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 Private Dancer

 


by Syndy Light

 


It was the craziest idea she ever had. She's
not even sure she could go through with it.

 


She had bought the stuff – sexy lingerie and
even a wig – with the idea of spicing up her sex life. But she was
always too afraid to bring them out. Now her husband was going to a
bachelor party and she's managed to become the entertainment.

 


His buddy had a man cave. That's where the
party was to be. Her husband was the best man, but the budget was
tight. Not only was it going to be in his friend's basement, but he
had asked his friend to hire the stripper. Her husband told the
friend he didn't want his wife to find out.

 


Like she cared.

 


But word got back to her and the wheels
started turning in her mind. She talked the host into letting her
do it. It would be a little secret between just the two of
them.

 


Her husband had already left. The guys were
going to get hammered before the stripper arrived. She made herself
up. Sexed herself up. Sexy, revealing lingerie. White, lacy bra,
panties, stockings... A pair of "fuck-me" pumps filled the
bill.

 


It was a quick drive. She parked around the
corner, just to make sure her husband didn't accidentally see her
car. She wore a long trench coat to cover herself. No need to give
a show to the neighborhood. Just before she rang the doorbell, she
slipped on a pair of dark glasses. Between the alcohol, the wig,
the sunglasses, and the sexy outfit, she knew it was unlikely that
her husband would recognize her.
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