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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    ‘A little bit yeah,’ I laughed.


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


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


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


    That was my cue.


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


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


    


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


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


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


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


    I strutted over to their booth.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    ‘It’s my turn now!’ He yelled.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    Suddenly, there was a loud knock on the door.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    ‘Good god,’ I said to myself.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    My eyes widened in panic – did he know?


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    ‘You want my cum?’


    ‘Yes!’


    ‘Beg for it!’


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


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


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


    ‘Here it comes bitch!’


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


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


    Marcus pulled his pants back up and buttoned his jeans.


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


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


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


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


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


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


    What have I done? Could he ever forgive me?


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


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


    I pushed him back, desperate for air.


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


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


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


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


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


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


    ‘Whoa, you’re soaked,’ he remarked.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    Marcus was right. I’m going back.

  


  
    ###


    Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed it!


    If you want something hot & free, subscribe to my monthly newsletter! You’ll receive a totally free, absolutely naughty story, and you’ll be kept up to date with my newest releases as well!


    http://eepurl.com/Sxflv


    ***


    Still want more?


    Sign up for the Naughty List! You get FREE erotica books just by signing up to The Naughty List, along with a daily newsletter packed to the brim with discounts, deals, and tons of freebies from all your favorite authors!


    http://bit.ly/OctY1x


    


    Other books by Emilia Steele


    Filling in for the Stripper


    Disaster strikes when Amy’s husband John is asked to organize the bachelor’s party for his black boss at his new job. The stripper has car trouble, and can’t make the party on time. Amy and John scramble to find a replacement, but to no avail. Amy then makes a radical decision to save her husband’s job: She will replace the stripper. John reluctantly agrees, having no other choice. "What could go wrong?", Amy convinces him. "I'm just going to twirl around in my underwear, maybe sit on your black boss's lap and that will be it."


    


    Will that be it.. or will the crowd of rowdy, drunk and aroused men demand much more from the young wife?


    


    Taken in the Tub (Watching my Wife)


    "Do you believe me now... or do you want to see more?"


    


    Peter was planning on spending the night alone with his wife Amy, but she invited their newly single next door neighbor Dwayne over for dinner. A few drinks turn into many, and soon enough, they decide to move the party to the hot tub.


    


    When Amy needles Dwayne for not getting any, he reveals his secret... women are scared of the size of his manhood! Amy doesn't believe him for a second, and dares him to prove it...


    


    Taken in the Sauna (Watching my Wife)


    "What if there are other men in there? They'll think they won the lottery if you walk in all alone!"


    


    "You said you wanted an exciting honeymoon, so why not start right away? You go first, and I'll head down after you ... if you are lucky, there will be someone else there. We will pretend we are strangers. If you are really lucky, you might see your fresh bride flirting with another man!"


    


    It is the first day of Jack and Jessica's honeymoon, and they've left their small town behind and headed to Honolulu. Thousands of miles away from all their friends and family, they can finally cut loose. They go to their five-star resort's sauna separately, looking for a bit of adventure. What they will find there is more that they can handle: two football players, taking a break from practice..


    


    Can Jessica resist these two studs, or will she let things heat up... ?


    


    More books by Emilia Steele


    If you liked this story and would like to read more, these stories will be right up your alley.


    


    The Photo Shoot


    Michael and Emma are celebrating their honeymoon in Jamaica when Michael surprises her: He has arranged a glamour photo shoot on the beach by a tall, dark and handsome local for her. Emma is hesitant at first, but with two sexy men encouraging her to let her hair down, she gives into temptation. What starts as a tame photo shoot quickly heats up when a nude male model is introduced..


    


    Betting on my Wife


    When Jay’s girlfriend leaves him, Mark treats his best friend to a night on the town. Jay is in a foul mood however, having lost his faith in dating. “All women are whores! They all just want the black D. Even your wife!” he tells his friend. “You're wrong, Amber is not like that. She’s faithful. Want to bet?”


    


    Those words will change all of their lives, as Mark lets his muscular black friend attempt to seduce his wife. Will Amber be able to resist… or will she give into temptation?


    

    Connect with Emilia Steele


    Visit my author page: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele/


    You can reach me directly at emiliasteele@gmail.com.
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