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I’m halfway through my shift at the Malibu Blue club. I’ve worked up quite a sweat from dancing and stripping under the lights on the stage. There must be at least twenty or thirty guys all huddled up close trying to get a good glimpse of my big pert tits. The club is packed tonight and several of the girls are up on podiums, tits out and just skimpy thongs to cover their pussies. Dance music is blaring out across the crowded club and mingled up within the music are the jeers and whistles from the leering punters. Some are drunk, some are just sad old men and others are here with their mates.

I dance around the pole and stop several times to rub my ass up and down it, legs open wide to give the men something to cheer for. Some of them throw money at me. They want me to pull down my thong and give them a glimpse of my pussy. Sometimes I do it, when I’m in the mood and in need of extra money to pay for my college course. But tonight all I want to do is get this shift over with and head home. 

I’ve been working the club for six weeks now. The day I turned twenty was the day I took the job. I need the money especially as I have no parents to help me out financially. But I know this job is low – seedy and degrading sometimes but it’s a start and everyone has to start at the bottom, right? Hopefully when I get through college and gain some qualifications, I can work my way out of the Malibu Blue Club, and get a better paid job. 

I gyrate my hips and let my tits swing free. My nipples are hard and erect, just how the punters like them. Some guy waves a fistful of dollars for me to show him my pussy. How can I knock that back? I reach down, tits hanging in the guy’s face and snatch the money. Of course, now I have to show him the goods. I get on my knees right in front of the guy with the money. I show him a fake smile and act like I’m enjoying myself and pretend that I’m turned on and all – it’s what they like. The other men pack in tight, all drooling at the mouth trying to snatch a glimpse of my pussy. 

I rub my tits first. My breasts are sweaty and gleam in the dance lights. I pinch my nipples to the roar of the crowd. My hands slip slowly down my naked flesh and my fingers slip under the black thong. Slowly, I pull it down. More jeers from the crowd as I reveal my black pubic hair. I go a little further until my thong is stretched across the tops of my thighs. I cover my tits with the palms of my hands, feeling the soft round mounds and circle my hips. All eyes are on my pussy...on my slit. I move my hands down and run my fingers through my pubic hair. I open my legs a little and rub my hand over my folds. I don’t mind touching myself. In fact, I do it a lot. I’m still a virgin believe it or not – considering the job I do. But I haven’t met one guy who compares to the man I really have the hots for. 

As I touch myself for the punters, I think of my sports coach at college – Rick Eastwood. He’s the man I have the hots for. I know its forbidden to want your sports coach to fuck you but I just can’t help it. Rick is too damn fucking sexy and it’s not just his looks I’m attracted to. He is the nicest guy ever and what you would call a mature stud at the age of forty. He always looks like he’s just stepped off the cover of a magazine. Rick has a trim build but he’s not short in muscles. His jet-black hair is always smart and his eyes...oh my god...his eyes say it all. They twinkle at me and sometimes when he stares at me, there are no need for words. He makes me blush. He gets me wet just by being in the same room with him. I have often wondered if Rick has the hots for me. I hope he does. But I must stop thinking like this. He’s off limits...he’s my coach.

I rub my pussy some more for the guy who gave me the money. It’s only right that he gets something for his dollars. But these guys are all empty – soulless. Not one of them is remotely interested in my face – my blue eyes – my long dark hair or my smile. It’s all eyes on my pussy and tits – that’s it – that’s all you get at the Malibu Blue Club.  

I slip my hand out from between my legs. I’m a little wet down below and it’s because Rick is on my mind. He actually makes my pussy ache even when he’s not around. I stand up, thong still around the tops of my thighs. 

“More...show us some more!” shout a group of guys packed in tight to my left. 

I ignore them and pull my thong up. If you want the view then you have to pay and pay good, I think, hanging off the pole and spinning round. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Stripping For

OLDER MAN YOUNGER WOMAN EROTICA ROMANCE

SARA KING





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





