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Adventurous Kate





Best Friends


A year ago, Kate marked a date on her calendar. She sat on her couch, drunk and alone with a red marker in her hand as it rained outside. She wore nothing but a white bra and red panties that didn‘t match, a faux-pas that she was normally conscious of, but it didn’t matter this time, no-one was there to see her. She circled the date several times as though it was the end of the world and hung the calendar back on the wall and waited with an anxiety that could only be cured by prescription pills. That day didn’t mean much to the rest of the world, but to her it marked the slow descent into old age. That date was October 19 ^th, the day Kate would turn forty. She finished the bottle of red wine and went up to her lonely bedroom and examined the long, blue dildo a friend bought her as a gag gift. Then she wondered how much of the gift was supposed to be a joke and how much of it was supposed to be serious.
That was a year ago, and now that the day was here, she felt a little better about it, or at least she no longer felt doomed. She couldn’t say she felt any different than she did when she turned thirty-nine or thirty even, but she couldn’t help but notice all of the things she didn’t have. Kids, a husband, not even an ex-husband. And a boyfriend? Of course not. The only men that approached her were younger men under the illusion that she would actually be grateful to give them a blow job, or men that were married and tired of their wives. None of them wanted to live with her and learn about her career in accounting, or her college education, or her love of travel. So she often ended up going home by herself, starved of physical intimacy.
Once she reached her thirties, the number of single men that wanted to build a relationship had reduced significantly. She had come to the realization that she spent much of her life by herself and the idea weighed on her. Now that she was forty she thought of her singularity differently. It wasn’t the conversation or emotional attachment she missed, after all she had her friend Ashley for that, but she missed being touched. She missed being kissed and even at times, missed feeling like a whore. Her emotional urges had begun to wane but the physical urges remained and even intensified some nights. Secretly she wished a well hung man would break through her front door, bend her over the couch, pound her pussy then leave without even saying thank you.
At six, her doorbell rang and it was her best friend Ashley, on time as always. She wore a short cocktail dress that showed off her long slender legs and had a neckline that plunged low and left little to the imagination. Kate was always jealous of Ashley’s breasts. They were the kind that were admired by men and women alike. She had always wanted see Ashley topless and feel them for herself, but it was too awkward for her to ask, despite being friends ever since college. Ashley was thirty-eight but was frequently thought of as being much younger. When the two of them went out to bars, the bartender always asked Ashley for her ID. The only time Kate ever felt insecure about her own appearance was when she and Ashley got dressed up to go out. Kate knew men found her attractive, but compared to Ashley…
“Happy birthday!” Ashley said and hugged Kate. She felt Ashley’s massive breasts press against hers and she enjoyed their softness. “You look nice,” Ashley said, “I love how red looks on you.”
Kate looked down at her red dress and straightened out some of the wrinkles. “Thank you,” she said, “I wasn’t sure what else to wear.”
“Well it looks great, you have a nice ass, I wish mine was more like yours.”
Ashley’s vain admission boosted Kate’s confidence. She always knew she had a nice ass.
“I made reservations for us at seven, so we still have a while before we have to leave. I brought wine while we wait,” Ashley said.
Kate set a couple of wine glasses on the table and the two of them sat on the couch. Ashley uncorked the wine and filled both glasses to the top, “We have quite a bit of time,” she said as though to justify the amount of wine she had poured. Ashley flipped her long dark hair behind her shoulder. Everything about her secreted sexiness. Her posture, her smell, the glow of her skin, it drove people wild and her dating habits reflected that. She had a new boyfriend every month and sometimes she had more than one. Her sexuality was a venom that turned grown men into little boys and she got whoever and whatever she wanted. There were even times when Kate would have done whatever she asked.
“So how does it feel, being forty?” Ashley asked.
“It doesn’t feel that different, but recently I‘ve been re-evaluating my previous history with men and found it unexciting, like I wasted my youth,” Kate said.
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, sexually. I’ve only slept with three guys, and it was just boring sex. I wish I had been more adventurous you know.”
“It’s not too late, you look great, there are lots of guys you could bag if you wanted.”
“I know, and lately I’ve been wanting to a lot. Last week I did something I don’t normally do.”
Ashley sipped from her wine and her eyes lit up with excitement. She loved a good sex story, especially when it involved someone she knew. “Please tell me,” she said and smiled eagerly.
“Last week when you called to ask if I wanted to do anything for my birthday, I was doing something a little embarrassing.”
Ashley set her glass down and brushed her hair back. She stuck her chest out as she did this and caught Kate glance at her breasts. “Go ahead, don’t be shy. I want to know the details.”
“Well, I was watching porn. I don’t normally do that, but I needed to see something. I was sitting here by myself and I just started fantasizing about everyone. The cashier at the grocery store, my old college professor, a mechanic that changed my tire once, I couldn’t stop and I wanted to see it. I wanted to see people fuck each other. So I got on the internet and started watching video after video. I had been watching for about two hours when you called, just watching, nothing else. My cell phone was in my lap and when you called it vibrated, and feeling the vibrations on my vagina while I watched felt so good. It did something to me. It awakened a sexual desire that had been sleeping for years.”
“Is that why you didn’t call back until the next day?”
“Yes, I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be. Keep going, what did you do next.”
“Well, I was so horny I went to the bar downtown where all the college guys hang out. I wasn’t there for very long, I just wanted someone, no, needed someone to fuck me. I ordered a drink, found a young, cute guy sitting in the corner by himself and went over to him. I wasn’t sure what to say at first, but it didn’t really matter, I wasn’t there to talk. I sat next to him and asked if he was alone. He said yes. I grabbed his cock and he was stunned. I felt it grow in my hand and I could tell it was a big one. ’Are you bored? Want to get out of here?’ I asked him, then we ended up in his car. I’ve never seen a man so horny in my life. He ripped off my clothes with no problem. Within seconds of crawling into the backseat of his small car, we were naked and I was sitting on his dick.”
“How big was it?” Ashley asked. She started to become flush and noticed her hands moving up and down her legs like they were in control of themselves. She loved hearing Kate talk like this. It was unlike her, Kate was normally conservative but perhaps turning forty made her feel a little different after all.
“It was very big, at least eight inches, maybe longer. I’ve never felt a dick that far inside me before. Just thinking about it makes me short of breath. I was sitting on his lap and we faced the same direction, out the front window. His hands grabbed my breasts firmly and left handprints afterward. It was cool, but I still managed to perspire a little. I held onto the headrests of the seats in front of me and I bounced up and down on his dick. I did all the work, all he had to do was sit there and enjoy it. Then he started talking.”
“What did he say?” Ashley asked. Her hand was now between her legs and her fingers rubbed into her panties.
“ He asked, ‘do you like that?’ Yes, I said. ’Of course you like that, you’re a little whore aren’t you?’ he said. No one has ever talked to me like that, but I liked it. Yes, I’m a whore, I said. ‘You like my dick in your pussy, you’re nothing but a slut,’ he said. And I started to feel a climax coming on. It started small inside my chest and grew and grew. I felt his hands bouncing up and down with my tits. I felt his mouth on the back of my neck and most of all I felt his cock going up and down deep into my pussy. I’m a whore, I’m a whore, I kept repeating and finally, I climaxed, hard. I stopped breathing for a moment, then I sighed and started to gyrate on his lap until he came. I licked my lips and caught my breath and when I opened my eyes, I saw a crowd of guys circled around the car. They had been watching the whole time, and started cheering. I was so embarrassed, but I have to admit I found it kind of exciting.”
Kate looked over the rim of her wine glass as she raised it to her mouth and noticed Ashley’s dress had been pushed up and she could see the bottom of her panties- black lace to match her dress. “Oh, sorry,” Ashley said and pulled her dress back down to her knees. “That’s okay,” Kate said and felt herself blush.
Ashley was surprised to see that she had already finished her glass of wine. She poured herself another glass and took a long breath to control her rising libido. “So will you see this guy again? Did you get his number?” she asked.
“I didn’t even get his name,” Kate said.
“Okay, see, you still have it in you. What else do you want to try?”
“I’m not sure. I’ve never really done anything. I’ve never done any role playing, I’ve only had sex in three positions, I’ve never been eaten out…”
“Have you ever been with a woman?” Ashley interrupted.
Kate covered her mouth and giggled like a teenager. Even though she often expressed her desire to settle down and get married, Ashley found that staying single gave Kate a youthful and girlish spirit. Her modest, bashful habits projected a submissive personality that often made Ashley fantasize about her on nights that she couldn’t sleep. In her imagination, Ashley has had sex with Kate more than once.
“After my high school prom I went to a party and had a little too much to drink. A girl in my chemistry class came over with her boyfriend and he dared us to kiss, and after he encouraged us for a while we finally made out a little. But I’ve never done anything else with a woman,” Kate said.
Now the pheromones started to get to Ashley. She lost interest in Kate’s birthday, or their friendship, or who Kate was at all. She thought of her differently now. Kate was bait, and Ashley started to fall for it.
She took her hands and pushed her breasts up and adjusted the way they fit in her dress, the same trick she used to pick up men who sat close by. She glanced up and saw Kate watching. Kate’s sexuality was never in question, but she appreciated a nice pair of tits the same way men do. It wasn’t uncommon to catch Kate staring at another woman’s cleavage.
“Did you enjoy it?” Ashley asked.
“Huh?” Kate said, distracted by Ashley massaging her tits. She took a gulp of wine, a little embarrassed by staring at Ashley in such an intimate way. The worst part was, she knew she had been caught.
“Kissing a girl? Did you like it?”
Kate nodded her head as she continued to sip from her wine. “Her lips were full bodied and much softer than a man’s. I’ve kissed quite a few guys since then, but I have never kissed another pair of lips like hers,” she said.
Ashley scooted closer to Kate on the couch. She removed the glass of wine from Kate’s hand and asserted her dominance. Kate felt herself become nervous. Ashley brushed the thin strap of her dress and allowed it to slide down her shoulder. Kate watched intently and knew she was closer to getting her wish, closer to seeing Ashley’s breasts.
“Did her lips feel like this?” Ashley asked and leaned in and kissed Kate on the mouth, softly then slowly drew away to see Kate’s reaction. Kate breathed in deeply and her chest stuck out. She closed her eyes, “again,” she whispered. Ashley put her hand on the back of Kate’s neck and pulled her close to her.
Ashley‘s lips were soft and Kate wondered if everything on her felt this way. She parted her mouth slightly and allowed Ashley’s tongue inside. She tasted the wine they had been sharing. She started to feel electricity flowing from her lips to her vagina. She wanted to feel more of Ashley.
Ashley felt the other dress strap slide down her shoulder. She pulled away from Kate once again, and Kate sat there spellbound and unsure of what to do. She took another sip of wine to try to calm herself, but it didn’t work. Her heart raced and she felt young and naive. Ashley watched Kate struggle with her nervous habits and it reminded her of the first boy she had sex with at age sixteen, the way she sat there shy and unsure of how she should act, it was adorable.
“How was that?” Ashley asked with a flirtatious tone.
Kate refilled her glass and was disappointed when the last few drops dripped from the bottle and rippled the surface of her wine. “It was better than my classmate,” she said quietly.
“Did it make you want to have sex with me?”
“I don’t know.”
“How about now?” Ashley asked. Ashley pulled her dress down to reveal her perfect tits. They were round and large, yet proportionate to her body. The nipples were small and perfectly pink. Kate imagined all the guys that Ashley had been with in her life and how many of them were lucky enough to stick their dick’s between her tits and fuck them. She imagined putting her face in them and breathing them in. “Touch them,” Ashley said. Kate placed her hands on Ashley’s tits and brushed her nipples with her fingertips. They became hard as she did this and Ashley sighed with pleasure. She grabbed them and began to massage them.
They were so soft that Kate just wanted to suck on them. She leaned in and stuck her face between them and they were like silk on her cheeks as she turned her head back and forth between them. She licked Ashley’s hard nipples and Kate heard her moan. It was as pleasant and exciting as Kate had ever imagined.
Ashley brushed Kate’s hair with her hands as Kate continued to kiss her breasts. She wanted to know how far she could take it, what Kate was willing to do. “Hold on one second,” Ashley said and Kate sat up, disappointed that her fun was interrupted.
Ashley pulled her dress over her head, and Kate saw her long, slender legs, her black lace panties, her tight stomach and her beautiful tits. Ashley reclined in a more relaxed position and Kate leaned in to continue fondling and playing with her breasts. But Ashley stopped her short by holding her hand out in front of her. “Aren’t you going to take off your dress?” Ashley asked. Kate hesitated, “I don’t know if I feel comfortable with that,” she said.
“Why not, you’re beautiful.”
“I’ve never been with a woman…”
Before Kate could finish her thought, Ashley sat up, grabbed the bottom of Kate’s dress and pulled it over her head. “There,” she said then she touched Kate’s breast and it excited her. Her warm hands stimulated Kate’s nipples by twisting them softly. Then when they were erect, Ashley flicked them with her tongue. The anticipation of sex started to get to Kate. She wanted to give Ashley an orgasm. She wanted to have an orgasm.
Ashley laid back on the coach, opened her arms and made a slight waving motion with her hands, inviting Kate to join her. Without hesitation, Kate laid on top of her. Their hips moved back and forth and grinded together. Kate sucked gently on Ashley’s soft neck and caused her to giggle in delight.
Ashley grabbed Kate’s perky ass and gripped it hard with her hands and pulled her pelvis close to her. She reached down and found Kate’s clit with her finger and rubbed gently until Kate began to moan. She pressed harder and used the friction of her cotton thong against the lips of her vagina. Kate began to breathe harder as she continued. She felt moisture leak through the cotton fibers of Kate’s thong and she knew she was really enjoying it. Kate began to nibble at her breasts once again, and she knew she had Kate exactly where she wanted her.
“Stop,” Ashley said, and Kate looked at her confused. Had she done something wrong? Ashley was squirming beneath her and Kate interpreted this as pleasure, but she suddenly started to question herself.
Ashley slid out from beneath Kate and stood by the couch. Her tits glistened with Kate’s saliva. “Lay on your back,” Ashley instructed.
Kate did what she was told. She laid stiff on the couch as she watched Ashley position herself at her feet. Ashley smiled at her, “relax,” she said and sat on the couch. Ashley used her hand to spread Kate’s legs. She leaned down and kissed the crotch of Kate’s thong, and Kate moaned deeply. She felt the cotton of her thong rub against her vagina as Ashley’s tongue worked back and forth.
“Ooooo,” Kate moaned.
“Do you like how that feels?” Ashley asked as she rubbed the crotch of her thong with her long fingers. Kate closed her eyes and nodded her head. She licked her lips as Ashley continued to play with her pussy.
Suddenly she felt Ashley slide her thong down her legs. She heard a light tap that she guessed to be the thong dropping on her hardwood floor. She kept her eyes closed and focused on the pleasures that Ashley would bring to her. She felt a finger slide into her pussy, then slowly slide back out. This happened a few times and made Kate moan. Then she felt something she had never felt. Something warm and moist slide up the opening of her cervix.
“Ohhh… Ohh,” she moaned as it continued up her stomach. Was that a tongue? She opened her eyes and looked down. Ashley’s head was buried between her legs. No-one had ever performed oral on her before, and she never would have guessed that her first time would be with a woman.
After Ashley removed her thong, she was elated to see how pristine Kate’s pussy was. It was shaven and perfectly kept together. She didn’t plan to eat her out, but once she saw her perfect slit, she couldn’t help but slide her tongue inside. Kate raised her pelvis in the air and pressed against her tongue. She was enjoying this, and it made Ashley happy.
She paused a moment to look at Kate’s face. Her eyes were closed and mouth open and she massaged her tits and ran her fingers through her hair. Ashley smiled and went back to work. Moving her tongue along the clit, then moving it inside. Kate raised her legs and wrapped them around Ashley’s head. She was really into it now.
Kate felt Ashley’s tongue moving in and out of her pussy, tickling her clit and causing her to breathe harder. She licked her lips, massaged, her tits, thrust her pelvis into Ashley’s mouth, and it felt good. Then she wondered what it was like — to lick a pussy. She had sucked a dick before, twice actually, but she had never had a pussy in her face.
She relaxed her legs and shifted her position. “What’s the matter, don’t you enjoy it?” Ashley asked.
Kate leaned up and looked at Ashley. Her hair draped over her nipples and she wiped her mouth.
“I love it,” Kate said, “but I want you now. Sit on my face.”
The demand caught Ashley by surprise. She had given commands several times, but no-one has ever commanded her. Maybe Kate wasn’t as submissive as she thought. “Are you sure?” she asked.
“Yes. Take off your panties and sit on my face. I want to taste your pussy.”
Kate stood from the couch and stepped out of her panties, one leg at a time. She dropped them on the floor next to the couch. Kate positioned herself, and Ashley straddled her face. Ashley had never had her pussy licked by a woman either, but once she felt Kate’s tongue inside her, she wished she had tried it sooner. She started gently and the smooth motion of her tongue licking up and down her clit drove her wild. She had been turned on by Kate wrapping her legs around her head, and now that Kate was returning the favor, she didn’t know how long she could go without climaxing.
“Ahhh…” Kate heard Ashley moan, almost immediately. She licked the outside and moved her tongue in and out in slow, elongated strokes. She felt Ashley’s pussy open up and she kissed it softly. Ashley began to grind on Kate’s face and the motion made her horny. She wanted to pound Ashley until she screamed with pleasure. Too bad she didn’t have a dick.
Then it came to her — the long blue dildo upstairs. It was long enough for both of them. She opened her mouth, kissed and then licked her pussy one more time, then slid out from underneath her. She wiped her mouth and looked at Ashley, who slouched on the couch with her legs parted. She moved her fingers in and out of her pussy with increasing speed.
“I wish you wouldn’t have done that. Now I need to get off,” she said.
“We both do,” Kate said, and took Ashley by the hand, “follow me.” she said.
She lead Ashley up to her room. “Go ahead and lay on the bed,” she said. Then opened her closet and pulled out a box. Ashley stared at her perfect ass as she bent over to do this. She refrained herself from walking over and sticking her finger in Kate’s asshole. She wanted control of her. She wanted to do the nasty things that she fantasized about when she couldn’t sleep.
Kate turned and held a long blue dildo by both ends with each hand. “Ta da,” she said with a slight laugh.
“That’s a big one,” Ashley said. The length of the dildo didn’t scare her, especially since it was for two people, but the girth was a little intimidating. She had never had something that wide inside of her. But she knew it would make her cum hard and at this point, she was willing to shove anything inside of her.
“I got it as a gift last year. I didn’t think I’d ever use it.”
Kate sat at the end of the bed and licked the end of the dildo before putting it in her mouth and sucking on it. Ashley watched her and fingered herself as the two made eye contact. Kate applied lubricant then slid one end inside of Ashley. Ashley closed her eyes and arched her stomach toward the ceiling. Kate moved the dildo slowly in and out of Ashley’s pussy, spreading the lips apart and going deeper each time. Then she slipped the other end into herself. Their legs overlapped like pairs of scissors and the two of them began to thrust into one another, connected to each other by the long blue sex toy.
The bed squeaked and rocked back and forth as the two of them began to thrust faster and faster, trying to climax hard. Kate watched Ashley’s tits bounce up and down with each thrust. Ashley could feel Kate watching her. She looked up at Kate, “you like watching me?” she asked.
“I love watching you,” Kate said.
“You want to fuck me harder?”
“I want to fuck you harder.”
“Then fuck me you slut. Fuck me.”
Kate sat on her elbows and began throwing her weight into her thrusts. The dildo was deep inside of her and she pushed it as far as she could into Ashley. She noticed the response as Ashley laid flat on her back and ran her hands through her hair. “Fuck me,” Ashley yelled, and Kate pushed harder. She was thrusting as fast as she could and felt the muscles in her ass tightening.
Ashley sat up and watched Kate push her pelvis back and forth and force the dildo into her. She waited for Kate to look up at her then brought her nipple to her mouth with her hand and began licking it. Kate loved this and her thrusts switched from short and fast motions, to slower, long thrusts that held more power with each push.
“Oh shit,” Ashley whispered and her mouth remained open as she began to breathe harder.
“I’m going to make you cum,” Kate said.
“Make me cum you fucking whore.”
Kate’s thrusts became more powerful and they forced Ashley’s tits to bounce up near her chin. “I’m going to make you cum you slut,” Kate said.
“Oh shhh…” Ashley moaned.
“Do you want it faster?” Kate asked.
“Ohhh… Yes… Faster.”
Kate returned to her fast short thrusts and they made Ashley’s tits bounce quickly and Kate loved watching them.
“Oh shit… I’m about to cum,” Ashley yelled.
And hearing Ashley say she was going to cum and watching her tits bounce up and down with every thrust and feeling the friction of the bed sheets on her ass caused Kate also to feel it coming, “I’m going to cum too,” she said.
The two of them matched speed with each thrust. They were both on their elbows, breathing hard, pushing against each other as fast as they could. Their bodies began to sweat and their moans became loud and covered the sound of the squeaking bed.
“I’m going to cum, make me cum, make me cum, fuck me harder you slut, you whore, fuck me,” Ashley yelled as loud as she could.
“I’m almost there, oh shit, I’m almost there, fuck me like a whore,” Kate said.
The dildo was deep inside both of them now, and could only be seen momentarily when their thrusting motion went away from each other, but was soon swallowed again by their stretched pussies.
“Oh fuck! I’m coming, I’m coming,” Ashley yelled as she climaxed. She felt herself squirt hard and drops of it sprayed Kate in the face and chest and Kate sighed out in pleasure as this happened.
“Oh god, oh god, I’m coming too, keep fucking me, don’t stop, keep fucking me,” and Kate’s climax was long and caused her to hold her breath and grit her teeth together. “Shit!” she yelled, “keep fucking me!” And Ashley continued thrusting until Kate finally relaxed and laid on her back.
The two of them remained in the same position, slowly moving their hips in circles as the dildo stayed inside of them. Kate stared at the ceiling, her vision blurred slightly from the intensity of the orgasm. Her first time with a woman was better than she imagined.
Ashley pulled the dildo out of herself. The spot on the bed near her pussy was wet from gushing. She laid on top of Kate who stared into space like she was high. She nibbled lightly on her neck, “that was fun,” she said.
“Mmm… hmmm…,” Kate moaned, “thank you for fucking me. That was the best gift I could have received.”
“You were great,” Ashley said, then she kissed at her neck a bit more. Kate rolled over so she could be on top then started kissing Ashley’s breasts which seemed even more beautiful now, “I’ve always wanted to see your tits,” she confessed, “I understand why men love them now.”
Ashley giggled, “I know, I’ve caught you staring at them several times,” she said, “I have an idea. Why don’t we skip dinner and go out and find a real dick to join us.”
Kate looked up at her, the idea sounded interesting, “okay, let’s do it.”



Number Six


Kate and Ashley sat in the shared parking lot of two bars, trying to decide which one would be the best to pick up a man, or “the dick,” as they called him. Their indecision didn’t stem from an inability to pick someone up (they both knew it would be rather easy for them to seduce someone. All they really had to do was walk up to a man, ask, “do you want to have a threesome with us?” and that would be it) but they didn’t know what type of man they were looking for.
“What do you know about these places?” Ashley asked.
“Well, the one on the right is a sports bar. Most of the men in there will be between 21 and 35. The waitresses are young and perky and dress up in referee outfits that have tight tops and very short shorts. The place on the left I think is a strip club, but I’ve never been in there. Either way, there is going to be a lot of testosterone,” Kate said.
Ashley touched Kate’s knee, “What do you think? The guys at the strip club are obviously wanting sex, but you never know what type of guy they’ll turn out to be. I think we could find someone a little more respectful at a sports bar.”
“Why don’t we split up? Give ourselves more options,” Kate said.
“That’s a good idea,” Ashley said, “do you want to take the sports bar then?”
Normally taking the sports bar would be a condition that Kate would agree too, however, these were not normal circumstances. Her curiosity peaked every time the single black door to the strip club simply known as Pink swung open and she was momentarily able to see the dark smoky room and flashing lights of the inside. She wanted to discover everything about it. The sound, the sights, the smell, she wanted to know all about it. She wanted to know what made Pink, pink. “I want the strip club,” she said to Ashley’s surprise.
“Really? Will you be okay?”
“I’ll be fine.”
Ashley leaned in and kissed Kate on the chest, “Okay, but don’t forget about me while you’re in there.”
“I’ll call you if I find someone.”
The two of them went their separate ways. It rained just slightly and the neon lights of the two bars reflected off the parking lot asphalt like oil paintings. Outside the door, Kate heard the droll thud of the music coming from the club. A mixed aroma of perfume and cigarette smoke floated in the air, and standing at the door was a large, burley bouncer. He removed the cigarette from his mouth and tossed it on the sidewalk, “employee entrance is in the back,” he said.
“Excuse me?” Kate said.
“All the dancers are supposed to enter in the back,” he said.
Kate did a quick scan of herself. She wore the red dress from earlier, and even though it was low cut, nothing about it yelled stripper. Then she noticed the cold weather had hardened her nipples, and with no bra to cover them, they protruded through her dress and were hard to ignore. “Oh, I’m not a stripper, I just wanted to go in for a quick drink,” she said.
The eyebrows of the bouncer raised as he lit another cigarette, “my apologies,” he said, “we don’t get a lot of female customers here.”
He held the door open for Kate and she thanked him as she walked through the black door. His gaze locked onto her ass as she passed by and she caught him. But instead of being insulted, she decided to flirt with him by lifting the back of her dress and showing him her thong. She heard him chuckle, then the door closed and trapped her into the mysterious world known as Pink.
It was dark on the inside. Red and purple lights shined on the main stage as a petite Asian girl took the stage wearing a silver outfit that was barely able to cover her nipples. Men waved dollar bills in front of her and she collected them in her mouth as she hung upside down on the pole. She sat on her knees and bent over in front of them doggystyle and allowed them to slide their bills inside of her thong. She knew what she was doing and the men paid her gratefully.
Kate took a seat at the bar. The bartender wore a small white tank top that looked like it was on the verge of tearing at the seams. The stitching was pushed to the limits by her large, firm tits that were probably fake. She set a coaster in front of Kate and leaned forward on her elbows, “Does your shift start soon?” she asked Kate.
“Oh no, I don’t work here, I’m just here to watch,” Kate said.
“Oh I’m sorry. We have girls from out of town come and strip all the time. Freelancers we call them. They’re afraid of being caught stripping by friends and neighbors, so they drive two hours and do it here. I thought maybe you were one of them. You’re hot enough.”
“Thanks. You’re actually not the first employee to think that. Will you be taking the stage later tonight?”
“Oh no. I’m a bartender only. They ask me, but I prefer to stay back here and serve drinks. What can I get you?”
“That’s too bad, I’d love to see you naked. How about a shot of tequila.”
“With a lime?”
“Of course.”
The bartender smiled at Kate as she poured the tequila in front of her. Kate licked her lips then took the shot. She cringed as it made its way into her stomach. Through her squinting eyes, she saw the bartender holding the lime, then she put it in her cleavage and leaned forward so Kate could get it. “Go ahead,” she said. Kate leaned over the bar and scooped the lime into her mouth with her tongue, getting a taste of the bartender’s sweet flesh as she did so. Two men sitting nearby watched and cheered as this happened. For a moment, they garnered more attention than the stripper.
“I like your style,” one of the men said.
“Thanks, I’m just now finding it,” Kate said.
The man was dark haired and about six feet tall. He was in good shape and had a smile that reminded Kate that she preferred men. It was possible that this could be the guy she was hunting for.
“Are you here by yourself? This doesn’t seem like a safe place for a young lady to be by herself.”
“Fuck you,” Kate said playfully as she started to feel the affects of the alcohol, “I turned forty today.”
“Happy birthday. I would have never guessed.”
“How old would you guess?”
“I would say you were just out of high school.”
Kate laughed at the absurdity of his comment. He turned his body toward her and she peaked at his crotch. She noticed his zipper being stretched. It was obvious what he was after.
“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.
“Wine,” Kate said, then turned to him and casually placed a hand on his knee. “Do you come here often?” she asked him.
“All the time,” he said.
“You must be some sort of pervert,” Kate said flashing a smile.
“I guess you could say that. I run this place. My dad started it a long time ago, when I was a teenager. He’s retired now, so I took over.”
“Lucky, there are definitely worse jobs. My name is Kate by the way.”
“John,” the man said, then took Kate by the hand, “let me show you the VIP room.” He instructed the bartender to have a bottle of wine sent to their table and stood from his bar stool. Suddenly Kate was a little nervous, but she followed anyway. She took a deep breath and she followed the strange man across the room, despite her hesitance.
John led her through a maze of men and cigar smoke. Briefly, Kate made eye contact with a young girl giving an older man a lap dance. She didn’t even look old enough to order a drink from the bar, but moved her hips like a seasoned veteran. She smiled deviously at Kate as she passed, as though to tell her, you have no idea what you’re getting into.
The VIP room was either blue or purple — Kate couldn’t tell because of the dark lighting. There were no chairs, only couches and a bed on the other side of the room. A group of men gathered around the bed and watched two women have sex with each other. Some of them put money on the bed and made requests to the women. The others just stood and watched quietly and drank from their glasses. A blonde was on top of a red head and kissed gently at her breasts, until the red head pulled her panties down. One of the men sitting around the bed handed the blonde a vibrator and she licked the end of it before sticking it in the red head’s bare pussy. She twisted it in circles and rubbed the red head’s tits. Some of the men clapped at this.
John led Kate to a private couch in the corner of the room. There was a “reserved,” sign on the table along with two wine glasses. A woman wearing a short gold teddy came to them with their bottle of wine. “My name is Amy, I’ll be your servant,” she said, and bent over slightly in front of them to pour a glass of wine. She wore no panties and Kate caught a glimpse of her perky ass as she did this. Kate reached out and felt the roundness of her smooth ass cheek.
“Oh!” the woman exclaimed, startled.
Kate pulled her hand away immediately. “Oh I’m sorry,” she said, “I don’t know what I was thinking.”
“That’s okay,” she said, “I just wasn’t expecting it. I mean, you’re a woman, I didn’t think you’d be interested.”
“I’m just now becoming interested,” Kate said.
“Well then maybe you’d be interested in one of our girls,” Amy said and pointed to the far wall. There was a line-up of girls on stools with numbers above their heads. Kate looked at John confused.
“You see someone you like? Just let Amy know the number and she’ll have her come over and keep you company,” John said.
Kate reviewed the line of girls for a moment. All of them were young and gorgeous and vulnerable, but none of them primed Kate’s appetite. They weren’t like full grown women, they were youthful and naive. To her, they weren’t sexy, they were just scared little girls. “Maybe number ten, no wait,” Kate said, unsure of her choice.
As she continued looking, one of the girls returned to her stool. Number six. It was the young girl that gave an older man a lap dance. The one that spoke to Kate with her eyes. She had short, dark hair and bright green eyes that radiated light. She had small tits but her skin was smooth and flawless, so was her pussy. Kate wanted her bad.
“Number six, definitely,” Kate said.
“Okay. I’ll be right back,” Amy said.
A loud moan came from across the room. The red head began to squirm with pleasure as the blonde used both the vibrator and her mouth on the red head’s pussy. The men watched intently, waiting for her climax. One of them stood up next to the bed and laid a wad of cash on the pillow. He said something to the red head but Kate was unable to hear. The red head nodded at him and the man unzipped his pants and put his erect cock next to her. She tugged on it as the blonde continued to work on her.
“Isn’t that prostitution?” Kate asked John.
He smirked and Kate blushed with embarrassment, quickly realizing how prudish of a question it was.
“No, the girls do it voluntarily. The money is just a tip for being able to see them nude,” John said, and smiled.
Number six approached the table. She ran her blue fingernails through her short dark hair and chewed gum with an open mouth. She placed her hands on her hip and leaned to one side. “I charge fifty per song, seventy-five if you want to touch me, other than that, it’s hands off,” she said. She wore a purple tank top with spaghetti straps and material thin enough that you could see the red bra she wore underneath. Her skirt was black and so short that her white panties were visible even when she stood straight up. There was an attitude about her that Kate liked. She was a little spitfire that would make her dad proud as a little girl, but infuriate him once she was old enough to strip.
“Don’t worry about it honey, I’ll take care of you. Just be sure Kate here has a good time,” John said to number six.
“Okay,” she said, and flashed a bright smile. She put her hand on Kate’s shoulder and sat on her lap. Glitter blinked on her chest in the pale blue light above them. She was light as a feather and perky everywhere with long thin legs that were like silk.
“I know why men like the younger ones now,” Kate said to John.
“She’s new here,” John said, “but the customers love her. What’s your name honey?” he asked her.
Number six opened her mouth to speak, but Kate put a single finger over her lips before she could say anything. “I don’t want to know. I’d rather it be a mystery,” she said.
The same devious smile from earlier appeared on her face once again. She leaned in close to Kate’s ear, and Kate looked directly down her shirt, “Whatever you want baby,” she whispered, and Kate giggled at how much those words turned her on. Number six had switched into pleasure mode, and Kate was nervous as to whether or not she would be able to handle it.
Number six turned in Kate’s lap, using her surprisingly plump ass as a top, and put her legs over Kate’s shoulder. She leaned back until the palms of her hands touched the floor and let Kate take a good look down her skirt. Kate sat there stiff with her arms at her side, like the soon-to-be groom at a bachelor party that was forced into a lap dance he didn’t want.
“She’s got cute feet doesn’t she?” John asked.
“Excuse me?” Kate said.
“Her feet. Don’t you just want to put them in your mouth?”
It was then that Kate realized Number six was barefoot. “Yes, they’re nice,” she said.
“She’s smart. Lots of guys have foot fetishes. She’s the only one that walks around barefoot. That’s why she gets so much business.”
Number six stood in front of Kate and slowly removed her tank top, revealing her narrow waist, then her cute belly button and tight stomach. Then the red lace bra that hid her small perky tits. She let it fall to the floor then lifted her skirt before sitting on Kate’s lap again. She used her plump ass to grind on Kate’s pussy. Once again, Kate wondered what it would be like to have a dick. She wanted to know how it would feel to have a dick to put between Number six’s ass cheeks. Number six’s dainty hands softly touched Kate’s and their fingers intertwined. She lifted Kate’s hands to her breasts. Kate instinctively began to massage them. They were different from Ashley’s. There wasn’t as much to hold on to, but they were fun to handle, like fun size candy. She felt her nipples harden and Kate’s responded the same way. “Am I hot enough for you?” Number six asked.
“My nipples are as hard as yours,” Kate said.
“Really,” she said and turned to feel Kate’s breasts. She massaged them until they could cut glass. “Oh geeze,” Kate said.
Kate started to feel vulnerable. The only girl that had ever turned Kate on was Ashley, but this tiny girl was something different. She wasn’t sexy in the same way as Ashley. She was sexy because she was dirty and loved to please everyone. Her small body laid across Kate’s lap and she lifted her legs straight up into the air as she removed her skirt to reveal her white cotton panties, similar to the kind a little girl wears. She stood over Kate and bent over in front of her. She turned her head to make eye contact with Kate, and Kate fell under her spell. “Can you take my panties off for me?” she said with a single finger in her mouth. Her ass was nice and round like natural cushions. Kate touched the curves on her hips and felt her velvet skin. She slowly pulled the panties down the girl’s legs. First she saw the crown of her ass. Then her full crack. Then she saw the girl’s bare clit. “Thank you,” Number six said, and turned to straddle Kate. She removed her bra and showed off two small but firm mounds of her breasts. Her nipples were dark and small and pointed straight out. Kate smelled the faint smell of sweat on the girl’s chest as she leaned in and nibbled on Kate’s neck. “Oh my little girl. You’re too much,” Kate said.
“Do I make you happy?” she asked.
“I bet you make a lot of people happy.”
Kate opened her eyes and saw John watching. His pants were unzipped and he had his hand on his cock, slowly stroking it as he watched the two women play with each other. She grabbed Number six firmly by the waist and grinded pussies with her. Number six began panting, “Oh shit, now you’re making me horny,” she said in between breaths.
“Do you like dick or pussy?” Kate asked her.
The girl shrugged, “depends on what’s available,” she said and the two of them laughed a little.
“You want to fuck him for me?” Kate said to her and motioned to John with her head
“For you? Anything.”
They turned and looked at John. Number six knelt in front of him and began to pull off his pants. “What’s going on?” he asked, a little confused. “It’s okay, she requested it,” Number six said. John leaned back with only his shirt on. His dick stood straight up and Kate was impressed with its size. “I’m a little jealous,” she said. Number six put his hard dick in her mouth and bobbed her head up and down on it a few times. John leaned back and enjoyed this service. “I think that’s hard enough,” Number six said, then squatted over John’s dick in the reverse cowgirl position. She bounced up and down slowly, pausing occasionally to move her pelvis in a circle with John‘s dick buried deep inside her pussy. She rubbed her tits as she did this. “You’re a dirty girl aren’t you?” Kate asked.
“Of course,” Number six said.
“I knew you were the best one here.”
Kate leaned back on the couch and began rubbing her clit. She was wet and wanted to orgasm quickly. She took off her panties and watched Johns face as Number six worked hard on him. She started bouncing up and down quickly like she was made of rubber. John’s face began to turn red.
Kate slid her fingers in and out of her pussy while rubbing her clit with the other. She draped her leg over the back of the couch to open herself up. She was relaxed at the moment, but the intensity of the orgasm was coming. She started with one finger, then two then three until she was using her entire hand in and out quickly. Moisture ran down her wrist and she gritted her teeth. It was coming hard and she leaned back with her eyes closed, panting. And while she did this, she completely forgot she was in a public place, with lots of men that could see her.
Something lightly touched her on the chest. She opened her eyes and was surprised to find a dollar bill laying between her tits that had become exposed by the movement of her arms. An audience had gathered around to watch Number six and John have sex, and Kate masturbate next to them. They tossed money at Kate and it landed on her legs, chest, stomach and on her pussy. I guess I’ll give them a show, Kate thought and began moving her hand faster in and out of her pussy. She moaned without inhibition and caught John’s attention. He watched her along with the rest of the men. Soon it was raining money and some of the men began jerking off around her. They’re really loving this, Kate continued thinking. It was a game to her. She wanted to get all of them off. The problem was, she might get there first. “Oh fuck!” she yelled as she felt the orgasm coming. She leaned up on her elbows and began jamming her hand inside of herself. Her face was hot and she breathed heavily. Some of the men began to cheer. She spread her legs as far apart as she could and used one hand to move in and out of her pussy while the other rubbed quickly on her clit, until she exploded.
“Fuck meeee!” she yelled.
Number six and John watched in amazement, and John couldn’t hold on anymore. “Oh shit, get off me,” he shouted and pushed Number six off onto the floor. He turned and shot cum onto the couch, some of it landing on Kate’s feet.
It was suddenly hot and Kate took of her dress and laid on the couch completely nude. The room cheered and they emptied their wallets onto Kate’s body. “I’m sorry honey. Are you okay?” John asked Number Six over the loud audience.
“I’m fine,” she said, and brushed her knees as she stood up.
“I’ll make it up to you,” John said.
Blood dripped from Number six’s knee and Kate watched her wipe it away with her hand. She felt awful. This tiny innocent girl that did nothing but please people had been treated unfairly. Was that the way John would treat her if she invited him to the threesome? She was no longer interested in him. Not after hurting Number six. Money laid all around her and she gathered it into a pile, “You can have this honey,” she said to Number six, “you’ve earned it.”
“Oh thanks,” Number six said, smiling all of a sudden. She put her clothes back on and collected the money. She kissed Kate on the cheek before leaving, “Come back soon, it was fun,” she said.
“You should get a job here,” John said to Kate, “You’d make a fortune.”
“I think I’ve had enough fun for now,” Kate said, and put her panties back on.
“Well listen. I haven’t met anyone like you. You should give me a call sometime,” John said, and handed Kate his business card. She turned it over in her hand and thought about John and his nice dick. But she couldn’t overlook how he treated Number six.
“I’ll keep that in mind,” Kate said.
She dressed herself and stepped outside. She was relaxed and giddy about her experience. She wondered if Ashley was having the same kind of luck. She called her phone but there was no answer. There was no telling what she was doing.



What Ashley Was Doing


When Ashley walked into the bar, she attracted no attention. All of the men were occupied by their beer and the baseball postseason that aired on the hundreds of televisions aligning the wall. This may be harder than I imagined, Ashley thought to herself, then jumped in surprise at the sudden cheers and jeers from the crowd as one of the teams took the lead after a two run homer. She was surrounded by high fives and drinks that were raised to the air and rained down in little drops that spilled from the glasses.
A short blonde waitress walked by with an empty tray and happened to notice Ashley ducking her head to prevent being unintentionally elbowed. “Can I get you something sweetie?” she asked with a smile.
“Are there any tables available?” Ashley asked.
“All of our tables are full, but follow me, I can get you a spot at the bar.”
Ashley followed her and watched her toned little ass as she walked confidently through the crowd. Her long blond hair bounced up and down and her body was tight all around with tits that were a little too big for her slender frame. She was clearly an athlete, maybe a runner with tan skin that was from the sun and not a can. She had a tramp stamp of an angel, which Ashley knew from experience meant she was a little hellion that got whatever she wanted.
Every seat at the bar was occupied by tall semi-athletic looking men wearing baseball caps and jerseys of the team they supported. The waitress stepped between two of the men and placed a hand on their shoulders. “Which one of you fellas is going to be a gentleman and let this pretty young lady have a seat?” she said. Every man within earshot turned to look at Ashley and immediately created a path for her to the bar. Suddenly there were four open seats and eight eyes for Ashley. “A girl could get used to this,” she said playfully as she took a seat.
“So what will it be?” the waitress asked.
“How about a round of shots for me and my boys,” Ashley said enthusiastically, and the men showed agreement with a hearty “yeah.”
Here we go, Ashley thought, play ball.
She was a wine drinker most of her life, ever since she was seventeen. Hard liquor was new to her, the only time she was really into shots or cocktails was a short lived love affair with vodka in college, and she forgot how big of a role it played in her sex life. But after only a few rounds of whiskey, she felt its effects, and soon the men were feeling her. While most of them had left at the conclusion of the game, a small crowd gathered around Ashley and watched her inhibitions disappear with every ounce of fire water that was consumed. She laid across the bar and the athletic waitress filled her belly button with rum, and one by one the men came by and sucked it from her naval. She giggled with delight and inch by inch her dress was lifted up her body. Her black lace panties were exposed and a few of the guys would bravely rub her vagina as they used their tongues on her stomach. It tickled on both parts and she laughed girlishly, in a way that made everyone smile.
“Why don’t you take that dress off sweetie?” the athlete asked and began pulling on it before Ashley could even answer. Soon it was off and sprawled across the bar. Ashley sat on the bar in her black bra and panty combo and every man in the bar took out his phone to take a picture.
“You guys don’t mind?” Ashley asked the athlete.
“Of course not, we’re making all kinds of tips because of you.”
“Well in that case, let me help.”
Ashley put a shot between her tits and raised her arms in the air, “Okay, everyone listen,” she said, “let’s make a little money for these ladies. How much are you willing to pay to take this shot?”
“I’ll give twenty,” someone said immediately.
“Twenty-five,” another said, and the bidding was on. It continued until the final bid of fifty dollars, to a man in the middle of the crowd. He walked up to her and buried his face in her cleavage. He inhaled her perfume before wrapping his mouth around the shot glass and tilting his head back.
“Thank you,” he said, and Ashley gave him a peck on the cheek. She handed the fifty dollar bill to the waitress who thanked her. “Give me one more shot,” she said, “I’m starting to feel sober again. We can’t have that.”
The next shot would be her last of the night. Her head felt light, but the rest of her body was heavy, and all she wanted to do was lay down. “Sorry boys, it was fun, but I have to get going,” she said.
The men groaned and gathered their things. Within minutes most of them left with the exception of a few sitting in the corner. Ashley sat at the bar by herself. She put her dress back on “How much do I owe?” she asked the athlete.
“You actually only owe for the first round. You really had those guys going. They paid for everything after that.”
“Oh good,” Ashley began, but then realized that her purse was not where she left it.
“Do you see my bag? It’s a little black one,” she said.
The athlete checked behind the bar and searched the floor and the nearby tables, but the bag had mysteriously vanished. “Oh shit,” she said, “You don’t think someone stole it do you?”
“I don’t know. When did you last see it?”
“I guess I had it up until they started doing shots off of me.”
“Well, you don’t have to worry about your tab. I’ll just comp it for you,” the athlete said.
“Thanks, but that’s not the only problem. My phone and car keys were in there too. I don’t know how to get home now.”
The athlete looked at her for a moment and opened her mouth slightly as though she was about to say something, but then she sighed the thought away.
“What?” Ashley asked.
The athlete set a glass down and leaned forward on the bar. “You see that guy over there in the corner. He was the one that bought the shot from you, the one you stuck between your boobs. He’s one of the regulars. He’s been known to pay for, you know, favors.”
“Oh really,” Ashley said.
The athlete nodded then went back to cleaning glass ware. She placed a glass of wine in front of Ashley, “It’s on the house,” she said.
Ashley sipped from the wine and gazed across the room at the man. He was by himself and sat quietly watching highlights from the game on the TV nearest to him. He wasn’t bad looking really. He had brown hair and was fairly thin. The only down side was, he was kind of short, but that was something that she could overlook.
He looked up at her as she approached him, “Hi, my name is Ashley,” she said and sat in the seat next to him. “I’m Brian. It was a pleasure being able to take a shot from your cleavage,” he said.
“How would you like more?”
“What do you mean?”
“I’m a little too drunk to beat around the bush, so I’m just going to say it. I lost my purse and it had everything in it. My keys, my phone, money. Anyway, I need cab fare. Can you help me?”
Brian sipped from his beer and smiled, “Of course. You don’t mind working for it do you?”
“Of course not.”
“I’ll give you a hundred for a blow job.”
Ashley considered the proposition for a moment, “Okay, but I’m not going to swallow,” she said.
He stood up and took Ashley by the hand. The athlete smiled as they walked by and continued cleaning up.
The two of them stepped into the men’s room. Brian locked the door behind them and held the door open to the handicap stall for Ashley. “I like to hold on to the grab bar,” he said and smiled.
Ashley knelt in front of him and unzipped his pants. She grabbed his cock and pulled it out of his boxers. “Let me see your tits,” he said.
“That wasn’t part of the deal,” Ashley said.
“Come on. I need something to get me going.”
“Fine,” Ashley said. She pulled the straps of her dress down and removed her bra. Her tits bounced to freedom and Brian’s cock grew and extended to seven inches. Ashley licked the head before sliding the shaft halfway into her mouth. His dick was hard and warm as it brushed across her tongue and on the inside of her cheek. She looked up at Brian with her big brown eyes. He looked back down at her with intense eyes and licked his lips. “Does it taste good?” he asked.
“Mmm hmm,” Ashley moaned with his cock deep in her mouth.
“How far can you go?”
Ashley licked her lips and took a deep breath. Her plush lips slowly moved down his shaft and when she felt his head on the back of her throat, she pushed farther, until her bottom lip brushed his scrotum. Then she backed out even slower, and she felt his cock flinch on her tongue.
“Oh god,” he said.
She began working on just the tip. Sucking on it like it was a lollipop and massaging his balls with her hand while rubbing her tits with the other. “That feels good baby,” Brian said, “Your tits are amazing. Keep rubbing them. I wish my wife had tits like yours.”
Ashley stopped after he made the comment. She pulled his dick out of her mouth and wiped the spit away. “What?” she said.
Brian stammered a little, but he was freed from answering by the sound of the doorknob jiggling, followed by a knock.
“Just a second,” Brian yelled to the door.
“What do we do?” Ashley asked.
“We have to make this quick,” Brian said.
He shoved his cock in Ashley’s mouth before she was ready. Her eyes grew big with shock and Brian, unapologetically started thrusting his hips. His hand was on top of her head and he forced her to rock back and forth. Oh fuck, he’s fucking my mouth, Ashley thought.
Brian looked down at her. Her eyes were wide and bright and staring at him. Her tits jiggled slightly and her hands were on her knees, waiting patiently.
She felt the head tickle the back of her throat, and the more Brian moaned and enjoyed it, the farther his dick went down her throat, until she started to gag on it. She coughed and her eyes watered. Mascara started to run down her face. Ashley had never been abused like this before. Was it weird that she liked it?
“Here it comes,” he said as he closed his eyes.
Both of his hands were on the back of hear head, and he thrust hard into her mouth like he was fucking a pussy. Ashley opened her mouth as wide as possible and she felt the head of his dick go down her throat. She couldn’t stop gagging. She felt her face flush with color and drool ran down her chin.
“Oh fuck,” he said, and there was another knock on the door, “One second,” he yelled again.
“It’s coming you fucking bitch, I hope you’re ready…” then Brian grunted. His face turned red as he gave one last thrust. He pulled out just in time to shoot his load on Ashley’s face. The warm goo covered her from the forehead down to her lips.
“What the fuck,” Ashley said as she continued coughing.
“Sorry,” Brian said as he held onto the end of his dick. He handed her some toilet paper and buttoned his pants. Ashley wiped the cum from her face and her makeup smudged everywhere. By the end of it, she looked like a prostitute. She was one, technically.
He handed her a one hundred dollar bill and smiled. “I come here often,” he said, “anytime you need a little extra cash, just stop by.”
Ashley took the money as she leaned over the toilet and spit. “Thanks asshole,” she said, and covered her tits.
There was one more knock on the door followed by a muffled plea to hurry. “I’ll distract this guy and you sneak out behind me,” Brian said.
She splashed water on her face at the sink, and a line of freckles on her cheek was exposed. There was an argument outside the door and Ashley knew that was her cue. She opened the door enough to slip through and the man that waited outside was in Brian’s face screaming. He grabbed Brian by the collar and Brian raised his hands in defense.
That didn’t stop the man from punching Brian in the face.
Ashley smiled a little as she snuck by the two men. The few that remained in the bar were distracted by the fight, and Ashley was able to make a clean getaway, with the exception of an embarrassing wave to the pretty athlete with the toned ass, who laughed as she quickly walked to the door.
The weather turned cold and Ashley felt naked despite being in her dress once again. She turned to the strip club and was surprised to see Kate sitting on the sidewalk, smoking a cigarette.
“I thought you would have left by now,” she said as she sat next to her.
“I couldn’t get a hold of you. I wanted to make sure you were safe,” Kate said, and handed the cigarette to Ashley who took a drag from it.
“So you’re smoking again huh?”
“First one in twenty years, but after tonight, I really felt like one. What happened to you? You look like hell.”
“It was an interesting night. I drank way too much and then lost the keys to the car, but don’t worry, the cab is on me,” Ashley said, and held up the one hundred dollar bill, “I don’t think we’ll be able to set up a threesome tonight.”
“That’s okay, I had a good time.”
On the cab ride home, the two of them kissed gently in the back seat, still in a euphoric and drunken stupor. The cab driver ran a red light as he watched them in the rear view mirror, but they made it home safely and spent the rest of the night fondling each other on Kate’s bed until they fell asleep.



Two Dicks


The weekend ended quietly. Ashley woke up early Sunday morning and left without saying goodbye like a one-night-stand. The only difference was a simple note that Kate later found on the coffee table that stated: Took a cab home. Had a great time, I’ll call you later in the week sweetie — Ashley. Then was followed by a smiley face to show sincerity. Kate spent most of the day lounging around in a robe and recounting her time at Pink and about Number Six and occasionally playing with herself.
That’s what made Monday so hard. She forgot about being forty and about her boring job as an accountant, until she was trapped behind her desk, crunching numbers and staring at a computer screen all day.
“Real life,” she muttered and sighed as she flipped the page to the quarterly profits report, a simple action that she performed on a daily basis and one she would end up regretting.
She only had one hour left in the day. She just had to finish confirming the report and she could leave. Maybe she would call Ashley and they would stay in and have dinner together and see if maybe they couldn’t recreate the magic from the weekend, but her keen eye spotted a mistake in the report before the page could finish falling into place. The numbers didn’t match the graph on the top of the page, and after a little investigating, she discovered a mathematical error, which meant the accounting department would have to start over again, from the very beginning.
“Son of a bitch,” she whispered and put her hand over her forehead. She stood and breathed in deeply to suppress the stress she felt building inside of her. “Real life,” she muttered again, and wished she could slip back into the world of fantasy and physical pleasure.
For some reason she thought work would be different that week. She thought it would be flirty and fun. A place where she could talk about her weekend in the break room and people would reveal their own sex stories and maybe make plans to hook up with each other after work, after all, there were a number of attractive people in the office. But she realized after the first hour of the day how ridiculous of an idea that was. Being confined to a cubicle all day and surrounded by numbers and papers was hardly something that inspired sexual fantasy. Perhaps she was still high from her weekend of sexual exploitation.
She knocked on the door of Brad’s office. He was the lead accountant, in charge of every profits report and known to be somewhat high strung. When you’re in charge of the losses and profits of a company, the stress gets to you. As a result, Brad wasn’t much for jokes or casual conversation.
He waved Kate into the office and motioned for her to sit while he ended a conversation with a client over the phone. Kate sat in the chair that faced his desk and tugged at her skirt to try to lengthen it. There was a picture of Brad and his wholesome wife on the corner of his desk. The two of them stood by a lake and smiled at Kate, and it felt a little like she was being judged. As she prepared for work that morning and thought about Number Six, she decided to dress as sexy as possible. She wore a skirt that ended several inches above her knees and black stockings that ended at her thighs. If she sat in certain positions people could see the lace where her stockings ended and the thought of it excited her. Her low cut top showed off her cleavage and she caught several guys peek as they passed by. The outfit pushed the boundaries of the office dress code. While it may not be sexy for say, a nightclub, it was definitely an eye catcher at work and the thought of being sent home for being too sexy turned her on. Unfortunately, those feelings weren’t the same as she sat in front of her boss’ desk waiting to deliver the bad news. She felt cold and admittedly insecure. She wished she would have taken a moment to think about what she was wearing before she left the house.
Brad hung up the phone and rubbed his eyes. His tie hung loose from his collar and he sighed in exasperation. “Let me guess,” he said, “you found the error in the profits report.”
“Yes. You already know?” Kate said softly.
“Of course I know. I know everything that goes on in this fucking office.”
“So I guess that means we’re working overtime tonight.”
“No, we can’t. The profits on that report are too high. We didn’t make that much money last quarter. We can’t afford to pay everyone overtime.”
“So what are we going to do?”
“You and I are going to stay. We’ll do it ourselves. It shouldn’t take more than three hours.”
Kate nodded and went back to her desk. As everyone left, she gathered all of her files to prepare for the three hour project. It was eerily quiet without phones ringing constantly and the humming of copiers every five minutes. Most of the lights had been shut off except for Brad’s office, and it seemed very dark.
The time passed slowly but gradually they made progress. Brad’s shirt was untucked as he paced back and forth and read numbers to Kate, who punched them into a calculator. “Okay, as long as those numbers work out, all we have to do is print the new report,” Brad said as he sat down at his desk, “I’m sorry to keep you late, I know you probably had plans.”
Kate finished her calculations, then looked up at Brad, “Oh no. I had a busy weekend, so I was just going to stay in tonight.”
“Oh yeah. What did you do?”
Kate waved her hand casually and smiled, “Oh, it was nothing too exciting, just busy,” she said.
“Tell me. I know I come across as a hard ass, but that’s only because this job is so demanding. I’m really a nice guy, I promise.”
Kate put her papers down and relaxed a little, “It was my birthday. I turned forty,” she said.
“Forty! Really? I would have never guessed you were older than thirty.”
“Oh thanks. I went out with a friend. We had a good time.”
“Where did you go?”
Kate laughed a little and her face turned red, “Oh, I probably shouldn’t say. It’s a little inappropriate for work.”
“Tell me. It’s just us. I can keep a secret.”
Kate smiled before reluctantly answering, “I went to Pink.”
“Whoa! The strip club? I’ve been there a few times. It’s fun. I didn’t know you where interested in women.”
“Oh no, I’m not, but you know, I was interested in experimenting. I don’t have a lot of sexual experience and my friend Ashley came over and we started talking about sex, then suddenly I was on top of her… oh my. I should stop talking.”
“That’s okay,” Brad said, “let’s just finish here.”
“Okay,” Kate agreed, “I have a little bit of a headache, do you have any aspirin?”
Brad grinned a little and reached into his desk. He handed her a small white bottle, “take only one, they’re powerful,” he said.
Kate dumped one of the small white pills into the palm of her hand and tossed it into her mouth. She continued about her work quietly. She finished crunching the numbers and everything seemed to turn out fine, except for the ticking she started to hear.
“What is that?” she asked.
“I guess it’s working,” Brad said.
“What are you talking about?” Kate asked, but Brad didn’t have to answer. The ticking was from Brad’s watch and grew louder with each passing second. Suddenly Kate was hypersensitive to everything. She could hear the scratching of the pencil that Brad used to sign his name. She rubbed her hands on her arm and felt the friction of the microscopic hairs. Something was different and it made everything seem pleasurable. She placed her hand on her breasts and massaged them and the feeling was sensational, like she was masturbating by rubbing her breasts. Brad leaned back in his chair and watched her with his hand down his pants. “What did you give me?” she asked, and the words echoed in her head.
“Just a home remedy,” he said.
It was hot in the room and tiny drops of sweat formed on Kate’s body and rolled down her chest tickling her as they ended at her stomach. She unbuttoned her top and removed her bra. “Oh yeah baby, show me your tits,” Brad said and Kate did what he said and allowed her top to slide off her shoulders. There was no explaining why she didn’t object to his demand, but for some reason, the drug didn’t allow her to say no. “Now rub your pussy a little, but don‘t get carried away, I don’t want you to cum until my dick is inside of you,” he said.
Kate put her hand down her skirt and rubbed herself. The friction from her panties felt nice on her clit and soon she was wet.
“I have a confession, Kate,” Brad said, “That error you found wasn’t a mistake. That report you worked on all day was a bogus report. I made it up so you would stay.”
“Why?” Kate said, the word leaving her mouth slowly as though it was a full sentence.
“I was at Pink this weekend. I saw you playing with yourself. I had to fuck you. Don’t worry about the drug, you’ll enjoy it more this way.”
“Then do it. Fuck me.” Kate said.
The two of them stood up. Brad grabbed her by the shoulders and sucked her nipples. Kate felt light as air and was helpless as Brad gripped her by the arms. She wasn’t going anywhere.
“I have a special talent I want to show you,” Brad said.
He took a step back and removed his shirt and then unbuckled his pants. They dropped to the floor, and Kate couldn’t believe what she was seeing.
“That can’t be real,” she said with her mouth agape.
There was nothing striking about the size of his dick, it wasn’t any larger than John’s dick, but right above it, standing erect, was a second dick. If every man had a subtraction sign, Brad had an equals sign. “Oh it’s real. Touch it,” Brad said.
Kate reached down and grabbed the one on top with her right hand, then used her left and grabbed the one below it. “Oh my god,” she said, “I thought it was just the drugs.”
She stroked them until they were nice and hard and ready to fuck. Brad knocked the files off the desk with his arm. He forced Kate to bend over the desk then lifted her skirt and pulled off her panties. “Open your mouth,” he said. Kate did so, wondering what he had planned. He balled her red panties and shoved them into her mouth. “Not a word. Just nod your head yes or no,” he said.
She understood immediately and nodded yes. Her pussy was dripping wet and she felt it run down her leg. Brad touched it with his fingers and Kate moaned through the panties. “You like that don’t you?” Brad asked.
Kate nodded yes and closed her eyes.
He picked up his tie off the floor and tied Kate’s hands behind her back. She let this happen without hesitation.
“Have you ever had anything shoved up your ass?” he asked.
Kate opened her eyes and turned to look at Brad. She shook her head no in both response and rejection, but Brad didn’t care. He licked his finger, then slowly inserted it in her asshole. She moaned in discomfort at first, but once his finger was all the way in, she relaxed. Brad rubbed her pussy with his other hand, and Kate realized the anal penetration made her pussy even more excited.
“Mmmm…” Kate moaned.
“That’s not so bad is it?” Brad asked. Kate shook her head no.
“You want to try something a little bigger?” he asked. Kate nodded yes.
He took a sharpie off his desk and licked the end of it before entering it into her asshole. The hard plastic reached farther into her, and once again she had to learn to relax before she could enjoy it.
“I couldn’t stop thinking about your ass ever since I saw you. We all wanted inside of you. I started planning this that same night. I was happy to see you show up to work dressed like a slut. I knew then that you wanted it,” Brad said. He walked to the other side of the desk so Kate could see him, leaving the sharpie in her asshole. “I want you to watch me,” he said. He produced a bottle of lube from his desk and started rubbing it on his two cocks. They glistened in the lamp light and Kate moaned with anticipation.
“This bottom one is going in your pussy. Do you know where this top one is going?”
Kate spit her panties out of her mouth. “Oh please don’t, I don’t think I’m ready for that.”
Brad’s smile disappeared and was replaced with a more menacing look. He shoved the panties back in her mouth, then taped her lips shut. “Not a word,” he said.
Kate felt panicked, but once Brad’s dick was in her pussy, her panic gave way to desire. She felt the sharpie removed from her ass, then prepared to be penetrated. “I’ll go slow,” Brad said from behind her.
He entered the tip first, and Kate felt the girth of his head stretch her asshole. She grunted in displeasure, but knew the worst was still to come. His shaft slid in and she felt it far into her rectum. Even though they were the same size, the dick in her asshole felt much larger than the one in her pussy. Brad stopped and let Kate get used to the feeling. She breathed quickly for a few moments and clenched her teeth, and when her breathing slowed down, he knew it was time. He brought his hips back until his two dicks were halfway outside of her, then he thrust them back in. Kate squeaked in displeasure, but that didn’t deter Brad’s intention. He did it once again, and again and the squeaking slowly turned into a moan.
Kate was ashamed to enjoy it. She was being fucked in the ass, something that the strong, smart, opinionated Kate would never allow, but once she got used to it, feeling her asshole stretched to the limit and filled with a cock was exciting. And once she got used to it, she realized that the cock in her pussy felt much better.
“Mmmm.. Hmmm…” Kate moaned, and Brad smiled.
“I knew you were a whore,” Brad said, and pumped into her pussy and asshole faster, until he was humping her at a steady pace. Kate’s tits rubbed against the desktop and her nipples hardened and felt good across the wood finish. The odd mixture of discomfort and pleasure was unlike anything she had felt before. She felt like a whore once again, and it felt right.
Brad’s endurance was amazing. Her legs and the muscles in her ass started to grow tired, but she stuck it out, because the experience was too pleasurable to quit.
“Don’t give up on me baby, I’m almost there I promise,” Brad said.
Kate was almost there too. Her inability to moan as loud as she wanted and having her hands restricted behind her back added to the forbidden pleasure. She barely noticed the dick in her ass, and her attention was focused purely on pleasing her pussy. She started backing into Brad’s two dicks, and the slapping of skin was loud and pronounced.
“Oh that’s it you little slut. Back your ass into my dick. Drive it deep inside you. You like having things in your ass. Don’t lie. You’re a whore.”
“Mmm..Mmm…Mmmm…” Kate moaned with each thrust, and her face turned hot as she felt an explosion coming on. Juices dripped down her leg and she knew it was going to be gushy.
“I’m going to cum in your ass,” Brad said, but Kate ignored him as she felt her own climax coming and when it finally came, she could no longer hold herself up. She screamed through her panties and her face turned red. Pussy juice ran from her like a faucet and her arms and legs flailed uncontrollably. Her leg ended up on top of the desk and she managed to break her arms free from the tie. “Oh that’s it baby. Keep fucking with me now,” Brad said, “I’m coming, I’m coming in your ass.” Brad grabbed her shoulders and forced her body to remain still as he shot fluids inside of her. His grip was tight on her shoulders and the inability to move as he unloaded in her extended Kate’s orgasm and suddenly she was on top of the desk completely, doing the splits with a dick in her pussy and ass.
Brad relaxed and sat in a chair, stroking his dick to empty his chamber. “Oh damn Kate. You are too fucking sexy,” he said.
She relaxed and removed the tape and panties from her mouth, “oh fuck, oh fuck,” she repeated as she caught her breath. She sat up and felt his cum drip from her asshole, “My asshole is on fire,” she said.
“You’ll be uncomfortable for a while,” Brad said.
“That’s okay,” she said, and began rubbing her clit. She laid back on the desk and lifter her knees to her chest. Brad watched and started stroking his cocks with his hands.
“Oh my,” she moaned as she had another small orgasm, and with it, the effects of the drug wore off. She rolled over onto her elbows and faced Brad. “I should probably go,” she said.
“Let’s do this again sometime,” Brad said.
“Aren’t you married?”
“Yes, but she doesn’t have to know. I have sex with a lot of women.”
“Fuck you,” Kate said as she dressed. Brad remained in his chair, stroking his cocks. Even without the drug, Kate still saw two cocks.
“Well if you change your mind, you know where to find me,” he said.
Kate left with a disgusted look on her face, but when she got to her car and caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, she was smiling like the devil.



Yes Master


On Tuesday, Ashley received a call at her house. The number was unrecognizable on the caller ID, so she reluctantly picked up the phone, expecting a telemarketer or wrong number. “Hello,” she said softly, hoping the other person wouldn’t hear and would hang up, thinking they got cut off.
“Yes. Is this Ashley?” the voice on the other line said.
“This is her.”
“Hi. This is the waitress from the bar. The one where you left your purse.”
“Oh right. Did someone find it?”
“Yes, I found it under one of the tables last night. It looks like everything is here. I brought it home with me so no-one from work would take it. I hope that’s okay.”
Ashley breathed a sigh of relief and mouthed the word thank you to no-one in particular. “Great, I can pick it up later tonight if that’s okay.”
“That sounds good to me. I have the night off so I’ll be home all night.”
Ashley thanked her and took down the address, then called Kate to get a ride. It would be nice to finally get her car back after car pooling with co-workers for the past few days, and she was excited to see Kate again.
“Hey hun,” Ashley said as she climbed into Kate’s blue sedan. She leaned over and gave Kate a peck on the lips. Kate smiled and it was evident they had a new kind of relationship. Kate was dressed in dress pants and a purple button up top. She had just got off work. “So do you know where we’re going?” Kate asked as she pulled out of the driveway.
“Yes, it’s the apartment complex downtown. She lives on the third floor.”
“Do you know this girl?” Kate asked.
“Not really. She was my waitress last weekend, but I know what she looks like. She seems sweet and is very cute. Blond and spunky. She’s a heartbreaker, I can tell.”
“Sounds like you kind of have a crush on her.”
“I do, kind of,” Ashley admitted, and the two of them laughed a little.
Kate told Ashley about her boss with two dicks, and the drugs, and Ashley didn’t believe it. “I didn’t believe it either, but trust me, it’s real,” Kate said.
“He should be our third,” Ashley suggested as they pulled into the parking lot.
“Oh no, he’s married. I’m willing to forget that one time, but I don’t want to see him again.”
“Too bad. He sounded like fun.”
They arrived at the apartment and it was quiet. There was no light underneath the door and it appeared no one was home. Ashley knocked on the door and a few seconds later, they heard footsteps and the door opened. The Athlete stood in the doorway wearing a simple tee-shirt and jeans. She placed her hand in her back pocket and stood on her toes. “Hi,” she said playfully, “come in, your purse is in my room.”
The two of them stepped into the apartment. There was a single lamp on in the living room and the television remained off, as though she had just walked into the room. “I hope we’re not interrupting anything,” Kate said.
“Oh no, you’re fine. The bar is just so loud, I like to enjoy the silence on my days off,” The Athlete said. She flashed an infectious smile and Ashley was immediately drawn to her. She gently touched her on the shoulder, “Thank you for holding onto my purse for me,” she said.
“It’s no problem. Follow me, I’ll get it for you.”
Before she turned to follow the Athlete down the hall, Ashley turned and winked at Kate. She knew what that meant. She might as well make herself comfortable.
It was a small apartment. A tour of the place would only last a few minutes, but it wasn’t surprising. There was no way the Athlete was any older than twenty-two and was probably a college student. The small place was typical for a college student.
Kate browsed around the poorly lit apartment and took notice of the little things laying around. The Cosmo magazine on the table. The box of cereal on the counter top and a few pictures of the Athlete with a group of friends, hanging on the refrigerator. She examined the pictures. One was with the Athlete surrounded by three boys on a camping trip. The other was with five well-dressed girls at a nightclub. And one with two girls at a party in that same apartment, with several empty beer bottles laying around. All of the people in the picture were attractive, and all of the pictures seemed typical of a girl her age. There seemed nothing unique about her lifestyle. But one of the girls in the party picture seemed familiar. She removed it from the refrigerator and held it closer to her face. The girl had short hair and long slender legs that emerged from short jean shorts that showed off her plump ass. “Number Six,” Kate said, and smirked a little. “It’s a small world after all,” she whispered as she replaced the picture.
Since she went straight to Ashley’s house from work, she hadn’t had the chance to check her makeup. She walked down the hall and searched for a bathroom so she could have a mirror. All of the doors looked the same, so she just randomly opened one and turned on the light. What she found was not a bathroom. Not even close.
It was Number Six. She was on a bed bent over with her face down and bare ass sticking up in the air. She wore a tight leather bra that made even her small tits seem large. She was blind-folded and her hands were tied behind her back.
“Who’s there?” Number Six asked.
“It’s me Kate. We met at Pink over the weekend.”
“Oh hey. How are you?” Number Six said, oddly casual.
“I’m fine. Are you okay? Have you been kidnapped?”
“Oh no, I live here. Sometimes my roommate and I play a game. She ties me up and tells me what to do. It’s stupid I know…”
Before Number Six finished speaking, the door opened behind them. It was the Athlete. She was wearing a black corset that connected to knee high stockings with two straps. Her pussy and ass were exposed and she stood with her hands on her hips in a way that demanded attention.
“What’s going on here?” she asked.
“Oh, I was just looking for…” Kate began.
“Shut up,” the Athlete interrupted, then approached Number Six and grabbed her by the hair. “Did you let her in here?” she asked Number Six.
“No master. It was a mistake.”
Ashley walked into the room in nothing but her underwear. “What’s going on?” Ashley asked.
“This doesn’t concern you,” the Athlete said to Ashley, “just stand there and be quiet. I want you to watch.”
She walked up to Kate and ripped her shirt open. Buttons flew across the room like projectiles. “You have to punish her,” the Athlete told Kate, “you have to spank her ass.”
Kate looked at Number Six’s round ass, and as tempting as it was, she couldn’t bring herself to do it.
“Oh I don’t think I can be part of this game. I think I’m just going to leave,” she said. She picked her shirt up off the floor and started to leave, but the Athlete motioned to Ashley, and Ashley blocked the doorway. “Just play along,” she whispered to Kate.
Kate tossed her shirt to the side and approached the bed. Number Six’s ass stuck out and Kate gave it a swat with her hand. It jiggled at the impact, and Kate found it arousing.
“Harder,” the Athlete said. Kate drew her hand back farther and spanked her again a little harder.
“Quit wasting my time. Harder,” the Athlete demanded. Once again she drew back and swatted Number Six’s ass with full force. Number Six flinched as her hand smacked her ass and the sound made Kate horny.
“Again,” the Athlete said.
Kate spanked her again.
“Unh..” Number Six grunted.
And again.
“Unh..”
And again.
“Unh..”
And again, without waiting for instructions, Number Six’s ass didn’t have time to stop jiggling between swats. A red spot emerged on her cheek, and Kate stopped.
“Did you enjoy that?” the Athlete asked Number Six.
“Yes master,” she said.
The Athlete approached Kate and placed her hand on Kate’s pussy. “Wet, just like I thought. She’s all yours. Don’t have too much fun,” she said to Kate.
The Athlete told Ashley to go lay on her bed and swatted her on the ass. The door was shut behind them and Kate was left alone with Number Six, who remained tied and blind-folded on the bed. Kate removed her pants so only her underwear remained on. “You’ll do whatever I say,” Kate said.
“Yes master,” Number Six responded.
“Do you like it rough?”
“Yes master.”
Kate spanked her one more time to watch her flinch. “Is your ass tender now?”
“Yes master, it is.”
“Do you want me to kiss it and make it better?”
“Yes please.”
Kate put her face against Number Six’s soft ass cheek. She licked and kissed the sore red spot and Number Six squirmed.
“Does it feel better?”
“Yes master, it does.”
Kate grabbed her by the foot and dragged her onto the floor. She fell unguarded to the ground. She knew now that when John pushed her to the floor, it didn’t hurt Number Six at all, she enjoyed it.
“On your knees,” she demanded, and pulled Number Six by the hair as she struggled to climb to her knees with her hands behind her back. Kate removed her panties, then shoved Number Six’s face into her pussy, “lick it,” she said, and Number Six’s tongue began to work up and down her slit.
It wasn’t enough for Kate. She wanted Number Six deep inside of her, she wanted to suffocate her. She lifted one leg onto the bed to open herself up, then pulled down on Number Six’s hair to turn her face upward and stood over her with her vagina right above her mouth. “Get deep inside there. Taste it. Taste my pussy. Do you like it? Does my pussy taste sweet?”
“Yes master.”
Kate felt Number Six’s soft tongue inside her, moving around and exploring her pussy. She felt powerful and wanted to go further. She wanted to humiliate this little girl.
She pulled away and turned around. Bent slightly at the waist, she reached back and forced Number Six’s face into her ass. “Lick my asshole,” she said. Number Six’s tongue pressed on the rim of her hole and it felt warm and exotic. She pulled her cheeks apart with her hands so Number Six could go further in. “Get in there. Tongue my ass you little slut. Doesn’t it taste good? Don’t you love my asshole?”
“Yes master.”
Kate dropped to all fours with her ass up in the air much like the position she first found Number Six in. Her asshole continued to be fondled with Number Six’s tongue and she used her fingers to stimulate her pussy.
“Lick it! Lick my hole you little bitch. Lick it like the whore you are.”
Number Six moved her tongue in circles, penetrating her asshole as deep as she could. She started using her jaw to force her tongue into it.
Kate played with her own pussy, moving her fingers back and forth on the clit as fast as she could. “I’m going to cum. You better make me cum. You better make me happy you stupid cunt,” she yelled then rolled over and spread her legs open as far as she could. “Finish me off. Eat my pussy. Get in there. Your nose, your tongue, get all of it in there.”
Number Six fell forward into Kate’s pussy and even though her jaw was getting tired, she continued licking deep into her pussy with as much effort as she could afford.
“Oh fuck me!” Kate yelled as the climax came. She wrapped her legs tight around Number Six’s head and trapped her there and it made the orgasm long and powerful. She felt herself spray into Number Six’s face, but it still wasn’t enough. She wanted to cum so hard that she passed out, so she began humping into Number Six’s mouth until she began spraying again. “Oh my pussy is exploding!” she yelled, “keep licking it! Lick my fucking pussy!”
Number Six did what she was told even though she couldn’t breathe. Kate’s muscles tensed up and her eyes and mouth opened wide and she continued spraying. She held her breath throughout until it became too intense and she exhaled with relief and her arms and legs fell helplessly to the floor. She felt weak. Her muscles relaxed and she released Number Six’s head from her legs. Number Six gasped for air, then returned to her spot.
Kate was exhausted. She laid there and tried to catch her breath. Her bra felt restrictive, so she removed it and tossed it on Number Six’s head, who continued to slowly tongue at Kate’s pussy. She reached down and ran her fingers through Number Six’s hair, “you can stop sweetie. I’m done,” she said softly.
Number Six sat up on her knees still blindfolded and still tied up. “Yes master.” she said, and Kate giggled.
“Here, let me help you,” Kate said and untied her and removed her blindfold, and also her leather bra just for fun. “Thank you, that was good,” she said.
“Do you need anything else?” Number Six said.
“No, just lay here with me.”
Number six laid on top of her and kissed gently at Kate’s neck. She was tired now, but knew that it would only be a few minutes before she wanted to fuck Number Six again.



Game Over


Ashley’s plan had gone well, up until a point. She was in The Athlete’s room and it didn’t take much to convince her to fool around. “Here’s your purse,” The Athlete said as she held it between them by the strap with a single finger. They stood close to each other until the only space between them was occupied by the purse. Ashley looked into her icy blue eyes and decided to go for it. She leaned in and kissed The Athlete on the mouth and she returned the favor, as though they had mutually agreed on something without uttering a word. Their tongues battled each other like colliding waves and their hands ran up and down each other’s bodies grabbing asses and legs. The Athlete kissed at Ashley’s neck and she panted and eagerly waited for her to make the next move.
“You couldn’t have come at a better time,” The Athlete said, “I was just about to change into costume.”
“Don’t let me hold you up,” Ashley said in between steamy breaths.
The Athlete guided Ashley to the bed, “You wait here. I’ll be right back,” she said, and removed her shirt as she stepped into the bathroom.
Ashley didn’t want to waste time. Whatever game they were about to play, she wanted to get right to it. She stripped off her tank top and blue jeans and waited in her white and pink striped panties and bra. She sprawled on the bed with her hand between her legs and thought about what kind of costume The Athlete would wear. Maybe a cheerleader or nurse? Those seemed appropriate.
From the room next door she heard low voices exchange conversation. Was Kate talking to herself? Surely not. It had to be a TV or radio or something right? She sat up and put her ear to the wall and listened. It was definitely Kate’s voice, but who was she talking to?
“Do you hear that?” The Athlete said as she walked back into the room. She wore a tight black corset that made her slim figure even slimmer and her perky breasts even perkier. Her lips were dark purple along with her eyes and her legs were covered with dark knee-high stockings that strapped directly to the corset. And for pants, there were no pants. Just her tight ass and pussy.
“I think Kate may have made a new friend,” Ashley said.
“What the hell does she think she’s doing? I told her to wait quietly,” The Athlete said before storming out of the room.
“Wait! Where are you going? Who did you tell to wait?” Ashley called out, but it didn’t stop The Athlete. She followed her down the hall and into the other room where she was surprised to find Kate and a skinny, half naked woman with her plush ass sticking in the air. And as she watched Kate spank that plush ass, she fantasized about someone doing that to her.
So when she was ordered to wait for The Athlete on the bed, she laid there with her legs straight out and her arms by her side, hoping she would be treated like an object just like the skinny girl.
The Athlete didn’t let her down.
She heard the door close, then the lights went off. The dark was lit up gradually by candles that The Athlete lit one by one around the bed. She blew out the match and the smell of burnt sulfur filled the room. The Athlete laid next to her. Her slender fingers followed the curves of Ashley‘s abs and tickled her naval. She grabbed Ashley by the wrists and forced them over her head and bound them to the head board with a pair of handcuffs. Next, she tied each ankle to the bed posts so her legs were forced apart. “I like your panties and bra,” she said.
“Thank you,” Ashley said.
“Shut up. Don’t make a sound.”
She straddled Ashley at the stomach and kissed her gently on the mouth, then laughed menacingly. Her hand squeezed Ashley’s face by the cheeks and forced her lips to pucker, “You have no idea what I’m about to do to you,” she said, and held up a pair of scissors. She popped Ashley’s bra off with a quick turn of the hand then turned around so Ashley could see her ass. She used the scissors to cut the crotch out of Ashley’s panties then leaned forward and stuck her tongue into her pussy.
“Oh,” Ashley moaned, then quickly caught herself breaking the rules.
The Athlete hopped off of Ashley, then off the bed and slid open one of the closet doors. She pushed a machine to the foot of the bed. It was a black box on wheels with a dildo attached to a pole. She inserted the dildo into Ashley’s pussy and started the machine. It pumped the fake penis in and out of Ashley in even strokes. “Oh my god,” Ashley whispered as she felt it pushed inside of her. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to handle this without cumming, she thought, then clenched her teeth together to try to tough it out.
“Do you like that?” The Athlete asked.
Ashley looked up at her and held her breath as the machine continued to fuck her without letting up.
“You can speak,” The Athlete said.
“Yes,” Ashley said in a high pitched voice. Her breathing turned to slow, long breaths in and out of her open mouth. She needed something to take her mind off of the machine before she ruined the fun by climaxing.
“It looks like you’re enjoying it too much,” The Athlete said. She reached into the nightstand next to the bed and removed a chain from the drawer. She held it by the clips at each end and opened and closed them as she held them up for Ashley to see. “This should slow things down a little,” she said.
She clipped them onto Ashley’s nipples and the pinching feeling drew Ashley’s concentration away from her pussy. She took a quick breath as they were applied and this made The Athlete smile. “That’s better,” The Athlete said. She reached around her back and untied the top tie of her corset so she could free her breasts. This was the first time Ashley got to see them. Her tan line made her breasts a slightly lighter color from the rest of her body. Her nipples were a nice red color that seemed to fit her perfectly. She straddled Ashley once again and pressed her tit into her face. “Suck them,” she said.
Ashley licked The Athlete’s nipple with her tongue before wrapping her lips around it and sucking. She closed her eyes and enjoyed how firm the nipple felt in her mouth. Her own nipples weren’t sore anymore and she once again started to feel the machine dip in and out of her pussy. She moaned and tried to bend her knees, but was stopped by the ties around her ankles. “This must be fun for you,” The Athlete said.
Ashley nodded and switched to the other breast but was only able to suckle at it once before The Athlete sat up. She pulled at the chain that was clipped to Ashley’s nipples and stretched her breasts until they formed two triangles that stood straight up.
“Does that feel good bitch?” she asked.
Ashley wasn’t sure how to respond. It was uncomfortable and even hurt a little, but the excitement of it stimulated her every nerve. The longer she pulled, the hornier Ashley got.
“Harder,” Ashley said.
The Athlete pulled farther.
“Harder,” Ashley said again.
The Athlete pulled until she couldn’t pull anymore. Ashley’s face turned red and she breathed heavily in a mixture of pain and pleasure. “Oh shit,” she moaned.
The Athlete let go of the chain and Ashley’s huge breasts fell back into place. Ashley’s head fell back onto the pillow and she relaxed as the machine continued fucking her without slowing down.
The Athlete straddled her face. “Lick my pussy,” she said, and Ashley dipped her tongue deep inside of her. It was soft and wet and felt good against her face. The Athlete spread her legs and put all of her weight against Ashley’s face so her tongue penetrated deep into her vagina. She ran her hands through her hair and played with her tits and bounced up and down on Ashley’s face and it tickled her clit.
“Oh your tongue feels fucking good,” The Athlete said as she grinded against Ashley’s mouth. Ashley opened her mouth and used her tongue to taste the inside of her pussy. Her lips matched the lips of The Athlete’s vagina and they moved together like she was making out with her pussy.
“I need more,” The Athlete said.
She reached into her nightstand once again. This time she produced a strap-on that was pink and almost absurd in length. “You want me to fuck you with that on?” Ashley asked.
“You wish,” The Athlete said, “Lift your head.”
She strapped it around Ashley’s head so the dildo stood out from Ashley’s mouth. She straddled her face once again, facing the foot of the bed, so as she bounced up and down on the dildo Ashley’s nose dipped into her ass.
“Oh this feels fucking good,” The Athlete said.
Ashley felt her silky ass on her cheeks as she fucked the dildo coming out of her face. And the machine continued fucking her, and she started to feel an orgasm coming. Her stomach arched to the ceiling and her arms and legs fought with the restraints. Her nipples hardened and the clips pinched harder as they did so. The Athlete reached down and played with Ashley’s tits as she fucked her face faster and faster.
“Oh yes, yes,” The Athlete repeated.
She removed the nipple clips and twisted her nipples with her hands until her breasts turned color. Ashley started kicking her feet and she knew her orgasm was going to last a long time.
The Athlete removed herself from Ashley’s face. She unstrapped the dildo from Ashley’s mouth then stood over her. “You’re about to cum aren’t you?” she asked Ashley.
Ashley emphatically nodded her head as she found it difficult to speak because of her elongated panting.
The Athlete turned a dial on the machine, and it moved the dildo in and out of Ashley faster.
“Mother fucker,” Ashley said.
The Athlete stood over her and watched. She played with her pussy and watched Ashley’s face tense and her body squirm uncontrollably even while restrained. “You know what really gets me going?” she asked.
“What?” said Ashley, quietly between breaths.
“Jus wait,” she said. She played with her clit and stood over Ashley’s tits. Then, without warning, she started pissing on Ashley’s chest.
The warm urine splashed off Ashley’s tits and she felt little droplets hit her chin. “Oh fuck!” she exclaimed, “don’t stop!” She felt the liquid run down her body in streams and cover her tits and belly. The machine fucked her faster and she began cumming, in short explosions that pulsated in her pussy, then spread to the rest of her body like rippling waves.
“Oh my god!” she squeaked and arched her stomach toward The Athletes pussy.
“That’s it you fucking slut. Cum. Get off on my piss. You’re a whore, admit it. You’re a fucking whore,” The Athlete said while gritting her teeth.
“I’m a whore,” Ashley squealed.
When The Athlete finished pissing, Ashley finished cumming. Her pussy dripped onto Ashley’s body and she continued staring at her until Ashley relaxed and opened her eyes.
“Game over,” The Athlete said with a smile and untied her from the bed.
Ashley wiped her face and was unsure if it was piss or sweat. “How did I do?” she asked as she laughed.
“You were great,” The Athlete said, and kissed her on the cheek, “You can use my shower before you leave.”
Ashley was in the shower when The Athlete pushed the curtain open and handed her a pair of panties. “I kind of ruined yours,” she said, “Just take a pair of mine, you’ll look good in them.”
The two of them walked into the living room and caught Kate affectionately petting Number Six on the couch as they watched mindless reality TV. “Are you ready to go,” Ashley asked.
“Yes, I’m exhausted,” Kate said.
“You guys should come over again sometime. Maybe we could play a group game or something,” The Athlete said.
“We’ll give you a call,” Ashley said. They said their goodbyes and left. It had turned dark and they realized they had been there much longer than anticipated.
The ride to Ashley’s car was quiet and full of small talk. “I’m wearing a pair of her panties. Mine got ruined,” Ashley confessed.
“I wondered what you were doing,” Kate said, “It turns out, I’m a dominant. I never knew that about myself.”
“Really? Because it turns out I’m submissive. I never knew that about myself,” Ashley said.
Kate turned to her and shrugged. The two of them laughed and shared stories until they finally got to Ashley’s car. They kissed each other before separating and wondered what epiphany their next adventure may bring.



The Misadventures of Kate


It had been a busy week for Kate. After an unintentional rendezvous with her boss and Number Six, she just wanted to stay in on Friday and relax with a good movie and popcorn. Ashley had called, twice actually. Once to invite her to a party at a mutual friend’s house which Kate politely declined, and the other time was a drunk dial two hours later in which Ashley claimed to be dancing topless with a large group of party goers. “I’ll text you a picture!” Ashley yelled into the phone when she called the second time, but when Kate received the photo, it was just a blurry mess.
Kate giggled a little as she tried to make out the image. Maybe she made a mistake. Maybe she should have went with Ashley, but she knew she would once again end up having sex with some stranger, either in the laundry room or an upstairs bathroom, and quite frankly, she was worn out.
She tossed the phone aside and went back to watching a young teenage couple run from a psychotic murderer at summer camp. All of their bunkmates had already been murdered, including the girl’s BFF who lost her virginity the first night at camp to the stereotypical jock. They were found the next day floating face down in the lake.
The movie ended with the young couple bravely trapping the killer in a tool shed and setting the building on fire. The brave, handsome young man embraced his girlfriend who sobbed in fear and relief and said softly, “It’s over Amy. It’s finally over.” His eyes glowed from the firelight and below them a sinister smile bloomed across his face which made the audience believe that maybe it wasn’t quite over after all.
Before the movie rolled the final credits, Kate paused the picture on the face of the boyfriend. “I can’t believe it,” she said with a mouthful of popcorn. Kate knew she had seen that face before, but just assumed she had seen him in other movies over the years. But with the screen paused and that sinister smile on his face, she realized she knew the actor much more intimately.
She dug into her purse and removed the business card that John had given her after that wild night at Pink. She dialed the number and listened to it ring a few times before a voice came on the phone over a pulsating beat. “Hello?” John said.
“Hi John. It’s Kate. We met last week at your club.”
“Oh of course. I was hoping you might call.”
“Hey, I have a weird question. Were you ever in a horror movie?”
John laughed excitably before answering, “Yes I was. Camp Carnage Two. I can’t believe you’ve seen it. It went straight to video.”
“How long were you an actor?”
“Only a year or so. I was in a few commercials, then I got the part in the movie because it was directed by a friend of mine in college. I didn’t get many offers after that, so I came to work for my dad at Pink.”
“That’s so funny. I picked it up out of the bargain bin at the video store yesterday. I have to say, you’re kind of cute in it.”
“I was also much younger. Hey what are you doing later? I’m leaving early. Do you want to go have a couple of drinks?”
Kate paused for a moment. She should have seen it coming. Why did she think she could just call and ask a question without being asked out? Then again, the night was still young, and she wouldn’t mind having a drink or two. “Okay. Give me an hour or so to get ready. You’ll pick me up right?”
“Sounds good. I have to go. We’ve had a lot of grabby customers today. It looks like I’m going to have to start kicking some people out.”
Kate gave John her address and quickly jumped in the shower. “I’m not going to have sex. I’m not going to have sex,” she repeated, trying to hypnotize herself into believing she wouldn’t have sex. But the more she repeated the word sex, the more she thought about it. And the more she thought about it, the hornier she got.
Maybe if she used crude language.
“I’m not going to let him fuck me. I’m not going to let him fuck me,” but soon her hands were caressing her breasts and her soapy fingers worked on her vagina and she knew she wouldn’t be able to control herself if he even hinted that he wanted to have sex.
“I’m not going to let him fuck me in the ass,” she said, but even that was questionable.
The doorbell rang an hour and a half later. The two exchanged pleasantries and a hug. Kate decided to wear a pair of jeans that hugged her ass nicely and pulled her hair back into a ponytail. It was cute, but a clear step down from the dress she wore last week and she wondered how John might respond to it.
He answered by giving her a firm pat on the butt as she stepped out the door. Kate knew they were going to fuck later on.
John drove a blue Trans Am that looked like it belonged in a car show, save for the worn out interior that clearly hadn’t been replaced since it was a new car. A pair of fuzzy dice hung from the rear view mirror and Kate batted it with her hand as they pulled out of the drive way. “I haven’t seen these things in years,” she said as the dice swung slowly back and forth.
“You like those? I found them at a yard sale. This was actually my first car when I was a teenager. I sold it before I went to college, but then last year I saw an ad for it in the newspaper. I just had a feeling it was the same car so I went to look at it and I was right. The guy sold it to me for five hundred dollars and I spent another three grand fixing the engine and body, but I’m glad to have it. I had a lot of great times in this car,” John said.
“How do you know it’s the same one?” Kate asked.
John leaned over and opened the glove box. On the inside of the door, the initials JM + PS were engraved into the plastic. “Who is PS?” Kate asked.
“Penny Sawyer. My old girlfriend. She made me a man in this car,” John said with a smile.
“That’s cute,” Kate said and started to shut the glove compartment door before a sloshing sound stopped her. She reached into a glove box and found a bottle of vodka waiting for her in the dark. She held it up in the dim light of the car cabin.
“I was wondering what I did with that,” John said.
“Do you always have liquor ready?”
“No. I was going to a party and I forgot to bring it in with me. I’ve been looking for that.”
Kate laughed as she examined the label. The plastic cap snapped as she twisted it open. It smelled acidic and cheap. “Whoa! This stuff is potent,” Kate said as she replaced the lid.
“That’s what we used to drink in high school. It’s awful, but I was feeling nostalgic.”
“Well how would you like to get lucky with girl number two in this car?” Kate said while running her hand up and down John’s leg.
“What do you have in mind?”
“Let’s go to the park, drink this vodka, and make out like in high school.”
The tires of the Trans Am squealed as John stopped the car and made a U turn toward the other direction. It was a short drive to the park, and before long, they were listening to the radio and passing the bottle back and forth as they sat parked in a dark field that they used to go to when they were teenagers.
“Oh god,” Kate moaned as John kissed at her neck and made his way down her chest. They were both shirtless and struggled to find a comfortable position in the small cabin of the car.
“I have to be honest,” John said after Kate removed her bra and tossed it to the floorboard, “You’ll actually be girl number three in this car.”
“Oh yeah. Tell me about them,” Kate said.
They had managed to squirm their way into the back seat which was still small, but at least Kate was able to lay down. John laid on top of her and fiddled with the zipper on his jeans. “Well there was Penny. She was my first. I laid on top of her here in the back much like this. It was clumsy and not my proudest moment, but she was gorgeous. A little blond with a slender body and perky tits that were perfect for her size. The second girl was a year later. A Mexican girl that I met at a party. She was a champ. She straddled my dick in the driver’s seat and rode me like she was competing in a rodeo. Her big brown boobs bounced in front of my face. I could barely get her to talk to me at the party. I thought she was shy, but once we started fucking, she wasn’t shy at all. She moaned and panted loudly, I thought we might get caught, but she didn’t care. She kept repeating something in Spanish. I didn’t understand it, but the way she looked at me as she grinded on my cock, god, she wanted it bad. She was a slut, big time.”
“Sounds like I have a lot to live up to, but don’t worry, I can be a slut too,” Kate said.
“I know you can baby.”
John’s dick slid inside of Kate and she tried to spread her legs apart, but was blocked by the front seats. She lifted one leg up until the bottom of her foot touched the roof of the car. “I can be a slut if I can figure out how to do this,” Kate said while giggling.
“This car seemed much bigger when I was young,” John said.
Her knees were lifted to her chest and John took advantage of the opening. He started pounding her pussy hard with his dick and Kate wrapped her arms around her knees. It was awkward at first, but she quickly got used to the feeling and loved having a dick inside of her once again. She knew John had a nice looking dick, and it felt even better. “Oh John, fuck me harder,” she said.
John grabbed onto Kate’s shoulders to draw her in closer while his pelvis thrust in and out of her. “You’re so sexy Kate. I wish I could fuck you every day,” he said.
“Your dick is so big, I don’t know if I could handle it every day,” she said.
John clinched his teeth together and began fucking as hard as he could. Kate’s head hit against a stereo speaker in the back every time he thrust into her. “Uh, uh, oh shit, oh shit,” she repeated as his fully erect cock burrowed into her. His hands moved closer to her neck and he became more and more violent with his thrusts. “I’m going to do something. Don’t be alarmed,” he said. Before Kate could utter a word, his hands were around her throat and her breathing was cut off. Her eyes widened as he firmly clenched her neck. “It will be better,” John said, and continued thrashing into her pussy faster and faster. Kate managed to cough once, but that’s all she could produce from her throat. “Oh yeah, I’m going to cum baby. I’m going to cum inside your pussy,” John said.
His dick filled her and the lack of oxygen made it seem huge and almost painful. Her head became light and her face was flush. She flailed her arms in panic and slapped John across the face and tried to push him away, but he was too strong.
“I’m cumming inside of you bitch,” John yelled, and pumped into her viciously as his grip tightened around her neck. Kate’s vision went blurry and she felt herself slipping into darkness, and somehow, unexpectedly, she felt herself climax. It pulsated in her vagina quietly and grew louder as John forced his dick deep inside of her, like a freight train speeding through a tunnel. Soon it was loud and demanding and rushed through her entire body. Her arms and legs stood straight out and her mouth remained open trying to collect air until the rush made it to her head and she slowly… faded… into… nothing… but… black.
Kate woke up in the grass behind a row of trees. John’s car was gone along with all of her belongings. She was nude and shivering in the cold night. Her neck and pussy were sore, and she wasn’t sure how long she was out. “Son of a bitch,” she whispered as she sat up and looked out into the darkness. Leaves crunched under her knees as she crawled out from behind the tree. “John,” she said quietly hoping no one but him would hear. “John, I know you’re out there. You can come out,” she said, slightly louder. When no one appeared, she became frightened. A frog jumped in front of her and she screamed for a moment, but quickly covered her mouth for fear of being caught nude. He fucking left me, she finally admitted. Fear and humiliation stirred inside of her to create a new emotion she never felt before. She stepped out from behind the row of trees and was somewhat relieved to find herself still in the park and not in the middle of nowhere. At least she wasn’t lost.
She searched the immediate area in hopes of finding her purse or cell phone, or even a pair of panties, but there was only grass and twigs. Fuck, what now? The grass tickled her bare ass as she sat on the ground cuddling herself to prevent freezing to death. She thought about her location and what she should do. Ashley’s house was three miles away. That seemed to be her best option. It was late and most people in the area would be asleep. At least she had that going for her.
Her hands were barely able to keep her breasts and pussy covered as she quickly walked down the sidewalk. Most of the houses were dark and if the lights were on, she momentarily hid behind a bush or fence until the coast was clear, then she sprinted past with Olympic speed. Where was this athleticism in high school? she quipped and started to see the humor in the situation.
The laugh was short lived because of chatter she heard coming from the porch of a nearby house. The door opened and a small group of people emerged from the house. There appeared to be a party winding down inside the house and a group stood at the door to say thank you and goodbye. Kate panicked and looked for somewhere to hide. Her options were a mailbox, a bird bath, and an unlocked car next to her. Even with her thin frame, there was no way the mailbox or bird bath could hide her, so she quietly opened the car door, and dove in the back seat. She laid on the floor board and listened for the conversation to disappear. It only got louder, and was soon replaced by the sound of the car door opening.
She had jumped into the car of one of the partiers, and was about to go for a ride. The car started and made a left turn in the opposite direction of Ashley’s house. Even if she did manage to ride in the car without being caught, she was going to be farther from her destination. Fuck me! She screamed in her head, and this time, she did not mean it literally.
The ride was about ten minutes and was full of the driver singing along to awful music, but at least Kate was warm. The car parked and when the driver got out, Kate continued to lay on the floor board giving the driver time to enter his residence, or bar, or store, or wherever the fuck she was. She sat up in the seat and found herself in the parking lot of an apartment building. She peeked through the windows to make sure no one was around, then slowly opened the door and stepped out, crouching down to hide her nude body behind the car.
She had poor observation skills.
“Hey! What the fuck were doing in my car?” someone yelled. Kate looked up and saw the driver sitting on his second floor balcony along with another man. “Oh..I… I wasn’t…” she stammered, searching for a reasonable explanation. There wasn’t one.
The expression on the driver’s face turned from angry to confused, “Wait. Do I know you? Are you stalking me?”
Kate was confused by the question. Stalking? Maybe he was confusing her for someone else. Kate took a look at the car, then turned and looked once again at the driver, and it all came back to her at once, in a rude and startling realization. She had been fucked in that car, with that dick, on that driver. It was the young man she had sex with the week before her birthday.
“Oh my god!” she said and put her hands over her face, forgetting that she was nude.
“Oh yeah, shake it baby!” the other man yelled, and Kate covered herself once again.
“Someone took my clothes and left me in the park. I was hiding in your car. It’s just a coincidence I swear,” she pleaded.
“Were you kidnapped?”
“No, it was a…” Kate thought about which word could describe her situation perfectly, “misadventure,” she said.
“Well why don’t you come up. You can use our phone,” the driver said.
The driver opened the door and Kate eagerly stepped inside the apartment. It was messy with several empty beer bottles on the table and kitchen counter. “My name is Ben by the way,” the driver said. The other man walked in from the balcony as Kate entered the living room. “I’m Ben’s roommate, Mark,” he said, and extended his hand. Kate crossed her legs before shaking Mark’s hand, “Kate,” she said.
The two of them watched from the couch as Kate attempted to cover herself while speaking on the phone. Kate noticed them quietly exchange jokes and laugh.
“I just need you to come and pick me up,” Kate said to Ashley over the phone, “I’ll explain everything later.” She hung up and stood there awkwardly as the two men continued to gawk at her and drink beer. “I don’t suppose you have a robe or maybe a shirt I can borrow?” she said, and hoped chivalry wasn’t dead.
“I know of a way you can earn one,” Ben said, and Kate knew immediately there was no such thing as chivalry in this apartment.
The two men pulled their pants down to their knees and exposed their erections, as though they had rehearsed for this very situation. Mark patted the empty seat between them, inviting Kate, “Why don’t you come sit between us,” he said.
Kate furled her brow to show discontent, but it seemed to have no effect on the two men. “What?” Ben said while shrugging his shoulders as though Kate shouldn’t be surprised by the gesture.
“Fine,” Kate sighed and dropped her arms to the side.
She sat between the men with a rock hard cock in each hand and stroked them slowly. They closed their eyes and leaned back as she did this. She knew she could cause them serious pain in this position, but there was an odd pride about giving a man a hand job. There was no doubt that, if they wanted to, they could pin her down and fuck her whether she wanted them to or not, but rubbing their cocks seemed to nullify that animal instinct. It was like taming a wild beast.
“You boys like this?” she asked.
“Yeah baby. Just keep doing it like that.”
“Your titties are so nice,” Mark said and squeezed the one closest to him.
The men’s cocks were at full length and Kate stroked faster. The men started to put their hips into each stroke and Kate thought it would be over soon.
Before she could get either of them to climax she felt a hand on the back of her hand. Ben forced her head down near his cock and Kate stopped momentarily. “Put it in your mouth,” Ben said. She did what she was told and his shaft was warm on her tongue. She placed her knees on the cushion so it would be easier. Mark lifted her ass up with both of his hands and put his finger up her pussy. This better be a nice robe, she thought, knowing that Mark’s finger would soon be replaced by his wet dick. He played with her clit for a while until she started gyrating her hips. Kate was starting to get turned on and she reached down to help Mark finger fuck her. That was Mark’s cue. He slid his dick inside of her and pushed into her slowly and gently as to not distract her from sucking Ben’s dick.
“Mmmmm…” Kate moaned and the humming felt good on Ben’s head. He ran his finger’s through her hair and pushed his cock into her mouth with his pelvis.
Mark spanked her ass as his dick moved in and out of her, and Kate responded to it by backing into him, and helping his cock penetrate deep inside of her.
What started as a project to earn some clothing turned into a night of pleasure. She enjoyed being fucked at both ends at the same time. Her hand fondled Ben’s testicles as she moved her lips around the tip of his head and Mark’s dick moved smoothly through her.
“You guys want to have some real fun?” Kate asked.
She sat up and instructed the two men to face each other with their legs overlapping, then she straddled Ben’s cock with her pussy and instructed Mark to stick his up her ass.
Ben was gentle and allowed her to fuck his dick at her own pace while he sucked on her tits, but Mark was the opposite. He was rough. He shoved his huge cock up her ass without mercy and pulled on her hair. It was salty and sweet, fire and ice, it was pain and pleasure at the same time, and Kate loved it.
“Oh you’re so sexy,” Ben said.
“You’re a dirty, dirty slut,” Mark said.
“Yes, keep fucking me. Both of you. Fuck my pussy. Fuck my asshole,” Kate said.
She was crushed between two strong men that violated her and turned her into a whore for a simple set of clothes. The dick in her pussy felt good, but the dick in her ass felt like it was going to split her in half. She had no control over the motions. The men’s animal instinct kicked in and she was forced to move along with the force of being fucked by two cocks. Her hair bounced wildly out of control and her tits were smashed into Ben’s chest. She could barely breathe as Mark laid on top of her and didn’t allow her to move.
“Oh god. Fuck me. Fuck me. Make me cum. Please, make me cum,” she said in a weak voice.
A knock at the door stopped the action. All three of them looked up and paused for a moment. There was a second knock and Kate spoke up, “That must be Ashley,” she said.
“I’ll get it,” Mark said. His cock was all the way up Kate’s ass and she felt every inch of it slide out of her. Her asshole continued to gape open after he left.
“I guess there’s no reason we have to stop,” she said, and continued fucking Ben on the couch.
Ashley was startled when a naked man with an erect cock answered the door, and even more startled to see Kate on top of another man on the couch. “Is this a bad time? I can come back?” she said.
“No. Join the party,” Mark said.
Kate turned to the door and spoke in between thrusts of Ben’s dick. “Come… in…Ashley. This is Ben…and that’s Mark,” she said.
Ashley waved slightly to Mark and Ben as she cautiously stepped into the door. Mark took her by the hand and led her to a recliner in the corner.
“Don’t be shy,” he said.
Ashley set her purse on the floor and pulled her dress down to show Mark her tits. “Damn honey. You could start a war,” he said.
He put his mouth on her nipple and Ashley laughed with enjoyment. She quickly shed the rest of her clothes and stood on the arms of the chair and put her pussy in Mark’s face. He licked her and made her excited and she almost fell off the chair in response. “Oops,” she said. Mark reclined the chair and Ashley sat on his lap. His dick found its way inside of her without even trying. Her legs draped over the arm of the chair and her arm wrapped around his neck. She was able to lift herself up and force her pussy down hard onto his dick. “Damn girl, you’re just naturally horny aren’t you?”
Ashley nodded her head without saying anything. She closed her eyes and licked her lips as she forced herself up and down on his long dick. Mark played with her tits as they bounced around with the movement of their fucking.
“I just want to fuck those tits,” Mark said. He picked her up and laid her on the floor before straddling her chest. He placed his dick between her tits and started humping them.
Kate watched as Mark did this. Ashley laid on the floor with her legs spread wide open and her pussy exposed and ready to be eaten. “Come on,” she said to Ben. She buried her face in Ashley’s pussy and stuck her ass in the air so Ben could fuck her doggy style. She moved her tongue along the clit and Ashley’s hips moved in a circle. She heard her moan through the sound of Mark’s dick slapping against her tits. Ben sat on his knees behind Kate and mounted her. He was ready to cum and Kate knew it by the fury in which he fucked her pussy.
Ashley was watching Mark’s dick peek in and out from her cleavage as he fucked her tits. His dick was extremely hard against her soft breasts. She pushed them together and watched Mark smile as she did so. “Your tits feel soft around my dick,” he said, “they’re better than any pussy I’ve ever fucked.”
She didn’t see Kate sneak up on her, so when she felt a tongue sliding in her pussy, it was exciting. She lifted her legs and rested them on Kate’s shoulders and let her work on her. The scene was sexy, watching a dick fuck her tits while a woman licked her pussy. She was glad she stumbled in at the right moment.
“I’m about to cum,” Ben said meekly. He pounded Kate, and her ass jiggled with each thrust. Kate’s face was forced into Ashley’s pussy and Ashley felt the force deeper than Kate’s tongue would go.
“Oh shit I’m cumming,” Ben said and held Kate firmly against his dick as he shot inside of her. Kate felt him explode in her and it started a chain reaction.
“Oh I’m cumming tooooooo…” Kate moaned and forced herself hard into Ben’s dick. She put her fingers into Ashley’s pussy and flicked her clit with her tongue, and that started Ashley’s climax.
“Oh god, don’t stop. Don’t stop,” she repeated. Ben pushed Kate aside and put his dick inside of Ashley. It only took a few thrusts before she blew up.
“Oh shhhhhhhhhiiiiiitttttttt,” she moaned. Her face turned red and she tried to arch her back, but was held down by Mark’s weight.
Watching Ashley’s climax pushed Mark beyond his limit and his orgasm came on quick and strong.
“Oh fuck girl, sit still I’m trying to hold out,” he said as Ashley bucked beneath her, motivated by her orgasm, but it was too late. The movement tickled his dick too much and his load shot across her chest like a shotgun. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” he said, and jerked his cock with his hand to empty himself onto her.
“Oh damn,” Mark said, “You should get kidnapped more often.” He used his shirt to wipe the cum off of Ashley’s chest before he got off of her.
Kate stood up and stretched. “So we had a deal. You got some clothes for me?”
Ben and Marked exchanged glances. “I think we have a better idea,” Ben said.
“What?” Kate asked.
As though they could read each other’s mind, Ben picked up Kate and Mark picked up Ashley.
“What are you doing?” Ashley asked.
The two women kicked their legs and yelled profanities as the men carried them across the apartment. They dropped them outside and quickly shut the door. An audible click was heard from the other side. Ashley tried to turn the knob, but it was locked. Kate pounded on the door and demanded to be allowed inside.
“What the fuck? Is this how you treat all the women you fuck?” Kate yelled.
The two women pounded on the door but there was no answer, and soon loud music played from inside the apartment. They stood on the step wondering what to do.
“My purse is in there,” Ashley said, “So are my keys.”
“Let’s just go to the cops. The police station is only three blocks from here,” Kate said.
The two women walked down the silent street naked, cold and humiliated. Kate didn’t even bother to check her surroundings. She didn’t care anymore, she just wanted to get home. “I think this might be it for me,” she said, “I think I’m just going to find someone I like being around and settle down. I don’t care what they look like.”
“Me too,” Ashley said.
Kate looked up and smiled at her. Despite her crazy I-just-got-fucked, hair, Ashley was still gorgeous. She took her by the hand and Ashley smiled despite the embarrassing situation. “You want to move in with me?” Kate asked.
“Okay,” Ashley said.
A small loud car passed them on the street. They didn’t pay much attention to it as they continued their slow stroll to the police station, but when it stopped and two bright white lights indicating it was about to reverse came on, they watched. It backed up until it was even with the two girls. It was a small blue sedan with several political bumper stickers on the back. The window rolled down and two girls looked at them.
“It’s a little cold for a nude walk, don’t you girls think?” one of the girls asked.
The two women walked to the car and looked inside. It was The Athlete and Number Six, who, surprisingly, were also naked. “You need a ride?” The Athlete asked.
“Yes please,” Kate said, and pulled on the handle to the back seat, but it was locked. A second later, the trunk popped open. “Get in,” The Athlete said. Kate and Ashley exchanged looks. They knew they had just joined in on one of their games. They shrugged and climbed into the trunk. Kate laid on top of Ashley and used her breasts as a pillow, “Okay, after this I’m definitely settling down,” she said.
“Definitely,” Ashley said, and kissed Kate on the mouth in lust and maybe a little more.
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