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It was a cool Saturday night and I just arrived at my favorite dance club. It felt like I was the only Asian there because, for better or worse, I stuck out like a sore thumb. After being ushered in by the bouncer I surmised it was either the color of my skin or my scantily clad outfit.

I wore a pair of white hot pants with a sheerness that revealed my green thong underneath. If you couldn't see it through my shorts, I made sure to hike up the side strings high on my hips to leave little to the imagination. A short, pink tank top completed the basics, cut off just below my rib cage to show off my flat and smooth mid drift. I chose some platform shoes that gave me another inch, bringing my total femboy to five feet. With matching green lipstick, eyeliner, and mascara, I was easily the most girly boy there, if not the only one at all. My shiny, jet black hair in cute little pigtails finished the image.

Without skipping a beat I popped an ecstasy tablet in my mouth and chased it with my usual fruity mixed drink. Then, when a song I could jive to came on I began to swing my hips and move out into the undulating crowd.

Needless to say, I got a lot of attention on the dance floor. I had a constant radius of men and women around me. The music was loud and kept my pulse filled with enthusiastic adrenaline. Dancing and swaying my hips, I shook my cute bubble butt around, brushing it against anyone who got close and making eye contact with whoever looked cute. My hot pants exceptuated by curvy, fleshy rump, only half-covering my pale buns. Since my ass was all but hanging out, it was a popular thing to grab as I moved about the room.

The women were fun to dance with, but there was a constant whirlwind of guys that each wanted to cop a feel or steal a squeeze of me. But I politely pushed most of them away. I was looking for a special type of lover tonight.

A dozen more guys came and went. We each danced briefly, but the end result was the same. One young, college-aged jock even thought I was a girl, stepping up from behind me while jamming his thick bulge between my ass. I placed my hands on his, swaying my hips and guiding his grip where I wanted. It wasn’t until the song changed and I turned around that he realized my real gender and grimaced.

But I giggled and batted my eyelashes.

He was not amused.

Alone again and I almost grew bored of the place. I was half tempted to change my venues until a new pair of strong but soft hands found my hips. I closed my eyes and leaned back into the warm embrace of the brzen woman. I felt her large, soft breasts on my back as we entwined into one another, her hands instantly groping my love handles and my ass. She worked quickly, kneading my flesh and finding the places that made me purr. I fell deeper into her embrace, feeling her nipples harden on my back and strands of her long hair tickle my neck. Grinding into her, I found my prize, the reason I had been so selective. I was lost in a brief euphoria, mind ablaze of the thoughts and escapades that awaited. Suddenly, another pair of breasts mashed against my front and knocked me from my reverie. Simultaneously, a new pair of hands found my sides and I was flanked by two hot, voluptuous bodies.

My eyes popped open when I felt them both constrict around me.

The woman in front of me was stunning, with fiery red, almost orange hair, a pointy nose and bursting cleavage. She smiled at me, continuously and persistently mashing her massive breasts into my tiny boytits. Our nipples hardened in unison. I considered myself a bit of a slut, but even I wasn’t quite sure what to make of our predicament.

"Hi there, cutie pie," the redhead says with a husky tone.

I go to speak but a pair of hot, wet lips clamp onto my neck from behind. I gasp when her tongue runs up my nape, shuddering until she tapers off her long, dragging tasting. I swooned, nearly going limp between the amazonian pair.

"Oh, my! Hello ladies!" I finally manage to say, smiling and blushing and oozing from my flanking assailant.

"I'm Aspen," the redhead said, clad in a tight fitting black mini dress. "And this is my friend, Veronica."

In the next second, I found myself grinding into Veronica's crotch, finding the hot bulge she planted firmly between my perky buns. She turned me around but I continued my gyrating on her thigh. She was gorgeous, like Aspen, but was tanned and exotic. They were dressed similarly, but Veronica had a more copious bust, her cleavage literally bulging out of a tiny dress. As I stared, Aspen clamped down on my sides and ground her own hot, thick package into my ass.

My God it was amazing. Here I was hoping to find just one special girl, and instead I found two!

Still facing Veronica still, I wrapped my arms around her neck and she brought me in for a kiss. Her lips were warm, voluptuous pillows that easily engulfed mine. My knees instantly went limp as her tongue slithered into my mouth. The fervent woman devoured me hungrily, with swift and urgent savagery, conquering my mouth and tongue with her own.

Aspen pulled us both in tighter. She nibbled on my neck and earlobe as Veronica assailed my mouth. I was hard as diamonds in an instant and I knew they could feel my radiating heat. Turning again I locked lips with Aspen, swapping Veronica’s spit with hers. Both of them were delicious, and as Aspen and I made out, I could feel Veronica’s fat cock hardening between my buns.

We made out on the dance floor for what felt like an eternity, trading sloppy kisses with one another. When Aspen and Veronica finally kissed on another, it was magic. Jaws hit the floor. Everyone looked at the pair in awe. The crowd jeered as they put on an sensuous, erotic show. But just as quickly as their psuedo-lesbian make out session began, they had seemingly had enough and put their mouths back on me. As we danced they grinded on me, rubbing their musk and perfumes off on me. Their throbbing cocks ground against my nubile flesh, dancing with my folds and tenderizing my flesh.

As our bodies writhed, Aspen leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Wanna go check out the VIP?" She asked me between kisses. "We’ve got it reserved."

My eyes lit up. "Wow! I've never been to the lounge before! Hell yeah I want to!"

Aspen and Veronica smiled at each other. Wrapping around each of their strong arms, they led up a narrow set of stairs to the VIP lounge. It was much quieter, with a less audible drone of the club's music, but it was surrounded by one-way mirrors so we could watch the undulating crowd below. In the room's center was a long, round bed adorned with blood-red, silken sheets. Once the door was closed Aspen and Veronica immediately pulled at my clothes. I was high, drunk, horny and more than willing, but I feigned resistance against the two. Yet before I could even audibly protest, Veronica had yanked my pants down and was groping my ass while Aspen had slipped off my tank top. Nipples free, Aspen latched onto them, sucking my entire tit while swirling her tongue around my puffy pink nubs. They tossed me onto the bed and I found myself wearing only my green thong and black platform shoes.

Each of them stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at me with hungry eyes.

"You're just a sexy little bitch, aren't ya?" Aspen purred.

"A horny little slut, too," Veronica said, popping her eyebrows.

My jaw dropped and I covered my mouth in a sarcastic attempt at shock.

Aspen looked at Veronica and they both smiled in unison. Then Veronica turned to me and said "Roll over, babygirl. Let’s see that ass."

I did a clumsy pirouette and thrusted my feminine butt in the air. When I arched my back I felt my cheeks spread and knew my tiny green thong wasn’t hiding a thing. Face on the bed and ass in the air, I twerked for them, letting my plump buttcheeks slap together with each lewd thrust. My
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