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Polly sat in her room twitching as she hesitantly placed the dildo inside of her purse. Why did she tell Tiffany that she wanted to be like her? Why, why, why? The guys at The Kilt were not that bad; wait, yes they were that bad. All of the guys she went to high school with were that bad, but Tiffany had nice boyfriends. Tiffany's boyfriends all drove sports cars. Tiffany also had sex with her old high school teacher. Maybe Polly would meet a nice guy; well nicer guy.

Tiffany, for all of her quirks, knew how to play the game. She knew how to get the hot guys who drove the nice cars.

Polly wanted to find a man who treated her nice and did not consider her a back seat ride on Friday night. The dating sites were all bots and one-night stands. The bars were full of drunks. Were there any good men left?

She looked around her room with the white walls and pink trim. A couple of pop music posters hung on the walls, leaving it looking like a typical sanitary suburban girl’s room. 

There was a small makeup table, a twin sized bed with white sheets, a couple of white dresses with stenciled flowers, and sliding closet doors.

It all looked so perfectly sterile and suburban. Deep down inside Polly hated it. She hated being the nice girl. She hated being the one who sat at home and did her homework while the other girls went out and partied. She hated getting the dumpy looking guys when girls like Tiffany got all of the rich guys.

Polly said that tonight would be the night it all changed while her stomach turned in knots. The college textbooks sat on her desk waiting to be opened. 

No, tonight would be the night. Polly stood up grabbing her purse. Tonight, she would learn how to be a slut like Tiffany.

She opened the door with a newfound confidence and walked down the hall to the steps.

‘Mom, I am going out.’

‘Do the dishes first.’

‘N-ok.’

There goes that bubble, Polly thought to herself, popped before it began. Polly dragged herself into the kitchen and started doing the dishes. When she finished, she looked up at the clock noticing that she had five minutes to get to Tiffany's. 

Polly hurried out the door, down the block, and around the corner. She slowed down as she approached Tiffany's the nerves creating little knots in her stomach.

Here we go she kept saying to herself as Tiffany flung the door open and put one slim finger up to Polly’s mouth.

‘Always use the back door,’ Tiffany whispered to Polly. 

Polly nodded and walked around the house to the back door where Tiffany was waiting. Together they walked up the steps to Tiffany's room, locking the door for privacy.

‘First lesson, always use the back door. If you are sneaking around never enter or leave via the front door. There is a bigger risk of you getting caught. I still make that mistake sometimes, especially after a great ride, but if your car is not out front leave through the back door.

It goes without saying that you need to know if there are motion detectors on the neighbor's house. The last thing you want is to be caught creeping out and have a motion detector set off a light waking up a neighbor who calls the police.

The second part, a guy wants ass you give ass. Always use your back door to get a man. If his girlfriend will not put out and he is coming to you, use your ass to trap him. If he wants the back door, you give him the back door and send him home with a smile on his face. Just wait until your birthday or the holidays and see who he spends more on. 

Your ass is the most valuable piece of your body. Yeah, guys stare at tits, but let's be honest. If a girl gives up the back door, the guy will be more interested.’

‘Um, ok.’

‘Polly, you wanted to meet rich guys right?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Well, you have to put out and be good at it. Very good.’

‘Um.’

‘No ums Polly. The only um is a yum when you finish swallowing his cum.’

‘Do I have to?’

‘Always, unless you take a facial and if a facial makes him happy then you take it. I did not get this diamond bracelet by being a prude.’

‘Wow, that is beautiful.’

‘... and it cost twice up the ass and three facials. All in one night. But hey, the guy is rich and loves buying me expensive stuff, and I love the expensive stuff.’

‘Ok. Wow, I understand now.’

Polly admired the bracelet as it sparkled in the overhead light. The bracelet must have cost ten times her nicest jewelry, no one hundred times.

‘Second lesson, facials are fun. You may not like getting cum all over your face now, but you will grow to love it. Guys think it is a sign of dominance, but in reality, we are closing our trap on him. A guy gives me a facial and I ask for something expensive when we are out shopping. Do you think I get it? Sometimes I get two of what I want.

Polly, guys are dumb. They think they are in control when we take it up the ass or in the face. In reality, if we turn that off they get boring sex from boring girls. Sluts always win. Be a slut, but be a smart slut.’

‘How do I be a smart slut?’

‘Don't have sex with low hanging fruit. The guys at The Kilt? Low hanging fruit. If you have a phone full of numbers from rich guys, why have sex with a guy from The Kilt? The rich guy will drive to your house, pick you up, take you out to an expensive dinner, a theater show, pound you silly in his huge bed, and drop you off the next morning after he takes you out to brunch.

What does the other guy want? Let's have sex in the back seat and I will drop you off when we are done. If he intends to put in the minimal amount of effort you go to a chain restaurant, the movies, get some beers to get drunk, and then you have sex in the backseat or his bed before going home that night.

These are two different worlds and you have to adjust your parameters.’

‘I never knew it was so hard.’

‘Hard is settling for low hanging fruit. Easy is giving up your ass for a man with a nine-figure bank account. You will understand soon enough.’

‘I hope so.’

‘Now let's see what toys you have.’

Polly opened her purse and pulled out a small six-inch purple vibrator showing it to Tiffany as she blushed.

‘This is it?’

‘Um, yeah.’

‘No rabbit, no anal plug, no porn star replica?’
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