
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		The Stripper

		

		By Richard Carlisle

		

		Copyright Richard Carlisle 2018

		Published by Richard Carlisle at Smashwords

		

		Smashwords Edition, 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.

		

		

		*

		

		The following is a work of fiction. Names, characters and places are solely based on the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. This book is intended for adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language that may be considered offensive by some readers. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older and all acts of a sexual nature are consensual. Sexual acts depicted without the use of protection are strictly for the enjoyment of the reader. Please practice safe sex.

		

		*

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		I’m not sure why I ever agreed to this madness, but I had. It probably had something to do with the three glasses of wine I had had with dinner. Anyway, Jack asked to take me to a ‘gentleman’s club’ for his birthday. Gentleman’s club, my tutu! It was a strip club, plain and simple. I don’t care how upscale he said it was, it was going to be nothing more than a bunch of dirty old men watching women take their clothes off. And, oh yeah, he kept insisting he wanted to buy ME a lap dance. ME!

		I pouted all the way there from the restaurant. Just sitting there silently in the car, with my arms crossed tightly, staring out the window. At least we’d had a nice dinner. Or, it had been before he brought up this absurd idea. Now, don’t get me wrong, I’m not some goody two shoes crusader, or some prude. I have no problem with women dancing to make a living. If that’s their choice, I’m fine with it. It’s their bodies, they can do whatever they please with them. I’m just not overly happy with my husband of five years wanting to take me to watch them. Or, to buy me a lap dance, for that matter.

		I strongly suspect it has something to do with his ‘fantasy’ of seeing me with another woman. Like I’d be willing to let him watch. Um… Er… Well, I mean, if I ever did such a thing, that is. Not that there’s anything wrong with it. I went to college! I’d be lying if I said that my dormmate and I never experimented a little. My intoxicated admission of that one night the root cause of this most recent whimsey of his. What can I say? I’m just not that into women. Once in a while, maybe? It does make for a nice change of pace. Hee, hee! But, certainly not with an audience. Romeo over there probably thinks he’d get to join in. Ha! He can barely satisfy me, let alone two of us.

		Anyway, here I am, stewing away while he happily drives over to this place he’d ‘heard of.’ I had been looking forward to tonight, too. Before all of this, obviously. Here I was, all dressed up in my sexiest cocktail dress, planning on a little frolicking tonight after we got home. I mean, it is his birthday. Darn, I hadn’t even worn panties tonight. What exactly is involved in a ‘lap dance,’ anyway? I wasn’t really dressed for… Um… Oh, hell! I have no idea what happens at one of these places. The closest I’ve ever come is a friend I had in college. She danced at one of the local clubs to pay her way through school. But, it’s not like I ever went to watch her or anything. Honestly, I never even asked her about it. Not wanting to know, I suppose. TMI, if you know what I mean?

		Okay, the girls dance and take off their clothes up on stage for everybody to see. I get that. But, a ‘lap dance?’ If she starts sliding her little ass in my lap, it could get rather embarrassing considering how short my dress is. Not to mention that the plunging neckline I was wearing was extremely revealing. All it would take was one little brush against my shoulder and she might not be the only one topless out there. Do these things take place right out in the open? I could feel my face turning a rosy shade of pink at just the thought of it.

		I was still fuming frustratedly when Jack pulled into the parking lot. I wasn’t familiar with this area of town, and honestly had no idea where we were. It was a rather non-descript building from the outside. Just cement block construction with a big neon sign on the front announcing it as the ‘BunnyHop Lounge.’ At least, he came around and opened the car door for me. Even gave me his hand to help me… Oh, hell! He just wants to look up my dress. Well, I was the one that wore the short dress tonight. If it turns him on to see my little landing strip, I guess it’s okay. After all, I still wanted to play around later, when we get home. It’s been a while, what can I say?

		Taking my arm, Jack led me to the front door of the club. Walking in, I was almost deafened by the music. At least, it was relatively dark inside. Jack paid the cover charge and we were led to a table. I have to admit, I really felt like a piece of meat as he waltzed me through the club. Don’t go looking at me, you idiots! The girl on the stage is the one taking her clothes off, not me. Although, it was kind of kinky to think that I could still get that kind of attention at the ripe old age of twenty-seven. Whoa, Tiger! That’s my butt you just tried to grab! I’m not part of the show! I didn’t make a scene about it, but I did turn and give him a dirty look.

		As we sat down, I was at least pleased to note that the table wasn’t sticky with spilled booze or anything. There was actually a pretty decent crowd here. Dressed nicely, too. Mostly men, of course, but there were a few couples scattered here and there. That made me feel a little bit better. The girl on the stage was dancing to some Taylor Swift song. I had to admit, she was attractive. It was hard to judge her age, lighting and all that, but she was quite pretty.

		I watched fascinated as men went up to the stage and stuffed money in the little garter she had on her leg. Most of them, copping a feel as they did. Of course, they got a good closeup view, too. Jack ordered me a glass of wine and a beer for himself when the waitress came by. Wow! Even the waitresses were dressed rather… Um… Scantily? Just a tiny bikini style top with a sash around their waists. All tits and legs at these places, I guess. Those fuck me heels she had on, certainly added to the overall effect. Hmmm… Cute! I wonder where she got them?

		When our drinks came, I was surprised to find two glasses of wine sitting in front of me. Jack just grinned sheepishly. “I didn’t want you to run out,” he laughed. He was probably right. The first glass was about half gone almost immediately. I was nervous, what can I say? But, I did start to settle down a little after that. The place wasn’t as bad as I’d imagined. I watched as the dancer did her thing up on stage. She was pretty good. Nice moves. Um… Nice, other things, too. Okay! I’m not a lesbian, but I can appreciate a good-looking woman when I see one.

		After her first song, she casually slipped her top off before turning back to the audience. Revealing a pair of large, firm breasts, with tiny pink nipples, that only bounced a little as she stalked across the stage and swung around the stripper pole. Nothing too natural right there. Although, she did have long dark blonde hair that went flying as she twirled around. Every once in a while, she’d dance towards the edge of the stage and shake her fake tits in some guys face. A line of men, stuffing more money in her garter as she pranced by.

		I was a little shocked that she seemed so nonchalant up there. Like it was nothing to shake her naked boobs in some guy’s face. One man tried to grab hold of her while she danced. Whoa! That was a mistake. A huge mountain of a black guy grabbed him by the arms and literally tossed him out of the club. “Bouncer!” shouted Jack. “Touching the girls like that is strictly forbidden.”

		“I thought they did that ‘lap dance’ thingy here? Isn’t there touching involved with that?” I asked.

		“Yeah… Sometimes, I guess. But, I think that’s usually done in private, Cassie. A place like this has VIP rooms where things are allowed to get a little more personal. For a price, of course,” he said. “Any dances done out here, are done with a strictly ‘no touch’ policy.”

		“So, just how personal do they get?” I purred intriguingly.

		“I think it depends on the club, and the amount of money, of course. But, I understand it’s anything from just being allowed to touch, to doing… You know!” stammered my suddenly tongue-tied husband. It was nice to know that he could, at least, get a little embarrassed in a situation like this. Serves him right.

		Oops! I guess I could get a little flummoxed myself. As the music changed again, the dancer on the stage had slipped off her little G-string. She was up there stark naked. OMG! I didn’t know that the women ever danced like that. I always thought it was just topless. I watched, mesmerized, as she waltzed around the stage. Everything she had right out there in the open for all to see. Taking a swing around the stripper pole, her legs spread apart with her… Oh, my! You could see everything. No landing strip for that girl. Her bare mound was smooth as silk.

		Sliding down the pole, she crawled… Crawled! Around the edge of the stage as man after man shoved cash into her garter. Her pink little pussy totally on display as she passed by. Um… Those guys weren’t exactly shoving singles in her garter, either. Those were tens, twenties and fifties. We were sitting close enough that I could see her pink petals glistening as she crawled around.

		Damn! I guess the idea of being naked and having men shove a few hundred dollars into my garter would turn me on too. Er… Um… Well, something was certainly getting to me, anyway. I could feel my own little pussy getting damp with excitement as we sat there. I needed a drink.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Jack, bless his ‘dirty old man’ heart, had already called for another round of drinks. The one thing I hadn’t expected tonight, was to find myself getting turned on. I was still feeling a little embarrassed and flustered as the next dancer took the stage. This one was named Collette, a petite little brunette, she appeared to be very lithe. Her body slender and toned, almost like you might see on a ballet dancer. Her moves seeming very well choreographed, as she began to dance. I mean, she was good. Like, maybe somebody that had taken dance lessons for years or something.

		I suppose that there isn’t a whole lot of demand for professional dancers. Other than… Well, places like this. Maybe Vegas? After all, just how many stage productions or ballet performances are there? I was actually finding myself fascinated watching her as she danced. Or, maybe it was the five… Er, six? Whatever! Glasses of wine I’d had?

		“You seem to like her, Cassie,” Jack said, leaning over and whispering in my ear.

		“She’s a good dancer,” I replied. “Like she’s had a lot of training or something.”

		“Yeah, she does seem pretty good. A little too tiny for my taste, I like my women to have a few more curves. More like you…” he said. His voice taking on a seductive tone.

		“Oh, hush! You’re just trying to get into my panties tonight,” I giggled.

		“Um… Considering that you’re not wearing any, I don’t really see that as much of a hindrance,” he laughed. Of course, I punched him. But, he was right, so I didn’t hit him very hard.

		As her first dance ended, Collette slid her top off and started to dance again. Her small breasts were perfectly formed, like champagne glasses. There was nothing fake about this girl. Her nipples were dark, with points that stood out stiffly a good quarter of an inch. It could have just been sweat, I supposed. But, her little G-string was damp. My money was on her being turned on as she pranced around the stage. The line up of men wanting to stuff her garter wasn’t as long as it had been for the first dancer. At least, not yet.

		Don’t ask me why right now, I really don’t have an explanation. But, I asked Jack for some money and slid out of my seat and walked up to the stage, a twenty-dollar bill in my hand. Collette looked at me with a twinkle in her eye and danced towards where I was standing. As she sidled up to the edge of the stage, I slipped the twenty into her garter. Her thigh feeling silky smooth sliding beneath my fingers. It was like I was having a hard time breathing as I did it, my face flushing a vibrant shade of red.

		With a shy grin on her face, she danced away. Wiggling her cute ass at several of the men. Her small breasts swaying a little as she did. Her dark hair hanging down seductively. I was really enjoying watching her performance as I walked, embarrassedly, back to our table.

		“Is that who you’d like to get a lap dance from?” suggested Jack. “You seem to like her.” His question catching me a little off guard, my face flamed with embarrassment.

		“I… I don’t know. It’s not like I’ve ever had one of those before, you know,” I hissed. Trying desperately to recover from the excitement that she’d generated in me. I mean, I just wasn’t usually like this. Not at all! Sure, I’d messed around in college with Debbie. But, you know, nothing serious. And, that was a long time ago. I certainly never thought of myself as a lesbian. Maybe, mildly bi-curious, but that was all. There was just something about her.

		My throat got dry as her second dance ended, and she pranced to the back of the stage. Her back was to the audience, but she turned her head and looked over her shoulder as she hooked her fingers in her G-string. And, I swear, she looked directly at me as she slid it down her legs and kicked it away. Then, shaking her long dark hair teasingly, she turned and danced proudly forward on the stage. Her small, lithesome body moving like a willow dancing in the wind.

		Grabbing the stripper pole, she hoisted herself up and spread her legs wide open. The pink petals of her lotus shaped pussy, glistening brightly with her honeyed dew as she twirled herself around the pole. OMG! That was a move that very few people could pull off. But, she did it with such aplomb. Not seeming to mind at all that everyone in the place could see right up her… Oh, fuck! I gripped the side of the table as a shudder raced through me.

		Jack looked at me strangely, and just handed me another twenty. My eyes looked daggers at him as he did, but I took it anyway. Slipping from my chair I shyly walked up to the stage again. Collette’s eyes twinkled as she immediately waltzed to where I was standing. Her hands snaking out and running sensuously through my hair as I slipped the money into her garter. Then, she winked at me, a finger tracing gently along my face before dancing away.

		I could feel my excitement drooling down my legs as I walked back to the table. Jack watching me with amusement in his eyes. As I sat down and turned to him, “Yes,” was all I said. Biting my lip nervously, I watched as he called the waitress over and asked if Collette could possibly join us in the VIP area. A knowing smile on her face, she nodded and told him she’d come back and get us when she was available.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		It wasn’t until after another dancer had finished her set when the waitress appeared again. She just crooked her finger at us and we followed her towards the back of the club. My face flaming with every step. I could just feel all the men in the place staring at me. Slipping through a curtained doorway guarded by two beefy bouncers, she directed us towards one of the rooms. “A basic lap dance is a hundred, we’ll charge that to your tab. Anything further is strictly between you and Collette,” she said matter-of-factly. Then, she opened the door and let us in.

		The room was dark, containing just a small sofa and side tables. Fronted by an open space that would allow the dancers to move about. Jack had asked the waitress to bring a round of drinks, and one for Collette before she left. She returned a few minutes later setting the drinks down and closing the door quietly after her.

		I was nervous as we sat there just looking around the empty room. I kept noticing little things. The box of condoms sitting blatantly on one of the side tables, a box of tissues on the other. The darkly painted walls that made the room seem much larger than it really was. The way the lights played around the room. My heart was beating like crazy. Was I nuts? Why in the world did I ever agree to this? I mean, a lap dance? For me? And, from Collette? OMG! I couldn’t believe how nervous I was. I felt like that first time in college with Debbie. I was all butterflies as I sat there, my hands twisting nervously. I almost screamed when the door opened.

		Collette slid into the room, a knowing smile on her face. “Oh! I was hoping it was you,” she said. Her voice a soft purr. “Am I here for you,” she asked looking curiously at Jack. “Or…” her face breaking into a warm smile as her eyes turned on me.

		“You’re here for her,” smiled Jack nervously. “Um… We’re not sure how all this works, but I want her to have a lap dance. And, um… Well, if things can get a little more personal than that? That’s what we’d like.”

		“Oh, things between the two of us can definitely get a lot more personal. Shall we say two hundred, and I promise you that you’ll be very satisfied with my performance,” she said shyly. My face turning a bright shade of red as her fingers traced along my cheek.

		“Um… My name is Cassie,” I said nervously. “And, this is my husband, Jack.”

		“Nice to meet you both,” she said. Her voice a quiet little whisper. She took a sip of her drink and then looked at me. “Is there any music you’d particularly like me to dance to?”

		‘Uh… I don’t know, whatever you think you’d like is fine,” I told her. Not at all sure what I really wanted right then. She went over to one of the side tables and picked up an elaborate remote of some sort, programming some songs into it. A slow and sultry jazz number started to play as she started to dance around the room. Her body twirling lithely. Some of her moves so like ballet steps, I had to ask. “You took ballet, didn’t you?”

		“Twelve years of it, but there’s just not much demand for ballet dancers,” she giggled. “I’m glad you like it though.”

		“Oh, I think you dance beautifully. I was never able to dance like that, my folks had me in dance classes for a while, but I never could do the moves as well as you do.”

		“Oh, I bet you can move beautifully. I watched you walking, you move so gracefully. You should have pursued it,” she gasped as her body twirled to the sultry beat. Then, with a wink, she came up close to me, her hips sliding against my thighs as I sat there. Her legs caressing mine as she settled. Her tiny body barely registering, she was so light. Lifting her hair away from her back, she turned her head to me. “Undo my top, Cassie,” her voice a soft whisper.

		My fingers shook as I unclasped the little top she had on. Collette giving a little moan as I slid the straps from her shoulders, letting it fall to the sofa. Sliding from my lap, she turned around. Her breasts were hanging right in front of me. Their pointed nipples engorged with excitement. “Would you like to taste?” she whispered.

		I just looked at her soft globes, and then shyly nodded. Leaning forward, she pushed a nipple to my lips. I began sucking it, like it was the most natural thing in the world to suckle from this tiny, beautiful creature. Collette whimpering as I nursed hungrily. Her hand went to my head, pulling me tightly to her as the first song ended.

		Quickly, she pranced away from me, mischief in her dark eyes. “Dance with me,” she teased, holding out her hand.

		Nervously, I glanced at Jack, then took her hand and stood up. The two of us beginning to dance together. I pulled my short dress up, so I could move a little easier. I was excited to find that I was able to match most of her moves. Although, I was having some severe difficulty keeping the top of my dress on. Collette was certainly more accomplished than I was, but I was pleased that a lot of my training came back to me so naturally. We danced around each other happily for an entire song before a slower number came on again.

		She pulled me to her sultrily, her body slithering against mine. “You’re a great dancer. Pretty as you are, it’s a shame you didn’t pursue it,” she purred. Then, her face turned seductively up to mine and she kissed me. Her hands sliding along my body teasingly. Collette’s tongue pressed against mine as we dueled hungrily. It didn’t even register when she slid my dress from my shoulder. Suddenly, her bare breast was pushing excitingly against mine! Her skin so warm and soft. Pulling from our kiss, she took my swollen nipple into her mouth. I moaned as she suckled from me tenderly. Her tongue sending little shocks racing through me.

		I was gasping for breath as she slid my dress from my other shoulder leaving me topless before her. Her hands sliding over my breasts, kneading them as she bounced from one nipple to the other. Then, taking my hands, she put them on her hips. “Undress me,” she purred seductively.

		With a little whimper, I hooked my fingers in her G-string and pulled it slowly down her legs. Her shaved pussy coming in to view before my face as I knelt. My nostrils flaring, I could detect her scent. OMG! She smelled so… Wonderful! I’d forgotten just how sweet another woman could be. I was drawn to her like a moth to a flame, leaning forward I kissed her smooth mound. Her scent enveloping me.

		Reaching down, she pulled me up from the floor and kissed me gently. “Can I undress you, Cassie?”

		At my shy nod, she reached behind me and unfastened the zipper to my dress, letting it slide from my hips and down to the floor. Collette purred excitedly as she found my pantyless state. Dropping to her knees, she lifted my foot and slid my dress away, tossing it towards where Jack was sitting. Then, she licked her lips and leaned forward kissing my dark landing strip. Her hands went around my butt as she pulled me to her, her tongue slipping teasingly along my swollen labia.

		“Mmmm… You taste good,” she purred. My body jerking wildly as her tongue invaded my moist nether lips. I grabbed hold of her head, pulling her to me as she twirled her tongue around my nub of nerves. A scream issuing from my mouth and echoing around the room. My body spasming wildly as I had a violent orgasm.

		Wildly, I pulled away from her. My eyes bright with passion, I pulled her towards the small sofa, Jack just barely getting out of the way as we tumbled onto the cushions in a sixty-nine position. OMG! She tasted so wonderful. Our tongues buried deep inside of each other, our bodies jerking in passion. I couldn’t even count the number of orgasms I had as we made love. Not stopping until long after her music had ended, our bodies both glistening with sweat as we gasped for breath.

		We lay there, together. Arms wrapped around each other as we slowly came down from our passionate high. Neither of us wanting to end it. I think the only thing that finally separated us was a knock on the door. Somebody… Some rude, uncouth person, reminding her that her next set was coming up. Collette calling out that she’d be right out, she unwound herself from our embrace. “Please, come back again? There’ll be no extra charges next time, I promise. Just the basic lap dance charge for the room. Would that be okay?” she asked shyly. “Or, maybe… Oh, I don’t know?”

		“We’ll figure something out,” I whispered, giving her a hug. Quickly I took my phone from my purse and asked for her number. We exchanged numbers as she dressed, she came back over and leaned down. Her lips brushing softly against mine, we kissed. And, then, she was gone. Jack leaning over me and pulling me up from the sofa. After a kiss of his own, he picked up my dress and helped me dress as I stood there trembling.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Jack kissed me, hard! Then, opened the car door and helped me in. I swear, I was still in some kind of stupor after what had just happened. “I’m sorry, Jack,” I whispered. “I feel so ashamed, I shouldn’t have…”

		“Whoa! You have nothing to be ashamed about, Cassie. I… I thought it was beautiful watching you two together. I only hope there’s still room for me after this little twosome?” he asked.

		“Of course, there is, Silly. I honestly don’t know what got into me tonight?”

		“Well, I think her name was Collette,” he laughed. “And, I’d say she definitely got into you!”

		“Oh, hush. You’re embarrassing me,” I told him, as I stared shamefaced out the side window. Too mortified to even look at him. “I trust you enjoyed your birthday present?”

		“Oh, yeah! I only hope it’s not over yet?” he asked.

		“Hmmm… I think I might make room for one more lover tonight,” I answered, feeling a little relieved. “If you get me home fast enough.”

		I probably shouldn’t have told him that, I think he broke every speed limit on the way back to the house. Honestly, I could still taste Collette’s sweetness in my mouth. Her lingering scent filling my consciousness as I sat there in the car. My mind wandering to what I’d just done. OMG! I was so hot. If I hadn’t been so replete with Collette, I’m sure I could have smelled my own arousal sitting there in the confined space of the car. I’m pretty sure Jack could, anyway. I was leaking like crazy.

		I told the birthday boy to lock up when we got home, heading straight back to the bedroom, turning the lights on and pulling the covers down before he got there. When he walked in, I just turned to look at him guiltily. I was still so turned on, it was unreal. I could feel my excitement literally running down my thighs as I teasingly unzipped my dress. Jack watching, mesmerized, as I slid it from my shoulders and let it drop to the floor for the second time tonight.

		Moving to him, I started unbuttoning his shirt. My lips kissing his chest teasingly with each new button. Pulling it from his shoulders, I undid his belt. Then, slowly I pulled his zipper down and slid his pants off, kneeling before him as I did. His rampant cock springing up in front of me. Oh, yeah! He’d enjoyed his birthday present. My word, he was so hard. I licked the swollen head of his long shaft, Jack moaning as I did.

		Slipping his hard rod between my lips, I slid down the length of him, taking him deep into my mouth. He tasted a little strange after what I’d done earlier. Not weird or anything, just different. After all, I’d sucked Jack’s cock hundreds of times in the five years we’d been married. But, I just couldn’t get the taste of Collette out of my mind. Even as I bobbed up and down Jack’s throbbing cock, I was remembering the sweetness of her. What her tongue had felt like inside of me.

		Oh, um… I’d better pay attention to what I was doing. Jack was getting excited. Duh! I’m surprised he hadn’t blown his load at the club. When I felt him swell, I slid his cock deep in my throat and let him explode. His hot cum filling my mouth and shooting down my throat. Jack crying out with every pulse of his thick shaft.

		Standing up, I kissed him. My tongue snaking between his lips and Frenching him. I know, that was kind of naughty of me. But, I did anyway. I figured if he could kiss me after I’d made love to Collette, getting to taste her on my lips, he deserved to taste himself. He didn’t even object. His hands sliding to my breasts, kneading them roughly. His touch so different from hers.

		When he started to nurse from my breast, I held him there. “Are you thinking about watching Collette sucking my titties?” I teased. “Did you like seeing that?”

		“OMG! Cassie! It was… I can’t even begin to tell you how hot it was to watch the two of you. Please, you’re welcome to invite her here, or whatever. I’m not even asking to be a part of what you two might do, but I did like watching. I certainly wouldn’t turn that down. It was so hot.”

		“I bet you wouldn’t turn her down, either,” I gasped. His teeth nipping at my swollen nipple.

		“I… I hadn’t thought about it, I guess. I mean, she was pretty and all, but I love you, Cassie. I don’t need anybody else, just you. But, I’ll share you, if that’s what you’d like? If it makes you happy?”

		“What I’d like, is for you to spend some time where she was tonight,” I suggested. Jack picking me up, as I squealed in delight. Depositing me on the bed, he climbed in. Taking a high heel in his hands, he kissed it. Then, worked his way up my leg until he buried himself in my swollen labia. His tongue sliding over my petals hungrily. My eyes fluttered closed, as I remembered Collette’s tongue driving me insane.

		Jack brought me to orgasm after orgasm, as he hungrily ate my pussy. My dirty little pussy, that had already had another visitor tonight. I’m so bad! Finally, I pulled him away, not able to take anymore. My eyes hooded, I just looked at him. “Fuck me, Jack. Make me all yours again,” I whispered. Jack sliding his body between my legs, his throbbing cock more than ready to go again.

		I cried out, as his long shaft split me in two. Oh, wow! Oh! Not that I hadn’t already cum numerous times tonight, but feeling his hard cock inside me? That was the icing on the birthday cake, so to speak. His rod splitting me in two over and over as he rammed into me. His cock crashing against my cervix with every stroke. My body spasming like crazy as I exploded again and again. I swear, there were stars before my eyes as I cried out.

		He was fucking me like mad. This was no loving tryst, like we usually had. He was taking me like I was some sort of slut. And, I liked it. I liked it, a lot! His cock was like a jackhammer, ramming in to me over and over. My legs wrapped around him tightly, heels digging into him. My fingers clawing his back as I exploded in orgasm.

		I was gasping for breath, sweat pouring from both of us as he took me. Used me just like some whore. Fuck! I damn near passed out when he came. His lava hot seed filling me. The heat of him spreading through my womb as stars exploded before my eyes.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		When I woke up the next morning, I could barely open my eyes. Lord! What had I done last night? And… How much did I have to drink? Jack had already left for work, leaving me to blurrily wake up on my own. Sunlight was streaming through the open blinds of the bedroom windows. Damn! We didn’t even close the blinds last night? Oh, my aching head.

		Lying there, the events of last night, came slowly back in to focus. The dinner, the wine, Jack’s birthday request, the wine, Collette… OMG! I’d had sex with Collette! Right in front of my husband. I was so ashamed. Um… Or, I should have been. For some reason, when I thought about her, I really wasn’t ashamed at all. I’d enjoyed our time together. Oh, yeah, I’d really enjoyed our time together. Ohhh… I needed an aspirin. Or, maybe the damn whole bottle…

		It was nearly noon when I finally managed to drag myself out of bed. Stumbling into the en suite, I took a long, hot shower. Feeling a little more human after that, I brushed my long hair out and just let it air dry. After a touch of makeup, I no longer looked like death warmed over. Then, I went in and put on a pair of cut-offs and a cropped T-shirt top.

		I’d just padded barefoot into the kitchen, when my cellphone rang. It was an unknown number. Don’t ask me why I answered, I usually don’t. “Hello,” I answered warily, my voice sounding a little gravelly after last night.

		There was a hesitant silence on the other end of the line, and I was about to push the end call icon when a tiny voice asked nervously, “Um… Is this, Cassie?”

		OMG! I knew who it was. “Collette?” I whispered.

		“Yes!” she cried, sounding delighted. “Are you okay, Cassie? I was worried after… Well, I got the impression that last night was kind of new for you?”

		“That’s putting it mildly, but yes. I’m fine, Collette. I… Um… I really did enjoy last night. I haven’t done anything like that since college,” I admitted shyly. “But, being with you was wonderful.”

		“Oh, I’m so glad. I just wanted you to know, I don’t usually do something like that. I mean… I do, of course. It’s part of the job, but not like what it was like with you. Last night was very special,” she whispered shyly.

		“For me, too,” I answered. “Honestly, I’d like to see you again sometime.”

		“Why don’t you come by the club Thursday night? That’s… Um… Well, it’s amateur night. You could try dancing? I’d love to see you dance for real. Then, maybe we could… You know?”

		“Oh! I don’t know about that, Collette. I’ve never danced like that before. Not with a real audience. And, taking my clothes off in front of a room full of men? I don’t think so. I’d be way too embarrassed. Besides, my husband would never allow it,” I tittered embarrassedly.

		“You might be surprised about that. Men can really fool you sometimes. A lot of men, like the idea of seeing their wives on stage. Some kind of fantasy thing they have. And, I guarantee you, I’d love to see you dance,” she purred. “I bet you’d be great. Just think about it, Cassie. Please? There’s a top prize of a thousand-dollars? And, the management even offers the winner a contract.”

		“Whoa! Don’t go getting ahead of yourself there, Collette. I really don’t think I could ever do anything like that. But, I would enjoy seeing you again. I promise you that. Let me think about it, okay?”

		“Okay, I really hope you show up, Cassie. I can’t wait to see you again,” she said shyly. “Um… I have to go now, but please give me a call?”

		“I will, Collette,” I laughed. Then, I sat down on one of the stools that surround the kitchen island. What the hell was I thinking? Telling her I’d think about it? There is no way in hell I’m getting up on a stage and taking all my clothes off. And, Jack? Not happening! But, I was pretty sure he’d get a kick out of our conversation when I told him tonight.

		

		*

		

		He got a kick out of it all right. In fact, his cock damn near burst through his pants when I mentioned about amateur night. “Jackson Wilde! Are you serious? You’re getting a hard on thinking about me dancing?” I wailed in shock. “Naked?”

		“Um… Yeah, I guess I am. Sorry, Babe. It just sounds unbelievably fucking hot.”

		“Are you totally out of your freaking mind? You want me to strip naked in front of a room full of men? Jack, how could you? I’m your wife!” I stammered.

		“Well, yeah, but… I mean, it is kind of hot to think about it. All those men wanting you, lusting for you. And, yet, I’m the one that gets to take you home at the end of the night? That’s… Kinky hot,” he admitted shyly. His face flaming with embarrassment. “I think I could get off on it. I mean, if you wanted to try it, that is?”

		“You are freaking nuts. There is no way that is happening, Bucko! Just forget about it. I only mentioned it because I thought you’d get a kick out of it. I never expected you to get fucking turned on.” After storming out of the room, I poured myself a glass of wine and settled down a little. It WAS kind of hot to think about it. But, only as a fantasy. I mean, all those men… All of them coming up and shoving money into my garter… Their hands sliding along my leg… And, flashing my… Oh, hell! What in the world? Damn you, Jack! Now I actually am thinking about it. My body shivering with a small tremor as my fingers glanced casually against my throbbing pussy.

		I was stewing there in the family room, curled up on the sofa while I drank another glass of wine. My pussy starting to leak with excitement as I found myself fantasizing about actually doing it. Wondering just what it might be like? What it would feel like? My nipples were so hard, they ached. And, my pussy?!!!

		After all, there is no way I could ever win the stupid contest, I reasoned. So, I’d just be getting naked for nothing. Or, just for the fun of it. Fun? What if somebody we knew was there? And… And, wow, what if I did? Win, I mean. Being offered a contract? Jack might get excited about the idea of seeing me dance, but letting me do lap dances? Plus, there was that whole VIP room thing? I don’t think so! Although, I must admit, the idea of that kind of makes me wet. It’s been a long time since I played around, let another man touch me.

		Jack finally got up the nerve to come into the family room. Turning on the TV, I sat numbly watching as my thoughts continued to wander. My fingers, mindlessly, tracing slowly against the crotch of my cut-offs. My very soggy cut-offs, by now. It wasn’t until bedtime that Jack got brave enough to speak to me. Coming up to me, he put his hands on my shoulders. “I didn’t mean to upset you, Cassie. You just hit me with the idea, and… It just seemed really sexy, you know? Thinking of you up on stage like that? I was honestly only picturing you dancing for me. Not so much about all the other men that would be there. And, when I did think about it, well… I can’t really explain it. It just sounded so fucking hot.”

		“Right! And, what if somebody we know sees me, Jack? Did you think about that? Or, just what would happen if I actually won? Okay, the thousand dollars would be fun, but what about the contract offer?”

		“Contract?” he asked curiously. Bewilderedly shaking his head and shrugging his shoulders as he did.

		“Oh, I guess I didn’t tell you about that. Sorry. The winner is offered a contract with the club. You know, as a dancer?” I said shyly.

		“Wow! Yeah, that would be… Um… I don’t know?”

		“That’s what I thought. And, what about having to do… You know… The lap dances? And, um, whatever else goes on in those private rooms? Yeah! Exactly!” I declared, seeing his face go pale.

		“Is that something that you’d ever want to do, Cassie?” he asked quizzically. An uncertain quiver in his voice.

		“Prostitute myself?” I practically shrieked. “I don’t think so!”

		“Whoa. Easy there. It’s not like you think any less of Collette for what she does. Do you?”

		“No, of course not. But, that’s Collette. I mean, how would you feel about me after… After… Oh, damn it, Jack!”

		“I… I don’t know, Cassie. Honestly, I don’t. I don’t think all the girls are required to do the VIP rooms. At least, I don’t guess they are? You know, unless they want to. I mean, not that I’m suggesting you do it, or anything. I’m just rambling. Thinking out loud, I guess.”

		“Thinking of me coming home with a pussy full of some other guys spunk? Maybe having swallowed a couple of other men’s cocks, too? Yeah, just think about that, Jack! Then, we can talk,” I said smugly.

		Although, I didn’t feel so smug when I saw how hard his cock was. A huge bulge showing in his jeans. He actually was fantasizing about it. Um… Shit! Oh, hell. So was I.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		We did finally get to sleep last night, but it was very late. Chortle, chortle. I woke up having dreamed about dancing around a stage, men’s hands sliding along my naked thigh as I pranced by them. All of them slipping hundred-dollar bills in my diamond studded garter. Hey, if you’re going to dream, you might as well dream big, right? At any rate, I woke up feeling randy. My pussy damp, and not just with Jack’s cum from last night. I was turned on.

		Jack had already left for work, so I took my time in the shower. Feeling a little more relaxed, I dried my hair and did my makeup before making the bed and fixing something to eat. I couldn’t seem to get last night out of my mind. Jack was really turned on by the idea of me dancing. Um… Not so much about anything else, but he liked the dancing idea. Not that I ever would, of course.

		Oops! Isn’t that what I said about being with another woman? And, about letting him watch? Okay, my track record wasn’t too good at the moment. But, I meant it. I just couldn’t do that. I was twenty-seven years old. There’s no way. I’d be far too embarrassed. Even if I did get turned on something fierce thinking about it…

		By lunchtime I’d worked myself up into a frenzy over the whole idea. Finally, I poured myself a glass of wine and thought about it, seriously. Walking into the bedroom, I pulled out my tiniest bikini and put it on. Slipping into a nice pair of heels, I looked at myself in the mirror. After twisting this way, and that, I decided that I really did look pretty good. For an old lady, anyway.

		Pouring another glass of wine, I put some music on my phone. Then, I tried dancing to it, watching myself intently in the mirror. I could still move when I wanted to. My years of dance training seemed to come right back. Sore muscles and all. By the time Jack came home, I was doing a fair imitation of a stripper. I was also shocked at how late it had gotten. Where had the day gone?

		Chuckling, Jack told me to get dressed and we went over to one of the local bars for burgers and beer. Or, in my case, a salad and wine. As we ate, he looked at me strangely. “So, are you really thinking about dancing tomorrow night?” he asked. An edge in his voice that I couldn’t quite figure out. I mean, did he like the idea, or hate it? Men can be so hard to figure out at times.

		“I… I don’t know, Jack. I mean, it does sound kind of hot. But, I’d be so worried about who might see me, not to mention how embarrassed I’d feel. Is this really something you want me to do? Dance up there on stage? Everybody getting to see me naked?” I asked hesitantly.

		Jack sat there embarrassedly. An electric silence filling the air as I stared at him.

		“Would it turn you on?” my voice a nervous whisper.

		“Wow! Honestly, I have to admit, I think it would be hot to see you dance like that. It’s all the rest I’m not so sure about, Cassie. What if you win? A contract from the club? I suppose that you could turn it down? Maybe? I don’t know if I… Would you even want to… Oh, hell! I don’t know. How’s that for an answer?” his voice sounding suddenly maddeningly frustrated.

		“Well, I can dance for you tonight when we get home? Maybe, that would help us decide? At least you’d get to sort of see me that way. After all, maybe I’m terrible or something? Or, too old or too fat? I don’t know,” I said. “But, I’ll think about it if you’d like me to do it? The dancing, I mean. Not… You know.” I’m sure my face was flaming red with my stammering explanation.

		I was quiet all the way home as I thought about dancing for Jack. It wasn’t like he was a real audience. But, it might help us both decide if I could do this? Even if it was just for the one night? I wouldn’t allow myself to even think beyond that. Past that point, lay madness.

		Back at the house, I went in and changed back into my bikini and heels. I even slipped a garter up my leg. Then, did my makeup and hair. I, at least, wanted to look the part. Walking out from the bedroom, I found that Jack had moved the furniture around in the living room and set out some extra lights. The new arrangement allowing me a brightly lit, reasonable space to dance in. He’d even poured me another glass of wine. Bless him.

		Pulling my song list up on my phone, I sent the signal to the Bluetooth speakers in the living room. As the first beat of the music started, I came into the room. My body swaying to the music as I danced around. I even waltzed up close to him as I danced by, letting him cop a feel of my thigh. Hey! I might as well have some fun out of all this. I was starting to sweat as the first song ended, facing away from my ‘audience.’

		As the next song started, I reached back and unfastened my top. My nipples snapping to attention immediately. Then, I turned around and danced toward my ‘audience.’ My breasts were swaying with every step as Jack looked on in rapt attention. Hmmm… Is that a bulge I see in his pants? I must be doing something right. I let him grab my thigh a couple of times, and even shook my tits in his face once.

		I was breathing hard by the end of the song. But, I ended up back at the ‘start’ of my stage. My back, once again, to my imaginary ‘audience.’ When song number three started. I deftly hooked my thumbs in my bikini bottoms and slid them down my legs. Shaking my naked butt enticingly at Jack, then kicked my suit bottom away. Excited now, I twirled around and danced forward. My pussy fully on display for my husband.

		By the last verse, I was down on my hands and knees crawling around the floor. Just like Collette had done. My naked pussy totally on view. Um… So was Jack’s cock! Not feeling the least bit ashamed, he was stroking himself as he watched me. When, the song ended, I grabbed my swimsuit and pranced back into the hallway.

		Laughing, I stuck my head back into the living room. “Well, am I legitimate stripper material, Sir?” I asked in a sultry tone.

		“Fuck, yeah! Damn, Cassie. That was so hot,” he said. His hand still slowly stroking his long cock, a big grin on his face. “Why don’t you give me a lap dance, little girl?”

		“Oh, dear. I’m afraid that you’ll have to put that filthy thing away first, Sir. There is no touching allowed out here on the main floor,” I giggled. Surprisingly, he did. So, I thought, what the heck?

		Dancing forward I came right up to him, sliding my bare butt against his thighs. Rubbing myself enticingly across the bulge I found there. Jack groaning as I did. Then, I turned and shook my titties in his face. Just inches away from him, denying him the chance to touch. Afterwards, I slid into his lap and kissed him. “What did you think? Honestly?” I asked.

		“Oh, you are definitely stripper material, Cassie. But, that doesn’t really answer all the questions, does it? Here, I taped the whole thing, so you can get a look yourself,” he announced proudly. I looked askance at the tiny screen, trying to watch myself. Jack suddenly pulling the phone away and leading me into our little office/guest room.

		Plugging the phone into our computer, he downloaded the video, so we could see it on a bigger screen. I’m sure I was every shade of red possible as I watched myself dance around the living room. It was a good idea. Taping it, I mean. I could really get an idea of what I’d look like. Of course, that still didn’t answer the other questions that filled the quiet room.

		“It would be hot, Cassie. I can’t deny that. But, I know you have reservations about it. And, rightly so. Honestly, I think it’s going to have to be up to you. I’ll stand by your decision, whatever it is,” he said softly.

		Well, that was just so much help!

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Last night had been fun. All of it! Jack eating my moist little pussy like he was a starving man after I danced for him. But, I was no closer to a decision this morning. Yes, it was hot to think about doing it. And, Jack was cool with it, too. Or, so he said. But, after that… Well, that’s where it gets messy. Sure, if all I did was dance this one time, I’d be pretty safe. Chances are nobody we knew would see me. It was the uncertainty of it that worried me.

		Jack might be excited enough to forgive me for dancing naked in front of a room full of men, but that was where his understanding probably ended. I’m not sure why, but I kept finding myself thinking about it not being a one-time thing? Maybe it was Collette’s encouragement, or just that I was getting turned on by the whole idea? But, I was fascinated by it.

		Girding up some courage, early or not, I called Collette. “Cassie?” she asked sleepily. “Are you coming tonight? Are you going to dance? Please, say you’re coming tonight?” her voice growing excited.

		“Um… Well, that’s the thing, Collette. I’m curious about it, I admit. But, I’m having a hard time trying to make some sort of decision. Jack, is pretty much leaving it up to me. And, I’m ‘almost’ okay with dancing tonight. It’s what the future might bring that scares me,” I admitted. “What happens if, by some weird miracle, I win tonight? That whole contract thing worries me. Would I have to accept the offer? And, if I did, would I have to do the VIP room? Or, could I just dance?”

		“It’s kind of a package deal, Cassie. The women who try out on amateur night aren’t here on a lark. They’re honestly trying to land a job here. It’s the contract that’s the real prize, not the money. And, I’m afraid it’s an all-in kind of thing. VIP room included,” she admitted. “It’s not as scary as you might think. I mean, it’s just sex. You’re not going home with them or anything. Honestly, it can be a lot of fun,” she snickered. “Wicked fun, trust me!”

		“Oh, wow. Okay, see, that’s exactly the problem. I don’t think I could do it. I wasn’t a virgin when we got married or anything like that. But, I haven’t been with anybody but Jack for over five years. And, we’re married. We made promises. It’s not like I’m playing the field anymore, or that we even have an ‘understanding.’ We’ve always been exclusive. And, despite how fun fantasies might sound, they are usually better left that way,” I admitted.

		“Would it really be so bad to live out your fantasies now and again? If it doesn’t work out, you move on. If you love each other, it’s simple enough to forgive a failed fantasy. As long as it’s a mutual one. Several of the women here are married. They find it’s a real turn on for their husbands.

		“Obviously, I can’t tell you how Jack would react, but he sure didn’t seem to mind what happened the other night,” she giggled. “Granted, he wouldn’t be able to watch what happens off stage, but there are ways of… Um… How do I put this? Proving what happens behind closed doors?”

		“OMG! No. I… I can’t. I’m sorry, Collette. But, I just can’t,” I told her, a catch in my voice. And, quickly pushed the end call icon.

		My phone rang moments later. And, I shamefacedly let it go to voicemail. Not to be deterred, Collette left me a message. “Cassie?” she asked shyly. “Um… Just so you know, I really hope that you change your mind. Or, at least, still want to get together occasionally. If you do decide to come, the contest starts at nine, and you’d need to be here about eight-thirty. I hope to hear from you.”

		Well. That whole thing certainly didn’t bring me any closer to an answer. More like, pushed me away. Ways of ‘proving what happens behind closed doors?’ Lord! I’m sure that would go over like a ton of bricks with Jack. I can just imagine kissing him with a mouthful of some other guys cum?!!! Um… Although, it does sound kind of wicked hot. Damn! I need a drink.

		After I calmed down a little, I slipped into the en suite and took a quick shower, before starting the rest of the day. Toweling off I noticed my bikini lying cast off on the floor, right where Jack had tossed it last night after he’d ripped it off me. I wasn’t sure if it was mocking me, or enticing me? A little bit of both, I suppose. I picked it up like it was going to bite and tossed it in the hamper. Putting on a pair of cut-offs and a T-shirt, I went in and grabbed a bowl of cereal for breakfast.

		I tried staying busy all morning. Vacuuming, dusting, you know, busy work? I even rearranged the furniture. It didn’t help. Although, the house did look good! By lunchtime, I was a wreck. I poured myself a glass of wine and curled up on the sofa, deep in thought. On the second glass, I called Jack.

		“Hi, Hon. Um… I… Oh, hell! I’ll just come out with it. Would you like it if I danced tonight? Serious, now. I need an answer,” I said definitively.

		“Yes,” he said simply. “I think you already know that. It’s all the rest that concerns me. I’ve thought a lot about it since last night. And, I think… I can’t believe I’m saying this, but… I think it might be a turn on.”

		“Okay. That’s fair. If I did dance tonight, and if… You know. Would you be able to forgive me afterwards? If it upset you, I’d stop, of course. But, could you forgive me for living out the fantasy. I mean, it really is a fantasy for both of us. So, do you think you could forgive it?”

		“Cassie? I knew you weren’t a virgin when we got married. I had no problem forgiving that. No more than you had a problem knowing I’d been with other women. Based on that, I’d have to think I could. Although, realistically, this whole conversation may be moot. I mean, you’d have to win? Right?”

		“Oh, I see, you don’t think I can win?” I taunted. Damn, I HAD been drinking!

		“I didn’t say that, Cassie. I think you’ve got a real shot at it. I’m just stating a fact. You’ll be up against some experienced dancers. Let’s not worry about things that might never happen. We love each other, I think we can weather whatever fallout there might be. So, I say go for it if you’d like to.”

		Damn. That put the ball right back in my court. And, after two glasses of wine…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		I hesitantly pulled my bikini from the hamper. Standing there, I just stared at it. It was nothing but an inanimate piece of clothing. Yet, it seemed to hold such sway at the moment. WTF! I tossed it in the washer. Washing it, didn’t mean anything. Then, I poured another glass of wine, and padded into the bedroom.

		Shedding my clothes, I climbed into the shower. Washing my legs, I decided that I needed to shave. That was where things started to get weird. I don’t know if I made my decision right then, or just what? But, as I wiped the shaving cream on, I spread it on my landing strip, too. Biting my lip uncertainly, I decided. A few swipes of the razor, and I was as smooth down there as Collette and the other dancers had been. Of course, that didn’t really mean I would dance tonight. It could just be a treat for Jack? Right? Yes! That’s exactly what it was, a treat for Jack.

		So was the way I curled my long hair, letting it hang softly down my back. Um… The heavier makeup I put on? Not so much. Neither was giving myself a mani-pedi. Something that I only did for special occasions. Yeah, I suppose this might qualify?

		While my nails dried, I shoved my bikini in the dryer. And waited…

		

		*

		

		Jack walked in early, coming home about five. You’d think he was anxious, or something. He took one look at me, and a sheepish grin spread across his face. I was wearing a mini-dress and a pair of four-inch spike heels. The really sexy ones he liked so much, with the straps around my ankles. “So? Does this mean what I think it does?”

		“Um… I think so, yeah. Unless one of us chickens out,” I laughed nervously.

		Putting his arms around me, he kissed me tenderly. “We love each other, Cassie. Nothing else really matters, does it? Let’s live out the fantasy!”

		I hugged him back and gave him a kiss. Our tongues getting a little wild as we dueled together. I was getting really turned on. Finally, pulling away, I looked at him with a shy grin. “We’d better stop, or I’ll have to take another shower.” I giggled. Yeah, I know. Giggled? Hey, I’d had a lot of wine by this time.

		Jack took a quick shower and changed into more casual attire. Then, we stopped for dinner. Not that I ate much, mostly I just drank another glass of wine. He held my hand as we drove to the club afterwards. I couldn’t believe how upset I was. I mean, it was worse than the other day when he was taking me there for my ‘lap dance!’ I think I was mostly annoyed, that first night. Today, I felt like I was about ready to throw up as he pulled into the parking lot.

		“You don’t have to do this, Cassie. I’m okay if you want to walk away,” he said supportively.

		“But, you still want me to try this, right?”

		“I’m excited with living out a fantasy that we both have. Beyond that? I’ll support you whatever your decision happens to be. I promise you,” he said quietly.

		Nervously, I let him lead me to the front door of the club. Then, he leaned over and kissed me. “I love you,” he smiled. Then, he pushed open the door.

		Once again, the music blasted in my ears as we walked in. Tonight, there was a hostess at the door. Seeing me, she smiled encouragingly. “Are you by any chance here for our contest tonight?”

		“Um… Yes, I am,” I announced nervously. My voice more of a squeak than anything else. She grinned and motioned to another woman that came over and introduced herself, as Tiffani. Then, she escorted Jack to a table and advised she’d bring me back in just a few minutes.

		It was more than a few minutes, but really not that long. I had to fill out several forms, let her see what I planned to wear, show my ID, that kind of stuff. Then, she had me sign a waiver that absolved the club of any damages should I tumble off the stage or something. Finally, she explained everything in detail. I knew most of it already; I’d do three dances, the first one dressed, the second topless and the last one nude. No touching. She told me about the prizes; First Place – a thousand dollars and a contract offer, Second Place – five hundred dollars and Third Place a hundred. There were eight contestants so far. There could still be more added. We’d be called up in random order.

		The only surprise coming, when she told me that the contestants might be requested for a lap dance out in the main part of the club, just like any other dancer. Oops! That one, I hadn’t planned on. At my look of panic, she added that the contestants were not expected to dance in the VIP areas. At least, that made me feel a little better. Sort of, anyway.

		Handing me a garter, she told me to wear it on my thigh. It was for… Well, okay, I knew what it was for. Any tips I earned, were mine to keep. My illicit gains from prostituting myself as a stripper.

		Asking if I had music picked out, I showed her the list I’d practiced with yesterday. Nodding her head, she noted the songs and their order. “We have all of those on file, so they’ll be fine. I’ll pass the list on to the DJ. What name would you like to use, Cassie? We recommend you not use your own name. Not for this.”

		“Um… I don’t know? I hadn’t thought about that,” I admitted. Thinking for a minute, I nervously suggested, “Monique?”

		“Okay, Monique it is,” she grinned. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Monique. Good luck tonight. I’ll come and get you when it’s time. Until then, just try and relax. Now, let’s go find your boyfriend, shall we?”

		“Er… He’s my husband,” I said sheepishly.

		“Oh. Hey, that’s great. Several of our dancers are married. They love working here,” she confirmed. “Hmmm… Cassie… Cassie… Are you Collette’s Cassie by any chance?”

		I just grinned, my face turning a bright red as I did. Laughing, she gave me a hug and told me she’d let Collette know I was here. Then, she led me back out to our table.

		Jack was sitting there, nervously looking around. He smiled when he saw me coming back. “I was worried I might not get to see you until after… Oh, you know,” he said. He had a glass of wine on the table for me. Which, I definitely appreciated. He sat, holding my hand, while we watched the dancers. I was paying particular attention to their moves, and what happened out on the main floor during the lap dances. Oh, wow! Yeah, I was watching the lap dances, all right! I wondered just how Jack would respond to seeing me do that? Maybe, it just wouldn’t come up? After all, I would only do a lap dance if somebody asked for me. But, if I did have to, just how would he react? Would it excite him?

		A few minutes later, Collette came over and gave me a hug before sitting down at our table. “I’m so happy to see you. You are going to be so great tonight. I just know it, Cassie. You’re a wonderful dancer.”

		“If you say so, Collette. Personally, I have a feeling I’ll be doing good if I don’t throw up,” I laughed nervously. Jack looking at me supportively at my admission as he patted my hand.

		“One piece of advice, don’t go trying the stripper pole. I’ve seen too many contestants land on their asses trying to do that. Grab it, and swing around it if you want. But, no acrobatics! Beyond that, just have fun up there. That’s what tonight is all about,” an evil little grin on her face.

		“I have to do the next set, but I’ll see you after the contest. If you want, maybe we can celebrate? Or, maybe you two just want to celebrate all by yourselves…?” she smirked. Then, she leaned over and kissed me. A long, tender kiss. That got a little passionate before we broke apart. What can I say?

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		About thirty minutes later, I jerked in shock as Tiffani tapped me on the shoulder. OMG! Okay, this was it. I kissed Jack nervously as he squeezed my hand and followed her through a door that led behind the stage. For some reason, I felt like I was being led before a firing squad or something. I could still turn around and walk out? Right? But, then… Well, tonight was sort of a fantasy come true for both of us. How often do you get to live out a dream? I only whimpered a little when I heard the door close behind us.

		I meekly followed her to a dressing room. It was really quite large. There was a bank of open cabinets to put our clothes in along one side. That was set next to a bank of lockers, obviously for the regular dancers. The other side of the room was dominated by a long, mirrored vanity, lined with chairs. There was a large bathroom nestled at one end. Looking around, I counted ten contestants total. All of them were quite attractive. Most, looking just as nervous as I did. There were a couple that had a more hardened look to them. No first-time jitters for them, they’d been around before.

		Tiffani introduced us all by our ‘stage’ names. Then, she announced the order we’d be called up in. I ended up in the middle of the pack, which I decided was probably a good place to be. Too late in the program, and I’d be fresh in everybody’s minds. Too early, and I’d be forgotten. Or, so I told myself. Honestly, I didn’t think I wanted to win. I just wanted to live out the fantasy, our fantasy. Winning, would just open a Pandora’s Box, and I wasn’t any too sure about that part of it.

		At the end of the contest, we’d all be brought back up on stage together for the judging. We were to just walk out and join the lineup as our name was called. We were to be in the nude for the judging. They’d announce the 2nd Runner Up, 1st Runner Up and then the Winner. The winning dancer would stay on stage, the others would file off. The winner doing one last dance in the nude. Then, she wished us all luck and walked away.

		The waiting seemed interminable. A few quiet conversations happening here and there, but mostly everybody kept to themselves. Each of us wrapped up in our own thoughts. Finally, Tiffani came in and called the first dancer, ‘Crystal,’ through a doorway. I watched, mesmerized, as she was led away. At some point tonight, that would be me going through that door.

		The remaining nine of us, just standing there looking embarrassedly at each other, while we waited. Fifteen minutes later, Tiffani returned and led the next girl away. Moments later, the first girl came back through the door. She was still naked, her body glistening with sweat, hair in disarray as clutched her costume to her. The garter on her thigh was stuffed with cash! Her face flushed with excitement, she was grinning shyly as she came back. Quickly, she dashed into the bath. Not coming out until she’d cleaned herself up a little.

		About ten minutes later, one of the waitresses came in and called Crystal over. They talked for a minute, then she led ‘Crystal’ back out onto the main floor. OMG! We really were going to have to do lap dances. I’d watched the regular dancers earlier. There would be two dances, one while undressing and one in the nude. Sliding their nude body over the guys lap, shaking their tits in his face, etc. The guy wasn’t allowed to touch, but damn… I mean, I could see how both participants might easily get a little carried away. It looked… Gulp!

		And, so it went. Each of us being led through the doorway by Tiffani, one or two of the returning dancers being called out onto the main floor for dances afterwards. After an eternity, Tiffani came in and called, “Monique?” At first, I don’t think it actually registered. Then… OMG! I almost passed out! Okay, get it together, Cassie. You can do this. Embarrassedly, I followed her through the door.

		I found myself in a dimly lit hallway that ended at a set of heavy drapes. Music was pounding from the other side of the curtain. I could hear the audience as the girl before me finished her routine. “Ever been on stage before, Cassie?” asked Tiffani.

		“No, first time,” I admitted shyly.

		“You’ll be great! Collette says you’re a really good dancer. Good luck and have some fun out there. Win or lose, it can be a real blast,” she grinned. Just before I went on, Collette popped in and gave me a hug, promising to see me after the contest. Then, she was gone, the song was ending, and it was my turn…

		

		*

		

		At the first beat of my music, Tiffani pulled the drapes aside and I brazenly walked through. Bright lights blazing back at me, I blindly began to dance forward. As my eyes adjusted, it was easier to see where I was going. The stage was a lot bigger than the space I had to dance in at home. In a way, it gave me more freedom to move, but I also meant that I had to make adjustments in the routine I’d practiced.

		As I danced around the stage, my eyes searched for Jack. I was a little disoriented up here, everything seeming so different from this angle. Like trying to read something that was upside down and reversed, I suppose. Anyway, I finally spotted him, sitting there with a weird sort of grin on his face as I danced around the platform. Seeing him there, I settled down a little. Just dancing, pretending I was back at home, dancing in the living room for my husband.

		I pranced around the stage proudly. My hair flying as I grabbed the stripper pole and used it to swing around. The men seated around the stage seemed to be watching me in rapt attention. Well, I had looked pretty sexy on the video Jack took last night. A couple of men even stuffed some bills in my garter. My confidence building, I began to enjoy performing as I danced along. I even threw in a few twirls. Why not?

		It wasn’t until the last verse that it hit me. Oh, shit! I have to take my top off! Quickly, I strutted towards the back of the stage, feeling a little light headed. As the song ended, I stood there staring at the drapes, breathing hard. On the first beat of the next song, I closed my eyes, gulped and reached back to unfasten my top. Letting it fall down my arms, I tossed it towards the drapes. Then, covering my breasts, my face flaming red, I turned to the audience and danced forward.

		I did one turn around the stage. Then, on the second pass, I reached out and grabbed the stripper pole. As I swung around it, I dropped my other arm and twirled towards the audience, my breasts swinging free. As I danced around, my nipples were so hard, they almost hurt. Men started lining up around the stage, shoving money in my garter as I danced by. Their hands sliding heatedly along my bare thigh each time. Oh, fuck! Damn, that was hot. It was getting me excited, whether Jack liked it or not.

		Occasionally, I would catch a glance at Jack. His eyes glued tightly to me as I danced about. Watching as the men slid money into my garter. Seeing me topless in front of… Oh, fuck! I didn’t want to think about how many men were staring at my bare tits right now. But, I think he was excited watching me. I think. It seemed like he was. Unless that was just wishful thinking on my part? With all the men crowding around the stage, it was sometimes hard to see.

		Briefly, I saw Collette sitting next to Jack at one point. A big grin on her face as she clapped her hands delightedly. My own private cheering section. The two of them talking animatedly as I danced around the stage. My naked titties on display to the world.

		Dancing to the edge of the stage, I bent over and brazenly shook my tits at some guy. He was staring at me so hard, he spilled half his drink in his lap. That broke the tension I was feeling, and I decided to enjoy myself. Forgetting that I was half naked, I just danced. My early dance classes coming back to me as I moved, my body swaying freely. Every time I passed a lineup of men, my garter got stuffed. And, um… My leg got felt! Their eyes lustfully glued to my swaying breasts. I could feel my pussy starting to dampen. Fuck! I was getting turned on by all this.

		By the end of the song, my garter was stuffed. I was staring at the drapes again, sweat glistening on my body as I tried to catch my breath, when it sunk in. I had to strip the rest of the way. OMG! My hands were shaking as I hooked my thumbs in my bikini bottoms. Daringly, with one swift motion, I pulled them down my legs and then tossed them towards the drapes. My bare butt exposed for all the world to see. What the heck? Go for it! Spreading my legs wide apart, I bent over and shook my naked ass at them, a shout of approval going up from the audience. Hmmm… Just how much wine had I had today?

		Twirling around, I danced forward. Naked! My tits swaying, my little shaved pussy totally on display. Even Jack looked entranced as he saw my shaven mound. Oh, fuck! This was sooooo damn hot! Men were clamoring around the stage holding out money. Slowly I danced by, letting them fill my garter. Their eyes lustfully staring at my shaven mound, the swollen and damp cleft beneath.

		On the second verse, I grabbed the stripper pole and slid down it. My thighs parting wide as I did. My glistening, pink petals opening like a flower to their eyes. Wow! Was I turned on. Going to my knees, I started to crawl around the stage. Eager hands shoving more and more money into my overstuffed garter. Hands stroking my thigh, their fingers only inches from my pulsing pussy. I could feel my excitement starting to drool down my thighs as I crawled around. Some of them might have been close enough to detect my scent.

		Damn! I wanted to cum so bad right now. Fuck, this was hot. I never realized just how exciting it would be. Naked in front of the world. All these men wanting me, lusting for me. Shoving money at me. And, all just because I was showing them my nude, twenty-seven-year-old body. I suddenly really wanted to perform, to do this for real. And, not just for one night. I can’t explain it, but right then, at that very moment, I wanted to win!

		As the last verse started, I flipped over on my back at the front of the stage. Letting my legs scissor widely in the air, as the crowd went wild. Men just started throwing money at the stage when they couldn’t reach me. I have never felt so turned on, so powerful, before in my life! Finally, I just crawled around the stage, picking up the money they’d thrown. Then, getting up, I gathered my bikini and waved at them. Blowing a kiss, I slipped through the drapes and into the dim hallway.

		Tiffani was there to greet me, giving me a hug. “You were terrific, Cassie! Collette was right. You are an excellent dancer. You put some of our regulars to shame out there. You’re definitely in the running, girl! I’ll keep my fingers crossed for you,” she enthused. Then, she directed me back into the dressing room.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Hastily, I slipped through the door and back into the dressing room. I was still blushing at what I’d done. Grinning like an idiot, I grabbed my purse from the cubby and hurried into the bath. Good sized, there was a large, open shower with several heads, duel sinks, etc. Locking the door, I dropped my bikini and handfuls of cash onto the vanity. I pulled the money from my garter and added it to the stack I’d dropped on the counter. It was a big stack. I’d count it later, I just stuffed it into my purse.

		Then, leaning back against the vanity for support, I frantically shoved my fingers into my dripping, wet pussy. Fuck! Hoping nobody else would need to come in, I frantically rubbed my swollen nub of nerves. Biting my hand to keep from screaming, as my body shook violently. Fuck! I needed that. Finally, I let my soaked fingers drop, still gasping raggedly for breath.

		Okay, now I could think. Sort of. Dashing into the shower, I rinsed off, washing the rivulets of sweat from my skin. Then, brushed my hair out into some semblance of order and touched up my lipstick. Pulling my bikini back on, I shyly slipped from the bath.

		Everything seemed so anticlimactic now. Watching the other contestants as they milled around nervously. I was feeling unbelievably relaxed, the several glasses of wine I’d downed today no doubt adding to my euphoria. It almost felt like I was in some dreamland as I waited. At least, it did until a waitress came in and called for ‘Monique!’

		With all eyes suddenly on me, I couldn’t very well deny it. Smiling, she came over to me. “Hi, Monique. There’s been a request for you to do a lap dance. Have you ever done one before?” she asked.

		At my nervous shake of the head, she just smiled. “Okay, one dance while you strip, then a second in the nude. You can slide across his lap, shake your booty at him. Even shake your tits in his face. But, you can’t touch him with your hands, and he can’t touch you in any way. The standard fee is fifty for a lap dance, you’ll get half as your cut. The rest goes to the house. The fee has already been charged to his tab. So, any tip beyond that is yours to keep. Any questions?”

		I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but I shook my head that I had none. “Okay then, come with me,” she said exuberantly. Damn! I sure didn’t feel exuberant. I was just plain scared. She led me back out the door I’d come in through, and onto the main floor. I caught sight of Jack as I walked out. He saw me and waved excitedly. But, when I meekly followed her past where he was sitting, he looked a little shocked. His face turning a little pale as he realized what was happening.

		I was introduced to my admirer and left to attend to business. I talked to him briefly as the current song ended. I would at least give him two full songs. Besides, he wasn’t bad looking. Chortle, chortle. Hey, I decided I might as well enjoy it. It would probably be the only real lap dance I’d ever give.

		As the music started, I began to dance. Shaking my ass at him and sliding seductively against his body. His hands gripping the edge of his chair as he cutely tried not to touch. First verse ending, I unfastened my top and dropped it on the table. My bare breasts hanging right in his face. His eyes burning with lust as I let them sway in front of him. His eyes locked on my swollen nipples.

		He was almost afraid to breath as I danced around him, shaking my ass and rubbing up against him. Towards the end of the verse, I shook my tits right in his face. I thought he was going to die! He just groaned as I felt the bulge in his pants grow beneath my legs. Um… He wasn’t the only one getting turned on, either. My bikini bottoms were getting soaked.

		With the final verse, I slipped my bottoms off. With my naked ass right in his face, I’m sure he could detect my scent. Or, at least, he turned a fantastic shade of red. Tee, hee! For the next five minutes or so, as the music moved into the next song, I rubbed my naked body against him shamelessly. Damn! He had a big bulge in those pants. I wondered just how big a cock he had? Turning to face him, I brazenly straddled his legs. I was being soooo naughty! My glistening pussy wide open to his eyes as sat on his lap and shook my breasts in his face.

		Lordy, my nipples were so hard. They actually ached. I wanted somebody to touch me so bad. But, he behaved admirably. Damnit. Anyway, the waitress and a bouncer were close at hand making sure neither of us bent the rules. As the song ended, I blew him a kiss and quickly dressed. Starting to breathe again, he reached into his wallet and pulled out a fifty, handing it to me sheepishly. “I’ll be voting for you tonight, Monique. I promise you. Hope you win!” he said.

		“Why, thank you, Sir. I appreciate it,” I grinned. Then, I followed the waitress back to the dressing room. Purposely, I didn’t look to where Jack was sitting. Not sure I wanted to know what his reaction to my lap dance might be?

		After washing off in the bath again, and… Um… Doing something else in there again, I came back out and waited with everybody else. For a few minutes, anyway. Then, my name was called a second time. WTF? Once again, I was led out to the main floor to meet a second admirer. This one… OMG! He was massive! I don’t mean fat or anything like that, just huge. Like a linebacker or something. Hell, maybe he was for all I knew. He was also black as the Ace of Spades. Okay, that was a new one for me.

		I mean, I’ve never considered myself prejudiced or anything like that. I just never dated a black guy. I suppose it was frowned upon at home, and once in college, I just didn’t. Realizing this was probably as close as I’d ever get, I sort of got off on it. It just seemed extra naughty, somehow.

		Telling me his name was Tyrone, I began to dance for him. Repeating my earlier maneuvers, I gave him an excellent lap dance. Although, I did falter a little bit as I slid my naked bottom across his lap. If I thought bachelor number one was big, I was sorely mistaken. This dude was huge. He had a circus tent popping up in his pants. Mmmm… Damn! I was so unbelievably turned on, I almost came from just rubbing against him. Although, I might have been dry humping his lap just a little harder than was proper. I did leave quite a wet spot on his lap. Unless, that was his?!!!!

		After getting a tip at the end of the set, I once again returned to the dressing room. This time, I was led right past our table. Jack’s eyes about ready to pop out of his head as I walked past. Well, at least he didn’t seem furious or anything. Um… Quite the contrary! Chortle, chortle.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		There I was, milling about with everybody else, as we waited nervously. The last contestant had finished about fifteen minutes ago and the regular dancers were back on stage. A few minutes later, the door opened, and Tiffani waltzed back in. “Okay, ladies! They’re about ready for you. Everybody strip, touch up your makeup or whatever, and I’ll be back for you in about five,” she declared brightly.

		Strangely, I felt embarrassed as I undressed before my competition. Shoving my bikini in my purse, I grabbed my hair brush and lipstick. Making some final touchups in the long vanity mirror before having to face the audience again. I was gasping a little, my breasts heaving with anticipation, as I waited impatiently. I couldn’t decide if I was excited, or about to throw up? A little of both, I suppose.

		I looked around frantically as the door opened again, most everybody seeming to be as nervous as I was. One by one, Tiffani called us forward. Walking through the drapes for the second time tonight, I walked as proudly as I could to stand next to the dancer ahead of me. When we were all lined up, and the applause had died down, the DJ announced that the winner would be judged by applause. Cautioning everybody to keep that in mind as each contestant was introduced.

		Then, Tiffani took a mic in hand and stood off to the side. One by one, she called our names. Each girl stepping forward and pirouetting as her name was called. Applause and whistles greeting each girl in turn. Some, more than others. I noticed that Crystal had gotten a very big round of applause. So, did Candy. When she got to me, I smiled as brightly as I could and stepped forward. Doing my little pirouette, I let everybody see me. My naked body fully on display to the whole room.

		Damn! I did pretty good on the applause. I could see Jack pounding the table and shouting, intermixed with applauding as he did. Collette was sitting next to him, clapping her hands wildly. Did they really want me to win? Er… I mean, did Jack really want me to win? Collette, probably had some ulterior motives of her own! I had a feeling she wanted us to be together more often. Waving at the crowd, I stepped back into line and waited.

		Once we had all been introduced, a waitress came bouncing out from the DJ’s booth and handed Tiffany a sealed envelope. A very Oscar worthy move. Smiling brightly, Tiffany called for quiet. “Our Second Runner-up, and winner of a one-hundred-dollar prize, is Bobbi Jo!” The audience applauding loudly as Bobbi Jo stepped forward, smiling brightly.

		Then, calling for silence again, she continued. “Our First Runner-up and winner of the five-hundred-dollar prize, is Crystal!” Wow. Okay, she had gotten a huge amount of applause. She’d also been called out to do a lap dance. Hmmm… So, had Bobbi Jo. You don’t think…

		Holding up her hands for silence, Tiffany smiled brightly at the audience. “And, now, our Grand Prize Winner, who will receive a One-Thousand-Dollar prize and a contract to dance here at the BunnyHop Lounge!” The silence suddenly broken by a ragged drumroll from the DJ as we all waited nervously. “I give you, Monique!”

		OMG! OMG! OMG! She did say, Monique, didn’t she? Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck! They wanted me to… Urgently, Tiffani ushered me forward as the place erupted in wild applause. As I walked around the stage waving at the audience, I caught sight of Jack. His face was pale, but he was smiling brightly. Collette, of course, was grinning ear to ear and applauding like crazy. What had I just gotten us into?

		The other contestants began to file off stage. As the last one slipped through the drapes, Tiffany announced my victory dance. Right! Yeah, uh huh, I was supposed to dance again. Okay, I began to pick up the beat of the music. Some standard by Madonna. At least I knew it. I waltzed around the stage, smiling as best I could at everybody. I even did the swings around the stripper pole and let everybody shove more money in my garter.

		On the last verse, I decided what the hell? Grabbing the stripper pole, I slid down, opening my legs wide. Letting them all see everything I had! Jack turning red faced as my pussy gaped open. My soft petals glistening in the lights. At the end of the song, I waved thank you to everybody and blew them a kiss. Thunderous applause sounding in my ears as I stepped through the drapes. I was a stripper. And, um… considering what went on in the VIP rooms. Apparently, I was about to become a whore.

		I suppose I should have been unbelievably embarrassed and upset. But, instead, I found myself leaning against the wall as a thunderous orgasm raced through me. My whole body shaking violently.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		By the time I returned to the dressing room, the other contestants had cleared out. It was just me. So, I washed off again and did my makeup before coming back out to dress. My bikini was all sweaty, so I just pulled my mini-dress back on, leaving me naked beneath it. I was about ready to find my way back out when Tiffani entered the room.

		“Congratulations, Cassie. I’m so happy for you. And, welcome to the BunnyHop family!” she gushed. “Before you leave, I have just a couple of documents that you need to sign, and I have your prize money for you.”

		“Um… Okay, sure,” I said nervously. I really wanted to get back out to Jack and, apparently, Collette.

		Tiffany handed me my check for a thousand dollars and then pushed a piece of paper in front of me. “Just sign right here,” she said brightly. In a hurry, I didn’t really read it or anything, I just signed it. Then, she tore off the bottom copy and handed it to me. “Okay, welcome aboard!”

		“You’ll need to get some costumes to wear, I’m sure Collette can help you out with that. I’ll just leave all that to her. And, we’ll see you on Monday. Your shift will start at five.”

		Shift? Wait a minute… What shift? What had I just signed? As Tiffani waltzed happily away, I unfolded my copy of whatever it was I’d signed. OMG! I’d signed a contract. Well… Yeah, that went along with the prize money. But, Jack and I hadn’t really discussed it. I mean, not past him saying he’d ‘support’ whatever decision I made. Yeah, right. Had I made a decision? Apparently, I had. Oops!

		Stuffing everything back in my purse, I nervously walked back out onto the main floor. Believe me, I knew the way by now. Jack was sitting impatiently at the table, Collette by his side, as I walked up. Their faces lit up with big smiles, Collette giving me a kiss and Jack pulling me into his lap and laying one on me, as well. Whew! Wow! A girl could get a little excited around those two.

		“I’m so proud of you, Cassie,” he declared. “Are you okay?”

		“Um… Yeah, I guess. I mean, I’m still a little overwhelmed by all of it. I never expected to win. It was just supposed to be a lark. I realize that winning kind of stretches the boundaries of our fantasy, but I’m kind of excited, too. Are you okay?” I asked him.

		“Oh, yeah! Seeing you up there was something else. Damn, you were hot up there,” he grinned. “What say we go celebrate?”

		My eyes shifted shyly to where Collette was watching us excitedly. OMG! Was I about to do this? “Collette, would you like to join us for a little celebration?” I squeaked.

		“Mmm… I’d love to join you,” she purred. “Just give me a couple of minutes to change.” Then, she called the waitress over and told her to bring us a round on her while she changed. Walking away with a grin on her face, she disappeared back behind the stage.

		“You were gone a long time after the judging, I was getting worried,” said Jack.

		“Um… Yeah, I showered and changed. And, um… There was some paperwork. You know,” I mumbled.

		“Paperwork?” he asked curiously.

		“You know, the check and um… The contract,” I admitted.

		Jack took a shaky breath at that one. His face going a little pale. But, to his credit, he recovered quickly. “So, it’s official?”

		“Yep. I start on Monday,” I said shyly. “Collette will probably have to help me pick out some costumes and stuff. Get me oriented, sort of.”

		“Okay… Um… Speaking of Collette? Just what kind of ‘celebration’ are you planning on tonight?” he asked. His voice, full of emotion, shaking a little.

		“I hadn’t really thought about it, Jack. I mean, a celebration! I don’t know? Would you mind terribly if I invited her to come home with us?” I asked nervously.

		“You mean, I get another show?” a stupid looking grin on his face.

		“Maybe? I make no promises, Sir.”

		Before jack could recover from that bombshell, Collette bounced up to the table. “I ran into Tiffani backstage, she asked me to help you pick out costumes and stuff. We can do that tomorrow, if you’d like? I don’t start my shift until five, so we can have all day. She asked if I’d to show you around on Monday, as well. Get you oriented, so to speak. It’s going to be so great having you here,” she enthused.

		

		*

		

		It was close to two in the morning when we got home, the three of us. Collette and I, our arms around each other as we walked down the hall to the bedroom. Jack, sheepishly, following along behind us like an adoring puppy. Seeing that the two of us were rather involved, Jack turned on the lights and pulled the covers back. Even putting on some soft jazz music.

		Collette and I kissing passionately as our hands moved slowly over each other. Finally, I felt her reach up and pull down the zipper of my dress. Stepping back, I shrugged it from my shoulders and shimmied it down my hips to the floor. Leaving me naked in front of her. Quickly, she pulled the little romper she was wearing off, then tumbled back into my arms. The two of us nakedly crushing our bodies together. Jack standing numbly off to the side, watching. Idly stroking the growing bulge in his jeans.

		Collette found her way to my breasts as I whimpered in delight. I was still so turned on after tonight, that I was ready to explode! My fingers twisted painfully in her long hair as I pulled her to my breast. Collette suckling hungrily, little moans sounding in the quiet air. I looked passionately over to my husband, as he watched entranced. Seeing my lover suckle from my breast. He’d partially undressed, but still had his jeans on. A huge bulge showing as he lustfully watched our display.

		Pulling passionately away from my nipple, Collette whispered in my ear, “I want you.” The two of us tumbling towards the king-sized bed and falling into a sixty-nine position. I screamed out as Collette’s tongue slid along my throbbing slit. OMG! I was so fucking turned on tonight. My body wracked with spasm after spasm as her talented tongue swirled deep inside of me.

		Excitedly, I spread her slender legs and stared at her petaled flower. The honeyed scent of her filling me. Plunging my tongue into her moist nether lips, her taste burst onto my mouth. Oh, fuck! She tasted so wonderful! Collette letting out a scream of her own as I plunged inside of her velvety canal. The two of us lapping happily, as we enjoyed our joining.

		Suddenly, I felt the two of us being rolled over. Leaving me lying on top of Collette. I had to support myself a little with my arms, not wanting to crush her tiny body. Quickly, I understood, as Jack plunged his hard cock into my gushing pussy! Collette lapping excitedly at my clit as orgasm after orgasm tore through me. The sensation of the two of them making love to me was enough to drive me insane.

		I’d never been so turned on in my life. I could barely control myself, Jack’s hard cock ramming inside me again and again as Collette swirled her tongue over my clit passionately. Totally incoherent sounds coming from me as the two of them made love to me. The best I could do was an occasional lap at Collette’s sweetness, my body totally beyond my control. There was no way I could take much more of this.

		Suddenly, I felt Jack surge inside of me. His throbbing rod pulsing again and again, filling me with his lava hot cum. My scream echoing around the room. Then, he pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty, as I collapsed back on the bed. My body jerking wildly as Collette drove her tongue into my cum filled canal. Tasting me, tasting Jack! She was on top of me now, her hot little pussy hanging right over my lips. I plunged my tongue deep inside of her, feeling her spasm in response. Her little cry muffled in my moist pussy.

		Finally, we collapsed next to each other. Our bodies covered in sweat as we both gasped for breath. Collette sat up, a little minxlike grin on her face, tossed her long hair and told me she needed to get some sleep. “I’ll see you in the morning, and we’ll go shopping,” she exclaimed excitedly. Then, she looked sultrily at Jack standing there next to the bed. Leaning forward, she lustfully ran her tongue along his rapidly rising cock. Licking it from one end to the other. His cock jumping in response. “And… Mmmm… Maybe next time, lover!” she purred.

		Hopping off the bed, she quickly dressed, kissed us both and bounced out the door.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Jack just looked at me stupefied. Not sure of what to say, or not say, I suppose. This whole night seeming quite surreal. I mean, we had just made love to Collette. Or, at least, I had. And, she’d licked his cock excitedly, wantonly. Teasing him. I’d just danced naked in front of who knew how many men? I’d even given them two lap dances. Even more, I’d agreed to dance at the club, professionally. And, um… All that that entailed.

		OMG! It was starting to really sink in as I looked at him guiltily. I’d agreed to fuck other men. For money! “Are you really okay with this, Jack? I know you said you’d support me, whatever my decision. But, things seemed to move so quickly. And, I sort of made the decision without you. Honestly, I don’t think I even realized what I was signing at the time. I was still floating on some cloud of excitement, and Tiffani handed me this paper and told me to ‘sign here.’ And… And… I did.”

		“I’m good, Cassie. Honest, I am. Or, at least, as good as any guy can be when he finds out that his wife has just agreed to… Oh, hell. Half of me wants to fuck you silly and the other half… Wants to throw up. I promised you I would be behind you on this, and I am. End of story. We’ll weather it, just like anything else. As long as I love you and you love me, we’ll make it work,” he said quietly.

		I pulled him to me and kissed him, my arms going around his body, pulling him to me. “I love you, Jack. This is just an extension of our fantasy. If you really don’t like it, I’ll quit. I promise!”

		“Fair enough,” he said quietly.

		“Now, about that wanting to fuck me silly part?” I teased. Dropping down, I started to suck his cock hungrily. Jack groaning above me as my tongue slid over him, just like Collette’s had. Strangely, seeing her lick his dick, hadn’t bothered me. I mean, it seemed so natural. Like she was a part of us now. Family, in a way. I’d celebrated the night with both my lover and my husband. What more could a girl ask for?

		

		*

		

		It wasn’t until after we’d fucked again, that I thought to look at the tips I’d gotten during the night. Shockingly, I had over five hundred dollars in tips. That included my two lap dances, but still. It was a lot of money. Especially after only one dance set.

		After excitedly counting all the money, we finally fell asleep. Totally satiated and exhausted, I didn’t wake until long after Jack had left for work the next day. Slowly, I managed to get out of bed and get cleaned up. I did skip breakfast. I had quite a bit to drink yesterday, and my body was letting me know it. Collette called about ten, telling me she was on the way.

		We spent the rest of the day shopping for my dance costumes. Well, most of the day, anyway. Um… Part of the time we… Well, you know. Anyway, she spent a lot of time talking to me about what to expect from my new ‘job.’ Monday was always a slow night for the club, that’s why they had me starting then. It would let me get used to dancing, and other things.

		“You won’t be doing lap dances or the VIP rooms every night,” she counseled. “That’s only by customer request. Even when you do, most of the time it’s just a lap dance. Much like what you did last night, except they’re allowed to touch you. You know, suck your nipples, play with your pussy, that kind of thing,” she said, idly shaking her long hair back and forth. “But, no eating you out or fucking you. And you won’t be stroking them off, either. There is definitely a charge for that kind of play!

		“Basically, a VIP lap dance is a hundred dollars, half of that is yours. They collect that at the door. After that, it’s usually an extra twenty-five for a jerk off, fifty for a blowjob, a hundred for a fuck and two hundred for anal. Double it, if they want bareback. And, just so you know, most of them do. Any money you make after that door shuts, is yours.

		“Um… Just how do you do a blowjob with a condom?” I asked wonderingly. I mean, it just sounded weird.

		“It’s different, I admit. But, just put the condom on him and suck like normal. Honestly, I’ve never done one that way. Everybody opts for bareback on a blowjob!” she laughed. “Now, not everybody will go beyond the basic lap dance. That’s just some touching and sucking on your titties. Though, I admit, you’ll do a lot of blowjobs,” she giggled. “They’re always popular. Fucking, a few times a week. And, anal, almost never. But, it’s on the menu, so be aware. On a good night, like a Friday or Saturday, between tips and dances, you can make two or three grand. Now, that will include some VIP trips, but they’re worth it.”

		“Just, um… How many blowjobs are we talking?” I asked tentatively.

		“On a busy night, you may have to swallow three or four loads,” she said idly. Seeing my shocked expression, she hurriedly went on. “But, that’s spread over your entire shift. Remember, you’ll be there from five till closing, at two. You have two, hour long breaks in there. We usually rotate about eight to ten dancers. Figuring roughly fifteen minutes a set, you’ll dance about every two hours. Then, between sets, is when you’ll do the rest.

		“Monday’s are usually boring, and the tips are shitty. But, like I said, it’ll help you relax and get used to everything. You’ll dance like four times, maybe do a couple of lap dances. VIP? Maybe, but I doubt it, so don’t hold your breath. I’ll be there this first time as kind of an advisor. Think of me as your guide to adventure,” she giggled.

		“Can Jack be there?” I asked hesitantly.

		“Sure, if you want him to be. He can’t be in the VIP rooms, of course. But, he can watch anything else. Most of the girls with husbands only have them there once a week or so. Or, the guys may just pick them up at the end of their shift. They find it exciting at first, after that, not so much. There’s a lot of just sitting around.”

		I wasn’t any too sure about how excited Jack would feel about me sucking off three or four guys every night? Or… OMG! Fucking them?

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		The weekend seemed to fly by. Jack and I having a hard time keeping our hands off each other. Not that I’m complaining. I gave him a couple of blowjobs, letting him cum in my mouth both times. We fucked every night. Remembering what Collette had told me, I even let him do me in the ass. Once! He definitely got a charge out of that. We’d only done it that way like twice before. So, it was quite a treat in his mind. I have a feeling he didn’t realize why I was being so free with my favors this weekend, putting it off to my charged-up state. But, I decided he’d probably figure it out eventually.

		I spent a lot of time trying to feel him out about my working at the BunnyHop. Not that I got very far. He was conflicted about it. I suppose, I was, too. It was exciting to imagine it. Dancing in front of all those men every night. Naked! Oh, shit. Remembering how hot the other night had been, I was on the cusp of an explosive orgasm all weekend long. Every time he touched me, I went into orbit. Of course, thinking about the other things I might be called upon to do, preyed on my mind, too. No doubt adding to my highly excited state of mind. Er… When my stomach wasn’t churning in revolt, that is.

		After all, I hadn’t so much as kissed another man for almost… Gulp! Seven years. And now, I was about to freely (Freely? Well, maybe not FREELY! Giggles.) allow some random strangers to fuck me a couple of times a week. Maybe. Probably? And, from what Collette had told me, I’d definitely be giving a few blowjobs. Swallowing had never been my favorite thing, but, oh well. I suppose it really was a part of my fantasy at this point. Our fantasy. I wasn’t at all sure how Jack felt about that. To some people, a BJ was little more than a kiss. But, he was my husband, I had a feeling his views might be a little more conservative.

		I’d always kind of had this vision of being forced to have sex. You know, letting some guy do anything he wanted to me, without being able to say no? No choice, no guilt, no regret. It sounded hot to me for some reason. Jack had tied me up and blindfolded me a couple of times, and I had nearly come unglued. Fuck, that had been hot! So, I was trying to think along those lines as I thought about my upcoming VIP experiences. After all, I was going to be paid to do whatever was asked of me.

		The best resolution to my dilemma, came when we sat down and read over my ‘contract.’ It was a ninety-day agreement. After that, the contract would go evergreen and could be cancelled by either party with a week’s notice. It was finally agreed that I would ‘try it’ for the ninety days. Then, if either of us wanted it to end, I’d quit. Ninety days, three months of sexual servitude. Jack, wisely, pointed out that I’d ‘played the field’ in college for over two years before meeting him. It didn’t seem like such a big deal looking at it that way. Of course, I’d been dating all those guys. Felt a sense of intimacy towards them. And, there really hadn’t been all that many of them. I had a feeling my magic ‘number’ of sexual experiences was about to increase logarithmically. At least, for the next ninety days.

		Soon, ready or not, it was Monday. Jack let me sleep in, figuring I’d need the rest with my new late-night schedule. I did my nails, showered, shaved, all that during the afternoon. Then, pulling on a jean mini-skirt and casual blouse over my thong, I got ready to leave. I decided to wear one of the pairs of high heels that Collette had suggested I buy. She told me that she and the other dancers found them comfortable. I liked them, and they did seem to fit well. I’d be on my feet a lot tonight. Um… If I wasn’t on my back, that is. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! What in the hell was I thinking?

		It had been decided that I’d take an Uber to the club tonight. Jack meeting me there later after he’d gotten off work and had a chance to grab a bite to eat. Then, he’d be there for my performances the rest of the night. Probably just sitting at the bar, watching. Taking me home at the end of my shift. I wasn’t too sure how I felt about having a chaperone?

		Even after having a couple of glasses of wine before leaving, I was nervously twisting my hands in the backseat of the Uber. Half of me wanting to throw up as I thought about the night ahead. Pulling up in front of the club, I got out and nervously went inside. My eye catching the ‘Maximum Capacity 300 people’ sign as I did. Gulp! It HAD been pretty full the other night. Just how many guys had seen me naked, anyway?

		Tiffani greeted me as soon as I walked in, giving me a hug and enthusiastically showing me around the club. I was introduced to the bartenders and bouncers. Then, given a tour of the VIP areas. She went over how to use the remote to choose my music for the lap dances, explaining the rules and prices. Showed me where the hidden panic buttons were at in the rooms. Telling me that within seconds of pushing the button, the two bouncers would come crashing into the room ready to tear my attacker limb from limb. Then, she took me back to the dressing room. Giving me the combination to one of the lockers, she gave me a few minutes to stow my costumes and change. Then, she showed me where my ‘station’ at the vanity would be. Oh, wow! This was getting all too real.

		I was given a list of all the music they had on file and told I could pick my own songs to dance to. But, she suggested I try and not repeat what the dancer right before me had used. Considering the long list of music, I felt I’d be able to manage. I was still fidgeting nervously when Collette came in and gave me an excited hug.

		“All set for tonight?” she asked.

		“I guess,” I told her. My voice only quaking a little.

		“You’ll be fine,” she purred, giving me a hug. “You know how to dance, and you’ve already stripped on stage once before. The rest is just doing what comes ‘naturally,’” she giggled. “And, you know how to do that!” Then, she helped me pick out the songs for my first set. Practicing a couple of moves that I might try doing. “Monday’s are good nights to experiment with. The crowds are usually small, everybody coming down after the weekend. A lot of the girls use Monday’s to try out new material or moves.

		“Don’t be upset if you don’t make much tonight. Or, if nobody calls you for a lap dance. It’s just that kind of night. The main idea is to get comfortable, learn how to move about the stage, get to know everybody. And, relax and have some fun, Cassie,” she enthused.

		“Easy for you to say,” I huffed. “Collette? I’m worried about the VIP rooms. Seriously! I haven’t been with anybody but Jack for over seven years.”

		“Cassie, it’s just like riding a bike. You’ll know what to do. And, exploring can be fun,” she giggled. “Remember, I’ve seen Jack naked. He’s well equipped, but when was the last time you had a really long, thick cock? One that hit all those places you didn’t know you even had? Or, a lover that jerked you by the hair and took you like some wild animal?

		“Yeah! That’s what I thought,” she smirked, seeing the flushed look on my face. “Like I said, exploring can be fun. And, it’s up to you whether you tell Jack or not.”

		“Well, I mean, he’ll know. Right?”

		“No, not necessarily. If you get really stretched, maybe. Depends on how many hours it’s been. Other than that, it depends on how well you… UM… Clean up afterwards?” she snickered.

		“Of course, I’ll ‘clean up,’ Collette. Jack wouldn’t want me to…” stopping as she put her fingers to my lips.

		“Oh! Trust me, he will want you to come to him without cleaning up, Cassie. Ask any of the married women here. It’s part of the fantasy. He needs to know that you’ve been with somebody else. The proof is in the pudding, if you will. Only then, will he be sure you’re choosing him, over them. That he’s the winner in the male domination battle.

		“I know it sounds weird, but it’s true. Just ask Kandy or Celeste, they’re both working tonight. Jack will probably end up sitting with their husbands at the bar. They always come to pick them up at the end of the night.”

		“For reals?” I asked, stupefied. It just didn’t seem to make any sense to me. But, then men often didn’t make sense. That whole Venus and Mars thing. At least, it had always been that way in my experience. I loved Jack, but that didn’t mean I totally understood him.

		“True dat!” she giggled.

		About that time, the other dancers started drifting in. Collette making sure to introduce me around, letting them all know I was her friend. Protection, I suppose? Or, maybe, possession? Who knows? Anyway, they made me feel welcome. She made sure to introduce me to Kandi and Celeste, as well. Leaving me to talk to them privately about any concerns or questions I might have.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		I was standing nervously behind the drapes, listening to Kandi’s music pounding through the heavy fabric. It was time for my first real performance as a stripper. The DJ had my music in hand and I was as ready as I’d ever be. I’d looked out, nervously, a few minutes earlier and didn’t see Jack anywhere. It was still early. Apparently, he wasn’t here yet. Honestly, I wasn’t sure if that made it easier or harder. At least, this part of it.

		Collette had promised to watch my performance, giving me some feedback. So, I’d at least have one friendly face in the audience. As the song that was blasting through the drapes ended, Kandi came bouncing through. Her garter full of cash, and her body glistening with sweat. Dancing was hard work. I certainly wouldn’t have any trouble keeping my weight under control. She looked at me and smiled. “Go get ‘em, Monique,” she grinned.

		Right then, I heard the DJ announce, “Now, please welcome our winner from last week’s Amateur Night, our newest star performer, Monique!”

		As the first beat of my music started, I smiled and strutted through the drapes. Not quite as surprised tonight by the lights blinding me as I walked out. Dancing towards the front of the stage, I grabbed the pole and swung around, checking out the crowd. I saw Collette standing off to the side watching and waved at her. I still didn’t see Jack anywhere. Maybe that was just as well.

		Feeling surprisingly unfettered and free, I just danced. Enjoying myself as I pranced around the stage. A couple of men came up and stuffed money in my garter, their hands sliding along my thigh seductively as they did. By the end of the number, I was breathing hard. Standing before the rear of the stage, waiting, I reached back and unfastened the top to my costume. Not that it was much of a costume! Basically, it was a decorated bikini. A very expensive, decorated bikini.

		With the first beat of my next song, I pulled it free and tossed it towards the drapes. Once again, I held my arms over my breasts as I turned and danced back around the stage. On my second pass, I swung around the stripper pole and let my breasts fall free. I was greeted by a round of applause and a few whistles! A few more men coming up to the stage and filling my little garter.

		I’m not sure if it was because I wasn’t as nervous today, or maybe, because Jack wasn’t watching? But, tonight, I teased several of the customers, shaking my tits in their faces. My nipples sticking out like hard pencil erasers. One of them, spilled his drink as I did. Men! They are so easy.

		By the third song, I was already breathing hard and sweating from my efforts. I took a few moments to compose myself as the last song started. Then, boldly, I hooked my fingers in my bottoms and pulled them off. The breakaway snaps letting go easily. Once again, I bent over and smiled seductively at the audience, my naked backside exposed for all to see. I was being soooo bad tonight!

		Dancing around the stage, I let them stuff my garter as their eyes devoured my naked body. Half way through the song, I started crawling. Letting them all get a good look at my naked pussy. My dripping wet, naked pussy. Fuck! I was getting turned on. All those men, watching me, touching me. Maybe, even, smelling me? Oh, yeah, they could smell me. I was turned on. I wanted to touch myself something fierce. Anything to get off!

		On the last verse, I lay on my back and scissored my legs high in the air. My glistening petals spreading open for all to see. Just like the other night, money started being tossed on the stage. I was a hit!

		Bouncing back through the drapes, I found Collette waiting for me. Giving me a hug and a kiss, she told me I’d been great. I was still gasping for breath, exhausted from my performance. But, I had a big grin on my face. Kissing me, she told me it was her turn to dance and pranced through the drapes, leaving me alone in the darkened hallway.

		With a little grin on my face, I walked back into the dressing room. Pulling the cash from my garter, I stuffed it into my locker and then headed for the shower. After rinsing off and touching up my makeup, I came back out. I sat down at my ‘station,’ wondering what to do next? Unlike last week, I would be here the rest of the night. Hmmm… Better bring something to read tomorrow.

		Better yet, I decided to text Jack and have him stop at home for my Kindle. That would keep my mind occupied while I sat there. It would be a lot better than just being bored. About that time, Celeste came over and sat beside me. “How are you doing Monique?” she asked. “Having any first night jitters?”

		“A little, but I’m okay. I’m more worried about what happens now. Not the floor stuff, but… You know… The VIP rooms,” I admitted.

		“Oh, that’s easy! You’ve had sex before. Just do what comes naturally,” she laughed.

		“Oh, yeah. That I get, but I’m worried about how my husband may react. I’ve never done anything like this before and it’s just something that started out as kind of a fantasy. You know?”

		“Wait a minute. I know who you are!” she gasped. “You’re the one whose husband bought her the lap dance from Collette. I’ve never seen that girl so excited by anyone before. You two must have really hit it off. Based on what I heard, I’d say you’ve got nothing to worry about, Sweetie. As long as it’s a mutual fantasy, he’ll love it,” she grinned conspiratorially.

		“Can I ask you something? Collette told me that you’re married, too. And, she suggested that maybe I shouldn’t… Well, that I… Oh, hell! She hinted that I ‘prove’ to Jack when I’ve been with another man?” I queried hesitantly.

		“Hell, yes! If your husband is like mine, he’ll love it. It’s some weird fantasy that guys have. I guess, it’s really quite common. They like the idea of knowing that their wives cheat on them. It turns them on somehow. Proving their manhood when you come back to them. Sweetie, I’m telling you, if he’s letting you do this, he wants the proof. Whether he admits it out loud or not, he wants it. I’ll bet you a hundred bucks, he’ll eat you out after your first time with another man,” she smirked.

		“You mean he’ll…”

		“Yep, he’ll tongue your sweet little honeypot as clean as a whistle. I promise you. Then, he’ll fuck you like never before,” she laughed. “And, it’ll be like that a lot. So, just relax and enjoy yourself. You’re in for a hell of a ride!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		I was finishing a lap dance, sliding my naked butt over some guys growing bulge, when I saw Jack come in. His face turning a little pale at the sight of me over in the corner naked, sliding my body teasingly over some strange man. But, he quickly recovered and headed for the bar. It was going to be a long night if he got weird every time some guy touched my naked thigh or something.

		When my break came, I was starving. So, I pulled my skirt and blouse on and waltzed over to the bar. Coming up to him, I kissed him and told him to take me out and feed me, or I’d eat one of the customers. Um… Pun intended! He laughed, nervously. But, he took me over to the nearest Wendy’s for a single, fries and a large frosty. He just stared at me as I devoured my dinner.

		“What? I’m hungry. Do you have any idea how many calories I’m burning up on that stage? Dancing is hard work,” I laughed.

		“Okay, okay! It’s just such a change from your usual salad and a glass of wine,” he admitted.

		“Well, get used to it,” I giggled. Then, sobering a little, I decided to address the elephant in the room. “I suppose there’s a lot of things we’ll have to get used to for a while, isn’t there? Are you okay? You seemed a little taken aback when you came in and saw me doing that lap dance?”

		“Yeah, I’m okay, Cassie. It was a bit of a shock to see you naked in some other guys lap, is all. I mean, the other night, at least there was kind of a lead up to it. You know, watching you strip and all. Tonight, it was just sort of ‘in my face,’ I guess. But, I’m good.”

		Wanting to be sure, I blatantly slipped my heel off and ran my toes along his thigh under the table. His face growing red, and his cock swelling nicely beneath my probing piggies. Damn, I was being naughty! But, Jack didn’t seem to be complaining. “If it bothers you to watch, I guess you could just pick me up at night. Some of the other husbands do that, just come in late and wait at the bar. A few of them, stay all night. It’s up to you?” I suggested.

		“We’ll see how it goes, I guess. For right now, I’d like to stay a night or two anyway. Get a feel for what it’s like or something, I suppose. Cassie? Have you… Um… I mean…” he stammered.

		“I haven’t done the VIP room yet, if that’s what you’re asking. Just two sets up on stage and the one lap dance. It’s still early though. Collette, said that Monday’s are notoriously slow. It’ll kind of give me a chance to get used to everything. It’s exciting, dancing up there on stage. All those men… But, the rest is sort of scary, I admit.”

		“Will you tell me, if you… You know?” he mumbled.

		“Do you want to know? Or, even know anything about what happens?” I asked, nervously. I guess it was my turn to turn red.

		“I think so, yes,” he admitted shyly. “Maybe, even about what… Oh, hell! Cassie? How am I supposed to know? I mean, it’s all tied up in these weird fantasies, and now it’s really happening. You’re going to sleep with another man,” he hissed quietly, glancing around to make sure nobody heard us.

		“I’m not sure how much ‘sleeping’ is involved,” I snickered, naughtily.

		Jack, shaking his head frustratingly. “I just don’t know how I’m going to feel, Cassie. How can I? I know it will happen, and I trust that you’re coming home to me afterwards. But, whether I want to know or not?

		“I think I do, Cassie. I can’t ask you to go through this alone. I know, it’s kind of your fantasy too, at this point. But, I think we have to share everything if you’re going to do this.”

		“Okay, I promise I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you whatever you want to know,” I said quietly. Then, looking at the time on my phone, I realized we needed to head back. “Did you bring my Kindle?” I asked.

		“Yeah, it’s in the car.”

		“Good, it’s boring just sitting backstage waiting for my next set,” I grinned shyly.

		

		*

		

		As the night got later, the crowd got bigger. A little rowdier, too! I’d already done two lap dances tonight, and just finished my fourth dance set. With it getting late, I was looking forward to going home and attacking my husband. Damn, all this sure made me horny. I’d already masturbated several times tonight, biting off my screams in the bathroom. Maybe I should start bringing a vibrator.

		I was just getting into a good part in the newest Tess Gerritsen mystery when one of the waitresses came back and tapped me on the shoulder. “You’re Monique, right?” she asked.

		At my nod, she told me I was being requested in the VIP area. OMG! I wasn’t quite ready for that just yet. I mean, I knew, right? It had to happen. But, I thought maybe after a couple of nights or something. Maybe it would be a straight lap dance, with just some touching? My heart pounding like a jackhammer, I fluffed my hair, checked my makeup and followed her out the door.

		I glanced around nervously as we walked across the floor area. Jack, looking a little like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, as he saw me. His face turning ashen, as he watched me walk towards the hallway to the VIP area. He knew…

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		I was standing in front of the door, looking like it was going to bite me or something. Who, or what, lay beyond that closed door, I didn’t know. I admit I was scared, but I also admit I was getting excited. My nipples were so hard they ached, and I could feel my pussy starting to leak like a sieve. Barely able to control myself, I reached for the doorknob and entered. Damn! I was shaking like a leaf.

		Walking in, my eyes took a moment to adjust to the dim lighting of the VIP Room. I found a middle-aged man sitting there. Maybe, in his late thirties, he had a little bit of gray hair showing at the temples. Kind of nice looking, I guess. “Hi, I’m Monique,” I said hesitantly.

		“Yeah, you are. Wow! I’m Bill. Damn! You are gorgeous, Monique. I’m really glad you could join me.”

		“What can I do for you tonight, Bill?” I asked hesitantly.

		“Oh, Baby, you can give me a lap dance! A very private one, and a… A blowjob,” he grinned shyly.

		Oops! This was it. Okay. Well, I could handle it. Of course, I could. I’d done enough of those in my life. Just never with a complete stranger, or for money. “A blowjob is fifty dollars with a condom, Bill. And, a hundred without,” I said calmly. Only shaking a little as he grinningly handed me a hundred-dollar bill.

		“Is there any particular music you’d like me to dance to?” I asked.

		“Naw! Just whatever you like, Monique,” he drawled. Picking out four songs, I pushed the button and waited for the music to start. As the first notes sounded, I started dancing around the room. Sliding over his lap from time to time as I’d dance by. His hands touching me hungrily. It was hard, not to slap him when he took hold of my breast the first time, kneading it. But, I tried to relax and just let him have his way. I was being paid for this. Besides, it was starting to feel good.

		At the end of the first song, I was sitting in his lap. “Unfasten my top, will you, Bill?” I purred softly. His fingers fumbling with the hook on my bra and pulling it free. His hands cupping my bare breasts, as I gasped at his touch. His fingers playing with my nipples, I reluctantly pulled away and continued dancing. Okay, I admit it, I was getting turned on. This was a lot hotter than a lap dance on the floor!

		My passes over his lap grew more frequent. Straddling him, I let him play with my tits. Leaning forward, he started sucking on my nipple. OMG! It felt so strange. I mean, only Jack had done that since… Oh, and, um… Collette, of course. My excitement increasing as he suckled voraciously from my breasts. His mouth hopping from one nipple to the other.

		I almost didn’t realize it as the music shifted to the next song. Running my hands through his hair, I asked him to unsnap my bottoms. Something he hurried to do. Pulling them free, he hastily tossed them aside. His hands sliding hungrily over my bare butt.

		Standing up, I was about to dance away again for a bit, when he pulled me to him. His nose buried in my crotch! I almost panicked. But, all he did was smell me. “You smell wonderful, Monique! Maybe I should have gone for the whole thing tonight?” he said wistfully.

		“Well, we can renegotiate, if that’s what you want?” I purred hesitantly. Not really sure if I wanted him to, or not.

		“No, no… I can’t, not tonight. Next time, though. Definitely!” he grinned. His fingers probing along my moist petals as I gasped. Bill’s fingers plunged deep inside my velvety pussy. An earth-shattering orgasm ripping through me at his intimate touch. Finally, barely able to stand, I pulled away and danced for him. My naked body twisting and turning seductively. Until the end of the song, anyway. Then, it was time for something else.

		Hesitantly, I strolled up to him. Kneeling, I spread his legs apart and slowly pulled down his zipper. Biting my lip unconsciously, I slipped my hand inside his pants and wrapped my fingers around his thickening warmth. With a lick of my lips, I pulled his cock free. Oh, wow! Okay, you can do this Cassie, I told myself.

		He was circumcised, about average I guess. Hmmm… Maybe a little thicker than average. The mushroom shaped head pulsing as I leaned in and swept my tongue over his moist slit. The salty taste of him bursting in my mouth. Nearly hyperventilating, I began to lick his shaft. My tongue bathing him lovingly as he groaned above me.

		His fingers wrapped in my hair as I slid his throbbing rod into my mouth. OMG! He felt so different than Jack. His thick cock, seeming heavier somehow. But, he wasn’t as long as Jack. I slowly began bobbing my head up and down, my tongue swirling sensuously over his length. Bill whimpering as I pulled him deep inside my mouth. My nose buried tightly in his crotch, his hard rod slipped down into my throat. I could feel him sliding down, my throat expanding as it wrapped around his girth.

		It didn’t take long. A few more bobs of my head and I felt his cock swell in my mouth. With a cry, he pulled my head down as he exploded inside me. His salty, hot seed shooting down my throat and filling my mouth. Overwhelming me with his taste. I did my best to swallow his huge load. I think it must have been a while. Giggle, giggle. That’s okay, it had been a while for me too. At least, since I’d done this with anyone but Jack.

		Licking my lips, seductively, I looked up at him. His creamy seed coating my mouth. He was collapsed back against the sofa, his breath coming in huge gasps. Opening his eyes, he stared at me with a kind of awe in his eyes. Yep! It had been a while. “Wow! OMG! Thank you, Monique, that was wonderful,” he said softly. “I promise, next time…”

		“I’m glad you liked it, Bill. I do want my customer to be satisfied,” I purred seductively.

		“Oh, I am very satisfied, Darlin,’ he exclaimed.

		Standing up, I hastily found my clothes and started to dress. Strangely, feeling a little embarrassed as I did. I mean, what the heck? I’d just sucked this guy’s cock; his fingers had been in my pussy, and he’d rocked me with an orgasm. Why would I feel embarrassed at him seeing me dress? Go figure! I hung back as Bill let himself out.

		Grabbing a tissue, I wiped my mouth. Running my fingers through my hair, I tried to put it in some semblance of order. After all, I had to walk back to the dressing room after this. Um… I had to walk past Jack, too. Uh, oh! Well, he said he wanted to know if it happened. Right? Considering my condition, I guess he’d know.

		Shyly, I exited the VIP room, the bouncers not really paying any attention to me as I passed. Just one of a parade of strippers. I slipped hesitantly out onto the main floor. I saw Jack staring at me intently. His eyes boring into mine as I walked back towards the dressing room, my face flushed. He knew how long I’d been gone. Much longer than just a lap dance. My hair, no doubt, in wild disarray. Was it what Collette had said? Or, maybe what Celeste and I had discussed? Maybe, just my conversation with Jack at the restaurant? I don’t know. Probably, I never would. But, anyway, I abruptly changed course and headed towards the bar area.

		Slinking up to my husband, my hips swaying enticingly, I slid my hands around his head. Staring him straight in the eye. My breathing still harsh and fast, excited by what I’d just done. My nipples hard as diamonds inside my sparkly little top. I pulled him to me, and I kissed him! My cum laced tongue sliding into his mouth, forcing him to taste the salty deposit of my first ‘john!’ Proving my infidelity. Then, I pulled away, my eyes burning with lustful hunger, and swiftly walked away. Jack staring after me, his mouth hanging open.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		Slipping into the dressing room, I dissolved into a fit of nervous giggles. I couldn’t believe that I’d just done that. Any of it! Damn, I needed somebody to fuck me. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was. Collette came over and hugged me tightly, giving me a kiss on the cheek. “So, are you now a full-fledged BunnyHop Stripper?” she asked.

		“Well, mostly, I guess,” I chuckled uncertainly. “It was just a BJ, but I did it!”

		“Does Jack know?” she asked cautiously.

		“Oh, yeah, he knows. I proved it!” starting to giggle hysterically. Or, maybe I cried. I’m not sure. Collette hugging me tightly, as my body shivered in her arms. Holding me until I calmed down.

		Looking at the time, I realized that my shift was finally ending. Pulling myself together, I slipped into the shower and washed off. Redoing my smeared makeup and brushing out my hair, I came back out and started changing.

		Back in my skirt and blouse, I walked out of the dressing room, finding my husband still sitting at the bar. A half-finished martini in front of him. Uh, oh. Did I go too far? Was I wrong in thinking he was on board with this? In thinking that he might actually want it? Uncertainly, I went up and sat down next to him. “Can I have a screwdriver, Tom?” I asked quietly.

		“You got it Monique! Good job tonight, you looked great up there,” he grinned. Returning moments later with my drink.

		Sipping my drink, I slid my hand over Jack’s jean covered thigh and nudged against his shoulder. “Hey? You okay over there?” I asked shyly.

		Jack nodded silently, but that was all. He didn’t even turn to look at me, his eyes staring straight ahead. But, something… I was sure about what I’d done. Letting my fingers play along his leg, I found what I was looking for. His swollen cock. Yes! Whether my husband wanted to admit it or not, he was turned on by what had just happened. He liked knowing I’d just sucked another guy’s cock.

		“How about taking me home and making an honest woman of me?” I whispered seductively in his ear.

		Throwing some cash on the bar, he grabbed my hand. Unceremoniously, he pulled me from the bar and out the front doors. He hurriedly walked towards our car, practically dragging me along beside him. I was struggling to keep up in my high heels, as he pulled me roughly around the car to the passenger side. I was a little scared by the way he was acting. Jack was not usually forceful like this. Not at all.

		When we got to the car door, he pulled me around and kissed me. Brutally! His tongue driving into my mouth, pushing against mine as he pinned me against the car. Suddenly, he broke our kiss. Spinning me around, he crudely bent me over the hood of the car and pushed my short skirt up over my hips. My behind staring back at him in the dim lights of the parking lot. I jerked, hearing a tear, as my damp thong was ripped from me, leaving my backside naked.

		Holding me there, I heard the zipper of his pants. Then, with a thrust, he sheathed his hard cock deep inside of me. I bit my hand trying to keep from screaming, as my body spasmed wildly. I was exploding in orgasm after orgasm, my body shivering in passion as he fucked me! Fucked me like some slut he’d picked up off the wharf. His throbbing cock ripping into me over and over as I cried out. It was all I could do to hang on to the car, steadying myself. His cock slamming into me over and over. The force of it, causing my feet to come off the asphalt of the parking lot with every thrust.

		I let out another scream as I felt him burst inside of me! His lava hot seed filling my slutty pussy. The same one that Bill had been fingering earlier, sending me into another crashing orgasm.

		I was lying limply over the hood of the car, gasping for breath. Jack’s creamy seed drooling profusely down my legs. Then, grabbing my hair, he pulled me up. His lips crashing against mine, lustfully. OMG! Nobody had EVER taken me like that! I was still barely able to breath as he opened the door and shoved me into the car. I just stared at him as he sat down behind the wheel. Not quite believing what had just happened. Honestly, any of it. I was an adulteress, my husband a cuckold. And, I’d loved every minute of it. Like some backstreet slut, I’d orgasmed like crazy as both men used me tonight, Bill and Jack. My ‘john’ and my husband. I guess I really was a whore.

		I just sat there, my thoughts a chaotic whirl, as he silently drove us home. Hurriedly, I raced into the house when we got there. I was just standing there nervously in the foyer, leaning against the wall, my eyes wide with a sense of fear. Why, I’m not sure? After all, I only did what he’d agreed to. This whole thing starting as his idea.

		Jack stalked in, shutting the front door loudly as he turned to stare at me. “You sucked him off, didn’t you?” he demanded.

		“I thought that would have been rather obvious,” I asserted. Hey, I wasn’t in this alone, here. “It seems like I distinctly recall proving it to you.” My voice growing more vehement as I thought about it. This had been his fantasy from the start. Having me get a lap dance? Me? Approving of my entering the contest, even encouraging me. He was right there. All for it. And, now? Now? He chooses to get huffy? How dare he?

		“Don’t tell me you didn’t want this, Jack! Whether you admit it or not, you wanted to have me cheat on you. Practically begged me to do it. So, don’t go getting all huffy with me. You were the one that sat there today and told me you wanted to know. Know everything!”

		“Show me,” he said falteringly. “Show me what my slut of a wife did tonight. How my whore sucked some stranger’s cock!”

		My hand snaked out and grabbed his shirt, as I thrust him towards the sofa in the living room. My eyes burning into his, some feral combination of lust and power overtaking me. His legs bumped against the sofa, knocking him off balance, as he fell heavily onto the cushions. Standing back, I slowly unfastened my blouse and pulled it off. Then, unzipping my skirt, I let it fall to the floor and kicked it away.

		My torn panties somewhere in the parking lot at the BunnyHop, I was naked standing there in front of him. Climbing onto his lap, I shook my breasts in his face, letting my warm flesh slap against his cheeks. “Did you let him suck your tits?” he asked.

		“What do you think, Jack? You’re a man, would you suck my nipples?” I taunted. My soft breasts hanging inches from his face.

		With a groan, he pulled my nipple between his lips, suckling from me. My hands sliding around his head as little electric shocks raced through me. I rubbed my pussy against the growing bulge in his jeans. Jack’s hands sliding around my bare ass. I was humping against him when he slid a hand around to my pulsing labia. “Did he touch you?” he whispered passionately.

		“He made me cum,” I said, goading him. “His fingers buried in my hot, moist pussy!” Jack’s fingers plunging inside me, as I cried out. My body shaking with passion again and again. Then, I pushed away from him. Twirling my naked body seductively around the room. Letting him see his naked wife, the same way I’d danced for Bill earlier.

		Breathing hard, I walked sultrily towards him and dropped to my knees. Spreading his legs apart, I bit my lip as I unfastened his zipper. Pulling his cock free, I leaned in and licked the swollen head, tasting Jack just like I’d tasted Bill earlier. Then, I slid him deep into my mouth, sucking his cock. Tasting the mix of fluids still clinging to him. The taste of the two of us. Sucking him voraciously until he exploded in my mouth, his salty cum firing violently down my throat and filling my mouth.

		Lying in bed later that night, Jack whispered softly to me. “You know, when I saw you walk towards the VIP area, I panicked. I didn’t know what to do. And, then, you were gone so long. Much longer than just a lap dance, so I knew something was happening. I just didn’t know what?

		“Then, when you came back out. I mean, your hair was all mussed up, and you were all flushed. I… I didn’t know what to do? How I felt? But, when you started walking towards me, it was… Like seeing some wild, feral animal stalking towards me. Then, when you kissed me. And, I knew. Of course, I knew. You tasted of… Of HIM! OMG! It hurt, knowing what you’d done. That you’d sucked off another man. And, part of me was furious over it. But, at the same time, it was so hot. I wanted you so damn bad!”

		“Mmmm… You, can have me anytime, anywhere, Jack. Um… I think I proved that out in the parking lot,” I giggled. “So… I’m guessing that I can fulfill my contract at the BunnyHop?”

		“I can’t believe I’m saying this, but yes. Just promise to always come home to me,” he whispered softly.

		

	
		

		Chapter 19

		

		Jack didn’t spend the night at the club after that. He’d just come in towards the end of the evening. I think it was too hard for him to sit there and watch me all night long. Not to mention all the down time in between sets. He’d usually come over in time to catch my last set on stage. Enjoying watching me strut across dance floor, teasing the men. Of course, he was always curious about what I might have done? But, honestly, there was nothing special to report.

		I think I did two lap dances on the floor on Tuesday night, then a couple more and a blowjob on Wednesday. My Kindle was getting a lot of use. So much so, that I joined Kindle Unlimited on Wednesday. That way, I could read as many books as I wanted for a flat fee each month. I had Thursday off this week, and then came Friday. As the crowds got bigger towards the weekend, things started to get a lot busier. And, so did I.

		By the time Jack came in Friday night, I had already done two lap dances on the main floor and two BJ’s in the back. And, the night wasn’t over yet. Honestly, I was feeling pretty randy when he showed up, so I sidled over to the bar and had a drink with him. Nibbling on his ear and telling him about my night so far. My hand running over the growing bulge in his jeans as I told him about sucking off two men earlier. Swallowing their creamy seed.

		He was already burning with lust by the time I had to do my next set. His eyes never leaving me as I danced around the stage and twirled on the stripper pole. I was getting pretty comfortable on that pole by now. Even copying Collette’s move of holding myself up on the pole as I spread my legs wide, giving everybody a view of my pulsing nether region. Jack turning a deep shade of red as my pussy blossomed open in front of the whole place. An enticement. An advertisement of what I was willing to offer!

		Knowing Jack was watching, I put a little extra effort into my performance, as well. Maybe, too much extra effort! I had barely come back out of the shower area when one of the waitresses showed up looking for me. I had a request for the VIP room. Seeing an opportunity to tease Jack unmercifully, I followed her across the floor, my butt swaying enticingly. His eyes following me painfully every step of the way. He knew where I was going. What I was going to do.

		I was fantasizing about giving Jack a nice juicy cum laced kiss when I came back out. Thinking about how hot it would make him. Man! Was I wrong about that! I slipped through the door, my eyes idly searching the room. “Mmm… Monique! Yeah, Baby! You’re the one I’ve been watching all night. You are one fine lady,” said a deep, gravelly voice. The dark room, the dark furniture, the dark clothes, almost causing his black skin to blend into the background.

		He was a huge mountain of a man, his body sprawled out on the sofa in front of me. As I approached him, I recognized him. OMG! Yes! He was the black guy from the night of the contest, Tyrone. My second lap dance, the one sporting the circus tent in his pants. As I looked at him, all I could see were those muscles, bulging in his arms and pecs. I’d have said six-two, six-three, maybe two hundred and seventy pounds. His black skin glistening in the soft lighting of the VIP room. “Hi, there. Tyrone, right? What can I do for you tonight?”

		“Oh, Baby! I am going to fuck you silly tonight. I’m glad you remember me, ‘cause I’ve wanted you ever since I first saw you,” he leered. His white teeth glowing brightly against his black face as he grinned evilly.

		Shockingly, I realized what was about to happen. OMG! Not only being with my first black guy ever, I was about to get fucked by him. Okay, I knew it had to happen sooner or later. But, with him? Tyrone? My heart was about to pound right through my ribcage! “Um… That would be a hundred dollars, for sex with a condom,” I stammered nervously.

		“And, what if I don’t want no damn raincoat, Monique?” he sneered.

		“Then, that would be two hundred,” I answered. My voice a nervous giggle as I thought about being taken bareback by this huge black man. Being bred by him. Oh, I’d heard the stories! There were enough of them floating around backstage, about how big some of the black guys were. How rough they liked their sex. I’d never been with anybody that had a monster cock. Was that about to change? I mean, surely, they weren’t all like that?

		Taking the money from him, my hands shaking as I did, I slipped it into my garter. “Do you have any preference as to the music I dance to?”

		“Hell, no, girl. I don’t care what you dance to, I only care what you fuck like!” he declared. Picking some music, I started to dance for him. My body swaying to the beat. Coming close, I slid across his lap, moving my body over his. A bulge greeting me, as I did. When I started to slide away, he grabbed hold of me, pulling me to him. His hands cupping my breasts roughly.

		As he held me there, pinned by one arm, he unfastened my top, pulling it off. I guess there wouldn’t be much dancing done. I was nearly hyperventilating as his big hands kneaded my pale breasts. His thick fingers squeezing them painfully. His dark skin such a contrast to my white breasts. Picking me up like a feather, he twirled me around until I was facing him. My breasts hanging in his face. With a grin, he leaned forward, his lips closing on my nipple. I whimpered as he sucked it into his mouth. His teeth grazing the sensitive tips. Electric shocks racing through me!

		I could feel the bulge in his pants growing. Damn, he was big! Okay, calm down Cassie. You can do this. It’s just a cock. It’s not your first, and it won’t be your last. He was still biting my nipples, his teeth tearing at them harshly. Finally, I was able to pull away. But, before I could try dancing a little, he grabbed my bottoms. The tearaway snaps coming undone in his hands. He tore them off, tossing them aside. I was naked. I cried out as his fingers pushed deep inside of me. “Suck my cock, Monique! Get me ready for you, Baby.”

		I could barely breath as I knelt in front of him. My breasts heaving with the effort. My hands shaking, I reached for his zipper and pulled it down. He was commando underneath, his thick black snake slipping out in my fingers. Fuck! He really was big. I stared in awe as the chunky rod grew in my hands. A good ten inches long, and thick. Like twice as thick as Jack! And, um… Longer, too. Oh, yeah! A lot longer.

		Trembling, I licked the huge swollen head. The salty taste of him bursting on my tongue, my first BBC! I licked along the heavy shaft, coating it heavily with saliva. If that thing was going inside of me, I wanted it slippery. Finally, I popped him between my lips and slid that monster over my tongue. Lord! It felt like it weighed a ton. I could barely get it in my mouth it was so big. He let me play with him like that for a bit, music playing in the background as I sucked on the thick licorice stick. Low groans coming from him, as I swirled my tongue over the bulbous head over and over.

		Suddenly, he pulled me away, tossing me aside. “That’s enough, Girlie,” he declared. Then, he stood up, shucking his pants down. His monstrous rod standing out proudly. Picking me up from the floor, he dropped me onto the vinyl covered sofa. Leaving me kneeling there on the cushions, my torso draped over the back. Stepping up behind me, I felt him probing my petaled opening excitedly.

		I gripped the back of the sofa, gritting my teeth. I knew what was coming, and it wasn’t going to be… A scream echoed loudly around the room! Deafening, piercing! At first, I don’t think I even realized it was coming from me. OMG! It hurt! His thick cock was splitting me in two. Ripping me apart with every thrust. I clung desperately to the back of the sofa, my fingers clawing into the dark vinyl. His huge dick pounding into me over and over.

		Black hands gripped my hips harshly as he thrust into me. His long snake slamming into my cervix again and again. Filling me, pounding deeply, hitting places in me I didn’t know I had. It was shocking… It was shameful… It was humiliating… Degrading… It was… Oh, fuck! My body shook with a powerful orgasm. Violent, ripping through me like nothing ever before. Like it was some shattering earthquake, rocking my world. I couldn’t breathe. Was I going to pass out? Stars exploded before my eyes as my body was pounded by that black… OMG! I screamed again, nearly coming unglued. My body thrashing about wildly. He was ripping me apart!

		Sweat was pouring from me, tears streaking down my face. My screams still echoing around the room, as I felt him swell inside of me. No! Please, no? Not possible. He couldn’t get any thicker. And, then… My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt him erupt inside of me. His creamy black baby seed filling my unprotected womb. Like an erupting volcano, his thick member pulsed into me again and again. Breeding me! His lava hot jizz filling me to overflowing. Even as thick as he was, it was spilling out between my tightly stretched petals, drooling heavily down my thighs. I was a black cock whore.

		

	
		

		Chapter 20

		

		I lay whimpering across the sofa, a limp puddle of flesh. My ‘lover’ of the night, dressing as he gloated over me. With a slap on my behind, he handed me an extra hundred-dollar tip. Then, stalked proudly through the door. I was still shaking, trying to catch my breath. Burning hot jizz oozing profusely from my ravaged pussy. Slowly, I came around. OMG! I had no idea. Yeah, I’d heard the stories, but… Hell! Who knew? I had never… Never! Been fucked like that.

		I’d never cum so hard before, either. I swear, I was still seeing stars before my eyes. Dazedly, I started to dress. Wiping his creamy cum from my thighs with a tissue before refastening my bottoms. Putting my top back on, I ran my fingers through my hair, trying to put it in some semblance of order. We kept a little mirror in one of the end table drawers. I did the best I could. But, I still had to go back out and walk across that floor. To face my husband.

		Still covered in sweat, my makeup streaked and smeared, I exited the room. Unsteadily I walked across the floor. I wanted to go take a shower, to clean myself. Not to let Jack know the enormity of what I’d just done. But, instead, I found myself sidling across to the bar. Coming up to my husband, the devastation of what I’d done written all over me. I could still feel Tyrone’s thick black jizz drooling heavily from my despoiled nether lips. My breathing was still coming in ragged gasps as I went to him.

		Shamelessly, I kissed him. Kissed the only man I’d ever loved. My mouth still tasting of that huge black cock. Tyrone’s cologne clinging cloyingly to my ravaged body. “You want to know, right? Everything?” I whispered hesitantly.

		At his uncertain nod, I kissed him once again. Then, I licked his earlobe seductively, sucking it into my mouth and biting at it. “I’m your black cock whore, Jack! My pussy’s full of black baby jizz. You better clean me good tonight unless you want to raise a black baby,” I taunted. Then, I turned and walked away, disappearing backstage. My husband staring after me, his mouth hanging open in shock.

		Oh, get real, I’m on birth control. I’m not a fool. I knew that I wasn’t going to have a black baby, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t taunt Jack. Collette hugged me when I came back into the dressing room. No doubt the word had spread. Yeah, it had hurt. But, um… Honestly, I wasn’t upset. Almost the opposite, I guess. I’d just been royally fucked by the biggest cock I’d ever had. My body soaring into orbit as I screamed out orgasm after orgasm. My fingers clawing passionately at the sofa. Granted, I was full of Tyrone’s fertile black, cum. But, that went with the fantasy. At least for me. Hopefully, for Jack, too. Otherwise, we’d never survive this little adventure.

		I quickly rinsed off and redid my makeup and hair. Once again, looking presentable, I came back out and dressed. It was late enough to call it a night. The crowd was thinning out, and I was exhausted after that last ‘lap dance.’ Both emotionally and physically. Come to think about it, there wasn’t much dancing involved, was there?

		I walked sensuously towards my husband, watching him stare unseeing into the mirrored backdrop of the bar. His hand still shaking as he held his drink. He seemed lost in thought as I came up next to him, my tongue licking his ear shocking him back to reality. “Are you ready to reclaim your whore, Jack?”

		Like an automaton, Jack slid off the barstool and we walked out the doors together. He didn’t drag me through the parking lot tonight, or even bend me over the hood of the car. He just opened the door for me and went around to the other side of car, climbing in. He was silent all the way home, his thoughts a million miles away. It was kind of scary. Had tonight been too much?

		When we got home, I silently went in the house and straight to our bedroom. Quickly, I turned on the lights and pushed the remote to pull up a Sirius channel. Soft music filled the room as I leaned against the wall nervously. I waited. Would Jack join me? Was this fantasy that we were living out, too much for him?

		He appeared in the doorway, his eyes staring at me. I was a whore. I’d just fucked a black man. His creamy jizz still drooling heavily from inside of me. I just stood there, my breasts heaving in anticipation. Hesitantly, Jack walked towards me. As he came up, I brazenly spread my legs open. Balancing myself against the wall, I pulled my skirt up. The soggy thong I had on dripping with cum.

		Slowly, I pushed against him. Urging him down on his knees before me. I heard a little whimper from him, his nostrils flaring as he caught the scent of me. I reeked of sex. I had to. Hell, I’d swallowed two loads of cum tonight and had my pussy ravaged by a third. You can’t simply rinse that away! Standing there, my drenched pussy before him, I reached out and pulled him to me. Forcefully burying his nose in my cum filled crotch.

		Slowly, he reached up and pulled the soggy, smelly thong down my legs. Tyrone’s creamy cum lacing the dark fabric. Then, he kissed me. His lips brushing against my smoothly shaved mound, another whimper coming from him. Suddenly, his tongue slid over my ravaged labia. OMG! Never! Never! Had I felt anything like that before. I screamed! The sound echoing around our small bedroom as my body spasmed in orgasm. A huge glob of Tyrone’s jizz poured from inside of me, filling his mouth. Jack’s tongue drilling deep into my pillaged cunt.

		I cried out over and over as his tongue swirled around my velvety insides. His mouth greedily sucking the black cum from inside of me. Cleaning me! There’s no way I can even describe the sensation as Jack laved my ravaged nether regions. It was so unbelievably loving, so tender. I finally had to push him away. I couldn’t take it anymore. I was nearly ready to collapse, my body still trembling in orgasm.

		Slowly, I reached down to him, urging him up. My arms wrapping around him as I kissed his cum covered face. Tasting everything that I’d done tonight. My own first taste of black cum. I knew there’d be a lot more to come. This was one fantasy that I intended to live out to the fullest!

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		The three of us had come home together tonight. Jack, Collette and I, all tumbling drunkenly into the house after the club had closed. We were still excited; Collette and I had done a VIP session together tonight. The two of us licking some dudes hard cock, taking turns slurping it inside our hungry mouths. Then, kissing each other as we swapped positions, each of us fucking him. The ‘john’ was practically insane by the time we let him cum. We’d made a bundle on that one.

		Jack, excitedly thrilled to hear the details of our little tryst in the VIP room. He didn’t mind that I’d let the guy fill my pussy, either. It was kind of our thing now, Jack cleaning me when I got home. His tongue lovingly sliding into my slutty cunt, slurping the creamy seed from inside of me. I hadn’t told either of them, but tonight was going to be special. I was going to let Jack have Collette. I was all hot and bothered thinking about it. Jack riding Collette, her screaming out an orgasm as he filled her wanton pussy with his own seed. It only seemed fair, somehow. I mean, I was getting all the cock a girl could ever want. And, then some! It was only right, that Jack could have a little spice added to his life. And, trust me, Collette could add a lot of spice.

		The three of us were sprawled on our big king-sized bed. I was kissing Collette, Jack’s cock buried deep inside of me. Teasingly, she swung her legs over him. Her tight little pussy staring him right in the face. Pink petals glistening with her desire. Her scent filling his senses. I don’t think he realized just what was happening until she lowered herself over his mouth. Her little cry muffled by our kiss as his tongue slid inside of her. I could feel his cock jerking with excitement at the same time as her muffled little cry. OMG! It was so sexy. Like being a part of them. Her feelings passing through to me like I was some extension of their love making.

		We stayed like that, me slowly sliding up and down Jack’s swollen cock. The two of us kissing passionately, hands roving over each other’s breasts. Fingers teasing tight nipples. Pulling away, I stared at her, my eyes on fire with lust, and motioned to her that we should switch. Collette’s eyes widening in excitement. She wanted this, as much as I did. The two of us slid off my groaning husband. He just looked at me. A questioning why, written all over his juicy, wet face.

		Then, I slid my own pussy over his lips, his tongue plunging inside of me as I trembled in orgasm. I thought he was going to come unglued when Collette slid her tight little cunt down his throbbing rod! His whole body jerked in surprise. A muffled sort of ‘Mmmpphhh!’ coming from him. Okay, admittedly, my pussy was pressed pretty tightly to his mouth at the time. I watched as Collette began to slide up and down his slick shaft. My fingers toying with her nipples. Her thighs pumping faster and faster as her pussy gripped him tightly. The expressions on her face as she rode him.

		It didn’t take long. With a muffled cry, Jack exploded inside of her. Collette screaming as his boiling hot cum filled her for the first time. The two of us holding each other, her body shaking in passion. Kissing softly as she came down from her high. Jack’s hard cock softening inside of her. When she slowly pulled from his deflating rod, cum drooling down over his balls, I leaned forward. Slowly, sensually, I licked the juices from his soft cock. Lovingly tasting the two of them, my husband and my lover. Cleaning him as Collette lay next to us, softly purring contentedly…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Cassie’s adventure as much as I did writing about it. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? Don’t forget to check out my other stories and novellas as well. Just click on the Author’s Page icon to see a complete listing available from this retailer.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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