
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

	Welcome to the Club

	 

	K.C. Cave

	 

	 

	Text copyright 2014 K.C. Cave

	 

	License Notes

	 

	 

	This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

	 

	This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places or events are entirely coincidental. This ebook includes descriptions of explicit sex and is for adults only. The stories in this ebook are completely fictional and are meant to be taken as fantasy. The author does not endorse or condone practices like incest, rape, or rough sexual encounters in any form. All characters depicted in these stories are 18 years old and above.

	 

	[image: Image]

	 



Stepping into the elevator, I jabbed thirty-four
and checked myself in the mirror. In my tailored gray suit, I
looked just like any other businessman in this upscale
hotel—totally presentable, not that it mattered. I got off and went
to the door of the room which had been reserved for me.

It took a lot of courage. I’d never agreed to
have sex with six men before. Or even one.

Here’s the kicker: I'm not even gay.

But I wanted it in the ass. A real, live,
throbbing cock piercing my asshole and thrusting deep inside me. I
wanted it bad, one hard cock after another, spurting hot jism.

A reach-around would be nice, but not
required.

This was the only way I knew how to get it—by
agreeing to anonymous sex in a fancy hotel. Tonight, I'm the main
attraction at a gay orgy. I’m the man whore for the evening.

Let me back up.

Stop me if you've heard this before, but I just
broke up with my girlfriend. Broken up is an understatement. It was
nuclear. She cheated; I went ape shit. No one's sure if she left or
I threw her out. Anyway, she's gone.

Not that it was great leading up to the
meltdown. In compensation for the lack of sex as our relationship
spiraled downward, I had been masturbating like a teenager.

Here's some twenty-twenty hindsight: I was
enjoying solo sex more than the occasional fuck with that cheating
bitch.

After she moved out, I really got serious about
beating my meat. First rule: No clothes. I walked in the door of my
apartment and immediately got nude. That set the tone. I jerked off
twice a day, minimum.

I spent a lot of time shopping online:
masturbation sleeves, vibrators, hand job creams, artificial
pussies... And I stopped being shy about subscribing to porn sites.
From now on, it was premium only.

On a whim, I bought a dildo.

It was in the bottom of the box of the latest
delivery. For deep psychological reasons I'll never uncover, I had
clicked on “eight inch” in the drop-down box. One thing's for sure,
it was bigger than my cock.

What to do with it? Then I remembered something
I read about the prostate gland, located at the base of the penis
and only accessible through the wall of the rectum—something about
how direct stimulation could trigger an orgasm.

I’d fingered myself, and it didn't work. Maybe a
contortionist could do it, but not me. This dildo might be the
ticket to a new kind of orgasm.

Then I had another brilliant idea: How about the
electric vibrator my not-belated ex-girlfriend left behind?

I put a pillow in the middle of the bed, covered
it with a clean towel, and plopped my ass down, the lube, dildo,
and vibrator close at hand. I even rigged up a mirror so I could
watch the fake cock slide into my ass. In hindsight—bad pun,
sorry—I should have recorded my inaugural ass-fucking masturbation
session on my smart phone.

My virgin asshole was tight. It took a few
minutes of gentle probing, but I finally managed to stretch the
taut little opening of my ass. With a thrust, it was in. After the
burn subsided, the sensation of penetration and fullness was
pleasurable. I was tentative, not plunging too deep, and not very
fast. I got the dildo in about four inches and held it.

I put the vibrator against the base of the
artificial cock, the power on low. The vibrations traveled up the
length of the dildo to the head, now pushing against my
prostate.

Holy shit! It was an entirely new sensation from
an erogenous zone I didn’t know I had. Something glowed deep in my
pelvis, building toward an orgasm. I held the vibrator against the
dildo as my cock got harder and harder. As the pressure mounted, I
watched something I' [...]
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