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  Preface


   


  I’m back with another scorching hot wife sharing story for all of you to enjoy!


   


  What better place to share your girlfriend than at your summer job? You never have to face anyone ever again the moment you walk away… so why not share your girl with your boss, and hell, all your co-workers too?


   


  Enjoy,


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  Taken at the Stripclub


  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  Chapter 1


   


  “Would you look at that.”


   


  Mark, Tom and John all fall quiet as one of the waitresses walks by. Their eyes are glued to her swaying hips, and I can tell they’re all mentally undressing her. I look over their shoulders – and my heart leaps into my throat when I realize they’re salivating over Kate.


   


  My girlfriend Kate.


   


  Instantly, I’m hard. I go back to washing dishes, wary of making eye-contact with any of the chefs. I fear that the moment they stare into my eyes they’ll be able to read my thoughts.


   


  I got my girlfriend this summer job to watch her flirt with other men.


   


  It’s our last year in college, and Kate could really use some extra cash. I offered her a job at Phil’s Grill, the place where I work as a dishwasher. Today is her first day. I neglected to tell her that all the chefs, as well as the head waiter and the owner were all dogs. All they do is flirt with the young and naïve waitresses. They stare at them, they catcall them, they touch them when they have to go past them. They call them sweetie, baby, sugartits.


   


  And, given the chance, they’ll fuck the everliving shit out of them. And when they do, you can bet your ass that the next day they’ll brag about it to anyone who’s willing to listen.


   


  They even share naked photographs of their conquests like it’s nothing. I’ve only been working here for two months and I’ve already seen half of the waitresses topless – on Mark’s phone, that is. After work the whole crew usually stays and drinks a few beers. I didn’t want to be appear anti-social so I stuck around, but their conversations shocked me. I mean, I knew these guys were players, but they really talked about women like they were objects. They even passed each other numbers, telling who was an easy lay, and what they were like in the bedroom.


   


  All the while, I could only think about one thing.


   


  What if they were talking about my girlfriend like that?


   


  At first that thought made me angry and jealous. How could they treat women like that? I couldn’t stand the fact that these alpha assholes were seemingly drowning in pussy. None of them deserved it. However, I couldn’t shake the thought.


   


  What if they flirted with my Kate? What if they passed around naked pictures of her? What if she was shared among the whole crew, like a common whore? What if even the customers knew what an easy lay my girlfriend was?


   


  Soon my jealousy turned into arousal. I found myself imagining Kate cheating on me. Whenever I talked to my co-workers, I imagined what they’d want to do to my girl.


  I imagined how their cum would look like as it dribbled down her chest. I imagined what her mouth would taste like after she got done servicing every last one of them.


   


  Within a span of a few weeks, it became a full blown obsession.


   


  Getting Kate the job was easy. Making her open to flirting, now that was going to be the hard part.


   


  She’s a good girl. Always has been. In fact, I was her first. She is so innocent and naïve, she doesn’t even know she’s driving every man insane with lust when she flashes them her gorgeous, disarming smile. She’s not doing it because she’s a man-eater – she simply doesn’t know better.


   


  “Hey Tim,” Mark said, rousing me from my thoughts. “How did you ever land a fox like Kate?”


   


  I shrug. “Lucky, I guess.”


   


  “That must’ve been it,” he smirks.


   


  I turn my attention back to the dishes, but every time Kate walks past, the chefs whistle or catcall loud enough for me to hear it, every single time. They don’t care that she is my girlfriend – on the contrary, that only makes them act more like dogs.


   


  Little do they know that I love every second of it.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  “How was your first day?” I ask Kate as we walk back to our apartment.


   


  Her fingers are interlocked with mine, and she sways her hips as she walks. She’s slightly tipsy. After work she shared a few drinks with the rest of the staff, while I had to finish up in the kitchen.


   


  Such is the life of a dishwasher. When the guests are gone the kitchen and floor-staff all unwind with a few drinks while they shoot the shit, while I still have a solid hour of work to do, getting everything cleaned up. As such I don’t get to mingle with the rest of the staff as much.


   


  However, I did peek out to see how Kate was doing every few minutes. To my joy she flirted heavily – unknowingly, I’m sure. All the guys were over her, boasting and bragging, and it made my heart flutter to see my girl being desired so much.


   


  “Good,” she says, a lopsided grin on her face.


   


  “Were the customers nice to you?”


   


  “They were really nice,” she says with a sly smile.


   


  “I know that look,” I say. “Spill the beans. What did you get up to?”


   


  Kate laughs, and the pleasant sound makes me feel warm inside.


   


  “I told every table it was my first day, so they wouldn’t be too hard on me if I screwed their order up. There was this one older guy who said I shouldn’t be a waitress, but a model.”


   


  I rack my brain, thinking which guest that was. “Table six?”


   


  Kate nods.


   


  I knew him. He was a regular. I’d estimate him to be in his early fifties. Salt and pepper hair, flashy watch. Nice guy. Tips well.


   


  To my surprise, Kate reaches inside her bra and pulls out a business card.


   


  “He gave me this,” she says with a guilty smile.


   


  I stare openmouthed at the card. “He gave you his info?!” I ask, my pulse racing. I couldn’t believe a man over twice her age so brazenly asked her out.


   


  She nods, her cheeks flushed bright red. “Are you mad?”


   


  Excitement courses through my veins, and I feel my cock harden. A part of me wants to tell her to call him right now and set up a date, but I don’t want to come on too strong. For such an innocent, loyal girl as Kate, this was already a huge step. And on her first day!


   


  If I reveal my hidden fantasies now, I’d overwhelm her. I know I need to play it cool.


   


  Cool-ish.


   


  I grab my girlfriend’s wrist and pin her against a wall. I plant my mouth against hers, pushing my tongue into her mouth. My hands roam down her back, grabbing her behind, as I push my hardened cock against her.


   


  She pushes me away gently, giggling like a schoolgirl.


   


  “What’s gotten into you?” She asks.


   


  I shrug. “I love you, that’s all.”


   


  “I love you too,” she says, squeezing my hand as we continue walking. “So… you’re not mad?”


   


  I laugh. “Not at all. I think it’s flattering that someone asked you out. Don’t you agree?”


   


  Kate thought it over for a second. “I suppose, yeah.”


   


  “As long as you tell me about it every time,” I add quickly.


   


  “Deal,” she smirks.


   


  The moment we’re alone in our apartment, I’m all over her. I rip off her clothes, and seconds later I’m deep inside of her. She’s extremely wet, and moaning more loudly than ever before. I know she’s thinking about that man – the older, more experienced man.


   


  I cum quickly, and we drift to sleep holding each other.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  I gaze at Kate as she’s applying the final touches of her make-up, committing the sight to memory.


   


  She’s so fucking perfect. Her blonde hair is pulled into a messy bun, with a few strands already hanging down, framing her gorgeous face. Her azure-blue eyes smile at me as she catches me looking, her fire-red lips curling upwards.


   


  “What are you looking at?”


   


  “The most sexiest person in the word,” I answer.


   


  She sticks out her tongue. “I’m not that sexy,” she says. “I’m just plain old me.”


   


  “You have no idea how fucking sexy you are,” I growl. I run my hand up her skirt, touching her naked thighs. “Every guy in the world wants to fuck you.”


   


  I hold my breath as I await her reaction. I didn’t mean to say that out loud, but I did. She smirks at me, her eyes lighting up playfully. I run my hand up, cupping her panty-clad pussy. She pushes my hand away with a giggle.


   


  That means she liked what I said.


   


  “You’re a pervert,” she says, but her voice lacks conviction. “All you think about is sex.”


   


  “Every guy thinks about sex when he sees you,” I say. “They can’t help it. If you show them a bit more leg…” I say as I hike her skirt up a few inches. “…I bet you’ll get twice as much attention.”


   


  “What will Phil say?” Kate laughs. “If I wear a short that skirt, the whole restaurant will see my ass every time I bend over to serve a table. I don’t think our boss will be too happy.”


   


  I suck in a deep breath, my heart pounding like a war drum at the thought of my girlfriend parading through the restaurant in a mini-skirt, letting everyone who wants to look get a glimpse of her perfect ass-cheeks. I’m already dribbling with pre-cum at the thought.


   


  I’m keenly aware she didn’t shoot me down either – she’s just worried what our boss will think.


   


  “I’m absolutely certain Phil will love it,” I answer, my hands still rubbing her legs. “And if he doesn’t, I’ll do all the housework for a whole month.”


   


  I anxiously await her response.


   


  “Okay,” Kate says. “Deal.”


   


  Fuck! My cock lunges with energy. I can’t believe she agreed to it, and so easily.


   


  “Pick out a skirt, and if I get any negative comment on it from Phil, you’re doing the dishes the whole month.”


   


  I rush into the bedroom before she has a chance to change her mind. I rummage through her clothes, trying to find something she won’t shoot down right away. I want it to expose her as much as possible without being too overly slutty. It had to be work appropriate, after all.


   


  I stumble upon the perfect, skin-tight skirt, and hand it over to Kate.


   


  “I can’t wear this,” Kate says. “You’ll see my panty lines!”


   


  “Then don’t wear any panties,” I say.


   


  Kate’s eyes grow wide, and for a second I fear I overshot my boundaries. Way to ruin a good thing, Tim. You rookie.


   


  She shakes her head. “You’re crazy,” she says, but she’s not angry. She goes to the bedroom and returns with a different skirt – less tight, but just as short. I also noticed she changed from her panties into a skimpy thong.


   


  “Will this one suffice?”


   


  I nod, my mouth dry. “Yes,” I croak.


   


  She smiles, her eyes glistening playfully. “Okay.” She shimmies her way into the skirt, and I can barely contain my arousal. I want to fuck her right up against the wall, but our shift starts in thirty minutes.


   


  “Are you sure this is not too revealing?” She asks. “Can you see my butt?”


   


  Kate bends over at the waist, and the back of her skirt rides up, exposing the globes of her ass.


   


  “No,” I lie.


   


  “Liar,” Kate smirks. She walks over to me and kisses the top of my head. I run my hands up the back of her legs, hungrily digging my fingers into the globes of her ass.


   


  “What will you do if I get another number tonight?”


   


  “For every number you’ll get, you’ll get one spanking,” I say, hitting her round ass with my open hand. The sharp sound bounces off the wall, and she yelps. She grabs a fistful of my hair, gently tugging it.


   


  “But I love spankings,” she says with a innocent-yet-slutty smile.


   


  “Exactly,” I answer.


   


  I give her one final pat on the butt before standing up.


   


  “Come on, or we’ll be late.”


   


  The moment we walk into the restaurant, everyone’s collective jaw drops. They all stare at her long legs, and I’m so excited I can barely concentrate. I fumble around with the dishes, my cock constantly erect, and my hands shaking.


   


  Luckily my job doesn’t involve talking to people, because I couldn’t form a coherent sentence if my life depended on it. All throughout my shift I hear my co-workers talk amongst themselves, and I overhear them talking about Kate several times.


   


  “Can you believe that?”


   


  “What I wouldn’t do to smash that…”


   


  “What a hottie!”


   


  “If she’s not getting it at home, I’ll sure give her what she wants.”


   


  Most of them avoid making eye-contact with me – except for Mark. He’s always been the ‘alpha dog’ of the pack, and today is no different.


   


  He looks me straight in the eyes as he smacks Kate right on her ass when she walks past, her hands filled with plates. She yelps, her face turning a bright crimson.


   


  “What was that?!” She fusses, but I can tell she’s not really upset.


   


  “Just wanted to see if you’ve been working out,” Mark says with a cocky smirk. “Sure feels like it.”


   


  Kate juts out her ass, wagging it in front of the entire kitchen crew. “Damn right I have,” she says, sticking out her tongue.


   


  Mark slaps her ass again for good measure, but this time he lets his hand linger for a moment, copping a good feel of her ass. Kate doesn’t move, letting him fondle her ass. I feel everyone giving me side-eye, and I turn back to the dishes, pretending to ignore the whole thing.


   


  I’m actually trying to hide my throbbing erection.


   


  “Kate, Phil wants to see you,” Sarah, another one of the waitresses, says, ruining the moment.


   


  Damn it. If Phil complains, I’ll have to do the housework for a full month! It would’ve been worth it for just this moment alone, but I also hoped it would be the start of many more exciting work days..


   


  Kate hands her plates to Margaret and heads over to Phil, our boss’s office. It’s upstairs, above the restaurant. He made a whole ‘man’s cave’ out of the upstairs area. There’s a pool table, couches, a big TV. Sometimes he throws party for his mates – but I’ve never been invited.


   


  She throws me a flirty smile, tugging her skirt down a bit before heading up the stairs. The three chefs follow her, staring up her skirt as she ascend the stairs, no doubt flashing them her round, full cheeks.


   


  I focus my attention back on the dishes, while keeping an eye open for her return. To my surprise, she’s upstairs for nearly half an hour – exceptional for a busy night. Normally, Phil’s all business during work hours, barking orders left and right. Either he’s giving her the longest tirade in history, or they’re doing… something else…


   


  A hand on my side startles me, and I turn around to see Kate’s smiling face.


   


  “You won the bet,” she whispered to me. “Phil’s not mad.”


   


  “He’s not?” I ask, trying to contain my excitement. What the hell took them so long then?!


   


  “No, in fact, he wanted to congratulate me on my performance. He says I do really well for someone who’s brand new.”


   


  She’s positively beaming, and I can tell our boss’s compliment means a lot to her.


   


  I’m sure it’s not just her performance Phil wants to ‘congratulate’… but I don’t want to ruin her moment. Getting your positive review is a big deal.


   


  “That’s great,” I say, mustering up a smile.


   


  “Yeah! He gave me a ticket for a show at The Cave as a reward.”


   


  That’s our college town’s most exclusive club. Famous DJ’s from all over the world fly in to perform there. It’s not really my scene at all – gyrating bodies, loud music, hands everywhere. However, imagining my girlfriend in such a setting…


   


  “Cool,” I say. “I’ll see if I can get that night off.”


   


  Kate bites her bottom lip, and I know something’s up. “What is it?”


   


  “Don’t be mad, but… Phil kinda sorta asked if I wanted to go with him? So he could show me around and stuff? He can get into the VIP-area, and… I thought it would be rude to say no to such a generous offer, so…”


   


  “So you said yes,” I say. My mouth is suddenly dry.


   


  “Uh-huh,” my girlfriend confirms.


   


  What is happening? I was hoping my girlfriend would flirt a bit, and less than two days into her new job, our boss already asked her out? And she said yes?!


   


  My stomach drops – and my cock hardens. This is exactly what I wanted, but now that’s it’s actually happening, it’s hard to keep my hands from shaking.


   


  “Is that okay?” She asks.


   


  “Of course,” I say, taking a deep breath. If I show my nervousness now, I’ll ruin the whole thing. “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it!”


   


  She pipes up instantly, her broad smile returning. “You’re the best, Tim,” she says.


   


  “I know.”


   


  I watch her walk away with my heart beating in my throat. It’s not only the customers or the chefs I have to worry about. My very own boss is after her… and so far, he’s got the best papers to seal the deal.


   


  I keep my head down and continue working, my mind going over the possibilities over and over again, my excitement rising every time. This is really happening. Phil is taking Kate out, and god knows what will happen. Before long it is closing time. The last guests leave, and the chefs head into the restaurant to relax with a beer.


   


  Kate, meanwhile, still has to clean all the tables. She bends over every single table to wipe it down, her skirt riding up every time she does so, and from where I was working I could see all the men stare at her exposed ass-cheeks.


   


  The attention my girlfriend received had already changed her from a wallflower to an attention-loving flirt, and this is only the beginning.


   


  Unfortunately, all the day-dreaming I’ve been doing meant I’m way behind on the dishes. I spend another hour slaving away while Kate drinks with my co-workers. When I glance over, I see she’s now sitting on Mark’s lap, his hand resting on her thighs. The pit in my stomach grows larger still.


   


  My dream is really coming true.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  “So how was work today?”


   


  We’re walking home again, and I’m curious to see how much she’ll tell me about what happened between her and Mark. I saw his hands on her when she thought I wasn’t looking. I also want to know what she really feels about Phil – is he too old for her? Or is she impressed by his status?


   


  She gives me a coy look, and I’m starting to think she suspects something.


   


  “It was good,” she says, bemused.


   


  “Did you have fun?”


   


  “What do you mean?”


   


  “Hanging out with the boys after work,” I say, my mouth dry.


   


  Her lips curl upward into a smile. “They’re a wild bunch, aren’t they?


   


  My heart skips a beat, my hands feeling extra clammy all of a sudden. This could mean a whole lot of things. “What do you mean?”


   


  “Well, they’re party animals… they drink and smoke.”


   


  I lick my chapped lips. “Is that something you’re interested in?”


   


  Kate stops dead in her tracks. “Are you kidding?”


   


  I shrug, hiding my excitement. The thought of Mark turning my prim and proper girlfriend into a party girl excited me greatly. “You should try everything once, right?” I say. “If you want to have fun, then I’m not going to stop you.”


   


  “What’s gotten into you?” She asks. Her eyes twinkle at the thought of having so much fun, I can tell.


   


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I lie.


   


  “You sure about this?”


   


  “I love it when you have fun,” I say, running my hand up the back of her skirt. “I love you, no matter what happens.”


   


  She kisses me, giggling softly. “You’re crazy, Tim.”


   


  “You love it.”


   


  “I do. Talking about being crazy…”


   


  She reaches into her bra and pulls out two business cards. My eyes go wide with arousal, and she laughs at my shocked expression.


   


  “You’re a bad girl,” I growl, my hand cupping her round ass-cheek. I don’t care that we’re in the middle of the street and that anyone who dares to look can see us. Let them watch.


   


  She leans against the wall and pulls my close, her mouth searching for mine.


   


  “Are you going to punish me?” She breathes.


   


  “You bet,” I groan as she cups my erection, squeezing the bulge tightly.


   


  “You’ve got me acting like a bad girl,” she says. “I feel like doing something naughty.”


   


  “Do it.”


   


  She reaches down and with one quick motion pulls her thong down to her ankles, stepping out of the tiny piece of cloth. She hands it to me, while I just stand there, looking dumbfounded. She lifts her skirt and shows me her perfectly shaved pussy. Her fingers run across her wet lips, her index-finger dipping into her wet cunt.


   


  She pulls it back out, a strand of her juices still attached, and rubs it across my bottom lip.


   


  “Are you going to eat my pussy, baby?”


   


  “Y-yes,” I stammer. I’m so hard I think my cock is going to burst out.


   


  It’s only been days, and already Kate if flashing me her naked cunt in the middle of the street… I can’t wait to see what two months of male attention makes her do!


   


  * * *


  Chapter 5


   


  Kate is insatiable.


   


  Ever since I’ve gotten her the job at Phil’s Grill, it’s like a switch has been flipped. At first I had to convince her to dress more provocatively, but now she’s doing it all on her own accord. Her skirts have gotten shorter, and her shirts have gotten more transparent, to the point where’s she’s almost walking around in nothing but a bra and panties!


   


  Every night after work she practically tears my clothes off, her nipples hard as diamonds, her pussy completely soaked. I feel like I’ve unleashed a beast, and I just hope I’m there to see it when everything flies off the handle.


   


  I know I’m playing with fire, but I can’t help it. What can I say, I like to live dangerously.


   


  Standing in the back of the kitchen and watching every guy in the restaurant flirt with her drives me absolutely crazy, but it’s nothing compared to the anguish of staying at home. She’s been getting scheduled more and more on the days that I have off, and it makes my mind go a million miles a minute.


   


  Today is one of those days.


   


  “What time will you be home?” I ask.


   


  “Don’t know yet,” she answers. I watch her pick out what skirt to wear. The one she settles on is so tight, you can clearly see the lines of her thong, the garment hugging her every curve. “The boys asked if I wanted to grab a drink with them after the shift, that’s fine, right?”


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat. “That’s fine,” I say.


   


  She grabs a shirt next. A white top is the usual attire for Phil’s Grill – but no other girl wears a bra so bright you can see right through the sheer top.


   


  “What are you going to do the rest of the night?”


   


  Jerk off relentlessly.


   


  “Play some games,” I lie.


   


  “Don’t wait up,” she says as she applies her make-up.


   


  “You know I will.”


   


  “It makes me feel guilty if I come home and you’re still up, waiting for me.”


   


  “I just want to be sure you made it home safe,” I say.


   


  “I’m a big girl, I can take care of myself,” she answers. “Plus I’ve got Mark to protect me, haven’t I?” She adds with a wink, instantly making my cock hard.


   


  “Right,” I say, avoiding her piercing look. She knows exactly how to push my buttons.


   


  I wave at her as she leaves for work, her hips swaying with every step. I watch her ass as she goes, the tight skirt hugging her curves so perfectly… almost too perfectly…


   


  When I fire up my computer to play same games, I found out why. Sitting on top of my keyboard is Kate’s silky, black thong. I touch the garment to find it still warm – and slightly damp.


   


  Just the anticipation of working has already gotten her wet.


   


  I inhale her scent, my cock throbbing so hard I’m afraid it’ll burst out my jeans. Now’s she’s off to work, where men will ogle her all night long. She’ll bend over to serve out the plates, giving everyone who wants to look (meaning every male there) a perfect view of the globes of her ass, and perhaps even her perfect shaved pussy.


   


  And after that, she’s going to spend time drinking with ‘the boys’.


   


  I know how handsy they can be. I know how much they drink.


   


  Fuck.


   


  I promised myself I would at least try to wait before jerking off, but I can’t stop myself. Seconds later my throbbing cock is in my hands as I stroke myself to orgasm, inhaling the fresh scent of Kate’s wet pussy. I come abruptly, with a load groan, coating my own keyboard with my own juices.


   


  With a heavy sigh I sit back in my chair, semen dribbling all over me. Even though I just came, my cock is still hard. Fuck, I think to myself. I can do this all night.


   


  * * *


   


  Jangling keys wake me. I glance at the cock. 4.30 AM.


   


  I rub the sleep out of my eyes and turn on my bedside lamp. I tried to stay up, but I must have dozed off.


   


  I hear muffled laughter outside, and it rouses me from my slumber. Who is that? Who is she with?


   


  I strain my ears, trying to hear what the voices are saying, but it’s just out of reach. A moment later I hear my girlfriend walking down the hall.


   


  “Hey baby.”


   


  Kate saunters into the bedroom, and the sight of her makes the hair at the back of my neck stand up.


   


  Her blonde hair is tussled, her lipstick smeared. I think I see stains all over her white top – grubby hands? – but in the darkness, I can’t be sure.


   


  “I told you not to wait up,” she smirks. She slightly slurs her words, but she’s not wasted.


   


  “I didn’t,” I say. “Did you have fun?”


   


  She walks up to the edge of the bed, running her fingers through my hair.


   


  “You bet,” she whispers, leaning down to kiss me. She forcefully pushes her tongue into my mouth.


   


  She smells like smoke and booze, and tastes like… something else. Something strange, yet also, familiar. I can’t place it.


   


  I run my hand up her skirt, feeling her naked skin against my hands. Despite the fact that I jacked off four times already – what can I say, I’m an animal. You try waiting at home without touching yourself while your girl is out sans underwear – my cock rises to attention. I lift her skirt up, and her naked, pretty, perfect little pussy stares me right in the face.


   


  It looks a little puffier and redder than usual, but it’s hard to tell in the faint, warm glow of my bedside lamp.


   


  She pushes my face forwards, smothering me with her wet, juicy cunt. I grab two handfuls of her ass and dig in, my tongue lapping at her seam, tasting her juices.


   


  Surprisingly, it has the same strange, bitter taste that was in her mouth.


   


  “Ah yes, lick me baby,” Kate sighs as I tongue her swollen clit. “Lick my wet, juicy cunt.”


   


  I lap at her pussy with long strokes, pushing my tongue as far into her as I can. Her fingers dig into my hair, holding me so tightly I can barely breathe.


   


  She’s never been this forward, this aggressive before, and I love it.


   


  “I’ve been a bad girl,” she moans as I flick my tongue against her throbbing nub. “A bad, bad girl.”


   


  “Uh-huh?” I ask, my voice muffled.


   


  “That’s what you want, isn’t it? For your girl to be a little slut?”


   


  “Yesss,” I hiss, sliding one finger into her wet cunt. It slides in easily, almost as if her pussy has been stretched. “How bad?”


   


  “What do you think I did?”


   


  My mind is racing at the possibilities. Her puffy pussy, the strange taste, her smeared make-up – they’re all telling me the same thing… but I dare not believe it. I’ve been pushing her to be bad, but I just can’t believe what my mind is telling me.


   


  “Did you flirt with the customers?”


   


  Kate grins down at me, her eyes burning with lust. “I did more than that, baby. Way more.”


   


  My cock surges.


   


  “Tell me,” I plead.


   


  “Not yet,” she says with a wicked smile. She pushes me away and strips off all her clothes. In the dim light it looks like they’re love-marks all over her body, but again, it’s almost too dark to tell. I strip off my clothes as well, my cock standing at full attention.


   


  She gets on her hands and knees on the bed, her naked, round ass pointed directly at me.


   


  “Eat me from behind,” she says, “and I’ll tell you everything.”


   


  I didn’t need to be told twice. I grab two handfuls of her ass cheeks, her tight rosebud staring me in the face. I lick up her pussy, going all the way up to her pink asshole. She shudders as my tongue brushes against it, a wanton moan leaving her lips.


   


  “Ahh yes,” she sighs blissfully. “Lick me baby. Lick my ass.”


   


  I tongue her ass the best I can, pushing the tip of it right into her. It’s a rare treat for me – she’s only let me do this once, for my birthday, and now she’s offering her ass up to me on a plate? I’ve never seen or felt her this aroused before.


   


  “Tell me,” I groan. “Tell me what you did.”


   


  Her feet brush against my cock, and she giggles when she feels how hard I am. She brushes against my cock with her dainty feet, teasing me like an expert.


   


  “Everyone loved my outfit,” she moaned. “Everyone. I got so many tips.. among other things…”


   


  I groan wantonly as she jerks me off with her feet, my tongue probing her asshole. I’ve never been this lost in lust before.


   


  “Is what you want to hear? How everyone lusted for me?”


   


  “Yes,” I moan, helplessly.


   


  “Do you hope they touched me?”


   


  “Uh-huh!”


   


  “Do you hope they all ran their hands up my skirt and fingered my wet pussy, right in the middle of the restaurant? Do you want to hear how all the patrons passed me around, every one of them cupping my wet cunt, their fingers probing me?”


   


  “Oh god,” I shudder, my cum exploding with pre-cum, covering Kate’s feet in my juices, telling her all she needs to know.


   


  “It feels like you do,” she says wickedly. “It wasn’t just them though – it was all the chefs too. Right after closing time they ripped all my clothes off, and, and, oh right there baby, don’t stop!”


   


  “And what?” I ask, my mouth latched onto her pussy, my tongue working on her clit.


   


  “And they all fucked me,” she gasps, her orgasm a mere second away. “They made me their slut! They all pulled out their hard cocks and they all fucked me, every one of them, one after another, until their big fucking dicks came inside meee-ooOOH GOD!”


   


  Her entire body shakes and trembles as she comes. I can’t hold it in any longer and I come as well, coating her feet with my cum, my tongue buried inside her tight, pink asshole.


   


  “Oh god,” she gasps. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum so fucking hard.”


   


  She rolls onto her back and opens her arms wide for me, pulling me in for a kiss. Despite the fact that I just rimmed her she kisses me on the mouth, wrapping her legs around my frame.


   


  “You know I made that all up for your benefit, right?” She says.


   


  “Of course,” I say. Did she really?


   


  “Good.” She nuzzles my neck, planting small kisses all over me. “I love you baby.”


   


  “I love you too.”


   


  She quickly dozes off to sleep, but I can’t get the unfamiliar taste that was in her mouth – and pussy – out of my mind. I feel like she’s not sharing the whole truth (or perhaps she just did). It’s only a matter of time before I see firsthand what my girl really gets up to at work…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 6


   


  “Good morning, baby!”


   


  I’ve never seen Kate in a better mood. While I’m still groggy, she’s already up, humming to herself as she applies the finishing touch on her eyeliner. I groan a response as I hop under the shower, last night’s events still swimming around in the dark recesses of my mind.


   


  “Did you sleep okay?”


   


  “Fine,” I say. It’s not true. I tossed and turned. Every time I closed my eyes, I imagined her kneeling in front of Mark and his mates, their hard, throbbing cocks surrounding her as she sucked them all of, one after another, until they all coated her face in their cum. She had her mouth wide open, trying to catch every last drop of their hot load in her mouth.


   


  I didn’t know whether it was fact or fiction, but I knew one thing for sure.


   


  I want to see it happen with my own two eyes.


   


  “You have to work tonight, right?”


   


  “Yeah.”


   


  “Okay. I have the day shift, and afterwards I’m going to The Cave with Phil, so I’ll see you after that.”


   


  My body tenses up, the pit in my stomach growling. I’d almost forgotten my boss has blatantly asked my girlfriend out, and now he’s taking her out tonight, while I’m going to be stuck at work, no less!


   


  I could hardly imagine a more humiliating scenario.


   


  Kate pops her head around the shower curtain. “Is that okay?”


   


  Her eyes instantly find my hard, throbbing cock, and her eyes lit up with joy.


   


  “I see you don’t mind,” she says with a bemused smirk.


   


  “It’s fine,” I say, my cheeks burning as red as a tomato. “I’ll see you afterwards.”


   


  She goes back to humming to herself as she gets ready for work, and I’m left wondering if she’s so happy because I tongued her so well last night or because my boss is going to take her out…


   


  * * *


   


  When I clock in that night, I feel like I’m getting more stares than usual.


   


  And that’s saying something.


   


  Ever since Kate started working at Phil’s Grill, I feel everyone has been waiting at me to draw a line, to stand up for myself, to tell Kate off. To assert my masculinity.


   


  They can wait forever.


   


  Little do they know I secretly love their wandering eyes, their touchy hands, their mocking looks. They have no idea they’re only helping to bring our sex-life to new heights.


   


  The flirting has come from innocent looks to lewd groping. Every time Kate walks through the kitchen, Mark openly slaps her butt, and Kate only giggles every time he does so, giving me a wink. The other chefs stare at me and shake their hands while I pretend I didn’t see it.


   


  However, today’s different. My co-workers eyes aren’t filled with just disbelief.


   


  They’re filled with pity.


   


  I sense something happened last night, like a feeling in the air, but it’s not tangible. I can’t tell what or who, but I know something happened.


   


  The anticipation has got me walking around with a cock so hard I had to adjust myself so it doesn’t stand right up like a nightstick.


   


  As I’m doing the dishes, Kate descends the stairs, my boss at her side. She changed in Phil’s office, and she looks so stunning I nearly drop a plate.


   


  She’s got on a shimmering, dark-green dress, that looks like it’s melted onto her body. With every step she takes her curves jiggle perfectly. Her hair is pulled up into a nonchalant bun, a few blonde strands framing her face.


   


  I realize I’m staring at her with my mouth open. The kitchen crew hollers when they all see how hot she looks, and a blush warms Kate’s cheeks.


   


  She comes up to me and kisses my cheek, and for the first time in weeks she looks flustered.


   


  “I’ll see you tonight,” she whispers.


   


  “Have fun,” I say.”


   


  Have fun? Is that what I’m telling my girlfriend as my boss is taking her out, right in front of all my co-workers? If my friends saw me now…


   


  Phil’s looks mighty pleased with himself. A sharp, dark suit adorns his broad, tall frame. I admit he looks pretty good for a guy old enough to be her father. He places his hand on my girlfriend’s lower back as he guides her out the door, a shit-eating grin on his chiseled face.


   


  I turn my back towards the dirty dishes, and I feel my co-workers disapproving stares burn into my back. I don’t dare to face them, afraid that they could read the excitement etched into my face.


   


  I try to keep my mind on my work, but it’s to no avail. How could I? My girlfriend is doing god knows what in some seedy club, while I’m washing dishes for the man she’s with…


   


  Because I’m so distracted, I’m slower than usual. And because this is a Saturday, the restaurant is absolutely packed, leaving me with a veritable mountain of dishes, pots and pans to wash. By the time the end is in sight, it’s already nearing 2 AM.


   


  The restaurant has been deserted for hours, my co-workers all having a drink upstairs in Phil’s man-cave. They even invited some of their friends, and there’s loud music coming from upstairs, mixed with laughter. Every half-hour or so a few guys come down to raid some of the booze, completely ignoring me.


   


  The front door opens, and the sound of Kate’s laugh grabs my attention. She’s walking hand-in-hand with Phil – his suit now slightly wrinkled, his tie undone. My girlfriend has got a wide smile on her face, throwing her head back to laugh at every one of my boss’s jokes.


   


  “You’re still here?” He asks when he walks past, stopping in his tracks.


   


  “Yes,” I answer. “Busy night, and—”


   


  His frown tightens, and I feel my cheeks burning. “You’ve never needed more than one hour of overtime,” he says, his voice low, his hand resting on my girlfriend’s lower back. “Why are you slacking off?”


   


  Why? It’s rather obvious, innit?


   


  “Sorry,” I stammer.


   


  “I’m not paying you past 1 AM,” he says. “Finish up.”


   


  “Yes sir,” I say, avoiding his hard eyes.


   


  I can’t believe he’s chastising me right in front of my girl…


   


  Kate smiles at me, a drunk, happy smile, waving at me as my boss pulls her up the stairs, towards the party noise.


   


  I can hear the crowd cheer as Kate and Phil join the party, and the sound makes my stomach flip. I want to do nothing more than run upstairs and see what the hubbub is all about, but I can’t. My boss already warned me once. If I don’t finish up properly now, he’ll chew me a new asshole – and getting humiliated in front of my girlfriend once is enough for me, no matter how confusingly arousing it was.


   


  I spend another half-hour scrubbing the floor, making sure the kitchen looks as squeaky clean as possible, before I’m satisfied.


   


  There’s no way he can have any complaints now.


   


  I hang my apron away and quickly look at myself in the bathroom mirror.


   


  I look like shit. My hair’s a mess and I reek of sweat. I’m in desperate need for a shower after a hard day’s work, but I don’t have that luxury. I splash some water into my face to calm my jangling nerves before I gather the courage to ascent the stairs to the party upstairs.


   


  I’ve actually never been up there. Phil throws the occasional party for his personnel, but as a dishwasher, I don’t really fit in with the rest of the team, so I never bothered.


   


  I push open the door at the top of the stairs, and the electronic dance music washes over me like a tidal wave. The air is filled with smoke from cigarettes and joints, stinging my eyes. The room is packed to the gills, with people dancing and drinking everywhere. I had no idea so many people were here!


   


  I push my way through the crowd, searching for my girlfriend without any luck. My heart starts beating faster and faster. Where is she?


   


  I bump into John, one of the chefs, and I try to mask the panic gripping my insides.


   


  “Hey, have you seen Kate?” I ask, trying to keep my voice from shaking.


   


  He smirks at me.


   


  “Yeah,” he says.


   


  Prick.


   


  “Where is she?”


   


  He hesitates for a second.


   


  “You sure you don’t want to go home?” He says. “Just wait for he—”


   


  “Where is she?” I say again, enunciating every word.


   


  He takes a sip of his beer, his dark eyes studying me.


   


  “Alright man, but don’t say I didn’t warn you. You know, you kind of brought this on yourself, the way I see it.” He points over my shoulder at a door in the back. “That’s Phil’s office. I think you’ll find her there… but you may not like what you see.”


   


  My heart speeds up, if that’s even possible at this point. It feels like it’s doing its best to burst out my ribcage – I barely hear the music over the incessant thumping.


   


  I mutter a thank you as I try to make my way through the crowd, which is easier said than done. Minutes later I finally arrive at the door. I push it open – and stop dead in my tracks.


   


  John was right. I don’t like what I see.


   


  I love it.


   


  Phil and Mark are sitting on a couch right next to each other, Mark passing a joint to his boss. Their pants are pulled down to their ankles, along with their underwear. Their hard, throbbing cocks are both standing straight up. Veins run up the lengths of their immense cock, pulsing with energy, and they are nearly as wide as my cock is long.


   


  Keeling in front of them is my butt-naked girlfriend. She’s holding one thick member in each of her hands as she alternates sucking them. Her green dress lies in a puddle next to her. She runs her tongue up the length of Phil’s cock, all the way from his big, dangling balls to the purple, bulbous head, doing the same to Mark’s member next.


   


  The two men are so blazed they don’t even notice me staring at them from the door-opening.


   


  Phil opens his legs a bit wider, and Kate gets the message. She drops her head in his lap, her tongue lapping at his massive ball sack. She pops one of his balls into her mouth, and I can hear the lewd, wet sounds over the loud music. Phil grabs her blonde hair and pushes her lower, lifting his leg up higher, and to my utter surprise Kate obeys, dragging her tongue across his taint, licking the bottom of his balls.


   


  I utter a throaty cry out of sheer astonishment, and this grabs my boss’s attention.


   


  “Ah, Timmy boy,” he says. It doesn’t seem to faze him at all that I walked in on my girlfriend licking his balls. “Close the door, will ya.”


   


  Surprised, shocked, petrified. Words can’t begin to describe the state I’m in. Like a robot I obey his command, closing the door behind me.


   


  Phil and Mark grin at me, their eyes red.


   


  Kate is so lost in her sexual ministrations she still hasn’t realized I’m watching. She switches to Mark’s cock, engulfing the purple head between her red hot lips. He grabs her hair, pushing her head down, making my girlfriend choke on his big cock.


   


  Is it Mark’s cock I tasted on her breath the other night?


   


  Mesmerized by the wanton display in front of me, I sit down in a chair across from them. My girlfriend’s naked ass stares me in the face, and I see her pussy is positively dripping with her juices.


   


  I can’t stop myself.


   


  I drop to my knees and bury my face into her ass, my tongue darting into her ass, much like last night – only now she’s got two hard, throbbing cocks bouncing in front of her.


   


  This finally gets my girlfriend’s attention. She turns her head, her lips curled upwards into a wicked smile, a drop of saliva still connecting Mark’s cock to her bottom lip. She doesn’t seem fazed for even a second that someone buried their face in her ass.


   


  “Hey baby,” she says as she recognizes me. Her eyes are red and burning with lust. “Told you I’m a bad girl.”


   


  I nod breathlessly. “Don’t ever stop.”


   


  Phil clears his throat. “Kate says you like it when she’s a slut, is that true?”


   


  With my cheeks burning bright red I go back to kissing my girlfriend’s ass. Phil and Mark continue to torment me, rubbing it in my face that my girlfriend prefers their bigger, better cocks, bringing me indescribable pleasure.


   


  All my life I’ve fantasized about two alpha males taking what’s mine right in front of me, and now it’s coming true right in front of me. My tongue inside my girlfriend’s cunt, my nose pressed right into her asshole as she slobbers on their two magnificent, rock-hard cocks.


   


  “Tell them,” Kate says, between wet kisses. “Tell them you want to watch them fuck me. I won’t unless you ask them.”


   


  My mouth is dry, my throat parched. I search for the words, but I don’t know what to say. The excitement is so great I can barely think straight.


   


  “Please,” I choke. “Please fuck my girlfriend.”


   


  Phil grins. “My pleasure, Tim.”


   


  He pulls Kate to her feet, turns her around, and grabs her waist, pulling her down. His big, throbbing cock is standing straight up, hovering inches from my girlfriend’s tight cunt.


   


  “Guide me in,” he says to me.


   


  With trembling hands I reach forward, my fingers circling my boss’s thick rod. His cock is warm to the touch, and I can feel it pulsing. I point it straight up, rubbing the purple head against my girlfriend’s wet folds.


   


  “Oh fuck,” she moans. She lowers herself down, impaling herself on my boss’s thick, engorged cock. I watch up-close as her pussy spreads wide open to accommodate Phil’s immense girth. Her cunt is stretched to its limits, and I wonder if her pussy will ever feel the same again.


   


  Is this why she felt so loose the other night? Did she already fuck my boss? Did she let me eat his creampie?


   


  Inch-after-inch of my boss’s monster meat slides in, until Kate is resting on his balls, every last thick inch of him inside of her. My girlfriend lets out a long, prolonged moan as she’s filled more than ever before.


   


  She reaches out and grabs my hair, pulling me close. “Lick me,” she breathes, her eyes wild, and I obey. I run my tongue across her seam, flicking it against her swollen, thumping clit – and brushing against my boss’s cock in the process.


   


  Phil grabs her by the waist and lifts her up before slamming her back down again, effortlessly pounding his massive cock into her as if she was a mere fuck-toy. I tongue her clit, tasting the mixture of both of their juices on my tongue.


   


  Meanwhile, Mark stands up and shoves his cock right down my girlfriend’s throat. He’s always been an asshole, and this time, he’s no different. I watch him grab a fistful of my girl’s hair and force every last inch of him down her throat. She gags and struggles to breathe, but Mark fucks her face roughly, spit dribbling down her chin, using her like a total slut.


   


  A wanton slut.


   


  That’s what my girlfriend is – one thick cock inside her cunt, another in her mouth, none of them her boyfriends.


   


  With a roar Mark lets go, his cock pulsing up and down with every beat of his heart. “I’m going to fuck this bitch in the ass,” he growls. “Turn around.”


   


  I sit back in astonishment as Phil lifts my girlfriend up, turns her around, and impales her on his cock once more. This time her ass is facing me and Mark. He steps over me and places the head of his cock right at the entrance of her ass.


   


  I’m looking up at the wanton spectacle from between his legs, his big balls dangling only inches from my face. For a second I fear he’s going to rub them on my face, but he’s more concerned with taking my girlfriend’s anal virginity.


   


  At least, I think she’s still an anal virgin.


   


  He pushes forward, the purple, bulbous head straining against her tiny, pink asshole. To my surprise and arousal, her rosebud slowly opens up, letting this bully’s cock penetrate her forbidden hole.


   


  Slowly, inch-by-inch, her asshole welcomes the massive cock, until he’s got every last inch of his 9-inch monster buried deep inside her asshole.


   


  My loving girlfriend is now being double-penetrated. One cock in her pussy, one cock in her asshole. None of them mine.


   


  My mouth hangs open as the two men find their rhythm. Kate moans deliriously, her screams bouncing off the walls as she’s fucked both inside her cunt and inside her ass.


   


  I’m certain everyone outside must hear what’s going on in here, but I don’t care.


   


  Phil and Mark pound my girlfriend, their cocks fucking her rhythmically like a piston. The sounds of their labored moans, the smell of their mixed juices, the sight of her two fuck-holes being stretched beyond their limits. These are things I will never, ever forget. They are permanently burned into my brain.


   


  “Fuck, this ass is tight,” Mark groans. “I’m going to cum!”


   


  “YES!” Kate screams out. “Cum in my ass! Fill me, fill me with your cum!”


   


  “Are you my little cumslut?” Phil asks.


   


  “Uh-huh!” Kate answers instantly. “I’m your cum-whore, baby!”


   


  “I’m going to use you whenever I want,” he says through clenched teeth. “I’m going to turn you into my personal cumdumpster! Tell your boyfriend your mine,” he says.


   


  “I’M YOURS,” she creams at the top her lungs. “I’m yours Phil! I’m yours to fuck, to use, to cum in, I’m your fucking cum-loving slut!”


   


  Kate’s body trembles as she comes, the sensation of being dp’ed overwhelming her. Her words are reduced to gibberish, and I sit and watch as my boss and my co-worker cum simultaneously inside my girlfriend – without protection.


   


  Mark comes first. His knees buckle as he explodes inside of Kate, pumping her ass full of cum. I watch his balls pulse, shooting rope after rope of thick cum right into her ass.


   


  Phil is a next. He roars as he cums, his massive cock coating the inside of her cunt with his cum.


   


  “I can feel it,” Kate hisses with her eyes closed. “I can feel your hot loads!”


   


  Mark pulls out first, leaving my girlfriend’s asshole gaping wide open. A steady trickle of cum drips out her used asshole. With shaky knees she stands up, Phil’s cock slipping out of her. His entire cock is covered in cum, big drops of it sliding down his length.


   


  Kate takes a step back, drops to her knees in front of Phil, and to my shock, engulfs his cum-covered member with her mouth. She sucks his juices right off, moaning as she does so.


   


  “I love the taste of cum,” she says as she licks every bit of it up.


   


  Mark sits down on the couch next to Phil, and Kate sucks him off next, not caring that the same cock was inside her ass only moments ago.


   


  All the while her two freshly fucked holes, both dripping with cum, are staring me right in the face. I can’t stop myself any longer. I pull out my cock and ram it into her ass with one push.


   


  It slips in easily – her ass is stretched bigger than my girth. I barely feel a thing, except for Mark’s cum rubbing against my cock from all sides.


   


  The wet, soft, slippery feel is too much. Within a few strokes I cum, my body jerking and shaking, my balls exploding as I fill her up.


   


  I fall back, my chest heaving with every breath. Kate smirks back at me, droplets of cum adorning her lips. She blows me a kiss, and my heart fills with warmth.


   


  Phil and Mark might think they’ve pulled a fast one on me, but little do they know that this will bring us closer together than ever.


   


  * * *


  Epilogue


   


  “Morning, sleepyhead.”


   


  Kate wakes me up with breakfast-in-bed. She hands me a cup of coffee, and I gratefully drink the ebony goodness down. She’s wearing nothing but a long, white T-shirt, her hard nipples poking through the thin fabric.


   


  Memories come flooding back to me. I recall how I watched Phil and Mark, my boss and my co-worker, fuck her in both her pussy and ass. I recall how they came inside of her, and how she sucked both of their cocks clean while I fucked her ass, cumming within seconds.


   


  I recall how my girlfriend made my biggest, deepest, darkest fantasies come true by giving into her inner slut.


   


  “How do you feel?”


   


  “Great,” I say, sitting up straight. I reach out and grab her hand.


   


  “And you?”


   


  She smiles at me, her eyes glistening. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


   


  “I’m more than okay,” I say. I pull the covers aside to show her my erect cock.


   


  She smiles and grabs my cock, jerking it as she talks to me.


   


  “Last night got a little out of hand,” she says.


   


  “I know, but that’s okay.”


   


  “I thought it was what you wanted.”


   


  “It is. I tried to give you the right signals.”


   


  “You could have just told me what you wanted.”


   


  “I was afraid of what you’d might say,” I say.


   


  Kate smiles at me. “I’ve always wanted to be a slut.”


   


  My cock hardens, a fact not lost on my girlfriend.


   


  “I’ve wants wanted to fuck everyone that wants me. To fuck so many guys you lost count. I always fantasized about going to college and slutting it up for years.”


   


  “Why didn’t you?” I groan.


   


  “I had you,” she says. “You make me happy. I didn’t want to hurt you.”


   


  “I want you to be a slut,” I moan. “I like it when you have fun, when you give in to all your desires.”


   


  Kate’s eyes glowed warmly. “There’s no turning back now,” she says softly.


   


  “What are you going to do now?” I ask, my cock throbbing and hard, her hands a blur as she jerks me off.


   


  She looks me directly in the eye. “I’m going to suck your best friend’s cock.”


   


  I come instantly, my load flying out so hard it reaches my girlfriend’s cheek.


   


  “That’s it, cum for me,” she says gleefully. “I know your friend has been lusting for me for years, can you imagine the look on his face when I drop to his knees in front of him?”


   


  I know I won’t have to imagine it for much longer.


   


  Kate licks my cum of her hand, a wanton smile on her face. “Mmm,” she says. “I love a hot load of cum in the morning.”


   


  “And in the evening,” I say.


   


  “I just love cum,” she says as she slides her fingers into her mouth, sucking my juices off.


   


  “Text your friends, tell them to cum over tonight,” she says as she gets up. “We’ll have a party.”


   


  “Who do you want me to invite?” I ask.


   


  Kate stops and turns back towards me, looking me dead in the face.


   


  “Whoever you want me to suck off.”


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat.


   


  “Everyone it is then.”


   


  She breaks into a smile.


   


  “I can’t wait till my girlfriends hear about this,” she says. “I have the most perfect boyfriend in the world!”


   


  And I have the most perfect girlfriend in the world!


   


  * * *


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading!


   


  If you want to continue reading, I’ve included an extra short story that starts on the next page. This time it is Taken at the Stripclub.


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***


   


  Taken at the Stripclub


   


  I can’t wait to see the look on his face, I thought to myself as I admired myself in the mirror. I was backstage in The Leopard Lounge, my boyfriend Johns favorite hangout. He would not admit it as such, but I knew better than that: Whenever it was ‘boy’s night out’, John and his mates would end up in here, ogling all the naked women. I knew damn well what the Leopard was: A stripclub. I didn’t really mind, though. I knew some girlfriends would lose their shit if they found their man in such an establishment, but I’ve always thought: if a guy wants to look, let him look. Besides, whenever John had gone on his night out he’d always come home hot and bothered. He would jump me in bed and force himself roughly unto me – and I loved it. It was always hot and passionate sex.


   


  Which is what brings me here. I’ve teased John relentlessly with my fantasy. ‘If you don’t stop going there, I’ll have to come get you myself. What would you say if you walked in and I was on stage, hm?’ I’d taunt him. He would just laugh it off with a ‘Ha, the guys would love that,’ but I could feel his hardening erection whenever I brought it up. It had always been my number one fantasy to be the object of desire in a room filled with men; to feel their eyes glued to my body, taking in every inch of my exposed flesh. And tonight, it was going to become a reality.


   


  Earlier this week I drove past the Leopard and I saw a sign saying there were looking for fresh meat. My fantasy immediately popped into my mind and I thought it over all day. I really wanted to try it and surprise John, but I wasn’t sure he’d be thrilled if all his friends found out his girlfriend was stripping. That night, before I had a chance to discuss turning my fantasy into reality with John, he told me some of his old army buddies were passing through our town this Saturday and he was going to take them on a night out. I knew what that meant …


   


  I had heard countless tales about the mischief John and his friends had gotten into, but I had never met any of them. I realized this was the perfect opportunity: I could surprise John at the stripclub, and none of his friends would have a clue that their stripper was their buddy’s girlfriend! The thought alone got me so hot I immediately needed to take a long shower the moment John left that night. I mulled it over all week, and before I had a chance to chicken out I called the Leopard and set up an appointment for Saturday evening.


   


  And here I was. I was so anxious all day I could barely sit still. I told John I was going to spend the day at my friend Nicole’s house, and he did not question it. In truth, I went to the beauty salon and got my nails, make-up and hair done. If I was going to do this, I wanted to do it right. I had already visited all the lingerie stores in town during the week to pick the best outfit. I had settled on an all-time classic: the naughty schoolgirl.


   


  I admired myself in the mirror. I was wearing black stiletto heels. A short plaid skirt was fitted around my waist, covering my tiny red lacy thong. A white top was knotted around my waist, exposing my flat tummy and accentuating my breasts. To finish it off I put on a short blonde wig, to make sure that I would be incognito.


   


  A girl with long black hair and tattoos covering her body walked up to me. ‘Ha, new meat. Nice to see fresh blood I here. You lookin’ fine girl,’ she said. ‘You nervous?’


   


  ‘A little bit yeah,’ I laughed.


   


  ‘Don’t be, tonight’s audience is good, no sloppy drunks. Just strut your stuff and you’ll do fine. Don’t overthink it, just enjoy it. And you certainly have the goods for it,’ she said as her eyes travelled my body.


   


  ‘Thanks,’ I murmured. To be honest, my heart was pounding in my throat. The moment I would have to go on stage was creeping closer and closer. I took a deep breath and reminded myself that it was too late to back out now … before I had chance to doubt myself, my train of thought was interrupted by the speaker.


   


  ‘Gentleman, please give Jasmine a warm applause! Thank you for that lovely show, Jasmine. And now, if I could have your attention: We have a new performer for you tonight! All the way from Houston, Texas, the Leopard Lounge is proud to present Cinnamon!’


   


  That was my cue.


   


  The girl with the raven hair smacked me on the tush. ‘That’s you, sugartits.’


   


  I walked up to the curtains separating the backstage area from the stage, took one final deep breath to calm my nerves, and walked in.


   


  The first instant I was almost blinded by the bright light. It took me a moment to adjust, but slowly I started to see the crowd. I strutted around the stage as I had seen the other girls do; earlier I had peeked through the curtains and seen all of their routines. While I was not as gifted as them on a pole, I was going to make up for it with sheer enthusiasm. The men clapped for me, and I could make out that there were around fifteen to twenty men in total in the club. I did not yet see John, but it was very difficult for me to make out faces in the dark.


   


  I swayed my body to the rhythm of the music to get into the groove, while my hands wandered across my body, squeezing my ass and grasping my own firm tits. I walked up the pole standing in the middle of the room and started to grind my crotch sensually against it, like I had seen the other girls do. I turned around and bent over at the waist, pushing my bottom back against the pole. My skirt was very short, so now my ass was almost completely exposed. I looked around the room and I saw all eyes were on me. I made eye-contact with several men sitting close to me and I could see the lust and hunger burning in their eyes. I was getting immensely turned on.


   


  A few men beckoned for me to come closer so that they could give me their tip. I got on my hands and knees and crawled over to them, giving the men sitting behind me a good view of my ass. An elderly gentleman held out a bill for me, and I grasped it with my teeth. His friend took use of this opportunity by sticking his fist full of dollars directly into my bosom. While there, he instantly grasped my tit and gave it a hard squeeze as well, tweaking my sensitive nipple. This sent a powerful shock wave through my body, all the way from my nipple directly to my now pulsating clit. Rather than being offended, I loved how this man treated me like a hot piece of meat. Before he had a chance to assault me further, I clambered back onto the stage.


   


  My pulse was racing and my body was on fire. I took off my top; my tits were now only covered by a very slim red lace bra. I grabbed the hem of my skirt, slowly lifting it up, exposing my thong-covered pussy to the room full of strangers. I couldn’t resist and snuck my hand into my thong, and I felt my pussy was dripping wet. In the back of my mind I knew I had to get off the stage before I was going to do something I would perhaps regret, but at that instant, I saw John out of the corner of my eye. He was sitting in a booth with five different men, some dressed in camo. It was unmistakably John and his army buddies.


   


  I strutted over to their booth.


   


  ‘Hello there, boys,’ I said in a sultry tone. ‘Have you got anything for me, hm?’


   


  I made eye-contact with John, giving him a mischievous wink. I could see the confusion on his face, as he was trying to make out why I looked so familiar. The confusion turned to surprise and then shock as I saw him figure it out. His jaw dropped, and I blew him a kiss.


   


  I got on my hands and knees on the stage and wiggled my behind at the men. ‘Come on, give me some sugar, honey.’


   


  John remained frozen in his chair, but his friends certainly weren’t as shy. A large man, who would later introduce himself as Frank, walked up to the stage with a fist full of dollars. I seductively waggled my ass at him, and he slapped my barely naked behind – hard. I yelped, and he let out a bouldering laugh. He stuffed the dollars into my thong, all the while kneading my ass with both of his hands. I couldn’t help but moan as this complete stranger was so forward with me, touching and rubbing my most intimate parts in front of my own boyfriend – one of his friends!


   


  I turned around to look John in the eyes. His eyes were fixated on me, and I could clearly see a bulge in his jeans. My body was burning with lust, yearning for more.


   


  I got off the stage and walked over towards John. I climbed on his lap and moaned into his ear. His hands grabbed my ass, slapping them hard. I pushed my half-naked boy against him.


   


  ‘I told you I would have to come for you,’ I whispered into his ear.


   


  ‘Oh god baby,’ was all he could mutter as I grinded my crotch against his.


   


  ‘Do your friends know your girlfriend is a stripper whore?’ I asked, caught up in my own lust. ‘Are you going to watch as I give them all lapdances, as they grind their hard cocks against my ass, mmm?’


   


  ‘Fffuckk,’ John moaned into my ear. ‘You’re crazy baby,’ he whispered.


   


  ‘Yes, but you love it, don’t you?’ I replied.


   


  He closed his eyes and nodded, biting his bottom lip.


   


  I could sense he was only an inch away from coming right there in his jeans, when we were stopped by Marcus, one of the bouncers.


   


  ‘Excuse me gentlemen,’ I heard a deep, dark voice say. ‘But lapdances are strictly in the private areas in the back. If you would follow me, I could show you the way.’


   


  I turned around, panting as my own orgasm was close as well. The large, black bouncer held out his hand for me to climb off John. We had talked briefly when I came in, he knew I was new.


   


  I didn’t know what else to do, so I grabbed his hand and climbed off John’s lap. Immediately, Frank jumped up from his seat and grabbed my other hand.


   


  ‘It’s my turn now!’ He yelled.


   


  John tried to protest, but he was overruled by his friends. ‘You can’t claim her, you have to wait your turn!’ They declared. After seeing the show I put up for John, all five of the men were eager to get in on the action.


   


  I had never anticipated this. My plan was to strip on stage, get John all riled up, and then wait for him to ravage me at home. Now, I was being led to the private room by one of his mates – and four more were waiting their turn! I weighed my options, but it was too late to back out now.


   


  The bouncer let us to a small room in the back. There was only a seedy looking leather couch in there. ‘I’ll wait out here if he gives you any trouble, alright?’ The bouncer whispered into my ear. I nodded, and he let us both into the room, closing the door behind him.


   


  Frank sat down on the couch, patting his lap. ‘Come here dolly. What can you do for me?’


   


  I realized I had no idea what strippers actually did backstage, or even how much they charged for it. ‘Let’s start with a dance,’ I told him.


   


  I started dancing for him. The music from the stage was still clearly audible in the back, and I swayed my body to the rhythm. I could feel the fire returning to my loins – I couldn’t believe I was actually backstage at a stripclub, giving a private dance to one my boyfriend’s friends, while he was outside waiting! He must be going mad, I thought, the wildest images running through his mind.


   


  As I bent over in front of Frank, giving him a perfect view of my thong-covered ass, he reached out and gave my cheeks a hard smack. ‘Ohh,’ I involuntarily moaned.


   


  ‘Yeah, you like that, huh?’ He said.


   


  I didn’t move an inch as he slapped my ass again and again. I closed my eyes and bit my lip. With every smack I got, I could fill my clit pulsate harder.


   


  I could feel his thumbs hook into the sides of my thong and with one quick yank he pulled them down to my ankles. I knew I should have stopped him and called the bouncer – but I didn’t. I remained in that position, bent over at the waist, my dripping wet pussy now on display for this stranger.


   


  His hands roamed my naked ass, his fingers probing into my sopping wet pussy. ‘Yes, that’s it. You’re a good little whore, aren’t you?’ He asked me. When I didn’t reply, he struck my ass hard. ‘Answer me!’ He suddenly demanded.


   


  ‘I’m a good little whore,’ I cooed as he roughly finger-fucked me. I could hear him unbuckle his pants, and I trembled in anticipation. I wanted him to fuck me hard – but I knew I shouldn’t let this happen.


   


  Suddenly, there was a loud knock on the door.


   


  ‘That’s time buddy!’ The bouncer yelled. Frank cursed and I quickly pulled my thong back up as Marcus opened the door.


   


  ‘Everything all right in here?’ He asked, perhaps noticing the frenzied look on my face.


   


  ‘Yeah, everything’s fine,’ I assured him.


   


  Marcus turned to Frank. ‘Pay the girl, I think she’d been very nice to you.’


   


  Frank quickly grabbed his wallet. ‘Sure sure, no problem,’ he replied, obviously intimidated by Marcus’ presence, and the knowledge that if Marcus opened the door while he was balls-deep inside of me, he might have ended up with some broken legs! Frank gave me a fistful of money, before quickly walking out. I tucked the money into my bra.


   


  ‘You ready for more or do you want to call it a night?’ Marcus asked me. ‘Most fresh meat don’t do any private dances, but I saw you going to town on that boy in the booth, so I figured you were game. I know his friends are dying to see you now.’


   


  This was my exit: I could call it a night now, head on home, before things got more out of hand than they already did.


   


  ‘I reckon you’ll make at least $500 before the night is over though,’ Marcus added. That money could go a long way to that vacation me and John had been saving for.


   


  ‘Let’s get the next one!’ I heard myself say. I did not know what had gotten into me, but I was desperate for more male attention. Together with Marcus I walked back to the booth.


   


  I could see John was sitting in the back, quickly downing his drink as Frank was loudly telling his friends how far he had gotten with me. One of his mates elbowed him in the ribs as Marcus was approaching, and he quickly shut his mouth. The other guys cheered loudly as I walked up to the booth.


   


  I stood in front of them, my hands on my sides. ‘Any of you boys ready for more?’ I asked. A cheer erupted. ‘Alright, but which one of you has got the deepest pockets, hm?’ They hurried to overbid each other, until a broad-shouldered black man set the highest bid at a whopping $300. I took his money and led him to the back. I blew John a kiss as I left, while his friends hand was resting on my ass. I could see from the glazed look in his eye that John was as turned on as I was.


   


  ‘What’s your name?’ I asked my new client when we reached the couch.


   


  ‘I’m Tyrone,’ he said. His voice was deep, with a commanding tone. He was extremely well built, with a broad chest and muscled shoulders. I pushed him unto the couch and climbed on his lap. I unbuttoned his shirt, running my hands over his naked chest. His skin tone contrasted erotically with mine. I grabbed his hands and put them on my ass as I kissed his neck. He squeezed my buns and I let out a soft whimper into his ear. I could feel the bulge in his pants straining the fabric, pushing against my thong-covered pussy.


   


  My hand snaked down his chest and his stomach, rubbing the bulge in his jeans. ‘Have you got something for me here, soldier?’ I moaned.


   


  I had let Frank turn the tables on me and take complete control of me. I was determined to take control this time, and I even surprised myself with how well I was doing it. I was acting like a proper whore, I thought to myself.


   


  ‘Oh baby, that’s the stuff,’ Tyrone groaned as I rubbed his bulge. I looked down and I could see the tip of his black dick peek out from the top of his jeans. Intrigued, I stood up and slowly unbuttoned his jeans, and then pulled his jeans and boxers to his ankles. Free of constraint, his big black cock now reached all the way his naval, throbbing menacingly.


   


  ‘Good god,’ I said to myself.


   


  Tyrone grabbed my thighs and pulled me on to his lap. His cock pressed against the mound of my pussy, and I could feel the heat radiating of his manhood. He unhooked my bra and threw it in the corner. His hands grabbed my tits and he squeezed them roughly, as he sucked on each of my nipples.


   


  I threw my head back. ‘Oh god yes,’ I moaned. I am losing control, I thought to myself.


   


  ‘I love your white titties,’ Tyrone growled as he mauled me. I grinded my crotch against him, rubbing my clit on his shaft, separated only by a thin layer of fabric. I reached down and wrapped both my hands around his thick shaft, pressing his manhood against my naked stomach.


   


  I jerked his cock up and down. I couldn’t believe how big it was – it was as thick as my wrist and the size of my underarm. Tyrone caught me staring openmouthed at his monster.


   


  ‘You like my big black cock? You’ve ever seen something so big?’ He asked. I shook my head no. ‘Why don’t you take a closer look …’ he said as he gently pushed me unto the floor.


   


  Effortlessly I dropped to my knees in front of him, both of my hands still wrapped tightly around his fat cock. All other thoughts had left my mind – I was no longer aware of where I was, or what I was doing here. My mind was completely occupied with this big black cock standing in front of me. Without giving it a second thought, I stuck out my tongue and swirled it around the head of his shaft. I could taste his salty pre-cum, and this made me crazy with lust. I started licking up and down his humongous shaft, all the way from the top down to his tennis-ball sized balls.


   


  With my boyfriends I had never explicitly liked giving oral sex, but I worshipped Tyrone’s cock. He grabbed the back of my head as I sucked on his balls. ‘Yeah, that’s it you nasty little whore,’ he grunted. ‘Suck those big black balls.’ I tongued his balls with passion and intensity, rolling them around in my mouth and planting sloppy kisses all over them.


   


  He pulled me up my hair and slipped his fat cockhead into my waiting mouth.


   


  ‘You ready to get mouth-fucked, bitch?’ He said. I nodded feverishly. The more he treated me like a common whore, the hotter it made me.


   


  He thrust his cock deep into my mouth. I coughed as I nearly choked on his man meat, but he did not relent and pushed all ten inches of his black cock down my throat.


   


  ‘That’s a pretty picture right there,’ he groaned as I had his entire cock down my throat. ‘What if your white boyfriend saw you now, with my big black cock all the way down your throat?’ Tyrone said menacingly.


   


  My eyes widened in panic – did he know?


   


  Tyrone loosened his grip and I fell back, my breath ragged, desperate for air. He only allowed me a short breather before he grabbed me again and forced my mouth back on his cock. He fucked my face hard and rough, sometimes pulling out and slapping his cock against my face.


   


  ‘I’m going to cum on your pretty little white face,’ Tyrone announced. ‘Get ready you whore.’


   


  I opened my mouth like a proper slut and stuck out my tongue as Tyrone jacked himself off a few inched from my waiting mouth. My hand had snuck down to my dripping wet pussy as I was fingering myself to orgasm. I’m about to receive a load of cum, was all I could think. From a big black cock.


   


  ‘Oohhh yeahh,’ Tyrone grunted. ‘Here it comes!’


   


  Ropes of delicious cum shot out of his magnificent cock, landing on my cheeks, my outstretched tongue, and into my mouth. He shot wave after wave, covering my face completely in his seed. There was so much cum my face was dripping. I wrapped my mouth around his cock as I coaxed the last drops of his seed out of him. I closed my eyes as I scooped his seed from my face into my mouth, savoring the taste of our illicit deed.


   


  ‘I knew you had the makings of a whore,’ I heard a dark voice say.


   


  I opened my eyes – but Tyrone was gone. Standing in front of me was Marcus, his pants unbuttoned, and his right fist wrapped tightly around his black cock.


   


  He was right, I was a whore. I had just let a strange man come all over my face, and I had wanted him to. I wanted to taste his seed, his cum, and I loved every single second of it.


   


  ‘Get on the couch and spread your legs,’ Marcus demanded.


   


  I followed his command, while still dazed by what was happening.


   


  In one quick motion Marcus ripped my thong off and threw it in a corner. I was now completely naked, on a couch in the back of a seedy strip club, about to get fucked bareback by a bouncer. What a day.


   


  Marcus grabbed my thighs and pushed my legs back, nearly folding me in half. The head of his cock rubbed against my wet pussy. He had complete control over me. ‘Have you ever had a black dick before?’ He asked.


   


  I shook my head no. ‘Ha, a black cock virgin. I love breaking bitches in. Get ready, cause once you go black …’


   


  He pushed the head of his cock into my wanton cunt. I couldn’t believe it would ever fit, as his cock was as large as Tyrone’s. Inch by inch of his black dick slid inside of me, and I felt him fill me up in ways I had not ever imagined.


   


  ‘Oh fuckkk,’ I groaned. ‘It’s so bigggg.’


   


  ‘Here it comes baby,’ Marcus said. ‘You’re halfway there.’


   


  My pussy stretched to accommodate his large cock, and my pain soon turned to pleasure as he filled me up completely. He started pounding me – soft at first, but he quickly thrust into me harder and harder.


   


  ‘Oh – fuck – oh – shit – fuck – yeah – fuck – me – fuck – me,’ I moaned like a lunatic.


   


  Marcus grabbed my throat and pushed two of his fingers into my mouth. I sucked on them as if it were another cock.


   


  ‘Fuck! Yeah! You love it, don’t you! I knew from the moment you walked in I was going to fill you up with my black cock!’ Marcus grunted as he fucked me without mercy.


   


  ‘YES!’ I screamed. ‘I love your – oh! – black cock! It’s so – ohhhh – big!’


   


  ‘Are you going to come back tomorrow and work for me?’


   


  ‘I’ll – fuck – do – ohh – anything you want me to, just – OH – keep – OH – fucking me!’ I moaned deliriously between his strokes.


   


  ‘You want my cum?’


   


  ‘Yes!’


   


  ‘Beg for it!’


   


  ‘Please cum in me Marcus,’ I begged. ‘Please give it to me,’


   


  ‘You want me to cum in your unprotected pussy?!’


   


  I nodded vigorously, completely lost in lust. ‘YES! Please do! I love cum!’


   


  ‘Here it comes bitch!’


   


  Marcus grabbed my ankles and spread my legs wide as his cock exploded inside of me. I could feel every pulse of his black cock inside of me as it filled my cunt up with wave after wave of seed. His orgasm sent me over the edge as the biggest orgasm of my life rocked every inch of my body, sending waves of pleasures all the way from the top of my head to the tip of my toes. Marcus came for what seemed like an eternity as he filled me up to the brim with his potent seed.


   


  As he pulled his magnificent cock out of me I felt his seed flow out of me, dripping down my ass and my thighs.


   


  Marcus pulled his pants back up and buttoned his jeans.


   


  ‘I have to get back out there. I reckon you’re done for the day. I will see you tomorrow,’ he said sternly.


   


  I was still dazed. ‘I … maybe,’ I mumbled.


   


  Marcus laughed. ‘Don’t kid yourself girl, you’ll be back. If it’s not tomorrow, then it’ll be the day after that, or the day after that. One way or another, they always come back.’


   


  And with that, he left. I looked down at myself. I was still lying naked on my back on a seedy couch, my legs spread open and my cunt dripping semen. I knew deep down that Marcus was right. The sex we just had was mind-blowing, he had filled me up in ways I had never even imagined. As much as I loved John, I didn’t know if I could resist having another go …


   


  With my mind drifting to my loving boyfriend, I suddenly realized he was still outside, probably waiting for me. I got up, put my skimpy clothes back on and hurried backstage. I quickly put on my dress and left through the backdoor, eager to leave.


   


  I texted John when I got to my car that I was waiting for him in the parking lot. As I was waiting for a reply I put my head between my hands.


   


  What have I done? Could he ever forgive me?


   


  My troubling thoughts were interrupted by my passenger door opening – and John climbing into my car. Before I had to say hello, he had planted his lips firmly on mine.


   


  We kissed hard and passionately while his hands traversed my body.


   


  I pushed him back, desperate for air.


   


  ‘Whoa, calm down baby!’ I said. ‘Are you alright?’


   


  ‘That was the hottest goddamn thing ever,’ John exclaimed, out of breath. He grabbed my hand and put it on his crotch. He was as hard as rock. ‘I’m going to fuck you now.’


   


  He unbuckled his jeans and slid them down. I grabbed his cock, and he threw his head back and moaned.


   


  ‘You sure you are not mad?’ I asked.


   


  ‘Mad? Of course not. Surprised? Yeah!’ He laughed. ‘I simply could not believe it was you, but it was! I knew you were kinky, but this …’


   


  Relieved he wasn’t furious with me, I climbed onto his lap. He pushed my thong to the side and touched my wet pussy, which was still dripping with juices.


   


  ‘Whoa, you’re soaked,’ he remarked.


   


  ‘I’ve been a bad girl,’ I moaned as I grabbed his hard cock, lined it up with my pussy and sank down on his manhood.


   


  John moaned loudly. ‘Tell me what you did,’ he begged. ‘I want to know everything.’


   


  I rode his cock, bouncing up and down. ‘Are you sure?’ I teased him. ‘Your girlfriend has been really bad tonight.’


   


  ‘Oh fuck,’ John moaned. ‘So it’s true? You let Frank finger-fuck you?’


   


  ‘Is that what you want to hear?’ I said, avoiding the question. ‘Do you want to hear how your friend finger-fucked your girlfriend?’


   


  ‘Ahh yessss,’ he moaned. ‘Tell me!’ He demanded. ‘I want to know how much of a whore you are!’


   


  ‘Frank was right. He fingered me. He fingered my wet pussy,’ I moaned into John’s ear.


  ‘Oh god,’ John moaned. I could feel his cock swelling up – he was close to cumming.


  ‘And that’s not all. I sucked Tyrone’s big black cock and I swallowed all of his cum.’


  A low moan escaped John’s lips. His hands gripped my ass tightly as I bounced on his hard cock.


   


  ‘And you know that big back bouncer that took me away? After Tyrone came all over my face, he fucked me. He filled me up with his big cock, he fucked me like a little whore, baby. Your girlfriend just got fucked baby!’ I screamed.


   


  ‘CUM INSIDE ME!’ I yelled. ‘ADD YOUR CUM TO HIS!’


   


  ‘Oh fuck! Yeah! Here it comes bitch! FUCK! YOU FUCKING HOT LITTLE SLUT!’


   


  John exploded inside of me, blasting his cum inside of me. We kissed passionately, our tongues intertwining as he pumped his seed deep into my womb.


   


  I wrapped my arms tightly around him, resting my face in his neck as we both got our breath back.


  ‘Was that all true?’ John asked eventually, breaking the silence.


   


  I nodded. ‘I didn’t mean to, but… it happened. Are you mad?’


   


  ‘No,’ he said. ‘Shocked mostly. But I believe you. This is one crazy night, goddamn.’


   


  Relief washed over me. ‘Let’s go home honey.’


   


  As I drove us home, I still couldn’t wrap my heads around the events of the night, and neither could John. I took a long shower at our house, before climbing into bed with John. He was still awake, waiting for me, his dick hard. As I kissed him and pressed my naked body against him, he whispered into my ear when I was planning on going back to the Leopard.


   


  ‘How about tomorrow…’ I said as his dick rubbed against my clit. ‘And this time, I’ll let you watch…’


   


  John flipped me over, pressing me down into the mattress as he slid his dick into my from behind. As he fucked me roughly, one thought formed clearly in my mind.


   


  Marcus was right. I’m going back.


   


  ***
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