Catfight at the Spring Formal
By Ewong

Trisha stood in front of her mirror, admiring her dress. It wasn’t as decadent or frilly as some that she’d seen, but it was within her price range. It also didn’t hurt that she looked absolutely stunning in it. She wasn’t a popular girl by any means, but she felt like the belle of the bal in this gown. It was the first time she’d ever worn a strapless gown, not having much of a bust before to keep it from falling down. This was her turn to show her newly grown, 100% natural breasts. They were only a B cup, but she was proud of them. Her long brown hair cascaded down her neck, falling behind her shoulders to just touch the back of the dress. Her seventeen-year-old body filled the rest of the dress nicely as the dress hugged her waist and draped loosely at her hips, but not making her look fat.
“Trisha, your date’s here!” came her mom’s voice from down the hall.

“Okay! I’ll be there in a minute.” Trisha answered back.

She tugged the dress upward a bit, not being used to the feeling of nothing above her bust. However, she wasn’t a stranger to not wearing a bra, as she figured her breasts were still growing and she didn’t want to waste money on a bra she’d likely only wear for a month. She smoothed the blue dress down her bodice and imagined what she was wearing underneath. Having just put them on minutes ago, she could recall the sheer white stockings with the lace tops, and the matching garter belt she’d had to ask her mom to help her put on the first time. As for underwear, she’d opted for a pair of silk white bikini-cut panties. Her white patent leather stilettos completed her outfit as she spied them from under her floor-length skirt that flowed around her like a cloud. 
With a deep breath, she left her room and grabbed the blue lace shawl to drape over her bare shoulders before greeting her date. He wasn’t the captain of any sports team, or even the debate team, but she was his friend, and she his. They figured they’d arrive at the formal together, but could split and dance with whoever they wanted before finally meeting at the end of the night since they had to ride home together.

“Hi Steve.” Trisha greeted.

“Wow, Trish. You look great.” Was the boy’s reaction.

“Thanks. See you later, mom”

With that, the two of them left to jump inside Steve’s mom’s car. They arrived and Steve bid his mom farewell before hopping out of the car and escorting his “date” into the auditorium where the dance was being held. They quickly entered and said their goodbyes before finding their first dance partners of the night. Steve found Rachel, a slightly nerdy girl who was on the debate team. She usually wore glasses and a braided ponytail, but tonight she wore her hair up and had ditched her glasses for contacts. Steve was dumbfounded by her newfound beauty, and quickly asked her to dance.
Trisha wandered around the auditorium, hoping a boy would see her and ask her to dance. After the first two songs, she decided to be the instigator and found Robbie, the captain of the swim team sitting all by himself.  She strode up to him and asked him to dance.

“Oh no, I’m...WHOA! Is that you, Trisha?” the boy said, wide-eyed.
Unknown to the girl, Robbie was looking at her breasts, and not at her face, even though that’s where his eyes were pointed. He was a bit of an ogler, and had perfected his peripheral vision to sneak glances at girls. He saw her pretty face and knew who it was, but couldn’t believe she had a figure. He stood up and took her hand.

“I’m sorry, Trish. I actually can’t dance too well. That’s why Jenny is dancing and I’m all alone here holding her clutch.” Robbie explained.

Trisha was disappointed that the only boy she’d asked to dance wasn’t able to.

“However, we could just go outside and chat for a while. Maybe someone would get up the nerve to ask you to dance if he sees you with me.” Robbie offered.

Trisha was too lost in his eyes to question his logic, and followed him out to the loading ramp. Unbeknownst to either of them, Jenny had seen the whole thing. She knew Robbie would be bored sitting alone, but she was going to join him after this song was done. Seeing him leave with Trisha made her blood boil. With the kind of anger only a teenage drama queen could manage, she pushed her way outside and was about to confront them when she had an epiphany. She figures that Trisha wanted to become a spectacle by parading around with her boyfriend. So, if she wants to make a spectacle of herself, why not help her along?
Jenny rushed to her locker and found a pair of scissors. She smirked devilishly as she imagined all the possibilities. She headed outside the auditorium and spied Trisha still talking to Robbie. She crept under the ramp, concealing her presence to both of them. She stopped when she was directly under Trisha’s gown. From here, she was able to hear their conversation.
“I can’t believe I came here hoping some guy would ask me to dance, but here I am, talking to you outside, Robbie!” Trisha said.

“Don’t worry. I’m sure someone will ask you…”

“Are you saying you’ll try to dance with me?”

“It couldn’t hurt, I guess.”

“What will Jenny say?”

“Oh, she’ll bitch about it, but I’ll explain it to her and she’ll forgive me.”

“Like hell I will,” Jenny thought.
“No, I’d rather not let you get in trouble with Jenny. Plus, I’m not sure how well my feet would be if you step on my toes all night.”

Jenny couldn’t take anymore of this nonsense. She looked up to see neither were looking in her direction. She saw that Trisha’s back was to her, which gave her an idea. She took out her scissors and slowly, silently, began to cut a large round circle around Trisha’s butt. After the final snip, her rival’s panty-clad bottom was bared to the air.

“Robbie, do you feel a draft?”

“No, why?”

“Oh, I guess it’s just this dress. I swear, without any straps, I feel almost naked standing here!”

Robbie chuckled, but Jenny inwardly groaned. She as about to let it be when she got an even better idea! With the hole as large as it was, she was able to see her hips. Jenny couldn’t help herself and readied her scissors again.

“Trisha, you are far from being naked.”
“I know, but it’s weird you know? You’re used to certain clothes, so without them, you feel…exposed.

Jenny snipped Trisha’s panty waistband.

Trisha gasped when she felt the elastic fail.

“What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing. It’s nothing.” Trisha said, not wanting Robbie to get any ideas.

“Really, what’s wrong?”

“You know what I said about feeling naked?”

“Yes.”

Jenny snipped the other side of the waistband.

“Oh! Um, well, this is a bit embarrassing, but I’m used to wearing panties, but tonight I’m wearing a slightly different style to go with my dress.”

“Are you wearing a thong?”

“What? No! They just don’t feel the same as what I’m used to, but I know I’d feel absolutely naked if I didn’t have any…” Trisha trailed off.
“Any what?” Robbie asked.

Jenny took this opportunity to snatch Trisha’s panties away through the hole in the dress.

“PANTIES!” Trisha gasped as she felt them disappear.

She looked down to see if they’d fallen to her feet, but they weren’t there. Robbie chuckled as he thought she was joking, acting so melodramatic.

“Ok, ok. I know I’d feel practically naked if I wore different underwear, too. Maybe we should get back inside. Jenny’s probably waiting for me.”

Trisha nodded as she looked around for anyone or anything that would clue her into what she’d just felt. Jenny slipped away, throwing Trisha’s panties and the circle of cloth that used to cover her bottom. She quickly got back inside the auditorium to see that Trisha was causing quite a commotion as people saw her backside. Jenny stopped them right in the middle of the room and began to chat while everyone else took out their cameras and phones to capture Trisha’s exposure.

“Robbie! I was just about to join you at the table. Where are you going with Trisha?”
“Nowhere, Babe. We just went outside for some air. She was feeling kinda down no one wanted to dance with her, and I was feeling left out since I can’t dance.”

“I’ll dance with her!” came a random shout nearby.

Nelson Brody, one of Robbie’s team mates, stepped next to Trisha and took her onto the dance floor. Robbie and Jenny were perplexed at the sudden shift in events. Gathering her thoughts, Jenny went back to talk to her beau.

“So, you were just gonna ditch me for her?”

“No, it’s not like that at all! I even came back here ‘cause I felt bad about leaving you.”

“Oh sure, like I’m gonna buy that!”

“Will you just listen to me?! Jenny, I love you, but you can be so stubborn sometimes. We had a casual conversation, and I wanted to dance with her to make her feel better. Then I realized that I hadn’t even danced with you, like, ever. It would be very unfair to you if I danced with her first.”
“Oh, Sweetie…” Jenny leaned in to Robbie when the moment was shaken by…

“EEEEEEEKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!! Who did this to my dress?!” Trisha shrieked.

Everyone’s attention was drawn to Trisha’s backside (if it hadn’t been already) and Jenny tried to pull Robbie away to not ruin the moment.

“Wait, her dress wasn’t like that when we left. That means someone must’ve done that when we were outside. The only person who would do something like that is…” Robbie thought aloud before staring at his girlfriend.

“Listen, Sweetie. I thought she was trying to steal you away. I had to make her a laughingstock so you would see I’m better!”

Robbie grabbed her arm and pulled her over to Trisha.

“Trish, Jenny was the one who did that to your dress. As far as I’m concerned, you can do whatever you want to her now. We’re through!”

Jenny went to grab his arm, but she felt a tug and a distinct ripping sound. She looked down to see only her panties from the waist down. She cupped he hands in front of her and bent forward to conceal them and saw Trisha holding the remnants of her skirt.

“Let this be a lesson. Revenge is a bitch!” Trisha said before tackling Jenny to the ground.
All eyes were on the girls’ scantily clad backsides as they wrestled around. Jenny stood up and went for Trisha’s hair and pulled hard. The poor girl arched her back as she laid on her stomach. The force of the pull momentarily made her meager breasts escape the confines of her dress, her nipples peeking above the bodice with each tug. Jenny too the opportunity to slap Trisha’s bare bottom before the girl was able to kick out with her right leg and knock Jenny down, landing on top of her. Trisha rolled away, but not before Jenny ripped the bodice off her dress, bearing her B cup breasts to everyone. The rest of the dress sagged as it rested on her hips. The hole in the back now showed the bottom of her ass and her milky white thighs. 

Trisha crossed her arms in front of her bare chest and went to run away, but nearly tripped on her skirt as it was dragging on the floor now. Jenny tackled her to the ground and tried to rip her skirt off. Trisha forgot her modesty for a moment and uncovered her breasts to roll onto her back. Jenny was now leaning over to pull on the skirt by the hole. This put her backside within arm’s reach for Trisha. She grabbed Jenny’s panties and yanked them to the floor. Jenny immediately let go of Trisha’s skirt and covered her bare ass from everyone. Trisha pushed the girl backward into the crowd so she’d step out of her underwear. Trisha was surprised to see them hold her back from covering herself or even getting away to torment Trisha some more. Trisha savored the moment, taking small steps towards her attacker, with one arm draped over her breasts. Trish stopped at Jenny’s feet and took in the sight.
“Well, well. I guess the girl who thought she had everything now has nothing. No respect, no underwear, and no boyfriend. Perhaps I should make sure you leave with absolutely nothing as well?” Trisha asked the crowd.

A raucous din erupted around the room, voicing their consent to whatever transpires next. Trisha leaned forward and looked Jenny right in the eye.

“This what you get for being such an upright bitch. If you weren’t so focused on keeping your man, you would’ve seen that I wasn’t going to steal him away. But now you’ve gone too far, and you must live with the consequences!”

Trisha then ripped what remained of jenny’s dress off her body. The blonde Cheerleader’s body now bared for everyone to see. From her shoulder-length blonde locks, to her gravity-defying round C-cup breasts, each peaked with rosy pink nipples that were now rock hard. The crowd’s gaze went lower to see that she wanted to hide her true hair color by shaving herself bald, which enhanced jenny’s exposure. The people holding her arms turned her around so that everyone could now see her bare backside.
“Since you like baring other people’s bottoms, I see it fit that yours be paraded around, and spanked by everyone here!” Trisha announced.

A cheer erupted from everyone and they began to pass Jenny around, each person getting one decent smack in. By the time she was let go, her backside was red and hot to the touch, Jenny was in tears from the pain and humiliation, but now her attention was brought back to Trisha. The guys who held her back were now gone, so she made this quick. She ran straight for Trisha, foregoing modesty and letting her nubile body jiggle as she made her way to her target. She saw Trisha’s dress hole, and lunged towards it. However, her trip was cut short by an adult voice.
“What is going on in here?!” came the booming voice of Mr. Harvey, the principal.

Student stood still as the DJ cut the music. The man strode to the center of the room, where he found Jenny Carter naked, with her ass as red as the cheeks on her face, tugging at Trisha Green’s skirt, which seemed to be the only thing she was wearing since she was covering her chest with her arms.

“I heard some loud cheering before, but nothing quite like what I heard today. This wasn’t the cheers of a happily partying crowd, no. It was the cries of a mob encouraging something outrageous. Miss Carter, where are you clothes?” Principal Harvey asked.

“Um, they were ripped off me by Trisha, Sir.” She answered, eliciting an “oooh” from the crowd of students.

“I see, and is that why you’re ripping her skirt off?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Trisha, why did you strip Jenny’s dress off?” Mr. Harvey inquired.
“She cut this hole in my dress and cut off my panties, Sir.” Trisha answered.
“Ah, so Miss Carter, it was you who instigated this whole mess?” Mr. Harvey shot back to Jenny.
“No! She went outside with my boyfriend! She was trying to steal him from me! I had to do something!”

“Miss Green, is this true? Were you trying to steal her man?”

“No, but he still broke up with her after he found out she cut my dress and stole my panties.”

“I see, and you didn’t even notice her cutting your dress or stealing your panties until someone had to tell you about it?” Mr. Harvey asked.
“Well, I only felt my panties disappearing, but didn’t know what happened or how. So, when I found out it was her that did it, I ripped her skirt off.” Trisha explained.
“Okay. I think I have a solution.” Mr. Harvey said.

To everyone’s surprise, he ripped Trisha’s skirt clean off her body, leaving her naked save for her stockings and garter belt. Everyone was treated to the sight of her bare pubic region, which had only a few pubic hairs sprouting on it. Trisha went to cover herself, but Mr. Harvey stopped her.

“Since you’ve both demonstrated a lack of clear judgment, and for whatever reason see your nakedness as a punishment, I’ll follow through and make sure you’re punished with nudity. For the rest of the night, you both are to remain naked, and aren’t allowed to cover yourselves. I’ll be keeping an eye on things to make sure nothing gets out of hand. But, if I catch either of you breaking these rules, I’ll be calling your parents and they’ll have to come pick you up with you wearing only your birthday suits! Am I clear?” Mr. Harvey explained.
Both girls nodded emphatically and he let the party continue. Everyone was on their best behavior, and no one even tried to take any pictures or video of the naked girls. The worst part was that Mr. Harvey saw that they weren’t budging from their spot, so he made them dance together. Everyone was transfixed by the two naked girls doing the waltz as they danced around the auditorium. Steve couldn’t believe he was seeing his best friend dancing naked with Jenny, who was also naked. Many boys had bulges in their pants while watching the sight. When the dance finally ended, Mr. Harvey brought them something from the lost and found to wear. When their parents arrived, he explained there was an accident involving their dresses, but everything was fine and no one was in trouble.

Jenny and Trisha were able to bond during their ordeal and became friends. However, their thirst for stripping had only begun. Will they team up to strip someone or will they turn on each other again? That’s a story for another day.
The End.

