
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
 

    The Stripper Beats her Husband 
 
 

    Casandra giggled and smiled her sexiest smile as she waved goodbye to the greasy old man. She could see the cum-stain on his slacks where she had grinded his lap with her soft, full ass; dry humping him to completion. God, she hated men. It was times like this she wished she could be a lesbian, but as weak and pathetic as men could be, she couldn’t stand women for more than a few hours at a time. At least men were predictable. At least men could be controlled. She blew the old man a kiss before she turned and walked away. He was a good tipper, and he was going to be a regular, so she had to be careful not to let her disdain show. She couldn’t get careless like she could with the college kids and the one time visit guys. Once she had their last twenty she could go tell them to fuck off if she wanted. 
 
    She glanced at her reflection in one of the thousands of mirrors in the strip club as she strolled past on her ten inch platform-heels. She wore a black thong and a tight black leather vest that looked like it was about to pop her exquisite 38D’s. She had nylon stockings that ended in garters. Around her wide hips she had coiled a thick, leather pirate’s belt, exaggerating the already dramatic difference between her curved hips and slender waist. Her long blonde hair was teased out in pigtails that made her look like the comic book version of a schoolgirl. She was nearly twenty-nine, but she didn’t look a day over twenty with her perfect supple skin, flawless tan, slender hourglass frame and long, luscious legs. Her whole body shimmered with her natural vitality and a light dusting of glitter.  
 
    She walked back to the dressing room and pulled a wad of bills out from the side of her vest. She took her small purse from her little desk safe and added it to the rest of the money from the night. She would count it all later. She didn’t even have the energy to change into her frumpy workout clothes for the drive home. She just grabbed her overcoat, threw it over what she was wearing and tipped the bouncers and DJ on her way out the door. 
 
    She drove home, to her cozy suburban house. She parked in the carport and slipped her diamond wedding ring back onto her finger. She got out of the car and walked to the door.  
 
    The porch light was off. That was strike one.  
 
    She opened the door and walked inside. The front room was tidy and clean. Her husband had gathered up all the dishes and put the remotes in a nice little line like she liked. She walked into the kitchen. The dishes had all been washed, dried and put away. She opened the cabinet: Spots on the cups and tiny specs of lint on the plates. Strike two. She reached up to the top of the cabinets. In her heels she stood just over six foot. She usually never wore them home though, so the very tops of the cabinets were a rare check for her. She pulled her hand down and looked at her fingers in the light. She saw a light film of dust on her fingertips. Jesus. How long had he been cheating on his chores, because he thought she wouldn’t find out?  
 
    All men were cheaters. Why did she keep needing to remind herself of this?  
 
    Strike Three.  Strike three-hundred. Fucking predictable little shit. She was pissed off now. 
 
    She walked into the bedroom where her lazy ass husband was sleeping and threw the covers off him in a sudden jerk. He was down there, pale and pathetic in his tidy-whities. Dave looked up at her, a hint of fear in his eyes.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, a cruel sarcasm in her voice. “Did I wake you? I didn’t realize you would be asleep; not when you’re chores weren’t finished. It never occurred to me you’d be sleeping like a lazy little bitch while my house sat filthy and ignored.” 
 
    He looked up at her, backlight by the light in the rest of the house, her overcoat open revealing her nylon stockings, leather belt, black thong and skin tight vest. She still had her trashy makeup on and she towered over him in her massive heels. It was a rare sight for him, seeing her all made up for work. 
 
    He sat up, trying to collect his senses, staring up at her like she was an angel or a goddess visiting him in the night. 
 
    “You better not be getting hard,” she growled in her high, sexy voice. “You think I don’t have to deal with enough little erections at work that I want to come home to that?” She gracefully lifted her leg and pressed the edge of her platform shoe against his growing bulge.  
 
    “Sorry,” he said, still disoriented from his interrupted sleep, his dick still swelling. 
 
    “So what were you doing home all night alone? Certainly not cleaning the house like I asked. What will happen when I check your internet browser history? I’ve always known you were a little pervert. But is it too much to ask that you be a clean little pervert?” 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    She pressed down on his sack with her platform heel, not enough to hurt, just enough to get his attention, just enough to be a warning. “Is it too much to ask to come home to a little understanding and caring instead of to another filthy little dog trying to get his dick wet?” 
 
    “No,” he said weakly. “No Sweetheart. It’s not too much to ask.” 
 
    She added a little more pressure to her foot, grinding down on his tender balls and swelling cock. “So why do I constantly have to ask?” 
 
    He was holding his breath, lips trembling. “I’m sorry,” he squeaked, the pain in his balls starting to build. 
 
    She released the pressure and he sighed with relief, his breathing returning to normal and his dick back under control. 
 
    “Stand up,” she told him. “Guide me through your night. Show me what was more important than doing a proper and thorough job.”  
 
    He stood up and walked on unsteady legs as she followed him into the kitchen. “First I washed dishes.” 
 
    She began to pull out spotted glasses. “These dishes?” she asked. “These are clean?” 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    She sighed and began to unbuckle her thick, leather belt. “Well take them all down,” she said. “Let’s get started fixing your mistakes.” 
 
    With shaking hands he began to pull the dishes down from the cabinet as she slowly uncoiled the leather belt from her full, curving hips. She held it looped in her fist, snapping in in the air with her other hand as if to test it. He began to fill the sink with hot, soapy water, his ass shaking in his white cotton underwear. As he took his sponge and began to wipe the first glass, Casandra took her belt and snapped it across the counter, making him jump.  
 
    “Faster,” she said. 
 
    He tried to go faster, but it made him more clumsy and he dropped the cleaned glass back into the hot soapy water with a plop.  
 
    “You think I have time to play games with you all night?” she growled as he reached back into the water and grabbed another glass. “You think I’m not tired from grinding against other men’s cocks all night?” She snapped the leather belt across his ass. 
 
    He jumped and whimpered like a girl as he frantically worked to wash his cup. 
 
    “You don’t think I get exhausted letting strange men rub their hands all over me? You don’t think its work for me, letting them grope my titts, or my tight ass while they drink beers and laugh with their friends?” 
 
    He was completely hard now, his dick throbbing against the counter as he began to rinse the first glass in steaming water. 
 
    The belt snapped sharply against his ass again. “I asked you a question,” she said calmly. “Do you think its work for me, letting strange men grope my sexy body with their strong, rough hands?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Yes I think its work.” His erection was straining the cotton of his underwear.  
 
    “They’re all bigger than you, you know?” she said. “Their cocks are all much, much bigger than yours.” 
 
    “I know,” he whimpered. “You’ve told me.” 
 
    She slapped the leather across his ass again making him howl. 
 
    “Sometimes, in the dressing room, when I hear the other girls laughing about how small some guy’s dick is, I go out and find him. I sit on his lap or give him a free dance so I can feel it, hoping I will finally find someone as small and pathetic as my husband, but they are always bigger than you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said again. 
 
    She slashed the belt brutally across his ass, making his knees buckle slightly. “Pull down your underwear,” she told him. 
 
    He reached down and pulled his tidy-whities till they were just below his ass, revealing the already red slashed skin of his buttocks and letting his hard-on free of its restraint. 
 
    She whipped the belt savagely across his bare ass making him grab the counter and shudder. She could tell he wanted to grab that throbbing erection of his (which wasn’t actually the smallest she’d seen) and he wanted to stroke it as she whipped him, but he knew better then to try. Instead he white-knuckled the edge of a sink full of steaming, soapy water and trembled, waiting for the next blow to land. She didn’t make him wait long, delivering another scorching blow against his already red, welting flesh. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered, biting his lip. “Oh fuck.” 
 
    She whipped him again because she liked the weak little noises he was making. “You’re lucky I don’t really like men,” she said. “Because you definitely don’t qualify as one.” 
 
    He couldn’t even apologize for himself anymore. He had been reduced to a simpering mess. This was one of the hardest beatings she could remember giving him. She gave him another scalding lash for good measure than she stepped back and let the belt hang loosely down her long, slender side.  
 
    “Get on the floor,” she commanded him. “Lay on your back.” 
 
    He winced as his bright red ass touched the cold tile floor, but he obeyed her command. He lay on his back, his white cotton jockeys down around his thighs, his dick rock-hard and pointing at the ceiling.  She let her overcoat fall off her shoulders and tumble to the floor. She could see him drool as he stared at her full, luscious body. 
 
    She tossed her belt beside his body and let her hands trace her curves as she stood over him. He was licking his lips as her hands squeezed her big, full titts through her vest. “Do you want to see them?” she asked. “Do you want to see my tits?” 
 
    He nodded eagerly. 
 
    “Too bad, Bitch,” she said. “Men have to pay to see these tits. Maybe if you did your chores properly…” She let her hands fall back to her sides as she stepped over his body; her massive heels clicking the tile on either side of his pale flesh as she walked. She stood over his hips, over his desperate erection and she smiled wickedly. Her cunt was flooding with heat and wetness from the beating she’d given him. “I’m going to fuck you now,” she said. “But it isn’t for you. It’s for my pleasure alone. If you so much as cum a single drop I’m going to cut your fucking balls off. Understand?” 
 
    He swallowed hard and nodded. She pulled her G-string to one side and lowered herself down onto his throbbing erection. She moaned as his hard prick pressed into her tight, wet cunt. He was small, but she liked him small. She preferred a nice, manageable sensation. 
 
    He sighed deeply with pleasure as she engulfed him in her wet, warmth. 
 
    “Careful,” she warned him, noting the hint of ecstasy in his voice. She leaned forward, her cleavage framed with her arms as she pressed her palms to his chest and began to ride him slowly. She purred as she controlled the pace and rhythm, guiding his compact rod exactly where she wanted it. His eyes drank in her luscious curves but he tried to control his body. She could feel his pulse thundering through his dick as it throbbed inside her. She moaned softly, her flawless skin tingling with pleasure.  
 
    She didn’t always fuck him. Sometimes she made him hold a dildo over his lap while she fucked that, but she did love the feeling of real flesh inside her; radiating with heat and energy.  
 
    She looked into his face as he strained to keep his desire under control. “Don’t you dare cum,” she warned him again. “Don’t you dare cum inside my tight, warm cunt.”  
 
    He squeezed his hands into fists, clenched his jaw and groaned with frustrated ecstasy. Her lithe, athletic body rolled and flexed on top of him, her luscious red lips open as she purred with growing pleasure. “Don’t you dare cum, bitch. You cum and I make your balls into a coin-purse. I’ll show it to the guys I dance for while I’m stroking their big, hard cocks.” She ground him into her g-spot, moving her whole body like a graceful wave, her breathing deepening, her skin shimmering with sweat and glitter.  
 
    She knew he couldn’t last much longer, but she knew she was also very close. She picked up the leather belt snapped it in the air as she began to grind harder against him. She loved the sharp, cutting sound it made. She raised it high and snapped it down across his chest, one hand braced on his rib-cage. 
 
    “Yes,” she moaned, eyes closed, tongue brushing her lips, breasts threatening to burst free of her top. She raised the belt into the air again. She held it there, hovering above him for a moment, then with a whimper of pleasure, slashed it down across his pale chest once more. 
 
    He cried with excitement as she beat him, but the pain helped him manage his arousal, bringing him back from the brink even as it pushed her closer. His swollen cockhead pulsed inside her as her tight cunt traced a glistening, wet path up and down his narrow shaft. She loved her man. She loved her little bitch of a man. She raised the belt into the air again. 
 
    Just the thought of slicing that thick leather down on his sensitive flesh once more sent a shiver through her body, causing her cunt to quiver with intensity. Her whole body began to shake and her hand opened, letting the belt fall from her grasp. She threw her hair forward as her body jerked with orgasm, her other hand bracing against his red striped chest. Her muscles tightened and she let a deep cry escape from her luscious lips as she felt an explosion going off inside her. Her body froze, locked in moment of intense ecstasy as he struggled to control himself beneath her. She was barely aware of his struggle. He had become far away. He was just a warmth and a pulse throbbing inside her. 
 
    When her orgasm finally passed she smiled with a sigh and opened her eyes. He looked up at her with need. “Can I… Can I cum now?” he asked. 
 
    She let his hard-on slip from her wet cunt as she pulled herself off his body and sat down on the floor beside him. “Do you promise to rewash all the dishes properly and to dust the house top to bottom before you go back to sleep?” 
 
    “Yes,” he eagerly promised. “Yes. Yes I do.” 
 
    “Take off your underwear and get on all fours,” she ordered. 
 
    He slipped off his tidy-whities and held them balled in one fist as he got on his hands and knees. She picked up her belt again. “You may jack your little dick like the dirty pervert you are,” she told him. 
 
    He took his empty hand and began to furiously pump his erection.  
 
    She laughed at the pathetic sight and slashed his already abused ass with the belt. “Hurry up!” she said. “Hurry up you filthy little man.” 
 
    He pumped faster, groaning with need. 
 
    She whipped him again. “Get your cum-rag ready. Don’t you dare spill a drop of your filth on my floor.” 
 
    He let his upper body sink, face resting against the tile as he brought his underwear up to his throbbing erection, holding it in front of the tip as he masturbated furiously. His bare ass pointed up into the air, bright red and begging to be beaten. She beat it; pounding his bare buttocks with strike after strike from her thick, leather belt.  
 
    He whimpered with every slash but never slowed the pace of his hand, stroking away at his pussy-slick erection. He groaned and his toes began to curl. She could see his orgasm beginning and she gave him one more brutal whip, this time across his back, to send him off. He shot the contents of his balls into his white, cotton jockeys, his whole body gyrating with every squirt. He sighed with completion, his cum-stained underwear balled in his hand as he collapsed to the floor. 
 
    She was breathing heavy from the effort of the furious spanking she had unleashed on his soft little ass. She felt deeply relaxed from her own release. She leaned back against the kitchen counter and smiled, closing her eyes and allowing a warm, content feeling to wash over her. He squirmed closer to her and laid his head in her lap as he lay on the floor beside her. 
 
    “Did you have a bad night at work, Sweetheart?” he asked. 
 
    “I did,” she said, then smiled down at him. “I feel better now though.” 
 
    He curled up tighter, his face resting on her slender thigh, his cum-rag held protectively in his grasp. “I’m glad I could help,” he said. 
 
    One hand pet his hair as she let her other hand gently rub his abused ass. “Does it hurt a lot?” she asked. 
 
    He winced at the touch. “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” she purred, tracing the welts with tender fingertips. “That makes it all worthwhile. Now finish your chores, Bitch. I’m going to bed.” 
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