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​Chapter 1 Las
Vegas, Here I Come

Ingrid's story started innocently enough after her
move to Las Vegas from Minnesota. While she knew she was fairly
smart, she just couldn't get excited about college. All she could
think about was moving from the rural countryside to the big city
with the lights and excitement.

Her parents were not pleased with her choice and
tried over and over to talk her out of it but the glitz and glamor
of Las Vegas kept calling to her. Finally, she won them over as
they figured out if they didn't give her permission to go, she
might run away and that would really upset them.

One of the members of their church worked for a
company with an office in Las Vegas. He called in a favor and had
someone in Vegas look around for her. Luckily there was an opening
at Caesars Palace for an administrative assistant in their
executive sales office. They hired her sight unseen based upon his
recommendation and she quickly packed her bags and got on the first
plane for Las Vegas' McCarran airport.

As she was walking through the terminal in Vegas, her
senses were assaulted with the sights and sounds of the
entertainment capital of the world. It seemed like every poster had
a picture of a semi-naked girl in a showgirl costume or less.
Everything screamed sex to her and she couldn't believe how her
body was reacting to all of these messages.

As she stood there, like a typical hick tourist with
her mouth hanging open, she looked at the sex on display, not only
was it in posters on the wall and fancy digital displays, the
people in the terminal seemed to all exude sex. Sure there were the
typical tourists, frumpy dowdy housewives followed by their dull
husbands, but a big percentage were knockouts.

As she looked around at the women in the terminal,
all she saw was tits and ass, as her dad would say. It seemed like
every girl had huge jugs that they pushed into your face. she
couldn't believe the cleavage and the short skirts, it seemed like
every girl under 30 oozed pure sex. In fact as she looked around,
even the women over 30 would probably blow away every hot chick
from her little hometown in Minnesota.

She thought to herself, that she was lucky coming
from pure Swedish stock, she didn't need a boob doctor to have big
jugs. Ingrid was reasonably tall at 5'-10”, blonde hair, blue eyes,
fair skin, and with D cups to top it off. While her tits didn't
stick out like some of the girls she was looking at, hers were
natural and she knew felt a lot better.

She had became sexual active in high school and
discovered that she really liked sex. Luckily, she confided with
her mother, who got her on the pill so she would not get pregnant.
She had quickly discovered that little things like the picture of a
sexy girl or guy, would start her fantasizing about sex. Secretly
she told herself that here in Sin City, she could do anything she
wanted as no one back home would ever know about it.

Looking at all the sexy girls, while walking through
the terminal, had her wet with desire. She thought to herself, 'As
soon as I can, I'm going to buy myself some sexy clothes like these
girls.' She was wearing the shortest skirt she owned that came
about 6 inches above her knees but as she looked around, her skirt
was one of the longest ones she saw. Some of the girls were wearing
skirts so short that they just barely covered the bottom of their
butts and this seemed to be closer to the norm.

She had seen pictures in magazines of girls who
didn't wear a bra and told herself that she was going to pitch
every bra owned and let those puppies come out and play. As she
walked towards baggage claim, she was conscious of the dampness
between her legs and hoped that she would soon find a quiet spot to
scratch her itch.

Coming from a small town, she was unaccustomed to the
huge crowds of people in the terminal. She finally found her
baggage carousel to retrieve her luggage. As she was standing there
looking for her bags, a girl next to her asked, “What club do you
dance at?”

“Excuse me, what are you talking about?”

The girl replied, “Aren't you a dancer? This is
Thursday night and I just assumed that you had flown in on my
flight from Los Angeles to work this weekend?”

“No, I've just arrived from Minnesota and I don't
think I could be a ballerina. My body is built wrong for that.”

At this, the girl burst out laughing and said, “You
are from Minnesota, I guess that explains it. What I'm talking
about is being an exotic dancer, not a ballerina.”

Ingrid started spinning through the pictures in her
mind of things she had seen while searching the Internet to learn
about Vegas. One of the things that came up often were ads for
clubs where guys went to see girls either topless or completely
naked.

In a somewhat astonished voice, Ingrid asked her,
“You are an exotic dancer?”

To which the girl responded, “Yes, I work weekends
and then fly back to LA on Monday morning. The money is awesome and
I have such a good time. From the looks of your body, you would be
a natural and could get rich if you showed off those jugs of yours.
That's why when I saw you, I just assumed that you were a fellow
dancer.”

By now, she is looking closer at this girl and
starting to pick up clues that she'd overlooked before. She was
about 5'-7” with a medium build body except really big tits. She
had a girl next door look except with a certain edge to her. Her
full head of hair perfectly framed her pretty face with full lips
and a stud in her tongue. She was wearing a torn t-shirt that gaped
in all the right places to show off her body and it was ripped off
just below her boobs. Her tits were almost falling out of her top
and Ingrid was turned on by looking down between those magnificent
jugs of hers.

She was sure that when she got something out of the
overhead compartment, you would be able to see the underside of her
tits. She had on jogging shorts that let the cheeks of her butt
show. She finished it off with a pair of heels that accented her
figure.

“Do you like dancing?” Ingrid asked her. “It sounds
like it might be a lot of fun.”

The girl told her, “I love it, the money is great and
I get invited to parties every night. I'm saving my money for
college because I know that I can't do this forever.”

Then she continued, “You know, you should try it.
With a body like yours and that sweet innocent face, not to mention
those tits. Are they natural?”

“Yeah, it's all me. Most women in my family are
naturally endowed but sometimes it's embarrassing as the guys
always stare at my tits.”

“Girl, that's what those puppies are for, a natural
guy magnet. You could make a fortune with those babies, if you
would come work at my club. I guarantee that if you rub those
babies on some guy's face, he will be shoving hundred dollar bills
down your thong in a flash.”

She followed up with, “So you are new in town, are
you staying somewhere?”

Ingrid told her, “Yes, the company I've got a job
with has some furnished apartments and I get to live in one for a
couple of weeks until I get my own place.”

The dancer replied, “The club sends a driver to take
us to the Embassy Suites where we have rooms. I'll get him to drop
you off at your apartment and give you my phone number. Let's get
together after you get settled so I can see how you are doing. By
the way, my name is Stormy, well it's not really my name but my
stage name and I answer to it quicker than my own name.”

“My name is Ingrid and I'd love to get together with
you in a few days.”

Stormy then put her arms around Ingrid and kissed
her. Not a peck on the cheek as she expected but she put her lips
full on Ingrid's. She could feel the heat from her lips and when
she opened her mouth a little, Stormy's tongue quickly slipped
in.

At first she was shocked but it felt really good and
if it didn't bother Stormy to kiss her in the middle of the
airport, then who was she to complain. She had always dreamed of
living more on the wild side and this seemed to be a good
beginning.

Ingrid returned her kiss and could instantly tell how
it turned her on by the way Stormy's tongue probed her mouth. She
could feel Stormy's tits against her and wished that she had not
worn a bra so the girl could feel her tits also. Ingrid's family
wasn't here and so she could do things like going braless if she
wanted to.

As she kissed Stormy, she could feel herself getting
wetter. Could she be this turned on by kissing another girl? Stormy
ran her fingers through Ingrid's hair as she pulled their mouths
together. She could feel herself starting to melt from the intense
pleasure of Stormy's lips and tongue.

When they broke, their lips were almost touching and
it was all Ingrid could do to not kiss her again. They looked each
other in the eyes and Stormy looked like she was smoldering. What
she saw in Stormy's face was pure lust, naked primeval lust and she
could feel Stormy's breath on her lips as they stood there with
their tits pressed together. She promised herself that the next
time they kissed there would be no bra between them.

Stormy finally broke into her thoughts by telling
her, “Ingrid, I hope you didn't mind me kissing you but I am so
attracted to you, I couldn't help myself. Have you ever been with a
girl?”

Ingrid took a leap of faith and said, “No, Stormy you
are going to be my first female lover.” It took Stormy a second to
realize what she said and as the grin spread across her face, she
leaned into her and planted those big soft lips on Ingrid. This
time Ingrid beat her to it and slid her tongue deep into Stormy's
mouth.

Ingrid couldn't believe it but Stormy started sucking
her tongue and she was afraid that she would come standing by the
baggage carousel. As she clung to Stormy, it was all she could do
to stop her climax as Stormy sucked her tongue and kissed her. The
heat Ingrid felt between her legs was almost consuming her and it
was virtually more than she could take.

They continued to kiss for about a minute and
reluctantly broke the kiss as some people, trying to get their
baggage, pushed in next to them. In her hometown, two girls kissing
would have been a scandal but here people were just pushing you out
of the way to get their suitcases.

They collected their bags and walked towards the limo
pick up area. As they walked, Stormy took Ingrid's hand in hers as
they walked. The feeling of Stormy's fingers in hers was the most
erotic thing Ingrid had ever felt. Ingrid felt Stormy scratching
her palm and flashed back to high school when that was a secret
signal that your date wanted to fuck you.

Ingrid looked down at Stormy and found her staring at
Ingrid's jugs. As Ingrid watched her, she saw Stormy lick her lips.
The look on Stormy's face, as she was mesmerized by Ingrid's jugs,
caused a bolt of electricity to shoot through Ingrid's pussy as her
love juice started to pour out. The blast to her wet pussy made
Ingrid shiver all over.

As the tremors ran through Ingrid's body, Stormy
leaned against Ingrid and laid her head on Ingrid's heaving breast.
The two girls ground to a halt just outside the limo area and
Ingrid put her fingers through Stormy's huge mane of hair and
turned her head up. Stormy's eyes closed as Ingrid put her hot lips
against Stormy's. Ingrid couldn't believe how bold she was, kissing
Stormy outside the airport terminal without a thought about what
people would think.

The first two things now on Ingrid's bucket list was
one, get rid of her bras and two, fuck Stormy and could she dare to
suck Stormy's pussy? As they kissed and probed each others mouth
with their tongues, Ingrid had now advanced far past kissing and
was hoping that Stormy's pussy was as sweet as she imagined it
would be.

Then Ingrid heard a bunch of hooting and hollering,
things like “Get a room!” washed over her. Ingrid was instantly
embarrassed until she looked up at the big stretch limo to see
girls hanging out of it, cheering, and putting their tongues
between a V made with their fingers.

Stormy just said, “Just ignore them, they are just
jealous. Come on let's get in the limo as they will not leave us
alone until we do.”

The driver didn't blink an eye at them and took their
bags, must be an everyday occurrence to him. They climbed into this
huge stretch limo that looked like the front end of a Mac truck but
was like an RV on the inside.

The other girls welcomed Stormy and most of them
kissed her. Stormy introduced her as her girlfriend from Minnesota.
She tried to hide her surprise at being “Stormy's girlfriend” but
the other girls didn't blink an eye. Each girl kissed her on the
lips and most offered their tongue to her.

Stormy told the girls, “You can look but you cannot
touch!” Which led a number of the girls to say things like, “Spoil
sport!” Stormy told them that she wanted Ingrid to dance with her
and said, “Can you imagine those hooters on parade, and they are
real.”

One of the girls said, “They can't be real, they are
too big and pretty.”

Stormy told her, “You should feel them, they are
fabulous.” Then all of the girls said, “We want to feel,
please!”

Then Stormy said, “Okay just this once but wait a
second, she has a bra on because she was visiting her family. Let
me just pull it off.”

Stormy told her to lean forward and with one hand
unhooked her bra in just a second. She was faster than any boy she
knew. She could tell that she had done this before because her bra
was on the floor of the limo before she could protest.

Stormy put her mouth against her ear and whispered,
“No more bra, okay?” Ingrid told her, “Never again, I promise.”

Then Stormy let all of the girls feel her up through
her t-shirt. Her headlights came on instantly as the first girl
squeezed her tits and felt her nipples. Her hands were so
fantastic, so much better than a guy's. She couldn't believe how
much more exciting it was for a girl to play with you.

She was beginning to think that Sin City had already
turned her into a lesbo but she didn't mind in the least. As one
after another of the girls played with her tits, she was so close
to coming. She could feel the electricity run between her jugs and
her pussy. Somewhere around the third girl, she lost her t-shirt
and it joined the bra on the floor.

Then Ingrid found herself laying on the seat with one
and sometimes two girls sucking her tits. It was hard for her to
tell exactly what was happening as she always had a tongue in her
mouth. Then the next thing she knew, she was sucking somebody's
tits. She had really big jugs with huge nipples and studs in the
nipples. Ingrid could hear her moan as she sucked her nipple into
her mouth and flicked the nub with her tongue. It was so cool to
take her tongue and work the studs in the nipples. Ingrid could
tell she liked it by the way she moaned as she slid the stud back
and forth with her tongue.

There was no way to stop now as her climax crashed
over her like a huge ocean wave. She could feel the tremors running
through her body and ending deep in her love box. One of the girls
slid her hand under her skirt and shoved a finger deep in her hot
box. She had heard about a girl's g-spot but nobody she knew had
any idea where it was but when this girl hooked her fingers in her
snatch to rub it, Ingrid went into overdrive.

Ingrid had to get Stormy to show her exactly how to
find it as her climax was like the iconic fireworks and explosions.
Ingrid thought she sort of lost conscious for a second as her body
seemed to take on a life of its own, her legs were jerking and she
could feel the muscles in her pussy clinch with each spasm as this
girl rubbed her g-spot.

Ingrid felt that she must have died and gone to
heaven as she had been in Vegas less than an hour and now she was
in the backseat of a limo being gang raped by four or more girls or
probably gang banged would be a better description. There would
have been more girls on her but with the seat, they couldn't get to
her. She hoped one of the girls was Stormy but really didn't care
as she was in heaven.

Ingrid giggled to herself, 'Stormy is not doing a
good job of keeping me to herself!' She opened her eyes and saw
Stormy looking at her. When Ingrid looked down, she could see that
Stormy had pulled her shorts to the side and was busily finger
fucking herself. As Stormy caught Ingrid watching her Jill off, she
gave her a big wink and blew her a kiss. Ingrid felt better knowing
that Stormy was alright sharing her with her girlfriends.

Ingrid's panties were now down around her ankles and
one of the girls was sucking her pussy and finger fucking her. She
reached down and grabbed the girl's hair then held her mouth
against Ingrid's pussy while she came in the girl's mouth. The
sensation of having her clit licked and sucked by another girl
while two fingers were deep in her pussy, no strike that, in her
cunt was making the explosions go off in her brain
continuously.

She rolled the word “cunt” around in her mind as the
girl roamed around in between her neither lips. Cunt was so dirty
and nasty sounding and it expressed exactly how she felt right now.
Not only did she have a cunt but she was a cunt and loved it. The
whole idea of giving herself in to every pleasure her body desired
was all she could think of.

Ingrid's body was now on auto pilot as the sensations
of being kissed and sucked overwhelmed her defenses. Hopefully in
the future one girl or guy will be able to satisfy her as all she
could think about was more, more, MORE!

Then the girl who was kissing her was roughly pulled
off and before she could protest, Ingrid found a wet pussy on her
face. She had never went down on a girl but figured that she could
fake it. As the girl squatted down on Ingrid's face, she could see
the engorged pussy lips and the dampness of her love juices. The
girl shuddered as Ingrid's tongue slipped in between the girl's
bald pussy lips. She couldn't believe the sweet nectar that ran
down her tongue and into her mouth. With her nose in between the
girl's pussy lips, she was assaulted by the scent of her juicy
box.

The girl was jerking so hard, it was difficult to
keep her pussy against Ingrid's mouth, so she reached up and
grabbed her ass to hold her love box against Ingrid's mouth. It was
so neat to take her tongue and rim her clit like the head of a
cock. Ingrid found that if she nibbled on her clit, the girl would
almost drown Ingrid in sweet juice.

Ingrid hoped that she would find out who pussy she
was sucking but it was heaven, no matter whose it was. The scent of
her pussy was overpowering as she rode Ingrid's face, Ingrid lapped
up all of the sweet love juice that ran out of the girl's pussy.
Ingrid started sucking her clit as the girl reached down and used
two hands full of Ingrid's hair to hold her mouth against the
girl's wet cunt. Ingrid climaxed right behind the girl and as she
came in Ingrid's mouth, Ingrid came all over somebody's fingers and
tongue.

The girl that Ingrid was sucking climbed off and then
she realized that she had just sucked off her new girlfriend,
Stormy. She bent down and kissed Ingrid sweetly even though she was
covered in pussy juice. Ingrid had never tasted anyone’s pussy
before and now in her first limo ride, she must have tasted three
or four girls.

Stormy pulled her up and said, “We are at your new
apartment. I wish I could stay but I'm scheduled to work the late
shift tonight.” As Ingrid got out of the limo, her legs were so
weak that she was having problems standing but held onto the side
of the limo as the driver got her luggage.

Stormy kissed her goodbye and pressed her cell phone
number into Ingrid's hand. All of the other girls were hanging out
of the window waving and blowing kisses to her. As they drove off,
she realized that her bra was still on the floor of the limo.
Luckily, someone was nice enough to put her t-shirt back on as she
didn't remember doing it. Well good riddance to the bra, she hated
those things anyway.

The evening manager was really cute and so helpful
but Ingrid figured it was probably her big braless tits that made
him want to help her. He drove her to her new place in a golf cart
and carried all of the bags upstairs to the new apartment. He even
gave her his personal phone number in case she needed anything.
Right, like his cock she figured!

She hasn't even gotten settled in and both guys and
girls are trying to get into her pants. Well, correction, the girls
have already gotten into her pants. Speaking of her pants, Ingrid
reached under her skirt and realized that she had left more than
her bra in the limo.

Ingrid lay down on the living room couch and pulled
up her skirt to see that her pussy was still dripping wet and the
lips were all swollen and a little bruised. She gingerly touched
her pussy and sure enough it was a little tender but still felt
really good. As she played with herself, she thought about the limo
ride and that she was basically gang raped by a bunch of girls. Not
that she was complaining, mind you, but for a farm girl from
Minnesota, it was an eye opening experience.


​Chapter 2 First
Day at Work

Ingrid's first day at work seemed pretty
normal, at least none of the girls gang raped her! Her job turned
out to be administrative assistant to one of the senior vice
presidents, a pretty sweet job. She was hoping that her parent's
friend who got her the job didn't oversell her but so far
everything was pretty easy. As it turned out, things like typing
and filing were done by secretaries and she only had to handle her
boss's appointments so the job seemed to be as a public relations
expert, not an assistant.

On top of everything else Ingrid's boss was a
woman, Crystal Fields was her name. She was a Harvard graduate and
so smart it was scary. Ingrid thought she was in her early forties
or at least that's how she looked. All the other girls said she was
a real bitch, but so far she had been nothing but nice to her.
Maybe they were just jealous as she looked like a toned down
Playboy centerfold. She was a little taller than Ingrid with nice
size tits that she was informed were not natural. She had shoulder
length brown hair and hazel eyes with what looked to be nice well
tanned legs. On Ingrid's first day, she was wearing a business suit
with a white plain silky blouse and above the knee length skirt
that wreaked of money, all the way down to her Jimmy Choo's.

Ingrid had been running all morning, figuring
out where everything was and then when Crystal was in a meeting,
one of their clients called and was flying in for an emergency
meeting. He needed a place to stay along with a rental car. He was
apparently really stressed out and wanted to know where he would be
staying. She didn't know what to do and with Crystal in a top floor
meeting, disturbing her was out of the question.

So she decided that well today might be her
first and last day at work, she picked up the phone and booked him
a suite at Bellagio, one of the nicest hotel-casinos on the strip.
When Ingrid mentioned his name to the reservations agent, he
immediately transferred her to a special agent. When she told him
she was looking to get a room for Floyd Barnett from Houston, he
told her that he had worked with Mr. Barnett previously and knew
exactly what type of accommodations he wanted.

When he told her that the hotel would assign
a chauffeur driven limousine dedicated to Mr. Barnett during his
stay, she thought that should solve most of my problems. Except the
thought of the back seat in a limousine brought back memories of
last night's action and triggered a tingle in Ingrid's pussy. She
hoped that Mr. Barnett's limo wasn't the same one because it will
probably still smell like her.

In her job, Ingrid rated a private office
next door to Crystal's and with the door closed she couldn't resist
the opportunity to slide her finger into her already wet snatch and
get herself off.

To celebrate her first day in Sin City, she
not only didn't wear a bra but left her panties off as well. This
made it easy to pull up her skirt and slip her fingers into her
juicy pussy. She couldn't believe how wet she was and her climax
came quickly. As she slid her fingers out of her pussy and started
sucking them, there was a single knock on the door and her boss
burst in.

Ingrid knew that she turned beet red getting
caught sucking her pussy coated fingers by her boss. For a second,
Crystal just looked at her and then got this shit-eating grin on
her face. Then she said, “I hope I haven't caught you at a bad
time?”

“No, no . . .” Ingrid stammered. “What do you
need Ms. Fields?”

She answered, “Ingrid, when we are with other
employees or customers, it's Ms. Fields but when we are by
ourselves, please call me Crystal, okay?”

She continued, “It looks like you are
settling in alright and I hate to dump this on you but I
desperately need your help!”

“Anything, Crystal, I will do anything you
want.”

Crystal said, “Ingrid, that is a really
tempting offer and I'll take you up on it soon but right now I have
a different serious problem that needs a solution. One of our best
customers, Mr. Barnett, the oil tycoon from Houston, just demanded
an emergency meeting this afternoon to request our help and I need
to get him a room and a car.”

Ingrid told her, “I hope I didn't overstep my
authority but when I heard he was coming in, I called the Bellagio
and got him a special suite along with a limousine. I've already
called him on his private jet and told him the limo would pick him
up at McCarran airport and take him to his suite to freshen up for
your meeting.”

When she heard that, Crystal rushed around
her desk and flung her arms around Ingrid to give her a big kiss on
the cheek and a hug. She knew that when she was hugging her,
Crystal was looking down at Ingrid's skirt still bunched up just
below her pussy. Crystal gushed, “Oh, Ingrid you are a lifesaver
and I know that we are going to be great friends.”

Then while Crystal still had her arms around
her she whispered in Ingrid's ear, “Next time Ingrid, remember to
pull your skirt down. Some of the other VP's are not as open minded
as I am.” Then she giggled and added, “You'll have to let me try
your perfume, the scent is heavenly.”

Ingrid started to tell her that she had
forgotten to put on perfume this morning, then realized the scent
Crystal was talking about was between her legs. Then Ingrid quickly
reached down to pull her skirt down but Crystal grabbed her arm and
said, “Not yet Ingrid, let me enjoy your legs for a minute and
around me you don't have to be prim and proper.”

After her episode last night with the girls
in the back of the limo, she was still feeling pretty randy and so
twisted her head and gave Crystal a nice kiss on the lips. She
resisted putting her tongue in Crystal's mouth as she wanted. She
felt Crystal jerk as their lips touched but after a second, she
relaxed and kissed Ingrid back. After their lips separated, Crystal
reached down and took her hand to pull it up in front of her face.
As she looked at Ingrid's fingers, she asked, “Is there anything
left for me?”

Ingrid told her, “No, I'm sorry I think most
of it is gone. I didn't realize that I would have to share.” Then
on an impulse, Ingrid told her, “Wait a second.” Then she pulled
her skirt all the way up and jammed her fingers deep into her cunt.
As she was dripping wet, there was no resistance and her fingers
slid home until her palm hit her juicy pussy lips. She worked her
fingers for a few seconds, then carefully pulled them out making
sure her wet fingers didn't touch anything.

Crystal grabbed her hand and quickly slid her
middle two fingers into her mouth and let out a deep groan as she
sucked Ingrid's fingers. Ingrid could feel her tongue cleaning up
her fingers then she took one finger at a time to finish cleaning
her up. After getting all of the pussy off her fingers, she gave
Ingrid a hard kiss and this time didn't spare the tongue. Ingrid
was so close to coming from her tongue probing in her mouth as she
tasted her pussy on Crystal's lips.

Then with a shake of her head, Crystal
stepped back and said to Ingrid, “Wow, I hope our relationship
continues as good as it is starting out.”

She knew that she was still beet red but
shyly said, “I love working here and really enjoy serving under
you.” Then realizing her Freudian slip, turned even redder.

Crystal said to her, “Well you have solved my
immediate problems and since it is close to lunch, why don't you
join me for lunch and we can discuss your duties and talk about our
future together.”

Ingrid looked at her watch and it was only
ten o'clock but as senior vice president, she didn't think anyone
would question Crystal. As they went through the reception area,
she told the girl that they were going to be out of the office for
a few hours and to call ahead for her car.

They rode down the elevator by themselves and
Ingrid could feel the electricity between them and she hoped that
she didn't screw up her new job but it seemed like Crystal didn't
mind. Other than occasional fantasizes, Ingrid had never had any
sexual relationships with women before last night. Her parents were
hoping she
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