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Tiffany sat in her room doing her makeup and listening to some pop music when the police car pulled up outside. She wondered if they were finally coming to take her jerk stepbrother and stepfather away. The two were idiots. She had no idea why her mother decided to remarry in the first place. The two of them were getting along just fine with her job working the high-end makeup counter and gym and her mom's office job, whatever that was.

A crowd was gathering outside. Tiffany sighed as her bright red fingernail polish dried figuring that she might as well join them downstairs. Tiffany hopped out of bed, grabbing a piece of gum heading downstairs to find out what the commotion was all about leaving her pink bedroom behind.

When she walked outside, there was a crowd around the Pillons house across the street as she started to look around the throng of heads.

‘This is the third car break-in this month.’

‘Did they steal anything valuable?’

‘They got my car last week.’

‘Someone needs to create a town watch.’

Tiffany got up on her tiptoes and dropped her tube of lipstick. She bent over causing her ass to stick out further from her two sizes too small yoga pants. Daniel, her stepbrother, and Mr. Sanderson caught a glimpse of Tiffany's neon thong through the fabric and both immediately stiffened up.

Tiffany stood up and noticed that they were trying to hide their bulges. She winked at them wiggling her petite fingers in a cute wave.

She could see that the rumors about Mr. Sanderson were true; he was hung like a horse. Her leggings started to get moist thinking about that piece of sausage splitting her cheeks.

Tiffany knew that she was the brat of the neighborhood and wore her slut crown with pride. She was in her early 20's, blonde, had large breasts, and worked out. To her, this was just practice for finding herself a rich husband and locking him up forever. She wanted wealth, a comfortable life, and the chance to spend eight hours a day working on her ass which was beautiful and round. To top it off, she had a tiny spot of pubic hair in the front to rest your nose when you are providing her with oral service.

Tiffany was a horny sex machine. She took the time to show off her assets every time; be it around the neighborhood, at school, or at work.

Everyone huddled around with Tiffany trying to avoid her stepbrother, Daniel, as much as possible. Tiffany loved teasing the jerk with her short skirts, tight tops, and yoga pants. It was fun bending over all around the house to show off her assets knowing that Daniel would never get a piece of her action.

The crowd began to break up as Tiffany moved up to the front to get a look at the broken window in the car. Someone broke the front passenger side window and rustled around the glove compartment. 

The policeman was there taking some pictures and a statement from Mr. Jones, who was walking his dog at the time and came across the broken window.

Tiffany slid next to Mr. Sanderson, who was looking over the damage. He had on his running shorts looking at the damage with a frown on his face.

Tiffany seductively bumped into Mr. Sanderson and turned away from him, hoping that he would get a closer look at her ass. She hoped to get a closer look at the front of his running pants as well.

‘Sorry, Mr. Sanderson.’

‘T-that's ok Tiffany.’

‘Gosh, that is terrible.’

‘Yes, it is Tiffany. Third car this month.’

‘It is getting so girls like me cannot play outside at night. I need something stiff to protect me.’

Tiffany dropped her lipstick again bending over in front of Mr. Sanderson showcasing her ass for him. Mr. Sanderson was blushing and trying to cover the growing bulge in his pants. 

‘I-I-I have to go, Tiffany, it was nice talking to you.’

‘Bye.’

Polly from down the street was there as well and watched Tiffany flirt with Mr. Sanderson as a quizzical look crossed her face. She could never understand why Tiffany acted like such a brat in the neighborhood. Mr. Sanderson was a teacher at the local school and Tiffany looked foolish flirting with him.

Tiffany waved at Polly, who returned the wave and slowly walked over to talk to her neighbor as only a few people remained.

‘Tiff, why were you flirting with Mr. Sanderson like that?’

‘Did you check out his package?’

‘Tiff.’

‘Did you? Tell me you never heard the rumors.’

‘Seriously?’

‘Don't be a prude.’

‘Yes, I heard them.’

‘It is true.’

'No, wait Tiff.’

‘Like you never wanted to know.’

‘That is not the point.’

‘What is? Why are you still out here? Men in uniform?’

‘Shut up.’

‘Like the young cop over there does not get you excited.’

‘Well yeah, he does look hot; too bad about the Pillons car.’

‘Yeah, that does suck. We were a quiet neighborhood until a month ago.’

‘It sucks, why do they have to bother us out here?’

‘I know, did anyone see the guy who did it?’

‘No, but I heard we are going to start a town watch.’
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