
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Accidental Stripper

A Hotwife Gone Wild Fantasy

(The Heaven Sent Chronicles – Book 2)

by Belinda LaPage

Amazon | Web | Twitter

Published by

[image: ]

FREE stories and MORE

Get Belinda in your Inbox


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2019 Belinda LaPage

eBook Edition, License Notes

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means—except in the case of brief quotations embodied in articles or reviews—without written permission from its publisher.

Content Advisory: This book is intended for mature audiences and contains explicit sexual activity.


The Accidental Stripper

(a look inside)

She didn’t realize she was trapped
until pole dance set her free.

“Hang on.” Christo plucked a garter from the plastic crate at his feet and tossed it to her. “Put this on.”

It was a stripper’s garter—somewhere to put her tips when she’d taken off all her clothes. Paige put her foot through and slid it up her thigh. A weight lifted. She had the tiny bikini, she had the slutty, glittery makeup, and now she had the garter. It was the last piece in a jigsaw puzzle. Now she could be whatever she wanted. Christo had no idea she was a statistician, a wallflower; she was just another hottie with a tight ass.

“Wish me luck,” she said. “I’m going out to chop some wood.”

Christo laughed and gave her a get-outta-here wave. “Break a leg.”

Paige smiled confidently and reached for the door to pull it closed.

“Jess.” Christo flicked his eyes to her hand.

“What?”

“Jesus, girl. Wedding ring.”

Shit.
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Pole dance is a way to find yourself and lose yourself,
both at the same time.

— Anon
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She of the Lotus

Dr Dianne Rennie was a mid-forties-ish woman whose prodigious bosom always gave Paige a sympathetic back-ache. “See here?” she said, directing Paige’s attention to some indistinct white blobs on her X-ray.

“Uh-huh?”

Rennie tapped the film with a sensibly trimmed fingernail. “You’ve got the ankles of an eighty-year-old.” What the good doctor lacked in diplomacy, she more than made up for in efficiency—a kindred spirit for a math-geek like Paige who also lacked any kind of social filter. Not that that made unwelcome news any more palatable.

“I beg your pardon?” she said, squinting at the alien image. She pushed her glasses up tight onto the bridge of her nose and tried to mentally map what she saw against the little she knew of skeletal structure.

“This bone.” Rennie indicated a great, misshapen lump that looked like something the dog had chewed. “That’s your talus.”

Headus or talus, Centurion? Paige suppressed the pun before it had a chance to come out. A rare victory.

“It’s the heel bone, and it slots in here and here”—tappity-tap—“to your lateral and medial malleolus.”

“My ankles?”

“Exactly.”

The ankle pain was nothing new. Paige had suffered some form of discomfort there since her early teens as a gymnast. Nothing that painkillers couldn’t deal with. Lately, however, the ibuprofen hadn’t been helping and her 5-mile split was beginning to slip. Bespectacled math-geek she may be, but that was where the stereotype ended, for fitness was Paige’s second love—or maybe a close third behind her husband.

She squinted again at the X-ray. “So what’s wrong with them?”

“Not to put too fine a point on it,” Rennie said, stretching her back, “they’re shot, my dear.”

“Shot?”

“As in, kaput.”

“I see.” Paige wondered distantly whether the good doctor used that turn of phrase with all her patients. In much the same way that Stockholm Syndrome probably worked, she’d grown accustomed to her physical therapist’s abysmal bedside manner to the point where she’d actually begun to value the naked honesty. “So, what are you prescribing, a little R-and-R?” Paige reckoned an enforced break might be just the ticket. She’d been wanting more time to finish one of her neglected personal math projects but exercise kept getting in the way.

Rennie shook her head slowly. “This one’s gonna take more than R-and-R, Paige. You see all these lines around the lateral malleolus?”

Paige felt a chill. They don’t look so good.

“They’re stress fractures. Injured, healed, injured, healed—rinse and repeat. I don’t know what the hell you’ve been doing to yourself, but I usually only see this type of damage in gymnasts.”

“I used to do gymnastics.” Paige’s nose twitched when she said that word. She couldn’t help it. No happy memories, there. “What are we talking about, then? A month? Six weeks?”

“You’re not listening, Paige, or I’m not explaining it very well. When I say they’re shot, I mean you’re done. Cash in your chips, girlfriend. Don’t get me wrong, you’re not crippled. You can still look forward to a long and productive life walking upright. Briskly, even, but only if you cut back the punishment, and you’ve got to do it straight away.”

You’re done. Paige’s dreams of a little math holiday in front of her computer vanished in a puff of brutally administered self-awareness. Her face felt suddenly numb, and she had to try twice before she could make her lips form words. “I need to exercise, though,” she said, propping herself up on the stable framework of the Surgeon General’s advice. “It wouldn’t be healthy to just stop.”

“Sweetie, I’m not saying don’t exercise, but maybe you could skip leg-day. No heel-strikes, and nothing weight-bearing.”

“Like running.”

“Yes. And stair climbs, power lifting, cycling—”

“Cycling?” Paige’s heart sank. The stationary recumbent in her home-gym was state of the art. “That’s not even weight-bearing.”

“And if you had any decent cartilage, then it wouldn’t be an issue.”

“Jesus Christ!” Paige’s frustration welled up, and it took a force of will not to direct it at the doctor. “What can I do?”

“Lots of stuff. Think about it. Pretty much everything on that Nautilus you love so much—except for the leg press, of course. Free exercises, like crunches, pushups, pull ups—”

“But they’re all strength. What about cardio?”

“Swimming is fantastic.”

If only it was that easy. “Yeah, well that’d be great if I had room to put in a freaking lap pool.” Paige’s tone was a little shorter than she’d intended.

“Who does have room?” Rennie said, waving her hand dismissively. “We’ve got the International Swim Center right here in Santa Clara. Hell, you work up in San Francisco, don’t you? Hit the beach at lunchtime—it’s free.”

“Yeah, but I don’t…” Paige’s chest tightened at the thought of stripping down to a one-piece at Ocean Beach. “I don’t like wearing a swimming costume,” she said quietly. “Not in public.”

Rennie gave her a studied look, and when she spoke, it was with as much heartfelt concern as Paige had heard in their five-year relationship. “Is that something you want to talk about?”

“Not really.” Paige had never discussed her body issues. Not even with Dane.

“I could recommend someone.”

Paige forced a smile. “Maybe another time.” She could see Rennie struggling against the urge to pull that thread. Maybe she should let her—get that handsy gymnastics coach out her head once and for all. He’d never actually done anything, though, so she always felt she’d over-reacted by running away from the sport and was terrified of being judged that way, like it was her fault.

A smile flirted at the corners of Rennie’s lips. “You’ve given me an idea.”

“Mmm?” Paige said cautiously.

“You used to do gymnastics, you say. Vaulting, uneven bars—?”

“Balance beam, tumbling.” Paige’s skin crawled. “Yeah, all that good ankle stuff. I thought you said I—”

Rennie held up a hand. “I’m not suggesting you take it back up. There’s something else you might be good at. It takes a lot of core strength and agility—like gymnastics.”

“What is it?” She asked to be polite. If it was like gymnastics, then she wasn’t interested.

The doctor paused for a moment to answer, lips pursed. “You know, I’m not going to tell you. I don’t want to put you off.” She pulled out her phone and thumbed through a few screens. “I’m going to give you a referral. She’s a qualified physical therapist I met at a conference…oh, years ago.” She shook her head and smiled wistfully, muttering, “Crazy, crazy days.”

“But you’re my physio. Why would I—?”

“She doesn’t practice medicine, strictly speaking.” Rennie let that hang there, distracted for the moment while she tapped something out on her screen. “I’ve got her on Messenger…” She smiled and chuckled at something she chose not to share. “Can you get to Russian Hill around lunchtime on Friday?”

Paige shrugged. “Sure. I run straight past there when I—”

Rennie’s stopped her with a roll of her eyes. “Maybe take the bus, Paige?”

This was going to take some getting used to.

──────

625 … 623 … Geez, it’s the other side of Columbus.

Paige had chosen to walk to her mystery not-a-physio appointment. Good thing, too, because it was right in a busy part of town—she’d never have found a parking space. She crossed at the lights and eventually found the place another block down, a flamboyant Queen Anne townhouse teetering on the edge of one of San Francisco’s famous drop-offs. No signage, no specialist’s shingle; it could be a private home for all she knew.

She peeked down an adjacent alleyway—a stairway actually, it was so steep—and was surprised to see the busy hubbub of a shopping district.

Good God, that’s Broadway.

She had to smile to herself. Calling this address Russian Hill was a bit cheeky, but she reckoned she’d probably do the same if she was trying to cultivate a more professional image. ‘Just up the steps from the strip joints, North Beach,’ wasn’t an auspicious address for a physical therapist—or whatever this woman was.

Having factored in time for lunch, she’d arrived far too early for the appointment and now had twenty minutes to kill. She could walk all the way back across Columbus—there was a deli back there that might have something healthy. Or down the steps. Could she survive lunch on Broadway? Surely they had something other than saloons and pizza by the slice—the hookers had to watch their figures, after all.

She stepped into the shadowed alley, feeling like Alice with one foot in the magic looking glass. Broadway wasn’t exactly Wonderland, though, unless you were a twenty-something male looking for a good time. What if somebody propositioned her? She looked down at her body. Yeah, right! The casual boyfriend jeans and loose white blouse would make it difficult to mistake her for a prostitute. But still… She shivered at the thought. The place had such a reputation. Not that she had any first-hand knowledge.

Fuck it. What’s the worst that could happen? And besides, she was hungry. She entered the hell-mouth with only one quick peek back over her shoulder at civilization. She was immediately thankful for having worn running shoes; she couldn’t fathom the embarrassment of clacking down that echoing chasm in heels, drawing (she imagined) men of ill-intent from every non-existent doorway and balcony.

Emerging onto the infamous strip was a surreal triumph of reality over expectation. Yes, she’d come out right next door to a strip club—a near certainty given their relative density—but otherwise the street was refreshingly clean and bright. The footpaths milled with a spectrum of San Francisco citizenry, from suits to hi-vis construction workers, dreadlocked backpackers, couples old and young. She spotted at least two women that might or might not be prostitutes (might or might not also be women—or was she getting Broadway confused with Tenderloin?) but they blended in in a way that would probably be impossible in any other part of town.

Her confidence surging, Paige didn’t see much to support the dark reputation. Maybe the standard dropped a bit at night.

She picked a direction with the most obvious prevalence of people (hoping it might be an indicator of healthy food) and set off in search of lunch. It was, it turned out, a mercifully brief search, because four doors down from the strip club she found a salad bar. An actual salad bar. Yes, on Broadway, North Beach, San Francisco. Even from outside, she could see piles of baby spinach, rocket, kale, and undressed crunchy coleslaw, set off with juicy chunks of deliciousness like cherry tomatoes, chickpeas, lima beans, olives, feta, and of course heaps of lean, seasoned meat on all but a few vegetarian options.

This would do fine.

She bravely ventured inside and ordered a Portuguese Chicken bowl with a crunchy, colorful salad. “To eat in, please.”

The cashier spooned out a generous portion without digging underneath to avoid the luxe ingredients that of course lined only the surface. “You want dressing with that?” she asked in an exotic accent, probably from somewhere in northern Europe thick with backpackers-in-waiting.

Paige wrinkled her nose at the array of bottles, each of which promised to undo any healthy benefit derived from the salad. “Can I have it on the side?”

“Sorry, I can put a little on top, but we don’t have containers.”

Easy decision. “I’ll take it neat, then.”

“Umm…?”

“No dressing, thanks.” She collected her salad and cutlery, and only upon turning around did she realize the error of not checking the seating before she ordered. Dammit. Every table was occupied by a single diner, and so began the subliminal process of elimination—weeding out the weirdos. All the guys went first—not that there were many in a salad bar. She didn’t trust her wedding band and engagement ring as effective totems against flirting, not in this neighborhood. So too went the retirees, who would probably want to talk; the rattily dressed, who might smell; and the ones who had all their shit spread out over the table, who probably wouldn’t welcome company.

That left exactly one—a youngish raven-haired woman who was maybe of Middle Eastern or Pakistani descent but dressed in a modern American midi dress that suggested she was a local. She was absorbed in something on her cell and hadn’t noticed Paige.

“Excuse me.” Paige put her hand on the chair opposite the woman, prompting her to look up. “Mind if I share your table?”

“Oh, thank goodness.” She leaned forward, glancing around with a conspiratorial smile before whispering, “I’ve already told three men I’m saving the seat for a friend.”

Paige blinked. She wasn’t sure whether that was a yes or a no.

The woman leaned back and spoke more openly. “Sit, sit. I’m glad you could make it.” She gave Paige a wink.

Suddenly it clicked. The woman, she belatedly realized, was guilty of the crime of being gorgeous and alone in a seedy part of town. Paige had gotten lucky. She wasn’t bad looking either, or so people said, and it could very well have been her sitting there fending off strange men. They shared a look, something like mutual relief, and she felt an immediate intimacy—strange considering they hadn’t even officially met.

Paige was emboldened to try a joke. “So anyway,” she said, pulling out her chair. “I’m here with that guy over there, and we were wondering if you wanted to join us in a threesome.”

The woman’s smile melted, but only for a moment before the premature collapse of Paige’s poker-face. She nibbled on a baby spinach leaf, eyeing Paige ruefully. “That would’ve been funnier if it hadn’t already happened twice this week.”

“Are you serious?”

“No, but you never know your luck on Broadway.” She tucked her cell away in her bag. “I’m Lakshmi.” There was an accent there, but it was faint.

“Paige.” Paige sat, laying out her salad bowl and cutlery in front of her and appraising Lakshmi’s exotic good looks in her peripheral vision. She had the most amazing deep black eyes, a lovely almond shape which she’d accentuated with winged eyeliner. “Lakshmi—that’s an Indian name, isn’t it?”

The other woman nodded. “It’s Hindu for Brittney.”

It was obviously a joke, so Paige giggled dutifully.

“Sorry.” She reached out and touched Paige’s hand. “Private joke. Lakshmi is the goddess of beauty and abundance. My sister says that in America, that essentially makes me the patron saint of prostitutes.”

“I thought that was Mary Magdalene.”

“Actually, it’s Saint Nicholas. Think about that next time you see kids lining up for the department-store Santa Claus.”

Lakshmi reminded Paige of her sister-in-law, Sarah. Witty and vivacious, Sarah was one of the few people she could relax with and truly be herself. She took a bite of her salad, making a face at the bland greens. “I should go back for dressing. Do you know if any of them are safe?”

“I don’t know about safe, but the Ranch is tasty.”

“Ranch, are you kidding? Do you know what they put in that stuff?”

Lakshmi shrugged, waving her fork airily. “Toxic waste? Toenails?”

Paige laughed. “Actually, I don’t know either, but nothing that delicious can be good for you.”

“Do you want some lime?” Lakshmi fished in her bag and offered Paige a squeeze bottle of lime juice. “I’ve been cutting back on the Ranch myself.”

Paige took the bottle—“Thanks”—and experienced the warm tingle of accepting kindness from a stranger. She gave her salad a modest squirt, tasted, then added some more. “Zesty,” she said, handing it back. “Lucky I found you.”

“Don’t mention it. You saved me from the gauntlet of lunching alone on Broadway. It’s the least I could do.”

A man staggered close, leering with ill intent. “Hey, lovelies.”

Lakshmi scowled at him. “Beat it, perv.”

“Married.” Paige held up her ring finger like she was flipping him the bird—an act so thoroughly unlike her, she stunned herself perhaps more than the sleazeball.

The guy reeled, almost tripped over another table, then weaved out the door and into a companion. “Asshole. I told you they weren’t hookers.”

Lakshmi and Paige shared an astonished look before both burst into laughter. They went back to their respective salads, taking turns to catch each other’s eye and reignite the giggles until the shock of confrontation had worn off.

“Tell me, Paige,” Lakshmi said, fishing through her bowl of spinach to find a tastier morsel to wash down some more leaves with. “What do you do?”

“When I’m not turning tricks on Broadway, you mean?”

“Obviously. Goes without saying.”

“I’m a statistician.” She pushed her glasses up—a reflex when she began talking work. “A data scientist, if you want to be fashionable, but it was plain old statistics when I graduated.”

Lakshmi sat up straight, cocking her head to the side. “No shit?”

Paige laughed. “That’s not the usual reaction.” She was more accustomed to people changing the subject when she revealed she was a math-geek.

“No, it’s fascinating,” Lakshmi said, leaning closer. “I know this guy, a client, he does the same thing. He works for a firm of forensic accountants, and he helps them hunt down things like insider trading scandals and voting irregularities.”

“Wow, that’s cool.” Paige felt a little deflated. Her job was far less noble. “I’m a sports statistician. Do you know BettaBetz.com?”

Lakshmi’s eyes flashed. “Seriously? They’re huge. Do you investigate all the sneaky match fixing and racketeering stuff?”

Paige shook her head. “I just set the odds for baseball.” Baseball had been Paige’s first love ever since her father took her to a Giants game as an eleven-year-old and gave her a pencil and a score card. “I take variables like injuries, recent form, weather, that kind of thing, and model them against anything you can bet on.”

“Oh, cool. So should I lay down my paycheck on the Giants tomorrow?”

Paige wrinkled her nose. “I wouldn’t. Betting agencies invest a lot in setting odds in our own favor. You can’t win every bet, right, so in the long run we’ll bleed you dry.” She took another bite of salad. “Unless you know something we don’t.”

Lakshmi’s black eyes flashed. “Ah, inside information.”

“It doesn’t need to be inside info,” Paige said, considering how much of her personal home project she ought to share with a stranger. “There are variables the betting agencies don’t collect, and you only need a small edge to turn it into an advantage.”

Lakshmi narrowed her gaze, studying Paige’s face intently. “You’ve got one, haven’t you? Do you use it to make money on the side?”

“Oh no, I don’t really.” Paige shook her head vehemently. “I mean, I can’t legally place bets or anything.”

“You’re a terrible liar, Paige.”

“No, seriously, even if I had something, I couldn’t bet on it.”

The other woman cocked a questioning eyebrow and stared her down.

Paige tried to match her gaze. Unsuccessfully, as it turned out. “If I did have something, which I don’t, I could however sell the data. That wouldn’t technically be betting.”

“Fine.” Lakshmi tossed her hair with an air of mock betrayal. “You don’t have to tell me. After all, we’ve only been turning tricks together for what”—she tapped the activity tracker on her wrist—“five minutes.”

Paige rolled her eyes. “Geez, you’re worse than my sister-in-law.” Actually, Lakshmi was probably more fun than Sarah. It had been ages since she’d talked statistics outside work. Oh, what the heck. “Okay, scenario: what would you think if you walked out of here and saw the Giants’ First Base strolling into one of the strip clubs.”

Lakshmi nodded soberly. “I’d deduce it was Friday. Hang around, he should be coming in soon.”

“What if you also knew he’d been photographed with three different girls during the week?”

“Again, situation normal.”

“And what if his girlfriend wasn’t in his box at his last two games?”

“The plot thickens. Then I’d say he’d dumped her.”

“And what if her Facebook relationship status had changed to Single and his hadn’t?”

“Oooh.” Lakshmi’s eyes lit up. “Did Velasquez’s chica cut him loose?”

“It’s just an example.”

“Okay then.” She nodded, clearly getting the gist. “I’d guess his focus maybe wasn’t square on the game. Bad news for the Giants.”

“Or maybe it’s only bad news for his fielding percentage. Then what if one of those girls in the photo changed her status two weeks later to In a Relationship with Velasquez?”

“Things are looking up again. His head’s in the game and his fielding improves.”

Paige waived a hand—voilà.

Lakshmi frowned. “But something that small isn’t going to turn a result, is it?”

“It doesn’t need to,” Paige explained. “Betting doesn’t work that way. It just needs to change the odds. If you can calculate them more accurately than the bookmaker, then all you need to do is place bets where your edge exceeds the house’s.” She chomped a big chunk of peri-peri chicken. “Statistics, baby.”

“That’s incredible. You can really do that?”

Paige shrugged. “Not yet, but I’m working on it. I’ve built the engines to scrape the social media sites. Next I need to build the models, spend a season training them, establish a persona with online tipping sites to get the data out there. But hey, it’s better than turning tricks, right?”

“I dunno.” Lakshmi winked at her. “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

Paige laughed, but the other woman’s Mona Lisa smile made her think it hadn’t entirely been a joke.

Lakshmi checked the time again on her fitness tracker. “Look, I have to run to an appointment,” she said, snapping the lid down on her salad bowl. “Can you fend off the weirdos on your own?”

“Actually, I have to go, too.” Time had gotten away from her—she’d have to hustle back up the steps for her own appointment. She shoveled the last two chunks of chicken into her mouth and rose with Lakshmi. “Thank you so much”—she held her hand in front of her mouth, embarrassed by her own manners—“for letting me share your table.”

“No, thank you. It’s rare I get such an interesting lunch date.”

They walked out together and turned in the same direction.

“I have to head back up the steps to Russian Hill,” Paige said. “Do you work nearby?” It was rare for her to connect so easily, but it still felt awkward to ask if Lakshmi would be her friend. She figured she might engineer another chance encounter next time she was in the area.

“Right here on Broadway,” she replied, somewhat unhelpfully.

“Really? Doesn’t it make you uncomfortable?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know, surrounded by all these”—she glanced up and down the street at the strip clubs—“dens.”

She didn’t answer right away. “I think all things serve a purpose,” she said finally. “Even the dens of iniquity. Who knows, maybe they’re not as bad as they seem.”

Paige was looking straight ahead and couldn’t see her face, but she thought she’d heard a smile. By the time she stopped in front of the staircase alley and looked up at her new maybe-friend, it was gone.

“It was lovely meeting you, Paige.” Lakshmi stepped past the alley, turning and walking backwards to maintain eye contact. “I hope we run into each other again soon.” And like a magician, she disappeared into a doorway and was gone.

Paige looked up at the sign hanging from the awning, momentarily disoriented. It was a neon outline of a curvy, naked woman. She stepped back onto the sidewalk and regarded the building frontage, expecting to see two doors, one for an upstairs office space or something. There was only one door. A bouncer appraised her coolly from within its alcove.

Paige, you just had lunch with a stripper.

That wasn’t necessarily true. She could be a receptionist, a bartender, an accountant—anything really. There were probably lots of different jobs in a strip club.

Including, but not limited to: stripper.

She was awfully pretty. Wouldn’t pretty women avoid the back-office jobs at places like that? People might get the wrong idea.

Weird. Paige shook it off and headed up the steps, mastering the urge to take them two at a time in favor of being kind to her ankles. She had a nice burn going in her calves by the time she reached the top; it fed a pleasant sense of reciprocity for having skipped her lunchtime workout.

She double-checked the address on the referral slip Dr. Rennie had given her. Definitely the right place. She stepped through the gate of the Queen Anne townhouse and appraised the handsome if boldly painted features. She wouldn’t choose to live there, but it suited the area, she supposed.

Rennie hadn’t given her a contact, only an acronym—SRI. She’d been elusive about what they did, but Paige had intuited it was a blend of occupational therapy and low-impact physio. Probably water aerobics, even though she’d told Rennie she wouldn’t swim in public. SRI? She couldn’t even come up with a plausible ‘S’ if it wasn’t ‘Swim’

If she’d hoped the tiny sign above the doorbell would help, she’d have been disappointed.

Ring and Wait.

Terse and to the point. It spoke to Paige’s sense of efficiency. She rang, although she didn’t have to wait long, as a pair of clacking heels almost immediately began their approach down a long hallway.

A shadow behind the opaque glass unlocked the door and pulled it open.

“Paige, hi! Wow, that was quick. You must have run.”

“Lakshmi?” The disappearing act in the strip club doorway paled in comparison to this miraculous materialization. “How did you…? Where—?”

Lakshmi laughed, clearly enjoying her advantage. “I took the elevator,” she said, ushering Paige inside. “There’s a secret Prohibition passageway. Don’t tell anybody, will you?”

“Um, but you went into a…” Now it came to saying it, strip club, she found she couldn’t.

“A den?”

Paige blushed and began stammering an apology.

“Don’t worry about it. I prefer ‘club’—my club, actually—but I’ve heard worse.”

Her club? Well-well, that was a fair step up from receptionist.

She led Paige down the hallway. “I recognized you in the salad bar from the referral. Early-thirties, female, work-out junkie. By the time you introduced yourself, it was too much fun to spoil. I should introduce myself properly. I’m Sri when I’m at work.” She pronounced it something like Shree. “It’s only my family call me Lakshmi, but you can take your pick in retribution for me teasing you.”

“I still don’t…” Paige shook her head. “I don’t understand. Dr. Rennie didn’t say anything about…you know.” Strip clubs.

Lakshmi stopped outside an ornate, carven oak door, her hand resting on the knob. “Di? She didn’t tell you what I do?”

Paige shook her head.

She smirked mischievously as she turned the handle. “I’ll get my revenge on her later.” She pushed the door open and stood aside for Paige. “Welcome to Kamalā—She of the Lotus.”

“It’s…” Paige couldn’t say it.

“A pole dancing studio.”

───Ξ───
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Pole Dance for Beginners

The studio was huge. A low stage, shiny and black, dominated the space opposite the door with five floor-to-ceiling chrome poles laid out in a dice pattern. A few black kitchen chairs littered the surrounding area, and feature-lighting set off mirrors and artworks mounted on the timber-paneled walls.

It looked much as Paige had imagined a strip club should look, except without the perverts. But what the hell was Dr. Rennie doing sending her to a pole dancing studio?

“I think I’m in the wrong place,” she said.

Lakshmi mounted the stage and swung by one arm around the nearest pole. “Di said you were looking for a cardio workout with no heel strikes.”

“Um, yes?” Paige sincerely hoped her next words weren’t that sex was a terrific cardio workout. And hey, you can do it on your back. Perfect!

“You’ve got core strength, right? Flexibility, gymnastics experience?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Can you touch your toes?” Lakshmi folded over double, touching her forehead to her knees and tucking her fingers beneath her toes.

Paige copied, but with less impressive flexibility.

“Other way?” Lakshmi arched backward, lifting one foot behind her to touch the back of her head.

“Ouch. I don’t think so.” As a compromise, she extended one leg straight up and to the side, gripping her ankle for balance and leverage.

“Sweetie, you’re definitely in the right place.”

“But...” Paige was almost lost for words. The best she could manage was, “I can’t dance.”

“You don’t need to.” With an economy of movement that Paige would have to re-watch on super slo-mo to truly appreciate, Lakshmi stepped out of her heels, shrugged off her midi dress and, wearing only a black and yellow crop top and briefs, pounced cat-like three-quarters of the way up the pole. “All you need is some gymnastics moves and a little gym chalk.” She spun around the pole, flaring her legs like a windmill and shamelessly flaunting her crotch before flipping upside down, wrapping one leg around the pole and sliding slowly down, hands-free, until the extended toes of her free foot touched the floor. “The pole does the rest.”

Wow. It was nothing like Paige’s mental image of pole dancing. Lakshmi was graceful and beautiful, like a rhythmic gymnast except with a pole instead of a ribbon or ball. For Paige, even as a straight woman, it was impossible to ignore the raw sexiness watching her dance. It lit a fire in her stomach, and she felt a glow warming her cheeks.

“That was beautiful,” she said. The words just slipped out spontaneously. Jesus, Paige, get a hold of yourself. Pretty soon you’ll be playing for the other team.

“It’s also a good workout,” Lakshmi said, dismounting the stage smoothly with a backward walkover. “And gentle on the ankles. Want to give it a go?”

Up there? “Oh, no. I couldn’t.” Not even with nobody watching.

“Seriously? I couldn’t? Has that ever worked since you were four?”

“I don’t have my gym gear,” Paige tried, gesturing at her jeans and rayon blouse.

Lakshmi opened a closet and slid out racks choked with crop tops, gym shorts, hot pants, bikinis, and lingerie. “Lucky I have some spares.” There were plain ones, colorful numbers, studs, sequins, and some were downright see-through.

“Oh. I…” Paige swallowed hard. “I need to think about this some more.” She pulled her handbag tight on her shoulder, holding it in front of her as a talisman to ward off evil undergarments. “How about we make an appointment for next week?”

“I like you, Paige, and I want to help you. How about this?” She took Paige’s hand and coaxed her closer to the wardrobe. “You give me one thirty-minute workout. Here, in private, just the two of us. If you still don’t like it after that, I’ll send you back to Di with a ‘sorry, I tried,’ and we never speak of it again.”

The implication they’d see each other again made Paige smile. She’d enjoyed lunch more than most time she spent with others and would dearly love a girls’ night out with her exotic new friend—preferably some place without strippers. “I don’t think—”

“Then don’t. Just do.” She grabbed a matching crop top and gym shorts in a modest grey with pink piping. “Thirty minutes.”

Paige stared beseechingly at the clothes. They were so much more sheer and snug than her own kit. They were grey, but they were sexy. It gave her a shiver.

“Good girl.” She thrust them into Paige’s hands and followed with a glittering metallic-red bikini. “Wear these too so you don’t sweat up your underthings.”

Before she knew it, Paige had been hustled into a bathroom and the door banged shut behind her.

Now what?

Lakshmi’s voice came through the door. “Get dressed! Or I’ll make you do it naked like a pro.”

The tribe has spoken.

Paige stripped off her blouse and bra and hung them on a hook on the door. She held up the bikini top and regarded it with mild alarm. It was tiny. Granted, she was no great shakes in the breast department, and the two small triangles patched together with string were technically adequate coverage, but it would never earn the label of modest.

Had she ever even worn a bikini? It was hard to remember. Certainly not since she was a teenager, and definitely nothing like this one. The neck was already knotted, so she slipped it over her head, then tied the back and centered the triangles over her breasts.

She looked in the mirror.

Okay, wow. That’s different.

She was used to being comfortably cupped and covered on the rare occasions she wore a swimsuit. This one covered about as well as it cupped, which was hardly at all. She was spilling out the sides and tops—a rare feat for an A-cup. Yes, her nipples were hidden (hurrah!) but her shape though, that was completely exposed.

Dane would love this. She’d worn sexy underthings on their wedding night, their honeymoon, and a few special occasions since. On a purely evidence-based analysis, Dane had been moved—his prowess in bed markedly improved. She really ought to treat him more often but it seemed silly (not to mention embarrassing) to get dressed into something expressly for taking it off again.

This bikini left her conflicted. The sight of her side-boob so blatantly bare simultaneously gave her a rush of sexiness and a flush of embarrassment. Knowing nobody would see her in it gave her the confidence to bear the latter and enjoy the former.

Paige, are you blushing?

She kicked off her trainers, stepped out of her jeans and panties and pulled on the bikini bottom. It wasn’t a thong per se, but insofar as cuppage and coverage of her ass cheeks were concerned, it was definitely a matching set with the top.

She twisted left and right, regarding her reflection.

Good God, I look like a slut. There was skin everywhere—side-boob, ass cheeks, her toned tummy framed between those three shiny triangles.

She pulled on the grey crop top and shorts, which did provide some much-needed coverage but also somehow managed to attractively accentuate every curve. Lucky she was so lean because there was nowhere to hide in this outfit.

A thump on the door startled her. “How are you going in there, grasshopper? Ready to learn some sweet moves?”

Paige opened the door, smiling flatly at Lakshmi. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

Lakshmi whistled and looked her slowly up and down. “Wow, girl, you are smokin’.” She slapped Paige amiably on the butt and ushered her to the stage. “Lotta guys downstairs would eat up the athletic look. How many times a week do you work out?”

“Um, two or three, I guess. A day.”

She whistled again. “Yeah, well that’ll be where those muscles come from, I guess. You’re a better woman than me.”

Better muscle definition, perhaps, but not better looking. Even with her sexy mojo peaking, Paige wasn’t a patch on Lakshmi’s exotic Indian beauty.

“Climb up.” Lakshmi jumped up on stage and held out a hand to help Paige. “You take the pole in the middle.”

Paige approached it as if it might bite. When it didn’t, she grasped it with one hand and swung around 180 degrees. She experienced an immediate rush of déjà vu, a familiarity from childhood of playing in the park. She smiled.

“Great, keep those feet in close. Lesson one complete.”

Lakshmi quickly showed her through some floor moves, nothing athletic, more just posing with the pole as a prop. It reminded her of the poses she’d learned as a gymnast for her floor routine—all about body position and clean lines. The muscle memory kicked in so easily, boobs out, butt in, angling her wrists just so and pointing her toes.

When it came to mounting the pole, Paige found she raced through the basics, back-hook spin, fireman spin, fan kick—they were easy with her upper-body strength. Her first attempt at a carousel spin—using her straight arms as a lever to lift her body away from the pole—she experienced a rush of endorphins, a strange kind of alchemy that transmuted raw power into beauty.

Pole dancing, she realized, wasn’t denigrating; it was liberating. Exercise had never made her feel so womanly—not cycling, running, rowing, lifting, and not even her gymnastics floor routine.

“Be careful,” Lakshmi said, watching from the pole closest to the door, “you might accidentally enjoy yourself.”

Paige’s smile had been showing. “I’ll concede that one was a little bit fun.” She spun around again, propping her powerful left arm against the pole and lifting her body almost straight out to the side.

“Most of my girls spend months building up to that. You’re a natural, Paige.”

“Yeah, well, like I said, I work out.”

“It’s not only about strength. With your agility and grace, you’re up to, like, lesson ten already.”

Paige enjoyed praise as much as the next person, and Lakshmi’s words gave her a warm glow of pride.

“Shall we try something a bit more challenging?”

Paige ad-libbed an aerial dismount that she immediately regretted when the pain spiked through both ankles. “Ow.” She grinned sheepishly up at Lakshmi and bore her unimpressed golf-clap. “More challenging, yes please.”

Most of the intermediate moves Lakshmi showed her were leg holds—hooking the pole with one leg or scissoring it with both. There was still a strength element to each, but these positions worked the core rather than the upper body.

Lakshmi approached Paige’s pole to correct her posture. “That’s it, lean back and show us your boobs. Better. Do you feel the strain here?” She placed her palm on Paige’s tummy. “Jeez, those abs are to die for. What’s more fun, this or crunches?”

Paige sighed. “This.” She was already regretting the judgmental way she’d approached the lesson.

“Beg your pardon?” Lakshmi held a hand theatrically to her ear. “I can’t hear you.”

“This! This is more fun.”

“You bet it is,” she said snapping Paige’s crop top playfully. “Just wait till you have a room full of hooting men watching you work out.”

Paige chose to let that one pass. Strangely, the idea didn’t terrify her like it might have before she’d met Lakshmi. Were men in strip clubs perverts? Sure. Were they scary? Maybe a bit. But when it got right down to it, the girls there were working out and showing off their strength and skill. Was it so much different to perving on hardbodies in a gym? Okay, maybe it was, but the important thing Paige had just realized was that it was a two-way street. The act of creating beauty through athleticism made her feel desirable—sexy, even—and she was coming to understand the gratification that might bring.

“Come on, hop down,” Lakshmi said, slapping Paige’s butt again. “This lesson was a freebie. Next time you have to pay.”

Paige slid gently to the stage. “Gee, is that thirty minutes already?” she said, following Lakshmi to a small bar-fridge set into a bench at the back.

Lakshmi got them each a bottle of sparkling water. “It was thirty minutes half an hour ago. Now you’re cutting into my weekend.” She took a long pull from the bottle. “I was going to dance an early set down in the club and then ‘Netflix and chill’ back up here with my cats.”

Down in the club. Paige reeled. She’d joined the dots, of course, and understood the pole dancing strip club owner did in fact dance in front of men, but the entire concept up until that moment had been somewhat abstract—like it wasn’t this Lakshmi, but someone she once knew. The realization completely repainted her in Paige’s eyes, not as a slut or a piece of sexualized meat, but as a feminist hero. She was a fucking Amazon queen, without doubt the most courageous, confident woman Paige had met.

Lakshmi frowned and stared into her eyes. “Are you okay?”

“Huh? Uh, yeah, sorry. I’m trying to picture you, you know, performing.”

Lakshmi’s eyes lit up. “Do you want to come watch? We can sneak you in the back. I know the owner, she’s a bit of a bitch, but she likes me.”

“Oh no, I really—”

“Of course you can. It’s part of the lesson. I insist.”

“I’m supposed to be back at work already.”

“Yeah? Well I’m your new physio, and I’ll give you a note. I need to keep you in for post-treatment observation.”

Paige smirked. “Observation?”

Lakshmi clinked their water bottles. “It’s not technically a lie.”

“I’m going to watch you strip.” As soon as she said it, she felt the full weight of those words. It was strange and new, and made her tingle all over.

“Yeah, well, cover your eyes if you don’t want to see the naughty bits.” She led Paige to the edge of the stage and climbed down before stopping and looking back up at Paige. “What do you say?”

Paige tried to picture herself in a strip club, lights flashing, music booming, sexy girls strutting around in their underwear. She reached out and took Lakshmi’s hand. “I say yes.”
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The Vixens’ Den

Paige tingled all over. She’d probably surprised herself more than Lakshmi when she said yes to begging off work for the afternoon to go to a strip club.

With a stripper.

“Text your boss and I’ll write up that medical certificate.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Paige said, not wanting her new friend to lie for her. “They owe me some time off.” She watched Lakshmi drop her empty bottle in the recycling bin and followed suit. “Are you really a licensed physical therapist? Do you practice?”

“I just did—occupational therapy. The sessions are deductible on your health insurance, or free if it’s a workers’ compensation referral.”

Paige tried to imagine HR sending her to remedial pole dancing for her health. She must have been smiling to herself.

“What’s funny?” Lakshmi asked.

“Oh, sorry. Nothing. It’s a strange specialty after…what, how many years of college?”

“Four,” Lakshmi said, walking to the door and motioning Paige to follow. “All bought and paid for by the fine and upstanding men of San Francisco.”

“I should get changed first if we’re going out.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll keep you back-of-house. We don’t even need to go outside.”

Paige followed her to a silver elevator at the rear of the house, which opened immediately with a soft ping.

“I started dancing as a freshman to pay tuition,” Lakshmi said, holding Paige’s gaze in the elevator’s mirrored interior. “When I finished, I had fifty grand in my bank account instead of in student loans. It seemed crazy to quit.”

“Wow.” Paige was in the wrong industry; it had taken seven years to pay off all her loans.

Standing there in what amounted to hot pants and a sports bra, it was hard not to compare their bodies. Paige was smaller in the bust and had more defined musculature, but she was surprised to realize she compared favorably to the gorgeous, mocha-skinned Indian.

We’re just a coupla sexy bitches off to the strip joint.

The elevator pinged again and the doors slid open on a long, tunnel-like corridor. They were deep underground beneath Russian Hill in what Lakshmi had described as an old Prohibition secret passage. They walked to the end, where Lakshmi punched a code into a keypad on the wall and opened the door.

“Hey,” she said, pausing and turning to Paige. “What’s your middle name?”

“Jessica. Why?”

Lakshmi didn’t answer, but led her through into a small, darkened vestibule. A curtained doorway on the other side of the room opened onto a public area, judging by the hubbub coming through.

A security guard poked his head through the curtain. “Oh, hey Sri. The Friday afternoon crowd is building. Lotta folks taking the afternoon off.”

“Hey’a Manny. This is Jess.”

“Hey Jess.”

“Hi.” Paige held her hands in front of her crotch.

“Manny, will you call upstairs? Ask Carlos to get an audience together for the Lotus Room. Gold members, okay? Jess is from the country and I want punters who’re on their best behavior.”

Paige’s head spun. Secret tunnels, false names and these seamless lies…she’d stepped straight into some kind of underworld gangster drama.

“You bet, boss.” Manny fired off a salute before smiling and nodding at Paige. “Jess. Have a good one. Are you dancing?”

“Oh, no, I mean, I’m not really a—”

“Shame. You’re in for a treat, though. Sri’s the star of Heaven’s Above.”

Lakshmi took Paige’s hand and guided her to a black door in a black wall that she hadn’t seen when they came in. Manny had already disappeared behind the curtain.

They started up a dimly lit stairway, which from the sound coming through the wall on Paige’s left was duplicated in the public area of the club.  “Heaven’s Above?” she said, watching Lakshmi’s backside sway in front of her face. “Is that because it’s upstairs, or because of your place on the hill?”

“A little bit of both.” Lakshmi glanced over her shoulder and probably caught Paige staring at her butt. “I have a silent partner. She doesn’t get involved; she only included a stipulation in the contract to have ‘heaven’ in the club’s name.

The stairway opened on a hallway, and halfway down was another featureless door. Lakshmi stopped with a hand on the knob. “Ready to enter the vixens’ den?”

“That’s not the public area, is it?”

“Stop worrying, Paige.” Lakshmi touched her chin and smiled. “I’ll look after you.” She turned the handle—“Bright lights, sweetie. Shade your eyes”—and stepped through.

Inside was a riotous assault on the senses. Voices. Music. Fluorescent lights lined mirrors decorated with lingerie, photos, swimwear, riding crops, feather boas, tiaras, and a million other things. Club music thumped not-too-ostentatiously through a portable speaker sitting on the bench, and a dozen naked or near-naked women milled around in a haze of talcum powder, pinning or unpinning each other’s hair, chatting, or just chilling on their devices.

Four or five voices piped up at once, “Sri!” and all eyes turned to Paige and Lakshmi.

“Ladies, say hi to Jess.”

“Hi Jess.” Their voices rang with the joie de vivre of a high school chorus line.

“Hi.” Paige suddenly felt less exposed. She and Lakshmi were the most covered-up women in the room.

The music muted on the speaker and a man’s voice came in over the top. “Desi and Cam, you’re on the main stage in five.”

“Yes, Carlos,” two girls sung out. “In five.”

“There are four guys all alone on the pool table—”

“I’ll get ’em, Carlos. It’s Minni.”

“Thanks Min. And I need two more girls cruising the Tiger Bar. It’s filling up early this afternoon.”

A couple more girls called out their names, or perhaps their middle names, or their first dog’s name. None of this was real.

Lakshmi marched Paige down the middle toward a private looking dressing room at the back. She tapped a red-headed girl on the shoulder along the way. “What’s the golden rule, Rose?”

“No cash, no gash, Sri.” The redhead had a pretty accent from somewhere in the UK, by the sounds.

“Good girl. Keep offering them the garter, okay? You’re not in Wales anymore, it’s not rude to ask for tips.”

Rose beamed at Lakshmi in the mirror. “Two for jubblies, ten for twat. Thanks Sri.”

“And next time a mark touches you, you shut him down, okay? Straight away. Use your governess voice—I know you’ve got it.”

She pushed an imaginary pair of spectacles down her nose and glared at Lakshmi’s reflection. “Sir, if you don’t remove your hand from my arse this minute, I’ll be calling the constable on you!”

Lakshmi laughed and dragged Paige onward to the adjacent dressing room. “Work the governess into your act, Rose,” she called over her shoulder. “Ten for pussy, not a penny less.”

She shut the door behind Paige. “You having fun, yet?”

Paige looked at her hands, smiling nervously. “I’m shaking. Gosh, they’re all so…confident.” She’d never seen so many bare boobs in her life.

Lakshmi sat on a stool before a mirror and motioned for Paige to take the one next to her. “They weren’t always. You should have seen Rose two weeks ago. She was a nervous wreck. She cried the first time a guy squeezed her ass.”

“They’re allowed to do that?”

“Yes and no.” Lakshmi had stripped to her bra and was cleaning herself with dry-wipes. “Out on stage, no, and security will haul them away if the girls have to tell them twice. In a booth, they can touch whatever the girl lets them. Usually only ass. Boobs if he’s a regular you trust.” She handed Paige the wipes.

Paige plucked one from the tub and cleaned away some of the sweat she’d earned up in the studio. “Do you ever let them, um…?”

“No way. No touchy-touchy the Taj Mahal.” Lakshmi pulled the band from her hair and grabbed a hairbrush.

“Oh, can I?” Paige had been jealously eyeing Lakshmi’s glossy hair since the salad bar, and she was longing to touch it.

Lakshmi laughed and handed over the brush. “Don’t think this means you’re getting a discount on the next lesson.”

Paige took up a position behind her and watched in the mirror while she brushed. “You’re so sure I’m coming back, aren’t you?”

“You’re hooked, girl. I was the same when I started.” She leaned into the mirror and began touching up her eyeliner.

“You were a freshman, you said?”

“Worse, I was a virgin. I’d done Bollywood dancing for ten years, and somehow I got it in my head that pole dancing was kinda same-same.”

“Oh dear.”

“I got a guy kicked out on my second night when he grabbed my pussy. I froze, but the bouncer had been watching him because he’d already had a warning. Before I even knew what was happening, he’d lifted me off the guy’s lap and was marching him out one of these back-of-house doors, through a gauntlet of spitting girls, and onto the street.”

“Holy cow.” Paige finger-combed the thick locks back from Lakshmi’s temples and put in some bobby pins to keep if off her face.

“In a world full of pussy-grabbers,” Lakshmi opined, pointing at Paige in the mirror with an eye pencil. “I’ve never felt so cherished or protected. It makes a difference when you know people have got your back.”

Paige couldn’t help but wonder how she might have turned out differently if someone had had her back when she needed it. She’d never endured anything quite so nasty as Lakshmi had, but she’d been pawed on her thigh and around her waist, had her ass stroked, and been told how pretty she was by a man three times her age while he’d been touching her hair. She tried to imagine her father or one of the instructors twisting his ear and marching him through a throng of spitting teenagers before kicking his ass to the gutter. That would have been…

Cathartic.

“Pick something sexy for me off the rack.”

Paige drew Lakshmi’s face back into focus in the mirror. “Huh?”

“The rack.” She pointed over to a bunch of underwear and slinky sheaths on hangers behind them. “Find me something saucy.”

Paige leafed through the outfits, taking care to keep her jaw mostly closed. Every single garment was tinier or more transparent than anything she owned. Just touching them gave her a dirty-sexy thrill—a sensation she hadn’t even known existed prior to lunchtime.

She found a little powderpuff pink thong with a quarter-cup bra. The crotch wasn’t lined, and she could see straight through the lace. What would Dane say if she wore something like this to bed?

“This cami looks pretty,” she said, holding out the tiny matching camisole on the bottom of the hanger, disingenuously ignoring the sexy bra and thong.

“Bring it over.”

Paige turned and froze. Lakshmi had undressed while her back was turned, and she stood before the mirror rubbing bronze talc all over her naked body.

Holy crap. She’s stunning.

Had she ever just stopped and stared at a naked woman? If so, she’d never reacted this way. She was captivated. Lakshmi’s shape was like the neon silhouette above the club, both slim and curvy at the same time. Breasts round without being heavy, narrow hips, tiny waist with a flat tummy—she’d noticed all these things in the studio and it hadn’t affected her this way. That, however, was before she’d seen those stiff, dark-brown nipples and smooth, shaved mound. It cast things in a new light, and now more than at any time that afternoon, Paige found her heterosexuality sorely tested.

Lakshmi saw her looking and struck a pose. “You like? You think the boys will like?”

Paige swallowed. “I think you know the boys will like.”

“Yeah, but it’s nice to know I still got it. I’m thirty-four in June.”

Paige handed her the outfit. “We’re the same age.” She realized she was still looking at Lakshmi’s boobs and lifted her eyes. “I think you’ve had more fun though.”

“Yeah, but now I’ve got calluses between my legs. Here.” She took Paige’s hand and pressed her fingers into the thigh-gap an inch below her pussy. The skin there was thick and rough.

“Eww, is that from the pole?”

“Occupational hazard. Hands too.” She took Paige’s hand and they stroked each other’s palm. “And under the arm.” She raised her right arm and covered that breast with her left hand.

Paige touched the raised pad of skin there. It was like the others.

“Still interested in pole dancing?”

Paige laughed. “You’ll never scare a runner off with war stories.”

Lakshmi winced. “Nipple chafe?”

“Worse. Coochie chafe.”

“Ouch.” Lakshmi strapped herself into the little bra and panties, setting her breasts proudly in the quarter-cups, nipples pointed and on display. “Nice choice,” she said, catching Paige’s eye and smiling. “I might leave this on during the show. It’s good gravity insurance.”

“You don’t have any problem with gravity.”

“Yeah, but I will. You’ll still be perky when you’re sixty.” She pulled on the cami and straightened up the straps on her shoulders. “How do I look?”

“Yummy.” Paige could still see the dark outline of her areolas beneath the sheer pink.

“You’re sweet.” Lakshmi leaned close and pecked her on the lips. “Let’s go.”

“Wait.” Paige held Lakshmi’s arm as she headed for the door. They’d both come in wearing their gym gear, which was fine, but she didn’t want to follow Lakshmi out through all those sexy women now that her friend was all primped and made-up like them. She quickly brushed out her hair, stripped down to the metallic red bikini top, and applied a matching shade of lipstick from Lakshmi’s collection. “How do I look?” she asked, puckering in the mirror and spreading the lurid lip color.

Lakshmi raised her eyebrows and flicked her eyes down to Paige’s gym-shorts-cum-hot-pants.

Paige rolled her eyes—“Fine”—and stripped them off, too. “Better?”

Lakshmi pointed to the mirror. “Take a look.”

Paige looked.

Holy cow.

There were a couple of strippers in the mirror, surrounded by stripper paraphernalia in a stripper dressing room, deep in the heart of a stripper club.

Standing behind, Lakshmi put her arms around Paige’s waist and her lips close to her ear. “You look sexy as fuck.”

“Do my eyeliner,” Paige whispered, taking off her glasses. She rarely wore eye make-up. Didn’t see the point until now, noticing Lakshmi’s enormous dark eyes in the mirror.

Lakshmi picked out some liquid eyeliner and expertly lined her upper and lower lids, giving her a pair of exotic wings for the first time in her life.

Paige blinked in the mirror, hardly recognizing herself.

“Hang on a sec,” Lakshmi said. “We’re not done.” She plucked some glittery blush from the table and brushed some across Paige’s cheekbones. She stood back and surveyed the result for a second. “I wish your husband could see you.”

“I wonder what he’d say.” Dane would love to see her like this. Or so she thought. The truth was, the real Paige wasn’t like this, and that was the woman he’d married. Maybe he’d be horrified.

“He’d be like me,” Lakshmi said, sliding Paige’s glasses back on. “Too busy peeling his tongue off the floor to say anything.”

Paige took another look in the mirror. “Really?” She looked so slutty, and God it felt good.

“Really. Now come on.” Lakshmi took Paige’s hand and pulled her toward the door. “There’s a room full of men out there who want to see my coochie.”

Paige slapped her butt. “You’re a nut.”

“Well you’re with me. What does that say about you?” She strode back through the strippers’ changing room, pressing the button on the speaker as she passed. “Carlos. Lotus Room?”

“All ready, Sri. Full house the moment they heard your name. All Gold, too, checked ‘em myself.”

“Thank you, my darling.”

“Break a leg, Sri.”

Lakshmi breezed out the door, with Paige the introverted wife, statistician, and trainee pole dancer trailing in her wake.
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Private Showing

Paige followed Lakshmi down the hall to yet another dark door. It seemed like every damn wall and ceiling in Heaven’s Above was painted black—at least those in back-of-house, because true to her word, Lakshmi had kept her away from the public areas.

She opened the door onto (surprise, surprise) a darkened booth, where a fat man sat before an angled desk covered in knobs and sliders.

Paige instinctively went to cover her near-nakedness and caught herself at the last moment. Screw it. If he wants to look, let him look.

“Hey Christo,” Lakshmi said.

“Hey Sri.”

“This is Jess. She’s getting the private tour.”

“Hey Jess.” Christo gave her a quick salute and returned to his control panel, completely ignoring her state of undress.

“Mind if she sits with you and watches?”

What?

“Yeah, yeah. Sure, sure.”

Paige had only just noticed the one-way glass looking in on a small two-pole studio with a long center stage running left to right across the room. There were men in there on seats lining the two long edges, probably twenty all told. She could either go in wearing her tiny bikini and be subjected to who-knows-what, or she could stay here with this one maybe-safe guy who barely seemed to acknowledge her existence.

Christo handed Lakshmi a Bluetooth earpiece with a tiny microphone boom. “Give me a sound check, Sri.”

Lakshmi fitted it to her right ear. “Just sit right back and you’ll hear a tale, a tale of a fateful trip, that started from this tropic port aboard this tiny ship.”

“Gee, thanks. Now I’ll be singing Gilligan to myself all night.”

Lakshmi pecked the top of his bald head. “Poor lamb. I’ll try to give you something else to concentrate on.”

“You worry about yourself, boss. I recognize most of these guys, but there’re a few newbs and it’s their first private room.”

“Anyone I should keep an eye on?”

“See the blond mustache in the middle?”

“The cowboy? He’s cute.”

“He’s also dropped a C-note tip on his last five lap dances.”

“Ooh, generous.” She took a lacy garter from a plastic crate on the floor and slid it up her thigh. She winked at Paige. “Wish me luck, sweetie.”

Paige gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Break a leg.”

She pulled open a previously invisible door on the side of the booth that looked like it led to a connecting space between the rooms.

Christo gave her a farewell wave. “Your mic is live as soon as you close that door.” He handed Paige a spare headset and waved her in the direction of a seat that wasn’t in his way.

Lakshmi blew them both a kiss and pulled the door shut behind her.

Christo repositioned his own headset and moved a couple of sliders on the control panel. “Thank you for waiting patiently, gentlemen,” he began, falling into an engaging announcer’s patter. “We promised you heaven and it’s time to deliver. Some call her the Angel of Ecstasy. Some say we should register her body as a lethal distraction.” He started cranking the music higher. “We call her the boss-lady, you might know her better from your wildest dreams, please welcome to the Lotus Room, Heaven’s Above’s one and only, S-a-a-a-a-h…r-e-e-e-e!”

A door burst open at the side of the stage and out strutted Lakshmi, swinging her hips and pushing out her breasts. “Hello boys! Did you miss me?”

A cheer went up, and the men began clapping in time with the music.

She twirled around the closest pole, stopped with her back to it, then lowered slowly to a squat, holding her legs wide apart. “How’s everybody’s Friday? Worked hard all week and now you’re ready to play?”

A chorus of “yeah” and wolf whistles ensued while Lakshmi rubbed suggestively between her legs.

“I’ve got to tell you, boys,” she went on, sliding down onto her back and changing her angle to face Paige and the men on the window side, “I’m looking forward to tucking myself up in bed tonight.” She raised her legs high and then slowly spread them wide, almost to full splits. “I’ve been flat out all day, if you know what I mean.” She slid one hand inside her panties; the pink lace that stretched over her fingers left little to the imagination. “It’s been a l-o-o-o-n-g day. Long and hard.” She closed her eyes and moaned suggestively. “Has anyone else’s been l-o-o-o-n-g and hard?”

Cheers all around.

“Mmmm.” She withdrew her hand—not all the fingers were dry.

She just fingered herself on stage. Paige noticed her own mouth was open and quickly shut it.

“I think things are looking up, though,” Lakshmi said. She rolled gracefully to her feet and stepped up onto the armrests of the nearest chair, towering over the man sitting there as she straddled his lap. She was right in front of the one-way glass, and Paige could see everything. “Raise your arm if your day is looking up.”

She held out a hand to the man beneath her. When he reached up and took it, she placed it on her thigh close to the panty line, then beckoned for the other, which she placed on the other thigh. With her hands covering his and all but framing her pussy, she rolled her pelvis in an unmistakable fucking motion.

“Your day is definitely looking up, sir.” She stepped to the next chair, standing with her feet on each armrest. “Anyone else? Hands up, fellas.”

All the men on the window side raised their hands, and Lakshmi strode down the armrests letting them touch her legs and even brush her panties.

“Mmm, so many optimists,” she cried, flicking her hair while she strutted back and forth among the reaching hands. She stepped down, crossed to the other side and repeated the act, giggling and dancing whenever someone got too high.

“They’re touching her…” Paige trailed off, not wanting to say ‘pussy’ in front of Christo.

Christo nodded, completely unconcerned. “Yep.”

At the end of the line of seats, Lakshmi jumped back down to the stage and executed a few tricks on the pole, swinging her legs, showing the men her pink panty-clad crotch and her bare ass.

“Is it hot in here?” she asked, dropping back to the stage and approaching the men on the window side again. “I’m feeling hot.” She mounted the man on the end, kneeling on his armrests and waggling her breasts in his face. “Help a girl off with her cami, mister?”

The guy lifted her top, not missing the opportunity to run his hands over her bare tummy. When he got to her bra and tried to cup her breasts, she pulled him up immediately.

“Uh-uh.” She tapped his hands away. “No feel. Only touch.”

Paige whispered to Christo, “I didn’t think there was any touching.”

“Private room,” Christo replied. “Entry costs a little more, so they get a little more.”

Lakshmi peeled off the camisole herself, revealing her exposed nipples (gasps all round), held aloft by the pink quarter-cup bra Paige had selected. She lifted the guy’s chin. “Do you know what happens to good boys who follow the rules?”

The guy shook his head. Lakshmi’s erect nipples were only inches from his face.

“Sweeties who follow the rules get more sugar.” She took his head between both hands and held his face between her breasts, grinding her pussy against his abs at the same time. “You won’t forget that now, will you?”

She hopped off, leaving the guy dazed but smiling, then turned and sat on the lap of the next guy along. Leaning back until her head rested on his shoulder, she asked, “Do you know how to follow the rules?”

“Uh-huh.” The guy was so close, Lakshmi’s mic picked up his voice.

She took both his hands and tucked the thumbs into her panties like some cowpoke-by-proxy. When he made no move to take it further, she danced her ass cheeks back and forth on his cock, singing along to the music coming through the speakers.

If it hadn't been for Cotton-Eye Joe, 
I'd been married a long time ago. 
Where did you come from, where did you go? 
Where did you come from, Cotton-Eye Joe?

She plucked his thumbs free and leaped back on stage with a carefree cry. “Woo! Such well-behaved boys. How should I reward such good behavior?”

“Show us your pussy!” came the inevitable reply—Paige couldn’t tell from where.

“Hmph, so naughty,” she said, sassily tossing her hair and wagging a finger in the direction the voice came from. “I don’t show my pussy to just anybody, you know?” She jumped high onto one of the poles and began her routine, leg hooks, scissor holds, many of which she’d shown Paige that afternoon. “First you need to show me some love. C’mon boys, make some noise.”

Christo cranked the music while Lakshmi worked the poles. All the guys hooted and carried on, leaning out for high-fives as she spun past. She moved from pole to pole, treating everyone—even Paige and Christo—to long, slow rotations, spreading her legs and proudly thrusting out her pert, cupped breasts.

“Woo!” she cried, landing lightly on her feet.

Christo dropped the music.

“Such appreciative men. You’re making me all horny.” She hooked her thumbs into her little pink panties like the lucky guy had done a minute earlier, pulling the waistband away from her hips. “Who wants to help me off with these?”

Hands shot up everywhere accompanied by a chorus of whoops and hell-yeahs.

“Anyone at all,” she called teasingly, slowly strutting the edge of the stage on the window-side before repeating with the men opposite. She released her panties and fingered the garter on her thigh. “C’mon guys, you wanna help a girl out?”

As one, the crowd of men sifted their pockets and thrust forth fisted bills, mostly fives and tens.

“That’s better.” She strutted the line again, eyeing the bills on offer. “Eeny…meeny…miny.” She trailed a finger over the varied offerings without taking any, circling toward the blond mustachioed man Christo had mentioned earlier. “Oooh, Mo!” As predicted, he was grinning confidently and holding out a hundred. “I do like a mo’. They make me all giggly.” She offered the man her garter and he slipped the folded bill into its elastic embrace.

Paige gulped. Was she about to watch her new friend have a stranger undress her? She tried to imagine herself in the same situation, so confident, in control, selling her nakedness to the highest bidder. The power would be intoxicating. She squeezed her legs together and gasped when she felt her pussy squelch. Good God, she was soaking—not from watching Lakshmi strip, which was probably making all the men hard, but from watching her tease and control them. The power! With a snap of her fingers, she could have any one of them on their knees eating her pussy. Paige had often wondered what it’d be like to have a man go down on her, his tongue tickling inside her, lips sucking her clit. She and Dane never had oral sex. It wasn’t so much an agreed abstinence; it was just that neither of them had ever initiated.

Lakshmi had lured Mustache to the edge of the stage where she laid back and raised her legs high. “Are you naughty or nice, Cowboy?”

Paige, too, was enjoying his cowboy shirt with rolled-up sleeves. She wished Lakshmi would do Cotton Eye Joe on his lap.

“Nice enough when the need arises, ma’am.”

“Ooh, so polite. I need a nice man to help me off with these. Do you remember the rules?”

“Yes, ma’am. No feel.”

“Only touch. Good boy.” She propped her feet up on his shoulders and locking eyes, lifted her backside off the stage.

Mustache’s gaze slid lower as if succumbing to gravity, past Lakshmi’s erect nipples to the little swatch of pink cupping her labia. He slid a finger beneath the waistband at each hip and flicked his eyes up to hers for reassurance at the touch. When she smiled and winked, he wriggled them down, slowly uncovering her smooth mound and drawing the thong free from between her cheeks.

Everybody was leaning forward in their seats. Paige included.

The pink lace peeled lower and then finally cleared her flawless, golden lips. Gasps all round and more than a few oh-yeahs.

The guy stripped them down her legs, taking care not to cop a feel, and then took them off when Lakshmi lifted her feet from his shoulders.

“Mmm,” she moaned, rolling her hips sensually. “Such a helpful man.” She bent her knees and laid her legs wide, giving Mustache a close-up of her wet and open center. She touched herself, then reached between her knees and stroked his mustache with a glistening finger. “You want a little wax for that, Cowboy?”

His nostrils flared, taking in her scent. The poor guy had run out of words.

Lakshmi beckoned him closer, curling her finger, luring him toward her open lips. “Only touch,” she purred. “Just a little tickle.”

The guy brought his mouth right to her pussy and stopped, waiting again for a final signal before he brushed her pussy with his mustache.

“That’s the way, baby,” she whispered into the mic. “Get it all wet.” Guiding his head, she stroked him up and down through her glistening slit till his bristles were sodden, loaded up with heady girl-scent.

“Jesus,” Paige whispered, scarcely able to blink. “What’s she doing?”

Christo snorted laughter. “Getting herself off, by the looks.”

It was true. It struck Paige all at once with crystal clarity. Lakshmi had cut through the courting rituals, relationship tension, sexual politics, and she’d reduced the seemingly intractable complexity of sex to two variables: opportunity and inclination.

Look, a guy. I feel horny. I think I shall rub my pussy in his face. Every single man in that room wanted to be that guy between her legs. In a heartbeat, any of them would bend her over the stage and fuck her brains out, yet not one dared make a move.

Paige touched herself through her little bikini. If Christo noticed, he made no sign, and even if he did then fuck it—she’d never been this aroused.

“Mmm, lovely,” Lakshmi moaned, taking the guy’s slick brush from between her legs. “Can you taste me?”

The cowboy licked his lip. “Uh-huh.”

“You want to give me a little thank-you kiss?” The guy made to rise, but Lakshmi stayed him with a hand. “Not on my mouth.” She spread herself wide, indicating her clit with one finger. “Right here.”

Christo held down a white intercom button. “Careful Sri.” His voice came through Paige’s headset, but she could tell it wasn’t going over the PA system.

Lakshmi sat a little straighter, blocking Paige’s view. “I’ve got this,” she murmured, too low for the men to hear over the music.

Mustache sank his face between her legs. All the men started cheering and pumping their fists, yelling for him to fucking eat her.

Do it. Paige was ashamed to even think it, but having seen Lakshmi go this far, now she wanted to watch her go all the way. She probably would, too—without a second thought, just let a stranger climb between her legs and stuff his dick inside. She was a dirty fucking cum-slut, and Paige was so envious she could hardly breathe.

“Is he doing it?” her voice broke as she said the words.

“Ask her yourself.” Christo held down the intercom button again.

Oh Jesus. She was live with Lakshmi, person-to-person with the slut-whore. She drew a shuddering breath. “I can’t see.”

Lakshmi dropped her shoulders, clearing Paige’s line of sight. The guy’s lips were on her pussy and everyone was still cheering. It wasn’t his mustache touching—this wasn’t a tickle, it was full, skin-on-skin third-base contact. Was he sucking her clit? Paige wanted to know every filthy detail. She wanted to experience the sensations vicariously through her friend, the exhilaration of lying back and flaunting her naked body to a room full of men, one of them with his face between her legs slurping on her clit.

“What’s he doing?” she whispered.

“Putting on a show,” Lakshmi replied under her breath. “Wanna join us?”

A kissing noise came through the headphones and the guy rose from between Lakshmi’s thighs. Christo released the intercom button.

“You’re a cheeky boy, Cowboy,” Lakshmi said, her voice loud and clear again. “Well-behaved, but cheeky.”

He’d tongued her clit. Must have. Right at the end. There was no evidence he’d done anything other than kiss her, but how long had he been down there? Ten seconds? Longer? Would he have missed that chance? Paige resolved she’d ask the second she came out.

Lakshmi put a foot on Mustache’s chest and kicked him gently back into his seat. She rose and strutted the stage, naked but for the bra and flashing her freshly eaten cunt to everybody. Her lips were so engorged, and glistening juices ran down her leg. What a goddess. She swung around a pole at arm’s length, letting her hair fly. “Hoo boy,” she cried. “You fellas have got me a little hot and bothered. I think I need to take a breather and cool down.”

“N-o-o-o-o!” The chorus of denial was unanimous.

“Maybe I could bring my new girl out. Keep you simmering.”

“Y-e-e-e-e-a-h!”

What did she say?

“She’s only a little slip of a thing. Just started dancing today.”

That dampened the men’s enthusiasm not at all. They cheered and clapped, chanting, “New. Girl! New. Girl!”

Lakshmi looked almost straight at Paige. “How about it, Jess?”

Paige glared back at her, shaking her head, forgetting for a moment they couldn’t see through the glass from in there.

The chant changed. “We. Want. Jess! We. Want. Jess!”

Christo turned to her as well. “Well, how about it, Jess?”

“I…I can’t. I’m not a…” What, slut?  “I don’t work here.”

“Don’t worry about it. If the boss lady’s okay with it, then no one’s gonna bust you.”

“We. Want. Jess!”

The men’s voices rung in her ears. Paige looked around the studio at all the crotches thick with erections. Adrenaline had turned her blood to ice and her nipples were so hard they ached.

“Sorry fellas,” Lakshmi said. “I think you’re stuck with little old me.”

“Jess, Jess, Jess!”

They wanted her. They didn’t even know what she looked like and they wanted her.

No feel. Only touch.

Paige stood.

Christo held down the intercom button. “Hold a sec, Sri.”

Moving as if in a dream, Paige went to the inner door and opened it. Before she went through, she turned back to Christo. “What if they don’t like me?”

“Of course they’ll like you, you’re fucking gorgeous. Go shake some ass.”

That hit her like a bomb. Christo’s crude certainty left her feeling giddy. She had no false modesty; she knew she was pretty—Dane said so often enough, and it was hard not to notice guys checking her out.

You’re fucking gorgeous.

The room swam back into focus. “Thank you.”

“Hang on.” Christo plucked a garter from the plastic crate at his feet and tossed it to her. “Put this on.”

It was a stripper’s garter—somewhere to put her tips when she’d taken off all her clothes. Paige put her foot through and slid it up her thigh. A weight lifted. She had the tiny bikini, she had the slutty, glittery makeup, and now she had the garter. It was the last piece in a jigsaw puzzle. Now she could be whatever she wanted. Christo had no idea she was a statistician, a wallflower; she was just another hottie with a tight ass.

“Wish me luck,” she said. “I’m going out to chop some wood.”

Christo laughed and gave her a get-outta-here wave. “Break a leg.”

Paige smiled confidently and reached for the door to pull it closed.

“Jess.” Christo flicked his eyes to her hand.

“What?”

“Jesus, girl. Wedding ring.”

Shit.

───Ξ───
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Working the Room

Don’t think about Dane. Don’t think about Dane.

Paige twisted off her wedding and engagement rings, slammed them down on Christo’s mixing desk, and quickly stepped back through the doorway into the vestibule joining the two rooms—all before the flush had time to rise in her cheeks.

Christo knew she was married. Lakshmi knew she was married. Would the men? In the mood lighting of the private room, would they see the tan line on her finger?

Give us a little feel, baby. I won’t tell your husband.

Christo’s voice came in over the top of the dance music. “Sorry for the delay, everyone, I was putting out a little fire in the sound booth because this lady is too H-O-T hot!”

What was she doing? She was a happily married woman. What if somebody recognized—?

“Please welcome her to the stage, for the first time anywhere, Heaven’s Above’s newest, hottest, sizzling young talent—it’s J-e-e-e-e-e-e-s-s.”

Shit-shit-shit.

The time for choices had passed, and she’d missed it. Once again, Paige channeled the arousal and thrill of watching Lakshmi perform, took a deep breath, and pushed the door open.

The lights hit her first, swirling, blinding, then the sound. Deep, pumping bass pounded her chest, making her breasts tingle.

Men yelled and cheered; they wolf-whistled and shook their fists. “Jess! Jess! Jess!”

Lakshmi was there, center stage, beaming a huge smile. Those huge dark eyes flashed and told her, Don’t worry, Babe—you’ve got this. She held out her arms, drawing Paige through the door.

Paige set her jaw and went to her new friend, stepping boldly, too afraid to release her gaze. Lakshmi caught her off-center, their breasts interlocking. Lakshmi’s right nipple tickled her sternum, and Paige realized too late she was embracing a naked woman.

“Follow my lead.”

The whisper carried as far as Paige’s ear and no further. She felt hands on her waist, her ass. Lakshmi’s hands. Not just touching, she was feeling, because fuck the rules, right? Lakshmi was a goddess and the rules don’t apply to goddesses.

Lakshmi turned them in slow circles, and a filmstrip of lust-filled male faces scrolled across Paige’s line of sight.

“Girl. On. Girl! Girl. On. Girl!”

Lakshmi’s nose touched hers, her breath hot on Paige’s lips. “Kiss me.”

How could she not? Paige’s lips parted and Lakshmi simply took her, gobbling her up like a tiger. Blood pounded in her ears. Lakshmi’s tongue entered her mouth, her taste strange and feminine, tinged with the gloss that lined her lips. She’d never kissed a woman like this, never known the pleasure…oh God, the pleasure.

She must have been dreaming, watching a movie, one in which two actresses succumbed to sapphic passion because this couldn’t be her. The Paige in this dream was a stranger, every bit the equal aggressor, accepting Lakshmi’s tongue and giving her own in return, twining her fingers through the other woman’s ebony hair, sliding down to cup her bare ass and press their bodies tight.

Lakshmi broke the kiss first. That whisper came again in Paige’s ear, “You’re a natural, sweetie.”

Paige pushed her glasses back up her nose and looked around at the men. They loved her, lusted for her. It was the same look she’d seen in Dane’s eyes the night of his brother’s wedding. Mitch and Sarah were a gorgeous couple and their nuptials had put Paige in an uncharacteristically horny mood. She’d come out of the hotel bathroom that night wearing a special bra and panties with a garter belt and stockings, and Dane had simply melted. He’d come around quickly enough, of course, and that night he’d just about nailed her to the bed. The third and last time, she’d woken with him spooning behind her, his unsheathed cock already pushing past her entrance. She hadn’t any idea he was taking her bareback until he finally gushed inside her. The excitement of his hot seed flooding her pussy sent her over the edge, and for the first time, she came without having to help herself out.

All that had started with a look, the same one she was getting now. Twenty men, and every one of them wanted to fuck her.

Lakshmi’s big black eyes appeared in front of hers. “Showtime, Jess. Grab a pole.”

They separated. Paige took the nearest pole and circled it slowly at arm’s length. Could they see her arousal? Her nipples were granite chips and her labia felt hot and engorged in the too-small bikini.

She climbed the pole, locking one leg as Lakshmi had shown her and executing a few turns. Some of the men were watching—even with the naked Indian goddess mirroring her movements on the other pole, some of the men were actually watching Paige. She caught their eye as she turned past, leaning back, letting her hair fly. A message passed between them in that moment—a tiny packet of analogue communication. They wanted her. They wanted to see her tits. They wanted to touch her as they’d touched Lakshmi (no feel, only touch)—her legs, her pussy if she’d let them. They wanted to lap at her cunt like the cowboy had done.

All of that was said in a single glance, a moment’s contact. And Paige’s response?

I know.

That’s all. I know. No shame, no denial, no hurrying past the building site, cheeks burning with embarrassment. They all wanted to fuck her and that was just fine—she’d dressed this way for them. She’d made herself up for them, and this—all this wanting—was her reward.

Lakshmi switched up the routine and Paige followed, laid back, hands free with legs scissoring the pole. Then another hold, this one with legs spread, and another sitting up like a pixie perched on an invisible branch with one leg folded beneath her and locked around the pole.

Paige caught herself glancing Lakshmi’s way with each rotation, chasing a glimpse between her parted legs. Lakshmi was so wet she glistened, and she was showing the guys everything—open cunt lips, swollen clit. Paige had never even seen herself in the mirror so exposed, much less another woman, and so the feeling of wicked excess it gave her was as unexpected as it was exciting.

She forced her concentration back on the job at hand, thrusting out her tits and ass and teasing the men with her almost naked body. Lakshmi synchronized their rotations to make the whole routine look more rehearsed, and the guys cheered them both, watching hungrily, their eyes completing the very meagre task of Paige’s undressing. Oh, if only they could see. The buzz between Paige’s thighs had become maddening; her clit felt as big as a grape, ripe and swollen, ready to split unless she could give it some relief.

When she slid down to the stage, Lakshmi followed, and the two women met in the middle once again and kissed—desperate, lustful bites that smeared their lipstick.

Hot breath tickled Paige’s ear. “Do you want to play?”

Their eyes locked, Lakshmi’s dark and sultry, and Paige could only imagine how hers must have looked. Panicked, most likely. “With you?” she tried to ask, although her voice wouldn’t work, forcing Lakshmi to lipread.

“With me, with them,” she said, again knowing the perfect volume to make herself heard only by Paige. “It’s your show, Jess. You make the rules.”

The image of Lakshmi confidently strutting through that forest of hungry reaching arms would stay with Paige for a lifetime. She could do it if she wanted—she couldn’t have earlier, but now… Oh yes, now indeed—she could be a goddess, just like Lakshmi, with a dozen men reaching for her at once, wanting her, stroking her bare legs, tugging at her bikini.

Touching between her legs.

“Jess?”

She’d drifted off for a second and had to blink Lakshmi back into focus. She licked her lips and smiled. “Them.”

“Stay in control.” Lakshmi’s eyes flashed in warning. “Do anything you like—they won’t care. Anything you don’t like, anything, you say ‘no’, hear me?”

Paige nodded quickly, so eager to begin she couldn’t form the words.

Lakshmi kissed her again and smacked her ass with a vibrant thwack, prompting a fresh cheer from the guys.

And then suddenly it was her moment of truth. Lakshmi had strutted off, fingering her garter and fielding fresh new hoots of lust and proffered dollars.

I can do this.

Paige stepped tentatively along the edge of the stage, smiling at the men, building her confidence, delaying the inevitable moment when she’d step within their reach.

Do anything you like.

Anything? Really? She’d never go all the way, but she sensed Lakshmi would let her if that’s what she wanted—let her get eaten, let her get fucked by a man who wasn’t her husband. Hell, why stop at one? Because judging by the looks in their eyes, every single one would line up in an orderly fashion for the opportunity to drill her.

Her cautious shuffle developed into a sashay—some might even call it a strut—with one hand on the curve of her hip and her butt swaying gently. Her monogamous life of twice-weekly missionary sex seemed distant and unreal, an echo of a memory. Like a butterfly emerging from her cocoon, Paige was unfurling her big, beautiful slut wings, and she couldn’t wait to take to the air.

She reached the end of the line and pirouetted, ostensibly showing off for the men, but she was secretly looking to Lakshmi for what to do next. Her stripper spirit-guide had a fresh ten-dollar bill in her garter and was busy mounting the lap of a new man, peeling off his shirt and touching her wet pussy down on the hard bulge in his jeans.

No help there.

Completing her turn, Paige returned her gaze to the men on her side of the room. The one on the end caught her eye and his smile broadened.

She smiled back, sultrily, she hoped. “Hi there…stranger.” Shit. Had she ever flirted in her life? She didn’t think so.

The guy swallowed visibly. “Hi.”

Jesus, he’s more nervous than I am. She stepped forward and propped one foot on his armrest, giving him a perfect close-up view between her legs. “What’s your name?”

“Um…Craig.”

Paige fingered the garter on her thigh. “You see anything you like, Craig?” She honestly had no idea what she was going to do if he tipped her. Show him her boobs? Her pussy? What would Dane say if he found out?

Craig’s eyes completed the least subtle tour of Paige’s breasts and crotch she’d ever endured. “Hell yeah.”

Two for jubblies, ten for twat. Paige didn’t need a UK dictionary to translate Rose’s mantra. Clearly Craig needed some encouragement. What if he offered her a fifty, like Mustache? Would she let him undress her, let him touch her?

There was only one way to find out.

She stepped up onto his armrests, her body swaying to the pounding music, and slowly lowered to her knees, spreading her legs wide over Craig’s lap. The bikini was so snug and she was so engorged, he could probably see her shape down there as though she were naked.

“Craig?” She kept her voice low. Intimate.

“Yeah?”

She looped a finger beneath the garter again, right at the inner thigh, close to where Craig’s eyes had come to rest. “I asked you a question.” She leaned forward, her lips at his ear. “Do you see anything you like?”

Craig got the message and rooted madly in his pocket, coming up with a one, which he slipped into Paige’s garter.

Sigh. Sorry Lakshmi, looks like I’m starting out in the bargain bin.

She hooked her thumbs into the halter straps of her bikini and stretched them, hoping the gesture looked sexier than it felt. She pulled the little triangles away from her chest, drawing Craig’s gaze to the dark shadows underneath that still concealed her nipples.

God in heaven I’m really gonna do this.

Puffing her chest out, Paige rolled her wrists and pulled the straps out and down, exposing herself to a man she’d never met. She looked down to see what he could see, trying to silence the inner critic who insisted she owed him change on the dollar for her modest A-cups.

She shimmied, making them wobble. “You like?” She rose on her knees, bringing them up to eye level.

Craig leaned in, his lips only inches away. “Yeah.”

She touched herself, flicking the stiff tips of her nipples, making them snap back to attention. Catching his gaze over the tops of her glasses, she purred, “You want some more?”

“Oh yeah.”

Paige rocked back onto her toes and stood up on the armrests, tucking her breasts away again. “Then go find an ATM, lover.” And pushing her glasses back up with her middle finger, she stepped over him to the next seat.

The other guys all cheered and thrust forward their own offerings, none of them smaller than a two. She stepped over one man, then a second, ignoring their rowdy ardor for a moment; after her first striptease—admittedly only a one-dollar flash—her inner-performer demanded she build up some more audience tension. Bending over double, she grasped the armrests either side of the next guy and executed a slow cartwheel—

“Whoa…!”

—showing off her sleek upper-body musculature to a couple of very surprised but appreciative guys in the seats beneath her.

The intensity clicked up a notch on Paige’s side of the room. There was a palpable buzz as hands reached to touch her, playing over her bare thighs, none quite bold enough to venture higher.

The guy she now stood over was holding a five. Perfect. She wasn’t sure she could offer what a higher denomination might buy. Finger in the garter, in went the five-spot—Paige was getting good at this.

“What’s your name, sailor?” The guy had a neat crew-cut and tight T-shirt that put her in mind of sexy marines and navy officers on NCIS.

“B-B-… uh, John.”

Paige couldn’t suppress the smile. She smoothed her hands over his shoulders and squeezed his deltoids. Leaning close, she asked in a whisper, “Did you just give me a fake name, John?”

‘John’ coughed. “Uh…”

“I’ll let you in on a little secret. Jess isn’t my real name either.”

John licked his lips and tried not to stare at Paige’s breasts. “I like Jess.”

She blushed, flattered. “Is that so?” She cupped her breasts and tried to soothe the stony peaks spoiling the smooth lines of her bikini before she let him take it off.

John’s eyes couldn’t take it anymore, and they gravitated down to watch her play with herself.

She touched beneath his chin, drawing his gaze back up. “What else do you like, handsome? Do you like girls with big boobs?”

John’s eyes flashed—“Yeah!”—and he’d begun nodding vigorous agreement before realizing he’d stumbled into a trap. “I mean, yeah, but not as much as sm—” He blinked, resetting quickly. “I mean, not so big ones.”

“I don’t mind if you call them small.” Paige’s voice had dropped to a whisper. “Some guys think small boobs are cute.”

“Yeah?” John seemed every bit as new to this game as Paige.

She pulled away the cups, baring herself for the second time in as many minutes. “Are you one of them?” Her tongue was almost in his ear. “Do you like my little boobs?”

“Yeah. A lot.” He was back on surer ground now.

She rubbed her soft cheek against his bristly one. “John?”

“What?”

She tucked her breasts back into the bikini. “I want you to reach around and untie my top.” She leaned into his chest and let him put his arms around her. The tight skin of his biceps brushed her arms; it was skin-on-skin contact, innocent and non-sexual, but his warmth set off an electric charge that made her tummy flutter. Heat and sexual tension washed off him in waves, making her dizzy. She could smell his masculine musk and it reminded her of cuddling with Dane after sex.

The knot came loose, and she felt the little triangles gape at the bottom.

“Now the top one,” she breathed in his ear. “You’ll have to feel around beneath my hair.”

John fumbled at her nape for a moment before the knot parted and the little top fell in his lap.

Paige leaned back, covering her breasts with a hand-bra to draw John’s five-dollars-worth out a little longer. She bounced them with her fingers, both together, then alternating, watching his rapt expression with suppressed glee. The nerves, the reluctance, they were mostly gone now, swept away by the heady rush of lustful, biddable men she could tease and play with.

Still covering herself, she held her breasts apart, indicating with her finger a spot right in the middle. “Do you have a little kiss for me?”

When John leaned in to kiss her there, Paige removed her hand-bra and wrapped her arms around his head, pressing her breasts into his stubbly cheeks. She held him like that, imprisoned, while the other guys went wild, releasing him only when—

Ewww!

—she felt his tongue snake out and lick her chest. “Cheeky boy.” Paige was a little grossed out. She was with the program though—the Sluts Anonymous program—so she rolled with it. She thumbed the wet mark between her breasts and wiped it on John’s lips, however he escalated and used the opportunity to kiss and gently bite her fingers.

Hey, who’s in charge here, Bucko?

Taking control again, Paige smooshed his lips with her thumb and forefinger, rubbing over his teeth and inside his cheeks, making as big a mess on him as on herself. Then, using her sodden fingers, she wet both her nipples.

The men either side leaned closer; all the others clapped, cheering euphorically when Paige took John by the ears and made him blow on her wet-tipped breasts, bringing the areolas out in goosebumps and raising the nipples once again to stiff, rubbery peaks.

Ding! A mental bell went off for Paige—like a parking meter. Time Expired. John’s five bucks was spent.

She rose again onto the armrests and strutted to the end of the row and back (no sashaying this time), pushing through the forest of reaching arms. The men touched her. Everywhere! Her feet, her legs. Hands cupped her ass, plucked at her bikini, and more than a few brushed her poor throbbing pussy. She was ripe and open beneath the little scrap of metallic-red Lycra, and if Dane had been there, she’d have set on him like a pack of rabid hyenas. Safe-sex be damned; she was a dirty, dirty slut and wanted him bareback inside her, filling her with cream.

She chose a new mark, an older guy who sported some handsome smile lines, and a little more salt than pepper in his hair. He was holding up ten dollars.

Ten for pussy, not a penny less.

That didn’t mean she had to show him her pussy, of course. She could simply take the money and give him a little play like she’d done with John.

Hoping for inspiration, she looked over her shoulder at Lakshmi who was sitting on a guy’s lap, helping him feed a giant double-ended dildo into her pussy.

Jesus, where’d she pull that thing from?

Her whole body tingled watching the thick toy disappear between Lakshmi’s legs. And the way the guy held it in his fist, like a dagger… Her own pussy clenched jealously.

She turned back to the older guy and knelt on his armrests. “Hi, I’m Jess.” She gave him a sexy smile and stretched her garter. “I’ll be your stripper today. Drinks are available at the bar, and the special today is me.”

The guy laughed honestly at her bawdy wit as he slid the ten into place. “I’ll be havin’ the special, then.”

Irish accent. Cute. “What’s your name, Irish?”

“It’d be Patrick.”

“Ha! Of course it would.” She threw her head back and laughed, drawing his eyes to her wobbling breasts. “To be sure, to be sure.” Her Irish accent was awful.

“Honest it is. On me sainted Mam’s grave.”

Paige got her smile under control. “I believe you.” She cupped her breasts, swaying sinuously to the music. “Tell me then, Patrick, what does a generous Irish gent like yourself expect for his ten bucks?” She was hoping to put the ball in his court. That way it wouldn’t be her fault when she found herself stark naked in a room full of strange men.

“Well I’ll stop ye right there, because a proper Irishman is no gentleman.”

Paige returned his cheeky smile and giggled. “My apologies.”

“I’ll not lie to ye—I was hopin’ for some pussy, but it’s been a fair spell since a lass like yourself dropped in me lap, and at my age I’ll take what I’m bloody given.”

Paige liked Patrick a lot. He was funny, and the years had delivered a distinguished look that suited him nicely. She felt inclined to reward him. “So would you like a peek?”

“I reckon I might.”

Paige giggled again, amused by his Irish understatement. “Well,” she said, arching her brows, “why don’t you?” She rose onto her knees, bringing her hips up close to his chest.

Patrick crowded both hands up between their bodies, pointing at Paige’s bikini bottoms with his index fingers. “In here?”

“That’s where I keep it.”

Tentatively, as though he might be reprimanded at any moment, he touched his fingers to the elasticated waistband. He flicked his eyes up to Paige’s, and when she tipped him a knowing wink, he pulled the elastic out a couple of inches and let his gaze turn southward to reap the spoils. “Gads, lass, that’s a fine one.”

The guys either side leaned in close.

“Do you think so?” She’d never felt self-conscious about her light-brown bush, which she kept tidily trimmed, but seeing Lakshmi’s cleanshaven mound today had left her wondering. Was that what guys preferred?

“Aye, if it were mine, I’d have it stuffed and mounted on me chin.”

“That,” she said, slapping his hands away playfully, “would cost you more than ten dollars.”

“And worth every penny, I’d grant ye.”

She preened at the compliment, goosebumps pricking her breasts. For having endured a panty-check and a crude innuendo from a strange man, she felt remarkably unviolated. Slut-power was so goddamned liberating. Under normal circumstances, a semi-accidental boob-nudge in a crowded elevator would be enough to send her cringing away with a case of the shivers.

“Hold out your hand,” she said.

He did so, holding it flat between them, as though he might get his ten dollars back.

“Like this.” She tilted it ninety degrees, so it was more like a handshake offering. “Lower…”

He lowered it to be level with her bikini.

“Lower…”

Perhaps sensing her intention, he moved it between her legs.

“Hold it right there.” She moved herself onto him, simply brushing him for the first touch, seeing how he’d react.

He didn’t even flinch; he just held his hand out patiently, waiting perhaps to see if she’d continue.

Paige touched down more firmly on his index finger, enough that he could feel how soft she was down there, soft and hot.

“This is new,” he said, his low voice almost drowned out by the guys around them, who were all leaning in for a closer look.

She gripped his shoulders, bracing, and slowly rode his outstretched hand. Up and down like a dime store pony, she plowed her own seam, finding her clit with his knuckle and grinding herself with short thrusts of her hips, trying not to moan but instead releasing desperate, muted whimpers, which was maybe worse.

“Patrick, will you do something for me?”

“What is it, lass?” His voice was thick with undiluted wonder. “Can ye not see I’ve got me hands full?”

“Take another look inside.”

Patrick shot her a look she interpreted as something akin to, Are ye feckin’ serious?

Paige’s moan suggested she was indeed serious.

Using the free hand not in her pussy, he pulled open her bikini again and they both peeked inside. “Jaysus Christ.”

A finger-sized bulge in the Lycra was buried between her swollen lips, spreading them wide and exposing her proud, pink clit. Her juices had matted the hair around her pussy and pooled to stain the inner lining of the bikini. They were probably also leaking through onto Patrick’s finger.

Paige leaned down to whisper in his ear. “Give me a little…”

He wiggled his fingertip, burrowing it into her opening.

Paige melted. Delicious heat erupted deep in her pussy. “Oh yes. Do that some…”

He did. The man was a human Swiss Army knife. With a single finger, he filled her slit, ground her clit, and diddled her tingling, weeping hole with the tip.

Paige’s knees collapsed inward, and she dropped from the armrests into his lap. Quivering and helpless, she clung to Patrick’s neck with both arms, crushing his face into her bare breasts. She had no idea what was happening; she’d never reacted so strongly to foreplay, but then, she’d never been so goddamned horny before beginning, either. Her body flushed hot and cold while sparks ignited her pussy and fanned a roaring flame in her core.

She was coming.

Oh no! God, the humiliation, mounting a man in a room full of strangers, and letting him diddle her to a quivering orgasm. “Don’t.” Her voice was a tiny squeak in the nest of his salt and pepper hair. “You’re going to make me…” Her glasses fogged. The pounding music receded. She smelled red wine and wood shavings in his hair, and beneath her fingers, she felt the muscles of his right shoulder stretch and contract as he carried her toward the edge. It was way too late to step back now, and even if it wasn’t, it was way, way too good. “Oh God,” she whimpered. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. And a moment later, he sent her tripping gaily over the precipice of orgasm—“Yes! God, yes!”—floating, flying, riding the euphoric wave of climax with a stranger’s finger in her cunt and his face buried in her tits. The room spun. Cheering men and club music all blurred into white noise. Her whole body thrummed and sang, tingling, peaking, and then gently drifting while her senses one by one came back online.

“Are ye right, lass?”

“Yes.” Paige pumped his hand slowly, mauling her sodden cunt lips while she came down. “Yes,” she sighed again, releasing his head. “I’m… Yes.” She dismounted and perched happily in his lap, wondering whether her legs would still carry her.

Patrick plucked the fisted bills from his companions on either side and tucked them into Paige’s garter. One of them looked like a twenty. “There ye go, girlie. I reckon ye’ve earned that.”

Paige leaned forward and kissed his forehead. “Thank you.”

“I reckon it’s us ought to be thanking you.” He glanced at the reluctant donors to his right and left, who were nodding distantly with half-stunned expressions. “I’ve been in a few of these places and not seen many shows to top yours.”

Paige straightened her crooked glasses and grasped the armrests, preparing to rise.

Patrick quickly fished out a fresh five-dollar bill. “Before ye leave me…” He slipped the bill into her garter. It was getting quite full.

Paige raised a questioning brow. What could he want for five dollars that he hadn’t got already?

He held up both hands, the palms lined and callused with age and work. “Would ye mind if I felt your—”

Paige’s hands went instinctively to cover her breasts.

Patrick laughed. “No, lass, but I don’t blame ye.” He touched a fingertip to her arm. “Your muscles. Ye’re built like Xena’s wee ginger mate on Warrior Princess. Or are ye too young to remember her?”

“Really?” Paige blushed. She’d watched Xena and Gabrielle as a teenager and was thrilled by the comparison. Warrior Princess had been her first memory of becoming body-conscious. Instead of reading women’s magazines or watching America’s Next Top Model, she’d always coveted Gabrielle’s toned abs and smoothly chiseled biceps.

“I’m sorry, love,” Patrick said, smiling and shaking his head. “I never meant to embarrass ye. It’s a good thing, I assure ye—she’s a proper sexy lass.”

Paige’s blush drained away, leaving a warm tingle. “Be my guest.” She released her breasts and struck a pose, flexing her arms and shoulders for him.

Patrick grinned like a little boy opening Christmas presents. He touched across her shoulders, just with his fingertips, and traced into the little valleys that defined the edges of her biceps. “Absolutely gorgeous.”

Paige puffed herself up, popping her pectorals, lifting her abdominals to make them bulge like a six-pack. “Go on, then. Have a proper feel.”

A couple of other guys reached over.

“Not you two!” she growled.

Patrick’s eyes shone. He smoothed his hands over Paige’s biceps, circling them as best he could with his fingers, squeezing lightly. He shaped them back toward her underarms and down the sides of her chest, thumbs brushing her side-boob, to her trim waist where he simply held her, doing nothing more than basking in her fine physique.

Paige relaxed her pose and placed her hands over his.

“You are one sexy lady,” Patrick said. He touched the pale webbing around her ring finger. “A fella would be right lucky to have a girl like you.”

Paige didn’t even blush this time. Cheating? This wasn’t cheating. She didn’t love these men. They gave her something Dane couldn’t—their unsated lust. Dane’s lust would never go unsated.

“And you, sir,” she said, sliding Patrick’s hands up her belly to cup her breasts, “even though you deny it, are a gentleman.” She flexed her pectorals to make her nipples jump, coaxing a spontaneous laugh from him. “I hope I dance for you again.”

Patrick winked. “I’ll be watching for ye.”

Taking his hands from her breasts, Paige sniffed the right one. It was ripe with her own musk. She pushed back off his lap and stepped onto the stage. “Think about me tonight?” That’s what men did after visiting a strip club, didn’t they? They went home to masturbate.

“I’m old, but I’m not senile. I’ll remember ye for a good while.”

Yep, he was going to jerk off thinking about her. Some of the others would, too. She was wank-fodder. She looked down the row of hungry eyes. A few hours from now, half a dozen of them would be squirting their wads into tissues, imagining they were filling Paige’s cunt instead.

She loved that idea. She only wished they’d get their cocks out and do it now, spraying their rich seed all over her body instead of wasting it in a Kleenex. Make a proper slut of her.

“Gah!” A touch between her legs, something hard and tapered, made her jump and spin around. It was Lakshmi goosing her with the tip of her big double-dildo.

Lakshmi pulled her close.

Their breasts touched, but this time the contact barely registered. Not unwelcome, not erotic, just part and parcel of stripping with your gal-pal.

“You were having some fun, I see.” She touched the wet gusset of Paige’s bikini.

“I never planned to—”

“Don’t explain.” She kissed Paige’s lips. “So long as you’re enjoying yourself.”

Paige grinned. “I did… I mean, I am.”

“Time for a big finale.” Lakshmi’s plump red lips curled up into a smile. “Will you help finish me off with Big Ben?” She slapped the giant toy against Paige’s thigh. It swayed menacingly on its fat, flexible shaft.

She wants me to fuck her? With that thing?

Paige’s first reaction was a mild pang of jealousy. Her orgasm with Patrick had done nothing to sate her own need, and it would be hours before she got home and could satisfy herself. Dane was away at a tech trade show, so she’d have to look after business on her own.

She touched the big black cock. It was hard, with a pliable outer coating, just like a real one. What if Lakshmi fucked her with it? They exchanged a glance. Could the other woman see the hunger in her eyes? There was no way to tell. “How?” she asked finally. “I mean… you know, I know how, but what do you want me to do?”

She thrust the big double-cock into Paige’s hand. Jesus, it was thick—much thicker than Dane. “Simple,” Lakshmi said. “I lie down, you fuck me. Make a show of it, though. I’ve got a reputation to live up to, and I won’t even fake it for a half-assed pussy-poke.”

Paige took the dildo from her, dazed again for maybe the fifth time that afternoon. Lakshmi wanted to come, wanted Paige to make her come, live on stage in a roomful of men. She licked her lips and gripped the dildo tight around the middle. “Okay.”

“And get these things off.” Lakshmi tugged at the knots on Paige’s hips, pulling away her metallic-red bikini like a bullfighter’s cape.

Paige tried not to flinch, and she only gave the briefest jerk before overcoming the urge to cover herself. She was naked. Completely au naturel, in the raw, stark naked. Twenty men could see her bare ass, her trimmed blond-brown pubes. Was she still wet down there from her tryst with Patrick? It was hard to keep thinking of herself as a pretend stripper now that final line had been crossed. And it was Lakshmi, her new salad munching friend, who’d literally torn away the final veil and exposed the true slut who’d been hiding within.

“So,” she said, giving Lakshmi a steely glare. “You want me to fuck you, do you? Put on a show?”

“Yes.” Lakshmi’s lips curled up at the corners, perhaps sensing something exciting, the thrill of the unexpected. “I’d like that a lot.”

Paige held up her giant dildo. “To the bat-poles, Robin.”

───Ξ───
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Make Me Your Slut

Paige tucked the big dildo under her arm, spun once around the nearest pole, and launched herself upward, catching her weight with a knee hook. She leaned out, turning slowly, and saw Lakshmi copying her moves on the opposite pole. She took the dildo and raised it like a saber, reaching out and thrusting at Lakshmi, who grabbed the opposite end as she turned past and took it from her.

Paige propped into a scissor sit before realizing she was naked and aroused, and her pussy had no purchase on the pole. She arrested her fall before plummeting to the stage and hauled herself back up using upper-body strength alone. She reached out again to Lakshmi, who slapped the dildo into her open hand like a relay baton.

It’s wet!

Lakshmi had been fucking herself with it…while she was up the freaking pole!

Paige could scarcely believe it. She was tempted to sniff it, but the slippery warmth against her palm told her all she needed to know.

She smiled inwardly. Right. That’s how it’s going to be, is it? She was being goaded, and dammit, it was working. Paige tucked the toy back under her arm and flipped to a one-handed stag spin, allowing her to open her legs and brace one foot against the opposite knee, then she brought the dildo to bear between them.

Lakshmi watched from the other pole, her eyes shining.

Could she even do this? Strength wasn’t a factor; she could hang there all day. Jesus, though, the thing was huge—much thicker than any man she’d been with, and she hadn’t used a toy since she’d moved in with Dane (a sacrifice to monogamy which she was coming to understand had been short-sighted).

Still spinning slowly, she squeezed the fat cockhead tighter between her lips.

Nope. Not going to happen.

The thing felt like a fucking telephone pole. In a good way, to be sure—just the idea of being fucked by such a prodigious cock, being reamed, sent a flutter of nervous excitement through her tummy and thighs. Contrary to popular perceptions of childbirth, however, there was only so wide a pussy could stretch.

The men roared, especially the ones Paige had been entertaining a minute earlier. They cheered for her, “Go. Jess! Go. Jess!” and “Take. It. All!”

Her confidence surged along with her desire to please them. Oh, how she longed to be taken by a big, black cock like this one—at least in her imagination. She spun the toy in her hand like a majorette baton, taking care to note which end was slick with Lakshmi’s juices, and tried again, holding it further down this time, a few inches from the tip.

Once again, she squeezed the heart-shaped cockhead into her opening, raising the intensity of the men’s cheering another notch. She wanted to do this. For them, yes; she wanted them to witness the big dick stretching her, but she wanted it for herself as well. Their adulation, their lust, that was what she craved. Every one of them was watching jealously, imagining his own cock pressing at Paige’s tight center, anticipating the moment he’d enter her and sink lovingly into her clinging wet sheath.

She found a better angle, pushed her hips forward, and suddenly she was yielding. It’s going in! Stretching, burning, her tight entrance slowly succumbed to pressure, and like a greedy snake on its prey, her pussy began the eye-watering task of ingesting the giant black rubber cock.

“Leave some for me, won’t you babe?”

It was Lakshmi. She’d dismounted and was clapping along with the men, cheering her slutty, dildo-fucking companion.

Suddenly self-conscious, Paige relaxed her grip on the pole and spun down to the floor, but before she could extract the toy, Lakshmi had embraced her and placed her hand over Paige’s, adding further pressure to keep the fat tip wedged in her cunt.

“Sweetie,” she whispered in Paige’s ear. “Let me help you.” She cradled Paige in one arm and dipped her like a ballroom dancer, lowering her gently to the floor.

The crowd took up their old chant from when Paige had entered. “Girl. On. Girl! Girl. On. Girl!”

Paige stared up into Lakshmi’s eyes. “What’s happening?” she mouthed.

“They want me to finish you.” She held Paige in a lover’s embrace, waiting for an answer to the unspoken question.

Lakshmi was going to fuck her with the toy. With twenty pairs of eyes on them, Paige was about to experience her first taste of lesbian sex.

“Yes.”

Lakshmi beamed. “Yes?”

Adulteress. Slut. Dyke. Was there no end to her degradation? And yet she felt no shame. Paige had ceased caring about being judged, about the men watching, leering, thinking she was a slut. None of them knew her, and there was a certain power in that. They didn’t know the real Paige, didn’t know she had a job, a family, and a husband she loved—to them she was just a sweet piece of pink meat, something pretty to watch and jerk off to later.

“Yes,” Paige said, wetting her lips. “Fuck me.”

Lakshmi leaned down and gave her a kiss. “As you wish.”

Paige couldn’t remember the movie she’d lifted that from, only the moment, which not unlike this one had been thick with sexual tension.

“Lift your leg.” Lakshmi rolled her onto her side and hoisted Paige’s leg over her shoulder, exposing her stretched, dildo-speared cunt to the entire room.

Paige tried to feel ashamed of herself, of these base, carnal needs, but she couldn’t. All she craved was the visceral thrill of this beautiful woman reaming her with a fat, fat cock.

Lakshmi pushed it deeper, stealing Paige’s breath. God, she could feel it all the way in there, stretching not only her opening but her tender insides as well. She rocked her hips, hunting a more comfortable angle, but there was no relief from the sweet torture. Trapped, pinned like a bug, Paige had never dreamed a big cock like this could be so…oh God, so satisfying.

And then Lakshmi began easing it in and out.

“Oh my G-o-o-o-o-d.” Paige groaned out the inexpressible, burning ecstasy of being pulled inside-out. Her clinging, slurping lips resisted all attempts by Lakshmi to extract their new toy. Paige wasn’t even squeezing—she felt if she did, the fat invader between her legs would collapse like a black hole under its own gravity, and she’d spontaneously go supernova, coming all over the stage in a torrential flood.

In and out. In and out. Lakshmi fucked her with metronomic precision, mesmerizing the audience with her giant disappearing dildo. She nodded at the closest men and stretched Paige’s garter. “You guys wanna help?”

WHAT?

The breath froze in Paige’s chest, and this time her pussy really did clamp down like a vice.

The two guys leapt from their chairs, madly rooting in their wallets. The faster one reached to stuff a ten in Paige’s garter before Lakshmi stopped him.

“This game’s for grown-ups, sweetie. Jacksons and up to play.”

The guy behind him had a twenty which he eagerly tucked into the garter.

Paige’s mind spun—she had seventy or eighty bucks strapped to her thigh.

Lakshmi motioned him to sit on the edge of the stage, and like a master showing her pupil the finer points of pool, she spooned her body around his and helped him guide the dildo.

“Gently,” she said, clasping her hand over the top of his. “Remember, she’s not a blocked drain.”

Paige watched boggle-eyed while the guy fucked her with the big toy. His rhythm was different, his touch—maybe it was her imagination, but his technique felt so much more masculine than Lakshmi’s.

Lakshmi released his hand and let him go solo.

“Oh God. Yes!” Paige arched back and pushed down on the thrusting toy. In every way that mattered, a stranger was fucking her with a big black dick, and it sent her insides into a turmoil of erotic yearning. She locked eyes with the guy. “Fuck me,” she growled. “Give it to me. Hard!”

Lakshmi quickly grabbed his hand again and together they found a new rhythm, plumbing Paige’s yearning hole, driving the big cock deeper than she’d ever had a man, deeper than she knew she could take.

“Oh! Oh!” Paige cried out in time with the thrusts, taking shallow gasps in the moments when the giant tool left room inside her to breathe.

“Okay, handsome,” Lakshmi said, taking over and moving the guy along. “We can’t let you have all the fun.”

Five more guys fucked her. Five more twenties, five more raging, unsatisfied erections trapped behind too-tight denim. Big manly hands reamed her, pumped her full of cock, and Paige let them. She teased them, moaned for them, called them ‘baby’ and pretended to come for them. She hadn’t faked an orgasm since college, and the look on the guys’ faces when they sent her spinning again into climax was almost as good as the real thing.

“Jess?”

Paige still wasn’t accustomed to her stage-name and missed the cue at first, gazing off into an imaginary queue of well-hung studs waiting to fuck her.

“Jess!”

She blinked at Lakshmi. “Huh?”

“We need to wrap it up, sweetie. You wanna do me?”

“One more?” Paige tried not to sound like a spoiled child. “Please?”

“One?” Lakshmi gave a motherly sigh.

Paige grinned indulgently. She was close, and if the last guy did her good and hard (and deep, don’t forget deep) she felt sure she’d get the second release she desperately craved.

“Fine.” Lakshmi plucked Mustache’s fifty from her own garter and stuffed it into Paige’s.

Paige shook her head. “But that’s yours.”

“Now it’s yours.” She straddled Paige’s thigh and edged closer, scissoring their legs. Then with the guys cheering in the background, she brought the free end of the double-dildo to her own pussy and slipped the head inside.

Lakshmi? Lakshmi, what the fuck are you doing? This wasn’t make-believe anymore. It wasn’t kissing or touching breasts, and it wasn’t her new friend using her hand on the dildo. It was—

Lakshmi shimmied her hips, stretching to find the best angle, and then slid her body slowly onto the massive rubber bollard wedged in Paige’s pussy.

Wait! I’m not ready.

Lakshmi’s smooth, shaven lips gobbled up the big cock.

“GIRL ON GIRL! GIRL ON GIRL!”

The giant black shaft, well over a foot long shared between the two of them, was rapidly disappearing. Two inches left. One inch. Then with a thrust and a satisfied, guttural sigh, Lakshmi pressed her pussy into Paige’s.

Paige’s vision swam. The room spun. Oh Toto, I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore. She tried to focus on her breathing. Her world had shrunk down to two things, the heavy strain of the big cock stretching her insides, and the feathery kiss of Lakshmi’s pussy lips against her own.

Does this mean I’m a lesbian? I don’t know whether I want to be a lesbian.

Nothing made sense, not a single thing since lunch. The excitement, the heat, the allure of play-acting, of pretending she was a slut—none of it was Paige, and yet all of it was. Even the part of her fucking another woman, because as much as she railed against the idea, already her body was responding sensuously, undulating, receiving Lakshmi’s wet heat and responding in turn.

Guys crowded the stage.

“Fuck her!”

“Finish her!”

That fire inside her kindled once again. Paige groaned, wallowing in the bottomless pool of this fresh new discovery. Scissor sex. Who’d have thought? It felt oh-so good, slippery and soft, a perfect partnership of sizzling feminine lust.

Their spread cunt lips slurped together, squashing, mashing, peeling back and grinding Paige’s clit. The fat, monster cock joined them at the core, too big to maneuver, forcing them to work together. Taking up a push-me pull-you rhythm, Paige rocked the big toy deeper into Lakshmi only to have it lurch back—“Oh, Christ!”—and throb against her cervix a moment later.

It was too big, too extreme. Her senses overloaded, and a fresh orgasm began tingling at that sensitive innermost point where Lakshmi teased her with the toy.

Anticipating a finale, some guys had their cocks out. Big ones, curved ones, cut and uncut. There was even a black one.

Paige reeled. When did striptease become something more than a girl taking her clothes off? Jesus Christ, this wasn’t a strip club, it was some kind of freaking sex club.

Lakshmi took it all in her stride, beckoning a guy closer and clutching his balls in an underhand grip while he jerked off. She offered him her garter and he put another twenty in there, whereupon she launched a fresh, frenzied attack on Paige’s pussy, gasping, thrusting, having to steady her own lolling breasts with her free hand. And then faster than Paige could process the information, the guy cried out and came. Lakshmi steered him by the ball-sack as he erupted, guiding his spurting stream to spray across her breasts.

What just happened? Paige gaped at the hot mess running down Lakshmi’s tits. What the fuck just happened?

Lakshmi pushed the guy away and another rushed forth with a twenty for her overstuffed garter. She took him by the balls like the last one, directing his manhood toward her cum-spattered tits.

“Not there,” the guy said. He nodded at the wet weld that joined the two women. “There.”

No. Paige shook her head, not in denial, but in disbelief. This guy didn’t even know her, and he wanted to come on her pussy.

Lakshmi caught her gaze, asking the unspoken question.

How could she say yes? With a husband to go home to, with her normal life and normal job, how could she allow a stranger in a strip club to come all over her bush? Paige opened her mouth to say “don’t”, but it was Jess’s voice that came out.

“Do it.”

Surprise flashed across Lakshmi’s eyes. Perhaps a hint of sisterly pride as well. She touched Paige’s garter and silently dared the guy not to double his ante to come on them both. He paid, he wanked. Lakshmi held him by the balls as she had the last one but bade him to aim lower. She redoubled her efforts fucking Paige, tummy muscles flexing as she squeezed the dildo and squirmed it around in Paige’s nethers.

Paige met the increased pace, thrusting back, building her release closer and closer to critical mass. Slivers of black rubber were all that showed between their kissing pussies as their thrusting became more frenzied, each trying to push the cock further into the other.

“Aw, fuck!” The guy groaned, jerking off faster, leaning closer. “You fucking horny sluts.”

I’m not your slut. The thought barely had time to register in Paige’s consciousness before it was washed away by images of her discarded wedding ring in the sound booth, of Patrick’s finger in her pussy and his face between her breasts.

She was this guy’s slut—bought and paid for. She was Patrick’s slut, and John’s, and Craig’s. She was naked beneath a spotlight being fucked by a woman she’d met at lunchtime, a woman dripping cum from her breasts onto Paige’s tummy.

Paige was everybody’s slut.

She held out her hands to either side, finding guys who had their cocks out and beckoning to them with her eyes. Make me your slut, too!

Suddenly cocks were everywhere. Fresh bills were being stuffed into garters. Paige didn’t see what denominations, but Lakshmi did. She watched everything. A ball-sack landed in Paige’s right hand and a thick, heaving cock in the left, but Lakshmi slapped that one away.

Other guys stood over her, one coming already in unimpressive dribbles that dolloped on her belly. The guy Lakshmi was holding came too, pumping pearly jizz over her naked mound and creaming Paige’s light-brown thatch.

Lakshmi pushed in at the hips, leaning her shoulders back. She was coming—or if she wasn’t, she was a better actress than Paige because goosebumps pricked all over her chest and arms and her lip quivered as she rode out the climax.

That was all Paige needed. Her own climax sparked. A single prick of ecstasy deep inside ignited her, then heat bloomed and burst forth, suffusing her body in a pink, tingling glow. Her cunt spasmed, clamping down on the dildo. Her core reverberated with exquisite pain, that of battered muscles taxed to the limit by a fat, unyielding cock.

More cum sprayed. She had balls in both hands, simultaneously lifting, heaving, then finally releasing, emptying their potent loads over her quivering, climaxing body. Fat ropes of spunk sprayed her tits, filled her belly button. Cum spattered her union with Lakshmi from at least two directions, matting her pubes with the combined spend of more guys than she could identify.

Paige rode the euphoric wave, savoring the physical and emotional release as she squeezed her men-in-hand dry. She was coated, almost drowning in cum. Off-white, translucent, pearly white—through the different consistencies, she could literally see how many men had used her as a cum dump. Lakshmi was equally riddled with creamy friendly-fire—on her tummy, her breasts, even some in her hair.

With a wave of her hand, Lakshmi pushed the guys back and eased herself off the giant dildo. Pulling hard, she slurped it free of Paige as well and then helped her to her feet.

They held each other and kissed again, and as the house lights brightened and the music dropped, Christo’s voice came in over the PA. “Gentlemen, thank you for your generosity. You’re all very welcome to come again in the Lotus Room. Please put your hands together for a couple of superstars… Sri!”

Lakshmi broke their kiss, and holding Paige’s hand, she turned and bowed to the applause before guiding them back toward the staff exit.

“And our new cadet, tell her how much you loved her, everybody. Jess!”

The guys went crazy, cheering and clapping, smiling and gazing adoringly at Paige’s cum-spattered body.

Paige took her bow. Half the audience were obscured, and she realized distantly she had spunk on her glasses. Was there any on her face? She must look a goddamn mess. This would be the parting image these guys remembered—naked, spent, and bathed head to toe in cum. It was even trickling down her legs. What if one of them worked in her building? Or worse, what if they knew Dane?

Hey dude, guess what I did Friday afternoon? Your fuckin’ wife. Ha ha.

Lakshmi backed her through the door and into the darkness of the vestibule adjoining the sound booth. She took Paige in her arms, crushing their soiled bodies together, smooshing and combining their countless semen samples.

The tender contact brought all Paige’s risk and reward anxiety to a head and filled her eyes with tears. She clutched Lakshmi tight, holding on like a drowning woman while the emotions bubbled forth. They stood like that for a minute or two, neither saying a word.

“Are you okay?”

Paige sniffed and nodded. “I’m not really crying.” Which was a stupid thing to say, but Lakshmi seemed to understand.

“You were amazing, you know that?”

“It was…so crazy.”

“It was. I didn’t think it would go that far, but you just…”

I just…what? She’d just let them defile her, that’s what. Because it felt good? Because it made her feel like a different person? Both really, she did it because she could. To be somebody else, someone exotic like Lakshmi, if only for an afternoon. It wasn’t that she hated her life, she simply craved adventure.

“I just…did,” she said finally, finishing Lakshmi’s sentence.

“Did you like it?”

Paige heaved a sigh, releasing her, but kept holding both her hands. “Will you call me on it if I lie?” Her eyes had gotten used to the gloom and she could see the smile flirting at her friend’s lips.

“You don’t need to lie,” Lakshmi said, squeezing her hands. “Nobody here is going to judge you.”

“I loved it,” she said, allowing her own smile to break through. “But can we get a shower? I want to smell a little less…spunky, before I go home.”

“Definitely.” Lakshmi led her through to the sound booth where Paige collected her rings. Christo had already departed, and the Lotus Room on the other side of the one-way glass was empty.

“What about our clothes?”

“We’ve got a crew to clean up. They’ll Spic ‘n’ Span the poles and everything.”

“But I—”

“Don’t want to do the walk of shame?” Lakshmi laughed. “Come on, Mother Teresa. We only have to streak as far as the dressing room. I’ll get a robe for you there.”

They left the sound booth and walked side-by-side back to the dressing room. All the girls made a big fuss of Paige’s debut, complimenting her on her prodigious wads of both cash and cum. She’d made almost $300 in less than half an hour.

“Will you come back up to my place?” Lakshmi asked when they were alone again in her private dressing room. “Netflix and chill?”

Paige paused, wondering whether that meant what she thought. She’d never made love to a woman before—she wasn’t sure whether what happened earlier even counted. It was just a performance, wasn’t it? The idea of lesbian sex sure didn’t repel her any longer, not with Lakshmi, anyway.

She chewed her lip. “Can I ask a question?”

“Is it about the fifty I gave you back there?”

Paige laughed. “Am I that transparent?” Why had Lakshmi paid her? Was she acting as Paige’s employer, paying for her performance, or as a client, paying for the thrill of fucking her?

“You want to know whether it was all for show?” Lakshmi asked. When Paige nodded, she went on, “At first, yes.”

“But then…?”

Lakshmi gave her an excited grin. “It got pretty real, didn’t it?”

It had gotten very real. Paige thought she might enjoy another dose of Lakshmi’s reality. “Do you even have Netflix?”

Lakshmi laughed out loud. “Of course not. Was I too subtle?”

“Yes,” Paige sighed, exasperated. “I don’t know…” She wanted to know where she stood. Was she a client, a co-star, a lover? But she didn’t know how to ask. “I want to know what we are,” she said finally.

Lakshmi kissed her lips. “We’re friends, if you’ll have me as one.”

Paige kissed her back. “I will.”

“Good. Now let’s get back to my place and hit the shower.” She grabbed Paige’s hand and headed for the door, collecting the big rubber dildo from her dressing table. “I want to scrub you clean and then fuck you dirty all over again.”

“Ha!” Paige slapped her ass. “I’d better get a free lesson out of this.”

“Tell you what,” Lakshmi said as they trotted down the stairs together. “Come back for another run in the Lotus Room and I’ll train you for free. I haven’t had that much fun stripping in years.”

Paige felt a warm, slutty glow kindling again in her loins. She thought about what Lakshmi had done back there with Mustache, the things she herself had done. She thought about Heaven’s Above, a place where a girl could be someone else, make her own rules.

She squeezed her new friend’s hand. “It’s a deal.”

───Ξ───


Author’s note:

Hi readers. I hope you enjoyed Paige’s coming-out. Like a lot of erotica authors, I test many of my stories in a writers’ circle called StoryTime. This one generated a lot of wonderful feedback from the other authors, in particular from the inimitable Larry Archer, the filthy-minded creative genius behind more hotwife fuck stories than I’ve had…well, let’s just say lots and leave it at that. If you want to read a crazy, filthy, eye-wateringly slutty alternate ending to Paige and Lakshmi’s story, click it up here on Larry’s website.
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Dude, that’s my wife.

Augmented Reality goggles make for a fun parlor game. Is that your wife you’re kissing, or your sister-in-law? With the AR goggles on, you can’t know; they can make anybody look like anybody else, so you have to trust your other senses. Who does she feel like? Who does she taste like?

Dane’s discovers he’s more of a watcher than a player. It’s fun to watch the wives tease his brother Mitch, kissing him passionately and pretending to be each other. Seeing his own wife Paige, barely dressed and toying with another man, lights a fire in his pants he’s never felt before.

The game escalates. It shifts to the bedroom, and the girls make Dane join in. Who is he with—is it Paige or his sexy sister-in-law, Sarah? He can’t be sure. He hopes it’s Sarah, but that means the sounds coming from the other bedroom—the pounding of flesh, the squeals of ecstasy that go on and on, long after Dane has finished—can only be his wife.
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