
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 PRANK NIGHT






Symone Craven






















 All
characters appearing in this work are fictitious.

Any resemblance to real
persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.






REMEMBER:

This book contains explicit
sexual scenes and is meant to entertain adults over the age of 18.
All sexually active characters in this book are 18 years of age or
older. Themes in this book may be offensive to some readers. Please
store somewhere safe that is inaccessible to minors.

Prank Night

By Symone Craven

Copyright © 2014 Symone
Craven

Smashwords
Edition

All rights reserved. This
story is published subject to the condition that it shall not be
reproduced or retransmitted in whole or in part, in any manner,
without the written consent of the copyright holder, and any
infringement of this is a violation of copyright law. Contact
information for requests for permission to reproduce or distribute
materials available through this course are listed
below:

SYMONE CRAVEN

P.O. BOX 160560

BROOKLYN, NY
11216

Info@symonecraven.com

 




Table of Contents

 


Beginning

Copyright

Table of
Contents

Prank Night

 


If You Liked This
Story…

Banged My Way To An
“A”

Night Fair

 


Coming Soon

One Night With
The Devil: My Mother’s Dubious Deed

 


About the
Author

Symone Craven

The Craven
Collection

(FREE EROTICA)
Ruby & The Roses

 


Please Send A
Review


 Tonight is it. This is the big night for Lonnie, if he’d only
get his head out of his ass.

He strolls over to his
favorite lunch table, where his best friends Bobby and Nick hang
out every week. Lonnie bites his apple while his buddies look up at
him and sneer. He’s the kind of guy meant for the cool kids table,
way on the other side of the cafeteria. Neither Bobby nor Nick
knows why Lonnie puts up with them. He has long brown hair and
plays the guitar, for Christ’s sake! Girls eat that shit up! Nick
and Bobby? They spend their Friday nights on separate computers in
the same computer lounge playing World of Warcraft. Neither of them
have the lean body or charisma that Lonnie possess.

Tonight is the night. No
screw-ups. Bobby and Nick are eager to boost their reputations.
They ply the new kid Dennis with a sip from Bobby’s mother’s
bourbon and some porno magazines. Once he hides them away in his
locker, the three of them huddle close to one another at the lunch
table and study a crudely drawn map. “Y’see Dennis,” Bobby says. He
points to a section of the crumpled paper. “We go through that
backdoor. Down the hall is the staircase. Upstairs are the
girls.”

“There are three floors,”
Nick says. “Ten rooms each means we got to get all thirty.” He
points to a row of boxes. “These are all the rooms. If we don’t get
‘em all, that’s okay. But we need to get enough to win this
year.”

Dennis looks at him,
confused. He wrinkles his freckled nose and scratches his ginger
hair. “What are we gettin’?” He asks.

Nick and Bobby glare at one
another. “I thought you told him,” Bobby says.

“I thought you,” Nick
replies.

Finally, the two of them
awkwardly smile at Dennis and both answer in unison:
“Panties.”

“Panties?” He asks. Dennis
winces as he repeats it. “We’re gonna steal girls’
underwear?”

“Of course not,” Nick
says.

“We’re borrowing them,”
Bobby adds. “Each year we collect them and make our
trademark.”

“We need a trademark in
order for our prank to count,” Nick says. “Otherwise, it’ll be bad
news for us.”

“Why?” Dennis
asks.

Bobby shrugs. “You
basically get your ass kicked by the Reagan brothers.”

“Who are the Reagan
brothers?” Dennis asks.

Both of the young boys
groan. “Jeez, where are you from that you don’t know who they are?
It’s those two over there.” Nick points to a gregarious couple of
young men leaning against the quad statue of Seymour Crest, founder
of the Burrows Boarding School. There are several other teens
chatting around them. Amidst the vast battlefield of the outdoor
cafeteria, it is clear to see that the two of them wield the most
power. “Mitch and Kenny,” Nick says. “That tall one with the dirty
blonde hair is Mitch. And, well, the smaller muscular guy next to
him is Kenny.”

“As long as we pull of our
prank,” Bobby says. “We don’t get messed with.”

Dennis smiles. “Cool. So
then you guys are pretty good at this, huh?”

The two of them shake their
heads. “Not at all,” Nick replies. “We’ve had a losing streak since
we started three years ago. And we have Lonnie James-Osmet to thank
for that.”

“Who is Lonnie
James-Osmet?” Dennis asks, his voice phlegmy and shrill. When he
speaks, he slides his coke-bottled glasses up his nose.

Both of the young men nod
to Lonnie, whose headed in their direction.

Dennis snickers. “That guy
is like a model from one of those JC Penny’s catalogues,” he says.
“Why does he hang out with you two?”

Bobby and Nick both look
insulted at first. But when they take one look at each other they
relax and shrug. “We’re still trying to figure out why,” Bobby
says. “All I know is that he chickens out of the panty raid every
year.”

“Which means that every
year we get our asses kicked.” Nick wipes his nose, thinking of the
numerous times he’s had to go to the school infirmary. Bobby could
no longer count how many wedgies he’s received during this school
year alone. He has the permanent burn running down his ass crack to
prove it.

Lonnie, however, appears to
come out harmless every time. And Dennis can see why. The guy
approaches him, sticks out his hand and says, “I don’t think I’ve
ever seen you before. I’m Lonnie James-Osmet.”

As Lonnie extends his hand,
Dennis cowers and nearly falls off his seat. He takes a deep
breath. “Dennis Burbur,” he replies. “Your friends were telling me
about you.”

Lonnie pats Bobby and Nick
on the back. “Hopefully all good things,” he says.

That’s when Bobby stands up
from the table. “Dennis, will you excuse us?” He nudges Nick in the
arm, who suddenly shoots up from the table also. “We’re gonna take
a quick lap around the cafeteria. Be back in 5.” Then the two of
them scurry away with Lonnie in tow.

When they’ve reached a good
distance from Dennis, they begin to slow their stride. “Where were
you guys this morning?” Lonnie asks. “I thought we were all going
to blow off first period and get high in the park.”

“I forgot,” Bobby
replies.

Nick just shrugs and
mutters ditto. “Look, Lonnie. Bobby and I have been thinking long
and hard. And we think that it’s not such a good idea for all of us
to be hanging out right now.”

“For prank night,” Bobby
says. “You understand, right?”

Lonnie shakes his head. “No
I don’t,” he answers. Bobby and Nick are surprised to see Lonnie so
distraught. “I thought we were friends.”

“Don’t get us wrong” Bobby
replies. “We like being your friend.”

“It’s great,” Nick
says.

Then, Bobby regains
Lonnie’s attention. “But, the thing is this: You’re not a big fan
of prank night. You don’t want to be a part of it. And we get
that.”

“It’s childish,” Nick spits
out.

“But,” Bobby says, pointing
to himself and Nick. “We have to do it so we don’t get pummeled by
the Reagan brothers.”

“Hold on,” Lonnie replies.
“This is all because of them? You should stand up to those two
jerks. The only reason they pick fights with everyone is because
they’re so insecure.”

“Right,” Nick says. “The
two of them definitely have some major character flaws. Regardless,
our asses get kicked every year.”

“But,” Bobby interjects.
“They don’t touch you. And they don’t touch you because you’re
technically a cool kid.”

Lonnie smiles. “Thanks, but
I think you’re cool guys too. That’s why I hang out with
you.”

Bobby and Nick give Lonnie
a piteous look. They truly like him, and not just for the benefits
of being his friend, which means free marijuana, a swim in his
pool, a chance to play basketball on his own private court. Lonnie
is genuinely one of the good ones. Bobby furrows his sad eyebrows
at first, reconsidering his decision. But, then Nick coughs
abruptly, bringing Bobby back to reality. He shakes himself
out of it. “This is hard to do,” Bobby says. “But, hey, let’s just
wait until prank night is over. Then we’ll talk.”

They leave him there
without even saying good-bye. Across the quad he sees the Reagan
brothers laughing and having a good time. He storms over to them
and catches Mitch’s eye. Mitch grins and jabs his baby brother in
the rib. Kenny grunts at first and gives Mitch a threatening stare.
Then, he notices Lonnie and the same sneer appears on his face
also.

“Well, well, well.” Mitch
jumps from the statue’s plinth. “Lonnie James-Osmet, what a
pleasant surprise.”

“We were beginning to think
you were too good for us.” Kenny cracks his knuckles. “What brings
you over to our side of the quad?”

Lonnie takes a deep breath.
He knows he can lose his patience easily; it’s one of the reasons
why he doesn’t cross paths with the Reagan brothers. “About this
prank night,” he says. “Can we just drop it?”

The Reagan brothers glance
at one another, confused. “‘Drop it?’” Kenny asks.

Lonnie nods. “It’s kind of
stupid, don’t you think? You end up embarrassing and upsetting
almost half of the student body.”

Mitch shrugs. “They either
have a sense of humor or they don’t.”

“You know,” Kenny says. “If
you participate and get into the spirit of it, then you’ll be
surprised at just how much fun it can be.”

“And what about the girls
over at Chestnut Hall?” Lonnie asks. “Do you think they like having
their panties thrown on the tree outside of their
dorms?”

Both Kenny and Mitch
snicker. “It’s not like we’re the ones who do it,” Kenny says.
Then, he points to Nick and Bobby. “It’s your bosom buddies over
there that you have to blame.”

Mitch playfully scratches
his head. “Wait a second… Did you and your girlfriends over there
get into a fight?” Both of the brothers begin to mock Lonnie,
bursting into fake tears.

But Lonnie isn’t easily
intimidated. “If you two weren’t such dickheads,” Lonnie says.
“Then maybe it would be less tense around here.”

Mitch stalks towards him
until they’re standing toe-to-toe. “And what are you going to do
about it?” He asks, breathing heavy into Lonnie’s face. He stands
several inches taller than Lonnie, and has a meaty build fit for a
school thug.

Lonnie doesn’t flinch. He’s
calm to the point that it makes Mitch anxious. “I don’t think I’m
asking for much,” Lonnie says. “I’m just saying to call this stupid
crap off.”

By then, the boys haven’t
noticed that they’ve drawn a crowd. Everyone in the quad gathers
around the three young men, whispering about what’s going to happen
next. Even Bobby, Nick, and Dennis try to push their way to the
front. They stand on their tip toes, barely catching a glimpse of
Lonnie and Mitch about to fight. Meanwhile, Kenny stands in the
wings, anticipating his tap into the ring. Eventually, someone
yells for the two to fight. Soon the entire quad is chanting
it.

Mitch takes a swing, but
Lonnie ducks in time and is able to deliver a solid blow to Mitch’s
stomach. He lurches forward. When Lonnie tries to give him an
uppercut to his jaw, Mitch moves out of the way and tackles him
from behind. The crowd cheers and hollers as they watch the two.
Kenny jumps around them, finding a way to get in on the action.
Mitch and Lonnie wrestle to the ground. Mitch is on top of him one
second, Lonnie the next. Finally they’re back on their feet, fists
guarding their chins, a fierce look in both of the boys’ eyes. Each
one tries to take a shot at the other, but so far they’ve been
equally matched. The crowd becomes bloodthirsty, roaring for
someone to make a move.

Then, suddenly Lonnie sees
someone out of the corner of his eye. He shrugs it off at first and
keeps focused on Mitch. But, then he hears her voice. “Mitch!” She
calls out. She sounds sweet. Lonnie turns around and when he lays
his eyes upon her, he smiles. She is a tall blonde with wolf-like
eyes and feathered hair. Her buxom tits are squeezed into a tight
white sweater, and her mini-skirt barely covers her robust
backside. Lonnie couldn’t take his eyes off of her, which proves
advantageous for Mitch.

Boom!

Mitch knocks Lonnie’s
lights out. He sees stars explode in front of him as he hits the
ground. The crowd whistles. Then, soon the adults begin to swarm on
the raucous teenagers. Mitch and Kenny flee the scene. Lonnie, too,
tries to hide amongst the crowd. The last thing he needs is to go
to the school nurse or talk to any teachers about this. Instead he
sees Mitch and his girlfriend exit out of the West side of the
quad, while he is ushered out of the East exit. He enters the halls
of the main building, where he notices Bobby and Nick. Next to them
is Dennis, who looks petrified. When Lonnie waves to them they wave
back, albeit with some obvious hesitance. Nonetheless, Lonnie walks
over to the trio. “Did you see that chick?” He asks them. “The one
that left with Mitch?”

The two of them nod.
“Denise Ulrich,” Bobby says. “She’s been Mitch’s girl for a few
months now.”

“They grew up in the same
neighborhood,” Nick says. “They didn’t seem like such an item until
Mitch finally broke up with Alice.”

Bobby snickers.
“Allegedly.”  

Lonnie flinches. “What does
she see in a dipshit like that?” When he doesn’t get a response, he
finally realizes that his friends have deserted him. He sighs and
heads to his next class.

In algebra, Mr. Konch goes
on and on about numbers. Lonnie doesn’t get any of it. If he’s
lucky, he can cram study the night before the test and get passable
grades. But he couldn’t concentrate at all in class. He keeps
thinking about Denise in her white denim jacket. He needs to get
her alone and talk to her. He knows if he does then she’ll be
his. Ten minutes,
he thinks to himself. Maybe even
five.

That’s when Lonnie looks
out the window and sees Denise and Mitch strolling across Hedbury
Field. It looks like they’re on their way to the soccer field.
Quickly, Lonnie excuses himself from class. He mutters something
about needing to pee, and bolts straight for the door. He runs to
the nearest exit and bursts through the double doors. Lonnie keeps
a safe distance and is able to get close enough to see Denise and
Mitch sneak underneath the bleachers facing the vacant soccer
fields. Lonnie creeps up to a bench nearby.

At first, Lonnie only has a
view of Mitch, who blocks Denise as he kisses her. Lonnie watches
him closely as Mitch squeezes Denise’s boob. When he begins to
desperately dry hump against her leg, Denise pushes him back. “Take
it slow,” she says. “You don’t have to rush with me,
baby.”

“I’m horny as hell,” Mitch
says, breathing heavy. “Show me something, please.” He unzips his
jeans and rubs the erection through his briefs.

Denise laughs. It’s an
infectious giggle that makes Lonnie’s penis twitch. “You’re acting
like a child,” she says. “Any more of your tantrum, buddy, and I’ll
tell the principal!”

“Oh you haven’t seen a
tantrum yet!” Mitch tries to overpower Denise. It almost causes
Lonnie to come to her rescue, finishing their fight with a punch
right in Mitch’s stomach. But Denise is no stranger to Mitch’s
playful aggression. As he forces her down, he abruptly stops when
Denise slips her hand down his pants. “How about this,” she says to
Mitch, rubbing his stiffening cock. “I’ll give you a hand if you do
the same.”

Mitch eagerly nods. He gets
behind Denise and takes off her jacket. Then, he pulls up her shirt
and fondles her large breasts. Lonnie immediately gets hard at the
sight of Denise topless. Her tits are firm and buoyant, with large
pink areolas and perky nipples. While Mitch delightfully fondles
her breasts, Denise reaches up her skirt and slides a frilly pair
of lace panties down over her knees. Watching the pair pangs Lonnie
with a mixture of jealousy and arousal that’s hard for him to
ignore. In the meantime, he adjusts his crotch and keeps his eyes
on Denise.    

Mitch eagerly guides
Denise’s hands to his cock, a slab of flesh that he still needs to
learn how to handle. Nonetheless, Mitch is a giving and excited
lover, and that is what Denise likes about him. She wraps her
fingers around his shaft, giving him a good squeeze at the base of
his cock, then loosening her sensuous grip as she lightly tickles
his pink glans. While she plays with him, Mitch reaches down
between her legs. His fingers crawl down the blonde patch of
trimmed hair to her nude, fleshy lips. He slides his fingers into
her tight flesh, painting her clit with her juices. Then, Mitch
begins to vigorously rub Denise’s clit. She winces, and reaches
down to slow his rhythm.

Lonnie watches the girl
fervently. Her tits are lifted high in the air, back arched and
squirming as Mitch plays with her cunt. Lonnie couldn’t help but
unzip his fly and touch himself, imagining how soft and wet her
pussy must feel. He looks down at his rigid cock, long and veined.
It twitches thinking of her. Hearing Denise moan makes him feel
dizzy. As Mitch rubs her tits, Lonnie thinks of his hands on her,
pinching and teasing her nipples until she cries out for more.
Meanwhile Mitch squeezes her heavy breasts, feasting off of her
neck as he aggressively rubs her clit. She squeezes his cock,
quickening her stroke as her pussy gushes.
    

Slowly rubbing his cock,
Lonnie imagines Denise in her tight white sweater, exposing her
soft, slender tummy and crawling on all fours towards him. She sits
obediently in between his legs. Her big luscious lips wrap around
his cock. Lonnie whispers her name, and their eyes lock as her
tongue tickles his swollen head. Lonnie opens his eyes to get
another peek at her again, to drink up her shapely body. He likes
girls with some extra padding, and Denise’s body is packed in all
of the right places. He couldn’t tell then but he knows that
Denise’s booty is shaped like a ripe onion. Her thighs we thick and
her legs long and lean. Mitch couldn’t handle a woman like her and
it shows. He’s quick to convulse under her grip; come drips from
his cock onto her fingers. As soon as he’s spent, Mitch lifts
Denise off of lap.

She crosses her arms in a
huff as she watches Mitch. Denise is beginning to hate his stupid,
satiated expression as he zips up his fly. And the goofy tone of
his voice. And the way he winks at her. Her pussy’s on the verge of
throbbing, her body just seconds from climax. She crawls back on
top of Mitch but he throws her off. “Quit it,” he says. “I can’t be
late for astronomy.”

“But what about me?” She
asks.

“I’ll finish you off
tonight.” Mitch kisses her forehead. “I’ll be come by Chestnut Hall
at midnight, ‘kay?”

Glaring at Mitch, Denise
eventually nods. Together, they crawl out from underneath the
bleachers and head back towards the main buildings. Meanwhile,
Lonnie remains seated on the bench, safely guarded underneath the
looming trees above him. With one final thought of Denise’s tongue
and expressive lips, he shoots a healthy load from his trembling
cock. He moans quietly, feeling blessed by the sun’s rays pouring
down on him, he closes his eyes as his orgasm loosens him up. Then,
he takes a spliff out of his shirt pocket and lights it up. Lonnie
thinks about when he might have an opportunity to get close to
Denise, particularly when Mitch isn’t around. He remembers
overhearing the two of them. Mitch would be by her room later
tonight. Then it hits him! Every year, Nick and Bobby raid Chestnut
Hall around 11. Denise’ll be up, and Lonnie can see her and maybe
convince her to take a rain check with Mitch. Once he’s done, he
slips the rest of the joint back in his shirt pocket and heads back
to his dorm.

 


****

 


Night falls over Borrows
Boarding School. Most of the students have retreated back to their
dorms. On a Thursday night, it’s relatively quiet… except for the
pitter patter of sneakers hitting the pavement. The scurry of
nerds, dweebs and weirdos creep around the campus, engaged in not
of a game of merriment but a way to survive the social jungles of
school without being harassed. On the hilly spine of the Burrows
campus sits Chestnut Hall. Outside of its haunted-looking dorm,
Bobby and Nick see Dennis scurrying towards them in the distance.
Like the rest of his buddies, he is dressed in all black, complete
with a ski mask. He looks at the both of them, Bobby’s belly
hanging out of his black sweater, and groans. “I don’t think this
is a good idea,” he says. “Someone might be up.”

“Chestnut girls always go
to bed early,” Bobby whispers. “We’ll be in and out within
minutes.”

“Quiet, you two!” Nick puts
his finger to his mouth. “Let’s just get this over
with.”

Bobby and Nick creep around
the large house, but then Bobby glances over his shoulder and
discovers Dennis still standing on the sidewalk. “What are you
doing?” His voice raised just above a whisper. “Come
on!”

Dennis shakes his head. “I
can’t!” He responds, inching back towards the sidewalk. “You two
are gonna have to do it without me.” Suddenly Dennis flees down the
sidewalk, and soon becomes nothing but a speck in the
distance.

“Dammit!” The two of them
say in unison. Nick turns to Bobby. What are we going to do?” He
asks. “If we can’t find a third person, then we’re
disqualified.”

“Do you guys need some
help?”

Bobby and Nick turn around
to see Lonnie standing at the top of the stairs leading to the
backdoor. He’s already dressed for the occasion. He wears a black
sweater and matching drain pipes. His cap flattens his brown, wavy
hair. “I’m sorry I chickened out in the past,” he says. “I’m ready
whenever you are.”

“Great!” Bobby replies as
he runs up the stairs. “And you know what to do?”

“Attack the first floor,”
Lonnie answers.

“Even if you get two or
three, it’s fine,” Nick says. “Let’s just make it out in record
time.” The two all give each other high fives. Then, Nick pulls out
a key. He turns to the other two. “I made a friend with one of the
R.A.s,” he says. The door opens and the two slide
inside.

The first few times the boy
played this prank on the girls, it was an absolute surprise. But
now most of the girls sleep over other peoples’ rooms, while the
few that remain are sound asleep. It’s been a longstanding
tradition of the girls in Chestnut Hall to leave a pair of newly
purchased panties hanging on the doorknob for the boys to take. If
Dennis had only known, he would have remained in the game.
Nonetheless, the three men each work their way from doorknob to
doorknob plucking underwear like cherries. Lonnie spots a door with
the sign “Denise” painted in glitter. She leaves a lacy electric
blue thong on the knob. He takes it and puts it into his back
pocket. When he does, Lonnie realizes that the door is open. His
eyes dart up and down the hallway before sneaking into the
room.

Lonnie could tell that
right away that Denise isn’t like other girls at Burrows. She has
shelves lined with action figures of every iconic film character
Lonnie could think of. He picks up a large figurine in a white
suit. He reads the label and grins: Al Pacino as Tony Montana.
“Cool,” Lonnie whispers. He puts Tony Montana back and continues to
stare at the rest of her collection. She has old movie posters of
films like The Blob and The Shining on her wall. He skims the spines of the bookcases. All he
finds is H.P. Lovecraft and multiple issues of Heavy Metal. “I can’t believe it,” he
says to himself. Denise is kind of a nerd. Suddenly, Lonnie hears
the doorknob turn. He quickly leaps into Denise’s closet nearby and
slides it shut. Through the slits of the closet door, Lonnie
watches Denise. She struts around the room in her tight floral
pajama shorts and matching tank top. She looks down at her phone.
“Are you on your way, baby?” She asks. Just hearing her voice makes
Lonnie’s cock immediately stiffen.

“I’ll be there around
midnight.” Mitch is on speaker; but it’s hard to him because of the
noise. It sounds like he’s at a party. “Kenny and I are gonna check
out some of the pranks around campus. Did those assnuts take your
panties yet?”

Denise giggles and peeks
out her window. “No,” she says. “There’s not a single panty on the
tree. It’s unusually quiet tonight.”

“Awesome,” Mitch replies.
“I’m making sure to mark my calendars so I can schedule their daily
beatings for the year.

Denise rolls her eyes.
“Whatever… Will you come over now?” Denise purrs into the phone.
“I’ve been horny since the bleachers.”

“I’ll be there soon,” Mitch
says. “Stop nagging me.”

“Okay,” Denise says, taking
offense to his attitude. “But, when you come over can you do
something sexy for me?”

“Anything,” he replies,
sounding more enthused.

“I’ll make sure the doors
are unlocked,” she says. “And I’ll be in bed, naked. Maybe I’ll be
asleep. Maybe I won’t be. Either way I want you to be hard and
ready, so that way when you come to bed you can just have me.
However you want.”

Mitch whistles. “You’re
on,” he says. “I’ll be there by midnight.” Then, he hangs
up.

Lonnie’s feelings for
Denise are growing strong, and when she takes off her shirt and
lets her breasts hang freely, he’s overcome with the urge to bust
through the closet and seize the moment. But why ruin the moment?
Denise massages her breasts as she looks out the window. She
glances down at the empty and can’t help but feel sad that the tree
looks so barren and depressing. Every year, Denise’s had a front
row seat to Nick and Bobby’s antics, running in and out of the
house with as many panties as they could retrieve. She snickers
thinking about it. It’s always been an amusing thing, the strange
fascination that boys have with girls. She wonders why they never
stop to smell or examine the panties to see if they’ve been
properly worn in. Maybe it has nothing to do with that, which, in
her mind, seems like a senseless prank. She could understand the
perverse appeal of a freshly worn thong or a pair of boy shorts.
But what’s fun about a pair of Walmart panties with the tag still
on them? She shrugs it off and decides to go to bed. After Denise
takes one final look at herself in the mirror, she turns off the
lights and hops onto the king-sized mattress. It’s on the other
side of the room and right in front of the closet.

Denise’s eyes are closed;
her long lashes flutter. Her lips slightly parted, she reaches down
and pulls her panties down over her thighs. Opening her legs, she
gives Lonnie a view of her voluptuous body. The streetlights from
outside pour through the window, illuminating just enough of her
for Lonnie to appreciate. With an arm over her head, Denise closes
her eyes again, her finger walking down toward her pussy. Her
blonde patch of lustrous curls crown her fleshy pussy lips, folds
of purple labia folding neatly around her slit She arches her back
as she penetrates herself. Her thighs rub together, and she bites
her bottom lip as her fingers are quickly coated with her juice.
She rolls around the bed, euphoric and in need of a good position.
She finally decides to lie on her stomach, the round moons of her
ass rising in the air as she fucks herself. Then, she turns back
around, continuing this dance as she plays with her pussy and
clit.

Lonnie moans to himself,
peeling away the front of his drain pipe pants to let his penis
swell with blood. He strokes himself to a solid girth, pre-come
dripping from his tip and lubricating his stroke. There’s no
turning back for him now. He needs to have her but he doesn’t know
when to make his move. Lonnie wants to make her come. He wants to
taste her while she climaxes. Now is the time, when she’s prime and
ready for her desires to be fulfilled. Lonnie sneaks out of the
closet, moving gingerly through the shadows towards the bed.
Surprisingly he doesn’t make a noise, and the sound of him stroking
his penis is stifled by the sound of her wet pussy, her fingers
swimming through her cream. He stands over her now, the blue
moonlight painting his body. He continues to rub his cock while he
watches her.

Denise’s tits jiggle as she
fucks her pussy. Her fingers rub her clit, slowly at first until
she gradually increases speed. She bites her bottom lip so she
doesn’t moan too loudly, but she can’t help it. Denise thinks of
her nightly lover creeping through the dark. It’s always excited
her to feel like she’s being completely taken. Her pussy moistens
at the thought, whispering “Come to Me” in the dark, enticing her
fantasy lover to pounce.

Suddenly, Denise feels a
wet mouth drape around her nipple. She moans as he gently sucks on
her, every now and then biting into her nipples until she can’t
help but squeal. She keeps her eyes closed, enjoying the strange
touch of someone she can’t see, someone different. But, it occurs
to Denise that Mitch is touching her in a way that she hasn’t felt
since she started dating him. His mouth is warm and curious. His
bite is playful, sinking his teeth into her breasts and stomach.
Then, she feels his lips clinging to her clit, the hood slightly
pulled back as he teases her bulb with his tongue. She cries out.
Denise reaches for him, but then she freezes. Mitch’s hair is cut
short to his scalp. But the boy in between her legs has long, thick
hair. Denise opens her eyes and sits up.

“Who the hell are you?” She
asks, turning on a lamp beside the bed. When Lonnie emerges from
her pussy, his handsome face shiny with her come, Denise’s eyes
light up. “You’re that guy from the quad,” she says. “You were
fighting Mitch.”

Lonnie wipes her come from
his face. “And I would’ve won too if it wasn’t for you,” he replies
with playful sarcasm.

Denise blushes. “I’m
sorry,” she says. “I really didn’t mean to get you punched.” She
sighs. “He really can act like a big asshole sometimes.”

Lonnie smirks. “Tell me
about it,” he says. Then, he grabs her softly by the chin and their
eyes meet. “But, we don’t have to think about him tonight.” He
reaches out for her breast and sucks on her nipple. ‘Let me please
you. I’ll make you a very happy girl.” Lonnie leans in and kisses
her. His lips are soft and full, big enough to swallow her whole.
Denise likes the feeling, and together they share an aggressive
kiss. As they make out, Denise helps Lonnie pull off his sweater
and remove his pants. His fingers travel to her clit, rubbing its
bulbous, wet surface while she strokes his cock. Denise then pins
him down on the bed. She crawls on top of his face, dancing on top
of his face as she wraps her hands around his shaft. Lonnie reaches
for her thighs, pushing her pussy down onto his mouth. Lonnie’s
lips cling to her clit. Sucking on her clitoris, Lonnie handles her
pussy in a way that drives her insane. She moans as she rocks her
hips back and forth, savoring every bit of his mouth at
work.

Denise bends over and
kisses Lonnie’s cock, her lips spreading to accommodate his girth.
Lonnie moans as he feels his cock disappear inside of her mouth. He
wants to see it but doesn’t want to waste another moment. He
continues to lap up her sweetness, while she returns the favor.
He’s long enough to gag on. And thick. His head is slender, the
perfect shape and size for her pussy. She doesn’t know how she got
into this situation, but she isn’t the type to question it.
 Her pussy’s gushing under Lonnie’s lick, and she’s eager to
see what he can do with his cock. She kisses his balls, licking
each one until they’re wet with her spit. Lonnie’s body jerks as
she sucks his cock. He performs with the same fervor, his tongue
wagging on her clit until he can feel her pussy throb. As she cries
out, she gushes into Lonnie’s hungry mouth.   

Denise crawls towards
Lonnie’s cock. She lowers herself on top of him, moaning as his
cock fills her up. Lonnie moans, admiring the perfect view of her
ass, the beautiful details of her curvy back. He holds onto her
hips as she leans forward and begins to slam her pussy against his
dick. “Yeah, Denise,” he moans. “Give me your pussy. Every inch.”
He holds her hips still and drives his cock deeper inside her
flesh, pumping shockwaves of unbridled pleasure through her body.
When Lonnie gyrates his hips, fondling her breasts as she rides
him, Denise moans. Her mind is awash in euphoria. She leans against
him, unable to contain herself. He squeezes her nipples, the
sensations rippling through her. Suddenly Denise climaxes, pussy
muscles tightening around his cock. He bucks his hips, with the
carnal urge to rip through her body. He comes hard, his body and
mind going numb. Come coats her pussy canal, leaving her feeling
creamed and satisfied.

Denise and Lonnie lie in
bed for a while, until he asks her for a favor.

“Anything,” she says. “I do
owe you for getting punched.”

Lonnie smiles and strokes
her face. “It was worth it,” he replies. “Anyway, for prank night,
it’d be great if I can get as much underwear as you have.” When
Denise gives him an odd look, he smiles widely. “For my friends,”
he says. “So they don’t get pushed around this year.”

Denise rolls her eyes.
“God, Mitch is such a creep.” She crosses her arms and relaxes
against the pillow. “It was fun for a while but now he’s just
annoying. I wish we could get him back somehow…”

Lonnie laughs. “I think we
just did.” Then, he jumps out of bed. “Mitch and Kenny’ll be here
soon.” Denise slips out of bed. Together they put on their clothes.
Then, she opens her panty drawer. “Damn,” she says. “All of my
thongs and stuff are in the laundry.” She turns around and notices
Lonnie fishing through the hamper. He plucks out any piece of
underwear he could find: Bikini bottoms, classic white briefs,
thongs, hip huggers, bras, and garters. “Help me,” he says to her.
His voice is muffled behind the pile of underwear he carries in his
arms.

Denise rolls her eyes. As
she approaches she slows down. “Why are you taking these?” She
asks. “Don’t you smell them?”

Lonnie shrugs. “They smell
good,” he replies.

She giggles. “You really
think so?” She asks.

“Hell yes. They smell like
pussy. What’s better than that?” Although she can’t see his face,
she can hear him taking big whiffs of out his mountain of soiled
panties. And Lonnie isn’t pulling her leg, mind you. “There’s
nothing better than smelling the sex and sweat that emanates from
an used pair of panties.”

She grows wet hearing him
say that, hearing someone admire her scent. “You’re so weird,” she
tells him. Failing to conceal her growing interest in him, Denise
takes some of his load and together they leave her room and head
downstairs.

As they scurry out of
Chestnut Hall, leaving a trail of underwear behind them, Lonnie
couldn’t help but wonder where Nick and Bobby had gone. When they
make it outside, they stand in front of the tree, both speechless
as to why not even a sock is hanging from its branches.

“What do you think might
have happened to them?” She asks.

Lonnie can only shrug in
bewilderment. “They were with me when I came in,” he says. Then, he
looks around. “Maybe they got spooked. I wouldn’t be surprised if
Mitch has something to do with it too.”

In fact, Mitch has
everything to do with it.

Behind the Oakberry
Gymnasium, cheerleaders Alice and Heidi blow pink bubbles out of
their chewing gum. Alice’s face is nearly buried in her phone while
Heidi stretches on the grassy field. She unfolds her limber body
into a full split, then grabs her rear foot. It effortlessly rests
on top of her head, her elegant neck craned back to make them
touch. “When will they be here?” She asks. “I’m getting
bored.”

“No need to whine,” she
hears him say. “The Reagan Brothers have arrived.”

Elated, Alice looks up from
her phone. When she sees Mitch, she jumps on top of him and plants
him with a kiss. “God, what took you so long?” She asks. “We
skipped geometry and Spanish waiting for you guys.”

Mitch carries her onto the
grass and playfully throws her down against its soft surface. “And
we skipped astronomy and shop class to grab these.” Stuffed into
the back of his pants, he pulls out a bottle of whiskey. Kenny
follows suit, reaching into his jacket pocket for baby bottles of
Captain Morgan. The girls squeal. “God,” Heidi says. “I’ve been
waiting for excitement all day.” She brings her legs together, but
the damage has been done. Kenny gazes at her petite body, her
strong sculpted arms and legs. He plops down beside her and hands
her a bottle of rum. While the pair begins to party, Mitch falls on
top of Alice and kisses her. Kenny grabs the whiskey from him and
opens it up.

“Speaking of excitement,”
Kenny says. “Why don’t we play a game?”

“What kind of game?” Heidi
asks.

“Truth or dare.”

Alice breaks away from
Mitch. “I’ll play,” she says. “I love that game!”

Heidi and Kenny finish off
their bottles of rum easily, while Mitch and Alice still work on
their whiskey. They’ve so far covered the amateur basics of Truth
or Dare, the highlight of which is when Heidi dares Alice to show
off her pair of perfect breasts, at least according to Mitch. “Best
titties in the world,” he says, letting the whiskey dull his
censor. “Little nipples. Not too big. Just perfect.” He reaches
over and begins to bite on her nipple.

Alice laughs nervously,
pushing him off. Out of the corner of her eyes, she can see Kenny’s
ogling gaze boring through her. She pushes down her black-and-gray
bustier, snatching the near-empty bottle of whiskey from Mitch’s
grip. “Okay it’s Kenny’s turn,” she says.

Mischievously, Kenny rubs
his hands together. “Wonderful,” he says. Then, he faces Heidi.
“Truth or dare?”

Heidi hesitates, knowing
that she’s chosen truth one too many times already. The rest of
them will think she’s a loser if she keeps playing it safe.
Finally, Heidi sighs. “Dare… I choose dare.”

Kenny glances over at
Mitch, who exchanges the same sneaky look. Heidi’s stomach begins
to cramp, unable to fathom what embarrassing request Kenny may has
up his sleeve. “Heidi,” he says. “I dare you to… eat
dirt.”

A look of repulsion washes
over Heidi’s face. “Are you insane?” She says. “I’m totally not
doing that.”

“If you’ve been dared to do
something, then you gotta do it,” Mitch replies. “Those are the
rules.”

“So there are rules to
Truth or Dare now?” Alice asks. “No one showed me the instruction
manual.”

 

Mitch grins. “When you play
Truth or Dare with the Reagan brothers, there are always rules.
Rule número uno? If you’ve been dared to do something, then you
gotta go through with it. No other way out.”

Alice exchanges a concerned
look to Heidi. Heidi, in turns, glances at Mitch and Kenny, hoping
that one of them might snicker and tell her they’re playing around.
But neither brother budges. Admittedly, the boys can’t help but get
a small thrill from watching Heidi’s bottom lip tremble, listening
to the faint whimper escaping from her frowned mouth. “You guys,”
she says, her eyes desperate. “I’ll do anything else, I
swear.”

Kenny and Mitch exchange an
all too familiar glance. Anyone who has been a victim of their
pranks and plans know that look. “Okay,” Kenny finally replies.
“You don’t have to eat dirt. But you can help us with
something.”

“Yeah,” Mitch chimes in.
“Something very important.”

Heidi shrugs. “Fine, what
is it?”

“Tonight, when those
dumb-asses come to grab your panties, you need to find a way to
distract them. Make sure they never finish the prank.”

“How?” Heidi
asks.

“I don’t know,” Kenny says.
“Use your feminine wiles or whatever.”

Alice doubtfully shakes her
head. “There’s no way Heidi’s handling those knuckleheads on her
own,” she says. “If those boys are your problem, then you two
should deal with it.”

Kenny’s grin widens. “Did
we mention that Lonnie James-Osmet will be escorting dumb and
dumber on their panty raid?”

In a blink of an eye,
Heidi’s demeanor changes. Her face flushes red, and her green eyes
sparkle at the sound of his name. “Lonnie?” She asks. “What’s he
doing with those geeks?”

“I see him around them all
of the time,” Alice replies. “I think he does it out of
pity.”

“What a guy,” Heidi says.
“If Lonnie’ll be there tonight, then hell yes! I’ll distract him
plenty!”

And, just like that, the
plan for sabotage is set in motion.

 


****

 


Heidi gives herself another
look over in the mirror. She tries on a million different pairs of
underwear before she finds something that she doesn’t hate as much
as the others. It’s a hot pink two piece bikini set, with mesh cups
that reveal some hint of her small perky breasts. The mesh on her
panties shows off her plump pussy lips, freshly shaven and covered
in a light layer of sweat. As she takes deep breaths. Heidi pats
her armpits with a towel. She checks her phone. It’s 11pm already!
Quickly, she grabs a piece of paper and scribbles in black marker,
“Come inside for panties.” Heidi scurries to the front door and
tapes it above the doorknob.

She sits on her bed, hands
clasped together as she waits patiently for Lonnie. Excited, Heidi
fights the urge to fidget or play with her hair. She tries to
rehearse her reaction to him walking through her door, but she is
having a hard time. She tries to remember how to smile with her
eyes, just as Alice had taught her. But, she’s forgotten
how.

Suddenly, she hears
footsteps approaching. Then, the doorknob turns. Heidi holds her
breath. Her body shivers.

Then, Bobby walks through
the door, his pudgy body stuffed into a stealthy black suit and ski
mask. “I’m here for the panties,” he says cheerfully. When he
catches a sight of Heidi in her bra and panties, he freezes. “Did
I… are you…?” Is she giving him more than just underwear? Bobby
immediately grows hard at the thought.

Heidi jumps underneath her
blankets and covers herself up. “Where’s Lonnie?” She asks. “Did he
chicken out again?”

At first, Bobby is
disappointed. He knows he’s no Lonnie James-Osmet. “He didn’t
chicken out,” he replies. “He’s downstairs grabbing some underwear.
I can tell him to come up - “ Then, suddenly, Bobby is struck with
an idea. “But, just so you know… he’s a kinky fellow when it comes
to the ladies.”

Heidi gives him a doubtful
look. “Is he?” She asks.

“Most definitely,” he
answers. “Y’see. That’s why he doesn’t go for girls here at
Burrows. He doesn’t want everyone to know.”

“Whatever,” she says as she
crosses her arms. “You’re probably just talking a bunch of baloney
anyway.”

Bobby playfully shrugs,
then he spots a pair of her panties on the floor near the hamper.
“Maybe I am talking baloney,” he says. “Maybe I’m not.” He snatches
her glittery purple briefs from the floor. “I’ll be taking these,
if you don’t mind.” Bobby snickers. “I’ll let him know these are
from you.” He twirls her undies around his finger as he strolls
towards the door.  

“Wait!” Bobby freezes, he
spins around to see Heidi with an expression of curiosity. “What’s
he into?” She finally asks.

Bingo, Bobby thinks to himself. “All the good stuff,” he says
eagerly. “Nothing bad. Kinda like 50 Shades, you know what I
mean?”

Heidi rolls her eyes. “My
mom reads that,” she replies with a sneer. “Is it… is it more like
Rihanna?”

“Ri-what-uh?”

“You know,” she replies,
smiling eagerly. “Like her BDSM song. Is he into really hardcore
stuff?”

“Sure,” he replies,
ignoring Heidi’s question. “He’s into blindfolds and… bondage.” He
studies Heidi as his answers sink in.

“Blindfolds and bondage…”
she says. “Okay… I don’t mind that, I guess.”

“Good!” Bobby says, pumping
his fist back. “Finally!”

Heidi shoots him a dirty
look. “You do realize you’ll be gone by the time he gets here,
right?”

Bobby coughs, pulling back
his excitement. “Of course. I’m a gentleman, obviously. In fact,
I’ll leave right now. But when I do, you should pretend like you’re
sleeping. He’s into that.”

Excited, Heidi gasps. “I
have a sleeping mask,” she says. “I can put that on so when he gets
here I’m all ready for him.”

Bobby represses his
excitement. “Whatever works,” he says, although he secretly prays
that she has the mask on by the time he gets back.

They sit together for an
awkward moment. Heidi blankly stares at Bobby while he looks
eagerly at her. Finally, Heidi gives him a wry smile. “You can go
now,” she says.

Bobby apologizes and
happily dashes out of her bedroom, making sure to shut the door
behind him when he leaves. Once he’s gone, Heidi reaches for the
satin mask on her bedside table. She slides it over her head,
making sure to fix and fluff up her black frizzy curls. Then she
relaxes into her bed and pretends to sleep. She can’t hold back the
smile that’s glued to her face. The anticipation of waiting for him
makes it hard for her to be anything but aroused. She tries her
best, but when she hears the door open, she can’t help but squeal.
Heidi sits up in her bed. “Lonnie?” She asks.

It seems like hours have
passed before she finally gets a response. “Aren’t you supposed to
be asleep?” He asks.

Heidi giggles. It’s not
Bobby’s bellowing voice, thank God. Lonnie sounds much softer, but
assertive. “I know, I was told to. But, I’m just so excited to
finally be with you. I’ve fantasized about this for a while.” She
blushes. “I’m sorry. I’m talking too much. I tend to talk too much
when I — “

“Enough,” she hears him
say. Heidi mutters sorry before keeping her mouth shut. She can
hear his footsteps approaching, sounding more crisp and less dull
like Bobby’s heavy feet. “Hold on,” she says. She can hear Lonnie
sigh. “Sorry, I just… do you want me to be on my knees? And… should
I call you Master or Dom?”

“Stay right where you are.
Don’t say anything. Don’t call me anything.” He waits but hears
naught. “Good,” he says.

Suddenly, Heidi feels her
blankets being ripped away from her body. Then, his hands glide up
her skinny, but subtle curves. They slow down to admire every inch
of her behind before flying up to her hands. He takes a scarf
hanging around her bedpost and wraps it tight around her wrists.
After making an impenetrable knot, he ties the rest of the loose
ends around the slits in her headboard.

“Now you can’t move a
muscle,” he says. He reaches around her neck and unties her bikini.
The strings fly through the darkness. He pulls her bra down to gaze
at her small breasts, a pair of firm mounds of flesh rising and
falling as she breathes. “Nervous?” he asks.

She laughs nervously. “I’ve
never done this before,” Heidi replies.

“Just relax,” he
says.

Heidi obeys, until she
feels her bed suddenly become lighter. The box springs moan as he
stands up. Then, she hears his footsteps. “Lonnie?” She tries to
sit up, forgetting that she’s tied to her bed. And blindfolded.
“Lonnie, where are you?” She asks.

Only… it’s not
Lonnie.

Nick opens the door slowly
so she’s unable to hear him. Before he can even open the door,
Bobby tries to push his way through.

“Dammit,” Nick whispers.
“Will you slow your fat ass down?”

Inside they can hear Heidi
frantically calling Lonnie’s name. Quickly the two shuffle back
into the room. Bobby stays by the door while Nick approaches her.
He hurries to take off his pants. When he does he tosses them to
the side and sits down beside Heidi on the bed. “Just getting ready
for you, sweetheart,” he says. Nick leans forward and playfully
flicks his tongue against her lips. She squeals and does the same,
sticking her tongue out to taste his. Nick opens his mouth wide
enough to let her slip through, and together they lock in a kiss
that makes her toes curl. Nick stealthily climbs over Heidi’s
squirming body and lays beside her, his hands crawling underneath
her lacy bottoms. His fingers slide against her pussy lips, her
flesh becoming more and more wet as he dives down towards her
bubbly clit.

Bobby tiptoes toward the
pair. He remains within the shadows, creeping around the room until
he finds a spot where he has a perfect view of Heidi and Nick. He
nervously unzips his fly and pulls out his chubby cock. He watches
Nick’s hands move fast through her pussy, and the sound of his
fingers swimming through her wet skin makes Bobby feel like he’s
high. He rubs himself slowly at first, admiring Heidi’s tiny
physique, aching for a taste of her while she’s still trussed up
and oblivious. He’s seen her before in her cheerleading outfit,
performing splits and tumbles as if her bones are made of rubber.
Before he has a chance to realize it, Bobby edges closer and closer
to the bed. Nick has already crawled over Heidi’s face, lowering
his long cock into her mouth and whispering for her to suck. She
obeys, and stuffed with his flesh, her lips have no choice but to
cling to his smooth shaft and swallow him as far as she could.
Meanwhile, his fingers are still deep inside of her cunt. He can
feel her pussy muscles as they squeeze around him, trembling as she
comes, her orgasmic cries muffled by his cock.

By now, Bobby’s been able
to get so close that he can reach out and touch her. He doesn’t
waste another minute. As not to raise any suspicion, he fondles her
breast in a way that makes Heidi believe Nick is touching her. She
moans, thrusting her chest into the air to spur his touch. Bobby
tries not to get too excited. He squeezes, making sure to pinch his
nipples with her fingers. Nick’s eyes are squeezed shut, trying
hard to reign in his desire. He impulsively pulls out of her gaping
mouth. She gasps for air. Then, out of nowhere, Nick feels Heidi’s
tongue paint his puckering asshole. Biting his bottom lip, he
relaxes into her mouth, even grinding a bit as she stimulates his
anus. No girl has ever done that to him before. And, surprisingly,
he can’t get enough. “That’s it baby,” he says to Heidi. “Keep it
up.”

She responds with a
breathless sigh. “I want to feel your cock inside me,
Lonnie.”

Both Nick and Bobby’s ears
perk up. They glance at one another, carefully avoiding direct
contact. Then, they’re off! Bobby dashes for the end of the bed,
while Nick crawls towards Heidi’s cunt. Surprisingly, Bobby’s
nimble enough to climb over the footboard, spread Heidi’s legs, and
inch his fat cock towards her pussy. The entire time, she giggles,
imagining how eager he must be, and how excited he is to be with
her. “I need you now, Lonnie,” she cries.

“Oh you’ll get it,” Nick
mutters. Defeated and erect, he crawls quietly closer to Heidi. He
admires her upper body. When she inhales, the details in her ab
muscles are refined. Her breasts barely move as her body is jerked
back and forth.

“Yes, Lonnie,” she shouts.
“God, you’re so big!”

Bobby doesn’t make a sound.
His grin is wide and his stride is hard and slow. He can’t help it;
he loves watching his cock slide in and out of her pussy, the
juices and flesh clinging to his swollen shaft. He braces her hips
and pumps through her until he quickens his speed. Bobby quietly
grunts, trying hard not to cry out as he climaxes. Suddenly, he
pulls his cock out and sprays pearls of come all over her toned
stomach. As he softens, Bobby pulls himself out and slinks off of
the bed.

“Lonnie,” she whispers.
“Are you still there?”

“Hell yeah, baby,” Nick
says eagerly. He grabs her panties and cleans Bobby’s come off of
her stomach. “I just caught my second wind!” He zips down towards
her and climbs in between his legs. When he slides into her warm
pussy, Heidi’s struck by how noticeably different his penis feels
inside of her. He doesn’t feel as thick as he used to. Instead he’s
longer, and when he fucks her, his thrusts are faster. He lowers
himself closer to her. Nick sucks on her breast while his finger
reaches down to rub her clit. As soon as he touches her, Heidi’s
body thrashes from side to side. She’s able to loosen herself from
the ties. Nick doesn’t notice right away. It’s not until he feels
her fingers running through her hair that he nearly shits
himself.

Heidi gasps. “Lonnie,” she
says. “You cut off all of your hair!” Nick pins her arms down to
either side of her body as continues to fuck her. She giggles. “Let
me touch you, Lonnie! I promise I won’t take off my
blindfold.”

Nick is reluctant at first.
But he eventually lets go of her. “Fine,” he says. “But, if you
want to come, then be a good girl.” He presses his finger against
her clit, rasping its meaty bulb.

She screams. “Yes sir!”
Heidi replies, so excited that she begins to grunt and howl like an
animal.

Nick wants to laugh, but
instead his rubs his sensitive clit harder. “That’s it,” he tells
her. “Be as loud as you want to. Let everyone know!”

“I want you to come inside
me this time,” she begs him. But Heidi can barely finish her
sentence. As she screams, Nick can feel her pussy throb, then
tighten again around his cock before relaxing altogether. He feels
her wetness pouring through her. Ripples flow through Heidi’s body.
As he watches the euphoric glow wash across her face, Nick moans.
He drives himself deeper into her pussy. Then, he unloads, gushing
come through her wet hole. He breathes heavily in her ear for a
moment, kisses her, then collapses next to her on the
bed.

“Dammit, Lonnie,” she says
as she takes off the blindfold. “You really are something… “ Heidi
glances over at him. Then, she does a double take and
screams.

Nick bolts out of her bed,
nearly falling over her as he hits the floor. “So sorry,” he says.
“I thought you were someone else.”

Bewildered Heidi glares at
him as he hops around the room, trying to put his pants back on. “I
thought you were
someone else,” she shouts.

“Those mistakes can
happen,” Nick says, hoping that she might just laugh it off as a
case of mistaken identity. She doesn’t.

“Get out of my room!”
Anything within reach is thrown at Nick’s head. A coffee mug. A
paperweight shaped like a starfish. Heidi’s cell phone.

He cowers to the other side
of the room. “If you stop throwing things at me, then I could
leave!” She ignores him. She reaches for shoes, her purse, then her
behemoth history textbook.

Suddenly, Nick hears a
commotion outside. He glances out the window to the far right of
the room. “It can’t be,” he says to himself. He pulls back the
curtain and continues to watch the scene unfold outside. He begins
to chuckle, and his chuckle soon turns into a hysterical
laugh.

Annoyed, Heidi jumps out of
bed. “Didn’t you hear me the first time?” She asks as she storms
over her to him. “I told you to get out!” She doesn’t know what
she’s going to do with him. Nick’s cute enough for a nerdy-looking
fellow, but he’s a nerd nonetheless. Everyone in Burrows wouldn’t
let her live it down if they knew she’s had sex with a social
pariah. But then, as Heidi glances out the other window to see what
has his attention, her mind goes completely blank. Heidi nearly
rips the curtain off its rod when she realizes what’s going on
outside.

Mitch and Kenny stumble
towards the infamous of Chestnut Hall, it’s branches riddled with
underwear. Thongs. Bikinis. There are even a few bras. “Son of a
bitch!” Mitch says.

“What are boxer shorts
doing up there?” Kenny asks. pointing to a pair of plaid dangling
on one of the higher branches. He jumps up high enough to grab a
piece of it and pull it down from the tree. They examine it,
discovering on the underwear’s tag are the initials L.J.O written
in black marker.  The brothers say the initials out loud in
unison, over and over until it finally hits them: “Lonnie
James-Osmet”

“Son of a bitch,” Mitch
growls. He’s no longer looking at Lonnie’s boxers. Instead, his
burning brown eyes focus on a thong that’s been flung not far from
Lonnie’s underwear. It’s a familiar pair of frilly, white lace
panties. “Denise,” he whispers to himself. As he takes another look
at the rest of the underwear hanging from the tree, he realizes
that it all belongs to Denise.

That’s when he hears
someone above him. The brothers look up to see Nick hanging out of
Heidi’s window. “Hey assholes,” he yells. “Add this to the pile!”
Then, he flings Heidi’s soiled panties down to the tree, whistling
triumphantly as it’s caught on the very top of the of the branches,
where it couldn’t be so easily reached. Then, Nick spins around and
bends over, mooning the boys with his skinny, pale ass.

Kenny notices Heidi
watching in horror from one of the windows in her room. “You were
supposed to distract him,” he yells.

She shrugs. “I thought I
did,” she replies. Nick shoots her a sideways glance. And she
returns it.

The scene pauses as a
figure approaches from around the back entrance. All four of the
teenagers have their eyes glued to the shadowy stranger, suspecting
that it might be Lonnie. Instead, it’s Bobby. He strolls towards
the Reagan Brothers with a shit-eating grin on his face. “Good
evening, gentlemen,” he says. Then he notices the tree. “Holy
shit!”

“Did you do that?” Nick
yells at him from the window.

Bobby shakes his head.
“Nuh-uh,” he replies. “Did you?”

Nick rolls his eyes. “When
would I have time to do that?” He asks. “I’ve been
busy!”

“Enough!” Mitch yells. “I
don’t fucking care! You guys are still gonna get your asses kicked
for the rest of the year!”

Bobby arches his eyebrows.
“I don’t think so, douchebag!” He marches up to him, nearly
standing toe-to-toe with the bully. “This year, things are going
our way. You can either deal with it or eat shit.” Suddenly, Bobby
flings a pair of Heidi’s glittery purple briefs into Mitch’s face.
Then, he punches him right in the stomach.  
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An Excerpt

“I have to tell you
something.” Julie tilts her head, her gaze earnest. She leans in
close to Mark, whose hands are already up her skirt. She pushes him
away. “I’m serious.”

Mark frowns, a bead of
sweat forming around his forehead. “Is there something
wrong?”

Julie sighs. “Not really,”
she says. “You see, I’ve been thinking about you a lot lately. And
I know it was just meant to be a ‘I scratch your back and you
scratch yours’ arrangement, but I like you and I want to go all of
the way. With you.”

“What about your
boyfriend?” He asks.

Julie shrugs. “I’m just not
into younger guys anymore,” she replies. Then she begins to
unbutton his shirt. “Besides, don’t you like me?”

“I do,” he says, pushing
her hands away. “And I like it when you come over. I just think
that you should save yourself for when the time and the person are
right. I don’t know if that’s your boyfriend but it certainly isn’t
me.”

Julie pauses and looks at
him, grimacing. “Why wouldn’t it be you?”

Mark smiles. He picks up
her hand and kisses it. “I’m just a tutor,” he answers. “And this
isn’t a real relationship.” He realizes that what he says makes her
even more upset. Mark caresses Julie’s face. “I’m not as good of a
person as you are,” he says to her. “You deserve someone better.
Someone who truly desires you for you.”

Her ambivalence hides
behind her girlish blush. She kisses his hand too. “That’s the
sweetest way of saying ‘you don’t like me for me.’” Julie gets on
her knees in front of him and begins to unzip his pants.

“What are you doing?” He
asks.

She looks up at him and
smiles. “Since we’ve clarified things,” she says. “I might as well
finish my lesson.” Julie reaches for his cock. Rubbing its bulbous
head, she presses her mouth against it. Her lips wrap around his
glans, slowly sucking down to the base of his shaft. Julie stares
up at him, watching him bite his lip as he writhes in a pleasurable
torment. She keeps going, pleased that she could get him excited.
Her fingers sink between her thighs. Julie rubs her clit. She moans
as she continues to suck Mark’s thick cock, a heavy beam of flesh
that slinks down her throat.
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An Excerpt

With blue balls as big as
Harold’s, he would have made an impressive sideshow attraction.
Since his visit to the bar earlier that day, he knew the carnival
would be unlike no other, and he was right. But, indulging his eyes
on the lascivious circus acts made his dick hungry for some action.
Sipping on his beer, his eyes beamed at the sight of a familiar
figure just a few feet away. When she was on the move, he followed
her.

Harold hadn’t expect to see
her around; she seemed to insist that she had to go home. Granted,
he felt sorry for the girl. Her mother died just a few months ago;
now she had to take care of that dress shop all by herself.
Nonetheless, he liked her. And wanted her, no matter how hard she
rejected his advances. Harold watched her buy a strip of tickets.
She looked back over her shoulder, as if trying to find someone.
Once her purchase was complete, she got in line for the Funhouse.
It was a wide, three-storied trailer with several balconies on each
floor, where patrons often stood and waved at the onlookers below.
The building was painted with a cartoonish mural of what was in
store inside, walls that reached for unsuspecting patrons, warped
mirrors, and the like. Harold was about two people behind the girl.
She soon disappeared through the circular entrance, a kaleidoscope
tunnel that revolved from left to right. Her trod was careful.
Someone stumbled in front of her, but she was able to make her way
through the tumble while avoiding a spill. Before Harold could
proceed, the toothless carnie locked the gate. When Harold
protested, the carnie spat out, “We filled to capacity. Now git
back and wait yur turn!”

With a proverbial tail
between his legs, Harold stood aside and waited for a few minutes.
Once the carnie opened the gate, he sneered as Harold rushed passed
him. If he wasn’t so eager to catch up with the girl, he would have
stumbled through the tunnel of torment, and fallen to his knees
when faced with the spinning floor. Harold almost got caught up
with the hall of mirrors; but he was distracted by the reflections.
They were distorted figures in a strain of coitus, multiple bodies
undulating, tethered from one sex to the other. Harold’s erection
throbbed, and he pursued its hunger passed the mirrors and
onward.

Then Harold heard a
moan.

It was imperceptible at
first; but as he approached a corridor through the strobe-shocked
darkness, he heard it again, and this time it was for sure a cry of
desire. Harold nearly rushed through the corridor, but stopped at
the lewd sight. He then fled back to the recesses, back to the
strobe-lit vestibule adjoining both the corridor and hall of
mirrors. His eyes barely peeked over the edges of the entranceway,
where he watched the surreal scene unfold.

Indeed, Harold found his
girl. He found her in a compromising condition. Several feet above
the air, a pair of hands stretched through an elastic wall and held
her legs open, pulling them as wide apart as they could. Another
hand pushed aside her panties to finger her dripping twat. Several
other hands pinned her arms down. All of her sexual appendages were
molested, but none as frequently nor as aggressively as her breasts
and pussy. Her ass had what appeared to be a deep finger sliding in
and out of her rectum. The sheathed hands lifted her up and down,
and obscene gesture that made her shape wrestle with them in the
darkness.
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An Excerpt

And now began the true
heart of the ritual. Miranda had a radio waiting nearby inside the
circle. She quickly knelt down and pressed the play button. Some
sensual music began to linger through the air. Its melodies were
exotic, a subtle, high-spirited blend of stringed instruments and
arabic beats. The four women danced into a line and began to untie
their corset laces. They helped each other, loosening and prying
the corsets away from their bodies until they finally fell to the
floor like leathery eggshells. Vickie and Richelle, the newest
sisters and the youngest, danced around one another while Rita and
Miranda grabbed some items from the altar. Rita passed the goblets
to the other sisters, while Miranda danced with the athame, running
its bladed tip against her thigh. Next, Rita reached for the
wine.

The tribal beats and
rattles reverberated through the forest ground, as if a menacing
band of rebels were playing for the girls, in sync with the fever
of the ritual increasing by the minute. The girls had taken off
their flowing dresses. Their dances became more primal. Rather than
frolicking and jumping through the air, The Black Poppies grind
against the floor like serpents. Sometimes they’d slither around
each other or writhe uncontrollably on the floor. Vickie moaned and
wailed. Richelle and Rita had started a small bonfire in the center
of the circle. Each sister took turns jumping across it while the
flames were still tame, but temperamental. Barely on the throes of
an ecstatic frenzy, Vickie didn’t see how the devil would thrill in
such a mild gathering. From where she stood, they looked like a
bunch of schoolgirls who had watched “The Craft” and went to Lilith
Fair one too many times. And while that was mostly true, their
night of revelry had just begun.

Everyone knew the rules and
took them seriously: A prick to the skin, then let the blood drop
in. Vickie was given the athame first. She was new and, although
she had been through many rituals with the other Black Poppies,
this was the first time she shared her blood with the others. It
was one more way of proving herself. So, Vickie took the dagger’s
tip to the fattiest part of her plump breast. Wincing, she felt the
burn and tear of the nerves, then the flow of blood. Ruby droplets
plummeted and disappeared into the dark wine. She licked up the
rest of her blood, and enthralled by Vickie’s unorthodox move, the
other girls followed suit. They almost elbowed one another to get
their hands on the athame. Richelle was the next to grab it. Her
incision was long and slow, the blood flowing from the wound like a
necklace. It poured from her breast into the carafe. Rita’s dark
eyes lit up and her mouth immediately clung to Richelle’s wound.
Vickie watched in shock as Rita sucked the blood from Richelle’s
petite breast. Meanwhile, Miranda passed the carafe to Vickie.
Miranda made a smaller incision in her own petite breast, squeezing
a couple of tear-sized drops into the liquor. Then, they danced
over to Rita, her lips stained with blood. Miranda handed her the
athame while Vickie held the carafe. Rita roared as the athame
penetrated through her supple dark skin. Her small breasts were
covered in red, she flowed into the carafe.

The goblets were
distributed, the wine poured. And they all took a fateful drink.
Within minutes, the carafe was emptied. And the girls flickered and
fluttered as rapidly as the passionate flames of the bonfire.
Vickie and the others danced towards the altar, where sitting on
the edges of the black ceremonial cloth were their offerings. It
was during this part of the ritual that Vickie could hear someone
charging towards them in the distance. The leaves rustled
violently, the twigs shattered and it sounded like glass breaking
in her ear. As she stepped forward and got down on her knees, her
eyes focused on the immaculate altar before her. All of the
representations of Lucifer felt ersatz, especially since she could
already feel his presence nearby. She sensed him like a haunting
orgasm. Her pussy throbbed. Sweat flushed her fair skin. Vickie
felt like she was no longer in control of her body. And it was then
she thought she must have passed out already, the rest of what was
to happen just a vivid dream.

Vickie retrieved her pouch
from the row of gifts. She pulled on the drawstrings, opening its
mouth to pull out a lock of her cinnamon red hair. She revered the
grotesque sculpture of Baphomet seated high on top of the altar.
“For a night of your desire,” she said. “I give you a virginal lock
of my hair.” She placed the braided curl on a gold, polished plate
in front of the altar. As she stood up, the other girls pushed her
back on the floor. “What are you doing?” She asked. But the girls
didn’t immediately answer. Rita pinned her hands down while
Richelle grabbed ahold of her legs. She sat on her stomach and
spread them wide enough for Vickie to guess what would happen
next.
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An Excerpt

 


Big Red smiled. “Of course
not,” he said. “But, I did bring you out here for something even
better.” He picked up a small jewelry box from his dresser table
and opened it to reveal a gold locket necklace. “A new position
opened up for Executive Assistant,” he said, pulling out the
locket. “It could be yours if you want it.”

Ruby glared at the two of
them, perplexed. She soon looked down at her own gold plated
locket, thinking of what she had to do to get it. And it certainly
didn’t involve being bedded by the CEO of the company. She hoped
Suzy had some ounce of respect and would refuse his offer.
Don’t earn it that way,
Ruby thought.

As Big Red clasped the
locket around Suzy’s neck, she stuttered. “But I’ve barely been
working at your company for three months,” she said. “I can’t even
do a portion of the work that Miss Edwards had to do. There’s no
way I can learn - “

Big Red put his hand over
Suzy’e painted mouth. “Ruby will train you to be the best assistant
you can be.” Then, he turned her around and began to unbutton the
back of her dress. “It’s a high paying position, and highly
lucrative. For someone like you, it can open up a world of
opportunities to work under my thumb.”

Suzy gasped as the dress
fell, exposing her naked body. She blushed. “Mr. Rose,” she said.
“I have a boyfriend. “

“Please,” he said. “Call me
Big Red.” He grabbed her small breast and sucked on her dark,
fleshy nipple.

As Suzy moaned, spreading
her legs apart so that Alfie Sr. can feel her wet pussy, Ruby
rolled her eyes. Why was she so surprised that Suzy gave it up to
Big Red so easily? She thought about returning to the party
downstairs, but when Suzy began to unzip his pants, Ruby couldn’t
pry herself away from the door.

“Do you know why they call
me Big Red?” He asked her. Suzy naively shook her head, but she
soon figured out why. His cock was a thick slab of stiff meat that
trembled in her hand. She stroked his penis as he kissed her
passionately on the lips, barely able to wrap her fingers around
him.

At the sight of his swollen
cock, Ruby’s pussy quivered. He was far bigger than Alfie Jr., that
was for sure. She watched Big Red prod the tip of his penis through
her pursed lips, pre-come dribbling from his hole. Ruby rubbed her
thighs together, growing increasingly wet. She hadn’t thought of
Mr. Rose in a sexual way before tonight. He seemed like he was too
busy and above the urge to pursue his desires. But, it was clear
that Ruby didn’t know her boss as well as she thought. A surge of
lust made her nearly moan. She couldn’t suppress it. She lifted the
loose hem of her red cocktail dress and teased her juicy clit with
her fingers.

Suzy knelt down on the
carpeted floor. He told her to kiss it. Pressing her lips against
his wet flesh, Suzy puckered up to his meaty head first. Her tongue
painted his shaft, lips massaging his pole until she sunk his balls
into her mouth. Big Red moaned, barely able to stand still. He held
onto Suzy’s hair as he disappeared in between her lips. From where
Ruby stood, Suzy’s head bobbed slowly at first. As she picked up
pace, Big Red’s hips jerked forward, driving his cock deeper into
her mouth. Soon, Suzy’s hands floated from his penis, bracing his
hips as he fucked her face. His thrusts quickened, pushing her
limits until Ruby heard her gagging on his cock. He pulled out,
rubbing his glans against her swollen lips, delighting in the
teary-eyed girl and her artful mouth.

Meanwhile, Ruby rasped her
clitoris, imagining what it would be like to taste Big Red’s cock
in her mouth, to swallow as much of his flesh as he could. She
watched him force the intern to suck his fat cock, replacing Suzy’s
body with her own. Her hands rubbed her clit so furiously that the
orgasm crept up upon her body without warning. Come gushed from her
pussy, painting her fingers with translucent dew. She shivered, her
eyes still glued to Big Red, his penis dripping wet from Suzy’s
spit. Suddenly, he grunted. Holding her head still, he kicked his
cock deeper down her throat, spilling a heavy load of his come down
her hole. She moaned, licking up the stream of his milk flowing
down the sides of her mouth. She wiped it from her chin and licked
it from her fingers, her bedroom eyes batting up at her
boss.

“Ruby?” She glanced over
her shoulder. It was Alfie Jr. At that moment, she turned back
around and gasped. She was locking eyes with Big Red! Ruby quickly
bolted from the door. She thought she might be able to get away
with her last two weeks not being totally awkward, but as it turned
out she couldn’t escape Mr. Rose’s power without humiliating
herself.
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