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I wrap my hands tightly around the thick tall glass and press the wet rim against my thirsty lips. 

The heavy noise in the packed nightclub thickens the air above us as the the DJ blasts the blasting music through the speakers coating the club with it’s relentless pounding beats. I swiftly tip the glass back and taste the alcohol as it dances along my taste buds, teasing my tongue as it inches it’s way down my throat. 

Amy and Tanya both quickly down their shots as well. I wonder if the girls can feel the the burn racing down their throats yet. 

Without intentional coordination, all three of us slam our shot glasses back on the table and an involuntary giggle from the birthday girl starts the chorus of laughters across our table, tucked away in the corner.

It’s Amy’s 22nd birthday, and boy is she intending on celebrating in style. A booked limo. Hammered in four clubs. And an all nighter with her two best friends. I smiled over at the birthday girl and watched as she grabbed the next set of shots off the table. She was certainly dressed for a night out. And the male attention was pouring into the redhead's knickers. 

The next round of shots stings as it coats my throat with a cinnamon burn. I remind myself, drink too quickly and this is what happens. Of course, the other girls watch me make an utter fool of myself before they drink theirs. 

I tug down the sides of my blue top and stare down at my gaping cleavage, smiling at the depth between my two mounds ready to take their next prey. 

“You’re dressed like a slut once again” Amy giggles as she gawks at my eye popping cleavage. 

“Lay off it, Amy, it’s your birthday I’m not trying to steal your limelight” my words quickly become drowned with the feverish music polluting the air. 

The birthday girl was right, my style was intentional but part of her  thought I was trying to show her up. Quite the opposite. Tonight was the night of killing two birds with one stone. Although they have known me for well over four years, both of my best friends have no clue how I fund my lifestyle. This night. Amy’s night had set me back over $2,000 but it was worth it. She needed to be treated right and I wanted us to have the night of our lives. But expensive gestures like this raise certain questions.

I’ve heard it all before. How can a stunning young student studying dancing be continuously flushed with cash?

The suggestions are what you would expect if you saw a busty young blonde, walking in a short tight mini skirt and flashing her bulging cleavage. She fucks for money. Spreading her legs for quick cash. But it’s not true. Well not entirely true. 

I shuffle out of my seat from under the table and feel a warmth suddenly attack my bare legs and I clench my tanned thighs as I feel the heat sneak under my short skirt and quickly race up my thighs, settling between my legs. 

“I’ll grab the next two rounds” I shout back at the girls, raising my voice just enough for them to hear me.

The noise of the music picks up as I snake my way to the bar. The atmosphere is vibrant. It usually is on a Friday evening. Men and women flocking to the club scene, ending the week on a high. Gracing the dance floors across the town. Men sweating. Women sweating. And the smell of sexual freedom puncturing the air above is. 

The colour of my sharp blue top lights up the dance floor as flashing lights pepper my outfit, exposing my skin to the club to drool over. I cup my breasts and adjust my bra into a slightly more comfortable position allowing the fullness of my heavy tits and the fully pronounced cleavage to scream it’s arrival to the cocks of the club. My tiny red skirt shows off the length of my mile high tanned legs, inching the eyes of the horny men towards my black panties. The tightness of my body is all thanks to hours and hours of dancing. Pouring over the dance floor, keeping myself well and truly toned. 

And what a fucking stunning figure. If I do say so myself.  I take pride in the way my clothing wraps around my body, hugging every inch tightly. Teasing the cocks of passing men as they strain their necks to get a glimpse of more. Dying to pry my legs wide open to get a mere sniff at my trimmed pussy. 

My friends are half right when they believe I use my body with sexual intentions for monetary gains. I’m not a hooker. Fuck no. But I do use my body to make money. I am what you can call. A skilled thief. Men, as always, think with their throbbing cocks, pile me with drinks at the slightest of chances of tearing into my knickers. I turn up the heat, leaning in and flaunting my bulging cleavage and flashing my panties just enough for their hard cocks to start banging against their jeans, begging for release. The slightest hint they may find their way into my sealed knickers and they start talking and revealing too much. And I use this. I use this to my advantage. I learn all about them. Who they are and what they do. And when I have the right mark and I know where he lives. 

I tease him further, brushing my hand against his throbbing cock, begging for him to take me back to his place, to rip my clothes off and to pound my pussy until I’m screaming. And once I’m back at his place. I pounce. Quickly and quietly doing what a skilled thief is good at. 

My pussy awakens in the loud club, growling for some new meat. The mere thought of using a man’s cock against him gets the juices between my thighs moistening. My body is not used for sex like a cheap hooker does. No, it’s used and sex certainly does comes in the equation. But it’s on my terms and my terms only. The sad and pathetic man is usually left wondering what hit him. Hookers don't have the power in their transactions with men, the punters do. But in may case, the power lies firmly between my legs. I am always in control. 

There is nothing wrong in what I do. Others may think I am taking advantage of men. I’m simply evening out the playing field. These very same men load up girls with alcohol and intend on fucking them senseless whether they are aware or not. All I’m doing is teaching these men a lesson and making a shit load of money at the same time. 

The bar itself is crowded with clubgoers leaning in, placing their orders with the bar staff who appear to be frantically tending to as many orders as possible. Juggling a variety of glasses with different bottles of alcohol and holding numerous conversations. I find an empty stool and seat myself down and wave my hand catching the attention of one of the male bartenders. As usual, it’s easy to catch the attention of a horny male, easily led astray by their hungry cock, gagging to get an inch of some sweet and succulent pussy. 

The scent of male testosterone invades the air attacking my nostrils and I feel a large framed male cosy up to the stool next to me. Sitting down and leaning in a little too closely. The thick smell of his aftershave washes down the aroma of his testosterone. 

“What are you drinking” his deep voices announces his keen interest as his eyes wander down towards the depth of my cleavage. I push together the sides of my breasts and smile as his eyeballs almost leap out of his eye sockets. 

“I’ll have whatever you are buying sugar” I flash a smile at him and watch as he holds eye contact. The scent of his cock sniffing my pussy ascends into the air as he leans in to shake my hand.

“The name’s Andrew” his eyes wander towards my hands as his grip tightens around mine, trapping my flesh. I uncross my legs and follow his eyes as they casually attempt to discreetly wander down to watch my legs. My legs part themselves slightly before I cross my legs back again. Teasing him with a glimpse of my black panties. Despite the darkness in the club, the fabric between my legs shines bright between my tanned legs wrapped tightly in a bright red skirt. 

And what a colour for underwear for this purpose. .

He will know he saw
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