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Chapter 1: Shaming the Bully

 


 


Randi had always been the toughest kid in her
neighborhood, boy or girl. From the time she started school, she
was already beating the other kids at soccer, beating the other
kids at football, beating the other kids at foot races or climbing
trees—and sometimes she just beat them, period. She could wrestle
boys older than her to the ground, or punch someone in the head so
hard they saw stars. Randi was the girl that everybody feared and
nobody messed with.

Even after she became a teenager and
developed a woman’s body, Randi still acted like one of the guys.
She had always been tall and athletic, but the nice set of tits
that sprang up in high school guaranteed that no one would ever
mistake her for a man. Randi couldn’t care less if she was sexy or
not. Boys noticed her big blue eyes, her cute snub nose, and her
plump lips, but Randi never wore makeup and kept her brown hair in
a simple ponytail, doing nothing to make herself attractive. Some
people assumed that meant she was a lesbian, but the truth was that
Randi had no interest in sex at all. She did pay attention to the
bodies of other kids in the neighborhood, but only as a means of
taunting and embarrassing them.

Randi’s cruel tricks were bad enough when she
and the other kids were small, but now that they had all turned 18
and were seniors in high school, the way she terrorized the others
was downright humiliating. Randi loved to pull people’s shorts down
in public, whether it was a boy or a girl. She ripped off bikini
tops at the neighborhood pool, yanked down skirts in the school
hallways, and once bullied a girl into stripping naked at a slumber
party then made the crying teen do jumping jacks in front of the
whole group.

But it wasn’t just exposing other people’s
bodies that excited Randi. Sometimes she would pinch another girl’s
nipple through her shirt, or sneak up behind a boy or girl and slap
them hard on the ass. Once, after she tackled a boy during a
neighborhood football game, she grabbed a handful of his balls
through his gym shorts and squeezed so hard that he nearly passed
out. So Randi was just as curious as other teenagers when it came
to people’s bodies, but her motivations were entirely
different.

Because they lived in a close-knit
neighborhood in a small town out in the middle of nowhere, all the
kids were expected to socialize with each other. That meant no one
could escape from Randi, and since they were all too scared to rat
on her, no one could escape from her torments either. The three
kids who took the most punishment were the ones who lived closest
to Randi’s house. All were seniors just like her, so they had to
deal with Randi both at home and at school.

Billy was a tall, skinny boy who lived next
door to Randi. He sucked at all sports and was more interested in
computers and video games, which meant Randi picked on him the
most. Two doors down lived Jeff and Jill, a pair of twins who did
like sports, but since they were both smaller than Randi, she
pushed them around as well.

When they weren’t hanging out with the other
neighborhood kids, Billy, Jeff, and Jill could normally be found at
a place they called the Black Hole. It was a hidden spot in the
woods where locals dumped garbage that was too big for the
sanitation truck to deal with; now the flat, grassy area beside the
creek was littered with tires, old refrigerators, cracked bathtubs,
mattresses, machine parts, and even an ancient car covered with
dents and rust. The kids would sift through all the junk looking
for anything valuable, or make chairs out of stacks of tires then
drink beer or smoke cigarettes they had stolen from their
parents.

One Friday afternoon after school, Jeff and
Jill were hanging out in the Black Hole waiting for Billy to show
up. There was a big dance at the high school that night, but
neither one was going. Jeff never got up the nerve to invite
anyone, and Jill wasn’t exactly the prettiest girl in school, so
they had both planned to skip it. Since Billy had never even kissed
a girl, they were sure he would eventually show up at the Black
Hole, too. But when he did wander into the grassy clearing that
day, a pretty blonde girl was with him.

“This is my cousin Deb,” Billy said. “You
guys remember her, right? She’s staying with me and my folks for
the weekend.”

“Yeah, I think so,” Jeff said, “but it’s been
a long time. Wow, you sure look different!”

Deb laughed. “That’s because I’m 20 now. The
last time I came to visit, I was still in middle school.” She was
pretty in a tomboy way—tan, athletic, her hair cut short and
shaggy, with a body that looked strong and compact, like a sprinter
or a gymnast. She wore a tank top and denim shorts, with no makeup
and her nails unpainted, but she was still a girl that would turn
plenty of heads when she walked by.

“What do you do now?” Jill asked. “Are you in
college?” She had the same dark hair and eyes as her brother, with
a nose that was a little too big and a smile that was a little too
crooked. Being around girls who were cuter than her made her
nervous, and even though Deb was no supermodel, Jill still felt a
little shy.

“Deb’s a fireman,” Billy said proudly. “A
firewoman, I mean.”

“Just say firefighter, dumbass,” Deb said
with a grin. “Yeah, I always knew what I wanted to do, so I skipped
college and went straight to work. The town I live in isn’t much
bigger than this one, so I didn’t have much competition.”

Jill asked, “They didn’t say anything about
you…you know, being a girl?”

“Deb’s tougher than most guys,” Billy
said. “I’ll bet she could kick anybody’s ass.”

“Who are you talking about?” called a voice
from the forest, and a few seconds later Randi walked out of the
trees and came over to join the group. She wore a t-shirt, gym
shorts, and sneakers, with her brown hair pulled back in its usual
ponytail. When she saw Deb, she frowned and asked, “And who the
fuck are you?”

Deb put her hands on her hips. “I’m Billy’s
cousin. And let me take a wild guess. You’re Randi, right?”

“How the fuck do you know who I am? I’ve
never seen you before.”

“Because Billy told me there was a loud,
scary girl in the neighborhood who likes to push the other kids
around. You’re not that scary but you sure are loud, so I guess he
was talking about you.”

Randi frowned and shoved Billy’s shoulder.
“Is that true? You been talking shit about me?”

“Hey!” Deb cried, shoving Randi right back.
“Keep your hands off him!”

“Whoa! Who the fuck do you think you
are?”

“I think I’m the girl who’s about to kick
your ass!”

Randi laughed. “Look, you’re not from around
here. We all grew up together. We hang out, we goof off, and
sometimes we get a little rough with each other. That’s how we mess
around, understand? It’s our way of having fun. So lose your stupid
attitude before you get hurt.”

“That’s not the way I heard it. Billy says
you terrorize every kid in school. He said you slap their asses,
pull down their shorts—”

“Terrorize? Fuck, Billy, did you
really say that? You’re more of a pussy than I thought!”

Deb shoved Randi again, harder than last
time. “Don’t talk to my cousin like that, bitch.”

Randi’s eyes went wide and a slow smile
spread across her face as she stared first at Billy, then at Jeff
and Jill. “Wait a minute. Did you guys bring this tough girl out
here to protect you? Is that what’s going on?”

“No, I just came for a visit. But while I’m
here, I sure as hell don’t mind getting a little exercise.” Deb
began walking in a slow circle, eyes on Randi. She cracked her
knuckles then flexed her toned arms. “Not that kicking your
ass would be much of a workout. Probably wouldn’t take more than
five minutes, I’m guessing.”

Randi sized up the other girl. Deb looked
fit, but she was shorter and lighter. One or two solid punches and
she’d go right down. “But you’ll never find out, because I’ll have
you flat on your back in less than two.”

“Oh, you want to get me on my back?” Deb
teased. “Then what will you do?”

“What are you talking about, bitch?”

The other kids had stepped back, and Deb and
Randi were now circling each other in an open part of the field.
“You know, you look a little like that girl from the Hunger Games,”
Deb said. “If you cleaned yourself up, you might be pretty
cute.”

Randi choked out a laugh. “Damn, are you some
kind of dyke or something?”

“No, I just like both boys and girls.”
Deb rolled her shoulders, working out the kinks. “In fact, after I
kick your ass, I think I’ll make you eat my pussy.”

Randi’s mouth dropped open, and so did
Billy’s, Jeff’s, and Jill’s. Once the shock wore off, Randi cocked
her fists and said “You’re gonna be eating dirt when I slam
your face into the ground.”

Deb raised her own fists. “Come on, cutie.
Let’s stop talking and—”

Without warning, Randi swung a wild
roundhouse punch straight at Deb’s head. The blonde was quicker,
though, and dodged away before the blow could land. Randi went
after her, jabbing the air with her left fist, then her right,
trying to keep the smaller girl off-balance. But Deb weaved around
the punches like a dancer, then popped Randi square in the jaw. It
wasn’t a hard punch, but it took the brunette by surprise and she
stopped and rubbed her face.

“You bitch,” she said. “You’re gonna pay for
that.”

She ran at Deb again, but this time she threw
her arms around the smaller girl and pulled her to the ground. The
two rolled around for a minute, grunting and snarling as they pawed
each other. At one point Randi grabbed Deb’s tank top with both
hands and pulled it over the girl’s face, blinding her. Billy
couldn’t help staring at his cousin’s small but firm tits covered
by a pale blue bra, and Jeff put a hand over his pants to cover the
growing bulge in his crotch. Deb finally managed to get away from
Randi, but not before the bigger girl had ripped the tank top right
off her.

“So it’s true,” Deb said, staggering to her
feet. She was breathing hard and had bits of grass and dirt in her
hair. “You really do like to rip people’s clothes off. Well,
let’s see how you like it.” Randi was barely on her knees
when Deb ran over and knocked the bigger girl down again with an
elbow to the face. While Randi lay face-down, trying to shake the
cobwebs out of her head, Deb grabbed the waistband of Randi’s
shorts and yanked them down to her ankles, then pulled them off
completely. Randi wore tight white underwear that looked more like
a boy’s, but the ass inside that underwear—which was now covered by
nothing but the thinnest fabric—was so nice that Billy and Jeff
were getting more turned on by the minute. Jeff had even snuck his
phone out of his pocket, waiting for the perfect moment to snap a
few photos.

Randi got to her feet, not even trying to
cover herself. The other kids could clearly see the outline of her
dark bush through the front of her panties. Her whole body was
smeared with dirt now, and a thin line of blood trickled from the
corner of her lip. She wiped the blood away with the back of her
hand and stared at it.

“Ready to give up?” Deb asked. She stood a
few yards away, back in a fighter’s stance. “It’s probably better
if you lick my pussy now, before your mouth gets too sore.”

Randi snarled and ran at Deb again. The two
circled each other for a moment, both girls throwing wild punches,
then Deb crouched down and smashed a fist up into one of Randi’s
tits. The brunette howled in pain and clutched her chest, stumbling
away from the smaller girl, but Deb didn’t let up. She chased after
Randi, batting the bigger girl with her fists as the brunette tried
to cover herself. When Randi finally went down on one knee, Deb
stopped swinging and raised both fists in the air.

“Folks, we have a winner!” she cried. “Now
let’s—ugh!”

Without warning, Randi slammed a fist
straight into Deb’s firm stomach. As the blonde doubled over in
pain, Randi struggled to her feet and brought the same fist down on
the back of the other girl’s head. Deb went down but rolled a few
feet away then stood up again, dazed and weak-kneed. Randi took
advantage of the situation by running over and hooking two fingers
down the front of Deb’s bra, then she ripped it off her body. Deb’s
tits sprang out, the pink nipples hard.

“Fucking bitch!” Randi screamed, grabbing
both nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinching them
roughly. Deb wailed and tried to back away but Randi had a firm
hold on her. “You better stay still or I’ll rip them right off!”
the bigger girl warned. Deb finally managed to stumble away, but
Randi chased her and clamped a hand over the blonde’s face. When
Deb grabbed that arm with both hands, leaving her midsection open,
Randi slapped her across the tits. Deb wailed again then kicked
Randi hard in the thigh. Both girls stumbled away from each other,
bruised and in pain.

Billy, Jeff, and Jill couldn’t believe what
they were seeing. The two boys were so hard their erections were
straining at their pants, and Jill was in shock at the sight of two
girls tearing each other apart like wild animals. Deb rubbed her
sore nipples as she stood glaring at Randi. The brunette was
rubbing her hurt leg, and she walked with a limp as she went back
to circling the smaller girl. Both were breathing hard and staring
at each other in silence. The taunts and jokes were over. This was
now a full-scale war.

Making no effort to cover her bare tits, Deb
lunged at Randi and swung at the girl’s face. Randi jumped back but
winced when she put weight on her sore leg. Deb kicked Randi in the
other thigh, her sneaker leaving a dirty shoeprint on Randi’s skin.
Randi stumbled, arms flailing, and Deb hit the brunette hard in the
stomach then followed up with a blow to the chin. Randi nearly fell
backward but caught herself at the last moment. She crouched down,
fists up, eyes open wide. The other kids couldn’t believe it. For
the first time ever, Randi looked scared.

Deb faked another punch to the stomach, and
when the brunette lowered her hands to block it, Deb landed a solid
punch to the other girl’s face. As Randi stood there reeling, Deb
slapped her hard across one cheek, then the other. Randi’s eyes
were practically rolling in their sockets now. Deb ran around
behind the other girl, grabbed her panties in both hands, and
yanked them to the ground. Randi was so dizzy and unbalanced that
she fell on her face, leaving the panties dangling from one ankle.
Her bare ass was now on full display as she lay on her stomach,
clawing at the grass. Deb grabbed the panties and flung them away,
then sat down hard on Randi’s back.

“Since you’re already halfway undressed,
let’s give the guys a real treat!” she said. Randi shook her head
and struggled, but with the other girl’s full weight on her back,
she was pinned to the ground, helpless. Deb wrestled Randi’s
t-shirt up and over her head to reveal a sports bra underneath.
Randi reached behind her back, awkwardly flailing her arms at Deb,
but the blonde girl pulled and twisted on the sports bra until it
came off, too. The former bully gasped in fear. Even though the
front of her body was pressed to the ground, she was now totally
naked.

Deb slid off Randi’s back and grabbed one of
the brunette’s arms. “On your feet, cutie,” she said. “Let’s show
everybody what you’ve got!” Keeping the other girl’s arm twisted,
Deb forced Randi to stand up. The brunette’s cheeks burned with
shame as she faced the other kids, her tits and pussy exposed for
all to see.

Billy stared dumbly as Jeff started snapping
pictures with his phone. Randi didn’t just have a good body; she
had a great body. They had all seen her long, toned legs
before, but since Randi dressed in baggy t-shirts and sports bras,
and even wore old-fashioned one-piece bathing suits to the pool,
her upper body had always been a mystery—but not anymore. Randi’s
tits were the size of cantaloupes and were perfectly round, with
large pink nipples. Her stomach was flat and smooth, and below it
was a full brown bush.

“Oh, man,” Billy sighed, his cock nearly
bursting out of his pants. Jeff mumbled something similar, and even
Jill seemed astonished at how amazing Randi’s body was. If she put
on makeup, did her hair right, and dressed like a girl instead of a
boy, she would be a knockout.

“Everybody get a good look?” Deb asked. She
reached around Randi’s body with her free hand and squeezed one of
the brunette’s tits. “I’ll tell you what, cutie, you’ve definitely
got me horny. Time for you to pay your dues.”

“Wh-what?” Randi mumbled. “No, I can’t—”

“Sure you can. It’s easy!” Still twisting one
arm, Deb lowered Randi to the grass again until the brunette was
lying on her back. Then, to everyone’s shock, Deb unbuttoned her
shorts and pushed them and her panties down to the ground. Her ass
was smaller and firmer than Randi’s, and her blonde bush was shaved
down to a narrow strip. She looked over her shoulder at Billy.
“Sorry, cousin. I hope this isn’t too weird for you. I mean, we saw
each other naked back when we were kids, but…”

“I…I…” Billy stammered, but then he just
waved a hand in the air and shut his mouth. After never kissing a
girl in his life, seeing two hot girls completely naked at the same
time was almost more excitement than he could stand.

Deb lowered herself until she was sitting on
Randi’s big tits, flattening them under her weight. Randi’s eyes
were open wide, her lips pulled back in terror. She reached up to
push Deb away, but the blonde grabbed both her arms and pinned them
to the ground. Then Deb scooted her ass forward until her pussy was
right over Randi’s mouth. “Come on, cutie,” she said. “Get to
work.” Randi gasped and sputtered, nauseated by the strong smell of
another woman’s snatch less than an inch from her nose. Deb was
already excited and she rubbed her slick pussy lips over Randi’s
mouth and chin, coating the brunette’s face with her warm juices.
“I don’t mind fucking your face, cutie, but this’ll go a lot faster
if you stick that tongue out. Come on now. Do a good job and
this’ll all be over before you know it.”

Deb leaned down harder, really grinding her
pussy against Randi’s face. The brunette could barely breathe. What
choice did she have? She was already beaten and humiliated. All she
wanted was to get the hell out of there, no matter what disgusting
thing she had to do to make that happen. Trembling in shame, she
poked her tongue out of her mouth.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” Deb muttered. “A
little farther. There you go, don’t be shy. Perfect!” She flicked
her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy against Randi’s tongue.
The brunette gagged when she got her first taste of the other girl,
but she resisted the urge to yank her tongue back into her mouth.
Deb pushed down harder, grinding against her beaten opponent’s
face. All that groping during the fight had gotten her hotter than
she imagined, and now she was ready to cum. Randi made gurgling
noises as Deb fucked her face, the blonde girl moving her hips
faster and faster. The three other kids were in shock, watching the
two naked girls with blank stares. Jeff was so hypnotized by the
action that his phone dangled forgotten in his hand.

It only took a few minutes before Deb arched
her back and cried out, pushing her full weight against Randi’s
mouth as her body shook with pleasure. The brunette flailed her
arms weakly as Deb mashed her blonde pussy down on her, then the
smaller girl finally let out a deep sigh and climbed off. Randi
rolled onto her side and coughed, her face damp and shiny from
Deb’s juices.

Deb stretched and sighed again, then she
looked down at herself as if she’d just noticed she was naked. She
fetched her clothes from the ground and got dressed as Randi sat up
and wrapped her arms around herself. The brunette looked sheepishly
around for her own clothes, but when she reached out for her
t-shirt, Deb swooped over and snatched it away.

“What’s the hurry?” Deb asked. “You’ve got a
smoking body! Why not show it off a little longer?”

Randi scowled at the other girl. “Can I
please get dressed now?” she muttered. “You’ve already
embarrassed me enough! It’s over, okay? You win!”

“You’ve spent your whole life embarrassing
us,” Billy told her. “Deb’s right. You shouldn’t get to go home
just yet.”

“Yeah, Billy told me how bad you’ve been,”
Deb added, then turned to the others. “What do you guys think? Does
Randi deserve a spanking?”

“Hell yes!” Billy answered with a grin as
Jeff and Jill nodded along.

“No way!” Randi cried. “I told you, I give
up! It’s over!”

“Not till we say so,” Deb corrected. She
glanced around and spied two old car tires stacked on top of each
other. “Come on, cutie. We don’t have a chair, but we can make do.”
When Randi didn’t move, Deb walked over and grabbed the brunette by
the ponytail. Randi kept her arms crossed over her chest, grimacing
in pain as the other girl twisted her hair. “On your feet,” Deb
snarled. “Don’t make me hurt you again.”

Randi stood on shaky legs, one hand clapped
over her pussy while she tried to cover her big tits with only one
arm. Still gripping the brunette’s ponytail, Deb guided the other
girl over to the stacked tires and sat down, then tugged on Randi’s
hair until the brunette laid down across her lap. Randi’s tits were
mashed against Deb’s thighs, her bare ass sticking up in the
air.

“Just let me go,” Randi muttered. “Come on.
Please.”

“Nope, you’ve been bad,” Deb answered, never
releasing her grip on the dark ponytail. “And bad girls get
spanked!” She raised her other hand and slapped Randi’s ass hard.
Randi gasped and squirmed, but the blonde held her firmly in place.
Deb brought her hand down over and over, and Randi’s ass slowly
turned beet red as the other girl punished it. Billy, Jeff, and
Jill had come closer to get a better look. All three loved seeing
Randi literally getting her ass beat, and every time she kicked and
squirmed, they caught a good look at her pussy between her spread
legs.

“Come on!” Randi bawled. “Th-that’s
enough!”

“Not yet!” Deb said, her hand moving in fast
motion now. Smack! Smack! Smack! Randi’s firm ass jiggled
with every blow, and her skin was a deep scarlet now. Deb kept it
up for another minute, but then she stopped and frowned. “Okay,
now you’re done,” she said, shaking her wrist. “But only
because my damn hand’s about to fall off.” Randi slid off the other
girl’s lap and moaned in pain as she started crawling away, her big
tits hanging down from her body.

Deb chuckled when she noticed the huge bulges
in Billy’s and Jeff’s pants. “Hey, cutie, check it out! You might
be dirty and sweaty and scratched up, but these guys still think
you’re pretty hot. Look what you did to them!”

Both boys blushed and covered their
erections, then Jeff leaned over to Billy and said, “I bet she
wouldn’t laugh at your hard-on now.”

“What’s he talking about?” Deb asked Billy,
then she pointed at Randi. “Did she laugh at you?”

Billy looked at the ground. “It was
nothing…”

“Like hell it was!” Jeff blurted out. “A few
months ago, we went on a field trip to the planetarium. They
crammed us all into this little bus, and me and Billy got stuck on
a seat with Randi. She was in the middle, and we were all…I mean,
we were packed in really tight, like pressed up against each
other…and I guess Randi’s leg was mashed up against Billy’s leg…and
after we’d been riding for a while, his…you know…well, I guess he
got hard.”

Deb said, “And this bitch laughed at him for
that?”

“Not just that. She made a big deal out of
it…you know, yelled at Billy and called him a pervert and
everything…and then she punched him. She slammed her fist right
down on his…you know, on his boner.”

Billy’s face went even more red and he turned
away.

“Damn!” Deb exclaimed. “This bitch really is
a monster!” She stood up and walked toward Randi, who had crawled a
few yards away, looking for her clothes. Deb reached down and
grabbed the brunette by her ponytail again, yanking her upright
until she was on her knees.

“Ow! Ow!” Randi cried. “Cut it out! I told
you, it’s over! You punished me enough, okay?”

“Yeah, but now you need to apologize to my
cousin for what you did to him. Billy, come here.”

Billy walked over, hands still covering his
groin. Randi was less than a foot away, her face level with his
stomach, down on her knees, totally nude. She wasn’t even trying to
cover herself now, and those big tits of hers were so close Billy
could’ve reached out and squeezed them if he wanted to—which he
did, very badly.

“Say you’re sorry,” Deb ordered, Randi’s
ponytail still clutched tightly in her hand.

“Sorry for wh—Ow! Stop pulling my hair! Okay,
okay! I’m sorry! I’m sorry for anything I ever did!”

“Tell Billy you’re sorry for hitting him in
the crotch.”

“I’m sorry! Really, I am!” Randi’s eyes were
shut tight, and every time Deb yanked on her ponytail, the
brunette’s tits jiggled as she squirmed in pain.

“Hey, Billy,” Deb said. “Did it hurt really
bad when she hit you there?”

“Um…well, yeah, of course.”

Deb looked down at Randi and grinned. “Then I
think she ought to kiss it better.”

Randi’s eyes opened wide. “What?”

“You heard me. If you hurt someone, you need
to fix it. Right?”

“No way! You can’t—Ow! Ow! Stop it! Stop
pulling!”

Deb said, “Billy, take it out.”

Billy’s eyes went just as wide as Randi’s.
“Huh?”

“Take your dick out. Don’t worry, I won’t
look.”

“But I…”

“Billy, be honest. Wouldn’t you love to feel
Randi’s lips on your dick right now?”

Hell yes he would, and he couldn’t deny it.
But here, in front of his friends? And in front of his cousin? But
a chance like this might never come again. Billy glanced at Jeff
and Jill, who watched in awe from ten feet away, then he turned
around so his back was to them. He fumbled with his zipper for a
few seconds, made sure Deb had her head turned, then pulled out his
hard cock. Randi grimaced and squirmed. The tip of it was only a
few inches from her face. It was only average size, but it was so
hard at the moment that it looked huge.

Deb snuck a peek down, then looked away
again. “There it is, Randi. Now kiss it better.”

Randi had never kissed a boy, period. Now she
was supposed to kiss Billy on his dick? Gross! “I c-can’t,” she
said.

“Randi, do you want Billy to forgive you for
what you did?”

“Y-yes!”

“Then you have to apologize. Now kiss it
better.”

Using Randi’s ponytail like a handle, Deb
pushed the brunette’s face forward until Billy’s cock was pressed
against her cheek. Billy moaned at the feel of her soft skin, and
Deb manipulated Randi’s head so that Billy’s cock slid all around
the brunette’s nose and mouth. Randi grimaced the whole time, her
lips clamped shut.

“Come on and kiss it,” Deb ordered,
tightening her grip.

Knowing she had no choice, Randi finally
unclamped her lips and gave Billy’s dick a tiny peck, like kissing
an old man on the cheek.

“Not like that,” Deb said. “A real kiss. Open
your mouth a little. That’s good. Now put those lips right up
against it. There you go. That’s better.”

Billy groaned as Randi’s soft, warm lips
pressed against the side of his cock.

“Now lick it,” Deb ordered.

“What? No way!”

“Stick that tongue out. Now!” Cringing, Randi
did as she was told. “Now run that tongue all over Billy’s dick.
Get it nice and wet. There you go.” Randi had no idea what she was
doing. She stuck her tongue out as far as she could and let Deb
move her head, trying not to gag at the taste and smell of Billy’s
hard cock, which felt like rubbery steel as her tongue glided over
it. Billy had his eyes closed, moaning loudly now. “Move your
tongue,” Deb said. “Lick it like a popsicle. Good. But do it
harder. And faster, too. Yeah, that’s better.”

Now Randi was lapping Billy’s cock like a dog
drinking water from a bowl. Billy’s whole body trembled and his
legs shook so hard he could barely stand up. A warm tingling
sensation built up in his balls, slowly spreading outward. He
stared down at Randi, her eyes shut in shame as her pale pink
tongue slid all over his dick. The tingling got stronger and
stronger. His balls felt like a volcano about to erupt. Billy’s
body shook harder, then he cried out as the first load of cum shot
from his dick onto Randi’s face. The brunette gasped and tried to
duck away, but Deb held her firmly in place as Billy’s dick
continued pumping cum onto her cheeks, her lips, in her hair, on
her neck, so much it seemed like gallons of it, the hot white goo
spraying her over and over, some of it even flying into her open
mouth as she gasped in revulsion.

After what seemed like forever, Billy finally
slumped forward and let out a long sigh. He looked down at Randi,
her face and neck totally covered in his cum. Some of it had even
sprayed Deb on her hand and wrist, but she wiped it off in Randi’s
hair with a smile. Randi grimaced, trying to spit the taste out of
her mouth. She wiped her sweaty, dirty hands over her face, trying
to get rid of all the sticky stuff, but it was pointless. The girl
was a total mess.

Deb finally released Randi’s ponytail and the
girl collapsed onto the grass, still gagging and spitting. Billy
shoved his wilting cock back into his pants and turned away from
his cousin. Jeff gave him a thumbs up and Billy responded with a
goofy grin.

“I’ll bet she’s never gonna push us around
again,” Jeff said, nodding at Randi.

“I’ll bet you’re right,” Billy agreed. “Wow.
I can’t believe how messed up she is right now.”

“Gotta get one last pic,” Jeff said. He
pointed his phone at Randi. “Smile!”

“She looks like crap right now,” Jill said.
“But you know what? If Randi wore makeup and nicer clothes, I’ll
bet guys would ask her out all the time. It’s just that nobody
knows how she really looks because she always dresses like a
jock.”

“Did you hear that, cutie?” Deb asked. She
stood looking down at Randi, who was still sprawled on the ground.
“These guys think you’d be really hot if you fixed yourself
up.”

The brunette glanced up at them, still
covered in dirt, sweat, and cum.

“You know what would be fun?” Jill continued.
“We ought to stick her in a dress and makeup and high heels so we
can see how she looks.”

“No way,” Randi muttered, shaking her
head.

“Yeah, that would be fun!” Deb agreed.
“But I’ll bet she doesn’t have anything like that in her
closet.”

Jill thought for a moment. “My clothes would
be too small, but my mom’s about the same size as her. She’s got a
whole box full of stuff she used to wear to the clubs back in
college. I’ll bet we could find something in there!”

“You know what would be really fun?”
Jeff asked. “After we get her all dressed up, we can take her to
the school dance tonight and show her off!”

“I said no,” Randi repeated, louder this
time. “I’m not letting you guys dress me up like some kind of
doll.”

Jeff held out his phone and showed her the
screen. “Maybe this will change your mind.” It was the photo he’d
just taken; Randi sprawled naked on the ground, her face covered in
cum. “Would you like it better if I sent this to everybody in our
class?”

“Y-you wouldn’t dare,” Randi stammered.
“You’d get in trouble. I’d tell your parents, I swear!”

Jeff shrugged. “So what? Once I put it on the
internet, it’s there forever. You really want to deal with
that, or would you rather just go along with our plan?”

Randi stared up at the four people towering
above her and looked from one face to the other. Finally, her lower
lip trembling, she nodded.

 


* * *

 


The high school dance had been going on for
several hours when Billy and his friends walked into the gym, which
had been decorated with streamers and glitter and colored lights.
The crowd of boys and girls, already loose and happy from the booze
somebody had smuggled in, turned and stared when they saw Randi.
Most of them didn’t recognize her at first. Some did, and they
gasped in shock when they saw how she was dressed. Deb took the
brunette by the arm and ushered her further into the room so
everyone could get a closer look.

At first glance, Randi looked like some
teenage supermodel out for a night on the town. The group had
picked out a shiny purple dress with spaghetti straps up top. It
was so short that it barely fell to mid-thigh, and so tight and
clingy that Randi’s tits and ass were clearly visible through the
thin material. The group had voted not to let her wear any
underwear, so she was totally naked beneath the dress.

Randi tottered unsteadily on the high heels
they had made her wear. Her hair was washed and styled, hanging
loose around her bare shoulders, and the thick makeup Jill had put
on hid the cuts and bruises from the beating Deb gave her. The
group had warned her to be friendly; she tried to smile whenever a
new boy or girl came over to gawk at her, but since she had abused
or intimidated nearly every kid in school over the years, none of
them felt like being nice in return.

“Well, I’ll be damned!” said a tall girl from
the cheerleading squad. “So you finally decided to stop dressing
like a man!”

“She’s definitely not a man,” said a
boy from the football team. “Look at the jugs on her! How’d she
keep those things hidden for so long? They’re huge!”

“And check out the ass!” another boy said,
slapping Randi on the butt the way she had done to so many kids
over the years. “Holy shit, I don’t think she’s got panties on!” He
thrust a hand up Randi’s dress and squeezed her bare ass cheek. “I
was right! She’s naked under there!”

Another boy stuck his hand up Randi’s dress,
then one of them pinched her left tit, then the cheerleader grabbed
the front of Randi’s dress and pulled hard. The flimsy straps broke
like wet paper and the dress fell down to Randi’s ankles, leaving
her naked in the middle of the school gym, surrounded by all her
classmates. Crying and shaking, the former bully kicked off her
high heels and ran, her big tits bouncing as she stumbled across
the gym and out the door into the parking lot.

“I wonder how she’s gonna get home?” Billy
asked. “We’ve got the car keys.”

“It’s only three or four miles,” Deb said. “A
tough girl like Randi can handle that, right?”

Billy, Jeff, and Jill looked at each other
then burst out laughing.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2: Shaming the Waitress

 


 


Waiting tables at Pete’s Diner was a pretty
crappy job, but it was the best a high school dropout like Tori
could do. Most of the stores and restaurants in her little Texas
town paid minimum wage, and the ones that paid better required more
time and effort than Tori was willing to expend. She probably
could’ve stripped if she wanted to—she was a pretty blonde and her
19-year-old body still didn’t have an ounce of fat on it—but she
hated working nights and couldn’t stand the thought of all those
perverts drooling over her. Even the truckers and rednecks who ate
at Pete’s gave her the creeps when they ran their eyes over her
body while she worked. But the pace was slow, the tips were good,
and Tori had plenty of time to talk or text on her phone in-between
customers. Probably the worst part of the job was the stupid
uniform Pete made the girls wear; brown polyester slacks and a
white short-sleeved blouse with the diner’s logo over the left tit.
No matter how hard she tried, there was no way Tori could make that
uniform look cool.

It suited the other waitresses just fine,
though. They were all dried-up, middle-aged floozies who probably
couldn’t catch a man with a taser and a bagful of chili cheese
fries. Most of them were twice as old as Tori, which made them
ancient in her book. Old, slow, and stupid, in fact. But that was
fine; it just made it easier for Tori to steal their tips.

She discovered the trick during her first
week on the job. All she had to do was pass by a dirty table with a
washrag in hand, casually flipping it like she was brushing away
crumbs, then slide a buck or two from the stack of bills the
customer had left on the table. Then, after a few weeks, she got
even bolder. Sometimes she’d steal a whole tip then pat her
coworker on the back and nod sympathetically as the other woman
griped about getting stiffed. Other times she’d take the paper
money and leave only the coins, then join the conversation about
how cheap and stingy some customers were.

The easiest mark to steal from was Sarah, a
sour-faced woman with eyes and hair that were as brown as mud.
Sarah stepped out back to smoke a cigarette at least a dozen times
a day, leaving her tips right out in the open as fair game. Tori
was sure the old bag had no idea how badly she was being ripped
off—until the day Sarah caught the younger girl red-handed as she
slid a couple of ones off a dirty tabletop.

“What the hell are you doing?” Sarah barked,
her hand clamped on Tori’s wrist. “That’s my damn money!”

Tori yanked her arm away. “Get off of me! All
I’m doing is cleaning up your mess while you stand out back and
puff on one of your stupid Kools! You ought to be thanking me!”

Sarah laughed. “I ought to thank you for
stealing my hard-earned tips? I don’t think so, sweetie. You think
you’re smart, but you’re not. I’ve been watching you for a while
now, and I know what you’re up to.”

It was mid-afternoon, between the lunch and
dinner crowds, and the place was mostly empty. The only customers
were two scruffy young men who sat at a corner booth eating waffles
and drinking coffee. Both turned their heads when Sarah first
raised her voice, but then they got bored and went back to their
food.

“Listen, old lady,” Tori hissed, “I was just
moving that money so I could wipe off your dirty table.”

“We all know what you’ve been doing,” Sarah
shot back, motioning to two other waitresses who watched the scene
from across the room. “You’ve been here exactly a month, and that’s
just how long it’s been since our tips suddenly got smaller and
smaller. I’ve been watching you all morning, and I’ve seen the way
you snatch money off the tables when you think nobody’s looking.
I’ll bet you’ve got a pocket full of stolen tips right now, in
fact!”

Tori reached in and turned her pants pockets
inside-out. “Look here, you blind old bat! I’ve got nothing
in my damn pockets! Now get your wrinkled ass away from me and
leave me the hell alone!”

Sarah’s eyes went hard as granite. “Who the
hell you calling old? I’m not even forty yet, you stupid bitch! And
I could beat the crap out of you without even breaking a
sweat!”

“What’s the problem, ladies?” Pete asked,
hustling out from the kitchen when he heard the raised voices. He
was a stocky man in his sixties who still did most of the cooking
himself, and if there was one thing Pete wouldn’t tolerate, it was
a commotion on the floor of his restaurant.

Sarah said, “The problem is this bitch has
been stealing our tips!”

“You’re out of your mind,” Tori mumbled,
rolling her eyes.

Pete rubbed a sweaty forearm across his face
and looked at Tori. “Is that true, young lady?”

“No it’s not, and she ain’t got an ounce of
proof.”

“Lying bitch!”

“Go fuck yourself!”

“Hey now, stop it!” Pete commanded, stepping
between the two women as they dove at each other. “If you two have
business to work out, take it outside. Don’t you dare start this
shit in my diner. Now go out back and settle this before the dinner
crowd comes in. I don’t want you yapping at each other with a room
full of customers.”

“There’s nothing to settle!” Tori said.
“She’s just plain crazy!”

“Then go get some air and clear your head,”
Pete answered, then he turned to Sarah. “And you have a
cigarette and calm your ass down.” He took both women by the
shoulder and guided them through the kitchen to the back door.
Behind the diner was an empty parking lot overlooking the highway.
A big Dumpster sat in one corner of it, and beside the door was a
flimsy table and chair where some of the girls took their breaks
when the weather was nice. The ashtray on that table was
overflowing with Sarah’s cigarette butts. “You’ve got ten minutes
to get your shit together, then it’s back to work,” Pete told them,
then he went back inside and shut the door.

“I don’t know where you stashed it, but
you’re gonna give back that money,” Sarah said.

“Get away from me! Pete told you to calm your
ass down!”

“No, he told us to settle this outside, and
that’s exactly what I’m gonna do.” Sarah stood so close to Tori now
that their tits were nearly touching. Sarah was twice as old, but
she was a little bit taller and a little bit heavier. Tori had done
some pushing and shoving with other girls back in high school, but
none of them had looked as hard and mean as Sarah did right then.
“Now show me where you stashed that money before I rip you apart
and find it myself.”

Tori took a step back, a nervous tingle
creeping down her spine. “You are flat-out crazy, that’s all there
is to it.”

“Did you stuff it down your pants?” Sarah
asked, grabbing at Tori’s waistband. “Maybe cram it in that nasty
snatch of yours?” Tori gasped and struggled as Sarah jammed a hand
down the front of her pants, groping around. When the other woman’s
hard knuckles brushed her crotch through her panties, Tori let out
a squeal and stumbled backward so fast that the button popped off
her fly. She stood there with the top of her pants gaping open, a
look of shock on her face. “What the hell do you think—”

“Or what about here?” Sarah continued,
charging forward and grabbing Tori by the blouse. “Did you hide it
in your bra instead?” She grabbed both sides of the shirt and
yanked, sending more buttons flying. Tori grabbed the older woman’s
arms and the two spun around in a clumsy circle then fell to the
ground with Sarah on the bottom. The brunette coughed out a
mouthful of air as Tori landed on top of her, but she never let go
of the younger girl’s clothes. The two rolled on the dirty
pavement, panting and heaving, as Sarah jammed a hand through the
opening in Tori’s shirt and groped the blonde girl’s tits. She felt
something stiff in one bra cup and yanked out a folded wad of
cash.

“Ha! I knew it!” Sarah yelled as Tori
scrambled to her feet. As the blonde clutched her ripped shirt
closed, the older woman stood up and waved the bills in her face.
“Ain’t got an ounce of proof, huh?” She flung the money at Tori’s
head and the wrinkled bills fell around the younger girl’s feet.
“How dare you steal my hard-earned money like that! Girl,
you’re gonna wish you were never born!”

Sarah swung a fist at Tori’s face, but the
blonde scampered backward and Sarah got nothing but air. Tori had
scrapes on both arms from rolling around on the asphalt, and her
heart was beating a mile a minute. Pushing and shoving was one
thing, but this crazy bitch was trying to fight like a man. And she
looked like she knew what she was doing, too. Tori had to outsmart
her or she’d end up flat on the ground. Sarah stalked towards her,
bits of dirt and trash in her hair. She snarled and leaped at Tori,
but the younger girl jumped sideways at the last minute and Sarah
stumbled for a few feet then fell hard on her hands and knees,
howling as her palms scraped the pavement. Figuring she better take
advantage of the situation, Tori reared back and kicked Sarah right
between the legs. The older woman howled and rolled onto her side,
both hands clutching her crotch.

The back door slammed open and Pete dashed
out. “What the hell’s going on out here?” He looked from one girl
to the other, eyes wide as he took in the scene.

Holding her torn shirt closed with one hand,
Tori pointed down at Sarah. “The crazy bitch attacked me! She
ripped my clothes, threw me on the ground—”

“Where’d all this cash come from?” Pete
asked, walking out and gesturing at the crumpled one-dollar bills
on the ground. He knelt down and took Sarah by the arm, then helped
the older woman to her feet. “What’s all this about, Sarah? Is that
your money or hers?”

Sarah was hunched over, breathing hard, hands
still clutching her sore pussy. “It’s mine,” she finally managed to
say, “but that bitch stole it. She’s been stealing tips and
stuffing them in her damn bra.”

Pete glared at Tori. “Is that true,
girl?”

“Of course it ain’t true! The bitch is lying
or crazy or both!”

“So you always walk around with cash in your
bra?” Sarah spat.

“I can carry my money wherever I want!”

Pete rubbed his jaw. “Sarah’s been here for
12 years, girl. You just started a month ago. If I can only trust
one of you, it’s gonna be her.”

Tori waved her free hand in the air. “Okay,
fine. Whatever. I was tired of this stupid job anyway.”

One of the other waitresses stuck her head
out the back door. “Pete, we’re empty. You want me to mop the floor
before…” She looked at Tori’s ripped clothes and Sarah’s dirty hair
and bloody hands. “Good lord. What in the world are you two doing
back here?”

“See that?” Sarah said, waving at the bills
on the ground. “She’s been stealing our tips, just like we thought.
I found that cash stuffed in her bra.”

“Holy hell,” the other woman muttered. “If
that don’t beat all.”

“And then the bitch has the nerve to kick me
in the cunt,” Sarah continued. She was standing up straight again,
still sore between the legs but no longer crippled by the pain. “So
now I’m gonna rip off her tits and stuff ‘em in her
ears!”

“I said I’m leaving,” Tori muttered. “You can
keep your measly tips for yourself. I don’t—”

But before she could finish the sentence,
Sarah ran at her and grabbed her by the shoulders. Clutching the
blonde’s shirt in both hands, Sarah spun her around and flung her
towards the Dumpster. Tori stumbled backward then fell flat on her
ass, her blouse torn open even further. Her nice-sized tits spilled
out of her cream-colored bra as she sat with a dazed look on her
face. Sarah ran at her again and Tori tried to scramble away, but
the older woman grabbed her by the collar and yanked hard, pulling
the ripped shirt right off the other girl’s back. She waved it in
the air like a flag then tossed it down and ran at Tori again. The
blonde had both arms crossed over her chest, stumbling like a drunk
as she tried to get away from Sarah.

“Stop it!” she yelled. “For god’s sake, you
crazy bitch, just get away from me!” The two other waitresses were
both outside now, along with the assistant cook and the busboy.
Every worker at the diner had come out to watch the action, but no
one was lifting a finger to help Tori. “What’s wrong with y’all?”
the blonde cried. “Tell her to leave me alone so I can get out of
here!”

Pete shook his head. “Ain’t our business,
girl. This is between you and Sarah. And you two need to settle it
before anybody goes anywhere.”

Tori stood there panting, arms still covering
her chest. Her car was right on the other side of the building, but
her keys were in her purse and her purse was in Pete’s office. If
she ran away on foot, these idiots would have her wallet, her
phone, her keys, everything. They’d probably steal whatever they
wanted and flush the rest down the toilet. She had no choice, then;
she had to fight Sarah or they’d never let her leave. Well,
so be it. She’d already proven that she was smarter and faster than
the older woman. If they chased each other around the parking lot
for a few minutes, Sarah would probably tire herself out. But now
Tori wore nothing up top but a bra, and with the button on her
pants gone, they were so loose they kept sliding down her hips. Her
cheeks were already red from standing like that in front of the
whole diner staff. How could she run away from Sarah and keep
herself covered up at the same time?

The older woman didn’t give her a chance to
figure it out. Sarah ran at Tori again, fist cocked back to try
another punch. Tori dashed out of the way like she had the first
time, then slapped wildly at Sarah. She missed the older woman’s
face but managed to grab a few strands of the mud-brown hair, which
she yanked fiercely. Sarah screamed and backed away, rubbing her
head in pain. “Girl, you’re just getting yourself in deeper and
deeper. There won’t be anything left when I’m done with you.” She
swung at the blonde with her left fist this time, following up with
her right when Tori sidestepped the blow. Tori walked right into
the second punch, which caught her on the cheek and snapped her
head around so fast she saw stars. While the blonde stood there
dazed, Sarah stuck two fingers down the front of Tori’s bra and
yanked it right off. Tori’s tits jiggled as they spilled free, her
nipples hard. Sarah slapped the younger girl across both tits, and
Tori grunted in pain and clutched her burning nipples.

“Okay! That’s enough!” she blurted, tears
streaming down her face. “I give up! You win!”

“Giving up ain’t an option,” Sarah said with
a smirk. “You gotta fight till you can’t fight anymore.”

“But I—”

Sarah hooked one arm around Tori’s neck and
brought her knee up hard into the other girl’s crotch. The blonde
moaned and crumpled to the ground, clutching her pussy the same way
Sarah had done minutes earlier. “It don’t feel too good, does it?”
Sarah cackled. She nudged Tori with her foot as the blonde tried to
crawl away. “Aw, what’s the matter, sweetheart? You don’t like
getting a taste of your own medicine? Well, that’s fine. I reckon I
knocked the fight right out of you, so I guess we’re done here. But
since you’re not an employee anymore, you need to give that uniform
back before you leave.” With Tori on her hands and knees, Sarah
squatted down and grabbed the waistband of the younger girl’s
pants. She yanked them halfway down the girl’s thighs, which made
Tori fall over sideways again. Sarah wrestled the pants down to her
ankles, pulling off the blonde’s shoes when they got tangled in the
pants legs. Once the pants were totally off, Sarah stood and tossed
them in the direction of the girl’s torn blouse, which lay on the
ground a few yards away. “There you go, Pete,” she said. “Maybe you
can clean those up and give them to the next one.”

Pete didn’t answer, because he and the other
cook and the busboy were too busy staring at the pretty young
blonde lying on the ground in nothing but a pair of lavender
panties that had slid halfway down her ass when Sarah pulled her
pants off. Pete’s cock had grown stiff as a board, and he imagined
the other two men were having the same reaction.

Tori was trying to crawl away, but her head
was still ringing from Sarah’s punch and her pussy throbbed so bad
she could hardly move her legs. The pain was so great that she
couldn’t even focus on how embarrassed she ought to be, lying there
in the parking lot in front of all her coworkers with only a flimsy
piece of cloth covering her ass. She moaned and pulled herself
along the ground, the rough asphalt scraping against her nipples
and stomach. As she crawled, one of her hands touched something
smooth and flat; one of the dollar bills Sarah had ripped out of
her bra.

“Still after that cash, are you?” Sarah
asked. Tori tried to shake her head no, but the older woman ignored
her. “Hell, them bills are so dirty and tore up I’m inclined to let
you keep them. Problem is, you ain’t got no pockets to put them in.
What do you think we ought to do about that? Aw, hell, I know what
we can do.” The older woman squatted down again and grabbed a
double fistful of Tori’s panties, yanking them all the way down the
girl’s legs and ripping them in the process. Sarah tossed the
panties aside as Tori curled up into a ball, trying desperately to
cover her naked body.

“Wh-what the hell are you doing?” Tori
blurted, still weak and dizzy from her beating.

“Just getting creative, that’s all,” Sarah
answered. She grabbed a few of the dirty bills from the ground,
stacked them together, then rolled them up tight until they looked
like a green cigarette. “You really want this money so bad? Well,
here you go, sweetheart.” Sarah slapped one hand on Tori’s ass and
pulled her cheeks apart, then placed the rolled-up bills against
the girl’s rectum. Tori’s eyes opened wide and she let out a howl
as the older woman pushed the money into her ass, twisting until
the cash was halfway inside. The blonde squealed and squirmed as
the rough paper scraped against her asshole, then she reached back
and tried to bat Sarah’s hands away. The brunette just laughed and
shoved harder until only half an inch of the money peeked out of
the girl’s ass.

“Hang on, now,” Pete called out. “You done
beat her fair and square, but if you send her to the hospital, this
business gets a lot more complicated.”

Sarah looked at Pete over her shoulder, then
turned back to Tori and chuckled. “Well, sweetheart, I guess you
don’t get to carry this cash home after all.” She pinched the end
of the rolled-up money and tugged it out of Tori’s ass, which made
the blonde howl even louder than before. Sarah dropped the filthy
bills beside the blonde’s naked body and stood up, brushing the
dirt off her clothes. “Just make sure I never see you again. Not
here and not anywhere else. You got that?”

Tori nodded weakly as Sarah walked away.

“All right, folks,” Pete said. “Show’s over.
Back to work.” He held the door as the waitresses and other
employees filed back inside, then walked over and collected Tori’s
uniform off the ground. Both the pants and shirt were dirty as hell
and ripped to shit, but maybe the wife could do something with
them. Tori was still sprawled naked on the ground, her sore ass
burning as she tried to shake the last of the cobwebs out of her
head. Pete went inside and put the dirty uniform in his office,
then came back out with a plastic cup full of water. At first he
thought Tori had run off, but then he found her hunched down behind
the Dumpster, knees pulled to her chest. Her arms and legs were
scraped, her hair and face were a mess, but seeing her sitting
there naked on the ground like that made Pete’s cock stiffer than
ever.

“You want a drink?” he asked, offering the
cup. Tori took it from him and gulped down half the water, then let
out a deep sigh. The various pains in her head, pussy, and ass had
faded to a dull throb by then, but her whole body was sore and she
just wanted to lie in bed for a month. “Mr. Pete,” she said weakly,
“can you bring back my clothes? I feel like an idiot sitting here
like this.”

Pete shook his head. “Can’t do that, girl.
You’re not an employee anymore, so the uniform stays here.”

Tori’s mouth dropped open. “But…but Mr. Pete,
I need something to wear! I can’t even put these back on!” She held
up her shredded panties and bra, which were both ripped to
pieces.

“That’s not my concern, girl.”

Tori buried her face in her hands. After
everything else she’d been through, she couldn’t believe she now
had to drive home naked. She roughly wiped the tears from her face
and muttered, “Fine. Then please give me my purse so I can get out
of here.”

“That purse is in my office, and only
employees are allowed back there.”

“I don’t want to get inside your office. I
just need my purse. My car keys and everything else are in
there.”

Pete was still staring down at Tori, who was
barely able to cover her nakedness with her arms and legs. “I
could do that,” he said, “but I’d be doing you a favor. And
if I do a favor for you, then you should do a favor for
me.”

Tori was already trembling from humiliation,
but now she trembled from anger as well. “That purse is
mine. You can fire me, but you can’t keep my keys and my
phone and my money. I swear to god I’ll go to the police!”

“You said something about money. I’ve already
got proof that you were stealing tips from the other waitresses. I
wonder if that means you were stealing from my register, too.”

“Of course not! I never—”

“Say what you want, but I’ll bet the police
would like to hear all about this. Tell you what, I’ll give them a
call and ask them to send a squad car over. You can tell them your
story, and if they think I should give back your purse, I’ll gladly
hand it over.”

“This is ridiculous! You can’t…” Tori shook
her head in exasperation, then flung her hands in the air without
thinking. Pete grinned at the brief glimpse of her exposed tits
before Tori clapped her arms over her chest again. She closed her
eyes and took a deep breath to steady herself. “Okay. Just tell me
what you want.”

Pete glanced around. Other than the cars
zooming past on the distant highway, there was no one in sight.
“It’s been a mighty long time since a woman sucked my dick,” he
murmured, stroking himself through his pants. “I think we ought to
remedy that situation.”

Tori had been shocked a moment ago, but now
she was beyond shocked. She was too stunned to think, too stunned
to speak. Pete was even older than her father! He was also balding,
sweaty, and out of shape. And he expected her to give him a
blowjob?

“It’s your choice, girl,” he said. “We can
call the cops, drag a bunch of other people into this mess…maybe
even get a story about it in the papers, who knows…or you can do
what I asked and then drive on home without anybody else knowing
about it.” When Tori still didn’t respond, Pete shrugged and pulled
out his phone. “All right, then. I’ll just make that call and—”

“No!” Tori cried. “Wait! Just hold on a
minute, okay?” She chewed her fingernails, her mind reeling. Having
the police see her naked would be bad enough, but what if they
arrested her for stealing the tip money? What if they dragged her
off to jail like this? She’d heard stories like that before. People
said the cops would arrest you no matter what you were wearing at
the time, even if that was nothing at all. I just want this
nightmare over as soon as possible, she thought. Even if I
have to…have to…

With fresh tears in her eyes, the blonde
nodded her head. “Okay. I…I’ll do it.”

Pete couldn’t believe it. He figured he had a
50-50 shot at best, but the girl must have been really nervous
about the cops finding out about the stolen tip money. Hell, who
cared why she said yes. He was about to get a blowjob from a blonde
teenager with a killer body. He just hoped he lasted more than two
minutes before he shot his load. “Get on up,” he said softly as he
unzipped his fly. “On your knees, I mean. You’re down too low.”

Tori obeyed him, putting one hand between her
legs while she kept the other arm crossed over her chest.

“No, not like that,” Pete told her. “Move
them arms so I can see you. Put them at your sides. Yeah, that’s
it.” Now the girl’s entire body was on full display just inches
from his hands. He leaned down and squeezed one of her tits, his
eyes traveling down her smooth, flat belly to the patch of golden
hair between her legs. He had his cock out of his pants now. It was
hard as steel, pointing straight in the air. “Now put it in your
mouth. Come on, hurry up before the folks inside wonder where we’re
at.”

He put a hand on the back of Tori’s head and
guided her forward, and the girl reluctantly parted her lips and
took him inside. Pete’s cock was thick and rubbery in her mouth,
and his crotch smelled like grease and fat and all the stinky
things in the diner’s kitchen. Tori gagged as Pete stuck it in
farther, the hair on his balls tickling her chin. He moaned and
panted as he pulled it out a little then thrust it back in, again
and again, faster and faster, until he was fucking the girl’s
mouth. Tori gripped Pete’s legs so she wouldn’t fall down, but he
was pumping his hips so hard that her tits were shaking like crazy.
Then, after only a minute, Pete arched his back and started pumping
cum onto her tongue. Tori struggled to pull away, but the old man
kept her head pressed into his crotch. Gross! Tori hated
doing this, even for the boys she dated, and she had never let any
of them cum in her mouth. But Pete held her head tightly as he shot
wad after wad of the warm, sticky stuff onto her tongue.

Finally, after what seemed like forever, Pete
let her go. Tori hunched over and spat, trying to get as much of it
out of her mouth as she could. She spat over and over until there
was nothing left to spit, but that weird, bleachy taste still clung
to her tongue. She rubbed her lips with the back of her hand and
thought, But at least it’s over, and now I can get the hell out
of here.

“Woo!” Pete said, tucking his damp erection
back into his pants. “That was even better than I remember!” He
tugged on his zipper, a satisfied smile on his face. “In fact, I
think…hold on now, what the hell?”

Tori whipped her head around as a patrol car
pulled into the back lot and two policemen jumped out. Both had
their hands near their holsters, confused looks on their faces as
they took in the scene.

“Whoa now!” Pete cried. “What’s all this
about?”

“We got a call from someone passing by on the
highway,” the first cop barked. “He said it looked like somebody
was being assaulted back here.” His hand dropped to his side and he
grinned as his eyes crawled over Tori’s naked body. “But it looks
like we’ve got other crimes in progress instead. Public indecency,
solicitation…”

“Are you all right, ma’am?” the second cop
asked. “Where’d you get those scrapes?”

“Your customer get a little rough with you?”
the first cop added. “Not one of your regular johns, is he?”

“Hey!” Pete exclaimed. “I didn’t do nothing!
And she’s not a hooker, she’s one of my waitresses!”

“All right, simmer down,” the second cop
said. “Let’s all go down to the station and work this out.”

“No!” Tori cried, standing up and flinging
her arms over her nude body. “I just want to go home!”

“Come with me, ma’am,” the first cop said,
taking her by the elbow and escorting her to the squad car. “I’m
sure we can get this cleared up in no time.”

“But I need…can’t you give me something to
wear? I’m naked!”

The man sighed as he stared at her bare ass,
then his gaze shifted to the soft, creamy tits that Tori was trying
to cover with one arm.“Sorry, ma’am. We’re here to keep the peace,
not hand out new wardrobes.”

The other cop couldn’t help laughing as his
partner put a hand on top of Tori’s head and gently guided her into
the back of the cruiser.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3: Shaming the Rich Housewife

 


 


Working on New Year’s Eve was bad enough.
Catering drinks and hors d’oeuvres for the snooty wife of a rich
software developer made it even worse. And the cherry on top of the
shit sundae was the fact that 21-year-old Robin, a cute redhead who
should have been out partying with her friends that evening, was
the only member of the three-person catering team who bothered to
show up. Normally there was one person to pass out drinks, one
person to pass out food, and one person to clean up. Tonight Robin
would be doing everything at once. Terrific.

If she didn’t need the money so bad, she
would have skipped out like the other two. But Robin was putting
herself through college, and every dollar counted. Besides, the
owner of the company offered to double her fee in exchange for
working the party alone. It wouldn’t be easy, but Robin could do
it. She was a short, slim girl who barely weighed 100 pounds, but
she could work like a demon when she had to. And that night, she
did have to.

The party was at the home of Ray Aberdeen, a
cocky young guy barely older than Robin. Ray invented a new
computer program that some company snatched up for 50 million
dollars while it was still in the testing stage. He and his wife
Tracy lived in a huge mansion on a hill overlooking the city, so
they could literally look down on all the people who used to be
their neighbors. Over one hundred guests had been invited to the
party, so the house was now filled with people laughing, drinking,
and mingling while they waited for the ball to drop on TV.

Normally the drinks person and the food
person circulated through the crowd at the same time, but since
Robin was doing both jobs, she alternated one tray of snacks with
one tray of champagne. The cleaning would just have to wait until
the party was over, which hadn’t thrilled Tracy Aberdeen. Tracy was
a tall woman with black hair and pale skin who would’ve been
perfect as the Evil Queen in some fairy tale movie. She wore too
much red lipstick on her permanent frown, and her nails were long
and red as well. From the minute Robin arrived, Tracy had
scrutinized her like she was afraid the catering girl would try to
steal the silverware.

By eleven o’clock, the party was in full
swing. Dance music played in every room, and the huge plasma TV in
the den was tuned to the Times Square festivities. Robin had been
hustling back and forth with trays for the past three hours, and
her catering uniform—a white button-up shirt and black skirt—was
sweaty and stained with spilled food and drinks. One of the top
buttons on her shirt had even popped off during the action, so she
was showing more cleavage than she normally would. Robin’s tits
were only average-sized, but the fact that she was short made them
look even bigger. Plenty of male guests had checked her out as she
passed by that night, and even Ray Aberdeen himself had given her a
wink and a smile.

When it was close to midnight, Robin lined up
a dozen trays on the kitchen counter and started filling them with
fresh champagne glasses. She was almost finished when someone crept
up behind her, slid their hands around her torso, and squeezed her
tits. Robin squealed and spun around to find Ray Aberdeen standing
there with a sloppy grin on his face.

“Hi there!” he said, wobbling on his feet.
“It’s Robin, right? You’re really beautiful, you know. I would
love to spend some time with you. In fact, I’ll pay you five
hundred dollars for a blowjob.”

“I think you’ve had too much to drink, Mr.
Aberdeen,” Robin muttered, inching away.

“Look, I’ve got it right here!” Ray pulled a
handful of wrinkled bills out of his pocket and waved them in the
air. “Five hundred bucks for one little blowjob! That’s a lot of
money, you know.”

“Please stop talking like that! Mrs. Aberdeen
is right there in the other room!”

Ray chuckled. “I didn’t mean here. We
can go somewhere else!”

“Sir, you have a beautiful wife. You
should—”

“Oh, yeah, Tracy’s hot all right, but she
hates giving blowjobs. And she’s never let me cum in her
mouth, not even once. She says the thought of it makes her want to
puke.”

“This is really none of my business,” Robin
said, scooting farther away. “And I have to get these champagne
glasses ready for the toast at midnight. I’m not trying to be rude,
but please leave me alone so I can do my job, okay?”

Ray smiled and raised his hands in surrender.
“Okay. Whatever. There’s plenty of other women at this party.” He
turned to go and nearly bumped into Tracy as she entered the
kitchen.

“What’s going on here?” Tracy asked. She wore
a stylish black dress that showed off her athletic body,
accompanied by a wicked pair of stiletto heels.

“Nothing!” Ray replied with mock innocence,
like a kid who got caught stealing cookies from the jar. “Nothing
at all, I swear!”

“Oh, really?” Tracy looked from Ray to Robin,
her eyes narrowed. She seemed a little unsteady on her feet, too,
and Robin guessed she’d had more than her fair share of drinks.
“Robin, are you flirting with my husband?”

Robin’s mouth opened wide. “No! Mrs.
Aberdeen, I promise I wasn’t! We didn’t—I mean, we were just
talking.”

“I hope you’re not lying,” Tracy muttered,
grabbing a full champagne glass from one of the trays before
pushing her husband out of the room.

Robin checked the clock. Ten minutes to
midnight. Shit! She grabbed a fresh bottle of champagne and poured
as fast as she could, then started circulating the party with the
full trays. When the final countdown began, every guest who wanted
one had a fresh drink. Robin stood in the kitchen doorway with an
empty tray at her side as the TV clock ticked off the final
seconds.

3…2…1…Happy New Year!

As confetti filled the TV screen, the party
guests hugged and toasted one another. Tracy threaded her way
through the crowd, giving quick little Hollywood kisses to all her
friends, while Ray made sloppy attempts to kiss and grope any
female he could get his hands on. When he saw Robin standing alone,
he stumbled over to her and yelled, “Happy New Year!” Before the
redhead could reply, Ray grabbed her shoulders and planted his lips
right on hers.

Robin was so shocked that it took her a few
seconds to pull away. By the time she did, Tracy was standing right
in front of her with a snarl on her face.

“I knew it!” Tracy hissed. “You lying little
bitch! You’ve been flirting with my husband all night!”

Robin shook her head. “No, I swear! He kissed
me! I didn’t do anything!”

“I was just wishing her a happy new year,”
Ray said with a shrug.

Tracy shoved her husband away then turned
back to Robin. “Do you really think a waitress like you
could steal my husband?”

“I promise, I didn’t—”

Tracy faced Ray again. “And why would you
even look at her?” she snapped. “Is it the tits? Because
they’re not even that great!”

“Mrs. Aberdeen, please—”

“Here, I’ll show you!” Tracy grabbed the
front of Robin’s shirt and yanked hard, sending buttons flying. The
shirt opened all the way to Robin’s navel, revealing a black bra.
Robin gasped and stumbled backward, but Tracy grabbed her in a bear
hug and the two wrestled around until Tracy managed to get behind
Robin and pin the smaller girl’s arms behind her back. “You really
want to see them?” Tracy shouted to her husband. “Well, here they
are!” Using one hand to clamp Robin’s wrists in place, Tracy
reached around and yanked the clasp on the black bra open. The
redhead gasped as her creamy white tits popped out for all to see.
“Not so great, are they?” Tracy barked, shaking Robin to make her
tits jiggle. “Not like those strippers you love! And not like those
expensive hookers you invite over whenever I’m out of town,
either!”

A dozen or so party guests had wandered over
to see what was happening, all of them staring at Robin’s exposed
tits. Ray was doing the same thing, hypnotized by the redhead’s
smooth, pale skin and her delicate pink nipples. He finally looked
up at his wife with confusion on his face and said, “Huh?”

“I am tired of you whoring around!”
Tracy yelled. “You’ll screw anything with a cunt, won’t you? Well,
from now on, this is what I’ll do to any woman I catch you
with!” She twisted Robin’s arms further up the girl’s back, making
the redhead cry out in pain. Tracy was a good four inches taller
than the other girl, but since she wore heels and Robin wore flats,
Tracy towered over the smaller girl as she manhandled her. Tears
streamed down Robin’s face now. She was so stunned she could barely
think. “How do you like her now?” Tracy barked at her husband.
“Still think she’s hot? And she’s a redhead, for god’s sake!
You don’t even like redheads!” Tracy reached around Robin’s waist
and fumbled with the zipper on the black skirt. “But maybe it’s
just a dye job! Let’s find out!” The skirt collapsed around Robin’s
ankles, exposing toned legs and a pair of black panties. Robin
gasped as Tracy shoved a hand right down the front of those panties
and clutched a handful of pubic hair, then yanked.

“What do you think?” Tracy yelled as she
pulled her hand out again and held it palm-up in front of her
husband’s face. The fair skin was littered with small, curly hairs.
“Real or not?”

Ray just shrugged, more interested in Robin’s
nearly-naked body than in anything his wife was saying. Robin
sagged forward, her crotch burning from where Tracy had yanked out
the hair. More guests had gathered around now, most of them leering
at the redhead’s tits and legs. Why wouldn’t anyone help her?

Tracy let go of Robin’s arms then grabbed her
shoulders and spun the girl around to face her. “You listen to me,
bitch,” she hissed, waving one of her red-tipped fingers in Robin’s
face. “Grab your stuff and get out of here now. If you
don’t, I’ll tear you apart.”

Robin held her ripped shirt closed,
shivering. “Wh-what about my money? You’re supposed to give me a
check after I’m done. My boss told me not to leave without it.”

Tracy laughed. “Are you kidding? You
want money? You’re lucky I’m letting you leave in one
piece!”

Fresh tears sprang up in Robin’s eyes. “But I
didn’t do anything!”

Tracy grabbed Robin by the face and shoved
her away. “Get out of my sight, you little slut!”

Robin stumbled back, bumping into the group
of guests who had gathered to watch. For a moment she felt nothing
but cold, dark despair. Not only had she been stripped and
humiliated in front of a crowd, but now she wouldn’t even get paid
for all her hard work. But then her heart started pumping and her
breathing got faster and faster. This was all wrong. She had done a
good job. And all alone, for god’s sake, doing the work of three
people at once. And she didn’t flirt with Mr. Aberdeen. He
was the one who had groped her! She could probably sue if she
wanted to! There was no way in hell she was leaving without her
money.

“No,” she said, taking a step toward Tracy.
“Not until you pay me.”

Tracy laughed. “Are you deaf?” She raised the
red-tipped finger again and stuck it in Robin’s face. “Look here,
you little—ahhh!”

Without thinking, Robin grabbed the finger
and twisted it. Tracy yanked her hand away, eyes blazing. “You
bitch! I’ll kill you!” She reared her other hand back and swung,
trying to slap Robin across the face, but the small girl was faster
and she ducked out of the way then grabbed Tracy’s arm and pulled
her forward, sending the taller woman crashing to the floor. Tracy
struggled to get up, ripping the seam of her dress in the process.
“Oh, now you’re gonna pay!” she snarled. “This dress cost
more than you make in a month!” She ran at Robin, but the redhead
jumped aside and Tracy ran right past her and crashed into her own
husband instead.

Tracy spun around and the two girls stared at
each other. Robin knew it was crazy, but all she could think about
was beating Mrs. Aberdeen to a pulp. The redhead was smaller and
lighter, but she was also faster. Tracy was taller and had the
lean, fit build of a tennis player, but she was also half-drunk and
the tight dress she wore made it hard for her to move. Robin didn’t
know if she could win or not, but she would sure as hell try.

“I’m tired of rich bitches like you treating
me like garbage,” she said, a tremor in her voice. “And if you
won’t give me my money, I’ll take it from you.”

“I’d like to see you try,” Tracy said, then
she looked around at her guests. “What do you people think? You
want to see which one of us is tougher?” A couple of women shook
their heads and walked away, but the rest of the drunken crowd let
out a ragged cheer. Tracy grinned and walked toward Robin, hands
raised. “I’m gonna rip that red hair off your head and stuff it
down your throat, bitch!”

Tracy lunged at Robin and grabbed a handful
of the girl’s hair, but Robin stomped on Tracy’s foot and the
brunette let go. Tracy grimaced and tried to hop away, but she
stumbled on her high heels and went down on her knees instead. She
ripped one shoe off and flung it at Robin, but it was a wild throw
and the shoe hit one of the party guests in the chest instead. When
Tracy flung the other shoe, Robin caught it with both hands and
flung it right back. Tracy yelped and threw up her arms, batting it
away. She stood up again, the seam of her dress more ripped than
before. Now it was slit all the way up to her waist.

The crowd stepped back as the two women
circled each other, both of them panting. Robin had never been in a
real fight before, but she grew up with three brothers who played
rough all the time. She had learned how to handle herself pretty
well, and being stone-cold sober gave her another advantage over
Tracy. Robin stepped forward and swung a wild roundhouse punch at
the brunette, but it missed by inches. Tracy did stumble backward,
though, falling on her ass when she tripped over the high heel
lying on the floor. Robin jumped on the brunette, swatting at her
face and tearing at her hair. The two rolled around on the floor,
screaming as they yanked at each other’s hair and clothes. Robin’s
shirt got ripped off, leaving her in nothing but her panties and
the open bra that dangled from her shoulders. To get even, she
grabbed the hem of Tracy’s dress and pulled until the seam split
all the way up to her armpits. Tracy screamed and cursed, her
expensive dress now hanging on her like a rag. Robin grabbed a
double fistful of the cloth and wrestled it over Tracy’s head,
leaving the brunette in a black bra and panties just like
Robin’s.

Tracy rolled away and sprang to her feet.
Although she was fit and trim, she still tried to cover her body
from the prying eyes of her guests. Robin lunged at her again,
swinging both hands, but Tracy grabbed Robin’s loose bra and
tugged, sending the redhead spinning in a circle as the bra flew
off. Robin caught herself from falling, though, and ran at Tracy
again, her tits bouncing. Tracy grabbed one of them and squeezed,
her sharp nails digging into the redhead’s tender flesh. Robin
screamed and struggled until she managed to pull away, her left tit
now covered with scratches.

Fuming with anger, Robin charged again. The
two women fell back on the floor, clawing and kicking each other.
Tracy’s bra got pulled off too during all the slapping and pulling,
and the brunette gasped as she flung her hands over her small tits,
which were barely more than bumps. Robin held up the bra, which was
filled with thick padding.

“Give me that!” Tracy yelled, grabbing for
it. Robin yanked it away then tossed it into the crowd, where
several men laughed and made snide comments as they squeezed the
padded cups.

Robin raised her fists, ready to fight again.
“Put up your hands and show everybody what you’ve got,” she said,
then laughed. “I mean, what you haven’t got.”

Tracy sneered at her, arms still crossed over
her chest. “Fuck you!”

Seeing an opening, Robin dashed forward and
started slapping Tracy in the face. The brunette was so busy
covering her tiny tits that she couldn’t protect herself, and she
grunted and groaned as the redhead slapped her again and again.
Tracy stumbled back, eyes rolling in their sockets now. Since the
lower half of the brunette’s body was totally unprotected, Robin
grabbed Tracy’s panties and ripped them down to her knees. Tracy
screamed and pulled one arm from her chest to cover the black patch
of hair between her legs. While Tracy was still busy covering
herself, Robin slammed her fists into the brunette’s ribs and face
and arms, swinging wildly, not caring what part of Tracy she hit as
long as she hit something. Tracy spun in place, trying to duck and
dodge and cover herself all at the same time, but the panties
around her knees made her stumble and she fell forward right as
Robin swung a huge uppercut at the other girl’s jaw. The blow
connected with a solid thunk and Tracy collapsed face-first
on the carpet, panties halfway down, her bare ass exposed.

Robin dropped her arms to her sides, panting,
her hair damp and tangled, her skin coated with sweat. She was so
full of adrenaline that it took a few seconds before she remembered
that she was standing there nearly naked in front of a hundred
people while dance music blasted in the background. She found her
shirt on the floor and pulled it on to cover herself.

“Congratulations!” a woman with spiky hair
yelled into her ear. “I’ve always hated that skinny bitch!”

“Me, too!” said her friend. “I wish you
hadn’t knocked her out so soon! I loved seeing her get her ass
beat!”

“She’s not out!” said the spiky-haired woman.
“Look!”

Tracy was up on her hands and knees, trying
to crawl away, but she hadn’t bothered to pull up her panties so
the crawling was slow and awkward. Careful not to spill her drink,
the spiky-haired woman leaned down and slapped Tracy hard on the
ass. Tracy gasped and flinched, which made everybody laugh. Then
the second woman bent down and did the same thing, and pretty soon
a dozen party guests were lined up to spank Tracy, all of them
giggling like kids every time she squealed and flinched. One of
them yanked her panties clean off and tossed them away, leaving
Tracy completely naked. The spanking went on for a solid ten
minutes, and soon Tracy’s ass was beet red. Whenever she tried to
crawl in a different direction, someone new would spank her. She
couldn’t block all the blows and she couldn’t sit down because her
ass was too sore, so eventually she collapsed on her side, ripped a
cushion off a nearby sofa, and held it behind her back to block the
assault.

The guests eventually got tired of the game
and wandered off, leaving Robin and Tracy alone. Robin found her
skirt and put that on too, then fastened the only two buttons left
on her shirt. She still looked indecent but at least she was
covered up, unlike Tracy. The brunette still lay on the floor,
totally naked, only now she wasn’t moving at all. Had she fallen
asleep? Passed out from the booze and the pain? Holy crap, I
hope we didn’t kill her!

Robin looked around for Ray, but he was
nowhere in sight. She had to find him, though, because she couldn’t
leave until she got paid. The redhead wandered through the rooms
until she eventually came across Ray making out with a cute blonde
woman in a guest room down the hall. When Robin walked in, Ray
jumped up and tried to smooth out his clothes.

“Oh, hey!” he stammered. “We were
just…uh…”

“Mr. Aberdeen, I think your wife could use
some help.”

Ray grinned. “Yeah, I saw you give her a
licking a while ago! Good for you! I hate to say it, but she
probably deserved it. She’s not, you know, the nicest person
around.”

“Well, she needs to go to bed. And she might
need some aspirin, or an icepack…I don’t know. But you really ought
to come get her off the floor, okay?”

Ray shrugged. “Yeah, you’re right. I guess
that would be the polite thing to do.”

“And I need my check, too,” Robin said as she
followed him back to the living room. “I’m supposed to collect it
before I leave.”

Ray looked around until he saw his wife lying
on the floor in front of the sofa. “Oh, boy,” he muttered. “Come
on, Tracy. Let’s get you in the sack.” He took his wife by the arm
and guided her to her feet. Tracy looked stunned, half-asleep. She
grabbed a full champagne glass from a nearby table and guzzled it
down at once, then frowned. “What the hell happened? My whole body
is killing me! And where the hell are my clothes?” When she saw
Robin again, the pieces came together and Tracy snarled, “Oh, yeah.
Now I remember. You’re the bitch who…” Then she staggered
and nearly collapsed, but Ray caught her in his arms.

“Aw, man. I gotta get her upstairs.” He
turned to Robin. “Can you help me out?”

“But I…can’t you ask one of your friends? I
just want to get my money so I can leave.”

“Seems to me like you’re still on the clock,”
Ray said, grabbing his naked wife under her armpits and hefting her
upright. “And part of your job is to clean up the mess, right?
Well, since this is your mess, how about giving me a hand
here? Come on, just help me get her up the stairs and then I’ll pay
you.”

Robin sighed and took one of Tracy’s arms
while Ray took the other. Together they led the half-drunk naked
woman past the party guests and out of the room, then up the stairs
to the master bedroom. Tracy sneered and cursed under her breath
the whole time. “I could still beat your ass,” she mumbled to
Robin. “You got lucky, that’s all. You’re nothing but…nothing but a
filthy bitch.”

Robin wanted to smack Tracy’s face or slap
her tender red ass, but she held those urges back because she also
wanted to get paid. Once they reached the master bedroom, Robin and
Ray lowered Tracy down onto the huge bed. Tracy winced when her
sore ass hit the blankets, but then she laid back on the pillows
and stared at Robin. “Filthy bitch,” she muttered, waving one of
her stupid red-tipped fingers again. “I’ll kill you next time. Next
time I’ll…” Then Tracy’s hand fell to her side and her eyes closed.
Seconds later she was snoring softly, her mouth half-open. Robin’s
fists were clenched in anger as she stared at the naked woman
passed out on the bed.

“Okay, then,” Ray said, pulling cash out of
his pocket. As he clumsily counted out the bills, Robin noticed his
erection straining at the front of his pants. Either the sight of
his drunk, naked wife had turned Ray on, or he was still aroused
from making out with the party guest downstairs. Robin looked at
the thick stack of money in his hand and an idea struck her.

“Hey,” she said. “Remember when you offered
me five hundred dollars for a blowjob?”

Ray’s eyes lit up. “Yeah! Did you change your
mind?”

“No, but I’ll give you a handjob for five
hundred.”

Ray snorted. “No way I’m paying that much for
something I could do myself.”

“Come on. Five hundred dollars is pocket
change to you. And I promise you’ll enjoy it. Judging from
that bulge in your pants, you could use some relief.”

Ray thought about it then shrugged.
“Well…shit, what the hell.” He peeled off a bunch of hundreds and
tossed them on the dresser. “Okay, there’s your catering fee plus
your…um, tip.” He motioned to a door nearby and said, “Let’s go in
the bathroom. We can—”

“No, let’s do it here.” When Ray glanced at
Tracy, Robin said, “She’s passed out. She won’t see a thing.”

Ray got a goofy grin on his face and said,
“Sure, whatever.” He unzipped his pants and fished out his hard
cock, waiting.

“Over here,” Robin said, motioning toward the
bed. “I can use this.” She walked over and picked up a tube of
fancy lotion from Tracy’s nightstand. Probably costs a hundred
bucks a bottle, she thought as she squeezed a small blob into
her hand. “Take your pants all the way off. I don’t want to get
stains on them. Your boxers, too. Okay, that’s perfect.”

Ray stood facing her, naked from the waist
down, and Robin took his cock in her greasy palm and started
stroking it. Ray moaned with pleasure as she slid her hand back and
forth, back and forth, her slim fingers gliding over the skin on
his prick. He looked down at Tracy, fast asleep only a few feet
away, and the sight of her lying there seemed to get him even more
excited. Robin tugged harder, pulling roughly on Ray’s dick until
his eyes popped and his mouth dropped open. “Damn, that feels so
good!” he gasped. “I’m not gonna last much longer!”

Robin kept pumping for another minute or so,
increasing the pace. “I’ll bet I know what you’d really like,” she
said.

“Wh-what?” Ray stammered.

“To cum on her face.”

Ray looked at Tracy. “H-her?”

“Why not? Look how pretty she is…look how
sexy she is…look at those sweet red lips and that open
mouth.”

“Oh, yeah,” Ray groaned. “Yeah, you’re
right.”

Robin stopped pumping and, using Ray’s dick
like a leash, she pulled him closer to the bed. When he was
standing directly over Tracy, Robin slid behind him, her tits
pressed against his back, and reached around his body to jack him
off that way. Ray’s cock was only a foot from Tracy’s face now,
pointing straight at her. Ray stared down at his wife in a trance
as Robin stroked him. After a moment his balls started tingling,
then the sensation grew and grew. The tingle built up like an
explosion that spread all the way from his scrotum to the tip of
his cock.

“Oh, yeah!” Ray grunted as the first shot of
cum flew out, splattering across Tracy’s cheek. The redhead kept
pumping as more cum flew onto Tracy’s nose, onto her chin, then
directly into her open mouth. Robin nudged Ray forward until the
tip of his dick was touching Tracy’s lips. Wad after wad of the
sticky white liquid flowed onto her tongue until the cum dripped
out of the corner of her mouth. Ray shuddered as Robin slowed her
pace down. After one last squirt, his balls were finally empty.
Robin let go of Ray’s slick cock and stepped back. Ray’s eyes were
closed and he was breathing hard, his erection finally beginning to
wilt.

On the bed, Tracy’s eyes slowly opened. She
began to speak, then started coughing uncontrollably. She pulled
herself upright, hacking and spitting. “Wh-what the hell…?” she
finally muttered. Her stomach and tiny tits were now covered with
cum, and a string of it dangled from her lips. She wiped her mouth
then stared at her hand. “Oh my god. What the hell did you
do to me?” She rubbed her face, grimacing. “It’s all over
me! Ray, you asshole!” She spat again, trying to get the foul taste
out of her mouth, then seemed to notice Robin for the first time.
“What the hell is she doing here? And Ray, where are your
goddamn pants?”

Ray gave a nervous laugh and snatched them
off the floor, nearly falling over as he stepped into them. He
looked at Robin, pleading. “Um, maybe you can explain…?”

The redhead took her money from the dresser
and headed for the bedroom door. “Sorry, you’re on your own. As of
now, I’m officially off the clock.”
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K.C. Silkwood is the author of several books
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