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Chapter 1.

 


 


Ever since they were kids, Danny, Shawn,
Mike, and Henry had been inseparable. Grandville wasn’t a big town,
and everybody was used to seeing those four playing, running
around, and causing trouble the way any group of boys would. The
only thing was, they weren’t all boys; Danny was a girl.

Danielle Dixon had been tough and athletic
ever since she learned to walk. She learned all about wrestling and
rock fights and climbing trees from her two older brothers, and
once she was old enough to play with other kids, she gravitated to
boys instead of girls. Danny didn’t want anything to do with dolls
or stuffed animals or tea parties. She made forts and fought in
mock battles, rode dirt bikes and skateboards, and played
basketball and soccer and football. When she became a teenager and
all the other girls were going crazy for makeup and nail polish and
cute clothes from the big mall down in Nashville, Danny kept doing
things the way she always had. She wore her brother’s ratty
hand-me-down shorts and T-shirts, kept her shoulder-length brown
hair pulled back in a simple ponytail, and never wore any shoes but
sneakers. She also never got her ears pierced and didn’t even own a
dress. She was so hard-set against doing anything prissy that she
wouldn’t even spell her name Danni, with an i, the
way other girls did.

For the longest time, Shawn, Mike, and Henry
treated Danny just like one of the guys. She was fast, tough, and
never ran out of energy. She also spit like they did, told fart
jokes like they did, and loved getting all sweaty and muddy after a
full day of playing outside. Nobody felt weird or thought of Danny
as being different in any way, even on hot summer days when the
group stripped down to their underwear and jumped in the lake for a
quick swim.

But once the kids grew into teenagers, things
started to change. Danny still acted like a guy, but once her body
started maturing, the other three couldn’t ignore how different she
looked. She was still athletic, but she was curvy now, too. The
guys still roughhoused with Danny and treated her like she was just
one of the gang, but they also spent a little extra time noticing
how she filled out those damp, sweaty T-shirts and old ripped-up
shorts.

The biggest change took place during the
summer before their senior year of high school. Shawn and Mike had
turned 18 earlier in the year, Henry had his 18th
birthday at the start of June, and Danny was due to hit the
landmark later that same month. But because Danny’s grandmother in
Atlanta wasn’t feeling well, Danny wound up spending most of the
summer down there and the guys went over two months without seeing
her at all. Then one day she showed up again out of the blue, and
her three friends couldn’t believe their eyes.

The gang’s favorite place to hang out was the
old abandoned basketball court behind the high school. The school
had put in a fancy indoor court a few years ago, so no one used the
outdoor one anymore. It was behind the teacher parking lot and
surrounded by trees, which gave it plenty of privacy. A creek ran
through the woods nearby, so sometimes the gang would hang out
there in the shade if the day was too hot or they were tired of
shooting hoops.

One day late in August, with the new school
year just a few days away, Shawn, Mike, and Henry were sitting on
fallen logs near the creek, passing around a can of beer Mike had
swiped from the fridge his dad kept in the garage. Shawn and Mike
were taking healthy swigs, but Henry only sipped a tiny mouthful
every time the can came to him.

“Come on, Henry, drink it down,” Shawn said.
“It’ll put hair on your chest.”

“I’ve got hair on my chest,” Henry
said, scowling. He pushed his glasses back up on his nose and
passed the can to Mike.

“You’ve got one hair,” Mike said,
chuckling. “Don’t you want another one?”

“Shut up, dickbreath,” Henry said, shoving
Mike’s shoulder. Mike was about to take another swig, and the beer
splashed down his chin and onto his T-shirt. Mike thrust the can at
Shawn and stood up.

“You are so dead,” he told Henry with a grin.
He reached out for the other boy but Henry slapped his hand away,
and soon the two were pushing and prodding each other but laughing
the whole time, like they always did.

The dynamic between the three boys hadn’t
changed much at all since they first started hanging around in
elementary school. Shawn was the guy who had everything; tall, good
looking, one of the best athletes in school, and the only one in
the group who had no problem getting dates. Because of that, the
other two thought of him as the leader. Mike was shorter, stockier,
and was a good athlete too, but he had a face like a worn-out
catcher’s mitt and didn’t have much luck with the girls at school.
Henry was tall like Shawn but skinny as a rail. He loved sports but
was too scrawny to play any of them well, although he was the
fastest runner in the group. He got plenty of practice at that when
he was younger by running away from any bullies who made fun of him
for his thick glasses or his weird haircut, but as long as he was
with his three friends, people mostly left him alone.

Mike and Henry were still pushing each other
around and laughing their heads off when they suddenly heard a
girl’s voice say, “Holy crap. Don’t you buttheads have anything
better to do than tickle fight like a couple of bitches?”

Shawn, Mike, and Henry all turned around as
Danny walked up. She was wearing an Atlanta Braves T-shirt and a
worn-out pair of cutoff shorts, and her long brown hair was pulled
back in its usual ponytail. Slung over one shoulder was the beat-up
backpack she hauled her money and sunscreen and water around in
because she refused to carry a purse. She put her hands on her hips
and shook her head. “I leave you guys alone for two months and this
is all you do while I’m gone? What a bunch of losers.”

“Hey, Danny,” Shawn said. “Good to see
you.”

“How’s it going, Dan?” Mike asked.

“Hey, what’s up?” Henry chimed in.

Danny shook her head again and walked over
until she stood in the center of the group. Her position in the
gang hadn’t changed over the years, either; she didn’t just want to
keep up with the boys, she wanted to beat them whenever she could.
She knew Shawn was the unofficial leader, but she always tried to
get her way and show that she was just as tough as the guys. That
involved a lot of good-natured ribbing and casual insults, but the
guys knew Danny was just doing her best to not act like a girl.

“How was Atlanta?” Mike asked.

Danny made a face. “Fucking boring. My
grandma stays in bed all day, so I spent two months bringing her
food and helping her go to the bathroom. I was lucky to get out of
the goddamn house for a few minutes each day, but there’s not a lot
to do in her neighborhood. No basketball court, no park, nothing.
That’s why I’m so fucking glad to be back. Now who’s got the
ball?”

Shawn scooped his beat-up old basketball off
the ground and tossed it to Danny, who caught it with one hand.
“Come on, “ she said. “Let’s play some two on two. Mike, you’re
with me.”

Once they got on the court, it was clear that
Danny hadn’t lost a beat while she was gone. She was just as good
as Shawn, and had the perfect build for a basketball player; long
legs, long arms, a slim waist, and powerful hips. But the guys
noticed the other parts of her body, too, and after Danny took off
at the end of the game, the other three talked about it as they
walked home.

“Does Danny look different to you guys?”
Henry asked.

Mike frowned. “Different how?”

“I don’t know. Just…I mean, did her tits get
bigger or something?”

“Maybe,” Shawn agreed. “They sure were
bouncing around under her shirt.”

Danny hated bras and didn’t wear them most of
the time. Since her tits were small and firm, she had always gotten
away with it in the past. But today those “perfect handfuls,” as
the guys used to call them behind Danny’s back, had been jiggling
like crazy.

“Her ass looked great, too,” Mike added.
“That thing is so round and firm I want to grab it every time I see
it.”

Shawn chuckled nervously. “Come on, man, this
is Danny we’re talking about.”

“Yeah, but she does look different,
right?” Henry asked again. “Like all of a sudden she grew up or
something. I mean, I never noticed it before, but she kind of looks
like Jennifer Lawrence, don’t you think?”

Mike frowned, thinking. “Huh. I guess you’re
right. The body for sure, and now even the face…”

“Just imagine how hot she’d look if she put
on makeup and wore a dress,” Henry said.

“No fucking way!” Mike said, laughing. “Danny
would rather swallow piss than put on a dress!”

“Anyway, you can’t call Danny hot,”
Shawn said. “She’s one of us, one of the gang. Calling her hot is
weird.”

But as they walked home, all three of them
were thinking about how nice Danny’s body had looked with those
thin, sweaty clothes stuck to it during the basketball game that
day.

 


* * *

 


The gang spent the last few days before
school hanging out together like always. But even though they were
doing the same things they always did, a weird feeling of tension
hung in the air between Danny and the boys, especially when
something about sex came up.

One day they were all lounging around in
Henry’s room looking at sports magazines and watching videos on
their phones when Danny said, “Hey, Henry, you still got that issue
of Sports Illustrated from last spring with all the baseball
predictions? I wanna see if they were right about the Braves.”

Henry frowned, thinking. “Um…I don’t
know.”

Danny had been lying on the bed on her
stomach, and she rolled over toward the nightstand to paw through
the stack of magazines, comic books, and other junk on top of it.
“I thought I saw it here a while back. Hard to find anything in
this mess, though.”

Henry was at his desk across the room, and he
had just stood up to help Danny look when she reached for the top
drawer of the nightstand. “No!” he yelped. “It’s not in there!
Don’t—”

Danny had pulled the drawer open and was
peering inside, a huge smile on her face. “Holy crap! Where’d you
get these old things?” She reached in and pulled out a dogeared
Playboy with a photo of a half-naked disco dancer on the
cover, then started laughing as she skimmed through the ragged
pages. “Wow, these bitches have as much hair between their legs as
they do on their heads!”

“P-put that back!” Henry wailed, trying to
navigate his way around the bed, but Shawn and Mike were sprawled
out on the floor and he couldn’t get around them.

“You’ve got a bunch of these!” Danny said,
fishing around in the drawer again. “And hey, what’s this?” She
pulled out a tube of Vaseline, then she noticed the box of tissues
on top of the nightstand behind all the junk. “Oh, I get it! This
is your jerk-off kit!”

Henry’s face went red as Shawn and Mike
started laughing, too. “No way! Th-that’s for my dry skin, and I
just…those magazines…they’ve got some good jokes in them, that’s
all!”

“Yeah, sure, you just read them for the
articles, right?” Danny asked, still giggling. “I’ll bet you whack
off to these old things every night before bed!”

“That’s a fucking lie!” Henry barked,
stepping over Mike and Shawn and grabbing the magazine out of
Danny’s hand. He threw it back in the drawer, grabbed the Vaseline,
dropped it on top, then slammed the drawer so hard it nearly
broke.

Danny, Mike, and Shawn kept ribbing Henry for
a good ten minutes before they finally got tired of it and went
back to their videos, but even then Henry sat fuming at his desk
without saying a word. The truth was, he did whack off every
night before bed, and in the morning before school, and sometimes
when he first got home in the afternoon. He was crazy for girls
even though he had never even kissed one, and he had downloaded
tons of porn videos from the internet before his parents found them
one day and took his computer away. After that, Henry was forced to
swipe half a dozen old Playboys from a storage box in his
grandfather’s garage and look at those every time he beat his meat.
They weren’t nearly as good as the stuff from the web, but at least
they were something.

Henry stayed mad at Danny for a while after
that, but he still hung out with her and the other guys. And when
they were all messing around in Danny’s room a couple of days
later, he was able to get her back in a way.

Danny and Shawn were playing the X Box hooked
up to Danny’s TV and Mike was waiting his turn, so Henry spent some
time poking around Danny’s room for something he could embarrass
her with. He didn’t expect to find skin mags, of course, but he
casually scanned her desk, her dresser, and her nightstand looking
for a diary, some private notes, some old pictures, or anything he
could wave in her face like she did to him with that 70s copy of
Playboy. He was about to give up when he saw something shiny
poking out of a white wooden box on top of the dresser. When he
lifted the lid, he found a silver-backed pill pack the size of a
playing card with four rows of tiny round pills on it. Each row was
labeled with one day of the week, and the first few pills were
missing.

What the hell? Was Danny sick? Henry knew he
had seen pills like that before, but he couldn’t remember where. He
racked his brain for a few seconds, then it finally came to him;
sex education class in school! Holy shit, Danny’s on the
pill!

“Hey, Danny,” he said, waving the pills in
the air, “is there something you want to tell us?”

Danny turned around, confused, then her eyes
and mouth opened wide. “Give me those!” she yelled, dropping the
game controller and springing up from the floor. She snatched the
pills from Henry’s hand and stuffed them in the pocket of her
shorts, then shoved him hard on the shoulder. “Why the fuck are you
digging through my stuff, asshole?”

“You did it at my house!” he shot back.

“What’s the big deal?” Mike asked. “What were
those things?”

“Birth control pills!” Henry announced.
“Looks like Danny’s got herself a boyfriend!”

“I do not, you idiot!” Danny growled,
crossing her arms over her chest and turning her back on the
group.

The guys were more stunned than anything; at
one point they thought Danny might be gay, then they decided she
didn’t have any interest in sex at all, not with anybody. The fact
that she was taking the pill was a huge revelation.

“So you don’t have a boyfriend, but
you also don’t want to get pregnant?” Shawn asked. “What does
that mean? You’re just fucking around with somebody?”

Danny spun around again. “I’m not fucking
around with anybody! That’s not why I take them!”

“Yeah, right,” Mike said, chuckling. “Just
like old Henry here keeps that Vaseline around for his dry
skin.”

“It’s the fucking truth!” Danny hollered. She
clenched her fists at her sides, breathing hard through her nose
for a few seconds, then she said, “I need them for my…for my…”

“For your what?” Shawn asked.

“For my…for my…when I get my thing
every month, it used to be…there was a lot of…it was really
heavy. So the doctor said if I took those things, it would
go back to normal. And it did. So that’s why I take the pills. It’s
got nothing to do with…the other thing.”

“With fucking?” Mike asked, chuckling
again.

“Just shut up!” Danny wailed, storming out of
the room and slamming the door behind her.

The three guys looked at each other for a few
seconds, then they all burst out laughing at the same time.

“Imagine that,” Mike said. “Danny with some
guy, rolling around naked in the bed, going at it all hot and
heavy…”

His voice trailed off and all three of them
went silent as they pictured it…and suddenly nobody was laughing
anymore.

 


* * *

 


The weird tension between the four friends
died down once school started again and everybody got distracted by
all the crap they had to deal with at the beginning of their senior
year. The weekdays were filled with classes and homework, but the
gang still got together every weekend to hang out at the old
abandoned basketball court and in the woods nearby.

One day they had just finished a game of two
on two and were sprawled out on the grass near the creek when Danny
started giving Henry a hard time again.

“You’ve gotta work on your defense, dude,”
she said. “I blew right past you every time.”

“No you didn’t,” Henry retorted. “Anyway, I’m
still breaking in these new shoes. They’re a little stiff.”

Henry was wearing a pair of black Air Jordans
his parent bought him the week before. He had made a big deal of
showing off the flashy sneakers when he wore them for the first
time, but they hadn’t improved his game much.

Danny laughed. “Yeah, right. You’re wearing
the best damn basketball shoes on the planet, and they’re
the problem.”

Henry’s face went red as Shawn and Mike
started laughing, too. “Hey, shut up, Danny! I’m still faster than
you any day, no matter what fucking shoes I’ve got on!”

Danny arched an eyebrow. “You think so? Then
prove it.”

“You wanna race?” Henry asked. “Let’s take it
to the track. I’ll beat your ass right now.”

“Sure thing,” Danny replied, standing up and
brushing the grass off her clothes. “I just hope those stiff shoes
don’t slow you down again. So what’s the bet?”

The gang had been betting on things since
they were kids. At first it was just quarters or packs of gum, but
as they got older, the bets got more pricey. Sometimes they would
bet to see who won a game, and other times they would bet each
other to do a dare like climbing a tree in less than a minute or
running through old Mrs. Henderson’s yard without getting bitten by
her mean dog.

Henry checked his pockets. “I’ve got ten
bucks. That good enough?”

“Great. Let’s go.”

On one side of the creek was a long, flat
patch of dirt where the gang used to run, ride bikes, and toss
around footballs or frisbees when they were younger. It stretched
nearly 100 feet to the edge of the woods, making it the perfect
spot for a footrace. The gang went through a phase in middle school
where they would play Olympics and challenge each other to all
sorts of events there, with Henry winning most of the ones that
involved running because he was so skinny and quick.

Danny and Henry took their positions at the
edge of the dirt field, and Shawn sprinted down to the other end to
act as judge in case the race was close. Mike stayed with the
runners so he could give the start signal, and as soon as he yelled
go, the pair took off.

The two ran side by side for the first few
yards, but by the hallway point, Henry had pulled ahead by several
feet. He was pumping his arms and legs, focused on the finish line,
when he suddenly felt a tug at his waist and his basketball shorts
zipped down to his thighs to reveal his tighty whities.

“Hey!” he yelled, stumbling to a halt as he
yanked his shorts back up. Danny kept on running, but Shawn was
waving his arms slowly over his head in the foul sign.

Danny slowed down then turned to face Henry,
laughing. “Sorry, couldn’t resist.”

It was an old tactic the four of them had
used a long time ago; if your opponent is about to win, give their
shorts a tug to slow them down. It was never a big deal before, but
now that they were older, things were different. Henry’s face had
gone a deep crimson, and he stood with his hands on his hips,
breathing hard as he stared at the ground.

“Foul!” Shawn barked, walking over from the
edge of the field.

“I know, I know,” Danny said, waving a hand
in the air. The members of the gang might pull stunts like that for
a laugh, but they also knew they wouldn’t win a race or a dare
unless they won it fair and square. “Come on, let’s start
again.”

The two went back to the edge of the field
for a do-over, and this time Danny pulled away first at the start
of the race. Henry did his best to catch up, but Danny managed to
stay a good two feet in front of him as they neared the finish line
at the other end of the field. In desperation, Henry did the same
thing Danny had just done to him; he bent forward, flailed out an
arm, and grabbed at her gym shorts. But instead of pinching the
fabric at the bottom, he hooked two fingers inside Danny’s
waistband before he yanked down. When he did, both her shorts and
her plain white panties came down six inches to expose the top
curves of her ass and several inches of ass crack.

“What the fuck!” Danny bellowed, skidding to
a halt as she yanked her shorts and panties back up again. She
stomped over to Henry, who had also stopped running, and shoved him
hard on the shoulder. “That’s over the fucking line, asshole!”

“What’s the big deal? You did the same thing
to me!”

Danny waved both arms, flustered. “No, you—I
mean—fuck you!” She shoved him again and then stalked away,
grabbing her backpack from the ground by the creek before she
marched angrily out of the woods.

Henry, Mike, and Shawn watched her leave,
then Mike finally said, “Dude, she’s really pissed.”

“I don’t know what the big deal is,” Henry
retorted. “She did it first. And shit, we used to do stuff like
that all the time and nobody got bent out of shape about it.”

“Yeah, but like you said, she’s different
now,” Shawn offered. “I guess she doesn’t want us seeing her
panties anymore.”

“I saw a lot more than that,” Mike said,
chuckling. “You missed it because you were on the other side of
her, but I’ll tell you what, man, it was a full moon from where I
was standing.”

Henry shook his head. “Naw, not a full moon,
but I saw ass crack as long as my finger. And shit, man, just
seeing that top part of her ass was enough to…” His voice trailed
off and he turned away from the other two, but they had already
seen the boner making a tent out of his gym shorts.

“And you saw it up close, too,” Mike
lamented. “I was all the way down at the end of the field.”

“At least you saw something,” Shawn
said.

“Yeah, and I’ll tell you what,” Mike said,
sneaking a peek over his shoulder to make sure Danny was gone. “I
wouldn’t mind seeing the rest of it, too.”

Shawn and Henry looked at each other blankly
for a second, not sure what to say, then Mike broke the tension
when he suggested they go down to the drug store for Gatorade and
chips. But that uneasy feeling that was half-excitement, half-guilt
followed them all the way there, and it took forever before Henry’s
boner finally wilted back down again.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2.

 


 


Shawn had been popular and good looking since
he was a kid, so he always had girlfriends. But Mike had only gone
on a few dates and was still a virgin, and Henry had never even
kissed a girl, so when those two were together, they spent a lot of
time talking and fantasizing about everything they were
missing.

Ever since they were little, Mike and Henry
had played a game called Imagine whenever they were just
hanging out and being lazy. It started in elementary school; the
two would be sprawled out on the grassy back lawn with suckers or
ice cream and one of them would say something like, Imagine your
parents took you to Wal-Mart and bought you the most expensive bike
they had, and the other one would come back with something
like, Imagine the guy who runs the drug store said you could
have free candy for life.

Back then, the game was all about comic books
and video games and free milkshakes or tons of junk food. But as
they got older, the game shifted gears and was suddenly about
girls; Imagine Jenny Carter says she likes you, or
Imagine you could snap your fingers and freeze time so you could
kiss any girl you wanted without them knowing it. The game got
more explicit as the guys got older, and by the time they reached
high school, Imagine was strictly R-rated. Imagine the
buttons on Tanya Smith’s shirt popped off one day and those big
tits of hers fell right out, one of them might say, and the
other would counter with Imagine the zipper on Miss McNabb’s
skirt opens up while she’s teaching math, and it drops down to her
ankles, and she’s buck naked underneath.

The day after Henry and Danny raced, Mike and
Henry were hanging out in Mike’s back yard drinking Cokes and
shooting the shit when Henry suddenly said, “Hey, I’ve got one.
Imagine I really had yanked Danny’s shorts and panties all the way
down during that race, and we had seen her whole bare ass.”

Mike chuckled. “And since Shawn was looking
at you guys from the front, he would have seen her pussy.”

The two went silent for a moment. They had
never talked about Danny like this before, and the new territory
felt a little strange; both exciting and dangerous, like trying to
steal a peek down a girl’s shirt when there’s a good chance you’ll
get caught doing it.

“Here’s another one,” Henry continued.
“Imagine Danny’s all sweaty after playing basketball, and she goes
between a tree to change her shirt, thinking we can’t see her, but
we sneak around to the side while she’s doing it and we see her
bare tits.”

“Because she never wears a bra,” Mike added,
his voice getting soft and dreamy. “Or what if…okay, okay, how
about this. Imagine Danny’s taking a shower after gym class at
school, and the fire alarm goes off, and she runs out into the
hallway stark naked and dripping wet, right in front of
everybody…then she sees it was just a drill, there’s no fire, but
she’s standing there in front of the whole school with her tits and
pussy hanging out.”

Henry swallowed hard. His shirt collar felt
tight, and it was suddenly tough to breathe. “Or what about this.
Imagine Danny’s in that school shower like you said, but she
forgets it’s time for the final bell and everybody else goes home
while she’s in there. Then imagine somebody…imagine a guy
goes in the girl’s locker room and sees her there, and he…and he
sneaks up behind her, and reaches around and grabs her tits…and she
screams and spins around, and then the guy grabs a tit with one
hand and grabs her ass with the other hand…”

Now Mike was the one who was having a hard
time breathing. “Fuck, Henry,” he muttered, but he didn’t tell his
friend to shut up or anything.

“And Danny tries to fight him, but she’s all
naked and soapy and slippery and she can’t get away, so the guy
pushes her down on the ground…so she’s laying on the shower floor
naked, with her legs spread, and her pussy is all wet from the
water…” Henry stopped in mid-sentence, his eyes glazing over, then
he suddenly bolted out of his chair. “Sorry, man, I gotta get
home,” he mumbled, but Mike could see the hardon straining against
Henry’s shorts and knew what his friend really meant was, I’ve
gotta get home and whack off before I cream in my pants.

 


* * *

 


Danny barely talked to anybody at school that
week, but when the weekend came, she showed up at the basketball
court like nothing had happened. She played even harder than usual,
and she and Mike had no problem beating Shawn and Henry at
Two-on-Two. The gang rested by the creek like always afterward, and
then Danny surprised everybody by challenging Henry to another
race.

“But this time, it’s all fair and square,”
she warned. “No fouls, no bullshit, no horsing around. Deal?”

Henry shrugged. “Deal. You wanna bet ten
bucks again?”

“No, let’s make it more interesting this
time.” Danny fished around in her backpack and pulled out a folded
handful of bills. “I’ve got a hundred bucks here, and I wanna bet
all of it.”

“Where did you get a hundred bucks?”
Mike asked. None of them came from wealthy families, but Danny’s
dad left home when she was young and it was just her mom supporting
Danny and her two brothers. Out of all of them, Danny was the one
who always had the least cash on her.

“I’ve been saving up my birthday and
Christmas money for the past two years,” she explained, waving the
bills at Henry. “So what’s it gonna be? You gonna take me on or
what?”

Henry laughed nervously. “I don’t have that
kind of money.”

“So you’re too scared to bet?”

“I didn’t say that. I said I didn’t
have it.”

“Would you bet it if you did have
it?”

“Fuck yeah. I still think I’m faster than you
any day.”

“Then bet your new Air Jordans. They cost
about a hundred bucks, right?”

“Well…yeah, but…”

“Then come on and bet me, because I think I
can whoop your ass.”

Danny stood there with her hands on her hips,
chin jutting out. She had always been this way; each of the guys
had one thing they were good at, but Danny wanted to show she was
just as tough by being good at all of them. Since Shawn was
crazy about basketball, Danny tried to outscore him every game.
Since Mike was on the wrestling team, Danny wanted to prove she
could outwrestle him—although once she got older and grew tits, she
had stopped challenging him to wrestling matches because it was
just too weird to be grabbing each other like that. And Henry
thought of himself as the fastest member of the gang, so Danny had
to prove that she was even faster. The fact that he had pulled her
shorts down last week seemed to give her even more incentive than
usual.

Henry shuffled his feet, thinking. Nobody in
the gang had ever made a bet this big before, but was that any
reason to chicken out? He had always been faster than any of these
guys without even trying. If he really poured on the speed, he
should be able to beat Danny easily. And he could definitely use an
extra hundred bucks.

“Okay, sure,” he said.

The gang walked back to the track, and Mike
and Shawn took the same places as before at opposite ends of the
field. “Remember, guys, keep it clean this time,” Mike warned.
“There’s a lot of money riding on this.”

As they took their places, Danny slid a few
extra feet away from Henry and gave him a sidelong glance, warning
him with her eyes that he better not try any funny stuff this time.
Mike counted down from three and then yelled go, and the
pair took off.

Henry took the lead at first, arms and legs
pumping as he charged across the dirt field. But when he reached
the halfway point, Danny inched up even with him. Henry shot a
quick glance in her direction then gritted his teeth and ran even
harder. The two stayed even for a few yards, but then Danny put on
an extra burst of speed and pulled ahead. When they crossed the
finish line where Shawn was standing, Danny was ahead by a good two
feet.

The girl skidded to a stop then spun around
and stabbed a fist in the air. “Yes! Whoo-hoo!”

Henry had gone down to one knee right after
he crossed the finish line and was breathing hard, his chest
bellowing.

Shawn stepped over and nudged Henry’s
shoulder. “Tough luck, man. You gonna make it, or do I need to call
an ambulance?”

Henry waved Shawn away as Mike trotted over
from the other side of the field. “Looked pretty close from my
end,” he said.

“Naw, Danny beat him by this much,” Shawn
said, holding his hands two feet apart.

Mike grimaced. “Aw, shit, man. Sorry about
the Jordans.”

Danny came over and smacked both guys on the
shoulder. “How come nobody’s congratulating me?”

They both mumbled good win as Henry
finally stood up. He was red-faced and sweaty, and a few strands of
damp blonde hair hung down in his face. “Yeah, good win,” he
repeated.

Danny was all smiles, hands on her hips
again. She had broken a sweat, too, and her damp gray T-shirt was
molded to her tits now, the hard nipples poking at the thin fabric.
“So pay up,” she said, holding out a hand and wiggling the fingers
in a gimme gesture.

Henry started walking slowly back to the spot
by the creek where they had left all their stuff. “Can’t you just—I
mean, give me a fucking minute, okay?” The rest of the gang trailed
behind him as Henry plodded over there and sat down hard on the
fallen tree they all used as a bench. Everyone else remained
standing, and Henry scanned all of their faces for a moment then
looked down at his feet.

“My mom’s gonna kill me,” he mumbled. “They
only buy me a new pair of shoes once a year.” He pulled the laces
loose and slid off one shoe, then the other. “Why did you—I mean,
what are you even gonna do with these?”

“What do you think I’m gonna do?”
Danny shot back. “I’m gonna wear them.”

“They probably won’t even fit you.”

“Your feet aren’t much bigger than mine. And
so what, I’ll wear two pairs of socks if I have to.”

Henry let out a heavy sigh and handed the
shoes to Danny, who plopped down on the log beside him and yanked
off her old worn-out Converse sneakers. She slid the left Air
Jordan on then lifted her leg straight out to admire it. “Nice,”
she said, then jiggled her foot. “But it is a little loose.
I might need some really thick socks.”

Henry sat there hanging his head as Danny put
the other shoe on and walked around a little to see how they
felt.

“Sorry, man, that sucks,” Mike told his
friend, slapping Henry lightly on the shoulder.

“Hey, what about double or nothing?” Shawn
asked Danny. “We always do that for you when you ask for it.”

It was true; Danny hated to lose any bet, and
if she lost the first time, she always asked for double or nothing.
Most of the time she was so pissed off about losing that she really
cranked up the heat the second time and ended up winning.

The girl shrugged. “I don’t mind. Let’s go,
Henry.”

Henry coughed out an ugly laugh. “You think I
have another pair of Air Jordans to bet?”

“Well…do you have a hundred bucks at home?
That was the original bet anyway.”

“No, not even close.”

Danny was still walking in circles to see how
the new kicks felt. To be honest, they were way too big and
they looked kind of goofy on her. She really didn’t want them after
all. But she had won them fair and square, and she had to teach
Henry a lesson for yanking her shorts down the other day.

“Tell you what,” she said. “I won’t even make
you race me again. I’ll give the stupid shoes back to you, but you
have to pay for them.”

Henry looked up, confused. “I told you, I’ve
hardly got any cash at home.”

“That’s not what I’m talking about. I’ll give
them back to you if you pull down your shorts for me.”

“W-what?” Henry gasped, his eyes as wide as
saucers.

“I want some payback for that race the other
day.”

“B-but you did the same thing to me! You even
did it first!”

“But I didn’t pull your underwear
down, asshole!”

Henry swallowed hard. “You want me to pull
down my shorts and my underwear?”

“Yeah, if you want your shoes back.”

Henry looked up at Mike, then at Shawn.
“G-guys?”

Mike laughed nervously. “Sorry, dude, you’re
on your own.”

Shawn chuckled, too. “Depends on how bad you
want those Jordans.”

Henry looked at Danny again. “Do I have to do
it right here? Right now?”

The girl shrugged. “Only if you want these
swanky shoes back.”

Henry’s heart was pounding now. The thought
of exposing himself in front of any girl was terrifying, but doing
it in front of Danny would be the worst. She wasn’t just a girl,
she was also somebody who talked trash to him and pushed him around
and gave him a hard time every chance she got. He couldn’t imagine
anything more humiliating. But he also knew he would probably never
get another pair of Air Jordans if he lost these. His parents had
already warned him about getting them dirty or messing them up; how
mad would they be when they learned he lost them in a bet?

Henry’s stomach was churning and he thought
he might throw up. Danny, Shawn, and Mike were all looking down at
him, waiting for him to decide. He glanced at Danny again.

“C-c-can I pull them down real fast and then
pull them back up again?”

A wicked grin slowly spread across the girl’s
face. “No, you have to drop them all the way and then wait a few
seconds.”

“What the hell does that mean? How
many seconds?”

“You have to count to five. No, no, wait; you
have to let me count to five.”

He couldn’t believe he was doing it, but
Henry finally stood up and muttered, “Okay.”

Mike and Shawn both laughed nervously and
backed away towards the track.

“I think you two need a little privacy,” Mike
said.

“Yeah, and I don’t wanna see anything that’ll
give me nightmares,” Shawn added.

The two moved about twenty feet away and
turned around, but they couldn’t help glancing back over their
shoulders.

“This is fucked up,” Mike muttered.

“Yeah, for sure,” Shawn said. “But Henry said
yes, so…”

Now that Shawn and Mike were gone, Henry
reached for the button on his shorts. His fingers were trembling
and his heart was thudding in his chest. But the crazy thing was,
his dick was also as hard as a rock. It should’ve been all shrunk
down out of fear, but looking at Danny standing just a few feet
away from him, hands on her hips, her sweaty clothes stuck to her
nice body, nipples poking through her shirt, her long, toned legs
gleaming, lips parted in anticipation, was causing a reaction in
his groin that he couldn’t control.

Henry managed to unbutton his shorts then he
tugged on his zipper. His mouth had gone dry and his head was
spinning. He felt dizzy, almost like he was drunk. He finally shut
his eyes because he couldn’t stand to see the triumphant look on
Danny’s face as she stood just a few feet in front of him. Holy
shit holy shit holy shit I can’t believe I’m doing this.

“Come on, butthead, I don’t have all day,”
Danny chided.

Taking a deep breath, Henry hooked his thumbs
down the sides of his shorts and pushed both them and his underwear
to his ankles. He could feel the warm breeze blowing on his naked
legs, and his cheeks went red at the thought that his hard dick was
now fully exposed and pointing straight at Danny. His eyes were
still closed so he couldn’t see her face, but he heard her laugh
right away.

“Holy fuck!” she giggled. “You’ve got a
boner!”

Henry clenched his hands into fists. “Just
count, dammit!”

“Okay, okay, I will.”

“Come on already! You said five seconds!”

“Alright, I’m counting!
One…two…three…four…”

Danny went silent, and Henry finally opened
his eyes to find her standing there with a hand over her mouth,
fighting back more laughter.

“Okay, that’s it!” he roared, reaching down
for his shorts.

“Hold it! If you don’t wait till I count to
five, you don’t get your shoes back!”

Henry froze in mid-crouch. “That’s not
fucking fair! You could’ve counted to ten by now!” He
hovered like that for a moment, hunched over with his shorts around
his ankles and his dick pointing at the dirt, then he finally
grabbed his shorts and yanked them angrily back up.

“Okay, five,” Danny said as Henry fumbled
with his zipper, trying not to catch his boner in it. “Jeez, what a
baby.”

“Fuck you!” Henry spat. “And give me back my
fucking shoes!”

He stood trembling as Danny slid them off,
then he snatched them off the ground and stalked away, not even
bothering to put them on.

 


* * *

 


The next week at school was awkward for all
of them. Henry stayed away from Danny and barely talked to Mike and
Shawn, who didn’t say anything about the incident to Henry but
didn’t know how to act around Danny now, either. That weird tension
that had been building since she came back from Atlanta had gotten
even stronger and even weirder now.

When the next weekend came, Mike and Shawn
showed up at the basketball court early on Saturday like they
always did. They had no idea what the other two would do, so they
played a game of Horse while they waited to find out. Pretty soon
Henry showed up; he was quiet and distant at first, but after
messing around with the other guys for a while, he finally loosened
up. Then Danny strolled up, tossed her backpack on the ground, and
said, “Hey! If you pussies are all warmed up now, let’s play some
two on two! Mike, you’re with me.”

Mike shrugged and walked over to her,
watching for Henry’s reaction. Henry shrugged too, like nothing was
wrong, but Shawn spent a few extra seconds looking at Danny. She
was wearing a tight gray tank top that day that had been washed a
million times, and it had shrunk up enough to show a couple inches
of the girl’s smooth, flat stomach. Her braless tits jiggled
underneath it, the nipples poking at the fabric like bullets.

“Come on, let’s go!” Danny barked as she
launched the ball at Shawn, who shook himself out of his daze and
started dribbling. Then he passed the ball to Henry and the game
was on.

Danny always played hard, but that day she
seemed to be playing harder than ever. She and Mike won the first
game easy, then Shawn called for a break so everybody could get
some water. While Danny was hunched over her backpack smearing
sunscreen on her arms and face, the three guys lingered near the
water fountain by the bathroom.

“That wasn’t even close,” Shawn told Mike.
“You guys stomped us.”

“I know, man, Danny’s really cranking it up
today.”

“It’s weird,” Henry said. “When she came back
at the end of the summer, she looked more like a girl than
ever…”

“But she’s acting more like a
guy than ever,” Mike finished for him.

Shawn nodded. “Yeah, it’s like now that’s
she’s got a nice set of tits and really looks like a woman, she’s
trying harder than ever to prove she’s one of the guys.”

“Well, she needs to ditch the attitude,”
Henry muttered. “I mean, she’s tried to be the top dogs since we
were all little, but now…”

“Now she’s turning into kind of a bitch,”
Shawn said.

All three of them laughed nervously; they
ragged on Danny sometimes when she wasn’t around, but nobody had
used that word to describe her before. Asshole, butthead,
jerk, and even pussy…words like that had always been
fine. But bitch made her sound so…girly.

“Okay, break’s over!” Danny called from the
court. She had the ball and was already making practice shots, her
curvy ass straining inside her tight white gym shorts every time
she rose up on her toes to shoot the ball.

During the second game, Shawn couldn’t take
his eyes off Danny. He had dated plenty of girls and even had a
girlfriend at the moment who was putting out for him, but the truth
was, he had never seen a girl naked before. His girlfriend Tina
wouldn’t take her clothes off when they did it, and since they
always screwed in the back seat of his car in some dark parking lot
or at the end of a deserted road, he wouldn’t be able to see
anything even if she did. Besides, Tina had a pretty face but she
was a short, thin girl with a flat chest and no ass. Danny’s body
was much nicer, and at the moment it was bouncing around right in
front of Shawn in broad daylight, covered only by a thin layer of
damp, sweaty clothes.

Danny and Mike were easily winning the second
game, which pissed Shawn off. He was saddled with Henry, the
weakest player in the group, but Danny was smiling and strutting
around as if her dazzling skills were the whole reason behind the
lopsided score. Shawn finally got so irritated that he threw out an
elbow when Danny was charging past him, jabbing her hard in the
shoulder.

“Ow!” she barked, stopping in mid-dribble.
She let the ball drop and rubbed her sore shoulder, frowning at
Shawn. “What the fuck was that, man?”

Shawn shrugged. “Sorry. It was an
accident.”

“Accident my ass,” Danny mumbled, fetching
the ball. She started dribbling again, and this time when she drove
for the basket, Shawn ripped the ball out of her hands.

“Again, what the fuck?” Danny wailed.

“What? That was a clean steal.”

“Clean my ass!”

“Clean your own ass!” Shawn shot back,
laughing. But instead of laughing along with him, Danny thrust out
an arm and shoved him hard on the chest. “Hey, watch it!” he said,
but Danny just gritted her teeth and shoved him again, but harder
this time. Shawn stumbled back a step and then, without even
thinking about it, he lunged forward, grabbed one of Danny’s tits,
and gave it a mean squeeze.

The girl’s mouth opened wide, then she jerked
away from Shawn and stood staring at him with her eyes blazing.
“What…the fuck…was that?” she hissed.

Shawn shrugged again and looked at the
ground. He could still feel that tit in his hand, so soft and warm,
like a water balloon that’s been sitting out in the sun. His cock
suddenly swelled inside his gym shorts, making a tent out of the
thin fabric. And even though Danny was obviously pissed as hell,
her nipples now looked harder than ever under that gray tank
top.

Mike and Henry stood watching the whole scene
with wide eyes, both shocked and a little jealous at what Shawn had
just done. Neither of them could take their eyes off Danny’s tits
now, imagining what it must have been like to squeeze one of
them.

Shawn moved his hands in front of his crotch
and shrugged again. “Sorry, I was just gonna push you like you
pushed me. I guess I slipped.”

“Yeah, right,” Danny spat, her cheeks flaming
red. She paced around for a few seconds with her hands on her hips,
mumbling under her breath, then said, “Let’s just finish the stupid
game.”

Mike tossed her the ball and they started up
again, but the three guys seemed to be moving in slow motion. Now
that Shawn had focused everybody’s attention on Danny’s body,
that’s all they could think about; that silky hair, that smooth
neck, those long, toned legs, that round, tight ass, and those
“perfect handfuls” bouncing around without a bra beneath that
sweaty tank top.

All of them had boners now, but since Shawn
still remembered how it felt to touch that awesome body, his cock
was harder than anyone’s. At first he tried to hide it with one of
his hands while they played, but it was impossible; with only those
thin gym shorts covering it, his cock stood out like a flagpole.
There was no way for Danny not to notice it, and at first she just
kept playing with a disgusted little snarl on her face, but at one
point when Shawn had the ball and was dribbling past her, she
decided to give him a little payback by flinging out a hand and
whacking him right on the dick.

“Ughhhn!” he grunted, doubling over. Danny
hadn’t slapped him that hard, but any blow to the cock could bring
a guy to his knees. He finally stood up straight again, resisting
the urge to rub his crotch the way you normally rub something when
it hurts. “So now you’re playing dirty, huh?” he asked Danny.

“No dirtier than you,” she shot back.

“When I did it, it was an accident.”

Danny chuckled and rolled her eyes. “Yeah,
right.”

Shawn could feel more blood swelling his
crotch as his dick got even harder; even though Danny had whacked
him, he had still felt her hand on his cock. It only lasted a
second, but those long, slim fingers of hers had pressed right into
his throbbing erection.

Shawn suddenly felt lightheaded, like he was
walking around in a dream. “You know what I think?” he asked. “I
think you’re just dying to grab my cock.”

Danny barked out an ugly laugh. “Yeah,
right!”

“I’m serious,” Shawn said, taking a step
toward her. “I’ll bet you’ve been dying to touch it for years.”

“Jesus, Shawn, what are you smoking?” Danny
asked, still laughing. But Shawn wasn’t laughing at all, and
neither were Mike and Henry as they watched their friend moving
closer to Danny. Mike’s chin was nearly touching the ground, and
Henry was swaying on his feet like he might pass out.

“So just do it,” Shawn continued, grabbing
Danny by the wrist and pulling her closer.

“Ow! Let go of me, asshole!”

But Shawn didn’t let go; instead he jammed a
thumb down his waistband, pulled his shorts and underwear out a
good six inches, then tugged Danny even closer and thrust her hand
down into his crotch.

Shawn moaned as Danny’s hand slid across his
erection. The girl had her fingers splayed and was fighting to get
away, but the pressure of her hand and the feel of her smooth skin
against his cock sent a shiver of pleasure up Shawn’s spine.

“Let go, you fucking idiot!” she grunted,
trying to back away, but Shawn kept a tight grip on her wrist and
the girl couldn’t budge. Mike and Henry stood there staring like
zombies as Danny struggled to get away, her sneakers scraping the
blacktop, while Shawn’s mouth hung open in a loose, sloppy
grin.

Danny was thrashing and flailing, her eyes
locked on Shawn’s in a death stare. But every time she jerked her
arm, her fingertips would brush Shawn’s raging erection and he
would let out a short, breathless grunt. Danny tried to pull away
one last time, not managing to budge an inch, but then she suddenly
stopped thrashing, her eyes narrowing as her lips pulled back from
her teeth in a snarl. Then, amazingly, Shawn felt the girl grabbing
his cock, her soft, warm fingers encircling it. Shawn gasped, his
cock twitching with pleasure, as Danny’s hand slid down to the base
of his dick and cupped his balls. He started to moan again, but
that moan became a scream as Danny squeezed his nuts as hard as she
could, grinding them in her fist.

Shawn collapsed on the blacktop, his hands
between his legs. His vision was blurry, he could barely breathe,
and lightning bolts of pain zipped through his body. He moaned and
writhed, clutching his aching balls, as Mike and Henry continued to
stand there like idiots with their eyes wide and their mouths
hanging open. Danny, meanwhile, had retrieved the basketball and
was casually dribbling over to the basket. When Shawn finally
managed to push himself to his knees, eyes unfocused and a line of
spit trailing from the corner of his mouth, Danny was making
practice shots.

Mike leaned down and offered a hand to Shawn.
“Uh…you need some help, man?”

Shawn shook his head no and slowly got to his
feet, but he nearly fell down again. His balls were burning and
throbbing at the same time, and he felt like he might throw up. He
staggered over to the bench at the edge of the court and sat down
hard, watching Danny as she sank shot after shot. Mike and Henry
hovered between the two with no idea what to do or say. All three
of the guys were shocked that Danny hadn’t stomped away and was
casually shooting baskets instead like nothing had happened.

After a few minutes, Danny dribbled the ball
over to where the guys were standing. “If everybody’s done horsing
around, let’s finish the stupid game.” Then she spun, aimed, and
sank a perfect three-pointer as the guys watched in awe.

 


* * *

 


That night after dinner, Shawn went out to
the basketball hoop on the side of his garage and shot baskets by
himself. While he did it, the only thing he could think about was
how calm Danny had been after the incident that day. He wasn’t even
thinking when he grabbed her hand and stuffed it down his pants;
the whole thing was like some weird dream where he didn’t have
control of his own body. But after Danny crushed his nuts and
brought him back to reality, he had expected her to run off in
fear, disgust, embarrassment, whatever. Instead she had played
better than ever, and she and Mike won the second game of
two-on-two as easily as they won the first. Afterward, she had
tossed out a casual see you guys later as she strolled home
without a care in the world.

Ever since they were kids, Shawn had been the
unofficial leader of the group. Danny had tried to beat him at
everything she could, just like she did with Mike and Henry, but it
was generally understood that Shawn was the boss. Now, though, it
seemed like Danny wanted to grab that title for herself. It was
like he and the guys had talked about earlier; when Danny was young
and flat-chested with a haircut not much different from theirs, she
had been content to just be their equal. But now that she looked
like a woman, she was out to prove she wasn’t just equal to
the guys, but was better than them.

Shawn pondered the situation as he drained
shot after shot under the dim glow of the streetlamps. Whenever he
pictured Danny in his mind, his first thought was how he needed to
knock her back down to size and put her in her place again. His
second thought was how much he wanted to see that hot, toned body
of hers completely naked. And as he stood there shooting baskets, a
plan slowly formed in his mind…a plan that would let him do both
things at once. He thought about it, working out all the angles.
Could he pull it off? It would take some time and effort, but…sure,
why not? He hammered out all the details as he practiced his
layups, and by the time he went back inside, exhausted and sweaty,
he had an evil grin on his face and a throbbing erection in his
shorts.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3.

 


 


Shawn started working on his plan the next
night. The key to the whole thing was nailing his three-point shot,
something he had never been very good at. But the reason he wasn’t
good at it was because he preferred to drive the ball to the hoop
and then perform a slam dunk, a layup, or bank the ball gracefully
off the backboard. Three-point shots had always seemed cowardly to
him, like the player was afraid to muscle his way to the basket. So
the reason he was no good at them, which Danny pointed out every
chance she got, was because he never practiced. But now he was
going to practice them for hours each night until he could shoot
one in his sleep.

After two weeks, he felt like he was ready.
He told Mike and Henry about his plan while the three of them were
hanging out at the creek beside the court the next morning, waiting
for Danny to get there. It was a warm, breezy Saturday, not a cloud
in the sky. A perfect day to be messing around outside.

“Are you crazy?” Mike asked. “I mean, do you
really think she’ll go for it?”

“Why not? She loves to bet, and she also
loves to beat me at basketball every chance she gets. Of course
she’ll go for it.”

Henry shook his head. “But even if she bets
you, she probably won’t pay up if she loses.”

“She has to,” Shawn said. “Danny’s not
gonna welch on a bet. She would look like a pussy if she did.”

“Can you imagine if she did lose?”
Henry asked. “Damn, man…I would be in heaven.”

“It would be a fuckload better than those old
Playboys in your nightstand,” Mike said, chuckling, but then he
turned to Shawn again. “But what if you lose?”

Shawn shrugged. “It’s just money. But I
won’t lose. No way.”

Mike and Henry stood shuffling their feet for
a moment, excited at the possibilities, then Henry shyly asked, “So
when are you gonna do it?”

“Why not today?”

The three guys looked at each other with huge
grins on their faces, and soon Mike and Henry were laughing like
idiots.

Danny strolled up a few seconds later, her
backpack slung over her shoulder like always. “What’s so funny?”
she asked.

“Nothing,” Henry said.

“Not a thing,” Mike added.

But as Shawn lagged behind while the other
three ambled over to the basketball court, he muttered under his
breath, “You’ll find out.”

 


* * *

 


The four of them passed the ball around for a
while, just taking random shots and goofing off while they warmed
up. Danny wore her white Atlanta Braves T-shirt and blue gym
shorts, and she ragged on all the guys like usual as they took
turns with the ball. She had never mentioned the incident with
Shawn again, pretty much ignoring the whole event. Shawn had
noticed that she seemed even tougher and bolder around him since
then, though, as if she still had him by the balls, even if it was
just in her mind.

Shawn’s face grew hot as he thought about it.
Fuck it, let’s get this show on the road.

The next time the ball came to him, Shawn
backed up a few steps until he was behind the three-point line. He
tried a shot, but the ball bounced off the rim.

“Not even close,” Danny said, chuckling as
she went after the rebound and sank it with a jumper.

“I’m getting better,” Shawn said, retrieving
the ball and going back behind the line. He took his time with this
shot, but it hit the rim again and bounced away.

“Never gonna happen,” Danny said,
laughing.

“Shut up and give me the ball again,” Shawn
said. He dribbled for a few seconds then stared hard at the basket
like he was trying to intimidate it. This time when he took the
shot, the ball landed on the rim, wobbled for a second, then fell
through the net.

“Yes!” Shawn crowed, fist in the air.

“That wasn’t skill, that was luck,” Danny
grumbled. But what the girl didn’t know was that Shawn had mastered
that shot and could land the ball wherever he wanted; those first
two shots hit the rim on purpose because that’s what Shawn was
aiming at.

“No, I really am getting better,” Shawn said.
“In fact, I’ll bet I can sink three of those in a row.”

Danny burst out laughing. “Oh, yeah? Fuck,
why not? I don’t mind taking your money. How about ten bucks?”

Shawn shook his head as he dug into the
pocket of his shorts. “Naw, that’s too tame.” He pulled out a
folded wad of bills and leafed through them. “How about…okay, I’ve
got two hundred bucks here and I’m ready to bet it all.”

“Two hundred?” Danny gasped. “Are you
crazy?”

“Nope, that’s all the cash I saved up over
the summer and I’m willing to lay it all on the line.”

Danny put a hand on her hip, eyebrow raised.
“You are fucking insane. You’ll never make three in a row.”

“If that’s what you think, then bet me.”

“Well…I’d love to, but I can’t cover that.
I’ve got a little over a hundred back at the house, but that’s it.
So let’s make it a hundred, okay?”

“No way, man. It’s all or nothing.”

Danny stood there thinking for a moment, then
she barked out a sharp laugh. “Oh, I get it. You know you
can’t make three in a row, so you picked a bet you knew I wouldn’t
take!”

“Bullshit! I just wanted to make things
interesting.”

“And you don’t think a hundred bucks is
interesting? That’s a shitload of money!”

Now it was Shawn’s turn to stand there
thinking for a moment, although he already knew exactly what he was
going to say. “Tell you what, I’ve got an idea. If you win, you get
the two hundred bucks. But if you lose, you don’t have to pay me a
dime.”

“Yeah, right,” Danny snorted. “If I lose, you
don’t get anything?”

“I didn’t say that. I just said you wouldn’t
owe me any money.”

“That doesn’t make any sense. So what’s the
fucking bet?”

“If I lose, you get the money. But if
you lose…you have to strip naked.”

Danny froze in place, eyes and mouth open
wide. “Oh, shit. You really are out of your fucking
mind.”

“What’s the matter, you scared?”

Danny looked at Mike and Henry, who were
watching the spectacle without saying a word. “Did he hit his
fucking head before I got here or something?” Mike just shrugged
and Henry looked down at his shoes, so Danny tuned to Shawn again.
“Seriously, are you brain damaged?”

“No. What’s the matter, you scared I’ll
win?”

“There’s no way you’ll win.”

“Then what are you afraid of?”

“I’m not afraid of anything, it’s just a
crazy bet!”

“You made Henry pull down his pants that
time. It’s the same fucking thing!”

“No, it’s…it’s…” Huffing, Danny put both
hands on her hips now and starting pacing in slow circles. She
really wanted that two hundred bucks, and she had never seen Shawn
sink that many three-pointers in a day, much less in a row…so why
was she so nervous? She would sooner die than strip naked in front
of her three best friends, but there was no fucking chance of that
happening. None. Zero. Zilch.

She stopped pacing and looked at Shawn again.
“Make it ten shots. If you have to sink ten in a row, I’ll take the
bet.”

Now it was Shawn’s turn to laugh. “No fucking
way. That’s not even remotely fair. Tell you what, how about
five?”

“No, ten.”

“Like I said, no fucking way! I’m betting
every cent I’ve got on this, and you won’t lose a penny no matter
what happens!”

They stared at each other for a moment, and
Shawn could see the wheels turning in Danny’s head…see her
imagining what she could do with all that cash…

Danny finally nodded. “Okay, it’s a bet.”

Shawn’s eyes lit up. “You sure? That means if
I sink five in a row, you have to strip naked right here, right
now. Shoes, socks, everything, down to the skin.”

“I know what it means, idiot,” Danny
drawled. “But I’m telling you, it’s not gonna happen.”

“You guys are my witnesses,” Shawn told Mike
and Henry. “If she loses, she can’t back out of it.”

“Hey, I’ve never welched on a bet in my life,
have I?” Danny snapped.

“No, you haven’t, but—”

“So stop running your mouth and take your
stupid shots!”

Mike had been holding the ball, and he tossed
it to Shawn. Shawn dribbled as he walked back to the three-point
line with Danny at his heels.

“Don’t even think about crossing that line,”
she warned. “If I even see a toe go over, the shot doesn’t
count.”

Smirking, Shawn stepped back until he was a
foot behind the line. Danny moved to the side to give him room, and
Mike and Henry spread away from the hoop. Shawn bounced the ball a
few times and got ready for his first shot.

Despite all the hours of practice, he was
still nervous. That two hundred bucks really was all the money he’d
saved up over the summer, and it was the money he used to take Tina
out on Saturday nights. If he lost it, he’d be sitting home on the
weekends from now on. But he couldn’t lose it; he’d nailed
that three-pointer down until he could make the shot almost every
time. He might miss once or twice out of every ten shots, but all
he had to do now was sink five. And if he did, Danny was getting
naked right here in broad daylight, in front of everybody.

Shawn bounced the ball one last time, then he
aimed it at the basket and let it fly. It swooshed through the net
without touching the rim.

“Fucking luck,” Danny grumbled. “No way
you’ll make the next one.”

But Shawn did make the next one, and
also the third. His fourth shot grazed the rim, but it also went
in. Now Danny was pacing in circles again, and Mike and Henry were
watching from the sidelines with huge grins on their faces.

Shawn bounced the ball a few times, sweat
dripping down his arms and into his palms. He wiped them on his
grungy T-shirt then dribbled a few more times before he took aim.
Danny stared at the ball with hate in her eyes, shouting miss,
miss, miss inside her head. Shawn took a deep breath, held it,
then let the ball fly. His aim was a little off and the ball
skidded off the back of the rim and hit the backboard, jittering up
and down for a second, but then it slowly rolled forward and fell
through the hoop.

Danny felt shell-shocked. Some distant part
of her brain could hear Shawn cheering and see Mike and Henry
high-fiving each other, but her body was numb and her head felt
like it was stuffed with cotton. She stood there swaying on her
feet for a few seconds until the three guys walked up to her, all
of them smirking.

“Time to pay up,” Shawn said.

“It’s impossible,” Danny said, her lips
barely moving. “There’s no way you could’ve done that.”

“Sure I did. You saw it with your own fucking
eyes! I told you I was getting better.”

Danny’s mouth had gone dry and she still
couldn’t move. Shawn, Mike, and Henry were staring at her like they
were hungry lions and she was the wounded antelope. The girl took a
step back from them and wiped the sweaty hair away from her face.
“Okay, hang on a minute.”

“Hang on for what?” Mike asked. “Shawn beat
you fair and square!”

“Yeah, I know, I mean, I guess,” Danny
stammered. “But it’s not…I mean, I can’t…”

“Sure you can,” Shawn said firmly, arms
crossed on his chest. “Remember what you said a few minutes ago?
You’ve never welched on a bet in your life.”

Danny’s mind was racing, trying to come up
with any reason, any excuse, any loophole to get her out of the
mess. “Wait, wait, I’ve got it! Let’s do double or nothing!”

Shawn laughed. “What does that mean? You’re
gonna strip, put your clothes back on, then strip again? No way,
that’s bullshit!”

“No, but we could come up with something
else!”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know, just…anything!”

Danny was pacing frantically now, one hand on
her hip, the other nervously swiping the hair out of her face every
few seconds. Her skin was damp with sweat and her thin T-shirt and
tight shorts looked like they were molded to her lean, toned body.
As Shawn watched her, a crazy idea popped into his mind. It was
even crazier than the plan to get her naked, but since that
had worked, why not go for the gold?

Mike and Henry were both staring at Shawn
expectantly. “Did you think of something?” Mike asked, although he
and Henry both secretly hoped the answer was no. They were ready to
see Danny peel those clothes off as soon as possible.

Shawn opened his mouth to speak, but his
tongue was stuck to the roof of his mouth. He couldn’t believe he
was about to say these words. “Okay, double or nothing,” he told
Danny. “I’ll shoot five more baskets. If I miss any, you’re off the
hook. But if I make them all, you still have to strip…and then you
have to blow me.”

For a moment, nobody spoke and nobody moved.
Mike, Henry, and Danny all stared at Shawn like he had lost his
mind. Then Mike and Henry both chuckled nervously as Danny’s entire
body started trembling with rage.

“What the fuck did you just say?”

“You heard me.”

“Are you some kind of lunatic?” Danny hissed.
“I’m not kidding. Did you fry your brain or something?”

“You wanted double or nothing. That’s the
bet, take it or leave it.”

“You’ve gone over the edge. The cops ought to
haul your crazy ass to jail.”

“Hey, you don’t have to do it,” Mike
said. “You could just strip and get it over with.”

Danny was still trembling, and now she had
wrapped her arms around her chest as if she were cold. “You have to
come up with something else. Something that’s not batshit
crazy.”

“Just stick with the original bet,” Henry
told her. He was so ready to see Danny naked that his palms were
sweating.

“No! There’s gotta be something else we can
bet!” She started pacing again, still hugging her body. Her mind
was racing and she could barely think. This couldn’t be real; it
had to be some crazy, fucked-up dream. “Look, what if…okay, I know.
I’ll throw in that hundred bucks of mine. How about that?”

Shawn shook his head. “Nah, I’ve got plenty
of cash.”

“It’s a hundred bucks, asshole! Who doesn’t
need an extra hundred bucks?”

“Just chill out, okay? We can always stick
with the original bet, like Henry said.”

A part of Danny knew she should say okay and
do it. Strip down, let the guys get an eyeful, then get dressed
again and get on with her life. But she knew things would never be
the same again if she did that. They would know what she looked
like naked, and every time they all got together, they would replay
those gross images in their heads. Plus, if she gave up now, Shawn
would win and she would look like the biggest loser in the
world.

Fuck it, she thought. Hitting those
five shots in a row was pure dumb luck. There’s no way in hell he
can do that again.

“Okay,” she finally said. “I’ll take your
bet. Double or nothing.”

Shawn chuckled. “You don’t sound so
sure.”

“I said I’d do it, didn’t I?”

“But if you lose…” Henry said, his eyes
shining. “You remember what happens, right?”

I’m not losing, you prick, Danny
thought, but she only nodded in response.

Shawn scooped the ball off the ground and
started dribbling. “Okay, then. Let’s get this show on the road.”
As he went back to the line, he was a lot more nervous than he had
been before. Seeing Danny naked was one thing, but getting the
chance to put his cock in her mouth was another. The truth was, he
had never been blown before. He’d been screwing Tina for months
now, but she refused to suck his dick. She said it was “gross” and
“nasty” and “something hookers do,” so she wouldn’t even give it a
try. Shawn had been dying to see how it felt; if his first time
could be with Danny, that would be even more amazing—especially
since he knew how much she would be hating it the whole time.

Everybody cleared back to give Shawn room as
he took his first shot. Just like before, the first one fell
through the net without touching the rim. Danny watched nervously,
trembling so hard now that her teeth nearly chattered. But then
Shawn’s second shot glanced off the rim and hit the backboard, and
Danny gasped with joy as the ball teetered on the edge…but then it
fell sideways through the hoop and Danny swore under her breath and
clenched her fists.

Shawn hit the third shot easily, then the
fourth. Mike and Henry were so excited now they could hardly stand
still, and Danny was so nervous she could barely watch. Her whole
body was vibrating like a tuning fork, and a sick, heavy feeling
had settled in her stomach.

Taking a deep breath, Shawn launched his last
shot. It swished through the hoop with barely a whisper.

Danny staggered backward. The world seemed to
be spinning, and she felt like she was about to throw up. All three
of the boys were staring at her with evil grins on their faces. The
girl took another step back, then another.

“Hey, where are you going?” Shawn asked.

“I need some water,” Danny muttered. She
turned and fast-walked to the log beside the creek where she had
left her backpack, but she could hear the guys following at her
heels. She unzipped the backpack with shaking hands and took out
her water bottle, then gulped down a few swallows. Shawn, Mike, and
Henry had surrounded her by then, forming a loose half-circle
around her.

“What the hell are you guys staring at?”
Danny asked, trying to sound tougher than she felt.

“Just making sure you’re not trying to run
away,” Shawn answered. The whole thing still felt like a dream to
him, but that hadn’t stopped his dick from growing hard inside his
shorts.

Danny laughed, still trying to sound brave,
but it came out harsh and ugly. She was doing her best to act calm
and casual, but her mind was racing as she tried to figure a way
out of the horrible fucking mess she’d gotten herself into.

“That was pretty funny,” she finally
said.

“What?” Shawn asked.

“All that bullshit about a blowjob.”

“That wasn’t bullshit. You made the bet and
you lost.”

Danny choked out another scared laugh. “Yeah,
right. Like you really expected that to happen. We all know you
were just horsing around. Right, guys?” She looked at Mike, then
Henry, but they only stared back without reacting.

“Nobody was horsing around,” Shawn confirmed.
“You made the bet, and now you need to pay up.”

“Come on, get real. You think—I mean, what,
I’m supposed to get down on my knees and blow you right here?”
Danny took another sip of water, but her hands were trembling so
badly that most of it dribbled down her chin and onto her shirt.
She rubbed at the wet spot, and all the guys stared at her braless
tits moving under her sweaty shirt. The girl realized what they
were looking at and stopped rubbing, crossing her arms over her
chest instead. Her mind was still racing, trying to come up with
any solution. “Look, we all know the bet was bullshit. I’ll give
you that hundred bucks the next time you’re over at my house,
because that’s what the real bet should’ve been.”

Shawn shook his head. “No way.”

“Hey, we can go right now if you want,” Danny
said, shoving her water bottle back in her backpack. “That way you
don’t have to worry about it. Or we can play some more hoops and
swing by my house later, whatever you—”

“You’re the one who’s bullshitting,”
Shawn said. “You know that wasn’t the bet. You’re just pissed off
that you lost and you don’t want to pay up.”

“No, I just know that your bet was crazy and
stupid and probably against the law, and I know you’re not dumb
enough to try to go through with it.”

Danny looked from face to face, hoping at
least one of the guys would seem nervous or uncertain by now,
because if she could get one of them on her side, maybe she could
wriggle her way out of this insanity. But instead, all three of
them stood with their eyes gleaming and their teeth slightly bared,
a weird mix of triumph and flat-out horniness on their faces.

“The bet was real, and you took it,” Mike
told her.

“And you lost,” Henry added, “so now you have
to pay up.”

Danny rubbed the sweaty hair away from her
face. She needed to stall them, give them some time to snap back to
reality. “Yeah, okay, sure, whatever. But not here. We can go back
to my house and—”

“No, here’s fine,” Shawn said.

Danny flapped her arms. “We’re right out here
in the open! Anybody could—”

“We’re the only ones who come here,” Mike
interrupted. “Nobody’s gonna see anything.”

Danny was pacing in tiny circles now,
fidgeting with her hair, her clothes, biting her lip, clenching her
fists. Fuck, fuck, fuck! The guys weren’t gonna let this go.
None of them had ever welched on a bet, not ever. If she just said
fuck it and ran home, they would never let her live it down.
They would hound her and hound her until they drove her crazy.
Either that or they would just cut her out of the group, and then
she’d be totally alone. But what would be worse; having the guys
pissed off at her, or stripping naked then letting Shawn put his
thing in her mouth?

She stopped pacing then shook her head
violently. “No way. This is fucking crazy.” She scooped her
backpack off the ground and turned to leave, but Shawn was blocking
her way.

“Where the fuck are you going?”

“I’m going home. The rest of you losers can
do whatever you want.”

“You’re not going anywhere until you settle
the bet,” Shawn told her, moving closer. Mike and Henry stepped
forward, too, tightening the circle.

Danny coughed out another ugly laugh. “What,
you guys are gonna force me to do it? That’s fucking
insane.” But none of them moved an inch, and their faces were dead
serious. All three stood so close that Danny was nearly overwhelmed
by the sour, sweaty boy smells drifting off of them.

Okay, now what? Think, think, think!
This was ridiculous. Totally impossible. Danny always told herself
that she wasn’t just tougher than any of the guys, she was also
smarter. But now she had to prove it. She had to figure out a way
to get out of this mess without losing all of her fucking dignity
and without letting these three idiots gang up on her, because she
could handle any of them one on one, but not all three at once.

She took a deep breath; there was no way to
get out of the bet altogether, but maybe she could minimize the
damage. These guys were stupid and horny, and if they saw some bare
skin, they’d probably calm down and stay happy for the rest of the
day.

“Okay, fine, is this what you want?” She
grabbed the bottom of her T-shirt and yanked it up to her chin,
exposing her tits. They were the size of oranges and perfectly
round, the skin a pale white compared to the tan on the rest of her
body. Her nipples were hard, and her whole chest was still damp
with sweat.

All three guys stared at Danny’s tits in awe,
and after a few seconds she pulled her shirt down again. “Are you
happy?” she asked. “Can we forget about all this other bullshit
now?”

“No, that wasn’t the bet,” Shawn said.

“Not even close,” Mike confirmed.

Danny took another deep breath. She hadn’t
expected that to work, but it was worth a try. Okay, then, she had
to go all the way. But seeing those dumb expressions a few seconds
ago convinced her that her second plan would work; if she stripped,
the guys would be so hypnotized that they wouldn’t be able to
speak, move, or do anything else. So she would rip off her clothes,
let them get a good look, then get dressed again while they were
standing there with their tongues hanging out. That way nobody
could say she had welched on the bet, even if she only followed
through with the first part of it. The guys would realize the
second part was crazy and stupid anyway, and they would be happy
they at least got an eyeful. Hell, she was guessing Mike and Henry
had never even seen a girl naked before in real life, so both of
them might pass out right on the spot.

“Okay, okay!” she snapped. “Back up and give
me some fucking room!” The guys obliged by taking a step back, but
they were still within arm’s reach of her, which made Danny more
nervous than ever. Just do this fast, get it over with, then get
on with your fucking life, she told herself.

The girl grabbed the bottom of her T-shirt
and pulled it over her head, then flung it violently to the ground.
Now those pale, sweaty tits were on full display, along with all
that smooth skin across her flat, toned stomach. All three guys
were wide-eyed again, and Henry let out a little moan as he stared
at Danny’s bare torso. Shit, even her bare back was sexy! Then
Danny bent over to pull her sneakers off, and those tits were
hanging down from her body and jiggling like mad as she tugged at
the laces. She yanked off one, then another, then she pulled off
her sweaty socks, yanking at her clothes like she was furious with
them instead of with the guys. Then, without giving herself time to
chicken out, Danny stood up straight again and stuck her thumbs
down the sides of her gym shorts. She shoved them to the ground and
kicked them away, then did the same thing with her plain white
panties.

“There you go,” she said spreading her arms
wide. “Is that what you wanted?” The girl was trying to act brave,
but her whole body trembled as she stood there naked in front of
the three guys. Their eyes had gone glassy as they stared at her
long legs, her round, tight ass, and the messy thatch of dark hair
between her legs that looked like it had never even been trimmed.
All three had raging hard-ons now, and Henry was panting like he
had just run a race.

Danny spun in a slow circle, arms still held
out to her sides. Her cheeks were flaming red, and her voice
cracked when she spoke again. “Okay, that’s it, you’ve seen it all.
Show’s over, assholes.” She bent over to snatch her clothes from
the ground, but they weren’t there. What the fuck? She
whipped her head from side to side. Her shoes and socks were still
there, but where was everything else? “Okay, dickheads, that’s not
funny,” she said, wrapping one arm over her tits and cupping a hand
between her legs. “Where are my fucking clothes?”

“You don’t need them yet,” Shawn told her.
“Not until you pay off the rest of the bet.”

Shit! Now Danny was the one panting as
she furiously scanned the ground, trying to peer around the guys
without getting too close to any of them. Then she noticed that
Mike had his hands behind his back, and she could see a piece of
white cloth fluttering between his legs.

“Give me those!” she barked, reaching out and
exposing her tits again, but Mike just backed away, laughing.

“You still have to suck me off,” Shawn said.
“Then you’ll get them back.”

Oh my fucking god! This wasn’t supposed to
happen! Danny wrapped both arms tight around her body. Her
whole fucking plan was blown! What was she supposed to do now, run
home naked? Her house was two fucking miles away, and the only way
to get there was to go through the center of town!

“Give me those, Mike,” she said, gritting her
teeth. “Or I swear to god, I’ll…”

“You’ll what?” he asked, laughing. “If you
want them so bad, why don’t you come over here and get them?” He
brought one hand out from behind his back and held Danny’s shorts
up at eye level. The girl moved toward him, paused, then took
another quick step forward, exposing her tits again as she grabbed
for the shorts. But Mike yanked them away before her fingers
brushed them, laughing again.

“You fucking…” the girl snarled. “You fucking
prick!”

“Come on, let’s do this,” Shawn said, moving
toward her. Danny spun away, arms wrapped around her body again.
Mike and Henry were behind her now, and both of them were loving
the view of her smooth, curvy ass, which was just as pale as her
tits. Shawn was only two feet away from Danny now, his cock poking
straight out inside his gym shorts. He yanked them down to his
knees, freeing a cock that much bigger than Henry’s.

Danny glanced down, gulped, then looked up
again. No way, no way, no way, this is not fucking
happening. “For the last time, Shawn, this is fucking
insane.”

“You made the bet,” he told her, the words
coming out harsh and slow. “Now pay up.”

Danny shook her head. “Fuck that. No way. I
am not—” Then her head snapped to the side and she saw stars as a
hot, stinging sensation spread across the left side of her face.
What the fuck?! She stared at Shawn dumbly. He
slapped me! The asshole fucking slapped me! Then Shawn took her
by both shoulders and shoved her down, and Danny was so
shell-shocked that she barely resisted. Soon she was on her knees
and that big cock of his was dangling right in front of her
face.

“Suck it,” he ordered, grabbing a fistful of
her sweaty hair and pulling her face into his crotch. Then his dick
was mashed against her cheek, all sour and reeking with sweat, and
his hairy balls were rubbing her chin. Danny struggled as Shawn
used her hair like a handle to move her face around, pushing it
into his crotch, rubbing it all over his cock and balls, but she
was on her knees and still reeling from the slap and this whole
thing felt like some weird, filthy nightmare, and she was trying to
yell things like no! and stop! and don’t! but
then Shawn’s cock was suddenly in her mouth, a huge fleshy thing
that was poking and stabbing, and she was coughing and gagging and
trying to spit it out, but it was way too big and she couldn’t turn
her head away because Shawn still had a tight grip on her hair, and
then she felt someone’s legs bump into her back and a second pair
of hands gripped her shoulders.

“Just stay down,” Mike ordered. He had moved
behind Danny so she couldn’t back away, and now the girl was
trapped between him and Shawn, struggling and floundering on her
knees as Shawn pistoned his hips and jabbed his cock in and out of
the girl’s mouth. Henry stayed a few feet back, watching with a
dreamy look on his face and a raging erection inside his shorts.
The whole thing looked more like a fight than sex, with Danny
thrashing and Shawn jerking his hips wildly and Mike gripping the
girl’s shoulders with his feet planted far apart for balance. And
even though a little voice way back in the dark corners of Henry’s
mind was saying, whoa, wait a minute, this is really fucked
up, all he could focus on was Danny’s bare back and the curve
of her ass and the way those pale tits of her shook like crazy as
she struggled to get away from the stiff cock invading her
mouth.

Even though Danny wasn’t doing a damn thing,
Shawn was moaning like he was getting blown by a thousand-dollar
hooker. He stared down at the girl as his dick rammed in and out of
her slack mouth, gliding over those plump, pouty lips. Danny’s eyes
had glazed over now and she was barely struggling anymore, just a
feeble twitch every few seconds. Shawn’s meaty balls, which were
slapping the girl’s chin with every thrust, suddenly started
tingling like mad. Then the tingling became a buzzing and soon his
whole cock was vibrating like he’d stuck it in an electric
socket.

“Oh, shit!” he gasped. “Fuck!” Then he pulled
Danny’s face tight into his crotch as his dick exploded, shooting
blast after blast of cum into the startled girl’s mouth. Danny
squealed and coughed as the gooey stuff coated her tongue and the
inside of her cheeks, so much that some of it leaked out of the
corner of her mouth. Shawn kept stabbing and stabbing, a crazed
look on his face, grunting like a caveman as he emptied his balls
inside Danny’s mouth. Then he finally let out a long, anguished
moan as the last weak shot dribbled out, and he took a step back
and slid his wet, sloppy dick out of Danny’s mouth.

Danny fell forward on her hands and knees,
coughing and hacking. She spat over and over, desperately trying to
get as much of the gooey stuff out of her mouth as possible, but
some of it was stuck to the back of her throat. She coughed
violently, her whole body shaking as strands of sticky white cum
dangled down from her slack lips.

Shawn yanked his shorts up again and turned
away from the girl, running a hand through his sweaty hair and
breathing hard. But Mike and Henry couldn’t tear their eyes away
from Danny, hypnotized by the way her tits jiggled as they hung
down from her body, her round ass up in the air, dark pussy hair
peeping between her thighs. The girl kept spitting, again and
again, even after nothing else was coming out. Then she let out a
shuddering sigh and hung her head for a moment, her long, dark hair
brushing the grass.

Shawn finally turned around again. He glanced
at Danny, still down on her hands and knees, then at Mike and
Henry. The two of them stared back, obviously waiting to see what
their leader would do next. But Shawn just shrugged; the whole
thing still felt like some bizarre dream.

After a moment Danny raised her head again,
then she leaned back and sat on her heels. Damp strands of hair
hung in her face and her lips were still sticky and shining. She
looked at Shawn, then without warning she bolted to her feet and
dashed behind the biggest oak tree at the edge of the creek.

Mike and Henry shuffled over to Shawn. “Um…”
Mike began. “What now?”

Danny was totally hidden by the tree, but the
guys could hear little whimpering sounds coming from back there.
Shawn just shrugged again, but then he leaned toward the tree and
called out, “Hey.”

No answer, just more whimpering sounds.

“Hey, are you okay?”

The sounds stopped, and after a moment Danny
spat out, “No, I’m not fucking okay!”

Shawn kicked at the ground. “Well…you’re the
one who agreed to the bet.”

“Fuck you!”

“You could’ve said no. We didn’t have to do
double or nothing.”

Silence again. Mike walked over and scooped
Danny’s clothes off the ground then held them out to Shawn. “Should
we…?”

“You’re a fucking asshole!” Danny called out
from behind the tree. “All three of you! All three of you
suck!”

Mike gave the other two a sly grin then
called out, “No, you suck! But it looks like you’re not very
good at it.”

Danny stuck her head out from behind the
tree. Her face was still a mess, and her hair looked like she had
just rolled out of bed. “What the fuck did you say?”

“You heard me,” Mike muttered.

“I can’t believe you…any of you. All
of you ought to be locked up!”

“For what?” Shawn shot back. “Asking you to
pay up after you lost a bet? Like I told you, it was your fucking
choice!”

Danny stared at him, fuming, then she looked
at Mike and thrust out a hand. “Give me my fucking clothes!” When
Mike didn’t move, Danny snapped her fingers and snarled, “Come on,
asshole! Hurry up!”

The three guys looked at each other. They had
all been feeling a little sorry for the girl, but now she was back
to her old self again.

“You want these?” Mike asked, dangling
Danny’s clothes in the air. “Come and get them.”

“Fuck you! This stupid game is over!”

“Like I said, come take them,” Mike repeated.
“Unless you’re scared, that is.”

Danny snorted out a laugh. “Scared of what?
Of you?”

“Remember how we used to wrestle? It’s been a
long time, but I’ll bet I can still take you.”

“You could never take me, dumbfuck. I
beat your ass all the time!”

“Bullshit. I’ll bet I could pin you in thirty
seconds flat.”

“You are out of your fucking mind,” Danny
hissed, teeth gritted. “I’m not wrestling you.”

“Then you’re not getting these back,” Mike
taunted, waving the girl’s clothes in the air.

Danny stood there fuming for a moment, eyes
narrowed to slits, then she stomped out from behind the tree with
one arm crossed over her tits and the other cupped between her
legs. She marched over to Mike and grabbed for her clothes, giving
the guys another look at her bare tits in the process, but Mike
jerked the clothes away. Danny huffed and reached for them again
but Mike kept backing away from her, laughing the whole time. The
two did a weird little dance with Mike dodging from side to side,
waving Danny’s clothes in the air like a flag, as the girl grabbed
frantically for them. She kept one hand over her crotch the whole
time, but Shawn and Henry still had a perfect view of her tits and
her ass.

Danny finally stopped chasing Mike and
clapped her arm over her tits again. “Goddammit, Mike, cut that
out!”

“Let’s make a bet like you did with Shawn. If
you can pin me, I’ll give you back your clothes.”

“Are you fucking deaf? I already said I’m not
wrestling you!”

“Yeah, you’re definitely scared. Check it
out, guys, Danny’s a chickenshit!”

“Fuck you!” Danny spat, her naked body
trembling with rage. “Tell you what, asshole, I will wrestle
you. Give me back my clothes and—”

“No way. If I do that, you’ll back out.”

Danny coughed out another ugly laugh. “You
think I’m gonna wrestle you naked? You must be stupider than
you look!”

“Okay, whatever. Guess you don’t want your
clothes back, then.”

Danny stood fuming for a few seconds, teeth
gritted, chest heaving. Her cheeks had bloomed bright red again and
her eyes were wide and wild, almost feral. Then she suddenly let
out a growl and rushed at Mike, grabbing for her clothes with both
hands. Mike stumbled backwards, nearly falling down, but he managed
to keep his footing as he backpedaled towards a flat grassy spot a
few yards away. Then, as Danny charged toward him, he flung her
clothes to the side, planted his feet, and raised his hands to
shoulder height.

The naked girl crashed into him, sending both
of them to the ground. Danny landed on top of Mike, her tits mashed
against his chest, her naked pussy grinding against his crotch. She
was scrambling to get to her feet again and go after her clothes,
but Mike wrapped his arms around her waist and held her tight.
Danny threw her body sideways and the two rolled around on the
grass for a few seconds, first Mike on top, then Danny, then Mike
again. Shawn and Henry had dashed over and stood watching the
spectacle with gaping mouths.

“Told you I could pin you,” Mike growled, his
mouth inches from Danny’s face. He was on top of her, but the girl
was kicking and squirming so much that he couldn’t keep his hands
on her shoulders. His face had gone all hot and sweaty, and not
just from rolling around on the ground; having Danny’s naked body
mashed against him had given him a massive boner that was twitching
like crazy beneath his shorts.

Danny could feel that hardon pressing into
her and started struggling more fiercely, trying to get away from
it. Her clothes were only a few feet away; if she could get Mike
off her for two seconds, she could scramble over there and grab
them. The girl thrashed her legs, using her knees to force Mike’s
legs apart. He was so focused on getting a grip on her sweaty
shoulders that he didn’t even notice, and his eyes opened wide in
shock as Danny drove a knee up into his groin.

“Ahhhhggghh!” he groaned, collapsing on top
of her. It was a clumsy attack, but she’d still nailed him hard
enough to make him retch. His balls were burning, and daggers of
pain were shooting through his thighs and stomach. Danny tried to
wriggle out from under him, but with Mike’s full weight now
pressing down on her, she couldn’t budge. She kept on thrashing,
flailing her arms and legs, but Mike just laid there on top of her
moaning, his face pressed into her neck. Danny could feel his hot
breath on her skin, and Mike’s chest heaved as the pain washed
through him.

Shawn and Henry stood there like statues,
mesmerized by the site of Mike sprawled out on top of Danny’s naked
body, her legs spread wide, both of them panting like they’d just
finished a marathon fuckfest. Then Mike finally raised his head
again and locked eyes with Danny, his breath coming out shallow and
ragged. “So, y-you want to fight dirty?” he asked. “Fine, I can
fight dirty too!”

Growling, Mike planted his hands on the
ground and launched his upper body off of Danny, but before she
could react, he grabbed her by both shoulders and rolled her over
face-down, then let himself drop on top of her again. Now she was
lying on her stomach with her arms stretched over her head like she
was flying, and Mike was sprawled on top of her with his aching
crotch pressed into the girl’s soft ass and one hand on each of her
wrists. Danny wriggled and squirmed, but Mike’s weight kept her
pinned. All the wriggling managed to do was mash her ass cheeks
tighter against Mike’s cock, which was still hard as ever despite
the blow to his balls.

“You know what?” he muttered, his mouth
pressed to Danny’s ear. “We are gonna make a bet. If you
beat me, you get your clothes back. But if I beat you, I get
to fuck you.”

Danny squirmed harder. “No fucking way!” she
snarled, her voice muffled by the ground. Her arms were useless but
she could still kick her legs, hammering both heels down over and
over into the backs of Mike’s thighs. At first he just grunted and
took the blows, but Danny’s legs were strong as hell and he finally
shifted his weight as he tried to get out of her reach. Danny took
that opportunity to launch her body sideways as hard as she could,
catching Mike off guard and sending him sprawling off her.

The naked girl scrambled to her knees, her
dark, sweaty hair sticking out in all directions. She whipped her
head from side to side until she spied her clothes on the ground a
few feet away, close to where Shawn and Henry were standing. She
stood up, ready to push past the guys to get to her clothes, but
then she froze when she saw the looks on their faces. Would they
try to stop her?

That extra second was all Mike needed. He had
scrambled to his feet at the same time Danny did, and while she was
standing there deciding what to do, he rushed up behind her and
wrapped his arms around her in a bear hug. The girl gasped and
started thrashing again, but Mike had a tight grip on her. He spun
her sideways, trying to force her to the ground, but Danny managed
to keep her feet on the ground as she yelled and jabbed at Mike
with her elbows. He just laughed and shook her around like a rag
doll for a moment, then he slid both hands up to her tits and
squeezed them hard.

“Ow!” she yelped. “Stop it, asshole!”

“I told you, I can play dirty too!” he shot
back. Mike kept his hands on Danny’s tits as he spread his legs
wide, flexed his knees, then launched himself forward. The girl
stumbled a few steps then fell flat on her face again with Mike on
top of her, just like before.

The girl laid there panting, the wind knocked
out of her, as Mike pulled his arms out from under her body and
planted them across her shoulders, pushing Danny’s face harder
against the ground. The girl didn’t move, and after a few seconds
Mike hissed, “Yes! I win!” But instead of getting up, he kept his
body pressed to the girl’s. Even after all that tussling, his dick
was still as hard as ever.

“G-get off me,” Danny finally mumbled, her
cheek mashed against the grass.

Mike shook his head. “Not yet. Not til you
pay up!”

“Get…the fuck…off me,” Danny repeated,
trying to wriggle away again, but at that point she didn’t have an
ounce of strength left and could barely move a muscle.

Mike raised his body up a few inches, but
instead of letting Danny go, he reached down between his legs and
started fumbling with his shorts. Shawn and Henry couldn’t believe
it when they heard him unzip his fly.

“Dude, is he gonna…” Henry asked,
gulping.

“I don’t know,” Shawn muttered, then he
called out, “Hey, Mike.”

“Don’t bother me,” Mike grunted. He had freed
his cock now and was nudging Danny’s thighs with his knees, trying
to force her legs open wider.

“S-stop it!” Danny grunted.

“Shut up!”

Shawn said, “Seriously, dude, do you
think—”

“She lost the bet,” Mike interrupted,
grunting as he fumbled between Danny’s thighs. He had her legs
splayed now and was poking his cock against her pussy. Holy
shit, his dick was rubbing against Danny’s cunt lips! He poked
and prodded, but the girl’s pussy was dry and the angle was awkward
and he hadn’t even pulled down his shorts, his dick was just
sticking out his fly, and the metal teeth on the zipper were
rubbing harshly against his shaft. Mike bucked his hips weakly, but
his cock just slid uselessly against Danny’s inner thigh. That
skin-on-skin contact was almost enough to make him blow his load,
but Mike was mad with lust now and there was no way he was going to
lose the chance to fuck Danny Dixon.

He wedged a hand down between her thighs.
Danny whimpered and swore under her breath as Mike tried to jam a
couple of fingers inside her, but her cunt was still bone-dry and
he couldn’t make it past his fingertips. Fuming, Mike shot a look
over his shoulder at Shawn and Henry. “Anybody got—hey, in Danny’s
backpack! Grab her sunscreen!”

Shawn didn’t move, but Henry dashed over to
the beat-up old backpack lying in its usual spot by the fallen log
and pulled out the tube of sunscreen. He brought it to Mike and put
it in his outstretched hand, trying to steal a glimpse at Danny’s
face at the same time. But the girl’s cheek was still mashed to the
grass and her dark hair was everywhere, and all Henry could see was
her parted lips and her chin as Danny lay there breathing hard.

Mike fumbled with the sunscreen, squeezing a
blob of it into his palm then slathering it onto his raging cock.
This time when he jabbed the head of it against Danny’s pussy, the
first inch slid right in.

“Ow!” Danny squealed. “Stop it, you asshole!
Are you out of your fucking mind?” She clawed feebly at the ground,
but was still so exhausted she could barely move.

“Shut up,” Mike snapped, grinding his hips
and sliding another inch of his cock inside Danny’s cunt. It was so
smooth and so tight, like a silk glove. He pushed deeper inside,
Danny whimpering beneath him the whole time. After a minute he was
buried to the balls, that virgin cunt of hers gripping his dick so
hard it was nearly painful. He rose up on his elbows and moaned.
Holy shit! He was fucking a girl! And not just any girl—he was
fucking Danny Dixon!

Mike had no idea what to do then; he had
watched plenty of porn movies, but it was different when you
were the one doing the fucking. He eased his cock back an inch,
then sank it deep again. Fuck, that felt so good! He did it again,
moaning the whole time. He knew he should be pulling out farther
and moving his hips faster, but now that he had his dick buried in
Danny’s cunt, he wanted to leave it there forever.

The girl had stopped clawing at the ground,
and now her whole body was shaking; was she angry, or crying…or was
Danny actually getting off on this, too?

Mike got his answer when the girl raised her
cheek off the ground and muttered, “You fucking prick. I fucking
hate you.”

Mike snorted out a laugh. “Oh, you’re gonna
be like that, huh?” He pulled his cock out nearly all the way,
leaving just the head inside her, then he slammed it back in. It
went in easier this time, but Danny still grunted in pain. “How do
you like that?” Mike asked, repeating the process. Now his cock was
moving in and out pretty easy, and he was able to jerk his hips
back and forth a lot faster. Fuck, that felt good! His cock was
already tingling, and every time he rammed it home, his balls
mashed against Danny’s soft ass cheeks.

While Mike moaned with pleasure, Danny kept
trembling and swearing through gritted teeth. “You
fuh…fuh…fucking…fucking asshole,” she muttered, her voice muffled
by the ground.

“Yeah, keep talking,” Mike told her, pumping
his hips faster. His heart was pounding now, and he was breathing
so fast his chest was heaving. His dick was buzzing like crazy, and
his balls were almost ready to burst. “You lost f-fair and
s-square, and now…now…now you…ahhhhh!” Mike jammed his cock all the
way in and howled as he flooded Danny’s cunt with his cum, spurt
after spurt of it exploding inside her. His hips bucked like crazy
as he kept on shooting with his head thrown back, eyes closed,
mouth open wide. That wild, amazing feeling seemed to last forever,
then he finally collapsed onto Danny’s sweaty bare back, panting
like he’d just run a marathon. The girl whimpered beneath him,
still trembling.

Mike finally pushed backward with his arms,
his softening dick sliding out of Danny’s messy cunt. He rolled
away, stuffing his sticky cock back inside his shorts and zipping
up again as he glanced up at Shawn and Henry, both of whom were
staring down in amazement. Henry also had his phone in his hand,
but he shoved it in his pocket as Mike stood up.

“What are you doing, calling for help?” Mike
asked.

“Hell no,” Henry answered, then he looked
down at Danny. She was still laying on her stomach, legs spread
wide, her sloppy pussy on full display. A stream of cum had
trickled down her inner thigh, glistening in the sunlight.

“Shit, man,” Shawn muttered. “You think she’s
okay?”

Mike snorted. “You know Danny. She’s tough as
nails, man.”

“Yeah, but…I mean, this is…”

“You really gave her a good pounding,” Henry
said, his voice dreamy as he stared down at the girl. “Good thing
she’s on the pill.” Henry’s cock was making a tent of his shorts,
and it was so hard he couldn’t keep it from twitching on its own.
He turned slightly away so the guys wouldn’t see it, but he kept
his eyes on Danny.

Danny finally pulled her arms close to her
body, moving in slow motion, then she rolled sideways and curled up
in a fetal position with her knees tucked to her chest. The guys
still had a great view of her bare ass, though, and even though
Danny was sweaty and dirty and had bits of grass and leaves stuck
to her, all three of them had a hard time tearing their eyes away
from her naked body.

“So…what now?” Henry asked.

“I don’t know,” Shawn answered. He glanced at
Danny’s clothes strewn on the ground, then he went over and scooped
them up. Mike and Henry thought he might take them to her, but
instead he came back and stood beside them again. The way he held
the crumpled T-shirt and shorts in his hands, kneading the soft
fabric the way a guy might knead a nice set of tits, made the other
two realize that Shawn wasn’t done with the girl yet.

“What are you gonna do, keep those as a
souvenir?” Mike asked, chuckling. Shawn grinned and shrugged, but
he never took his eyes off Danny. Secretly, all three of them were
thinking the same thing; they had Danny Dixon naked and in their
power, and they wanted to make this awesome day last as long as
possible.

“Do you think…” Henry began, fidgeting. “I
mean, what if she tells somebody?”

“Like who?” Mike asked. “Her mom?”

“Or your mom,” Shawn said.

“Or what if she calls the cops?” Henry
asked.

Mike rubbed his chin for a second, then he
looked at Henry. “What were you doing with your phone a while
ago?”

Henry blushed and looked away. “What do you
mean?”

“You know what I mean. You had your phone out
while I was…”

“While you were boning her?”

Mike chuckled nervously. “Yeah, that.”

“I was just…nothing, I wasn’t doing
anything.”

“Come on, butthead, tell me. Were you trying
to take a picture or something?”

“Well…no, not exactly…”

Mike chuckled again. “Come on, you pervert,
just tell me!”

Henry fidgeted for a second and then, still
blushing, he pulled his phone out of his pocket. He tapped a few
menu keys then held the phone out to Mike as a video started
playing.

“Holy shit!” Mike muttered. It was a video of
him on top of Danny, rabbit-fucking her as she lay with her face to
the ground. Her head was turned sideways, toward Henry, but her
eyes were closed so she probably hadn’t seen what he was doing. The
camera was close enough to see how Danny was gritting her teeth
every time Mike slammed into her.

“That’s insane,” Shawn said, laughing. “What
were you gonna do with that?”

Henry shrugged, blushing. “I dunno.”

“Since his parents swiped his computer and
all his internet porn, he was probably gonna jack off to it,” Mike
said, chuckling.

“Give it to me,” a gravely voice said, and
suddenly Danny was right there reaching for the phone. They hadn’t
even seen her get up, but now she was standing there naked right
next to them, one arm covering her tits as she flailed with the
other one. But Henry snatched the phone away and stepped back, and
as Danny went after him, the other two guys moved in on either side
of her. Now Danny was stuck in the middle of a rough circle, the
three guys only inches from her nude body.

The girl spun slowly, looking each of them in
the face. “Listen to me,” she said, her voice as rough as
sandpaper. “This bullshit is fucking over, understand?
You’re gonna give me my clothes, and give me that phone, and I’m
gonna get dressed and delete that stupid video and nobody’s ever
gonna talk about this fucking day ever again, you got it?”

“Says who?” Mike asked.

Danny glared at him for a moment, but then
her eyes slid away from his. “Just do it, okay?” Now her voice had
dropped even lower, and there was more than a hint of fear in it.
Danny wrapped both arms tightly around her body as if she’d just
realized how vulnerable she was to be standing stark naked within
arm’s reach of three horny guys.

“I don’t wanna delete it,” Henry said. “And
you can’t make me.”

“Fuck you, Henry!” Danny spat. “I could
fucking call the police on all of you! I could get you fucking
arrested for rape and you would all go to jail! What do you
fucking think of that?”

“You wouldn’t do that,” Shawn said calmly.
“Because then we would tell the cops about the bet you made that
started all this. Nobody forced you to do anything.”

“Are you fucking kidding? I never—I
didn’t—”

“And what if Henry posted that video on the
internet?” Shawn continued. “He only got the end part, and it
doesn’t look like you’re fighting at all.”

“Yeah, I bet your mom would love to see
that,” Mike added. “And everybody at school, too.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” Danny snapped, but now
her voice was shaking so badly it sounded like she might
cry—something she never did, especially in front of the
guys. But now she was naked and nervous and vulnerable, a position
she wasn’t used to being in. She took a deep breath as she hugged
herself tighter. “Okay, look…let’s make a deal. Give me my clothes
and erase that stupid video, and I promise not to rat on you.”

The guys went quiet for a moment, then Mike
said, “I guess that’s fair.”

Shawn shrugged. “Maybe. I mean, why not?”

But Henry shook his head fiercely. “No way.
It’s on my phone, and I want to keep it.”

“Y-you can’t!” Danny wailed.

“Sure I can,” Henry said. His cock was harder
than ever now, and not just because the girl was naked; it was also
because big, bad Danny was suddenly more timid and scared than they
had ever seen her before, and he wanted to make the moment last as
long as possible.

Danny let out another pathetic wail and
grabbed for the phone, but Henry backpedaled out of her reach. Then
the girl tried to snatch her clothes out of Shawn’s hands, but he
tossed them sideways to Mike, who also backed away. The girl threw
her hands in the air in disgust, then turned and ran behind the
nearest tree again.

Shawn motioned with his head, and the other
two followed him as he moved a little further away from the tree.
“Guys, listen. I don’t think we can keep this up much longer.”

“What do you mean?” Mike asked.

“I mean, she can’t stay out here naked
forever. We have to let her get dressed sometime. And the
video…”

“What about it?” Henry said. “It’s mine, and
I don’t want to erase it.”

“What if she does tell somebody?”
Shawn asked. “Aren’t you guys worried?”

“She won’t tell,” Mike said. “She’d be too
fucking embarrassed.”

“If I keep the video, we’ll always have
something we can use against her,” Henry offered.

Shawn scratched his head. “Yeah, but…I don’t
know if it’s worth the risk.”

The three guys stood there thinking for a
minute, glancing over at the tree from time to time, but Danny
wasn’t making a sound. Henry finally lowered his voice and said,
“Look, this is a once-in-a-lifetime thing we’ve got going here.
Once it’s over, Danny’s probably gonna go back to being all bossy
and bitchy again.”

“Yeah, probably,” Mike agreed. “So what’s
your point?”

“I just think…I want to make the most of it,
that’s all. I mean, when are we gonna get Danny Dixon naked
again?”

“Her body’s hot as hell,” Mike said. “And I
like seeing her running around all naked and nervous.”

Shawn was thinking hard again. “Well, what
if…wait a minute, I’ve got it. A dare!”

“You mean right now?” Mike asked, chuckling.
“Make her do a dare while she’s naked?”

“That can be the deal,” Shawn explained. “If
she does a dare, we’ll give her back her clothes and erase the
video. Game over.”

“That would be awesome,” Henry said, a dreamy
look on his face.

“But which dare?” Mike asked. “How about Mrs.
Henderson’s dog?”

“Or climbing that big fence over by the
park,” Shawn offered.

“Are you kidding?” Henry asked. “What if
someone sees her?”

“That would make it even better,” Mike said,
still chuckling, and soon all three of them had wicked grins on
their faces. Then they started tossing out dares that would get
Danny naked in public, and they got even more excited about the
possibility. The only problem was, they couldn’t all agree on which
dare to go with. They finally decided that since Henry had the
video, and Mike had Danny’s clothes, and Shawn was the one who had
gotten her naked in the first place, they should all get to pick a
dare for Danny to do; three dares, all naked, and then she could
get dressed and go home. But when they walked over to the tree and
made their offer, Danny flat-out refused.

“No way,” said the quivering voice from
behind the tree. “We’re too old for those stupid dares anyway, and
I’m sure as hell not doing one now, like this.”

“So what are you gonna do?” Mike asked. “Walk
home naked?”

“By the time you get there, Henry’s video is
gonna be all over the internet,” Shawn added.

Danny stuck her head out from behind the
tree, her eyes wild, her hair a mess. “Why the fuck—don’t you
even—for fuck’s sake, just stop it!”

“We always did dares before,” Henry reminded
her. “Remember when I wanted to borrow that video game a few years
ago, and you said I had to climb the lamp post by the drugstore
first?”

“We’re not fucking kids anymore! And you
weren’t fucking naked!”

“What’s wrong?” Mike asked. “You scared?”

“You know I’m not fucking scared!” the girl
shot back, but her shaky voice told a different story.

“You sure sound scared to me.”

“You…you don’t…” Danny began, waving a finger
in Mike’s face, but then her eyes slid away from him again like
they had a few minutes before.

“You know what they say, Danny. Money talks
and bullshit walks. If you’re so tough, do the dares and get it
over with.”

The girl shook her head, frowning. “I know
what your plan is. You want to get more videos of me running around
naked so you can blackmail me with those, too!”

Mike chuckled. “That would be awesome, but
no, we won’t do that. Right, Henry?”

Henry shrugged but didn’t say anything.

Danny stared at the ground for a moment, and
the guys could see the wheels in her head spinning. She finally
held out a hand and said, “Give me your phones.”

“Fuck no,” Henry answered.

“Where are you gonna put them?” Mike asked.
“You don’t have any fucking pockets!”

Danny stood there with her teeth gritted,
then she held her hand out again. “Then take out the batteries and
give me those. And bring my backpack over here, too.”

Henry fetched the backpack, then all three of
the guys took the batteries out of their phones and handed them to
Danny. She squatted down behind the tree and rummaged through her
backpack, pulling out a small leather change purse she carried her
money in. “I’m putting these in here,” she said, stuffing the
batteries in with the bills and the coins, then she jammed the
change purse down to the bottom of the backpack’s main compartment.
“You carry this,” she said, shoving the pack into Henry’s hands,
“and if I see any of you reaching for those batteries, the whole
fucking thing is over and I’m gonna scream for the cops as loud as
I can and yell rape. You got that?”

“Why do I have to carry it?” Henry
asked. “Just leave it here until we’re done.”

“My money and my phone’s in there, idiot! I’m
not leaving it here for some kid to steal!”

“You’re the idiot,” Henry shot back,
cheeks burning as he slung Danny’s backpack over one shoulder.

The girl just looked at him, her eyes blazing
but her bottom lip trembling. “Maybe I am. No, I definitely
am for going along with this. But I just want to go home, okay? I
want to get dressed and go home and forget all this bullshit.”

“Then let’s get going,” Shawn said. “You’re
gonna do my dare first. The maple tree by the post office.”

“Are you insane? There’s gonna be tons of
people there!”

“Not on a Saturday. They close at noon, so
the place has been empty for hours.”

“But outside—”

“You just have to do it quick, and stay in
the shade. We’ll be the lookouts, just like always.”

Danny took a deep breath and closed her eyes,
like she was about to jump off the highest diving board at the
community pool. When she opened them again, the fire had died down
quite a bit. “Will you at least give me something to cover up with
while we walk over there?”

“No way,” Mike answered. “The second we give
you any clothes, you’ll haul ass home.”

The girl took another deep breath and let it
out slow. “Whatever,” she muttered, stepping out from behind the
tree. One arm was still wrapped across her tits and the other hand
was over her crotch. “But you’re all walking in front of me.”

“We’ve already seen everything you’ve got,”
Mike said.

“Just go!” Danny urged, and the three guys
smiled at each other then started walking with Danny at their
heels. But the minute the group passed the basketball court and
headed for the road, Danny changed her mind. “No, wait, let me get
in the middle,” she said, and Henry and Mike moved aside to let her
past. They started walking again in a loose cluster, with Shawn in
the lead and the two other guys bringing up the rear. Both of them
stared at Danny’s ass while they walked, which was sweaty and dirty
but also just a few inches in front of them, those firm, round ass
cheeks flexing with every step.

The group walked along the side of the road,
keeping a good ten feet from the pavement. Not many cars were out,
but every time one passed them, Danny bent her knees and hunched
her shoulders, doing her best to hide behind the others. “I can’t
believe I’m fucking doing this,” she mumbled, but none of the guys
answered her. The group walked in silence to the end of the road
the school was on then turned onto the main road leading into town.
Now there was more traffic, and Danny trembled with anxiety as they
made their way to the post office at the edge of the town square.
It was only a ten-minute walk from where they started from, but for
Danny it felt like the longest walk of her life.

Grandville’s town square wasn’t much, just a
dozen shops and restaurants and a few city government offices. The
post office sat at one corner of the square, tucked behind a couple
of big trees and a row of chest-high bushes. More trees grew beside
the post office, including a huge maple tree that towered nearly
thirty feet in the air.

The group gathered at the base of the big
maple tree. They were in the shade, partially hidden by the
branches and the row of bushes in front of the building, but there
were still a few people in the square and others passing by on the
sidewalk only twenty feet away.

Danny looked upward at the soaring trunk of
the tree. Branches jutted out every couple of feet, some of them
thin and others as thick as a man’s leg. When they were kids, the
challenge had been to climb halfway up the trunk to one horizontal
branch that was thicker than the rest, scoot out to the middle of
it, and then sit down. They called that seat the “Maple Throne,”
and reaching it wasn’t easy because even though the tree had plenty
of branches, they were spaced pretty far apart. Danny had always
been one of the best climbers in the group, but she and the guys
hadn’t climbed trees in years—and of course, she had never climbed
one naked before.

Danny glanced nervously out at the people
passing by on the square. “I’m only doing this if you guys stand
lookout, like you said you would.”

“Sure, no problem,” Shawn said. He and the
other two spread out a few feet apart and faced the street, trying
to act casual, like they were just hanging out and killing
time.

Danny moved to the base of the tree, grabbed
a branch that was head-high, and rested one foot on the trunk. She
pulled herself up easily, planting her other foot on the lowest
branch. Shit, this feels weird! Her legs were now spread
wide and she could feel the warm breeze caressing her crotch.
Keeping a firm grip on the branch, she snapped her head back over
her shoulder to find all three of the guys staring up at her with
grins on their faces. Her ass was now at eye-level for them, and
with her legs spread so wide, they had a clear view of her exposed
pussy.

“Stop it!” she hissed. “You’re supposed to be
watching for people!”

“We’ll look wherever we want,” Mike said,
staring straight at her crotch. “But fuck, Danny, don’t you ever
shave down there?”

“Fuck you!” she spat, turning back to the
tree. There was no way to cover herself and no way to stop those
assholes from staring at her; all she could do was get this
bullshit over with as soon as possible. She reached above her head
for another branch, her arms and legs stretched wide like a spider
as she slowly made her way up the tree. The bark was rough beneath
her bare feet, and every time a cluster of leaves brushed her
exposed skin, she shuddered. But because she had grown so tall
since the last time she climbed the tree, it didn’t take long to
reach the halfway point where the thickest branch jutted out
horizontally. Once that limb was level with her chest, Danny
planted both hands on it and pushed herself up, swiveling her body
so she landed on it ass-first.

“Ow!” she hissed as the rough bark bit into
her delicate skin. She looked down at the guys below, and Shawn
motioned sideways with his hand. “I know, I know!” Teeth gritted,
Danny used both palms to scoot her body across the limb. The bark
felt like sandpaper against her bare ass, and she let out a little
gasp of pain every time the wood grazed her pussy lips. The girl
made it halfway down the limb without a problem, though, then
paused and wrapped both arms over her chest.

“Is that good enough?” she called down
softly, and Shawn gave her a thumbs-up.

Danny huffed and was about to scoot back
toward the trunk when she heard voices from the direction of the
square. When she peered out between the branches, she saw two men
and two women walking past on the sidewalk, laughing and talking.
They were only twenty feet way, and if they turned and looked up,
they would be staring right at her.

Shit! The girl grabbed a nearby branch
that was bristling with leaves and pulled it to her chest, hunching
her shoulders and tucking her dangling legs back behind the thick
limb. Now only her face was visible, and she watched with wide eyes
as the group of people disappeared down the sidewalk without ever
looking in her direction. She blew out a breath and released the
branch she had been holding, then leaned forward to scowl at the
guys on the ground.

“You assholes were supposed to be—ahhh!”
Danny suddenly pitched forward, the rough bark scraping her ass as
she lost her balance and slid off the front of the limb. She
flailed her arms frantically as she tumbled forward and managed to
snag the branch in front of her, but her body kept falling and soon
she was hanging from the branch by both hands, her naked body
dangling ten feet above the ground.

Mike and Shawn dashed to the spot beneath
her, looking straight up. As Danny kicked her legs, trying to find
a branch to plant a foot on, her bare tits jiggled and her open
crotch was on full display.

“Need some help?” Shawn called up, but Danny
just grunted and kept kicking until she managed to plant one foot
on another limb. Then, contorting like a circus performer, she
stretched one arm and one leg out until she reached a set of limbs
closer to the trunk. She puffed and grunted as she clambered her
way back down, finally dropping to the grass again with a soft
thud. She wrapped her arms around herself and leaned back against
the tree trunk, breathing hard. Her skin was scraped and red in a
dozen places from rubbing against all the branches, and a few small
twigs were caught in her hair.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Shawn asked,
grinning.

“Fuck you,” Danny wheezed, her eyes
closed.

“Hey, where have you been?” Mike asked
as Henry appeared from around the back of the tree.

“Just keeping an eye out from the other
side,” he answered, blinking behind his thick glasses.

“Well, you missed a great show,” Mike said,
chuckling, but Henry only gave him a faint smile in return.

“Time for the next challenge,” Shawn
said.

“Yeah, and this one’s mine,” Mike said,
waiting a few beats for dramatic effect. “Mrs. Henderson’s
dog.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Danny muttered,
shaking her head. “Are you crazy? We’re all gonna get caught!”

“Nobody ever got caught before,” Mike
reminded her. “And that dog’s even older now, so he’s probably
slower.”

The girl looked down at herself, still
breathing hard. “How am I supposed to—you should at least give me
back my fucking sneakers for this.”

“No, you’re fine,” Mike said. “Just look out
for the dog shit.”

All the guys started laughing as they walked
away from the big tree, and after a few seconds Danny swore under
her breath then scurried after them.

 


* * *

 


Mrs. Henderson was a widow who lived two
blocks off the main square, near the grocery store. She was a mean
old lady with a mean old dog, and every kid in town was terrified
to walk past her property. It was surrounded by an eight-foot-tall
chain-link fence, and looked more like a prison yard than someone’s
house. The dog, named Trigger, paced back and forth through the
back yard all day and night. He was a mangy black and brown mutt
who some of the kids said was part Rottweiler and part demon, and
whenever someone passed by the yard, Trigger would let loose with a
flurry of wet, wheezy barks that sounded like mud being fired out
of a cannon.

The gang had only done the dare at Mrs.
Henderson’s house a few times, back when they were in middle
school. After each of them had done it once, they all agreed that
the risk was too great to keep going back over and over. But now
Danny had to do it again, and in broad daylight this time.

“Do you know how fucking risky this is?” she
hissed. All four of them were hunched down behind a thick cluster
of bushes across the street from the house. They had walked through
the woods to get there and hadn’t seen anyone else along the way,
but now they would have cars and neighbors to deal with. The street
wasn’t one of the town’s main roads, but a vehicle of some kind
still coasted past every few minutes. The worst threat, though,
came from Trigger. When they had done this dare as kids, they had
always done it at night when the yard was dark and the dog was
dozing. But now the yard was washed with golden late afternoon
sunshine, and Trigger was pacing in slow circles around the
scattered furniture in the back yard.

A lump formed in Danny’s throat as she
surveyed the landscape. The object of the dare was simple; climb
the fence at one end of the yard, run the fifty feet to the other
side, then climb that fence and you’re done. Trigger was a scary
dog, but he was also old and clumsy and he had never come close to
catching one of them before as he loped after them, barking his
head off. Danny was older and faster now, but she would also be
doing the dare in broad daylight, and in the buff to boot.

She scanned the back of the house. Mrs.
Henderson, who spent most of her life parked in front of the TV,
was nowhere in sight. The weeds in the yard were nearly knee-high,
and the cheap plastic lawn furniture was warped and stained from
the weather. Danny would have a straight shot from one end of the
yard to the other as long as Trigger didn’t get in her way. But if
a car or a person passed by on the street while she was running,
there would be no place for her to hide. Once her feet hit the
yard, she had to run until she was out again, no matter what.

“If anybody sees me, they’re gonna call the
cops,” Danny muttered.

“Then make sure nobody sees you,” Shawn
said.

Danny’s heart was hammering as she slowly
raised up, arms still wrapped around her body. She looked both ways
to make sure no cars were coming, then darted across the street in
a crouch. The asphalt was hot on her bare feet, and she winced with
every step until she made it to the grass on the other side. She
had already planned the run in her head, and she scooted around the
side of the fence to the corner farthest from where Trigger was
wandering. Another quick look around to make sure no one was in
sight, then she grabbed the chain link with both hands and started
climbing the fence.

Ow! Ow! Ow! The metal fence bit into
her toes as she scaled it, pulling herself up to the top in
seconds. Then she swung one leg over and paused, scanning the
ground, before she swung the other leg over and let herself drop,
bending her knees to absorb the shock as her feet hit the grass.
The girl remained in a crouch as she spun to face the yard. No
sound, no movement. In fact, she couldn’t see Trigger at all.

Then a dark blur appeared in the corner of
her eye, and Danny gasped as the dog ran up from her left-hand
side, growling as he loped towards her. Shit! The girl
sprang to her feet and bolted across the grass, tits bouncing as
she pumped her arms and legs. Trigger followed at her heels,
coughing out his wet, nasty bark as he charged after the girl. But
he was old and half-blind, and Danny easily pulled away from
him—until her foot hit a pile of dog shit hidden by the tall weeds,
and she stumbled forward with her arms pinwheeling before she fell
flat on her face in the grass.

Grunting, the naked girl planted her hands on
the ground and launched herself upright again just as Trigger
reached her. He snapped at one of her ankles but missed, and Danny
yelped and charged off again as Trigger shook his old gray head
then stumbled after her. Danny was at the fence in a matter of
seconds, leaping up to grab the chain link with both hands as she
scrambled to the top. Trigger was there barking and snapping at the
fence as she threw her legs over the top rail and let herself drop
again, but this time her heels hit the ground at a funny angle and
she ended up flat on her ass. Groaning, she rolled over and got to
her feet, staying in a crouch. Still no cars coming, so the girl
wrapped her arms around herself again and dashed across the hot
asphalt to the other side of the street where the guys were still
hunched down in the bushes.

“That was epic,” Mike said, laughing, as
Danny squatted down beside them.

“Fuck you,” the girl muttered. Now she was
even dirtier and sweatier than before, and her whole body was
covered with tiny scrapes and scratches.

Shawn frowned and wrinkled his nose. “Damn,
Danny, you stink.”

“I stepped in fucking dogshit,” she snapped,
which brought a fresh wave of laughter from the guys.

“Looked like old Trigger almost took a bite
out of you,” Mike said.

Danny just huffed and swiped her hair out of
her face. Dirt was streaked down one cheek and onto her neck, and
bits of grass were plastered to her sweaty skin and sticking out of
her hair. “Let’s get this shit over with,” she muttered. “What’s
the last dare?”

Everyone turned to look at Henry, who had
been mostly silent since they left the basketball court. “The
flagpole,” he said.

Mike snickered. “Seriously? We haven’t done
that since we were—what, sixth graders?”

“Come on, man, you can come up with something
better than that,” Shawn added.

“No, that’s my choice.”

Danny looked up at the sky and let out a
tired breath. The fucking flagpole. Well, it could be worse.
At least she wouldn’t have to worry about anybody else seeing her
naked. And after she did it, this whole miserable nightmare would
finally be over.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 4.

 


 


The group made their way back to the
schoolyard where the day began, with the three guys forming a
cluster around Danny again as they walked. She kept her arms
wrapped around herself the whole time, despite Mike constantly
reminding her they had already seen it all. They passed the old
basketball court and circled around it to the edge of the woods,
then made their way down a grassy slope to a dried-up creek bed.
Lying across that shallow gully was an old flagpole the school had
taken down years ago when they replaced it with a new one. But
instead of hauling this one away, they had just dumped it into the
woods.

Danny let out another deep sigh as she stared
at the thing, which looked like it hadn’t budged an inch since the
last time they messed with it. The pole was twenty-five feet long,
made of aluminum, and about as thick around as her leg. When the
crew had dumped it here, it landed with one end resting on each
side of the dry creek bed, almost like a skinny bridge. That left a
two-foot gap between the pole and the ground, and when the gang
were younger, they had dared each other to crawl underneath it,
sort of like doing the limbo, but face-down. It had been scary at
the time because nobody knew how stable the flagpole was, and
whoever was doing the dare had to worry that it might collapse on
their back as they crawled beneath it. But all of them had done it
at least two or three times without getting stuck or hurt.

Of course, we were all a lot smaller
then Danny reminded herself as she stared at the gap between
the pole and the ground. And wearing jeans and shirts, too.
She would be pulling her naked body across the dirt and pine straw
and dried leaves, her tits and stomach and pussy dragging through
that mess as she clawed her way across the ground.

“You ready?” Henry asked her.

“Fuck you for picking this,” she told him,
still staring at the pole.

“Well…just quit stalling and do it,
okay?”

“Fuck you again!” she spat, her lip
trembling. “I’ll do it when I’m ready, you four-eyed freak!”

Henry’s face went hot and he was about to
give Danny a piece of his mind, but then he shut his mouth and
waited. What he really wanted was to see that mouthy bitch
face-down on the ground, and the sooner the better. He slid a hand
into the pocket of his shorts, touching the thing he had hidden
there.

Danny finally sank to her knees in front of
the flagpole. There was no way to put this off any longer. She
would end up even dirtier and more beat-up than she already was,
but it shouldn’t take more than a few seconds. Then she could get
dressed, go home, take a long, hot shower, and try to forget this
fucking day ever happened. The girl got on her hands and knees,
tits swaying as she crawled forward until her head nearly touched
the pole, then she lowered herself to the ground, face-down with
her arms above her head.

As the guys watched, Danny used her knees to
slither slowly forward, her fingers digging into the dirt as she
pulled with her hands. She could feel rocks and sticks and god knew
what else pressing into her bare skin, but she just gritted her
teeth and kept going until she got her head and arms under. But
then her shoulders bumped the warm metal of the pole and she
stopped. She tried to pull herself forward a little more, but there
wasn’t enough room.

Henry had an evil grin on his face as Danny
paused. He had picked this dare for a bunch of reasons. First, he
wanted to knock Danny down a few notches by making her crawl naked
on the ground. Second, he knew it would take a while for her to
make it under the pole now that she was older and bigger, which
would give him more time to enjoy the show. And third, he got to
stand two feet away from her and stare straight between her legs as
the girl writhed on the ground, her ass and pussy in full view.

Not wanting to miss a second of the action,
Henry pulled Danny’s phone out of his pocket. He had swiped it from
her bag before she climbed the tree, and had already made videos of
her doing the first two dares. Now he would tape the last one,
email all three to himself, then erase them before anybody knew
what had happened. Henry pressed the RECORD button and moved around
for a side view, keeping the phone down by his leg so no one would
see it.

Danny was trying to inch forward again, but
her shoulders were still stuck. She grunted and groaned as she
slithered forward another inch, the flag pole pressed to her
shoulder blades, but then she yelped as it shifted and pressed down
even harder on her.

“Fuck!” she breathed, her voice muffled by
the ground. “This fucking thing just moved on me!”

Shawn peered at the end of the pole nearest
to him. “Well…the dirt’s a little loose on the hillside, but that
pole’s not going anywhere. It’s too heavy.”

“It doesn’t fucking matter how heavy it is.
It can still roll, and that’s what it did!”

“Then don’t bump against it.”

“I can’t help it! There’s not enough fucking
room!” Danny pulled her arms to her chest and tried to raise up on
her elbows. The flagpole rolled down her shoulders to the middle of
her back, but then it sagged down another inch. “Ow! Fucking shit!”
She tried to use her elbows to pull herself forward, but it was no
use. With the flagpole resting on her back, she didn’t have enough
room to move forward or backward. The girl clawed at the ground for
a few seconds, straining and panting, then she craned her head
around until she found Shawn. “Don’t just stand there, idiot, help
me!”

“Are you saying you give up?” he asked.

“I’m saying I can’t move with this stupid
thing on my back!”

“So you give up, right? You can’t do the
dare.”

Danny gritted her teeth. “You know what? Fuck
the stupid dare! Just lift this fucking thing off of me!”

Mike looked at Shawn. “But if she gives up,
then…” Shawn just shrugged, so Mike turned to Henry. “So what’s the
deal, man?” Henry just shrugged, too. He was still staring at
Danny, her phone held down by his leg and out of sight.

Shawn crouched down and gripped the flagpole
with both hands. He tried tugging it upward, but it didn’t budge.
“Damn, this thing is heavy.”

“It’ll probably take all three of us to lift
it,” Mike said. “Hey, Danny, what are you gonna give us if we
rescue you?”

The girl had rested her forehead on the
ground, but now she raised it up again. “Give you?”

“Yeah, I mean, you didn’t finish the dare and
now you’re begging us to bail you out, so…”

Danny whipped her head to the side and gave
Mike an icy stare. “I’m fucking stuck, I can’t fucking
move, and I’m asking my fucking friends to help me
out, and you want me to fucking give you something for
it?” The girl’s whole body began to tremble. Ever since she lost
her clothes a couple of hours earlier, she had been trying to act
tough and get through the ordeal with at least a shred of dignity.
But this latest remark from Mike was the last fucking straw. These
guys she had been hanging around with all her life didn’t think of
her as one of the gang anymore; now that they had seen her running
around naked, and now that Shawn and Mike had managed to get their
dicks inside of her, they just saw her as a piece of meat. She was
a cunt, a whore, somebody who was just there to get them hard and
then get them off.

Fuck that. I’m done with this shit.

Danny craned her head as far as she could in
both directions. All three guys were gathered in a loose knot
around her, although Henry was standing farther away than the
others, staring at her like a statue with his hands down by his
sides. He had dropped her backpack on the ground a few feet away,
too. That little shit was the weakest link by far, so that’s the
way she would run. She went through the steps in her head, planning
it all out. And since all three guys were basically as dumb as
rocks, it shouldn’t be that tough. All she had to do was tell them
she’d give them whatever they wanted, then when they lifted the
pole off her, she would bolt towards Henry, knock the little weasel
down, grab her backpack, then run. That’s what she should have done
in the first place, before she let them humiliate her like this;
she should have run away, stolen some clothes from somebody’s
backyard clothesline, or found a blanket or a tarp in someone’s
shed, anything to cover up with until she could get home and call
the cops.

Well, better late than never, she told
herself. She glanced around at the guys again, who were still
standing there like idiots. “So what do you want?” she asked Mike.
“Another fuck?”

Mike gave her a funny look. “Huh?”

“You said I had to pay you for getting this
damn thing off of me.”

“Yeah, but—”

“So I’m guessing you want another fuck.
That’s probably what you all want, right? Is that it?” She
craned her head from side to side again, but nobody answered.
“Sure, fine. What the fuck, it doesn’t matter anymore. Come on,
I’ll fuck all three of you.”

Mike chuckled. “Seriously?”

“Do I look like I’m kidding? Come on, Mike.
Come on, Shawn. Grab this fucking thing and get it off of me. You
too, Henry. Give them a hand and I’ll even let you stick that
little pencil dick of yours inside me.”

Henry didn’t move an inch, but his face went
beet red. Shawn and Mike looked at each other for a second, then
Mike got a goofy grin on his face as he moved behind Danny. The
girl thought he was going to the other side of her so he and Shawn
could lift the pole from opposite ends, but then a chill raced up
her spine when she heard the sharp rasp of his zipper going
down.

“W-what the fuck are you doing?” she
stammered, trying to crane her head back over her shoulder.

“I’m taking you up on your offer,” Mike said.
“And since everybody else is just standing around, I’m calling
first dibs.” Mike’s shorts and boxers were already down around his
ankles as he lowered himself between Danny’s spread legs. His cock
was already hard, and still a little sticky from the first fuck.
Danny squirmed and squealed as he prodded the head against her
pussy lips, which were warm and wet from all the running and
climbing she had been doing.

“Wait, stop!” the girl gasped. “I didn’t
mean—”

“Oh yeah, this ought to be a lot easier than
last time,” Mike said as he worked the head in, propping himself up
with the other arm. In that awkward position, he looked like he was
doing one-armed push-ups on top of Danny. But he had the upper body
strength to pull it off, and soon he had his entire dick crammed
inside the helpless girl.

“D-d-don’t!” Danny stammered as Mike started
pounding into her. “I did…I didn’t…” The girl finally gave up and
dropped her forehead to the ground again, teeth gritted as Mike
fucked her. His stomach slapped wetly against the girl’s ass
cheeks, and her tits and belly mashed harder into the dirt and pine
needles on the ground with every thrust. Shawn and Henry stood
there gaping as Mike pistoned his hips, rabbit-fucking Danny just
like he had before, then he shivered and moaned as he blasted his
cum inside of her.

“Whew!” Mike said, easing out of the girl.
“That didn’t last long at all! I guess watching her run around
naked really got me primed up!” He staggered to his feet, pulling
his shorts and underwear back up over his messy cock, then looked
from Henry to Shawn. “Who’s next?”

Shawn glanced at Henry and raised his
eyebrows, but Henry just muttered, “Go ahead.” Shawn didn’t have to
be told twice, and soon he was down on the ground behind Danny just
like Mike had been. Since the girl’s cunt was already wet and
sloppy, Shawn’s dick slid right in. He was just as excited as Mike
had been, and it only took a couple of minutes of hard pounding
before he groaned and shot his load inside Danny, too. The girl
just laid there trembling the whole time, her face pressed to the
ground.

Shawn straightened up, his face slick with
sweat. “Okay, man, it’s your turn,” he told Henry.

Mike chuckled. “Yeah, dude, you’re the only
one who hasn’t had a piece yet today. I’ll bet your balls are about
to explode.”

Henry slipped Danny’s phone into his pocket
then moved behind the girl like the others had. He fumbled with his
shorts, shooting nervous glances at Mike and Shawn, then he finally
shoved his shorts and underwear to the ground and stepped out of
them. Mike had been right; Henry’s cock was so hard it was
trembling, and his balls felt like they were plugged into a wall
socket. He stared at Danny’s bare back and her naked ass. Those
soft round cheeks were shiny with sweat, and with her legs spread
wide, he could see her damp pussy lips. Cum had dribbled down her
inner thigh and was making a small wet puddle on the ground.

Henry dropped to knees and gripped his cock.
He couldn’t believe he was about to lose his cherry, and to Danny
Dixon no less. This was a day he would always remember—but he
wanted to make sure Danny remembered it, too. He scooted forward
until his dick was bumping the girl’s pussy, then he jerked his
hips until the head popped inside. Danny was so wet and loose that
his dick slid in to the hilt without any problem, and soon Henry
was balls-deep inside the girl.

“Oh, shit,” he muttered, awkwardly moving his
hips. It was the best thing he’d ever felt, so much better than he
could’ve possibly imagined. Like someone had wrapped a warm, damp
silk handkerchief over his cock and was sliding it back and forth.
He leaned forward and tried to balance on his arms like Mike and
Shawn had, but it wasn’t as easy for him. He fucked Danny with a
slow, jerky rhythm for a few seconds, then he raised up again and
slid his cock out of her.

Mike chuckled. “What’s wrong, man?”

“Nothing,” Henry muttered, easing forward
again. But this time he pressed his hard, sticky cock against
Danny’s asshole. The girl had been lying prone, but when she felt
that, her head jerked up again.

“N-n-no! What are you—”

“Shut up,” Henry muttered, leaning forward
and pressing down harder. After a short struggle, he finally
managed to get the head of his cock inside Danny’s tight ass.

The girl gasped, her whole body going rigid
for a second, then she started flailing her arms weakly. “Ow, ow!
Stop it, it hurts! T-take it out!”

But Henry kept bearing down instead, grinding
his cock into her ass inch by inch until he was once again
balls-deep. Holy fuck, this feels even better! He pulled
back a few inches then slid forward again. Danny’s ass was just as
warm and smooth as her pussy had been, but it was ten times
tighter. His cock was already tingling like mad, even after just a
few strokes.

“H-how does it feel?” he muttered, his breath
coming out in loud rasps. “You like having my pencil dick shoved up
your ass?”

Danny gasped, tears in her eyes now. Her head
was still raised and her mouth was open in a soundless scream as
Henry rammed his cock into her over and over. His thrusts were
still jerky and awkward, but he was leaning forward as far as he
could to get all his weight behind each one. Danny’s ass cheeks
jiggled every time he slammed forward, and his balls slapped
against her sloppy pussy with each thrust.

“Come on, you cunt, say something,” Henry
continued. “How does it feel to get buttfucked by a four-eyed
freak? You like it? Come on, bitch, tell me! You enjoying
yourself?”

Danny still didn’t answer, but that didn’t
stop Henry. He kept up the insults as he slammed his cock in over
and over again, then his body stiffened and he let out an animal
wail as he came inside the girl’s ass. His hips were still jerking
like mad as the cum blasted out of him, a million time more intense
than any orgasm he’d ever had before. He kept on twitching, eyes
and mouth open wide, until the last dribble of cum came out. Then
he collapsed on top of both Danny and the flagpole, and the girl
grunted as she was mashed even harder into the ground.

Henry lay there panting for a few seconds,
then he raised up again. His face was blank and dreamy, like he’d
just woken up after a long night’s sleep. He inched backward until
his cock plopped out of Danny’s ass, causing the girl to give
another faint squeal, then he rose on shaky legs and looked around
for his shorts.

Mike chuckled as Henry got dressed again.
“Damn, dude, that was extreme.”

Henry didn’t say anything as he buttoned his
shorts and zipped up. Instead, he turned away from the group and
reached into his pocket again.

Shawn looked down at Danny, who was lying
there breathing hard. He gave Mike a chin-nod and said, “Hey, grab
the other end.” The two stood on opposite sides of the girl, leaned
down, and pushed against the flagpole. They didn’t even need to
lift it, they just rolled it backward until it passed over her back
and down her legs. Danny started to rise, but she only made it up a
few inches before she collapsed again, panting. Mike and Shawn
stood over her, not sure what to do, while Henry stood a few feet
away with his back to the group.

“Uh…you need a hand?” Shawn asked Danny.

The girl finally rolled over onto her side.
Her face was grimier than ever, and the front of her body was
covered with so much dirt, leaves, and pine straw that she looked
like some kind of cavewoman. She pushed herself to a sitting
position then looked down at herself. She brushed her hands roughly
over all the crap on her chest, her bare tits jiggling the whole
time, then she mumbled, “G-give me my clothes.”

Mike went to her backpack and fetched them,
then he came back and tossed them on the ground beside her. Even
though she was still filthy, Danny pulled the T-shirt on over her
head then shoved her feet into the leg holes of the shorts and
pulled them up while she was still sitting on the ground. She
didn’t bother with the underwear, leaving it on the ground as she
stood on shaky legs. Her eyes were blank, her lips parted; she
looked dazed, like someone had just thrown a bucket of cold water
into her face.

Mike and Shawn stood there shuffling their
feet as Danny ran her hands through her filthy hair, pulling out
leaves and bits of pine straw. Then the girl let out a deep sigh
and looked around, spying a big fallen tree a few yards away. She
shuffled over to it and sat down, wincing as her sore ass touched
the wood. She reached back and rubbed herself for a moment, but she
stopped when she noticed the way Mike and Shawn were staring at
her.

Mike turned his shoulder and put his mouth
close to Shawn’s ear. “Kind of weird to see her dressed, isn’t
it?”

“Yeah,” Shawn answered dreamily. “I liked her
better the other way.”

Henry finally wandered over to join them,
hands in his pockets, no expression on his face.

“What were you doing, man?” Mike asked, but
Henry just shrugged.

Danny stared at the three of them for a
while, that dazed look on her face, then her eyes slowly narrowed.
“That was it,” she muttered.

“What was what?” Mike asked.

The girl shook her head slowly. “We’re
finished. We’re through. And I’m telling everything.” She stood up
again and walked toward them on shaky legs. “First I’m telling my
mom. Then we’re going to the cops. I’ve got all the evidence right
here,” she said, pointing at her crotch.

Mike laughed nervously. “Hang on a
minute.”

“What are you gonna say?” Shawn asked. “You
gonna tell them how you had to do all this stuff because you lost a
bet?”

“I didn’t…and you…and…” Danny was so mad she
couldn’t even spit out the words. She stood there trembling for a
moment, hands clenched into fists. “I never said you could…do what
you did. Never. You just…you just did it. And
you,” she added, facing Henry for the first time, “I can’t
even…you just…you won’t believe how much trouble you’re
gonna be in. You’re gonna go to jail for this, and then
you’ll be the one getting fucked in the ass!”

Shawn crossed his arms over his chest. “So
that’s how you treat your friends, huh? Try to blame us for
something we didn’t even do?”

“Yeah, Danny,” Mike added. “Nobody forced you
into anything. You told us we could do it, remember?”

“It was a fucking trick! I just wanted
you to get that fucking pole off of me!”

“Well…how were we supposed to know
that?”

Danny shook her head. “It doesn’t fucking
matter. I’ll tell my story and you tell yours. Who do you think
they’re gonna believe? For fuck’s sake, look at me!” She took a
step back and spread her arms wide. “If I walk into a police
station like this, you three assholes are gonna be in handcuffs in
five minutes flat!”

“No, we’re not,” Henry said, breaking his
silence for the first time.

Danny shot him a steely glance. “Oh, really?
You think they’re gonna believe you over me?”

“They don’t have to believe anybody,” he
answered, reaching into his pocket. “They just have to watch this.”
He took out Danny’s phone, tapped the screen a few times, then held
it up to show the video that was playing. It began with Danny lying
on the ground under the pole, talking to Mike. So what do you
want? Another fuck?

Danny’s jaw dropped as she watched herself on
the screen. “How the—when did you—”

Come on, I’ll fuck all three of you,
Danny said in the video clip. A few seconds later, Mike dropped his
pants and hunched down behind her.

Danny snatched the phone out of Henry’s hand
and backed away. “You…I can’t believe you…”

“I got the whole thing,” Henry told her.
“Well, almost the whole thing. I had to stop taping when I…”

Danny shook her head furiously. “I’ll delete
it. They’ll never—”

“I already sent it to my phone. I sent copies
to Shawn and Mike, too, along with the other videos I took
today.”

“Other videos? What—”

“The ones of you climbing the tree and
running away from the dog. The cops are gonna get the idea that
you’re some sex-crazy chick who runs around naked all day and fucks
her friends whenever they ask.”

Danny dropped her arms to her sides then let
the phone slide out of her hand. It hit the ground with a soft
thump. “I don’t…how could…”

“Nice job, man,” Mike told Henry, giving him
a fist bump. “I was wondering what you’ve been messing with.”

“Awesome job,” Shawn added, then he
turned to Danny again. “So, you change your mind about blabbing all
this to your mom and the cops? Because nobody’s gonna believe you
now.”

The girl just shook her head. She had tears
in her eyes again, and her lower lip was trembling. “You guys…all
of you…how could…how could you fucking do this?”

“And you know we’re gonna hang onto those
video files, just in case you ever think about ratting us out
again.”

“But I thought…” Danny began, hands clenched
into fists again, “I thought you were my fucking
friends!”

Shawn went up to her and tried to squeeze her
shoulder, but the girl pulled away from him. “Jeez, Danny, chill
out,” he told her. “We are your friends. And we can still
hang out and play basketball and do all the other stuff we’ve
always done. But sometimes we’ll do other stuff, too. And as long
as we’ve got those videos, you’re not gonna say a fucking
word.”

Danny’s face went pale. “W-what do you mean,
other stuff?”

Shawn gave her a huge grin. “Just wait and
see.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 5.

 


 


The next weekend, everybody met at Mike’s
house on Friday night. He had a big finished basement with couches
and a TV and a fridge, and the gang watched sports or played video
games down there sometimes. Mike’s parents never bothered them
while they were hanging out, but that night they weren’t even
home.

“You’re sure they won’t be back anytime
soon?” Shawn asked.

Mike shook his head. “Naw, they went into
town for dinner and a movie. We’ve got a good four or five
hours.”

The three guys were sitting around watching
the Braves game when Danny finally showed up. She wore jeans and a
black T-shirt, her hair in its usual ponytail. She had barely
spoken to the guys at school that week, and this was the first time
the whole gang had been alone together since the previous
weekend.

When Danny walked into the basement, her eyes
were wide and frightened. “So…I’m here,” she said, fidgeting.
“W-what are we gonna do?”

Shawn handed her a plastic bag filled with
things he had bought on the internet. “Take this stuff to the
bathroom and put it on. Make sure you do a good job, too.”

Danny’s breath caught in her throat when she
opened the bag and peered inside. “But I…I don’t even…”

“If you’re not sure what to do, Google it,”
Shawn told her. “But do it right, understand?”

Danny started to answer but then shut her
mouth again. Shoulders hunched, she carried the bag to the bathroom
in the corner of the basement and went inside, shutting the door
behind her.

Fifteen minutes passed, then twenty. Mike
went over and yelled through the door a couple of times, but Danny
shouted back that she didn’t know what the fuck she was doing. Mike
went back to the couch to watch more TV with the guys, and after
half an hour, Danny finally came out. Shawn, Mike, and Henry stared
open-mouthed as she padded barefoot toward the couch.

“Holy shit,” Mike breathed.

“Tell me about it,” Shawn replied. “I mean,
who would’ve guessed?”

Henry was the only one who kept silent, but
his dick was already swelling inside his shorts.

Danny wore a red silk nightie so short it
barely covered her public hair. It had spaghetti strap shoulders
and a lot of lace at the top, and it was so low-cut that half of
the girl’s tits were hanging out. And while the outfit was amazing,
what she had done to her face and hair was even more mind-blowing.
The guys had never seen her with makeup on before, but now she had
on mascara, lipstick, eye shadow, the whole nine yards. She had
also taken her hair out of the ponytail and it hung loose around
her shoulders, dark and shiny.

“I p-probably did a crappy job,” she
stammered, shuffling her feet. She had also used the bottle of
polish in the bag to paint her fingernails and toenails candy-apple
red. “I’ve never put this junk on before.”

“No, you look awesome,” Shawn told her as he
and the others stood up. Danny cringed as they came and formed a
circle around her, their eyes crawling all over her nearly-naked
body.

“I can’t figure out what I want to do first,”
Mike said. “I thought I wanted another fuck, but that mouth of hers
looks really good with all that lipstick on it.”

“I want to try that ass,” Shawn said,
grinning. “I think Henry had the right idea last time.”

Danny was shaking now, and goosebumps had
spread over her bare skin. “G-g-guys,” she mumbled, “th-this isn’t
right. You can’t—”

“But I think she ought to start with a nice
striptease,” Mike interrupted. “I’ll put on some good music.”

“Then we need to figure out who’s gonna go
first,” Shawn said. “You know, flip a coin or something.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Mike told him.
“We’ve got plenty of time. We can all take two or three turns.”

Danny was trembling more than ever now. Her
hard nipples were poking through the thin material of the nightie,
and a few stray pubic hairs even peeked out from the bottom of
it.

“Hey, guys,” Henry said. “I just thought of
something.”

“What?” Mike asked.

“Well, there’s three of us…and she’s got
three holes…”

Mike laughed. “Yeah? What’s your point?”

“My point is…why does anybody have to
wait?”

The blood drained from Danny’s face as Shawn,
Mike, and Henry all started laughing.
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