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​ Chapter 1
Foreword

This is the story about Don, an ordinary guy
who is down on his luck. In fact, while he was down, Lady Luck even
gave him a couple of hard shots to the stomach. Dumped by his wife
and fired from his job, Don is befriended by a stripper and the
club manager, who feel sorry for him. The strip club builds a truck
with a clear plastic box on the back, complete with a stripper
pole. The plan is for the Stripper Mobile to drive up and down Las
Vegas Boulevard, while girls dance in the plastic box. Hopefully,
people will be attracted by the beautiful girls dancing and visit
the club. The club manager decides to give Don a shot and hires him
to drive the Stripper Mobile.

This story was based on the fact that a
stripper mobile did in fact exist for several weeks on the Strip
before our more uptight citizens raised such a hue and cry about
protecting our family image.


​ Chapter
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“Give me another beer and a shot,” Don asked
his waitress. He was rapidly running out of money but continued to
try and drown himself in wine, women and song, or at least wine, or
to be brutally honest beer and tequila. Here he was at age 30,
broke and at the end of his rope. Don used to have a great job in
security at a major Las Vegas casino, which he loved.

As jobs go, being a security guard wasn't
really high on the ladder but he enjoyed it. The lights, the
glitter, the excitement, and the girls were all a young guy could
ask for. He and his wife, Wendy had gotten married early and were
barely making it work. Don couldn't blame her for everything, as a
lot was his fault but recently he had just gotten tired of fighting
and trying to make a go of their marriage.

Wendy thought that married life would be fun
and get her away from her abusive father but found out that reality
is a cruel mistress. She quickly learned that Don didn't make the
money to support her in the style she wanted. She was always buying
clothes he couldn't pay for and every paycheck was blown even
before he could try and pay the bills.

Don started to think that she was messing
around and the clues were pretty obvious even for a trusting guy
like himself. Along with the fighting, their sex life dropped to
zero and any attempt would lead to a screaming match, followed by
him sleeping on the couch. It didn't take long before they never
spoke to each other, then she started staying out all night with
her "friends".

Couple of weeks later, a sheriff's deputy
showed up at work and dropped divorce papers on him. His boss
wasn't too happy but finally calmed down. At a casino, face is
everything and anything that disrupts the flow pisses people
off.

Then to add insult to injury, his wife showed
up at work and started a horrible fight. She knew how to push his
buttons and in a few minutes they were both shouting at each other.
That pushed his boss over the edge and Don was promptly escorted to
the door.

Don tried but he couldn't get a job anywhere
as the casinos are all tight with each other and he quickly learned
that he was damaged goods. About as bad as a gambler being black
listed, he was not welcome at any place on the strip.

Don started hanging out at The Fox's Den, one
of the many strip clubs behind Las Vegas Boulevard, trying to drown
his problems or simply forget them. For some reason, one of the
dancers, Jenny, took pity on him and would stop and talk to him
when things were slow. Most of the clubs, required the girls to be
constantly extracting money from the customers but Larry, the owner
of The Fox's Den, was an easy going guy and expected the girls to
build a clientele of return customers and not just try to drain
them dry on their first and last visit.

Jenny was close to 30, which is about
retirement age for a dancer. Don felt that she was empathizing with
him, as they were both about out of it. In his eyes, Jenny was
gorgeous, about 5'-10” with a slender but curvy body. She had nice
tits, not real big but perfectly shaped. With long dark hair, He
thought she was one of the best looking girls around and completely
opposite from his redheaded bitch of an ex-wife.

Don loved watching her dance and how her
muscles moved in her legs and tightened to accentuate her legs as
she squatted to dance in front of the guys sitting around her
stage. She would look at the guy and use both hands to push apart
her legs so he could see the Promised Land, barely hidden behind a
paper-thin thong. Most of the time, her lips were plainly visible
through the tightly stretched material and if he were a good tipper
or a regular, then she would often take her finger to pull the
thong off to one side and expose her shaved pussy to his admiring
gaze.

It was such a turn on to watch her perform as
Don could see the emotions dance across her face as she stripped
down for the guys and occasional girls. Her first dance on stage
was always the best as she would strut onstage with her puffy
nipples poking through the bikini top but the best was actually
when she started with a baby doll pajama top and thong panties. She
always wore translucent, almost see through tops that showed off
her tits to their best advantage. As the flush spread across her
face, you could tell the reaction she got from the people staring
at her from the edge of the stage and cheering her on. Jenny's
nipples would quickly get hard as a rock even before she started
rubbing them with the palm of her hand to get them even harder.

Don's dick would harden along with her
nipples and watching her grab a nipple with her thumb and
forefinger to pinch and twist it, would almost make Don cum in his
pants. After they had become friends, he asked her if she ever came
while dancing. Jenny got red in the face but slyly admitted that
she would typically come several times while dancing.

Jenny asked him, “Don, do you think I'm a
slut for getting off while exposing myself?”

“God no, Jenny, that is the most erotic thing
I've ever seen. While I love looking at your body, what I really
enjoy is watching your face as you dance.”

“That is so sweet, Don. You're the first guy
who’s ever told me that. Most guys just comment on my breasts or
pussy.”

“Don't get me wrong, I'm just as horny as the
next guy and love looking at your tits. But watching as you really
get into putting on a show always makes my dick as hard as a
rock.”

“Do you really get a hard on watching me
dance?” Jenny asked with a cute little grin on her face and then
she leaned over and kissed him.

Don felt her tongue slip between his lips
while they kissed. It had been so long since a woman had really
kissed him that he almost melted from the sensation of her soft
lips on his. Jenny sucked his tongue and he could feel her body
quivering as they kissed. Her hand against the back of his head,
she pulled him hard against her then he felt the release in her
body as she lay against him with every muscle relaxed.

“Before you ask, yes I did!” she told him, as
he looked at her half closed eyes and the contented look on her
face.
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Jenny looked back over his shoulder to her
stage as the girl dancing was picking up the tip money off the
stage and collecting her clothes. She said, “Excuse me baby, I'm on
next.” Then after a quick kiss to Don, Jenny walked up to the stage
and he watched her switch on. Now it was Jenny, the entertainer, he
saw who was a completely different person than the Jenny who had
just sat with him. Her face lit up as she smiled to all the guys
sitting around the table watching her strut onstage.

Rather than being upset at the guys watching
his girlfriend strip off, Don found himself becoming aroused at the
thought of all these guys seeing his girlfriend strip down and
dance naked for them. Don's cock was hard as steel as he watched
Jenny rub her pussy on some guys face as she extracted the ten
dollar bill out from his fingers. Over the shoulders of her current
customer, Jenny looked at him and winked, while the guy was feeling
her wet thong covered pussy rub against his face.

As he watched, the expression on Jenny's face
subtly changed as she held the guy's head in both hands and humped
his face. Her eyes were locked on Don's as he watched her fingers
start to flutter on the guy's head and then there it was, her eyes
rolled up in her head and all he could see was white between her
half closed eye lids. Then the final convulsive hump where she
pushed her wet pussy against the guy's face and climaxed hard.

Jenny almost fell backwards as her climax ran
through her body and she barely managed to catch herself before she
fell flat against the stage. Bent over backwards, her hips swayed
from side to side as she tried to recover from her climax. The
curve of her body made her mound push up high and the wet spot on
her thong was easily visible.

Then the guy fucked it up by trying to touch
her wet pussy. As she felt his hand stroke her, Don watched her
eyes fly open with a burning that even made him pull back. Jenny
flipped his hand off and shook her finger at him. As she hopped up
from the stage, she looked at Don and mouthed “asshole”, which made
Don burst out laughing.

In return Jenny shot him the bird, which made
everyone at the stage laugh except the guy with wandering hands as
he thought she was flipping off him rather than Don. As Don shook
his head, Jenny grinned at him and blew him a kiss as she moved to
dance for the next guy.

Finishing her turn on stage, Jenny strutted
offstage with just her panties on and her clothes and money gripped
in her hand.

As he was having a beer with a bump, she
plopped down at his table wearing only her thong. Her skin
glistened with sweat as she had just gotten off stage and was
breathing heavily. Don watched a big drop of sweat slowly run down
her chest and around between her beautiful breasts and disappear in
her navel. He watched her nipples go up and down as her chest
heaved from the exertion of dancing and Don could feel his dick
throbbing in time with Jenny's heaving tits.

“Fuck!” she said. “I know what race horses
feel like when they are put out to pasture.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Look around you at all of the 18 year old
dancers with store bought tits. That's all the guys want is young
big tits. They can't dance but all that matters is their tits and
they go crazy when one of the girls dresses up in a Girl Scout
uniform or as a Catholic school girl.”

Not being a fan of big jugs himself, he said,
“I know what you mean but I love your tits, they are the perfect
size and look natural. I know those other girl's jugs are hard and
just look false, not natural like yours.”

She replied, “I can tell you have played with
those tits otherwise you wouldn't know what they felt like.”

“Jenny, you know what I mean. This is the
only club I've ever hung out at and you should realize that I don't
ever talk to any of the girls except you. As far as free feels,
I've never even felt your beautiful tits much less any of the
double-D's bouncing around here.”

In an apologetic voice, Jenny replied, “Don,
I'm sorry for jumping on you. I'm well aware that you are a nice
guy and not one of the typical scumbags who hang around here. Don't
get me wrong, I fully realize that you've never tried to feel me up
even when I've given you my special lap dances.”

Looking around to be sure no one was around
them, she continued, “It's a turn on to feel your hard dick
pressing into me when I dance on your lap and rub my butt on you.
It's really sweet that you don't try to grab me even though it's
obvious how turned on you are.”

“Jenny, not only do I admire your body but
also your mind. Don't laugh at me but I really enjoy talking to you
even if it is impossible to keep my eyes off your fabulous jugs.
Especially when they are heaving like they are now. You don't know
what it does to me when I watch the sweat run down your boobs and
it's almost impossible to resist licking it off.”

Jenny leaned over and put her hand on the
back of his head and pulled him to her. Cuddling up to Don, she
whispered into his ear, “Do you really like my tits and my mind?
You're not just trying to get into my pants are you?”

Don confessed, “Jenny, I'd be lying if I said
that I wouldn't love to get in your pants, but honestly I like you
as a person. Plus, I'm so fucked up now, I just don't know what I'm
doing these days.”

To the people sitting around us, he's sure
Jenny just looked like another dancer trying to get him a buy her a
drink or go into one of the VIP suites for extra fun, but she made
his entire day. Jenny took Don's hand and put it on her breast that
was hidden between them.

As she blew into his ear, she whispered, “I
forgot to tell you that today is free feel day. So these puppies
are yours for the taking!” To ensure that Don realized what she was
offering, she stuck her hot wet tongue into his ear and sucked his
ear lobe.

Don almost melted on the spot as she
continued to pant into his ear and press his hand against her
breast. Don got an instant raging hard on. He had been so stressed
out from the world caving in, that even his dick had even been
rejecting his hand except when he was watching Jenny.

“Jenny please, you're the only friend I have
and I don't want to fuck it up.”

Jenny whispered, “Be quiet and take what's
offered to you. Didn't your mom ever tell you that people were
starving in China?”

He started to say “Yes, but I don't think the
people in China are being given a perfect C cup titty to play
with.” He slowly opened his hand and touched her breast with his
fingertips. The instant his fingers touched her heaving breast, he
could feel her take a deep breath.

Jenny now had both hands around his head and
was pulling him onto her jugs like a lot of the dancers do when
they want an extra tip. Knowing that no one could see his roaming
hands, Don started to carefully explore the treasures being
offered.

Lightly he caressed the smooth skin of her
boobs and the glistening sweat made his fingers glide over her
perfect jugs with ease. Jenny's breathing now had settled into a
continuous panting with her tongue working Don's ear. Hearing no
complaints, his fingers became bolder and he traced around the edge
of her areola as she continually breathed the one word “Please!
Please!” over and over in his ear.

Don ran his fingers across her areola towards
her nipple and felt it instantly get taut. Now he could feel the
little bumps from her milk glands rise up and gave him a rough
surface to stroke. As he carefully worked his way towards her
nipple, he felt her hand on his leg squeezing the inside of his
thigh. The “Please” in his ear had now changed to “Don't stop!” and
some other babbling that he couldn't begin to understand.

With his thumb and forefinger, he lightly
pinched her erect nipple and rolled it between his fingertips. He
could feel her jerk all over as tremors ran through her body. The
heat given off by her jugs was intoxicating as he relished in the
feeling of her boob in his hand. The aroma from her sex was the
most erotic perfume he had ever smelled and he breathed it in
deeply, to hold it forever.

With his ex, sex was something you did every
other Friday night and lasted about 5 minutes. When they had
finished, he always felt dirty as if he had just done something
disgusting and immoral. Afterward, they would both jump up and take
a shower to get clean from the nasty sex, that they sort of
had.

Now with his hand on Jenny's sweaty boob, it
felt like the most fabulous thing in the world. Don decided that he
might never wash his hands again so he would always have her sweat
on him. Could he hope to dare that one day he might have her sweaty
body against him after they had fucked each other’s brains out?

His thoughts were interrupted by, “I love the
way you touch me. It makes me tingle all over and I don't ever want
you to stop. Tell me again how much you like my tits and talk dirty
to me?”

“I know that you get it all the time, but
your jugs are perfect. Plenty big to look good in anything you wear
and if we dated I'd have you show those puppies to everybody so
they could know what I had and they didn't. I love your puffy
nipples and how they respond to my touch. I would love to suck
those perfect titties all night.”

Jenny responded, “If you are trying to get me
off, you are succeeding. You must have a ton of girls fighting to
get you, with those smooth lines of yours.” Then I got a nice kiss
in the ear to seal the deal followed by, “You know that when I came
in that guy's face that I was thinking about you sucking me
off?”

“Jenny, I don't have a single girlfriend
except hopefully you. The last few months of my life have been hell
and the only bright spot in my day is when I see you.”

“Don, I hate to do this but I've got to get
up in a minute and dance as soon as this song is over. Please don't
leave until I've given you my phone number and promise me that
you'll call me?”

“Don't worry Jenny, I'm not going anywhere
and would love to take you out where we can get to know each other
better.”

“Yeah, I bet you want to!” And as she got up
to dance, she gave his dick a squeeze. Then leaning over said,
“Come sit at my stage and I'll give you a special show.”

For a second he sat there stunned, unable to
move plus the way his dick was tenting his pants, it would be
embarrassing. As he looked at Jenny's beautiful ass wiggling its
way to the stage, she looked over her shoulder and gave him a wink
with lust written all over her face. Don thought, 'Have I died and
gone to heaven? Am I dreaming and about to wake up to my shit
life?'
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Jenny slipped on a bikini top and a sheer see
through baby doll pajama cover up. As she bounced up on stage, she
looked at him and crooked her finger at him then pointed to a seat
at the stage. Almost in a dream, he got up and followed her to the
stage. When he sat down, Jenny looked down at him and her whole
face lit up as she blew him a kiss.

“Could it be possible that this gorgeous sexy
woman might want me?” he thought. Before he was washed up and being
thrown away but now he can see the light at the end of the tunnel.
Automatically he tacked on the “and I hope it's not an oncoming
train!” that everyone says.

The music started and it was a throbbing beat
but not too strong. The girls typically danced about four songs and
each one was designed to pump up the beat a little more along with
the audience. Jenny strutted around the stage, which was a little
bigger than a pool table. He could see the looks in everyone's eyes
and it was obvious that they all wanted to fuck his girlfriend.
Could he hope to dare that Jenny was actually his girlfriend and
that he would be the one to make love to her? He wanted to jump up
and shout, “She's all mine, you can look and dream, but you cannot
touch!”

Don had watched Jenny dance before but not
with the intensity that he now witnessed. He wanted to know
everything about her, every crease and dimple. Her tits were so
beautiful and perfectly shaped, the nipples just poked straight out
and to think his hands had been on her jugs just a few minutes ago.
He loved the natural look to her tits and they didn't have the
unnatural look of most the dancers. Don hoped that if she really
was being honest with him, that he could play with and suck those
nipples all night.

As he watched, it was clear that Jenny was
dancing for him and no one else. Those sexy glances, as she lie on
the stage and spread her legs, were directed at me. He tried to be
good and not stare at her pussy like the rest of the guys but his
eyes were glued to her G-string.

Jenny would rub the insides of her legs and
let her fingers drift up to the Promised Land and lightly run
across her mound, which was barely covered. She grabbed both
strings on the side and pulled her G-string up which made it
perfectly outline her pussy. He could see her lips easily through
the thin material and Jenny would trace a line up between her lips
with one finger and then run it up between her tits and finally
stick it in her mouth to suck it, as the guys all gave out a
gasp.

Jenny stared at him through half closed eyes
and he saw her glance down. Looking down, he watched as her hand
slipped inside her G-string and you could see the complete outline
of her fingers as her eyes closed, while her hand cupped her pussy.
Like everyone else at the table, their eyes were glued to her
G-string as he watched her middle finger disappear. It took him a
second to realize where her finger was; she had slipped it inside
her pussy. You could feel the electricity from the guys sitting at
her stage, while she worked her finger in her pussy.

Then looking Don directly in the eyes, she
slowly pulled her finger out of heaven and as he watched it appear,
it was obviously wet and slick with her essence. They never lost
eye contact, as he followed her finger, she drew it up across her
abdomen, between her tits, up her neck, and in her mouth. As her
luscious lips closed around her finger and she sucked the juice off
her finger, you could hear a collective groan from every person
sitting around the stage.

He watched the sensuous way she sucked her
finger and could only imagine what her sweet nectar must taste
like. Don had never seen a girl taste her own love juices before
and it was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. He tore his eyes
off her lips and looked into her eyes to find them half closed with
lust as she enjoyed the taste of her pussy. Just as he looked at
her, she opened her eyes and stared directly at him with her finger
still in her mouth then smiled around her finger at him.

Like the old saying, “And the crowd went
wild!” Everyone around the stage was yelling and hollering even the
two girls that were sitting there. Jenny beamed at everyone,
especially Don and he could see a shiver move through her body as
she got off on the attention. Like most guys, he had seen a fair
number of strippers or dancers as they are now called but now he
was realizing that he had never really actually looked at them. It
was obvious that Jenny loved to be on stage and was a natural show
off.

Jenny bounced back up and with the final
beats of the first song, slipped her short negligee off her
shoulders and let it fall to the stage. Then she caught it with the
toe of her stripper heels and flipped it over to him. He managed to
catch her negligee without looking too dorky and nonchalantly held
it to his nose. The scent of her body and perfume was intoxicating
and he hoped no one was watching as he inhaled her fragrance. Even
the smell of her sweat made his cock throb.

When the next song started, Jenny strutted
around the stage in only a bikini top and G-string. Her tits were
stuck out and she spent a lot of time playing with her boobs. As
she
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