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Chapter 1. DIRTY DANCING
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“Happy 30th Birthday, Homeboy,” said Mike as he handed Jimmy and Tori a shot of Fireball each.

“Happy Birthday, Jimmy,” said Tori as she raised her shot glass in celebration of his birthday, her sexy pouty lips glistening with a fresh coat of pink gloss, curving into a playful smile that hinted at mischief.

“Thank you, guys, for taking me out tonight. I really appreciate it,” Jimmy exclaimed.

“No problem, Bro. That’s what friends are for, to show each other a good time, ain’t that right, Tori?” said Mike.

“That’s right, baby. Here’s to good times,” shouted Tori as the music began to get louder in the bar, the low-cut top of her mini cocktail dress hugging her round, plump, firm breasts, the neckline dipping low enough to tease a glimpse of lace beneath.

“Oh shit, Jimmy, they’re playing your favorite song. Come on, let’s dance,” yelled Tori.

Jimmy looked at Mike and said, “Is it okay if I dance with your wife, Homey?” Mike nodded his head yes and said, “Go for it.”

Tori led Jimmy by the hand onto the dance floor, her tight round ass sashaying underneath her short mini dress swaying with each step, revealing her long, smooth, sexy legs that seemed to go on forever, ending in high heels that accentuated that beautiful tight, round ass, that was just peeking out of the bottom of her red mini dress. Mike stood by the bar and watched the two of them dance, his eyes lingering on Tori’s curves as she moved with effortless seduction, her body just swaying to the music in her cute little red dress. Her white thigh highs with laced tops connected to her white Lacey garter belt, really made her look even hotter if that were even possible. 

Tori and Jimmy started out dancing away from each other, keeping it pretty clean. Then Mike noticed Tori moving up closer to Jimmy and putting her hands on his shoulders while he placed his on her hips as they danced. Tori was swinging her hips provocatively towards Jimmy, the heat of her body radiating through her thin red dress, her perfume—a sultry mix of vanilla and musk—wafting toward him, intoxicating in the crowded bar. Jimmy spun Tori around and pulled her close to him, pressing his groin into her ass, with his hands around her waist. The friction of his growing hardness against her soft, tight curves sent electric tingles through both of them, the bass of the music vibrating through their bodies like a shared pulse. Tori’s hands were reaching back over her shoulders, holding the side of his face, her fingers tangling in his hair, feeling the stubble on his jaw scratch lightly against her palms. They were practically spooning on the dance floor as they swayed back and forth to the music, sweat beginning to glisten on their skin under the pulsing neon lights, Tori’s glossy pink lips parting in a soft gasp. At one point, Tori bent over at the waist while Jimmy was still holding her hips, grinding his groin into her ass, the rhythmic pressure building a delicious ache between her thighs, her short skirt riding up just enough to tease the smooth skin of her thighs, with her white lace panties that accented the curves of her hot ass were playing peekaboo as she wiggled her ass in front of him.

Tori looked back over her shoulder at him and smiled as he gave her a couple pumps of his groin into her ass, basically dry humping her on the dance floor, the heat and hardness of him making her breath hitch, her heart pounding in sync with the thumping beat, her plump breasts heaving with each movement.

Jimmy moved Tori so that Mike couldn’t really see her from his viewpoint and could only see jimmy's back. Then he moved his hands off her hips and slid them down to the front of her little red dress, with his fingers touching the bare skin of her thighs just above her laced topped thigh highs. He began to rub the inside of her thighs moving his fingers slowly towards the center of her lace panties. He could feel her wetness through her panties and the heat her hot wet pussy was generating was turning him on.  Tori grabbed his hands and pulled them off herself turning to him smiling and said “Behave yourself, Mike is right over there.”  Jimmy just smiled and raised his eyebrows “ Ok ,I’ll behave” he said playfully. 

Their dirty dancing continued as Mike watched. He could feel his heart beginning to race, and he felt himself becoming flushed as he felt his ears heating up, the metallic tang of jealousy mixing with an unexpected stir of arousal in his gut. He saw Jimmy holding Tori tightly from behind as he leaned in and appeared to be whispering something in her ear—hot breath against her neck, perhaps something filthy that made her shiver, like “Feel how hard you make me, Tori?” He saw Tori smile at whatever it was that he said to her, her lips parting in a gasp Mike could almost hear over the music, her eyes fluttering with a mix of excitement and temptation.

Mike chugged his Jack and Coke, the burn of the whiskey sliding down his throat like liquid fire, but it did little to cool the heat building inside him. Feeling a sudden urge to splash water on his face and collect himself, he turned and headed to the bathroom, he had to piss anyways, he weaved his way through the crowded bar without a word.

On the dance floor, Tori and Jimmy finally pulled apart, breathless and slick with sweat. Tori fanned herself, her chest heaving, the low-cut halter top of her dress was straining against her firm breasts, nipples faintly visible through the fabric. Jimmy adjusted his jeans discreetly, his eyes dark with
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