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  FANTASIES FOR MEN




  Caveman Lust




  FANTASIES FOR MEN: IN ‘DA CLUB




  The music is bumpin’, the drinks are flowing and the ladies are horny. In this dance club the females are ready, willing, and able to make your night out worthwhile.




  Chapter 1




  The club is packed when you enter. The music is pumping and the bass is bouncing off of the walls. A DJ is on a raised platform along the wall opposite the door. The club itself is massive and covered in low light. Smoke machines fill the roof with a wispy haze that is pierced by dozens of green laser lights. A handful of massive globes, each packed with at least six different colors of bulbs flash wildly, illuminating the crowd below in any number of color combinations. To the left of the door, the bar is packed five deep as people shout for their drinks, their neck and wrists illuminated by flashing light sticks and glow-in-the-dark bracelets.




  It’s warm and the women, who easily outnumber the men two to one, are dressed in their sexiest minimalistic attire. Most of them barely have their breasts covered and you can see up the skirts of half of the girls dancing in front of you. Your friend breaks off to wait for drinks at the bar and sends you into the sloshing partiers to find some women to hook up with. You weave and push through the crowd, flanked by beautiful women everywhere you turn. The room smells “horny.” Vanilla and fruit scents mix with sweat and beer, giving the sense of a drunken orgy in the making.




  The music is pounding. It is nearly impossible to hear what the people next to you are talking about thus making it more difficult to make a smooth entrance in a conversation with a beautiful young lady. You continue to weave through the crowd as the song switches and everyone starts bouncing up and down. Suddenly, you are in a sea of bouncing ladies and thus a sea of bouncing tits. In front and to your left, a pair of girls are laughing as one of them tucks her right boob back into her emerald green, very low-cut dress. To your left, a girl has been bouncing so much that her tight black dress has risen up so high that you can see nearly half of her bare ass. Lucky for you the blonde has gone commando tonight. She jumps up and spins around in the air and flashes you a look at the front and yes, the carpet matches the drapes. You begin your approach but a fireplug of a man, presumably her boyfriend, beats you to it and begins shouting at her. Although you can’t hear it, it is clear by his facial expression and frantic waiving of his arms, that he is not happy. She quickly slides her dress down, subsequently ending your free show.




  You are in the middle of the sea of people. Your friend, lost to you, is probably still fighting the mob of people at the bar and, excited by the black dress peep show, you see nothing worth banging in your immediate vicinity. You look around. You can either move forward, towards the DJ stage or head to the left, toward the empty wall on the opposite side of the club from the bar.




   




  If you go toward the stage, go to Chapter 2A (STAGE)




  If you move away from the bar, go to Chapter 2B (AWAY)




  Chapter 2A (Stage)




   




  You head forward in the direction of the stage through the moshing crowd of sloshing bodies. The floor is sticky with spilled beer and with each step you take closer to the DJ’s massive scaffold platform, the more your shoes stick, virtually caked with their own sticky coating transferred from the floor. The more beautiful women you pass by, the hornier you become. A quickie in the club would be optimal at this point, now you just have to find the perfect female to accompany you to the nirvana of orgasm.




  Suddenly, seemingly out of nowhere, a tanned blonde woman about an inch or two shorter than you, approaches you. She is wearing a tight black skirt and matching heels, along with a tight blue tube top. Her breasts are large and bursting out of the top of her shirt, which is riding up and giving you a sneak peek at her pierced belly button and part of a hip tattoo. It is a word. You can only see the last bits of a letter written in a stylistic swirling script. Her eyes are a glowing hazel and her lips are full and pouty, perfectly painted with scarlet lipstick. She is stunning.




  “You look lost, Sexy,” she shouts in a sultry tone as she flips her hair back, flashing purple fingernails and more rings than you can count.




  “Not anymore, Baby,” you say robustly, feigning as much confidence as possible.




  “Oh, yeah? Hmmmmm, I like a man who gets to the point.”




  “I like a woman with good taste in men, which you obviously have, since you are talking to my sexy self.”




  “Let’s get out of this crowd to someplace where we don’t have to shout to talk,” she suggests, as she takes your hand in her own and pulls you out of the crowd and behind the DJ’s setup.




  The two of you are standing along the back wall of the club. The DJ’s scaffold of twisted metal stretches up behind you. There’s no need to shout here since all of the speakers are facing the crowd, away from you. You can hear her voice a little better now. It’s melodic and she sounds a little tipsy but not completely wasted – just the way you like them. You make your move and take two steps forward, instantly kissing the woman whose name you don’t know nor do you care to know. She reciprocates and wraps her arms around your buff shoulders and your manly lips interlock with her fleshy clouds. Her tongue slides against yours and tastes like fruit and alcohol. Her hair smells like vanilla and honey and mixes quite well with your most masculine of musk. You plant your hands firmly on her wide, sexy hips and take a step forward, pushing both of your bodies in the same direction. You stop at the wall with a shake and your tongue scrapes across her teeth as her voluptuous ass smacks against the black cement block wall behind her. She moves her hands from your shoulders to your neck and wraps her fingers around your masculine jaw as she begins to kiss you more fervently. It is clear she wants you, especially once she slides one of her hands from your neck down your chest and stops between your legs where she grabs on tight and squeezes.




  The feeling of the pressure on your cock and balls sends adrenaline surging through your body and your cock starts to swell with desire for the nameless pussy. You slide one of your own hands as well, only yours makes its way from her hips up to her chest, where you cup one of her massive tits. It is real and that perfect combination of soft and firm. You twist your hand and slide one of your fingers down into her cleavage where it wiggles in and rubs against her nipple. Your cock is swelling even more.
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