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Prologue

Looking back now, I realize that the extraordinary story of
my life may at first sound like a tired cliché: an orphan of tragedy, lonesome
and unsuspecting, who one day discovers themselves to be uniquely special.

I know; you’ve heard it all before. Read it in mass-market
books as a child, seen it in scores of blockbuster movies, and may even have learned
about occasional real-life examples.

But I cannot change who I am. I cannot help how my life has
unfolded.

A baby born to an unwed mother nineteen years of age; a
young girl just turned four whose budding life is torn apart when fate rips
from her all sense of love and security, unfairly casting her into an existence
of apathy and upheaval. Before my eighteenth birthday, I came to know eleven
foster mothers – scant few considering me more than a societal inconvenience, valuable
only as a number on a file attached to a monthly stipend.

I barely had the opportunity to know my real mother. A faceless
monster whose name I shall never learn stole her away from me, heartlessly plucking
her from this earth on a fated night I can mercifully recall nothing about.

When I turned sixteen I researched my mother, found the only
newspaper article ever printed on her disappearance. Page thirteen. Two brief
columns. Yet another unsolved crime adding almost insignificantly to the
statistics of a decaying city beleaguered by innumerable criminals.

No photograph.

Any pictures I might have had of my mother have been lost to
the ravages of time, so the only place I can see her now is in my dreams – and
I am utterly convinced it is she. In my slumber I am happy and content, but when
the dream ends and I awaken to the harsh light of reality, the exquisite
familiarity of her face slips from my recollection like water passing through the
finest lace.

Still, each time I’m left with a small token of our visit. A
feeling. The simple idea that my mother was a warm and beautiful person who
loved me more than anything in the world, and it’s this precious knowledge that
braces my heart for a new day.

Growing up, I was always the smartest girl in school. Received
excellent grades, earned a modest college scholarship that prepped me for a stable
if so-far droll career as a legal assistant. And yet, even with these successes
I am wholly incompetent when it comes to the grand art of socializing.

Throughout my troubled childhood I was known as the shy and
awkward one, the last one picked for sports, that girl who went to prom
alone. I’ve never held a boyfriend for more than a month, and the reasons for
that continue to baffle me. I’ve simply come to accept it as a part of who I
am.

Oh, I’m physically attractive enough. Maybe an seven, or a six
if I’m being honest with myself, so I’ve never had much trouble finding men for
a quick rendezvous in a back room. Something for which there is ample need,
since I’ve lived in my body long enough to realize the futility in trying to
resist its carnal demands.

Sex is simply in my nature.

As it turns out, these all but uncontrollable urges weren’t
just a fluke of nature – a random roll of the dice that says this person will
be forever horny and that person could care less about physical pleasure. My
sexual appetite was merely the first clue in figuring out the truth of who I am...
indeed, what I am.

I am now twenty-two years old, and until recently was barely
scraping along, living alone in a cramped downtown apartment, and thinking my
life course was set firmly in stone.

How wrong I was!

Little could I have anticipated scant months ago that every
aspect of my life was about to change – initially for the worse, but then for
the better. Unfortunately, the event that triggered this change didn’t come in
the form of blissful, knee-buckling pleasure as I was accustomed to... although
the night did begin that way...




Chapter One

There’s no question that the Last Stand Tavern is the
very last place any self-respecting professional woman should be. In fact, it’s
barely one step removed from a dive. Booming rock music and even louder
chatter, the pungent stench of stale beer and sweaty bodies, the cold glow of
the flickering neon signs that provide much of the bar’s ambient lighting – it’s
all an unwelcome assault on the senses.

And yet, the Last Stand does have its good points.
Namely, it’s in the same decrepit downtown neighborhood as my apartment, and it’s
usually jam-packed with available men – both highly useful attributes if your
primary goal is to scratch an urgent itch down there by picking up a
guy. Or, more accurately, be picked up by a guy, since I’ve found it’s
much easier to let them come to me. And in a place like this, they always do
come... sooner or later.

It’s a little after ten o’clock on a Friday night when I push
open the heavy wooden door and enter the rowdy bar. I’ve come directly from the
office in a modest blue strapless dress, having worked nearly five hours of
overtime prepping a client’s exhibits for trial next week. I don’t particularly
enjoy working late, but it’s one of the downsides to being the only girl at Collins-Barlow
with no personal life – at least none that I would voluntarily broadcast.

However, no matter what work may demand of me, my body has its
own particular needs that must be satisfied on a regular schedule.

Tonight, these needs are leading me through the throng of reveling
drinkers to the last remaining empty stool at the bar, where I wedge myself in
a long row of partially-drunk twenty-something men and tittering young women of
obvious loose moral character. I’m sure none of them can fathom what this
unimposing girl in business attire is doing in a place like this, but I also doubt
that any of them would be particularly surprised to learn the truth.

The tall, dark, and rather handsome bartender walks over, deftly
flips a cardboard coaster onto the bar top in front of me, and sets down a martini
I didn’t need to order with a friendly wink. He’s seen me enough times to know
what I like to drink, and may even have figured out why I’m there. What I’m
hunting for. If nothing else should happen to come up, he might well be offered
the chance to learn first-hand.

But as I take a lengthy sip of my drink, it doesn’t seem as
though that’s going to be a problem tonight.

“Hey bartender! Another drink for the lady in the blue dress.”

A man I’ve never met before is standing close behind me. I
turn my head slightly and observe what I can through my peripheral vision:
average height, casual clothes, brown hair with stubble on his face... overall fairly
good looking.

I’ll bite.

“As you can see, I already have a drink,” I reply over the loud
music, holding up the almost-full martini glass without bothering to turn
around.

“Ah, but think – that will be gone soon, and then you’ll be
looking for another. This way you won’t have to wait for the next to be made.”

I smile to myself and take a painfully slow sip. I can feel
his eyes burning the back of my head, as if daring me to turn around and look
at him. “And what makes you think I don’t plan on nursing this drink all
night?”

“Call it a hunch.”

The bartender approaches with a second martini, sets it in
front of me with a bemused expression on his face, and then quickly retreats.
Ignoring the duplicate drink for now, I swivel on my stool and face the
stranger, giving him a quick once-over from head to toe. Mid-twenties, good
facial features, button-up shirt with collar, tight acid washed blue jeans
hinting at a decent package. Quite acceptable.

Raising the first martini glass to my lips, I jerk my head
back and swallow its contents in a single gulp – olive and all.

Grinning coyly, I lick my lips as the slug of alcohol burns
its way down my esophagus. “Good call there, cowboy.”

The man’s eyebrows curve up in mild surprise and he takes a
sip of his own drink – something orange in color with an abundance of ice cubes.
“Well then, you’re certainly welcome. Are you new in town? Don’t think I’ve
seen you around here before.”

“No, and that means you must not have been paying attention...
and that hurts my feelings.” I pout playfully.

“Entirely my loss, I’m sure. It’s just... well, you look a
little out of place with that fancy dress on.”

I bashfully touch the front of my formal but certainly not “fancy”
dress, running a finger around the inside of the swooping neckline and casually
pulling it a few inches lower to expose more cleavage. “Oh. Well, do you think
I would look more in place without the dress?”

I see the man’s pupils dilate and he quickly takes a long swig
of his drink. I’m sure he’s thinking he just hit paydirt!

“Um, we could always go back to my place, and I could give
you my honest opinion before you go an’ do anything too drastic in front of all
these people.”

“Oh, but I so love drastic! Although, I do think we should
stay in neutral territory for now.”

“Your place then?”

Chuckling softly, I reach behind my back for the second
martini glass. “No, I think not.” I take a long sip and re-cross my legs in
such a way that he’s guaranteed to see a flash of white panty. “But if you’re
interested, you could give me your honest opinion without leaving the bar.”

“Oh yeah? What did you have in mind?”

I smile and hold out my free hand, which he grasps. Soft, smooth
skin and manicured nails. Not the hands of a laborer. Standing up from the
stool, I lead the stranger through the noisy throng of inebriated humanity,
past a row of scarred billiards tables and towards the rear of the bar.

The man hesitates when it becomes obvious we’re heading
towards the restrooms. “Um, could you wait here for just a second? I should let
my friend know to not come looking for me.”

“Which one’s your friend?” I ask, genuinely curious.

The man cranes his neck, trying to see past people’s heads, and
then points. “Over there, by the dart boards. Black hair, navy shirt.”

Following his finger, I spot a tall and ruggedly handsome
man flirting with several young women, attempting to impress them with his
dart-playing skills. Foolish boy – as long as the free drinks continue flowing,
those devious girls will allow him to hold on to the illusion that he actually has
a chance of something happening with them. He does not.

“Mmm, why don’t you invite him along?”

The man seems taken aback. “Sorry, what?”

“Too shy to share me with your friend there, cowboy?”

“No, I uh—”

“Go get him,” I command firmly. Best to have a backup plan just
in case this guy can’t get the job done. Besides, who doesn’t like an audience!

As the anonymous man dashes off across the floor like a
schoolboy chasing a bouncing ball down the sidewalk, I smile and sip my
martini. I don’t know the man’s name, and I don’t particularly care to. These things
usually go better that way.

A few minutes later, the three of us are inside the
otherwise empty men’s washroom. As with the rest of the bar, it captures “shabby”
but completely misses out on “chic”: unreasonably dim lighting, chipped plastic
countertop, a tap that won’t quite shut off, and a painted toilet stall inscribed
with the telephone numbers of countless “good times”.

The first man closes and locks the restroom door, sealing
out the loud thumping music, while his friend paces nervously back and forth in
front of the lone urinal, eyes fixed on his black leather loafers.

“What the hell, dude!” exclaims the second man. “I was this
close to scoring with that hot blonde bitch! Didn’t you see the fine ass on
her?” He gives me a wary glance. I guess he figures I might not appreciate
hearing such crude comments, but I’ve heard far worse.

I take another slow sip of my martini, appreciating its
soothing burn. Alas, it’s nearly finished. “Oh, come on. You’ve got to know you
weren’t getting anywhere with them. They’d just keep stringing you along ’til
closing, then leave you with the number of the pizza joint across the street.”

The second man clenches his jaw and grunts unhappily, but
doesn’t argue. “So what the hell am I doing here?”

With a sexy smile, I hook my fingers under the bottom hem of
my tight blue dress and pull it upwards, shimmying it past my ass to expose the
lacey white fabric of my panties and the flawless smooth skin of my bare abdomen.
This action has a marked effect on both men.

“Your friend here’s decided he’s going to share his conquest
tonight. Right, cowboy?”

The first man swallows hard as I wiggle my slender hips
seductively. “Uh, yeah, that’s right... share...” He sounds hesitant, but I can
see in his eyes that he’s going to go through with whatever I ask.

The second man snorts and gives the first a dismissive wave
of the hand. “This is some kinda lame joke between you two, right? I’ve known
the guy for what, fifteen years? And I’ve never even seen him in his
skivvies. And now you’re telling me he’s going to, to... to have us both strip
down and hook up with some random bitch – no offense – right here in this shitty
bathroom?”

“Uh huh. That’s the gist of the plan.” And offense taken,
bub.

“Yeah. Um, that’s... that’s really hard to believe. Would certainly
be a first for me.”

“Then I guess tonight will be a night of firsts for both you
boys!” I reply with a toothy grin.

“Don’t forget I’m going first...” interjects the first man in
a hushed monotone, officially staking his claim.

Setting my now empty martini glass on the plastic countertop,
I move towards the brown-haired man and tilt my head slightly to the side, leaning
in and smothering his lips with my own. This bold action catches him by
surprise and it takes a second or two before he responds to my kiss, but soon
our lips are making wet smacking sounds as they lock and unlock repeatedly. His
mouth tastes vaguely of vodka and orange juice, and the stubble on his cheeks
feels rough and scratchy against my delicate skin.

My arms move between us and my fingers fumble with the man’s
belt. Then, I unfasten the fly of his jeans and they immediately slump into a pile
around his ankles.

Breaking the kiss, I crouch down and stare for a moment at
the highly suggestive bulge straining beneath the thin white cotton of his plain
underwear. A small wet spot is already beginning to form where the bulge ends, just
below the tight elastic waistband.

Reaching out, I jerk his underwear down to his knees and free
his turgid manhood – which instantly springs up and sticks straight out, bobbing
mere inches away from my face. Seeing a tantalizing droplet of clear fluid
oozing from the tiny slit on his bright pink circumcised head, I pucker my lips
and give it a gentle kiss, collecting the sweet-tasting juices of his arousal.

The second man swears softly and I glance towards him, but
he’s cloaked almost entirely in shadow and I can only see one hand massaging
the front of his pants. “Oh man, this is really gonna happen...” he mumbles
under his breath.

Pleased by his reaction, I return my attention to the first
man and open my mouth wide, darting my head forwards and sucking his erect
penis inside. The rim of his spongy glans pushes between my lips, scrapes over
my teeth, and slides along my tongue until it bumps into the back of my mouth. Wrapping
my fingers around the base of his thick, veiny shaft, I pinch my lips tight and
begin moving my head rapidly back and forth. I do a good blowjob, if I do say
so myself.

The brown-haired man groans and shudders, pushing his hips into
my face and placing a hand on the back of my skull, his firm pressure urging me
to move faster and take his sex deeper. My saliva soon builds up and begins leaking
out around my lips, while the vacuum of my mouth creates rude slurping sounds
that echo loudly off the hard tiles of the restroom walls.

A couple minutes later, the brown-haired man backs away and asks
me to stand up. Licking his lips with anticipation, he grabs the top of my strapless
dress and crudely hauls it down, exposing my bare breasts to his lustful gaze. I’ve
been forever disappointed that my boobs never grew beyond what I consider medium-small
– but that doesn’t stop the man from groping and squeezing the supple little swells,
pinching my pastel pink nipples and making them grow long and hard between his
fingers. Then, his hands move lower, gliding along the smooth plane of my
abdomen, over the gentle rise of my mons, and darting between my legs to massage
the supple flesh of my mound through the obviously soaking wet material of my panties.

“Oh, you damn slutty little girl! You’re totally dripping wet
for me!” exclaims the first man in a hoarse whisper. The truth is I’ve been
horny all day long, so it has nothing to do with him... but I’m not about to
correct the man.

He presses a palm to my abdomen and slides his hand under the
elastic waistband of my panties, fingers searching through the bushy mat of my pubic
hair for the plump folds of my womanhood. Finding the warm crease that marks the
beginning of my cleft, his middle finger pushes between the soft folds and
curves under my crotch, slithering along the slick line of my furrow until reaching
the dripping wet entrance to my expectant sex. The finger immediately curls upwards
and jams deep into my burning hot depths.

I moan and lean forwards, my entire body shivering as I
hunch my crotch into his hand and drive his finger even deeper into my copious wetness.

“God, you’re such a slutty little girl,” says the first man
with a sly grin. “You’re like totally dying to get off, aren’t you?” I can feel
the penetrating finger rubbing the fine ridges that line the interior of my
canal, pressing right into my g-spot.

With a low moan, I place my hands on his stubble-covered
cheeks and give him a quick peck on the lips. “Of course I am, cowboy. So don’t
take too long, ’cuz people might need to piss soon.”

The finger withdraws with a barely audible slurp and he hurriedly
finishes taking off my panties, leaving me wearing nothing but my blue dress
scrunched into a narrow ring around my midsection.

He lifts my right foot up onto the counter, causing my
sodden womanhood to gape lewdly open as he angles my pelvis towards him. With
one hand on my ass and the other around his rock-hard manhood, the first man carefully
aligns himself between my legs and rubs the saliva-coated head of his sex along
the glossy pink groove of mine. I’m not entirely sure which is making the other
wetter!

The second man speaks up from the side. “Did you guys want
to use...”

The brown-haired man glares at his friend and jams his wet
glans directly into my clitoris, generating an intense burst of tingling
pleasure that makes me shiver with extreme desire.

“...Um, never mind, I guess.”

With that, the first man slides his glans down to the dark
mouth of my sex and thrusts his hips forward.

I gasp aloud and feel my knees grow weak as the thick rod of
his sex spears into the sweltering heat of my inner sanctum, stretching and filling
me in a single stroke. Immediately he reverses direction and withdraws from the
tight grip of my receptive sheath, but before his glans slips out completely he
shoves forwards with even greater ferocity, slamming his groin into mine and whacking
the bottom of my raised leg – almost knocking me off balance.

I wrap my arms around the man’s neck for support as he
begins taking sort but rapid thrusts, the angle of our copulation causing his pubic
bone to stimulate the buzzing pearl of my clitoris each time he drives home.
The warm glow of sexual pleasure intensifies and quickly spreads throughout my
abdomen, and it soon feels like my entire body is vibrating in anticipation of
blissful relief.

After a few minutes, the man stops thrusting and swoops me
off the floor without uncoupling our bodies, setting my bare butt on the cold
plastic countertop. I lean back against the mirror and spread my thighs open,
lifting my knees all the way up to my chest. The brown-haired man pulls my ass a
few inches towards him, then hooks his thumbs behind my knees and resumes sawing
in and out of my soaking wet canal.

This new position allows for even greater depth of
penetration
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