
        
            
                
            
        

    
	“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Jen­nifer asked, her face be­tray­ing the dis­gust she clearly felt at the pro­spect of kiss­ing an­other girl.

	“Listen,” An­nie said, pulling her close so no-one else could hear. “I’ve done it many times be­fore and be­lieve me when I say it WILL get you your man.”

	“How can you be sure?” Jen­nifer couldn’t help but run her long slender fin­gers nervously through her ma­hogany-colored hair, dyed the pre­vi­ous night as part of her fi­nal shot at win­ning the at­ten­tion of her ever-elu­sive Romeo, Brad.

	An­nie smiled re­as­sur­ingly, “Re­mem­ber Todd, from col­lege?”

	“Oh yeah, the guy that played foot­ball.”

	“Well, it worked like a charm on him,” An­nie rolled her eyes the­at­ric­ally, “he couldn’t keep his hands off me once he saw me mak­ing out with Sta­cey… it was ac­tu­ally an­noy­ing, so I blew him off any­way.”

	Jen­nifer looked shocked, “You blew him?”

	Nearly chok­ing on the beer she had just knocked back, An­nie laughed out loud and then sud­denly be­came ser­i­ous as she looked Jen­nifer in the eye in­cred­u­lously, “Are you pulling my leg, Jen?”

	Jen­nifer sipped her beer dain­tily be­fore in­no­cently in­quir­ing, “What’s it like?”

	“Ser­i­ously, you really need to get laid more of­ten, Jen. First of all, to ‘blow someone off’ does not mean ‘blow­job’,” An­nie stressed her last point by tak­ing half the length of her bottle of bud into her mouth, se­duct­ively caress­ing it with her lips that seemed as if they were cre­ated for just that pur­pose. This drew the at­ten­tion of sev­eral men in the crowd around them and An­nie laughed, “God, men are so easy to wrap around your fin­ger!”

	Jen­nifer marveled at her friend’s abil­ity to at­tract the op­pos­ite sex. Through­out col­lege, An­nie had been one of the most promis­cu­ous girls she had ever known. Le­gend had it that she had slept with over 30 guys in their fi­nal year alone. Un­em­ployed bum she may be, but she cer­tainly knew how to win a man, whether through his heart or…

	The crowd of 300 or more was grow­ing ex­cited. It wouldn’t be long be­fore the band came on stage. As An­nie flir­ted with two guys by the stage, ex­pertly tilt­ing back her head and en­ti­cingly lift­ing her hair to re­veal her slender neck Jen­nifer watched on, feel­ing some­what jeal­ous but at the same time in­spired.

	If any­one could help her win the at­ten­tion of Brad, it was her. It was just the thought of kiss­ing her that was play­ing on her mind. Jen­nifer wasn’t shy, and had slept with 2 guys dur­ing col­lege but her mother had al­ways been of a more tra­di­tional sort, forever re­mind­ing her that a ‘real’ lady saved her­self for the ‘right’ man. Only sluts flaunted their bod­ies and gave of them­selves so freely. As a con­sequence, Jen­nifer had never brought An­nie back to her house. Her mother would know the in­stant she saw her that she was the kind of girl who gave up her se­duct­ively pro­por­tioned body too eas­ily.

	Des­pite what her mother thought, Jen­nifer re­spec­ted An­nie for her abil­ity to charm men and do with them as she pleased. She de­cided then, as she downed the last half of her beer in one, that she was go­ing ahead with An­nie’s plan. She knew it was true that the best way to a man’s heart is through his pants and she had a good feel­ing about her chances to­night. By the end of the gig, Brad would be hers for the tak­ing, and she planned to take him for hours.

	Stand­ing be­fore the mir­ror, Brad began his usual pre-per­form­ance routine. Look­ing deep into his un­usu­ally green eyes re­flec­ted in the mir­ror, he then made sure every as­pect of his ap­pear­ance was per­fect. Hair — check, leather pants and jacket — check, and last but not least, his most treas­ured fea­ture, per­fect face — check. He smiled at his re­flec­tion, pleased with what he saw. Run­ning his hand across the fine stubble that covered his face, he nod­ded ap­pre­ci­at­ively, as he came to the con­clu­sion that he liked this look; the rugged, un­shaven, bad boy-look that had wo­men fall­ing over them­selves to get to him. At 19 years old, he was a fine ex­ample of per­fect genes. He stood at an im­press­ive 6 feet 5 inches and had worked in­cred­ibly hard to achieve his ideal body struc­ture, the kind of body that most men could only dream of. Yes, he was a work of art.

	“Come on, Brad.” A sud­den voice piped up from out­side in the cor­ridor, sound­ing agit­ated.

	“Com­ing”, Brad shouted back.

	He took one last look in the mir­ror be­fore pick­ing up his gui­tar and swinging the strap over his shoulder.

	All the signs were there; to­night was the night when he would at last take home the girl he had been pur­su­ing for months. An­nie Walker was com­ing home with him to­night.

	Sud­denly the lights in the hall dimmed and the eager crowd, already drunk and hungry for en­ter­tain­ment turned as one to face the stage. In po­s­i­tion at the foot of the stage, Jen­nifer and An­nie waited, Jen­nifer hold­ing tightly to An­nie’s hand, both to stem the trem­bling she felt tak­ing over her body and as a way of pre­par­ing her­self for what was to come. As the lead singer in her band, Jen­nifer was far from shy, in fact, once on stage she be­came her al­ter ego, Lusty Jen, the singer that had guys queuing up to be with her. Her vo­lup­tu­ous fig­ure that curved in ways that would have made Bey­once jeal­ous was her greatest as­set. She was also pretty, in a sweet way that al­ways seemed to make people think she was in­no­cent and na­ive, un­touched by the stigma that had at­tached it­self to An­nie so early in her life. She wasn’t in­no­cent. Not by any stretch of the ima­gin­a­tion. She was simply sav­ing her­self for the right man… Brad.

	“It’s about to start, Jen.” An­nie turned to her and licked her lips sug­gest­ively, run­ning her tongue first along the top lip and then across the bot­tom one, slowly, star­ing at Jen’s lips as she did so.

	“I’m ready. This had bet­ter work.” Jen said, pulling the front of her one piece dress down with both hands to re­veal the tops of her breasts, that were slightly too big for the dress she wore. Luck­ily her nipples weren’t too pro­nounced, as she had chosen not to wear a bra, after all, if things went the way she planned, a bra would only serve as a nuis­ance.

	The crowd roared, and be­side her An­nie squealed in de­light as the cur­tains pulled back to the sound of drums build­ing up to a cres­cendo and there il­lu­min­ated in the light was Brad. Clad in a thick black leather jacket, tight black leather pants and black boots, the mere sight of him caused Jen to gasp in­vol­un­tar­ily. As the lead singer star­ted things off by con­vers­ing with the crowd, Brad stood and sur­veyed the crowd, no doubt seek­ing his next con­quest for the night and as his eyes began to draw closer to their po­s­i­tion An­nie turned to Jen and ini­ti­ated their plan.

	As An­nie’s lips pressed against hers, Jen was at first a little hes­it­ant, her body stiff­en­ing as she felt An­nie’s tongue prob­ing between her lips eagerly, wet and slip­pery. She quickly re­covered her com­pos­ure though, as she sensed that Brad was watch­ing. Look­ing up, as she began to re­spond to An­nie’s ex­pertly caress­ing tongue with her own strokes and prob­ing, she saw that Brad was fix­ated upon them, his eyes wide, filled with what looked to her like lust. She had him; fi­nally, after months of be­ing over­looked and ig­nored, he was fi­nally pay­ing at­ten­tion to her. She real­ized she was en­joy­ing the kiss more than she should have, and when she felt An­nie’s hand slip between her legs, she didn’t protest, in fact she ob­liged by widen­ing her stance a little. She could feel, more than hear An­nie moan­ing in ec­stasy and as she spied the bulge in Brads trousers, just be­fore he covered it up with his gui­tar, she broke off from the kiss for a mo­ment to look up at him, her mouth open, tongue glisten­ing with An­nie’s saliva. Brad was strug­gling to con­cen­trate, as they were about to be­gin the first song. She smiled at him be­fore lock­ing lips with An­nie once more.

	Look­ing down on An­nie and her friend whose name he couldn’t re­mem­ber, Brad felt him­self be­com­ing heav­ily aroused. They were both watch­ing him as they kissed and touched one an­other and Brad knew that to­night they were his, not just An­nie but the other one too. He covered up the quickly grow­ing bulge in his pants and turned, ready to start the gig. It was go­ing to be one of the best gigs in a long time.

	Tak­ing her by the hand and hur­riedly lead­ing Jen away from the stage, An­nie headed for the toi­lets at the back of the hall, her eyes glazed over with the early signs of sexual arousal.

	“Where are you tak­ing me?” Jen asked, a little per­turbed by An­nie’s eager­ness to drag them away from the stage where Brad waited for her, clearly at­trac­ted to her antics with An­nie.

	“You’ll see,” An­nie looked over her shoulder and gave Jen a cheeky wink be­fore burst­ing through the edge of the crowd and start­ing up some stairs, pulling Jen hard as if she were lead­ing a dog.

	“Shouldn’t we be back there?” Jen said, still fight­ing An­nie’s at­tempts to drag them fur­ther up the stairs, “I mean, after all, you did say you were gonna help me win Brad’s heart, right?”

	Half way up the dimly lit stairs, An­nie turned; her face barely vis­ible in the dim light, “This IS help­ing you win that dope’s heart, trust me. You don’t think he didn’t see us come up here just now?” An­nie leant for­ward so she could see Jen clearly in the dark space, “He knows what’s up here, and he knows we’ll be wait­ing when he fin­ishes the gig.”

	Jen nod­ded and smiled, con­vinced that what An­nie said was true. Of course he would go and find them. His pants were ready to burst back there on the stage, he was as hard as a rock, but why was An­nie so eager to take her there now? The gig wasn’t over for an­other hour.

	Still, in the back of her mind she re­membered the way it had felt when she kissed An­nie and es­pe­cially when An­nie’s fin­gers had entered her and sent waves of pleas­ure erupt­ing through her pussy. Maybe there was more to come… Jen couldn’t be­lieve she was even con­tem­plat­ing hav­ing sex with an­other wo­man but An­nie had made her feel so horny, she had al­most come right there on the dance-floor. If An­nie was plan­ning on mak­ing love to her some­where up­stairs, then Jen wasn’t about to turn the op­por­tun­ity down. Be­sides, she could have them both, An­nie and Brad in a hot, sticky three­some that would have Brad aching for her… he would be hers at last.

	Smil­ing, she hur­ried up the stairs after An­nie, con­fid­ent that her plan would come off.

	Where are they go­ing?

	Brad watched them as they moun­ted the stairs at the end of the hall and dis­ap­peared from view. In­ter­est­ing. They were head­ing up to his per­sonal room where only he and the other band mem­bers went to chill out after each gig. There was noth­ing up there but a couple of old so­fas and a mat­tress where they could crash after gigs if need be. Break­ing into a solo at the end of one of their best songs, his eyes re­turned to his gui­tar, fo­cus­ing on the strings, but his mind was drift­ing into the fu­ture en­vi­sion­ing him sand­wiched between the two girls..

	Leap­ing onto the mat­tress and flop­ping about on it like a child just dis­cov­er­ing the springs in a mat­tress for the first time, An­nie laughed, a child­ish sound, and looked up at Jen as she stood in the door­way watch­ing, shyly.

	An­nie laughed even louder as she bounced to her feet, “Look at you, Jen. You look like a frightened little school girl!” She stopped boun­cing and se­duct­ively ges­tured at Jen with a long fin­ger, “Come to me and I prom­ise I won’t bite… well… I might bite a little bit.” She smiled be­fore slid­ing a fin­ger into her mouth and suck­ing it slowly, draw­ing it out glisten­ing and wet be­fore slid­ing it back in to the hilt and moan­ing.

	Jen watch­ing this show from the door­way; couldn’t help but feel aroused at this sight. She knew this was go­ing to be a night she would never for­get, as long as she lived.

	Step­ping for­ward, she real­ized that her juices were already ooz­ing from her pussy, and each time she moved, she felt the wet­ness soak­ing through her panties, hot, sticky and threat­en­ing to spill out at any time.

	“Come here Jen, and I’ll do things to you that no man could ever do.” An­nie was pant­ing al­most breath­less with arousal and she swiftly reached up and pulled off her tight fit­ting dress, re­veal­ing per­fect breasts that were peaked with huge dark nipples, bulbous and swollen with erec­tion.

	As Jen ap­proached, un­sure what to do next, but know­ing that she could feel the pleas­ure already be­gin­ning to spread through her body, em­an­at­ing from the grow­ing heat between her legs. For now, all thoughts of Brad were gone. She could only think of what An­nie might do to her. She shuddered at the thought and began to take off her own clothes, her breath com­ing in starts and stut­ters.

	An­nie reached down and peeled off her black satin panties be­fore throw­ing them to the side and in­stantly plunging a trem­bling fin­ger deep into her pulsing pussy, which hun­grily de­voured her prob­ing di­git, juices ooz­ing out and trail­ing down her hand. She moaned as the ten­sion in her pussy was fi­nally re­leased, and the in­tense feel­ings of pleas­ure began.

	“Come to me, Jen.” An­nie gasped, her eyes cloud­ing over as she be­came lost in com­plete and ut­ter arousal.

	Her own panties now on the floor, Jen stepped up onto the bed and ap­proached An­nie, un­sure of how to be­gin but An­nie was a pro and sensed that she was to be the leader in this sexual ad­ven­ture.

	Slip­ping her hand from within her drip­ping pussy, she held it out for Jen and said “Suck my juices off my hand, now.”

	Over­come with in­tense arousal, Jen stepped close to An­nie and took her hand in her mouth, suck­ing and lick­ing the slimy juices from An­nie’s hand, slurp­ing as she did so. She even began to en­joy the taste, and wanted more when it was gone… hungry.

	Now An­nie was sur­prised as Jen sud­denly dropped between An­nie’s legs and quickly began to lick her pussy lips, pulling them open with her hands as she did so, and this caused An­nie to moan out loud, pleas­antly sur­prised at Jen’s sud­den eager­ness to please her.

	Still lap­ping at her pussy, Jen pushed An­nie down onto the bed and pushed her legs open wide so she could gain full ac­cess to her.

	An­nie could do noth­ing but lie back and en­joy Jen’s sud­den en­thu­si­asm. She had never ex­pec­ted this from Jen, but now that it was hap­pen­ing, she man­aged to smile amidst the in­cred­ible waves of ec­stasy that hit her again and again.

	Jen was lost in pas­sion, and as she slipped three fin­gers deep into An­nie’s pussy, her lips found her clit­oris and began to suck it like a mint, draw­ing a long drawn out moan from An­nie’s lips but Jen didn’t no­tice and con­tin­ued to work on her friend’s now drenched pussy.

	Minutes later An­nie came in an ex­plo­sion of juices and her body bucked and writhed across the bed as the most power­ful or­gasm she had ever ex­per­i­enced shook her body, leav­ing her tingling all over, as if elec­tri­city had been run through her body.

	“My…god, Jen. I didn’t know you were that good.” An­nie gasped as she lay on her back, gasp­ing and shak­ing from the still ef­fects of the re­cent or­gasm.

	“Neither did I” Said a male voice from be­hind them.

	They both spun around to face the owner of the voice, and were shocked to find Brad stand­ing there, his hand rub­bing a grow­ing bulge in his tight leather pants, a smile on his face.

	Jen, mo­ment­ar­ily caught off guard, quickly wiped An­nie’s juices from her mouth and sat back on the bed, at­tempt­ing to cover up what she could, feel­ing slightly em­bar­rassed both at what she had done in the heat of pas­sion, and be­cause she had been caught in the act.

	An­nie, on the other hand, just lay there spread out, legs open with juices still leak­ing out of her, watch­ing Brad with hungry eyes as he ad­mired the them both, with his rov­ing eyes.

	“Thanks for start­ing without me, girls!” Brad said, dra­mat­ic­ally, rais­ing his hands in the air in mock ex­as­per­a­tion.

	“There’s plenty left for you, big boy. Get over here.” An­nie said her voice heavy with lust.

	Jen wasn’t sure what to do but she knew there was no turn­ing back now. Her own juices were ooz­ing out of her, and des­pite her em­bar­rass­ment she could barely con­tain her lust for Brad or An­nie for that mat­ter. She real­ized she wanted them both just as much.

	Am I bi-sexual?

	Brad made his way to the bed and stood, tak­ing off his t-shirt and throw­ing it to the ground be­fore look­ing down at his bul­ging pants and then at the girls, a ques­tion­ing look on his face.

	As one the girls rose from the bed and hur­riedly began un­fasten­ing his pants, Jen work­ing on his belt while An­nie re­leased the but­ton and swiftly un­zipped him open­ing up his pants to re­veal black boxer shorts shin­ing with freshly leaked pre-cum.

	Brad’s body was a work of art, a rock solid per­fectly sym­met­rical six-pack be­low a pair of huge pecs, but the girls barely no­ticed those as they hun­grily yanked his pants down around his ankles caus­ing him to gasp in an­ti­cip­a­tion of the in­cred­ible pleas­ure that was to come.

	Once his pants were down, An­nie beat Jen to the chase and quickly en­gulfed Brad’s en­gorged hel­met in her mouth, saliva drib­bling down it in tor­rents as she slobbered over it, draw­ing a long moan from Brad’s lips as he watched her work. Jen, not to be left out, after all this was her man, took Brad’s balls in her mouth and sucked them both, jug­gling them with her tongue, draw­ing even more moans from the pant­ing Brad.

	Soon Jen be­came more con­fid­ent and pulled Brad’s throb­bing cock from An­nie’s wet mouth and sucked it into her own, greed­ily slurp­ing his pre-cum that con­tin­ued to flow freely from his cock and An­nie went to work on his balls.

	Jen had never sucked cock be­fore, or eaten pussy for that mat­ter but now she was do­ing it like she was a pro and she was lov­ing it more than she ever could have ima­gined. Best of all, Brad was grip­ping her hair tightly in the throes of ec­stasy as she sucked and slurped his cock en­sur­ing it was sloppy wet at all times as she had read some­where in a magazine once. It was clearly work­ing.

	“Oh god… I’m… gonna… come. “ Brad man­aged to gasp just be­fore he grabbed a tight hold of Jen’s head and re­leased him­self into her mouth, his body shud­der­ing and shak­ing with each pleas­ure bring­ing spurt. Jen gladly took everything he had to of­fer and swal­lowed it straight down much to the dis­ap­point­ment of An­nie who scowled at her, jeal­ous that she had been the one to make him come.

	“Wow, you girls really know how to please a man, don’t you?” Brad gasped, barely catch­ing his breath.

	“You think that’s all we got?” An­nie said, smil­ing at him and fin­ger­ing her wet pussy be­fore suck­ing her fin­gers and look­ing him in the eyes, in­vit­ingly.

	Brad stared at her pussy for a mo­ment, but then his eyes settled on Jen who sat be­fore him, his cum still cling­ing to her chin, look­ing up at him, her pussy yet to be pleas­ured. He was go­ing to re­turn the fa­vor, plus, he knew this girl had wanted him for a long time and that meant only one thing. She was go­ing to fuck him into the next life.

	He climbed on top of her, ig­nor­ing An­nie and slid his newly rock hard cock straight into Jen’s wel­com­ing pussy with a wet smack­ing sound and a com­bined groan of pleas­ure from both Brad and Jen. Jen had never had such a large cock in­side her be­fore and the sheer thick­ness of it filled her so com­pletely, it’s ridges and veins push­ing into the walls of her pussy, send­ing in­cred­ibly over­whelm­ing waves of pleas­ure through her pussy and she screamed out, her mouth wide.

	She fi­nally had her man, not only had him but was hav­ing him right there and then. An­nie was right, the plan had worked. She laid there and watched him work her pussy like a pro, her wet­ness mak­ing li­quid sounds with each thrust and mar­velled at his power, his beauty.

	She would give her­self to him whenever he wanted, any­where, any­time. As he neared his or­gasm, he shouted out, “You dirty fuckin’ bitch, oh yeah, you little slut!”

	Jen stared up at him, her eyes in­cred­u­lous. What was he say­ing? She wasn’t a slut.

	Then Brad fi­nally un­leashed his load in­side her, fir­ing spurt after spurt deep in­side her, but she no longer felt any­thing any­more. She was in shock, that he would speak to her like that. What had she done wrong?

	When he fin­ished, Brad turned to An­nie who was fin­ger­ing her­self next to them on the bed and watched her for a mo­ment, lick­ing his lips, cock now hard again and throb­bing, shiny with Jen’s juices.

	“Come on then, big boy.” An­nie said, pulling apart her pussy lips, in­vit­ing him in.

	Brad grunted, planted him­self between her legs and plunged his penis deep into her, and began pump­ing slowly but power­fully. An­nie wrapped her legs around him and began to thrust with him, moans es­cap­ing both their lips as they heaved.

	Jen simply lay on her back and watched them, won­der­ing if she had done the right thing. He had ob­vi­ously called her a slut and a dirty bitch be­cause he was just talk­ing dirty, right? Isn’t that what all men do?

	Watch­ing him pound An­nie into an ex­plos­ive or­gasm, Jen real­ized that al­though she had Brad to­night, it would only ever be this one night. Per­haps if she were lucky, she might get to sleep with him once more but she very much doubted it. Brad was a wo­man­izer and be­sides, he could have any wo­man he wanted. Why should he settle for just one when he could have them all?

	Jen was sure she couldn’t change his ways.

	Sigh­ing, she stood and waited for Brad to slide off An­nie be­fore walk­ing over to An­nie’s pant­ing form and plant­ing her wet pussy straight over her mouth.

	At first, An­nie looked sur­prised, but then she got to work, ex­pertly lick­ing and suck­ing at Jen’s clit­oris.

	Within minutes, all three of them were laid out on the bed, ex­hausted and soaked in each other’s juices.
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