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I yawned loudly
as I dropped my books on my desk and took off my coat. I hated
Tuesdays. I had an Economics course at eight in the morning, and
the day didn't end until Marketing class was over at six.

But at least I
had the afternoon off tomorrow. I could get in some studying.

I took off my
shoes, then sat down at my desk to go over the mail. I felt the
buildup in tension when I saw the letter from my father. Lately he
only wanted to talk about one thing...money.

My parents were
middle-class, not rich, and it was costing them a lot of money to
send me to university. This hadn't bothered them much when my two
older brothers had gone, but my mother, and to a much greater
degree, my father, thought it was a waste of time and money to send
me here.

They were from
Ireland, you see, not the modern Ireland of Dublin and Cork, but
the rural farming lands of Munster. They were staunch Roman
Catholics, and their views of women were from the last century.

I think the
only reason my father agreed to allow me to come in the first place
was the argument my mother made that I'd be able to meet a nice law
or medical student here, and marry him, of course.

Then I could
quit this silly place and go and keep house like a good girl
should.

I opened the
envelope and gloom settled on me, along with frustration and anger.
My dad was all but giving me notice that I should find some nice
guy quick or I'd find myself back home in Pennsylvania working as a
waitress or shop clerk, both of which were much more respectable
jobs than this silly Business stuff I was studying.

He said he was
almost broke, but I knew that wasn't true. My father always moaned
about money, but he had more than enough to keep me in university,
and would have if I were a man. It was so unfair!

I'd been here
two years now, and it wasn't my fault that I was so busy studying
that I didn't have much time for a social life. Anyway, I didn't
want to meet some guy and get married so I could play wifey for the
rest of my life.

The door opened
and Shauna came bouncing in.

"Hi!" she said,
in her musical voice.

Shauna was a
bit of an airhead.

"Hi, Shauna," I
sighed.

"Oooo, big
depression. Not another letter from your old man?"

I nodded.

"Tell him to go
fuck himself," she said.

My parents
would have been shocked, and I was two years ago, but I'd gotten
used to her language and it hardly bothered me at all any more.

"I can't do
that as long as he's paying the bills," I said.

"So get a
job."

"I've looked,"
I sighed, pushing my chair back. "It's not that easy finding a
part-time job that's going to pay for everything and still leave me
time to study. Most of what I'm qualified for only pays minimum
wage. Do you know how many hours I'd have to work at that to
support myself?"

"Lots?" she
asked.

I rolled my
eyes. Shauna didn't have to worry about money. Her parents paid for
anything she wanted, clothes, car, and trips, whatever.

"I know a job
you could do!" she said excitedly. "Maria mentioned there's an
opening at Owl's, the restaurant she works, and they make really
good tips."

"Owls? Isn't
that the place where the waitresses wear really tight tops and
short shorts?"

"I think so.
All the girls are pretty and well-built anyway. That's why Maria
asked me," she giggles.

"I don't think
so," I snorted.

"Why not?
You're real pretty, and you got a better body even than me. I've
seen your boobs, remember."

I blushed a
bit, then shook off the embarrassment. Shauna was completely open
about sex and nudity. Nothing embarrassed her.

"I can't wear
stuff like that," I said. "In the first place I'd be too
embarrassed. In the second place dressing like that is degrading to
women. I'm going to be a financial analyst, or maybe a stock
broker. I can't walk around looking like some tramp just to get
tips!"

She sighed and
sat on her bed. "Well, if you work at minimum wage you'll get about
eight dollars an hour. If you work, say, twenty hours in a week,
you'll get...uhm..."

"A hundred and
sixty dollars," I said, rolling my eyes.

"Right."

"Minus taxes
and withholding, so probably a hundred and twenty dollars."

"A hundred and
twenty dollars for twenty hours work. Maria works four hours shifts
at Owls, and she says she gets over a hundred bucks in tips a
night."

"That
much?"

She nodded.
"That's twenty dollars an hour."

"Twenty five,"
I said absently.

"You wouldn't
have to keep writing home asking for money for shampoo or books or
stuff," she said. "Maybe your old man would shut up then."

"I don't
knowwww," I said, getting up and going to the mirror.

"Come on!
You're really pretty, and stacked too."

"Please," I
said, embarrassed.

"You're a
thirty-six D cup," she said, coming up behind me, "And you got
great legs, and really nice hair, for a brunette, and a pretty
face."

"And my father
would have a heart attack if he saw me working in that place," I
grinned. "A fucking heart attack."

"Right!" she
laughed.

"I feel so...
trampy," I said, making an embarrassed face.

Maria grinned
and shook her head.

"Don't be dumb.
Look, I'm Catholic too, but there's nothing wrong with flaunting
yourself a bit to get ahead. It's all in a worthy cause,
remember."

I nodded,
unconvinced.

"Anyway, you
can see people dressed like that all over the place. Of course,
that's partly because you're not dressed right."

"Huh?"

She took my arm
and led me back into the locker room.

"Take off your
top."

"Why?"

"Just do
it."

Feeling
awkward, and glad I'd had to get used to changing around Shauna, I
lifted up the T-shirt and took it off.

"Now the
bra."

"What!?"

"You see me
wearing a bra?"

"Well... no...
but I wasn't gonna mention it."

"You'll get
twice as many tips if you don't wear a bra."

"Maria, I have
to wear a bra, otherwise I... uh..."

"Bounce. No,
you won't. Just take it off."

Her hands went
to the straps and jerked them down.

"Maria!"

"Come on. We
gotta go out there in a minute."

"I... can't go
out there with no bra," I said, face red.

"Sure you
can."

She helped me
take off my bra, and I blushed even more as I bared my soft,
rounded breasts.

"You're only
nineteen, for God's sake. Look how firm they are. They won't sag or
anything."

"But when I
move..."

"We'll take
care of that. Put your shirt back on."

I pulled it on
quickly, and Shauna grabbed the bottom, which I had had tucked into
my shorts, and kind of rolled it up, then turned me around and
yanked the material together in back of me, tying it off. The thin
T-shirt pressed in so tightly against my breasts that they we both
well-supported and very clearly outlined.

"Much better,"
she said, turning me around again.

"I'm
practically naked!"

"Oh bull. Oh,
and here."

She gripped the
waistband of my shorts and yanked them up hard. I yanked them back
down again, and she yanked them back up.

"Just show a
little bit of cheek and you'll get those tips pouring in."

"I feel like a
whore," I said.

"Don't be.
We're taking these suckers for their money and not giving them a
damned thing in return except heartburn."

She reached up
to my hair and jerked the clips out that I'd put to hold it
back.

"It'll get in
my way when I work," I protested half-heartedly.

"This isn't a
regular restaurant, Alexandra. The guys want to see a pretty girl,
and pay you big tips for it. Tying your hair back will cost you. I
know it's not fair, but in this place, the prettier you are, the
better looking and more leg and tit you show, the better your
tips."

I was
incredibly embarrassed for about the first half hour out in the
restaurant, then I kind of got used to things. I mean, you can only
remain embarrassed for so long before something doesn't bother you
any more, even wearing a shirt so tight everyone could see just how
big your nipples were at a glance.

I was still a
little embarrassed from time to time, when I caught some guy really
staring at my breasts, or when someone made a lewd comment about
them, or about my behind, and I dropped a plate when some guy
squeezed my ass, but the first night wasn't too bad, and I did get
nice tips.

The funny thing
was that the more I did it, the more... well... the more... cocky I
got, the more I flaunted myself.

See, I'd always
dressed very demurely, but now I found that flaunting my body as I
was there was incredibly exciting. It turned me on to see guys
so...excited at just looking at me, to know how hot they thought I
was.

They lusted
after me, and thought I was beautiful, and made it so clear and
plain that they would love to get me alone somewhere and do lewd
things to my soft, white body.

I felt quite
safe, though, since there were bouncers, and anyone who got out of
line would be tossed out. I kind of flaunted myself a little more,
wagging my ass when I walked sometimes, talking in double entendres
to some of the guys a the tables, returning their lewd jokes.

I liked having
those guys drooling over me. It excited me, and made me feel proud
and...and beautiful...and sexy.

Not that I knew
that much about sex, being a virgin. But it was more and more on my
mind as the days passed, as I sashayed around in the restaurant
half-dressed, guys staring at my ass cheeks and tits.

Sometimes
Jerry, the bartender, would turn the heat down so the room would
get chill and our nipples would get hard. At first that really
embarrassed me, but after a while I kind of liked it. It meant
better tips, got the guys more excited, and let me kind of... show
off myself without taking any responsibility for it.

One evening I
got so excited that when I got home and got undressed and got into
bed, I felt my pussy throbbing in such a delightful way that I slid
my hand down and squeezed it repeatedly.

I didn't like
to masturbate, because my priest said it was a terrible thing to
do. Anyway, I hadn't really been much tempted until lately. But now
I thought of all the things I'd overheard from girlfriends, and
thought of how hot I'd been at the restaurant, and I slowly pressed
a finger against my pussy opening.

I felt wicked
as I ran my finger up and down the tight little slit. Yet I knew
most people did it, and that it couldn't really be that bad if most
people did it.

I rubbed
especially hard at the top, where my clitoris was, and the pleasure
began to grow and grow, my insides getting hot and tight, the
pressure building up inside me.

I eased my
finger down between my soft pussy lips, feeling the moistness of my
inner body. I probed against the tight hole that lead to my pussy
tunnel, dipping my finger inside as my other fingers continued to
stroke along my slit.

I felt a
powerful burst of pleasure as I pressed my thumb against my
clitoris and rubbed it back and forth. I imagined myself as I was
now, legs spread, with a man mounting me, plunging his great organ
into my belly, up through the virginal folds of my pink pussy
tunnel.

I screwed my
finger in a little deeper, eyes closed, body pulsing with heat as I
stroked my clitty. My behind was grinding into the mattress as the
pleasure seemed to roll over me in waves, and I couldn't control
myself any more, couldn't stop from thrusting my finger deeper in
my pussy, pumping it in and out.

I was breathing
faster and faster, my head throbbing, my breasts swollen and aching
as my arms crushed them down and together.

Then there was
a massive eruption of pure bliss that stunned me, that sent my head
reeling and made my body shake and quiver in spastic ecstasy. I
knew it was a climax, an orgasm, even though I'd never felt one
before, and my mind screamed in wonder as it flared higher and
hotter inside my body.

Then, just as I
thought I couldn't stand it any more, it eased and slowly
disappeared, leaving me with a feeling of exhaustion, my body in a
warm, languorous ease.

I lay there,
relaxing, my mind filled with both guilt and pleasure, for over an
hour, remembering both the wonderful pleasure, and the words of my
priest. Finally I decided that only God could produce something so
wonderful, and that Father John was an idiot who didn't know what
he was talking about.

And I couldn't
help thinking...if masturbation was so wonderful, what was sex
like?

I masturbated
often after that, sometimes making myself come two or three times
in a row. I got to looking forward to it. Often, when I was
prancing through the restaurant with glasses in my hand, my breasts
straining against the tight fabric of the T-shirt, I'd feel all
quivery insid4, and think about how much fun I'd give myself that
night in my bed.

I also thought
about sex, of course. How could I not. We weren't allowed to date
customers, but there were plenty of guys at school who'd be willing
to do anything I wanted.

But what did I
want?

That was the
problem. I had even less time for socializing now than I had before
the job, and wasn't really looking for a relationship anyway. So
what was I supposed to do, just grab some guy at random and ask him
to have sex with me?

I simply
couldn't do that. It went against everything I believed in, well,
not that I believed in it quite so strongly any more, but
still...

Anyway, I still
wasn't sure I even wanted sex. I was giving myself lots of pleasure
just with my own fingers. The thought of stripping naked in front
of a man, and letting him...put his thing inside me...was more than
a little gross and embarrassing.

And the very
last person I would ever have thought of doing it with was Jerry,
the bartender.

He was such
a... a... well, a pig. He took every opportunity to grope us, to
rub up against us, to get us to bend over so he could goose us, to
touch us any way he could. He also said the most disgusting things
when nobody else could hear!

I really
loathed the man.

He was big and
hairy, in his late thirties, strong, macho, and really crude. None
of the girls liked him. We had to check our locker room constantly
to make sure someone...and we all knew it was him...hadn't drilled
a hole in the walls again, like the ones that had been found
before.

In fact, one
was found one morning, cleverly disguised by a thin piece of
plastic which could be pulled back so an eye-hole would appear in
the men’s' locker room.

None of us paid
it much attention, just putting a piece of masking tape over it
when it was found. We'd come to expect that kind of thing.

Anyway, that
night it was my turn to stay late with the busboy and bartender,
which happened to be Jerry that night. We always hated having to
stay late when the bartender was Jerry, because it gave him a
chance to say more dirty stuff to us, and maybe cop a feel if we
weren't careful.

I helped the
busboy, a little Latino guy named Raoul, clear the tables. Then I
got the spray cleaner and some rags and gave them a quick cleaning
while Raoul put the dishes through the dishwashers. Jerry was
behind the bar doing his accounts.

I thought.

The room was
still brightly lit, and I bent over as I wiped at the table I was
doing. Suddenly I heard Jerry behind me.

"Just bend over
a little more baby, and you'll be in the perfect position," he
said.

I straightened,
turned, and glared at him.

"Course you'd
have to spread those gorgeous legs a little more," he grinned.

"Get lost,
Jerry," I said, scowling.

"Don't be so
stuck up, Alex baby," he grinned. "You love stickin' your ass in
men’s' faces. I see you prancing around all day wiggling that ass
of yours."

"I do my job.
Why don't you go do yours?" I demanded.

"All work and
no play makes Jerry a dull boy," he said with a leer.

But the thing
was he was right. I did get off on sticking my ass in men’s' faces.
And that evening I had been particularly obvious, a real cock
tease, as the boys used to say in high school. I felt a little
embarrassed over it, but it made me feel so hot...

And now, even
with Jerry, who I didn't like, I felt a kind of buzz between my
legs, and in my belly, at the way he so obviously WANTED me. The
way his eyes filled with lust at the sight of me. I just couldn't
help myself.

And when he
went back to the bar and I continued cleaning the tables, I
couldn't resist on a few occasions...quite casually, putting my ass
towards him as I bent over and wiped at the table tops.

My short shorts
were pulled up tight as always, baring the lower portion of my
buttocks, and I felt a kind of hot, throbbing in my loins knowing
he was looking at me, and because, unlike other times I did this
kind of thing, there was nobody around but him and me.

I did notice,
out of the corner of my eye, as he slipped around the bar and crept
up behind me, but I pretended not to. I don't know why. Like I
said, I didn't like him, but I was aroused, and...and I was able
to...to taunt him with impunity.

I mean, I could
easily say I wasn't doing a thing but wiping the tables. Nobody
could accuse me of acting like a tramp just because I was wiping
the tables. You can't wipe tables without bending over.

And I suspected
what he would do. I suspected it, anticipated it, felt my chest
tighten, felt a knot in my belly.

Then his hand
slipped between my thighs and he cupped my pussy through the short,
thin shorts. He squeezed sharply, and I screamed and jerked away,
scowling angrily and cursing him as he laughed in glee and went
back to the bar.

But inside I
felt a wave of sexual excitement. I was being so wanton, so wicked!
My father would be furious! My mother would call me a whore just
for the way I was dressed, let alone bending over with a man
standing behind me.

I felt my
nipples hardening inside my tight T-shirt, felt my pussy getting
moist. I wasn't for a single solitary second considering sex with
Jerry, but I was aroused.

I went over to
the bar to collect the ashtrays Raoul had washed up, and carried
them out to the tables, scattering them about. Jerry's eyes feasted
on me the whole time.

"Those sure
look like all day suckers," he said, looking straight at my
nipples.

Because he'd
made the comment before many times, when turning down the heat, I
just called him a pervert and carried more ashtrays out into the
restaurant.

But I
deliberately went behind the bar...something none of us ever did,
on the excuse that one of them was still dirty and I needed to wipe
it. I did it knowing that Jerry would try and paw me again, wanting
him to.

It was like...I
could let him do stuff...without actually letting him, if you know
what I mean. How could I help it if that pervert pawed me, after
all?

"Come on, baby,
you and me at my place," he said, sliding his arms around me and
pulling me in against him.

"Let me go, you
pig," I scowled.

His hands
closed on my behind, digging into the soft flesh.

"I'd love to
get my hands on these tits of yours, Alex," he leered.

"And you never
will!" I snapped, pulling and twisting away from him, face
flushed.

Me and Raoul
finished the dishes and glasses, and he got his coat and left. I
went to the locker room, and there noticed instantly that the piece
of tape had been taken off the hole. For a second I thought of
putting it back up again, but then...

Then the idea
of him seeing me undress became so incredibly erotic and arousing
that I froze in place, staring at my locker. I couldn't!

But I
could!

Nobody would
blame me for not noticing the tape had been taken off. It had been
a long, hard evening of work, after all. And it wasn't like Jerry
could admit he'd seen anything through the hole without admitting
he had drilled it in the first place.

It was a crazy
thought, but I was feeling almost light-headed with the heat inside
me. I had found it so hot and sexy showing off my body around the
restaurant, and often I'd imagined what it'd be like to just go out
there naked, to show everything!

So, even though
I was sure he was standing behind that hole not more than a dozen
feet away, I reached behind me and untied the knot binding my
T-shirt so tightly. My insides twisted and my nipples got so hard
they ached!

I sighed
casually, then reached down, cross-handed, and, my face really
flushed now, lifted the shirt up and off. I did it slowly, too,
peeling it casually over my head and long brown hair, so my arms
were in the air, my head back, my breasts thrust out.

Get a hard-on,
I thought, lewdly. Get all hard and excited at seeing me. You can't
touch me anyway.

I wondered if
he had a big erection, imagined it, imagined him behind the wall
salivating at the sight of my breasts. I could hardly breath from
the powerful sexual tension inside me as I turned my back to him,
then slipped my fingers into my shorts and peeled them down, ending
way, way over to slip them off my ankles.

I stood up, and
even though the bikini panties I wore had kind of pulled up into my
behind I didn't pull them out. Instead I stood on my toes to reach
up into the top of my locker, pretending to be looking for
something, getting hot at the idea that he was looking at my
behind.

I stepped down,
then turned, not looking at the hole, and went over to a table. I
sat down at the chair there, only about three feet from the hole,
and unstrapped my high heels, taking them off. I rubbed my sore
feet...which wasn't an act, really...and my breasts kind of dangled
down a little as I bent over.

I leaned over
and turned the radio up louder. It had a really good song on, and I
felt my breath catch in my chest, felt my guts twist as another
lewd, wicked idea came to me.

I started
moving my hands to the music, rolling my head a little, humming
along with the beat. I stood up and headed back to my locker,
grinding my behind a little, my feet swaying.

I started
dancing, my hips swinging, my legs moving, my arms rising. I turned
towards the peephole and danced back towards the table, turning the
radio up louder. My breasts jiggled as I danced, as my head jerked
from side to side and my body undulated erotically.

I was amazed at
myself, filled with appalled delight. I felt my pussy getting
hotter and hotter, felt the juices almost dripping down my thighs.
I was squeezing down again and again on my pussy muscles, and
grinding my thighs together as I danced.

I thought I
might actually come. I was so close, my body vibrating, buzzing
with sexual electricity. I actually considered taking off my
panties! The idea alone almost made me climax.

But I was still
too shy, and it would ruin the believability. I mean, I was just a
girl in her locker room getting changed. All right, so I danced a
little. That was nothing to accuse me of. But there was no reason
to remove my panties.

The song ended,
and I stopped my dance and walked back to the locker. But I was too
hot, too aroused, my body shaking with excitement. I detoured, and
went into the small grotty bathroom we had.

As soon as the
door was closed I jammed my hand down the front of my panties. My
fingers sought my clit and rubbed it frantically. Then my other
hand pushed into my tight panties, fingers searching for my
drooling pussy entrance and thrusting up inside.

I cried out,
shocked as a blast of sexual pleasure ripped through my skull. My
legs got rubbery and the orgasm rose up and howled through me.

I sank to my
knees, back against the door, shaking and jerking, my fingers
thrusting into my soaking wet hole again and again as I desperately
frigged my burning little clitty.

Another
explosion of pleasure screamed into me and my head slammed back
into the door, dazing me. I had three fingers jammed up my pussy to
the knuckles now, thrusting hard and fast as I sobbed in
animalistic pleasure.

I felt my
cherry rip as my frantic fingers writhed inside me, and bit my
tongue to keep from crying out in pain. I shuddered, sliding down
along the door until I was squatting, knees back against my chest,
head back, eyes closed, fingers buried inside me.

I sat there,
panting for breath, recovering, trying to catch my breath. It took
me a couple of minutes before I could drag myself to my feet. I
shook my head and combed my hair out of my face with my
fingers.

Then I noticed
the dark green stain in the crotch of my light green panties.
Jesus. That pervert was probably out there with his eye pressed
against the hole waiting for me to come out. What would he think if
he saw how wet the front of my crotch was?

I stripped them
off and knocked my hand against the air hand dryer, letting the hot
air blast against the wet spot on my panties. Luckily the wet spot
dried quickly, or at least, dried to the point where it wasn't so
obvious.

I used some
paper towels on my soaking crotch, and also to dry some of the
sweat on my forehead. Then I slipped the panties back on and opened
the bathroom door, going straight to my locker.

I tried to
ignore him now, reaching into the locker and taking out my bra. I
was sweating and breathless as I slipped the straps over my arms,
then reached behind me and snapped the catches in place.

I adjusted my
breasts in the cups, then took down my blouse and slipped it on
too. The heat was starting to drop inside me now, though I was
still shocked at my own daring, and still terribly aroused. I
buttoned the shirt down the front, then took out my knee-length
skirt and slipped it on.

I pulled on my
street shoes, put my other clothes into a bag, and locked the
locker door. I wondered if I dared face him, whether he would make
some kind of outrageous, crude remark about me. The tension grew
inside me again as I reached for the door handle, then turned it
and went through.

"Leaving so
soon, baby?" Jerry leered when I came out into the kitchen.

"Obviously," I
said, face flushed.

I couldn't face
him. I knew he'd been watching me dancing, and as excited as that
made me it also embarrassed the hell out of me.

I headed for
the back door and he gripped my arm and whirled me against him.

"Come on, baby.
You know you want it," he growled.

"I do
nn..fmphhhhh!"

His mouth
crushed mine as he pressed me against the wall. He gripped me
behind the head, keeping me from twisting away as his other hand
shot up between us and cupped my breast.

I twisted back,
pulling my mouth free.

"Let go of me!"
I gasped.

"You say it,
but you don't want it!"

He jerked my
head back, then chewed on the nape of my neck, his fingers kneading
my breasts furiously. I felt the pleasure welling up inside me,
felt my crotch tingling with desire.

I groaned, and
pushed feebly at him. He pulled back, then seized the front of my
blouse and tore it open. I cried out in shock as buttons popped
everywhere. Then his hands were on my breasts, his mouth on mine,
chewing, sucking, biting, his tongue pushing in violently.

He yanked my
bra down under my breasts, forcing them up and out lewdly, then
pulled his mouth off mine, and bent sharply. His lips slipped
around my engorged nipple, his mouth sucking harshly, his teeth
chewing at my sensitive breast me as I shuddered and jerked against
him.

I was trying to
push him off, but my body was falling to pieces, my insides
twisting and roiling as sexual electricity rippled up and down my
spine. I couldn't believe my breasts were exposed like this and he
was sucking on them!

Oh my GOD!

The feel of his
lips on my nipple was shocking! My entire body felt like it was
being sucked out as he bit down on my flesh and sucked excitedly.
My breasts exploded with pleasure, and I knew I was near an orgasm,
an orgasm that would be centered around, not my pussy, but my
swollen breasts.

"N-N-nooo!" I
gasped, pushing at him.

"Oh man! What
fuckin' tits!" he gasped, transferring his mouth to my other
nipple.

His fingers
kneaded and squeezed and mashed my breasts savagely as he chewed
and suckled.

I came, my head
jerking back, bouncing on my neck like a ball on a string. My body
pulled back as my back arched. I hit my head on the wall again,
then my legs completely collapsed and I fell to the floor.

This finally
pulled his mouth off my breast, but he came down atop me, his hand
jerking at my skirt, lifting it upwards as it shot up my thigh. I
twisted onto my side, and tried to pull away, and his hand grabbed
my ass.

I rolled away,
gasping, my mind spinning, staggering for the door. I flung it open
and stumbled out into it, breasts bare.

"Come back!" he
cried.

I ran out into
the darkness of the alley, clutching my blouse against me.
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I ignored Jerry
the next time I had to work, not looking at him, not seeing him. I
hadn't yet managed to figure out what was going on inside me, why I
had such overwhelming feelings of arousal that night, why I had
done such lewd and slutty things.

I was a college
woman, on my way to a career as a professional. I was dignified,
and self-confident. Yet I'd behaved like a whore the other night,
and only avoided losing my virginity by the thinnest of
margins.

Hell, I'd
ripped my own hymen with my fingers in my frenzied masturbation.
What was Alexandra O'Shaunessy, the good Catholic girl doing in her
panties in a dirty bathroom with her fingers buried in her crotch
as she masturbated to orgasm?!

What would
Father Thomas think?! What would my mother and father think!? What
had been the matter with me? Why had I acted like that?

I didn't
understand it, and didn't understand why whenever I thought about
it, not only did I feel a burst of shame and embarrassment that
turned my face red, but also a soft, shimmering wave of sexual
desire.

My first time
was going to be romantic, with a handsome, gentle, caring man,
maybe on a bearskin rug before a crackling fireplace with snow
drifting down against the nearby windows. It was not going to be on
the dirty floor of a restaurant with a guy I didn't even like.

And if I didn't
look at him, and didn't hear his snide cracks and lewd comments,
then nothing more could happen, would happen.

I calmed down
my act among the patrons, becoming downright demure, at least...
for a while. The next time I had to stay late I quickly changed in
the bathroom then rushed out of the building before Jerry could get
near me.

But then the
shock of what I'd done, and what I'd almost done seemed to wear
off. It faded and became less and less important, and I started
getting into the excitement of showing off, of swinging my behind
and giving the customers saucy grins and winks.

It was almost
two months after that night I'd put on the show for Jerry that I
had to stay late once again. And this time I was feeling cocky
again. The memory of what we'd done had softened, become something
more...erotic, hot.

Sure it had
almost wound up being more than I wanted but that was because I'd
been stupid. I shouldn't have let him get that close to me and
should have just gone out the side door as soon as I came out of
the locker room.

The hole that
we'd covered with tape had long been patched, along with two
others. But there was a new one. We'd found it last week and
Stephanie, one of the girls, had stuck a wad of pink chewing gum in
it.

I had been kind
of hot and tense all evening thinking about tonight, and during the
evening shift a man in a really nice suit, a pretty good looking
man, I should add, had offered me two hundred dollars to sleep with
him.

It had shocked
me, then angered me. I wasn't any whore! But after thinking on it
for a few hours I felt flattered and lewd and exciting. I guess
most women have this fantasy about being hookers, and the idea that
a good looking, well-dressed man would pay me two hundred dollars
to sleep with me was kind of flattering.

I'd run a few
fantasies through my head as I worked, and by the time Debbie, the
last girl left and I locked the front door, I was kind of hot and
bothered.

As I returned
the keys to their slot in the manager's office Jerry came up behind
me.

"Any time you
want a replay of last time, baby," he growled, pressing me into the
wall.

"Forget it," I
snapped.

"How can I
forget these?"

He cupped my
breasts and squeezed them, his body pushing against me, his mouth
seeking mine. I pushed against him, twisting my head from side to
side to keep away from his mouth.

I hated
him!

But my breasts
were burning in his grip! They were throbbing and swelling and
sparkling with pleasure as his fingers groped and kneaded and
squeezed them. God, they were sensitive!

I shoved him
off finally and jumped out of his reach.

"Asshole!" I
cursed, hurrying away and into the locker room.

I locked the
door, and leaned against it to catch my breath. God! What was the
matter with me!? What was with my boobs that any time he got his
hands on them I went crazy? Was it just him or would I act like
that with any man who touched me there?

My breasts were
just boiling over with heat and pressure!

I longed to
squeeze and rub them myself, but suddenly looked up and as I had
suspected, the pink bubble gum was gone. That perverted sicko!

But...but
wouldn't it be the best kind of punishment for him to see what he
couldn't have? I should really punish him by doing what I'd done
last time! He'd get all hard and then have to jerk off somewhere
alone.

I didn't look
at the peep hole. I went to my locker, then detoured, going to the
table and turning on the radio. I argued furiously with myself,
half of me wanting to plug the hole, get changed and leave, half of
me wanting to put on a show for him.

My breasts were
so hot!

And my pussy
was flowing.

I went to my
locker and opened it, then undid the knot at the back of my T-shirt
and pulled it up and off. I bent way over, my breasts dangling,
then jiggling as I moved. I felt the heat grow as they jiggled.

I straightened
and removed my shorts, then my shoes. I danced a little, shimmying
and swinging my arms and legs, my head down, doing my best to act
like I thought I was alone.

The heat built
up inside me as I danced, and I felt my breasts sparkle with
pleasure as they jiggled and shook. My little pink nipples were a
half inch long, and even the feel of the air moving against them
was setting them off.

I stopped. This
time I wasn't going to allow myself to get so hot I...degraded
myself by having jerked off on the floor of the bathroom.

I got dressed,
putting on my sweater, jacket, and skirt, then took a deep breath
as I tossed my shorts and shirt into a bag and headed for the door.
The way was clear to the side door, and I headed quickly for
it.

But he'd
already put the bar across the door, and the alarm box had a
blinking red light.

"That idiot!" I
snapped to the empty air.

I turned and,
gathering my bag tight against me, strode briskly down the hall to
the front of the restaurant. Jerry was behind the bar.

"Why did you
bar the back door?" I demanded.

"Boss said to
use the front door from now on."

"What?
Why?"

"Cause when
Sandy went home last week she almost got mugged by an old bum
sleeping in the alley."

"Oh," I said,
my anger quickly deflating. "Well, unlock the front, would
you."

"Keys are
there," he said, indicating the back of the bar.

"Well, would
you pass them to me please," I said, determined not to go around
the bar.

"My hands are
full," he said, shrugging as he counted money.

Fuck, I
thought, my belly tightening. Well...as long as I didn't let him
get his hands on my breasts I'd be fine.

I went around
the back of the bar, passing him and grabbing the keys, as I turned
he was there blocking the way.

"Jerry," I said
warningly.

"You really are
a gorgeous fox, Alex," he said, stepping towards me.

I backed up,
clutching my jacket against me.

"You drive me
crazy. You got a body that won't quit!"

"Well...well
quit anyway," I gulped.

My heart was
beating faster and faster, not from fear, but...but because his
obvious arousal was turning me on too. I suddenly recalled that
last time I had put on that lewd show for him I'd cum in the
bathroom. Now all that sexual tension was still inside me, wound up
tight, and this...this sweating, growling, horny male creature was
winding the tension tighter and tighter.

"I never tasted
anything so fucking great as your tits, baby. Let me suck on em'
again."

"Get away from
me!" I gasped as I felt the back counter pressing against my
behind.

"Just a little
kiss, baby, that's all I'm asking."

"No!"

His chest
pressed against me and I tried to push it off. His arms went around
me, sliding up my back, through my hair; he leaned into me,
pressing me back against the counter as his lips came down on
mine.

I was totally
trapped by this huge man, his physical presence like a wall
blotting out everything else. His tongue shot into my mouth as his
hands slid down onto my ass and gripped it. Then he lifted me up,
jerked me into the air and sat my ass on the counter.

This
automatically opened my legs, and he was between them, still
leaning into me, pressing me back until my shoulders were against
the bar.

"J-Jerry!" I
gasped, "No!"

"You hot little
bitch!" he gasped, yanking at my skirt. "You think I didn't see you
that night in the bathroom with your fingers stuffed up your
pussy!?"

My eyes widened
and my face flamed at his words.

"That's right,
baby. I had a hole right above the sink!"

He jerked my
left leg up, and his hand found my pussy and squeezed it, then he
seized my panties and tore them off. I cried out in shock, still
stunned by the revelation that he'd been watching me, watching me
masturbate!!

I heard his
zipper, and twisted, trying to pull away, but I was sitting on the
counter below the bar, legs apart as he stood between them, skirt
hiked up around my hips, and my mind was reeling from what he'd
just told me.

"You need it as
much as I do, baby!" he growled. "You need a stiff cock up your
hole!"

He grabbed my
hand and jerked it down, pressing his erection into it. I looked
down in shock, my jaw dropping as he squeezed my hand around his
hard, hot, thick, hairy meat.

He rubbed my
hand over it, and I trembled and shook, hardly able to breath. He
jerked my thighs wider and pushed his crotch in.

"N...no! No!
Don't!" I gasped.

I felt his cock
against my slit, felt the wetness and heat as he forced his
erection against my pussy lips, jamming them in and forcing them
apart.

"Oohhh!
Uhhhhghhghh!"

I felt my pussy
lips straining, felt them being spread open. I pushed at him again,
my body weak, my mind filled with embarrassment and excitement and
confusion.

He thrust in,
and it was like a dagger rammed up into my crotch. I cried out, my
head jerking back. He wrapped his powerful arms around me, then
dragged me against him, forcing my pussy to ride right up along his
thick cock.

I cried out
again, then again, trembling and shaking against him as I felt my
soft, moist pussy tunnel sliding along his hairy pole, felt his
cockhead burrowing deeper and deeper through the soft folds of pink
flesh.

"Unngghh!"

He jerked my
ass hard, and impaled me on his cock. It was so deep inside me it
felt like it was going to tear my guts apart.

But the urgency
seemed to fade then. It was done. I wasn't a virgin any more. There
seemed nothing to fight for, and...and his cock felt...

I was so full,
so...so bulging inside me. I trembled in astonishment at the feel
of his hardness up inside me.

"Ohh! OhhH!" I
whimpered.

His mouth came
down on mine, crushing it, crushing me back against the bar. I
didn't resist him, didn't fight. I didn't seem to have any strength
left, at least, not the strength to push him back.

"Uhhgg, you hot
bitch!" he growled.

He jerked my
sweater out of my skirt, shoving it up over my breasts, bunching it
up in my armpits. I felt faint, all the strength seeping out of me
as he jerked my bra down and exposed my breasts.

He groped them,
and I moaned weakly, my head falling back. Then he pulled his hips
back only to thrust forward. His cock lurched inside me, and a
sudden blast of sexual heat leant me energy.

"Jesus! Jesus!
Jesus!" I moaned.

He jerked my
skirt up out of his way, his hand on my bare behind now as he slid
his cock back down my pussy, then thrust it back in again. He
started pumping into me, his cock slicing between my quivering
pussy lips, his hips grinding and slapping against my thighs and
buttocks.

My awareness
narrowed down to that hard, thick meat sliding back and forth in my
body, pumping, stroking, in and out, in and out, rasping across my
clitty as it drove into my softness. I could feel my juices flowing
around it, could feel it sliding along my oiled flesh.

It felt so
good, so right as it stroked in and out. It moved faster and faster
as his body pushed against me, thrusting...thrusting...thrusting,
in and out...

His lips slid
over mine, his tongue driving inside me as he clutched my ass and
pounded his prick into my pussy. I was being fucked! Oh, God I was
being fucked! Fucked!

"Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!"

My head rolled
back in time to his hard strokes, the heat rolling up me in waves,
making my insides pulse and throb with lust and screaming sexual
power. I bucked against him, humping up, riding his prick.

My legs were
jerking in mid-air, shaking spastically.

Then I came,
unable to repress a cry of ultimate bliss, of shocked delight.
Pleasure rolled over me, crushing me under its weight, filling me
with its power and joy. I humped madly, my ass grinding frantically
on the counter as I threw myself against him.

I clutched at
his shirt, gasping like a fish out of water, shaking as the orgasm
roared in my skull. I jerked my legs around him, crushing him to
me, jerking him in frantically, gasping and gurgling in mindless
animalistic desire.

Then I just
melted, just...sagged dazedly as it faded. He continued to drive
himself into me, his cock thrusting hard and fast. Then he stopped,
his cock buried inside me, spurting wildly, his seed pouring down
my silk-lined tunnel, down into my womb.

"You hot
fuckin' whore!" he gasped. "Uhhnngghhh!"

He gripped my
hair and jerked my head back, then chewed on the side of my throat
as he ground his pelvis into me.

I was in kind
of a daze for the next day. I had fucked a guy. Well...he had
fucked me. My Roman Catholic sensitivities were screaming whore. I
had had premarital sex, and what was worse I had loved it.

Hell, I might
even be pregnant. Wouldn't that kill my parents! What would they do
if I called home and told them I had gotten pregnant by some skuzzy
bartender?

The funny thing
was that nothing really changed. I continued going to school,
continued studying, and continued working at Owls. Nothing seemed
to change between me and Jerry either. He made the same lewd
comments, just as he did to the other girls, and I cursed him back
as I always had.

But I felt this
odd little shakiness in my belly whenever he looked at me, and the
memory of his cock pumping inside me flooded back, making my pussy
burn with desire.

And then I'd
feel the guilt. At first it was powerful, but it seemed to fade
over time. So many others had had sex, after all, most of the girls
at school, so how horrible was it really? How great a crime was
it?

And what would
I do if he wanted to do it again?

I couldn't, but
I couldn't not. What in hell would I do?

First I went to
a doctor and got a prescription for the pill, and started taking
it. I was unsure about why. I didn't like Jerry! I didn't have any
intention...really..of doing anything with him again, but..

But I hadn't
had any intention of doing it the first time either.

I thought about
quitting, but I needed the money. My father kept whining and
bitching about how much money I was costing them, kept asking me if
I'd met any nice young men there. Even though I didn't have to call
him to get food money he was still bitching.

I felt like
telling him I'd met a bartender and he'd fucked me good and hard,
and how do you like that, daddy, how do you like it that your
daughter got herself fucked so good.

But I didn't. I
let him browbeat me about my future; about how I needed to find a
man before I got too old and my looks went. I let him complain
about the money, and all the sacrifices he was making, and all the
things they could spend that money on if they had it.

It left me
depressed and angry, wishing I made enough money at Owls to tell
daddy to go to hell! But I couldn't just then. I still needed him
to pay my tuition and dorm fees.

It left me
feeling rebellious, though, when, the next night, it was my turn
again to stay after and help clear up. I was feeling pretty anxious
too, wondering what, if anything would happen. Jerry hadn't asked
me out or anything, and hadn't treated me any differently.

Maybe all he'd
wanted was to fuck me that once, and that was it. Maybe he wasn't
really that interested in me any more.

But I was
pretty sure he would be that he would want to do something that
night. I was feeling hot as usual, and the closer we got to closing
up the hotter and more anxious I felt.

When the last
of the other waitresses left and I was alone except for Jerry and
Raoul, I felt my chest tighten and my belly get quivery. I went
over and helped Raoul pick up the ashtrays from the tables, and
clear away the last glasses and plates, then got my cleaning stuff
and started cleaning.

I felt Jerry
coming around the bar; felt him coming up behind him. I bent over
the table I was working on, sweeping the rag over it in wide,
circular motions. My body got more and more tense as I waited for
him to do something.

Then his hand
slid between my legs and cupped my pussy. I gasped, but didn't
move, still bent over, still wiping at the table.

"You're hot for
it, baby," he hissed into my ear. "Your little pussy is
drooling."

I still ignored
him, breathlessly scrubbing the table as his fingers kneaded my
pussy through my tight, short shorts.

What was I
doing? Was I crazy!? Bad enough what I'd done with him before, but
I shouldn't act like some slut, all ready for him any time he
wanted me!

But then I
thought of daddy, and how angry he'd be if he could see me like
this, letting a man grope my pussy, and I felt a welling up of
anger at him, of righteous indignation. The hell with daddy. I was
a grown woman and would do whatever I liked.

I pulled away
from Jerry, finishing the table, and went over to another table,
still saying nothing to him, nor looking at him. He chuckled, then
went back to his bar to finish his counting. My pussy quivered, as
though still feeling his fingers digging into it.

When Raoul
finished I let him out the front door, locked it, tossed the keys
on the bar, and moved quickly past Jerry, going to the locker room.
I locked it, then went to my locker. I stripped off my top, then my
shorts, and then, feeling my throat tighten, slipped my fingers
into my panties and pulled them down and off.

I turned on the
radio and danced, swinging my hips seductively from side to side,
rolling my head so my hair swirled around me, grinding my ass back
towards the newest peep hole.

I felt
incredibly sluttish, a real wanton! And I loved it! I felt so hot I
was burning up. I slid my fingers through my hair, tossing my head
back, arching my back, sliding my hands up and down my body. I
turned and bent way over, exposing my crotch.

My head was
throbbing, buzzing from the enormity of the lewdness I was engaged
in, and from the knowledge that I was soon going to be fucked
again. I slid my hands up my taut, hot, perspiring flesh, cupping
my swollen breasts, and shuddered as the pleasure rolled over
me.

Then the door
opened! I had locked it. I knew I had. I let out a short cry of
shock and automatically backed against the lockers, my arms trying
to cover myself as Jerry came in.

"That's some
show, baby," he growled.

"G...get out,"
I gulped, red faced.


"Sure...after."

He came up to
me, his eyes flicking up and down. He reached out and gripped my
wrists, then slowly pulled them away from me, forcing them up and
back against the lockers over my head.

He held them
there as he looked at me, and I stood there shaking, my chest
heaving.

He pressed my
wrists together, holding them with one hand as he brought his other
down, stroked it across my body, over my breasts and belly, then
down between my legs.

"NGhuuuuU!!" I
cried, my head banging back against the locker as he squeezed my
pussy.

"Hot little
whore," he leered.

I felt his
fingers at my hot, swollen labia, spreading them, pushing up inside
me. My mind reeled as his fingers drove up into me, harsh,
demanding, thrusting up and squirming inside me.

His finger came
down against my clitoris as he thrust his fingers up, not gently,
thrusting hard, jamming them up hard enough to throw me up and
backwards with each stroke, bringing tears of pain to my eyes.

His thumb
ground against my clitty as I squirmed and moaned. My ass slapped
against the locker repeatedly, my head jerking and rolling.

"P...please," I
gasped. "OohH! UngghghH! Pleeeeasse!"

"Please what,
slut? Please fuck you? Is that what you want? Do you want me to
fuck you, Alex baby?"

I was sweating,
overheating, my body radiating heat. My mind was blasted by wave
after wave of howling sexual pleasure as his fingers thrust up into
me and his knuckles pounded against my pussy mound.

I came, crying
out, tears of shame and pain and pleasure rolling down my cheeks as
my head thrashed in maddened animalistic pleasure. My breasts were
burning, boiling, and then his other hand was on then, crushing
them, squeezing hard, fingers digging into the soft, malleable
orbs, pinching the nipples.

My wrists were
free, but I didn't move them. Jerry continued to thrust his fingers
up into me and my body continued to jerk and slam up and back
against the lockers.

He yanked his
fingers out and pressed his body against me. I felt his hand on my
ass, jerking my leg up. My thigh burned with pain as my legs was
ripped up and forced back. Then I felt his hardness, his hard heat,
pressed against my dripping pussy entrance.

He thrust into
me, slamming his cock deep into my belly. I cried out in delight,
in pain, in bliss. His body crushed me into the locker, his lips
coming down on mine, his tongue pushing into my mouth.

His cock rode
into me as he fucked. Then his other hand came down and gripped my
ass, and he lifted me into the air, jamming me against him. My legs
slipped around him, and my arms finally dropped from above me,
going around his head as I kissed him back.

His fingers
were tight on my ass cheeks as he jerked me against him repeatedly.
I tightened and loosened my thighs, grunting and moaning in lewd,
lustful delight as his cock pumped and stroked inside my burning
belly.

I was still
hot, voraciously aroused. I didn't care about anything in the world
but satisfying my own lust. I rode him, humping and grinding
against his cock even as my back was pounded against the lockers
loudly and painfully.

He cried out
then, and I felt a blast of new lust as his cock spewed inside me.
I felt so incredibly wicked and carnal, riding this stranger's
cock, letting it pump it's seed into my belly as I rode him like a
cheap whore.

 


 


 





Chapter
Three

 


 


 


 


Jerry staggered
back, the let his hands slip from under my ass. I continued to
grind my pussy against him until his cock had softened, and he
pulled me off, shoving me away.

I was still
hot, sweaty and bothered, and wanted more, but I saw his cock
hanging limp, and felt an incredible frustration.

"Le...let's do
it again," I said hopeful.

He laughed and
sat down heavily in a chair.

"I ain't in no
condition, baby."

"Can't it,
like, get hard again?" I gulped.

"That's your
job, baby. Think you're up to it?"

"I...what?"

"You want it
hard you'll have to get it that way."

"H..how?"

"Why don't you
dance some more."

"Dance?"

It was
ridiculous, but the idea of dancing naked while he watched was
embarrassing. He'd already seen me do it, but that had been through
the peephole. It was somehow more...I don't know, more personal,
even degrading a little to dance while he sat there.

I don't know
why I felt this way. This man had fucked me twice, and I was
feeling embarrassed about dancing in front of him?

"Dance, baby.
Move that beautiful, sexy body of yours."

I swallowed in
excitement and pleasure at his words, then began moving to the
music on the radio, swinging my hips, slitting my eyes in an
attempt to look more sexy. I grind my pelvis at him, leering,
sliding my tongue over my lower lip.

"Bend over,
baby. Turn around and bend over. That's it," he growled. "Show me
that hot, juicy pussy."

God! I was
going to come just from his words! Just from him staring at me as
I...I did this.

"Reach between
your legs and stick your fingers into your pussy, like I saw you in
the bathroom."

I couldn't!

I slid my hands
down and rubbed my pussy, feeling a massive wave of sexual heat
surround me. I slipped my fingers into my pussy, driving them
deeper and deeper as he watched only a couple of feet away.

I finger-fucked
myself! Oh God! I was too hot not to! My ass jerked and bucked as
my fingers thrust into my pussy, and I moaned and grunted, frigging
my clit as he watched.

I came, crying
out in pleasure, jerking and shaking, dropping to my knees as the
pleasure exploded inside me. I slid to my shoulders, then rolled
onto my side, my hands between my legs as I trembled and moaned and
twitched.

"Fuckin' hot
slut," he growled.

I gasped
weakly, my knees jerking upwards spasmodically as I screwed myself
onto my fingers.

"Come here,
baby," he said. "Get over here."

I sat up slowly
and stared at his hand, which was reaching for me. I took it and
let him pull me up onto my knees and forward between his legs. His
cock was semi-hard, and as I stared at it he let go of my arm and
gripped my thick brown hair, pulling me forward.

I knew what he
wanted and was both repulsed and excited. I reached out and took
his cock in my hands, staring at it up close. I licked my lips as I
inspected the little helmet head, and tried to remember all the
whispered, giggling conversations I'd heard about sucking
cocks.

I kissed the
head briefly, then held it up and licked at the underside. It
tasted sweaty and...salty, and I felt a moment's disgust as I
realized it was coated in the musky juices from my pussy.

But my
excitement was still too great. I slid my tongue up against it like
it was an ice cream cone, lapping at the underside of the head,
which the girls all said was most sensitive.

It felt
delightfully smooth and soft against my lips, and I slipped them
over it, sucking on the head, then going lower and lower, slurping
and sucking as my tongue licked at the head.

I was shocked
and delighted at myself. I could hardly believe I was on my knees
sucking a man's cock! He reached down and fondled my breasts as I
sucked, squeezing and kneading them as my lips began to bob on his
thick meat.

I could feel
his cock hardening and throbbing in my mouth, and continued to suck
on it, feeling like such a wonderfully slutty whore.

"Yeah! Ohhh!
Suck me, bitch! Suck my cock," he groaned.

His word
excited me even more than his hands did, and I moaned as I reached
a hand down between my legs.

Then he stopped
me, pulling my head up by the hair. I yelped in pain, but he was a
rough man and in no mood for tenderness. He twisted me around and
pushed on my shoulders so I dropped onto my hands and knees.

"That's it,
bitch," he growled. "Assume the position."

The position. I
was on all fours like a bitch in heat, waiting to be mounted! Oh
God!

His hands moved
over my behind, and I yelped again as he slapped my ass. Then he
jerked my thighs further apart, and I felt his spit-wet cock
rubbing up and down my slit. I groaned in pleasure as it caressed
my clit, then grunted as it punched against me.

It pierced my
pussy lips and slid deep and fast into the center of my belly. His
hands clamped around my hips as he buried the last inch of his meat
in my belly and ground his pelvis against my buttocks.

"Fuckin' bitch
college girl," he gasped. "Uhnnggh, babyy! This is what you
neeeeed! Unnggghhh!"

I was on the
verge of coming, my breasts incredibly tender and heavy below me as
he fucked, beginning to swing back and forth as my body moved in
tandem with Jerry's thrusting cock. His hips slapped against my
buttocks as his cock pumped into me, and I grunted in pleasure and
wicked, wanton delight.

I started
humping back against him instinctively, gasping and groaning at the
increased force of each thrust then, my head jerking up and down as
my body throbbed with pleasure and sexual electricity.

The orgasm
swamped my senses, and for long, long seconds I was little more
than an animal, grunting and gurgling in bliss, my entire being,
entire self, wrapped around the big cock plunging back and forth
inside my sopping pussy tunnel.

Jerry continued
to fuck as I knelt there, sagging a little, gasping for breath as
my orgasm seeped away, drained and weary.

But he was just
getting started, and he yanked me back onto his prong as he thrust
into me, slapping repeatedly against my buttocks.

He gripped my
hair and yanked it back hard, and I cried out in pain, head forced
up and back as he used my hair like the reins of a horse. He
growled and laughed and taunted me as he pounded his hips against
my buttocks, and my body soon roared with heat again.

This was sex at
its rawest! Hot, steaming, filthy fucking! And I was doing it! I
slapped my naked ass back against him as his cock pierced me again
and again, riding the sopping layer of pussy cream.

He held my hair
with one hand and reached under me with the other, grasping one of
my dangling breasts, jerking and squeezing on it as I cried out in
pain and pleasure.

I came again,
mind whipped by paralyzing blasts of wildfire sex heat, spinning
and twisting and turning like a cork on the ocean, my ears roaring
as the blood howled through my veins and my heart pounded like a
drum.

My pussy
spasmed and spasmed around his pounding cock, squeezing and sucking
and chewing on it as he cursed me, slapped my ass and slammed his
hips into my behind.

I was the
center of a hurricane of churning lust and ecstasy. I rode out my
come, then came again, my body thrashing and shaking, my arms
coming out from beneath me.

Jerry gripped
my wrists, yanking them up and back along my sides, using them like
the handles of a wheelbarrow as he pounded his prick into my
soaking pussy. My head bounced up and down as I sobbed in pleasure,
dazed and reeling from the force of orgasmic bliss.

I came again,
screaming this time, an eerie howling wail that I didn't even
recognize as my own, my body feeling like it was exploding
outwards, like the skin would tear free and my insides would blast
into the open.

Well, after
that I started seeing Jerry outside of the restaurant. I just
couldn't wait a whole month to feel that wonderful steamy pleasure
again.

He had a small
apartment near the restaurant, and I went there several times a
week so we could suck and fuck. It was glorious. I felt like a
whore, but a really satisfied whore.

Jerry taught me
how to suck cocks expertly, and taught me how to enjoy the
pleasures of my own body. He was rough, and even, I'll say, not a
very nice man. But he sure knew how to fuck, and sure knew how to
handle my body.

He seemed to
take a constant delight in degrading me, in fucking a "snooty
college girl". He loved taking me on all fours, or pinning my legs
up high and back against my chest as he pounded himself down into
me. He loved it when I was on my knees in front of him, sucking
him

I didn't mind.
In fact, I liked it. I didn't like Jerry much, and loved the rough
treatment and his nasty words. I loved being able to act like a
whore with him.

One evening as
I was sucking him he decided he wanted to sodomize me.

I was on my
knees naked. He was sitting on the sofa, also naked. My lips were
bobbing up and down on his cock while he slid his hands through my
long, thick hair.

"That's it,
bitch. Get it all wet and hard so I can ram it up your ass," he
said.

My eyes widened
with shock, and at first I thought he was just being crudely
insulting, as he often was, but he continued.

"It's time you
got fucked in the ass, bitch. Nothing teaches a snotty college girl
her place better than reaming out her tight ass."

He slid one of
his hands along my back, down along my spine to my taut buttocks.
He caressed them, then slid his hand between them, and I felt his
finger pressing against my rear hole. I tried to pull my mouth off
his cock but he held my hair with his other hand as his finger
slowly pushed into me.

Then I was able
to twist my head away.

"No!" I
gasped.

"Yes," he
growled.

"No! I won't do
that! It's disgusting! Stop it!"

"You little
whore! You wave your round ass in everyone's face all day long and
then bitch when someone wants to stuck his cock up it!?"

"Let me
go!"

He pulled me up
across his lap by the hair, easily controlling my squirming body.
His hand cracked down against my buttocks and I yelped in pain.

"You don't tell
me what to do, cunt meat," he growled, slapping my ass again.

"Oww! Stop
it!"

He pinned my
wrists together behind my back, then cupped my pussy and squeezed
it.

"You need it,
slut," he growled. "You need a big hard cock stuffed up your ass!
It'll show you just what a dirty little whore you are!"

His fingers
drove into my pussy and pumped in and out, then he slipped them out
and pushed his thumb in, pressing his fingers up against my clitty.
He rolled the hot, buzzing little fuck-button between them as I
gasped in heat and excitement and ground my ass up and back.

"Yeah! Look at
the whore shake her ass!" he sneered.

He pulled his
fingers free and slapped my ass again, then again, then again,
spanking me as my legs kicked and I cried out in pain.

Again he
stuffed his thumb up my pussy and ground my clit between it and his
fingers, and again burning lust poured through my nervous
system.

"You hot assed
slut," he said, slapping my ass.

"Tell me you
need my cock. Say it. Say it!"


"I...I...need...your....c...c..cock," I gasped.

"Beg me to fuck
you, bitch!"

"Please
fu...fuck meeeee," I moaned.

"Up the
ass."

"Nooooo."

CRACK! CRACK!
CRACK! CRACK!

I sobbed in
pain, bucking and squirming, then moaned and melted as his fingers
frigged my clitty. He let go of my wrists and his hand slipped
around me to cup my breast, squeezing and mauling it as he jammed
fingerfucked me.

"God! God! God!
God! God! Gooooodddddd!" I sobbed.

"Take my cock,
bitch! Take it up the ass!"

He rolled me
off onto the floor, then pushed me back. I fell on my back,
humping, grabbing for my crotch to squeeze it. He flipped me onto
my belly, like I was a rag doll, then jerked my legs wide apart and
knelt between them. I felt his finger at my pussy, thrusting in,
then pulling out and pushing against my anus.

I didn't have
the strength of will to fight any more. My mind was consumed by
lust, and anything, however lewd and crude, only served to make my
inner fires burn hotter.

Jerry must have
prepared for this, for he had a little jar of lubricant. I felt his
finger rubbing against my ass, all greasy and oily. He forced it
inside, coating me with the soft, slippery oil.

I felt his
finger drive in and wiggle around, then pull back. I braced myself,
whimpering in embarrassment and anxiety even as my mind soared
upwards on this new wanton, wicked thing I was doing.

His cockhead
was soft against my anal opening, but the pressure quickly
mounted.

"Relax your
ass," he ordered.

How did you do
that?

His cock
penetrated me, sliding into my hole. He was jerking slowly,
insistently against me, his cock sawing back and forth in minute
strokes as he worked himself deeper and deeper into me.

My ass muscles
clamped down and he slapped my ass hard. I yelled in pain, but my
ass muscles relaxed, and his cock thrust in deeper. Each time my
ass clamped down he'd slap my ass to get them to open, and soon he
was deep inside me, causing cramps in my belly.

"Jesus! Oh
Jesus!" I sobbed. "Oh my God!"

"Tight assed
whore," he gasped.

"Ohhhh! It's
too biiiiig!"

"You could take
a fence post back here, bitch!"

His cock
throbbed in my belly, and I felt full and bloated.

Then he was on
top of me, his heavy body crushing me against the floor as I felt
his balls pressing into my buttocks.

"Slut," he
gasped, pulling at my hair and chewing at my throat.

I was so low!
What a whore I was! Oh my God I was such a slut!

He ground
himself against me, and I gasped as his prick twisted around in my
belly. He laughed and continued to chew and suck on the nape of my
neck, humping softly.

My ass slowly
loosened up around his cock, or at least, got used to it so it
didn't keep trying to clamp down on it. Jerry started fucking into
me for real, and I lay there spread-eagled on the floor, shocked
and wondrous that I was being sodomized so blatantly, so boldly, so
lewdly.

My cheek was
against the floor, my arms outstretched, and I groaned as he thrust
deep with each stroke, groaned and wondered what my parents would
think if they knew what I was doing now, if they knew their
daughter was laying on a dirty floor with her legs wide as a man
fucked her in the ass.

He lifted
himself up a bit, taking the weight off my chest. The pain eased in
my poor crushed breasts. He laid some of his weight on his elbows
at first, then pushed himself up, his hands on my back as he thrust
into me even faster.

My body was
grinding on the floor, on the rug, and with my legs spread so wide
my clitty was actually in contact with the rug, grinding over it.
His hips pounded into my backside as his cock reamed out my ass,
and the pleasure screamed up inside me and blasted free.

I came, came
with a cock in my ass, came like a whore, grunting and moaning and
shaking my ass while he skewered me good and hard. My ass squeezed
down around his cock, but didn't hinder him as he rammed himself up
into me.

Then he cursed,
and his ass sprayed cum into me, sprayed it into my ass! I was
dazed by the enormity of it all.

It was very
odd, like leading a double life, maybe even a triple life. On the
one hand I was the studious college girl studying and going to
classes regularly, ignoring the party people around the dorms,
wearing modest clothing, and not dating.

On the other
hand I was the flirt and cocktease at Owls, shaking my booty,
shaking my boobs, winking and leering and joking with the customers
as they poured money into my pockets, and sneering derisively at
Jerry just like the other girls did.

And then there
was me the whore, the wanton, revelling in the hardness of his cock
as it pounded into me, sucking on it lovingly, grunting as it took
me in the ass, as it pounded into me.

It was hard
keeping them all apart. I'd be sitting at my desk in my dorm room
reading an Economics test, and suddenly feel like a fuck, suddenly
feel like I needed Jerry's stiff cock inside me.

When my father
or mother called, I would amuse myself by replaying the lewdest,
most disgusting scenes I'd had with Jerry through my mind. I'd
think of him fucking me in the ass, of me jerking off in the
bathroom while he watched, of him fucking me against the wall, or
on the bar, or on all fours.

Yes, mommy, I'm
a good girl.

But one day my
triple life ended, and trouble came crashing down on me.

It was another
of the nights when I stayed late with him to close up. We were in
the kitchen, both naked. I was sitting, well, more like laying, on
one of the counters, legs wide as Jerry thrust his cock up my ass.
My legs were up and back, his hands on the backs of my knees as he
pounded his meat into me.

Mr. Leary, who
owned the restaurant, came in, not expecting to find anyone there.
He was astonished, and embarrassed, and furious to find us like
that, and as I tried to cover myself up, mortified, he fired us
both on the spot.

I was
speechless, trying to cover my body with my hands as he screamed in
fury. Jerry, that prick, Jerry tried to get out of it by offering
me to Leary! He said Leary could fuck me too, whenever he wanted
and any way he wanted!!

Like, what was
I, his toy? Who the fuck did he think he was telling Leary he could
fuck me!!?

Anyway, this
all left me up shit creek with no paddle, and more importantly, no
money.

And there
wasn't anything in the want ads that offered anything close to what
I was getting at Owls.

A few nights
later I was out with Jerry, trying to drown my sorrows and have a
good time, when we went into this rough bar on the south side.

We had some
drinks, danced some, kind of groped each other in the dim light,
and I was just getting ready to tell him to take me home and give
me a good fuck, when the musical group stopped playing and the
announcer said it was time for the wet T-shirt contest.

I gave Jerry a
suspicious scowl, but he only grinned at me. "Hey, you said you
needed money. There's a five hundred dollar prize for first
place."

"Forget it," I
sniffed.

"How come? You
shy all of a sudden?"

"No,
but..."

"But what? All
the time you spent prancing around Owls with your nipples sticking
out through your shirt and now you're too shy to get up on stage
and show off the boys?"

"I doubt I'd
win anyway," I said.

"Come on, give
it a try."

I was tempted.
I could sure use the money. I didn't really think I had a chance of
winning. I could see several big titted girls climbing up onto the
stage already. Still, the idea started to give me an odd little
kick.

The idea of
standing up there practically topless and shaking my boobs at a
room full of people was awfully kinky and exciting. Nobody knew me
here, so...so why not do it? Hell, wouldn't that drive mom and dad
crazy if they found out?!

And he was
right about my prancing around Owls' and showing off my boobs. So
what was the big deal.

"Okay," I
shrugged.

"Attagirl!"

He pushed me
forward through the crowd and lifted me up onto the stage. Most of
us didn't have T-shirts, so we all went behind the curtain and
stripped our tops and bras off, then took the thin, cheapo T-shirts
they gave us. All of them were too small, of course.

There were a
dozen of us lined up on the stage when we were changed, and the
audience hooted and yelled up at us. I felt kind of embarrassed,
but also kind of excited. I felt a sexual tension in my belly too,
at the idea of showing myself off to all these people.

The musicians
played, and we all kind of danced awkwardly, swaying and jiggling a
bit. I scanned the rest of the girls, checking out my chances.
There were several girls with bigger boobs than me, and several
girls prettier than me, but I didn't see any prettier girls with
bigger tits.

A couple of the
waiters moved down the line of girls with pitchers of water,
pouring them onto their chests. I was glad I wasn't wearing
expensive pants.

The guy got to
me, the audience really getting loud now, and poured the water over
my chest. I gasped and stumbled back a half pace. It was cold
water! The T-shirt became instantly transparent as my nipples
swelled and stiffened.

There were
howls and cheers from the audience as the rest of the girls were
soaked, then we kind of walked up and down the stage, shaking our
asses and playing to the crowd.

Several of the
girls were obviously embarrassed and self-conscious, but I was
really starting to enjoy myself. I basked in the attention,
swinging my hips and leering at the crowd, sliding my hands through
my hair as I sashayed along the edge of the stage.

I was really
flushed with excitement, my pussy steaming as I kind of danced
around, waving my titties at them all. Then, well, maybe it was the
booze, or maybe others were excited too, but one of the girls, a
brunette with a smaller chest, rolled her wet T-shirt upwards to
great cheers, baring her tits.

Another blonde
did it, and then, well, like I said, I was kind of hot, and I'd had
a few, so I did it too, sliding my soaking T-shirt upwards over my
breasts and then bringing my hands up behind my head as I shook my
boobs at them.

I laughed as
some of the guys near the stage yelled out desperate entreaties,
begging for my name and phone number and telling me how they'd give
a fortune to suck at my breasts.

And I was
declared the winner!

I was so
incredibly proud! And excited and...well, and hot. I was so hot I
wanted to grab Jerry and fuck him right there on the stage, but I
wasn't ready to put on THAT kind of a show.

I took the
check and changed back into my top, then me and Jerry went back to
his place and fucked like crazy. He even had me, for the first
time, kneel, while he slid his cock between my breasts and squeezed
them together around it.

He called it
tit-fucking, and said that only girls like me who had large tits
could do it well. I loved it, because my breasts were so sensitive,
and because, that night, I was so proud of them. I knelt there, my
arms pressed against the sides of my titties, my hands in my puss
as I came and came.

Then his jism
spewed all over my tits and face, and he rubbed his cock around
against my skin, smearing it in.

I sucked hard
again, and he fucked me in the pussy, then, after I came, pulled
out and fucked me up the ass. It was a wild night, all told,
something to remember for a long time.
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It was
hopeless. There just wasn't any other part-time jobs that would pay
me what I got at Owls. I was going to have to find some way to get
it out of my father. I might even have to go back home again.

When I told
Jerry this one night, while lying naked together after a hard hot
fuck session, he thought for a moment, then laughed.

"What?"

"I know a job
you'd do fantastic at, and it pays better than Owls did."

"What?" I asked
warily.

"Place I go to
sometimes has an opening for an exotic dancer."

"A what?"

"A topless
dancer."

"Forget
it!"

"Why? You
looked like you were enjoying yourself the other night."

"Well
yeah...but...I'm not gonna be a stripper!"

"It's not a
stripper, exactly. It's topless. You just have to wave your tits
around. It's a class place. Mostly you're just there for
background. People are drinking and talking. They just want a
pretty girl to look at."

"You mean her
tits!"

"Yeah, that
too. It's a clean, respectable place."

"I'm sure," I
sniffed.

"The point is
it pays really well."

"So does
hooking."

"You can try
that if you want," he grinned.

"I'm not gonna
get up on a stage and shake my tits around!"

"You already
did."

"Well..uh...
yeah but... I... that was different!"

"Yeah, right!"
he laughed.

The place
actually was pretty nice, but he was wrong about all you did. You
did actually strip, but you stripped down to a G-string, which
meant you showed off your ass and not just your boobs.

They liked
part-timers, because it made for a lot of variation among the girls
who danced. Jerry almost had to drag me in to see the manager, a
guy Jerry called Pete, who looked at me in a way that made me
blush, but also tingle with pleasure. It was the look that said he
thought I was hot and sexy.

"Ever danced
before?"

"Well, not on a
stage."

"Dancing is
dancing. The problem is doing it in front of people who are
watching you. Think you can do that?"

I shrugged
awkwardly.

"Take off your
top."

I gulped and
looked at Jerry.

"If you're shy
about showing off your tits, honey, you ain't in the right place,"
the manager said.

I licked my
lips nervously, then unbuttoned my shirt. I was blushing, but my
insides were starting to really heat up. I removed my bra,
shrugging the straps off, and then standing there straight.

"Nice tits,"
Pete said admiringly.

"You ought to
see how they feel," Jerry said with a lewd grin.

I blushed even
more, but felt my pussy starting to bubble with juice.

"I bet they
feel great,"

I smiled
shakily. Pete was a big guy, even bigger than Jerry, with a blunt,
bullet shaped head, big nose and enormous shoulders. He had a scar
on the side of his face, and looked incredibly rough.

"These are
real, too," Jerry said.

"Yeah, I know,"
Pete said. "You can tell the difference pretty easy. These are
damned nice, though, almost perfect."

"Give a
feel."

Pete looked at
me. I was shocked at Jerry's gall, but too hot to protest. I didn't
say anything, and Pete took that as permission. He reached out and
cupped my breasts, lifting them a little, as though weighing them.
He squeezed lightly, and I felt my nipples burn as my pussy started
to throb.

"S'nuthin' like
teenagers, man," Pete said to Jerry. "They got the best skin and
the tightest little bodies."

"Tight inside
too," Jerry smirked.

"Tell you what,
hon," Pete said. "I'll give you twenty minutes with Tracey. Then
you can do a little dance for me, Jerry, and a couple of other guys
here. If it's good enough you're hired and you can work Friday and
Saturday nights."

He picked up
the phone and used the intercom to call someone, this Tracey
person, asking her to come in. I slipped my bra back on, and was
just pulling on my shirt when the door opened and a blonde girl a
few years older than me came in.

"Tracey, take
Alex here in back, get her a costume, and see if she can
dance."

Tracey motioned
me forward, rolling her eyes a bit, and I followed her down a
narrow hall into a small back room.

"You never
danced before?"

"No."

"Get your
clothes off."

I stripped down
to my panties and Tracey got me a G-string, then string bikini
panties to wear over them. She gave me a matching bra, which was a
bit too small, a schoolgirl outfit, with snaps on the white blouse,
and long knee socks with flat shoes.

She put on
something similar, actually a cowgirl outfit, then turned on a
ghetto blaster and showed me how to strip as I danced. It wasn't
terribly hard, and just really involved keeping in motion and
taking my clothes off slowly.

There were a
few things, like how to let gravity strip the jacket and how to
unroll the socks, that she showed me, but really, it was incredibly
easy. It didn't actually require much in the way of talent.

Of course,
doing it in front of Tracey and doing it in front of strange men
were two different things entirely.

But I was hyped
up, excited, really starting to get horny at the thought of
stripping in front of Pete and Jerry. God! What would dad say!!? Me
a stripper!

I thought I'd
have to do it in the small office, but when I was finished, and
Tracey grudgingly told me I was good enough, she led me into the
main part of the bar...which was closed then, and Pete told me to
go up on the stage.

Him and Jerry
and Tracey sat at a front table, while two other guys leaned
against the bar talking with the bartender. I felt suddenly really
self-conscious standing up there alone with all those eyes on me,
and just kind of stood there as the music played.

Pete motioned
encouragingly and I started to dance to the music. I felt kind of
awkward at first, but the more I did it the looser I got, and the
more I kind of got into it. My movements became more fluid, and I
started dancing better.

I did like
Tracey had shown me, whipping my arms back, arching my back, and
letting the weight pull the jacket over my shoulders and down my
arms. Then I grabbed it as it dropped off and whirled it around a
few times as I leered at them and shook my hips.

I pranced
around like that, then tossed the jacket away. I waggled my behind
at them, then kind of bent over and hiked my skirt up, showing them
my panties. I sashayed across the front of the stage, sliding my
hands along my neckline, then popping the buttons down the front
one by one.

I jerked it
open, leering and sliding my tongue over my lower lip as I showed
them my bra, then let my shirt go as I slid my fingers up through
my hair and ground my hips at them.

I undid the
catch at the side of the skirt and let it slide down my legs as I
wiggled my ass and hips. It slid to my ankles and I stepped out of
it, clad in the shirt. I danced around a little more, lifting my
arms high above me, and making my body undulate.

I kicked off
one shoe, then the other, then knelt, humping against them as I
slid my hands down my body.

Then I whipped
my arms back and let the shirt fly back over my shoulders and down
my arms. I dropped it and cupped my bra-clad breasts, sticking my
tongue out at them. I was really getting high, grinding myself at
them in just bra and panties.

I got up and
pranced across the stage, then undid the catch in the front of the
bra while my back was to them. I let it slip over my shoulders,
then turned, arms over my chest, my hips grinding fluidly.

I let my arms
slide aside, then rise, letting my breasts free. I danced and
jiggled, my arms up above my head, my hips twisting and turning. I
turned and slipped my thumbs through the sides of my bikini,
peeling it down as I bent way over.

I bared my ass
to them, wagging it from side to side, then stood up and stepped
out of the panties. Now wearing just socks and the G-string, I
turned and danced towards the edge of the stage. Face flushed, I
let my fingers glide up my hips and over my breasts. I squeezed
them together, then up, then let them fall free as I bent
forward.

I dropped onto
all fours, my head shaking to the music as my heavy breasts dangled
down. I slid flat on the stage, then rolled over before sitting up
again, legs spread. I stood up and did a kind of jump turn, showing
them my buttocks again, bending over to shake it at them.

And that's how
I got the job.

It took up less
time than the one at Owls, but paid a little better anyway. My
first show I was really nervous. I'd had some time to practice,
though, and had my routine down so that I was able to fly through
it even though there were over a hundred people out there
watching.

Well, most were
watching. That was a bit weird. There I was shaking my nice titties
at people and some of the guys were ignoring me, just sitting there
drinking and talking and not even looking at me.

But I got
through it, and the next show, and started to learn new routines,
new dances. The girls were all pretty friendly once they realized I
wasn't just some college girl stripping for a kink. One girl in
particular, well, one woman in particular, Rebecca, was really cool
about helping me learn new dances and invent cheap new
costumes.

She was the one
who helped me with my secretary outfit. I thought it would be great
because so many of the men were businessmen. I tied my hair in a
tight bun and wore thick glasses and a business suit, then when I
stripped down to my G-string the men loved it.

I even had a
little note pad, and I'd start out by coming on stage and saying.
"Mr. Smith, I'm here to take dictation," in a really stern,
businesslike voice.

Then I'd finish
on my knees, bent over so my titties would hang down, and say it
again, but in a really soft, cooing voice, hair hanging loose, and
no glasses.

I had fun with
it, too. It made me hot to have so many people looking at me, to
have so many men lusting after me. I always got so aroused during
my little stripping shows that I felt like raping someone
afterwards.

A few times I
even thought about taking off my G-string, but that wasn't allowed,
and anyway, the idea was kind of embarrassing.

One night the
audience was particularly responsive, some of them almost drooling
over me, and when I got off backstage I was flushed with pride and
excitement. I put on my dressing gown as Sharon, the next girl went
out on stage.

"Nice job,
kid," Pete said.

"I know," I
giggled, sticking out my tongue.

"Listen, I want
you to change your schedule for next week. I need you in on
Thursday."

"Can't," I
shrugged.

"Find a way.
Cheryl's getting dental surgery and can't come in."

"Well," I said,
still acting the tease, "Too bad for Cherry."

"Just get in
here Thursday."

"Come oooon,
Petey," I groaned, gripping the lapels of his jacket. "I can't come
in Thursday. I'm just a wittel school giiirl."

I puckered my
lips and pouted.

"Uh huh, but
you'll be a schoolgirl on stage in a G-string," he said.

"Let Tracey do
it," I pouted. "I'll give you a kiiiiiisss."

"No deal," he
grinned.

"You're not
going to...make me do something..naughty, are you, Petey?"

"What did you
have in mind?"

"I don't know.
I'm just a wittel schoolgirl," I said, looking said and pouty.

His hands found
their way up under my dressing gown and squeezed my bare breasts. I
groaned, the heat setting my chest afire.

"Come here,
baby."

He took my arm
and roughly pulled me into his office, closing the door. I was too
hot to care what he did as he spun me around again, then jerked
open the robe and slid his arms around me.

His lips came
down onto mine as his hands groped my bare ass cheeks, and I threw
my arms around him, pressing my hot, swollen breasts against his
chest.

"Oohhh!" I
groaned.

He backed me
against the desk, then jerked my head back and chewed at my throat.
He bent further, his tongue sliding over my nipple and his mouth
closing around it, suckling as he squeezed both breasts.

I stroked his
hair and pushed my tits forward, gasping for breath as the heat
boiled up inside me.

"Oh! Oh God!
Oohhh!"

The robe
dropped of my shoulders to the floor as he gripped my ass and
lifted me up onto the desk. He pushed me back, gripping my G-string
and yanking it down my legs. He tossed it behind him and I spread
my legs as he moved between them.

He leaned into
me, his lips still suckling and chewing on my breasts as he ground
his pelvis into my crotch. I reached for his bulging pants,
squeezing his cock though them, sliding my fingers up and down what
felt like a very long, thick prong.

I unzipped his
pants, and he straightened, pulling his mouth off my breasts. To my
surprise he dropped to his knees then and began to lick at my
thighs. Jerry had never given me head, and now, as Pete's lips slid
over my pussy lips my body blasted upwards, my ass bucking.

He pried my
pussy lips apart and sucked at my hole, pushing his tongue into me,
then slid his mouth upwards over my clit and started going crazy on
it. He sucked and blew, and licked and nibbled as my insides
dissolved from the power of the pleasure he pumped into me.

I came, and
came again, and came yet again, my body thrashing and writhing on
the desk, my legs bouncing and jerking in mid-air as he sucked my
spasming clitty.

My back arched
again and again as my mind was blasted by howling sexual bliss. My
entire body hummed and churned with sexual power as his mouth
threatened to devour me, to suck my insides out through my
pussy.

There was a
knock at the door, and a voice, but I didn't even hear it. Pete
stood up, but there were two of them. No.

No. It
was...Jerry was there, standing beside Pete, grinning down at
me.

Pete pushed my
legs up and back then buried his cock inside me and started
fucking. My mind spun and jerked as I began to automatically hump
back. My insides were on fire, and nothing mattered but satisfying
the monstrous lust screaming down my nervous system.

Jerry wasn't
mad at all, and I just looked at him as Pete pounded my legs back
with his body, his big cock skewering me, the head punching at my
cervix as he drove it into me with powerful strokes.

Jerry moved
behind me then, and I felt his hands under my arms, dragging me
further onto the desk, pulling me so my head hung over the top.
Pete had my knees pinned down against the desk beside me, my ass
sticking into the air as he rammed his meat down into my pussy, and
Jerry pressed his prick against my mouth and pushed it inside.

He gripped my
arms and spread them out along the edge of the desk as he began to
pump into me. Then he suddenly pushed in really hard. I gagged and
chocked, then jerked in shock as his cockhead popped into my throat
and slid slowly down my gullet.

I tried to
break free, instinctively terrified of choking. My throat was
filled with Jerry's cock meat as Pete held my knees tightly and
kept fucking into me.

They said
something to each other, but my head was roaring, and I couldn't
make out the words. It was the strangest thing. I was trembling
with pleasure, yet shaking with fear and anxiety.

Then he pulled
his cock back out, and I coughed and gagged and gulped in air.

"See now?" he
said, loud enough for me to hear. "It's easy to deep throat a cock.
All you gotta do is swallow like it's a big hunk of meat."

"It is," Pete
grunted with a laugh, his cock still slamming down into my fuck
pipe with powerful thrusts.

"You're a
natural born cock sucker, Alex," Jerry growled, sliding his
spit-wet cock all over my face.

He pressed it
against my mouth again, and, since it was gaping open as I gulped
in air, by the time I tried to close it it was too late. I drew in
a great breath of air just before he thrust forward, then fought to
keep from gagging as his cock slid into my throat and went right
down it.

I swallowed
like it was a piece of meat, a lot less frightened now that I
realized what he was doing and that it wasn't going to choke me.
Once I relaxed it was a lot easier. It was just like sodomy in that
way. His cock began to pump slowly inside my throat, while I lay
there and basked in the growing pleasure.

It was an
absolutely amazing sensation, feeling his cock sliding inside my
throat and sawing across my lips. It was amazing just looking at it
sliding through my lips.

Of course my
view was kind of topsy turvy. I couldn't even see Pete now since my
head was over the edge of the desk. All I could feel was his stiff
prick thrusting into my belly.

I had a moment
of clarity, a moment when I was able to clearly see in my mind what
was happening, then I came, the shock of it blasting me into a
monster orgasm that made me shake and jerk in helpless glee.

Convulsions
wracked my body as the two men fucked their cocks into me from
opposite ends, and I screamed soundlessly into Jerry's prick as it
fucked my face with harder, longer strokes.

Jerry came, but
I hardly noticed it. He poured his cum right down my throat,
cursing me in the most obscene words possible. Pete fucked for
another few minutes, then he too came inside me, dropping his thick
load in my pussy.

They both
laughed and dropped into chairs then, while I lay there
spread-eagled across the desk, hardly having the strength to even
pull my head up.

I sat up
slowly, groaning, and running a hand through my hair to shove it
back from my face. I sighed and leaned forward. There was a pitcher
of water on a table next to it and I put it to my mouth and drank
deeply, letting a lot of it splash down my chest and body.

"Told you she
was a hot piece of ass," Jerry grinned.

"Amen," Pete
sighed.

"Perves," I
sighed.

"You talk like
that, baby we won't throw you any more fucks," Jerry grinned.

"Like you
could," I sniffed.

"Come down here
and suck me off and we'll see."

"You already
fucked my throat," I complained, rubbing it.

"You hadda
learn how to deep throat," he grinned unapologetically.

"Why?" I
grumbled.

"You suck me
and Pete off and we'll ride your ass for you, baby."

"You already
came," Pete said.

"Only a couple
of times," I pouted.

I was still so
hot! This whole scene was just getting to me. I was feeling so
daring and wicked, first stripping in front of a crowd of people,
and then having sex with two men at once!

I slid off the
desk and got down on my knees on the floor in front of Jerry, then
began to lick at his balls. I massaged his cock with my fingers as
I sucked his balls into my mouth one at a time and massaged them
inside.

Then I licked
up and down his cock before sucking it into my mouth to the hilt
and moving it around inside, licking at it as I squeezed and
twisted it and pressed it against the insides of my cheeks.

I slid my lips
back up its length, holding them tight so his prick stretched out.
Then I pulled my mouth off it, squeezing it with my fist as I
licked at the head.

I turned and
looked at Pete.

"Come over
here," I said. "Sit next to him."

Pete pulled his
chair over next to Jerry's, and I reached for his cock, sliding my
hand up and down it, massaging his balls. I licked at Jerry's, then
turned and took Pete's into my mouth and started sucking as I
worked my thumb against the underside of Jerry's cockhead.

Soon they were
both starting to swell and harden. I got them to stand close
together, and managed to get both cocks into my mouth at
once...though it was hard, and my jaw strained painfully. I sucked
and licked at them as they leered down at me.

Then Jerry
pulled me up to my feet, turned me around, and pressed me flat
against the wall. He pressed his swollen, spit-wet cockhead against
my anus, jabbing and pushing it up into the little round hole.

I raised my
arms high and arched my back, groaning, pushing my ass out as his
cock drove up into it. I felt so intensely sexual, like a sexual
animal, a fuck machine, and revelled in it.

My pussy burned
as Jerry forced his cock deeper into my gut. I was able to relax my
muscles so that, with the aid of my own spit, his cock slid up
fairly easily. Then he fucked me slowly, grinding his pelvis
against my buttocks.

He slid his
arms around me, holding me tight, then turned me around to face
Pete. Pete came in tight against me, holding his own hard cock as
he pushed it against my slit. I groaned, throwing my arms around
him as his cock pierced me.

Then he grabbed
my hips and jerked me forward as he forced his prick meat up my
pussy. I was impaled from both sides, a sandwich between two hard
male bodies.

Jerry gripped
my hair, twisting my head up and back as he chewed on the side of
my throat. Pete bit down on the other side of my throat, one of his
hands squeezing my ass, the other on my breast, mashing it hard,
making it ooze out between his fingers.

It was a lewd,
uneven, ragged fucking, but my guts were twisting and churning
around the two big pricks pumping inside me, and I felt consumed by
the fires of my own sexual need as an orgasm blasted through
me.

Pete let go of
my ass, and Jerry let go of my hair, and they crushed their chests
flat against me, Pete's fingers digging into my buttocks and Jerry
gripping the front of my thighs as their cocks drove up into my
belly with hard, desperate lust.

They cursed and
panted and grunted, their sweaty bodies squeezing and crushing me
between them as they drove their pricks into me. And all I could do
was moan and whimper as my insides were torn apart.

I came again,
trembling and shaking and humping wildly between them. Pete's cock
sawed roughly between my pussy lips as he forced himself up into
me, Jerry's cock pounded into my anal tube, sending cramps rippling
through my belly.

Then my
spasming holes caused their cocks to explode, and foamy white jism
pumped up into me as they cried out in pleasure.
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The topless
dancing worked pretty well, at first. But then my father called and
said that after the semester was over he wasn't going to pay any
more money towards my education.

"But that's not
fair!" I exclaimed.

"It's just a
big waste of money, and you know it," he said. "Time for you to
stop filling your head with nonsense and come home and get
married."

"I'm not going
to get married!" I snapped. "Not for years and years! I'm too young
to get married!"

"Your mother
married me at sixteen," he yelled back.

"And look what
she got stuck with!" I exclaimed.

I went to Pete
and asked if I could work more often, but he said he just couldn't
do it. The way the shifts were staggered, the part-timers could
only work a certain number of them. If I wanted to work full time
he'd be delighted to have me, though.

I considered
that, but didn't like it. It would mean giving up at least a
semester of school to save for next year. I looked around for
another topless place that paid better, but there were none. I
tried to figure a way of cutting down my expenses, but aside from
moving in with Jerry, which I definitely didn't want to do, I
couldn't see how I could do that.

When I added
everything together, even with the money I was getting working part
time for Pete, I'd never make it. Not with the cost of tuition,
room, board, books and everything else.

If I went
home... that would be different. I could save the money much
faster, provided my parents didn't find out I was working as a
stripper.

But that just
wasn't going to happen. I'd have to go crawling to my father,
apologise for everything I'd said, and beg him to let me back.

No. I just
couldn't do that. I'd rather die.

But what else
was there? Shit!

As my eyes
scanned the want ads they crossed from the office help to the
general help wanted, and came across an odd little box. It said
"Earn $2000-$5000 per week".

Right. Who did
I have to kill for that?

"Erotic/table
dancers wanted."

Well, I knew
what an erotic dancer was. What was a table dancer? Obviously it
was an ad for strippers. Beyond being surprised at how much money
they were offering, I didn't consider it seriously. At least... not
just then.

I mean, a
topless dancer was one thing, but a stripper was something else
again. It was a lot lewder show, from what the other girls had
said. You showed the audience almost as much as you would your
gynaecologist.

And while I'd
been tempted to remove my G-string a few times on stage, when the
heat and excitement were on me, thinking about doing it now in the
cold light of day was enough to make me blush, even alone in my
dorm room.

Over the
following days, as my money and options ran out, my I went over the
want ads again and again, every day. Nothing new came up, but I
kept seeing that ad. I was annoyed, thinking how much money a girl
could make to show off her pussy. Men were sure pigs sometimes.

I'm not sure
when I first thought about applying for the stripper job. Maybe I
was horny one night and remembering how excited it was dancing
naked in front of Jerry.

But I dismissed
it, of course.

And the next
time I thought of it, and the next time, which was when I found out
I'd have to pay a hundred bucks the next week for lab supplies, but
then, almost as a lark, I decided to call.

"Hello?"

It was a
woman's voice, older.

"Hello?" she
asked, a little more sharply.

"Uhmm...I was
calling about your uh, ad in the paper."

"Have you ever
danced nude before?"

"Well...not
really. I mean...not nude. I do topless stuff, though."

"How old are
you?"

"Nineteen."

"How long you
been dancing?"

"Just a couple
of months... part time."

"And now you're
ready to move up in life?"

"I need more
money," I confessed.

"Well this pays
well, but we don't take just anyone off the street. You ever do
drugs?"

"No!"

"What do you
look like?"

"Uh..."

"Because
sometimes you can get by for a while if you're real pretty and have
a nice body. Gives you time to get some experience."

"I...I guess
I'm... pretty... attractive."

"Look, here's
the deal. Work yourself up a fifteen minute routine. Come down here
anytime before noon and you can audition."

"Audition?"

"That means you
go up on stage with your music and show us what you can do. If it's
good enough you're hired, if it ain't, its bye bye. Oh, and bring
your birth certificate."

I got the
address from her, then hung up. I found that I was sweating, and
rubbed my hands on my pants. I couldn't do it. It was crazy. Strip
naked in front of a whole roomful of men!? Insanity!

But if I did,
part time...it would get me through the semester, then, if I could
do it full time for just... just five or six weeks, at even two
thousand a week that would support me right through next May! I
wouldn't even need a part-time job while I went to school!

That was an
amazing thought. Just five or six weeks of work and I could go to
university again full-time.

But could I do
it?

I had no doubt
I had the looks, and that I could dance well enough to please the
mob. But could I bring myself to do the really gross kind of
stripping these places needed?

I paced back
and forth for hours thinking about it, thinking about the
alternatives. Was it really so bad? Was it that much worse than
what I'd done in front of Jerry? Sure, there'd be more people
watching, but did that make it a worse sin?

No. I didn't
think so. It would make it harder on my pride, though. I'd have to
get up in front of a room full of people, take all my clothes off,
and prance around in the buff. Not just that, either, but from what
the girls said, you really spread your legs for them.

It was, the
girls at work said, a really big step between topless dancing and
stripping completely. The topless places tended to be more classy,
and to have some women, which kept the guys from getting out of
hand. The strip clubs tended to have no women, and to attract guys
who could never get one either.

And that little
piece of clothe provided a measure of dignity which the girls
seemed to cling to. They wore no less than girls on beaches in Rio
or Europe or Australia wore. The strippers, on the other hand, wore
nothing, and did crude things like squatting in front of the
audience so they could look at their pussies.

Finally, I
decided to go down there and see what I was up against. I put on
loose jeans, a big, heavy sweater, a coat, and glasses, pulled my
hair back tightly, and went down to the address the woman had given
me on the phone.

It was called
Club 69, and looked kind of dumpy from the outside. I looked at the
entrance for a while, trying to work up the courage to go inside.
Women simply didn't go to places like this, well, except with men,
and even that pretty rarely.

What would they
think when I walked in? Would they think I was a lesbian? A hooker?
Crazy? Perverted? Whatever they thought it wouldn't be
flattering.

But I'd told
myself I was tough, hadn't I? And surely, compared to getting up on
a stage and stripping off all my clothes, going in the door was
nothing.

I took a deep
breath, crossed the street, put my hand on the big brass door
handle, and pulled the wooden door open.

I slipped
inside to darkness and loud music. A big guy put his hand on my
chest, then stepped back in surprise, apparently because I was a
woman. He shrugged and waved me forward.

I took off my
sunglasses. It was too dark to see even without them. I moved
forward slowly. There were two sources of light. One was the bar,
which was near the door. The other was the stage.

I headed for
the bar, hoping I didn't bump into some guy who thought I was
looking for a date.

"Yeah?" the
bartender, a woman asked.

I wondered if
it was the same woman who'd answered the phone.

"Double
whisky," I said, my voice a little shaky.

If she seemed
surprised at a woman coming in she didn't show it. She got the
drink and slid it across the bar to me, then charged me two bucks
for it. Yikes.

I took the
drink and tried to be as anonymous as possible, turning to gaze at
the stage.

There was a
platinum blonde up there, not very attractive, mostly naked. She
danced around, not very good. I started to feel a little hope. If
this ugly broad could prance around for fifteen minutes like that
then I could...

She slipped off
her G-string, then dropped to her knees at the edge of the stage.
She shook her tits in a way that made me wince, then squeezed them
at the men sitting immediately below her in the audience.

Then she
dropped back onto her back, knees up and well apart, showing us her
crotch. She kept her feet flat on the stage, using them to make her
ass bounce up and down.

Then she drew
her knees back against her body, raising her ass up as she rolled
back onto her shoulders. She slid her hands over her behind,
squeezing and slapping it as she rocked on her shoulders.

Then she rolled
forward and got back on her knees. She turned around on all fours,
and humped her ass back at the audience who hooted in applause. She
spread her legs wide again, showing us her pussy and ass, then
reached back and gripped her buttocks, pulling them apart to show
her wrinkled little anal opening!

My God!

I was appalled,
but fascinated. How did she do that? I mean, it was such a
humiliating thing to do, yet she was doing it, and smiling. Did she
get off on it, like I did dancing topless?

I imagined
myself up there like her, naked, squatting in front of the
audience, showing them my pussy. God, it was so disgusting! So...
so wicked and wanton! How could any woman do that!?

I turned away
and saw, much to my surprise, a naked woman in the audience. She
was standing next to a table where two men were sitting. She was on
a sort of little stool, and was grinding and humping at them, kind
of doing a dance.

I realized then
what table dancing meant. I watched her, watched her dance.
Actually, it wasn't a dance at all. She just stood on her little
stool and kind of ground herself in their faces.

She ran her
hands over her body, which she continually ground, shook and
undulated.

The men watched
intently.

Well, after
watching several "dancers", and a number of table dancers, I
returned home extremely disappointed, thinking there was just no
way I could ever do that.

At the same
time I had this odd feeling. I knew I could do it better than the
girls who were there. I knew by now just how good looking I was,
and how good a body I had. I knew I was a good dancer. And
obviously the place didn't require much of the girls other than
that they be naked.

And
shameless.

I stripped
naked in front of the full length mirror in my dorm room and then
turned and bent way over. I spread my legs and looked at myself,
imagining the men seeing me like that. I turned and squatted,
rocking back on my heels as I thought of a bunch of men below and
in front of me, peering up into my pussy.

I didn't have
much difficulty thinking of it as incredibly lewd and wanton, and,
with just a little pushing, I got myself into a hot, slutty mood
where the thought of men ogling my naked pussy was kind of
arousing.

What kind of an
act would I do? Not the secretary act. I doubted these men were
businessmen. It had looked like a much more blue collar crowd. So
what kind of women did rough, blue collar men want to see
naked?

I smiled
softly.

"Uh, hi, I'm
here about the job?" I said nervously.

"What job?"

"Uhm, the
dancing job."

The man at the
bar nodded, then turned away, going to the other end of the bar,
then around it. He led me through a door marked "employees only",
then down a narrow hallway to an office that could easily have been
the twin of Pete's.

Except that it
was a woman sitting behind the desk. She looked to be in her
mid-thirties, with short black hair, a somewhat squarish face and
glasses. She was tall and reasonably well built from what I could
tell.

"Karen, she's
here about the dancing ad," the bartender said.

"Thanks,
Bill."

Karen motioned
me forward to a chair in front of the desk.

"Your
name?"

"Alexandra
O'Shaunessy."

"You ever
danced before?"

"I dance
topless at The Fox."

"Big step from
doing topless to nude."

I shrugged.

"How many hours
you looking for?"

"What do I get
an hour?"

She let out a
short bark of laughter.

"We don't pay
by the hour, honey. This ain't McDonalds. You do three performances
an evening, an hour apart. You have to have at least two different
routines, though we prefer three. You get fifty bucks for each
routine."

That would give
me three hundred dollars a week, minus deductions and taxes. That
was barely enough, provided there were no new unforeseen
expenses.

"The way to get
the money, though, is by table dancing. You ever done any? No, of
course not. It's simple. You go do a little bump and grind at the
customer's table. Five bucks per 2 and a half minute song. More if
they're generous or you're in demand.

"The rules
say..." She paused and looked away nonchalantly "that the customer
can't touch you."

She looked
back. "That means they can't grope you while you're dancing. If you
want to maybe earn a little extra tips by doing some lap dancing,
that's up to you."

"Lap
dancing?"

"What it sounds
like, honey" she smirked. "You grind yourself against them. Make
sure they keep it in their pants, of course, and try to keep them
from getting their mouths on your tits."

"I don't think
I want to do any lap dancing," I said hurriedly.

"Suit yourself.
Ten bucks for per song if you do. We frown on any prostitution. If
we catch you balling these guys in the booths or in alley out back
we'll fire your ass."

"I would
never!"

"Yeah, well,
just so you know. You got a routine to show me?"

I nodded, and
she got up and came around the desk. She was very tall, and her
boobs were bigger than mine. She led me back into the front of the
bar, which was empty except for the bartender.

"Put on some
music, Bill," she said, going over to the stage.

She turned the
lights on the stage while the bartender turned on the sound system.
I was kind of nervous, but also a little bit excited...which was
what was carrying me through this really. I'd fingered myself like
crazy before coming here, then held off, stopping just short of
coming so I'd feel hot enough to get through this.

"You got a
costume or anything?"

"I figured I'd
play a preppy college girl."

I indicated the
sweatshirt I was wearing, which had my school's crest in front. "I
figured they'd like that."

"Probably
right," she said.

I started
dancing, mostly the same kind of dance I did at The Fox. In
addition to the sweatshirt I was wearing a short, pleated skirt,
and underneath the sweatshirt, a midriff baring, light, button down
blouse.

I did my thing,
slipping the sweatshirt up and off, and dancing in the skirt and
top, then removed the skirt, then the top. I slipped of my shoes,
then my bra.

Then came the
hard part. I danced and shook and ground myself at the rows of
empty chairs, then turned, my hips rolling and grinding, and
slipped my G-string down and off.

I felt a rush,
a really big rush of heat as I straightened, sliding my arms up
above me and swinging my hips from side to side. I was completely
naked!

I turned; arms
still high, grinding and humping at them, letting my body undulate
as I slowly moved closer to the edge of the stage.

I turned, my
side to the "audience", and bent, then slid forward onto my hands.
I knelt there, then extended my legs, so I was on my hands and
toes, my boobs hanging down. I shook them a little, then lay flat,
rolled, then twisted so my feet were to the bar.

I raised my
legs up straight, keeping my knees together, then spread them wider
and wider, face flushing as I did. I drew my knees up and back and
rocked back so I rolled right over and was squatting, facing the
audience.

I stood up
slowly, stretching out my body, my hips grinding from side to
side.

The door opened
as I danced, and a guy came in, a delivery man. He watched with
interest as he moved to the bar. He talked with Bill, never taking
his eyes off me, then the two went back to that hall and
disappeared.

"Okay," Karen
said. "You'll do. Develop another routine for your second show. Oh,
and try and get naked faster. They like to see your cunt for as
long as possible."

I nodded, a bit
uncertainly.

My first show
went all right, though the audience here was a lot noisier than at
the other place, and tended to call out more obscenities and
suggestions. They obviously got off on the idea I was a college
girl, though, and obviously thought I was pretty good looking.

Nobody
complained, anyway.

Just like the
topless dancing. The hard part came right at first. Well, not when
I first started, for that was no different than dancing topless,
but when I had to take off my G-string in front of them.

I was really
hot, but also uncomfortable. Gradually, though, I got used to
it.

I was
embarrassing squatting for them, though, and spreading my legs so
wide.

Almost right
away I got calls to go to various places and do table dances. This
made me real nervous, because of the personal contact with the men,
but the other dancers I'd met said it was easy as hell and the
money was great.

"All you gotta
do, “Amy, a buxom blonde said, "Is stand there and wiggle your ass
for a few minutes. It's the easiest money in the world."

I didn't wear
the sweatshirt, but had the rest on as I answered the first call in
a dark corner of the bar. It was a table with two guys at it, both
middle-aged.

"C'mon, baby,"
one growled. "Show us what you got."

I smiled,
because Karen said you should always smile, and climbed up on the
little stool thing, starting to move my hips from side to side.

It felt so
incredibly weird! I was right there with them, only a foot or two
away, and I was doing it for the five dollar bill sitting on the
table.

The thing is if
someone told me they'd give me five bucks to strip naked I'd have
laughed at them! Even in high school, or junior high, five bucks
would hardly have tempted me to even bare my panties, let alone
everything.

But here I was
getting ready to strip naked for these two guys, in a roomful of
people, for a lousy five bucks!

I tried to tell
myself it wasn't five bucks, but a dollar a minute. That's how the
money added up. And I wasn't doing anything I hadn't done on stage,
less in fact.

I ground my
hips at them, sliding my hands up and down my body as I danced
seductively, rolling slowly, my fingers popping the buttons down
the front of my shirt one by one.

I didn't wear
the sweatshirt, nor did I wear a bra...because five minutes wasn't
enough time to strip fully naked if you wore too much, and the
customers wanted to see everything.

The trick,
according to the girls, was to just get it off under the five
minute limit. That left them nothing to complain about, but also
with the urge to lay down another five so they could watch you
dance naked for a little while.

I got the
buttons undone; sliding my tongue over my lower lip as they looked
up silently, then slowly let it go. It opened a little, and opened
a little more as I shimmied and shimmied in place, sliding my hands
up and down, and through my hair.

I slipped the
shirt up and off, clutching my breasts, then letting them fall
free. I rolled and shook them at the two men, who stared at them
rapturously.

I was dancing
slowly. Dancing too fast, like on the stage, wore you out if you
did it all the time, so the girls said to dance slow at the
tables.

I shook my hair
a lot, then started toying with my skirt; flipping it up to let
them see my G-string, then turning so they could see my ass.

I undid the
skirt and it came apart, so I was just in my G-string.

We had a little
hourglass which we put on the table when we started, so the men
would know how long had passed, and that they weren't being
gypped...and so we would know, of course. I could tell from it that
the five minutes was almost up, so I hurriedly turned my back to
them, then slowly bent over, peeling the G-string off.

It made my
pussy steam to know they were staring at me from a foot away. I
straightened and turned, letting the G-string stay around my
ankles. I smiled seductively, my hips rolling as I waited for the
sand to run out.

One of the men,
the chunkier of the two, reached into his pocket and pulled out
another five, laying it atop the first. I smiled, and, as the sand
in the little glass ran out, reached over, bending, letting them
see my breasts dangle, and turned it over.

I danced some
more, crossing my arms over my belly, then slowly sliding them up
until they pushed my titties up and out, making them bulge. I bent
forward, leering at the men, starting to get into this now.

Others were
nearby watching me, of course, which was distracting, embarrassing,
and exciting.

The other
dancers had said that the trick was to let them see as little as
possible, so they too would ask for me to dance at their
tables.

This dance was
just for these two. Which meant, like, when I bent over towards the
men, I kept my legs tight together so the men behind wouldn't get
too good a shot at my pussy. And when I turned to show the two at
the table my ass, and bent over, I casually slid my arms over my
chest.

Of course this
wasn't much of a solution. Those sitting around them pretty much
saw everything anyway, but it was the best we could do.

After the
little glass ran out of sand I smiled, and pulled up my G-string,
then put my top on again, put on my skirt, took the two fives, and,
on impulse, blew them a kiss as I picked up the little stool and
left them.

I went to the
next table, which was about forty feet away, and repeated my
performance. This was different, though, because the guys were both
younger, and drunker. And, unlike the two at the first table, were
also not nearly as shy about talking.

"Nice fucking
tits," one said, licking his lips as he stared at my boobs.

I ignored his
words as I danced. I was down to just my G-string now.

"I seen
better," the other said.

"Yeah, but
these are nice. You got nice tits, baby," he said.

"Thank you,
honey," I smiled.

The girls had
said that this was another difference about table dancing. The
customers often talked to you, and no matter what they said you had
to smile and act like you thought they were witty and handsome and
worth your time.

"Bet your
boyfriend likes to suck on those nipples," the other one said.

I just smiled
at him, continuing my dance.

I bent over,
sliding my G-string down and off.

"Yeah, look at
that sweet cunt," the first one remarked.

I turned, still
smiling, grinding my hips.

"Bet you're
tight inside," the second one said.

"Do a lap dance
for me, baby," the first one said.

"I don't do lap
dancing, honey," I said, smiling.

"Why the fuck
not?"

"Cause," I
said, smiling.

"Come on. I
want to feel your tits against me."

"Nope," I said,
smiling.

The glass
finished, and he put another five on the table. I kept dancing.

"You never done
a lap dance?"

"No," I said.
"I never did table dances before tonight."

"Cool. You're
pretty good at it."

I smiled.
"Thanks."

"You look
really... sexy."

"Thank you,
honey."

"You got a
fantastic fuckin' body."

I smiled,
rolling my hips and sliding my hands through my hair.

"I'd love to
see those lips wrapped around my cock," the other man said. "You
ever work on the side?"

I shook my
head, still smiling. Inside I was squirming. Embarrassed and yet
weirdly hot by their crudity.

They put down
another five to keep me dancing. It was hard getting inventive
after ten minutes, especially when you stood in place on a little
stool, but I tried, doing quick little shakes now and then, leaning
over, hands on the table, to let my breasts dangle, and shaking
them before their eyes.

The second guy
reached for them and I drew back.

"No touching,
honey," I chided. "Or they'll toss you out."

"It'd be worth
it," he grinned.

"I'll pay
double if you lap dance with me," the first guy said, taking out a
twenty.

I was tempted.
Partly because I was really hot, and partly because I was running
out of something new to do besides stand here and roll my hips.

 


 


 





Chapter
Six

 


 


 


 


So when the
little glass ran out I nodded and stepped off the little stool. He
pushed his chair out a little more and I straddled him, sitting his
lap, gripping the back of the chair as I "danced" against him.

I rubbed my
pussy and bottom against his lap as I rolled my head from side to
side. I slid my hands up over his shoulders, arching my back,
making my titties push out.

He was getting
hard below me, and again I was ashamed, shocked, and darkly
aroused, as much at what I was doing as how he was reacting. I
could feel his hard prick beneath my bottom as I ground myself down
harder to get his cock bulging up against his pants.

"I got a
hard-on for you, baby," he breathed.

"I can feel it,
honey," I breathed back.

I rolled my
hips forward and back, then from side to side, shaking and grinding
my body on his lap as he kept his hands at his sides... the rule
for lap dancing.

I swung a leg
around, sitting on him sideways, rubbing my breasts against his
chest, then swung around again, straddling him with my back to him.
I ground my ass down as I slowly leaned forward, showing him my
pussy.

I bounced a
little up and down, excited now as I felt his bulging prick against
my ass.

"Jesus," he
groaned. "Ohh mannn."

I turned to
face him again, rubbing and grinding my ass against his crotch. My
breasts were inches from his face, almost brushing his short hair
back.

He pushed out
his tongue and flicked it across my erect right nipple.

I pulled it
back, giving him a warning look, humping and grinding against his
cock. The little time glass ran out, and I said.

"I gotta go
now, sweetie,"

I slowly stood
up, legs apart, still straddling his chair. He looked up at my body
like a child whose lollipop had been taken away.

"I'll give you
a hundred bucks if you meet me in my car out back," he gasped. "A
hundred bucks for five minutes."

"Sorry, honey,"
I smiled.

"Fuckin'
bitch," he gasped.

My smile
strained, but I kept it as I slipped on my G-string, and blouse,
then scooped up the money, my skirt, and the little stool, and
moved away.

I dressed in a
corner, then went to the bar to get a drink. I was a bit pissed off
at the guy calling me a name. After all, why should I be required
to fuck him? Okay, I'd made him all hot by stripping and then
rubbing my ass and pussy against him. But he'd known the rules and
he'd asked for it.

If he wanted a
prostitute he could find her somewhere else for Christ's sake.

Meanwhile, I'd
made forty-five bucks for about half an hour of wiggling my ass
while standing mostly in place. And there were still tables that
wanted me to dance for them.

I took a break,
though, sipping my drink at the bar near Bill...who saw to it that
nobody bugged me.

I did two more
table dances, one for five minutes, and one for ten, then, having
made sixty bucks, I went backstage and got into my "costume" for
the next act.

The only
problem with the strip club was that I often got groped by the guys
at table and lap dances. That meant that one of the bouncers, if
they saw it... and they kept a pretty close watch, would have to
come and toss the guy out.

That meant for
scenes, where everyone stared and all, and the customers usually
yelled about me shoving it in their faces and then pretending they
were pigs for touching it.

Which was kind
of hard to argue with.

But it did get
the bills paid. I made almost as much table dancing as on the
stage. More if I stayed longer. Usually I worked for about three
hours on Fridays, and again on Saturday nights. That gave me
roughly six hundred a week.

I was still
fucking Jerry, and frankly, I was enjoying myself. I was having a
lot of time, and really getting off on showing off to everyone.

So I really
didn't need to do anything extra for money. I was often offered
money to sleep with guys, sometimes a hundred, sometimes even
several hundred. And given how hot I was there were times I was
awfully tempted.

But I didn't
give in, at least partly because I was afraid of being fired.

But then one
day Amy, the blonde with the big boobs, asked me if I needed any
extra money. I said not really, but asked why.

"I do a show at
Memphis South, a private club on Westin, and I need a partner."

"A partner?
What kind of show?"

"It's a gay
bar," she said. "We do stripping, then a little bump and grind
together on stage."

"Together?"

"Yeah, it's the
same as you do here except we kind of grope each other, slide our
bodies together. It's real easy and the pay is great."

"Uh, I don't
think so," I said.

The truth was
that the idea was kind of a turn-on. I mean, it wasn't real sex,
like if I was fucking a guy, and almost out of the blue, the idea
of having sex with a girl hit me as something that might be kind of
exciting.

"It pays really
well. Twice what we get here, and that's just for soft stuff. I
mean, it's not like we use dildos on each other or eat each other
out or anything. Just touching and kissing and steamy looks."

"Well... uhm,
how hard is it?"

"It's easy,"
she scoffed. "You don't even have to dance. It's like doing a table
dance, only it's up on this little round pedestal. We just undress
each other and pretend to make love."

I made a face
and she laughed.

"Want me to
show you?"

"Sure."

"Okay, it's
called encounters. I do just a soft encounter, none of that B&D
leather shit some of them like. We come up on opposite sides of
this little pedestal and meet, we start kissing, undress each
other, grope each other, then walk off together naked."

"The trick,"
she said, "is to never look at the audience. You have to always
look at me, and you have to keep your face looking like you're
incredibly in to what we're doing, even if you're bored.

"The worst
thing you can do is let them know you're not excited. All the juice
goes out of it then. They want to pretend this is a hot encounter
between women, not just two whores pretending to grope each other
for money.

"Okay, here.
Just follow my lead. Do what I do, look like I look. Remember,
you're hot, you're excited."

She took my arm
and led me to the center of the room, then her whole expression
changed. Her face looked seductive, her eyes slitted, her tongue
slid along her lower lip as she gave me a steamy look. I tried to
look back the same way.

She moved
forward slowly, her hand rising, sliding along my arm, up from my
wrist to my shoulder, then along my neck and up along the side of
my head, sliding through my hair.

She put her
other hand behind my head and leaned in against me, kissing me on
the lips gently.

I was a bit
nervous, but tried to show it. I kissed back, sliding my arms
behind her back, stroking her back as she pushed her body harder
against me, her tongue pushing into my mouth.

I wondered
briefly if this was all just a come on to get me to have sex with
her, then decided I didn't care.

Two days later
we were in our "costumes" and ready to put on our show for the
women.

Memphis South
was a country and western bar, though catering to Lesbians. Half
the audience seemed to be women with no hair, or very little, and
muscular physiques. I was a bit nervous, but also excited and
aroused I'd never put on this kind of show before, and I was
telling myself it was surely another step downwards in my lewd
descent into being a total whore.

Amy was wearing
a cheerleader costume, with a heavy, loose sweatshirt to try and
disguise how big her boobs were. That was to be a surprise, of
sorts. I was wearing a pair of tight white pants and a button down
black blouse with a white scarf around my neck.

The little
stage was only about six feet, and round, with three steps leading
up to it. It was in the middle of the room, and slowly rotated when
there were "performers" on it, so everyone could see what they were
doing.

We had to walk
through the crowd to get to it. That wasn't too bad since nobody
knew who we were until we started mounting the stairs, but we also
had to walk naked through the crowd after our little
performance.

We walked up to
it from opposite sides, and the babble of the crowd dropped
considerably before we even reached the top. Soft music began
playing as Amy and I reached the top and stared at each other. Most
of the women I could see...out of the corner of my eyes, were
watching us, gathering around.

We stepped
forward, coming close to each other, eyes taking in each other's
bodies. We had decided I was to be the aggressive one, because I
was taller, and she was a short, buxom, cheerleader, who would be
the seducee to my seducer.

I slid my hand
slowly up her arm and along her shoulder, then caressed the side of
her neck slowly as she put on a look of anxiety and excitement.

I slid my hand
up through her hair, then pulled her gently closer. I leaned over
and kissed her on the forehead, just brushing my lips across it.
Then I tilted her head up, both my hands sliding through her hair
now, and kissed her on the lips.

She pulled back
a bit, but I pulled her in, kissing her more firmly. Her arms
stayed at her side, at first, then slowly rose, her hands on my
shoulders as I slid my arms around her and moved my hands up and
down her back.

We kissed more
deeply, our bodies pressed tightly together. My hands slid down
onto her buttocks, squeezing them through her short skirt. Then I
slowly raised her skirt and bared her panty covered rear. My hands
slipped onto her ass again, squeezing it through her panties.

Our tongues
moved slowly, but obviously into each other's mouths as we ground
our bodies together, rocking slowly in place. I gripped the bottom
of her sweatshirt then and slowly peeled it upwards; raising the
little blouse she wore too.

I broke our
kiss to pull the sweatshirt off, and her blouse dropped back. It
was thin, lightweight, midriff bearing.

Again we
kissed, but as I brought my hand up to cup her breast she pulled
away, turning from me. I caught her from behind, not harshly, my
hands on her shoulders, then sliding down her arms, then under
them, cupping her breasts through the light shirt.

I licked at the
nape of her neck, chewing and suckling at her flesh as I slid my
hands down onto her bare belly, then up under her blouse to cup and
knead her breasts again.

I reached down
for the side of her skirt and unclipped it, and the skirt fell to
the stage around her ankles. She moaned audibly, and tried again to
pull away, though again it was a feeble gesture.

I caressed her
taut belly with one hand, the other up under her shirt. Then I
gripped the front of the little blouse and tore it open. There was
a number of sighs and murmured remarks from the audience in front
of Amy as her big round braless breasts were exposed.

I continued to
gnaw on her throat as my fingers dug into the soft meaty orbs,
grinding my pelvis into her, getting hotter and hotter, and
thinking about the first practice session Amy and I had had, and
how our little "act" had gotten out of hand.

We had been
okay getting naked, but then when she'd started grinding her
breasts into my own hard, sensitive mounds my heat had risen
noticeably, and when she'd bent and started sucking on my nipples
my groans of pleasure had become a lot more realistic.

She had known
of course, with my hard nipples in her mouth. And even if she
hadn't, as soon as her hand began to stroke my pussy mound and she
felt how wet I was she'd been sure. She had dropped down my body
until she was kneeling between my legs, then began to slide her
tongue along my pussy.

I hadn't wanted
to stop her, even though I knew that this wasn't part of the act
she'd spoken of. I'd stood there naked, legs spread as she knelt
before me and sucked on my clitty, driving me into a powerful
orgasm that had almost knocked me off my feet.

Well, we had
gone back to her place then, and spent much of the rest of the day
and night together in bed, sucking and licking each other's pussies
and breasts, rubbing and grinding our cunts together, taking a
shower together, where we made good use of the soap, and then
actually sleeping together arm in arm.

I wasn't gay,
nor was she, but obviously both of us were quite bisexual enough to
enjoy each other's sexual company.

Now, as I felt
her nipples hardening under my stroking fingers, I knew she was
also as exhibitionistic as I was, and was getting off on this
little demonstration too. That was alarming, since I had been
counting on her to reign things in if I allowed my own excitement
to get out of hand.

I slipped my
hand down her belly and stroked her pussy through the thin
string-bikini panties she wore, feeling them getting damp under my
hands. I gripped the front near the waistband and tugged up hard,
forcing the crotch up into her pussy.

I rubbed it up
and down against her juicy pussy, getting it nice and wet so
everyone could see how hot she was. Then I slipped my hand down the
front, palming, then squeezing her hot pussy. Amy was gasping and
moaning against me, not doing much except grinding her ass against
me.

She reached
down then, to grab at my wrist, as though she were resisting a
little. I pulled her head back by the hair, turning it so our lips
could meet, then found her hole and thrust a finger up inside
her.

She bucked
weakly against me. I thrust a second finger into her and pumped
them in and out.

This wasn't
part of the act we'd rehearsed. She hadn't planned on any
penetration at all, only on weak caresses and stroking, but I
figured the panties kind of hid what I was doing, and anyway, she
was as hot as me, maybe hotter.

I flicked my
thumb against her clitty, rubbing and grinding it down as she
moaned and ground her hips. She started humping, rapidly building
up speed, gasping and jerking her body against me as I fingered her
clit.

I couldn't tell
if she was acting or not when she came. The act called for me to
jerk her off in her panties, but she was so moist and hot that I
wondered if she were really coming. Her body stiffened, then jerked
back against me, her hips humping feverishly against my hand as I
rubbed and pumped her pussy.

Then she sagged
against me. I slowly turned her around, pushing the blouse back
over her shoulders to fall at her feet. We kissed again, my hands
on her ass. Then I let my mouth slide down her throat to her big
round nipples. They were the size of raspberries, and my mouth
opened wide to suck them inside.

I slurped and
sucked and chewed on her tit meat, my fingers kneading the big orbs
as she moaned and ran her fingers through my hair.

She squeezed my
breasts, then slowly jerked the shirt open, popping the buttons
off. Like her I had no bra, and when she shoved my blouse back over
my shoulders my breasts were naked to her and the world.

She rubbed her
breasts against mine, then bent and suckled on my rock hard nipples
as I let the blouse drop off my arms.

She cupped one
of my beasts with one hand, while sliding the other behind me to
squeeze my ass through the pants. She undid them, then shoved them
down, letting them drop around my knees. She caressed my pussy
through my G-string, fingers pressing hard against my clit.

"I'm gonna make
you come," she whispered.

"Slut," I
whispered back.

She pushed me
down, and we both eased down onto our knees. Her hand slid down the
front of my G-string and rubbed my pussy. I tugged her panties up
into the crack of her ass, then squeezed her bared buttocks.

She let her
weight push me down onto my back, and leaned over me, her big fat
tits dangling like udders as she sucked and chewed on my breasts.
Her fingers probed at my opening and then slid inside as she
flicked them across my clit.

She started
pumping me, then stopped and grabbed at my G-string. She ripped the
thin G-string off, which wasn't in the act, by the way, then cupped
my bare pussy.

She rubbed her
fingers up and down the slit, then thrust two up inside me, chewing
heavily at my nipples, rolling them around in her mouth as I
groaned and basked in the heat and lewdness of what was
happening.

She slid back,
her fingers coming free of my hot depths, and grabbed my pants,
pulling my legs straight up in the air to slide them off. I let my
legs come down slowly, well apart, glorying in my own nudity as Amy
slid over me.

She lay atop
me, her breasts rubbing against mine as we kissed. My legs slid
around her, then apart again, and we rolled from side to side on
the little stage, kissing and groping each other.

Her fingers
thrust into me again, right there in front of everybody. My legs
were wide as she pumped three fingers up my pussy repeatedly, and
my body shuddered and humped instinctively as the pleasure rose
higher and hotter.

I gripped her
breasts, squeezing them hard, making them ooze out. She bit down on
my nipple, making me cry out in pleasure and pain.

She licked her
way down my belly, turning her body, shifting around until her
knees were on either side of my head. Then she bent and licked
along my slit. I looked straight up into her pussy, then reached up
and gripped her buttocks, pulling her pussy down against my
mouth.

This was all
way outside of the act we were supposed to do, but nobody was
protesting as we sixty-nined each other there on the little
stage.

I was adaze
with excitement and lust, shocked at my own audacity as I licked
eagerly at her pussy. My juices flowed hotter, and my insides began
to swell with pressure.

Then I
exploded, letting out a soft cry of pleasure, jerking and shaking
beneath Amy as my legs jerked and bounced wildly. I humped up
against her as I sucked frenziedly against her clit, my ass
bouncing and jerking on the stage.

Soon she was
coming as well, gasping and moaning as she ground her pussy down
into my face.

We rose to
applause, and walked, arm in arm, down the stairs and through the
crowd to a small door set into the wall, then through it into an
employee’s hall.

A tall, older
woman came in with us.

"Well that was
interesting," she said to Amy. "That was kind of more than you
usually do, Amy. You're supposed to be the warm up, not the main
event."

"Sorry," Amy
said, blushing.

"Don't
apologise. Nobody out there is complaining.

"I guess me and
Alex kind of went overboard."

"You're a real
crowd pleaser," the woman grinned. "Anytime you want to take the
main gig you're welcome to."

She went back
out, and Amy and I went into a side room, a kind of changing room,
and got dressed.

"What's the
main gig?" I asked.

"Usually I do a
softer kind of thing, just, uh, a rated R kind of thing. What we
did there was kind of X-rated."

"Are they
upset?"

"Oh no, they do
much worse, but like she said, it's more than I've ever done. I
haven't...I haven't gone that...that...far before."

"Why did you
today?" I teased.

"Because you
made me all hot," she accused.

"I couldn't
help it," I grinned. "I was all hot too."

"I noticed.
That's partly why I got all hot. Usually I do this with Judy, and
she's really not into girls at all, so that keeps me from getting
hot, and keeps things...kind of..."

"R rated?"

"Yeah."

"Well, I can't
believe I did that out in public," I said, making a face. "God, if
only my parents could have seen me!"

"I'll be right
back," she said.

She
disappeared, and I sat back to consider what in hell I was doing. I
was making more than enough money stripping and table dancing
without doing a live sex act. What in hell was I doing here? Sure
it was good money, but did I need to degrade myself like this?

Maybe I did. I
had accepted more out of lust than because I wanted or needed more
money. Maybe I was just a true whore at heart, and wanted to show
everyone.

What was I
going to do if someone I knew wandered into one of these places and
saw me stripping or worse? God, talk about embarrassing!

But I wasn't
embarrassed, at least, not really. Well, a little, but that had
only served to excite me more out there. All those people watching
was such a kink!

Then Amy came
back, grinning happily, and looking excited.

"I got us
another show," she said. "A main event."

"Oh, wait," I
said uncertainly.

"Come on, I'll
do you in front of a room full of people," she leered.

"I...God, this
is so twisted!"

"I know," she
giggled.

"I don't
know...if I can," I said anxiously. "I mean, if I'd known what was
going to happen out there I never would have gotten up the courage
to go out in the first place."

"Don't worry.
You'll be fine. I'll see to it."


"But...well...the same act again?"

"Nope.
Something new and simpler."

"What?"

"Oil."

"What?"

"Baby oil.
Well, not exactly. It's edible, you see, water soluble."

"What are you
talking about?"

"You'll find
out when we get out there."

"What if I say
no?"

"It's one fifty
a show each. Show only takes twenty minutes. Do some arithmetic,
Alex!"

"Wow," I said
slowly. "I could, like, work for an hour a week."

"Yeah. Now do
you get it?"

"Uhmm...I still
don't know if I can," I said worriedly.

"Oh, I'll make
sure you can," she said, an evil grin on her face.

I wasn't nearly
so sure. We got into the bikinis she said would be the only clothes
we needed for the next show, but while I was still naked she
started stroking my pussy and breasts, then began licking at my
nipples.

Soon I was bent
back across a low cabinet, groaning as she licked and sucked at my
clit, three fingers pumping in my pussy.

She worked me
up higher and higher, then, just when I was ready to come she
pulled away.

"Let's get you
dressed," she said.

"You bitch!" I
gasped, staring at her, panting for breath.

"Yup," she
grinned. "Come out into the bar and you'll get your cum, Alex."
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Throbbing with
heat, I let her help me on with y bikini, then take my hand and
lead me out into the hallway. I started to get a queasy, anxious
feeling as we approached the door, but she led me firmly, opening
it and taking me out into the bar.

Many eyes
turned to us as she turned and kissed me, throwing her arms around
me. I kissed her back, confused. She shuffled back a little, taking
me with her, her hands stroking my back and buttocks as she nibbled
at my ear and throat and lips.

I figured out
that the idea was to move constantly towards the stage, but
continue to grope and fondle each other. It felt incredibly hot and
smutty to be doing this in bikinis in the middle of a crowd of
people, but I was so hot I went along with her.

She pulled the
top of my bikini down to expose my left breast, groaning as her
lips slid around my nipple and sucked on it. I reached under her to
cup one of her breasts, stroking and squeezing it as we slowly
shuffled and turned and made our way up to the stage.

She pulled me
down on the stairs, her hand slipping into the crotch of my bikini
bottom as I bent back across the top of the stage and groaned in
pleasure.

Then she was
atop me as we rolled onto to the stage, groping and squeezing and
sucking as we stripped off our bikinis.

I was light
headed, laying there in a haze of sex heat as she reached to the
side of the rounded stage and picked up a small clear squirt
bottle. She squirted a stream of clear liquid onto my chest and
belly, her hand sliding over my skin to rub it in.

It did feel
like baby oil, only more slippery, and she squirted it all over my
body. She knelt between my legs, her hand stroking my pussy. She
slid three fingers up into my pussy hole and her thumb up my ass,
then squeezed them together.

I moaned in
pleasure and shocked delight at her wickedness, rolling from side
to side, legs wide. She squirted the oil over my ass cheeks and
back, then dropped atop me, sliding her body all over mine to oil
herself up too.

Our nude bodies
glistened and gleamed as we rubbed and rolled together, our hands
sliding through the slippery oil to caress asses and pussies and
breasts.

She squeezed
one of her heavy breasts and rubbed it up and down against my oily
pussy mound, mashing it against me. She rubbed harder and harder,
and the pleasure ripped through me.

I arched my
back, crying out in heat as I came, my body flopping and shaking as
her tit mound mashed down, her thumb forcing some of it up my pussy
hole as she ground it against my clit.

Then she was
atop me again, our breasts mashing together. We spread our legs
wide wide apart and ground clitties together as our tongues duelled
inside our mouths. I came again, then she did, letting out a loud,
warbling cry of bliss.

Her fingers
pushed into my oily pussy again, one, two, three, pumping deeply as
I cursed in excitement and heat. She pressed a fourth finger
together with the others and formed a tight wedge which she thrust
into my opening.

I felt an
orgasm approaching, and spread my legs wide, whimpering and
moaning, stroking and squeezing my own breasts as she thrust her
four fingers up into me until her thumb was hooked over the top of
my slit and she could mash it down on my clit.

I came
explosively, my head jerking and thrashing, my ass bucking and
bouncing on the stage as she twisted her fingers around inside me
and stroked wildly over my clit.

I dropped limp,
gasping for breath, my gleaming chest rising and falling as she
pulled her fingers back down my pussy tunnel. She slid them in
again, and I groaned as my pussy lips went taut, straining to admit
them.

They seemed
wider still, though the tight wedge did get me open and forced my
pussy apart for the wider fingers which followed.

I ached, and
jerked helplessly, then cried out as her fingers forced me
incredibly far apart. I pushed feebly at her, raising my head and
seeing in astonishment that she was trying to force all five
fingers up inside me.

"N...No," I
gasped.

"Yes!" she
growled.

Her fingers
widened as they neared the knuckles, and I lay back, giving in,
shuddering as the pain grew, as my pussy opening strained more and
more. Then her knuckles passed through, and my pussy lips closed
slightly against the heel of her hand.

She pushed
forward, her fingers wriggling inside me as her hand slowly, slowly
slid up into my belly. I groaned and came as my pussy lips closed
around her wrist, jerking and convulsing in glorious bliss, my
insides heaving and churning as her fingers opened and closed
inside me.

Still she
pushed forward. She was a slim, short woman with a small hand and
slender arm, and she pushed deeper and deeper, rotating her arm and
hand inside me. I felt impaled on her hand, gasping weakly as it
moved deeper into my belly, shocked, amazed and incredibly aroused
as her fingers explored my insides.

I slowly raised
my dazed head and saw her arm sliding into me, then dropped it
back, groaning. I bucked up against her, faster and faster, my mind
spinning, my body throbbing with white hot sexual heat. Her fingers
pressed even deeper, reaching for my cervix.

Then they found
it, and I groaned thinking that was as deep as she could get, but
she continued. She slowly drew her fingers in against her palm, one
by one, scraping them against the tight, straining elastic wall of
my pussy tunnel.

With them all
drawn together into a fist, she rotated her hand inside me, and
again I came, helplessly, almost mindlessly, as the crowd around
watched and yelled in delight.

Her fist moved
deeper now, for she had several more inches of movement with her
fingers drawn in. My pussy was about ten inches deep, maybe, and
the distance from her knuckles to her elbow turned out to be just
about that amount.

When her
knuckles ground against my cervix, and I felt her elbow against my
pussy lips I just went insane, screaming in pleasure, bouncing and
shaking and humping madly, my body torn apart from the inside as
her arm fucked into me.

It's amazing I
didn't lose consciousness, really. I came very close to it. As it
was I lay there in a limp mass of exhausted flesh as she worked her
arm and fist back out of me, and she and another woman had to
practically drag me through the bar to the employee’s back room
area.

I was kind of
angry with her afterwards, not to mention sore. The crowd might
have delighted in watching me be fist fucked but I didn't like to
so totally lose control like that in public.

We talked over
the next couple of days, and eventually went to work there on a
regular basis. No more fist fucking, though. Our act included the
oil, but also included a twenty inch long double headed dildo that
we used in various interesting ways.

The semester
finished, but I stayed in the city, working and having fun. Me and
Amy sometimes went out dancing, looking for men, and sometimes
dated each other in gay bars. I fucked Jerry sometimes, and did the
odd strip show for Pete.

Mostly I did
four shows a day with Sara, pulling in great money.

I suppose it
was inevitable that someone who knew me would find out about what I
was doing.

How she heard
about it I don't know, but one night Meghan, my second cousin,
showed up with three other girls in tow.

I was standing
naked on the little stage, facing Amy. We had the double-headed
dildo inside our pusses. Each of us was gripping the middle as we
leaned backwards, legs apart. Each of us had a hand on the other's
breast, squeezing it as we kind of rolled and humped against the
dildo.

Out of the
corner of my eye I caught sight of Meghan, standing next to the
stage, mouth wide as she stared up at me in shock. I didn't
recognize her at first. She was just one of the many women crowded
around watching us.

But through the
sexual haze gripping me I slowly fit the quick glance I'd had of
her together with my memories and realized who it was standing
there.

But I was too
hot to really care, especially as Amy began sliding up the dildo,
and it came time in the act for us to feed the entire length up our
tight pussies until we could grind our clits together.

Anyway, by the
time we were done and I was fitting my head together, and I turned
to look for her, she and the others were leaving the bar.

How long she'd
been there I didn't know. Had she seen our initial stripping and
fingering? Had she watched me and Amy eating each other, stuffing
our fingers up each other?

Meghan was not
one of my favourite cousins. In fact, we had never gotten along.
She also had a really big mouth, and I knew if I didn't get in
touch with her quickly she'd blab about my job to everyone in the
family. In fact, the odds were she would blab anyway.

It wasn't like
I had a lot of money to give her, or anything else to bargain with.
I could imply she was gay, that this was the reason she was in
there, but she could always just say someone had told her they'd
seen me and she'd come to check it out.

I tracked her
down finally, at her office. She'd graduated a couple of years ago
and now worked for a law firm downtown.

When she
finally came on the phone, and her voice was sticky sweet, I felt a
wave of relief. I knew that tone. It was the tone she used when she
was going to stick it to me. If she was using that tone it meant
she was going to get something out of this.

"I uh, need to
talk to you," I said.

"Do you?" she
purred.

"Yes."

"Whatever
about?"

"You know."

"I'm sure I
don't, Alexandra, dear."

"Look, I want
you to keep quiet about what you saw."

"What I saw?
You mean you and your little blonde friend?"

"Yes."

"Interesting
job, Alexandra. I'm sure your parents are terribly proud of
you."

"Don't be a
bitch, Meghan."

"But I like it,
dear. And I'm so good at it."

"What do you
want, Meghan?"

"Want? What
makes you think I want something?"

"I know your
tone. Get it over with."

"Well, as a
matter of fact, there is a minor matter in which you can aid
me."

"And that
is?"

"You're aware
of my job."

"You suck up to
lawyers."

"I am a
lawyer!" she snapped.

"And you suck
up to the big shot lawyers."

"Well,
whatever. At least I don't do it literally."

"What do you
want, Meghan?" I demanded.

"There is a uh,
important man, a client, who's coming into town this week. I have
been...assigned...to uhm, to show him around...entertain him."

"Fuck him, you
mean?"

"No!" she
snapped. "Though the stinking pigs did hint that they wouldn't mind
if I did. They want me to keep him happy, to show him around. I
don't want to do that. I've heard of him and he's a pig."

"And you want
me to show him around."

"I want you to
make him very, very happy, Alex dear. Do I make myself clear?"

"I'm not a
whore!" I snarled.

"Don't be
ridiculous. Of course you're a whore. Only you fuck women for money
instead of men."

"I do a
dance."

She laughed in
delight.

"Dance!? Is
that what you call it?"

"it's...erotic
performance art."

"Oh puhleeeaze!
You fuck a woman while people watch and you get paid money for it.
So don't act like you're pristine. You want me to keep quiet about
your little...vocation, then you do me this favour. You take this
guy out and make sure that when he wakes up the next day his eyes
are bloodshot, his feet are sore, and his dick is drained dry."

"You
bitch!"

"Always. But an
honest bitch. You do this for me and you're off the hook. You can
go back to your little sex at and show yourself off for all your
queer friends and I won't talk."

"I'm not
queer," I snarled.

"So much the
better, then you won't mind fucking this guy."

There wasn't
anything I could do. I had to keep her from telling the whole
family what I'd done. It was bad enough that I was naked, bad
enough that I was doing a live sex show, but doing it with a woman?
My family was pretty damned conservative, all of them, from my
parents to my uncles and aunts, cousins, the whole works.

I didn't want
all of them thinking I was a sick, lesbian whore. How bad could it
be to take some rich guy out on the town, dance with him, then fuck
him? It was one evening. And it meant I'd still be able to go to
grandfather's house come Christmas with the rest of my family.

His name was
Michael Forbes, and he owned a pharmaceutical empire. I was kind of
relieved when I saw him. He didn't seem like a bad guy at all. He
was about fifty, tall, reasonably handsome, and dressed in a suit
that must have cost several thousand dollars.

I was wearing a
tight, green floor length gown that showed off my figure without
being cheap. It was slit up the side to show off my long legs, and
tight against my chest.

The law firm
sent a limo for me, which drove me to his hotel where I went in to
pick him up. He was in the penthouse, which kind of interested me.
I mean, I'd never seen a penthouse before.

I went up and
rang the bell outside it, and after a moment a man answered. I
almost had a heart attack. He was about ninety years old, and
looked like a prune.

"Yeeess?" he
asked.

"I uh...I'm
here to pick up Mr. Forbes," I gulped.

"Come in," he
said.

He closed the
door behind him.

"I shall inform
him you're here miss..."

"Mitchel," I
lied.

"Wait
here."

I blew out a
breath of thanks that he wasn't Forbes, and looked around the huge
room, amazed by how expensively furnished it was. I wanted to
follow the guy through the doorway into the rooms beyond, just to
see what the rest of the penthouse looked like. I was only in
the...well, I guess the entrance hall.

The old guy
returned, face dull and gray.

"This way
please," he said, motioning me forward.

I followed him
gladly, my eyes flitting around everywhere, even up. The roof was
way up there about thirty feet above me. The windows were floor to
ceiling, with a fantastic view of the city.

"Can I get you
something to drink?" he asked.

Forbes came out
from another doorway then, his eyes lighting up when he saw me. He
was wearing the most expensive suit I'd ever seen in my life. He
had perfectly coiffed dark brown hair combed back to the left side,
and slightly graying at the temples. His face was a little lined,
but still pretty handsome.

"Well hello,"
he said. "I'm Michael Forbes."

"Hello, Mr.
Forbes," I said, smiling and holding out my hand. "I'm Alexandra
Mitchel."

He took it with
a wink, his eyes flitting up and down me.

"May I remark
on how unbearably lovely you are?"

"You may."

He smiled and
let my hand go.

"And where, may
I ask, are you planning on bringing me this merry night?"

"Oh there are
all kinds of things lined up," I said.

"Let them be a
surprise then," he smiled. "Shall we go?"

The limo took
us to an expensive, intimate restaurant, where we had a light meal.
He wanted to know about me, and I told him I was going to
university and taking business. I didn't tell him about my part
time jobs, of course.

He talked about
his company, and how there were so many social affairs he had to go
through, winking when he said affairs. He talked about the tax
problems he had, and I tried to pretend I was sympathetic. It was a
fairly interesting conversation, actually. I'd had plenty of dates
that didn't go nearly as well.

I could see why
snooty Meghan didn't like him, though. He was new money, from blue
collar roots. He was a bit crude sometimes in his jokes and remarks
and very politically incorrect in his beliefs. Meghan was PC to the
core of her being.

I kind of liked
him.

We went to a
play, with seats right up front in the orchestra, then had wine,
then went dancing at a club that nobody I knew had ever been able
to get into before, all set up by Meghan's law firm.

After the
dancing the limo took us back to his hotel. Maybe one of the
reasons there'd been so little tension; such ease between us on our
"date" was because both of us knew from the start that he was going
to fuck me.

He didn't treat
me like a whore, though. He acted very gentlemanly as he had the
butler, the old guy, gets us drinks, then dismissed him. He talked
some more about his companies and I listened attentively. I
sympathized with his problems, and I giggled at his jokes.

It was all
quite easy.

Then he talked
about how pretty I was. I told him how handsome he was. We moved a
little closer on the sofa and started to kiss. He brought his hand
up and cupped my breast, then started squeezing it, and I ran my
hand up and down his chest.

I unbuttoned
his shirt as he kneaded my breasts, then pulled away and stood up
in front of him. He reached behind me and undid the clasp holding
my hair back, letting it fall down around my shoulders. Then I
undid the clasp behind my neck.

My dress
slipped down, exposing my breasts, then dropped to my hips and
finally slipped down my legs to pool at my ankles. I was wearing
only a G-string underneath.

I spread my
legs and got onto the sofa, straddling him, giving him my best
smouldering look as his hands came up to cup my breasts. I ground
my pelvis down like I did at lap dances, rolling my head from side
to side and groaning softly.

He squeezed my
breasts eagerly, then slipped his lips around my left nipple,
sucking and chewing as I stroked his hair.

I was kind of
hot, though not really aroused. I wasn't revolted or anything. I
guess my attitude towards how important and sacred sex was had kind
of changed over the past year.

I pushed his
head up and back and crushed his mouth with mine, sliding my tongue
into it as I unbuttoned the rest of his buttons. I pulled his shirt
open and rubbed my breasts against his hairy chest, and he cupped
my bare ass and squeezed me against him.

I could feel
his erection against my crotch as I ground myself down against him.
I pulled my lips off his and licked along the underside of his ear,
then down his throat and across his chest. I tongued and sucked on
his nipples, then slid myself downwards until I was on my knees on
the floor.

I looked up at
him, giving him my wide-eyed innocent look, then rubbed my face
against his crotch, sighing softly.

My fingers
stroked over his ribs, then moved down to undo his belt. I
unsnapped his pants and slid his zipper down, tugging downwards at
his pants and shorts.

"Ohhh baby," he
groaned. "You're so hot!"

I smiled at him
and slid my tongue along my lip, then slid my hand into his boxers
and squeezed his cock. I pulled it out into the open and massaged
it with my hands, sliding one down under to cup and stroke his
balls.

I licked at the
head then, tentatively, and gave him a pouty look. Then I licked it
more firmly, lapping with long, full strokes. I kissed the head,
then slid my lips over it and gulped it down, bobbing my head
several times as I reached down and slid my G-string down my
thighs, then off.

I pulled my
lips off and stood up, naked, flicking my tongue at him, slitting
my eyes. Again I straddled him, my knees sinking into the soft sofa
as I gripped his cock and rubbed it against my belly.

"Do you want
me?" I breathed.

"Fuck! Yesss,"
he groaned.

"Do you want it
inside me?"

"Do it, baby,"
he groaned, squeezing my breasts.

I rose up and
pointed the head of his bulging prick against my pussy opening,
then rubbed it back and forth. He was panting and groaning, and so
excited he was making me excited.

I let it force
my pussy open, then sank down onto it, taking it up into me to the
balls as he groaned and squeezed my ass. He buried his face in my
breasts, sucking and licking and moaning as I ground myself down
against him, twisting my pussy tunnel on his stiff meat.

"Ohhhhhhh," I
groaned. "Ohhh yesssss! Ooooooo!"

I began to ride
him slowly, sliding my soft, moist pussy up and down his shaft as
his mouth opened and closed like a fish. He gurgled and groaned and
humped up into me frenziedly, making me lose my timing a bit.

Then he came,
chewing on my throat and clutching my ass tightly, pounding his
meat into my pussy as I bounced up and down against him.

Then he dropped
his arms and laid back, gasping weakly. I melted against him,
kissing him, stroking him, sliding my hands over his chest as I
laid my naked flesh against his body.

"Jesus, baby,"
he groaned. "Jesus you're beautiful."

"You're so
sweet," I smiled, kissing him on the head.

I let him
relax, and get some of his strength back, while I rubbed myself
against him like a cat.

Why was I
acting like this? Well, fucking Jerry, then Pete, had sure been
exciting but...but this was so different. Neither of them had
appreciated me like Mike did. Mike was so wide-eyed at seeing my
body, so excited and incredibly aroused, almost to the point of
trembling.

I felt
so...superior, so in control of him. I'd never felt that way
before, except for a little bit when I was making Sara come that
first time on stage.

I liked being
in control, and was turned on and flattered at how aroused and
delighted he was in me.

I sure wasn't
being so nice because of that bitch, Meghan.

"I...don't
think I can go again, sweetheart," he said sadly, stroking my hair
and breast. "I'm not as young as I used to be."

"Why don't we
just relax?" I purred.

I helped him
take off his shirt, and offered to give him a massage, thinking
about the "massages" me and Sara sometimes gave each other on
stage.

Of course, we
did it with edible oil, but...

I had him lay
on his stomach and I straddled him, sliding my ass up and down
against his soft skin as I kneaded his shoulders. I leaned forward
and rubbed my breasts against his back while I nibbled at his neck,
then had him turn over.

His cock was
still soft, which I took to be a challenge. I knew he thought I was
incredibly exciting, so it was up to me to get this cock hard
again.

I straddled him
again, grinding my pussy and ass down slowly and softly against his
cock and balls as we kissed. I rubbed my breasts over his chest,
then sat up, arching my back, sliding my hands through my hair as I
looked down at him seductively.

Then I leaned
forward again and slid my breasts along his body as I slid
downwards. I tongued his nipples, then let my tongue zig zag along
his belly and circle his belly button. I slid lower, taking his
cock between my breasts and massaging it with them.

I purred
throatily, sliding my mouth down against his crotch, rubbing my
face against it. I licked at his balls, then sucked them into my
mouth one at a time, massaging them inside as I squeezed his cock.
Then I took his prick in my mouth again, sucking and licking.

It started to
harden, and I smiled up at him as he groaned in delight. Soon his
prick was rigid and I was bobbing my lips on it. I braced myself,
then slid my lips all the way down to the balls, taking his cock
down my throat.

He gasped and
gripped my hair, cursing softly and excitedly.

I slid my lips
back up, took a breath, then slid down its length to the base
again. I bobbed slowly up and down, fucking his cock with my
throat. Then I pulled it out and rubbed it against my breasts.

"Jesus! Oh
Jesus Christ!" he gasped. "Oh God I love it! OhhhH! Ohhh
yesssss!"

I mashed my
breasts around his cock, then pulled it free and rubbed it over my
face before sucking it into my mouth again. I took it down my
throat and bobbed my lips up and down slowly.

Then he jammed
his hands down on the back of my head and humped up desperately. I
felt wetness down in my throat and swallowed instinctively as he
blew his wad into me.

We ended the
night in the biggest bathroom I'd ever seen or even imagined in my
life, taking a bubble bath together in an enormous bathtub. I got
out after a little while and did one of my more seductive dances
for him, grinding my hips as I slid my hands up and down my wet,
glistening body.

Well, before
too long, much to his surprise, he got hard again, and I let him
take me on all fours, riding me hard and fast. This time he was
able to keep it up for long minutes, and I was hot enough that I
came for real, gasping and shaking as he rammed his prick into my
pussy.
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As we lay
together in the tub afterwards he stroked my hair and sighed in
pleasure.

"Alex," he
said. "I don't want you to get a swelled head, but you are, without
a doubt, the best lover I've ever had."

"Really?" I
said, pleased.

"No
competition. You're gorgeous, you're sweet, and you can do things
with your hips I've never dreamed of."

"Thank you,
Mike," I said, smiling.

"Whatever
they're paying you it isn't enough."

"Who?"

"Gillesbie and
Barnes, those shysters. Why don't you come and work for me. I need
to do a lot of entertaining. We usually hire out to an agency, but
you...you are something special. I'd feel better knowing you were
entertaining my clients."

"I... don't
understand," I said.

He grinned and
flipped the hair back from my forehead.

"You don't have
to play dumb with me, sweetheart," he said. "I've been in business
for decades. I know how the game is played and I respect the
players who do it well. I've met girls who have all the equipment
before, but you..."

He shook his
head.

"You've got
this delightful sexuality about you. Some of these girls are cold,
some are kind of airheads, some are amateurish. You have a
fantastic body, a gorgeous face, beautiful, silky hair...you're
educated about business...and you are a wonder in bed...not that
we've been in bed," he chuckled.

"I'll give you
a retainer of a thousand a week to guarantee my company gets first
claim on your services, and fifteen hundred a night for every
client you entertain. What do you say?"

I stared at him
in amazement. He was obviously trying to hire me as a hooker! Well,
not a hooker exactly, more like a uh, a call girl.

A thousand a
week retainer!? To do nothing!? That was fifty two thousand dollars
a year! Business graduates were starting at from twenty-five to
thirty thousand.

And if I had
one client a week.

"Uhm, how
many... How often do you expect you'd need my uhm.... services?" I
gulped.

"Well,
normally, oh, probably five or six times a month."

I did a swift
mental calculation. He was talking about paying me about a hundred
and fifty thousand dollars to go on one to two "dates" like this a
week!

And not even
every week!

"Well? What do
you say?"

"Uh... I...
okay," I gulped.

He smiled and
kissed me again.

I went home in
a daze, thinking of all that money. Hell, why bother going back to
school when money like that was available!? The only reason I'd
gone to college was so I could get a high paying job and make
something of myself, and now...

Now I was a
prostitute.

Not yet,
perhaps, but the first time I accepted money and fucked some
guy.

But wasn't
Meghan right? Wasn't I kind of a hooker already? I took money to
have sex with Amy on stage. Sure the money was for the show, not
the sex, but the sex was the show.

A few days
later a man called from his office to set up payments and such. He
told me to set myself up as an incorporated numbered company, and
give myself a name they could put on their accounts without raising
suspicions, a consulting firm, for example.

They'd mail me
checks made out to the firm every week. When I did work I would
mail an invoice to a particular address, and a check would be sent
out within a week.

I still
couldn't believe I was doing this, but I did as he'd instructed,
registering my "consulting" firm, then getting a bank account for
it. When the first check arrived I just stared at it for several
minutes. These people were really going to pay me to fuck
people!

I deposited it
in the new account, then waited around on pins and needles for
several days, expecting every phone call to be them.

Finally it was.
I was given a name, Darrin Piers, an address, then the details of
where I would take him. They had several restaurants, clubs and
plays ready depending on what Piers wanted to do.

I took a shower
and did my hair, wondering if I was really going through with it.
Was I really going to fuck a guy for money?

I kept telling
myself I wouldn't, but the money was so attractive that I told
myself that even as I dressed up in a slinky gown and went
downstairs to meet the limo, even as I rode to his hotel, and even
as I went upstairs in the elevator to his suite.

He was shorter
than I was, and kind of balding, but he seemed pretty nice. We went
to a restaurant, where he regaled me with the wonders of plastics,
then to a play. He wasn't interested in dancing, so we went right
back to his hotel.

My chest
started to tighten as we drove over there. It was the moment of
truth, after all. So far I hadn't actually done anything that could
technically be called prostitution. I hadn't broken the law either,
another thing to take into consideration.

We arrived and
went up to his suite, and there I turned on the stereo to some soft
music and smiled as I got him a drink. I sat next to him, curling
my legs up as I leaned against him and listened to his boring talk
on plastics.

I waited for
him to do something, but he didn't, and finally I picked up on his
nervousness, and remembered that this wasn't a date where I should
let him make all the moves. I began wriggling closer to him, and
put my arm over his shoulders.

I caressed his
hair a little, then finally leaned forward and kissed him softly.
He kissed back tentatively, but the kiss quickly grew in strength
and passion. I took his hand and brought it up against my breast,
squeezing it into my soft flesh as he groaned into my mouth.

It was almost
like seducing him, for he was nervous each step of the way. I
thought his eyes would bulge out of his head when he saw me in just
the G-string, and he groped and fondled my breasts like a child
with a new toy, delighting in the softness, in how his fingers sank
into the malleable meat.

He spent long
delighted minutes sucking and licking at my nipples as I rubbed his
face into my tits, and in the process came in his pants.

I was kind of
flattered, though he was embarrassed. I assured him that I took it
as a compliment, and that I would make sure he was in shape to
perform before long. I put on a lewd, slow dance for him, pulling
him to his feet and dancing close to him as I stripped him
completely.

Then I sank to
my knees, licking my way down along his skin. It took little effort
to suck him erect. Then I pulled him down atop me and he fucked me
hard and fast there on the floor, my knees jerking back in time to
his crude, heavy thrusts as I grunted in pleasure.

When he came he
groaned exhaustedly and collapsed atop me. I stroked him, then
rolled him over and lay against him for a few minutes, stroking and
massaging his body.

I tried to tell
myself then that I hadn't yet been paid to do this, so I wasn't yet
a prostitute. I led him into the bedroom and slipped under the
sheets with him, then let him play with my body for a few minutes
before I started working on him again.

I got him hard,
and then deep throated him. I pulled out before he could come and
climbed atop him, straddling him and sliding my pussy down his
boner. I rode him hard and fast as he clutched my tits and babbled
in shocked delight.

Then I groaned
and arched my back, knowing he was close to coming. I squeezed my
pussy rhythmically, letting my hair swing and shake as I gave him
one of my best fake orgasms.

He came within
seconds, gasping and panting as he pumped his jism into my tight,
hot, sexy young body.

The next day I
mailed an invoice to the company, still telling myself I wasn't
quite a prostitute yet. Two days later they called with another
client, one who, they warned me, was kind of demanding and stern. I
wasn't sure what that meant, but I braced myself for a jerk.

Which was what
he was. He didn't want to go to a restaurant, or to a play, or
dancing. He let me into his suite, then ordered me to strip.

I obeyed,
feeling a little funny. I mean, the other two had been kind of like
dates. This was obviously not. There was no disguising what this
was.

When I was
naked, except for my high heels, he made me walk back and forth in
front of him, display myself to him. Then he had me get him a
drink.

He was from
Switzerland, a banker, and talked in a thick accent. He looked at
me with hunger, but also with a kind of contempt, and pride of
mastery, like he owned me.

He made me do
things which I knew were designed to humiliate me, like bend way
over and spread my legs and finger myself. Little did he know I'd
done worse in front of large crowds of men and women!

Not only didn't
it embarrass me but it kind of excited me. He had me crawl across
the room for him, had me kneel with my hands at my sides as he face
fucked me, and even made me masturbate while he watched, all of
which I did quite easily.

In fact, I was
feeling kind of smug and superior, since his idea of embarrassing
me were all totally futile. He fucked me hard and fast while I was
on all fours, telling me I was a whore and a bitch in heat, telling
me this was my natural position, and that this was what women were
designed for.

I gave him a
good ride and a good fake orgasm.

We went into
the bathroom. He had me soap myself up all over, then scrub him
off. He lay down on a kind of low bench, like a massage bench,
while I straddled him and rubbed my breasts all over his body,
front and back, using them like scrub brushes to clean him off.

When he was
good and hard he ordered me off, and ordered me to lie down on the
floor on my belly and spread my legs wide. I obeyed; the cold tiles
making me wince as my soapy wet body came down on them.

Then he put
down a thick towel and got on his knees between my thighs. He
pressed his cock against my ass, calling me a cheap whore again and
telling me that cheap whores like me needed to be shown their
place.

I felt like
telling him how similar he was to a bartender I knew.

He sodomized me
good and hard, keeping his erection longer than I would have
preferred. But finally he dropped his load in my ass, and, with a
slap on the ass, pulled back and slipped into the full tub to rinse
off.

The checks
started to arrive, and I cashed them, no longer under any illusions
that I was a prostitute. It didn't make me feel guilty, though. The
money was just too good. I'd have been nuts to turn it down.

There were
other clients after him, one or two, sometimes none, sometimes
three each week. Most of them were okay, but a few were jerks like
the Swiss guy.

A few liked to
tie me up, which worried me a little at first, but I got used to
it, and really got into it too. There was just something so freeing
about being tied down and ravished, unable to move or respond!

The money
started flowing faster than I could spend it. So I moved into a
nice, big, loft apartment, and had a huge amount of fun furnishing
it. I set up a gorgeous bedroom for me, then furnished a second
bedroom where I could take clients.

There were
three other rooms I could use as bedrooms, and at first I was at a
loss as to what to do with them. Then, after I got more experience,
and learned the kinds of things that turned my clients on, I
realized that the thing to do with them was set them up as little
stage, little sets where I could role play for them.

I bought a
bunch of cheap school desks, along with a teacher's desk, and put
them in one of the rooms, put a blackboard on the wall, and hung a
couple of maps from the roof.

It looked just
like a schoolroom. A lot of clients wanted me to play the naughty
school girl for them, and now I had a room to go with the
schoolgirl uniform I wore for them.

I set up
another room as a kind of medical examination room, including a
padded exam table. I could play either doctor, nurse or patient,
depending on what the client wanted. I had uniforms for them to
play doctor too.

The third room
I set up as an office. Remember when I started stripping and I
figured the businessmen would like to see a snooty secretary
getting naked? I set it up as a high class office, and got myself
some ultra conservative business clothes.

They loved
getting me out of them and having me blow them at the desk, just
like they no-doubt dreamed of having their real life secretaries
do.

I went back to
college in the fall, continuing my studies. I kept Business as my
major, but also started taking courses I thought would help me in
my "business". I took psychology, learning everything I could about
sexuality.

I also took
some acting lessons, and got a book on sexual massage,
experimenting on Jerry and Sara. I read the Kama Sutra, and other
sex manuals, and in the summer, took lessons in modelling, makeup
and hair styling at the community college.

When I
graduated I didn't go around looking for work. Instead I was able
to accept more of the offers which I kept getting from the rich
businessmen I fucked. I was in very high demand. Not only did I
have the body and face and skills in bed, but I could also
accompany them to parties and business gatherings without people
thinking I was some cheap bimbo he'd picked up.

The modelling
courses taught me style, you see, and I could talk business with
any of them. I could also talk about fine art and history, and even
sports.

Also...I don't
know. Maybe because I was glad to listen to their problems and talk
with them knowledgeably about business they liked being around me.
They couldn't confess their problems to their wives or business
friends, so they unloaded them on me.

I was always
sympathetic, and always gave them a good massage afterwards, or
even during. Anyway, they kept coming back for more, even at two
thousand dollars an evening, which is what I raised my rates to as
soon as I had enough demand.

My parents
never did find out what I did. I told them I had a business
consulting firm. I even had business cards and invoices to prove
it. I made three hundred thousand my first year after school,
nearly six hundred thousand the next.

All for doing
what I loved, for fucking!

I bought
several cars, and made some great investments, which, due to the
incredible amount of inside information I got, tended to do really
well.

I soon had
enough of a solid, stable client base to simply ignore the guys I
didn't like, and refuse to take them on.

Whoops, did I
say guys? There were a growing number of female executives, and I
developed something of a reputation for expertise in this area. I
knew what turned on lesbians, after all, and certainly knew how to
please them in bed.

It was a
fabulous career! I was pulling in more money per year than I would
have in twenty had I gone to work in a normal job. And all for
going to the best parties with famous, wealthy people, dancing in
the most exclusive clubs, eating in the most exclusive restaurants,
and fucking powerful, sophisticated men.

And to think if
I'd listened to my parents I'd have wound up as some boring old
housewife somewhere in the suburbs, cleaning house while waiting
for hubbie to come home from the steel mill.

Funny how I
owed it all to daddy, too. Some day maybe I'll even tell him.

 


END
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