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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 purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

​Author’s note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years old or older.

​

​This free short is the first few scenes of my full-length novel ‘Male Stripper’ - if you enjoy this one, why not treat yourself to a copy of the whole story?

​

Rachel couldn’t remember ever being this nervous, or this turned on. As she checked her reflection in the mirror behind the marble sink she took a deep breath, hoping to calm herself a little before she left the bathroom. He’s just a man, she told herself, but she had watched him strip naked on stage, admired his muscular body, seen his impressive manhood rising proudly, fantasized about being with him, dreamed about sleeping with him and imagined the feel of that cock inside her.

She had dreamt about the other strippers that she had seen performing on the same stage too, all three of them just as well built, just as handsome and just as well hung as Sal. The knowledge that they were all relaxing in the hotel suite’s other rooms just a short distance away added something to her excitement. She had got to know them all a little in the last few days, learned that none of them were the kind of man who would spurn the advances of a fan eager to touch what they had watched on the stage, and she couldn’t shake the thought that if she asked them they would all be keen to make love to her.

Four men, she thought, the idea scaring her but arousing her too, the memory of their toned bodies, their stiff cocks ..... she knew that this night would never come around again and that turning her back on the opportunity to live out her wildest fantasy would be something that she would regret forever.

When she had met Sal at her local gym she had immediately been attracted to him, and seeing him on stage had been enough to turn him into a perfect dream lover. Now he was naked in the next room, lying in an enormous bed, waiting for her, and there were three more handsome men who’d be more than happy to fuck her too, just down the corridor. How on earth had she got to this moment, she wondered as she resisted the temptation to make any more adjustments to her long brown hair, which tumbled onto her shoulders in loose curls.

She told herself to calm down as she rested her manicured fingers on the edge of the sink, scanning her reflection again. Her hazel eyes stared back for a moment before they glanced over her body. She knew that she looked hot, her form flattered by the lace edged teddy that she wore, the skimpy garment cut so cleverly that it accentuated her curves in all the right places. When she leaned forward to check the glossy lipstick on her full mouth the dark shadow between her ample breasts seemed to grow for a moment, her soft flesh straining against her flimsy clothing. The cool and conditioned air of the palatial bathroom had combined with her rising desire to ensure that her dark nipples had stiffened, poking rudely, and Rachel realized that she looked just as horny as she felt. He’ll be fucking me in a few minutes, she thought, and her body reacted enthusiastically, a heat that seemed to have an origin deep inside her spreading slowly and bringing a glow to her skin. She wondered for an instant whether her desire had betrayed itself by dampening the thin fabric between her legs, but the briefest touch told her that it was dry there for now, though she knew that her body was beginning to anticipate the pleasure that lay await for it in the room next door.

With one final glance around the biggest and most luxurious bathroom that she had ever seen, she took a deep breath and headed for the door. He’s just a man, she told herself again as she turned the door handle, trying to make herself relax a little so that she could enjoy what would surely be the experience of a lifetime. She decided to focus on Sal first, the thought of having four men sharing her still a little overwhelming, though the fantasy was so exciting, so inspiring. Adopting what she hoped looked like a confident smile, she opened the door and stepped into the bedroom, her naked feet sinking into the deep carpet. The room was decorated in a variety of tasteful shades of cream, the subdued lighting adding richness to the scene.

He was sat up in the bed waiting for her, several big white pillows behind him, a thin sheet covering him from the waist down. This was literally a dream come true for Rachel. The idle fantasy of sleeping with a handsome, sexy male stripper was one she shared with millions of women throughout the world, but how many of them got the chance to live it out? He returned her smile, perfect teeth white beneath those oh so kissable lips, set on a face that was endlessly handsome, almost hypnotic in its ability to entrance. She had seen him naked before of course, but close up his body was even more impressive. Tanned, toned, taut and defined, he had the physique that only someone with enormous focus and the time to work on it could aspire to. As Rachel’s eyes briefly glanced lower she imagined that she could see the telltale bulge of an erection in the folds of fabric over his hips, though she found it easy to look away to meet his compelling dark eyes again. Was he hard already? Was he just as excited as her? The thought that his lust might match hers was another turn on, and when he spoke he confirmed what she was thinking, somehow raising the tension in the room even further.

‘My God Rachel, you look so hot! When we first met at the gym I thought you were cute, but the more I saw the more .... you are truly gorgeous!’ Confidence flooded through Rachel as she heard his confession, the knowledge that she was indeed desired helping her to relax a little. She slowly paced towards the bed, watching him as his eyes danced over her body, suddenly finding herself enjoying being the centre of his attention. When she reached the foot of the bed she paused and looked down at him, her hair falling forward a little.

‘So you’re glad I wanted to come back here with you?’ she asked as she slowly moved a handful of curls away from her face, tucking them behind an ear before letting her hand rest at the top of her neck for a moment.

‘Undoubtedly, we all were. The guys all like you and we were all hoping you’d come back with us.’

‘Were you fighting over me?’ she teased as she watched him, not moving closer for the moment.

‘No honey,’ he smiled, his usual confidence returning, ‘we were hoping to share you.’ Rachel’s heart lurched in her chest, her wildest fantasy suddenly very real, and he saw the shock in her face. ‘If that’s what you’d like Rachel, that is what we’d like to do for you. Remember, this is just sex, not love. We want to give you pleasure, to give you sex that you’ve never had before, help you live out a fantasy. Whatever you want....’

‘Okay, yes I do want you all,’ replied Rachel as she met his eye, unable to believe what she was saying, ‘but I think we should have a few minutes alone together first.’ Sal watched as Rachel’s hand slowly moved lower to cup a full breast, thumb stroking the erect nipple and exciting them both.

‘Oh fuck...,’ he sighed, and Rachel was sure that she saw movement under the sheet, his manhood stiffening and shifting in response to her teasing. She smiled again, acknowledging his arousal as she brought her free hand up to cup her other breast, fingers curling slowly over them, fingertips slipping under the lacy cloth.

‘So, you’re a boob man?’ she smiled, tugging at the fabric to reveal just a tiny bit more of her cleavage, knowing now that she had him under her spell.

‘I love your body, every single part of it.’ He had recovered his composure now and they were both enjoying the anticipation, both knowing that their fantasies would become reality and wanting to savour every moment.

The wall to her right was made entirely of glass, the darkness of the night outside obscuring everything but the countless twinkling lights of the city, and the feeling that other eyes outside might be on her was hard to shake. The exhibitionist streak in her found the darkness exciting, the idea that anyone could watch while she fucked this handsome man empowering her and boosting her ego.

‘A lot of men seem to like my boobs,’ she continued, pulling the fabric of the teddy away to uncover a breast, hand slipping over the creamy skin, fingers brushing over a now very stiff nipple. Without thinking, she moved forward to kneel on the bed, surrendering to an instinctive urge to be closer to the man of her dreams. His erection was plainly visible beneath the sheet now, the promisingly thick outline of his turgid member moving as it grew.

When Rachel pulled the teddy off her shoulders so it fell around her waist, exposing her bosom and the soft curve of her tummy, he moved forward and sat up before moving onto his haunches, unable to resist her any longer. He took a nipple into his mouth, making Rachel sigh as he caressed the stiff teat with his tongue. She buried a hand in his thick black hair, watching as he feasted, still struggling
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