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LOCKED OUT! Stuck Outside My Apartment In Only A Towel


All things considered it had been a lovely Saturday so far. Especially considering my Friday night had been pretty crappy.

You see last night my boyfriend of a few months decided that he didn’t really like being with me. Decided that he couldn’t be with me. Decided that he would rather we stop seeing each other.

I really like him too, he was smart and funny and I thought he was kind but apparently I was mistaken.

I’ve always been reserved, always been a little hesitant to ‘embrace my wild side.’ He knew that when he started dating me and knew it the entire year we were seeing each other.

But apparently it was now that he decided he didn’t have time for reserved anymore. Couldn’t deal with it. Needed a woman who was more ‘open’ to experiences.

So he dumped me, which should have meant a Saturday that was crappy and down, but it didn’t.

Because screw him. I woke up happy and excited and realizing the world was full of new possibilities. He wasn’t wrong that I was too reserved, but he was wrong for dumping me over it.

Because I started embracing my wild side.

Because this morning I discovered the joys of a massaging shower head.

Hey now, baby steps.

It had been a running joke between the two of us. Every time he would bring up the shower head I would blush and change the subject.

Yes, you’ve guessed it. Reserved means no masturbation. Well very little masturbation at least.

I wasn’t really the sort to play around with myself. It wasn’t even until I started dating this last guy that I’d even been able to have an open conversation about it and I could probably count on one hand the number of times I’d tried it out.

But the shower head this morning was something else.

It made me feel feelings that I’d never felt before. It made me see stars! By the time I was done with my very long shower I was out of hot water and my body was very relaxed.

Even thinking about it makes me bite my lip at the memory.

I felt positively naughty, but if a shower was able to make me feel that good I don’t think I’d need a boyfriend ever again. He had certainly never brought up feelings like that before.

Stepping out of the shower I felt clean and invigorated and ready to take on the world. I felt like a new woman.

I grabbed a fresh towel and dried myself off, wrapping myself up in the fluffy warmth of it and giggling to myself as I looked in the mirror.

I looked different, happy and bubbly and more than a little flushed. My damp hair was slicked back, and my collarbones stood out and made me look kind of sexy if I did say so myself. I’d taken some time out to ‘refresh’ myself in more than one way in the shower, making sure to shave myself so I was smooth and shiny.

Ready to take on the world.

Hell I was about ready to throw some finger guns at myself in the mirror when a knock at the front door made me jump.

I giggled at the sound, making sure to tighten the towel so it didn’t fall off I made my way downstairs and over to my front door. I lived in a little ‘community’ sort of place. Well that was the idea at least.

It was a development with a bunch of townhouses. A nice enough place, all of them were owned by a single landlord who lived in the development as well. The rent was cheap, the buildings were nice, and my neighbors were quiet.

Looking out the peephole in my door I saw no one standing outside. Whoever it was must have ding dong ditched or something like that. I was mildly irked but figured it would probably be better to be safe than sorry so I unlatched and opened the door a bit to look outside.

I still didn’t see anyone on my porch, and while I really didn’t want any of my neighbors to see me in just a towel I quickly poked my head out and looked around. That’s when I saw the package sitting at the edge of my stoop.

It was just out of reach, some lazy delivery guy must have left it at the edge of the porch when he was running back to his car. If I was quick I could probably grab it and be back inside before any of my neighbors saw a thing.

Taking a deep breath I moved quickly, dashing out to grab the package up in my hands.

It was a lot heavier than I thought it was and I misjudged the timing. As I went to lift it I stumbled slightly and moved too slowly.

A bunch of things happened all at once. First, I stumbled and nearly fell. Second, my towel started to come undone leaving me to grab at it to maintain my dignity. Third, I turned just in time to see my front door close. Fourth, I remembered that the doors in this development weren’t like other front doors.

Security was the name of the game in this development. I remember my landlord talking at length about it, heck it was part of the reason I decided to live here. A little extra security really helped to put a single girls mind at ease.

Too bad that extra security happened to bite me in the ass right now.

Auto-locking front doors.

My stomach dropped as I registered what had just happened.

I was locked out of my house and the worst part was that this damn package was for my neighbor. Okay well no, the actual worst part was that I was stuck out here wearing only a towel.

Almost instant regret seized me. I was stuck outside and all it would take was for someone to be walking down my street for everything to be ruined for me.

Because in addition to this being a rather small development it was a rather chatty development. Gossip was a favorite pastime here so unless I wanted to be the new subject of gossip I had to figure this out and fast.

Getting into the house by myself was out of the question. I didn’t have keys and breaking and entering was outside of my realm of expertise. I wasn’t friendly enough with any of my neighbours to have left a spare key with any of them, nor would I be comfortable knocking on their doors in this state.

The only option I could see was talking to my landlady, who thankfully seemed like a nice enough lady. Problem was she was all the way on the other side of the complex. That meant my only option was to make my way across the development wearing only a towel.

Luckily it was still relatively early on a Saturday, and I didn’t see anyone around. If I was lucky I’d be able to make my way there without being seen at all.

But I had to be fast, because this place would very quickly go from quiet early morning to mid-weekend rush.

So I walked quickly, one hand gripping my towel tight around me as I moved down the street. I stuck close to buildings and bushes. Not sure how I would hide if someone were to jump out.

My eyes raked from side to side, keeping an eye out for any sign that someone was around. The whole time I knew my cheeks were burning bright red. I’d never had to deal with anything even remotely as embarrassing as this in my life. I was the quiet girl who no one ever noticed, but if anyone saw me right now I doubt they’d be able to forget me.

Partly because I’m wearing only a towel, but also because of the towel I’m wearing.

It wasn’t my biggest towel. I’d bought new ones recently and while fluffy and fresh they weren’t the best at covering. I remember wrapping myself up in one for the first time and noticing that when I had it up over my boobs it barely even covered my butt. It left so much on display, you could see my whole legs practically.

It was so small that I wasn’t even comfortable walking around my ex wearing it. Let alone a stranger.

God this was so embarrassing.

I heard a door open across the street and moved quickly and by instinct. The only place to hide was the space between two sets of townhouses. It was a narrow gap, but enough of one that I could get through and shimmy my way in. It occurred to me that backyards might be safer than the streets anyways.

There were no fences between yards here, just shrubs and trees and landscaping. The development took care of all your yard maintenance, so I guess it was handy for them to get from backyard to backyard that way. Another perk that just so happened to be incredibly helpful right now.

I slipped all the way between the buildings, looked one way and then the other then dashed out into the backyards.

Making my way quickly and carefully I moved from yard to yard. One eye was always on the backs of the houses. I heard the neighborhood waking up, people heading out their front doors, hellos and good mornings and all of that. In the distance I heard the clatter of clippers trimming bushes.

It would take one hell of a lot of luck to make it all the way to my landlady without getting caught.

By this point I was shaking and trembling, trying to still my shaky nerves as I moved from yard to yard. I was grateful for the lawns and the dirt, because while dirty at least I didn’t have to content with gravel or anything like that.

I was also grateful for the landscaping. Privacy was still a big concern for the landlady so all of the landscaping was designed to give you maximum privacy in your backyard, even without fences. If you were in your backyard most of the neighboring houses couldn’t see into your yard, not from the ground floor at least. So this meant that as I moved from yard to yard I only had to be concerned about one house at a time.

But I did have to be concerned about that house.

I heard the recognizable sound of a sliding glass door opening. It was coming from the house I was in the yard of and I panicked. I moved quickly and automatically, dashing behind a bush and ducking down while I peered through the leaves.

I saw him step out of his backyard, walking out into his backyard with a mug of coffee in his hand. I knew him, not by name but I’d seen him around.

He was a bachelor, single in a development that was mostly young families. Of course I knew who he was. Heck my landlady had even pointed him out when I was touring around the development for the first time.

Didn’t hurt that he was handsome either. He had sort of All-American good looks to him. Swept back hair, broad chin and square jawed. The sort of guy you’d picture looking good in a uniform, be in military or sport. He had broad shoulders and a trim waist. His arms looked strong and even in the precarious position I was in right now I found my attention drawn to his muscles flexing with the everyday activities he was engaged in.

He seemed relaxed and at ease. I could barely tear my eyes away from him.

I didn’t know what was worse, being caught hiding in the towel in the yard of a complete stranger or in the yard of a handsome and single complete stranger.

Why did this have to happen to me.

I was painfully aware of how exposed I was right now, he was so close to me that one good glance and I’d be found out. Why did I have to get white towels? I was so sure that even a brief glance over here would show me.

I could feel the air on my body. Crouched as I was I was well aware that the towel had ridden up, exposing my entire lower body. I was trembling, trying not to move as the muscles in my legs burned with the sensation of crouching.

And the worst part was that in my panic I had let go of my towel, steadying myself in the grass with my hands instead. The awkward position had made my towel start to become unclasped somewhat. I could feel it slipping on my body, which meant that if I didn’t grab it I would soon become even more exposed than I already was.

Oh why was this happening to me? My cheeks burned hot with embarrassment as I played out the whole scenario in my mind.

He’d step over just at the wrong time, just as my towel would slip loose. I’d get startled and move, falling flat on my butt as my towel fell open. He’d look down at me, lying there in full view of him.

Open. Exposed. Naked.

He wouldn’t say a word, he’d just reach down and pull me up. His hand would grab mine and he’d be a gentleman at first. He’d help me to my feet and then grab up my towel.

But that’s when it would turn for me, as it always would. Because that was when he’d drape the towel over his arm and look me up and down. His eyes would rake over me, fully exposed. I’d go to cover myself with my arms but he would shake his head no and I would burn with embarrassment. I’d go to reach for my towel but he would pull it away from me and I would know what he wanted me to do, without him having to say a word I would understand.

He’d make me turn and walk the rest of the way, completely exposed. He would see every inch of me and so would everyone else. There would be no way and nowhere for me to hide.

This all played out in my head, so real it was like I was living it. And as I ran through the steps, as my paranoid little brain played out this paranoid little fantasy, I noticed an unfamiliar sensation creeping up in me. A little voice in the back of my head biting it’s lip and saying tentatively that maybe that wouldn’t be so bad.

Maybe I’d enjoy it.

I shuddered with embarrassment at the thought of it, or at least I hoped it was embarrassment. I didn’t want that. I couldn’t want that. Did I?

When he headed back in any time for self-reflection was cut short. If I wanted to get out of this I needed to move now.

So I did, rushing to my feet and moving quickly.

Too quickly.

My legs were asleep and a sound from the back of his house made me panic and stumble and by the time I realized that not only had my towel slipped it had also gotten caught on a branch of that bush I was hiding behind it was far too late. I was moving already. There was no stopping now. Even if I left that towel behind.

I stumbled into the next yard, moving quickly and leaving behind the towel as I realized he hadn’t been heading in after all. I don’t know what he saw of me and I didn’t want to know. I had to move.

Barrelling into the next yard I cast only the merest glance to make sure I was alone before moving. The landlady was nice, maybe she’d understand this, even if a dishevelled tenant showed up at her back door completely buck naked.

Not that I had a choice now.

I moved automatically, dashing through bushes and taking a turn vaguely where I thought I might need to and that was when I slammed bodily into what felt like a massive wall.

As I stumbled back and down the wall reached out for me, grabbing me and keeping me from falling to my butt. I looked up and up, all the way up a broad chest and into the open and honest face of a handsome young man.

The landscaper.

He was the son of the landlady, fresh out of college. Apparently he’d been some sort of athlete and it showed. He was handsome and broad shouldered and tan from all of his work outdoors.

And he was looking down at me, staring up at him. Naked.

Oh god I can’t believe this was happening to me.

If I had a crush on the neighbor then this landscaper was another story. I wasn’t one for fantasies, but I’d seen him around the development working with his shirt off more than once and he had figured into some of my dreams.

Even this morning in the shower he had been a prominent figure. Probably owing to the fact that there was little of him that I hadn’t seen. And little that I hadn’t liked. From his wide pecs to his rippled abs, his broad shoulders and his thick arms. Heck he held me up with a single hand as if it was nothing.

Not that I was big, I’d been described as mousy and petite more than once, but that didn’t meant that it wasn’t easy to just hold me in place. He didn’t have any difficulties though.

I blushed hard, my whole body seeming to react as I realized he was staring right at me and seeing everything.

I squealed and tried to move but he was frozen solid, holding onto my arm and keeping me in place. I saw his eyes move up and down my body, saw them run over my breasts, down my stomach, between my legs. The blush spread through me, my body tensing as I tried desperately to cover myself with a single hand.

But as I reached that hand up to myself something caught my eye.

Something long.

Something thick.

Something hard.

Something hardening.

It couldn’t be, there between his legs. He was wearing sweatpants and I could see it thickening and bulging out. It couldn’t be. That couldn’t be.

Couldn’t be what I was imagining it was because there was no way a guy like this would be interested in a girl like me. No way he would find me attractive. He could pull models if he wanted, why would he find me…

Besides there was no way that was what I thought it was because there was no way they got that… big… I’d been with a few guys before, but by the size of that bulge I had been severely misled as to what a penis could look like. I’d never seen something that big. That thick. That…

I couldn’t speak. I felt my mouth go dry as my hand moved on instinct alone, reaching out for him. My fingers moved towards that bulge, moving of their own accord.

I touched it, through the fabric but still I had to know. I had to know whether it was real or just my imagination.

It was real. So very real.

I felt him release my hand and my whole body moved on instinct. I slipped to my knees before him, my fingers gripping the waistband of his pants and pulling them down while I looked up at him.

We were out here, anyone could see us if they wanted to. I should care. I shouldn’t do this.

I didn’t care.

As his penis popped out of his pants I knew I didn’t care. I couldn’t care. All I cared about was what he had between his legs.

I’d given a blow job before, not frequently but I had. But I’d never been with a penis like this before. It was so big I didn’t know how I could possibly get it into my mouth.

But I was willing to try.

I took the head of him into my mouth, opening my lips wide to feel him stretch me out and fill up my mouth. I did what my ex had liked, swirling my tongue back and forth across his head while my hands stroked his shaft.

His moans told me I was doing the right thing.

I felt his hand touching the back of my head, stroking my hair as I took as much of him into my mouth as I possibly could. Looking up at him I saw him peel his shirt off over his head, exposing his rippled torso to me. I wanted to touch that body. To feel it under my fingertips.

But I had work to do first.

I let my hand slip under and between his legs, taking his balls in my hand I rolled them around like I knew guys liked. I squeezed them lightly, feeling him tense in response.

I let his penis pop out of my mouth and took in a deep breath. Kissing up and down the shaft of him I continued to stroke him.

He was so thick I felt it burning in the joint of my jaw. But the way he was looking at me made the pain worthwhile. This handsome Adonis was staring down at me like I was his personal pleasure slave.

I took in the moment, feeling the grass on my knees, the open air. The houses around us.

A thrill ran through me, knowing that any minute any person could step out of their door and see us back here. See me doing something so damn naughty. I felt a throbbing between my legs at the thought of it.

And so when I took him into my mouth again I satisfied that throbbing, reaching between my legs to play with myself while I pleasured him. I rubbed three fingers in clockwise circles over my sex, rubbing against my nub while playing with my lips.

I was so wet. I don’t think I’d ever been this turned on in my life.

And my sex ached for satisfaction, so much so that I actually dipped my own finger inside of me, pressing into me and making me moan on the thick shaft in my mouth. But as satisfying as it was to feel something inside of me I knew I needed something more than a finger. I needed something longer, thicker, and harder.

I squealed when he pulled me off of him and pulled me to my feet. He spun me around, making me face the house we were in the yard of while he lined up behind me.

Oh god when he entered me I felt like I was going to burst. I was so wet it wasn’t difficult for him to push his thick shaft into me but he spread me apart so much I felt like I was splitting open. I cried out and he clamped a hand over my mouth to keep me quiet. I guess he wasn’t quite as willing as I was to throw caution to the wind.

I didn’t care if we were caught. All I cared about was feeling this man inside of me. Filling me up, thrusting into me time and again and again and making me explode around him. I couldn’t deal with it. My whole body vibrated and bounced as his powerful thrusts pounded into me from behind.

He slid his hand off of my mouth, running down to cup my breast and squeeze it while it jiggled and bounced from his forceful thrusts.

I heard the rustle of bushes and turned my head just in time to see that handsome neighbor emerge. His eyes opened wide at the sight of both of us.

I knew he recognized me, knew that he knew exactly who I was and what it was that I was doing. I could tell on his face that he was surprised.

I felt that blush of embarrassment rise up inside of me but it wasn’t enough to make me stop. My whole body blushed red as I saw him look me up and down, but I wasn’t going to back away from this now.

I didn’t care that he could see me. I didn’t care that anyone could see me.

I loved it.

I loved being exposed, being watched while I was pleasured by this beast of a man behind me.

I’d never felt so amazing before, never felt so wanted or desired. I noticed that handsome neighbor start to shift and I noticed his hand moving to cover up his growing bulge.

“Do it,” I hissed, “Please.”

My handsome neighbor glanced around and then tugged his pants down. I saw his hand grip his sizable penis and start to stroke it as he watched us. I moaned quietly, my eyes locked on his pumping fist while my partner behind me continued to thrust with long and powerful strokes.

Two handsome men, watching little old me. How was I to hold out.

My climax surprised me, coming on all at once and building quickly. It overwhelmed me, each thrust of the man behind me making me have a micro climax again and again and again.

My eyes clenched shut and stars went off behind my eyes. My whole body felt on fire. My whole body felt alive. My skin burned with the heat of the open air, the warm sun, the fire of my climax, the exposure of having everyone see me for who I truly was.

I felt my partner behind me tense, felt him erupt inside of me as he pulled my body to him. He lifted me off the ground, his hips pulsing as he trembled inside of me. His thick shaft pulsed again and again, the heat of his climax burning in me and making me mewl in response.

When he put my feet back on the ground I was surprised, I was so high on the moment I felt I would surely float off among the clouds.

Opening my eyes I saw that the handsome neighbor had disappeared, leaving my towel on the grass of this lawn. I moved to grab it, picking it up and wrapping it around myself it was only when I felt the hot stickiness on my skin that I realized what that naughty neighbor must have done. I bit my lip as I felt the mingling of two mens hot seed, one inside me and one on my bare skin.

Turning to my hot and handsome landscaper I watched as he redressed and looked me up and down with a smile.

“So,” I said, smiling and open, “I got locked out of my house. Do you have a spare set of keys?”


EXPOSED AT WORK!?! On My Knees In The Back Of The Restaurant


My first few weeks at the new job were great. I don’t want to oversell it since it was just working as a waitress at a place off the highway but it was a good job. It paid the bills.

Plus the tips were good, turns out guys running a long haul liked to tip their waitresses pretty well. Especially if they thought they were cute.

That was a first for me, getting the attention of men.

I’d never been one for attention like that, I’d always been a bit reserved but this new job gave me the opportunity to open up a bit and even flirt. I got to admit that was a bit thrilling for me.

I’m not unattractive, but I’d never been a bombshell. I think if you were going to describe me you’d probably use the word mousy, it was a word I’d heard more than once and it was an accurate description.

I was a bit on the skinny side, with small boobs and a nice butt, but not a big one. With my brown hair and my young features I was definitely cute, but not voluptuous. I wasn’t the type of girl to get attention, not in the small town I grew up in at least.

All the most popular girls had been big and blonde and boisterous. They’d kind of grabbed all of the attention of the boys growing up, leaving not a lot of it for little old me.

But here in my cute little uniform the boys actually seemed to like me. Might be there wasn’t a lot to look at on the road but I wasn’t going to complain. I liked the attention. I liked feeling wanted.

I liked feeling useful too, which my boss and my fellow employees both seemed to think I was. I’d only been here a few weeks but there had been a few times I’d been pulled aside to be given a compliment. A great job here and there can go a long way.

So I was kind of floating, that day in June. I was excited and eager about the future for the first time in a long time.

“Hey May,” came the voice from over by the cash, “It’s a bit slow now can you go grab some napkins from the back room we’re running low.”

That voice was Amy, she wasn’t the owner or the manager but she’d been here so long she pretty much ran the show. She was the one who taught me what to do and when to do it, so when she said jump I jumped.

Besides she was right, it was pretty slow with only maybe 2 or 3 tables occupied in the place. The lunch rush was right around the corner and just a momentary glance told me we definitely wouldn’t have enough napkins to make it through. So I nodded and replied with a chipper, “Yep,” and headed into the back to find the napkins.

The boys in the kitchen had their eyes glued to the TV they had in there. It was showing some sort of game, I didn’t know enough to follow it and the screen was so tiny all I could make out was the familiar drone of an announcer through the tinny and crackling speakers.

Ordinarily I’d ask them where the napkins were, but downtime is a premium in this place and they seemed to be really into their game. Besides I had a bit of time before the lunch rush and honestly I’d been here long enough that I should probably know by now where the napkins were.

So I left them to their game and walked further into the back of the place.

This diner was in a little bit of a strip of places off the highway. There was a gas station, a dry cleaner, a closed down old video rental place, and a couple of other closed down shops. The whole group of them had seen better days, but what was left here was definitely doing enough business to keep going.

All of the places occupied the front of the building, but they shared storage in the back. Each place was connected by a long hallway.

I knew that our storage was somewhere back there, out past the freezer. The diner was probably the most successful business in the place so when the need came up to expand our storage I guess the owner of the whole place hadn’t hesitated to offer us some space in the other units.

I walked in the back past the freezer and out into the back hallway. I couldn’t remember right or left or which door it was. When we’d expanded our storage they hadn’t replaced any of the signage. I knew it was around here somewhere though and the whole place seemed oddly familiar.

I went with the door that seemed most likely, walking over and opening it.

The room was dark but I walked in anyways, feeling around on the walls for a light switch of some kind, trying to feel my way along where it should have been.

Flicking it on the harsh fluorescents lit up the room and I knew instantly this wasn’t the right place.

First indication: no napkins. Second: nothing else that we could use in the restaurant. Third: no place to put any of those items at all.

Because this was an empty room. But it wasn’t like any empty room I’d ever been in before.

It was oddly small, like a closet of some sort. But like I said before no shelves or places to put anything. No rod to hang clothes either so I’m not sure what exactly you would do in this place.

Plus even weirder it had plain white walls and a padded floor. Not like cushion padded, but this vinyl pad on the floor that was a little squishy but squeaky clean.

And then there were the holes. Three circular holes at about waist height, one in each of the walls - except for the one with the door in it.

There didn’t seem to be anything on the other side of them either. I couldn’t see anything at least, it honestly just looked like darkness on the other side.

I’d never seen a room like this before in my life.

It was the oddest thing and it definitely wasn’t where I was supposed to be but I couldn’t help but be curious about it. I had no idea what could possibly be going on here.

I don’t know why I did it but I actually got down on my knees and tried to look into the hole on the right side. There was a room in there, from the looks of it not exactly a tiny room either.

It was dark and difficult to make out anything through it, but it looked like it was completely empty. The two other holes looked empty too.

I put my hand through the hole in the middle, just a bit reaching around and feeling to see if there was anything around that hole. I didn’t feel anything on the walls or anything like that. It seemed to be just empty.

I felt, I don’t know, disappointed? It was the oddest feeling.

The whole place felt familiar, like something I’d heard of before. It tickled the edges of my brain with a sensation that I should know what this is even if I couldn’t quite remember.

Trying to shake it off I figured maybe I’d ask Amy about the odd place after I got back to the diner with the napkins. I pushed myself to my feet and turned to leave the room.

I heard shuffling behind me, the sound of an masculine voice clearing their throat and the unmistakable sound of a zipper.

Eyes locked on the hole I’d just stuck my hand through I watched as the head of a penis poked through, followed by a shaft.

Oh. My. God.

I’m not naive and I kicked myself for not realizing just what the hell this place was. Everything clicked at once, including the running joke about the video store that went out of business.

This was a gloryhole!

I’d heard about these sorts of places before. I was familiar with what you could expect at one of them I was staring that dead in the eye after all.

Wow his dick was big.

Even only partly hard he was still longer than I’d ever imagined.

Billy, my first boyfriend, couldn’t hold a candle to this guy. My times with Billy had been mostly fumbling in the dark in the back of his car but his dick was so much thinner, so much shorter than this one.

It didn’t hurt that I was seeing this one bright and clear in the light.

It was thick and long, god it looked so big. It must have been as thick as my wrist and had to have been a good long length. It just kind of lay there, slowly hardening as I watched it.

I think it might have had some sort of gravity or been some kinda magic because it cast a spell on me. It pulled me into it. I couldn’t help myself.

I knelt right in front of it.

No idea who this belonged to, no idea who could be on the other side of this wall.

Don’t know if I cared.

My curiosity was building inside of me. I wondered what it felt like. What it tasted like. I wonder if it looked as delicious as it seemed.

I’d always been a good girl. Good girls didn’t do this.

But maybe just this once…

My fingers moved, reaching out for it and touching it. My fingers curved around that length and felt it twitch in response. Oh my it felt so powerful. It felt like a wild animal barely contained.

I knew what to do, my body knew what to do. It held him in my hands and stroked him up and down. I felt him pulsing between my fingers, twitching and throbbing in response to me.

He wanted more, he wanted all of me and I could sense it. I tried to imagine what it would be like to give myself to him. To taste him and please him and feel him..

Oh god I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t resist the urges building inside of me. I had to know what it would feel like.

I felt dirty.

Sure there was a door behind me and no one in this room but me. He didn’t know who I was and I could be anyone to him.

But at the same time I didn’t know who he was and that thought spurred me on. He could be anyone, and I didn’t give one care in the world to know who he was. I only cared about tasting him.

I took him into my mouth, feeling him tense as my tongue touched the head of his cock. He pushed at me lightly and it was then that I realized he hadn’t placed all of this glorious cock through the hole. There was more of him.

To taste and please. To touch and take into me.

I could count on one hand the number of times I’d given a blow job, and every single time had been after a long time of dating. They had been the culmination of a relationship I had.

Not like this.

This stranger made me feel funny. Made butterflies flitter in my stomach and made me feel so naughty and dirty. I felt the cushion under my knees, squeaking slightly as I adjusted myself and moved closer to him.

My tongue trailed down the side of him, licking up and down his length and feeling him throb under me. My hand slid up and down his other side, fingertips lightly tracing the veins of his cock before reaching out to encircle his slick head and squeeze it.

Oh he liked that, his moans and grunts reaching me in my slutty little position on the floor by him. He liked it so much, I could feel him bucking his hips and thrusting towards me, his whole body aching for more.

I don’t know how I even noticed it, my head was turned the other way when it happened. But I sensed it behind me, angry and insistent and crying out for me. My head turned almost automatically, tongue still locked on cock number one when cock number two came into sight.

The hole to my left, he was poking through it.

This new cock looked just as tasty as the one I was currently pleasing. A little longer but not quite as thick, it had it’s own personality to it. This new one was angry.

Insistent and almost mocking, it waved back and forth before my eyes, calling out for me.
I reached out to it, my hand moving to take him between my fingers as he bucked against me. I felt a palpable sense of relief as I touched him, a satisfaction that his efforts hadn’t been in vain. That I would please him.

It was so much it was nearly overwhelming. I didn’t know how I was handling even one cock let alone two but I was eager to see how I could make it work.

Reaching out to him I felt at him with my fingers. Stroking up and down his length while I worked my tongue around and around the head of cock number one.

I knew that my hand wouldn’t be enough. And honestly both of these cocks were so delightful they deserved equal treatment. They both deserved the pleasure of my mouth and I deserved the pleasure of their taste.

I moved off of cock 1, letting my hand return to squeeze and circle around his head while I took cock 2 in my mouth.

This new cock made my lips and tongue tingle, my whole body on fire as I enjoyed the feeling inside of me.

The feeling of being used.

Vaguely I realized that the door behind me was unlocked, that anyone could walk in here at any moment and find out just who I was. I knew that all of the people in the restaurant were back here often. I thought about Amy coming in as I was sucking this cock, seeing me down here on my knees and all of the terrible things that she would think and say about me. I thought about the cooks, the busboy. I thought about the owner coming back here and finding me down on my knees and wondering just what sort of woman he had hired to work for him.

And more. I remembered that the door to the outside was unlocked too and right next to this one. Any one of these guys could pull their cocks out of this hole and decide they wanted more. They could make their way into this room with me and oh I know that if they did I wouldn’t be able to say no. I wouldn’t want to say no.

There was a powerful fire building inside of me, a need I’d never felt before.

While I sucked cock number 2 and stroked cock number 1 I slipped my free hand under my skirt and rubbed myself through my panties. I heard myself moan as I took this long cock into my mouth as deep as I could get it. I felt that throbbing building inside of me as scenario after scenario ran through my mind. All of them ending with me bared and exposed before everyone that I knew.

The thought of that consumed me, that I would have no place to hide from it. That they would see that innocent mousy girl they worked with and knew and they would know just how dirty I really was. In my wildest fantasies the rumor would spread around town, there would be whispered reproaches but I’d know the truth.

They wished they could be me, could be as free as me.

All of the girls who’d stolen all that attention would judge me and spread their gossip but they would know deep down in their hearts that their husbands fantasized about me. That they would travel to this place and stick their cocks through these holes and let me please them because I could do more for them than their silly little wives ever could.

I felt a shift, something changing for my first companion.

I could feel his heart beating faster in his cock. I could feel him throbbing through my hands, his whole body flexing as I heard him whisper out a hissed groan and tap the wall.

I knew what came next.

Oh god what was I supposed to do about this. I was sitting here in my work uniform. I couldn’t let him just cum all over me. Fantasy was one thing, but I hadn’t been caught yet and…

I felt him tense and throb and worked on instinct, cupping my mouth over top of his throbbing cock and feeling him explode. His salty seed coated my tongue and made me moan loudly, vibrating the head of his cock and coaxing out yet another throbbing load into my mouth.

I swallowed deep while my free hand slipped out from between my thighs. My fingers were slick with my juices and I used them to stroke the cock of my second companion while my mouth drained the cock of my first.

Until he was done and I could feel him softening between my lips. I let him slip out of my mouth and cupped the head of his cock in the palm of my hand, kissing him lightly and feeling him throb one last time before pulling away through the hole.

Now I had one cock to deal with, turning my full attention to that. I took him in and pleasured him in earnest, feeling him buck against me in response, enjoying every minute of my full attention.

Something made me glance over my shoulder when I was catching my breath, and so it was that I saw my new companion sitting through the hold on the far side behind me waiting for his turn.

This new cock was thicker and longer than either of the others. It looked like a soda can in width but like a fucking tree limb in length. It was immense and hard and aggressively waiting for me.

It called to me and I reached out for it, discovering at that point something very sad and disappointing: the room was wider than I anticipated.

I could reach both cocks, but only if I used my hands and my hands alone. I could stroke them with my fingers but the moment I turned to please one with my mouth I just couldn’t quite reach the other.

I did stroke them for a while, taking my time to run up and down the length of them and squeeze them and feel them throb in response. But the truth was all of us knew that wouldn’t satisfy for long.

It was when I was pleasing the cock of my new companion that it occurred to me, or rather that my old companion made the idea apparent.

He reached through the hole for me, and I felt his hand running down my back. My body jumped at first with a start, but as he slid his hands down my side and over my hips I felt myself moving automatically.

I was on my knees sucking my latest long thick cock, feeling him stretch my jaw open and make my mouth ache with effort but at his touch I found my body moving automatically. I was getting up off of my knees, sliding back up to my feet and bending at the waist as he flipped my skirt up over my ass and began pawing at me.

I was the one who removed my panties, slipping them over my ass and down my knees. From the rush of breath behind me I sensed he was staring through the hole at that time, his noise a noise of excitement at seeing me present myself to him and then move back towards him.

Thank god for long cocks. For cocks that are so long they can snake out of the hole and reach me.

When he pressed between the lips of my pussy I moaned into the cock in front of me. I felt him spreading me apart, slipping into my folds and pressing into my tight, wet hole. Oh god when he started to fuck me it was like everything I was missing in my life slipped right into place.

I bucked between the two of them, caught between them as they alternated fucking me.

All I could do was sit there and take it, pressing my hands against the wall and opening myself to them like the wanton slut I was. I let them fuck me, thrusting into my mouth and my pussy and making me moan and squeeze around them.

They fucked me like I was there property, like I was just there to be used by them because that is exactly what I was. I didn’t know who these men were but oh god I wanted them to know who I was. I wanted someone to walk into this room right now and see me stretched out between these two thick cocks that were filling me up and making me so hot. So fucking hot.

I felt like I was going to explode, like each thrust of their thick cocks was pounding one more bit of heat into my body. I felt like a pressure cooker, like they were containing all of the heat in my body and keeping it from escaping. My blood turned to steam, burning in my veins as I trembled and let them take me.

Knees quaking, body vibrating, I could do nothing but let them take me and enjoy every single minute of it.

My eyes clenched shut as I felt my quaking cease. A great rush of pleasure flooded through me, heat pounding between my legs and making my whole body feel alive, feel electric. I struggled to maintain myself, to keep my knees from buckling and falling to the ground as I rode out the wave of my climax.

I needed to keep standing. I needed to keep pleasing them, to keep myself open for them.

And then I couldn’t hold out any longer. My body clenched, my pussy throbbing and sucking at his cock while he thrust into me. My mouth drew hard, sucking in air around the thick cock throbbing between my lips as I moaned out loudly and lewdly for all to hear.

That was the breaking point for them, and almost simultaneously I felt them tense and throb and explode in me. They filled me up until I was fit to burst. My whole body was filled with the heat of them as they throbbed and pulsed inside of me again and again and again.

My body responded automatically once more, sucking them into me and cleaning them until they were sated, until they withdrew and disappeared and I was alone in the room, trembling and trying to process what had just happened.

I slumped onto the ground, pulling my underwear up and making myself presentable again while I ran through it in my head.

I had always been a good girl, but had that just been because I’d never had the opportunity to be truly bad? Because the truth was that this experience was thrilling in a way I could never have anticipated or dreamed. It made me happy in a way I’d never expected. It scratched an itch I never knew existed.

I didn’t know if I could go back from this, if I could turn my back on this new chapter in my life and go back to the way things used to be.

There were so many questions running through my head and it was only when a quiet voice piped up in the back of my mind that I realized I didn’t have time to answer them. I’d come back here for napkins, and goddamn if I hadn’t spent way too much time back here to accomplish that simple task.

I made my way out of my new favorite room as quickly as I could, heading back into the kitchen of the restaurant and only then noticing the stack of napkins off to one side. I grabbed them and walked out to find the restaurant packed like I’d never seen it before. So many men all sitting and waiting to have their needs fulfilled.

“There you are,” Amy said, her voice a little irked. She grabbed the napkins out of my hand, “It’s really picked up. Haven’t seen it this busy since that video store closed. Get out there and start taking orders girl. Go to it.”

I grabbed my pen and my order pad, heading to the first table and flashing a pretty smile while I went through the process of taking the orders of these gruff and masculine men.

And though I did a good job, though I paid attention and made sure I got everything noted down right. Though I plied my service with a smile there was no way I was denying what had happened back there and no way I could get out of my mind the truth that any one of these strange and rough looking men out here could have been the men I’d pleasured in that back room. Three of these strangers had had my mouth and one of them had had so much more, and the knowledge that I was here amongst them now excited and thrilled me so much that I knew the truth: that was only the first of many times I’d spend in that back room.


NOTHING UNDER MY COAT! Arriving At A Party Wearing Only A Coat


If college is about getting out of your comfort zone, about trying new experiences, about letting go of restraints. If all of that is a part of college than I was failing.

Sure I wasn’t failing in any literal sense. To the contrary I had straight A’s.

Problem was I also had a reputation as a prude.

I suppose it came from the fact that in the years I’d been in college I’d only slept with one guy, and he was a boyfriend I’d been dating for a few months. He had been sweet and a little shy, not the type of guy to take the lead in a relationship, and I was honestly a bit of an old fashioned girl at heart. I didn’t like to make the first move, I liked being a bit coy and reserved. I think that was why it had taken as long as we had to break that particular barrier in our relationship.

I was waiting for him to press on, to pull me into a passionate embrace and make me crazy with his touch. To be forceful and in control.

It was a shame that the sex wasn’t great. It wasn’t bad but it wasn’t great. It was what I imagined your average encounter was, quiet and slow and just a little sweet. Taking our time and trying not to make enough noise to wake my bitchy roommate.

It was unsatisfying.

And in my heart I knew it wasn’t me.

I craved adventure, I wanted to be a little crazy. I may not seem like the type of girl who needed to have a reputation, and that was because I didn’t. But just because I didn’t want the reputation it didn’t mean I didn’t want the experience.

All of my friends had at least one wild college story. One experience that they would blush when they spoke of. One thing they had done that really showed their wild side.

I had nothing, a sequence of quiet nights alone and one short but sweet encounter with a handsome boy who didn’t know how to please a woman.

It made me honestly sad. Made me think I’d missed out on something I was supposed to have experienced. Made me think that maybe I needed to experiment.

I wanted that crazy story. That thing I’d done that made me blush even to think of. That moment in my life where some crazy force took me over and made me do something I never in my wildest dreams thought I was capable of.

I needed it so badly.

It started to bleed into other aspects of my life. Before I knew it I was expanding my interests in porn. I was watching videos that I had never thought I would watch before.

And each time that girl on screen took on another man or knelt in front of an anonymous hole. Every time she did something slutty and exciting I felt a thrill run through my body that lasted for days.

It occupied my mind, invaded my dreams so that I was the girl who was on her knees satisfying two men. I was the girl who was bent over a public bench as men lined up to take me.

On the outside I was my usual polite self. I was still a good student, still keeping up my regular schedule of class and gym. To everyone who knew me I was still a prude but on the inside I knew the truth.

There was a different woman inside of me just waiting for the perfect opportunity to be unleashed, and there was no way I was going to walk out of college without letting her loose on the world.

I just had to figure out the right opportunity.

About two months before the end of the last semester I was out and about with some girlfriends in the city. We barely ever made our way down here, content to spend our time on campus in the bars and clubs that were there. But every once in a while we would make our way into the city to really experience what was on offer.

Because there were things you could only get in the city, shops you could only find there.

We’d gone to a sex shop, the five of us entering like a bunch of giggling kids. I have to say that other woman in me had a real hard time in that place.

It was like candy land for kinky adults. All of the leather and steel on display. All of the thick dildos so much bigger than my ex. All of the costumes that just seemed to put your entire body on display.

A riot of naughty thoughts ran through my mind. Scenario after scenario of all of the things I would do if I had even one item from this place.

I started to blush at the thought, which of course got all of the other girls thinking I was embarrassed. They teased me relentlessly, completely unaware that I was blushing at the thought of being this turned on in public.

It was a special little secret, not letting them know my true intentions.

And then I saw it.

It was in the ‘costume’ section of the place. A mask, leather with holes for the eyes and the mouth and that was about it. Full face, only a place at the back for you to gather your hair and let it hang out in a ponytail.

Complete anonymity.

I was drawn to it, it called to me from across the shop and offered me a promise of something I’d wanted for so long.

I thought about all of the opportunities I’d passed up worried about my reputation. I thought about what I could do with total and complete anonymity.

With that mask on I could be anyone, anyone but myself.

Because no one would suspect the quiet prudish girl.

It wasn’t easy but I managed to get away from my friends. Feigning that I was overcome by being in that place I’d excused myself while they on the second floor and made my way back down to the costumes on the first floor. With all of the luck in the world I managed to grab, pay for, and hide that mask inside the bottom of my purse.

The whole rest of the day it felt like my purse was heavy with the secret, I couldn’t help but steal glances at it sitting hidden in the bottom, promising me the opportunity to let my true self out.

When I got home I hid it in the bottom of a drawer and tried my best to forget about it. I figured if I thought about it I wouldn’t be able to concentrate on anything else. I figured if I even so much as tried it on it would invade every bit of me and consume my whole being.

I was wrong.

Every waking moment of the day I thought about it. Distracted in class and at the gym. Bumping into things on campus as I walked from place to place. I was consumed by the possibility that mask presented to me. Consumed by questions of what it would feel like, what I would do.

And if my waking life was lost my dreams were worse. There my twisted psyche ran loose, conjuring up images and stories of just what I would do with free and perfect anonymity.

Oh god the things I would do, opening myself up to anyone. Opening myself up to anything.

In my dreams I did things more extreme than even the wildest fantasies I had seen. I did things that would make porn stars blush. I gave myself to whoever wanted me and I took every last bit of it into me.

And there was something more, something that I realized the more I fantasized about this. The mask offered anonymity but only so much of it. It would keep my face hidden so long as it was on but the truth was that it was a slip of fabric. Anyone who wanted could remove it from me and I would have my true self exposed. Everyone would know what a slut I really was.

And that was almost more thrilling. To put myself on the edge of exposure, able to have my reputation ruined with a momentary lapse.

It took me two months to gather up the courage. I kept that mask firmly hidden in the bottom of a drawer that whole time. I was waiting for the right opportunity.

The wait was over.

The end of a semester was cause for celebration and when it came to celebrations college students had basically a single trick in their bag: large parties all across campus.

Especially in this particular college which had a bit of a mixed reputation as a good place for an education that got absolutely wild when study was done. Our unofficial motto was we learn hard and we party hard.

But in the land of the parties one always stood out more than others. A single house just off campus that threw the absolute biggest parties, the place where more often than not a single night party would last a whole weekend.

It was a frat house, and no matter the year and the membership they always maintained the same over the top environment. Frankly they were a bit legendary.

I’d never been.

Could never quite work up the courage to get out there and see what it was like but the rumors swirled about it. Free alcohol. Pounding music. More than a few over the top stunts.

I knew if I was going to let my true self out to play that would be the only location that would suffice.

But much like everything else in my life I wasn’t going to throw myself into this without a solid plan. I didn’t want to let my reputation be truly sullied. Not quite yet.

So I hid my supplies outside in a bush in a bag, hidden far from sight of everyone including the groundskeepers. It was a location I’d reserved for quiet study, a place I knew no one ever went.

Still when I snuck out there on the night of I did feel a quiet thrill as I undressed and hid my clothes in the bag. My mind played out a fantasy of a man walking in on me back here. Of the things I would have to do to keep my identity a secret.

Alas that fantasy went unfulfilled, hopefully the only fantasy that would be in that state by the end of the night.

Almost ready I slipped on the coat I had brought and pulled the last and final touch out of the bag. I saw it for the first time in the light of day. That mask.

It felt smooth and supple in my hands, the fabric soft to the touch. It was enthralling, my mind raced with the possibilities of what I could do with it on.

This was my mask, and like any number of super heroes I would be oh so powerful when I put it on.

Taking a deep breath I slipped it over my face.

It didn’t feel constricting. I had worried that it would feel tight or feel like it was restricting my breathing but it didn’t.

It felt oddly right instead, fitting me perfectly. Like it was meant to be.

It hugged me, comforting me with it’s anonymity. I knew this was right.

Glancing at myself in the camera of my cell phone I saw the woman staring back at me. There wasn’t much you could see in terms of facial features, nothing that could identify me.

But my plain brown eyes seemed to shimmer mysteriously against the blackness of the mask. My straight brown hair didn’t seem mousy at all pulled back and hanging behind me in a long ponytail. My lips, which had always been unusual for my plain features, looked plump and soft. They looked inviting, like they needed to be kissed or to have something slide between them.

I gave a smile and blew a kiss to the camera before secreting it away inside the back and hiding the bag off in a space where no one could find it.

The house was close, so close that it had annoyed me when I was trying to study, trying to concentrate through the pounding music. But now the proximity was comforting, made me glad I didn’t have far to walk.

Because in this outfit I drew attention.

Honestly it was mostly the mask, but maybe a little bit about the heels. I’d chosen tall black stilettos to match my mask and the clicked as I walked. Aside from that there was just the coat, a long tan trench coat that covered me from shoulders down to mid-calf. I kept it tightly cinched around my waist, giving only a hint of the figure underneath.

The house was raucous when I walked up, people spilling out of it and on to the lawn out front. I brushed right past them, ignoring the stares as I made my way inside.

It felt like the crowds parted to let me in, and for me I was working on pure adrenaline. It was coursing through my veins, making me nearly jumpy with nervous excitement.

I moved automatically, walking into the center of the house. Into the center of the largest room.

Once I was standing in the middle of the room I paused, watching as the crowd backed up to watch me. I was standing with one hip cocked, my hands on the buckle of my trench coat. Looking around I made sure I had their attention before flicking that belt open and shimmying out of the coat.

Remember that outfit I described. Heels and mask and coat. Yeah that was it. Under the coat there was nothing.

The stares were delicious. So many men unable to keep their eyes off of my naked body. That nervous energy in me doubled at the sight of them staring. I felt a deep craving need pounding inside of me.

A husky voice from one side whispered, “Holy shit.”

I knew why, from a glance at him I could tell he was enthralled by me and he had damn good reason to be. Over the last few months of my investigation into my darker side I had zero outlet for pleasure and so I poured all of that frustration into the gym. I spent hours in their working as hard as I possibly could to sculpt my body and make it as hot as I possibly could.

I had pale skin, but that just served to highlight the tight muscle of my body under the skin. For the first time in my life I had the outlines of abs, not overly defined but enough to let it be clearly visible that I was fit and firm. And while my breasts had always been relatively big for my slender body the exercise had made both them and my ass tight and perky. They stood off of my body, accentuated by my slender waist and tight curves.

I knew why he was staring at me. I knew why all of them were staring at me. They saw me as a fucking sex goddess. A woman with a tight body beyond that of their wildest dreams.

And never in a million years would they think that this body belonged to me. I was the mousy prude who was too stuck up to have any attention to them. Girls like me didn’t have bodies like this.

How wrong they were.

I walked straight up to the man who hadn’t been able to keep his words to himself. I saw him looking me up and down.

He was handsome, with a hard jaw and the build of a guy who enjoyed his time in the gym as well. I saw him flex involuntarily as I made my way over to him, the cords of muscle in his arms jumping as I pressed myself against him. I pushed my palms into his firm chest and pressed my lips against his, pushing my tongue into his mouth and feeling him respond with equal interest.

As my hands slipped down between our bodies to play on his belt I felt hands reaching out for my body.

So many hands.

All of them everywhere.

Oh god I felt fantastic, eyes closed enjoying all of these men touching me and feeling me and enjoying me. I was the center of attention, fully naked and somehow fully anonymous at the same time.

I moved to slip down to my knees but those hands caught me and lifted me up. I was carried into the air by them and brought back to the center of the room. I heard the scrape of a table and felt myself being lowered down onto it. I was staring up at the crowd milling around me, so many men. So many hard cocks.

God they were everywhere, a sea of delicious cocks all on display and ready for me to play with. Every one of them was unique, differing in length and thickness, in color and shape. Oh god each one of them looked like their own experience, and I couldn’t wait to start.

I felt the smack of one slapping the inside of my thigh, biting my lip in response and looking down to the end of the table to see that handsome and anonymous man who had spoken up first pushing his way past everyone else to get his turn first. He had stripped off his shirt, tossing it to one side and revealing his rippled physique to the room. He was cut, thick in the way that guys who spent all their time lifting heavy and not hitting cardio as hard as they could were. But the extra weight he had on him didn’t bother me, I only had eyes for what he had swinging between his legs.

It was thick and long and hard as a rock, I caught a glance of it for just a moment before it disappeared between my thighs. As he pushed into me, spreading me open and filling me up, I gasped out loud. Just at that same moment I felt a hand on my head, gripping my pony tail and twisting my head sideways so that I caught a glimpse of a rock hard cock staring me straight in the eye for just a moment.

This one wasn’t quite as thick as the guy between my legs, but he looked deliciously tasty, a sheen of arousal glistening on the head of him as he angled himself towards my mouth. My lips parted with a moan as I felt the man between my legs push forward into me an inch further.

I felt absolutely stuffed, cock in my mouth and between my legs. Stretching me out and filling me up. I was dripping, all of my lips parting easily to take as much of him into me as I possibly could. It was amazing, the feeling of being so thoroughly filled up.

My senses were on fire.

Hands grabbed at my body, gripping and feeling me as I was seesawed between the two men fucking me. They were touching me everywhere, squeezing my breasts and my ass, running up and down my thighs and my abs. Hands grabbed my wrists and guided my fingers to thick cocks, instinct took over as I took them into my hands and stroked them up and down.

At a certain point I lost any sense of place. My world became a sea of pleasure and passion as I was overwhelmed by the sensation. Everywhere I turned there was male bodies, pressing in. Hard and firm. Every inch of my skin was alive with sensation, the passion of strong fingers pressing into me, of muscle hard like iron pressing against me.

It was almost too much, a riot of passionate explosion as I indulged in every inch of firm masculine body surrounding me. I let my eyes clench shut, revelling in the knowledge that everywhere I turned there would be more men to touch, to taste, to please.

Between my legs I felt a shift. That steady rhythm he had kept up faltered as I felt him twitching inside of me. Oh god I wanted to feel him explode inside of me and I knew he was close. I wanted to feel the heat of his climax as he pounded deep inside of me and exploding, filling me up until I was fit to burst and burning with the heat of his cum.

I clenched down around him, sensing he was so close to it. When he pulled out of me I let the cock fall out of my mouth and cried out at the loss as I felt hands leave my stomach and then felt him explode on my skin.

His cum burned on my skin, the heat of it almost too much to bear. I let go of the cocks in my hands and reached my hands out towards him, my fingertips touching the head of him as he came once more, spilling himself onto my fingers and palms and arms until he was done.

My hands rubbed his cum into my skin, kneading it into me and coating my stomach with the heat of the first of many climaxes I would give tonight.

That cock I had been blowing pushed back into my lips once more. I felt his hands on the back of my head as he buried himself deep into my throat and I struggled for a moment to take him in before I felt him too explode.

His thick cum coated my throat as I swallowed him, feeling him spurt and spill himself deep inside of me. I felt him coating my throat and my belly, filling me up as he came between my lips. He pulled back, running the head of his cock back and forth across my puffy lips for just a moment before pulling away. I slipped my tongue out to taste his reminder, salty and musky and heavy with manly taste.

Hands lifted me, working together to lift me and flip me in the air before placing me back down onto the table. I felt hands on my waist, pulling me backwards so that my legs slipped off of the table and dangled off the side. My heels clicked on the floor as I felt hands grasping the cheeks of my ass and spreading them before another thick cock parted the lips of my pussy and pushed inside.

I groaned loudly and lewdly and another cock took that moment to press itself into my lips. Oh god they filled me up, one in front and one behind they pushed back and forth between the two of them. Vaguely I felt the spurts of a few men who couldn’t wait their turn hit my sides and my back. I was getting coated, every inch of my skin glistening with sweat and cum as these men took me and used me for everything I could give.

It was amazing, the feeling of being so desired by every one of them. I let it suffuse my being, let it take me over and give myself into them fully and completely.

Shuddering with the sensation of being rocked back and forth between them I felt a stirring inside of me. It was a tension deep inside of my belly, the whispers of a feeling I’d only ever experienced by myself in a room alone.

No man had ever made me cum. No man had ever made me climax. It had only ever been my fingers and my touch. My imaginings of a situation just like this, surrounded by a bevy of handsome men all wanting me.

Hands everywhere, touching me and kneading my body. Building me up to new heights as the tension built in my body. I trembled at their touch as they ran their strong fingers over me. I shuddered beneath them as they parted my lips and filled me up.

One by one they took their place inside of me, pounding into me until they had their fill and stepping away to let another man inside of me. They filled up my mouth and my pussy, pressing into me as I shuddered below them, as I felt the unique thickness and length and taste of each one of them, as I grew familiar with them only to have them replaced by another who was unique and exciting and new.

They would spill themselves on me. Coating my skin until I couldn’t take any more, until I thought I was going to explode with the need for release.

Then something new.

Hands moving me, changing me so I was sitting upright. I felt myself bouncing on top of a cock, grinding back and forth as I rode this man while he lay on the ground and as I looked up at the men all around me.

Surrounding me.

I reached out for them with my hands and with my mouth, taking on every last man I possibly could as the tension ratcheted higher inside of me until I felt like I was a spring about to burst.

Then something new, pressing into me from below but not into my pussy.

Oh god he spread my ass apart, filling me up so much. Both of my holes, eyes wide as I felt the lips of my mouth spread wide with a thick cock.

Every hole of me was stuffed full, every one of it stretching me and filling me as that furious tension spilled over.

I came hard, tensing and clenching on them as a guttural scream ripped out of me. I came with my whole body, wracked with spasms as I rode out wave after wave after wave of my climax and its aftershocks. It was almost too much, passionate fire burning through my body as it left me gasping for more.

More.

I needed more.

That climax wouldn’t be the only one I would have this night. It wouldn’t be the only time I’d have every single part of me stuffed full of thick hot man.

I knew that I couldn’t stop now. This new me had been unleashed onto the world and she wasn’t going to stop until she had taken on every single man here and felt him explode with desire all over her body.

I wanted to please every one of them. I didn’t want to leave this place until every last man here had had his fill of me. I wanted to spark a legend that would last at this school for generations. I would be legend and yet no one would ever know it was me.

In a year no one would remember my name, no one would remember the mousy prudish girl who passed through college without even a whisper. No one would remember me but everyone would know about the mystery woman who in a single night had taken on an entire house full of men.


I THOUGHT YOU WERE MY BOYFRIEND! Answering the Door in My Birthday Suit!


I’ve been with my boyfriend for a few years, and in that time we’ve been lucky to be one of those couples that hasn’t really had a dry spell. This isn’t to say that we haven’t had our ups and downs in the bedroom, but we’ve always been pretty good about keeping things interesting.

We’ve never really gone too far down the path of experimentation, but we’ve dabbled in this and that. Exploring a bit of fun that was a bit outside of the realm of the vanilla, but not going so far as to do anything too out there.

Still we had fun.

When we had time at least.

We were young but we didn’t have the most free time. We both lived busy lives, having chosen careers that didn’t exactly lend themselves to an abundance of spare time.

I was a med student and he was a first year lawyer, so our spare time was usually minimal.

Which made carving out time for our relationship all the more important. A good relationship is like a fire, you need to tend to it and continually add fuel to it.

And nothing makes my fire burn brighter than some fun between the sheets.

Today had been one of those days we booked off to focus on us. I mean it was a weekend and a rare one where our schedules lined up. We cleared off all extracurricular activities, both of us fully intending to spend all of our time focused on the other.

The day had started off perfectly. Breakfast in bed served by a handsome young lawyer is a great way to start off the day, and when that’s followed up by the sort of sex that starts off with giggles and winds up with moans it can only get better.

Sex in bed led to sex on the couch led to sex in the shower. By the time we made our way back to the bedroom again I was ready to spend our entire day with his skin barely an inch from mine the whole 24 hours.

Fate it seems had a different plan.

He had his head between my thighs, his lips and tongue pressing into me and building me up. Cranking things higher and higher, making me come oh so close to bubbling over until I couldn’t take it anymore and I was certain there was nothing that would keep me from my satisfaction.

And then his phone rang.

Here I was thinking we’d agreed to mute our phones.

Everything that happened next happened quickly. I was left all on my own lying in bed with just the memory of his lips on mine as he dashed off and out the door to that work emergency that had drawn his attention.

I was in a tizzy, and more than that I was faced with a problem.

Because I had been so damn close to my climax. So damn close to completion. Sure I’d had a few fun romps with him and they had been exciting and enthralling but I hadn’t cum yet and I needed to so badly.

My whole body ached with it. Ached for it in a way I’d never experienced before.

I had a quivering in my stomach. My toes were curled as I felt my heart pitter pattering in my chest in a desperate need for release.

A release I couldn’t find by myself.

Every since I had first discovered my sexuality I had been unable to satisfy myself by myself. Masturbation just hadn’t done it for me.

I didn’t have my first orgasm until I found it while being pleasured by a long and thick…

Let’s just say I’d never had much luck by myself.

Which presented me with a difficult problem here, because I needed satisfaction and I needed it badly but there was no one around who could give it to me since my damn boyfriend had just dashed out the door.

I noticed his keys at about the same time as I heard the knock on the door and put two and two together. He must have left his apartment keys and come back for them. It was his own damn fault for keeping apartment keys separate from car keys. The number of times he’d gone to the hospital to borrow mine so he could get in the door was unbelievable, but he just refused to attach them since he didn’t like the feeling of a full set of keys in his pocket or hanging from the steering column in his car.

Silly boy. Silly boyfriend disappointing me and leaving me in this state.

I decided to tease him, it was the least I could do. Give him a glimpse of what it was he was walking away from.

So stark fucking naked I scooped up his keys and sashayed my way to the front door. I opened it with my hip cocked to one side and had the question halfway out before I realized what was happening.

“Did you forget something?” I asked, but the question lost the sultry tone about halfway through and got real high-pitched when I came face to face with my landlord.

Bill was young and handsome and muscular. The sort of guy you’d cast as the magazine picture of a handyman, not the actual sort of handyman.

With his broad shoulders and wide pecs. His narrow waist and square jaw. He had piercing blue eyes, close cropped blonde hair, and a stubble across his cheeks that made him look rough and tumble and ready for business of any kind.

He looked far too young to be managing a building like this, let alone being the heir apparent.

But his dad owned this building among others and had made Bill a deal, a few years service as superintendent and handyman around this one building and he’d get to inherit a few to start his own personal empire.

I felt a blush come over me immediately as I realized here I was standing stark naked in front of my handsome young landlord. To his credit he seemed just as embarrassed.

Neither of us moved, both of us frozen. I watched as his eyes moved up and down my body, unable to do anything to cover myself as he took in every inch of me.

His mouth was slightly open, his eyes wide as he looked me up and down. In spite of my busy schedule I took pride in keeping myself in shape. It was important as a doctor to present myself as a fit person to my patients. That was the line I told people anyways.

But the truth was this was part of the reason. It made me feel good to have people check me out, to have them find me attractive. And based on the fact that Bill couldn’t pull his eyes away from me I could tell he felt just that way.

“Um,” he stuttered, trying to find the words, “You said there was an issue with your kitchen sink. I had the time right now so I figured I’d drop by to see if I could fix it…”

His voice trailed off as he struggled to look me in the eyes and then struggled to keep himself from looking away.

I couldn’t help but smile awkwardly and respond, “Oh yeah. Um, come on in I’m sorry for the… Uh… I’ll get dressed.”

I stepped aside to let him in, noting as he passed just how big and imposing he was. Noting the scent of his cologne on the air as he passed by me. I couldn’t help but bite my lip as I watched him walk inside.

“You know where the kitchen is!” I shouted, running past him and dashing into the bedroom. I left him standing there in the hallway as I slammed the door behind me and pressed my back against this.

This was bad. He’d just seen everything I had and more than most. He’d seen me completely naked and the idiot I was I’d invited him in.

Awkward social encounters were not my strong suit. I was definitely the type of girl who got too intense at parties and cornered some poor schmuck to talk in detail about the more interesting parts of my day job. Interesting to me, not so much to people with a low-threshold for that sort of thing.

So when he’d seen me like that I’d panicked and done the only thing that would make sense if it hadn’t been awkward. Invite him in. That’s what normal people would do right?

Nope, not at all.

God he must think I’m such a freak. What kind of person shows up naked to a door and then just invites pretty much a stranger into their house.

The kind who got off on that sort of thing.

Which I totally wasn’t. I’d experimented with my boyfriend but only with him and the stuff we’d done had been so tame in comparison to that. I wasn’t the sort of girl who teased like that. Wasn’t the sort of girl who got off to stuff like that.

Except…

I couldn’t deny that the embarrassment of the moment had given me something else. It had set off a warmth inside of me that was so familiar and so very needed.

I’d liked being embarrassed. I’d liked being caught out like that.

So very exposed.

There was a part of me that was thrilled to feel it. A part of me that wanted to explore that.

The same part that had been left wanting when my boyfriend left me right in the middle of our encounter and dashed out the door to work.

And that part was the part facing a decision.

Right there hanging on hooks on the bathroom door was my bathrobe. Or rather my bathrobes.

I had two.

The first was big and fluffy and pale blue. A terry cloth bathrobe that was just the most comfortable thing in the world. It was about two sizes too big and when I wrapped myself up in it I could just melt into it. The damn thing nearly came down to my ankles and when I put it on you could barely tell there was a person in it.

The second was decidedly different.

Pink silk and slippery a charitable description of length would put it mid-thigh. I knew for a fact that when I had it on you could tell what every single inch of me looked like. You could tell because it hugged my body, showing me off in the way that expensive silk tended to.

Two thoughts fought to gain purchase in my mind. Both of them pushing their way forward to press me towards a decision.

One: Teasing isn’t that bad. It’s just teasing right. It isn’t crossing any boundaries if it’s all looks and no touching.

Two: He’s already seen it all anyways.

So I slipped that silk robe off of its hook and slid it on to my body, taking a moment once I’d hitched the belt tight around me to glance at myself in the mirror.

And yes indeed mid-thigh was generous. These came up thigh high, barely even covering my ass.

And though there was now clothing covering my body it could hardly be described as covering, because this silk hugged my body perfectly, and as I moved you could see the curves of my body move under the silk.

But that didn’t stop me from heading out.

I found him in the kitchen working under the sink. He was on his knees with his head inside the cabinet and his ass on full display.

I’d shown off for him I think a little tit-for-tat was fair play.

He had a nice ass. Two firm globes encased in tight denim.

Each of his movements was accompanied by a grunt that was so firm and manly and masculine I practically melted with them. Another few minutes of watching him work and I think I’d have plenty of material to give myself a good go of things. Might even be able to push myself over the edge.

He must of heard me because he called out to me from under the cabinet, “Sorry about that earlier.”

“No problem,” I said, popping myself up onto one of the kitchen stools and crossing my smooth legs while I watched him work, “I thought you were my boyfriend.”

“Lucky boyfriend,” he replied, backing out of the cabinet to grab a tool and doing a double-take when he caught a glimpse of me. He got this odd far off look in his eyes, like he was searching for the right thing to say.

Oddly he settled on, “Very lucky boyfriend,” before ducking back down under the cabinet.

He worked in silence for a bit, his manly grunts accompanied by the clanks and clangs of working.

Breaking the silence he started to ask me questions. Bill and my boyfriend were pretty close, I’d come home from a late shift more than once to find them a few beers in yelling at some sport or another on the TV. So Bill knew quite a bit about my life and the life of my boyfriend, more than I’d ever had a landlord know before.

He asked me about work and about my family. He asked me about Bill and we joked about how much he worked.

We talked and talked but the entire time I was barely paying any attention.

Because I kept staring at him work, watching the muscles moving in his back under his t-shirt. Watching his ass swaying back and forth and catching a glimpse of his biceps as they would flash this way and that in the cabinet.

And while I watched my body responded, my thighs squeezing together, my fingers playing against the collar of my robe as bit by bit I felt the room get oh so warm.

Bill backed out of the cabinet, pushing himself to his feet and turning to look at me.

I knew exactly what I looked like right then. All flushed with my thighs tense and on full display while my hands pulled at the collar of my robe exposing more and more of my cleavage.

“You want a beer?” I asked, biting my lip and turning my big brown eyes up to look at him.

“Sure,” he responded, struggling to maintain eye contact with me.

I slipped off the stool and made my way to the fridge across the kitchen. This building had nice big spacious kitchens which I thought was just fantastic under most circumstances. But it was a hell of a walk right now.

And as I walked I got hyper-aware of what I was doing. I knew full well that I was swaying my hips far more than I ever did. I knew that I was practically sashaying my way back and forth as I made my way over to the fridge.

And I knew that I had his full attention.

The beers were at the bottom of the fridge, and it was absolutely a conscious decision to bend at the waist to reach for them.

The cool air of the fridge made my body respond, and the fact that I was pausing for a moment while bent over so he could have a clear view of my robe pulled up made it so that by the time I did bend back up with the beers my nipples were hard and clearly visible through the thin material of the robe.

I crossed back across the room, handing him the beers and letting him crack both open and hand mine back.

“Thanks,” I said, placing the top of it to my mouth and tipping it back.

I took a long gulp, relaxing and letting it flow into me. I was so very close to him, and I was so sensitively aware of the bead of sweat working its way down my neck and between my breasts. Keenly aware because he was following it as it traced a trail into my cleavage.

Then my phone rang.

It was behind him on the countertop and I could have reached for it in any one of a thousand different ways but I chose this one.

I reached forward, stepping into him and reaching around him to grasp it. This put me so close to him, so tantalizingly close that I could practically touch him and yet there was a gulf between us.

No touching.

That was against the rules.

As I pulled back with my phone I felt my robe slip. It opened up, exposing me to him fully as I clicked answer on the phone and put it to my ear.

“Hey baby how’s it going?” came the voice of my sweet boyfriend through the receiver.

“Oh it’s great!” I said, instantly dropping into perky and bubbly girlfriend voice, “Bill is over and he managed to fix the problem with the sink.”

“Yep,” Bill said loud enough that my boyfriend could hear him, “Well I’ll leave you to it. Have a good day.”

I turned and watched him head out, beer in one hand and tools in the other.

My boyfriend was talking but I was a million miles away. He was apologizing and talking about the urgent situation he was dealing with at work and complaining and all of that but all I could do was stand there with my robe open thinking about everything that had just happened.

And wondering what I had wanted out of it.

I loved my boyfriend and never in a million years would I cheat on him but I couldn’t deny the allure of having Bill watch me then and there. The way his eyes raked over me. The way he couldn’t help but look at me.

The way it made me feel.

I was trembling just thinking about it. How much he stared at me with open and naked desire.

“Are you okay babe?” came the concerned voice of my boyfriend through the receiver, “You seem distant.”

It wasn’t guilt that made me talk. I don’t think I did anything wrong.

But I told him all the same.

It all came out in a rush, my confession making me relive the whole thing over again. Him staring at me naked in the doorway. My choice to put on the skimpy robe. The feel of his eyes on me as I bent in front of the fridge. My robe slipping open as I came so very close to him.

I told him everything. Told him how it made me feel. Told him how much I needed to cum.

And then I heard nothing on the other end, just the husky breath of him processing everything I had said.

When he broke the silence he confessed, “That’s so hot.”

With a smile I walked over to the bedroom, “You think so baby? It turned me on so much to know he was looking at me like that...”

“But couldn’t touch,” he finished for me.

“Exactly,” I said, stepping into the bedroom and feeling the light from the window fall through the gap in the front of the robe, “Only looking.”

“How far do you think you would have gone?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I confessed, a blush rising in me and a pang of desire deep in my belly speaking volumes of truth, “No touching. Not me touching him or him touching me but maybe I would…”

I hesitated to finish my thought, embarrassed at the confession.

“Yes?” he spurred me on, pushing me.

“Maybe I would have touched myself while he watched,” I told him, realizing just what it was that I wanted.

And then I saw it and had to tell him immediately.

“Baby,” I told him, “Baby he’s right outside our bedroom window.”

He was. Bill was standing there on the lawn with his beer in his hand smoking a cigarette and staring off into the distance. He had his back to our window but I could see him, his bulk clearly visible under his clothes.

“Open the window,” my boyfriend told me over the phone.

With trembling hands I did as he told me, taking care to keep it quiet, to keep Bill from noticing me.

“It’s open,” I whispered into the phone, waiting patiently for my next instruction.

“Sit on the edge of the bed,” he told me, and I obeyed sitting in rapt anticipation until I received the next instruction, “Play with yourself.”

I obeyed, tucking my phone between my shoulder and my ear I let my hand fall between my thighs to part the lips of my sex and dip inside.

Instantly I could tell this was different. Instantly I knew that this time there was nothing that could hold me back.

I felt it coming on in waves. Hitting me like the tide crashing into the shore. It took my breath away, making me pant into the phone as I felt it rush over me.

He asked me a question that was laden with intention, “How is he supposed to hear you if you’re being so quiet?”

I obeyed once more, letting the squeak of a moan escape out of my lips. But I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t be truly loud for him. I couldn’t let him hear me.

The blush of embarrassment was building inside of me as I was torn between what I wanted and what was right. I’d never done anything like this before. This morning I’d woken up horny but perfectly normal and now I was a girl sitting on the edge of her bed fully exposed and playing with herself while her boyfriends friend was right outside. So very close to being caught.

“Louder,” he growled in my ear, the gruff grunt of an order that made me cry out and made it happen.

Bill turned.

He saw me sitting there, sitting on the bed playing with myself. He saw the crest of my breasts and they rose and fell with my breath. He saw my hand working a flurry between my thighs as my mouth opened wide with an O and I came oh so close to tumbling over.

“Did he notice?” he asked.

I nodded in response, “Yes baby. Yes he noticed.”

My eyes locked onto Bills, and I saw a hunger there that was the hunger of a man who had been tempted too many times today.

“Is he watching you?” he asked.

I trembled, responding to him, “Yes he’s looking right at me.”

And he was, he couldn’t look away. Couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of me pleasuring myself.

“Does he like it?” he asked.

I smiled, knowing the answer, “I think he does. I think he likes it baby.”

Bill definitely liked it. There was no hesitation in his gaze now. He looked up and down my body with clear desire.

“Do you like having him watch you?” he asked.

“Uh huh,” I responded, smiling as I saw Bill start to adjust his pants to hide his growing bulge.

“Do you want to watch him?” he asked.

The answer came to me without thinking, an ultimate truth I couldn’t deny, “Oh yes.”

Bill knew it too, I could tell from his body language that he knew I wanted to watch him stroke his thick cock for me. I could tell he knew I wanted to watch him pleasure himself to the sight of me pleasuring mine.

“Are you going to cum for him?” he asked.

I trembled on the edge, wanting to say yes. Wanting to say that so badly.

But something held me back, something made it so that I had trouble doing that.

Something made me know this wasn’t over yet.

The shock of a mini-climax rushed through my body and made me twitch and I felt the phone slip out of the crook of my shoulder and fall.

“Fuck!” I cried out, reaching for it as it tumbled and trying to catch it as it fell. It was one of those tumbles where it’s always at your fingertips but never in your fingers. I couldn’t catch a grip on it.

And when I picked it up off the ground I found that in the fumble the call had been disconnected.

And when I straightened up I found the view outside of my window empty.

Both Bill and my boyfriend were gone.

The knock at the door shook me out of my moment and left me wondering who it was. Though truth be told I think I knew who it was but I don’t think I could admit it.

Clutching my phone in one hand while I clutched my robe shut with another I made my way through the apartment to the front door and opened it without a word.

Bill stepped in, and I sensed the difference in him.

Bill was a big man but he was rarely if ever imposing. The sort of guy who always had a smile on his face he was always so unassuming that you rarely if ever got a sense for how big he was.

But he towered over me as he walked into my apartment without a word. His presence was so commanding all I could do was close the door behind him and follow him through and into the kitchen in silence.

I watched him as he walked to the fridge door and opened it. I watched as he grabbed a beer and popped it open. As he gulped it all down in one go and placed the empty bottle down on the countertop.

We were on opposite sides of the kitchen, both of us with our backs to something hard and stationary.

Both of us locked eyes, like two gunslingers about to face down at high noon.

Bill fingered the belt on his pants, slowly working it off and unbuckling it.

He unbuttoned his jeans and hooked his thumbs into the waistband, tugging it down along with his boxers until they slipped to the ground around his ankles.

His cock was long and thick, the sort of big cock that perfectly complimented a big man like him. The sort of flawless cock that could only belong to a guy with model level beauty.

His fist wrapped around his shaft as he began to stroke it. Up and down the shaft as his eyes went up and down my body.

I felt my body responding automatically, my shoulders rolling as I slipped out of the robe and let it slide off of me. As I was naked and exposed to him fully once more.

My one hand clenched my phone tight but my free hand explored my body, taking time to feel out my curves. The swell of my breasts. The flats of my stomach. The curve of my hips. The tender touch of my sex.

I parted the lips and touched myself, feeling myself coming quickly back to that same place I had been before.

But this time I wasn’t alone.

He was there across from me, looking me up and down as I looked him up and down. Both of us pleasuring ourselves to the sight of ourselves.

I felt it building in me, the sensation undeniable and unavoidable now. There was nothing that was going to stand in my way. Nothing that could keep me from it.

My vision grew hazy at the edges, getting darker as I let it overwhelm me. As I watched his strong forearm tense as he stroked up and down his shaft.

Oh fuck.

I can’t hold out.

It overtook me, the climax washing over me and making me cry out with the pleasure of it. I came so hard, harder than I thought imaginable. I felt my abs tense as my thighs clenched around my hand while it traced circles around my clit and made me nearly double over with pleasure.

And through the haze of it I saw Bill across the way, the cords of his neck tensing as he grunted and his hand stopped and squeezed his shaft. His head pulsed, his cock erupting as he came. He came in great torrents, his sticky cum splattering onto the tile of my kitchen floor as he tensed and released again and again.

Until we were both done, and on opposite sides of the room we dressed in silence. Both of us grinning but neither of us able to look at the other one. Neither of us able to admit what we had just done.

Bill left without a word, leaving me staring at the evidence of what we had done on the kitchen floor between us and wondering just how I was going to explain this to my boyfriend.

But the buzz in my phone signalled that might not be necessary. Because that buzz signalled a text from my boyfriend.

And it read: Did you have fun with Bill?


THE DARE! Answering the Door Wearing Absolutely Nothing


When I moved away I did so knowing that I was leaving behind damn near everything in my life. Everything I knew. Everything I felt comfortable with. Everything that was familiar.

Honestly when I announced that I was moving so far away everyone that knew me was shocked.

This wasn’t something that you would expect from little old me. I wasn’t the most shocking person. I didn’t take chances or make big decisions like that. I was comfortable, ordinary, and reliable.

I think more than anyone my friends were the most shocked. The three of us were a tight knit group who had all known for practically forever. I think every single one of us expected that we would never be more than a walk away from the others. I don’t think any of us expected we would put that much distance between us.

Certainly not me.

But I was still committed to them. They were my girlfriends. We meant so much to each other that I was going to be damned if I would let a little distance come between us.

So when I moved we said we’d stay in touch and that in turn led to a regular tradition: Thursday night video chat. Basically Thursdays were our night just the three of us. We’d stay in, order pizza, have a few drinks, catch up with each other. It was just like a normal hang out that we’d had when we’d all been close together, but there was a screen between us now.

I think to all of our surprise it worked. Turns out when you’re friends and you put in a little effort something awkward like talking through a screen fades away pretty quick. We were just like old times.

Exactly like old times.

The girls and I had always been a bit naughty, playing and teasing and daring each other to do things. Truth be told it was mostly them. I was the reserved one of the bunch. I was always too hesitant to do too much. They were the ones who had pushed my boundaries, but when they weren’t around I reverted back to my normal wallflower self.

But that was when we all lived in the same small town, and now I was in the big city so far away and I’ll admit it. Something had changed in me.

I’m not saying I’d gone crazy wild, but something about this place made me feel like I could take chances. Like I could make that decision rather than just being pushed into it by someone else. It’s almost as if making the decision to move away had been the first step in making me free to be myself.

I hadn’t done much. A few nights out at a bar. A few trips to some of the naughtier places in town. Nothing with anyone else, hell not even a date with a stranger, but this was something big for me. A first step coming out of my shell.

Maybe it was just because I was bored of staying in, but I wasn’t about to psychoanalyze why I was taking steps towards becoming a braver person.

This Thursday night had gone along the usual path. Enough drinks to get tipsy, which meant one for me and a few more for them. Those drinks were accompanied by gossip around town and stories of the big city. We’d all set out to order some food in, all of us settling on pizza, and before it arrived we decided to kill time with a good old fashioned game of truth or dare.

After a series of disappointing truths involving questions about my non-existent dating life and my complete lack of knowledge about cute boys in my building I made a choice I’d never made before.

“Dare,” I said.

“Oh wow,” Jane said, cooing on the other side of the screen, “She’s getting feisty in the new town.”

“Yeah,” Marie said, leaning in, “I don’t think she’s ever asked for a dare before in her whole life.”

“Cut it out you two,” I said, rolling my eyes, “Just give me the dare.”

Jane leaned back and crossed her arms, “I’ve got it. The perfect dare. You’ve ordered a pizza right?”

“Yeah,” I said warily.

“Perfect. Then I dare you to answer the door naked.”

The smug smile on Janes face was enough to make me blush along. The whoops of glee from Marie was something else. But the dare itself...

“No I can’t do that,” I said immediately.

“You can’t back out,” Jane said, “You asked for a dare.”

“Please don’t make me do that,” I pleaded, “Please no.”

“Don’t be such a baby,” Marie said, “Just leave the computer on and we’ll be able to watch. The delivery guy will probably be too stunned to do anything and you’ll give him a good show. C’mon girl you have to do it.”

She was right. Not that I had to do it I didn’t have to do anything but I know that I would kick myself if I didn’t. I don’t know how they did it but they made me take these chances and honestly it never turned out bad for me. Surprising considering but still…

“Okay,” I agreed.

The pizza was on its way so I didn’t have much time. After work today I’d gone to the gym and then straight home for a shower and changing into my pj’s, so I was wearing just a big oversized t-shirt, a pair of underwear, and a pair of loose pants.

“Yeah!” shouted Jane as I stood up and grasped the hem of my shirt, “Give us a show!”

I just stuck my tongue out at the camera and stripped quickly.
There was a whistle from the computer as I stood in front of them wearing not a single stitch.

“Damn girl,” Marie interjected, “You have been working out.”

I blushed. She was right I had been working out. There wasn’t a lot for me to do in town so I’d thrown a lot of my nervous energy into exercise and it had been paying off in droves. I knew I looked better than I had in years.

I was never really the sort of girl to turn heads, but now I figured dressed up a bit I could probably stand a good chance at being the hot girl at the club. Of course that was assuming I knew how to dress up a bit which I absolutely did not.

“Show off for us,” Jane told me, “Give us a little twirl.”

I smiled sheepishly and obliged, giving them a slow spin to let them see my flat stomach and toned butt. I’d been working really hard, and didn’t have anyone around here to appreciate it so even having my friends who were so far away give me compliments made me feel… funny…

Like I’d never felt before…

I felt a bit like a sex object, which was an odd position to be in. I’d never really understood that motivation before. Never really understood why someone would want that. But I did now. I knew that they found me hot, and even though I couldn’t and wouldn’t sleep with any of them that didn’t mean I didn’t want them to want me.

God I probably just needed to get laid. It had been so long since I had been and if I’m being honest it hadn’t been the greatest encounter. None of them had been. All of the men I’d been with had been far more interested in the end goal than they had been in enjoying the experience. I’d listened to Jane and Marie talk about getting doted on by boys enough times to know that I was missing out on something.

“He’s gonna like that show,” Marie said, her voice almost hungry.

That’s when it clicked that I wasn’t just putting on this show for them. I was putting it on for a random stranger as well.

Just the thought of it made my body tense, made me cover up by wrapping my arms around myself and covering the bits I didn’t want anyone to see.

“Oh don’t do that,” Jane chastised me, “You have to let him see if you want to win.

Nervously I unwrapped myself, wondering if I could really go through with this. If I could let a stranger see me like this. Could I let myself be exposed like this? Could I put myself out there?

A knock at the door made me jump and let me realize that there was no turning back. With a gulp I muted the sound on the laptop and dimmed the screen so he couldn’t see my two friends intently peering into their screens. Then I turned and walked to the door.

Opening the door he managed to get out, “Hello I’ve got your pizza-” before his voice kind of faded away and his eyes went real wide.

If I wasn’t blushing already I was pretty sure I would be by now. And I was pretty sure that by now my whole body was a vibrant shade of red.

“Hi,” I said meekly, “You have my pizza.”

We stood there for a minute, just taking in the sight of each other.

I could tell he wasn’t trying to look but he was failing, like there were two parts of him and neither was in complete control. His eyes looked down and then back up my body, taking in every single inch of me with a look of disbelief and glee on his face.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking at him too. For a moment all of the possibilities flashed through my mind. All of the different delivery drivers that I’d had since I’d moved here and how most of them did not fit the description of someone you would like to have see you naked.

This guy was downright cute. The sort of youngish guy that I would absolutely die to have hit on me at a bar. He had a closely shaved face with just the hint of stubble on his square jaw. Sandy blonde hair tucked under his baseball cap and shoulders that stretched the constraints of his uniform. God he was tasty. I locked into his grey-green eyes and watched as he looked back at me.

“Pizza,” he said, neither of us able to properly form a sentence.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to figure out what to say.

I was stumbling here, falling down a rabbit hole as I kept thinking of how super cute this guy was. Shockingly this wouldn’t be far off from how this interaction would go under normal circumstances for me. Getting tongue-tied when face-to-face with a cute guy was just par for the course for me.

Then it hit me like a flash of cold water.

This wasn’t ordinary circumstances.

I was naked.

Oh god the embarrassment flooded over me in a wave. I fought every single instinct in my body to keep from covering myself up, remembering Janes’ instruction that he had to be able to see me.

My mind searched for a way to end this as quickly as possible. Something that would let me close the door and go back to my normal life reassured that everything was fine and that I had gotten through this.

Pay the man.

The words floated up from somewhere deep inside of me and I realized that was the key to it.

“Money,” I shouted in his face, “I owe you money,” I followed up, shocked that I had managed to string a few words together.

Then I reached into my pocket, instantaneously realized that I wasn’t wearing any pockets and then blushed even harder.

“No pockets,” I told the handsome man who by now had managed to regain most of his composure and had a look of amusement on his face as a silly naked girl struggled to function in any sort of way that was remotely normal in front of him.

“I’ll get money,” I said, closing the door in his face and turning.

Something made me stop, and it clicked that I hadn’t remotely finished the transaction. I turned back, opened the door and said something completely on instinct that made no sense whatsoever, “Come in.”

The poor delivery guy seemed so confused and bemused by all of this he actually did it in spite of the fact I was ushering him in like a fancy guest, arm sweep and all. He crossed the threshold of the front door and stood there while I closed it behind him and made my way over to my purse.

It was on a table right next to my computer, which had been dimmed enough that you could barely see anything unless you were super close. But I could see them.

Both of them, Jane and Marie, dying with laughter and looking closely at their screens. My face burned even brighter knowing they were watching me fluster and flail about.

And then I saw something else. In the top corner of the screen a little picture of what I was showing to them. A sight of the room. Me in the foreground, delivery guy and door in the background.

He was staring at my ass, watching me bent over right in front of him fully on display. He could see everything.

I wiggled.

I don’t know what made me do it and I don’t know what came over me but I did it. I wiggled my ass slightly back and forth, watching his reaction go from amusement to something else. Watching him shift slightly and adjust something in his pants.

I was turning him on.

The thought of that was something else to me. Made me smile with a different smile. Gave me a boost that I hadn’t felt before. Made deliciously and delightfully wicked ideas bounce around in my head.

Bending back up with cash in hand I crossed the room over to him. I watched him the entire way, watching that guy stare at me with naked arousal in his eyes. God he was cute.

I stepped straight up to him and held out the money, putting it in his hand. He reached for the bag to open it and hand me the pizza, turning away from me.

That couldn’t be allowed.

I hooked his chin with my fingers and turned it back to me, making sure to give it a little dip so he could see my naked body in full before I stepped into him and let my lips connect with his.

Everything was working on instinct, both of us somewhat frozen as we tried to comprehend what was happening. His hands were out to either side of him, as if he was afraid to touch me. One of my hands was pressed against his chest, feeling the muscle under the fabric of his shirt. The other was on his chin, holding him in place as I pressed my lips against mine.

We moved together, the sound of his bag hitting the ground the starting gun of things.

His arms wrapped around my body, hands coming down to grab and squeeze my ass as he pulled me into him. My arms wrapped around the back of his neck, pulling him down to me as I felt his imposing bulk pressing against me.

God he was tall. He was handsome. He was perfect.

A perfect stranger.

I’d never done anything like this. Had never even felt comfortable going out in a dress that was anything but conservative but here I was naked and making out with a man I’d never met before. Here I was letting him kiss me, hell I was kissing him first. Making the first move in a way I’d never done before.

I felt a thrill running through my body, the thick shaft pressing into my lower body evidence that this man found me as attractive as I found him. That he was as excited as I was.

And he didn’t even know everything. Didn’t know that right behind us my two best friends were watching everything happen. Were watching me tempting this stranger.

Sure it had gotten off to a rocky start, but I was changing all of that right now.

Breaking the kiss I noticed a hint of regret from him, a bit of resignation that told me that he thought it was all done now. Probably the kiss capped off with a trite little statement that, “The kiss was his tip.” and then I’d usher him out the door and call it a night.

Leaving him unsatisfied.

That wasn’t the case. No one was leaving here unsatisfied tonight.

Slipping to my knees I saw that look on his face change to excitement. I hooked one hand into his belt and stared up at him, watching him look down at me with rapt anticipation. My other hand gripped that bulge in his pants, squeezing and stroking him while I felt him twitch and pulse beneath my fingers.

He felt huge.

“May I?” I asked, knowing the answer immediately but waiting for his nod before unbuckling his belt and stripping his bottom half bare.

I was right. His cock was so gorgeous. Nice and thick and long. The sort of cock that was the stuff of dreams. The sort of cock that just achingly begged to be tasted.

Which I did.

I took him into my mouth while my hands gripped his shaft and reached under to lightly squeeze and fondle his balls. My blow job experience was minimal but the abundance of freetime in this new city had led to quite a bit of online research that I was more than willing to put into practice for the satisfaction of this complete stranger.

Moaning around his cock I took him deep into me before backing off. His shaft was slick with my saliva and I used my hand to spread it and work it into the skin, squeezing and kneading his shaft with my hand while I bobbed on the end of his cock.

I let my tongue roll back and forth across his head, tapping it on the underside a few times before returning to bobbing back and forth on it.

“Fuck that’s amazing,” he grunted, running his hands lightly over the top of my head.

I felt his hips start to buck into me, felt him pushing his cock into my mouth again and again and again.

And behind me I knew they were seeing every bit of this. My two best friends watching as I pleasured this man. This complete stranger.

I wanted to give them one hell of a show.

Shifting him to his side I made sure they could see everything in perfect detail. We were sideways to them, and they were able to see his thick shaft spearing into my mouth again and again while I moaned on it.

My hand disappeared between my legs, slipping into my dripping sex and thrusting in and out of it. God I was so wet. I felt so amazing.

I felt lewd.

This was so far outside of the realm of anything I had ever done or had ever thought I was capable of doing. What sort of a woman would do this to a complete stranger? What sort of a woman would let this go this far? Was this really who I was?

It was and so much more. Because the truth was from the moment my lips touched his I knew this wasn’t going to end with a kiss or a blowjob. I knew there was only one way this was going to end.

Pushing back off of him I slipped to my feet and looked right up at my handsome stranger.

“You’re too tall,” I told him, matter of fact, “You’re going to need to lie down if I’m going to fuck you.”

He stuttered and stumbled for words, so I decided to take charge. Stepping into him I wrapped my hand around his cock, stroking it up and down his shaft as I batted my big eyes up at him.

“Don’t you want me to fuck you?” I asked, teasingly.

I don’t know who this woman was or where she had come from. But I liked her.

Evidently so did he, because without another word he moved down to the ground.

I had him on his back, throwing one leg over his hips I grasped his cock between my legs and lowered myself onto him.

He pressed into me, his thickness and length more than I had ever taken before. He was enormous, stretching me out and filling me up as I thrust myself down onto him until he was filling me completely, until I could feel his hips against me and knew that I had taken all of him.

I started to move, rocking my hips back and forth on him while my hands pressed against his chest. I squeezed my breasts together, watching his eyes lock onto them as I rode him, watching him stare at the gentle rise and fall of my breasts as my breathing started to quicken.

Squeezing myself around him I moaned out lewdly, putting on a show for my lover and my audience. Making myself the woman they expected me to be. The woman they wanted me to be. The woman I wanted to be.

A sex object. Wanted by all of them. Desired by all of them.

I felt powerful for the first time.

And then I felt his hands on my hips, gripping me as he lifted me and began to thrust from below. My eyes looked down below and I saw him staring up at me and once more that flash of cold realization hit me and I knew something with absolute certainty.

I had no idea who this man was. He was a complete stranger and I had done something so far over the line of what I had ever done before.

I knew that he was going to walk out of here and brag to his buddies. That I was going to become one of his war stories, the tall tales almost too good to be true. The stories that guys bring out when they want to impress other guys.

I would be that wicked little woman who had shown up to the door completely naked. Who had thrown herself at him and let him fuck her. Who had blown him right there in her front hall.

I was the sort of woman that guys didn’t believe existed.

I didn’t know how to feel about that, but I knew that I loved the feeling of his cock thrusting in and out of me. I loved the tight grip his hands had on my waist. The feel of him pounding me. The half-crazed look in his eyes as he took his pleasure from me. The feel of his hard body beneath me.

I loved every bit of that so fuck the rest of it. I didn’t care whether he told his friends and I didn’t care whether they believed him. I was getting laid and that was all that mattered right now.

His hands ran up my body, feeling me bouncing and writhing on top of him. His touch was amazing, sending currents of arousal throughout all of me and driving the heat of everything that was happening up even further. Making everything so much more intense.

“I want to fuck you from behind,” he ordered, gripping my hips and lifting me fully off of him.

“Yes,” I cooed, standing and getting myself into position for him.

I walked across the room back to the table with the laptop, gripping the edge of it and bending over for him, giving everyone the best view possible. Him, the sight of me dripping for him. Me, the video feed of him crossing the room to me. My audience, the sight of my face in rapt anticipation as he stepped up behind me.

There was a rustle of clothing and I watched as his shirt disappeared. I saw his hard and ripped torso in the video and nearly moaned out loud from that alone. But then he pressed into me from behind and I closed my eyes to keep from being overcome.

Oh he was so much more now. From this new position he felt enormous, like he was somehow impossibly thicker and longer than he had been before.

He gripped my hips and pounded into me, long and hard thrusts that were rapidly increasing in pace and frequency. He fucked me so hard that I cried out loud, not putting on a show any longer but just holding on for the ride.

In the screen my audience watched with rapt anticipation. They weren’t laughing or mocking anymore, they were leaned into their screen in utter silence. A look of hunger with a hint of jealousy on their faces as they watched me get fucked by the ripped delivery guy. I saw it in their eyes, the need, the desire. I knew that it was reflected in my face and so much more. I knew that written all over me was the satisfaction I was feeling. The pleasure being pounded into me.

I felt it bubbling up. This undeniable wave building inside of me and making me tremble.

They say that just before a tsunami crashes down on a beach all of the water recedes. All of it pulls away into the ocean before it comes crashing down onto the shore with a torrent of force.

I felt that then. I felt clarity wash over me. Clarity of self and of my desires. Clarity of what I was doing.

And with it clarity of body as well, a perfect understanding of every fiber of myself as it vibrated in perfect time. My toes curled. My eyelids trembled. My lips quaked. My pussy squeezed itself tight around him as that cry of animalistic fury bubbled out of my throat and screamed past my lips.

I came hard, clenching down onto him and clamping onto him with spasms that squeezed and shuddered around his thick and hard shaft that continually plunged into me again and again and again and then I heard him grunt behind me and I knew that he was close too.

So I pushed off of the table and fell to my knees once more in front of him. In perfect sight of my audience I took his cock into my mouth and pleasured him once more. I tasted his sweat and my sex mingling and tingling on my tongue before he pulled out of me, drawing his cock between my lips and holding the base of his shaft steady while he lined it up with my face and erupted.

Normally I hated cum on my face, but the knowledge that my friends could see this perfectly just added a level that made it all so much more powerful. As I felt his hot stickiness hit my lips and cheek I knew that if I so much as brushed against my satisfied sex I would have probably climax again, trembling and mewling in front of him and them as I rode out wave after wave of pleasure.

But if I started with that I wasn’t sure where it would end.

So I satisfied myself with reaching forward to clean him, taking his cock in my mouth and using my tongue to lick every inch of him until not a single drop of stickiness remained.

He stumbled back from me, trying to maintain balance as I bounced to my feet and smiled at him.

“Wait right there,” I told him, “I’m going to clean up.”

I bounced away into my kitchen, grabbing a towel and wiping up his stickiness from my face and then tossing the towel into the dirty laundry.

When I got back to my entrance he was dressed and the pizza was sitting out on the table.

He crossed over to me and we kissed quickly, a hint of the urgency we had felt for each other present in the space between our lips.

“I’m going to make sure to deliver all of your orders from now on,” he told me.

“Good,” I said, “Because I don’t think I’m going to order from anywhere else.”

He stepped out of the door with a grin on his face and I closed and locked it behind me. Then I turned and made my way over to my laptop, flipping up the screen and the sound all at the same time.

“Damn girl,” Jane said immediately, “I’d say moving has definitely changed you for the better.”

I wasn’t about to disagree, instead reaching out for my pizza with a smile.


THEY CAN SEE EVERYTHING! Showing Off at the Mall in my See-Through Dress


I am always surprised at the convenience offered by the internet. How practically anything is available with a few simple mouse clicks.

It’s a bit shocking to me, because I’ve been around and on the internet for so long and yet I keep finding new things offered that I had no idea about.

The latest is clothes.

Going out and shopping in a store has always been the way I got clothes and I never really thought it needed to be changed. But I moved in with my boyfriend recently and the place we are living is so far from any stores or any sort of reasonable way of getting to a store outside of driving.

For an ordinary person this probably wouldn’t be a problem, hop in the car and drive out to the shop to try on clothes. I’d lived in the downtown for practically my entire life though, and so two things I’d never had access to was a car or the means to drive one. So hence my lack of drivers license.

So now that meant that anytime I wanted to go shopping for cute clothes I’d have to get my boyfriend to drive me and stay with me and I love him to bits but he can be a bit much when it comes to shopping. He gets bored about it so easily.

Shopping online offered me the experience with the convenience of having it delivered, and honestly it had been amazing so far. I’d found a few stores and figured out exactly the sizes I needed and it had all worked out great. I’d gotten quite a few cute outfits out of it.

This time seemed to be different.

I ordered from a smaller shop, not a chain store but a local shop that I liked that had the cutest stuff available. I was super excited about it, picking out a selection of items and using the sizing chart they had on their website to make sure it was all going to work for me.

When it arrived I sat my boyfriend down on the couch and gave him a show.

It was disappointing.

I’d picked out seven items and by item six I was absolutely confounded as to what was going on. All of these items were labelled the same size but one would be way too big and the other extremely small. It was like there was no sizing reference across all of this. It was ridiculous.

James was cute and kind, giving me compliments in the way that only clueless boyfriends can. Everything I wore looked good to him but it was frustrating to me because I knew that wasn’t the case.

With a dejected sigh I walked off to try on item seven.

I don’t know why I even tried. I should have just given up then and there but something made me want to keep going.

Probably it was the fact that this last thing was the thing I really wanted. It was the whole reason I’d put in the order.

This gorgeous and delicate sundress, with pinkish flowers on it and a fabric that looked so soft. The model in the picture on the website had looked super cute and more than a little sexy. It hung off her shoulders and hugged her curves. The hem came down to mid thigh and looked perfect on her.

I think it would work with me.

She was a little more tan than I was, but we had basically the same look to us. We both had athletic bodies, though hers was a bit more tone than mine. We both had dirty blonde hair that had a hint of curls and came down to our jaw line. We both had bright blue eyes and lips that were so pink it always made us seem like we were wearing lipstick. We both had smooth legs and hips that were not too wide but not too flat. I figured she probably also had breasts and an ass about my size, good handfuls but not so big they got in the way.

So when it looked good on her I figured it would look good on me too. But all of that was before the order showed up and I discovered that sizing was just completely off on every single item of clothing. What was the chance this one that I really wanted would be the odd one out?

Turns out pretty good.

Slipping the dress on I adjusted it and felt actually a little confident. That was before I looked into the mirror though.

At first glance it all looked fine. I felt a rush of excitement and thrill as I realized that this actually did break the mould and fit me perfectly. I looked just like that model. Just as cute and sexy as she did.

It dawned on me slowly, a gradual realization of what exactly was going on.

I saw my nipples, not just the outline of them poking through the fabric but the color and tone of them as well. I could see my nipples. I could see my skin. My belly button. I could see… everything…

Oh god the dress was see through. Completely sheer! Completely unwearable!

Who would design a dress like that?

“Are you ready Cass?” came the bored voice of my boyfriend through the closed door. I could tell he was just hoping for all of this to end as quickly as possible.

My voice squeaked when I responded, “I can’t. I can’t wear this one either.”

“Too big?” he asked.

“Nope, just doesn’t work.”

I don’t know why I didn’t just lie. Why I didn’t just tell him that it was too big too. It would have made all of this so much easier.

“So what’s wrong with it?” he asked and I heard the door opening behind me.

Turning to look at him I saw him step into the room.

James was tall and handsome, his hair matching the color of mine but his skin so much more tan owing to his day job working outside. That same job gave him the lean and hard physique I loved so much, but the calm and easy way he had about him was all him.

James was charming, and with a smile and a few choice words he could get anyone to do anything he wanted them to. He had a wicked side to him, that I knew, but he also had a kindness that I saw in his quiet moments. That kindness was the thing that kept me with him, a private side to him that only I knew.

That private side was not on display today. Right now was all charm.

“Damn,” he said, whistling and noticing the sheer dress immediately, “That dress is amazing.”

I blushed hard, looking at him staring me up and down. Even though I was wearing clothes and even though he had seen me naked so much I felt this need to cover up. I felt embarrassed that I was showing off so much of myself.

“Don’t tease,” I told him, “I can’t wear this it’s all see-through.”

He looked me in the eye and flashed me one of his cocky smiles, “Pity. I think that one is worth keeping.”

“Nope. It’s going back. It’s all gotta go back to the store.”

“Back to the store?” he asked, his voice distracted as his eyes wandered up and down my body once more.

“Yeah, I can return it all in person. Actually if you want to drive me to the mall we can return it right now and I can get the money back. Might as well get it all done right now.”

“Right now?” he said, crossing the space between us and getting close to me. He was so close I could feel his presence right there on me. His hands reached out to me, brushing the fabric of the dress and playing with it, starting at my hip and working his way up.

“Do you have to return all of it?” he asked, his hand cresting my breast and drawing the soft fabric over my nipple, making me gasp as his head ducked down to kiss the curve of my neck.

“Have to,” I said, breathily, “I have to.”

“I mean the rest of it I can understand,” he went on, “But maybe just keep this dress.”

“Keep this?” I asked, “How could I. Where could I even wear this to?”

His response was whispered in my ear, making the hairs stand up on the back of my neck, “Right now I was thinking you could wear it to the mall.”

---

I don’t know how he manages to do it but he does. He talks me into these things.

Before I met James I was downright demure, but he made me push my boundaries. He made me explore things I’d never thought I’d be capable of doing.

And I had to thank him for that. Each time had been amazing. Each time had been something a bit further than I’d been before.

Whether it was going out in public without panties, knowing that he and I were the only ones aware that I was bare. Or fucking in a forest at night, bent over at the waist and gripping a tree while his thick cock pounded me from behind. Or letting him touch me in a dark cinema, his hand slipping between my legs and into me while the lights and sounds of the film pounded away in the darkness masking my increasingly fervent signs of arousal. He did it and each time I came away changed, more, better.

But this.

Never before had I done anything so public. Never before had I put myself quite so on display.

I didn’t know if I could get out of the car. I was sitting right now in the passenger seat wearing the sundress and a pair of flip flops and nothing else. James had sweet-talked me into going out wearing it.

I don’t know how I was going to get through this.

In and out. Nothing more or less. In my mind I was plotting out the route from where we always parked to the store. Every step was set in my mind so that there was no wasted movements.

I was so nervous getting out of the car I didn’t even register until I was out that James had parked on the complete opposite side of the mall from where we normally did. It took me a few steps to realize this also happened to mean that we were on the complete opposite side of the mall from the store I needed to go to.

From his smile I was pretty sure he did it on purpose.

I shot him a dirty look and he gave me an innocent one in return. Neither of us said a word as we walked over to the mall entrance.

Every person I passed in the parking lot felt like they were staring at me. I could feel their eyes burning holes in my clothing. I saw each glance as judgement on me, judging what it was that I was wearing and doing.

How dare she? They seemed to ask. How could she think it’s acceptable to go out like that?

But they couldn’t say anything to me. I was wearing clothes even if just technically so. I wasn’t breaking any rules and they knew it.

So I put my head a little higher, my confidence keeping me afloat as I drew closer and closer to the mall entrance.

And that was when I started to see different stares. These looks came almost exclusively from the men who I passed. Each one of them looked at me differently. Each one of them stared with hunger.

I don’t know why but for some reason it hadn’t really registered with me that these men would be looking at me and thinking of me like that. For some strange reason I’d seen my nakedness as something to be judged.

But these men were desiring me. They were taking in every inch of my body exposed in spite of the clothes and seeing me and wanting me. I thought about them fantasizing about me, thinking about how they could use me, take me, fuck me.

I felt a blush come over me.

Never in my whole life had I felt quite so exposed as this. Never in my life had I been so out on display.

I knew I was attractive. I’m not bragging I’m just stating a fact. Guys hit on me at bars and in public. I knew that there was interest.

But the interest had never been like this, so naked and bare. So hungry and ferocious.

If my boyfriend hadn’t been right by my side I’m sure more than a few of these guys would approach me, and I couldn’t quite place the feeling building inside of me as I imagined how they would look at me right up close.

I think I was excited.

We pushed into the mall and the rush of cool air ran over me. It was a hot day out and the sudden shift in temperature made me shiver with delight. I felt my body tense, my nipples getting hard and poking at the fabric of my dress. Oh god I’m sure that would draw even more attention.

I resisted the urge to try to cover myself as we walked through the mall. Thankfully it wasn’t crowded but it wasn’t empty either, there was more than enough people wandering about that it wasn’t exactly private here.

Keeping my eyes forward I pressed on. The route to the shop was practically burned into my mind now and I kept moving forward even through James seemed easily distracted and drawn to the shops on all sides.

I knew he wanted to delay this, to draw it out. I knew what his game was, because variations of it had been played before. Never this intense though.

That thrill of excitement that came from being watched by those men was building inside of me. If it was anything like the other times there was only one inevitable end.

Frustration, temptation, and release with James in the first moment we crossed the threshold into the privacy of our apartment. Each one of these sessions inevitably ended with a sex that could only be described as fucking. We would fuck with fury and excitement, as flashes of memories played behind my eyes.

He knew that the longer he kept me exposed here the more frustrated and excited I would become, which would just draw out and increase the power of the final release.

“Hey didn’t you say you wanted something like that?” he asked, darting off to the right.

I gave an exasperated sigh. Part of me was tempted to keep pressing on but there were two things stopping me.

First was the fact that he was carrying the clothes to return, so moving on would mean that I couldn’t actually accomplish what it was that I was here to do.

Second though was the fact that if I kept on walking I wouldn’t have him with me, and who knows what those men would think when they saw a woman walking alone like this. I didn’t want to have to fend them off right up close and personal.

Because a part of me didn’t know what would happen if they did. I’d never been exposed like this and that excitement building inside of me… I simply didn’t know how I would respond…

So I turned and looked and whatever poor excuse for a distraction he was trying to use to keep me here, but what I saw surprised me.

He really had been listening. Before we left the house I was lamenting a cute pair of strappy sandals I used to have that I absolutely loved. They had gone missing on one of our beach trips a few months back and I’d never really gotten over the loss, which was freshly renewed today because they would go absolutely perfectly with this dress.

Low and behold he’d noticed the perfect substitute in the window of this shop.

I couldn’t believe my luck and I couldn’t believe he wasn’t just trying to mess with me. I rushed over to the window and looked at them sitting there with that glorious little ‘discount’ tag on them.

“If you want you can go in and grab them. I’ll go to the shop and return the clothes that don’t fit.”

I turned and looked at him, James had this honest sincerity on his face that I absolutely loved. He was so sweet.

I gave him a kiss and giggled out a “Thanks babe,” before stepping into the shop.

The whole place was shoes, split up into about an even mix between mens and womens. While the womens shoes varied from sandals to athletic to even a few fancy looking heels the mens was all sports shoes, running shoes the whole way.

The people in the store were not an even divide. Whether it was salesman or customers every single one of them was a man, and when I walked in all eyes turned to look straight at me.

And take in every inch of me.

For a moment, for just one minute I had completely forgotten that I was on full display here. The excitement of replacing those sandals had made me completely space out, but all of these eyes looking at me, watching me. They made it perfectly clear.

“Hi can I help you?” his tone was chipper and upbeat and helpful but still it made me jump a bit.

I looked over at him, watching him struggle to keep his eyes on my face and not stray too far. He was cute, handsome and fit but a bit too trim and neat for me. Still underneath his plain uniform I could see his firm body and I had a momentary glimpse of my imagination treat me to an image of this complete stranger thrusting into me, pounding me as I moaned and mewled on the bed below him.

In this fantasy I was still wearing the dress, but his hands were pawing at me through the fabric as he groan above me and filled me up oh so good.

“The sandals in the window,” I said, trying to keep my voice from quivering with desire, “I was wondering if you had any available.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” he said, his smile broad and handsome.

In a blur I gave him my size and information and he disappeared away. I watched him go and my eyes drifted over the crowd of men trying their best not to stare at the practically naked woman standing right there in their midst.

I tried to contain myself but the fantasies kept washing over me.

Me sandwiched between that tall guy in the back and that short built man concentrating real hard on the shoes in his hands. They would fill all of me, their hands on my body lifting me up and keeping me suspended while their hips pounded into me from below.

Me on my knees as I took one stranger in each hand and another in my mouth, feeling them thrusting into me as my dress tickled the sensitive skin of my body.

One of them walking to the front of the shop and locking the door. All of them spreading me out on the table in full view of anyone walking past as each of them took turns with me one after the other after the other until I was shuddering and shaking with climax after climax.

I was overcome. Legs shaking and trying hard to keep from making eye contact with anyone I sat down on a bench and stared off into the middle distance trying to calm my pounding heart.

“Found one in your size,” came a voice from my left and I turned to look at the handsome salesman looking down at me.

I kicked one foot out, leaning back and gripping the soft fabric of the bench, “Would you mind?”

With my eyes batting at him and a slight lip bite I watched him squirm as he considered whether it would be appropriate to help me try on the sandals. I watched him glance down to my foot and then felt his gaze run achingly slowly up my body back to my face. I knew he had taken in a good look.

“My pleasure,” he replied with more than a little enthusiasm.

I kept that innocent smile on my face as he knelt before me. All around me I could sense the whispers of men watching us.

His hands on my foot made me jump slightly but he was so delicate, his touch firm and sure as he slipped off my flip flop and slipped on the sandal, tying it up around my ankle.

I kicked out the other foot, letting him wrap his hand around my ankle as he held me steady while he changed out that shoe too. His hand slid a bit higher up my calf as I watched his fingers slip the new sandal on. Then he released me while he worked the tie on this shoe as well.

Sitting back he relaxed and I concentrated on the choice of whether or not these would work. I put up both my feet, looking at them together. Then I dropped my right foot to the floor and lifted my left higher, wiggling my toes and seeing how they looked.

I bounced my left leg back and forth, settling on leaving it dangling out in the air with my knees slightly parted.

The sandal looked great to me, but I felt I needed a second opinion and so I asked the salesman what he thought.

“Beautiful,” he said, his voice somewhat dreamy and distracted. Looking to his face I saw exactly why, his eyes were nowhere near my feet, they were centered directly on the spot between my legs.

He was staring at me, my pussy completely exposed to him. He could see straight up my dress, nothing hidden.

I felt the urge to cover myself. Felt a blush of embarrassment rush over me as I tried to resist that urge, uncertain as to why.

Did I want him to see me?

Did I like this?

“Yes,” I replied to my own question, a statement I hadn’t meant to utter out loud.

The words broke him out of his trance, he looked up at me with his eyes light and clear, “You’ll take them.”

“Uhh, Yep!” I recovered quickly and smiled at him, “I absolutely will!”

James entered the store as I was being rung up, and being the gentleman that he is he paid for everything while I reclined against the counter and stared out at the shoes along the walls. Well at least that is what it looked like to everyone else, in actual fact I was counting the number of eyes that were on me. And for good measure I added to that the number of bulges I could see.

We left arm in arm, James holding a bag with my old shoes inside while I wore these sandals out. He made to turn right, heading back to the car and home but I pulled him left. I wasn’t quite ready for this excursion to end.

“Don’t you want to head home?” he asked, genuinely a little confused.

“Not yet,” I replied with a smile, strolling with the slow pace of a woman that didn’t have anywhere to be in a hurry, “Let’s get a smoothie.”

James didn’t protest, but I think he was surprised.

Something had happened in that store, something I don’t think I was completely aware of. Something slumbering inside of me had been stirring since I’d met James but I think it was fully awake now and ready to have fun.

The smoothie booth was in the food court, which at this mall was an odd L shape. All of the open booths were in the long part of the L while the short bit had mostly closed or out of business booths and seating. We grabbed a smoothie and I pulled him over to the closed off section and around where we had a bit of privacy.

Once we saw there was no one else there I think both of us had the same idea immediately. Setting the smoothie aside we came together, pressing our bodies against each other as we kissed with urgency and need.

“Fuck you’re sexy,” James cooed as we broke for air.

All I could do was smile and bit my lip and go back for more.

I pressed him backwards, pushing him down into the seat of a booth and following afterwards so I was straddling him. I ground myself against him feeling his hard bulge pressing against my bare sex and moaning into his mouth with the feeling of it.

I needed more. I needed so much. I couldn’t wait until we were back at home.

I needed him now.

Slipping off to one side my hands dipped down and fingered the belt of his pants. He gave only a momentary protest wondering whether we should do this before my hand tugged his hard cock out and wrapped around his shaft.

When I began to stroke up and down his length any sense of right and wrong fled out the window. He moaned and closed his eyes as I felt his thickness pulse and twitch in my hand.

I kissed his neck, moving down to kiss at the tops of his chest exposed in the open collar of his shirt. One of my hands continued the steady rhythm up and down his shaft while the other ran across his chest and down, feeling his hard body tight with need beneath my finger tips.

Looking around I saw just how open and exposed we were. One wrong person was all it would take to be found out. One person coming around the corner and we’d be caught.

There was no out here, no second exit. They could block us off and we’d be caught and I would be seen for what I was.

Temptress. Wanton.

Oh god I wanted it. I wanted everyone to know what I was. I wanted to stand up and strip off this dress and drag James into the middle of the public food court where everyone was. I wanted to ride him and I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted everyone to watch while I came again and again.

I needed it.

He was quiet but still I heard it. My eyes flickered open as I kissed behind James’ ear and they saw him standing there.

Perfectly still.

He was smack dab in the middle of the entrance, a tray of food in his hands as he stood stock still and watched us.

The salesman from the store.

I knew he knew what was happening. How could he not? How could he mistake this for anything but me giving my boyfriend a handjob out in public.

Would he shout? Would he call out to others? Would he expose us?

I didn’t think so.

He stood still but watched me with that same dreamy intensity he had when his eyes fell between my legs. I think he was more than content to watch the show.

He was standing behind us, James had his back to him and so while I could see him James could not. I don’t think James was aware we weren’t alone.

The grin I put on then could only be described as wicked. It was a grin fit to make a jackal proud.

Shifting myself I moved to straddle James, using my one hand to position him perfectly in place while the other held my dress out of the way I moved until I was falling down onto him. I felt him part the lips of my sex and fill me up and I sighed with delight while James groaned beneath me.

But I didn’t pay that any mind. My eyes were locked on the figure behind him, watching him watch me ride my boyfriend.

And I did, rising and falling on his thick shaft while he filled me up. I felt his hands running up my body, over my dress touching me and drawing the soft fabric over me. He pinched my nipples, grabbed my ass, touched and traced my stomach and ribs. He kissed me through the fabric and I moaned and writhed for him and pulled his head and lips into me as he pleased me.

But I only had eyes for the man behind him, the stranger who was sitting stock still watching us, taking in every moment.

When I came it surprised me, overwhelming me and making me struggle to keep from screaming my pleasure out loud and alerting everyone to what we were doing. I came hard and clenched down, struggling to keep my rhythm as I squeezed myself around the thick shaft of the cock buried inside of me before I finally gave up and ground out the last waves of my orgasm against the base of his cock.

And all the while my eyes were locked with that stranger, a silent acknowledgement that I needed him to watch me as much as he wanted to.

“I’m close,” James uttered through gritted teeth.

Moving quickly I slipped off of him and down to the ground between his legs. I took him into my mouth and buried him as deep in me as I could, feeling him spasm and erupt. I stayed there until I had drained every single drop from him, letting his cock slip out of my mouth with a pop. I neatly returned his cock to his pants and buckled him back up before getting back up to my feet and grabbing my smoothie from the table.

Taking a deep draw of it I looked out to the space where that salesman had stood mere moments ago. It was empty now, nothing to indicate we had ever been anything but alone.

James came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and kissing me on the neck.

“We should get out of here and head home so I can fuck you properly,” he cooed into my ear, his voice dripping with that calm persuasion he had so mastered for so long.

I don’t know if it would work on me anymore.

“Actually,” I countered, spinning in his arms and shooting back with a smile, “I was thinking that most of the shops on the top floor are pretty empty. We could probably find a fun place to fuck properly right here in the mall. What do you say?”


NAKED IN PUBLIC! Transported to a World Where Nudity is Mandatory!


I never expected being a waitress to be easy, but I certainly hadn’t expected it to be so hard. Maybe it just wasn’t the right line of work for me.

I mean after all I wasn’t the type of person you would peg as a waitress, or really working in any sort of customer facing job.

I didn’t like being the center of attention. Didn’t like talking to strangers or doing anything aside from quietly living. It had been like that ever since I could remember.

So being a waitress had been an odd choice, not that it had really ever been a choice. It had kind of been a job I’d taken because I’d needed the money and it had been available.

I had been working for maybe a month and in that time I hadn’t gotten any more comfortable with the job.

It wasn’t just the long hours on my feet and it wasn’t just the having to talk with people and smile and be social. If I honestly had to pick any particular thing that made it all so hard it was honestly probably the men.

They seemed to like me.

I’d never attracted male attention before. I was mousey and petite and quiet, guys weren’t drawn to that.

But I guess when there is a level of forced interaction, when I’m thrown right in their face and they can’t ignore me they have to see me for what I am.

So they flirted and gave me compliments and I acted pretty much the way I always did. Blush and stutter and try to shrink into myself, not the best reaction when a waitress is trying to take your order.

Today had been especially bad. To be fair the actual incident today hadn’t involved flirting and it hadn’t involved any attention whatsoever and that was possibly the worst part.

The cutest guy ever had wound up seated in my section. He was handsome in a sort of fairytale princess way. He had an open and honest smile, clear and sincere eyes, hair that always seemed perfectly in place, and a body underneath those neatly pressed clothes that made me have impure thoughts.

I had reacted in the worst possible way, stuttering and blushing in spite of the fact that he barely even gave me so much as a glance. I’d made a complete fool of myself and about the only thing I had to make me feel better was the reassurance that he barely even noticed me. Not much of a consolation.

I took my time getting home, I couldn’t imagine another quiet night sitting in my apartment by myself, enjoying another frozen dinner while I flipped through channels showing tv shows I’d seen a million times before. At least taking the long way home meant some time in the park and meant that I had the ability to get a bit of fresh air and interaction with nature before closing myself off from the world for one more lonely night.

The park was beautiful, deceptively big and placed in the middle of the city the dense trees made it difficult to tell where exactly you were in it. I could wander in this park for hours, the rustling of the wind in the trees and the birdsong drowning out the drone of the busy city streets around us. Out here in what counted for nature I could almost forget my troubles.

Almost

But no matter how lost I got on these paths that nagging sensation that I was missing something in my life never seemed to give up. No matter how hard I tried to get lost in these woods I always somehow managed to find my way out, even if I did encounter something new and different hidden between the tree trunks every time I was in here.

A hidden bench. A shadowed pavillion. A plaque to a person or persons who had given to make this refuge in the city a little bit more sheltered, a little bit more removed from the hustle and bustle.

This time it was an archway, a beautiful and intricately grown thing that seemed so out of place. The ground underneath it had been pushed up into a sort of raised platform, a dais of dirt that made it feel like this arch was something special, something separated from the forest around it.

And it was special, it was unique. Most things in this park had been built, carved out of wood or stone, but this had been grown. Saplings had been carefully coerced into growing into a perfect archway, snaking around each other to make something sculpted and yet natural. It almost looked like it could have just happened to be like this.

But it didn’t feel like that.

Something about it felt unnatural, felt contrived. Something about it felt like more than ordinary.

Extraordinary.

It called to me, pulling me forward in a way that I couldn’t quite explain. It drew me into it, urging me to walk through it, a compulsion that I couldn’t ignore.

But when I stepped through nothing had changed. I walked through the archway and looked back and around and found the world exactly as I left it, and that urge to walk through faded quickly and left me feeling vaguely uneasy.

But hey unease was at least familiar to me. That was my bread and butter.

So with that under my belt I made my way down the path, the urge to stay in this forested area fading as my steps increased and I felt the draw of home pulling me on.

No matter how hard I tried to lose myself in the forest, no matter how many twists and turns I took I always managed to find my way out. Today was no different, and the trees started to thin around me signalling I was reaching the edges of the regular park now and would soon be encountering crowded paths once more.

I took a deep breath of the fresh air and tried to enjoy the peace that came from a lack of crowds before I encountered my first person. I only had a few moments of solitude before I saw someone heading towards me on the path.

She was walking towards me, a bounce in her step as she enjoyed the quiet of the park just like me. Something about her set me on edge though, made me feel uneasy. Something I couldn’t place until she closed the gap between us.

She wasn’t wearing a top.

It dawned on me all at once and once it did I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed it before. She was completely topless.

Her breasts were full and heavy, a slight bit of sag but still amazingly perky considering her size. She wasn’t skinny but wasn’t overweight either, her breasts slightly plump and shuddering a bit with each step she took.

Aside from a blue badge that she wore on a silver chain around her neck she was completely topless, her nipples slightly stiffened in the cool air of the night.

When she saw me she did a double take and I figured she would try to cover up. Logically I thought that given that I had caught her walking around a park topless she would at least try to cover herself, if not make a move to put as much space between her and me as possible.

Instead, much to my surprise, she held up a hand to get me to stop.

“What are you doing?” she asked, and I had to stop and look around to make sure she wasn’t talking to anyone else.

“Look,” she said, stepping in close to me as if I was her secret confidant, “I don’t want to be a pain in the ass or a stickler or anything but where is your pass?”

I couldn’t believe this woman. I felt embarrassed even being this close to her and here she was carrying on like this without any shame.

“Pass?” I asked, genuinely confused by every last bit of this interaction, “What pass?”

“Your clothing pass?” she asked, as if that explained everything, as if that was the most obvious thing in the world.

“Clothing pass?” I asked, desperate to try to understand what this stranger was trying to tell me.

“Oh what is wrong with you. Clothing pass. The pass you get at the beginning of the month that tells you what to wear? You know, green pass means full clothing, blue is no top, orange is no bottoms, no pass is no clothing at all. You’re not wearing your pass and yet you’re wearing clothes so you’re breaking the law one way or another.”

I struggled to understand this, to take in what she was saying. It was the craziest idea in the world, a pass that dictates how much clothing you could wear? What was this woman trying to play at? If she didn’t look completely normal in every way other than the fact that she was topless I would think she had escaped from some sort of mental institution.

“Clothing pass?” I asked, still trying to understand what the hell was going on, “That doesn’t make any sense? Why would anyone think that’s a good idea?”

“To avoid the panic?” she said, her brow furrowing as she tried to suss out whether I was crazy, “Have you been living under a rock for the past two decades? The panic? The clothing riots? The near total collapse of society as people literally tried to tear each other apart over clothing? The unanimous decision to make the pass system and how it reknit the fabric of society and brought unity for the first time in a decade? How do you not know about this?”

This had to be some sort of a trick, all of it made no sense whatsoever. All of it seemed so odd to me. This woman had to be crazy.

But if she was crazy so too was the woman who came up afterwards. She had an orange pass on a chain around her neck and wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing below the waist. I saw her too do a double take and then stop to give the topless woman a knowing glance.

I needed to think fast.

“Sorry,” I said, my voice mumbly and thick, “I’m from out of town and I didn’t know anything about all of this clothing pass stuff.”

I could tell from the look on their faces that they didn’t buy a word of that. I wasn’t sure how far reaching this madness was but I had a feeling that ‘out-of-town’ wasn’t going to cut it.

But sometimes being bumbling and awkward can have its benefits and I guess this was one of those times. They decided not to call me out, both of them nodding at each other and then turning to me.

“Right,” said the first woman, “Well I don’t want to be a stickler or anything but you better get undressed. You don’t want to go around fully dressed without a pass or you might wind up getting ticketed and you know what the punishment for that is.”

“Hefty fine and no clothes for a year,” said the second woman, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“Unless that’s your thing,” continued the first.

No. Not my thing at all.

I didn’t know what kind of madness had seized these two women but I had to hope that it was localized enough that I could get out of this with as little embarrassment as possible. I figured I would play along until I was able to get out of sight and then I would redress and rush home as quickly as possible.

I wasn’t a fan of the idea of getting naked in front of strangers, but at least it was only women and having been to the gym and such before it wasn’t exactly a foreign experience. Though I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been naked outdoors…

Shaking a little I reached behind me to unzip my uniform and slip it off of my shoulders. It was a modest dress, with wide shoulders and a hem that came down past my knees. Stepping out of it I felt a shiver, like it wasn’t just my body that was exposed. Like it was so much more.

My underwear was modest and plain. I looked at these two women who were staring at me expectantly, they wanted me to get on with it. They had places to be and this was the most ordinary thing in the world to them.

I didn’t know what I was going to do, almost every single bit of me was screaming this was wrong. Almost every bit of me was urging me to run.

But there was a part of me that wanted something else. There was a part of me that didn’t mind what was happening here.

I made a point of ignoring that part of me and soldiering on.

My bra came next, followed by my underwear and then I was bare, the cool breeze running over my bare skin as the only thing I wore was a pair of running shoes on my feet. In awkward silence I folded my clothes neatly and slipped them into my bag.

“Good,” said the topless woman, “I really don’t mean to be such a pain but believe me it’s better we caught you than anyone else. You really don’t want the hassle.”

I nodded in agreement, looking from the topless woman to the bottomless one.

While the topless woman was all business this second woman was something else. She had a look on her face that was difficult to describe. She wasn’t looking at me with the same casual detachment as the first woman. She was looking at me like she was interested in a bit more than just upholding the law.

I felt a blush come over me, accompanied by an urge to keep my body hidden. I didn’t know what she was looking at. I wasn’t voluptuous. I wasn’t curvy. In comparison to these two women I was practically a twig.

I was skinny and my breasts were nice and perky but barely more than handfuls. After months in the gym my ass had finally started to fill out but it still was nowhere near I wanted it to be. I wasn’t someone to be looked at like this. I wasn’t anything special.

But still she was looking at me like I was. She was looking at me with that same unmistakable look as men I waited on had.

But this time, exposed out here like this, she didn’t have to use her imagination at all. And this time, fully naked, I felt a twinge of embarrassment that was tinted with excitement. This time I couldn’t help but feel like I wanted her to keep looking at me.

The topless woman excused herself and went on her way and I did too. I moved quickly, tearing myself out of the place I was in and trying to put as much distance between myself and the bottomless woman as I could. I didn’t know what would happen if the two of us were alone.

I walked quickly, figuring I would get around the corner and then get dressed again. But right around the corner I found people in various states of undress. Some of them were fully clothed, but all of those people had a green tag on a chain around their neck. Everyone else was in some state of undress with some sort of other color clothing pass on a chain around their neck.

Which meant that those women weren’t crazy and meant that I really was stuck in some sort of a weird world of half naked people.

If I had to guess I’d say about 50% of the people had green tags. Maybe 20% each had either blue or orange and were only partly undressed. Very few people were fully naked like me.

I must have been quite the sight, wandering around with my eyes wide like saucers, taking it all in. I watched as a man walked towards me, saw his body fully exposed as he walked without a pass just as I did. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my body as he stared at me with a smile. He could see every bit of me, and I could him. And as I got closer I couldn’t help but look between his legs. I couldn’t help but see his cock twitching and bouncing as he walked. Couldn’t help but notice him start to get hard as he stared at me.

My feet sped up on their own accord. A thrill running through my body as I watched him turn to watch me pass.

The crowds grew thicker as I got to the edge of the park and as I passed them by I noticed others watching me pass. At first I figured it was just because I was one of the only fully naked people around but I noticed that even when I was around other fully nude people I seemed to be getting more stares than most of them.

I had to be imagining it. There was no way I would be the center of attention like this. It had to be my mind playing tricks on me.

What was undeniable was the feelings pounding through my body. The need building inside of me that was difficult to deny or ignore. The urges driving me to push my shoulders back, to sway my hips, to show off.

I was enjoying this. Something about the exposure making it difficult for me to be my normal mousey self. I was loving the attention.

So I started to watch the people watching me, to notice things that I never had before. Like the couple on the bench, both of them with an orange pass around their necks. They were locked in an embrace, their lips and arms pressed tight into each other.

And was it just my imagination or were his hips moving just so? Was it just my imagination or was her thighs spread wide enough so that he…? Were they having...?

I was so distracted I ran straight into a person walking the other way. I stumbled back as strong arms reached out to grab me. My body moved instinctively, hands gripping onto strong arms to steady myself as I stumbled back.

I looked up into a handsome face that was looking at me in concern.

I looked down at the hard cock poking me in my belly.

“Oh!” I practically shouted, feeling this thick cock throbbing against me, “I’m sorry.”

I pulled myself away from him and moved quickly, putting as much space between me and this craziness as I could.

I needed to get home. All of this was getting to my head. I didn’t understand what was going on or why this was happening but I knew I needed to get to my apartment and get inside into a safe place so that I could clear my head.

Practically running I made my way as quickly as I could, ignoring the faces watching me pass. Ignoring the people staring at me with a look of eagerness in their eyes.

Whatever had happened here, whatever weirdness I had found myself in didn’t extend to the locks in my apartment building. They still worked fine and I was able to unlock the door quickly and make my way upstairs and into my apartment.

Pushing the door open and slamming it shut behind me I locked all three of my locks and then collapsed onto my couch to try to find some semblance of normalcy in this place.

My apartment looked the same, everything in the same place. Whatever madness had happened in the world seemed to only affect clothing.

It hit me like a splash of cold water. The archway. The archway in the forest.

It didn’t make sense and yet it made all of the sense in the world. An archway that led into another world. A world where everything was almost the same but not quite.

A world where people needed to be naked in public.

It made a kind of sense. It made sense in a way that I didn’t expect.

It was the only explanation.

Which meant that theoretically if that damn archway had been a door then it would work the other way as well. All I would need to do is walk back through the way I came and I could put all of this craziness behind me.

If I wanted to.

I knew what I should do. I knew what my heart told me I should do. I knew what society and everything I had been brought up in told me was right.

But I didn’t know what I wanted to do.

Something in me made me look to the front door of my apartment. Something made me notice that slip of paper on the door. Something drew me to it. Made me get up and cross the floor over to it and pick it up.

A note, handwritten and short.

Some of your mail got dropped in my mailbox. Feel free to come by and pick it up.

Sincerely, Apartment 302

302 was one door down, out this door and to the left. I’d never met 302 before. Never met the people to my right either, or across the hall. Didn’t know anyone in this building.

Never felt the urge to interact before.

Old me would have crumpled up the paper and tossed it away. No that’s not right, old me would have set it on the kitchen counter and stressed about it for days and weeks before finally throwing it away.

But old me didn’t make it out of that archway, and new me headed straight out of my apartment to the apartment next door.

He answered the door after three sharp raps of my knuckles, and I had to hold my breath as I realized why he looked so familiar.

My fairy tale prince. My customer.

“Hi,” I said, finding a courage in me I didn’t realize I had but still having a blush come over me as I registered who he was, “I live next door. I got your letter saying you had mail for me?”

“Oh!” he said, trying really hard not to look me up and down, “Oh yeah I have it in my car let me just grab my keys and we can get it.”

He left the door open as he walked back into his apartment to grab his keys. As he walked back to meet me I couldn’t help but stare at his face, so handsome. I took it all in, even the orange pass hanging around his neck.

And then my eyes drifted down, just a brief glance that registered between his legs. It was only a moment but I could tell that he saw, a brief flush of red coming over his face and showing his embarrassment.

I don’t know why he was embarrassed. I was the one that was fully naked. I was the one who had everything on display.

Besides it’s not like he had anything to be embarrassed about. Even only half-hard his cock was still impressive. I found myself having to struggle not to keep looking at it, to keep from staring.

Apparently both of us were having a difficult time. We walked in silence to the parking lot out back of the building. He was behind me and yet still I could sense his eyes on my body, taking me in as we made our way down the stairs.

I heard them before I saw them. Stepping out through the back door I heard the moans and grunts, the sounds of two bodies coming together again and again.

Coming around the corner I saw them, exposed for all to see in a bright red convertible.

He was in the driver's seat and she was riding him, bouncing up and down while she moaned. His hands were all over her, his face buried in her chest as their car rocked back and forth while they thrust against each other.

It knocked me out of the moment, knocked me out of the place that I was in and for a minute I forgot about the odd rules of the world around me. I forgot that I was nude and forgot that the guy I had a crush on was half naked right beside me.

“Can they do that?” I asked, turning to the half-naked man beside me.

He looked at me strangely, “What do you mean? Of course they can. It’s not like public sex is illegal.”

He walked past me, leading me over to his car as it dawned on me that nudity wasn’t just how far the changes went in this world. I wondered just how different this place really was.

Public nudity. Public sex. How much more could there be?

But when he took my mail out of his car and turned to me any thoughts of how odd this place was were completely lost to me. All I could do was stare into his eyes and see him looking back at me.

He had this goofy half smile on his face. Like he was charmed and almost disarmed by me. He held the mail out to me as if he was the one intimidated. As if he was the one who was stuttering and unable to talk.

I’d never been in this position before. I’d never been the recipient of an endearingly awkward moment.

I wanted to thank him for keeping my mail. For giving it to me. I wanted to do all sorts of things but there was one thing I wanted to do more than anything.

And so I did it. I threw caution to the wind and threw myself against him.

When we kissed it made my heart flutter. It made my spirit soar with excitement. It sent an electric thrill through my body that left me shivering and shuddering.

I could count on one hand the number of boys I’d kissed before this moment but this one was so much more powerful.

Not just because it was him. Not just because there was a certain triumph to feeling this man I’d had a crush on respond to me. Not just because his thick and hard cock was throbbing between my bare thighs.

But because I could sense that here in this open space there were eyes of so many strangers on us. Because I could sense that they were watching me and I could sense that they couldn’t look away.

My hand snaked between our bodies as my tongue pressed into his mouth. As I grabbed his cock I felt him groan into my mouth and felt his hands slap onto my ass and squeeze.

He was thick in my hand, throbbing as I stroked up and down his length. He moaned as I wrapped my fingers around the head of his cock and teased it, squeezing it as his hips bucked against me.

Slipping to my knees my mouth locked onto his cock. I took him into my mouth and tasted the slick saltiness of his excitement.

I stared up at him as he looked down at me with eyes heavy lidded with arousal. As I took more and more of him into my mouth I saw people stopping to stare at us from the street.

We were the center of attention. Even in this world of casual nudity and sex an attractive young couple in the midst of a tryst was still a sight not to be ignored.

One of my hands stroked up and down his length while I pleasured him with my tongue. My other hand pressed into the dripping lips of my sex, teasing and pleasing me as I pleased him.

A blowjob wasn’t enough for him and it wasn’t enough for me so when he pulled me to my feet and bent me over the hood of his car I mewled with delight.

There was no hesitation here, neither of us willing to wait another moment as he pushed into me from behind and filled me up.

I was ready. Dripping wet and aching for him to fill me up he slid into me with ease. His hands pressed my back against the hood of his car while his hips thrust into me with long and even strokes.

I cried out, squeezing myself around his thick cock as he filled me up and fucked me harder and harder and faster.

Pressing my hands against his hood I pushed myself up. I felt his hands slip around my body to grab my breasts and squeeze them while his hips continued their relentless assault between my legs.

His lips were on my neck, kissing me with a fervent urgency and yet I could barely feel it. His cock was pounding into me, making my whole body shiver and tremble and yet my mind was elsewhere.

It was on the crowd gathering. The people standing on the street watching. All of them watching as this handsome man fucked me. All of them watching me.

Men and women alike, all of them unable to keep their eyes off of me. All of them enjoying the sight of me as I moaned and trembled and squeezed and…

I came hard, my climax rocking my body and making me clench my eyes shut and moan out a loud and lewd cry. I came as he slammed into me from behind, his feverish thrusts making me squeeze my whole self around him.

I came with my eyes wide open, watching as all of those people saw me. As they stared at me. As they enjoyed the sight of me getting fucked.

And from behind me this man slammed into me and stopped and I felt him erupt into me, the heat of his climax burning through my body as he throbbed and filled me up. I trembled with the sensation of it, my warmth of his semen blending into my body as he gradually softened in me and then stepped back, falling out of me and leaving me standing there suffused with a heat I had never felt before.

I felt powerful. I felt desired. I felt amazing.

I gave him a quick kiss and took the mail from him, striding into the apartment building silently and making my way up to my apartment.

Standing there in the middle of my apartment I looked around at this place. It was my home, the same apartment I had been in for years and yet it felt different now. It felt small.

I wanted to get out and experience the world. I wanted to see and feel everything it had to offer.

I knew that I should go back to that portal. That I should make my way back to my old world. Yet going back there felt just as restrictive as this apartment did. It felt like the old me, and I liked the freedom of the new.

I looked down at the mail clasped in my hand and tore open the important looking envelope. Emptying the contents into my hand I stared at what it was. I ran the chain through my fingers, contemplating what it meant.

I didn’t need to make a decision. I didn’t hesitate to toss that green pass straight into the garbage before heading out the door.


EXPOSED ON THE BEACH! Daring to Bare it All!


It had been a couple of months since I’d moved to town and nothing had really changed for me. This was supposed to be my big break, the big shift in my life, the start of something new and exciting.

My hometown was small and dusty and boring. A tiny town in a wide flat plain with flat fields on all sides stretching as far as the eye could see. Life there for me had been boring and lonely, a low paying dead end job and no friends meant my everyday was the same routine.

I’d never had a lot of money but I had always been good at saving up so one day when I couldn’t stand the sight of that tiny town anymore I packed and headed out on my great adventure.

New city, big city, excitement. New sights and new sounds, the crash of the waves and the warmth of salt water would reinvigorate me. I’d always loved the water, a warm coastal town was perfect for me, would make me become a brand new person.

At least that was the idea.

But no it was still just work and home and work and home and that was it. Still no friends, still nothing new. Still the same old life just in a smaller apartment and surrounded by more people who didn’t give a damn about me.

I hadn’t even seen the water since I’d gotten here. Not up close, not in person. I’d been so focused on getting settled in and then so focused on getting by that I never even made my way out to see the water or feel the warmth of it on my skin.

I needed to change that.

I don’t do things in small steps apparently. Big leaps only for me, dropping everything and heading off to this place and now this.

A week's worth of research to go to the beach for the first time because this beach had to be the perfect beach.

I’m particular and more than a little obsessive about things and while that isn’t always for the best from time to time I think it works to my benefit. I was a young and single woman and beaches tended to attract a certain type of people, namely loud families or screaming college kids.

I knew myself as well and I knew that if this went sideways in any way whatsoever that it would be bad news for me. I’d wind up getting into my head and I’d wind up hating the experience and I would never go back.

So it had to be perfect for me. Had to be exactly what I wanted.

First none of the typical beachgoing crowd. I didn’t want any loud families or students, I didn’t want anything like that. I don’t like a lot of people and I don’t like for them to see me. I don’t like to be the center of attention.

So any sort of beach that advertised as catering to younger crowds or families was automatically out because I was bound to stand out, being neither in a family or in the young party scene.

I also didn’t want it anywhere near a city. I’d been to beaches in beach towns and the beach is never the focus of the place. It’s always about the bars and the nightlife and the entertainment, which didn’t make any sense to me.

I went to the beach to go to the beach, I didn’t want to drink and party, I wanted to enjoy the sun on my skin, a dip in the refreshing water, and feel the sand between my toes.

After hours of research there was one place that looked far more promising than any others. Everything I read about it advertised it as a beach that was “for adults only.” It was a ways out of the city, no town nearby and no bars or rowdy crowds either. Definitely a beach that was made for a mature crowd who was interested in enjoying the beach, heck they even advertised it as a “naturist” beach.

It was far out of town, so far it was a commitment to get there. This wouldn’t be the sort of beach I’d go to after work, or on a whim. It was an hour drive up the coast, not an unpleasant drive though.

I made it all the way out there with my windows rolled down and the wind in my hair. There was something exhilarating about the drive, about getting all the way out there just myself and the open road. Once I really hit the road I barely even saw any other cars. It was just gorgeous views of the shimmering water and the sight of the road winding through the trees. For the first time since the initial excitement of the town had worn off I felt a thrill at my choice to move out here.

The parking lot had a handful of cars but not too many which was perfect for me. I pulled in and parked as far away from the other cars as I could.

I’d dressed at home, the research I had done had shown that amenities were minimal around here so I wasn’t sure there was a place around where I could get into my bikini. Of course that had meant wearing the thing the whole drive up, but that was okay. I’d covered myself with a dress overtop of the bikini, a sort of black wrap dress that was loose and flowing and comfortable, secured around my waist with a cloth belt. It was a good thing that the dress was comfortable too, because I honestly didn’t know if I would have the courage to take it off.

The bikini I had bought was so revealing, so very unlike me.

About three weeks back I had gone shopping for swimwear. I’d gone through all of my normal options, one-piece bathing suits that covered me well and a few that had some extra fringes and tassels on them to hide my body as best as I could. I’d tried each one of them on and it just didn’t feel right.

It wasn’t that they didn’t fit. They fit me fine and they covered up all the important bits without any trouble at all. No it was that somehow they didn’t feel like something I wanted to wear, rather than not feeling like something that I could wear.

I’d never experienced anything like that before, my usual clothing shopping trended far more towards the conservative and pragmatic than anything else.

But if I thought that was weird it was nothing compared to the feelings that I had when I first saw that bikini.

It was like I was staring at a really hot guy, a guy that was so unbelievably handsome that you couldn’t help but stare. I was drawn to the bikini. I couldn’t look away.

It was tiny and bright red, and I knew that it was so not me. It would stand out, showing off my pale skin and making it so everyone had a hard time looking away from me. It would make me the center of attention, which was exactly what I didn’t want to be.

But at the same time I couldn’t deny that I wanted it. I couldn’t deny that there was a powerful force pulling me towards it. Making me desire it.

I had to have it.

I bought it on the spot and when I tried it on in the privacy of my own home I was mortified and horrified. What had I done? How could I think this would work for me? How could I buy something so revealing?

It left nothing to the imagination. What little fabric there was barely covered me, my breasts and butt on full display, every inch of me either pale and creamy white or burning red with the blush of embarrassment.

But it was all I had to wear to the beach, and I wasn’t about to go out and get something else and I wasn’t about to turn away. So I wore it out, even if it would be difficult to sit out wearing it all day.

Taking a deep breath I got out of the car and pulled my big hat down on my head. There was a path that led through the brush and out to the beach, I swear I almost turned around 4 times but still managed to make my way through.

I had come so far, a weeks worth of effort to get here and an hour's drive out. I would be damned if I was going to turn around when I was so close.

The beach was amazing, white sand and the soft lapping of waves at the edges of it. The water was crystal clear and untouched. It was everything I wanted it to be and more.

I didn’t want to draw too much attention to myself so I glanced around the beach quickly before spotting an area off to the left that seemed to be mostly empty of people. I headed over there, setting out right where the brush met the beach. Dropping my bag I threw out my beach towel, sat down and grabbed my book to start reading.

My heart was pounding. I hadn’t dared to look around to see if anyone was looking my way. I knew it wasn’t logical that they would notice or care about me at all but I couldn’t help but feel paranoid about the whole thing. Baby steps first, just relax with the dress on and enjoy the fresh air, the sounds of the waves, and the engaging novel I had in my hands.

It was the perfect book for the beach. A cheesy little romance about a woman who moves to a little seaside beach town and falls for a handsome surfer. It was the perfect story about a woman who is all work learning to relax and enjoy the quieter things in life. It was exactly what I needed right now.

I didn’t hear them approaching at all. It wasn’t until the shadow fell over me that I even registered there was someone so close to me. I looked up at them but was unable to make out anything except for vague outlines. The sun was directly behind them and making it difficult to see.

But there was two of them, a man and a woman, and they were both standing looking down at me.

“Hi there,” came a voice that was light and almost musical.

“Hi,” I squeaked out a reply.

I hated this. I’m sure these were nice people but I just wanted to be by myself and this couple struck me as the friendly sort. Probably saw a single woman sitting off by her own and decided that she probably wanted some company.

“How’s it going?” his grumbly and deep voice asked, “Enjoying the beach?”

“Yes it’s lovely,” I replied, trying not to be rude but pointedly making an effort to get back to my book.

They didn’t budge. I could feel them hovering there, awkwardly standing over me and looking down at me, trying to say something. I didn’t engage, I just hoped that they would give up and go away.

“Look,” the woman said, breaking the silence, “We don’t mean to be sticklers or anything but the rules are the rules and…”

She trailed off but I felt something drop in the pit of my stomach. The rules are the rules? That could only mean that I had broken some sort of a rule here. What could it be? What could I have done?

I felt my cheeks start to get hot with embarrassment. I tried to keep it contained but my heart was thudding in my chest as I struggled to keep myself in check.

And here I was finally enjoying myself. The sun was so perfect and the water so peaceful. I would do damn near anything to stay here.

I forced myself to stay calm, turning to them and asking as sincerely as possible, “Oh I’m sorry. Did I do something wrong? I wasn’t aware that I was breaking any rules. Is this a private beach? I don’t have to go, do I?”

“No no,” reassured the man, his deep voice somehow putting me at ease.

The woman spoke next, her voice kind and polite, “No it’s nothing too bad but we just… Well you’re not exactly dressed appropriate for the beach. We do have a dress code, such as it is…”

A dress code? For a beach? Who would have ever heard of such a thing. I supposed it did make a bit of sense though. After all who comes to the beach and winds up wearing a full length dress, it was bound to make people uncomfortable.

“Oh I’m sorry,” I apologized, getting to my feet and fumbling with my dress while I turned away from them, “I don’t want to upset the balance and I guess I might as well get some sun.”

I put my back to them, trying to keep from shaking as I untied the dress and slipped it off of my shoulders.

I could feel their gaze on me, could feel it burning into my back. This was the most exposed I had ever been in front of a stranger. My face was burning with shame about it but I couldn’t help it right now.

I wanted to bury myself in the sand. I wanted to grab my things and run to my car. I wanted to put as much distance between myself and this beach as I could.

But I also wanted to stay. Wanted to enjoy this place. Wanted to lie out here in this teeny tiny bikini.

So I packed away my dress while they stood their watching and then sat back down on my towel to get back to my book.

But they weren’t moving. They still cast their shadow over my space.

“Sorry,” said the woman, “Aren’t you going to take the rest of it off?”

“The rest of it?” I asked.

That was about when it all clicked for me. I think I noticed the people on the beach behind them first, standing on the beach staring out at the water or chatting to each other. There weren’t a lot of them but they all had one thing in common.

They were all naked.

And the people standing here came into light as well, and I could see what I should have been able to sense at first glance. They were naked too.

The man was tall and well built. He had a bit of greying hair that showed he was a bit on the older side but he kept himself in trim shape, his stomach flat with just the slightest softness to it. His penis… I tried not to look but it was right there and it was hard to ignore. He wasn’t hard or anything but it was still thick and present, taking up space and making it difficult to look away.

The woman was a bit younger than him, but if I had to guess I’d say they had less than 10 years difference between the two of them. She was in better shape than he was, and her breasts and hips were full and feminine. Ordinarily I would have taken note of her hairstyle or something, anything like that. But instead I was concentrating on not looking at her hard pink nipples capping the ends of her full breasts.

“This is a nude beach,” she said, sensing that I was gradually coming to realize this.

How had I not noticed this before? How had I managed to ignore this?

What was I going to do? I couldn’t very well get naked. Right here and now this was the most exposed I’d been in my entire life. I couldn’t just strip off the rest of this. I’d die of shame.

And yet I didn’t want to go. I’d had such a good time here. I’d felt so calm and at peace.

I’d come so far.

When I thought about going home and going back to that tiny apartment and that ordinary doldrums I couldn’t do it. I knew I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t turn back now.

I took a deep breath, not even remotely believing that I was actually going to do this.

But something took over my body and made me get to my feet. It made me untie my top and let it fall from my body. It made me slip my bottoms over my hips and down my legs.

I was standing there, naked in front of two strangers.

It wasn’t embarrassment I was feeling then. I was too far gone past embarrassment to actually be embarrassed anymore. I was just radiating with this feeling of warmth then and there, the blush creeping over my body and making my skin burning to the touch.

I tried not to make eye contact with either of them, but I could feel their gaze on my body, taking me in.

“Beautiful,” the woman said, her voice sincere, “I’m June and this is my husband Henry.”

“I’m Mandy,” I said, somehow managing to find the ability to speak.

“Well Mandy it’s nice to meet you,” Henry said as he shook my hand, “We really are sorry to be a bother but it’s just that sometimes we get people who like to look but don’t like to show and it encourages the wrong sort of crowd here. We’ve found it’s better to just make sure everyone is on the same page.”

“Anyways we don’t want to keep you occupied for too long,” said June, “We’ll be on our way now. You enjoy your book and our little beach.”

And with that they turned and walked away.

I did try to read. I tried to go back to the book I had and keep on going through the story, finding out what was going to happen to the young lady and the handsome surfer. I tried but I couldn’t help but look around the beach at all of the people who were here, to try to see if any of them were looking back at me.

There were only about 7 people on the beach, most of them were couples except for a single guy by himself. This beach was as advertised, none of the couples making a lot of noise or being too loud. Aside from the lack of clothes this was everything I had wanted from a beach.

And in spite of the lack of clothes it’s not as if the sight of all of this was bad. All of the people on this beach managed to be exceptionally attractive. From what little I knew about nude beaches the odds of that happening were pretty slim.

But here they were equal parts pretty and handsome, any one of them enough to warrant surreptitious staring. Staring that was reciprocated.

I saw them looking back at me, trying to be as subtle as I was and likely failing just as badly as I was. This would be enough of a problem ordinarily, but it was doubly bad right now.

Because looking at all of these attractive naked people was proving to stir some things in me. I couldn’t help it, I’d never been in a position like this before. I started to get turned on.

And I knew I couldn’t turn back from it, that the more I acknowledged this was happening the more difficult it would be to ignore. It was only a matter of time before it became obvious that I was turned on.

I needed to cool down.

Making my way to the water I was hoping it would serve two purposes. First the water would cover my body, making it impossible for these people to see me anymore and affording me some modicum of privacy while I worked things out in my head. Second it would cover up my body and make it far less apparent that I was getting turned on here, it would work as a sort of privacy shield while I tried to calm down and learn to accept this new reality.

Plus I was hoping the shock of the cold water might help to confuse my body into thinking it wasn’t turned on. That last bit turned out to be completely impossible, because the water was gloriously warm and silky smooth on my bare body.

I dipped under the surface, letting it run over me and envelop me. I felt amazing, spinning and turning under the water until I burst back through the surface of it and bobbed there atop the waves.

Looking back at the beach I saw the other beachgoers going about their day. Henry and the single guy had walked over to each other and were talking while looking out at the water. Their discussion was animated and sincere, each of them fully engaged. They were so handsome together, the single guy closer to my age than he was to Henrys’ but still in spite of it they were quite the picture together, muscular and charming.

June meanwhile was walking out into the surf, and if I wasn’t mistaken she was making a beeline directly over to me.

“Hi there,” she said when she got close, “Mind if I join you?”

My response was surprisingly sincere, a surprise to me at least, “Not at all. The water is amazing!”

“It really is,” she cooed, bobbing next to me, “I absolutely love it out here.”

Talking to June was easy. She had that sort of personality, the kind that made it so very simple to spill everything to her, to treat her as a confidant.

Maybe it was because she didn’t hold back when it came to telling things to you. In short order I’d learned so much about June and Henry. They’d been married for 17 years and were still absolutely in love. They both worked in the city when they first met but they loved nature so much they moved out of the city and lived about halfway between here and the downtown in a sleepy little town that had a beautiful view of the water. They had been coming to this beach for the past 5 years, having been told about it by a friend.

June unsurprisingly knew every single person on the beach and made a point to point them out to me one by one. I’d be lying if I said I remembered most of the names but the one that stuck in my brain was Mike, the single guy who was talking to Henry.

And like I said I told her about myself too. I told her I was new in town and I told her that I didn’t really know many people. I told her that I’d never been to a nude beach before, a fact that was completely unsurprising to her, much to my embarrassment.

But June was incredibly supportive, complimenting me on my courage and reassuring me that I was absolutely gorgeous. She laid on the compliments so thick that if I didn’t know she was married I would have sworn she was hitting on me.

And then I looked to the shore.

In the time we had been out here the crowd on the beach had grown by a single person. She was an absolutely drop dead gorgeous brunette, curvy in all the right places with a tan that was absolutely flawless. If everyone else on the beach ranged between an 8 and a 9.5 then she was probably an 11, at least. She was amazingly gorgeous and as I watched her she strode down the beach, straight up to Henry, and kissed him.

It wasn’t the sort of kiss that old friends give to each other. It wasn’t the sort of kiss that was friendly at all. It was the kind of kiss that one lover gives to another, with familiarity, heat, and just a hint of tongue.

June was floating right next to me, watching the whole thing with me. I didn’t know what to do, I was completely frozen, expecting June to explode with anger.

“Oh good,” she said, her voice warm with hospitality, “I was hoping that Em could make it out.”

I couldn’t help it, I turned to look at June just watching her husband cheat on her with no reaction whatsoever. My shock must have been clear on my face.

“Oh sweetie don’t worry,” she reassured me, “Henry and I are very open. Em is one of our old friends and lovers. You don’t have to worry about a thing.”

Swingers and nudists, I thought, what had I gotten myself into.

“The look on your face,” she laughed, her voice light and airy, “Don’t worry sweetie we won’t bite and it isn’t a rule of the beach that you participate or anything. This is a nude beach, the swinging is completely optional. Come along dear, why don’t we get out of the water and I’ll introduce you to Mike.”

I let myself be pulled along with her, let her take me out of the water and yet I couldn’t help but feel like there was something implied there in the I’ll introduce you to Mike. Was he a swinger too? Was she implying that I could sleep with him if I wanted? How far did she think I was willing to go?

Mike was as handsome and charming in person as he seemed from afar. Conversation with him was easy and he had an air about him that exuded calm confidence. He seemed like the type of guy that moved slowly, that liked to relax and enjoy life. In the city that trait would seem odd and out of place, I’d probably have dismissed him as flighty or something like that. But out here it was different, the slow pace of his words and his gentle smile seemed perfectly at pace with the beach.

And he was built. My god he had an amazing body. With the build of a swimmer his muscles were defined and visible, the tan on him even and full, no pale skin or missed tanning opportunity.

His penis was delicious looking, dangling there between his legs with full balls and a thick shaft. I was so grateful that I had dark sunglasses on so I could sneak glances at it. So grateful that I could hide my darting eyes.

He didn’t have that ability, he wasn’t wearing sunglasses and I could see his gaze drift down my body from time to time to take me in, lingering on my breasts or my stomach. I could see it affect him. I could see him start to get hard.

Everything was starting to be a bit much. Everything was happening all at once.

First the teeny bikini and I honestly thought that was going to make me die of embarrassment. But then in an instant I’d been plunged into the deep end and now here I was fully naked on a nude beach standing here with two people who were likely swingers and I didn’t know what I was going to do next. I needed to take a step back. I needed to clear my head and see if I had gone too far.

I excused myself, telling June and Mike that I wanted to get back to my book. They were absolutely polite about it, but I could feel them watching me as I walked back to my towel.

I was barely even kneeling when I heard it. The noises were coming from the bushes, and I couldn’t help my curiosity.

I don’t honestly know if I recognized them and that was what made me get up to check them out. I don’t know if I could have denied myself the opportunity to make my way over there.

But I did, stepping into the brush and making my way through.

I stopped short of the clearing, just inside of the brush enough that I could see while still remaining hidden. The clearing had a soft flooring of grass and was big enough to house a handful of people. The brush around it was thick enough that when in the clearing you had near perfect privacy.

Henry and Em were there, in the center of the space.

She was straddling him, her hands running up and down her body as she bounced and fell on him. From the angle I was at I could see all of it perfectly. Her breasts shuddering with her heavy breaths. His muscles straining as he thrust up into her while she came crashing down onto him. His thick and hard cock pressing into her, filling her up with so much pleasure she was crying out from it.

He was so handsome and she was so gorgeous. The two of them together was almost too much to handle.

I sensed a presence next to me and without even looking I knew it was June, standing there next to me watching me peep on her husband with this gorgeous woman. I knew somehow that if I wasn’t there June would still be here, that she wanted to watch them just as much as I did.

“They’re amazing together, aren’t they?” she asked me, her voice a whisper.

All I could do was nod in response.

Another body joined us, stepping up into the space between the two of us. His strength was unmistakable, it was Mike coming to enjoy the sights.

We all stood there, rooted to the ground in perfect still silence. None of us said a word, all of us just admired the show being put on in front of us.

I felt the rustle of movement beside me, a rhythmic pace starting up that drew my attention and made me look. Mikes eyes were half closed and he was still watching the couple in the clearing but his breathing was heavy and ragged. Looking down I saw his cock was throbbing and rock hard, and June had it in her hand.

She was stroking him, almost absentmindedly but oh so amazingly. Her hand traced familiar patterns over his shaft and head, squeezing and teasing him in ways that made his whole body tense in response.

I felt a pang of jealousy in me. June had Henry and she likely had Em as well. She had all of this and I knew Mike wasn’t mine to have either but it was me who had stirred his cock on the beach. It was me he had been unable to keep his eyes off of.

I kissed him, working on instinct and pulling his head to me I kissed him. Hard on the lips and with an intensity that I had never had before I kissed him and in an instant he had forgotten everything and so had I.

His hands were on my body and mine were pressing against his firm form. I felt his muscles tense and flex as he teased and grabbed me. He cupped my butt and squeezed it, pulling me into his arms as we stumbled backwards into the clearing.

Out of the brush I was in his arms, his to control and his to take. Vaguely in the back of my mind I registered that we were being watched by so many people but when he laid me down on my back in the grass and dipped his head between my thighs I forgot all of that for just a moment.

He tasted me, lips pressing against my sex as his tongue pressed into me. I felt him suck on me, pulling my clit into his mouth and flicking it with his tongue before darting back down to dip inside of me.

It was amazing, more powerful than anything I had ever experienced before. More amazing than anything I could have ever possibly imagined.

My hands pulled him into me, pressing his face between my legs as my hips bucked against him and I moaned out loudly. I was close, so close to climax. The warmth of the sun and the grass below me heating my already overstimulated body and making it difficult to concentrate on anything but the pleasure pounding inside of me.

Mike kissed a trail up my body, over my stomach and taking his time with my breasts to tease and taste my nipples before travelling upward to my neck and then mouth. He kissed my lips and pressed his tongue into my mouth as his cock pressed into my sex, pushing the walls of me apart and filling me up with his thick and throbbing cock.

I was lost then, the world a blur of color and emotion as he fucked me. He took his time, long and steady strokes that pulled himself out almost to the edge of him before taking his time pressing in again. I could feel every inch of him, every vein and valley on his thick shaft sliding into me and filling me completely.

Each thrust brought me higher and higher. Each one brought the world into more and more clarity.

I was with my handsome lover but we were not alone. The world was around us and so were these people. Mike my muscular god, making me feel better than I could ever possibly have thought I could. June in the corner watching all of this, the fingers of her hand plunging in and out of herself as she stared with relentless hunger. Henry trying to concentrate on Em but sneaking glances at me. Em watching me with naked heat as he climaxed in a beautiful display of ecstatic glee.

And I came too, the light of my climax setting off inside of my body and making me wordlessly cry out my pleasure to the clearing. I squeezed myself around my lover and felt him tense and pulse in response but he didn’t cease his movement, the steady rhythm of his hips still present though fading as my body burned with pleasure.

Tension built and then led to warmth, the light of the sun and the heat of the air suffusing with the burning fire of my climax and leaving me warm and happy, lying there on the grass giggling with relief.

I wasn’t alone there on the ground. Looking from one side to the other I saw Em to my left and June to my right. Their fingers gently caressed my body, bringing me back down to earth, June capping it all off with a kiss.

I saw Henry and Mike standing at our feet, watching over us as we enjoyed each others bodies. Both of the men were hard, both of them ready to go on but neither of them pressing the matter. I knew in an instant that this was not going to be over anytime soon.

Each one of them was amazing and each one was ready. Ready to please me, to please each other and to please themselves. It was nice, the knowledge that these people I had barely known before an hour ago cared so much for me and each other. It was nice to find them so willing to take me in.

For the first time in a long time I felt truly happy. For the first time in a long time I didn’t feel alone.


IN THE WRONG LOCKER ROOM! Changing In Front Of The Jocks!


College has been an absolutely amazing time for me. I’d grown as a person, matured and developed and I was having so much fun and enjoying every last minute of it.

Back in high school, I’d never really had much luck with people. I had friends but they were a small group and I while I connected with them that was about where it ended. I didn’t connect with strangers, didn’t get invited to fun parties, didn’t branch out much.

Didn’t have a single boyfriend.

But since I’d been in college it was a different story. I mean I still wasn’t gregarious or super outgoing, and I wasn’t invited to every party or had a thousand friends or anything like that.

But I had come out of my shell and it meant connecting with other people. I’d been invited to big parties and I’d really enjoyed my time at them. I felt like I was starting to find a comfortable groove with things, had managed to become someone that my younger self would be excited to meet.

Of course guys was a different story.

I was flirty with guys and I had a string of boyfriends and a few one night stands but there was always something unsatisfying about it all. It’s no secret to me what it was, though I’m sure if you asked other people they wouldn’t be able to believe it.

You see I tended to attract attention from a single type of guy. There was only one sort who ever really seemed interested in me.

Shy, nerdy, skinny.

Those were the only type of guys who approached me, the only ones who showed me any interest. And that made sense because there was something fun about them, they tended to be intellectual and a little awkward and a little intense and that can be fun in and of itself.

But if I’m being honest while I found them engaging and interesting at times there was a voice in the back of my head saying that wasn’t what I really wanted.

What I really wanted was unexpected for a woman like me. I had interests that didn’t match my personality at all.

If you ask a quiet girl, a bookish girl, a girl who seems sharp and intelligent what it is that she wants from a man you’ll probably get a fairly standard answer. She’ll talk about intellect and emotional connection. She’ll talk about a man who treats her like an equal and knows how to be her partner in life.

Now I’m not saying I don’t want that. I do, that all sounds perfectly amazing and fantastic to me. But that’s more of a long term plan thing.

That’s the sort of guy I want if I’m ever looking to settle down. That’s the sort of guy I want to have eventually.

Right now I want something else, something a bit more physically intense.

When it came to men I liked them big and built and thick. The type of guy who spent most of his time in the gym lifting weights. The kind of guy who could talk for hours about macros and lifting heavy but couldn’t recite a single line of Shakespeare.

The kind of guy who would fuck you hard and long.

Something about that just drew me in and took my breath away. Something about a guy who was big and dumb, thick in body and mind. That was undeniably attractive to me, my animal brain ignited at the possibility of being with a man like that.

But those sort of guys weren’t interested in me. There were plenty of guys like that around campus but they only ever had women on their arm who were busty and blonde and I was the opposite.

I was dark haired and slim, not fit but not fat. I surprisingly didn’t wear glasses but no matter how much I tried to dress up I always looked the part of a bookworm. Probably because I didn’t have the biggest breasts or the biggest ass. Probably because my lips were pert and firm, not plump and full. Probably because I just didn’t have the complexion to pull off the palette necessary to dress and look like them. I was more earth tones then pinks and baby blues.

So after a few early failed attempts I tried to ignore these urges. I was changing as a person and developing as a person so there was no reason not to be happy with what I had and what I could get.

But that hunger in me was ever-present. It was difficult to deny.

Every skinny guy I was with just left me gasping with need. Every one of them reminded me that no matter how much I got from them they weren’t what I really needed or wanted. I wanted something so very different, so much more.

I tried to avoid it and I tried to ignore it and neither of those worked so I tried to get as close to what I wanted as I could.

Sports were big at my school, lots of scholarships and lots of focus on the reputation of our sports program. There was a strong need to support our sports teams and that manifested most in our school gym.

Ostensibly it was open to all students, even the non-athletically inclined ones, but it was definitely built for the athletes.

The gym was multiple stories and had everything from a pool and basketball courts to weight training rooms and indoor tracks. It was extensive and fantastic.

At the beginning of this semester I started working out in there, a few days a week at first but then it gradually grew in frequency until where I was now. If I missed a single day at the gym my body would ache for it, my mind would crave it.

Part of that was the endorphin release of working out. Once you get into a workout routine there is really nothing quite like that release. It’s better than coffee for getting me up and going in the morning. My day just doesn’t feel quite complete without it and if I skip a morning exercise I find I’m moping around depressed and half asleep all day.

But there was the other part, the eye candy.

It was amazing, being around all of that testosterone. It was my own personal fantasy very nearly come to life.

Everything about being in a gym ignited my cravings and very nearly satisfied them. The musky smell of men exercising, the sounds of their grunts and straining, the look of them as their bodies bulged with muscle that was being actively used right there in front of me. I couldn’t believe it was legal to be here among all of that, it was my own personal drug and it left me dizzy with arousal after each workout.

My own personal candy store.

Even after weeks of coming to this gym I still felt lightheaded around all of these pillars of masculinity. Even after trip after trip I still found myself having to cut myself off out of fear that I would hurt my body if I wound up going to the gym more than once per day.

Not just because of muscle exhaustion, but because I would lose the ability to resist playing with myself afterwards and I was worried my fingers were going to fuck me raw as I pictured all of those muscular men I’d ogled in the gym.

I loved it and I didn’t think I would ever be able to get enough.

It was easy to get distracted in here and I knew that my workout regimen could definitely be better. I knew that I was getting lightheaded and only putting in half-effort into my workout some days but I just couldn’t help it being around all of these men.

One benefit though was that I think watching them was helping me with my form. It was certainly encouraging me to branch out in my exercises.

Before these trips to the gym I’d mainly focused my workouts on cardio and stretching, basically some time on the treadmill or exercise bike followed up by yoga. That was great but my body had plateaued and what I really needed was something to spike it into the next level.

As it just so happened the men hung out mostly in the weight training area, heavy bars and heavier weights all contained into a single space. If I wanted the best views that meant lifting along with them.

And so while I wasn’t lifting the same amount as them by any means I started to learn how to properly lift. I interspersed it with cardio and stretching still, and did my research to know how to do it properly, but I was right there among the guys lifting along with them.

Mentally taking pictures of them straining and flexing the whole time.

I thought it was really starting to show in my physique as well. I had toned up and had some decent strength to me. I looked firmer now, and I think my ass and breasts even looked a little perkier.

I guess the skinny guys would enjoy that.

There was one downside to the gym which was that the locker room always seemed to be jam packed with people. I’m not a prude and I don’t mind changing in front of other women, it wasn’t that. It was that I just couldn’t get any space to myself to clear my head while I was cleaning my body.

Because if I can speak candidly just between the two of us, after a good hard workout surrounded by all of those men all I want to do is pleasure myself.

I can’t do that in a locker room filled with women. I can’t do that out in public and let me be clear that I know I should not do that in public at all.

But I couldn’t help that I wanted to. I couldn’t ignore it any more than I could ignore the desires in the first place. I wanted to touch myself, to pleasure myself. I wanted more than that too but I knew those men weren’t interested in me so I had to settle for myself and my fantasies.

Those fantasies couldn’t play out when I was surrounded by other women.

So after a workout when my body is singing and my mind is filled with the immediate memories of all of those men around me I had to hold out. I had to resist the urge to strip down and plunge my fingers inside of me. I had to be restrained.

But that didn’t mean that I didn’t want to. That didn’t mean that after every single session I walked into the locker room with my mind playing a scenario that was absolutely perfect, an empty locker room with space all to myself and time enough to release that pent up frustration that had been building for the hour I had been pushing my body to excruciating heights.

But I never acted on that, because I never had the opportunity, until today that is.

Today I had to get to the gym early, practically as early as it opened. I had a full day planned with study prep and work on a slew of essays and assignments that were due over the coming weeks. I wanted to devote as much time as possible to steadily concentrating on work so I got up early and got my workout done as quickly as I could.

It was an intense session. I pushed myself to complete my workout faster so I could get in and done as quickly as I could, but it was also intense because of the company.

The gym had been mostly abandoned, most other people not in yet because it was ungodly early. There had been only 3 other people in the weight room with me.

It was obvious at a glance that these guys were all athletes and if I had to guess I’d say probably football players. They had a certain look about them, a certain air about the way they moved through the world.

Football players walk like they are the kings of campus, mostly because on this campus they are. In a school dedicated to sports football was the crowning jewel of our achievement, the program that had the most funding pumped into it.

And these guys had that same cocky walk about them. I knew if I saw them out and about on campus they wouldn’t glance twice at me. In the gym they didn’t even glance once.

These men were intense, focused and working when they were in the zone. They had their routines memorized and they didn’t break from it.

I knew they knew each other because they would get up automatically to help spot or check each other without even having to be asked. All of them had not only their routines memorized but the routines of each other and they worked with an intensity and rhythm that was perfectly in sync. It was like watching a beautiful dance, but with more heavy objects and far more grunting and straining.
The first guy had the lean build of a runner, long and powerful legs and a torso that was light and lithe but taut with muscle. His arms weren’t big but the muscle there was intensely firm, thick and corded with hands that were almost delicate. This guy had brown hair that was shaggy and long, pushed back from his face and held with a headband to keep it out of his light brown eyes.

Guy two was big, bulky and heavy. I don’t know which position he played but it was definitely defense. His build was all thick and corded muscle, as much of it on his body as he could put on. Each time he lifted one of his sets of low rep and heavy weight he was straining hard, his whole body flexing and tensing and trembling with the effort of it. Guy two had an olive complexion and a thick beard with hair that was kept closely cropped to his head. He had an intensity to his dark brown eyes, a look in them that just told you this wasn’t a man to be trifled with.

The last guy was by far the least serious of the three. He was smiling and laughing the whole time he worked out except for the points where he was actually lifting. When he lifted his blue eyes would get intensely serious and his brow would furrow under his light blonde hair. He would concentrate and focus on getting his built body into position and getting the most of out his workout. He had the body of a man who was half-genetically blessed and half-focused and hardworking. His muscle struck a balance between the two others, with a build that was big without being too big and lean without being too skinny.

I struggled to keep from watching their whole intense dance of workout play out before my eyes. I struggled to concentrate on my own exercises and get through the without letting my mind exclusively play out fantasies involving myself and all three of them at the same time.

Apparently early morning is the perfect time to go to the gym, not just because of the perfect fantasy material but also because the locker room is absolutely empty when you’re done with your exercise. I almost couldn’t believe it, but a quick search around the space showed that I was completely alone and with my body almost shaking with excitement I dropped my bag in a back corner that was out of sight of the entrance to the place.

I was wearing headphones while working out, helps me to stay in my own space and focus on exercising my body while pulling as much sensory input into my mind as I could, but once I crossed the threshold into the locker room I made sure to click them off as I kicked off my shoes and now they were just sitting in my ears, making it easy for me to keep an eye out for anyone who was coming in.

My needs took over, guiding everything that happened next.

As soon as I was certain I was alone my hands started feeling my body. My fingers pressed into my aching sex through the fabric of my shorts and I moaned out lightly, catching myself from making too much noise. I might be alone but I was still in public and didn’t want to attract any attention.

I had to move quickly, pleasing myself was only going to be an option for a short time before someone would surely come along. Pressing my back against the locker behind me I slid my fingers inside of my pants and felt myself.

I was so wet. I was practically dripping at the thought of what I wanted those three men to do to me.

In my mind they were bending me over the bench in the gym, taking their turns fucking me from behind, their thick cocks filling me up so much better than my slim fingers ever could.

Picturing their hands on my body instead of my own I slid my other hand up under my shirt and under the bottom of my sports bra. My hand found my pert breast and slid over the nipple, making me gasp as I gently squeezed it.

I felt so unbelievably naughty. It had been my fantasy to do this for so long but I had never in a million years actually thought I would go through with it. I never imagined I would actually play with myself here in the locker room. Here in public. I never actually thought I would do it.

And yet at the first opportunity to take advantage here I was doing that. Who was this wanton woman? She was so very unfamiliar to me. I could never have pictured myself doing any of this before college and yet this… I had a feeling this wouldn’t be the farthest I was willing to go.

The heat in my body was building as I touched myself. My fantasies were running wild, conjuring up images and scenarios that built and built in my mind. I wasn’t alone I was with one of them, then two and then all three. I was pinned between all three muscular men as they touched me, as they made my body sing with delight.

I was so close, just inches away from crashing over and climaxing right here in the locker room. Just a bit further…

Then the sound crashed through the room, the unmistakable sound of the locker room door opening signaling that I was no longer alone. With immense effort I withdrew my hands and turned to start rummaging through my bag.

I had my back to the rest of the locker room, looking for all the world like I was alone in my own little world about to start getting ready to change. When I heard the voices behind me I realized my mistake in an instant.

You see I’d been in such a rush this morning that I did what I almost never did, I dressed in my gym clothes at home and jogged over here with my regular clothes in a bag. I didn’t drop off my bag in the locker room first, I just kept it off to one side while I worked out.

And after the workout I had been in such a state between the early morning and those three guys occupying my mind… I can’t believe I did it but I absolutely did.

The voices were unmistakably masculine. I had walked into the men's locker room instead.

I was mortified, rooted to the spot bent over my bag. I was frozen, trying to figure out what to do.

They hadn’t gotten far into the locker room but I had literally seconds before they would round the corner and see me. There was nowhere to hide and nothing to do.

As they got closer I realized that I recognized their voices. The gruff and deep tones and been ingrained into me, I knew them perfectly. It was the same football players I had been ogling in the gym. Those three handsome and muscular bodies were about to discover me in the one place I wasn’t supposed to be.

I heard their footsteps enter into view of me and then stop, the three guys were obviously looking at me and they were obviously trying to figure out what to do. I contemplated getting up and feigning innocence, telling them I thought this was the girls locker room and politely excusing myself. It would be the logical thing to do, but there was something holding me back, some part of me that wanted to be the center of their attention for once.

“What is she doing in here?” one asked.

The next replied, “I don’t know, I don’t think she can hear us.”

“Why do you think that?”

“Well she’s got headphones in. Plus she would have said something the second she heard you talking behind her wouldn’t she?” he explained.

I realized then that they didn’t know that I had my music off, because of course how could they know that. They thought I was completely in the dark still. Something made me continue to pretend to search through my bag while I listened to them talk.

“So what do we do?” one of them asked, I’m pretty sure it was the big guy.

“I don’t know,” said another one, “Tell her she’s in the wrong locker room.”

“Yeah,” joked the third, “Or we could wait and watch her undress.”

I felt a thrill run through my body at the thought of that. I knew he was just joking, but the fact that one of these guys was showing interest in me like that was beyond thrilling to me.

“Not funny,” said the big guy.

“I know,” admitted the third guy, “But you’ve got to admit you would kill to watch her.”

The big guy only grunted in response.

“She is hot,” said the second guy, “I could barely keep my eyes off her while we were working out.”

“Distractingly hot,” the third guy chimed in.

I’d never thought… I never imagined they would think that of me. My whole brain was on fire with delight and thrilled at the possibilities. The thought that they would find me attractive was difficult enough to process, the idea that they would fantasize about me was on a different level entirely.

I started to get turned on, the thought of them watching me work out. The thought of them fantasizing about me was even hotter. My body was responding and I needed to do something fast if I wanted to get out of this with my dignity intact.

But my needs took over once more and before I could even think about what I should do my body decided what I would do.

I straightened up, my hips swaying a bit with the music they thought was playing in my headphones. I mimed bouncing to a groove to play along with their expectations and while I did my thumbs hooked into the waistband of my pants.

I heard the sharp hiss of three men simultaneously breathing in and before any one of them could step forward to warn me I pulled the fabric down over my hips.

My pants were tight yoga pants, hugging my legs and my hips and my ass and so it was easy to slip out of them in one fluid movement and leave me nearly completely bare on my bottom half.

“Goddamn,” I heard one of them whisper, though I wasn’t sure which one it was.

I knew that they were watching me. I knew that they couldn’t keep their eyes off of me.

I was bouncing and swaying my hips to imaginary music, listening to the shocked sounds of the guys behind me as they admired my ass and legs. Hooking fingers into my underwear I drew them down as well, letting these three guys get a good look at my ass and a hint of my sex between my thighs.

I couldn’t believe that I was doing this. I couldn’t believe that I was showing off for them like this. I couldn’t believe that I was enjoying it so much.

Now would be the opportune time to call it quits on this. I’d gotten more than enough memories to fuel my fantasies for months. I could turn around, feign shock at them noticing me, and politely excuse myself while dashing out of the locker room. I could do that…

But I could also close my eyes and turn so they can see the side of me. I could keep swaying to my music. I could grab the hem of my shirt and tug it up and over my body so that in the end all I was wearing was my sports bra.

That was exactly what I did.

Bouncing along to music I wasn’t listening to and barely able to make out their hushed whispers as they spoke to each other while rooted to a single spot. I knew I was giving them a good view, but I wanted to make it better.

I needed to, because my whole body was on fire with the idea that they were watching me right now. My skin was tingling and my pussy was throbbing with need at the idea that these three guys I had been admiring were so close to my naked body, and all of them were enjoying watching me.

The sports bra was last, pulling it up and over my head so that I was fully revealed to them. I had my eyes closed but I knew that I was facing them. I knew that they could see me fully revealed.

And that was when I opened my eyes, taking in the sight of the three of them standing there watching me.

I looked them at each of them, faces going from arousal to shock to confusion in a matter of seconds as they saw that I had seen them and then saw that I wasn’t running in fear. I looked them up and down, seeing their hard muscular bodies under their workout clothes and the telltale bulge in their pants that signaled they were hard. Hard for me.

Walking over to them with a smile I fell to my knees in front of them and wordlessly reached for them. They weren’t about to second guess their luck, I tugged down the shorts and underwear of two of them while the third one took care of himself and in a moment I was surrounded on three sides by hard and throbbing cocks.

I knew we didn’t have much time, who knew would come in next. I knew that we might be exposed at any moment and so I didn’t take my time with this. I worked hard to make sure to drain every drop out of this experience.

Taking one in each hand I took the center in the mouth. I slid up and down them with constant and steady rhythm, making sure to keep my strokes long and slow and focused.

I felt myself fall into sync with the pounding of my heart, throbbing in my body and making me ache with desire and need. I felt myself get lightheaded, high on the musky scent of sex and sweat invading my nostrils.

They were so hard, so throbbingly hard in my hands and my mouth. I could feel every bit of them and I could feel their bodies crying out for a release that I would give to them.

I was so lewd, exposed out here and fully naked with three hot men taking advantage of me like this. My pussy was throbbing with need but I didn’t want to satisfy that craving yet.

I wanted to make sure that I tasted each one of them first, taking my turn moving from shaft to shaft to take each one of them into my mouth while I moved my hands up and down the shafts of the two others. It was only when I had fully experienced each of them, when I’d tasted each one of them and gotten familiar with their differing lengths and girths, that I was ready to move on to the next step.

Looking up at them I saw each of them staring down with disbelief. I didn’t know if they couldn’t believe their luck in general or if they just couldn’t believe that I was willing to do this but I didn’t care, the look of heated need on their faces was nearly enough to satisfy me.

Nearly, I still needed something thick and long inside me to make this complete.

“So boys,” I said, looking up at them with a wicked smile, “Which one of you is going to fuck me.”

It was the big guy who moved first, moving surprisingly quickly considering his size. He had me up and in his arms in an instant, faced away from his body with his hands on the back of my thighs holding me up.

I was nothing to him, not a weight significant enough to warrant concern. I might was well have been just a bag of feathers for all the concern he showed.

He lowered me down onto him, and I felt his thick fat cock pressing against the entrance to me. My whole body was aching, my fingers trembling as I reached down underneath us and guided him into me.

Oh god he split me open, filling me up and spreading me apart as I gasped with shock at the size of him. He was so thick, so big he felt enormous.

Shifting his hands I felt down onto him, taking him fully inside of me with a hiss of satisfaction. His hands were on my hips and he held me firmly in his grasp, lifting me up and down on his cock and holding me there, moving me up and down the length of his shaft.

I was in awe, my eyes nearly rolling into the back of my head as I gasped and squealed atop him. Barely even registering the presence until he was right in front of me I gave a shocked little noise as I saw the skinnier of the guys standing in front of me.

He kissed me hard on the lips and then bent me forward, stepping back as he did so. He bent me down until I was horizontal, until my eyes were in line with his so very long cock and I opened my mouth to take him into me.

I was balanced between the two of them, my feet dangling off of the floor as I bounced from one back to the other. One in my mouth and the other in my pussy, pushed and pulled between the two of them as I was used by both of them right here in the middle of the locker room.

I felt amazing. This was everything I had wanted and more. The feelings building inside of me were nearly indescribable, a bubbling heat under my skin that made my whole body tense and clench as I drew closer and closer.

That tension showed in the way I reacted to them, squeezing the walls of my sex around the man behind me and moaning onto the cock of the man in front. Both of them were getting closer, I could tell in the way that their thrusts reached a feverish pitch, their rhythm becoming erratic as they drew closer and closer to their climax.

The guy in my mouth came first, pulling out of me and pulling up my body I felt him splash all over my chest, the stickiness of him splashing onto my breasts and painting my skin with a heat I could barely take. The guy behind me followed almost immediately, pulling out of me and setting me on my feet for just a moment before I felt him explode all over my ass and lower back, covering me with spurt after spurt of hot stickiness.

I was standing on tiptoe, my whole body on fire and tingling and aching with need. I was close, and I had to count on the last man to push me over the edge.

Making my way over to him he took me in hand and laid me down on a bench, he bent over my body and entered me, pressing into me with a thrust that was skillful and even and mature. He fucked me so good, he fucked me like a guy who knew how to fuck a woman, shifting his positioning to hit all the right places inside of me, altering the pace of his thrust when he sensed he was scratching just the right itch.

My hands reached for him, drawing his face down to mine and making our lips connect in a passionate embrace. As I sucked his tongue into my mouth I felt my climax build inside of me and tumble over. I came hard, screaming into his mouth and digging my fingers in to hold him pressed against me while I tensed and squeezed his cock inside of me.

He came almost instantly after that, my legs wrapped around his hips letting him empty himself into me. His hips gave tiny little micro thrusts for a moment before holding inside of me and filling me up with the heat of him. I held him inside of me until I was sure he was fully done, only letting him go when both of us had recovered enough to come back down to earth.

Now that we had had our fill I felt no great urgency to get out of here. I knew that we could be walked in on at any moment, but I had three strong men around me to keep me company. What was anyone going to do about it?

So walking with the confidence of a goddess I drew all three of the men into the showers with me. I turned the heat on and drew them under the water, letting myself be surrounded by them, letting myself get suffocated by their hard bodies as I felt them feel me under the running water.

I heard others enter the shower then, and a glance told me that the new company were also football players, all just as strong and muscular as my first companions.

Working like the siren I now knew myself to be I beckoned these new strangers to join me under the water, abandoning all plans for a day that involved anything outside of this locker room.


MY ROOMMATE CHOSE MY CLOTHES! Baring It All On The Dance Floor!


I’d been out of college for almost a year before having a roommate started to bug me.

It’s not that I didn’t like having the company, honestly I’m a solitary sort of person but even for me having someone at home was kind of nice. We were just such different people that it didn’t work for us.

I couldn’t do it though. No matter how much I tried to justify moving out and finding an apartment by myself that panicky part of my brain would jump in to convince me otherwise.

I had the money too. Had enough money for the place and far more honestly but did I want to take a chance?

What if I lost my job? What if the bank closed down and shut down my account? What if I picked the wrong place and it wasn’t safe and then I had to live all by myself in an unsafe place and could never feel happy or secure or…

It went on and on.

I knew I was just being paranoid and I knew that I was being unreasonable but the fear was still there. I was insecure and I knew that if I messed up I would be out on the streets. So I needed to be cautious and careful. Always.

I’d always been like this and it had always served me well. I mean here I was in a far better position than anyone else my age that I knew.

Not that I knew many other people my age.

Basically just Liz, my roommate.

Liz and I had known each other since the first day of college, and we’d been friends since pretty much the first moment we’d met. She saw me at one of those stupid team building events they do during the frosh week and she’d just decided we were going to be friends, crossing the room and sweeping me up and into her life.

It was an odd pairing.

Liz was outgoing and vivacious. She was always the center of attention and always managed to find the party that was happening, or if there wasn’t one in close proximity she would manage to start one. To Liz a life well lived was a life of excess, exuberance, and lots of other people.

Whereas I was quiet and dare I say demure. I liked reading and living life a little more quietly. A good book and a quiet night was more than enough to keep me happy.

We just weren’t matched, the two of us couldn’t be more different. But Liz saw us as sisters and if I’m being honest in spite of all of our differences I kind of saw us as that too.

Still didn’t help though.

Because we just didn’t work together in 99 out of 100 scenarios. We meshed when it was just the two of us and when Liz felt like staying home and having a quiet night in, but other than that we just didn’t work.

Among our friends, well I think I was more or less tolerated because people liked Liz and we were part of a package. Couldn’t have one without the other.

But the benefit of that was that when we did spend time with friends Liz was the primary center of attention. She was the one they cared about, the one they noticed, which was fine by me.

I liked being the wallflower. It made it easy to slip out unnoticed and head back home to where I was comfortable.

Of course while that was fine for everybody else it wasn’t acceptable for Liz. I think in she wanted to have someone like her, someone who was just as crazy as she was.

None of her friends could keep up with her, even the ones who loved to go out and let loose while they were out needed some downtime every once in a while but not Liz. She was always ready to go, always ready to have fun. Always on another level.

I almost never agreed to go out with her. Not out dancing at least.

We’d been out to parties in college but since that had finished I had only ever let it happen really once and then it was under great protest from me.

She kept pushing boundaries, offering to dress me and make me up and I politely but firmly turned her down.

But I still went out with her, figuring that was at least enough of a consolation, and it was not great if I’m being honest.

The whole night was so boring. I just stood there sipping club soda and swaying to the music surrounded by a bunch of drunk idiots all night long. It was exhausting and when I woke up the next day I was so out of it. All I wound up getting out of the whole endeavor was sore feet, a pounding headache, and difficulty hearing because the music was blasting so loud.

But I did my due diligence, and after that I turned her down confident that I didn’t have to fulfill that particular obligation. I’d given ground the once and now I didn’t need to worry anymore.

Not that this stopped her from asking. Over and over every single weekend. She would beg and plead, try to cajole me into saying yes but I wouldn’t budge. I wasn’t going to be dragged along.

Tonight was no different.

I got home early from work and had my shoes kicked off while I relaxed with a cup of tea and a great book. I was ready for my regularly scheduled quiet Friday night in. Friday nights were a guaranteed relaxing night for me. Liz would be home soon and would try to get me to go out but after I turned her down one or a dozen times she would get herself ready and hit the town. That meant I would be alone until either so late at night I was already asleep or early the next morning, depending on what happened out that night.

Right on schedule Liz came bursting in through the door and I knew in an instant that I was in for a heavy case of begging.

She had her pout on, that look on her face that she always got when things weren’t going her way. That pout usually meant that she was going to double down on trying to get me to go out with her, that the back and forth of her begging and me turning her down was going to be closer to a dozen than it was to one.

Liz strolled into the room with a huff, falling down on the couch with an exaggerated sigh and waiting for me to ask what was wrong. I wasn’t going to give in to her, I was going to keep my nose in my book and pretend nothing was happening.

One more sigh and all I did was cast a quick glance, that was enough though.

Liz was strewn across the couch, lying there like an actress about to chew the scenery. She had kicked off her shoes and kicked up her legs, her long smooth thighs on full display sticking out of the charcoal grey pencil skirt she was wearing. Her cream blouse hugged her body, showing off her trim waist and pert, proud breasts. As usual her blouse had a few buttons too many undone for my tastes, but between that outfit, her hair up in a messy bun, and the thick rimmed glasses she was wearing Liz was the picture of tempting librarian.

She had the same slightly dark complexion and brown hair as I did. Hell we both had the same body type as well and more than once she’d borrowed some of my more conservative attire for job interviews or the like. But on me the outfit she was wearing would just make me look mousy and meek. On her she looked sultry and enticing. I could see why she always managed to have guys wrapped around her pinky finger.

That quick glance set her off, knowing that I was giving her even a bit of attention she knew she could press for more.

“Everyone from work canceled,” she pouted, “Every last one of them said they couldn’t go out tonight and Rose is having that out of town thing so everyone from college is out to that except us because Rose hates both of us. Literally no one is available to go out dancing with me.”

Phase one, set the hook. When making a hard sell Liz usually set the hook with pity, a short and quick story that established that she was hard done by and had a problem that she just couldn’t solve by herself.

“I just don’t want to go out dancing by myself,” she cooed, “It’s so boring if I’m by myself. I need a friend.”

Phase two, establish need. This makes her in a submissive position, makes her vulnerable and makes it easy for someone to be her knight in shining armor.

“I know,” she said excitedly, clapping her hands, “You should come out with me!”

Phase three, feign surprise at a solution that requires assistance only I can provide.

Game, set, and match.

But while such a three act play of blatant manipulation might work in her day job as a account rep to sexually frustrated middle aged men it definitely wouldn’t pass muster with me. I’d seen it executed too many times to fall for it.

“Nope,” I said bluntly, a hint of amusement in my voice. I had to give her credit for being so blunt about it and honestly for persistence as well. If I’d been turned down so many times I don’t know that I would be so willing to throw myself once more into the fray.

“Please,” she begged, and the excuses and justifications tumbled out.

It’ll be fun. I need you too. I can’t stay in. Oh please help me. And on and on.

I’d heard them all before and I tuned them out this time, listening at tone and repeating ‘nope’ when necessary. I knew this role, knew it was only a matter of time before she gave up.

But I was so tired of this. Every weekend the same thing and I was stuck sitting here while my tea got cold and I lost my page in my book again and again and again.

I would do almost anything to put an end to this once and for all.

“You never want to go,” she said finally, pouting and sitting up and crossing her arms.

I cast her another glance over the top of my book, “And yet you keep on asking. You really should just give up on it happening. Would save both of us time going forward.”

I watched her process this and then saw the look that came across her face.

Liz was not a dumb woman. She was damn near a genius when she wanted to be, an expert at getting what she wanted at the very least. When she had an idea, well it could be dangerous if you were on the wrong receiving end of it.

I should have kept that in mind.

She reached forward quickly and snatched her bag off the ground. Rummaging in it she pulled out a coin and held it up to me.

“I’ll make you a deal,” she explained, “We flip a coin. Heads you come out with me and you do whatever I say for the entire night. Tails you don’t go.”

She had a look of triumph on her face, as if I was going to agree to a deal that terrible.

“No,” I said bluntly, putting down my book, “There is nothing in it for me if I accept that. I can just say no to going out and I’ll be in literally the exact same position as if I won.”

“Here’s the kicker,” she smiled, “Either way, win or lose, and I will never ask you again.”

Never again? I could finally have real and true peace and quiet in my night. I wouldn’t have to do this dance and lose so much time turning her down again and again.

Was it worth it?

“Never?” I asked, “You’ll never bug me about going out ever again.”

“Never again,” she reassured me, “But if you don’t agree to the coin flip I’m going to beg and pout mercilessly. You know how I can beg.”

She was lighthearted and joking but Liz did have a way of annoying me into agreeing to something. That was how we wound up with our cat Oscar after all. She begged and pleaded until I gave in.

But she was a woman of her word. If she said it was a coin flip and done then it would be.

So 50/50 chance of tonight being a wreck, but 100% chance that my future is free and clear.

“Okay,” I said, sighing and figuring that I had to take the shot.

“Perfect,” she responded, flipping the coin instantly.

I swear that time slowed as I watched it blurring in the air, arcing and spinning before crashing down with a clatter onto our coffee table and showing heads.

I was going out.

“Yay!” Liz cried, jumping up and shouting, “Makeover time!”

“Makeover?” I asked, “What?”

“Yep! You agreed to do whatever I told you to, that includes clothing and makeup now up and get ready. I only get you for one night and I want to make the most of it!”

I was going to regret this decision.

---

The entire makeover was so overwhelming. I was kept in the dark the whole time, not literally of course but there were no mirrors or shiny surfaces for me to see what was happening to me.

We were in Liz’s room, a mess of disorganization with clothes strewn everywhere.

She flitted in front of me like mosquito, dabbing and pressing at me until she was satisfied.

Then she put her hands over my eyes and guided me over to my room where she had set out clothes for me. All of the clothes were hers. None of them was anything I would wear.

They were laid out neatly on my bed, which seemed almost a mockery of what they were. These weren’t clothes that necessitated neatness, they were the definition of extreme.

A white bra and panties started it off. Not lacy or ostentatious, but definitely designed to press my breasts up and out and create as much cleavage as they possibly could. Over top of this I was meant to wear a black micro skirt that barely covered my ass and a white mesh top on top that hugged my body and didn’t hide a single thing.

I couldn’t believe this was what she wanted to wear. It at least explained the white bra and the cleavage, you would be able to see absolutely all of it wearing something like this.

Taking a deep sigh in I reminded myself that once this was said and done I would be exactly that: done. No more nights out. Only had to last one night like this.

So I struggled my way into all this clothes, making sure not to get any makeup onto the white shit.

Jesus Liz, I thought as I looked down at myself, I can’t believe you sometimes.

Even just seeing myself from this angle I couldn’t help but blush with embarrassment. I was sure I looked ridiculous and I couldn’t believe I actually had to go outside wearing this.

It was absolutely insane. No one should dress like this. I was practically naked.

The clothes fit me well, so well they actually fit like a second skin. There was no hiding anything in these clothes.

My paranoid mind ran through every horrible scenario in the book. I imagined myself bending down to pick something up and flashing someone my panties. I imagined getting a bit too close to a guy and him seeing straight down my shirt. I imagined strangers staring at me, unable to stop looking as this girl who was dressed like this walked right past them leaving nothing to the imagination.

My body flushed with embarrassment. There was a heat burning inside of me, pounding behind my ears as I struggled into the tall heels Liz had set out for me and made my way out of the door of my bedroom.

Liz was standing there waiting for me, my perfect twin.

She was dressed in nearly the exact same outfit but opposite, a black mesh top with a white skirt. Her long brown hair tousled down around her shoulders, just like mine. She smiled at me, took me by the hand and brought me over to a full length mirror.

My breath escaped me, we looked identical.

Seriously looked like twins. It was completely uncanny.

Staring at the two of us in the mirror I didn’t see two roommates, I saw two clones, so close they were nearly indistinguishable. It took my breath away.

Because I looked hot. I’d never looked hot before but in this outfit and with this makeup and hair I looked just as hot as Liz did. I bit my lip and watched the reflection in the mirror do the same, the only indication on any level that we were the same person because that person in the mirror was not me.

I was quiet and shy and demure.

She was the opposite.

“Come on,” Liz whispered to me, “The cab is waiting for us.”

The trip out was a whirlwind. I was struggling to center myself but I couldn’t.

Liz was in charge completely, rushing me down the stairs and into the cab and then we were away to the club. I felt like I was blowing in the wind, desperately trying to grasp onto something as the buildings and lights rushed past us.

Vaguely I caught glances of myself in the window or the mirrors and couldn’t help but feel a twinge of unfamiliarity every time. I couldn’t see myself in that reflection, I just saw Liz.

And I felt something else, a sort of thrill as we would drive past cars with drivers that would double take when they saw me. Or when the cab driver had a hard time keeping his eyes on the road instead of watching the two of us in the rear view mirror.

When we got to the club and Liz practically dragged me out of the car I understood what that strange feeling was. The realization gradually came to me as we walked past the line of waiting people outside the club and with a smile and few words Liz convinced the bouncer to let us into the club. I understood it in the looks the men in line were giving me, the up and down that the bouncer gave the two of us.

It was power.

The power of attraction. A power that gave me the ability to wrap people around my pinky finger just like Liz did.

There was an undeniable draw in it.

The club was pounding with thudding music that invaded me as soon as we walked in. I had difficulty holding myself upright in the face of it, it took everything in me to follow along behind Liz.

She was amazing, cutting through the crowd like a torpedo through choppy waters. I had to admit a grudging respect for her here, there was a skill to her that I just did not have.

She managed to push her way up to the bar and had drinks for us almost instantly, charming the handsome bartender with a smile and a soft lip bite. She turned to hand the drink to me.

“What is it?” I asked, shouting over the music.

Liz leaned in close and whispered in my ear, “Just drink it. Remember, no questions tonight just doing what I say.”

I took a sip from the straw, something fruity and sweet bursting across my tongue. It was amazing, so light and somehow explosive at the same time. It made my body tingle and seemed to make everything around me bouncy and bright. My body felt light, felt warm to the touch.

The drink was gone in a matter of minutes.

And while we drank Liz and I stood off to one side taking in the club. There was a massive dance floor in the middle of the place, crowded with bodies and bright with light. All around the sides were deep booths and tables with comfortable looking seats.

As soon as we had stepped into the place I felt those dark and comfortable spots calling to me, begging me to sit there in the darkness. But now there was something else drawing me, something about the press of bodies on the dance floor and the bright lights. Something about the momentary glances I kept catching from men, watching the two of us slowly swaying to the beat.

The song changed and Liz jumped up, something about the music pulling her into action. In a moment our glasses were gone and I was dragged right into the center of the dance floor, pressed on all sides by the bodies of strangers.

I could count on one hand the number of songs I had danced to. They were almost all exclusively slow songs and almost all exclusively at school dances I was forced to attend. They were uniformly torturous.

This song was completely unlike anything I had ever danced to. The beat was fast and thudding, pounding through my body. I hadn’t the slightest idea how to move to this.

So I followed Liz.

We were already twins in appearance why not be twins in movement as well. What she did I did, swaying my hips and moving my shoulders. Bouncing and grinding to the beat. Eyes closed and arms over my head.

And then the music took me and I was moving on my own. The music told me what I was supposed to do, my body instinctively understanding it.

We danced for what felt like an eternity, and I luxuriated in the feel of my body bouncing and swaying with the beat. Liz and I danced with each other, shrugging off the guys who tried to dance on us or peel us apart. We were each others partners, and they could just watch in jealousy.

I saw their glances, and it was only near the end that I realized that the look in those men's eyes was anything but jealousy.

Breathless Liz pulled me off the dance floor, whispering in my ear something about drinks. The prospect of that sounded amazing, my mouth was dry and my body was aching with delight. A break would be great.

Halfway to the bar someone started talking to Liz.

He was handsome, that much was obvious even if it was somewhat difficult to pick him out in the dim light of the club. It was obvious from the way that Liz responded to him that she knew him from somewhere, but the music was so loud I couldn’t make anything out.

His friend that walked up after a few minutes was a different story though.

Even through the dim lighting I could see every feature of him. He seemed to shine with a sort of radiance powered by his good looks and charm. I don’t think I’d ever seen a man more handsome in my life.

Tall and broad shouldered, he had a beard that was neat and tidy yet somehow managed to make him look somewhat untamed. His dark hair was was thick and luxurious, and his deep brown eyes were warm and inviting. When he smiled at me I felt something melt inside of me.

The first guy turned to his friend and said something and he promptly disappeared. I felt something painful welling up inside of me as I watched him go.

But he was only gone for a moment before he returned with drinks for Liz and I. As I accepted it I heard Liz speaking to me, obviously introducing both men to me and me to them but I couldn’t make out anything, couldn’t hear his name at all.

The drinks were amazing, the same fruity cocktail as before, and before long I found myself once more swaying to the music while I tried to keep from staring at this handsome man in front of me.

I found myself getting irritated with Liz. She had dragged me out with the promise of a good time and dancing and here I was having to wait by her side while she flirted with some guy. I was so bored. Just when I was starting to have fun she went and did this.

I had to admit though there was one nice thing. As much as I was staring at him this guy was staring straight back at me. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from me, and even though I couldn’t believe I was wearing this outfit there was a part of me that was undeniably excited at the fact that this guy could see practically all of me fully exposed.

So could everyone else here I supposed.

I stared out at the crowd of dancing people, sucking the last of my drink in while I watched them moving. I saw them looking at me and felt a thrill the likes of which I never had before. I was thrilled that they were seeing me out here like this.

“Do you want to dance?” his gruff and deep voice asked in my ear.

I turned to see that handsome stranger so close to me, asking me. I gulped deep and nodded.

He led me onto the dance floor just as the music shifted. The song turned deep and heavy and grindy, and the whole vibe on the dance floor shifted.

People moved close, men and women pressing against each other.

He moved close, his firm and strong hands on me as he drew my body against his.

I let go and the music took me.

With my eyes closed it was difficult to tell where his body ended and my body started. It was difficult to tell where he was touching me, because to me it felt like he was touching me everywhere.

I was touching him too, pressing my hands against his firm body and feeling him flex and push back in response to me.

He felt strong, nearly overpoweringly strong, the smell of his cologne making me dizzy and lightheaded. The feel of him like he was surrounding me.

Opening my eyes I caught glances. Glances of him looking at me and glances of others. All of them strangers. All of them unable to keep their eyes off of me.

He kissed me, his lips on my neck tracing a line up and down that made me tremble and shake.

He spun me, so that I was facing away from him and facing a table at the edge of the dance floor.

I watched them, Liz and her man in a booth. I watched her straddling him, their lips and bodies intertwined. I watched the telltale movements of her body as she bucked and ground herself onto him, as she trembled atop him.

My strangers hands on my hips, one drifting up as the other drifted down. He had me in his grip. He had me exactly where he wanted me.

I felt a heady haze of arousal coming over me, pulled forward by the sight of Liz and the feel of his hands on my body. His body against mine. The hardness of his bulge pressing against my back.

The music changed into something far too fast and neither of us had to say a word. He moved me off the dance floor, drawing me closer and closer to Liz and her man before turning us away at the last second and finding us a booth of our own.

He drew me down into it and down to sit beside him. I had barely a moment to catch my breath before he was on me.

He didn’t kiss my neck this time, his lips met mine and his tongue pressed into my mouth with insistent pressure. His skillful hands played with my body, making me sigh and open myself up for him.

As his hand drifted lower and lower my legs parted for him, pressing apart and opening myself up to him.

I had a momentary bit of doubt as his lips pulled back from mine. I looked out at the crowd as his hand moved ever lower.

My stranger had selected a table at the edge of the dance floor. This was not a table shrouded in darkness like some of the others. Here I was fully exposed to the eyes of everyone. There was no hiding what happened next.

Could I do this? Out here in front of everyone?

As soon as his fingers slid over my throbbing sex I knew that I could.

Keeping my eyes fixed on the crowd I felt him touching me over my panties. I trembled as I felt him hook onto the side of my panties and draw them across, exposing me fully to the eyes of anyone who wanted to watch.

Trying to concentrate I scanned the crowd for anyone who was seeing this. I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to go on. But I couldn’t help but feel that tremble inside of me as I realized that any one of them could turn to see me right now. To see that woman they had been lusting after all night exposed to everyone on the side of the dance floor.

When he pressed his fingers inside of me I closed my eyes and realized I didn’t give a fuck. Let them watch me. Let them stare. I needed to feel this.

And I needed them to watch too. I needed people to see this, to see me acting like this. The exposure was a part of this.

With his other hand he lightly touched my wrist, wrapping thumb and forefinger around me he drew my hand over to his body. I felt the unmistakable feeling of a cock pressed into my hand and realized instinctively what he wanted me to do.

My fingers wrapped around his shaft as his fingers pressed in and out of me. I stroked him as he played with me, both of us pleasuring one another.

Turning to him I kissed him this time, my lips pressed hard against his for just a moment before I looked out at the crowd again.

I spotted Liz, dancing alone in the crowd without a care in the world. She didn’t see me here but I had to wonder what she would think of me if she did. Would she be proud?

My stranger pulled his fingers out of me and with a grunt he pulled me over to him. He lifted me and dropped me in his lap, straddling his knees.

His hands flipped my skirt up and I felt the bare skin of his palms on my ass for a fleeting second before he pulled me up and onto him.

I was so wet he slid in immediately, parting my lips and filling me up. Making me gasp.

I was in no state to move, no state to do anything but teeter above him as he thrust into me. His cock was filling me up, the heat of the club and the pounding of the music making my whole body throb the to beat of the rhythm of his thrusts.

I stared out at the crowd, watching them dancing and swaying so close to me. So close that any of them could see me and know exactly what it was that I was doing.

And then I saw Liz, watching me from the dance floor as she swayed to the music. The smile on her face showed her true intentions here. This was her plan all along.

I watched her stride over to me, each step that she took making my breath quicken, making my body throb, making the heat in me build.

Liz came close to me, bending to lean into me and whispering in my ear, “Want to dance?”

I clenched my jaw, my hips pressing back against the man pressing into me.

“In a minute,” I shudderingly replied.

She stood up and I looked at her with that sly smile on her face as she stared down at me.

My jaw was trembling, my hands gripping my knees as I clenched and pressed back against the solid man behind and inside of me. I closed my eyes and lost myself in this.

Liz slid into the booth next to me, her body pressed close against mine as the pace of his thrusts increased.

“Having fun?” she asked, her voice sing song with delight.

“Oh god yes,” I replied, struggling to keep my voice steady and struggling to keep the rhythm up.

I was so close. I could sense it pressing at the edges of me. I didn’t want anything to come between me and my beautiful release.

“I told you that you would enjoy your night out,” Liz cooed, running her finger down the line of my jaw and making me shiver.

“Mmm hmm,” I responded, my eyes flickering open to look at her so close to me.

She knew what was happening in perfect detail. Here was her uptight and quiet roommate fucking a man out in public. Just hours ago this would be unthinkable and yet…

“Question for you,” she asked, “What is this guys name?”

“No idea,” I replied instantly with a smile.

“Dirty girl,” she mocked.
“Yes,” I replied, the heat ratcheting up in me, “Yes OH GOD YES!”

I clenched down on him, my pussy spasming around his cock and throbbingly clenching on to him as I felt him bury himself deep inside of me and explode. His hips pressed into me, his hands grabbing me and pulling me down onto him as he tensed and unleashed himself inside of me.

I felt a white hot light set off behind my eyes, my voice struggling to keep quiet as I moaned out loudly. I don’t know that there was a single person in the club who didn’t hear me but I didn’t give a shit. I loved every bit of this.

Turning to Liz without an ounce of regret I addressed her, my voice clear and focused, “Yes. I think I do want to dance now.”

Liz pulled me to my feet as the guy pulled my skirt down. He watched us walk off with a smile on his face as I followed Liz onto the dance floor.


THESE AREN’T MY CLOTHES! Wearing A Skimpy Outfit By Accident!


I had been working at this place for well over a year, doing my damndest to make a good impression. Trying to be the best employee I could possibly be.

I thought I was pretty damn good. Always willing to go over and above. Always willing to go the extra mile.

If it was any place else I would get recognition, but here I was constantly undermined.

Not my fault either. Only so much you could do when you’re the wrong gender in the old boys club.

Being young and attractive and female in this company meant that I was constantly undermined. Either it was them making inappropriate comments about me or them trying to step in to help me out I found every single lead swiped out from underneath me. Every inch of progress I made was hard fought for. I had to work my ass off to get ahead.

But this was going to be my big break. I had a lead that no one else had ever even so much as heard of.

There were three ranchers who I had managed to get in contact with. They had investments in agriculture and farming that had been established over generations and were looking to branch out and invest in something that didn’t take place on a farm.

Specifically real estate in the city.

Now these seemed to be a couple of old school men, but I had a feeling I could charm them and get them in. And if I did it would be massive for my career, shooting me well above everyone else in quarterly earnings and securing my place as a force to be reckoned with.

I had the lead and that meant I had to keep it quiet. I had to make sure that I was the only one in the company who knew about it until the paperwork was done and signed and secured.

So that meant going out on my own and arranging everything myself.

They wanted to be wined and dined, that much was apparent from the conversations I had with them over phone and by email. They wanted someone to take them out and show them a good time and Vegas was the best option for that. A full weekend in Vegas. An option they had suggested and one that I was only too happy to accomodate for.

I think they likely had expectations, expectations of how their time should go.

I think they were expecting Alex, likely a handsome young salesman to be making these accommodations. Instead they would be getting Alex, short for Alexandra, a beautiful young saleswoman who was more than able to accommodate.

I was more than capable of making any arrangements, be they wining, dining, gambling, or even the inevitable trip to the strip club. I was a saleswoman, and in the lead up to this I had made sure to cover any eventuality.

Anything to get the sale.

Especially considering that all of this was on my dime. If I didn’t close this deal I would be out a not inconsiderable amount of cash. This had to work for me.

So everything was accounted for and nothing was left up to chance. No matter the difficulty I was prepared for it.

But I will admit I hadn’t realized how difficult it was to arrange these things. I’d been on ‘business trips’ like this in the past, but we had staff capable of taking care of these things. Before a few weeks ago I’d never even so much as booked a plane flight, let alone arranged for everything involved in a trip like this.

Still I was a capable person, more than able to handle this.

I had this.

It was going to work out.

But then like a comedy of errors everything went wrong and my plane was delayed and I got in with just enough time to grab my bags and get to the airport. I cursed myself for having decided to dress comfortable for the flight in dressed down clothing and on the elevator ride up to my room I wondered whether I would have enough time to get changed before I had to meet them for dinner. With less than an hour before our reservation I knew it would be cutting it very close.

And then I got to my room and flipped open my bag and that was when things went from bad to worse.

This was not my bag.

That much was clear from the contents at an immediate glance. This was definitely not my bag.

I took slight solace in the fact that the clothes were at least for a woman, and that they appeared to be about my size. But that was about as far as my satisfaction would go.

Because even if I wanted to I couldn’t wear any of this.

Whoever this bag belonged to, apparently they exclusively dressed in bikinis, cut off shorts and tiny t-shirts that barely covered anything. Most of the t-shirts also happened to have some obscene phrase or image printed on the surface.

Just perfect for a professional business meeting.

I knew that I didn’t have enough time to call the airport and sort out this mess. I also knew that I couldn’t possibly wear the comfortable clothing I had worn in the flight. Cut off shorts and a bikini might not be appropriate but sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt were not appropriate either.

I was losing my mind, tearing through the suitcase and pulling everything out in an effort to find something, anything that would work.

In the end I realized two things. First was that the owner of the suitcase apparently didn’t believe in underwear. Not a single bra or pair of panties was anywhere to be seen in this suitcase. Hell there wasn’t even any bikini bottoms.

Second was that the only even remotely appropriate thing was a single dress. It was in fact the only object of clothing that wasn’t a t-shirt, pair of shorts, or bikini top. One single dress.

Only problem was it was super tight and tiny, with deep cleavage in the front and a hem that would likely barely cover my ass, if that much.

But a quick glance at the clock told me I didn’t have time to be picky. If I wanted to dress, do my makeup, and be on time for dinner I had to go now.

On my way to the elevator in teetering high stilettos and this dress I knew I would have to be extremely careful while I was out. I wasn’t wearing anything under this dress so the slightest wrong move would mean that I was flashing everything to everyone around me. Of course wearing anything under this dress wasn’t an option. It was so tight that the slightest line would show extremely easily. Of course the benefit of that, I mockingly laughed to myself, was that if I did slip up and flash everyone they wouldn’t be seeing much that they couldn’t already see with this dress on.

Stepping into the elevator I felt a flush of embarrassment seeing myself in the mirrored walls. I thought I looked ridiculous, my whole body on display like this. I couldn’t imagine showing off like this by choice. I couldn’t imagine wearing this.

But here I was doing just that. I was about to walk into a business meeting and try to sell these guys on this offer and I had to do that dressed like this. They were going to see every inch of me and I would have to try to struggle to keep this professional.

I felt a hot blush of shame as I tried to clear my head to get ready for this. Then the elevator doors opened and I stepped out.

The restaurant I had selected for dinner was a steakhouse that came highly recommended. I figured based on what I knew about these guys that wouldn’t be a bad idea, I thought they would appreciate it. As a side benefit it just so happened to be in the lobby of the hotel and casino we all had our rooms in, and I had managed to secure us a private room in the restaurant to start the evening and weekend off right.

I just had to get through this night. There was some dead time tomorrow morning I could use to go out and grab some more appropriate clothing. Just a few hours and I could start tomorrow off right.

I stepped out onto the casino floor to cross it to the restaurant. Each step gave me a bit more confidence in these heels, and by the time I was halfway across the floor I was practically striding.

But that was when I noticed the eyes on me. Men and women alike watching me pass, taking in the sight of me. I couldn’t imagine what they were thinking. I couldn’t imagine what they thought of me.

I wanted to melt into myself with shame but I had to keep my head high and eyes forward. Any second now I would be meeting these investors and I had to appear to be as professional as possible, even if the circumstances were less than ideal.

It wasn’t difficult to pick them out of a crowd. They were the three guys in Stetsons standing by the bar waiting. All of them were far younger than I expected. I had been anticipating middle aged to retirement aged ranchers, but these guys looked about as young as I was.

They were handsome too, each one of them unique in their own way. One guy was a bit bigger, not fat but muscular. Another was shorter, a bit on the thin side. The last was like the picture of a cowboy on a romance novel, handsome and charming and tall.

All three of them had eyes only for me as I walked up.

And I was all smiles, introducing myself and running through the lines I’d rehearsed about how excited I was they were thinking about investing in real estate and how I had set up quite the weekend for us to enjoy ourselves and talk specifics. I ushered them into the bar without much effort, trying to keep myself from wondering whether the look of half shock on their eyes was due to my outfit or whether it was due to the fact that I was a woman.

Over drinks while we waited for food to be prepared I learned a few things about these men. First was that it wasn’t a typo or mistake, they were all somehow impossibly called Jake. Specifically Big Jake, Little Jake, and Just Jake. Personally I think Little Jake didn’t like his name, but the others seemed to take no end of pleasure from calling him that.

Second was that they had apparently known each other for their entire lives, having been born in the same small town within the same couple of months. These guys had gone up through school together and had all inherited their family businesses, which seemed to be mainly organized around a balance of farming, both agricultural and livestock.

Unlike their fathers these men weren’t content to rest on a business that was doing well. They were interested in expanding and wanted to do whatever it would take to make that happen. In the case of their particular business that meant contacting my company to see if they could branch out into material investments in new areas.

I talked up the real estate opportunity over steaks that were perfectly cooked, explaining the specifics of it to the three of them while they satisfied their appetites for meat and alcohol in equal measures. If I’m being honest I had a bit of a hard time reading them. I wasn’t terribly familiar with men like the three of them. I wasn’t sure whether they were in fact interested in working with me or whether they were just using me to get a good meal and drinks. They seemed interested, to a bit of a blunt degree in fact, but I couldn’t tell whether it was a put on or not.

It wasn’t until Big Jake blurted out that they had all decided to invest before they’d even shipped out to Vegas but he was looking for a bit of a better time than he thought I could offer them that I realized their bluntness was true. They were the sort of men who said what they thought and could be trusted to do that.

“Jake,” Just Jake said, “Ease up there.”

“No it’s alright,” I said, trying to defuse the situation, “I think I understand gentleman. I know that you may have been expected a guide to the city that is a bit more traditional. Someone who, to be blunt, is a guy.

“Rest assured,” I went on, “I may be a woman but I’m not a stranger to business trips like this. I can assure you that I’ve made arrangements for pretty much anything you want to do. For tonight I was thinking we would finish up here and then I could call for the car to take us to the club.”

“The club?” Little Jake asked.

“The strip club,” I explained, “I want to make sure you all are quite satisfied and know that me and my firm are willing to do whatever it takes to meet your needs.”

“Well hot damn,” Big Jake said with a smile, “I knew we made the right choice.”

Dinner wrapped up quickly after that and I whisked them away in a limo that drove right down the strip. This weekend would cost me a pretty penny. But Big Jake was being honest, and this deal was merely a formality at this point. I knew that I would be making back the money and more when all this was said and done.

As we pulled up to the club the men got out with varying degrees of enthusiasm. I watched Just Jake be the last to get out, reaching back to help me to my feet as I stepped out of the limo.

“You don’t have to do this you know,” he reassured me, “Big Jake is a bit of an idiot but he’ll sign the deal regardless of whether you show us a good time this weekend or not. He knows a good deal when he sees one.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, “I really don’t. And I was being honest when I said that I want you three to know with certainty that both me and my firm will do anything to please a client.”

“Anything?” he asked, and his eyes flickered up and down my body.

I felt a blush rush over me. I had been so invested in playing the part that I had completely forgotten what it was that I was wearing. How very exposed I was right now.

Jake was so close to me I could smell his cologne. I looked up into his handsome face as he took me in and I felt fully bared to him.

“We should get inside,” I said, “We’re losing your friends.”

I walked into the club in front of him, making my way up to the door and stepping inside. I swear I could feel his gaze on me the whole time we walked in.

As soon as we were in the club I lost track of the men. I spotted them heading straight up to the seats by the stage but as much as I wanted to I couldn’t bring myself quite yet.

Instead I got myself a drink from the bar and hid in the corner while I watched them enjoy themselves. I don’t think any of them were concerned with the fact that I wasn’t around.

But while the Jakes didn’t seem to know or care where I had slipped off to, that didn’t mean I didn’t get any attention. One man after another would come up to me in my seat by the bar. I would feel their eyes looking me up and down, fending off their lame lines and offers to buy me drinks.

I couldn’t understand what was drawing their eye. I was dressed. There were literally naked women walking around the club and yet these men seemed to only have eyes for me. It just didn’t make any sense to me.

I was contemplating exactly that when Just Jake came over and slid into a bar seat next to me.

“Not interested in the sights?” I asked him.

“Oh I am,” he replied back with an easy drawl, “But if I’m being honest something else caught my eye first.”

There was that look again, that calm appraising glance that went up and down my body. He was handsome and charming in his own way, but I was a professional. No matter how much I might have wanted this in other circumstances I had to make an exception here.

Even if there was a part of me that did appreciate the way he was looking at me. Even though the glance he gave me was far hungrier than the one that he had given anyone of the naked women walking around the club.

“Thank you,” I replied.

“Honestly I have to say,” he said, “I appreciate the hustle.”

“The hustle?” I asked, wondering what exactly it was he was talking about.

“You know,” he said, “The willingness to go the extra mile. To do what it takes to close the deal. No matter what. I have to say I don’t know how you knew it but you had those two wrapped around your little finger from moment one. Hell you had me too.”

I smiled and blushed a little deeper at this. I was so happy that this was working out for me.

“And I mean your pitch would have been enough,” he said, “This weekend added to that really sealed the deal for us. But honestly going that extra mile is just amazing. I know with complete confidence that you’ll do what it takes to keep us happy. Even if that is wearing a see-through dress.”

It was like a splash of cold water over me. It took me a moment to realize what it was that he was saying and another to look down at myself and see that he wasn’t lying.

Oh shit.

I was wearing a see-through dress.

It must have been difficult to notice in the light of the hotel room and in the elevator I must have been so distracted it didn’t even register with me. But this explained everything. The looks I’d gotten in the casino. The attention in this club. The way these men had just responded to me so quickly.

They were stunned because I was really and truly exposed to them.

I felt so ashamed, so embarrassed. I wanted to cover up. I wanted to tell him the truth about the suitcase switch up. I wanted to explain everything to him and dash for my hotel room and bury my head in the pillows until this whole weekend was over.

But I couldn’t do that.

Just Jake was going on and on about how impressed he was with me. How truly gifted I was at selling the services of the firm. How much this guaranteed that he knew his money would be well taken care of in my hands.

All of this rested on my confidence. On the head back confident walking woman they had met. I had to be that woman if I wanted to succeed.

So when Just Jake suggested moving over to beside the stage I couldn’t say anything but yes.

And as we walked I thought through all of this. I noticed the looks that men were giving me as I led the way, independent and yet with these three boisterous men. They were looking at me in awe.

And that was when I realized that there was a certain power here. That I did have these men under my heel. That I could get them to do what I wanted. What I needed.

And maybe being exposed like this wasn’t so bad.

Sliding into a seat beside the Jakes I noticed the woman they had with them. She had shifted her attention to the two of them, and though she was still on the stage it was clear that she knew where the money was in the club tonight.

Big and Little Jake were raining bills down on her as she spun and moved for them. She watched both Just Jake and I arrive with eyes heavy with lust and concentration.

Then she only had eyes for me. She shifted her movements to center herself on me and spin and move for me. She was gorgeous. An absolute perfect ten.

And she had a hand outstretched to me.

Before I knew what was happening I was drawn to my feet and up and onto the stage. She was moving around me, and I was moving with her.

I wasn’t a good dancer by any means, but I don’t think any of the men in the club minded. I stared out at the sea of hungry eyes watching me move and I fed off their attention. They were all looking at me, in my tiny dress. In my see-through dress. They were watching me perform for them.

I felt a heat building up in my body, helped along by the hands of this beautiful stranger running up and down my body. I felt her touch and that attention making me swoon with heat. Making me feel like a goddess, worshipped by all these men here.

Then the music stopped and she stepped off of the stage with me and walked over to Big Jake, falling into his lap.

I heard snippets of conversation and the word ‘champagne room’ spilled out and then we were up and gone, swept away from the main floor of the club and into an upstairs windowed balcony area that overlooked everything.

The space was nice and spacious, with a small low stage surrounded on all sides by a couch. The Jakes all slid into the couch and I moved to slide in with them when I felt her take my hand and draw me to my feet.

The dancer had stripped down to just her panties on the stage below, but once the dance had ended her top came back on. She pulled me up onto the stage and the first thing she had me do was take her top off for her, showing me how to grab the flimsy fabric and pull it away, an action with resulted in me palming both her breasts and squeezing them, hearing her moan in response.

The dance downstairs was tame in comparison. Up here in front of the Jakes she didn’t hold back. Within moments she was fully naked, her body writhing lithely against mine as she enjoyed the touch of me on her and the attention of these three pairs of eyes watching us move.

I looked at them, the men seemingly torn between the fully dressed woman dancing in front of them and the fully naked woman pulling her in. Embracing her.

Kissing her.

I felt lightheaded from the kiss, my knees going a bit weak as I trembled in her embrace. All of this was so unexpected. So far off the path from what I had planned.

But I couldn’t deny that it was exciting. Couldn’t deny that it was engaging. Couldn’t deny that I liked it.

Not just the kiss and not just the touch of her body. I liked the attention.

From these three guys and from all of the strangers in the club.

I loved it.

She was so skilled, her fingers so nimble I barely even registered what she was doing until I felt my dress slip off of me. She exposed me to them, what little fabric I had left stripped away as I was well and truly laid bare before them.

Then she turned me, letting them see my full naked body standing there on the stage, on full display for them.

They were hard. They were impossibly hard, their bulges visible through their pants. And Big Jake wasn’t holding back, he had unzipped and pulled out his thick fat cock, his fist wrapped around it and pumping as he watched the two of us.

The dancer didn’t hesitate to leave me then, walking over to the boys and sliding into the lap of Big Jake with ease.

I watched her grind on him for a moment. Watched her reach over to touch the bulging cock of Little Jake and nimbly unzip his pants. I watched her work her magic and then I felt him next to me.

Just Jake was standing there, he pulled me into him and his hands cupped my ass while he kissed me long and hard. When we broke I glanced back at the boys, watching as they balanced the dancer between them, one thrusting from behind while the other filled her mouth.

“Amazing,” I whispered.

“That’s not amazing,” he said in my ear, “This is.”

He walked me over to the windows of the balcony, to the view over the club. The whole club was behind up as he pinned me between the balcony windows and his body. He held me there, my entire body exposed to the entire club full of men below me. I watched the dancer on the stage, and I heard the unmistakable sound of his zipper undoing behind me as I felt him press into me from behind.

He fucked me hard and fast. He fucked me like he had something to prove. He fucked me right there against the glass, my body suspended there.

And they knew it too. The men in the club below registered what was happening and turned to look. The dancer on stage wasn’t the center of attention anymore, I was.

Little old me, fully naked and pressed up against the window where they could see everything.

Jake fucked me with long and fast strokes, pounding into me and making me cry out with pleasure. I tried to look away and hide my shame. I tried to push away.

But I couldn’t.

Because I loved every bit of it. The exposure. The need in their eyes. The hunger. The shame.

I needed it more than I had ever needed anything before in my life.

When I came it was hard and overwhelming. It hit into the edges of my vision and made my sight go white. But even though I stumbled and shook I was suspended there against the window. All of the men below could watch me come hard and fast, screaming out my pleasure over the pounding music reverberating through the club.

Jake pulled out of me and I knelt before him quickly taking him into my mouth and finishing him with my tongue. I felt him splash in me, coating my lips and tongue and throat with his salty stickiness. Filling me up and dribbling out of the corners of my mouth.

The night ended shortly after that. It seemed that once Big Jake got his satisfaction he was more than content to head home.

The dancer helped me redress, kissing me goodbye once more with a kiss that was more than a little passionate and accompanied by a whispered invitation to return once more. I blushed and stumbled out of the club with my three male companions, noticing all of the eyes on me as we walked through the sea of men occupying the regular part of the club.

The limo ride led us straight back to the hotel and I walked with all three Jakes into the hotel elevator. All three Jakes were on different floors, and each got off with a good night and a thanks.

In the end it was Just Jake and I alone in the elevator riding up in silence.

“You know my room overlooks the whole strip,” he said.

“I know,” I said with a smile, “I made sure of it.”

“Well I was thinking,” he said as the elevator dinged his floor.

“Yes?” I asked, watching him step out.

“I was thinking that I could press you up against the window in my room and fuck you while the whole city watches,” he said, extending a hand to me.

“Yes please,” I said, taking his hand and letting him lead me down the hall into his room.


DON’T LET THEM SEE! Streaking Across Campus By Accident


There is nothing quite like a good workout to get the blood pumping. The rush of endorphins as you exercise, pushing your body to the limits, feeling how far you can go.

It’s indescribable.

So when I came out of the shower after a hard workout I was feeling good. The exercise had pushed my muscles until they ached while the shower had made me loose and limber, made me feel warm and fuzzy in it’s own way. Smooth and luxurious.

Honestly I could draw parallels to the way my body felt after sex. Not the triumphant release of an orgasm, more that soft suffusion of warmth that came over your body afterwards, the feeling of relaxation after hard exertion and tension.

I could draw parallels but I couldn’t be certain about them, because if I was being completely honest it had been a long time since I’d last gotten laid. Far too long.

I’d just been so busy, between school and work I barely had any time to have any social life so I had just mostly abandoned any chance of that. It wasn’t a conscious choice. It just kind of happened.

I tried not to think about it. I tried to concentrate on what was in front of me, knowing that this was a temporary period of my life, that once I was done with school I’d be able to stretch my legs a bit and enjoy life.

Or at least I hoped so.

Because right now the only free time I had was spent right here in the gym exercising and keeping myself in shape. I figured even if no one saw me there was no sense in letting myself get flabby.

But that commitment to exercise in combination with my busy schedule often meant my exercises were at odd times.

The gym at school was large and was open for a large portion of the day, one of the benefits of going to a school so focused on sports. I’d been in here right as the doors opened and I’d been in here right as they closed and both were fantastic.

It may be a sports school but it was also a bit of a party school, so early risers were few and far between and most people would much rather spend their nights at a bar or one of the many fun parties that inevitably popped up across campus every night.

This current session was late at night, I’d been stuck working a bit of overtime at my part-time office gig. I say a little bit of overtime, but considering it was a Saturday any time spent at the office was more than a “little bit” of overtime, and I’d pulled a ten hour shift.

I’d headed over here immediately after I’d finished at work, stopping only briefly at my dorm room to grab my bag, and to run into Steve.

Steve lived across the hall from me and was the current fixation of my dreams.

He had jet black hair and pale gray eyes, a square jaw and high cheekbones. He was amazing, the picture of a man who was handsome without trying to be handsome, striding through the dorms and campus with a casual swagger that just showed how laid back he was.

I’d heard girls talking about him, whispers as he passed by about how hot he was, how mysteriously quiet. I’d heard guys talking about him, about how he was ruining their game because when he walked into a room he turned heads away from themselves.

Steve lived across the hall from me, and since the first moment I saw him I knew that I wanted him.

But I’m not the type of girl that draws attention, and I’m not the type of girl who has the courage to make the first move.

So Steve remained a fantasy, visiting me in my dreams and nowhere else. Aside from a few polite nods and hellos I don’t think we’d ever said a word to each other.

Still he occupied my mind all through my workout, and my shower afterwards had been extra long to wash away both the sweat of my exercise and the impure thoughts I’d had about him.

Stepping out of the showers and striding into the changing area I kept an ear cocked for any sounds of a single other soul. But I knew I was alone, which meant that I was free to unwrap the towel from around my body and fling it to one side.

I loved being naked. The first thing I did when I walked into my dorm room was strip down to my bare skin and feel the air wrapping around me.

I worked hard on my body and knew that I looked good, and being naked was so very freeing that I loved it probably more than anything else in this world.

I liked to indulge in the gym locker room too, but only when I was sure I was alone. I was too shy to strut around naked, even if it was just around other women who likely wouldn’t care. My love of being naked just didn’t extend to being naked in front of other people. Even the mere thought of that was enough to make me blush.

But right now, when I was all alone, right now I was more than willing to be a bit of an exhibitionist.

Strutting across the space, letting myself occupy it, exposed to the eyes of people who weren’t here. It was so freeing that I did a little spin, around and around in a dizzyingly tight circle until I didn’t know which way was which.

That was when the lights switched off.

Locker rooms don’t have windows, and considering they’re mostly a confusing maze of lockers and benches when the lights go off you don’t get much light to help you navigate. I was plunged into a deep and immediate darkness, coming to a stop in my circle without even knowing which way was up let alone where my clothes were located.

Swearing quietly under my breath I realized what must have happened. I’d been here so late that I must have stayed past the time the gym closed. This gym wasn’t staffed by professionals, it was staffed by students who worked part time for community service hours, to fulfill scholarship requirements, or for a bit of beer cash.

Point was they weren’t the most committed staff.

They must have completely forgotten to check the change rooms to see if anyone was still here. Or more likely they knew they were supposed to check and just were too lazy to care.

I quickly worked to try to figure out what it was that I had to do. How I could possibly get out of this. I knew that my clothes were sitting out on a bench right by my bag, and I knew that in that bag as well there was my cell phone which had a flashlight app on it.

If I could find my bag I could dress by the light of my phone and then figure out how to get out of this building without setting off an alarm or anything like that.

So really the only thing I had to worry about was finding my clothes, and that would be easy enough in pitch black darkness. Right?

Bending down a bit I stretched out my hands and felt my way through the dark. Objects that came to touch my fingers were oddly square and wooden, each of them indistinguishable from the other.

I moved slowly trying my best to avoid slamming my knees into benches or lockers. Hitting a cool and metal vertical surface I felt upwards to run my fingers over the unmistakable feel of the push bar of a door.

My first thought was honestly that this had to be the complete wrong direction, that I didn’t remember a door between the showers and my clothes. But there was a sliver of doubt in me, that made me think that maybe I was mistaken, that maybe the door closed automatically when the lights went off, that maybe I was wrong.

Because I was fairly sure this was the way to my clothes. I’d always had a good sense of direction and my body was telling me this was probably the right way.

So figuring ‘what could go wrong’ I pushed on the bar and stepped through the door.

My eyes took a moment to adjust, blinkingly staring at the space in front of me until it resolved into view. I saw the unmistakable outline of a tree directly in front of me, and I realized what it was almost exactly at the time I heard the door click shut behind me.

I was outside. I was outside and I was completely naked.

Spinning around immediately I moved to make my way back in through the door only to find it merely a featureless blank slab. No handle whatsoever.

I was trapped.

Shit.

My mind went into overdrive, arms and hands coming up to cover myself as I shuffled and crouched by the door. Scanning the space around me I saw that I was around the back of the building, in a space little visited by anyone.

This college was on a campus that was just a bit east of the city we were in, a beautiful leafy space that had plenty of greenery, with buildings dotting the acreage and paths curving between each of them. The relative isolation of it meant that I was unlikely to encounter anyone but staff and students out here, but the relative isolation combined with the tiny town nearby meant that most students didn’t leave the campus to have fun. Aside from a small bar scene in the tiny downtown of the town there wasn’t much draw to peel students off of campus.

So while I wasn’t going to encounter anyone other than students, the chances are I wasn’t going to be able to hide here for long without being found out. Especially considering it was early on a Saturday and everyone was on their way to parties and bars to have a good time.

Visions flashed through my mind, thoughts of having someone catch me like this, of being caught on campus and having everyone know me as that girl that was naked on campus. The college was small enough that the rumors would get around, that everywhere I went I would be known by that. There would be no way to avoid it.

The merest thought of it made me blush, a deep crimson that lit up my entire body and burned hot under my skin. It made my body vibrate, shaking as I ran through scenario after scenario in my head, each one getting more and more extreme. Until by the end of it I was stripped bare by the campus and forced to never where a single stitch of clothing again.

And I’ll confess that the thought of that made me feel different. That somewhere along that my nightmares became something different, became something stronger. Became my fantasies.

But then I heard someone walking down the path, heard the unmistakable sounds of footsteps on the path and the chatter of two people talking back and forth. It was like I was frozen until I heard that, but it lit off a fire underneath me and I moved quickly.

There were bushes on either side of the door with a slight gap between them and the wall. I slipped behind them and ducked down, staring at the dark figures as they passed on the path, only a sparse bush keeping them from seeing every part of me.

Holding my breath I felt my heart pounding in my chest and in my ears, a rhythm that overwhelmed me and made it difficult to do anything but stare with eyes as wide as saucers as they passed.

And I felt a thrill, running through my body and making me twinge with delight. I felt a thrill, butterflies flittering in my stomach as I concentrated on keeping quiet. It didn’t diminish as they passed, and it stayed steady and constant as the sound of them faded into the distance.

The adrenaline of it put my mind into overdrive, making me think about my situation and plan out what I was going to do next, plan out the only choice I had.

The gym was locked, there was no way to get back in and get my clothes. I didn’t have any friends on campus I could hunker down with or turn to for help. I had to get back to my dorm room. I had no other choice.

It wasn’t far though, only about a five minute walk under normal circumstances.

But normal circumstances meant walking straight through the middle of the campus, which for obvious reasons wasn’t an option right now.

I would have to take the long way and I would have to hide the whole time. Working around the outside of campus and making my way around the outbuildings on the edges of campus until I made my way all the way over to my dorm. I had no idea how long that would take, and I had no idea how I would do it while remaining hidden the whole time, but I didn’t have much of a choice.

I glanced both ways and cocked an ear to try to see if I was alone. I didn’t hear anyone and so I dashed out and to the right, making my way down the side of the path, ready to dart into the bushes on the side at any point.

Moving down darkened paths I kept myself crouched, hiding as much of myself from view as I could at once. I was practically holding my breath the whole time, stepping carefully to try to make as little noise as possible.

I knew I was quiet, but to me I was being so loud. Every step was a thundering footfall. Every breath was a gust of wind. Every beat of my heart was the pounding of a drum echoing in the open air.

Not loud enough I couldn’t hear people coming though.

I heard them chatting before I saw them, loud masculine voices booming out in the air and drawing attention to them. It was something I was oh so grateful for.

I dashed to the left, darting between some trees and ducking down so I was as out of sight as I could be, hidden behind a hedge in the gardens next to the building.

With eyes wide open and unblinking I watched them come into view. There must have been seven of them, all of them large men with wide shoulders and broad chests. They were joking and laughing, clapping each other on the back and generally being loud and rambunctious.

Paralyzed in fear I watched them pass. Even though I knew there was almost no chance they would notice me I was still so scared they would glance sideways and see a glimpse of my bare skin and the whole thing would be up before I had even had the chance to get a quarter of the way back to my dorm room.

I played the whole scenario out in my mind, one of them glancing to the side and his eyes going wide with disbelief. He’d stop and stare, trying to see if his eyes were playing tricks on him. The others would keep walking but they’d only make it a few feet before they noticed he’d stopped and they would call to him but he’d point out something in the hedge. He’d ask if they saw it.

And they would look and notice it too. Notice me hiding behind the hedge and step closer, uncertain at first but gradually growing in confidence as more and more of me came into view.

And I would be paralyzed, unable to move as I watched them move towards me step by step, until they were surrounding me, staring down at me from above, my whole body on display for them.

They would know what I was then, and right there above me they would discuss what it was they should do with me. Jokes would become demands until I had no choice but to give in.

And they would pull me from the hedge, into the center of the path.

And they would strip themselves bare too, pressing their hard bodies against mine.

And they would take their pleasure from me, all of them all at once.

Until I was left panting and throbbing and exposed, my body pounding with pleasure as I let them inside of me, as I let them take me there in the sight of everyone. The shame of the exposure mingling with the confusion in my body and mind, until I was beet red and burning with need to have myself be bared and pleasured in front of everyone. Until I was demanding it.

But that was just a dream, in reality they passed without even so much as a glance my way.

I waited a long while, crouched there in the bushes and willing myself to calm down. I waited until my heart stopped pounding, until I could finally breathe without shaking.

And the whole time I couldn’t help but think about what had occupied my mind. I couldn’t help but wonder about why it was that those thoughts were running through my head, why I was having those fantasies.

Because they were fantasies. Not nightmares. Not fearful fancies of my imagination.

There was no fear there. Not in the thoughts and not in the images.

I wasn’t afraid of them finding me, because on some level I wanted them to find me. Even if that was the worst case scenario.

Rational thought won the day, and instead of indulging in those fantasies I planned out the next move. Plotting out the steps between where I was hiding and my destination. I took a deep breath and moved.

Rushing down the path I kept close to the side, trying to concentrate hard on keeping my eyes ahead of me and around me instead of inward, instead of wondering about that encounter I had imagined.

I made my way quickly, hearing people in the distance but no one close enough to potentially expose me. I was so busy concentrating on the sounds of people in the distance that I barely noticed what was right in front of me until it was too late.

Lucky for me he was walking with his head down, flipping through papers he held clamped in one hand. So locked in was his concentration that he didn’t even notice the naked woman frozen solid in the middle of the path.

Without thinking my body moved automatically, dashing to one side and pressing myself behind a tree. I watched him move through the reflection in the glass, watched him walking ever onward without even a glance my way.

But those fantasies came unbidden once more, and once more they consumed me. This time they were more powerful, this time they were nearly unbearable.

Because I knew the man who was walking. I’d seen him standing up and lecturing in front of my class a dozen times. My chemistry Professor, a man I’d had a crush on for months.

He was young for a Professor, looked like he was barely out of grad school himself. But he made up for his young age with an intensity that permeated every one of his lectures. I was enthralled by him. I had a crush on him. And now here he was mere feet from me while I was fully naked.

So while he passed my mind drifted again as I played through a fantasy where I hadn’t been quick enough to move. Where he hadn’t noticed me until he’d stumbled into me and we’d fallen to the ground in a tumble of bodies. And he had first noticed who I was and then noticed that I was bared to him and he was overcome.

He fucked me right there in the middle of the path, his thickness parting my sex and filling me up. He fucked me here under the light of the stars as I screamed out my pleasure to the world, throbbing and pulling him into me until I was overcome by all of it and couldn’t bare any more.

But when I came back to reality, gasping and bent double while trying to contain myself, he was gone and I was alone.

These fantasies were getting so much more powerful, so much more overwhelming. I didn’t know what I would do if I couldn’t get to safety soon.

I stumblingly made my way down the path, the craving throbbing between my legs. I felt that need building in me, felt it damn near undeniable.

Each step was agony, and I couldn’t bring myself to walk down the path knowing full well that if someone was making there way down it I wouldn’t be able to have enough wherewithal to drag myself out of sight.

I could see my dorm, could see the silhouette of that sanctuary in the distance when I heard a door open nearby and heard the spill of laughter tumble out into the night air. The girls passed close, a tight knit group of them who once more didn’t notice little old me ducking down on the side of the path.

But once more the fantasies overtook me, telling me what it was that I really wanted.

To be found by them, to be exposed by them. To have them tie a collar around my neck and pull me out and through the middle of campus.

So everyone could see me, fully exposed and bared. So everyone could see what I really wanted.

I wanted it so bad. I wanted it so much it was making it hard to think of anything else. Just the merest thought of it was making my whole body vibrate with need. With desire.

And when they passed it took all my strength to move the last little distance to the entrance of my dorm building and then stand there staring at the door.

It was locked, of course it was locked. All of the dorm buildings on campus were locked and there was no way to get in without a key. I had a key of course, it was stuffed into the bottom of my gym bag along with all of the clothes I should have been wearing right now.

Oh god I had made it all of this way only to fall short at the last possible instant.

I collapsed into the bushes beside the entrance, trying to focus on some sort of a solution but only able to think about that pounding need between my legs. I wanted to be exposed. I knew that I did. Even if I couldn’t admit it out loud this was something I wanted and if I didn’t get safely inside in short time I knew I would give in and start striding down that path back towards the center of campus.

Just thinking of it excited me, stilled me, made me feel somehow more at peace. Walking down that path felt like the right thing to do. Felt like what I had to do.

There were a bunch of dorm buildings here in this space and traffic was starting to pick up as people headed out for the night. I watched them leaving and entering the different dorm buildings. Watched all of these people passing and knew that any one of them could expose me.

And I wanted them to.

But my reputation. Everything I had worked so hard for would be dashed in a moment if I gave in. This would become me. This would define me.

I needed to resist. I couldn’t bare the shame of being known around campus like this. I couldn’t bare it even if the thought of it alone was enough to satisfy me. My cravings, my fetishes, they would have to stay my own.

I made a pact, here and now. The next person to walk up to my building and step inside would be it, that would be the person I would ask. Regardless of who it was.

I saw Steve walking from the distance, I knew it was him I would recognize his handsome and striking features anywhere. I watched him close the space between us and I knew exactly where he was going. I felt my heart catch in my chest as he drew closer and closer, torn between hoping he would be the next person to step up and wishing it would be anyone else at all.

But it was him, stepping up to the door and fumbling in his pocket for his key.

“Psst,” my voice worked automatically, the words spilling out of me as if pushed out by some unseen force, “Here in the bushes. I need your help.”

I kept myself hidden, but I’m sure he could tell what was happening as soon as he looked over because his expression went from curious and uncertain to surprise damn near instantly.

“Look,” I explained quickly, “It’s a really long story but yes I’m naked and I need to get into my room. Can you open the door and let me in?”

The air was gracefully warm and Steve was dressed accordingly, a tight t-shirt and slacks showing off his lithe but muscular physique. He took a few moments to consider what it was that I said before finally snapping back to reality and responding in his smooth and masculine voice, “Sure.”

He looked around, waiting for a rare dead period before unlocking and pushing open the door. I moved as quickly as I ever could, my body a blur of pink skin as I darted past him and into the building. I was working on autopilot now, dashing through the halls as quickly as I could and making my way around twist and turn towards my room. I gave thanks for small mercies as I saw my door in the distance, thankful that I hadn’t encountered a single other soul in the hallway.

I hit my door at nearly full speed and jiggled the handle before registering once more how much of an idiot I was. Of course if I didn’t have the key for the building I certainly didn’t have one for my individual dorm.

“Can’t get into your room?” asked the mildly amused voice from behind me.

Keeping myself huddled against the door I cast a look over my shoulder to see Steve strolling up on me with a wry smile on his face.

“Clearly I didn’t think this through,” I replied, trying and failing to keep my cheeks from burning red with embarrassment.

“Come into my room,” he said, unlocking the door, “I’ll get you something to wear and you can call campus maintenance to let you into your room.”

He opened the door and I dashed in, one arm over my breasts and the other covering my legs.

He followed afterwards, nodding towards the phone on his desk while he turned away from me to give me privacy. I waited only a minute before sitting on his desk chair and crossing my legs to keep my sex covered while I reached for the phone with my now free hand. I kept my other arm crossed across my chest as I dialed the number and waited for it to connect.

My voice was automatic as I relayed my situation to the bored sounding voice on the other end of the line. They rattled off a few questions and a timeline for them to come out with keys, information I memorized mechanically but didn’t quite process.

My attention was on the situation right in front of me.

In my wildest dreams I had never imagined this would happen. I had never dreamed that I would be here in the room of my crush, naked right in front of him. It seemed today was a day for fantasies.

I caught a glimpse of his eyes in the reflection of a mirror. He was casting quick glances at me, trying not to get caught. Unable to keep his eyes off of me.

He was looking at me just as much as I was staring at him. I knew that we both had the same ideas in mind.

I found myself opening up for him a bit, a hint of shame tinting my cheeks but spurring me on to loosen my body language, to uncover my breasts just slightly. To let my legs uncross and recross.

Each movement ratcheted the burning in my cheeks up a degree. Each movement made it more difficult to deny the truth.

I liked exposing myself for him. I liked having him watch.

The man on the other end of the line said goodbye and hung up and so did I, turning to look at my crush as he reached out for an over sized sweater and held it out for me, all while pretending not to look.

“Here you can wear this,” he said.

Boldly I stood, not bothering to cover myself at all as I reached out for the sweater and took it from his hand. I considered it for a moment, weighing the heavy and dense fabric in my hands before tossing it to one side.

“Great,” I said, cocking my hips to one side and letting my hands fall to tease the skin of my thighs while I stood on full display for him, “But I think I need to thank you first.”

I crossed the room to him as he turned towards me. I saw a blush in his face and heard him mumble something about it being his pleasure but I silenced him with a kiss.

The kiss was unusual. Almost awkward. Almost tentative. Almost unsure. But the longer it lasted the more those feelings burned away, a passionate and intense need replacing them as I broke my lips from his and whispered, “My knight in shining armor.”

Then I slipped to my knees.

My fingers worked quickly, unzipping and unbuckling and tugging at the clothes that covered my goal until it bounced free, hard and throbbing with as much need as I was.

I took him into my mouth, my tongue wrapping around the head of him and rolling over him. I tasted the sweat on his skin, the musk of his manly arousal invading my nostrils and making me moan with desire. I took more of him into me, feeling the bumps and ridges of his shaft as my lips slid up and down him.

His hands stripped the clothing from his body. I watched with rapt attention as his hard body came into view, as every shuddering inch of his form was revealed to me, perfect and muscular.

I watched those strong hands moving, nimble fingers peeling the clothes from his body and revealing him to me fully and completely. Oh how I wanted to feel those hands on me, to feel them playing with me, teasing pleasure into my skin with every touch.

He pulled me off of him, picking me up and spinning me around so I was pinned against the door of his room. His hands slid down my entire body, tracing trails of passionate fire into my skin as he relished the feel of me.

He gripped me by my hips and I felt him stepping up to me, his thick shaft slapping the inside of my thighs and leaving streaks of my own saliva on my skin as he came so achingly close to my quivering sex.

When he thrust into me there was no grace, just the trembling need of a man who desired a woman. He fucked me hard, pinning me up against the door while his cock relentlessly thrust into me and filled me up. I couldn’t stand it, my whole body shaking as he pounded that pleasure into me.

He was so hard, all of him. His cock between my legs and inside of me. His hands on my body gripping and pulling me. His chest against my back as he pinned me to the door.

He was so hard I couldn’t deny him and didn’t want to. I had what I wanted. What I needed. What I craved.

I had him.

But I wanted more.

I saw flashes of my fantasies from before. Saw them running through my mind and combining into one. The girls dragging me through the campus, exposing me to everyone, leaving me tied up in the center of a square. My professor stepping up to me first, breaking the ice, the need he had for me guiding him to take me there in the sight of everyone. The boys spurred on by the sight of me and the professor, taking me after he did, taking their turns with me and then leaving me there.

Quivering. Exposed. Used. Loving every bit of it.

I loved this but I needed that. I needed to be seen by everyone. I needed to be exposed.

But I’d take this, I’d accept this fantasy that I was living and embrace it. I would drink down every last drop of it.

Steve pulled me back suddenly, my hands reaching out for something to hold onto, slipping over the doorknob and then reaching out into the air as he pulled me back and into the chair. Onto his lap.

His hands on my waist he lifted and dropped me on him. His cock spearing into me and filling me up as I bounced atop him and took him into me.

I was shuddering, loving every minute of this as I watched my true fantasy come to fruition before my eyes. Well partly.

I saw his door start to open. When he pulled me back I must have turned the knob of his door because it started to swing open of it’s own accord.

Anyone walking past could see us.

At first Steve didn’t notice, so focused he was on drilling himself into me. At first he didn’t see.

Didn’t see the people walking by. Didn’t see them hear the noise of us. Didn’t see them stop to look.

They would stare as they walked, stumbling slightly as they took in the sight of my body, fully naked and exposed to them, the hard cock pounding in and out of me in full sight of them.

I would lock eyes with them, the ones that were willing to lock eyes with me that was. I would see a flash of recognition, followed by feelings too complex for words. I saw the thoughts and rumors sprout behind their eyes and knew that as they dropped out of sight those rumors would flow from their lips and spread across campus.

Steve noticed soon afterwards, his grip tightening somewhat as he realized the door was open and we were exposed. He moved to pull me off of him, to stand and close the door surely. I pushed him back down.

Squeezing tight on him I drew a groan of delight from somewhere deep and primal in him. I kept him pinned to the chair, my hips rocking back and forth on him, grinding myself on him while I squeezed the walls of my sex around him. I wanted him to love this as much as I did. Every bit of it. The pleasure and the exposure mixed together.

I felt his grip shift, losing control of himself as this woman he barely knew fucked and pleasured him in front of everyone passing by his door. I knew they were watching and I cared so much. I wanted them to watch. I needed them to.

My climax came on sudden and caught me by surprise, a billowing rush that hit me like a train. It came on me suddenly, my whole body shaking as the tension wrapped me up in it and left me warm and shuddering. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me down onto him as the climax echoed in him as well. I felt the tension pull him into its web and then both at once we released together.

I screamed out my climax, a wordless cry that echoed through the halls and informed anyone and everyone of what it was that was happening in here. I screamed out my pleasure and felt him groaningly explode in me, filling me up with the heat of his climax as we softened together and our heartbeats slowed in sync.

When I could finally see again I saw the maintenance man standing by the door to my room. His eyes were on the two of us, a look of shock on his face as he watched me pull myself up from Steve’s lap and cross the space towards him.

Wordlessly he opened the door and let me in, a smile enough to make him do what I wanted him to.

I stood there in my room, the space feeling so small to me. But the door was open and the whole big world was out there waiting for me. The possibilities were endless.

What was a girl to do?


I DIDN’T KNOW THIS WAS SEE-THROUGH! Outside In Only A Sheer Robe


At this point I think I might have a gambling problem.

I never used to be much of a gambler. I never used to be much of an anything. I was always a boring and ordinary girl from a boring and ordinary town.

But when I moved to the city I found myself living with a roommate, and that was the point where everything changed.

Jen was everything I was not. She’d lived in the city her whole life and knew every corner and bit of fun there was to have in this place. She was exciting and enthusiastic. She was outgoing and charismatic.

And she had a way of bringing the same out in others, even if that was against their regular personality. The things she had me doing - I’d never done anything like them before, I’d never dreamed of doing anything like them before.

It was exciting, being someone who wasn’t constrained by what she ‘should’ do. Who was able to do what she wanted to. Even if Jen did push me into things that went a little too far at times.

That was where the betting came in.

Jen liked to use bets to get me to do things that she knew I would hesitate to do, to push the limits. She knew that I was a lady of my word, and that when I had committed to something I would follow through. But she also knew that there were limits to what I’d agree to in the normal day-to-day, so she would set me up to have to do something ridiculously over the line by having it be a consequence of a lost bet.

I think she was living through me vicariously.

Jen had been in a long term relationship for as long as I had known her. It was a relationship that had started years before I’d known her in fact. One of those relationships you just know is going to end up in marriage and family and all of those other long-term commitments.

The way she explained it, her and her boyfriend had used to be wild. It used to be that she was the one doing all of the crazy things, flirting with exposure like the challenges she was making me take on.

But times had changed and now her boyfriend was getting more and more serious and frankly so was she. Neither of them were comfortable with those sorts of risks, they were far too happy with each other to chance that on a challenge like this.

Though that didn’t mean she didn’t get a thrill out of me doing it.

I knew she did, because if she could she would be there when I did it and if she couldn’t she would hang on my every word as I described it to her. I knew she liked it, and I knew that there was a part of her that wished it was her doing this instead of me.

But I was the one putting myself out there. All because she was pushing me to.

The time I lost a bet and I had to go to work without panties on. Walking around the entire day shifting uncomfortably and knowing that one wrong bend or awkward sitting and everyone around me would know that I was completely exposed.

It was the longest work day of my life, knowing that at any point I could send my whole career up in flames.

Each interaction with a coworker was a palpable reminder that I was so close to being exposed to them. Each bit of physical closeness an exercise in caution as I tried not to let on what was happening to me.

And each one a potent reminder that this was what I wanted.

I wanted to be exposed like this to them. I wanted them to be on the ragged edge of finding me out. I wanted to be found out. Discovered.

Damn the consequences.

I wanted my boss to catch a glimpse and call me into his office. To have him ask me flat out if I was wearing panties. To have him ask me if I thought that was appropriate.

I wanted to blushingly confess my indiscretion. To tell him that I was bare between my legs. To tell him that I knew that this wasn’t appropriate but that I couldn’t help it, couldn’t resist. I wanted to beg him for leniency.

And have him say that punishment was in order. Have him demand that I bend over his desk and receive my punishment, my shaky legs compelling me to comply.

As I bent over and let my elbows rest on his desk. As I felt his hands slip my skirt up over my ass. As I was exposed to his eyes and the open air of his office.

His hand crashing down on my ass, spanking me and sending waves of shocking pain and pleasure coursing through my veins. Time and again, as I bit my lip and tried to keep from drawing attention. As I stared at the door to his office, willing it to stay shut, to keep my shameful secrets hidden here in this place. Contained between him and me.

Because I would do anything to maintain my secrets. Keeping still as he punished me. Trying not to reveal how wet I was even though it was perfectly clear to him. Trying to resist begging him to unzip his pants and slide his thick cock into me, pounding away between my legs until we both collapsed atop his desk in a shuddering heap of twitching pleasure.

That fantasy played over and over, coming to me each time I was alone for even a moment. Making it difficult to do anything but squeeze my thighs together and ride out the fantasy until it was done. Making that the hardest work day of my life.

That was the story I told Jen when I got home that night. That was the story because that was the truth, and I know that when I finished replaying the tale she went straight into her bedroom and jumped on her boyfriend. I know because I laid in bed that night listening to the sounds of their bodies coming together, the cries and moans and the slamming of their headboard playing over and over while I pleasured myself.

I left that job shortly thereafter, finding another job that paid far more money. I left the position but I never forgot what I did there, never forgot how it made me feel to be bare in a place like that.

That wasn’t the only bet I’d lost. Hell that wasn’t even the first bet I’d lost.

The first was the time she’d made me do something humiliating was the first week I’d even moved in. I’d come home from work hungry and she’d told me there was nothing to eat in the house. She’d suggested ordering pizza but I scoffed, saying I was sure I could whip something up.

So she had laid out a bet. If I managed to make something then she would clean the kitchen for a full week. If I didn’t then I had to answer the door wearing her favorite outfit, plus she would cover the cost of the food.

At this point I wasn’t aware of what type of person Jen was. I didn’t know her particular tendency towards exhibitionism. So when I glanced through the cupboards and nothing jumped out I gave up far too quickly even though I realistically probably could have made something.

Because at the time I figured she was paying for the food anyways, and I figured by favorite outfit she probably meant an embarrassing pair of pajamas or something like that.

I remember thinking, ‘how bad could it be?’

Her favorite outfit was her birthday suit.

When she told me she wanted me to answer the door fully naked I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach. An icy chill came over me as I tried to figure out whether or not she was being serious.

She was.

I think this first case she went overboard to see if I would go along with it. But like I said earlier fair is fair and I keep my word. So even though every fiber in my body was telling me to cover up I answered that door completely nude.

The delivery guy was young and handsome, this was shocking to me. I’d never really had a delivery guy that was cute enough to fuck, but he certainly qualified.

I was so stunned by it I forgot to cover up.

And then he started stuttering as he realized that he was looking at a naked woman. And I was stuttering as I remembered that I was naked. Both of us acting foolish in front of each other, until by the end of it we were blushing hard, our faces beet red.

I remember concentrating on handing the money over. I remember shaking my head to try to dispel the fantasy that was running through my mind.

He would take the money and our hands would touch accidentally and there would be something electric and undeniable in that, even though the touch was brief. But I would reach out and grab his wrist and pull him in and he would sweep me up in his arms and walk me over to the couch and drop me onto it.

I would strip his firm young body bare, exposing all of his flesh to my sight so we were on equal footing.

And he would pin me down with his strong arms and his hard cock would push into me, filling me up with sure and steady strokes. He would fuck me, fucking me with the urgency of a man with a desperate need. I would cry out, tossing my head to the side and staring at the couch across the way.

The couch that Jen was on, watching all of this unfold. Watching me fuck this stranger right here in front of her. Watching me throw caution to the wind in favor of the pursuit of pleasure. Watching me come hard on his cock, squeezing him inside of me and shakingly riding out my climax as it rose and fell in my body, crashing against the sides of me and doubling and doubling and doubling in potency until I was left gasping and spent.

But that didn’t happen either. Instead he took the money and I politely refused the change and he left. I didn’t get to fuck him, though I did notice the rather substantial bulge he was trying to hide on the walk away from our apartment.

That was the beginning of the fun that Jen somehow always seemed to catch me up in. It was the beginning of something special.

Last night was a bit of a blur. I remember coming home from working thanking the fact that it was Friday and I remember walking in the door to a full house. Jen was there, as was her boyfriend Brad and his good friend Mike.

I’d heard about Mike, but I’d never actually met him before. Jen liked to talk about him, because Jen fancied herself a bit of a matchmaker and thought we would be perfect together.

I didn’t know about any long term sort of thing, but for a fling Mike would be perfect.

A contractor in the city, just like her boyfriend Brad, Mike had the sort of body that came from long hours of hard work. The sort of body that was unassumingly strong. The sort of body you got from an active lifestyle rather than hours spent sculpting in the gym.

He had an easy way about him. The sort of guy with whom conversation flows smoothly, who tells you that you can put down your guard with a gentle and warm smile.

Unassuming. A gentle giant. Tall and broad shouldered and broadly handsome.

And there were other redeeming features.

Mike and Brad and Jen had known each other for a long time, and she confessed that during her wilder periods the three of them had gone skinny dipping. She had told me what Mike had to offer, and I had to admit that this alone was reason enough to draw my interests.

So last night being the first night I’d ever spent any time with him I was keen to make a good impression. Too bad that Jen had already planned out most of the night.

A bet. A challenge.

Jelly shots are always a fun time. The gelatin mixing with the alcohol to make something sweet and tasty that goes down nice and easy. Under normal circumstances anyone can be forgiven for indulging a little too much.

But with Jen normal went out the window, as did any sense of reason or responsibility.

The challenge was shot for shot. Whoever lasted longer won, and the loser had to go get coffee in the morning from the nice place across town wearing whatever it was that the winner chose for them to wear.

I wanted to show off to Mike, and I wanted the shots. Plus I knew that whatever it was Jen wasn’t going to repeat the pizza incident, nudity wasn’t legal in town so she would be making me walk wearing something resembling clothing. Definitely revealing, probably a bikini or something along those lines.

I remembered agreeing. I remember the first few shots. I remember a conversation with Mike that started off shy and gradually grew to be boisterous. I remember someone suggesting a five shot in a row challenge and I remember the sight of them and then I don’t remember much else.

I woke up on the couch in the living room, feeling like whatever the opposite of a million dollars was.

“Hey there sweetie,” came the gentle and mocking voice of Jen from above me, her hand rocking back and forth as she shook me awake, “Hate to say this but you lost.”

Groaning I sat up on the couch, struggling to unstick my eyelids from each other and to peel my tongue off of the roof of my mouth. I looked at Jen, standing there looking all cocky, looking amazing. Looking like she’d just had a good nights sleep and was perfect and well-rested.

I should have known this would happen. Her tolerance was leagues ahead of mine, and if I’m being honest I wouldn’t put it past her to have made a separate set of non-alcoholic shots for her to drink herself.

“Come on,” she said, “I’ve got the shower running. You go and get ready and meet me in my bedroom. I’ll show you what to wear for your little trip across town.”

The shower helped. It made me feel like a human again. It gave me a bit of hope that today wouldn’t be absolutely miserable, hope that I held all through the drenching downpour and fluffy drying. Hope that stayed with me as I wrapped the towel around myself and made my way into Jen’s bedroom.

The door was open so I stepped inside. Jen was sitting on the edge of her bed, idly surfing her phone. Her boyfriend Brad was asleep, the lump of his body visible under the covers of the bed. She looked up at me as I walked in, and the smile that crossed her face was anything but pure and innocent.

“I have your outfit,” she said to me, trying to stifle a giggle, “Go on then, undress.”

I looked from her to Brad and then back to her. I knew that they had a bit of lenience when it came to nudity around the house and I’d seen Brad in his boxers a few times but he’d never seen me anything less than fully clothed.

So gripping my towel and preparing to disrobe I couldn’t help but hesitate before letting it drop. I couldn’t help but look at both of them, peer at the sight of him under the sheets and wonder if he really was asleep.

And my mind, my damn mind couldn’t help but conjure up a fantasy. Of me dropping the towel. Of me blushing and nude in front of Jen. Of Brad groggily waking and seeing me there, seeing me before I was able to cover up. Seeing all of me.

A flush of embarrassment heated my skin, making me turn red.

“Don’t worry,” Jen said with a smile, “He’s a sound sleeper. Now come on, the sooner you get dressed in your new outfit the sooner you can get us coffee and pastries.”

Taking a deep breath and reminding myself that all things are temporary I let the towel fall to the ground.

Jen gave out a wolf whistle and softly clapped, letting me squirm there for a few moments fully exposed before she tossed the first piece of clothing at me. I caught them and unfolded them, a pair of panties that were white and slightly lacy at the edges, a bit on the flimsy side for me but as far as Jen was concerned they were downright respectable.

Which frankly terrified me. As I slipped them on I was perfectly aware that I wasn’t getting out of this looking respectable, which meant that if the panties were conservative the rest of the outfit must have been well over the top.

Next she threw me a loose shift of white cloth. I unstretched it and held it out at arms length to reveal a robe.

It was small and light, made of some sort of material that was very smooth and very soft. It was tiny, covering my arms completely but barely even reaching the bottom of my ass. Wearing this would leave my legs fully on display. And slipping it on I found that the material had a way of highlighting my body, the material hanging off of me in such a way as to leave nothing to the imagination.

I tied the belt tight around my middle and reached my hand out for the next item.

“What?” she asked, feigning innocence.

“What else,” I said, exasperated and hoping to get this all done and over with, “What else do you want me to wear.”

Jen held her empty hands up, the picture of innocence, “I’m all out of clothes.”

Realization set in. This was what she wanted me to wear. This was everything she wanted me to wear.

Panties and a robe.

I can’t believe it.

I felt exposed. I felt naked. I felt like my whole body was on display even though everything important was covered.

That didn’t matter though. This wasn’t something people wore out of the house. This wasn’t something that people normally did, something that could be excused away.

But I knew that I was going to do it. I knew that stubborn moral compass I had wasn’t going to let me go back on my word. I was going to go out in this.

And Jen was loving every minute of it.

“Here,” she said, stifling her laughter and handing me over a slip of paper and a few bills, “Money and our order. Everything written out.”

I looked at the list, a fairly standard set of instructions about drinks and pastries. Pretty much our normal morning order. The money to pay for it was a nice touch too, making it so that I had little ability to refuse this challenge.

“Fine,” I said, “I assume I can at least where shoes.”

Sandals were deemed acceptable, and I was shooed out of the apartment on onto the street.

I was thankful for small mercies. The shop was on right in the middle of downtown, right where it was busiest. But this was a pretty quiet town on the weekends and it was really early in the morning. I didn’t have to contend with any weekday morning business crowds, and most people were still asleep.

So the first bit of my walk was mostly empty, quiet, almost peaceful. I was almost alone, but I still passed people.

Each person I passed was an exercise in patience. Every one of them stared at me, openly and nakedly staring as I walked, no doubt wondering whether I’d gone crazy or gotten locked out of the house or anything that would explain why I was outside in what was so obviously an inappropriately small robe.

I heard whispers as soon as they thought they were out of earshot. I couldn’t make out words but the tone made everything perfectly clear. They were wondering just what the hell I was doing.

I was wondering too.

Because with each passing moment the embarrassment grew in me. It was difficult to deny that I was in an awkward position, and difficult to deny that this was not going my way.

It was clear in my face, the burning blush of embarrassment creeping under my skin and turning me bright red. It was clear in the way I couldn’t make eye contact with any of them, looking away and at anything else.

Which is how I first noticed it.

Averting my eyes from someone and glancing at my reflection in the mirrored surface of a building. Seeing the woman looking back at me. Seeing the tiny robe. Seeing her hard nipples visible beneath the sheer fabric.

Oh god… The housecoat is sheer.

In the light of the room it must have been disguised. Must not have been obvious to me but out here in the daylight it was clear as could be.

I may have been wearing clothes, but everyone who passed by me could see every bit of me.

This was so much worse than I could have possibly imagined. So much worse than I could have dreamed.

My pace quickened immediately, breaking out into a trotting walk that was as close to running as I could get without drawing any attention to myself. I felt my arms come up instinctively to cover myself.

But I didn’t want to be obvious about it. I didn’t want people to really know that I knew that it was see-through. That way if someone pointed it out I could pretend I was just finding this out. I could pretend I was mortified. I could pretend I didn’t know.

And that little voice inside of me, the one that always piped up during times like this, it started to speak. It told me to keep myself uncovered. It told me to keep my head up. It told me that I liked all of those people passing.

I did. I felt that strange and oh so familiar draw that made me want to be seen. That made me want to show off.

I was torn between feeding that beast and pushing it down and ignoring it. Rushing along with my emotions in a confusion as I kept my head down and focused on putting one front in front of the other while not making eye contact with anyone. Barely even looking where I was going.

And running directly into someone.

I felt the wind get knocked out of me. Felt myself stumble and felt strong arms reach out to catch me and hold me secure.

I heard a voice call my name. I voice that was oh so familiar.

I couldn’t look up. It couldn’t be him. Not now, not like this. I looked up into the handsome and mature face of my boss

Not my boss at my current job. That would be well over the line. That would be something I wouldn’t be able to ever come back from.

But this was possibly worse.

This was the boss at my old job, the one I’d not worn panties to. The one I had fantasized about. The one I had dreamed would bend me over his desk and spank me and fuck me until I squealed with delight.

He was here right now, holding me up and talking to me.

I know the conversation was happening but I couldn’t register what was being said, either by him or by me. I was on autopilot, chatting with him as we ‘caught up’ as people who haven’t seen each other for a long time tend to do.

I was participating. From an outside perspective I was right there with him chatting and laughing and having a great time.

But inside I was mortified, watching all this happen as if I was just a fly on the wall. Watching all of this and pretending that none of it was happening to me.

Because I could see his eyes drift up and down my body. I could see the way he smiled a little bit more openly than he had when I worked with him. The way his gaze lingered.

I could feel my body responding. Feel that familiar craving inside of me. My thighs tightening. My legs trembling. That aching need inside of me.

Those fantasies running through my brain.

Him just reaching out and casually flicking my robe open. Him pressing me against the wall. Him spinning me around and exposing me to everyone on the street as he tugs the robe from my body and peels the panties off my hips.

Everyone seeing everything.

But it didn’t happen. Instead he glanced at his watch and realized he was late for something and said goodbye. He left me, standing there in the street with only a pang of regret and the memory of a hug that went on a bit too long and a bulge that firmly pressed into my belly.

I kept walking.

The sight of the coffee shop was like an oasis coming into view. I was practically stumbling towards as I made my way inside.

It was busy, not so busy that it would be noticeable to a regular customer but enough to be uncomfortable to me. I got into line and waited, the whole time struggling to avoid eye contact with anyone.

And feeling like everyone was watching me. Feeling like all eyes were on me. Feeling the embarrassment heat up my cheeks and make them burn. Feel it settle in the pit of my stomach and leave me feeling warm and exposed and wanting something so much more.

By the time I got to the front of the line I wasn’t even capable of stringing together words. Soundlessly I handed over the slip of paper with my order on it and the bills to pay for it.

I couldn’t make eye contact with the cashier. Couldn’t look at anyone as I wordlessly took the bag of pastries and tray of coffees and made my way out of the store, feeling everyone watching me the whole way out.

Back onto the street, this time with things in both hands. This time completely unable to keep myself covered even if I wanted to.

Worst of all the city had gotten so much busier by now. It was like in the time I’d been in the shop the whole town had woken up and started getting on with their day. I walked along the streets, delicately balancing the tray of coffees and trying to get around people without drawing too much attention.

Knowing that I was failing the whole time. Knowing that they were watching me pass. Knowing that all eyes were on me and all of those whispered sentences were about me.

They were watching me.

Watching me walk with all of my everything on full display. No secrets here. None.

Except for the fact that the embarrassment was gradually softening. Still present but fading persistently into the background.

And in its place that fantasy instead. The fixation that told me that I loved this. That I wanted this. That I wanted more.

So when my robe started to come untied, the increase in the pace of my breath wasn’t caused as much from fear of being exposed. It was from delight.

Each step brought me closer and closer to an accidental slip. To baring myself right there on the street in front of everybody. Of everyone being able to see me.

When I rounded the last stretch to our apartment I did so with a feeling of regret. Upset at the fact that fortune hadn’t pushed me over the edge.

But still I had a few minutes walk, and though there wasn’t quite as many people here they more than made up for it with the fact that they knew me. They were my friends and neighbors. They were people who knew who I was.

Especially him.

I saw Mike step out of his car and saw him notice me across the street. He shouted out a hello and crossed the way towards me. I slowed my pace to let him catch up.

“Out to grab some coffee?” he asked as he caught up with me, his demeanor showing he hadn’t registered my state of dress, or rather undress, quite yet.

“Yep,” I replied, noting for the first time the fourth coffee that Jen had requested I buy and realizing this too was a part of her plan.

“Can I help you carry anything?” he asked, the perfect gentleman.

But I didn’t want to hand anything over to him. I knew that I had a plan and I knew that it wouldn’t work if I didn’t have my hands full.

“No thanks,” I replied, turning my body slightly to give him a better view, “But you can get the doors for me.”

“Will do,” he said with a smile, a smile that got more than a little wider as he noticed my outfit for the first time.

We were approaching the building now, which saved me the trouble of trying any more small talk. I was so grateful for this. Every bit of me was screaming out for satisfaction. Every bit of me concentrated on what I was doing.

As I walked through the door ahead of him. As I entered the elevator with just the two of us. As I leaned back against the wall and closed my eyes, shifting slightly to let it happen.

What had been threatening to happen this whole time.

My robe caught and then opened, the belt coming loose as the fabric shifted and slid to almost bare my breasts to him. The cloth was hanging on my body, the edges of my nipples almost in view.

And with my eyes closed I could pretend that I didn’t notice that he was staring at me. I could pretend that he wasn’t taking in every bit of the sight of me. I could pretend that I wasn’t doing anything wrong.

“Actually,” I said, my voice heavy with lusty need, “These are quite heavy. Could you help out?”

“Sure thing,” his reply came, a bit too quickly.

I opened my eyes and held out both items for him. He took the coffee tray and the bag of pastries gratefully and then his eyes went wide as I slid the robe off of my shoulders and draped it too over one of his arms.

He was speechless, staring at me standing there in front of him. Wearing only a pair of panties.

“Thanks,” I said with a giggle, “This is much better.”

The elevator dinged and I stepped off, taking a few steps down the hall towards my apartment and turning back to see a stunned Mike staring after me.

“Well,” I asked, “Aren’t you coming?”
He followed me like a little puppy, and I knew two truths. First, Mike would be spending tonight in my bed.

Two, For the rest of the day these panties would be the most that I would wear.


CAUGHT ON CAMERA! Teasing The Security Guard!


Once again I was working late. I am always working late. I never seem to not work late, because I live the most boring life.

Get up in the morning and get dressed and head out for work. Get to work and arrange everything I have to do for the day. Promptly have someone drop about 50 additional tasks on my desk. Promptly have someone book me into meetings for the entire day. Finish my shift at the end of the day, likely skipping lunch, and put in an additional five to seven more hours getting stuff done.

No working from home for me either, everything has to be finished in the office.

I don’t have many joys in life, don’t have much that brings me relief. There is only one or two things that I can take pleasure in outside of work. So you’ll have to forgive me if that indulgence isn’t the healthiest.

I smoke. I know it’s not the healthiest of choices and I know I really should quit but frankly when you spend most of your time locked behind a desk smoking is a way to guarantee to get away. A way to guarantee that I will actually get some air during the day, even if it isn’t the freshest.

So these two things combined to make me make a very dumb decision last night.

You’ll have to forgive me, or maybe you won’t but I don’t really have much of an option but to tell this. It’s key to the whole story.

I found myself working late and I found myself in need of a cigarette and I found myself thinking of the long journey from our offices on the top floor of this building all of the way downstairs to the ground floor. It’s a very long trip, especially at nine at night when most of the elevators are deactivated to save energy.

So I came up with this brilliant idea that turned out to be an absolutely idiotic one. I mean the stairwell isn’t so far away, and it is a fire route so a bit of fire can’t hurt anything right?

I sneak in and I smoke my cigarette and I spray some perfume to kill the smoke and figure it isn’t going to matter anyways since it’s a full 12 hours until someone comes else comes into the office and by that point it will all have dissipated.

A few more hours work and I head home, fall asleep, and wake up the next morning to do it all over again.

But that day when I get into the office I boot up my computer and do my usual task of going through my mail when I see an email, an email sent not only to everyone in the company but to everyone in the building. An email from building management which is solely about not smoking in the stairwells.

There is no way that this is a coincidence. There is no way that this is about anyone but me.

My heart starts pounding in my chest. I start wondering whether I might have left something in the stairwell, whether it still smells out there, whether I set a fire I didn’t notice or something like that. My mind goes from innocent coincidence to panicked fear instantly.

I know that I can’t just ignore this. I have to reassure myself. I have to double check and make sure that everything is alright.

My brain is just too paranoid and neurotic to let this go.

So as quietly and as subtly as I can I get up out of my desk and walk over to the stairwell. I check to make sure no one can see me as I slip through the door and let it close behind me.

I didn’t smoke right by the door, I’m not a complete idiot, so I walk the short distance of stairs and halls until I reach the spot where I smoked last night.

And I sniff and notice nothing, no scent. And I look around on the ground and the walls and notice no burns or scuffs or garbage. And I look up and notice the fucking security camera pointed right at me.

Shit.

Of all the goddamn stupid choices I had to go and do this right here, right in front of the camera.

I made my way back to my desk defeated, thinking about everything that this could mean.

Given the fact that I hadn’t yet been pulled into my manager's office or had a direct talking to I was pretty sure that whoever caught me wasn’t going to spill the beans on me specifically. I figured, hoping for the best for once, that the general email was more of a warning to knock it off than anything specifically targeting me. This was good, but it still didn’t mean I was terribly comfortable with this.

Because a camera out there meant a tape somewhere, and a tape somewhere could always come back to bite me in the ass. Plus I’d never even really talked to security at all, I didn’t know whether the person behind the camera was a nice person or some sort of power hungry asshole who would relish the chance to abuse a bit of that authority.

So I suffered through the first part of my day in silence and on my way out to grab lunch stopped by the security booth to see who I was dealing with.

There was a woman sitting there behind a bank of monitors, and I saw mercifully that the monitors were at least turned away from the general traffic of the lobby. Not that there would be anyone in the building that late, but on the off chance there was at least I could count on only the guard seeing me sneak that cigarette.

I contemplated just bringing it up to her directly, but I figured a more roundabout approach was probably the smarter choice since it likely wasn’t her working late hours last night and I didn’t want to let anyone know it was me smoking in the stairwell.

“Hello,” I said, “This might be a bit odd but I’m wondering who works the security desk late at night?”

“That would be Jones,” she replied, “He isn’t here right now his shift doesn’t start until 8:30. Why, is something the matter?”

Thinking quickly I replied, “No, nothing at all. I just work a lot of late nights and figured it might be good to know who is on duty in case of an emergency or anything like that. Thanks!”

I got out of there before she could ask any more questions.

So this revelation told me a few things. It told me that the guard who had caught me was a man and it told me that he had at least not told the other security guards about me.

That gave me hope that I could convince him to hand over the tape, or at least destroy it, without much trouble. Though it did mean that I would be working overtime tonight.

It had to be the longest workday of my life, and hilariously I actually managed to get my work done around seven, which meant the last little bit of it I was just sitting around waiting for him to start his shift.

I figured I would give him a bit of time to hand off the post and all, so waited until 8:45 to head downstairs, twirling my thumbs the whole time. The ride down in the elevator was one of the longest of my life. I spent the entire time clutching my purse and trying to run through what it was I was going to say to him.

And the lobby was completely empty of people as I walked through it, the clicking of my heels echoing off the walls as I crossed the polished floor towards the security booth.

Jones was there, and he took my breath away instantly.

He was a big man, but that might have just been emphasized by the security uniform making him look tiny. Because he looked positively poured into it, the sleeves doing little to hide the bulging muscles of his arms and shoulders. He was sitting but he seemed tall, seemed like the sort of man who would positively tower over you and make you feel tiny in comparison.

His face though put all of that to rest.

Jones had this openness to him, a smile that could put you instantly at ease. The moment he turned those big blue eyes on you you would melt as you realized he was just a giant teddy bear.

He seemed like a man not meant for this world. As I would learn over time he had a way about him that felt far too slow paced for the hustle and bustle of the city. I could far more easily picture him working on a farm or in the woods, somewhere where the pace of life is a bit slower and easier.

But he liked the city, he would tell me eventually that he liked the city and he liked the night especially. He liked to wander through the streets when it was cold and silent, to experience the stillness of a city asleep. That was his forest, made of steel and concrete and glass but no less alight with life even during it’s quiet moments.

He told me all of this later though, right here and now we only had first introductions.

“Hi there,” he said with that big damn smile of his, his tone and the playful sparkle in his eye saying he knew exactly who I was, “Heading out for a smoke?”

“Heading home actually,” I said, “But I was hoping I could introduce myself.”

“Introduce yourself?” he teased, “But I feel like I know you already.”

My cheeks burned an even brighter shade of red.

“I’m Lizzie,” I said, pausing for a moment before continuing, “So you were on security last night then?”

“I was,” he leaned back in his chair.

“That means that you were the one checking the tapes and stuff,” I went on, while he just sat there smiling.

“Don’t worry,” he said finally, breaking a silence that was heavy and terrifying, “I’m not going to tell anyone that it was you. I hope you understand, I had to send the email out just in case it smelled or something and someone complained. Plus you really shouldn’t be smoking inside the building, it’s a fire hazard.”

“I know,” I replied quietly, “Sorry.”

“It’s really fine,” he went on, “Plus I went ahead and deleted that portion of the tape just to make sure you wouldn’t get into any trouble. In 48 hours the whole system starts rewriting over the tapes anyways, so the chances of anyone finding out you did anything are tiny.”

He pushed himself up from the desk, his height appearing to me for the first time. I felt tiny in front of him.

He continued to speak while he stepped around the desk, “But I do have a bit of a surprise for you that might help out. I’m going to go on my rounds, if you have a couple of minutes to spare you could join me and I’d show you something fun.”

“Okay,” I said, taken in by his jovial nature.

We rode the elevator all the way back up to my office in an easy silence, both of us trying not to look at the other person too much. Into the office and straight past my desk, all the way to that fateful staircase.

But this time instead of making a left we made a right, straight up to a door that had PRIVATE - SECURITY written on it in capital letters.

Jones turned and pressed his fingers to his lips, issuing a conspiratorial shh as he pulled the door open. As I stepped in I noticed that someone had taped over the latch of the door, making it so that it couldn’t fully lock shut.

The place we were in looked like a place I shouldn’t be. There were no finished walls, the lighting was bare and the stairs in front of us were metal grates. Jones walked up the stairs to the door at the top and opened it, and I felt the rush of cool night air.

Stepping out of the door I found myself on the roof. Not a rooftop patio or anything like that, rather instead there was gravel on the top of it and large machinery whirring away. The wind whipped in my hair and stepping out onto it I could see the whole city in all directions all around us.

“There,” he said from behind me, “You can smoke up here to your heart’s content. I do.”

I heard a spark and turned to see the flame of his lighter illuminating his face.

With a smile I reached into my purse and pulled out my cigarettes, letting him light the tip of mine like a gentleman in a 50s movie.

We talked for what felt like hours that night, relaxing and staring out over the city. I got to know him well, he was the sort of person whose life was an open book. The sort who never really kept much back.

The very next day I was working late and went out for a smoke around the same time. I found him already there, his broad shoulders silhouetted to me in the light of the city.

He turned to look at me, an easy smile coming across his face as he recognized the woman walking towards him.

“Hey there,” he said, his voice a calm drawl, “Was wondering whether I might catch you out here.”

“Wondering or hoping?” I asked, my forward question surprising even me.

But he smiled in response and that took any guard that I had and chucked it in the garbage. I came up close to him and placed my cigarette in my mouth, once more he lit it like the gentleman he was.

We talked for a while then, trading playful jabs back and forth that were laced with innuendo. Each word spoken pushed us closer together, revealing little bits of ourselves to one another as we circled around the core and central element of this conversation.

It might have been the view. Nothing really compares to the sight of the city from this high up, the whole world stretching out before you glittering and shimmering. The city looked beautiful from up here, entrancing.

But I think more than that it was the company. His easy personality made it so very simple to be drawn to him, to fall further and further into the gravity of a man like this.

A man so big and built. A man so handsome and charming. A man so quietly powerful.

You could tell how I felt by the way that I moved. The way that I positioned myself leaning against the edge of the roof, leaning back and arching my back for him. The way that I idly dangled my shoe off the edge of my foot. It all accentuated my curves, showing him my body as completely as I could with my clothes on.

And you could tell how he felt by the way that he moved as well. The way his body moved with casual grace while still drawing your eye towards his bulk and substance. The way that his every move flexed and hinted at a power in his body that was undeniable and fiercely raw.

I wanted to spend an eternity up here with him. I wanted to have him all to myself. I wanted him to want me and take me here on the rooftop.

To wrap me up in his arms and hold me firm. To strip the clothing from my body one piece at a time. To knead his hands into my skin and taste me with his tongue. To spread me open and fill me up with his cock.

It had been so long since I had been with a man. So long since I had let myself fall into a strong pair of arms and lose myself in them.

I would do anything to have that, but sadly there were other considerations.

“Well I have to get back,” he said, butting out his cigarette and pushing away from me.

Of course he did. Frankly we both did. This wasn’t idle playtime. We had jobs to do.

“You’re all alone tonight?” I called out to him as he walked away from me.

“Yep,” he replied, that damn charming smile lighting up his face.

“Well have fun watching your TVs,” I shot back at him as he pulled open the door.

“Oh I won’t,” he said, stepping inside, “There is just never anything good on.”

Then the door closed and I was alone on the rooftop.

I lit another cigarette, drawing deeply on it and letting the smoke drift out of me to join the air of the city. I watched it dispel, pulled this way and that as it dissipated and disappeared.

It is funny how quickly things change. How very quickly one can go from fear to fascination.

I was fixated on Jones, so fixated that it didn’t matter that I didn’t even know his first name. In just over 24 hours he had invaded my mind and made it difficult for me to think of anything but him.

I pictured him down there in that security booth, sitting there all by himself and bored out of his mind. In my minds eye I saw him watching me, eyes locked on the monitor as he saw me walk through the stairwell and back to my desk.

I swear it was instinct, something primal in me driving me to do it. I swear that it wasn’t planned. I swear that it was an undeniable urge that made me do it, that made me act this way.

Because as I ground out the butt of my cigarette beneath my heel and crossed the roof I had other things on my mind, I was thinking only of his hard body and what it would feel like underneath the touch of my fingers. As I walked into the familiar staircase I was thinking of what it would be like to have him kiss me, to taste him on my lips as I parted them to receive his greedy and insistent tongue.

As I waited at the door to my office it was instinct alone that made me turn and walk down to the landing where he could see me on the camera. Instinct and maybe a bit of playfulness that made me think that I would wave at him, reminding him that I was here.

Naughtiness that made me do what I did next.

As soon as I was in sight of the camera I froze, staring at the unblinking eye of it. I knew he was there, knew how long it took for him to get downstairs and knew him well enough to know that he would be watching the screen waiting to see what I did next.

Which was play with the buttons of my jacket, taking my time to unbutton them one by one. Then the buttons of my blouse, undoing just enough that you could see a substantial amount of my cleavage. Bending for him, to put more of my cleavage on display and pausing there to let him take a good look.

Then bending back up, blowing him a kiss, and walking back into my office.

My heart was racing as I walked into the office. Each step making me quiver.

I can’t believe I’d just done that. I’d never done anything like that before.

Flashing a camera like that! Who does that? Who did I think I was.

I was mortified, my face beet red as I walked all the way back to my desk. As soon as I got there I collapsed into my chair and put my head in my hands.

What had I done?

I just knew this was going to end terribly for me. Jones would stop talking to me and I’d have to start awkwardly avoiding him. What if he was laughing at me? What if he thought I was an idiot?

Oh god what if he showed the tape to someone?

It hit me right then, the full gravity of the situation. I’d done something so very inappropriate at work. All he would have to do is show one person and I would be ruined.

I didn’t know this guy at all. I’d barely known him a full day and here I was doing things like this for him. If this went sideways how would I explain it to people?

I sighed and booted up my computer, trying not to let panic overwhelm me and keep me from the work I had at hand.

I flipped through the programs on my computer, noticing the icon light up indicating I had a new email.

It was from an address I didn’t recognize, the subject line blank. I opened it up.

I just saw the most absolutely amazing show on my little TV down here in the lobby.

I smiled, biting my lip lightly as I realized this was Jones sending this message to me. Clicking reply I typed out a response and sent it back to him.

Oh really? It was a good show?

I waited with rapt anticipation, each second feeling like an hour before his response came back to me.

It was great. Can’t wait for the next episode.

The blush in my face turned deeper, not from shame this time but from the thought that it was undeniably true that he was going to get another show.

I left my jacket at my desk, pushing myself to my feet and walking with determined purpose out of the office and back into the stairwell.

This time there was no doubts in me. This time mind and body were in perfect sync as I walked straight into view of the camera and turned to it.

I knew he was watching, closing my eyes made it look like I was right there with him. Like I was right in front of him and he was just out of reach, watching my every move.

Watching me sway back and forth for him. I was dancing to a tune that only I could hear. A tune that beat to the rhythm of his voice.

His voice telling me what to do, speaking in my mind, telling me what he wanted.

I played with the buttons of my blouse, undoing them one by one. I took my time with them, teasing them loose as more and more of my body came into view for him.

The fabric of the shirt felt smooth on my skin, but the cut of it was tight. It constrained me and contained me and I had to have it off.

With a sigh of relief I pulled it from my body, my bare skin coming into view for the first time.

I looked to the camera, winked, and let the shirt drop to the floor.

Now I spun for him, not fast but achingly slowly. I turned and swayed my hips as I did so. I let him get a full view of my body before I let my fingers connect with the zipper in my back and draw it down.

And as it drew down the fabric parted and my skirt slipped over my hips and down to the floor.

I gave a giggle and a wide smile to the camera as I looked through it and to him.

In my mind he was hard now, his cock throbbing as he barely dared to blink or look away. In my mind he was sitting there with all of his attention poured into the figure he watched through the monitor. In my mind he was ready for what came next.

Hands on my body, touching me, feeling me. Each one of my curves, each inch of my skin.

My fingers and my hands but in my mind they were his. In my mind he was the one who was controlling me and teasing me with his touch. Touching me everywhere, every inch of me exposed to him.

On my hair, tangling and pulling at it. On my neck, tracing down the line of it. On my breasts, feeling the firmness of them and the lacy touch of my bra. On my stomach, and further down. Between my legs. On my panties. In my panties.

Inside of me, my back pressed against the wall as my finger plunged into my waiting sex. Parting the folds of me and feeling my wetness envelop the finger. As I teased myself, spreading that wetness up and down my lips. As I played over the nub of my clit, exposing the sensitive skin under the hood and flicking it lightly making me shudder with delight before plunging back inside of me.

I fucked myself there in the stairwell, my finger plunging in and out of myself. I fucked myself and in my mind I saw him watching me, eyes fixated on my every move.

I knew he was down there, in his little booth. I knew he was watching down there in the lobby, stuck behind his desk and harder than he had ever been before. I knew he was watching me with his throat dry and lips aching to taste me. I knew that he wanted more than anything to be right here with me.

I unclasped my bra, gasping as it fell to the ground and my fingers found my breasts. As they squeezed and played with them while I ached and moaned for him.

I was doing this for him. All of this was for him.

Eyes open, staring into this unblinking camera. All of me exposed. All of me caught on tape.

So close to my office. So close to the place where I spent all day everyday. In this building where anyone could see me.

But I didn’t care. All I cared about was the man behind this camera. All I cared about was pleasing him.

My climax hit me like a freight truck, making me shriek with surprise and then moan out loud. It washed over me, echoing through my body as my cries of pleasure echoed through the stairwell. They bounced off of the walls, signaling my pleasure to anyone in the building and then rebounding into me. They magnified the feelings washing over me, making me tremble with delight.

My whole body alight with pleasure. Pounding inside of my very core and pounding between my legs. Radiating heat and tension out through me as I slipped to my knees, as my climax throbbingly ran its course. As it left me gasping in its wake.

A smile came over me, a smile I shared with that camera as I gathered up my clothes and stood. I gave a little curtsy to my unseen audience and then headed back up the stairs, turning to head out and onto the rooftop.

One by one I left a trail of clothes up those stairs, leaving my panties on the last step so that the only thing that I was wearing was my shoes.

And I walked out onto the rooftop, lighting a cigarette and taking a long draw of it. I stared out at the city, the cool night air making goosebumps stand out on my skin.

I didn’t look when I heard the door open behind me. I knew who it was.

“What took you so long?” I asked, ready to have his hands on me at last.


WHERE ARE MY CLOTHES! Going Bare At The Gym!


In all honest I had no idea what I was signing up for. I swear I went into this wanting to join a gym to get fit. That is it. No ulterior motive.

I had been fit in college. I had been in shape and I had been happy with that.

But work had started up and it got very busy very fast and honestly in a case like that it is extremely easy to put your own physical fitness a little lower on the list of priorities. One missed workout led to another and then it was a week and then a month and then a year. The years passed until I couldn’t honestly remember the last time I’d exercised.

But that was a thing of the past. I was committed to making a change.

I set out a regular schedule and a diet to boot. I had a goal and I researched and found a gym that met all of my needs. Open during the odd hours I needed it to be open. Had all of the equipment I wanted. Had an age restriction that would keep children out. Well within the price range for membership.

On paper it was perfect.

And in person it was great too. I went to the ‘Natural Gym’ over and over during the first few weeks and loved every minute of it. Of course my schedule at work was so oddly busy that I never seemed to get there at a reasonable time. It was always very early in the morning or very late at night. I never seemed to hit any sort of reasonable time and never seemed to be there when anyone else was working out.

After a few weeks my schedule finally hit on a Saturday exercise and I headed into the gym right after midday expecting to get my usual workout in.

I was pretty much frozen solid the moment I walked in the door.

You know most gyms have these massive floor to ceiling windows. Anyone walking past on the street can see in and can see people working out and getting fit. I guess it’s supposed to be some sort of natural advertising draw.

One of the things that I loved about the Natural Gym was that it didn’t go in for that. It had frosted glass on the windows, so while you still got a good amount of natural light in during your exercise you also had the benefit of some amount of privacy.

But that privacy also apparently encouraged behavior I was not prepared for.

It took me a minute after stepping in the door to realize exactly what was different. I mean on a surface level I’d never seen so many people in this gym before, so it might have been easy for me to assume that was the reason I felt as if something was off.

Then I noticed the guy doing dead lifts. I noticed his perfect form. I noticed he was shirtless, his abs rippling and tensing as he lifted up that incredible amount of weight and let it back down again. I watched his body move, every muscle on display. And then I noticed he wasn’t wearing anything on the bottom either.

My gaze traveled around the room, taking in person after person exercising. All of them were exercising like nothing was wrong. Most of them looked perfectly normal, dressed in workout clothes and going through their routine.

But every once in a while I would catch a glimpse of a bit too much skin, and I’d notice a person working out partially or completely nude. A man on the treadmill, his body vibrating with each step. A woman stretching wearing only a pair of yoga pants, her smooth curves visible as she adjusted into another position.

I shook my head, wondering if I was imagining things but finding them all exactly the same afterwards. I wasn’t crazy. There were naked people in my gym.

My face burned hot with embarrassment for them. I wracked my brain trying to figure out a cause or explanation for this and coming up empty. After all it wasn’t like there was just one crazy person nude in the middle of the gym and everyone was just trying to ignore it. There were multiple naked people and everyone was acting like it was the most normal thing in the world.

I backed up out of the room, turning and making my way back out to the lobby waiting area. I stood there for a minute, catching myself and trying to figure out what exactly I was supposed to do here.

“Are you okay Miss?” a voice asked me, I turned to see the woman behind the front desk looking at me with concern and realized that I must have looked absolutely frozen with shock.

I smiled wide, my shock giving way to amusement as I realized I must have just imagined all of this. It was the only explanation here.

I was exhausted, and I wasn’t used to coming here during the day. It was exhaustion and a trick of the light. That was it. That was the best explanation. I must have been imagining things.

“Nope,” I replied cheerily, then realizing that I had just told this poor woman that no I was not okay. I laughed and went on, “No sorry yes I am fine. I just had a weird moment… Don’t worry about it.”

I giggled uncomfortably and turned to put as much distance as possible between myself and this woman I had just blabbered at. I made my way back over to the entrance to the gym and opened the door.

Only to be greeted once more with the sight of people exercising, and sure enough there in the crowd a few of them were still absolutely naked.

Stepping backwards I let the door close in front of me, fully aware that the woman behind the counter was staring at me by now.

Two things happen to me when I get embarrassed, I giggle and I turn red. This isn’t anything unusual, happens to a lot of people. By now I was bright red and giggling uncomfortably.

I had gone crazy. That was the best explanation. Diet and exercise had made me go insane and this was a mental break. It was the easiest way to explain why there were nude people exercising in my gym and no one was doing anything about that.

I turned to look at the woman behind the desk, who by now was staring at me with open concern.

“Hi,” I said, struggling to put words to what I was experiencing, “Something odd is… I’m seeing something… I just… There are naked people in the gym.”

That last bit was blurted out, and as soon as I said I clamped my mouth shut, surprised I’d actually been able to get it out.

“Yes,” she replied, as if that was something perfectly ordinary.

She didn’t seem surprised at all. She seemed like it was something to be expected. In fact the very fact that she seemed so blasé about all of this just helped to put me at ease as well. I found myself calming down nearly automatically.

“They’re naked,” I said, clarifying my earlier statement, “In the gym.”

“I know,” she replied, reading my face like she was looking for the punchline to a joke she wasn’t getting. Comprehension dawned over her face all at once and she replied back, “Oh I get it. You’re new right?”

“New?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she went on, “New to the gym. You’re a new member?”

“I think so,” I said, “I’ve been a member for a week or so but I’ve only been here really early or late at night.”

“That explains it,” she said, as if it was the clearest thing in the world, “Don’t worry this happens all the time. You missed the fine print in the contract. Natural Gym is a natural gym. We don’t have clothing restrictions. Nudity is allowed.”

“Nudity is allowed?” I repeated the words back to her.

“Yep,” she said, chipper and cheerful, “Any member of Natural Gym is allowed to be nude during their workout. It’s not against the rules. In fact there are a number of benefits to working out in the nude. We have some pamphlets you might be interested in if you’d like to look into it further.”

“Nudity is allowed?” I repeated again, eliciting a chuckle from her.

“Yes,” she replied patiently, “This happens sometimes. A new member signs up and doesn’t realize the particulars of our gym. I understand if you’re not comfortable, but I’m afraid nudity is allowed according to the rules.”

“Oh,” I said, the reality of what she was saying sinking in.

“Before you ask,” she said, “I should let you know that it isn’t grounds for terminating your membership. You can’t get a refund or anything. I say that because this is usually where this conversation goes from here. I really want to help you out, but any sort of refund of your membership is simply not possible.”

It had been my next thought, that and how much finding a new gym would interrupt my workout schedule. My workout schedule which was strict and rigid. My workout schedule I’d done so well to keep to.

I had to suck it up. I had to go in.

“No,” I said carefully, “That’s okay I’ll adjust I guess. It’s just unexpected.”

“I’m sure you will,” she replied, a glimmer in her eye, “And hey don’t even think about it. Just concentrate on your workout and you’ll be fine. Soon you won’t even mind and who knows what else. Hey maybe at some point in the future you’ll actually try working out in the buff yourself!”

I smiled weakly and headed into the gym, I wasn’t sure of many things, but I knew that was definitely off the table.

She was right about one thing though, very soon I didn’t mind. Not the first day. That day was awkward and uncomfortable and I got through my workout and out of the gym without making eye contact with a single other person. As soon as I got home that night I started reviewing options for other gyms, making lists of just where I was going to go after my six month membership expired at this place.

But after a few more trips to the gym with other people nude around me and I found that I was able to get back into my routine of working out without much trouble. And a few more times after that and I found that maybe having the view wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

I know you’re not supposed to ogle people in the gym, but I really couldn’t help myself. I started to notice the naked people, they stood out from the rest of them.

After a few trips I noticed there was definitely a gender disparity between men and women nude exercisers. Men were far more likely to workout in the buff then women were. There were a few women who stripped down to just underwear, but going full nude was very infrequent.

The men however more than made up for this. As they worked out, flexing their bodies and lifting their weights, every inch of them was on display.

It was exciting, catching glimpses of hard and muscular men in the mirrors on the wall. Watching them while I ran or stretched or lifted weights myself. Seeing the variety in bodies on display as these men who focused on building their bodies let themselves be seen in all their glistening glory.

A man exercising looks so very different from a man at rest. At rest their muscles are stable, defined. You can see the individual muscles and how they contribute to the group, to the whole, but they seem stationary and separate.

When they work out though, when you can see their whole body move as one. You can see their muscles flex, twisting and working together to shift the heavy weight they are lifting and keep it stable and steady. You can see it all happen right there in front of you, their body straining right before your eyes.

I ask you, how could you possibly look away?

More and more I found that thoughts of this invaded my mind. Flashes of naked muscular men coming to me in seemingly ordinary times. When I was at work. When I was out at dinner. When I was out with friends.

I couldn’t get it out of my head, and though I didn’t tell anyone about the particular details of my peculiar gym I still couldn’t help but feel like it was occupying all of my time. Every conversation I had with someone it felt like I was keeping a secret from them. It felt like I was keeping a part of myself hidden from them.

I dreamed about it too. At first it was just being in the same room as them, watching them workout just like normal but this time without any pretense of hiding my interest. This time they were working out for me. Displaying themselves for my attention.

Quickly the dreams changed though. Became not just me watching them, became me touching them, feeling their hard bodies flexing as they methodically lifted those heavy weights for me. I felt the muscle flexing under their skin. Felt it all moving and shuddering for me.

I would touch them and they would touch me, their muscular arms wrapping me up and pressing my body against theirs, stripping the clothing from me and baring me to the sight of everyone.

Because that was the final dreams, the ones I started to have night after night after night. Myself exposed to them. Bared to them. Everything on display for everyone.

Blushing I would walk into the gym, as all eyes turned to watch me. I would try to pass it off like it was the most normal thing in the world but I knew they were all staring at me.

I would work out just like normal, going through my ordinary routine of cardio and stretching and weights. I would follow the patterns that were by now ingrained in me like muscle memory but find that the whole time there was this burning in me. Burning hot under my skin as I blushed and giggled. Burning deep inside of me, a craving for them to notice me, to watch me, to want me.

But only in my dreams.

Only in my dreams did I strip down to my bare skin. Only in my dreams did I expose myself to everyone. Only in my dreams did those muscular men take me and fuck me long and hard on the floor of the gym, under the watchful gaze of everyone as I tried and failed to keep myself from coming and coming hard, my naked body throbbing and trembling as the climax ripped through me and I screamed my pleasure out in front of everyone.

Only in my dreams did I did any of that, because in real life I knew I would always be too cautious. Too unsure. Too cowardly.

I was running down the last week before my membership ran out. I’d been to a handful of other gyms, found a few good candidates to replace this one too. They all had their strengths and weaknesses, and none of them had the open nude policy that Natural Gym had.

In the few days before my membership expired it seemed my mind was working overtime. The fantasies were invading every moment of my life, making it difficult for me to concentrate on anything else. I knew that something had to give, that I needed to make a change in my life in order to get through this.

Pretty much the only part of my life that was unaffected was my actual time in the gym. When I was there I was in the zone. Even surreptitiously watching the nude gym members didn’t make it too difficult to concentrate on my workout. It had become a part of it really, a part of my routine.

A routine that was vastly exceeding my expectations. I took to the gym far more than I could have anticipated, doubling the amount of time per week I had expected to spend in there. And the results were showing on my body. I felt stronger and I looked so much better than I had in years.

On the Friday night before my membership ran out I had a dream. On the surface it was a dream like any other, but in actual fact it was just so much more potent and powerful than any dream I had had before.

In it I walked out of the gym locker room fully nude. I walked out with confidence, showing off my body that I had worked so hard to attain.

All of the eyes in the gym turned to look at me, all of them watching me stride over to my usual machine. There were whispers and stares, but they were whispers and stares of desire. Every person in this room wanted me.

And every one of them was naked just like me, every one of them one of the naked men I had seen in the gym time and time again. They looked me up and down, taking in my bare breasts, my taut abs, my perky butt, my dripping sex. I stopped in the center of the room, turning to look at all of them. I heard the sound of weights dropping, of bodies moving to stand up, moving to surround me.

Their hands were on my body, their fingers touching me and feeling me. They were everywhere and I was surrounded, their hands grabbing at me and lifting me off my feet.

I was placed on a weight bench, on my back staring up at the sea of men above me.

So many men. So much hard muscle. So many cocks lengthening and thickening.

I reached for them, my hands and mouth filled with hard cock. The smell of sex and sweat filled the air as they touched me, as hands pushed my legs apart and filled me up.

So very full, such a long thick cock spreading the lips of my sex apart and thrusting into me. I was rocked by it, moaning on the cock in my mouth as I felt it explode and splatter itself across my face before it was replaced nearly instantly with another hard cock.

One after another after another, the oppressive press of men never seeming to let up. I gasped with desire, coming again and again as all of these men took their pleasure from me. I felt them on me over and over again.

All of it almost too much.

Because it all felt so real. It felt so much like the culmination of something that I had been working so very long for. I couldn’t give up on this. I couldn’t deny the feelings inside of me.

I needed this.

I woke gasping, my whole body drenched in sweat and trembling with need. I woke with my chest heaving as I gasped for air and realized that this was something so very different and undeniable. There was a beast inside of me, an animal that craved something I didn’t know I could give.

Not because I didn’t want to. I wanted to do this so badly. I wanted to bare myself and have everyone stare at me. I needed it.

But I didn’t know if I could. I didn’t know if I had the courage.

That morning was particularly odd, a very long shower as I tried to push away any thoughts of what had happened in the night. A distracted breakfast and a trip to the gym that was filled with preoccupation.

But only one more workout to get through. This Saturday would be the last time I was ever in this strange gym, and once I got through this I would be able to put all of this behind me. I would be able to get on with my life and get back to the old me.

Well the old me but fitter.

I headed into the gym and through the familiar doors. I made my way through the space, noting that the gym was about medium filled which was good, it meant there would be availability on the machines. Into the change room I walked all the way to the back corner and undressed in silence, hanging my clothes up in the locker and opening my gym bag to change.

It took me about a minute to realize that I was staring into an empty bag. I just kept looking into my empty duffel bag, wondering what exactly it was that was wrong.

No clothes. I’d left my workout clothes at home.

Oh god.

I’d left my workout clothes at home.

There was a cold feeling in the pit of my stomach as I pulled out the towel in the bottom of the bag and held it in my hand. I thought through everything from this morning, running through my regular routine and wondering where I had dropped the ball.

My gym clothes were still on my bed at home. I had taken them out and dropped them on the bed instead of putting them in the bag.

Running through things in my mind I worked my way through all of the possible options. I could go home, I could get dressed and walk out of this place and head home. I could give up my last workout here and just head out the door and find another gym.

It was an option. It was probably the best option.

But there was another option.

Because, I reasoned to myself, I’m not about to break a six month streak. Because, I reasoned to myself, I’m not going to waste my money by not getting out there. Because, I reasoned to myself, it’s not like it’s against the rules.

So I tossed the empty bag into the locker and locked it up. I turned on my heels and headed right out into the gym.

There were so many people. So many familiar faces. As I strode out onto the gym floor I felt all of their eyes turn to look at me.

I hadn’t made any friends in my six months here. Hadn’t really exchanged much more than a hello with other people on the floor. But I knew them by sight and they probably knew me too.

They knew that I always wore clothes, but today I was breaking that rule.

I stepped out into the gym with confidence, my head held high as I could possibly muster. I tried to keep my eyes focused on the treadmill across the room. Focused on that as I made my way over to it.

But I couldn’t help but notice. I couldn’t help but notice the people watching me walk, watching me make my way all the way across the room and step onto the treadmill.

I started to run, feeling the bubbling of a giggle building inside of me. I fought to keep it down, fought to keep from any noticeable outward appearance of embarrassment. But still I knew my face was red. I knew that I was trembling as I ran. I knew that I looked embarrassed as I started my exercise.

And I knew they were all watching me.

I caught glimpses that lingered a bit too long. I caught sight of people adjusting to get a better view, watching me through the mirrors on the wall as I ran.

There weren’t a lot of people nude here today, and I was the only woman who was naked. All eyes were on me as I made my way through the start of my exercises.

Jogging on the treadmill at first, feeling my body starting to limber up, my muscles warming as I gradually increased the pace. Running, one foot in front of the other, trying to ignore everyone watching me.

They were watching me. All of them were watching me.

I was gasping, panting for air and not just because of the exercise I was doing. I was gasping with need, an ache inside of me that was growing and growing as the fantasy I had had became a reality.

I closed my eyes, concentrating on putting one foot in front of the other and trying not to let my focus go to that other place. The place where I gave in to every one of my carnal temptations and did things in this gym that I could never take back.

The treadmill beeped, slowing down as my routine ended and I felt myself come to a slow and then stop.

When I got off of the machine my legs were wobbly and sore, sorer than they had ever been before. I was aching from the exercise and from the need building inside of me. A need that was growing stronger by the moment.

I moved across to the stretching mats, going through a routine that was by now familiar to me. Bend this way, stretch that muscle. One and then the other and on and on. My muscles were loose and limber but my body was vibrating with desire. I caught glimpses of men watching me, adjusting themselves and turning away so they wouldn’t reveal their growing hardness to me.

On the outside I was burning, my skin flush with embarrassment as they watched me. Inside I was burning far hotter, my whole body aching for their eyes to take in every inch of me. For them to see all of me and leave nothing to their imagination. For men to fantasize about me as I had been fantasizing about them.

I moved to the weights next, lifting and working out my arms and shoulders. Shoulder press and bicep curls, alternating between dumbbells and barbells, focusing on myself as I lifted heavy things and put them back down again.

I was concentrating on my form, watching my naked body in the mirror glistening with sweat and working just as all of those men had before. I was admiring myself, seeing my new and fit body in a new light, in the light all of those eyes were seeing it in.

I was hot. I was fit and I was fantastic. Those men were staring at me because they wanted me. Those women were staring at me because they wanted to be me. I was the focus of all of them because I was fit and doing what they didn’t dare to do. I was naked and powerful.

With a smile I re-racked my weights and headed off the gym floor. My hips swayed a bit more as I walked, a swagger to them that wasn’t there before. All the way out I caught glimpses of people looking at me, unable to look away from the naked and fit and fantastic woman walking out of the room.

I stopped outside of the change room door. I knew that I should have gone in but I couldn’t quite bring myself to just yet. I felt fantastic, and I didn’t want to be weighed down by any unnecessary fabrics quite yet.

So I turned and headed into the steam room, a place I’d not yet been in. I walked in as the steam enveloped my body, making my way over to a bench in the corner and reclining in it, letting the heat of the room suffuse my skin.

I was practically panting by now, all of the tension and need building in my body and threatening to reach a break point. I was having a hard time keeping myself together, wondering whether there was any way that I could possibly satisfy myself in here without drawing attention to myself, wondering just how naughty I could get.

The door opened and two men walked in. They had towels wrapped around their waists, their bare chests exposed and glistening. I saw them look at me and settle into seats on the opposite side of the steam room. Through the hazy air I looked at them as they did their best not to stare at me. They were so hot, so glistening and muscular. I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to feel those hard bodies pressing on either side of me.

I closed my eyes, my breath coming in shudders as I focused on the feeling inside of me.

“Good workout,” asked a gruff voice from across the way, from one of the two men.

I looked over at him, his eyes hungry as a smile lit up my face.

“Yes,” I cooed, “But I feel like I left something out there. Like I didn’t push myself all the way.”

I stood and crossed the room over to them, “I feel like I could still go for a bit more exercise.”

Bold and assertive I straddled the lap of the first guy, falling into him and pressing my breasts against his firm chest. I saw him look to the door and pulled his gaze back to me.

“Don’t worry,” I said to him, “I don’t mind if we’re caught.”

I kissed him, my hands on either side of his face while his hands grabbed my ass. He pulled me into him, grinding my dripping sex against the bulge in his towel. I kissed him and pressed my tongue into his mouth, teasing against his while I felt movement to one side of me.

His friend started to touch me, his hands on my hips and running up my body. They pressed between the two of us and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them lightly while his lips found my neck and sucked on the skin there.

They lifted me up, my body pressed between their two muscular forms as they moved me to a bench in the center of the room. They laid me down on my back and I heard a rustle of cloth as their towels were thrown to one side. Looking up I saw only the hard bodies of these men, one at my head and one at my feet, both of them hard as a rock and looking down at me with hunger in their eyes.

They worked quickly, the man at my waist gripping my thighs together and finding my dripping sex with the head of his cock. He pushed into me, holding my legs in his arms to give him purchase while he pressed into me with hard quick thrusts. With my thighs squeezed together he felt absolutely enormous, but I was so wet by this point that it was easy for him to push inside of me and fill me up with his thick cock.

Once inside his thrusts became quick and forceful, the sound of his hips slamming against me filling the space and echoing it.

The other man grabbed my head with both hands, holding me still while his cock found my mouth and thrust inside. He kept me still with his hands, his thrusts rapid and forceful as he fucked my face with reckless abandon. I moaned and tried to do more than just receive his cock but he wasn’t having any of it, he was using me now, taking his pleasure from me while my own pleasure built inside of me.

These men were having me. Right here in the middle of the gym. It was like my every fantasy come true. It was everything I wanted it to be and more.

I moaned and gripped the bench with both hands, taking in both of them as the heat built inside of me. It made my body so tight. It made me lightheaded with desire. It made me moan and squeeze myself on them until they finally slowed and pulled out of me.

“Fuck she’s hot,” I heard one of them grunt as they stepped back, and the moment I was free of them I sprung to my feet.

Figuring a change was in order I moved onto the man who had been fucking my mouth. I pressed myself against him and kissed him, pushing him down into a seat and then spinning around to mount him. My ass fell onto him as I used him like a chair, albeit a chair with an extra and fun feature right in the middle of the seat. I felt him fill me up, his cock slick with my saliva as it pressed between the lips of my sex and spread me apart.

Motioning the other man over I took him in my hand while I bounced my ass up and down on the man behind me. I stroked the cock of the standing man, kissing his chest while I ground my hips against the seated man. All of our breathing grew ragged, all of our bodies tensing as it all grew too much all at once.

I saw movement in the corner by the door, a face peering through the steamy window at the three of us inside here. It was the woman from the front desk, the one who had explained to me about the nudity policies in the gym. She was looking in at us, shock and something else clearly apparent on her face. She was enjoying the sight in front of her.

The man I was stroking tensed, his cock twitching in my hands. I felt a ripple run through his shaft as he exploded, spurting hot stickiness all over my chest. I was shocked, taken off guard as I watched his head swell and erupt time and again, and the heat of his semen on my skin made me tremble and fall down onto the cock inside of me.

I squeezed down hard, the ripple of my orgasm building in me as well. It ran over me, leaving me gasping and trembling as I rode out wave after wave, squeezing onto the cock of the man behind me for everything that I was worth.

And feeling him explode too, erupting inside of me and filling me up as I moaned and squealed with delight. I felt hands on me, holding me tight as lips found my lips and my neck and my body trembled with satisfied need.

The guys didn’t stick around for long after that. They were nice enough to let me borrow one of their towels to clean up a bit, but before long they sheepishly beat an exit.

Not that I needed to stay much longer. I knew that if I stayed here too much longer my body wouldn’t be satisfied with everything that it had experienced. It would demand another round.

So I made my way to the change rooms, showering and cleaning all of the sweat and exertion from my skin. I felt amazing after it was done, and even slipping back into my clothes didn’t feel like too much of a burden.

On my way out the door I stopped by the front desk. The woman from the steam room door was still working the front desk, and she blushed bright red as I walked up to the front desk and asked to renew my membership for another six months.

She could barely keep eye contact with me, let alone keep up a conversation, but just before the end she managed to ask me, “So you’re enjoying your time at the gym?”

“Oh yes,” I said, enjoying her face glow a brighter shade of red, “It really is amazing. You know you were absolutely right about exercising in the nude. There really is something satisfying about it that is just so very satisfying.”

“I’ve heard that,” she said, biting her lip lightly.

“You know,” I said, “I’ve got a great routine. If you’re free sometime we should work out together. I could show you how to really get a great exercise in. Especially the warm down routine.”

“I-” she stuttered, “I might like that.”

I smiled, snapped up my membership card and headed out the door. Excitedly planning out my next workout.


HIDING IN THE CLOSET! Watching Them In Secret!


Unlocking the door I stepped inside and closed it behind me. There are few things in this world quite as odd as being alone in someone else's space.

You know, when you’re in an apartment that belongs to someone else and they’re not around?

Maybe they asked you to water the plants or feed their cats while they were out of town. Maybe they asked you to pick up something they’d forgotten and bring it to them.

Whatever the reason you’re in this space, their space, and they aren’t around.

It’s unsettlingly calm, too quiet. So quiet that you find yourself tiptoeing in spite of the fact that you’re not doing anything wrong. It’s like you don’t want to upset the calm of the space.

So you move through it as quiet as possible, fighting any urges to snoop and making your way through to do whatever it is you need to do.

In this case I was over at the house of my friends Anne and Scott. I had dropped by her work and she leant me her keys so I could go over and pick something out that I could wear tonight. We were roughly the same size, and she had a massive closet filled without outfits that were far more likely than mine to draw the sort of attention I wanted today.

I always tended to err on the side of conservative, dressing down and keeping things basic. Anne was always the wild one in our group of friends, and she had always helped to pull me out of my shell.

Especially lately.

Anne and Scott were good friends of mine. I’d known both of them since forever and they had been a lot of help to me recently, because recently my life had been completely upended.

I had been with my ex who will not be named for about a decade, and while our life together hadn’t always been perfect I figured it had always been happy. I had always been happy at least.

But apparently I was the only one, because he decided to bring our time together to an abrupt and crashing halt.

I was devastated, I’ll admit that I was devastated. You spend nearly a decade with someone making your life about them and they just end it and it’s hard to deal with. Anyone would find it hard to deal with.

But after a few weeks of having Anne especially help me through I was ready to move on a bit, to get some new men in my life.

Dating is hard. It’s hard getting back into the swing of it when you’ve been with the same person for a decade and it’s even harder when you’re a bit of a wallflower. I knew I wasn’t the most outgoing person, and that made it difficult to draw the attention of men.

So a few unsuccessful runs with dating apps and a few horrible singles mixer type events and I was desperate. That was where Anne came in.

She had a way of talking me into things, of getting me to go along with plans I would never in a million years agree to.

I wasn’t the type to go home with a guy from a club. Heck I wasn’t the type to go out clubbing, even if I did love to dance. Something about it all felt so hollow to me.

But Anne insisted that it would be good for me. She used all sorts of cowboy metaphors about me getting back on the horse and all of them basically ended in a single statement: I needed to get laid.

I did. I’m not too embarrassed to say it. I needed to get laid and I needed to get laid by a guy who knew what he was doing.

My ex had gotten complacent in recent years, and while post-separation he had stepped up his game and started hitting the gym in our time together he was soft and out of shape and in bed he only cared about finding his own satisfaction.

What I needed right now was a man who cared about me more than he did himself. Thought I would settle for a man who cared about me just as much as he did himself.

So while I agreed with her plan in theory, bringing home a guy from the club just didn’t sound like it would work out in practice to me.

Club guys are preoccupied with appearance. They want to bring home the hottest girl and fuck her until they got off. They didn’t really care about their partner beyond having some eye candy while they thrust away.

That was my impression going in. Biased? Sure. Accurate? So far absolutely.

I had gone out with Anne and Scott and each time had been its own level of unique and fun disaster.

At first it was just the usual bored and ignored. Anne is a bit of a firework so she tended to draw all of the attention to herself. Most guys see her and gravitate to her. They don’t notice the other people in her orbit, not even her boyfriend right beside her.

So after the first few outings where I was dancing by myself all night I tried to beg off and back away but Anne wouldn’t have it.

She kept dragging me out, and I agreed on the condition that she start actually giving me some advice.

Her words helped, telling me how to dress and how to dance to draw attention. I did start to get noticed, but it was always by the wrong guys.

These guys were obvious players, and I balked at their horrible pick up lines and terrible dancing. I didn’t want a guy like this. I couldn’t have anything with a guy like this.

So Anne eventually pulled me aside and we had a conversation, a conversation that was incredibly one-sided in which she told me in no uncertain terms that I was coming into this the entirely wrong way. I was evaluating each of these guys as if they were a potential partner, as if they were going to be the replacement to my ex.

That was ridiculous. I didn’t need that and I didn’t want that from them. I wasn’t going to find a person to be with forever here. I was going to find a person to be with for one night.

That was what I had to look for. That was what I had to want.

That man had to be evaluated on basically two criteria: Was he into me? Was he hot?

Those two questions were all that mattered. Could I go home with him and did I want to fuck him? If the answer to both was a yes then I should drag him out of the club and into the back of a cab. I should bring him back to his place and let him fuck me all night long.

Because I needed to get laid, and only after I got that a few times would I be able to move on from my ex.

So I did, I took a deep breath and I threw my standards out the goddamn window and started evaluating those men based purely on their physical attributes. I looked them over like they were meat at the deli.

And I saw a lot of choice cuts.

Turns out guys who only focus on finding women out at the club tended to concentrate on getting fit. When you can’t talk much because the music is drowning out any conversation you have to rely on your appearance to get ahead.

Opening up my eyes meant so many more options were on the table, men of all shapes and sizes, all of them around me and hard and muscular. I had my pick too, because Anne had gotten me all done up and in one of her dresses and they were all over me.

The last time we had gone out had the potential to be amazing, but as it turns out there was one unforseen problem in the mix.

I think it was because of my own insecurities that I hadn’t noticed it earlier. I was so focused on what I was doing wrong and what was wrong emotionally with all of these men around me that I hadn’t noticed the problems with Anne and Scott.

I loved the two of them, let me be clear on that. I loved them each and they were amazing and they were amazing together.

They looked absolutely perfect together too, like two nordic gods, both blonde and blindingly beautiful. Him with close cropped hair, a short beard, piercing blue eyes and cheekbones to die for. His broad shoulders just accentuating his tiny waist, his wide pecs and thick arms bulging with muscle. Her with her absolute petite sexiness, blonde hair that was impossibly long and eyes that were impossibly blue. Her face was cute, but she had a fire to her that made her whole tight body vibrate when she got excited. She exuded electric energy, making you just as excited as she was just by virtue of proximity to her.

They were perfect in almost every way, and they were absolutely couple goals, but they were also terrible wingpeople.

At first it was just because she tended to draw all of the attention in the room to herself, but even when she somehow managed to keep a lid on that she still didn’t devote any assistance to me once we passed through the doors of the club. Actually it was once the first few drinks passed her lips.

When they got a little tipsy both of them got real intensely handsy. Everything else faded away as they focused all of their attention on each other, pouring all of their magnetism into the other and locking everything else out.

So once we were a few drinks in I might as well have been invisible. And I had no assistance finding a guy, and no one to talk me up or run interference for a guy who was getting a bit clingy. I might as well have been their alone.

And worse.

Because they were such a sight. I couldn’t look away from them and I don’t think anyone could.

One of them would pull the other onto the dancefloor and they would fall on each other. She would dance for him, swaying and twirling. He would get close to her, pulling her into him and running his hands over her tight body. His oh so strong hands.

He would be on her, his lips on her neck kissing down, his hands on her stomach pressing and inching their way up towards her breasts.

She would spin for him, pressing those breasts against his chest as she drew his mouth down to hers. They would kiss and their hands would lose control, gripping and pulling at each other.

But so graceful, each movement somehow fluid and a part of this dance that had been happening this whole time.

It was so much more than a dance and everyone knew it. They were all over each other, and every single person watching them was wishing this was happening to them instead.

All of the ladies wished we could be her, locked in the arms of that handsome man as he held us tight and close. We wished that we could press our palms against his chest, feeling the bulging of his pecs as he tensed under our fingers. We wished that his hand was on our ass, squeezing and pulling us into him. We wished that it was our hand slipping down between our bodies, squeezing his oh so big bulge even though right there on the dancefloor even though we thought no one could see.

And the men I’m sure wished that they were him. That it was their hands on her trim waist. That it was their tongue pressing between her pink lips. That they were smelling her perfume, letting it invade their senses as they felt her nipples harden under the flimsy material of her dress and press into their chest. That they were the ones fondling and feeling her, right there in the middle of the dance floor as she moaned into their mouth while she squeezed their cock.

The last time I had gone out with them I had watched them do this dance. I had watched it and felt a riot of emotions in me.

I wanted to be her. I wanted to have him on me and feel him under me. I wanted to be her as surely as I knew she wanted him to fuck her right there on the dancefloor with everyone watching.

But I didn’t just want to be her. I was embarrassed. I was embarrassed for these feelings of lust I had towards one of my oldest and dearest friends. I was embarrassed that they were doing this where everyone could see. I couldn’t believe that they didn’t realize that everyone was watching, that they were on display like this.

I couldn’t look away and I’m sure no one else could either. And all of that led to that fatal flaw in my plans for the evening.

I was so turned on watching them I needed anything and anyone to take me home. I would have settled for any man who approached me at that point, the aching need inside of me was craving something manly and hard to satisfy my desires.

And that was the problem.

At least he was cute, handsome and built though nowhere near the level that Scott was. And he could move, could dance and move himself to the music. He didn’t just sway or do any of the stupid moves guys do when they’re trying to look like they’re cool and don’t really care. He was actually invested in the moment and the dancing.

And he held me well. He pressed his body to me almost as well as Scott did to Anne. He held me almost as close.

But I should have known from the way I caught him looking at his reflection in the mirrors behind the bar that he was vain. I should have known from the way he just barely fucked up my drink order that he wasn’t listening to me too closely. I should have seen so many flags.

But Anne and Scott had set my mind and body on fire with need, and I looked at the man who held me in his arms and figured he was good enough.

So I let him take me home for the night. I nodded when he asked if I wanted to get out of here and let him pull me into a cab back to his place. He was on me as soon as we pulled back from the curb, his hands grabbing my waist and pulling me onto his lap.

That it was hot and heavy was undeniable. I was dizzy with the feel of him against me.

That he was handsome and fit was absolute truth. His hard body felt magnificent against my own.

But there was this irrepressible and undeniable one-sidedness to this whole thing. He was focused on one thing and one thing only, himself.

Every movement of his body was insistently focused on himself. His hands were on my body, pressing and touching me and making me moan and tremble into his mouth as he kissed me.

But then he would break contact with me to grab my hands from their position pressing into his chest and arms and push them down. He would press my hands onto his thick bulge, pressing them there before returning to me.

It’s not that I didn’t want to touch his cock. Oh god I wanted to touch his cock and I wanted so much more.

But I wanted him to focus on me as much as I was focused on him. I wanted him to make me feel good and he was, but it was only as an afterthought.

He would leave me trembling and aching with need to reposition me to better suit his purposes. He would put his needs first, and that much was perfectly clear to me right from the beginning.

But I was positively dripping with need at this point, watching Anne and Scott had left me in a blur of dizzy passion and so I figured it was just the awkwardness of making out in a cab. I played it off.

When we pulled up to his apartment I stumbled out of the cab and into the building with him. He pulled me along to the elevator, pressing me against the wall of it and exploring my body with his hands while we rode up to his floor.

And once we were inside of his apartment he didn’t waste any time at all.

Let me be clear, there was no pretense on either of our parts. We were both here to get laid and have fun. We were both here for one purpose, and that purpose gravitated around the bedroom.

But a girl needs a bit of foreplay. She needs a bit of fun before the main event.

He was eager and quick, pulling me into the bedroom and pulling my dress from me. I figured the foreplay was going to come, even though I don’t think I’d ever seen two people get undressed quite so quickly.

Hell he barely had his clothes off before he pressed me down to the bed.

I remembered thinking that goddamn he was fit. I remembered admiring the look of his chest and abs, the way the muscle bent and flexed as he moved. I remembered thinking that he was going awful quickly towards spreading my legs apart.

I figured he was going to lick me.

But he went straight into fucking me, pressing his cock against me and pressing into me.

His fucking was uneven and unskilled. It was like he’d just gotten the body yesterday and hadn’t quite figured out the controls yet.

Even and regular thrusts of his hips were abandoned in favor of thrusts that were erratic and forceful. He fucked me hard, grunts escaping him as he held my legs and pressed into me.

But somehow it worked for me.

Hey I’m as surprised as you did. Something about the fact that I’d just taken this guy home, that I couldn’t remember whether his name was Alex or Adam. That I didn’t know him from anyone else.

And that he was hot. He was definitely built and definitely fit.

And because I kept thinking of Anne and Scott.

I knew that with me gone they wouldn’t waste much more time in the club. That they too would have hopped into a cab and be racing home.

But I knew Scott would be taking care of her. He would be paying her body the attention it needed. He wouldn’t hesitate to give her all of his everything, to tease her and play with her until she came to a screaming orgasm.

I pictured it, my two beautiful friends locked in an embrace much like they had been on the dance floor. But this time no clothing separating the two of them. This time no pretense. This time they were ready.

And I was close too. I was so close to my climax that I could feel it building up in me. I could feel it pounding between my legs as this stranger fucked me and pinned me to the bed.

I was almost there.

He was done, pulling out of me and grunting and moaning as he came all over my stomach. I felt the heat of his climax hit my skin and shuddered, a rush running over my whole body as I felt my own orgasm slip away. I shivered as he trembled above me and then fell to one side.

This man lay there, his chest heaving as he reclined on his bed with a satisfied smile. And I looked down at his seed on my stomach and stood up off the bed, moving out of the bedroom and padding off in search of a bathroom to clean up in.

I found one near the front door to his apartment and stepped inside, flicking on the light and using some paper to clean myself up. Breathing an unsatisfied sigh I looked at myself in the mirror.

I knew I was no Anne. I knew that she was on another level but I was still attractive, still good enough to pull a fit guy like that.

But why couldn’t I pull a guy like Scott. Why couldn’t I find a man who wanted me to be satisfied as much as he wanted to get himself off. Why couldn’t I have been taken home by a more skilled lover.

A lover like Scott.

I saw the two of them again in my mind, his hands wrapped around her, pleasuring her and pleasing her. I saw him pressing her down to the bed, taking his time to taste her and enjoy her body, taking his time to warm her up before he pressed his hard cock into her.

I saw her moan with need, pulling him into her.

And I touched myself to the thought of it.

I imagined everything there in the bathroom, the look of the two of them on each other as their pleasure found newer and newer heights. I saw the two of them coming together again and again.

And I teased myself while my imagination ran rampant. Right there in the bathroom of a stranger I played with myself.

Pressing my fingers inside of me and rubbing my thumb across my clit. Grasping my breasts and pinching my nipples, making me gasp with delight.

I watched myself in the mirror but in actual fact all I saw was the two of them. I saw them wrapped up in an embrace. I saw his thick cock pressing into her. I saw him moving with her, both of their bodies rising and falling together as they danced a dance that was familiar and beautiful. They both came together as one, unspoken communication guiding them to chase a mutual orgasm together.

All three of us. As one.

As one we came together, the climax ripping through my body and making me tremble and slip to the cool tile of the bathroom. I felt my whole body washed over with my climax, my mouth open as I squeezed my eyes shut and saw the two of them together in my imagination, kissing and celebrating their mutual adoration.

By the time I slipped back into the bedroom the man who took me home was asleep, his snoring loud and even. I didn’t wake him, I just dressed in silence and snuck back out through his house to try to keep from waking him.

Now a week later and I’m sneaking through another persons house, this time Anne and Scott. I had been honest with Anne about my intentions, well partly honest.

I had told her that I wanted to take a night off from having Anne and Scott there helping me pick up guys. I told her that I wanted to try a night out by myself, but left out any mention of them being terrible as wingpersons.

I also left out the fact that since that last time I’d had a hard time getting Anne and Scott out of my head. That not a day had gone by that I hadn’t been consumed by thoughts of them, and that I had played with myself time and again and again to the thought of them together.

Stepping into their bedroom I made a point to avoid looking at their bed. Even just being in this close proximity to it made it difficult to look away. It made it difficult to keep the thoughts of them together out of my head.

So I focused on the task at hand, on the closet and the clothes inside.

Anne had an absolutely massive walk-in closet, one that was dedicated almost entirely to her clothes. She loved to show it off, going out of her way to explain to people how it was sorted into seasons and events, so all she had to do was go to a the back right corner if she wanted to find something to wear to a formal event in the winter. She was so proud.

I headed straight to the club section, flicking through the dresses one by one. Picking out a few I set them aside and tried them each on one by one. There was a mirror by the door of the closet that I could look at myself in, and each time I dressed in one I would spin and admire myself.

More and more I really started to look like her. I could almost imagine that I was her when I was wearing one of these dresses. It was thrilling and exciting, a rush running through my body as all of those fantasies I had had all week came tumbling back into me.

I had such a hard time picking a single dress, wound up spending way more time there in the closet than I had ever intended.

When I heard the front door to the apartment open I was only half-dressed, slipping into one of her shorter party dresses and excited to see how it made my legs look. Rushing over to the door of the closet I pulled it shut to give myself some privacy, trying to keep them from seeing me.

And almost as soon as I closed the door to the closet I heard people stumble into the room.

The closet door had wooden slats in it that moved independently, it was oh so simple to peer through the gaps and get a full view of everything that was happening beyond.

To see both of them pushing backwards into the room.

It was Anne and Scott, of course it was. He had her wrapped up in his arms, holding her tight body close to his as he walked her to the bed and pressed her down onto it.

They were wearing clothing from work, him a casual suit and her a nice and neat dress. But there was nothing nice about the way that he was looking down at her.

He was looking at her with hunger in his eyes, looking at her like she was his meal to consume.

Pressing his hands on her knees he pushed them apart. I saw his hands slid up her thighs and under the hem of her dress, gripping her panties and peeling them off of her, tossing them to one side.

Then he returned to her, kissing her knees and slowly tracing a trail inward through the inside of her thighs. He would kiss a ways up on one, then switch to the other. He was moving so achingly slow. She was craving more.

Her hands were on him, pulling at him and trying to drag him into her. Her back was arching as she whimpered for satisfaction that he was holding out on, keeping it just out of reach of her.

Teasing her the whole time.

Until he finally gave in to her, his head disappearing under her dress as she gave out a cry of satisfied relief. Her hands caressed his head and I saw him moving, teasing and pleasing her with his lips and tongue. And I saw her response, her body writhing and vibrating as he touched her and tasted her. As she accepted him and felt it throb through her body.

Her head fell to one side, her face looking straight at the closet but off into space. She wasn’t focusing on anything except the pleasure being pressed into her.

And I couldn’t look away. I felt the dress slipping from my body and pulled it up onto me, covering myself up even though my skin felt like it was on fire with need.

Oh god it was amazing. It was everything I could ever have anticipated. They were beautiful together.

And he was attending to her every need, as she moaned and cried out her satisfaction. As she screamed out for more.

When she came it was like an explosion. She came with her whole body, shaking and trembling and spasming as it washed over her. She trembled and rose up, her whole body tensing before it released and she fell gasping to the bed.

My eyes were wide, taking in all of this.

As she smiled and sat up. As she stood and let him unzip her dress, baring her naked body to his and my eyes. She was petite and tight, her whole body tense with the memory of her orgasm.

And she undressed him, running her hands over his body and removing every last strip of clothing.

I’d seen him almost naked before. We’d gone swimming and I had seen Scott in only a bathing suit so almost none of this was a surprise to me.

But seeing him in this context was something new. Each piece of skin that was unveiled was exciting and enthralling because I knew it would be dedicated to the task at hand. I saw it all in a different context now.

I saw his strong arms and pictured them holding her tight. I saw his tight abs and pictured him thrusting into her. I saw his broad shoulders and pictured her holding on to them, squeezing her fingers into them as he pounded his pleasure into her.

There was one part of him that I had never seen though, and fuck was it impressive.

Scott was big. He was really fucking thick and long. His cock looked heavy, and in comparison to Anne it looked immense.

But she dropped to her knees all the same, taking him into her mouth and throwing her all into pleasing him. She tasted him and touched him, her hands and lips and tongue devoted to satisfying him. To giving her everything to him.

His whole body tensed with her pleasure. I heard him grunting, his breath quickening as shudders ran over him while she moaned and licked him.

It was beautiful, but it was only an interlude because soon he had her up and slipped over onto her front on the bed.

She was on hands and knees and he was behind her. His cock pressing at her tight little pussy as he pushed against her. He took his time to get inside of her, though from the look of her she was positively dripping with need for him.

He looked so big in comparison to her, so big I thought it would never fit. But before long he was buried in her and pounding into her. His hands were on her hips, her whole self trembling as he pounded her from behind.

His thrusts were long and even, perfect strokes with perfect rhythm that was accompanied by him pulling her back onto him. Each one of his strokes forward was accompanied by a grunt from him that was coarse and manly, and I could see his whole body tensing beautifully with the effort of fucking her.

And she was loving every minute of it. A sheen of sweat on her body making her glisten as she let her head fall to the bed. She leaned her face towards the closet once more and I saw her closing her eyes and tensing, overcome with pleasure as she took him fully and completely.

But he had so much more to give. His hands wrapped under her, lifting her from the bed while still buried inside of her and moving her over. I nearly stumbled back as he stopped in front of the closet door and bent her forwards.

Her hands splayed out against the door, she kept herself from falling forward as he bent her over and continued thrusting. But this time they were so close to me, so close that I could hear them echoing in my ears, their moans building and building as they sped up the pace of their lovemaking. And I could see everything, individual droplets of sweat beading on their skin and tracing trails down their body.

I could see every detail.

And I couldn’t help it. This was everything I had wanted. I was finally witnessing something I had fantasized about all week.

I was playing with myself.

Just like in that bathroom I was playing with myself while I watched them. Letting this dress fall to the ground and slipping one hand between my legs and inside of me while the other held my breast and squeezed and pinched my nipples. I let my fingers slide in and out of me in time to the rhythm of his strokes. I let him fuck both of us at the same time.

And as she came I came, both of us letting the pleasure of this man who was so caring and attentive wash over us. I felt the climax building in me, ripping through my body and making me slip to my knees once more. It overwhelmed me, as I pressed my face against the door to stare out at my two friends pleasuring each other.

Scott pulled out of her, stepping to one side as she fell to her knees and took him in her hands. I heard a roar of manly fury escape from him as she stroked his cock and erupted all over her face. She stroked him slowly and deliberately as he came all over her, coating her lips and cheeks and chin with his sticky seed, letting it spill down onto her breasts.

Scott stumbled backwards, sighing with satisfaction as he stepped over to the bed and fell down onto it. I saw him idly in the background, but my attention was on Anne and how I wanted to be her right now. On what I would give to have Scott cum all over my face like that.

I watched her grab her purse from the floor and pull it over to her. I watched her pull out her phone and tap out a message before sending it.

My phone lit up with receipt of a message instantly, and I looked down at the text to see her message:

I know you’re in the closet. I hope you enjoyed the show, but you can come out and join us if you’d like.

I stared at the message for a few moments, contemplating my options even though I knew there was really only one choice. After the week I’d had there was only one way this was going to end.

I pushed the doors of the closet open, crossing the floor and joining Anne and Scott on the bed. I lay down opposite her, eye level with his cock. She took him out of her mouth and offered him to me.

I gladly accepted, feeling him stiffen as my lips came into contact with his cock.


I CAN’T BELIEVE I’M DOING THIS! Taking A Job As A Bikini Barista!


My new job wasn’t a great job but it was a job, and considering who I was and the wealth of experience I didn’t have it was probably a better job than I could ever have hoped for.

Plus it was going to make me more money than my last job, and for pretty much the same amount of work.

At this point in my life I was pretty much only qualified for a single job, and that was working as a barista. I’d started working in one years ago for a bit of cash and had managed to only ever find similar jobs. Turns out going to school for an extremely specialized degree in a tiny field meant that it was exceedingly difficult to get a job in your actual field.

Hence, barista.

But it wasn’t a bad job. I’d loved every coffee shop that I had ever worked in. I liked making the drinks and chatting to customers. I liked getting to know them and them getting to know me. When I was behind the counter I was downright personable, came out of my shell way more than I did in my ordinary day to day life.

I figured it was the expertise syndrome. If you’re an expert in something and people approach you within the context of that it gives you a certain level of confidence. All of a sudden you’re able to keep up a conversation and chat and just generally talk to people, where you couldn’t before.

It was great!

Plus I loved coffee, really loved coffee. I don’t think that I could go a single day without it which probably isn’t the best thing to think of when you’re talking about an addictive substance but I’m sure it was fine. Caffeine is probably the most used drug in the whole damn world so if most people are doing it then it has to be okay.

At least that’s what I tell myself.

I might sound like I’m rambling here. Like I’m dancing around a point and trying to keep from getting to it. If that sounds like it might the case then you might be interested in the fact that I absolutely am. I am completely and utterly trying to avoid talking about one particular thing.

What thing is that? You ask. Well it’s the core element to this entire story. It’s all about my new job and how it’s so much like my old job and yet so much different at the same time. It’s about how I can be doing the same old thing that I’ve always done and yet somehow wind up making far more money than before.

Because it is the same job as before, basically. Only the uniform is different.

I’m now a Bikini Barista.

God even just writing that down on the page is making me blush. I can’t believe I gave up my old job and I can’t believe I took on this one. I can’t believe I’m actually going to go through with this and do this job.

The thing is there is absolutely no reason why I shouldn’t do this job, at least on paper.

On a technical level I knew how to do the job. I understood every single aspect of it perfectly. How to brew the coffee, how to pour and foam the milk. I have memorized countless recipes and know how to make each one because the places I worked weren’t corporate chains, they were places that required high quality coffee. Where people paid a premium price for a premium beverage.

From a personal level I knew that I was qualified too. I knew that I kept myself in shape and knew that I had drew the attention of guys. I knew that I looked good, and history showed that to be the case.

About a month ago some friends and I had gone to the beach together. Me and Liz and Claire.

Compared to the two of them there was no way that I would get any attention. Everyone wouldn’t be able to keep their eyes off the two of them. They wouldn’t pay any mind to little old me.

Because Liz was petite and blonde and pretty. She was a little spitfire of a woman, always bouncing with this kind of energy that was positively contagious. You couldn’t deny her anything because she would take it. She knew that she had power over people too, always leaning into the petite and cute thing that she had going for her. I knew before we hit the beach that her bikini would be skimpy and bright pink. I knew her hair would be braided into pigtails and that she would be positively brimming with energy. With her around how could any guy notice anyone else.

Except that then there was Claire.

Claire was pretty much the opposite of Liz. Tall and curvaceous and fair and a redhead. She was dripping with sex, the type of girl that you could picture sliding up to a man in a bar in a noir flick from the 1920s and asking for a light. When she turned her charms on she could twist men up into pretzels, getting them to do anything for her with a bat of her eyes and a sly smile. She too leaned heavy into what she had going for her, and I wasn’t surprised when she showed up at the beach looking like an old fashioned movie star in a one-piece and big sunglasses, looking classy and elegant and sexy.

Between the two of them what hope did I have?

I wasn’t statuesque and beautiful. I wasn’t a petite little bundle of sex. I was just me. Regular old me.

Average height and average build. Brunette and not even a fun shade of it, just boring brown. I was tan, but not enough to be called tan. Hips and waist that were a bit too big for my taste. Body that was nice, but not anything to really make a man drool. Personally I thought that I was plain, and my choice of a run of the mill bikini just emphasized that.

Or so I thought.

But a few minutes on the beach and I realized that wasn’t the case. Because I had something that neither Liz or Claire had.

You see in my normal day to day I always dressed in clothes that were a little baggy. I found tight clothing a little too constricting for me, I liked to be able to breathe. So people around me never really got a full view of my body on a regular day. They couldn’t really grasp the curves of my body.

So I never really realized how much attention my breasts drew.

I was always a busty woman, but I was also a late bloomer and somehow mysteriously my breasts had gotten a massive growth spurt now in my early twenties. I think it might have been something to do with my birth control, at least that was one of the side effects my doctor had told me about.

I wasn’t sure and for the most part I was just thinking of it as being a massive pain as I had to throw out all of my old bras to buy new bigger ones for my new and bigger breasts.

But until I hit the beach a month ago I had never really considered that it could make any other sort of difference.

That day though I noticed that no one was paying attention to Liz and Claire. All eyes were on me instead.

I caught their glances throughout the day. Silly guys trying to be subtle and keep their glances discrete. Don’t they know us ladies can always tell.

I saw so many guys staring at me, and when they thought I wasn’t looking they were downright staring at me.

It was embarrassing. Every time I caught someone trying to catch a glimpse of me I wound up blushing and turning away. I couldn’t believe that I was being stared at like this.

It made me feel like more of me was on display. It made me feel like so much of me was on display. Like they could see every bit of me.

Like I wasn’t even wearing this bikini, like I was fully topless for them.

And it didn’t help that my nipples were showing through the fabric of the bikini. It didn’t help that each glance at me made my body react in new and unexpected ways. Made me lightheaded and dizzy. Made me ache inside.

Before long I realized that I was positioning myself to show off for them. I was spending a little too much time bent over rummaging through my bag. I was turning slower, to give more guys an opportunity to see me. I was taking my time stretching, pressing my chest out to emphasize my breasts and make sure that everyone could see me.

That day awakened so many things in me, and these revelations sat in the back of my mind for days afterwards conjuring images and fantasies.

When I saw the ad a week later to become a bikini barista I applied on impulse. I called up the number and before I knew it I was done and through the interview and had an offer. A generous offer even before the tips, so after tips were factored in who knew how much I might stand to make.

So my point is that I was qualified. I knew how to do the job and I knew that I looked the part.

The only thing standing in my way was my nerves.

Because I was so very nervous about doing this. About being on display like this.

I had seen the place where I was going to work during my interview. Like most bikini barista places it was a closed in stand with a little kitchen inside that you would stand in to make drinks. It was big enough to move around in and such, but not by much. And all of the walls had windows on them, making it most like a toll booth than a typical coffee shop. Or an aquarium.

That’s what it felt like to me. It felt like I was on display when I was in there. Like I was an attraction, which I supposed was the point.

My feelings were so conflicted about this.

On the one had I was so embarrassed. A part of me kept saying that I wasn’t hot enough to work here. Wasn’t pretty enough or personable enough. A part of me kept telling me that all of the guys who came there would be disappointed when they pulled up and I was inside.

And another different part of me was telling me that I didn’t want to be watched like this. Even if all of the guys came up and drooled all over me that would be so embarrassing, to be exposed and out there like that. To have them staring at me would make me blush and freeze and not be able to do a single thing.

But the last part of me was excited. Thrilled to be on display like that. This was the part of me that had showed off on the beach and the part of me that wanted to show off now. That wanted to go further than I had on the beach.

That part of me wouldn’t mind if I served the coffee without even a bikini on.

I tried to ignore that part of me.

My first day of work I showed up early, walking to the booth. It was in the middle of a parking lot, and the last stretch of my walk where I could see the coffee booth made it feel like it was an eternity away.

I had worn my bikini under my jeans and light sweater. My usual baggy attire so that it hit most of my natural attributes. I walked over to the door of the booth and it swung open as I approached, a woman leaned out with a big smile on her face.

She was like an amazing combination between Liz and Claire. She was petite and energetic like Liz, with the same bubbliness and charisma as she had. But on the other hand she also had the flaming red hair and curves of Claire, and even leaning out the door like that she still managed to cock a hip to one side and bite her lip in a way that spoke of far more intimate things than a coworker should.

“You must be Ally,” she said, bouncing out of the booth to meet me, “I’m Mel!”

“Hi Mel,” I said, about to confirm that I was indeed the new girl but getting cut off by her wrapping me up in a big tight hug.

Mel was amazing. She was tiny and fit and hot and she welcomed me with literally open arms.

As soon as she broke the hug she pulled me in the booth and started going through all of the details of work in here. I could see in an instant both that she excelled at this job and exactly why that was the case.

Mel was a professional, that much was certain right from the beginning. She had been a barista for years and knew as much and more than I did about the art of brewing a good cup of coffee. When it came to the technical side of the job she was all business, working with a purposeful skill that would make it very easy for her to get a consistently amazing product out the door.

But she also just dripped sexy the whole time.

Every movement was a dance, a smooth slide across the floor and around the space as she put together all of the pieces of the puzzle that went into making the perfect cup. She was constantly bouncing with energy, shaking her hips and moving her butt to the rhythm of the songs that played through the speakers.

She could keep up a patter while she was doing it to, at first with me and then later with customers as they pulled up to the booth. She was constantly talking and entertaining and keeping things moving.

And then there was her outfit.

You would think that wearing boy shorts would be conservative attire, considering the place that we worked. They were in fact conservative attire, covering a good part of her tight little ass. But the thing was that she had paired the conservative boy shorts with no top at all, instead she was wearing two small smiley face pasties covering her nipples and that was it.

She didn’t need any more. Her whole body was so tight and fit that she didn’t need an ounce of support. Her breasts and body seemed to defy gravity, bouncing and vibrating along with the rest of her as she moved through the space doing her job.

After running through the specifics of the booth layout and the process of making a cup that was unique to this particular business Mel explained to me that the boss had asked her to work with me the first few hours just to make sure that I knew what it was that I was doing. I would start in the back making the coffee and she would work the customers. Once I got comfortable with the specifics of working the machines we could switch off and I would work customers while she made the drinks. Just so I could focus on one thing at a time before doing it all myself.

I figured this worked just fine for me.

And as the time passed I gained a real appreciation for her work.

Mel knew exactly what she was doing. She played everyone perfectly.

I watched the way that she would lean out of the window and flirt with customers. The way that she would tease conversation out of the tentative ones, or trade banter with the confident ones. I watched the way that she moved, constantly bouncing and dancing and swaying. Always with a smile.

Each customer had a unique touch given to them. The regulars were easy to spot, the way that she would lapse into familiar patterns with them and play a routine that they had obviously played before. But what was really impressive was the way that she picked up signals and read the needs of the men who were showing up for the first time.

She could read them so well and so quickly, fine tuning her approach to make sure that by the time they left they would almost certainly be a repeat customer.

It was elaborate and skilled and amazing to watch, like a surgeon moving with the grace of a ballerina.

I was enthralled, entranced and drawn into the rhythm of her movement. Before long I noticed myself moving along with her, bouncing and dancing and swaying right alongside her as she moved.

I was starting to have fun.

And we were working well together. Mel would put in the orders and dance while I got them ready, and during the times we were waiting for things to brew we’d wind up dancing together. The girl could move, it was hypnotic watching her.

After the first little while I started to forget that she was half naked. But then my hand would brush her breast or her ass and it would come back to me. I’d remember and wind up blushing and trying to keep from breaking the rhythm of our movements, usually getting away with only an imperceptible falter.

“Right,” Mel said eventually after handing over the latest drink and noticing no customers were standing around, “I think it’s time we switched. You handle the next customer.”

“Okay,” I said, instantly feeling dread at the thought of this. I made my way over to the window and stepped past her.

“Um sweetie,” she said, and I turned to look at her. She was pointing with a single finger at my outfit, sweeping it up and down my baggy clothes, “I think you’re a bit overdressed.”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling dumb, “I guess so.”

She giggled lightly and I took a deep swallow and reached for my pants. I unbuttoned and unzipped and drew them down over my hips, unveiling my legs to her and feeling my body stiffen at the fresh air. Then I reached for my top, taking a deep breath before pulling it off of me. I tossed my sweater into the corner and then bent and chucked my pants over to meet them.

Turning back to Mel I saw her staring at me, her mouth actually a little open.

“What?” I asked.

“Holy shit girl!” she exclaimed, “Look at those things!”

I blushed immediately and my body language closed in. I could feel my hands coming in to cover myself but she stepped up to me and kept me from closing myself off entirely.

“I’ve never seen breasts like that before,” she said in awe, “I’m jealous.”

“Really?” I asked, “But you’re so fit and pretty and I’m just…”

My voice trailed off but Mel didn’t let me get down on myself.

“No not at all,” she said, “I mean yes thank you I’m hot whatever. But your breasts are just… I feel like they’re pulling me in here… Like they’re so big they have their own gravity…”

I giggled at the thought of that, but sure enough she was orbiting closer and closer to me.

“Can I?” she asked, hesitant for the first time I’d ever seen, “Can I touch them?”

“Sure,” I said, my voice so quiet.

Her hands moved tentatively, reaching up from underneath my breasts. I felt her touch them lightly, pressing into the skin as her eyes went wide and she breathed out lightly.

“Soft,” she said, mesmerized.

There was the ding of a bell behind me signaling a customer had arrived and that sound pushed the two of us apart. I was so shaken by all of this, I think we both were, that we instantly lapsed into business mode.

And that shock made it so much easier to deal with the first customer. I just fell back on all of the same tricks that had served me well in my other barista jobs, being personable and keeping up conversation with the customers. Getting to know them and putting them at ease.

I didn’t even notice until he was leaving that he couldn’t keep his eyes off my chest.

The second guy I noticed right away, and I stammered a bit while talking to him. I was blushing and struggling to keep up the conversation but I managed to make it through.

But the embarrassment built in me the whole time. That voice in my head constantly reminding me that he was looking at me. Staring at me. Probably thinking about anything other than coffee. Probably picturing me writhing beneath him as he thrust his hard cock into me. Probably thinking of me grinding on him while I rode him, my breasts bouncing and jiggling with each of my shuddering spasms on his body.

By the time the third customer was here the feelings in me was something completely different.

Those fantasies were mine now. I couldn’t get out of my head the thought of each of these guys taking me home. Of them taking me back to their place and showing me everything that they had. I couldn’t help but think of how much I wanted to lose this bikini and show them every inch of me.

I started to get back into it.

My hips swaying with the music, the dance of the job getting back into my body and making me move with it.

Customer after customer arrived at my window and I was just as good at playing them as Mel was. I was just as able to keep them interested and engaged, just as capable of tailoring my interaction to suit their needs.

The job was getting fun, getting to be way more fun than any of my old jobs.

I was loving every minute of this, the way that these men looked at me and the way that made me feel. It was like a drug, running through my veins and making me bouncy with excitement.

Mel was cheering me on the whole time, loving every minute of me bouncing and dancing with the music. And I noticed that she was finding more opportunities to touch me, to feel me. To graze her fingertips on my body and feel me jump and start in return.

I noticed she was looking at me differently, her eyes heavy lidded and excited. She was getting closer to me, spinning and moving around me and making sure that there was never more than a foot of space between the two of us.

Most of the customers who came to the booth were older than us. Not by a lot, most of them were probably only around their late twenties to early-thirties, with a few into their forties and fifties. They guys in their early-twenties were few and far between, but there were a few real lookers there.

By far the best looking guy we’d had all night showed up to our booth after about an hour of me serving the customers. He was handsome in the sort of broadly All-American way, square jawed and broad shouldered. Typical quarterback good looks and build.

What was most endearing about this guy though wasn’t honestly his looks. It was that he seemed almost nervous and embarrassed to be there. He had such a hard time making eye contact with me, and then his eyes would drift down onto my breasts and then he would go beet red and look away. It was adorable and engaging.

Mel and I both noticed him. And I noticed that she was drifting more and more into places where she could look at him.

While we were waiting for his coffee to be ready Mel made sure to get really close to me and whisper in my ear, “Let’s give this guy a show.”

I nodded and she spun around me, grabbing a can of whipped cream from the side of the booth and leaning out the window to address him. She crossed her arms under her breasts, pushing them up and together, and held the can right in the middle of them.

“Want some extra whipped cream on your coffee Hun?” she cooed at him, her voice dripping with sex.

He couldn’t even respond with words, the poor man didn’t know where to look.

“Well sweetie?” she asked, turning away from him and crossing back over to me. I noticed she swayed her hips extra with each step.

She shook the can and aimed the nozzle at my left breast, spraying a little dollop over top of the fabric, directly on my nipple. A dollop she bent down and scooped up with her tongue.

When her tongue touched my breast it made me gasp. These damn things were so new to me I realized that size wasn’t the only thing that had changed. They were so sensitive now that even just having her tongue brushing against my nipple through the fabric of my bikini was enough of a touch to send and arc of pleasure running through my body, to make my knees tremble and shake.

“Mmm,” Mel moaned as she swallowed the whipped cream, “That is so sweet.”

Her hand came up to wrap around the back of my head, pulling my lips down to hers. She kissed me with a passion that told me that she had wanted to do this for an awful long time, that doing this for him was only a convenient fiction. First and foremost she was doing this for her.

The kiss left me breathless and stunned. Mel meanwhile, little vixen that she was, just spun away and kept on back into making his drink.

She was dancing the whole time, but this time she was dancing around me. This time she wasn’t hesitating to touch me, to spin around me and on me. Her body never stopped touching me, feeling me, exploring me.

And my eyes were locked with the customer. With the man whose name I didn’t know who was watching all of this with interest that was clear and obvious. Any shyness he had was melting away, he wasn’t going to miss a minute of this.

I felt myself moving too, moving for him and moving with her, turning to her as she turned to me. I let my hands reach out to feel her too, my fingers running over her tight body and feeling her writhe beneath my touch.

I was on fire, my whole body vibrating with need. The need to touch and be touched. The need to be watched. The need to be wanted.

Mel was turning me with each movement, making sure that I was always facing him. That I could always see him. That we were always pushing this forward.

Until she did with me what I thought I would never do.

Mel was behind me, her breasts pressed against my back as her hands played up my sides until they touched the edges of my bikini. They wrapped under the fabric. They pulled up.

I was bared to him. No fabric covering my breasts or keeping him from seeing every single inch of my breasts. My nipples were achingly hard, my whole body screaming out for him to watch me.

Mel touched me then, grasping my breasts like she had wanted to do the first time she saw them. Her hands squeezed me, felt me, played with me.

I heard her whisper in my ear, “So soft.”

Then her fingers found my nipples, brushing over them gently at first and then more firmly. Running back and forth and over them again and again until finally they found them and grasped them, pinching them and making me moan.

I felt it rushing over me. I couldn’t control it and I couldn’t deny it.

I couldn’t believe this was happening.

I was coming. Right here at work with a girl playing with my nipples. A girl I barely knew. A girl I had just met.

And I was so exposed, out here in a booth with windows on all sides and anybody able to look in and see every last bit of it. See my whole body tremble as my thighs squeezed together. See my knees grow weak as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

And he was seeing everything. The cute customer who was so shy and embarrassed to even be here and here he was watching me come right here in front of him. Watching me lose control. Watching me blush and try to close my eyes but fail.

Because I can’t stop looking at him. I can’t stop wanting to have him watch this happen to me.

My legs gave out as I moaned loudly, a moan that turned into a shuddering cry as I slipped between Mel's arms and slipped to the floor of the booth. I knelt there, catching my breath as the waves slowed and stilled and I bit my lip and smiled with satisfaction.

Mel handed him his coffee and watched as he stuffed money into our tip jar and then rushed away into the night. She blew him a kiss as he left.

“Well then sweetie,” Mel said, turning to me and watching me get back to my feet and adjust my bikini, “I think you’ve got the hang of this. I’ll leave you to it.”

She turned to her bag and started to pull on clothes. I looked at her dressing and looked at the space around the booth. There were no customers right now but I couldn’t help but notice the butterflies in my stomach.

“I’m nervous,” I confessed.

“No you’re not,” she said simply, “You’re a natural at this. You know exactly what you’re doing to get all of these silly men giving you all of the tips. You’re not nervous at all, you know what you are?”

“What?” I asked, looking at her.

“You’re excited,” she said smiling and pulling a shirt over her head.

I realized she was right. I was absolutely excited. I’d never felt something like this before. I’d never known how good it could really feel to show off like this.

“Now then,” she said, scribbling on a spare bit of paper with a pen and then handing it over to me, “My number.”

“In case I have any questions?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said, “And if you ever want to go out and have some fun. I’d love to go dancing with you sometime. Get some boys to buy us some drinks and give everyone a good show.”

She smiled and kissed me quickly on the cheek, the feel of her lips lingering for a moment.

“Bye sweetie,” she said, one hand on the door, “Have fun!”

And just like that she was gone, but I wasn’t alone. The music was still playing and I was still swaying to the beat. And that ding meant that the next customer was here.

This was going to be an awful fun job.


I’M SHOWING HIM EVERYTHING! Flashing A Stranger On The Train!


This trip was going to last forever. I mean I was stuck on a train for six hours straight, that in and of itself was a nightmare.

But fate wasn’t done kicking me while I was down just yet.

You go on a trip where you’re going to be sitting there for hours and you pack things to keep you entertained. At least I do. I can’t stand being idle and having nothing to do.

So I packed a book and I brought my phone. I figured that would work.

I hated my book within the first hour.

And I don’t mean just disliked my phone I do mean that I actively hated it within the first hour. You ever pick up a book and you just wind up disliking the protagonist and the premise and even the setting of it within the first few pages but you press on through it until you just can’t take any more of it. This was one of those books.

If I had to read one more line of it I was going to scream.

So instead I turned to my phone, because the joys of the modern age is that a phone is endless possibilities between social media and games and music and not batteries. Batteries are one of the worst things in the modern age, because as our phones have increased it almost seems like they decrease.

My phone was dead within the second hour.

And this wasn’t a good train. I wasn’t in the nice car. I was in the car where there are two sets of two seats facing each other without even so much as a table between us and that certainly meant that there would be nowhere in this train for me to charge my phone.

Fantastic.

So I was looking, at last count, at about 4 hours give or take of sitting on a train with nothing to do. This was the quiet car too, a choice I figured would be best if I was going to spend my time concentrating on my book. I hadn’t anticipated that I would have to sit in silence for hours.

Watching the scenery passing by can only entertain for so long.

By the time he walked on and sat across from me I was absolutely bored. The train was crowded with people, every seat except the one across from me seemed to be filled.

When he walked in he stole my attention immediately, I had a hard time noticing anything but the man sitting right there, so very close to me. He noticed me too, I could tell that the polite smile and nod masked something deeper, a connection that was rooted in something primal and immediate and physical.

It made sense.

He was young and handsome, maybe a few years older than me. He looked like a successful man, a businessman with a suit that fit just so and spoke of simplistic and sophisticated class. The material was of an obvious high quality, the cut enough to show off the physique he worked hard to maintain. Not a stitch out of place.

On either the suit or himself, this was a man who was impeccably attired, the sort of man who made sure everything was in place before stepping out the door of his house. He was clean shaven, with his dark hair neatly coiffed into a side part. His eyes were alive and alert, and I watched them quickly dart up and down my body before he smiled politely and took his seat.

He had looked at me with polite interest, taking in the sundress that lightly covered my body. The way that the neckline showed off just enough of my cleavage to gather his attention, the way the hem of it was drawn up a little too high, showing off so very much of my smooth thighs clad in white stockings to him.

I knew that most men thought I was pretty and cute. I wasn’t the type of woman who was often considered ‘sexy’, and that was something that always stuck with me.

I wanted to be sexy, to drive men wild with desire. I wanted them to stare at me with eyes that were dripping with need, to be unable to look away from me.

On the outside I may have looked almost demure and sweet in this light sundress, but I knew that underneath it my bra and panties were light and lacy, fabric that caressed my skin and made me feel like the sexy person that I knew I was.

But in spite of my true desires I always held back. I always kept from spilling all of me outward. From letting people know the true me.

I think I was afraid of rejection. Afraid of having someone look at me and not see the person that I wanted to be. I was afraid that I would take a shot and their reaction would simply confirm to me once and for all that I was cursed to be pretty and cute and sweet, not sexy and sultry.

This man was one of the first who didn’t look at me like that.

He started seeing me as sweet, but as the train pulled away I caught glimpses of something else. I stared at him in the reflection of the window, seeing the way that his eyes raked up and down my body when he thought I wouldn’t notice. I saw the way that his eyes lingered on my neck, my breasts, my legs. The way that he swallowed hard and shifted in his seat to get a better view.

Moving casually I glanced around the train cabin. This was the ‘quiet’ cabin and so most people were either napping away their ride or focused on work or reading or something that took up most of their activities. In our particular group of four seats the man across from me and me were the only ones without something to do. The person next to him was asleep, turned away from him and breathing the heavy breaths of a person deep in sleep. The person next to me was staring into their phone, headphones in and playing a game that took most of their attention. As far as those two passengers were concerned the rest of the world might not have even existed.

I resumed staring out the window, watching in the reflection as the man across from me returned to looking at my body. I watched his stare at me, his gaze shifted up from my thighs to my breasts. My fingers were playing with the collar of my dress, running idly up and down the line of fabric. I saw his gaze stop.

There was something in his eyes that made me realize something different was happening. Something in the way that he looked at me, with hunger and need and a craving for more. It was almost aggressive, an engaging flash there that was primal and needy.

My eyes darted down and I noticed that my fingers had pushed down the top of my dress, the edges of my lacy bra were exposed to him, the swell of my breast visible underneath them.

I felt my heart race, a thrill running through me as I realized I was showing him as much of me as I was. I felt a blush running up my body, coloring my chest red and spreading into my cheeks until they started to burn.

I looked up at him and saw that he wasn’t looking away. He was keeping his gaze fixed firmly and steadily on me. He hadn’t done anything wrong after all, I was the one showing him my bra. Why should he look away?

I withered before him, seeing something in his gaze that I had such a hard time recognizing until it hit me all at once. This was a look of desire. This was what I wanted. He wasn’t seeing me as cute and demure, he was seeing me as strong and sexy.

The rush running through me nearly made me squeal with delight. Having his eyes on me like this was everything I wanted and more. I couldn’t believe it could feel so good simply to have someone looking at me like this.

I wanted more. I craved it.

My hands moved seemingly without me moving them, pushing down the collar of my dress and exposing more and more of my bra. My head was dizzy and my breathing fast and shallow, I tried to calm myself as I slowly pulled my dress down, my eyes darting around to make sure no one was noticing.

No one except him that is. The man across from me. The dark and handsome stranger with the intensely peering eyes that seemed to not even blink, that seemed to demand more and more of me with each passing moment.

My other hand fell into my lap, fidgeting nervously with the hem of my dress. I watched his gaze dart down to my thighs and then back up past my breasts to my eyes, the look of him urging me on.

I gripped the hem lightly and pulled it up, more and more of my smooth thighs coming into view as I watched him look down at my legs. I watched him, my eyes drilled into his face as he stared at my thighs coming into view, as he waited with rapt anticipation.

I felt the tops of my stockings brush against my finger tips. I knew that he could see them, and that if I pulled just a bit more he would see the pale skin of my thighs bared to him finally. Just a little higher and he would see my lacy panties. Just a little higher and I’ve have nearly nothing else left to hide.

That was when the train pulled to a stop.

Quickly but securely I adjusted my dress, tugging down the hem and pulling the collar back into place. I don’t think either of us made eye contact with each other, just sat there pretending that nothing had happened while the train became a bustle of activity as people got on and off of it, the crowd swelling and then falling as it all settled down to the same steady quiet it had been before.

I tried not to think of anything but I couldn’t help but think of what I had just done. It had made me feel things, made me feel for perhaps the first time like an object of desire. Made me feel wanted.

But I was so exposed and that honestly terrified me a bit.

Not because I felt like I was in any sort of danger. I was here in public and I could handle myself. I knew that I was safe.

But rather because this was opening a door I didn’t know if I would be able to close. Because the simple act of showing myself to him and for him had drummed up feelings inside of me that were immediate and intense and powerful.

I could feel it in my body, the way I was vibrating with excitement. I knew that no matter how much I tried to turn away from all of this one thing was true and certain.

The more I showed him, the less I would be able to hold back.

The train pulled out of the station and my inhibitions faded away. For a moment, for only a single moment, it was like only the two of us existed. Our eyes connected and I felt myself melt beneath his intense stare.

Then the person next to me shifted and I froze solid, waiting and watching with rapt anticipation out of the corner of my eye as they shuffled and settled still only looking at their phone.

I waited a moment to be certain before biting my lip and deciding to go on with my show.

This time my movements didn’t start with hesitation, this time they were slow but deliberate. I worked the straps of my dress off my shoulders, letting them fall down my upper arms to more easily pull down the neckline of my dress and show him all of my lacy bra.

I was completely on display for him, and I knew that this bra didn’t hide much for me. It wasn’t a support bra, it was lacy and slightly sheer, showing hints of my skin beneath the fabric. I knew that you could pretty easily make out the curve of my areola through the gaps in the lace, and that the light fabric did nothing to hide the fact that my nipples were achingly hard underneath it.

My breathing was ragged, intense and shuddering breaths coming to me as I waited for his reaction, as I watched him nod at me and push me onwards.

Hands shaking as they slipped down my body, as they grabbed the hem of my dress and once more drew it upwards. Bit by bit I showed him more and more of my thigh, this time not hesitating even a little as my fingers brushed over the tops of my stockings and continued to move upward. Exposing the skin. Exposing my panties to him.

He could see me, could see the white lace that matched the stockings and bra that I was wearing. I wondered how much else he could see.

Could he see the outline of my sex through the fabric? Could he see the details of it? Could he see my neatly trimmed hair or the fact that I was achingly wet because of this show that I was putting on for him? Could he see how much I wanted him to reach across this row and touch me, running his fingers over my sex right here on the train?

Oh god I wanted it. I wanted him to touch me so badly. My whole body was screaming for it, a throbbing ache deep in the pit of me that needed to be filled by his hot and thick throbbing cock.

I could tell that he needed it too. Not because of the intensity in his eyes, the way that he looked at me with a hunger that grew the more of me was on display. Not with the way that he couldn’t decide which part of me to stare at, drinking in my lewd form here in this public place.

No I could tell because of that bulge in his pants. Thick and hard and twitching. It had been there since he sat down but fuck was it growing now. Hard and begging for release, a release I wanted to give to it.

I could just picture what I would do to him, how I would fall to my knees between these seats and unzip his pants with shaking hands. How I would pull out his thick cock and taste it between shuddering breaths, my whole body vibrating with satisfied need.

Oh god I could almost taste it in my mouth right now. Could almost feel him pulsing in my mouth as I pleased him, could see those intense eyes staring down at me as I took him in and gave him my everything.

The person beside me shuffled and I froze.

Fuck. Here I was sitting with my bra out and my legs spread wide and the person beside me is only inches away.

My fantasy shifted into a nightmare.

In this new dream this person beside me noticed, eyes going wide as they realized what it was that I was doing. They stood quickly, too quickly for me to stop them speaking up and letting everyone on this train know what I was doing. Too quickly for me to cover up too.

And now everyone was watching me, all eyes on this woman who was being so obscene out in public. There would be hushed whispers and stares. Someone would rush out of the car and before long return with an employee.

I would have to embarrassingly recount everything, and everyone would hear it. The whole time I would be blushing and stammering and trying my best to get through it but dying every moment on the inside.

And the handsome man across the way would give his honest story. He would tell how I just started stripping right there in front of him. He would tell how he hadn’t done anything and how it had been all me and it would be true. The absolute truth.

I was a wanton woman, showing myself to him without him even having to say a word.

It was an event that would mark me forever, the shame of it burning into my cheeks as I sat here frozen and waiting for what came next.

But never came.

The person next to me shuffled and turned away from me, not noticing what I was doing here. Not noticing how exposed I was.

And so I didn’t hesitate to get bolder. I didn’t hesitate to take this to the next level.

Because the truth was that nightmare wasn’t one at all. The truth was that I knew that I liked the idea of being outed like that. I liked the idea that all of the people on this train would know this side of me, would know that I was that sort of woman.

Even the simple act of blushing while thinking about it was enough to make a craving build in my stomach. It was enough to make me ache for release.

And so it was with no hesitation whatsoever that I let my fingers reach for the edges of my bra. That I let them play with them, pulling the cup down achingly slowly while I watched his rapt attention on me, that I felt my fingers brush against the edges of my areola and expose them to his eyes.

I think we were both holding our breath.

Then the train pulled into the station.

My man across the way broke his gaze, looking away as the train came alive once more. I turned to look out the window, adjusting my clothing quickly to cover up once more.

I smiled mischievously, pretty sure that I had actually managed to get away with it.

At this point I was of two minds about everything. On the one had I was excited about where this was going and what it represented. I was excited about the idea of showing off for this man right here in front of me and the thrill of doing this wasn’t something that I wanted to turn my back on quite yet.

But I wanted to be exposed too. I wanted to have my secrets dragged out in front of everyone and have everyone on this train know me for what I was.

I knew what I should logically do, which is indulge neither of these temptations. I should turn my back on both of this and go on with the rest of this ride in silence. But frankly the probability of that happening was incredibly slim.

I had opened Pandora’s box and I was going forward with this, all that remained to be seen was which path I would take.

When we pulled away from the station I noticed that my seat partner, the one sitting beside me, had departed with a sizable portion of the train. It seemed as though the further on in this journey we went the less crowded the train was, and I wasn’t sure whether or not to feel that was a bad thing.

One thing for certain, the smaller crowd meant I could more freely show off for him. I didn’t hesitate to start up again the moment we had put the station behind us, and he didn’t hesitate to show his attention, leaning back in his seat and taking a wide stance as he watched me show off for him.

I started once more with my breasts, quickly reaching the same place we were at before with my bra fully exposed. My eyes were locked on his bulge, watching it pulsing and throbbing as I pushed onward.

Pulling my bra down for him, quicker now, exposing my breasts to his sight, letting him see my nipples ache and beg to be touched by him but remain content just to see him watching me.

I knew I was trembling. I knew I couldn’t stop there.

I pulled the hem of my dress up, my fingers searching for my panties and pressing against them. I tried to keep my breathing even and steady but I knew it was getting hard and ragged, I knew that I was having a hard time keeping all of this contained.

My eyes searched around us, noting with satisfaction tinted with a note of disappointment that there was no one watching us, no one seeing any of this.

I wanted them to see it. Oh fuck I wanted them to witness me doing this.

All of this.

Pressing my fingers against my dripping and aching sex. Drawing up and down it, feeling my fingertips press my panties inside of my lips. Feeling them wrap around me, feeling them slipping just inside and yet leaving so fucking much to be desired.

All of it.

I wanted all of it.

I wanted his head between my thighs. His tongue dashing up and down my sex. Pressing into me. Tasting me. I wanted those intense eyes to look up at me as I shuddered from the pleasure his tongue lashing was giving to me. I wanted to cry out and pull at his neatly coiffed hair. I wanted to mess him up, to leave him shuddering and ragged before I pushed him away.

And knelt and took him into my mouth in turn, feeling his thick cock spreading my lips apart and pushing into me. Feeling him fill up my mouth and throb inside of me, making me moan and groan with his heat.

And finally feel him explode in me, his cock pulsing as he unloaded into me time and again and again and his hot semen spilled out of the corners of my lips and fell onto my dress, until it spilled all over me and made it perfectly undeniable to everyone who was watching just what it was that I had done.

Just who I really was.

All of this ran through my mind, him pinning me to the seat and slamming his hard cock into me. His hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples and teasing me as his hips thrust into me and he made me scream. Scream out my pleasure so that people stood to look, so that they all watched this woman writhing beneath him, squirming with pleasure and not giving a damn that everyone was watching her do this.

I ran through all of this in my mind but that man, that handsome stranger, just sat there stubbornly watching. Watching as my eyes grew heavily lidded with need. As the words to beg him to take me bubbled to my lips and threatened to spill out and forth and tell him everything. To cry it out loud.

But we pulled into the station just in time to keep that from happening.

With a harumph of frustration I covered up, tugging my sundress over my breasts but leaving my bra pulled down. The cool and smooth fabric of the dress ran across my nipples, sending a shiver through my body.

Fuck I was so close. So close to coming and so close to throwing caution to the wind and just demanding that he fuck me. I needed it, every bit of me was screaming out for relief and nothing could keep that from me.

I knew what I was going to do once the train pulled away. I knew and nothing was going to stop me.

With a note of disappointment I watched as his seatmate left and no one joined out little booth. That meant we were well and truly alone in this section of seats.

Once we were properly moving again I stood quickly, pretending to check on my luggage but instead glancing up and down the cabin. There was a handful of people left, none of them in direct eyesight.

I was of two minds about whether I wanted this to be crowded, but I figured the light smattering of people didn’t necessarily mean what I was about to do was going to be any less risky.

Still standing, now still in full sight of everyone, I looked directly at the stranger sitting in his seat. His eyes were on my thighs right now, which was exactly where I wanted them to be.

Because my hands slipped between those thighs, up and under the hem of my dress to grab my panties and pull them down. I let them slip over my thighs and hooked them with my foot before they hit the group, bringing them up and grabbing them with my hand.

I reached out then, wrapping those panties around his hand and drawing it over, being careful not to let my skin connect with his even once. I drew it over to me standing right there. I slipped that hand up and under the hem of my dress, locking eyes with him as I felt him touch me for the first time.

His fingers slid into me, parting the folds of my sex and slipping into me, feeling my wetness, my heat, feeling me tense around his digit. He started to fuck me with his fingers and I gripped the tops of the seats. I tried to keep from giving any outside evidence to what he was doing to me, my dripping sex clenching around him as a second finger joined the first and then a third while his thumb found my clit and ran back and forth over it.

My knees got weak. I couldn’t stand anymore. I slipped down to the seat next to him and caught my breath.

Just for a moment.

He was still touching me as I reached out for the zipper of his pants. With hands shaking from this fantasy come to life I released his cock and took it in my hands.

He was big and thick and fuck it was gorgeous. It was so fucking hot to the touch, it felt like molten iron in my hand, hard and soft at the same time.

I stroked him up and down, our eyes locking as we both knew that neither would be happy to leave this here.

Moving quickly I slipped over into his seat, straddling him and facing him. I felt the head of his cock pressing against me, then slip inside and fill me up as I fell down onto him.

All of the way onto him.

I felt him inside of me, filling me up and throbbing. I felt him inside of me and I squeezed myself around him before I started to move.

Quickly and fast strokes were key. Both of us knew that we didn’t have long to make this happen. Both of us knew that we had to be quick.

I let my dress fall off my shoulders, exposing my breasts so close to him now. I heard him grunt lightly in surprise and need and I pulled his head close to mine, pressing my lips next to his ear and whispering to him, “We have to be quiet. This is the quiet car.”

I gave him something to keep his mouth occupied, pressing his head down to my breasts and bringing his lips to my nipple. He took them in greedily, his lips wrapping around them as his tongue lashed at them and his hands flipped up the back of my skirt to paw and grab at my ass.

Oh god it was so much. It was everything I needed and wanted.

I was grinding on him, my eyes rolling around the cabin, catching glimpses of people who were none the wiser to any of this. Who didn’t know what was happening right here. So fucking close to them.

I’d never felt anything like this thrill before.

My climax hit me all at once, running up and down my spine and making my whole body collapse onto itself. I pressed my face into the seat behind him, trying to muffle the cries that I knew were threatening to come out of me.

It was so intense, like it was hitting me again and again and again and leaving me thrashing and desperate for something to hold on to. I was clenching myself onto him and around him, sparks going off behind my eyes as I exploded in pleasure.

Somewhere in the back of my mind something pulled me back, an urgent and powerful voice telling me that I had something I needed to do. Something that I couldn’t bear to miss in this experience.

I sensed that he was about to come too.

Pushing off of him I fell to my knees before him. My hands wrapped around his cock as I pressed my mouth around his thickness and felt him exploding between my lips.

Oh fuck it was amazing, staring up at this intense stranger looking down at me with such fucking satisfaction in his eyes. His hard veneer melting as his hips bucked and his cock pulsed between my lips.

Until he was done and I slid back, taking all of him into me and swallowing every drop of it.

I felt the train slowing to a stop and I let myself enjoy one last shudder of arousal before dressing once more, slipping the straps of my dress back up over my shoulders and covering my breasts with bra and dress.

Recognizing the voice announcing my stop I reached up to take my bag and pull it down. I stood there for a moment looking at him, letting the people behind me pass and knowing this would be the last time I ever saw this man again.

This handsome stranger.

I saw a flash of white on the ground and bent to pick it up, finding my absolutely drenched lace panties in my hand. Leaning over to him I slipped the panties into his pocket, kissed him goodbye, and walked off the train.

It was a little bittersweet saying farewell like that, but I know that he would never forget me and would always fondly remember me as that sexy woman on the train.

And I knew he wouldn’t be my last handsome stranger.


I CAN’T BELIEVE THIS IS HAPPENING! Naive Young Bartender Is Bared


On the day before my first Saturday shift I was standing in the back room of the bar, marveling at how everything in this place felt so much the same and yet so different at the same time. We had a little area back here with lockers and a mirror, something to help us change and look presentable before our shift. I’d never worked at a bar that had something like this before, and up until right now I’d wondered why this place was the exception.

But the truth about this place on the weekend explained it perfectly. This was why they had this space, for people to change into their weekend uniform.

I was standing in it right now and staring at my reflection in the mirror. Around my neck was a black bow tie and white collar. I had on a pair of plain black shoes and that was it, the rest of me was fully exposed with a fairly steady blush visible on my chest.

I’d never done anything quite like this before, and I had never in a million years imagined I would be doing it at work. I didn’t know how I could even bare to step outside of the safety of this room, let alone work an entire shift fully exposed.

A week ago I had no idea I would be here. A week ago I was in such a different place.

---

This last little while things have not been going well for me. I was dumped by my boyfriend. My roommate is moving out. I’m flat broke. Can’t afford my apartment anymore. And I’m stuck in a job that I can’t seem to get ahead in.

It’s not a bad job really, on paper it has the potential to make me quite a bit at this point in my life.

I work as a bartender in an upscale place. Pulling partial shifts at one of the places in town that is popular with the young and very wealthy.

And I’m young and pretty and so I should be pulling in good money between tips and regular pay.

But the problem is that I kept only being able to get shifts during the week, and while I’d never been here on the weekend I knew for sure that this place is only really busy at that time. It’s kept open during the week, but the crowd tends to be older and a little more frugal, so they’re not as likely to try to hand over the kind of money that I really needed to establish myself.

On the weekends it gets super busy and the people who attend get very generous. All of the girls I work with have all sorts of stories about how the weekends are where the real money is.

So if I wanted to keep my apartment or even just frankly have a win at this point in my life I needed to make this work for me. I needed to get a weekend shift.

I don’t know what it is, but every time I brought it up to the manager he got a little cagey about the whole thing. He avoids the subject and tries to avoid scheduling me on the weekend by offering me more weekday shifts instead.

I know I’m good at my job. I may not be the most experienced but I work hard. I do have my flaws, I’m shy and not always the most outgoing. It’s an issue, not one that applies just in work.

I think it’s why my boyfriend left me.

When he left it was the usual mumbled explanations and half-truths but I know while we were together he was never happy with how outgoing I really and truly wasn’t. How little I wanted to push my own boundaries. How I was never ‘experimental’ enough for him.

I couldn’t help it.

Something always held me back my entire life. I’d always kind of thought that ‘good girls’ weren’t supposed to do those things. That they were supposed to be polite and demure and not show off or flaunt their sexuality. They should be sensual, not sexual.

I knew that I had a whole polite girl next door look going for me. Almost mousy but still pretty. Big eyes and pouting lips. Long straight brown hair and a clothing style that screamed, ‘I like to hold hands on the first date.’

I know some guys wanted the outgoing sort of girl. The one that just oozes sexuality and that they can bring out pretty much anywhere and heads will turn. Blonde and buxom, tiny waist and big ass and breasts.

But I thought guys wanted my type too. I thought I was the type of girl they wanted to be with for more than just sex. I was the type of girl they wanted to take home and spend the rest of their lives with, right?

Turns out they wanted some combination of the two, or at least my ex did. How does the saying go, lady in the streets; freak in the sheets?

He was the first boyfriend I’d ever had who pushed me to push my boundaries. To be more experimental.

I liked him a lot. It was so exciting to be around him, to have him pushing me to try new things, to be a more experienced woman.

It made me feel sexy for the first time in my life. It made me think that maybe, just maybe, I could be that combination of demure and sexy all at the same time.

I experimented for him. Well I say that but really I only pushed my boundaries once.

We were walking from a night out with friends back to my apartment. It had been a great night, one of my friends was having a birthday and we had laughed and drank and celebrated all the way down to the late hours of the night.

And now I was walking home with my man, arm in arm as we strolled slowly down the street. It was only about a fifteen minute walk from the bar to my apartment, just a few streets and a quick stroll through a forest.

Once we turned onto the forest path I felt something change in him.

It’s hard to describe the excitement I felt in his body. He shifted somehow, his grip on my arm tightening as he pulled me a bit closer. His eyes were moving, scanning the area around us until he found the right spot.

Then he pulled me down onto a bench, pulling me right there beside me.

And he was on me in a moment, gripping and lifting me so that I was straddling his lap. I could feel his bulge hard and thick between my thighs and I felt his lips on mine, pressing with an urgency that I matched.

I felt so exposed out here, this was a forest but it was a forest in the city. It didn’t offer the most privacy to us. Anyone could walk by here at any point and we would be so visible.

But his body pressed against mine felt so good. It felt fantastic to me and when he unbuttoned my shirt and kissed down my chest I let him, I spurred him on by grinding myself against his bulge and feeling it throb in response.

And while he kissed my breasts and his hands worked their way down to his belt I cast my eyes from side to side, watching to make sure that no one could see us but tremblingly wondering what I would do if they did.

I hadn’t been so excited in such a long time. It thrilled me to the core of me to be so exposed like this. It made me tremble with excitement and anticipation of what could happen.

He put his hands on my waist and spun me, pressing me so that I was sitting on the bench as he slid down between my thighs. He kissed his way up quickly and pushed aside my panties to dip his tongue into me. My hands flew to his head, pulling him into me as he tasted me and drawing him up and down my sex.

And still I stared off in all directions, waiting at any moment for someone to appear and see us. My skirt was hiked up and my boyfriend was between my thighs. My shirt was open and my breasts were free and shivering with each of my shuddering breaths. There would be no way we could hide what we were doing, no way that we could keep this secret.

And I loved it. I’d never felt so alive. I’d never been so excited about the possibility of being caught. This was something entirely new.

When he pulled away from me and sat on the bench I was nervous. When he tugged down his pants and pulled me into his lap I was excited. When I felt him filling me up and thrusting into me from below I was overcome, my very self hovering between wanting to be exposed, loving every minute of it, and dreading the thought that we could be caught.

My climax then was more powerful than any I had ever had before. It ripped through me and tore away my inhibitions. I let out a cry like a banshee, screaming out my passionate satisfaction so loudly that even my boyfriend was concerned we would be overheard.

He clamped his hand over my mouth and pulled me down onto him, filling me with his come while he groaned and gritted his teeth. The warmth of his explosion inside of me set off another one in me, made me melt with satisfaction into his arms.

But as much as I loved what we had done there it terrified me as well. All I could think about for days afterwards was that moment in the woods. It occupied my dreams and my fantasies. It made it difficult for me to do anything but dream about returning to that spot with him and recreating that moment in the middle of the day instead.

It scared me, consuming me with a need I could barely deny.

So I denied it completely. I knew that one more drift over that edge might be the end of me and I didn’t know if I could bear it. I pushed it down and tried to pretend it didn’t exist.

And the next time my boyfriend tried to steer me into that forest I made an excuse and we took the long way home. And I never did anything with him that came even remotely close to that again. From that point on I was downright chaste, never setting even a single toe outside of my bubble of comfort.

That was what I meant when I said that I wasn’t exactly outgoing. Outside of that one case I simply didn’t push myself to take chances, which wasn’t a great personality trait for a bartender.

As a bartender you’re supposed to be outgoing. You’re supposed to open yourself up to people and have them open up to you in turn. The old cliche of a bartender being a shoulder to cry on isn’t always true, but there is a nugget of truth to it.

I needed to open up a bit if I was going to be successful here, the way I figured it was probably the only thing really holding me back at the job, probably the one thing keeping me from that coveted weekend shift.

That and the fact that the manager had a regular, but she wasn’t a problem anymore.

Word had filtered through the staff that she had decided to move across the country to become a model. That she had given her notice and moved out of town and that meant this was my chance to shine.

It might be sexist, hell it probably is sexist, but it was a well known fact that the manager staffed almost exclusively women on the weekends. Near as I can tell from the snippets I’d gleaned from other staff members the customers over the weekend were almost exclusively male. It’s not like it was a private club or anything, women were more than welcome to attend but they often didn’t.

I could understand why, the whole atmosphere of this place just screamed ‘old boys club’ with the black and white photos of members on the walls, the leather chairs and the smell of cigar smoke from years long passed that had embedded itself into the very soul of this place. It wasn’t the sort of place that women probably wanted to frequent, lord knows that I wouldn’t choose to be here if I wasn’t working.

So staffing all women on the weekend made sense, it appealed to the relatively young and extremely wealthy crowd that attended. This unspoken rule about gendered staffing was bound to benefit me.

Because with the departure of the regular weekend bartender that left me as the only remaining female bartender on staff. There were two other bartenders, but they were both broad shouldered muscular men, that didn’t fit quite the same niche as I did.

This was my chance to make my case for a weekend shift one last time. I was just as qualified as anyone else, just as deserving as each of those men, and I was determined to make this work for me. I needed the win.

Warren, the owner of the place, was working in his back office sorting through papers and checking up on things when I knocked on his door. He looked up, fixing me with his gray eyes and I noted not for the first time how handsome he was.

I mean the appeal is obvious. He was young and successful, owning this bar and a handful of other places across town, but at the same time he had a sort of older wisdom to him. It was definitely the fact that even though he was only in his early-thirties he was decidedly graying, silvery white hair picking out in the corners of his beard and at his temples. I’d always had a thing for older, more distinguished men and he had that going for him. Always dressing in ‘stylish college professor’ chic, often with a sports coat made of some earth toned heavy fabric that made him look serious and invested in the moment.

“Hi Warren,” I said, cursing the fact that my voice sounded so high and hesitant, “Do you have a minute?”

“Sure Emily,” he replied, smiling and gesturing me in with his hand, “How can I help you?”

His office was so small and cramped it felt like I was right here on top of him. I could smell his cologne and fought through the haze that I always felt when I was so close to him to recite my practiced speech.

I took a deep breath and repeated the words I’d said to my reflection in the mirror this morning, “I know Cindy has put in her notice and left town and that means there is an opening for a bartender on the weekend shift. I know I’m pretty new but I know that I’m qualified and I can handle it and I’m just going to be honest with you I really need the money. My roommate is moving out and I can’t afford rent this month without some serious cash and this is the only way I can think of to make it work. Can you give me a shot? Just give me one chance to work this weekend and if it doesn’t work out I’ll never ask again. Please?”

The words tumbled out of me in a rush and far more quickly than I had practiced, but in spite of the fact that I was lightheaded and nervous I was pretty sure that I hadn’t missed any words.

Warren seemed to consider my request for a moment before gesturing to the chair in front of him, “Take a seat.”

I settled down in the chair, wincing and preparing to hear the worst.

“I want to give you a shift on the weekend,” he said, “You’re a good bartender and I know you can handle the drinks and everything technical with the job, it’s just that the weekend shift is a bit different from the weekday shifts. It requires someone who isn’t afraid to be outgoing.

“Cindy worked the weekend shift because she had the right type of personality. She wasn’t shy. She was downright boisterous and wild at times. That’s not something I have a lot of confidence you can deal with.”

“I can,” I protested, nodding firmly, “I can swallow my nerves and make it work. I can be outgoing. I can be whatever is needed to make this shift work.”

He sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose and contemplating something for a long while before finally speaking.

“What I say in here stays in here,” he said, “You have to promise me that you won’t speak about this to anyone. Anyone at all. Can I trust you?”

Warren looked me in the eyes, searching for any possibility of deceit. I couldn’t deceive him. I didn’t have it in me. Whatever he was about to tell me it was a secret I would bring with me to my grave, “I promise.”

He reached into his desk and withdrew a small white collar and a small black bow tie. They were one of those sets that came together, that you clasped behind your neck to make it look like you were wearing a proper bow tie and collar when you really weren’t.

“This is the dress code for the weekend shift,” he said.

The regular dress code is a black button down and black pants. For the waitresses it’s a bit different but for bar staff that was all you had to wear. Pretty simple.

“I didn’t see how this collar would work with a button down dress shirt,” I replied, picking it up and turning it around in my hand, “Won’t that look odd?”

“You don’t understand,” he replied, “This is all that you’re allowed to wear. Just the collar, nothing else.”

Realization gripped me and I felt a blush rising inside of me. It was a nude bar. The staff was supposed to be nude.

That was why he’d never let me work a weekend shift. That was why he’d always hesitated and why he said he didn’t think I was outgoing enough.

Of course I didn’t look like I was. I was demure and mousy. I was the nice girl next door. I wouldn’t be able to do something like that.

I just wasn’t the type.

But that old familiar craving was building inside of me. It was rising and demanding that I take notice of it. That I stop ignoring it.

Flashes of that night in the forest came to me. This would be such a different exposure but it would hit all of those same notes. It would make me… Make me feel…

Oh god I could feel that craving building in the pit of my stomach.

“Everyone is nude,” I whispered.

“Not everyone,” he clarified, “Just the staff. The customers are all dressed. And it is an open club, restricted in membership but far more freeing in other ways.”

I felt a shiver running through me, that powerful thing awakening inside of me and gripping me once more. It was an addiction, and I couldn’t bring myself to deny it any longer.

So while Warren was talking about the premiums, about how the hourly rate is quadruple what you make during the week and the tips are likely amazing as well I was barely listening. As he listed the rules and reiterated the dress code all I could think of was how much I desperately needed to do this. As he leaned forward and asked me whether I thought I could handle this, I knew that I couldn’t say no.

---

Now here I was, staring reality dead in the eyes and trying my damnedest to deny it. I knew that I was the only bartender on staff, that if I refused to go out there I wouldn’t just wind up losing my shift I might wind up losing my job too. I knew I didn’t really have a choice and I knew what I was going to decide.

But not because I was scared about being exposed.

It was because I was so damned excited about it. Every day since I had agreed to take the shift I had a hard time thinking about anything else. I wanted to do this so bad that it scared me.

Warren stepped into the back and misread the look on my face, he came over to me, trying his best to remain professional and detached and not look at the naked woman right in front of him.

“Are you okay to do this?” he asked.

I nodded, trying to put on a smile and remain upbeat, “Yep. Totally ready.”

“Okay good,” he replied, flashing me a reassuring smile, “So this is bound to be an interesting night but you can rest assured on one thing. The only rule tonight is that you set the rules. It can get a bit crazy out there, and pretty much anything goes but only so far as you are willing to say yes to.

“Some of the staff here don’t have any limits. Some of them enjoy anything and everything. Others have a strict hands-off policy. Look but don’t touch. Then there are staff who are anywhere in between.

“The customers know the rules and they will respect your boundaries if you say no. You are absolutely allowed to say no, but it can get a bit crazy so you should be prepared for that. I pride myself on not having any difficulties on these nights and I pride myself on not letting any of the customer cross the lines of what any one of my staff have set for themselves.

“No one will get pushy, they know well enough that I have a zero tolerance policy for that. If someone does I’m right there and you can always ask me to step in. Now are you ready?”

I nodded.

“Good,” he replied, “Then lets get started.”

I followed him out into the bar. The night had been going for a few hours and as he had explained to me earlier they filtered the ladies in over time, staggering them so that the ratio of naked women in the bar grew as the night went on. It was about mid-way through the night and probably about half the staff was naked women, the other half men dressed as per standard uniform guidelines.

The moment I stepped out into the room I could feel the eyes on me. I could see them watching me and staring at me as I walked over towards the bar.

Each step was excruciating, I could feel their eyes on me and more than anything I wanted to react to it. I wanted to blush. I wanted to flaunt. I wanted to give them some indication that their attention was noticed and felt and show off to get even more of it.

But after I had decided to do this I had made the decision that no outward indication was probably best. I figured that most of the women working this shift were working it because it was good money, I didn’t want any of them to think I was a freak who would probably do this shift for free. I didn’t want them to know the truth.

My body was aching as I slid behind the bar and sent the fully clothed man home. I settled in and started taking orders immediately.

It might have been my imagination but it seemed like there were all of a sudden more men ordering from the bar. They had been sitting at tables before but were coming up and leaning in close, and I kept catching glimpses of them checking me out.

I saw their eyes on my body when they thought I wasn’t looking. I saw them staring openly when they thought my back was turned. Silly guys always forget about the mirror behind the bar, forget that I can see everything.

A few patrons asked me about Cindy and I noted a tone of sadness in their voice when I explained she’d moved across the country. From what I could gather she had quite the fan club among these guys, I could see why.

Cindy was everything I wasn’t, buxom and blonde and bubbly and outgoing. She was what I imagined that men who wanted someone to show off looked for in a partner.

I could only imagine what she looked like naked. I could only dream about what these men looked like when they stared at her.

Because if they couldn’t stop staring at plain old me they must have been jabbering messes around a woman like her.

As time went on I found more and more like it was an ordinary shift. The same mechanics of bartending applied regardless of whether you were wearing clothes or not after all.

The only real difference was the constant low level hum of pleasure throbbing in my body, the fact that I couldn’t quite seem to catch my breath, the fact that I couldn’t quite seem to ignore or twist my body when I caught a guy looking at me, turning to show him more.

And then there was my personality, because it turned out that a lack of barriers was all it took for me to open up. It was so much easier to be friendly with these men now, to flirt and smile and tease them as I made their drinks. To bat my eyelashes at them and get them to stumble in their words and drop cash into my tip jar.

This one night was going to more than cover my rent but as time went on I found myself thinking less and less about the money and more and more about how much fun this all was, and about what Warren had said about women with no boundaries.

Later in the night, after I had been behind the bar for a few hours, I caught a glance of just what he meant by that.

The bar was pretty full by this point, much fuller than I had ever seen up until this point on any other night. Men were milling about, conversation rising in falling and bodies shifting so much that I could barely see across the room.

I don’t know what made me notice her, I mean it’s not as if a naked woman in this room was particularly noticeable there was nearly a dozen of us.

I think it was the rhythm of her movement. Up and down. Rising and falling.

As the crowd parted slightly I saw just what was happening.

I didn’t know her name, I had barely worked more than a few shifts with her before tonight. I remember being impressed by her statuesque beauty, how she looked like a model and how absolutely stellar and perfect her high and perky breasts were.

She was practically a stranger to me, and here I was watching her fucking a man.

Riding him, her jet black hair swishing as she threw her head back and moaned. Her hips grinding into him as she straddled him in his chair, her hands pressing into his shoulders as she pulled his face into her perfect breasts and rode him for both of their pleasure.

Other customers were watching the two of them, forming a loose circle around them and staring at the gorgeous display being performed for them.

Another waitress was visibly flirting with a guy sitting at a table across the room. I heard her giggle high and light and then squeal with delight as he pulled her down to his lap and kissed her. I watched for just a moment as they came together and then he lifted and placed her on a table. He stood and unbuckled his pants, his cock visible for just a moment before he stepped between her thighs and thrust into her.

He was pushing into her again and again, her body bouncing and jiggling as she too moaned loudly across the sounds of the bar before a man stepped up to the head of her table with his cock out and she took it greedily between her lips.

My body was aching, a voice in my head screaming out THIS IS WHAT I WANT! I wanted to be both of those girls and more. I wanted to take on this whole damn bar and have them one after another after another while they watched and knew that this plain jane girl next door was just as wanton as any of them.

I was gripping the bar and staring with intensity when Warren came up to me. I guess the look on my face must have been pretty close to fear or disbelief because the thing he asked me indicated that he thought I was concerned, “Everything okay?”

It broke me out of my fantasy, I shook my head and looked at him, “Yes, everything is fine.”

We both took a moment to look out over the bar, watching as a third waitress was pressed up against a wall, suspended with her legs around a customer while he thrust into her time and again.

“The sex?” Warren asked.

“Yes,” I replied, “It’s all so… unexpected.”

It was a partial lie. The truth was that it was unexpected but the truth was also that wasn’t why I was so out of sorts right now. But then the truth wasn’t something I was going to admit to my boss, him of all people I didn’t want to think of me like that.

“You can take a break if you want,” he said, “Get some air?”

I looked over at him, a look in his eyes that was full of concern and not at all what I needed right now. I needed him to look at me the way he looked at those women out there.

‘Getting some air’ wouldn’t help me accomplish that at all.

“No,” I replied quickly, flashing him a smile, “I’m perfect, don’t worry.”

Warren smiled back and then stepped away as a customer walked up. I could feel his gaze traveling up and down my body as I smiled at the customer and took his order, but by the time I turned to make the drink he was already gone.

“So you’re new,” the customer said to me as I started to pour his beer.

“Yep,” I replied with a smile, “Well new to Saturday, I normally work weeknights.”

“Good to have you here on a Saturday,” he said, and then blushed hard at the implication of his statement.

I could tell he was having a hard time not checking me out, and I purposefully turned to flaunt a little more of myself to him.

He was cute, probably in his late-twenties or early-thirties with a sort of insecure air about him. Not particularly striking, but handsome and well-built in the sort of way that successful men with money tend to be. He could afford the personal trainer and the diet plan and he stuck with them to keep himself appealing, which he absolutely was.

I passed the drink over to him, thanking him politely as he slipped a bill into the tip jar.

Not bothering to hide my interest I looked over his shoulder at the women in the bar. The one on the table was surrounded by four men now, taking one in each hand in addition to the ones in her mouth and sex. I was fairly sure that all four of the men were new as well, evidently she wasn’t picky in her partner.

“I’m surprised you’re not over there,” I said, indicating generally to one of the girls out in the bar, “I’d imagine that’s where the action is happening.”

“No I don’t,” the customer said haltingly, “I’ve been coming here for months but I’ve never done anything like that here.”

It honestly surprised me. He was staring with obvious interest, and not just the type that indicated he wanted to watch only. He had this nervous energy about him that seemed to indicate it was something that he wanted to do, it reminded me of the energy I had felt in my boyfriend when he pulled me into the forest. I wondered what it was that was holding him back.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Honestly?” he said, “They’re intimidating and not really my type.”

“Not your type?” I said in disbelief, “I thought statuesque and gorgeous was everyone's type.”

“Not everyone,” he confessed, “I mean I know they’re beautiful and I can see them as attractive because they clearly are but I prefer something a lot more grounded. I like women who are more cute than statuesque.”

“Who wouldn’t do things like that in public?” I said.

“No that part I would be fine with,” he said, “But someone who seems somehow more innocent. You know, like a girl next door kind of look.”

With that he turned to look at me, and very deliberately I saw him look me up and down. He made sure that I noticed it, and it sent a thrill through my body to be lusted at like that by him.

This may have all been a game to him. It may have been that he was lying this whole time or playing me to get me to say yes to what came next but I didn’t care. I was ready.

“People seem pretty occupied right now,” he said, “Not a lot of people ordering drinks.”

“You’re right,” I said, biting my lip and looking at him.

“Why don’t you come out from behind the bar?” he asked with a smile, “Do you think you could?”

“Absolutely,” I replied.

I strolled around the bar and walked straight up to him. I could sense other people noticing me and watching as I approached them but one other thing caught my attention right now, something impressively big.

His cock was visibly hard in his pants, the bulge drawing me to it. I didn’t even pause a moment as I walked to him, I just slid to my knees in front of him and fumbled with his pants.

The customer leaned back against the bar as I freed his cock, it tumbled out long and hard and throbbing and I took him between my lips and swallowed him whole. My hands flew up to steady the base of him and I held him in my mouth fully and completely.

I could hear the gasps from him and the gasps from others, all of them so surprised that the mousy little bartender was deepthroating the first customer who had asked her. It was like in a moment it changed all of their impressions of me. It was like in a moment they all saw me for who I really was.

And when I let him tumble out of me I gasped for air and jacked his cock off, sliding my fist up and down the length of him with slow and steady strokes while I paused to catch my breath and then took him back into my mouth.

I kept the head of him just between my lips, sucking on it while my tongue lashed against him and one hand stroked him faster and faster while the other fondled his balls.

“Oh fuck that’s good,” he grunted and I moaned as I felt him throbbing between my lips. I stared at the brass railing behind him as he pulsed and then exploded in my lips, noting all of them men watching as I skillfully drained him in mere moments.

This customer, this man I didn’t even know was grunting and spilling himself all over my mouth, filling me up with his come and coating my tongue in his saltiness. I kept him between my lips, slowing the stroking of my hand as my eyes rolled over the crowd while I pleased him.

All of them watching me. All of them wanting me.

As he softened I let him fall from my lips. Swallowing everything he had given me and getting back to my feet. Wordlessly I walked back around the bar, my breath slowing but my heart beating just as fast as I leaned against the back of it and trembled with desire.

I was staring off into the middle distance when I noticed my hands moving on their own. One of them playing with my breast, pinching and squeezing it, the other slid between my thighs to part the dripping lips of my sex and tease its way inside.

Oh god I could feel my wetness, the tightness of my sex squeezing around my fingers as I moaned. I was so ready for more. So ready to take on anything.

There was a shuffle and my eyes focused on a customer stepping up to the bar. I felt a pant in my chest as I moved to take his order, but to my surprise he held up his hand.

“No,” he said quietly, “I’m not here for a drink.”

Another man slid up to the bar, and another. All of them looking at me. All of them watching me play with myself. None of them here to order, all of them here for the show.

And a show was what they got. They watched me with my back pressed against the bar. They watched me pleasuring myself.

All eyes on me as I plunged my fingers in and out of my hot sex. All eyes watching me as the pressure of my pleasure built inside of me.

Across the bar I saw him, leaning against the wall and staring at me. Warren, my boss, unable to look anywhere but at his demure little bartender pleasuring herself for everyone to watch.

I moaned and closed my eyes, knowing that he and everyone else was watching me do this to myself. Knowing that they were all watching this climax rip through me.

Knees weak, trembling legs. Body quivering with pleasure, throbbing as I squeezed in on my whole self and felt myself buckle. Shuddering and falling to one side as a soundless climax rocked through my body.

Arms were there to catch me, and my eyes fluttered open to look at Warren staring down at me, not with concern in his eyes, with lust.

“So what do you think boss?” I cooed, “Am I the right type of girl for a Saturday night?”

I reached up to pull his face down to me, his lips pressing against mine with an urgent need. My hands pressed against his body, feeling the firmness of his muscular physique beneath the surface of his clothing and coming so achingly close to peeling it from his body before he pulled my hands away.

Warren helped me to my feet, and once I was steady he whispered in my ear, “Not yet. Concentrate on the customers for now. But in three hours when last call is done and everyone is out meet me in my office to continue this little discussion.”

I was breathless as he left me there, turning to my customers, regaining my composure, and quickly taking in the floor of drink orders. I had a feeling I had just earned a regular shift on Saturday nights.


I HOPE NO ONE SEES! Caught Outside My Hotel Room In My Underwear!


God this had been just the most stressful weekend. Of course on this weekend of all weekends nothing could go right from me at all, but of course one thing had to be standout awful.

The hotel keys.

Those stupid little key cards that never seemed to work properly for me. I don’t know if I was impatient or too patient or what it was but I always followed the instructions and they only ever worked one out of every five times.

So annoying.

On its own incredibly annoying but of course it didn’t end with that, because in my experience nothing is ever quite as simple as simple appearances.

I’m at this hotel for the weekend at a conference. I’m a biochemist and quite a good one if I do say so myself. My boss sent me here because he thinks I’m more than qualified to be here, because I am.

I’m smart and accomplished and driven, and I also happen to look like the polar opposite of what you would expect from someone who spends their entire life in a lab wearing drab protective gear.

I know what I look like. I know because I see it on the face of every single man that I pass. I know that I am blonde and busty and fit, and that on the surface you look at someone like me and the first thing you think is bimbo.

And I hate that with every fiber of my being.

Don’t get me wrong, I love being beautiful and wanted by men. But when 98% of your colleagues are men and scientists who, lets be honest, probably haven’t been extremely successful with women for most of their lives, they come with expectations. Namely that someone who looks like me should not be able to do the job that they do.

I was damn nearly constantly fighting against expectations. Damn near constantly pushing back to try to get some ground for myself and carve out a bit of respect.

But when I can’t manage to get the damn key card to work that really messes with that idea. I heard the whispers and snide comments. I heard people talking and calling me ditzy and heard the hushed blonde jokes from the far corners of the room.

And frankly this weekend of all weekends I could really do without it.

This weekend was important, probably the most important weekend of my life. I needed this weekend to go perfectly, and I needed to make a good impression.

My boss had taken a shot on me. He knew what I was capable with, I had proven that with my work. He also knew that I was young and ambitious and smart and hungry for success, and that was exactly the person he needed for this weekend.

Because my company had secured one of the key presentation spots on the final night of the conference. This was a prime time slot and a prime amount of attention paid to it. No one was going to be able to ignore the presentation or ignore me afterwards.

I was going to put my boss, my company, and myself on the map in a big way.

And that stressed the hell out of me. I could feel it gnawing at the edges of me and making me frayed and anxious. It was eating away at me and making it hard for me to concentrate. Hell maybe that was the reason I was having such trouble with something as simple as these damn key cards.

So much had been sacrificed for this opportunity, but seeing as pretty much my entire life to this point had been building to this if it worked it would be worth it. After tomorrow night I would establish myself as one of the leading figured in my field. Hell this was big enough that my boss would probably get a promotion, and having me take his position would be a likely and logical choice.

So that made all of the sacrifice worth it. Even if it meant that I had lost my personal life, my family, my friends. Well not lost them, let's say put them on hold. Some of them would be there for me after this was all said and done.

But one person wouldn’t.

I had one serious boyfriend in my life. Relationships had never really been a part of my life plan because I couldn’t even really figure out how to make them fit in. So when I had started to find myself falling for Mike I made a deal with myself that what we had wouldn’t interfere with what I knew I needed to do to succeed. It may sound cruel, but he came second.

If I’m being honest, given that approach I’m a little surprised that he stuck around as long as he did.

We had met in college and hit it off. He had kind of swept me off my feet, making me a bit awestruck that a man this charming and handsome had been so very interested in me. He was a business major, and a good one too as far as that was concerned. I never got confirmation on his exact grades, but I’d say a solid B+ or A- student, but as he reminded me time and again the connections he made from school would do far more for his career than any of his grades.

So he was constantly whisking me off to events and parties. Schmoozing and charming everyone with me on his arm.

He genuinely loved me, that much I was sure about. I think I could have been happy with him too, but after my grades took a small hit of a few percentages I knew I couldn’t let this stand. I didn’t need to be good, I didn’t need to be great, I needed to be the best. And I couldn’t do that if I was traipsing off to shindigs with him.

So I told him that we couldn’t be together anymore and explained to him why. To my complete and utter surprise that was an explanation he understood, but he didn’t accept the first part. He didn’t accept we couldn’t be together anymore.

He told me he didn’t care if I was with him to those things or not. He told me he wanted to be with me and didn’t care about the circumstances.

Our relationship lasted a surprisingly long time. All through my college and PhD years, through the first long years in the lab and up until recently.

I think he expected it would slow down eventually, that sometime in the future I would be content and happy and would spend more time with him. I knew that he needed me to spend more time with him.

But honestly it was probably never going to happen.

About a year ago he had enough and he gave up on me. He told me that I gave up on us, but that wasn’t entirely true. The truth was that we were always second priority. The work always came first.

But I did miss him, especially at times like this.

I always got stressed on nights like this. The night before something big, something important that required me to work hard and put all of my effort into succeeding. An exam, conducting an important test, leading a presentation. Some people reviewed and practiced and ran through things over and over and over again but not me.

I needed to blow of steam.

Otherwise I couldn’t sleep and I certainly couldn’t relax. I would wind up sitting up and pacing back and forth like I was right now.

I needed Mike right now. When I was with him he would help with this. Some of the best nights I had with him were nights were I was stressed about work or college.

Like the night before I presented my thesis.

It had worked so many times before so by this point I leaned directly into the option. I didn’t try anything else and just went straight for gold. By this point we had been together for so long I was pretty sure he was anticipating it.

But that didn’t mean he wasn’t excited when he came home and saw his beautiful blonde girlfriend wearing lingerie.

I knew how to make myself look good. I knew that the pure white lingerie highlighted my snow white skin, my ruby red lips set off against my blonde hair and making me look almost angelic and naughty all at the same time.

His eyes were on me, as I strolled across the entrance to meet him. I pressed myself into his arms and kissed him full and deep, feeling him respond to me.

My lips connected with his and it was like there was a spark, he wrapped his arms around me and I felt his hands gripping my ass.

Taking the lapels of his suit jacked between my fingers I pulled him backwards and into the house. He barely let me go as we traveled through the space, pressing me up against walls and letting his fingers run over me, teasing and exciting me.

And most importantly distracting me. In the heat of the moment with him I forgot completely about any troubles I had to this point. I ceased to be a woman on the concerned with giving her thesis, I was just a woman concerned with getting off.

As we moved I peeled the clothing from his body, stripping his jacked off first and then his shirt. Running my fingers down his bare chest and feeling the muscle there. Pushing my hands into his belt and tugging it off, unzipping and slipping his pants off and squeezing his throbbing cock into my hands.

And right outside of our bedroom I fell to my knees and took him into my mouth, feeling his length with my tongue and my lips, feeling his thickness fill me. Oh god I looked up at him, batting my big blue eyes up at him and loving every minute of that pure animal looking down at me. Mike could get so aggressive when he was in the right mood and there was something about getting fucked by him in that mood that was just pure and unadulterated relief. The way that he would take control and take what he wanted from me, the way that I could let go for once and just let him take over.

There was a flash in his eyes as his hand wrapped around the back of my head. He held me steady as his hips began to thrust forward, pushing more and more of him into my mouth. Speed increasing. Force increasing. Intensity increasing until he was pounding into me, making me moan and gag on his cock.

Then he pulled off, lifting me into his arms and carrying me the rest of the way onto the bed.

He dropped me on my front and his hips were on me immediately, peeling my panties off of my hips and down my legs and tossing them to one side he gripped my thighs and buried his face between them. Tasting me and licking me for just one intense moment, putting his everything into pleasing me for one eternal second.

Then standing and pressing his thickness against me, pushing between the lips of my dripping sex and filling me up. I could feel all of him. Every throbbing inch of his cock spreading me open and pressing into me.

I was so ready for this, a shiver running down my spine as I took him in and pressed my ass back against him. I pushed back into him as he thrust forward into me, gripping my hips and pushing into me with one last short stroke to bury himself in me fully.

The feel of his hands on me and his cock inside of me was pure relief. He was working my body expertly in that moment. His hands slid up my back, expertly flicking open the clasp on my bra and letting it loose around me.

I felt his hand slip around the side of me to cup my breasts and pull me up to him, pressing my back against his chest as his hips began to move.

He kept me suspended like that as he pounded into me from behind, my whole body jiggling and bouncing as I took his cock fully and completely. It was amazing, to be fucked by him like that, suspended in his arms as he pressed himself into me, as he filled me up.

My eyes rolled back and I clenched them shut, pushing away everything except for the pleasure filling my body at that moment, all of it inside of me. Hard and fast and exciting.

I felt the trembling rushing over me, the edges of my climax coming onto me and holding me right there.

Mike knew everything about me, he knew everything I needed. He knew how to make my body respond and he knew how to make me explode.

Lifting me off of him he moved me into my favorite position. I grinned as I felt him lift me into his arms and slam me into the wall, pinning me between the hard cool surface and his hard burning hot body. His cock slammed into me from below, each thrust of him seeming to pound me even further into the surface of the wall, until I was crushed between him and it, unable to do anything but take him.

My climax came quick and heavy then, a shuddering wave as I was suspended in his arms. It washed over me and I took it, clenching onto him and digging my fingers into his back and shoulders. He pressed himself into me and I squeezed myself around him, feeling his thrusts falter as he exploded inside of me. He erupted, spreading the warmth of his hot body into me and filling me with his sticky come.

We trembled in each others arms, riding out the last waves of our climax before he finally carried me over to the bed and laid me in it and down to sleep. In spite of everything I had to do the next day I didn’t feel an ounce of concern as I slept the sleep of the absolutely satisfied.

I needed that now, but it wasn’t an option. Mike wasn’t with me any more and even if he was he wouldn’t be here. No I was stuck in this damn hotel room hours away from anything familiar, fretting about what I had to do tomorrow while I paced back and forth in my work clothes, trying to relax and flipping through the television.

It was boring and it wasn’t working.

I had tried to many other options. I had tried to masturbate and I couldn’t. I had even woken up this morning and put on my favorite lingerie in an effort to get in that sexy sort of mood but that hadn’t worked at all. I was stuck here, fretting the night away and trying desperately to figure out a way to kill the hours until I had to give this damn presentation.

Sleep is a necessity. I know that and I know that even if I don’t manage to get enough of it if I don’t get any then I will be entirely useless tomorrow. I won’t even be able to put on the presentation, let alone do a good job of it.

So even though I was pretty sure it wasn’t going to make a damn bit of difference I still prepared to get any sort of sleep I could.

I took off my blazer and my blouse, slipping out of my skirt and hanging them all up neatly in the closet. Closing the closet door I caught a glance of myself.

I still looked good, white lacy bra and panties doing just as much to highlight my beautiful curves as they always did. Working out was something I made time for, that and eating right I knew were essential. Spending all of your time in a lab there was the temptation to run your body down and I did in so many other ways with long hours and little sleep, exercise and eating right was the one thing I knew that I could control.

It’s a shame that no one really got to see this side of me.

Sure the people around me knew that I was attractive, but since Mike left no one had really seen me like this. I didn’t have time for another relationship, hell I didn’t even really have time for a one-night stand. There was a part of me that felt like I should flaunt this body off, I know it would be appreciated.

But I couldn’t do it here and I couldn’t do it this weekend. Even something as simple as going for a swim in a bikini in the hotel pool would likely push all of the progress I had made back. It would make it that much more difficult to be taken seriously, and that was something I valued above all other things.

With a sigh I knew that all of these concerns were secondary. I would find a time to have fun later. Work was first and most important.

The knock at the door made me start and I jumped a little at the sound. I was frozen, looking at the door. The knock came again and I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror out of the corner of my eye. I couldn’t answer the door looking like this, I needed to cover up.

But I hadn’t brought any clothes that would be quick to dress in, I pulled the closet door open again and glanced inside for anything I could wear.

The white length of robe caught my eye, the same robe all hotels seem to offer, white and flimsy but enough to cover you. I grabbed it and pulled it on as I heard the knock one more time.

Quickly walking over to the door I peered through the peephole but didn’t see anyone. Whoever it was must have stepped out of view.

I knew I probably should just ignore it, but maybe the knock was someone leaving a note or something like that. I opened the door and glanced out, seeing only an empty hall. Nothing on the floor and no one in sight.

Stepping out of the door I held my robe shut and secure with my hands while I stepped out into the hall and looked both ways, still no one in sight.

Then I heard the click behind me.

Icy dread plucked at my stomach. I turned, knowing what that sound meant but not wanting to admit it. Sure enough I was staring at the closed door to my hotel room.

The key card wasn’t going to be my problem right now. The key card was inside.

Shit.

I’m stuck outside of my hotel room in my robe.

You know that time that you do something so absolutely and completely stupid and the first thought you have is to run through all of the ways you could have prevented something so simple from happening. That happened right then.

How could I be so stupid? How could I think this wouldn’t happen? Why hadn’t I just kept my foot in the door? Why hadn’t I stayed in my damn room? Why hadn’t I gotten dressed in something other than this fucking robe?

I didn’t have a lot of options, in fact as far as I saw it I only really had one choice. I had to get the hotel management to open up my room and the only way to do that was to head downstairs to the front desk. Knocking on any of these doors wasn’t an option, all of these rooms were filled with colleagues and I can only imagine the rumors that would swirl if they found out that the pretty blonde not only couldn’t work a key card but she got locked out of her damn room.

No I had to get down there myself and I had to do it without getting caught by any of these people. I had to move and I had to do it now.

But as I took my first step I realized things had gone from bad to worse.

I felt a tug on the hem of my robe and looked back behind me with dread, seeing the robe caught in the door. Gripping the fabric with both hands I pulled and tugged, begging futilely under my breath for it release. It didn’t budge.

Swallowing deeply I looked up and down the hall.

I knew I didn’t have long. I was caught out here and this hall was filled with people I knew. Sure it was late and some of them would be asleep, but it was also the last night of the conference and I had said no to a couple of groups of people heading out to bars in the area. There was bound to be more than a few stragglers stumbling in tonight, and I had to avoid them.

I needed to move and I needed to move now.

So trembling and shaking I slipped out of the robe and tucked it down by the bottom of the door to hopefully draw less attention. I was now outside my hotel room in only a set of lacy white underwear.

Fuck.

It was a left to get to the stairs. I figured they were a better choice than the elevator, I had more control. In the elevator the doors could open and anyone could get on board. With the stairs at least they were less frequented.

I rushed down the hall, kind of half crouching and walking quickly and quietly until I reached the first turn in the hall. Crouching down by the wall I peeked my head out and then froze.

There was a group of three people walking right this way, all guys and all occupied in an animated conversation. They hadn’t noticed me yet, but if they made their way around this turn I would be completely exposed.

I rushed back, looking around for somewhere to hide and not finding many options. There was a large plant with a bit pot for a base, it was probably the absolute worst hiding spot but it was also my only choice. I ducked down behind it and tried to make myself as small and silent as possible.

As they came around the corner I held my breath, not moving at all while they made their way straight towards me.

I was trembling with fear, wondering what they would do if they caught me like this. I thought of all of the rumors that would spread about me. All of the whispers and hushed stories.

Would people think I had done this on purpose, that I had set myself out to be caught? What would these guys do once they saw me? Would they just stare? Would they say anything? Would they laugh? Would they take pictures?

Would I be able to do anything or would I be frozen with shame and embarrassment? My cheeks burning and my body trembling as I tried and failed to cover myself and keep them from seeing every inch of me.

A scenario played through my brain, the thoughts vivid and real. I was exposed, caught by them and they could see all of me. They stared with obvious hunger, their eyes cast up and down my beautiful body as I desperately tried to keep some semblance of my dignity but found that it was all cast away.

And then they passed by without seeing me at all, and I crouched there trembling until they were out of sight.

Those thoughts had been weird and intense, vivid in a way that I never knew they could be. I knew that there was something there. Something that I should be considering and stopping to understand. But I didn’t have time. I had to go.

Pushing myself to my feet and rushing back to the corner, glancing around to see that no one was there and then dashing around and down the hall.

I could see my next turn, the last turn and then the stairs at the end of the hall. I was almost there, my feet moving faster and faster as I made my way and then freezing as I heard the click of a door opening ahead of me.

There was a doorway opening off the hall, without stopping to think twice I dashed inside, finding myself in the ice room. There were a few vending machines and the big ice maker, I didn’t stop to think I just moved quickly into the space between the vending machine and the wall, squeezing in and out of sight.

It was not a great hiding spot, but it was enough that I think I was safe, except for the fact that if anyone getting ice glanced to the right they would probably see me.

Fuck.

This was so exposed, probably more than even hiding behind a plant. I was the absolute worst at this, and as I heard the person step into the ice room dread seized me and I froze once more.

He came in and shuffled open the machine. I recognized the person, it was a young and handsome guy. He’d approached me one of the first days of the conference, eager to start up a conversation and I would guess eager to get me into his bed at some point over the weekend. I had blown him off, but I couldn’t deny that he was attractive.

What if he saw me right now? What would he say to me and do to me? Would he offer to be my knight in shining armor? To take me into his room and let me use his phone? Would I offer to compensate him for his good deed?

Or would he be upset that I had spurned him? Would he take this opportunity to shame me and take a good look at everything that he had wanted? Would he take me in and take a mental picture and then leave me here shuddering and gasping for relief?

When he turned and left the room I realized that neither of those options would be explored, and there was an ache inside of me desperate for one or both of them to have happened.

I pushed out of my hiding spot, feeling my legs trembling as I took a deep breath and tried to steady myself.

Why was this happening to me? Why was I acting like this? Why couldn’t I keep these fantasies at bay and why was I unable to control my desires?

This sort of thing had never happened to me before. I was always the sort of person who had firm control over themselves. I didn’t let things get out of hand like this. It wasn’t in my nature.

I didn’t have time to contemplate this, not when I was so close to getting out of here. I stumbled to the door and glanced out to confirm the hall was empty, turning back towards my destination I made my way to the last turn.

Glancing around the corner I found that this hallway too was empty. I rushed around it to the right and down the hall, moving quickly towards the stairs that were at the end of the hall.

And then because fate wasn’t done kicking me around I heard the click of the door opening beside me and I moved quickly, pressing myself to the wall right beside me.

The door opened, my face inches away from doorway and my back pressed against the wall. Why did I think this would be a good hiding spot? Why did I think this would cover me at all?

I held my breath and held perfectly still as a man stepped halfway out the door and put down a tray of room service dishes. He stifled a yawn and turned back to enter into his room.

And I imagined him noticing me and pausing. Taking his time to look me up and down. Blinking and rubbing his eyes as he tried to figure out whether I was an illusion.

Stepping up to me, poking me to make sure I was real. My whole body frozen as his poking turned to touching turned to caressing turned to grasping and then he drew me into his hotel room and pinned me to his bed and-

Nothing. The door clicked shut behind him and I was left standing there in the hallway all alone, gasping for air and trying to push away the thoughts that had occupied me.

I had to move.

Rushing to the stairs and throwing the door open. Stumbling inside and catching my breath.

I was in relative safety here. People never took the stairs anymore.

Catching my breath I struggled to figure out what was happening to me. I knew that all of these vivid dreams and fantasies were something I needed to address and understand but I also knew that I just simply didn’t have the capacity to understand them right now. I needed to prioritize and compartmentalize. I needed to get back in my hotel room before I tried to figure out why I was feeling what I was feeling.

So I padded my way down the stairs, the cool cement nice under my feet. All the way down to the ground floor and down to the lobby door. I pushed it open, finding myself in a small little hallway in the back of the space. The hallway was empty, I made my way out and down to the entrance to the lobby.

Staring around the big space I found it too was empty, empty of people at least. There were sofas and chairs laid out, but not a single person to be seen. Not even, unfortunately, at the front desk.

I dashed out into the space, moving from piece of furniture to piece of furniture and trying to keep myself as hidden as possible. I made it all the way across the room and up to the front desk. There was one of those, ring for service bells, and I tapped it a few times and nervously sat back to wait.

And continued to wait, bouncing from foot to foot and staring around, seeing myself fully and completely exposed in every reflective surface.

Anyone could enter the lobby and they would see all of me. Anyone could step in and they would see my whole body right there.

I reached for the bell again, tapping it and pushing all of the thoughts and fantasies away. I couldn’t think of them. I had to get through this.

Tapping the bell one last time I heard a gruff voice call out, “I’m coming, I’m coming.”

The guy who stepped out and around to the desk was young, probably around my age and maybe a year or two younger. He was handsome in a sort of ragged way, like he didn’t really care too much about anything, his appearance included. But it was obvious that he worked out, his broad shoulders pushing at the edges of his shirt and making it clear that he was a man who knew how to handle himself.

And the moment he saw me his eyes went wide, and he took me in fully and completely. His eyes moved up and down my body, giving me a look that was part incomprehension and surprise and part hunger and need. For a guy who probably prided himself on not getting flustered he certainly had a hard time registering or moving after he saw me standing there.

I explained the situation to him quickly, running through the fact that I had been locked out, telling him my room number, and asking for him to help me get back into my room. He mumbled something about using his master key and then told me he would help me get into my room.

Well he didn’t actually say that he would help me get to my room. Instead he said that he had a master key and stepped out from behind the desk, leading the way to the elevators. I just followed along, filling in the blanks as I walked.

At this time of night we didn’t even have to wait for the elevator, and he gave me a look as I dashed into it in front of him and pressed myself into the corner. He stepped in as well and hit the number for my floor and we rode up in silence.

It was while I was standing there in the elevator trying to keep myself as covered as possible that I realized he was standing a bit odd himself. I remembered then that his walking had been a bit odd, and I wondered vaguely if he had a limp or something like that.

It hit me all at once when I saw him shuffle uncomfortably, he didn’t have a limp, he had a boner.

The guy was turned on. Seeing me all exposed like this had turned him on. That was a bit exciting in its own way.

All of those fantasies I had came flooding back to me all at once, only the players had all changed. Instead of those men catching me in the hall it was him. Instead of that guy who had hit on me finding me in the ice room it was him. Instead of that sleepy man pulling me into his hotel room it was this man, touching me, pleasing me.

I felt a rush. A rush of energy and power. I felt my whole body shifting, my body language changing and opening up, letting him see me properly.

When the elevator doors open I fucking strode out, walking ahead of him and leading the way to my room. I knew his eyes were taking me in, drinking in every drop of me as I walked all the way to the door of my room.

And when he clicked open the door of my room and pushed it open for me I didn’t say a damn word. Instead I thought of Mike and I thought of all of the steam and frustration I needed to blow off, and I grabbed this man by the lapels and pulled him inside.

Pulling him in and letting the door slam shut behind him. Pinning him up against it and pressing myself against him, feeling him falter and then melt for me, feeling his animal take over as I slipped my tongue inside of his mouth and let my hands run down his body and squeeze that bulge I had made. I dropped to my knees right then and there, unbuckling his pants and drawing out a cock that was just what I needed, just as thick and long as I wanted.

I tasted it, letting my hands and lips and tongue lead the way, pulling him into me and teasing every inch of him. Dropping down to lick and fondle his heavy balls. Sliding my fist up and down his thick shaft and running my tongue back and forth over his fat head. Tasting the slick saltiness of his precum and getting the beast inside of him ready to play.

I stood, telling this man that I wanted him to fuck me. That I wanted him to fuck me hard and I wanted him to fuck me from behind.

And he gave it to me, grabbing me and pulling me up into his arms and carrying me into the room. He sat my ass down on a table and kissed his way down my neck, burying his face in my cleavage and playing with it as his hands skillfully unclasped and slipped my bra off. His lips played over my breasts, caressing each of them in turn as his hands ran down my firm stomach and gripped my hips.

Then his mouth was off me and he had me flipped, pressing me over the table on my front and tugging my panties down around my thighs. He didn’t even wait until they were on the ground before the head of his cock was pressing against my dripping sex, pushing into me and giving me exactly what I needed right then and there.

His thrusts were quick and hard, pushing an inch more into me with each thrust forward. He filled me with his cock, making me moan and squeeze myself around him. I wanted this hard and fast and rough and I told him that, and this strange man I had just met absolutely obliged.

He fucked me hard from behind, his fingers digging into my sides and pinning me to the table. He pounded into me until I could see the tendons in his neck bulging, his whole muscular body quivering with effort. And I moaned and writhed on the table, unable to move as this man filled me up wholly and completely.

Then lifted me into his arms from behind, keeping himself buried in me and walking me over to the window, pinning me against it.

I was so exposed now, naked and pressed against the glass and overlooking the city. Overlooking the whole space, so close to the ground that anyone passing could look up and see me. See this gorgeous body getting fucked, getting filled, getting pounded into a thundering climax.

I came like a explosion, my whole body trembling as I pounded my hands against the window. I came hard and rough, riding out a climax that seemed to never end. That seemed to wash over me again and again and again until I was gasping for air.

And then this stranger pulled out of me and pushed me down to my knees. He pumped his cock in front of me, and as I knelt by that window where anyone could see he came all over my face. His come was hot and salty, coating my lips and cheeks and breasts, making me sticky with his satisfaction.

And the beast in him was satisfied as I cleaned his cock with my mouth. And I replaced it in his pants and thanked him for his help and ushered him out. And I fell into bed with relaxed and at ease. In spite of everything I had to do the next day I didn’t feel an ounce of concern as I slept the sleep of the absolutely satisfied.


MY CLOTHES ARE TORN! Hitchhiking In Next To Nothing!


I always wanted a life of adventure. A life lived beyond the ordinary.

You grow up reading these books that talk about excitement and wonder and that give you this sense of a life far bigger than the one most people live. I guess I never really grew out of that desire for something more.

Even though I was in my late-twenties and living a life that was perfectly ordinary. Ordinary tiny apartment and ordinary office job. Ordinary coffee from an ordinary coffee chain and an ordinary night life filled with ordinary people.

You don’t take chances in life because it’s dangerous. That is really what it comes down to at its most basic level. You don’t quit your job, even if you hate every minute of it, because it’s dangerous to not pay your bills. You don’t give up your apartment and head out on the road, because it’s dangerous to live a life of instability. You don’t hitchhike, because it’s dangerous to get into cars with strangers.

All of these dangers are actually real. None of them are made up by society or actually secretly not dangerous. But it is important to understand that danger is a matter of degrees and that it’s not an isolated situation. Something dangerous can be made less dangerous if certain other circumstances are met.

Yes quitting your job is dangerous because you can’t pay your bills, but if you have a nice big chunk of money in your savings that you don’t mind dipping into maybe you can dump that job that’s killing your soul to do a bit of soul searching and find yourself. Yes dropping your apartment and selling all of your stuff and heading out on the road is dangerous, but if you have a destination in mind you’re not just wandering aimlessly you’re on a journey.

Hitchhiking is absolutely dangerous. I cannot honestly recommend it. Especially if you look like me. If you’re a slender and petite woman. If you look innocent and sweet and naive and if you are innocent and sweet and naive it’s probably a terrible idea to go hitchhiking.

So that is why I tried to avoid it for so long.

When I sold all of my worldly possessions and quit my job and dumped my apartment and headed out on the road I bought myself a car. It was a good car too, nice and reliable. A good quality vehicle.

But even good quality vehicles need to be filled with gas.

Now contrary to current evidence I am not a complete moron. I am just somewhat of a moron, and a girl who was very excited to be doing something with her life other than sitting behind another boring desk.

And I’m a quick learner, this one only needs to be taught something once. So running out of fuel on the side of the road is just a learning opportunity to me.

As was everything that happened next.

I got out of my car with next to nothing, just the clothing on my back and the car keys in my hand. Looking up and down the road I figured forward was probably the best option, since I hadn’t seen a gas station back behind me for a long while.

Why not call roadside assistance you ask? Well part of an adventure is risk and in my estimation a great way to increase risk is to get rid of my cell phone before heading out on the road.

I also remember a bunch of vague ideas about how cell phones and modern technology was disconnecting us from the immediate world around us, and how you had such a more immediate experience if you were immersed in the space and present in it. Also I vaguely recalled crunching the numbers and figuring out that I pretty much couldn’t afford the cell phone plan if I wanted to do this trip, and that the money I’d make from selling it online would be nice pocket cash for things on the road.

So no cell phone, and sure walking down the road right now I was thinking that maybe that wasn’t the best idea but this was an adventure and this whole thing would be one hell of a story.

That was mistake number one. Well actually running out of gas was mistake one and then not having a cell phone was mistake two and then mistake three, well that had a whole hell of a lot to do with me and a persistent problem I had been suffering from for as long as I could remember.

I’ve always been a bit of a dreamer. I know, considering everything I’ve told you so far that’s a bit hard to imagine. You start with a girl talking about how she always wanted a life of adventure and how the stories she was told when she was young made her think that she would have that life. Then next she tells you that she’s sold everything and quit her job and bought a car and then forgot to put gas in it. You take all of those things and put them together and you think: that is a grounded and reasonable person. You think that is a girl with both feet firmly planted on the ground.

Not the sort of girl to get distracted walking in a straight line. Not the sort of girl to misstep and stumble off the road, to tumble head over heels down the embankment on the side of the road.

Completely and totally not something that would happen to me.

Hand of god I was looking at a bird. There was a bird soaring across the road and I thought to myself, that is a really pretty bird, and then my foot slipped and I slid off the edge of the road.

The hill seemed to go forever, not steep but it had caught me by such surprise that I just couldn’t seem to right myself. I slid down it, grass giving way to bushes and then to brambles at the bottom. Brambles have thorns, as I discovered, these ones were particularly fun.

Stable at the bottom I stared up the hill at the road overhead and the clear blue sky. It was at least a beautiful day, and looking up I was comforted by the fact that my suspicions were correct, it was a really pretty bird.

So lying there I realized mistake three was not paying attention to where I was walking.

I extricated myself from the branches and pulled my way out of the brambles. Moving slowly and carefully I made sure to keep myself as intact as possible. I could feel that the muscles in my body were sore from the fall and I worked carefully to make sure I didn’t add scratches to that. Unfortunately in the process I heard the telltale sounds of tugging and tearing of my clothing, realizing that mistake four was probably going to wind up being the clothing I was wearing today.

Figuring that I was going to be sitting in my car all day without any air conditioning I decided the best option was something light and airy. I opted for a loose black and white striped summer dress, something that I thought looked cute and made me look fun and spontaneous. The fabric was quite thin, definitely not the sort of dress that could withstand any sort of roughhousing.

Sure I hadn’t planned on traipsing through brambles and thorns, but that didn’t make a difference. This was still decidedly the wrong outfit to wear for this.

I tried to keep it as intact as possible, cursing silently to myself as I pulled myself loose from the branches and made my way to the bottom of the hill.

Looking down at myself I saw that I was mostly intact. I couldn’t see any visible bleeding or anything that was hurt badly. Even the soreness in my body had settled into a sort of dull background. All told I think I got out of this pretty well.

The same couldn’t be said for my clothes though. They were torn so badly they were pretty much just scraps. I held them tight to my body, feeling the light summer breeze blow through the holes in the fabric. With the breeze blowing I was almost willing to consider that mistake number five was probably not wearing a bra, but I honestly never wore a bra. My breasts were so small it wasn’t much of an issue. I don’t think I’d even packed any for the trip.

Though I wouldn’t have minded the extra fabric right now.

Cursing silently I was glad that the dress was providing some semblance of coverage. I didn’t look good, that was for sure. The dress barely even looked like clothing anymore, but I was pretty sure that it would at least do for keeping me covered.

I made a decision right there at the bottom of the hill, no more stupid mistakes. I was going to make only logical choices from here on out. I was only going to do things that made sense for me.

Even if those didn’t seem logical on the surface.

On the surface climbing up to the top of this hill and hitchhiking didn’t seem like a logical choice. But the truth was that was the most logical choice. The truth was that I didn’t have much of a clue where the nearest gas station was and that the best option for me would be to get in a car and have someone drive me there.

So I grit my teeth and clambered to the top of the hill. No small feat but I made it up there and started off down the road, walking and waiting for the first car to come close.

And when I heard them coming up behind me I turned and stuck my thumb out for a ride and found that they pulled in immediately with no hesitation at all.

Running over to the passengers side of the car I smiled at the guy through the window and waited as he rolled it down.

“Need a ride?” he asked.

“Yep,” I replied, “My car ran out of gas a while back I need to make it to the nearest gas station.”

“That’s a ways down the road,” he said, “Probably a half hour drive or so which is farther than I’m going but I can take you to my first turn if you’d like.”

“Sure,” I replied, chipper and cheerful, “Thanks!”

I opened the door and slipped inside, putting on my seat belt as he pulled away.

“I’m Rich,” the driver said, offering me his hand.

“Lizzie,” I replied, shaking it.

We drove in silence for a bit, and I couldn’t help but take glances at Rich. He was cute, a lot older than me and weathered in a way but he was definitely cute. Handsome in the sort of bad boy kind of way. He had slicked back hair and a five o’clock shadow and I could see the hint of a tattoo peeking out of his collar.

His car smelled like stale cigarettes, and he drove a bit fast and reckless for my taste but it was a straight line road and beggars can’t be choosers. Still the whole thing felt oddly unsettling, in a way I wasn’t quite able to place. Like something was happening that I couldn’t quite realize.

I looked out the passenger window, at the scenery passing by. As soon as my gaze turned to one side he looked dead at me, as soon as he thought he couldn’t get caught that is.

Thing is there was an awful lot of chrome in this car. An awful lot of reflective surfaces to give me plenty of spaces to see the way that Rich was ogling me.

His eyes ran up and down my body, taking in all of the skin that I was showing through the rips in my dress. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of me and when I turned back I found he had gotten bolder. He wasn’t looking away.

Something in the intensity in his eyes set a fire off inside of me. It froze all of my natural instincts, made me act completely different than I ordinarily would.

Because ordinary me would cover up. Ordinary me wouldn’t want to have him see all of this. Ordinary me would be embarrassed.

But ordinary me had been left behind in the life I’d abandoned. Ordinary me wasn’t anywhere near here.

That’s not to say that I wasn’t embarrassed. I could feel a blush running through me and I could feel it pricking at my cheeks.

I was nervous and uncertain and I bit my bottom lip and looked at his eyes running up and down my body. All of that uncertainty left when I looked down between his legs though.

He was hard, thick and bulging in his pants. I swear that the moment I noticed it the damn thing throbbed for me, getting even thicker as my mouth fell open and I stared in disbelief.

God he was big, and he was so fucking close to me. I could reach out for him and touch it right now, I could give him more than just looking. I could take his hand and slip it into one of the holes in my dress and let him touch me. I wanted to.

I wanted to have him touch me.

But I felt the car slowing and pulling off to the side of the road and Rich looked at me with a bit of sad regret in his eyes and spoke.

“Sorry about this,” he said, “If I didn’t have someplace to be I’d drive you the whole way to the gas station but this is my turn and I have to go.”

“That’s okay,” I said, only half meaning it, “I appreciate the ride.”

“Oh that was my pleasure,” he said, grinning and deliberately looking down at me. I followed his gaze, finding the my nipple was fully visible through a rip in my clothing.

I giggled, on the one hand wanting to cover up but on the other figuring what was the problem. I wasn’t ever going to see Rich anymore, and this would be a hell of a story for him.

So I blew the man a kiss and got out of his car, and I swear I could still feel his eyes on me as he pulled away.

After about a minute or so of walking I heard another car coming up behind me and stopped to thumb it for a ride. When it pulled aside to pick me up I knew that luck had to be with me today. Two cars flagged down and two cars stopped, that couldn’t be just coincidence.

Then I remembered my outfit, and blushed as I ran up to the side of the car.

“Hi there,” I said as the driver rolled down his window, “My car ran out of gas a while back and I need a ride to the gas station.”

“Sure thing,” the guy inside said, “Hop in.”

This driver didn’t look like Rich. He didn’t look as dangerous or as rough. Between his clothing and his demeanor he just honestly seemed like an average guy, clean shaven and neat haircut. He was wearing plain jeans and a button down shirt.

But I noticed that he too couldn’t keep his eyes off my body. He kept looking at me, his eyes darting to one side to take in the sight of me. He couldn’t help it, with these clothes I was so very exposed.

I found myself shifting in my seat, adjusting my clothing to show off more and more of myself for him.

Finally he cleared his throat and spoke, “So I’m not sure where the nearest gas station is.”

“Well the last guy who picked me up said it was about a half hour drive straight down the road.”

“Oh,” he replied, getting a little sad and glancing over at me, “I think my next turn is in about ten minutes. I hope it’s before that.”

“That’s okay, anything to help me out is so appreciated,” I replied, reaching over and touching him lightly on his leg.

It was meant to be a nice gesture, a familiar gesture of thanks, but in my current state there was so much more intention there. He tensed immediately under my hand and lapsed into silence. I withdrew my hand and placed both of them in my lap.

His hands were gripping the steering wheel, practically strangling the damn thing between his fingers as he struggled to keep himself contained. I knew this sort of guy, he was a nice ordinary sort. He’d probably picked me up because he thought he was helping out a desperate girl and he was. He probably had no intention of anything untoward with me.

Such a noble man, he did deserve a bit of a reward. Plus the thought of teasing him made me giggle with delight.

His whole demeanor was rigid and proper, but I could see the fraying around the edges. I could tell he was having a hard time controlling himself. I could see him glancing over at me from time to time, taking in as much of me as he could through the gaps in my dress.

I found myself slouching in my seat a bit, letting my butt slide forward so the hem of my dress slid up my thighs and revealed far more of the skin to him. Taking my hands out of my lap I played idly with the fabric of my dress, adjusting it slightly to show off all of my best assets.

But slowly, oh so achingly slowly taking my time. Teasing the fabric aside until I felt my nipple pop free of the fabric. Tugging the hem of my dress up and up until my panties came into view.

And I would watch him from time to time, watch him drinking in the sight of me and unable to look away.

I wanted to make him nervous. I wanted to make him squirm. I wanted him to want to watch me as much as I wanted to be watched.

And I think I was succeeding at all of that.

My fingers played over the fabric of my panties, idly at first as if I was just distracted but then slowly bit by bit I got more and more deliberate. I could see him watching all of this, taking it in as my fingers slid up and down the fabric, as they played at the side of my panties and then drew them over and across to show myself to him.

I felt the cool air on my sex, the wetness of my lips making the air that much cooler and making my body tremble that much more. My eyes were locked on him now, watching him for a reaction as I slid my finger up and down my slit and slipped the tip of a finger inside of me.

I moaned, my other hand reaching inside of my dress to grab my breast and squeeze it. To pinch my nipple between my fingers and groan as I pressed the finger between my legs deeper inside of me.

I watched him, watching a bulge thicken in his pants and watching him try to ignore the woman sitting next to him. Masturbating for him.

I placed one of my free legs up on the dash, pushing my foot against it and shifting in my seat so I was facing towards him. I wasn’t hiding anything now. I was fingering myself fully and deliberately, the sounds of my body and my moans the only sounds in the car as he breathed heavily and tried to concentrate on the road.

Fuck he was cute, trying his best to ignore what was happening beside him and be an upstanding man. I didn’t want an upstanding man right now though.

I wanted a man who would let me ride him while we drove. I wanted a man who would throw caution to the wind and let me fuck his thick cock while we sped down the road, who gave me the sense of adventure and danger I had been craving for so fucking long. I wanted that man. I needed that man.

He was not that man, but I could pretend he was.

And so as he tried to ignore what was happening beside him I continued to play with myself, fantasizing everything that I wanted to do to him and with him and keeping my eyes firmly on him as his cock throbbed in his pants and he tried to keep from looking over at me.

I felt the climax bubble up in me, felt my sex constricting and squeezing my finger and felt my moans shiver and escape my mouth. My jaw shook as my body ached and relaxed with release. The pleasure ran through me, a light spasm rushing through my body as I shuddered in the seat next to him and let myself crest the wave of my pleasure.

With a smile that was all wicked I pulled my panties back over myself and returned back to sit in my seat as normal, pretending nothing had happened at all.

Less than a minute later he pulled off to the side of the road. His face was beet red from embarrassment and he mumbled something about needing to turn.

Smiling at him I replied, “That’s fine, thanks for the ride!”

I turned to get out of the car when I heard him blurt out, “Thank you.”

“Thank you for what?” I asked, turning back to him and seeing his face beet red and trying to desperately to keep from showing how embarrassed he was.

“For the… show,” he said, “For what you did.”

He turned to look at me, this desperate hunger in his eyes igniting a spark in me that I knew I couldn’t ignore.

“It was my pleasure sweetie,” I said, leaning over and kissing him on the cheek, “My pleasure.”

My hand feel lightly into his lap, slipping around to cover his cock and squeeze it through his pants. He groaned and I felt him throb in response, my body aching to feel him.

But I knew that wasn’t what was supposed to happen. I knew that this guy couldn’t take me all of the way. I knew that I needed to let him go.

So I pulled away and stepped out of the car.

The breeze blew around me as he pulled away, leaving me feeling like I was caught in the eye of a storm, still in the midst of chaotic change. There was a thrill of excitement in my body at what I’d just done. I couldn’t believe that I’d masturbated like that right in front of him, or that I’d grabbed his cock. I couldn’t believe that I was still unsatisfied after that. That my body was craving more.

I needed it. Oh god I needed to feel that. I needed to have a man ache and throb inside of me, fill me up and fuck me. My body was on fire with need, each step along the road taking so much effort, my whole body practically quivering with desire.

The next car that came up behind me wasn’t a car at all. I thumbed over the transport truck and gave a little shout of glee when they pulled aside.

“Need a ride darling?” came the deep booming voice from inside.

“Absolutely!” I shouted back, “I’d love one.”

“Hop on in then,” he replied back, swinging open the passenger side door for me.

I gripped the handholds and hefted myself up and into the cab, pulling the door shut behind me with a thud.

This man was something else, and not at all what I expected in a trucker. He was older, probably in his mid-40s and surprisingly trim. He had the look of a guy who worked for a living, with the sort of muscles that developed from hard labor, not from working out in a gym.

He was wearing a plaid shirt and a pair of jeans, his face clean shaven and handsome but not extraordinarily so. He had brown eyes and dark hair and a lean look to him that he set on me almost immediately.

“Damn darling,” he said with a whistle, “That ain’t much of a dress.”

His eyes ran up and down my body, not hiding any attempt to drink in every single drop of me.

“You like it?” I teased, my eyes sparkling, “I think it works quite well for getting picked up on the side of the road.”

“Hell yeah,” he agreed, “No man is gonna be able to pass up the opportunity to have a pretty young thing like you in their car, not wearing scraps like that.”

Starting up the truck he drove it down the road a ways. I wasn’t even hiding my attempt to look him up and down, I was staring at him just as much as he had stared at me the moment I was in his cab.

“So where you heading to?” he asked.

“A gas station,” I said, “My car ran out of gas a ways back, I need to get someone to help me.”

“Well it seems like fate has sent me to you then darling,” he said, grinning big, “I’m heading to the truck stop just down the ways. Should be someone there who can help you out.”

“Perfect!” I said with delight, clapping my hands and wiggling a little closer to him in my seat, “Now what should I do to reward you for this?”

“Oh now darling I don’t need a reward,” he replied, looking over at me and giving me a glance up and down, “Besides just having the sight of a pretty thing like you in my cab in such a state is reward enough.”

“Nonsense,” I said, “You’re the third gentleman who has picked me up today. The other two guys got the same view and they couldn’t even get me all the way to my destination. You deserve a special reward on top of that.”

I moved across the space and let my hand play against his thigh, slipping inside and letting my fingers cup and squeeze his growing bulge.

“Besides this whole adventure has got me all worked up. My body is aching right now, and I can think of only one thing that will satisfy it.”

My fingertips found his zipper and tugged it down, then unbuckled his belt and opened his pants. I teased a hand inside and drew him out, taking his cock in my hand and feeling it pulse and throb with warmth.

Tugging him out I felt him growing in my hand, hardening and growing stiff as I worked my hand up and down his length. He was a good thickness and length, not enough that he was enormous but more than enough to be satisfying. I couldn’t wait.

Leaning over the seat he lifted his arm to let me slip in and take him into my mouth. I tasted the salt of him, tasting the earthy scent of his body as I let him slip between my lips and played against his cock with my tongue. He twitched against me, growing and filling me, thickening even more until he was so fucking thick that he filled my hand and mouth.

Bobbing up and down on him I took my time, letting him slowly spread in my mouth and fill me up before backing off again. Inch by inch I took more of him inside of me, until he was pressing against the back of my throat and threatening to choke me off.

And my free hands played with the rest of him, stroking his shaft and fondling his balls, cupping and squeezing and caressing him with my fingertips and nails as he hissed and grunted above me.

His hips would buck up into my face from time to time, pushing a bit more of him into my mouth and filing me up as he insistently worked his way towards his climax.

I felt the truck pull aside and stop and both of his hands fell on the back of my head, holding me still as he groaned and leaned back in his seat and pressed his hips into me. He fucked into my mouth, as I gagged around his cock and pressed against his thighs and let him fill me up.

It was amazing, the feeling of being so fucking used. The knowledge that we were fully exposed here, that anyone walking by could look into this cab and see me blowing this random trucker. It sent a warmth through my body and built an insistent need that couldn’t be denied or ignored anymore.

I pushed off of him, and he looked at me with a bit of regret in his eyes. He thought we were done here but that was absolutely not the case. I was ready for the next phase.

Moving over to straddle him in his seat I pulled my panties to one side and eased him inside of me. I felt his thick cock filling me up, throbbing in me as I felt his hands slip through the rips in my dress to grab and squeeze and fondle my body.

I achingly lowered myself onto him. Feeling him spread me open and fill me up like I’d never been filled before. I was damn near stuffed, stretched to the limit and oppressively filled.

Looking at this man, this complete stranger whose name I didn’t know, I knew that he was close. It had to be so hot for him, fucking a petite young woman he’d just met on the side of the road. I knew that it was for me.

Making the most of the moments we had I fucked him, rising and falling on his cock and enjoying every last minute of him fondling me. I cried out my pleasure, letting my voice get high and loud as I screamed out for him to fuck me. To fill me up. To make me come.

And he did. He gripped my waist and held me above him while his hips pounded into me, while his cock stretched me open and filled me completely. Making me moan and throb and scream out my climax for anyone to hear.

I squeezed around him, letting my climax rip through my body and letting go completely. I let it wash over me until it turned into the simmering heat that it had been since that first man in that first car. I wondered if I would ever get past this now. If I would forever be trapped with the need to seek out my climax, pushing myself in new and dirty ways.

When he came he pulled me off of him, pushing me to the ground of the cab and pumping his cock until he exploded on me. His come hit my face and my breasts, staining my already ruined dress even more as he groaned out the last wave of his climax. It sent shivers and the memories of my own climax through my body, kneeling there on the floor of his truck and letting him use me.

“Well now I do think you might be the best hitchhiker I’ve ever picked up,” he laughed, sitting back in his seat and stuffing his cock back in his pants.

“Thanks,” I replied, chipper and cheerful and then realizing at that exact moment that this whole damn trip might be in vain.

He must have noticed the shadow that crossed my face, because he asked me, “What is it darling?”

“Nothing I just realized I’m an idiot,” I said, “I left my wallet in my car.”

“Oh that’s not going to be a problem for a clever girl like you,” he said with a smile, “Plenty of guys in there would be more than willing to help out a pretty young thing in trouble, and hell if all else fails you can always work the hole.”

“The hole?”

“Yeah, the glory hole. You just go into the back door of the diner over there and ask for Betty and she’ll set you up. Spend an hour in the hole and you can make a few hundred bucks easy.”

“Glory hole?” I asked, “What’s a glory hole?”

“Oh you sweet innocent thing. It’s a hole in the wall guys can stick their cocks through. All you have to do is get off any guy who puts his cock through that hole and Betty will make sure you get good money for it.”

There was a flash in my eyes that he could only interpret one way, interest and excitement.

“You are a dirty little thing. Why don’t you come with me darling, I’ll introduce you to Betty who’ll get you all set up.”

With a smile as wide as could be I hopped out of the cab and followed the trucker over to the building. Day one of my new life and one thing I could say for certain, it was definitely an adventure.


STRIPPED AT WORK! Bared In The Factory!


When I got this job it was only meant to be a temporary thing. Not that there is anything wrong with working in a factory, but it didn’t exactly pay that well and besides it wasn’t easy work.

I’m not lazy, but factory work is physically demanding. You put in eight hours on the floor and by the time you come out the other side you feel like you’ve been run through a machine and crushed flat.

It’s a lot.

So when I got this job it was with the intention of continuing to look for someplace new. Circumstances came up that made me reconsider that.

Old boys clubs aren’t restricted simply to corporate board rooms and private clubs. They can be just as present in jobs that women aren’t traditionally found in, just ask any woman who has ever walked into an auto shop or police station.

Factory work has been an old boys club for a very long time, in spite of the fact that women have been a big part of factory work since the world wars. We still get the short end of the stick, still have men thinking that we can’t do the job as well as them since we’re not as strong as they are or as big as they are.

Sure I might have a bit of a chip on my shoulder or I might have something to prove, but from day one I was bound and determined not to be a burden to anyone there. I was smart and capable, and what I lacked in sheer physical strength I made up for with creative solutions.

In short order I became the person they would turn to when they needed something done that took a bit more effort than just putting your shoulder to the grindstone. I became the person who could be relied on to handle the work that required a bit of creative thinking.

And soon enough I found that I was kind of leaning into that, enjoying being the person they called for that. And soon enough I quickly found myself in over my head.

Truth is I didn’t have much of a background in mechanics or engineering, I was quick and figured things out as I went but I didn’t have the body of knowledge to pull from to know when I was doing something right, I just kind of had to guess at it. It worked out more often than not but I knew it was only a matter of time before something went wrong.

Because when you put a woman with something to prove into a mans field, set her as a standout employee with a history of being smart and not needing anyone to help her you set her up to not be able to ask for help when the time comes that she actually does need help.

And that is what wound up screwing me.

The day that it all went wrong my boss pulled me aside and asked me to take a look at one of the machines on the line. Apparently it hadn’t been operating at peak efficiency, kept running in fits and starts which wasn’t exactly ideal.

It was a machine on the far side of the factory, and as I made my way through I caught the wandering eyes I’d grown accustomed to by this point. The men I worked with had learned long ago that shouting things at me wouldn’t get a rise or response from me, but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t enjoy the view.

I wasn’t much to look at, I’d always been on the skinny side and while I knew that I looked good naked I didn’t have a whole lot of boobs or ass to get their attention. Especially wearing the coveralls that I had to wear while working on the floor, they were always more than a little baggy and uncomfortable to me. But I was a woman, and them being the men that they were they liked to look even if all they really saw was baggy dark blue material. They may as well have been checking out an empty sack, didn’t mean they weren’t going to look.

Of course if they knew my little secret I think things would be very different for me, but they didn’t and never would.

Truth was I tended to run a little hot, I was always warm. Even during the colder months of the year I was usually fine hanging about in half the amount of clothes that anyone else did. In the ordinary day to day this high body temperature meant a lot of light and flowing fabrics, but that wasn’t an option in the factory where the coveralls were mandatory.

When I first started working here I honestly tried to make do with a dozen different options. I tried dressing light underneath it at first, light pants and a t-shirt. It proved to be too much so I gradually dressed down and down more and more until finally I was just wearing a bra and panties underneath it. When that proved too much I wound up dressing in just the coveralls themselves.

I know this wasn’t an ideal solution, but I didn’t have much of a choice. Hand of god anything more than that made me sweat and made my whole day uncomfortable. Besides the coveralls were zip up so no one could tell I was nude underneath. And the factory had separate change rooms for the men and the women to get ready, and since I was the only woman working on the floor I had the benefit of having the space all to myself.

No one would ever know.

And if I’m being honest I got a bit of a thrill from it. I mean I was completely covered, but there is something undeniably enthralling for me working next to a guy while I’m only wearing a single layer of clothing to cover my body from him. Society has all of these rules about what we should and shouldn’t do and how we should and shouldn’t act, there was something absolutely thrilling about being able to buck all of that and do something I shouldn’t without getting caught.

More than a few times a day I’d find myself daydreaming about getting caught by one of the guys in the factory. About undoing my zipper and having it hang open just enough that they could get a peek at what I wasn’t wearing underneath.

Most of the guys that I worked with were strong, and some of them were handsome too. They weren’t the brightest guys in the world, but they would be plenty of fun in the sack. I’d had a few daydreams about finding a quiet space on the factory floor with one of the better ones and giving him everything those looks he gave me told me that he wanted from me.

But I couldn’t do that. It would mean dismantling everything I’d done in this place. It would mean every single guy in here would see me as a sexual object, rather than a capable part of the team.

I couldn’t allow myself to get too close to any of them, risking any sort of attachment with them could and likely would destroy my persona in this place, and the longer I kept it all up the more I had riding on keeping my balancing act going.

So today walking across the floor I pretended to ignore their stares, even if it did give me a bit of a thrill to have them looking at me like that. I ignored it and made my way all of the way across to the machine I was supposed to be working on.

I knew instantly that I was going to have a problem.

I didn’t know this machine at all. I knew most of the machines in this place by now, but this one baffled me completely. It was an older model and one that I shouldn’t have been familiar with since it probably should have been scrapped years ago but it stayed and now was causing the company problems. And causing me problems since I couldn’t even begin to understand where to start.

Working on any machine meant hitting the manual shutoff button. Kept you from getting pulled into the machinery or injured in any way. It was safety 101.

Looking around this thing I saw a bunch of rollers and exposed bits of machinery, but not a button or switch on it anyways. Usually that was very well and clearly available somewhere precisely because it was probably the most important part of the machine, but on this one I was at a complete loss.

Lucky for me this machine was out in the back corner of the warehouse, it was a rarely used piece of machinery which meant I could have a few minutes to take my time and try to figure this out without someone coming along and realizing I didn’t have the faintest idea what I was doing. That said it wasn’t exactly dead back here, there wasn’t a place on the factory floor that didn’t go half and hour without someone coming in to do something. I would have to work hard to have this particular piece of machinery back up and fully operational by the time someone came around.

When I finally spotted the shut off I was exasperated and frustrated, so much time wasted searching around on this inefficient piece of junk only to find the damn button hidden near the bottom back half of the machine. I didn’t think twice as I squeezed in next to it, I wasn’t thinking at all and frankly it is a complete miracle that I came out as well as I did.

I felt my coverall catch on something and snag, and as I twisted and turned my body I realized I wasn’t getting out of here without ripping something. I tried to be careful, but I must have brushed the start button or something because I felt the machine kick into gear beside me.

My heart was pounding and my blood was rushing as adrenaline kicked in. I knew I had to put my everything into hitting that shut off, I knew my very life was in danger if I didn’t.

So I threw caution to the wind and pulled myself forward. I felt a tug and then a release as I tumbled forward, heard a rip and fell towards the button as my outstretched hand hit it and thankfully released me from any danger.

Lying there on the ground I felt relief surging through my body. That was bad. That was very bad. If I had been a second slower I would have been in a lot of trouble.

Then I noticed the feeling of the cool floor on my body and realized that I was.

Trying to keep from panicking I slid myself out from beside the machine and stood up as soon as I was free of it. I was still breathing heavily and standing out there in the open but my thought wasn’t on anything but the aftermath of what had just happened.

Because at the moment I was basically wearing two sets of cuffs, one around my wrists and one around my ankles.

Evidently the piece of machinery my coveralls had caught on was some sort of roller. As the machine started up it drew my clothing in, and that massive tearing sound was my coveralls being pulled from my body.

With my fun little habit of going completely naked under my coveralls that meant I was fully exposed. Completely and utterly naked in a warehouse filled with men.

Shit.

I was such an idiot, I could have solved this at any point in time but I had to go and push and push until I got here. Crap. I couldn’t wallow and I couldn’t fuss, I needed to find a way to fix this.

Hiding wasn’t an option. There weren’t enough places to keep hidden and if I just went missing the entire day someone would notice and someone would say something. Likely they’d go to the last place I was, specifically that machine, and find my coveralls all wrapped up in it and then I’d been in some serious shit.

No if I wanted to get through this I had only one real option. I had to get to the change rooms to grab a spare pair of coveralls, get into them and then get back here to get to work on this machine. While I was working on fixing it I could snag all of the little pieces of fabric from out of it and no one would ever be any wiser.

Of course nothing in life for me could be simple.

This machine was pretty much in the south west corner of the building, and the change rooms happened to be on the north east corner of the building. They were as far away from each other as possible and getting from one to the other meant traveling through all of the most highly populated parts of this building.

But I didn’t have much of a choice and I didn’t have much time. The longer I spent standing here the longer I was completely and utterly exposed. I had to move now.

So I did. I knew the warehouse pretty well by now and I knew which parts were bound to be more occupied than other places. I knew how to hide from things pretty well.

I dashed over to the machines, keeping close to them and low and keeping an eye and ear out for anyone coming. It was pretty easy to keep myself out of the way, I was pretty small and most guys working warehouse are fairly focused on their task, if you keep low and out of the way you’re bound to get past them without drawing attention.

At least that was the hope.

The first few times someone passed by me I just ducked down behind a machine and clenched myself tight. I tried to make myself as small as I possibly could and held my breath while they walked past.

The fact that it worked astounded me.

But I didn’t have long to consider because I was moving ever onward, and because if I’m being honest I wasn’t thinking about anything other than the fact that I was naked.

Not in an embarrassed way and not in a shy way. I was thinking of it in a decidedly different fashion, imagining what it would be like to be found.

The scenario played out in my mind so many times. Each time some unseen man passed me by I couldn’t help but think of it.

Them turning to work on the machine I was hiding beside and noticing me down there. Stopping and double checking to be sure they would look around, maybe blink a couple of times just to be sure they weren’t imagining things.

And then being the gruff and tumble men that they were they’d be unable to hold it in. They’d call me out and I’d stand and I’d beg them to keep their silence but their laughter would come out and so would the hunger in their eyes as they looked at me with intensity and it became clear that only one thing would satisfy them. Only one thing would keep them quiet.

Fuck I could feel their hands on my body. Could feel their lips pressing against mine as I pushed my palms into their firm chests and felt them move me to the machine. They’d take me in the best way possible for them over these machines. Bending me over them, laying me down on them, whatever gave them the best access to my body. Whatever got them inside of me as quickly as possible.

Filling me up and pounding into me. Stretching me apart and drilling me as I moaned loud enough to cut through the sounds of the machines all around us. As I drew more attention to me.

More men would come and they would take their turns, each one having his fill of me and then tapping off to leave me there for the next man who would step up and fuck me hard and fast until I screamed with satisfaction. Until I came so hard it tore through my whole body and left me knowing that this would be my new job, that nothing would ever satisfy me as much as this right here would.

But each time the men would pass me by, I remained uncaught and that fantasy remained unfulfilled.

No less powerful though.

Every moment spent naked was another moment spent unable to deny the need throbbing inside of me. Another moment I couldn’t keep from letting that fantasy bubble to the surface and boil over.

On the west side of the factory was the machines and in the middle there was the stacks, the shelves we used to house products before they were bundled up to be shipped away. I knew that there was one row in the stacks that was decidedly less occupied than the rest of it. That was the long term storage section, basically the place where we stored a bunch of bigger pieces or pieces for shipments that required a lot of parts still being put together. It also happened to be the messiest of all of the rows, with plenty of boxes left on the ground half packed.

Point was that I needed to move through the stacks, and that particular row offered me the best chance of getting through undetected.

So I pushed down any thoughts of that fantasy and pressed on, darting my eyes around to make sure I had the all clear before dashing across the open space and into the long term storage row.

I kept myself on the balls of my feet and kept moving forward, dashing from box to box and keeping low just like I had this entire time. I was about halfway through the row when I heard a rumble coming from behind me and I ducked down and onto the shelf itself, worming my way into a little gap in the space.

There was the telltale sounds of a forklift moving through the row, making it’s way down. I worked my way backwards but immediately backed into a box, knowing full well from here that if I could see out then they could see in.

Even here underneath the shelf I was still completely exposed. My body was radiating with heat, my nerves sending my body into overdrive as I tried to keep myself from freaking out. I was practically bouncing with excitement, unable to contain myself as I struggled to keep myself from freaking out.

I didn’t have to hold my breath, it’s not as if he would hear it over the sounds of his forklift. That didn’t mean I didn’t do it anyways, holding my breath and going wide eyed as I saw him stop right in front of me and turn his forklift towards my side of the aisle.

Fuck.

The forks slid into the skid above me. I ducked down low and kept myself pressed to the bottom, willing with all of my might to keep from him noticing me when he slid out the skid above me.

And of course at that point that damn fantasy had to come back, had to show me what would happen if he noticed.

If he pulled out the skid and noticed I was there. How he’d hop off the forklift and offer to smuggle me out of here. How the forklift wouldn’t offer much protection but how he could hide me in the cab of it with him and smuggle me off to safety. How no one looked at the cab.

And how he’d bring me right up to the women's change room and then follow me inside as I slipped in undetected. How I wanted him to because I wanted to reward him.

On my knees with his cock in my mouth, my hands wrapping around it and drawing it into me. Feeling it throb on my tongue and feeling his hips thrust into me. Filling my mouth and then exploding all over my lips and chin and breasts, coating me in his stickiness so that even putting on coveralls wouldn’t hide how wanton I was. How much I wanted to be their little exhibitionist.

But that didn’t happen either. The skid above me slid out and he didn’t pay a second glance to the space. He was concentrating on his work.

I lay there on the wood shuddering with need until I heard the rumble of the forklift fade away and then I pushed myself up on my shaking legs and stumbled out of the space.

I couldn’t let myself be overcome now, not when I was so very close to getting out of this. I made my way shaky and unsteady towards the edge of the stacks and glanced around.

The change rooms were visible in the distance, but this was the loading docks and it was never unoccupied. There were at least a dozen men standing around waiting with boxes. Ready to start loading the next truck to arrive. They weren’t exactly paying attention, but getting past them would be one hell of a problem.

And the fantasy that played out with a dozen men and one little me was so intense it almost overwhelmed me right then and there. It was so strong it hit me like a wave, rushing over me and I could feel their bodies against mine. Could feel their touch on me and had to fight with all of my might to push it down and move.

I kept low and moved quickly, rushing from box to box as quietly as I could. Making my way across the space and over to the wall with the change room doors, only one more last little dash to make it. But all of those men were so close, and they were watching the transport backing into the bay but the slightest change and they would see me and see everything.

I moved, keeping low to the ground and keeping my eyes right on them in front of me. When I saw them turn I acted instinctively, dashing to the side and through the door into the change room.

Slamming through it and moving so fast even if they saw me they would have only seen a blur. Into the change room without stopping and around the corner until I got into the main changing area and only then stopping, only once I was fully in the clear.

And it was only once I was in there that I realized this wasn’t the women’s change room at all.

The man standing half undressed was a clear indication that I was in the completely wrong place. The way that he looked at me made it clear that I wasn’t imagining the fact that my coveralls had been torn off.

“This is the men's room,” I whispered.

He nodded, his eyes darting down my body and then up.

“Oh fuck,” I said, then as I heard the door open behind me I stared at him with panic in my eyes and begged this complete stranger, “Hide me.”

He worked quickly and on instinct, grabbing my hand he dragged me over to his side and then pulled me around the corner of the lockers to a door. He yanked open the door and pushed me inside, pushing himself inside afterwards.

I recognized this place. It was the storage closet and the space where you could store your coveralls after your shift was done. At the moment it was completely empty.

Well empty except for the two of us.

I didn’t know this man in here with me but I knew that he was keeping my secret and that was good enough for me. I also knew that he was pressed right against me, that I could smell his sweat and feel his hard body pressed against mine.

And I knew all of the things I wanted to do to him.

Why shouldn’t I? Why shouldn’t I give in? Why shouldn’t I want so much more than just to have his hard body pressed against me?

He was so good to me. He was my knight in shining armor. He was the man who had pushed me in here without thinking, acting impulsively.

And he was so close to me and I needed this so bad.

My hand reached out to lightly brush against his chest, feeling the firmness of his body responding to me. I looked down at my hand and I looked up at him and saw him staring at my face. And I felt him hardening against me, felt his bulge throbbing against my thigh and knew that I wouldn’t say no to him.

I pulled his mouth down to mine and I felt his hands on my body. He pulled me up and pressed me backwards and I felt my body crushed between him and the shelves in this storage closet. My feet found purchase, pressing on the shelving and keeping myself up as I felt him pressing between my legs.

My hand slipped between us, finding the button of his jeans and undoing it, unzipping and sliding them down and taking his hard cock in my hand. I squeezed him and felt him thicken and pulse in my hands. Without eyes on his length or girth he felt enormous, longer and thicker and harder than I’d ever had before.

His hands were on my waist, pushing me down and lining me up with his cock. I mewled as I took him into me, feeling him press between the lips of my sex and slip inside easily.

I was so fucking horny. So absolutely fucking wet from all of the temptation and fantasies running through my mind. I was ready for him, aching with a need that could only be filled by a nice thick cock.

He gave me just that, pressing into me and spreading me apart, filling me up like I had never been filled up before. His cock hit all of the right places in me, and I felt my body respond to him, squeezing around him and moaning into his mouth.

This stranger took me, his hips pounding into me again and again. He throbbed inside of me, each thrust of him making me groan with need, building a pleasure in me that was undeniable and unforgettable.

I could feel him in me, pounding pleasure into every inch of my body. The way he throbbed and filled me up. The way he made me ache and cry out.

My nails dug into his shoulders, feeling him tense as he held me up. His whole body was taut with tension and I knew as fantastic as this felt it couldn’t last. The position needed to change, and I knew that if I moved it could mean that I could take so much more of him inside of me.

“From behind,” I whispered, “I want you to fuck me from behind.”

He grunted in response and pulled out of me and I cried out and felt a shudder run over my body. I didn’t have much time to think though, his hands were on me lifting and repositioning me until I was bent over the shelf in front of me and he was stepping behind me and sliding himself into me.

God he filled me up so much better this way, feeling enormous buried in me fully like this. And he could fuck me so much harder and faster like this, pounding into me while his fingers gripped me iron tight and held me still.

My climax hit me like a thunderclap, striking me quick and radiating through me. My whole body felt like it was on fire, tense with need as I screamed and rode out the wave of it. I clenched onto the shelf in front of me, my body vibrating as the tension in me ratcheted up until I was vibrating with it, shaking as my body doubled over and I felt him tense behind me.

The warmth of him filled me, his cock throbbing between my legs as he buried himself in me and then throbbed his come into me. I felt the warmth of him melt the tension in my body, letting me moan with pleasure as I relaxed and slumped against the shelf in front of me.

My breath was coming in ragged gasps as I slid to the floor to try to still myself, to try to find my center. That had easily been the most reckless and fantastic thing I’d ever done, and when he reassured me he’d find me a change of clothes and would be right back there wasn’t much I could do but give a thumbs up.

The moment he left I started playing with myself, and only when I was through my fourth orgasm did I really register that he hadn’t returned. Of course that didn’t make me stop. I didn’t know if anything could make me stop right now.

All I did know was that the final bell for the end of the shift rang out five minutes ago, which meant that the men’s change room would be filling up right about now. It was only a matter of time before they came in here to drop off their coveralls, and so only a short matter of time before they found me here on the floor, throbbing with need and ready to take them all on at once.


HE’S WATCHING ME! Playing With Myself While My Boss Watches!


This weekend was all my fault.

You know how sometimes to get a job you wind up padding your resume. Not really lying, more like stretching the truth a bit. You’ll say that you have experience managing multiple schedules when in actual fact it means that you’ve managed to feed both of your cats morning and night for months. That sort of thing.

Ninety percent of the time it doesn’t come around to bite you in the ass. Most of the time it’s one of those things you can fake until you make it. It’s not like we’re applying to be rocket scientists or brain surgeons or anything like that, working in your average office job you can usually run a quick search on the internet to bring yourself up to speed on anything of which you’re not 100% certain.

But there are exceptions.

These are tasks that usually involve relatively routine matters. Things that you think you can do, but you really can’t. Maybe they are even things that you’ve done before, but because of the fact that you’re doing them in an office setting for the first time it’s all completely different.

Turns out hotel reservations were one of those.

It was supposed to be a simple task, arrange a week at a conference for my boss and myself. I was his personal assistant, and I needed to be there to be his memory because he had so much on the go that it would be incredibly difficult for him to keep track of it all.

I broke the task down into three main parts: plane, car, and hotel. There were a bunch of smaller things like restaurants and such that I also needed to figure out, but those were routine and easy by this point in the job. So I focused on the bits that were new.

Car was simple, I contacted a company and had them ready to pick us up from the airport and drive us to the hotel. Plane was far more complicated, I had to make sure it was business class seats for him and regular ones for me and it wound up being a complete effort and I got on the phone with people and it was a gigantic mess which brings us to the problem.

Hotel.

I screwed up, and I didn’t even realize it until we got to the lobby of the place and went to check in and found out that we had one room. Singular. For two people.

While my boss spoke with some colleagues he ran into in the lobby I begged and pleaded with the concierge for something, anything that they could do for us. Any second room they could give us.

But there wasn’t a single free room in the hotel, everything was booked up for a conference. Another hotel wasn’t really an option either, the way our timing had worked out we arrived in town just in time to bed down for the night. This late at night even getting to another hotel would be an endeavor, and there would really be no guarantee that they would have any available rooms either.

So I sheepishly thanked them and made my way back to my boss to let him know that our room was ready, praying he didn’t notice the singular in my statement.

He excused himself from the associates he was speaking with and together we made our way over to the elevators and up to our now shared hotel room. I was standing there in the elevator trying desperately to figure out exactly how I was going to tell him about this.

Mr. Miller was a good boss, but he had a tendency to be a bit severe and strict. I think it was mainly due to the fact that he was young and hungry for success. He always seemed like he was out to prove himself, like the people around him doubted his abilities, but he didn’t have any need to be fearful of that.

Success came easily to him, which isn’t to say that he didn’t work hard for it but is to say that he was smart and charming and had a way about him that could bend others to do what it was that he wanted and needed them to. Mr. Miller wasn’t much older than I was, but in the time he’d been in business he’d risen steadily through the ranks of the company and was now able to command a significant amount of respect from his often much older peers.

And that was extending outside of the company now as well. This conference was the first of many this year that were I was guessing designed to assert his dominance on the industry at large, and I was eager to see this plan through with him.

It didn’t hurt that Mr. Miller was very easy on the eyes as well. He was handsome in a way that was almost generic, the type of face that you could easily see gracing the cover of pretty much any magazine with a strong jawline and proud cheekbones. His broad shoulders and muscular physique added to the whole image of him, projecting an aura of a man who was able to command respect with physicality just as much as he did from capability and charisma. Being his personal assistant I knew that the physique came from hard work. I was the one who scheduled his gym visits and arranged meals with his personal dietician. I was the one who had a back door into his entire life, knowing just how hard he worked for all of this.

All of that gave me immense respect for Mr. Miller, and engendered a loyalty to him that I took to heart. I didn’t want to disappoint him, he was so careful about every aspect of his life and it was my responsibility to take some of that load off of him, to make sure there was at least a few things he didn’t need to worry about.

As the elevator dinged and we stepped out I turned down the hall and addressed him, “The hotel room is right down here.”

I still hadn’t figured out how I was going to tell him that I’d made a mistake. I didn’t know how I would begin to broach it but as the distance closed between me and the door of the room I knew that my time was running out.

“This is it right here,” I said, opening the door and letting him inside. I followed him in.

The room was a fairly standard hotel suite, Mr. Miller hadn’t quite reached the point in his career where he warranted a penthouse or anything more than a standard room. The whole room was done up in generic beige and looked neat and tidy, but not especially nice. There was a bathroom near the front door, with a full closet and all of the associated luxuries that come with a hotel room. In the main room there were two beds and a small sitting area with a table and couch. The window overlooked the city, offering a view that wasn’t entirely blocked by the buildings surrounding us, but still wasn’t anything to write home about.

Mr. Miller pulled his bag in and dropped it by the end of the far bed, then turned to look at me and said the thing I was dreading, “Right this will do. So what’s your room number in case I need to contact you?”

I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach, an icy chill gripping my spine and running up it as I tried to keep from shaking and tried to stifle the tears that were pricking at the edges of my eyes.

“Well that’s the thing Mr. Miller,” I said, my voice starting to quaver and my eyes drifting down to look at his feet, “I made a mistake with the reservation and only booked the one room. I’m so sorry this is all my fault. There aren’t any more rooms in this hotel and it’s probably too late for me to find a room at one of the other hotels in the city but I’ll give it a shot tomorrow during the day and see if I can find some place so we’re not staying in the same room and I’m so very sorry about all of this.”

Mr. Miller was so quiet, and I didn’t have the courage to look up and see whether or not it was because he was seething with anger. But when he spoke it was soft and even and there was a note of amusement in it that quelled any fears that I had.

“It’s quite all right Janet,” he reassured me, “Mistakes do happen and you’re new to all of this. Besides I’m sure the company will see it as quite the boon that you’ve managed to cut costs in a frankly unique way. The only thing I need to know is if you’re okay with this, with sharing a room.”

I looked up at him, seeing a look of concern in his eyes that was genuine, “Sir? Why wouldn’t I be.”
“Well I’m your boss,” he said, “I wouldn’t want you to be uncomfortable being in the same room with me.”

“No Sir Mr. Miller,” I said quickly, frankly excited that he wasn’t upset about this, “I don’t mind at all.”

He smiled and it melted the remaining fear in me, “Good. Well I don’t know about you but that was quite the trip and I’m about ready for bed. I’ll let you get ready for bed first, I guess we’ll change in the bathroom, yes?”

“Yes Sir,” I replied, nodding and flipping my suitcase up onto the bed.

I opened it and rummaged through it to find my nightwear. Zipping the suitcase up I set it by the foot of my bed and made my way into the bathroom to change.

I was frankly so ecstatic that I didn’t even think much about the actual mechanics of spending three nights in a room with my boss. My thoughts were only on the fact that I was able to keep my job as I stripped the makeup off my face and dressed in the loose t-shirt and pants I had brought as sleepwear for the weekend.

It was only when I was stepping out of the bathroom and into the dimmed lights of the room that I really realized this was the first time he was seeing me so very dressed down. Ordinarily I was obviously wearing professional clothing when I was in the office. I had makeup on and was very well put together.

There is something so vulnerable about standing in front of someone wearing your comfortable clothing. Something intimate about it.

Even dating you always wait until you’ve been with someone for a couple months before you break out the worn in pajamas, but here I was dressed in them in front of Mr. Miller, my boss.

And even worse in the dim light of the room I looked down and noticed that my clothing was pretty threadbare, and that while you couldn’t see any details you could definitely notice the shape of me visible through the fabric.

So I was glad of the dim lighting to hide the blush that crept up my face when I realized this, and I made my way quickly into bed to keep him from noticing too much. But from the way he silently made his way to the bathroom and the way that he had a hard time looking at me I was pretty sure I wasn’t the only one who noticed how revealing my clothes were.

I tried to fall asleep before he got back into the room but all of the fears I had were coming back and hitting me in waves. I was certain this weekend was going to be the end of my career, that he would probably quietly transfer me to another department after this and my job would either stagnate or they’d find a reason to terminate me. I just knew that my luck was going to play out that way.

By the time he came out of the bathroom I was almost ready to tender my resignation, but he didn’t say a word about any of this just wished me a polite goodnight and slipped into the other bed.

I lay there for what felt like hours but was in actual fact only minutes, and it was only when I heard him snoring lightly beside me that I really realized that he wasn’t nearly as concerned about all of this as I was. Reassuring myself that everything would be fine I rolled over and tried to get to sleep.

Fate has a an odd way of working. If I had rolled the other way I think I probably would have fallen asleep and nothing that came next would have happened. If we had turned the lights off rather than leave them dimmed I think it would have been a different turn of events. But I had to turn towards his bed rather than away from it, and we had to leave them on and just dimmed so that when I looked over to his bed I couldn’t help but notice it.

He was hard.

It was warm in the room and both of us were lying under a light blanket and it was undeniable. He was sleeping on his back, his erection bulging out of the sheets. So big. So hard.

I couldn’t help but look at it, couldn’t help but connect it to the man in front of me.

Mr. Miller was such a good boss, such a charismatic man that I couldn’t deny I had thought about him more than a few times. He had filled a few of my fantasies, sneaking in and making me feel guilty the whole time.

He was single and so was I but he was my boss and it just wasn’t right to think of him that way. Still I couldn’t help myself in the past and I couldn’t help myself right now.

He was just so close. So manly. So hard.

I felt my hand slip between my thighs, felt it teasing into the space between my legs and brushing my sex over my pants. There was an electric thrill that ran through me, making me arch my back and spread my thighs apart to give myself more access. I felt a breath escape me, harsh and ragged and coarse. It shuddered out of my lips and escaped me unbidden as my hand slipped up to the waistband of my pants and dipped inside.

I was wet. I was so fucking wet right now I could barely believe it. Thoughts came to me and fantasies played behind my eyes as I touched myself. As I slipped a finger inside of me and thrummed my clit with my thumb.

My other hand slid under the bottom of my t-shirt and up to grip my breast and squeeze it, to tease out a bit more pleasure from my body as I slid onto my back to give myself more room to work with.

But I didn’t ever turn my eyes from him. I was locked onto him, staring across the gulf between us and seeing his hardness throbbing and twitching under the sheets.

If I set my mind to it I could imagine it was his hands on my body. I could imagine it was him pleasing me and pleasuring me, him touching and feeling me. Him using my body.

Oh god I needed it, whimpering and mewling as I played with myself, as I dipped two fingers inside of me and teasingly pinched my nipple. As my gasps became moans and I got louder and faster and harder with my play.

And when I realized the sound was missing it registered in some far off place. It was only when I was shuddering on the edge of my climax that I fully realized what it was that I was no longer hearing.

He wasn’t snoring anymore.

His eyes were like two shining orbs in the darkness, beaming across the space and looking at me. Watching me play with myself.

I couldn’t hold out any longer, the climax washed over me. I bucked and writhed under the sheet and trembled as the shuddering pleasure washed over my body. It hit me like a splash of hot water, searing me nerves and making me tremble and vibrate in its wake.

And when it was done I heard his even breathing, not snoring. He was perfectly awake.

The next day I didn’t say a word about what had happened and neither did he. We just simply didn’t address it. We woke and dressed and went for breakfast together and throughout the entire conference I was right by his side, as his personal assistant and nothing more.

I arranged for a business dinner with him and his associates and he insisted that I join them. They were all charming and they were all business, and no one got any more than slightly tipsy at the dinner.

After dinner we made our way back to the hotel room and it was late again and again Mr. Miller was a perfect gentleman who let me get dressed for bed first.

But once I was in the bathroom alone all of the thoughts and memories of the night before came back to me. I remembered my pleasure and I remembered the sight of his eyes shining while he watched me in the darkness. It set a thrill in me that couldn’t be denied.

So that night when I left the bathroom I wasn’t wearing the full outfit. I still had on the threadbare shirt but on my bottom half I opted for a light pair of panties. The shirt came down to mostly cover me, but with the fact that we had only half-dimmed the lights it was clear that you could better see the outline of my body. And I took my time getting into bed, lingering and turning down the sheets a bit before slipping under them.

I made sure that Mr. Miller saw plenty more of me this night.

The whole time I was showing off for him my heart was pounding in my chest. This was such a risk I was taking, showing my boss all of this. It was so very inappropriate and so very wrong. I shouldn’t be doing it and he shouldn’t be looking.

But we both wanted it.

That much was clear when he emerged from the bathroom changed. He too had evidently decided the room was far too hot and so he decided to only wear a pair of pants, no shirt whatsoever.

With a man like Mr. Miller he had the physicality to let you know that he is built. He occupies the space he’s in, and you can just imagine what he looks like under the layers of that expensive suit.

But seeing it in the flesh is something very different.

His body was hard with muscle. Thick and corded and bulging with it. His shoulders were broad and defined, his pecs wide and flat and firm, and his abdomen was rigid and defined. Every bump and bulge on him was sculpted to perfection, including the one that was half-hard in his pants.

I didn’t wait long tonight, just long enough after he had slipped under the covers to give the pretense that we were still doing this in secret. It was a matter of biding time for plausible deniability, counting down the moments until I could begin.

It was such a relief when I could, running my hands blatantly over my body under the sheets. I felt my body heat throbbing through my fingers, warming me and burning under my touch. Oh god even the sheets were too much for me, restricting and constraining me and keeping me from my satisfaction.

I threw them off of me in a huff, letting the open air of the room touch my skin as I felt my body. My eyes were closed but I could feel his gaze on me as I moaned loud and lewd and let my fingers slip beneath the surface of my clothes.

There was a burning blush on my skin, embarrassment at how I was no longer able to control myself. At how much I wanted to play for him and have him watch me.

One hand up and onto my breast, my arm dragging the bottom of my shirt up so my abdomen was exposed to him. The other hand into my panties, dipping quickly between the lips of my sex and feeling my wetness. It was so freeing and so humiliating all at once, as I dipped my fingers inside of me and bucked my hips up to meet my thrusts.

I was fucking myself and the whole time I was picturing him, lying there in bed next to me watching me.

I wanted so much more than for him to just watch me. I wanted him here with me, touching and feeling me and pleasing me with his body. I needed it, and I cast my gaze over to his bed, opening my eyes and witnessing something so much more than I could have expected.

The sheets of his bed were pulled down to his waist, his hard upper body revealed and glistening with a hint of sweat. His hand was under those sheets, gripping and stroking his cock while he watched me beside him. My eyes took all of this in, running down and then back up his body until I locked sight with him.

And I played with my sex while he played with his, our hands finding a rhythm as we brought ourselves closer and closer. Closer to overwhelming satisfaction, as our moans bridged the space between us and we both tensed and flexed with need. As it all built up to something undeniable and strong and needy. Something that bubbled over simultaneously.

Both of us exploding in time, bucking and writhing on our respective beds as we moaned and grunted with relief. Our bodies tense with pleasure, our mouths opened wide and trembling as we cried out our satisfaction.

And our eyes were locked into each other, staring deep into the person across the room unblinkingly as we both found our own individual pleasure in sight of the other.

Sleep was untroubled for me and I think it was for him. We slept the sort of sleep that one can only have when they are deeply satisfied.

And when we woke in the morning once more it was as if nothing had happened. It was as if we hadn’t changed at all, neither one of us acknowledging what had happened during the nights.

I was a good assistant to him, attentive and alert. I tended to his needs before he even realized they were needed, I anticipated for him so that he didn’t have to.

And the conference went fantastic. I could tell from the way others responded that he was building his esteem among his colleagues and I could tell from his reactions that he was happy and satisfied with this.

Dinner that night was a quiet affair. He didn’t have anyone to dine with, and so we dined together alone.

We made idle conversation and he spoke to me like a peer, which I suppose he was in age at the very least. As the conversation progressed it became clear that Mr. Miller had picked up bits and pieces about my personality and my interests, had drawn a portrait of myself in his mind that was almost entirely accurate and I had to commend him on that. He actually knew me, more than just remembering my birthday or the way I decorated my desk. He knew he in a way that was familiar.

Getting into the hotel room that night I was almost nervous. I could feel butterflies in my stomach as I wordlessly gathered my clothing and made my way into the bathroom to change.

Things had been progressing night by night, and I was so pleased with everything that had happened. I loved showing off for him and having him watch me. And watching him stroke himself last night had been every bit of a fantasy.

I knew that tonight was going to be more than even that. There was a thrill in me as I pictured his hard body, and as I stripped out of my clothing and stood naked in the mirror I had to try hard to keep from touching myself then and there.

I had to wait. I had to be patient. Good things came to those who waited.

So I pulled on my shirt, holding my panties in one hand and then letting them fall to the floor. I wouldn’t need them tonight.

Out into the room, noting with satisfaction that the lights were on full. There was no hiding anything here.

He turned to look at me, his gaze running up and down my body, taking me in and noting without surprise my lack of panties.

“It’s very warm in this room,” I said, my voice husky. Then I reached down and drew my shirt up and over my head.

There was no hiding from anything now. I was fully exposed to him, his eyes taking in my fully naked body.

I gave a sly smile as I crept into bed, taking my time and lingering before sliding under the sheets.

The moment he was out of the room I threw the sheets off of my body, letting the air of the room caress my skin. I lay there practically panting, biting my lip and letting my fingers travel up and down my body. My touch drove me mad, but I knew that it wouldn’t do for tonight, it alone wouldn’t be enough to put me over the edge.

He came out of the bathroom naked, his cock throbbingly hard. He didn’t move for his bed, he stood there at the foot of mine, watching me as I dipped my hand between my legs and began to play for him.

I pushed my finger inside of me, feeling my wetness and moaning with it. My other hand explored my body, tracing the lines of my form as my eyes took in his hardness and watched him grip and stroke his shaft.

He was hard, so achingly hard. Thick and long and bulging for me. For me, because of me. Because he wanted me.

“Oh Mr. Miller,” I cooed, “You’re so big.”

His hand squeezed his shaft and my eyes locked onto the head of his cock as a droplet of wetness lit it. It was so tempting, so tasty looking.

“Oh Mr. Miller,” I begged, “I can’t resist you.”

Sliding up on the bed and onto my hands and knees I crawled to him. I reached for his body, running up his firm thighs and taking his cock in hand. My hands replaced his, touching and squeezing him, feeling his firm hardness and the warmth of him throbbing under my touch.

My lips parted as my head ducked forward, as I took him into my mouth and tasted the musk of his arousal. He was sweet and salty, the perfect taste to melt on my tongue and suffuse my body with warm arousal. I felt him tensing and twitching under the touch of my lips and tongue. I rolled my tongue over him, batting against the bottom of his shaft as I took more and more of him into me.

Moaning I felt him respond, felt his hips give restrained little thrusts as he gently reached out to move my hair aside and uncover my face. I looked up at him, seeing his kind eyes looking down on me as I gave my whole effort into pleasing him. Taking him down to his root and feeling him fill me fully and completely.

My hands drifted, up his abdomen to press against his firm rigidness and down under his shaft to cup and fondle his heavy balls. He was hard and damn near perfect, if he had a flaw I couldn’t find one and I wasn’t looking. I was satisfied fully and completely.

Well almost. I needed more than just to please him though pleasing him set a warmth in my body that was undeniable. But it awakened a beast inside of me that raged and needed satisfaction, a twitch deep in my belly that could only be satisfied by feeling him. Inside of me. Between my legs. Throbbing and filling me up.

I let his cock fall out of my mouth, moaning as I gasped for air and stroked his cock with my hands. Spinning around to face away from him I presented my ass to him and backed up, one hand on his cock directing him into my dripping sex for him to take the lead.

To grip my hips and hold me still, to press forward into me and fill me with his thick cock. To push into me and fill me up and fuck me hard and fast and firm.

Oh god he was so fucking big. So big he was almost unbearable. But I took him into me and felt him pound into me from behind, casting a glance over my shoulder at this unbelievably large man tensing with his whole body as his hips sped to a blur while he fucked me.

And I moaned loud and cried out to him, “Yes Mr. Miller! I needed this so bad. You fuck me so good. Your big cock is so fucking perfect for me!”

He grunted, his grip tightening on me as his hips hit a blur and I felt my passionate need fill up and threaten to overflow and I screamed out with all sincerity, “Make me yours Sir! Make me your little slut! Fuck me with your big cock and fucking ruin me for all other men!”

His hips buried deep inside of me and I moaned as I felt him tense. I felt him balancing on the edge of his climax.

And the words spilled out of my lips, I begged to him, “Yes fill me with your come! Come deep inside of me and fill me up! Oh GOD!”

His cock exploded, erupting inside of me and filling me with the heat of his climax. I moaned and throbbed around him, feeling him come and feeling myself bubble over the edge of my own climax. I fell to the bed twitching and unable to control myself, wordlessly moaning out my need to the air, a litany of prayers and wishes that this hard man could answer.

Mr. Miller was the first to recover his ability to move. He lifted my twitching body into his arms and carried me to his bed. He was still blissfully hard and he laid me on my back and kissed me gently before pushing apart my thighs and sliding between them.

He filled me from above, taking his time to roust the sexual need in me again, until I was screaming and begging him for more once again.

We would fuck most of the night, falling into each others bodies and into a satisfied sleep. We would caress and learn each other physically, and though it would be years before we would ever move this relationship into something public or even something more than merely physical that weekend was the start of something amazing.

A simple mistake in reservation had started a habit. We would never book a separate hotel room again.


MY TINY RED BIKINI! Showing Off For My Older Neighbor!


It was a lovely neighborhood and I was so very excited about it. My own place, the first place I wasn’t renting, that I could actually say that I owned.

A nice little house in a wooded neighborhood. Not especially large and not heavily trafficked. Heck it was even a little off the beaten path, not especially close to the hustle and bustle of the downtown core of this small city I lived it.

But it was nice and pleasant, quiet. Serene.

And the neighbors were so nice. Polite and sweet, most of them on the older side. Only a few close to my age and most of those were young families who weren’t interested in hanging out with a single woman. In fact it was the same case with most of the older couples too, they were old enough that the thought of hanging out with a young woman in her late 20s didn’t really appeal to them.

Fine by me. I’d always been a bit of a solitary sort. I’d never really felt the need to have more than a handful of friends who I hung out with once a month or so. I liked quiet nights alone bundled up with a book, enjoying the quiet of my place.

Not that there was anything wrong with companionship and being friendly. I just think it wasn’t really for me. I’d been so used to solitude that the thought of being around someone else for so much of the day just filled me with an odd sense of discomfort.

I didn’t know how people like Jack made the transition.

Jack was my next door neighbor and was in his mid-60s probably but he didn’t look it. He still kept in shape, and I would see him out running nearly every single day. I knew that he worked hard to keep himself looking good, and he had that whole silver fox thing going for him, handsome and mature and confident.

He was pleasant and friendly when he met me, shaking my hand and looking me in the eye. Treating me like an adult and being a gentleman, even if I did catch his eyes wandering a bit when he thought I wasn’t looking.

Nice but I didn’t think much of him until word filtered to me through the neighborhood grape vine that Jack had experienced something life changing about a year before I moved in.

Jack was one of the rare singles in the neighborhood, and I’d discovered this was because his wife had sadly passed leaving him a widow. They had been close, no kids and no one but each other, and I can only imagine how hard it must have been to make that transition.

I was used to being alone, to being solitary. It wasn’t a shock to me but to spend decades with someone else only to wake up one day alone must have been something else.

It put Jack in a new light to me, made me see him differently. And I started to appreciate him a bit more, the way that he would talk to me and seem so genuinely interested in my day. The way that he would engage with me and chat about anything that happened to be on my mind. He was retired and didn’t have anywhere to be, but still he had an air of not seeming to be rushing to get out of the conversation that I appreciated. I enjoyed the fact that we could take time out to spend with each other without having to worry about having one foot out the door.

The neighborhood is quite private, so private that it’s difficult to see into each others yards. It was part of the reason I really loved the place. Spending time in your backyard made you feel like you were in your own little world, you didn’t have to worry about your neighbor catching a glimpse of you when they looked out their upper floor windows or anything like that.

So when Jack mentioned he had a pool it was a complete surprise to me. I really had no idea that he had one. He invited me over to use it anytime I wanted and I politely thanked him with absolutely no intention of taking him up on that. It’s one of those things you’re never quite certain how to respond to, open invitations are always like that for me. Even if I wanted to say yes the thought of going over and knocking on his door to ask to use his pool is just so far removed from something I would ever do in real life.

Or so I thought.

But a heatwave hit that summer that was immense and me stuck in my house without any air conditioning it honestly made me consider whether or not he was serious about that pool. In the end though I just kept thinking of how awkward it would be for me to ask him and I didn’t really think that I could go through with that.

About a week and a half into the heatwave I was out working in my yard, just finishing up the gardening and wrapping everything up when I heard a car pull into Jack’s driveway and saw him step out.

“Hey there neighbor,” he said warmly, waving at me.

I stood up, a bit embarrassed at the state of me since I was wearing cut off jeans and an old t-shirt that was a bit too small for me, not to mention the fact that I was dirty and glistening with a sheen of sweat.

“Hey there,” I replied, “Hot out here.”

Jack crossed his lawn over to me, coming in close, “Indeed it is.”

He looked good, a crisply pressed polo shirt and khakis. I’d seen him out for his morning run early today and once more had been impressed by the strength of his body, his firm calves and his broad shoulders clearly visible no matter what clothing he was wearing.

“It’s been so sweltering these past few days,” I said, looking down at my clothes and realizing with a bit of a blush that my shirt was sticking to my body. My breasts were pretty clearly visible through the fabric of the shirt and I shifted and tried to cover up as much as possible.

“Well the offer still stands for you to take a dip in my pool,” he said, “I imagine it would be a real nice break after all of the hard work you’ve been putting in here today.

I looked him over, noting that sincerity in his eyes and realizing it was an honest offer. He wasn’t just being polite, he actually wouldn’t mind if I took him up on it.

And I thought about who he was and everything that he had gone through and recognized that flash of something I couldn’t identify in his eyes, it was loneliness.

Of course it was. He had lost his wife and I’m sure his life was still reeling from it a bit. He had been with someone for decades, coming home to an empty house after that must be a bit jarring.

“I think that’d be nice,” I told him, as happy to help him out as I would to get a refreshing dip in the pool, “That is if you’re sure that you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” he replied with a smile, “It’ll be nice to have some company.”

I told him I’d be over in a bit and went into my house to change, stripping down in my front hall to try to avoid from tracking dirt all through the house. All the way up to my bedroom and pulling out my bathing suit. I was a bit embarrassed that all I had were skimpy bikinis, but a girlfriend who’d come over had insisted that I throw out all of my other bathing suits as a confidence boost, saying that I looked good enough in bikinis to wear them without having to worry.

I think I did look good, admiring myself in the mirror and taking in the sight of myself in my red bikini. The private backyard had been good for me, and I’d taken more than my fair share of time out in the yard relaxing and tanning in this very suit.

It was private enough out there that I could probably afford to go nude, but there was still a part of me that was too embarrassed to do that. I couldn’t quite bring myself to, even if I knew that no one could see me.

Honestly even a suit like this was quite the leap forward for me. I’d never been the type to want to show off my body or have others look at me. I was the wallflower of my group, content to keep to the shadows while the others drew the attention. I didn’t like being the center of attention. I much preferred my quiet existence.

This would be one of the first times I’d ever worn this bikini in front of someone else, well at least the first time in front of a man. And even though it was just Jack there was still something embarrassing about it, I didn’t know if I’d be able to go through with it.

This bikini was so small, so very skimpy. It honestly barely covered me, revealing so much of me. I felt like my entire body was on display, only small triangles of fabric covering my breasts and my bottom. All held together with string. It was so daring to go out and be in front of someone wearing something like this, I couldn’t believe I was actually going to go through with this.

But some bridges are made to be crossed only when you get to them, and this was one of those. I grabbed a pair of shorts and a loose beach shirt to toss over top, heading out of the house and next door to try to get up the courage to move forward with this.

He answered the door a few moments after I knocked and the first thing I noticed was the blast of air conditioning that hit me as soon as he opened the door. It was so refreshing I think I pretty much died of relief even just feeling it from the outside.

“Oh you have air conditioning,” I practically moaned, “I’ve forgotten what that’s like.”

Jack chuckled and stepped aside to let me in, “Yeah it is nice. I know a guy who can install it on the cheap if you want it for your place too. He does a good job.”

“Maybe in a bit,” I said, entering his house and letting myself luxuriate in the cool air, “Still kinda setting up with the house first.”

“I know how it is,” he replied, “First house and all.”

“Yeah,” I smiled, turning to him and noticing that he’d changed out his khakis for a bathing suit, a pair of trunks that ran down to about mid-thigh.

“Can I get you a beer?” he asked, “Or I think I might have wine?”

“A beer would be lovely,” I said with a smile, following him into his kitchen.

His house was neat and orderly, well designed and decorated. The sort of look to it that a place got when it was well settled, when you’d spent your years here and you’d gotten long past the era of still filling it up and figuring out what went where.

It was nice and it was so very him. Orderly and defined and mature.

Jack popped open a beer and handed it to me. I took it gratefully and took a long deep drink of it, letting the liquid cool me inside while his air conditioning cooled my outside. It felt like an eternity since I’d been this comfortable, like I could barely remember a world that wasn’t sweltering with heat.

“God I needed this,” I said, my voice low and heavy, “It feels so good to be cool for once.”

“Yeah,” Jack said distractedly, “I would imagine it’s quite the relief.”

Looking at him I noticed his eyes trying hard to not check me out but still looking at me. Then it hit me all of a sudden, the feel of my t-shirt clinging to my body indicating it to me but I still glanced down to register it myself.

Apparently the brief moment of being outside wearing this had been enough to plaster my body with sweat and make the t-shirt stick to me. With the quick change and the cool of his house my nipples were hard and visible, sticking out through the fabric of my shirt. Not that my shirt was offering me much in the way of privacy. It was clinging to my body and you could clearly make out every inch of my curves as if I was purposefully showing off.

I felt a blush rising in me, not wanting to draw more attention to it out of fear of embarrassing him but at the same time not wanting him to think less of me, to think that I was showing off for him. Still it had to have been so long since he’d been with a woman I couldn’t help but pity him. Maybe I could let him look, maybe I didn’t have to bring it up. For his sake, not for mine.

At least that was what I told myself.

“Why don’t we hit the pool,” I suggested, and I noticed my voice was a little huskier than usual. There was a warmth deep inside of me that was refreshing from the overpowering heat of outside. It was a comfortable warmth that suggested desires of something more.

“Yeah,” he said, turning and leading the way, “Let’s do that.”

And I tried real hard not to but I still noticed that he was adjusting himself as he walked. And as he opened the door to let me outside my eyes trailed downward and I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his pants and know that it was because of me.

The outside air was so very warm, just as overpowering as before but I didn’t care. My salvation was right in front of me, crystal clear and blue. Just seeing it was enough to make the heat feel less oppressive, to know that there was going to be relief.

Also, if I’m being honest, my thoughts were rather preoccupied with Jack. He stepped out after me, taking in the air for a moment before moving in front of me to sit and lounge on one of the chairs by the side of the pool. With his beer beside him he put on a pair of mirrored glasses and though that meant I couldn’t see his eyes I knew with absolute certainty that they were on me.

Even through the shirt I could tell Jack was trim and toned. It wasn’t just the look of him in the clothing it was the way that he moved, with a suredness to him that made it clear that he was comfortable moving through the world. Even just relaxing and lounging there was a hair trigger intensity to his movements, a physicality he couldn’t avoid.

And I found myself moving for him, in way that I never had before. My hips swayed a bit more than normal as I made my way over to the chair beside him, and I turned to give him a side view of me as I gripped the t-shirt and lifted it over my head. I let it fall, hooking my fingers into my shorts and shimmying my hips as I took them off of me. Turning away from him at the last second I bent over to slid the shorts down my legs, giving him a good view of my ass and toned thighs.

Just because he was watching.

I stepped over to the pool, lining up and diving inside. I felt the cool water envelop me, wrapping around my body and soaking me. Making me wet and doing little to quench the fire building in me.

I knew just what it was that I was doing. It was something so foreign to me, something that was so completely and utterly not me. I didn’t know why I was doing it.

Jack was so much older than I was. He was more than double my age and yet here I was showing off for him and loving every minute of it. I’d gone from too embarrassed to even ask him if I could swim in his pool to having him ogle me and I wanted him to.

I wanted him to drink in every inch of me. To stare at me and admire my body. To love it and want it and to show off for him.

Even drifting under the water here all I could think of was what I was going to do when I broke through the surface. How I was going to escalate this. What I was going to do next.

I cleared the water and paddled over to the side nearest him. Once I got to the edge and spun around so I was floating on my back, my whole body visible to him as I lazily laid there enjoying the water and the sun.

“Aren’t you going to come in?” I asked, noting once more that my voice had gotten positively deep with need.

He sat up, taking a sip from his beer and taking in the sight of me, “Not yet, I want to finish my beer first.”

Smiling at him I didn’t respond. I just pushed off of the wall and set about doing some lazy laps of the pool. I took my time with them, switching between front and back and making sure to flash all sides of me towards him. And the whole time I did I felt his eyes on me, traveling back and forth as I made my way from one side of the pool to the other.

But it got boring and I was running out of different things I could do in the pool by myself so once I hit the deep end I lifted myself out of the pool and tracked my way over to my chair.

I walked past him wet and dripping, making sure that when I bent down to grab my beer I gave him a good long look at my breasts in my clingy and tiny red bikini. Drinking deep from my beer I let him enjoy the sight of me, wet and dripping and more turned on than I had been in years.

Jack’s backyard was just as private as my own, not a single line of sight to any window or any neighbor. It was so nice being so private, especially considering the fact that I’d made up my mind to tease the old man a bit.

Sliding down onto the deck chair I laid down on my front and then reached behind me to untie my little red bikini top. I mumbled something about not wanting to get any lines and then let the straps fall off my body, revealing my fully naked back to him.

It wasn’t much but at the same time it was so much to me. And I got the feeling that Jack hadn’t exactly been around an abundance of young women in bikinis lately, because I could feel him adjusting himself next to me as he obviously looked at me.

There was a wicked grin that came across my face. Through half-lidded eyes I glanced at his hard bulge and knew that I wanted to tease him some more. I didn’t know how far I was really willing to go here, but I knew I couldn’t stop yet.

So I pushed up off the chair and sat up, reaching in front of me to grab my bikini and hold it to myself. It was a move I’d seen women do before, keeping themselves ostensibly covered by the tiny slip of fabric while gathering up their breasts and practically serving them up to any man who might be able to see them.

It was a move I’d seen women do before, not one I’d ever done myself.

Which is why it didn’t work. I don’t know exactly what I did wrong but I didn’t time it right and I went to cover myself with my arm only to feel my bikini slip right off of my body. My arm froze and I was stuck there hovering, completely exposed to him.

His eyes were on me and my breath was caught in my chest as I realized that he could see me. I could feel my nipples hardening, could hear my heart pounding in my ears as the blood rushed through me and I tried to figure out what to do next.

And an unseen hand took me and guided me, telling me exactly what to do.

“I hope you don’t mind,” my voice said, dripping with lust, “I just don’t like tan lines and these backyards are so private I can’t help but take advantage.”

Tossing my bikini top off to one side I lay down on my back, leaving my breasts open and fully visible.

Jack didn’t say a word, but I could sense him looking at me. He didn’t say a word as I lay there exposed to him, and he didn’t say a word when my fingers teased the top of my bikini bottoms down exposing everything I could without actually exposing my sex to him.

I could hear him though, his breathing ragged and harsh. His grip on things getting tenser as he struggled to maintain that veneer of a gentleman.

I wanted to see the other side of him. I knew it then and there that I did. I wanted to see the side of him that was manly and dominant, the aggressive part of the man that I knew existed.

I wanted to make that side come out to play.

“I’m going in the pool again,” I said, “Are you coming in?”

I didn’t wait for his answer before I pushed myself out of my chair and stood in front of it and in front of him. Reaching down to my bikini I ran a finger through the back of it, adjusting it and exposing more of my ass cheeks to him before I stepped forward and jumped into the water.

Not wasting any time I broke the surface and turned to look at him, watching him rise from his chair.

Jack was a tall man, hard and imposing. As he took off his sunglasses and stripped his shirt off I saw that every one of my ideas was true, he was a man who kept himself in impeccable shape.

His shoulders were broad and so was his chest. His stomach was hard and flat and tapered down to a waist that was tight. There was a fine dusting of gray hair over his body, serving to make him look distinguished and defined.

Jack stepped forward and jumped into the pool, a perfect dive that descended down to the depths and beneath me, under and above until he came up behind me. I gave a little squeal of delight as he broke the surface right beside me, turning to feel his presence right on top of me.

We floated wordlessly beside each other, arms and legs drifting to keep us above the surface and brushing against each other occasionally. The orbit of the water brought us closer and closer to each other, until I felt my nipples brush against his chest and we both knew what happened next.

I felt his arms on me, strong and secure and wrapping me up in them. He pulled me to him and I moaned lightly as I felt his embrace close against me and then felt his lips find mine.

God he was rough, coarse and aggressive and everything I needed. I could feel the light stubble of his face against mine as we kissed and as he drifted over to the wall of the pool.

My legs wrapped around his waist, letting him carry me and hold me. My arms wrapped around his shoulders, one running up into his hair while the other slipped down his back, feeling the hard and rigid and defined muscles of his back and shoulders.

His hands were far less demure. The slipped straight down my back to grip my ass and squeeze it. I giggled with delight at that, opening my lips to let his tongue slip inside of my mouth as I sucked and licked it.

He felt amazing and I just hoped that he was pleased with me too. I wanted him to want me and I think that he did.

Jack carried me over to the shallow end of the pool, holding me in his arms and scooping me up and out of the water he set me on the edge of the pool before pulling back from me and breaking our kiss for the first time. He took me in fully, no subtlety in his look as his eyes ran up and down my body. His lips drifted down kissing down my neck and over my breasts. He took each of them in hand and turned them up to his mouth, sucking and nibbling on my nipples before sliding down my body even more.

I was moaning before he even touched me. I was moaning as his hands slipped the knots of my bikini bottoms and tugged the fabric off of me. And I was crying out with need as his lips and tongue found my aching sex and pleased me.

So much better than I could have anticipated. Something about the skill of an older man that cannot be understated. The experience and appreciation he gave to me, taking his time to lick and taste and kiss me, taking his time to build to something deep and powerful between my legs.

“Jack yes,” I moaned his name, spurring him on and making him double his efforts, “Please Jack don’t stop.”

I begged him, giving my all into him, digging my fingers into his shoulders and tugging his head between my thighs. I felt him part the lips of me, his tongue pounding into me and filling me up, just a fraction of what I hoped would come, what I knew had to come next.

Because this couldn’t end with just him pleasing me. After all that teasing I knew he was aching and fit to burst. I knew that he needed his relief, that he needed me.

And I wanted to give myself to him, to give him every inch of my body. To dedicate my being to pleasing him and feeling his hot hardness unleash on me.

“Please fuck me Jack,” I moaned, “I need to feel you inside of me.”

Jack pulled back from me, wordlessly scooping me up into his arms and carrying me out of the pool completely. He held me in his arms, one arm crooked behind my knees and the other on my back, holding me to his chest and keeping me there. He brought me over to the chairs and set me down on my feet, my legs trembling as I stood there and watched him untie and tug his bathing suit off.

God he was gorgeous, thick and long and hard. He looked amazing, and I needed every inch of him.

Laying on his back he guided me on top of him, pulling me down to straddle him and hover above his thick hard cock. His hands looked so big on me, his cock so immense between my legs, and as it parted the lips of my wetness I knew that though I was going to take every inch of him he would undoubtedly be the largest man I’d ever been with.

He guided me with a sure and steady grip, lowering me onto him as I shuddered and felt him fill me up. He spread me open, making me moan as he filled me and making me clench my eyes shut and shake with overwhelming need as the waves of pleasure filled my body.

Until I had taken him fully inside of me, and I felt him filling me up and I smiled and took in shuddering breath after shuddering breath while he pulsed inside of me.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice steady, “I want you to look at me.”

I did, opening my eyes to see my handsome silver fox beneath me. He looked up at me with awe in his eyes, admiring the sight of the pretty young thing straddling his cock.

Jack fucked me. I couldn’t fuck him. I was so overwhelmed by the feeling of him inside of me and the way he made me feel that all I could do was hold myself together while he raised and lowered me on his cock. His muscles tensed and his body shook as he moved me up and down, his thick cock filling me and pulsing inside of me with a rhythm that was steady and sure.

And when his hips started to buck up into me, pushing him against me as he drew me down onto him, I lost all control. I lost all ability to do anything but shake with the climax as it built in me and tremble on him and collapse onto him.

I fell down onto him, my body pressing against his as my lips desperately searched for his for the relief of touching him. My hands pressed against him as my breasts pressed into his chest and I tried to touch as much of me as I could against him. I needed to feel him against me, to touch as much of him as I possibly could as my whole body shook with overwhelming pleasure.

And then he said, “I’m close.”

And all that I could respond was, “Inside me.”

Because I needed it inside of me. I needed to feel him climax in me. I needed it more than I had needed anything before.

He tensed and unleashed in me and I shuddered and clamped down on him, moaning into his mouth as his climax set off another climax in me. This one was hot and overpowering, so tense and heavy that I lost all sense of anything around us except for the feel of his body on my skin and the feel of his seed filling me up.

It was absolutely perfect, and afterwards we lay there in the heat of the dwindling sun as the evening started to set in.

“I think,” he said, “That you should consider spending the night here.”

“Really?” I asked, my voice tinted with amusement.

He responded quickly, “Just because I have air conditioning and you don’t. It would be good to have a good nights sleep in the middle of this heatwave.”

“A good nights sleep?” I asked, “If I spend the night what makes you think we’re going to be doing any sleeping?”

I pushed up and looked down at him, his cock still twitching a bit inside of me.

“I’m an old man,” he grinned, “I don’t know what you expect from me.”

Grinding myself on him I felt him stiffen in response, “Oh I think I can expect an awful lot from you old man.”

He breathed out a sigh of pleasure and his hips bucked up into me, “Maybe I have a bit more in me.”

“Good,” I said, squeezing myself around his now once more hard cock, “Because I have plans for today, and you know what happens next?”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“More fun in the pool,” I said with a squeal, bouncing off of him and running to the edge and jumping in.

From under the water I heard a second splash following mine, and I felt him gripping me under the water. He pulled me to him and I melted into his arms, my lips found his and I knew that heatwave or not from now on I would be spending an awful lot of time over at my handsome older neighbors house.


STUCK OUTSIDE! Exposed While Sleepwalking!


Sleepwalking had always been a problem for me, but until tonight I never really realized how much of a problem it was.

You hear about people having troubles while they’re sleepwalking, be it wandering into places they aren’t supposed to go or doing things they aren’t supposed to do. You hear about this when it comes to the extreme cases but you don’t hear about the ordinary everyday sort of sleepwalking.

Because most people have someone, someone by their side in their bed or in their house who can stop them and gently coax them back to sleep. Someone to watch over them and make sure they don’t do something stupid.

For my entire life until this point that had been the case with me.

Ever since I can remember I’ve been a sleepwalker, but I always wound up being led back to bed. I have a problem with perpetual monogamy. I’ve always been in a relationship with someone.

So there was always somewhere there for me when I woke up in the middle of the night and I always had them to guide me back.

People who sleepwalk often follow a pattern, a set of things they often or always do when they get up in the middle of the night. It can change over time, and what you did years ago isn’t probably going to be the same thing you’re doing now, but it generally follows a pattern.

Some people stand in the corner and talk. Some open drawers or rearrange objects. I am a wanderer.

Ever since I was little I would wander and try to get outside. I’d not always make a clear line towards the door but that was always the destination. It was the end goal, and I would mutter and stumble and make my way towards it.

But about a year or two after I first moved in with a guy that changed somewhat. I was still trying to get outside but there was a different element to it that I could never quite understand.

In my waking life, I’m a pretty ordinary girl. I’m the sort of girl who doesn’t tend to draw a lot of attention and is usually pretty content just coasting along under the radar. I’ve never been much of a flirt and I’ve never been terribly sexual, most of the reasons my relationships have failed are because I’ve always been a bit uncomfortable actually making love to them.

Well not making love, but doing all of the things they seemed to want me to do.

All of the guys I’ve dated seem to get frustrated that I’m not as wild or exciting as they want me to be. They seem to want me to do things to push my boundaries when I’m more than content to have some moments that are passionate and quiet. I like making love, but I just can’t seem to want to do what they want me to do.

They all eventually seem to think of me as a prude, and they drift away and so do I and then a week or so after we break up I find myself falling for someone new.

I’d thought about trying out a one-night stand or being single for a time, but every time I was single I just wound up falling hard for a new guy and within a few days of spending time with him I’m convinced I’ve found the one. I guess I’m a bit of a hopeless romantic at heart, I fall for every guy I see only to have it all fall apart when he realizes I can’t give him what he needs in bed.

And it’s that aspect of my personality that makes me so confused about my sleepwalking, because how can I be so reserved in my waking life and then do the things that I did while sleepwalking.

The first time my ex, then boyfriend, told me what I’d done that was new I didn’t believe him. I mean it was so out of character for me I couldn’t believe it. I went so far as to set up a camera to film myself so that I could be sure that he wasn’t lying to me, and even when I saw the video evidence I had a hard time believing it.

But it made sense.

Because each time I went sleepwalking it was precipitated by a sexy dream. A dream that was intimate and arousing and fueled with need. A dream that was more powerful than any sexual encounter I’d ever had in my waking life, that was so potent it left me panting and aching with my cravings.

So it only made sense that with a dream like that my reaction in the waking world would be to get out of bed still asleep. To undress and mumble to myself about trying to get laid. About needing to get laid. About needing to feel a hard cock throbbing inside of me.

I would moan and I would mewl, begging for it as I peeled off my night clothes and tried to make my way outside. Only to have whichever boyfriend I was with at the time try to gently guide me back to bed.

I say whichever boyfriend I was with because this happened with all of them. It wasn’t isolated to a single one and it wasn’t just a one-time thing with each of them. This didn’t exactly happen often, but it had happened with all of them.

And then, when they had coaxed me back to bed and I lay myself down the same thing would happen each time as well. I’d wake with that same need I had in my dream pounding through my body in reality. I’d feel that overwhelming desire throbbing through my veins and see the concerned and handsome face of my boyfriend looking over to me and I’d reach for him.

There are things I did not do. There are lines in my sexuality that I never crossed because I always thought that good girls just don’t cross those lines. I had never given a blowjob. I had never let a man give oral to me. I had never let a man in anywhere but my sex and I had never spoken dirty.

But on those nights something took over in my body, and all bets were off as I let myself go completely.

My boyfriends loved it, this was the girl they wanted. Polite and demure out in her waking life and a demon between the sheets, wanton and lewd and insatiable.

I’d beg for them to touch me, to put their firm hands on me. I’d pull their fingers into my mouth and suck on them greedily, running them down my body and between my legs and dipping them inside of me. Feeling my wetness, feeling me and hearing me beg for them to touch me and please me and be with me.

The first time it happened they would always be surprised. This was someone so unlike the woman they were used to being with, someone who reached for them with eager fingers and took their hardening cock into her hand. Someone who squeezed and begged them to let her taste them, who told them that she needed to feel their cock in her mouth.

Like a demon unleashed I would taste them, pulling their cock to me and wrapping my lips around it. I would give them everything, lashing my tongue back and forth over and around their head and moaning as I continued to push their hand between my legs. Tasting them and pulling them into me, tasting their heat and the slick satisfaction on their skin as I took them deep and long, choking on their cocks while their hips pounded against my face.

Then breaking from them, breathing deep and coarse as my hand stroked their cocks and my body slid up theirs. I would straddle their face and beg them to taste me, to push their mouths into my sex and please me.

They would acquiesce with ease, pressing their tongue between the lips of my sex and tasting the sweetness of me. I would grasp their head and pull them into me, bucking my hips against their face as they tasted me and I moaned and rode them, my eyes locking onto theirs as they took in the sight of their polite and petite little girlfriend riding their face. As I transformed before their very eyes, from angel to succubus.

Then pushing them down, pressing their head against the bed and sliding myself down their body. Hissing to them that I was going to fuck them now, that I wanted to feel their hard cock inside of me and feel it throbbing between the lips of my sex. That I wanted them to pulse in me and I wanted them to grip me and I wanted them to fuck me.

Hard. Fast. Long.

I would beg them for it. Telling them that I would be their good girlfriend in the morning again but tonight I wanted to be their little slut. That I wanted them to pound inside of me and pin me to the bed and make me scream with satisfaction. That I needed them to fuck me harder than I had ever been fucked before.

I would carry on like that until they broke for me. Until they gave in and grabbed me with a roar. Pinning me to the bed in whatever position was their favorite and slamming their cocks inside of my tight little pussy. I would have them spread me open. Pounding inside of me as I moaned and pulled at their bodies, feeling them flex and tense as they fucked me hard and fast and raw.

Oh god, I could take it. I would tell them to fuck me harder and faster. I’d tell them that I was their little whore for the night. That my body was theirs to fuck and theirs to pound inside of. That I wanted them to use me and do what they wanted with me. That I wanted them to make me scream.

I saw a different side of my boyfriends those nights. These polite and demure men became complete and utter animals. There was a strength in their bodies that I could have never anticipated as they pinned me to the bed and pounded inside of me. As their cocks spread me open and filled me while they grunted and called me names.

They would slap my ass, choke me. They would tell me to confess the truth. They would tell me to tell them what I really wanted them to know. And I wanted them to know that I loved it. That I needed it. That I craved it and that all I wanted from them was for them to be my big strong man and have them fuck me like I really needed.

And I would come to screaming climax after screaming climax, digging my heels into their back and my fingernails into their shoulders. I would drag red lines down their skin and I would tell them to keep going. To keep fucking me as I squeezed tight around them and vibrated and shook beneath them. I would tell them to never stop, to never stop fucking me. To fuck me until I couldn’t walk straight and fuck me until I couldn’t speak. To fuck the very language out of me, to make me a dumb little slut who can’t do anything but take them hard and fast for now and forever.

And they would, they would fuck me until we both passed out from exhaustion. When I woke in the morning my whole body would be sore and limber with relief, a feeling I’d grown to love and yet at the same time have feelings more complex and different about it.

The woman who came out on those nights was me and yet wasn’t me. If I was a psychologist I’d probably say something about repressed sexual urges building up and blowing out all at once. I’d say that if I had a healthier sex life that I probably wouldn’t have these episodes.

I could understand that but I still couldn’t do anything about it.

Because in the morning I’d be so embarrassed about all of this. I would wake up with that telltale feeling in my body and the memory of everything that had happened would come flashing back to me and I would be so ashamed of what I had done once again that I wouldn’t even be able to talk about it.

My poor boyfriends would try to bring it up, they’d tell me that they loved that side of me and wanted to explore that side of me again and I’d just stammer and say that I didn’t want to talk about it.

I didn’t regret those nights, but those nights were so far removed from who I normally was that it was like a part of me that I just pretended didn’t exist. My own personal dark side, filled with potent need and an insatiable appetite that had to run its’ course from time to time.

And until recently it hadn’t been that much of a problem. Like I said I’d always had someone there to coax me back to bed and take care of those needs. I’d always had someone to help me.

But not anymore.

I don’t know what had changed but a few weeks ago I broke up with my boyfriend and I actually managed to stay single for more than one solitary week. Personally, I chalked it up to a complete lack of spare time and no ability to have a social life.

Work had been crazy hectic and I found myself living an existence that was basically work and sleep and work again. It had me run down and exhausted and I knew that I was running myself ragged and I knew that I should have been smarter about this but I didn’t and I wasn’t.

My episodes are easy to chart out. They’re almost always triggered by a combination of things. First is exhaustion, if I’m not getting enough sleep it’s far more likely to happen. Second is a dry spell, frankly if it’s been a while since I have been with a man physically I’m bound to have an episode.

So single and overworked was a recipe for disaster, and I should have been smarter and done something to prevent this from happening. I should have recognized the signs and taken steps to avoid it because this was preventable and it was entirely my fault that I was in this situation.

I guess I must have sleepwalked. I guess I must have gotten out of bed and stripped down and headed for the front door. And I guess since there was no one to stop me I must have made it out that door and just started walking because when I finally snapped out of it I was anywhere but the safety of my home.

I woke up tonight about a block away from my house and naked from head to toe. I woke up and it was a Saturday and by the time on my watch I could see that the bars had let out about five minutes ago.

My graduation from college had only happened about a year ago and I was still so attached to my college apartment that I couldn’t bring myself to get rid of it and move somewhere a bit more upscale. This meant that my neighborhood was filled with college students and that peak time on the streets was night time just after the bars let out. The streets were about to be swarming with people, and I was completely naked and exposed out here.

I felt myself freeze. It honestly took me like a full minute to process what had happened and where I was. Coming out of a sleepwalking episode isn’t like waking up on an ordinary day. It’s far more confusing and surreal, you honestly don’t remember even who you are for a moment and you’re operating mainly on instinct and emotion here.

And as previously stated, when I wake up there is only one instinct and emotion running through my body.

I found myself trembling in spite of the warmth of the air. Trembling as there was an ache deep inside of me and I looked around at the darkened streets and tried to find something to satisfy my needs. If I hadn’t been alone I was sure that it wouldn’t matter who was around me, I would use them to satisfy me fully and completely right there in the street.

But enough time passed that I found myself slowing down, glancing at my watch and registering the time and spotting my building in the distance and realizing what had happened. And without a vessel to satisfy my needs immediately they receded ever so slightly, just enough that I could register who I was and where I was and everything that had happened to me.

And that was when the blush of embarrassment hit me and I nearly doubled over with shame. When I crouched down and went wide-eyed with panic, realizing that I had only one choice if I was going to get out of this.

The streets were going to be filled now and I had a walk ahead of me. If I wanted to get out of this with my dignity intact I had to move and move quickly.

So I did, rushing forward hunched over and trying to keep as low to the ground as I could. I must have looked ridiculous but thankfully there was no one around to see this. I was managing to keep this secret and secure.

So far.

The first gaggle of people to approach me was a ground of women, definitely in college and definitely too drunk to properly make out what was happening. They were stumbling and supporting each other as they made their way down the street, talking and squealing and screaming with delight, their peals of laughter signaling their approach and giving me time to hide.

My apartment building was on the edge of campus and there was a wide stretch of tall grass on the outskirts of it. In the day trying to hide in it would be ridiculous but in the night and with my only hunters being drunk college students it just might be enough to disguise myself.

So I practically dove into it and off the street, hiding in the grass and keeping low as I heard and saw them approaching.

Pushing myself as low to the ground as possible I felt the grass tickling my skin and it teased and built a heat in me. Unable to move or do anything but watch that desperate ache in my body built stronger and stronger.

As they came closer I couldn’t help but picture what would happen if they found me. I saw this group of women coming by and I knew them, not them exactly but the type of women they were. They were the women who would tease me and try to push me out of my comfort zone, the type who would revel in the chance to expose someone like me.

I could just picture them finding me, their peals of laughter as I ducked down and tried to hide and they way they would mock and draw others. Drawing them over until there was a crowd and those women were pointing them all towards me, until my secret was exposed and there was no privacy left for me.

And what would I do with that crowd? When the tension and need built inside of me and cried out for release? How would I get my relief? How far would I go?

I didn’t need to find out, they stumbled past and I lay there panting and undiscovered as they made their way down the street and out of sight. When I pushed myself back to my feet and moved quickly it was on legs that were aching and trembling. In a body that was crying out for satisfaction.

I managed to get most of the way to my apartment without much difficulty. Apparently fear and embarrassment is quite the motivator to move quickly. I wish I’d been tracking my run time, I think I broke a few personal records.

The building I was in wasn’t fantastic and it was a well-known fact to most of the people in the building that the back door was perpetually unlocked. It was a quick and easy fix if you forgot your keys, and given my current outfit I think it goes without saying that mine were left at home.

I rushed over to the back door through the parking lot, nearly making it all of the way there when I heard the crowd coming around the corner. Darting behind a car I knew that I was fully exposed behind me, but it at least blocked me from the group that was coming around the front.

There had to be six or seven of them. All of them guys and all of them more than a little tipsy and bemoaning their poor showing at the bars that night. Apparently none of them had managed to score, and they were talking about all of the things they wanted and all of the things they wanted to do while they smoked right outside the back door.

They weren’t being subtle. They were being downright crude, talking about getting girls on their knees and making them beg for cock. Talking about fucking them hard and keeping them up all night. Talking about how what they needed was a real slut, someone who was willing to satisfy them.

And that ache in me wanted to step out from behind that car right then. I was crouched down and trembling and squeezing my thighs together to keep from telling them that I wanted to be that woman for them.

That I wanted all of them to take me. I wanted them to take turns on me. I wanted them to fill me up and make me scream, to fill all of my holes at once and make me tremble and come for them again and again.

That I wanted to please them, to feel them throb inside of me and pound me hard and fast. That I wanted them to pant and take me and that I could be that slut for them. That I could give them everything they wanted and so much more. That I could give them my body and let them do whatever they wanted with it provided they promised me one thing.

That it happened right here and out here. That they didn’t take me into their apartment and that they made sure I was as exposed as possible. That I wanted them to make me scream and draw a crowd, to make me achingly take all of them and any other stranger who came by.

I wanted them to make me sore. I wanted them to satisfy that ache deep in my belly and give me all of the sticky come they had in them. That I wanted to drain their balls time and again and again until all of them were exhausted and satisfied.

And even though I knew that I shouldn’t and knew that I couldn’t I had the hardest time keeping down. I had the hardest time keeping myself from going out and offering myself freely to those men and letting them take me. I had to clench onto the tires of this vehicle and bear down on the needs inside of me, to tell that demon in my belly that I wouldn’t give in. That I couldn’t give in. That I needed to stay the good girl I knew I was.

By the time they went inside I was panting with need, my whole body was aching and crying out for relief, begging for me to give in and give it something to latch on to and use.

I made my way into the back door and slipped up the stairs to my floor. I kept as quiet as I could and moved as quickly as I could, and I was so very grateful that I managed to do all of this without running into anyone. I didn’t honestly know what would happen if I did run into someone. Man or woman I probably wouldn’t be able to help myself. I would probably throw myself at them and beg for them to take me and please me.

On my floor I moved quickly and quietly over to my door. It was all the way at the end of the hall and I reached it just as I heard the elevator ding that it was arriving at my floor.

Panic flooded through my body as I realized I was so close to safety and yet so close to being caught. I grabbed the handle and shook it, then realized my fatal mistake.

Doors to apartments in this building lock automatically. They lock without you having to even turn the key, a safety measure apparently but one that had screwed me over completely.

I was locked out, with no means to get back into my apartment. I’d made it so close to safety, only to have it stripped away from me at the last possible moment.

The footsteps were approaching and I knew they were heading this way. A chorus of voices male and female rising in the corridor and coming around the bend towards me. It was a matter of moments until I was exposed, right here on my doorstep with them so very close to me.

I rattled my door, desperately trying anything to break out of this. Desperately trying to keep from doing what I knew I would do.

Giving in to that crowd. Begging for them to take me. Begging for them to satisfy the ache in me, to let my demons loose and let me take them and please them all at once.

I whimpered and tugged at the door, wanting some way out that meant something other than this humiliation that I knew that I wanted and needed and craved and desired. And when the door across the hall from me opened I moved without thinking, pure adrenaline making me move and push my way inside into the darkness of his apartment.

I knew this apartment and I knew this occupant. He had been the closest I’d been to contact with a single man since I’d broken up with my boyfriend and I recognized him instantly.

Because he was so handsome and because he was so nice. Such a kind gentleman, opening the front door of the building for me on occasion to let me in. Smiling and asking me how my day was, saying hello neighbor and being friendly.

And because I’d seen him working out in the building gym, his hard body glistening with sweat and begging for me to touch it. I’d seen him and I’d wanted him and I’d instantly placed him high on the list of possible suitors even though I didn’t know his name or know anything about him aside from the fact that he lived directly across the hall.

I whispered to him, a breathless Thank You and not a hint of an explanation as I fell into his arms and let him hold me, as I pressed my greedy mouth against his and pushed my tongue between his lips.

“Take me,” I told him, “I need you.”

And he pushed back into me, his hunger taking over and making him grasp me and pull me into him. Making him spin me and pin me against his door. Making his hands run down my naked skin while I kneaded his firm chest.

He was wearing only pants, a thin and light pair of pajama pants that slid easily to the floor as my hands ran down his rigid torso and between his legs. As I took his cock in my hand and marveled at the thick heat of it, the rigidity that was so malleable and so human. So powerful and masculine as it drew me to my knees and I took him into my mouth.

“Oh god,” I heard him moan as I swallowed him to his root. My hands caressed his balls and ran up his abdomen to feel him flexing in response to me. He was so hot and so hard, throbbing in my mouth and pulsing between my lips.

I wanted more than this. I loved the feel of him between my lips but with him towering above me like this I couldn’t have his hands on me and I needed to have his hands on me. My body craved it and desired it and so I pushed back on his hips and stood, grasping his cock firmly in my dainty little hand.

“Come with me,” I cooed as I led him further into his apartment, “Let me have you.”

I pushed him down onto his couch and I fell on top of him, my thighs straddling his thighs as I shuffled to hover my dripping sex above him. I was so fucking ready, all of the fantasy and need had been building to this and the ache inside of me could only be satisfied by his thick and throbbing cock.

Grasping his hands I put them on my body, running them up my petite frame to squeeze and fondle my breasts as I lowered onto him and hissed as I felt him fill me up.

“Oh fuck yes,” I cooed, “This is what I needed. This is what was missing. I needed you inside of me.”

I turned my gaze to him to see him staring up with amazement at me. This was not what he was expecting, I was not who he thought I was.

“What is it?” I said with a wicked grin, “Did you think I was some delicate little princess? Did you think I was anything other than this?”

I bounced my ass on his cock, feeling inch after inch of him shudderingly slide into me.

“Oh I am a good little princess,” I cooed, “But I’m also this woman. This fucking slut who needs your thick cock to fill her up.”

I slammed myself down on him, feeling him buried in me fully and completely and moaning loudly and lewdly with the satisfaction of it.

“Fuck yes,” I said, taking his head in my hands and making him stare me in the eyes, “Can you take that? Can you take my fucking slutty little body and fuck it? Can you make me come hard and fast baby? Can you pound into me and make me scream?”

That familiar flash behind his eyes as the animal awoke in him, that beast of masculinity taking over as he gripped me by the hips and lifted me, pinning me under his hard fucking body and starting to thrust his hips into me.

Slow and steady, while his hands held me down.

And I teased him, “Yes baby, that’s what I want. I want you to fuck me and fill me with your fucking cock but why are you taking it so easy on me? I can take so much more than this?”

He started to speed up, pounding into me again and again and making me scream out and laugh high and loud.

“Oh that’s better,” I said, feeling my body bounce with his pounding, “But you can do so much better than that can’t you? Can’t you fuck me like the fun little slut that I am? Can’t you fuck me harder?”

There was a grunt as he took on the challenge, his grip on me tightening as his hips pounded into me with force and fury. He held me down and fucked me hard and fast as I squeezed around him and clenched myself on his thickness and spurred him on.

“Yes baby!” I said, “I fucking knew you had it in you! Make me your little slut! Make me your little whore! Give me your fucking come I want it I need it I crave it!”

I dug my hands into his shoulders, digging my nails in and feeling him tense under my touch. He roared with desire, pulling out of me and letting his cock pulse on my belly. I reached for him, stroking him and feeling him explode on my breasts. I felt him coat me with his stickiness and felt it hit my stomach and breasts and chin and lips. I tasted him, salty and sweet and all man.

“Don’t be done yet,” I cooed, spinning him and making him sit on the couch, “I’m not finished with you yet.”

I took him into my mouth again, burying him in me and cleaning his cock of every drop of his seed. I rolled my tongue over his head, slipping my finger around and down between his legs, teasing his asshole with the tip of it until I barely slipped inside and felt him harden back to full arousal in my mouth.

“That’s it,” I said, standing and spinning away from him, “That’s what I want.”

Lowering myself onto him once more I felt him slip into my greedy sex. I felt him fill me up and I felt his firm hands running up and down my body.

As I started to ride him once more I leaned back into it, content that though I didn’t even know his name this stranger across the hall would satisfy the demon of desire in me.

At least for tonight.


If you enjoyed these shorts feel free to let me know!

E.C.Post.Write@gmail.com

or check out my other shorts available on my Author Page.
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