously made a mistake because you didn’t realize I was still
here. Now you need to give me back my stuff.”

“I’ll give it back after we settle our
differences.”

“Our diff—what does that mean?”

“You have to fight me first.”

Elizabeth coughed out a laugh. “Are you
crazy?”

“Maybe. I guess we’ll find out.”

“Young lady, I’ve got no idea—”

“Don’t pretend you don’t remember what
happened. You lied, you got me fired, and you ruined my life.”

Elizabeth coughed out another ugly laugh.
“Look, whatever happened, it was just a job. Getting fired can’t
ruin a person’s life.”

Rosa could feel her cheeks burning with rage.
“That salon hired me as a shampoo girl when I was still in high
school. Then they trained me to cut hair, and I worked there full
time after I graduated. That was the only job I ever had.
After they fired me, I couldn’t put them down as a reference
because they believed you when you called me a thief. You know what
kind of jobs a Latina girl can get when she’s got no references and
no college degree?” Rosa spread her arms. “You’re looking at it. I
scrub toilets and floors day and night, and it’s all thanks to
you.”

Elizabeth flipped a hand in the air. “Look,
I’m serious. I barely remember that day. There’s no telling what
really happened.”

“Sure there is. You ran in without an
appointment and said you needed somebody to style your hair for
some fancy luncheon. I was the only girl free, so the boss asked me
to do it. Then you came back later saying one of your big diamond
earrings was missing, and that I must have stolen it while I was
working on you. But that’s a fucking lie, because you had both
earrings on when you left the salon. So I think you lost one at the
luncheon then blamed it on me for some reason. And since I’ve got
your clothes and your purse, I think you need to tell me the
truth.”

Elizabeth stared at the floor and bit her
lip. Rosa could still only see the blonde head peeking out as the
woman went over her options in her mind. She finally let out a deep
sigh and looked up again. “Okay…maybe I did lose my earring
at that luncheon…or somewhere along the way, who knows…but I didn’t
have insurance on the damn thing, and I knew my husband would kill
me if he thought it was my fault.”

“So you blamed it on me instead?”

“I said I didn’t know what happened, okay?
Even if you didn’t steal it, maybe it fell out while you
were doing my hair.”

“No, it didn’t. You had both earrings in when
you left the shop.”

“Well, whatever. I mean, no matter what we
both say, nobody really knows, okay? So just calm down and give me
back my stuff, and I promise I won’t tell Hector about this.”

“Like I said, you’ll get everything back
after you fight me.”

“You’ve got to be kidding! This is
ridiculous! I won’t do it!”

“You know what ridiculous is? That’s how
you’re gonna look when you run out of here naked. And since I’ve
got your car keys, too, I guess you’ll have to walk home that
way.”

Elizabeth scowled. “I’ll…I’ll holler for
Hector! He’ll make you give me my stuff!”

“Hector’s in the back room, talking on the
phone. He probably won’t hear you, no matter how loud you scream.
But the rest of the cleaning crew will hear you, and pretty
soon you’ll have a dozen Mexicans in here staring at that naked
body of yours.” Rosa took a step forward and spread her arms. “You
work out all the time, right? Plus you’re about 20 pounds heavier
than me. What are you so scared of?”

“Scared has nothing to do with it. I just
think this whole situation is absurd, that’s all.”

“Doesn’t matter. The only way you’re getting
out of here with your clothes is to fight me.”

Elizabeth looked the girl up and down. Rosa
was barely over five feet tall and skinny as a whip. The blonde was
about four inches taller and a good bit heavier, and she did
keep herself in excellent shape. She could probably beat the crap
out of the little cleaning woman if she wanted to. But she was also
a lot smarter, so it wouldn’t even come to that.

“And where exactly would this fight take
place?” Elizabeth asked.

“The cardio kickboxing room has mats on the
floor. We can do it there.”

Elizabeth hesitated, as if she were pondering
the idea. “Okay, fine. My gym clothes are already sweaty, so let me
put them back on and we’ll do this thing.”

“All your clothes are already in the
kickboxing room.”

Elizabeth scowled. “You really expect me to
run around this place naked? Bring my stuff back here so I can
change.”

“It’s right there,” Rosa said, hooking a
thumb at a door ten feet away. “And the rest of the crew is on the
other side of the fitness center.”

Elizabeth looked at the door, then stuck her
head a little farther out of the doorway and checked both
directions. No one else was in sight. All she had to do was dash to
the other room, get dressed in her gym clothes, then tell this
little bitch the joke was on her because there was no way in hell
she was going to fight. Then she’d grab her purse and her other
stuff and get the hell out of here, and in the morning she’d call
the fitness center’s manager and get the girl fired a second
time. How sweet would that be?

“Okay,” Elizabeth said, stepping out. “Let’s
go.” Her platinum-blonde hair—an obvious dye job, but a good
one—lay flat against her neck and shoulders, still wet from the
shower. She was medium-height, average weight, but still toned for
a woman in her early forties. Elizabeth had one arm across her tits
and the other hand thrust between her legs, and she stayed like
that as she fast-walked across the room to the door, her curvy
white ass jiggling the whole time. Rosa followed her into the
kickboxing room, which was empty except for the blue mats covering
the floor. Elizabeth looked around, searching for her things.
“Where are my clothes? Where’s my purse?”

Rosa was still in the doorway. Instead of
replying, she turned and shouted for the other girls on the
cleaning crew. “Maria! Karla! Get to the kickboxing room! Bring
everybody with you!”

“What the hell are you doing!” Elizabeth
squealed, eyes wide as saucers as she clutched her naked body more
tightly. “You said my clothes were here! You said we’d fight while
nobody else was around!”

“Then I guess I lied, just like you lied
about me stealing your earring.”

“This is bullshit! You can’t—hey!” Elizabeth
yelped and backed into a corner as the rest of the crew filed into
the room, their mouths dropping when they saw the cowering nude
blonde. Soon all of them were there, including two men who grinned
stupidly when they saw Elizabeth trying her best to cover herself.
There were 14 workers in all, forming a ragged half-circle behind
Rosa. The last one inside closed the door behind them.

“What the fuck’s going on?” Maria
whispered.

“This is the bitch who ruined my life,” Rosa
explained. “Remember the story I told you about the hair
salon?”

“The one about the diamond earring?” Maria
pointed at Elizabeth, shocked. “She’s the one who did that
to you?”

“That’s right. And now she’s going to get her
ass kicked for it.”

Elizabeth’s mind was racing. Now what the
hell was she supposed to do? “All right, all right! I’ll fight you,
but you have to give me my clothes first.”

“No way. I’m going to humiliate you in front
of all these people, just like you humiliated me in the salon that
day when you accused me of stealing.”

“Don’t be stupid! You…hey, back up! Get away
from me!”

Rosa walked toward Elizabeth, fists raised.
The blonde had her naked ass pressed to the wall now, sliding
sideways across the room as she tried to get away from Rosa while
hiding her naked body from the cleaning crew at the same time. Her
arms were still crossed over her body, her knees locked together.
And because she was moving so slow and awkward, Rosa caught up to
her in no time.

“Come on, let’s go,” Rosa said, but Elizabeth
kept her arms clamped over her body. Rosa slapped the other woman
in the face, hard, and the blonde’s mouth opened in shock as her
cheek turned a deep pink from the blow.

“You bitch! I don’t believe you!”

“If you don’t want more, put up your hands
and fight.”

“No!”

Rosa slapped Elizabeth again, and this time
the blonde stumbled backward and flung her arms against the wall to
keep herself from falling down. The cleaning crew whooped when they
saw her big pale tits and the neatly-trimmed bush between her legs.
Elizabeth clapped her arms around her body again and tried to run,
but Rosa snatched a handful of that platinum hair and Elizabeth
jerked to a halt, yowling in pain as she reached over her shoulders
and batted at Rosa’s hand. Her big tits jiggled as she struggled
with the other girl, the pink nipples hard.

Rosa gripped the other woman’s damp hair so
tightly that drops of water plopped against the mat on the floor.
Elizabeth was twisting and turning, teeth gritted in pain as she
tried to get away from the other woman without leaving a fistful of
hair behind. Rosa grinned wickedly, figuring the fight would be
over in a flash, but then one of her sneakers hit the wet spot on
the floor mat and her leg went out from under her. She yelped and
let go of Elizabeth’s hair, flinging both arms out to break her
fall as she tumbled sideways. The blonde dashed away, her big tits
bouncing, and cowered in the corner with her arms covering her body
again.

The cleaning woman got to her feet and swiped
the hair out of her face. “You’re gonna pay for that, bitch.”

“I didn’t do anything!” Elizabeth squealed.
“You slipped and fell!” The blonde cringed as Rosa stomped toward
her again. It didn’t matter if she was taller and heavier; the only
fighting Elizabeth had ever done was the pushing and shoving kids
do on playgrounds. Rosa fought like a street brawler, which the
blonde hadn’t expected. As Rosa started slapping with both hands
again, Elizabeth squatted down in the corner with her arms around
her knees, trying to wrap herself into a ball. But Rosa went for
the blonde’s hair again, this time grabbing a double fistful and
tugging Elizabeth into the middle of the room kicking and
screaming. The blonde was on her hands and knees, sobbing and
yelping as Rosa manhandled her. Her big tits swayed beneath her and
that curvy ass was up in the air for everyone to see. The two male
members of the cleaning crew were now hard as iron beneath their
coveralls, and one or two of the women had damp panties as well.
Seeing this rich, blonde, stuck-up housewife naked and humiliated
was the most exciting thing most of them had seen in years.

Rosa let go of Elizabeth’s hair and circled
around behind her, kicking the blonde hard in the ass. Elizabeth
grunted and fell flat on her stomach, her big tits mashed to the
floor. She tried to crawl away, but Rosa grabbed her by the
shoulders and flipped her onto her back. The blonde grunted as Rosa
sat on her stomach, knocking the wind out of her, then she hollered
in pain as Rosa grabbed her big tits with both hands and squeezed.
Elizabeth yelped and cried as Rosa mauled her tits, but with the
other woman sitting on top of her, there was no way to escape.
Rosa’s knees were pinning Elizabeth’s arms to the floor, so all the
blonde could do was kick her legs helplessly. As she did, the two
men on the cleaning crew circled around to get a better view of the
woman’s bare pussy between her spread legs.

“I don’t know why guys get so hot for these
things,” Rosa said, still clawing at Elizabeth’s big tits. Her own
tits were small and firm, nothing like these big fleshy jugs that
jiggled like bags full of mashed potatoes. Elizabeth was still
kicking and screaming frantically, and as she did, one of her knees
hit Rosa square in the back. The blow caught Rosa off guard, and
the brunette grunted and fell forward until she was lying on top of
Elizabeth like a lover. The blonde took advantage of her extra
weight to roll over and get Rosa beneath her, her big tits mashed
into Rosa’s face now as the blonde struggled to get away. Rosa sank
her teeth into one of them and Elizabeth screamed, slapping
frantically at the other girl as she scrambled to her feet. One of
the blows caught Rosa on the side of the head and the girl saw
stars, her ears ringing.

Elizabeth was up again, dashing back and
forth as she tried to find a way out of the room. She bounced
between the members of the cleaning crew like a pinball, some of
them slapping her ass or grabbing her tits as she smashed into
them. As Rosa got slowly to her feet, the other cleaners shoved
Elizabeth into the center of the room again. The blonde was frantic
now, too scared to even worry about covering herself. She faced
Rosa, eyes wide, mouth open, and started flailing her arms wildly.
Rosa was moving slowly, still dizzy from the shot to her head, and
the blonde landed one blow on the cleaner’s shoulder and another on
her arm, then a wild swing caught Rosa across the face and she
stumbled back, nearly dropping again.

The blonde was fighting by reflex now, so
terrified she would do anything to put Rosa out for good so she
could get away. Seeing her chance, Elizabeth rushed at Rosa while
the girl was still reeling, the blonde flailing madly again. But
Rosa flung up an arm to block the blows, and Elizabeth was so
desperate and wild that she didn’t even bother to protect her lower
body. Resting her weight on one leg, Rosa jabbed a knee up into the
blonde’s cunt with all her strength. Elizabeth stopped flailing and
froze, eyes bugging out of her head, then the blonde clutched her
pussy with both hands and moaned as she sank to the floor.

Rosa hunched over with her hands on her
knees, breathing hard, then she finally straightened up and wiped
the sweat off her face. The blonde lay on her side, hands between
her legs, sobbing quietly. When Rosa knelt down and grabbed another
handful of the blonde hair, Elizabeth squealed, “N-no! It’s over!
You won, you won!”

But Rosa ignored the woman’s cries. Keeping a
firm grip on that blonde hair, Rosa reached around Elizabeth’s body
and used her other hand to spank the woman’s ass. Since the blonde
lay on her side, curled into a ball, those white cheeks were an
easy target. Rosa smacked them over and over, her palm making a
fleshy slapping sound with every blow. Soon the white ass cheeks
were bright red, and Elizabeth sobbed as Rosa continued the
spanking.

Just when the blonde didn’t think she could
take any more, Rosa finally stopped. She pulled Elizabeth to her
feet again, then looked at her co-workers. “Hold her still,” she
told Maria and Karla, and the two women stood behind the naked
woman and pinned both of her arms behind her back. Elizabeth had no
strength to struggle, her knees buckling beneath her. “Please…” she
muttered. “Please, it’s over, I told you.”

Drawing back her arm, Rosa slapped the other
woman hard across the chest. Elizabeth screamed as her big tits
jiggled then blushed pink. Then Rosa whipped a backhand across
them, her nails dragging across the blonde’s nipples. Elizabeth
screamed again, tears streaming down her cheeks. Her knees were
trembling and she could barely stand, her nipples burning fiercely.
Rosa slapped those big tits one more time for good measure, then
she grabbed Elizabeth’s face and squeezed her cheeks tight until
the woman’s lips poked out like a fish’s.

“Now it’s over,” she said, then she
dropped her hand and spat right in the blonde’s face. Rosa nodded
at Maria and Karla and the two released the woman, who fell to the
mat like a sack of laundry. Rosa straightened her clothes as some
of the members of the cleaning crew filed out of the room, laughing
and muttering to one another. Elizabeth lay moaning on the floor,
her aching tits just as pink as her ass now. One of them even had a
small circle of red dots on it from where Rosa had bitten her.

“Hey, Rosa,” one of the other cleaning ladies
said. She had stepped outside when the fight was over, but now she
was back with a toilet brush in her hand. “Since this gringo bitch
really fucked you over, why don’t you do the same to her?” She
jabbed the handle of the brush back and forth in the air,
simulating sex.

Rosa chuckled under her breath. “Damn, Luna.
You got a dirty mind there.”

“She deserves it!” the other woman shot back.
Luna was a husky woman with short hair, and the other girls had
always secretly wondered if she was gay. “After what she did to
you, I got no mercy for this bitch!”

Rosa chuckled again and took the brush from
Luna’s hand. “Can’t argue with that logic, girlfriend.” She nudged
Elizabeth with her shoe, rolling the other woman onto her stomach,
then she sat down on the blonde’s back, facing her ass. “You girls
get her legs,” she ordered, and Luna and Maria both squatted down
and took hold of an ankle, spreading the blonde’s legs as far apart
as they could. Elizabeth blubbered in protest the whole time, but
she was in too much pain to put up a fight. She did flinch when the
tip of the brush’s handle probed the opening of her pussy, but all
she could do was lie there and cry as Rosa worked the handle up
inside of her. It was as big around as a thumb and made of hard
plastic, the edges scraping her sore pussy as Rosa shoved it
further into the woman’s dry cunt until a good eight inches had
disappeared. The crew members who had stayed behind laughed as Rosa
moved the handle back and forth, fucking Elizabeth with it.

“You like that, bitch?” Luna asked, her eyes
gleaming as she stared at the other woman’s cunt. All Elizabeth
could do was cry, her face pressed to the floor mat. Despite the
pain and humiliation, her body had betrayed her and her pussy was
now wet, allowing the handle of the brush to glide in and out more
easily. “Hey, Rosa!” Luna said. “The bitch ain’t saying much. She
might be falling asleep. Put that thing in her ass and see if that
wakes her up!”

“No!” Elizabeth moaned as the brush handle
popped out of her cunt, but there was no point in even trying to
struggle. With Rosa sitting on her back and the two women holding
her ankles, she couldn’t move an inch. Fresh tears leaked from her
eyes as she felt the tip of the brush handle touch her anus.
“Ow…no, please don’t…please…owwww!” The blonde let out a tired wail
as Rosa pushed an inch of the brush up her ass, the hard plastic
moving easier because of the slick pussy juice coating it.
Elizabeth trembled as another inch sank in, then another. Rosa kept
pushing until half the handle had vanished, the brush sticking
obscenely from the blonde’s ass.

“P-please take it out!” Elizabeth stammered.
“Please! I’ll do anything!”

Luna’s face lit up. “Do it! I’ve got another
idea!”

Rosa pulled the brush handle out of
Elizabeth’s ass, causing the blonde to gasp in pain, then Luna
motioned for Rosa to stand up. Luna took the brush by the head and
knelt beside the blonde, grabbing one shoulder and roughly rolling
Elizabeth onto her back. Then Luna grabbed the back of the blonde’s
neck with one meaty hand and lifted her head up. “Lick it,” she
ordered, holding the brush so the handle was right in front of
Elizabeth’s mouth. “Taste your own ass, you stuck up bitch!”

The blonde shuddered and cried as she shook
her head, but Luna squeezed the other woman’s neck until Elizabeth
squealed in pain and her mouth opened wide. Luna stuck the tip of
the brush handle inside, and Elizabeth grimaced as she tasted her
own ass and pussy juice.

“Suck it!” Luna ordered. “Pretend it’s your
gringo husband’s cock!” She moved the brush handle in and out,
laughing as drool spilled from Elizabeth’s slack mouth. The blonde
was doing her best to keep her lips off the dirty thing, but the
handle still rubbed across her tongue as Luna fucked her mouth with
it. Elizabeth gagged at the taste, coughing and sputtering, until
Luna finally let go of the blonde’s neck and her head plopped to
the mat again. The beefy woman dropped the brush and stood up,
wiping her palms on her pants. Elizabeth rolled onto her side,
trying to spit the bad taste out of her mouth. She stared up at the
cleaning crew, eyes red, her face and hair a mess. The ones who had
stayed for the full show had wicked grins on their faces as they
laughed at the defeated blonde.

“Well, I guess we ought to get back to work,”
Luna said.

Maria nudged Rosa with an elbow. “What about
her?” she asked, nodding toward Elizabeth, but Rosa just shook her
head.

“Fuck her,” she said. “I might be a cleaning
woman now, but there’s some messes even I won’t touch.”

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3: Shaming the Softball Coach

 


 


“Thank god that’s over,” Christine
said. “And thank god this is the last year my parents can force me
to do shit like this. I cannot wait to get to college.”

“Yeah, I hear you,” Pam said, stuffing the
last of her dirty clothes into her duffle bag. “This was fun when
we were little, but now it’s just a drag.”

The two girls had spent the past week at
softball camp, a hardcore training session where the kids did
drills, played practice games, and exercised nearly non-stop the
entire time. Both girls had been on the high school softball team
for years and had attended the camp since they were freshman, but
now that they were 18-year-old seniors, the camp seemed more like
work than fun. The coaches were real hard asses, taking away all
phones, iPods, and other distractions while the camp was in
session. They also got the teens up at the crack of dawn and worked
them hard until late at night. After a week of that, Christine and
Pam didn’t care if they never saw a damn softball again in their
lives.

The girls slung their duffle bags over their
shoulders and left the cabin they had shared with six other
campers. There were five cabins on the girls side of camp, just
like there were five cabins over on the boys side. While camp was
in session, the boys and girls only saw each other during meals.
The rest of the time they were kept strictly apart so nobody would
get distracted while they were supposed to be practicing.

Pam and Christine walked down the wide dirt
path in the middle of the camp, heading for the parking lot. Both
wore shorts, T-shirts, and sneakers, the only type of clothing
allowed at the camp. Christine was a tall, athletic blonde while
Pam was shorter and stockier. Despite her reputation as a jock,
Christine still got plenty of attention from the guys at school
while Pam, with her plain face and big, ugly glasses, rarely got a
second glance.

“Hey, look who came to say goodbye,” Pam
said, nudging Christine as they walked past one of the camp’s
softball fields. A woman with her black hair pulled back in a
ponytail was strolling toward them, hands loose at her sides. She
was in her early twenties, with a pretty face and a killer body.
She wore shorts and a T-shirt too, but beneath this woman’s shirt
was a pair of jugs that put every high school girl at the camp to
shame. She also had toned legs, a tight, round ass, and big green
eyes that made the boys at camp go weak in the knees.

“Hey, blondie,” the woman called out. “Hold
up a minute.”

Christine and Pam stopped and waited as the
woman approached. Her name was Jill, and she was the most feared
coach at the camp. She worked the girls harder than any other
instructor, screamed if they didn’t do exactly what she said, and
punished them by making them do pushups or extra laps around the
softball field if someone was slacking off. And while Jill was a
knockout who all the boys drooled over, there was also a rumor
around the camp that she was gay.

Jill stopped in front of the girls, arms
crossed over her chest.

“What is it?” Christine asked. “Did we forget
something?”

“No, I checked your cabin and it’s all
clear,” Jill answered. “But now that this camp session is
officially over and I’m not your instructor anymore, I’ve got a
little message for you.” She stepped closer to Christine until
their faces were only inches apart. “I know you’re the one who
spread all those rumors about me being gay. No, don’t try to deny
it. Two other coaches heard you talking about it after practice one
day. And I’ve got news for you; you’re right, I am gay. But
that’s my private business, not yours. And if I hadn’t been your
coach, I would’ve beat the crap out of you for talking about me
behind my back. I wanted you to know that before you took off.” The
brunette turned to go, then looked back over her shoulder. “Drive
safe, ladies. Don’t have a horrible wreck or anything.”

“Hey!” Christine snapped. Jill stopped
walking and turned around. “I’ve got something to say to you, too,”
the blonde continued. “The reason we all talk about you behind your
back is because you’re the worst fucking coach this place has ever
had. You don’t know shit about softball. All those drills you make
us do, all that pointless exercise…it’s bullshit. No, worse than
that, it’s torture. I think the only reason you work here is
because you get off on making people miserable.”

Jill smirked as she sauntered back over to
Christine. “Wow, you really do have a mouth on you. And if I ever
see you outside of camp, I’m gonna slap it so hard your ears will
ring for a week.”

Christine fumed as Jill turned to leave
again. Other kids from the camp were passing by on their way to the
parking lot, and a few of them had stopped to see what was
happening. One of them was Harold, a tall, fat boy who had tried to
make friends with every girl at the camp, but without any luck.

“What’s going on?” he asked Pam.

“Nothing. Just a little drama between
Christine and Jill.”

“She’s mean, but she’s smoking,” Harold
muttered as he watched the brunette walk away, her curvy ass
straining against her tight shorts.

“Hey, Jill!” Christine yelled, stomping off
after the instructor. Jill stopped and rolled her eyes as she
turned around again. “What now?” she moaned. “Do you need me to
hold your hand and walk you to the parking lot?”

“You just said camp is officially over.
You’re not a coach anymore, and I’m not a student.”

Jill sighed. “So?”

“So let’s see how tough you really are.”

“You mean…”

“I mean since neither one of us can get in
trouble now, we might as well settle this right here.”

Jill smirked. “You want to fight me?”

“No, I want to beat you.”

“And you really think you can?”

A small crowd of campers had gathered around
the two now, both boys and girls. Christine glanced around at the
group and asked, “What do you guys say? Should I kick her ass?”

One or two of the campers walked away,
nervous, but the rest chuckled and nodded their heads. “Yeah, do
it!” one girl said. “Come on, Christine, you can take her!” a boy
added. “She made our lives hell this whole week,” a third person
chimed in. “Give it to her, Chris!”

Jill choked out a laugh as she looked around
at the campers, but then she realized why they were all suddenly so
brave. Just like Christine and Pam, they were all 18-year-old
seniors who had just finished their last camp session. Jill had no
way to punish them later because they would never be back. “Wow,
you kids really are spiteful,” she remarked. “And you’re also out
of luck, because I’ve got more important things to do right
now.”

“What’s the matter?” Christine asked, shoving
the other girl’s shoulder. “You scared?”

Jill’s eyes went wide. “I can’t believe you
fucking did that. You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Put up your fists and find out.”

Jill looked around. The other coaches were
already gone, along with most of the campers. Christine, Pam, and
the nine or ten other kids were the only people left. Otherwise the
camp was deserted.

“Okay, let’s go,” Jill said. “We’ll use the
outfield grass. That way you’ll have something soft to land on when
I knock you on your ass.”

Jill marched toward the softball field with
Christine at her heels. Pam and the rest of the kids—an even mix of
boys and girls— followed along, with Harold bringing up the rear.
When they reached the outfield, Jill began walking in slow circles
as she stretched her arms and rolled her shoulders. “This is good,”
she remarked. “I needed a little exercise this morning anyway.”

“That’s funny, I didn’t know you worked out,”
Christine remarked. “When you were making us run laps or do all
those push-ups, you just sat and blabbed on your phone the whole
time.”

“You know what, blondie? Since we’re being
honest here, let me tell you something else. When it comes to
softball, you’re weak, untalented, and you whined more than any
other kid I’ve ever taught. I’ll be damn glad not to see
your face here next year.”

Christine’s mouth turned to a grim slit. “At
first, all I wanted to do was bring you down a notch or two. But
now I’m gonna beat you so bad you’ll never forget about me,
even after I’m long gone.”

Jill stopped stretching and walked slowly
toward Christine again. The rest of the kids had formed a ragged
circle around them, but far enough away to give the girls plenty of
space. Jill studied Christine’s face for a minute, then she reached
out and brushed a lock of blonde hair away from the other girl’s
cheek. “You’re a whiny pain in the ass, but you’re also a cutie,”
the coach said. “So why don’t we make this fight interesting
with a little side bet?”

Christine jerked her head away from the other
girl’s hand. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“Now that camp is over, all those cabins are
empty,” Jill said. “Empty and private. Just the right place to
spend some quality time.” She leaned closer to Christine and
dropped her voice. “So after I beat you, I want you to lick my
pussy.”

Christine choked out an ugly laugh. “You’re
fucking sick!”

“What’s the matter?” Jill asked, mimicking
the other girl’s voice. “You scared?”

“No, I’m not scared. But I’m also not a
dyke.”

“Then you better hope I don’t win,” Jill
replied with a smile.

Christine glanced at the other kids. The
crowd was buzzing with conversation about Jill’s crazy bet. Most of
the girls were laughing and shaking their heads, while Harold and
the other boys stood with glazed looks on their faces, probably
imagining what the encounter between Jill and Christine would look
like. “Okay, you’re on,” Christine said. “But if I win, you
have to do what I say.”

“Which is what?”

Christine hooked a thumb toward the crowd.
“You have to give Harold a blowjob.”

Jill laughed, incredulous. “Are you
kidding?”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?”

“You already know I’m gay.”

“So? You know I’m straight, but you still
want me to lick that nasty pussy of yours.”

Jill looked over her shoulder at Harold,
whose eyes had gone wide behind his thick glasses, then she turned
back to Christine. “Fine, it’s a bet. But I’m telling you right
now, there’s no way in hell you’re gonna beat me. I saw you out on
that field. You’re slow and you’re lazy.”

“Stop talking and start fighting,” Christine
said, raising her fists. And let’s see how slow and lazy you
think I am five minutes from now.

The circle of kids took a few steps back as
the girls squared off against each other. Most of them clapped and
shouted encouragement to Christine, but Harold just stood there
slack-jawed. His cock—which was always semi-hard when he was around
girls—had now stiffened fully beneath his shorts. “Do you really
think she’ll do it?” he asked Ray, a skinny boy standing next to
him.

“Do what?” Ray asked.

“If Jill loses, does she really have to…”

“Suck your dick? You better hope so! Man, I
would kill for a blowjob from a girl that hot!”

“But she’s one of the coaches…and she’s
older…like, 22 or 23 or something…”

“So what? Like they said, camp’s over. No
more rules, dude. If it happens, just smile and enjoy it because
you’re gonna be the luckiest fucker on the planet!”

Harold nodded dumbly as he watched Jill and
Christine circle each other. Both girls had their fists raised, but
neither seemed willing to make the first move. Then the circle grew
tighter and tighter, and finally Christine swung a blow at Jill’s
face. The brunette dodged it easily and grabbed Christine’s
extended arm, twisting it as she spun the blonde around. But
Christine jerked away before Jill got a good grip, backing away
from the other girl and rubbing her sore elbow.

“What the hell was that?” she
asked.

“Just a little arm lock. Two more seconds and
I would’ve had you on your knees.”

Christine snorted. “You think you’re some
kind of judo master?”

“No, but my first girlfriend taught a
self-defense course at a women’s shelter. I know all kinds
of tricks.”

Christine raised her fists again, wary now.
Jill raised hers as well, moving closer, and this time Christine
tried for a punch to the gut. But Jill dodged it again, spinning
behind Christine and wrapping one arm around the girl’s throat and
the other around her waist. Once she locked both arms tight,
Christine couldn’t move and could barely breathe.

“Give up now before you get hurt,” Jill
whispered in her ear. Her big tits were pressed against Christine’s
back, her crotch nestled against the blonde’s ass. Christine had
both hands on the arm over her throat, but it was locked as tight
as a steel bar. “Don’t struggle. You’ll just hurt yourself.” The
brunette moved her mouth so close to Christine’s ear that the
blonde could feel the other girl’s warm breath on her skin. “Do you
really think I would’ve taken your bet about sucking that fat kid’s
dick if I wasn’t sure I could beat you? This fight is over,
blondie. Just give up and we can—ugh!”

Christine surprised Jill by whipping an elbow
backwards and jabbing the brunette hard in the ribs. The blow
wasn’t devastating because of the girl’s awkward position, but it
was enough to make Jill relax her grip so Christine could wriggle
out of it. The blonde backpedaled, putting some distance between
her and Jill as the brunette pressed a hand to her side and
winced.

“That’s gonna leave a bruise,” Jill said
through clenched teeth. She rubbed the tender flesh one last time
then raised her fists again.

Christine raised hers, too, but she kept her
distance. The crowd was still cheering her on, but the shouts of
encouragement seemed half-hearted now. Jill was faster and knew a
hell of a lot more about fighting, and everybody could see that.
The blonde had to do something to level the playing field.

Jill danced from foot to foot like a boxer,
oblivious to the fact that the entire audience was rooting against
her. She knew the fight was hers, it was just a matter of time. And
then she would make the tough blonde go down on her, something
she’d fantasized about every time she watched the lean, athletic
girl work out over the past week. The brunette grinned as she
imagined it, her crotch growing wet in the process.

Christine was still stalling, keeping her
distance as she tried to come up with a plan. She had to cripple
Jill in some way, slow her down…but how? The brunette danced
closer, growing impatient. Her fists were raised as she bobbed and
weaved, but Christine knew she wouldn’t lash out; the other girl
was just waiting for the chance to apply another hold. The blonde
kept her own fists raised, thinking furiously. Jill was right in
front of her now, less than two feet away.

The blonde cocked a fist as if she were about
to throw another punch, but then she did something that caught Jill
totally off guard; she dropped to her knees and grabbed the other
girl around the waist. Jill grunted and tried to back away, but
Christine’s grip was too tight. The blonde was hoping she could
push Jill onto her back then straddle her, but the brunette planted
her feet firmly and started pounding on Christine’s head and
shoulders. Now the blonde was stuck, with no way to even protect
herself as Jill struck her again and again.

Christine slumped toward the ground, her arms
sliding down Jill’s waist, her hands trailing across the waistband
of the other girl’s shorts. The blonde hooked her fingers inside,
just trying to stay upright, when she felt Jill’s shorts slide a
few inches down her legs.

“Hey!” Jill yelled. “Stop! Cut it out!” The
brunette stopped pounding on Christine and grabbed the waistband of
her shorts with both hands, pulling them up again. But the blonde
kept her grip, suddenly inspired. Jill was a coach, and all the
people watching the fight were campers. After being in charge of
them for the past week, Jill was terrified of letting them see her
bare skin! Christine tugged harder, falling forward so that all her
weight was in her arms. Jill stumbled backward, arms flailing, then
fell flat on her back. Her shorts slid all the way down her shapely
legs and got tangled in her sneakers, Christine’s hands still
clutching them tightly.

Jill wore a blue thong beneath the shorts,
nothing but a thin strip of fabric covering her pussy. She tried to
escape from Christine, using her elbows to scoot backwards across
the grass, but the blonde yanked and tugged on the other girl’s
shorts until they flew off, taking both sneakers along with them.
Jill rolled over onto her hands and knees, giving the crowd a great
view of her shapely ass, then the brunette hopped to her feet and
clapped one hand over her crotch and stuck the other one behind her
back, trying in vain to cover her exposed rear.

“That’s fucking cheating!” she cried. “What’s
the deal, you figured you couldn’t beat me in a fair fight?”

“That’s not cheating,” Christine replied,
tossing the shorts to Ray. “That’s called getting creative.”

“Give me those!” Jill barked at Ray,
thrusting out a hand, but the skinny boy shook his head and twirled
the shorts in the air like a trophy instead. Meanwhile, Christine
had gotten to her feet and was stalking towards the brunette. Jill
clapped her free hand over her crotch again and backed away. The
brunette glanced around as if looking for an escape route, but the
campers still formed a rough circle around the two girls.

“Do you give up?” Christine asked, moving
closer. “If you say yes, Howard might blow his load right here and
now.”

“No way,” Jill shot back. “But if
you’re fighting dirty, then I’m fighting dirty.”

“You’re not fighting at all. You’re just
standing there holding your twat.” Christine lunged at Jill, hoping
to grab her shoulders and pull her to the ground while her defenses
were down, but the brunette spun sideways like she had before and
Christine caught nothing but air. As the blonde stood hunched
forward with her arms out, Jill grabbed the hem of Christine’s
shirt and yanked it over her head from behind, the shirt skimming
right over the blonde’s outstretched arms. The move caught
Christine by surprise and she stumbled forward, off balance, then
fell to her hands and knees. But Jill wasn’t finished; she grabbed
the back of Christine’s bra strap and yanked, tearing the thing
right off the blonde’s body.

Christine was still on her hands and knees,
her small, firm tits hanging toward the ground. The boys in the
crowd whooped as she spun over onto her butt and clapped both hands
to her chest; they were rooting for her to win, but any exposed
skin on either side was a big plus for them. Christine scanned the
crowd, helpless. The boys and some of the girls just grinned, and
Pam could only shrug and look away.

“What’s wrong?” Jill asked. “Scared of
showing your tits?”

“I’ll fucking kill you,” the blonde
hissed, glaring.

“Don’t blame me. You’re the one who wanted to
fight dirty.”

Christine struggled to her feet, one arm
still wrapped across her chest. Jill stood a few yards away, again
trying to use both hands to cover her exposed crotch and ass.
Neither of us can fight like this, Christine thought. But
that bitch is still more worried about being naked than I am.
The blonde slid her arm off her chest and raised her fists again,
keeping them closer to her body this time to partially hide her
tits from the crowd. The boys still whooped and hollered, though,
hypnotized by even a glimpse of a girl’s naked flesh. Jill backed
away, trying not to bump into any of the bystanders as she kept her
distance from Christine. Traces of fear and uncertainty were on her
face now; she’d expected the blonde to cower and beg once she’d
been stripped topless, but Christine looked more determined than
ever.

“This is great,” the blonde said, moving
closer. “I’ll just stand here and punch you in the face while you
hold onto your panties.”

Jill kept backing away. She still had plenty
of tricks up her sleeve, but she’d have to move her hands to use
them. The brunette’s mind was racing as she retreated, the circle
of grinning campers just a few feet away, and then Ray stuck his
foot out and Jill tripped over it, her arms pinwheeling as she
stumbled backward then fell flat on her ass. Christine was on her
in a heartbeat, leaping on top of the brunette and grabbing her
wrists as she tried to pin her to the ground. But Jill was still
faster and more agile, and she managed to shove Christine off then
squirm onto her stomach. She grabbed two fistfuls of grass and
pushed herself upright, ready to plant her feet and run, but
Christine flailed an arm up and hooked her fingers through the side
of the brunette’s thong, ripping the flimsy strip of cloth from the
other girl’s body.

Jill screeched, her tough girl image totally
gone as she clapped her hands over the neat strip of black hair
between her legs. Her ass was totally exposed now but she ignored
that, stumbling back and forth as Christine came after her again.
The blonde slapped Jill’s exposed face so hard the girl’s head shot
to the side, then she slapped it again from the other direction.
Jill’s eyes rolled in her head, her mouth slack. Christine raised
her hand again, high over her head this time, and slapped Jill’s
face so hard the girl spun halfway around and then collapsed on the
grass, moaning.

The blonde dropped to her knees beside the
fallen woman and grabbed Jill’s T-shirt with both hands. The
brunette was too stunned to put up any resistance as Christine
wrestled the shirt over the girl’s head, leaving her clad in only a
pale blue bra and the white ankle socks on her feet. Christine
grabbed the bra strap next, yanking it off in one try just like
Jill had done to her. The brunette rolled away and stumbled to her
feet, so dizzy she could hardly stand. She had one arm over her
tits now and the other between her legs as she swayed on her feet,
trying to shake the cobwebs out of her head. When everything
finally came back into focus, Jill blushed furiously as she
realized she was now stark naked in front of a dozen teenage
campers.

“Okay, that’s enough,” she told Christine,
trying to regain control. “Give me my shirt back. This is
over.”

“So you give up? Great! Harold is gonna be
thrilled!”

“I didn’t say that! I just…I don’t…”

Christine tossed Jill’s shirt into the crowd
then stood with her hands on her hips, not even worried about being
topless now that Jill was totally nude. “If you don’t give up, then
the fight’s not over.” She walked towards Jill, arms swinging at
her sides. “But since all you want to do is cover your tits, it
should be over soon.” Once she got closer, she raised her hand for
another sharp slap. Jill shrank back, eyes terrified, but when the
blonde swung her hand this time, instinct took over and Jill ducked
back and grabbed Christine’s arm as it passed in front of her,
twisting it behind the other girl’s back like she’d tried to do at
the start of the fight. This time Christine was caught off guard
and soon Jill was behind her, the girl’s big tits pressed flat
against the bare skin on Christine’s back. Jill was still a little
dazed, but in this position she barely had to put any pressure on
the blonde’s arm. Christine was totally immobilized, her arm bent
painfully behind her back.

“Now it’s your turn to give up,” Jill
said. “Right now, before someone really gets hurt!”

“That someone is gonna be you!” the blonde
hissed, struggling to get out of the arm lock, but every time she
twisted her body, needles of pain shot from her elbow to her
shoulder. Since she couldn’t turn around to face Jill again, she
did the only thing she could. Planting her feet on the ground, the
blonde jumped backward with all her might. Jill stumbled back, her
socks slipping on the grass, but she kept her grip on Christine’s
arm. Both girls backpedaled wildly for a few feet then Jill fell on
her back with Christine right on top of her.

“Get off!” Jill yelled, flailing wildly.
Christine’s arm had gotten loose, but now Jill had reached around
the blonde’s body and grabbed both of her tits, squeezing hard.
Christine yelled and jerked her body sideways, taking Jill with
her. The two rolled back and forth on the grass, slapping and
struggling, as the crowd cheered. Jill’s pussy was clearly visible
between her spread legs, and the sight of all those jiggling tits
made the boys harder than ever.

As the girls rolled around, Jill finally
managed to get on top of Christine and immobilize her. The brunette
had one of Christine’s arms gripped in both hands, pinning it to
the ground, and one knee pressed hard into one of the blonde’s
thighs. The full weight of Jill’s body was mashed against
Christine’s torso, her big tits pressed against the other girl’s
neck.

“For fuck’s sake, give up,” Jill panted.
“This is totally out of control.”

“Fuck you,” Christine spat, her voice muffled
with the other girl on top of her. The arm Jill didn’t have pinned
was trapped under the other girl’s body weight, and Christine was
trying desperately to wiggle it free.

“Fine, we can stay like this all day,” Jill
replied.

“With all these guys staring at your ass and
your pussy?” Christine shot back.

Jill squirmed, but there was no way to cover
herself and keep Christine pinned at the same time. That slight
shift of movement was all the blonde needed, and she managed to get
her free arm out from under Jill’s body. Now the fingers of that
hand were pressed against the other girl’s hip.

“I’m serious, you need to give up,” Jill said
again. “I don’t want to—ahhh!”

Jill screamed as Christine’s hand slid over
her ass and snaked between her legs, one of the fingers poking
straight into Jill’s asshole. The blonde had been groping for any
sensitive part she could find, and with Jill’s legs spread, the
brunette’s asshole was totally exposed. Christine worked her finger
deeper, Jill shuddering on top of her as she struggled to keep her
grip on the blonde’s arm.

“S-stop it! Stop it! Owww!” Jill wailed as
Christine shoved the finger in past the second knuckle.

“Get off me!” the blonde ordered.

Jill gritted her teeth, tears streaming down
her face as she twisted her hips and tried to get the finger out,
but Christine had it all the way inside now. “Okay! Okay!” she
blurted, letting go of the blonde’s arm.

“Do you give up?” Christine asked.

“Yes! Yes!”

“So I won?”

“Yes! You won, you won!”

The blonde yanked her finger out of Jill’s
ass, which made the brunette howl again. Jill rolled off Christine
and lay on her side, one hand covering her sore ass as she cried
quietly. Christine got to her feet and brushed the dirt and grass
off her body, then looked around for her T-shirt. She pulled it
back on, not bothering with her bra, then stood looking down at
Jill.

“Ready to pay up?” she asked.

Jill pulled herself up onto her knees, arms
wrapped around her naked body. The campers glared down at her with
wicked smiles on their faces, thrilled to see the camp’s meanest
coach humiliated like this. “Wh-what…” Jill began, but then her
blood froze as she remembered the bet she had made. She had been so
focused on getting Christine’s finger out of her ass that it
completely slipped her mind. “Wait. Just wait a minute,” she
stammered. “You can’t really…I mean, I don’t—”

“We made a bet,” Christine reminded her.
“Everybody heard it. Right?”

The crowd yelled and cheered, and a few of
the guys started chanting Blowjob! Blowjob!

“Come here, Howard,” Christine said, and the
boy walked over with a glazed look on his face. He stood next to
Christine and stared down at Jill, the front of his shorts bulging
obscenely. “Go ahead, take it out,” the blonde said. Harold glanced
around, nervous at the thought of whipping his dick out in front of
the other campers—especially so many girls—but his hard-on was
raging and the thought of putting it in Jill’s warm mouth was more
than he could stand. The boy shoved his shorts down to his knees,
freeing the stiff cock that now bobbed just a foot from Jill’s
face.

The brunette gasped. She had never seen a
real cock before, and had only seen a few pictures of one. Harold’s
was eight inches long and hard as steel, with plump, hairy balls
below it.

“Come on,” Christine ordered, grabbing Jill
by the back of the head and pulling her closer. “You better get
going before poor Harold blows his load just from looking at
you.”

Harold swallowed hard. Christine was right;
he was so excited from watching the two women roll around naked
that pre-cum was already glistening on his cock head and a light
tingling had built up in his balls.

“I can’t!” Jill blurted as Christine pushed
her face closer. “I’ve never done this before! I’ll throw up!”

“Open your mouth and stop being such a baby.
No, wider. That’s it. Okay, Harold, I think she’s ready.”

Harold slid his cock into Jill’s open mouth,
sighing at the feel of her wet tongue. Holy shit! That’s the
most amazing thing in the world! Harold had never even kissed a
girl before, and now one of the hottest women he’d ever seen was
blowing him. He jabbed his cock deeper and Jill gagged, but the
brunette couldn’t pull away because Christine still held her by the
hair. Harold started bucking his hips, sliding in and out of the
coach’s mouth. He stared down at her the whole time, watching her
big tits jiggle every time he thrust forward. Jill wasn’t doing
anything, she just kneeled with her mouth open while Harold fucked
her face, tears sliding down her cheeks the whole time. Then
Christine started pushing Jill’s head back and forth, causing the
brunette to gasp and sputter as Harold’s cock went deeper with each
thrust.

The other campers watched in silence,
fascinated. Jill’s fists were clenched, her eyes shut tight, as if
trying to escape from the ordeal. Those big tits of hers were
jiggling like crazy now as Harold fucked her mouth in long, fast
strokes, his mouth open, moaning softly. His hairy balls slapped
Jill’s chin every time he thrust forward, his big belly smacking
the girl’s nose. The tingling sensation was growing stronger and
stronger, and he felt like his cock had expanded to twice its size.
Every thrust felt like heaven, with Jill’s warm, wet tongue
scraping the underside of his cock with each stroke.

Harold finally couldn’t take it anymore. He
knocked Christine’s hand away and grabbed Jill’s head with both
hands, fucking her face furiously for a few more seconds before he
let out a wail as his cock exploded. Jill gasped and sputtered as
the boy shot his cum in her mouth, over and over, sticky bursts of
it splashing her tongue and her teeth and the insides of her
cheeks. She gagged and tried to pull away but Harold held her head
tight, still moving his hips. He had jacked off to this fantasy a
hundred times, but he never imagined it would feel so good in
person. His cock kept right on spurting until the blasts got weaker
and weaker, then Harold finally pulled back and his cock popped out
of Jill’s mouth as one final spurt splashed down onto the girl’s
naked thighs.

Jill hunched over, spitting and gagging,
strands of the white sticky stuff dangling from her mouth and chin.
Harold stood there breathing hard for a minute, his whole body
still tingling from the experience, then he blushed and pulled his
shorts up, stuffing his semi-hard cock back inside. The other boys
high-fived him as he returned to the group with a silly grin on his
face.

“Not bad for a first-timer,” Christine told
Jill. “Your technique was awful, but Harold didn’t seem to mind one
bit.”

“I need my clothes now,” Jill muttered,
wiping her mouth as she stared at the grass.

The blonde thought for a minute. “I’ve got
another idea. This might be our last year, but I think you
need a lesson about how to treat the other campers from now
on.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

“On your feet,” Christine ordered. Jill
hesitated, wary, then slowly stood up with her arms wrapped around
her naked body. Her dark hair was a mess, her face smeared with
cum, and bits of dirt and grass stuck to her skin in various
places. Christine looked her up and down then shook her head. “No,
that’s not gonna do it.” She turned to the crowd. “Somebody toss me
her panties.” One of the boys found them and flung them over, and
Christine caught the blue thong with one hand. “Turn around,” she
told Jill.

“Wh-why?”

“Just do what I say if you want to get the
rest of your clothes back.”

Jill did as she was told, and Christine
pulled both of the brunette’s arms behind her back and used the
thong to tie her wrists together. Then she spun the girl around to
face the crowd again, and Jill dropped her chin to her chest in
shame as she stood with her big tits and her pussy fully
exposed.

“All those exercises you made us do were
bullshit,” Christine said. “They didn’t help us play better
softball at all. That was just a way for you to get off by showing
how much power you had. Well, now you’re gonna see how it feels to
be on the other end.”

Jill glanced up, grimacing. “What are you
talking about?”

“I want ten laps around the field,” she said,
grabbing Jill by the shoulders and spinning her around. “Now! Move
it!” She slapped the brunette on the ass and Jill squealed as she
dashed away, shooting a scared look over her shoulder as she began
the first lap. With her hands tied behind her back there was no way
to cover herself, and her big tits bounced as the girl jogged
slowly around the edge of the field, sobbing quietly the whole
time.

Pam smiled and stood beside Christine. “I
can’t believe you. This is awesome.” She watched Jill’s tits
flopping as the brunette ran, tears on her face. “So, are you gonna
let her go after this?”

“No way” Christine said. “She’s still got
fifty push-ups to do.”

Pam laughed. “You’re kidding, right?”

“Of course I’m kidding,” the blonde replied,
grinning wickedly now. “Because it’s gonna be more like a
hundred.”
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