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I was watching some guys playing basketball. Although I was exhausted of recent sexual adventures, in my head there were images of their tanned naked bodies sweating over my naked body, instead of sweating on the playground’s hot concrete. I watched them for some time thinking if I could survive a good gang bang with the basketball team. Then I got up and started walking home. I noticed that a few guys turned their heads, probably checking out my ass, which was shaking seductively while I was walking. Yes, in spite of the fact that I was exhausted, I could not help myself. I teased them a bit.

I entered my apartment, took my clothes off and took a shower. I went to bed and fell asleep for a short time. The sound of my cell phone woke me up. I noticed through half-drawn window blinds that the sun was low and that the evening was near. I looked at the clock on the night stand. It was several minutes after 8 PM. I looked at the cell phone. My friend Vicky called me. 

- Hallo? - I answered the phone.

- Hey! What’s up? 

Vicky had always been cheerful. She enjoyed life. She sounded happy. She had been in a long-term relationship with a gorgeous guy, but only 24 hours before, I could have said the same thing about myself.

- Nothing. You just woke me up. I took a nap. - I was not ready to tell anyone about my recent adventures, not even to my best friend.

- Great! Is our plan for tonight still on?

- Tonight? - It took me a few seconds to remember what she was talking about. We agreed to go out to a new club downtown. We made the plan two days ago, but it seemed to me that it had been two months ago. - Yeah, yeah, sure. I need half an hour to get ready. Wanna meet at our old place?

- Okay! At about 9? What are you gonna wear? - She asked me.

- You’ll see. Maybe you’ll be surprised. - I replied mysteriously. 

The old me, the one who had a boyfriend, was conservative and careful what to wear for an evening out, because she cared about her boyfriend. It sounded silly and distant now.

- Wow! - Vicky laughed. - Finally you’re gonna let poor guys feast their eyes?

- Yeah, you can bet on it! - I laughed. - See you at 9. Kiss! Bye! - I hung up.

I got up and took another shower, washed my hair and blow-dried it. I stood naked in front of the mirror while applying make-up and choosing jewelry to wear that evening. A discreet white gold necklace and bracelet, a feminine wrist watch and large hoop earrings. I picked out soft jewelry that would be in contrast with my sexy outfit which would not leave much to the imagination. I kept sexy clothes in my closet. I rarely went out wearing such clothes. 

I picked out underwear: black lace tiny bra and thong, which highlighted my breasts and butt. I turned around in front of the mirror, satisfied with what I saw. I found my little black dress, which barely covered the top of my legs and the bottom of my butt. I put the dress out of the closet. The dress was strapless, so my tanned shoulders and cleavage were completely open. I turned around and leaned forward a bit to check how much the little dress lifted up when I bent over. It almost revealed my butt. Perfectly.

I opened my shoe closet. Silver-colored shoes with extremely high heels were an obvious choice. I put them on, turned around and looked myself in the mirror once again. The high heels highlighted the shape of my legs, making my butt more prominent. I looked like a red carpet star. I winked at myself and looked at the time. It was 8:50 PM. I went out of the apartment to the street. It was not quite dark yet, but city lights were on. I felt hot summer night atmosphere. It was perfect for going out and having fun. I walked towards the main square. It was the old place where almost every Vicky’s and mine evening out began. I walked elegantly and confidently. I felt great. Men turned their heads. They followed me with their eyes from coffee house terraces, benches and other places. I felt their eyes on me. I enjoyed them. 

It took me only 15 minutes to get to the square. I was late after all. I knew Vicky did not like it, but I could not wait to see her reaction to my clothes. I spotted her under the city square, at our old place. She had already seen me. She gaped at me.

- Nicky?! Oh my God! - She screamed when I approached her, hugged me gently and kissed me on a cheek. - Wow, girl, you look amazing. - She added. I blushed a bit.

- Thanks. - I replied shortly grinning. - Are we going?

- Yeah... Wow, now I feel underdressed. - Vicky laughed.

I looked at her. She was wearing a light swaying multicolored dress and low-heeled sandals. She was well-groomed and all smiles. She was a cutie, as usual. She was somewhat shorter than me, but because of my high heels, she looked almost a head shorter than me. She looked beautiful, but comparing to me, it looked like I was going to a gala reception and she was going to an evening walk by the sea. 

- Who cares? Tonight is our night. After a couple of cocktails, we won’t care anymore. - I said and took her hand.

We needed 10 minutes to get to the new club. It was very popular, sparkly and loud. We arrived there before 9:30 PM, and that was pretty early. We came in. We did not pay the entrance fee. The security guys were checking us out in a lascivious way. We sat down at the long shiny bar. A waiter came to us immediately. He asked us what we drank and added that the first drink would be paid by him.

- I won’t let such beauties pay for their drinks. No way. - He said while preparing cocktails and openly checking us out from head to toe. 

I turned my back to the bar, leaned my elbows on it and crossed my legs. The dress barely stayed on my thighs. It almost revealed my black lace thong, which could not cover much. Immediately I noticed several groups of young men from nearby separate tables who stopped talking and began staring at my long bare legs, which were swaying in the rhythm of music. Vicky was watching me in a confused way. She was not used to me behaving like this.

- Okay, okay, wait a minute! Explain it to me. - She said with a straight face, which almost made me burst with laughter. - What happened to you? I mean, you look great and your performance makes the guys opposite to us very happy, but... Kevin? You normally consider what Kevin would say or think.

- Kevin? Kevin who? - I asked her in a serious way, and then I burst out laughing. - Better prepare yourself for something new tonight... - I added mysteriously, looking at her serious face. 

- What happened? Did you guys have a fight?

- Vicky, please! I don’t wanna talk about Kevin tonight. I don’t wanna hear his name, okay? - I added quickly. 

- Okay, okay, my God... You don’t have to bite my head off... - She replied in a surprised way. 

- Sorry, I didn’t wanna be rude... We’ll talk about it, just not now.

- Okay. - She replied and took a sip of drink.

I took my glass and drank almost a half of cocktail at once. I looked at the private tables opposite to us. Three very handsome guys were sitting and drinking beer from bottles, shaking their heads to the beat of music. More people arrived at the club, but between us, the dance floor was still empty. They would cast a look in our direction occasionally. They would smile, waiting for our reaction. I smiled back at them. It seemed to be exactly what they were waiting for. One of them got up, approached me, and after an awkward introduction, he asked me if we would like to join them at their private table. I said yes before Vicky was able to say anything. I got up and walked to their table moving my hips seductively. They introduced themselves, but I did not hear nor memorize their names. I did not care about the names. They were well-groomed. They were in their late twenties. 

Vicky sat down at the edge of the separate table, almost three feet away from a tall black-haired guy who came close to her and started a conversation with her immediately. She gave him clear signals that she was not interested in him and that sitting at their private table made her feel uncomfortable. I sat down between two other guys and crossed my legs. They looked down and gaped, and I adjusted my dress slowly and caressed my thighs. I leaned forward slowly to put a glass on the table. The sight of my deep cleavage and the edge of my lace bra, which could be seen under the dress, were enough to make them totally insane. They tried to talk about business, college, weather, and many other things, but they could not help themselves. They were delighted with what I was showing them openly. 

Vicky gave me a strange look, surprised by my behavior. They ordered many rounds of drinks. Some rounds came before we finished the previous ones. I was slightly drunk, which was obvious. While talking to the guys, I twisted my hair seductively, licked my lips, touched their hands “innocently”, and laughed at their jokes. I crossed the line between harmless flirting, and seduction with a clear aim. She was uncomfortable obviously, especially because I got the attention of all three guys, while she was excluded. At one moment, she realized what was going on, so she took my hand and dragged me to the dance floor. She tried to talk to me, but the music was too loud and I was drunk. She gave up. We danced, provoking the guys with our seductive moves, twisting our
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