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         As it happened, I found myself in the hottest night club in town with my friend Ted, who was going to show me how to be an expert with the ladies. However, I’d not had much luck with them that evening. 

         

I edged down the stairs while keeping my eyes fixed on Ted’s back. When we got down to the ground floor, I caught sight of a girl I’d spoken to earlier. She was giving it her all on the packed dancefloor, dancing vigorously to the song “Nth Degree” by Morningwood. Without hesitating, I walked onto the raised platform and pushed in behind her, her hips swaying wildly from side to side. I felt my member grow as I got closer to her round bum, which was swaying in time to the upbeat music. Ted walked ahead of me and pressed himself against the babe he’d fucked in the toilet. After a while, they disappeared into the toilet again while I remained, engrossed in the powerful rhythms. I hungrily pressed myself against her rear end so that my member was squeezed in between those juicy cheeks, which jumped up and down provocatively to the rhythm of the ecstatic music.

         

”M-O; M-O-R; M-O-R-N-I-N-G; W-O-O-D!” sang the young, charming girl’s voice, and I felt that my dick obeyed the command, towering like a California redwood in a proud triumph over gravity.

         

“To the Nth degree! And I’ve got my family; and one big bed is aa-a-all we need; with M-O-R-N…” continued the vocalist. I started singing at the top of my voice so that the girl in front of me would also join in with her delicate voice, trembling with youthful horniness.

         

I eagerly grabbed at the sweaty, sun-kissed hips which strained against her white top, tight as a sausage skin. My hands stroked forwards towards her navel, massaging her stomach before moving back and down towards her bum, which I started kneading through her miniskirt. She didn’t protest, and I finally felt on top of the world again.

         

The she turned around abruptly, staring me in the eyes. She recognised me, surprised, and for I moment I was scared she would either slap me or storm off. But she just smiled playfully, squeezing her bottom half closer to mine, and we danced facing each other. I moved one hand up under her miniskirt until it met a naked bum cheek, hot and soft, which I squeezed hungrily. I started massaging and stroking it a little before moving my fingers down over her thighs. They were covered with drops of sweat which glistened in the colourful show of the dancing disco lights. I stared deeply into her breathtaking eyes and smelled the spirits on her warm breath, its rhythm getting heavier and heavier. The light pulsed outside my field of vision. The people blended together into a quivering mass of colours. The only thing I could think of was fucking that girl so hard the walls sang. The music faded out and I led her decisively from the dancefloor towards the toilets.

         

In the men’s bathroom, I lifted her up against the wall and pressed her sex against mine as we started making out.

         

“Oooh...you’re so manly, so macho. And I love your hat. What’s your name?”

“Yes, I’m I real man,” I rasped. “The name is Odin. And you?”

“My name is Natasha. Mmm, fuck me Odin. Fuck me like a god!”

         

Without thinking about privacy, I started undressing her there and then, to the amusement of everyone passing by.

         

“No, no. Not here! Let’s go into one of the cubicles.”

         

Without saying a word, I did as she said and dragged into the cubicle where Ted had earlier had his way with one, maybe several.

         

She took off the necessary items of clothing, I fished out my dick, entered her from behind and quickly started thrusting. After half a minute, I heard someone flush a toilet and a door behind me opened. Without turning around, I simply kept going while Natasha moaned, whining in sensual satisfaction. Someone was washing their hands outside and I could hear muffled voices, but I didn’t let it affect me. Instead, I mechanically worked towards climax, already feeling how tingles of ecstasy were starting to spread like a sweet itch concentrated on my dick. It made  me to thrust even harder in and out of that tight pussy, warm and dripping wet. Faster and faster, harder and harder, I thrust in and out. And in again. My knees were trembling with a horniness I’d never come close to in my life before.


When we came, an intense, simultaneous orgasm, I heard someone clapping outside. We quickly pulled ourselves together, threw on our clothes and went out, and I was met with a familiar sight. My friend Ted was standing and clapping loudly, smiling widely in approval. Blushing, Natasha disappeared from the toilet while Ted amiably slapped me on the shoulder and winked cheekily. I understood that I was now initiated into the brotherhood.  There was no doubt about it.
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