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 Chapter One. The Stripper

It is very late at night, almost dawn. 

 


The private room is quiet, but the club
outside is lit with party and dancing noises. 

 


Inside, a couple. A young woman and a black
man. 

 


She is almost nude, in provocative underwear.
A clothing that barely covers her youthful body: The woman is just
wearing some tiny strips of white fabric that blend in with her
skin color; and a thong that is buried deep inside her buttocks. A
big and wide butt. The kind that makes guys turn their heads and
whistle at the owner. Her name is Dora.

 


Of course, she is not a hooker. Dora rocks a
gold and diamond wedding ring. She is a classy wife, although she
is drunk. And horny to hell. The black guy isn't wearing any
ring.

 


He looks like a giant next to Dora. The man
is muscular and hung. He lays down on the enormous bed and
pays close attention to what the woman is doing.

 


She is provocatively dancing to him.

 


Dora moves her bottom, slowly moves her hips,
and smiles while touching her own breasts to the rhythm of the
music in the private club room.

 


The black man arouses. Unzips his pants.

 


He jerks off, watching her. A classy, petite
wife turned into a naughty, drunk, and amateur stripper. What a
prize for this night!

 


The woman watches him directly into his eyes.
There is no doubt about what she craves for.

 


She is slowly removing her tiny bra, where
her breasts are subjected in, and eager to jump out from. She is
disclosing her forbidden body to this man. He is about to watch
what he can only guess. The man licks his lips in anticipation.

 


Then someone calls to her phone.

 


She pauses her dancing without turning off
the music but answers the call. “No, honey, we are not ready yet.
When we are, then I will call you with a bell to come in. Please,
just let us alone for a while more. Be patient.” He insists. And
she gets rough. “Hey boy, what the heck? Please, fuck off and
remember what you promised,” says Dora firmly, though with a tipsy
voice.

 


After a pause, the voice on the other line
come into reason. Dora praises him.

 


“Yes, hun, yes. That’s it. Good boy.
Everything will be fine. You will see us all you want. Take many
videos, for afterwards. But don’t you dare to touch me. The man
here hates that. Did I tell ya he is a boxer?” Dora winks at the
man, who accompanies her. “Yes, we will use a condom. Don’t worry
about it.” She hangs up, and the hunk asks, while he’s jerking
off.

 


“Who called?” He asks, already knowing the
answer.

 


Dora strips off her bra and underwear and
walks, totally naked on her high heels, over to him.

 


She replies, “it was just my cuck, my hubby.
Nothing to worry about,” while the woman bends down, and sucks
man’s big black cock.


 Chapter Two. Vegas

“What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas,” JC tells
Dora. They have done all the classics: gambling (limited) coins at
the machines, playing casino. Going to the showgirls. JC even grope
all arses and tits he could, for as many $1 bucks he could. They
breathe the desert air and felt free. But are they free to do any
fantasy? 

 


Dora hesitates on. 

 


“What a fantasy!” she's pondering. Is her new
hubby sure about making it real? Does JC not realize the potential
fallout from these actions? Would they take the risk in sake of his
lust? What would happen to her Christian wife's reputation if their
actions were exposed?

 


"Don't worry, we are far away from home. No
one will know anything," JC said, calming and appeasing Dora’s
anxiety. 

 


They had recently married. An adorable young
conventional couple... with a kinky side. This time it was not the
foxy woman but the foolish man who tempted the innocent
couple. 

 


“Why does a man want his beautiful new wife
to be fucked by another man?”. Dora wondered. “Men are so kinky!”
She remembered all the times in her life since having a sexually
attractive body, all the times she had to endure men’s harassment.
The pinches in her butt at night’s parties or in the crowded
subway, the "casual" rub of men's bodies with her full-grown tits
in the dancing ball and in church. In the church! Or the secret
messages she receives regularly -before and after being engaged
with JC, even just before marrying- to date other men. Or simply to
fuck for a certain sum of money. She never replied to them. Never
made a scandal, but Dora always realized all the times when men
(strangers and known men) wanted to fuck her. She didn't dumb
herself, but simply she kept silence about it. JC would have
killed them if knowing that. But she kept all in pious secret as
just the sins and vices of a corrupt world.

 


Indeed, Dora endured, as all women do. "You
have to ‘calm and keep walking’, Dora, as the classy lady you are…
just be cool, Men are all like that,” friends of her (other women)
have told Dora.

 


But, even when she disliked most of the men
who harassed her, in secret, she liked a bit of this pervy game. It
was proof she was attractive. She regretted only when disgusting
men -the ugly, the poor, reckless, old men or peeping toms- were
behind the game. But, curiously, she loved the wicked game when
other men, the ones of her liking, were playing “touch and go” with
her in this way.

 


Indeed, she met JC this same way: he had
touched her butt in a crowded church meeting, then sent her a small
letter, and finally invited to a tea party with common friends.
Dora loved the advances JC took on her body. She smiled at him,
showing her perfectly pearled teeth and red carnal lips. It did not
disgust when he touched her. All the opposite: thanks to his
advances, JC looked courageous and even entrepreneurial to her
eyes. 

 


Afterward, and as a girlfriend and fiancé,
Dora let JC fucked her beautiful butt, not her cunt (though allowed
him to kiss it). To keep her man away from other women, but
attached to her, as well as keeping virginity and birth control.
They go for anal, as all young women her age, catholic and classy,
let do. However, after they wed, JC swiftly took her
virginity. 

 


And now in Vegas, he desired to extract every
bit of value from their Vegas honeymoon expenses. Why not explore
sexually with his wife in the here and now? A stunning, fecund,
youthful, Latina bride. A discrete woman. He is so confident
about Dora!

 


"To fuck another cock! …So, you want me to
be... an adulteress?” Dora said, visibly shocked and
drunk. “Babe, if I know, if I consent to you bed other man,
then it’s not adultery. You’re my wife now, babe. I am your
husband. We should be the only ones who decide about our own
things, shouldn’t we?” JC declared overconfidently. But Dora
thought of all the men who had wanted to fuck her in the past, all
whom she avoided in order to keep herself “pure”. How many
cocks–dressed cocks, not in nudity- had in secret touched her butt?
Some cocks from handsome men, whom Dora would have gone to bed
happily with. And now, once she married to a man of her choosing,
Dora realized just he was so pervy as the ones she avoided, so all
the previous restrictions became meaningless. Useless. She felt
having been a fool all the time.

 


"Well, JC is right. Why not to try another
man's cock?". Dora thought. And she finished her drink with a
single hefty blow.


 Chapter Three. The New Man

They picked a young, good-looking guy who frequented
swinger bars - one of the many hotspots for wild couples in the
sin’s city. That guy was young, pale, and oddly attractive.
Dora liked him as a kid would to a barbie doll. He was her choice.
JC agreed and paid. She's got a new guy in her bed. 

 


Back in the hotel room, JC prepared to tape
the second deflowering of his wife. Dora locked in the bathroom.
She undressed herself slowly while preparing her body. Dora gets a
little nervous about sex, so she takes extra steps to make sure
everything is good. She makes sure she's all oiled up, lubed in,
smells amazing, and looks fantastic. Before she heads out of the
bathroom, Dora prays to her personal gods. She knows JC well, but
she's clueless about this new guy.

 


Dora asked his man to put off most of the
lights. She went out in her black transparent robe, revealing the
gorgeous tan body she owns.

 


The beautiful man wore a wig and makeup. Wow!
Dora simply loved it. She has not thought ever that she would get
so excited by these gay details. It was a girl with a cock. All
hairless. JC liked it as well. A new man on their bed. The
wife kneeled at the androgynous man’s feet, as a pagan worshipper
would. Ready for paying her devotion.

 


The problem occurred when Dora started
sucking on the
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