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		Prologue

		

		Almost Beautiful

		

		Cathy Walton finally finished her makeup and then straightened up to check out the results in her bathroom mirror. She critically examined the outcome of tonight’s painstaking efforts to make herself more attractive, “hotter”, than she normally looked, and was a bit startled by what she saw.

		

		“Geez, I really do look pretty darned…I don’t know…glamorous…even sexy, maybe?” Cathy whispered hopefully to the girl staring back at her in the mirror.

		

		She had always thought of her body type as being too tall and willowy, and her face just a shade too plain, to ever be what most men would consider a real “babe”. Cathy usually rated herself as “this close” to being a true beauty, but never quite making the grade.

		

		For example, she didn’t have a cute little turned-up nose. She had a Roman nose that wasn’t large but wasn’t “small and turned-up” by any means, either.

		

		And she didn’t have the pouty, full lips that unleashed all sorts of fellatio-centered fantasies about her when she met a man. Her lips were not puffy, but they weren’t thin; they were just normal lips.

		

		Cathy snickered to herself as she thought about that; the fellatio thing. She did know how to suck a cock, of course. She had done that often enough for her husband, Ron, before they made love—back when they still did that frequently--just make sure he was good and hard.

		

		She didn’t consider herself an expert at it by any mean, but she actually did sort of enjoy doing it. A few short months ago, back when she and Ron still had sex regularly, he’d always gotten so excited by the sight of his cock disappearing into her mouth and down her throat!

		

		What is it about that particular sex act that turns men on so much? She pondered that as she continued to admire tonight’s makeup efforts in the mirror.

		

		Her long time boyfriend back in high school had been the first one to successfully talk her into sucking his prick. After something like a year of cajoling and pleading, she had finally given in and used his average-sized cock to teach herself how to give a great blowjob.

		

		It had proved to be a most useful skill when she’d gone away to college. Almost every guy she’d gone out with at the university had expected a girl to be able to “give head”.

		

		And by becoming quite adept at doing that, Cathy had avoided many a “wrestling match” with guys on dates who’d expected a lot more than that from her--as in actual sex. A quick suck, with a stealthy, rapid jerk-off into a hankie at the end of a disappointing, no-personal-chemistry-between-us date had been her ready answer for a guy who she might not want to go out with again but whom she hadn’t wanted to turn down totally, as far as sex went.

		

		That had been the case because, in her college experience, girls who were extremely stingy with their sexual favors soon got reputations around campus as being “ice queens”, and didn’t get asked out as much as they might have otherwise. And Cathy had been determined to date as many men in college as she could, as a part of her methodical quest to locate “Mr. Right”.

		

		It had worked, too. Her Ron, whom she had met on just such a casual date, at a frat party during her senior year in college, was handsome, sexy, hard-working—perhaps a little too darned hard-working, when you got right down to it—and smart to boot.

		

		He was a pharmacist, so he made great money. And the zeal he had brought to his job had quickly earned him rapid promotions into management.

		

		That had turned out to be both a blessing and a curse for Ron and Cathy, as a couple. He was now the local supervisor for the five pharmacies that National Pharmacies, Inc. owned in the greater Las Vegas area, with a sixth one under construction, out in fast-growing Henderson, Nevada.

		

		Very impressive, she knew; but the sad fact was that it also meant that Ron was rarely home anymore. He was gone almost constantly.

		

		And, since the big promotion had also entailed relocation from central Indiana, where both she and Ron had been raised, to “Sin City”, where they knew not a soul, Cathy was now bored, bored, bored out of her skull most of the time!

		

		Hence tonight’s party; she knew she shouldn’t be going to it, but she was. Ron was working the all night shift downtown tonight, filling prescriptions at one of National’s twenty-four hour, drive-through locations.

		

		He would probably straggle in, beat and ready to just collapse into bed, at eight-thirty or so in the morning. Her husband was working the shift for one of his pharmacists who was on vacation that week.

		

		Cathy sighed. It was time to finish getting ready for tonight’s party. Richie would be here before long to pick her up.

		

		She turned and checked out her naked body, still pink and squeaky clean from her recent shower, in the bathroom mirror.

		

		Her breasts weren’t bad, for a trimly-built girl. They made up two pretty nice handfuls, just a little bigger than a baseball but smaller than a softball.

		

		And she did have pretty nipples. She’d give herself that.

		

		Ron always went on an on about how perky and small and pink they were, contrasted against the alabaster whiteness of her skin. That was on the rare occasions he was actually home to see her nipples, nowadays.

		

		Cathy shook out her shoulder length blonde hair and began to brush the tangles out, in preparation for blow-drying it. She smiled as she looked at the long golden locks, wondering if Ron would notice what she’d done when he next saw it.

		

		Longing to look somehow sexier and more worldly-wise for the party tonight, Cathy had given in to impulse and bought a spray bottle of hair lightener at the grocery store this afternoon. And, miracle of miracles, it had worked!

		

		Her hair was now a radiant, slightly brighter shade of blonde than it had been before. The results weren’t jarring; the changes were subtle, but she really liked them. She thought that the new hair treatment made her look sexier, blonder, and…bolder, somehow.

		

		And that, coupled with the careful application of her foundation tonight--plus more blush than she normally wore, more mascara, and a sassy new shade of eyeliner--had all combined to give what she had always thought of as her not terribly sexy face a new, more provocative, sensual appearance. She really did look like a different woman tonight!

		

		God, is it too much? She asked herself worriedly, studying her face in the mirror. Will Richie like it, or will he think I look like a little girl who has gotten loose in her mom’s makeup cache?

		

		Her confidence quickly eroded and she thought about washing off all of the carefully applied makeup and starting over again, but then she looked at the clock and realized that Richie would be here to pick her up in mere minutes. Hoping desperately that her new look would seem sophisticated and glamorous to the people at the party, instead of marking her as a fool who couldn’t be trusted to do her own makeup; she started in on her hair.

		

		She worked quickly, thinking about Richie, as she used the blow dryer and curling iron. Deep down inside, she knew that she shouldn’t even be going out with him at all tonight.

		

		Guilt was gnawing at her. She’d told Ron that she was; “getting together with some people she’d met at work for a few drinks”.

		

		That was actually a gigantic stretching of the truth. She had originally met Richie as she’d been leaving work, but he had never been employed at the casino where she’d been toiling that day as a temporary hire.

		

		And now she’d gone out with him twice, behind her husband’s back. Tonight would be her third, and probably worst, marital transgression of this kind. She’d told herself that sneaking around with Richie this way was just a harmless diversion; something that she normally would never have even considered doing, had she not been new in town, friendless, and so far from home.

		

		Ron was more to blame than she was for what was happening to their once-happy relationship, as far as Cathy was concerned. He was killing himself to prove to his bosses that they’d made the right call when they’d offered him the huge promotion to Regional Manager.

		

		He was currently putting in over ninety-hours some weeks, and was almost never home, except to stagger into bed and pass out from exhaustion. And it was killing their once happy marriage as well; all of this time spent apart while still living under the same roof.

		

		Besides, it’s not like I’ve done anything wrong with Richie, she told herself as she finished her hair and went into the bedroom to get into her bra, panties, pantyhose, and the very uncharacteristic—for her—short hemmed dress she’d bought to wear to this party.

		

		That was actually a lie, too, she reluctantly admitted to herself, her mind flitting back to the end of their last little…“date” together. It had just been dinner, drinks, and a few dances at the hottest new dance club on the Strip.

		

		But it was undeniably true that she’d let herself get a bit carried away that night. She’d had more than she usually did to drink and, as a result, she’d let Richie kiss her goodnight when he’d brought her home.

		

		And what a kiss it had been! Cathy felt her nipples spike within the lacy little black bra she’d chosen for tonight as she thought about how his tongue had glided over hers and how his hand had crept onto her knee while they made out in Richie’s new Cadillac. She further recalled how that hand had then found its way up onto her bare thigh as they’d kissed; about how much she’d sort of hoped that his fingertips would inch just a tiny bit higher, to touch her down…there!

		

		There’ll be none of that tonight, she promised herself sternly as she got into her high heels and checked out her “look” in the mirrored sliding glass doors of the master bedroom’s long closet.

		

		I was slightly drunk last time, and I’d been having such a marvelous time out on the town with him—that was why that kiss happened. It had been ages since I’d done anything even half as much fun as that; cocktails, an elegant dinner, and dancing. Ron never even takes me out to a movie anymore; it’s always pay-per-view on the big screen TV with him. And most nights, he’s not even here for that, or he falls asleep next to me on the couch before the movie’s half over.

		

		She thought about that last date with Richie. He was such an exciting man; she’d never met anyone even vaguely like him before.

		

		On the fabled Strip--South Las Vegas Boulevard—everyone seemed to know him. When they went into a casino together, everything was usually free…”comped”, as in “complimentary”, or on the house. Drinks, dinner, entrée into swanky private clubs atop high-rise casinos; everyone falling all over themselves to make him and his “date” for the evening feel welcome—that was what an evening out with Richie Vittone was like.

		

		“I deserve a little fun,” she insisted to herself, staring in amazement at the tall, very hot-looking blonde who was gazing back at her from the mirror. “If Ron is going to just ignore me for weeks on end, don’t I rate at least a night or two, here and there, of harmless fun?”

		

		What if it turns out not to be so harmless? She asked herself. What if sexy, dashingly handsome , oh, so charming Richie wants more than a hot kiss once in a while for all of that fun he’s providing? What if he wants…sex?

		

		Cathy fidgeted around in front of the mirror, checking out her hair one last time.

		

		She thought to herself, Well, I’ll just have to deal with that as it comes up, if it does. So far, except for that scorcher of a make out session in his car last time—which was probably as much my fault as it was his--Richie has been a perfect gentleman.

		

		The doorbell sounded and Cathy turned out the lights in the bedroom and the bathroom and dashed to the hall closet to get her coat.

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		Meeting Temptation

		

		Well, chalk that one up as another swing and a miss, Cathy Walton told herself disappointedly as she exited the luxurious casino and headed out into the big parking lot to find her car. I don’t think I’d want to work there, even if they did offer me a permanent job, which they won’t.

		

		For the past several months, Cathy had been using a technique she’d read about online to find the ideal job for herself, here in Las Vegas. She was registered with what were considered to be the two top temporary employment referral agencies in town.

		

		She was taking a variety of assignments they sent her out on, looking for that perfect position; a place where she’d fit in, where the people were nice, and the work was interesting. Then, when she finally found such a spot, she’d submit her resume and wait until a full-time job opened up there.

		

		Cathy could afford to do that--to take her time and choose carefully--because she didn’t have to work at all, really. Her husband, Ron, had made over a hundred and twenty-thousand dollars a year as a shift pharmacist, back when he’d first graduated from college and gone to work for National Pharmacies, Inc. National was an up-and-coming, Chicago-based company that was hell-bent on becoming the next CVC or Rite Aid.

		

		He’d busted his butt and made Pharmacy Manager right away. And then he’d gotten this promotion, to Regional Pharmacy Manager for Las Vegas; which meant that he now made almost twice what he’d started out at as a simple staff pharmacist for the company.

		

		So Cathy’s desire for a job had more to do with her needing somewhere to be during the day--rather than just sitting around by herself in her big new house, in a town where she knew no one, other than her mostly absent husband--than it did the two of them actually needing a second income source.

		

		But this place, the casino, had sucked as far as she’d been concerned. She hadn’t really bonded with anyone in the office where she’d toiled for the last five days as a temporary computer operator and clerk. And the hours had been all over the map, too, since casinos were twenty-four hour a day operations.

		

		“Hey, there she is…Miss America!” Cathy heard a male voice call tauntingly after her.

		

		Damn it, not these guys again! Cathy thought with a sinking heart. I was really hoping to get out of here this evening without another hassle from these…assholes!

		

		Cathy usually didn’t swear much. She knew all of the words and what they meant, but she had been raised not to use them, so she normally didn’t.

		

		But, as the nicely-restored, long black Monte Carlo from the eighties slowed down next to her, she couldn’t help it. She thought, as she looked at the car idling along next to her out of the corner of her eye; assholes, that is definitely what these three losers are!

		

		Ignoring the cat-calling young men in the car, she hurried over to her own new Toyota Camray, got inside, and started the engine, leaving the windows rolled up and snapping the door locks back into place. The black car pulled up right behind her, as if it was going to pull into the spot she was in, it’s front bumper right up against her rear bumper, and stopped, leaving her no room to back out of the parking space. The motor in the black car shut off.

		

		There was a car in front of her, and one on both sides as well, so there was nowhere for her to go. She slid her cell phone out of her purse and got ready to dial 911 if these idiots didn’t move soon!

		

		The three men had first noticed her two nights ago, following her through the parking lot in their car at a slow, crawling pace, calling out embarrassing things about how long and hot her legs looked, and about how nice and round and tight they thought her ass was. She had ignored them, but they’d dogged her for three full rows of cars before she’d finally reached her car, jumped into it, and gotten the hell out of there. The parking spot in front of hers that evening had been vacant, so she’d pulled through it--to the next row of cars—punched the Toyota, and quickly left the lot.

		

		The three rude young men had followed her for several blocks, before eventually turning off amid much beeping of their horn and more catcalls. She had gotten home and poured herself a stiff drink, her heart racing, and her breath coming in big, nervous gulps of air.

		

		Last night, she’d managed to avoid them somehow, or they just hadn’t been around. But now, tonight, her last day of work on this loser of a temporary job, here they were again, and they didn’t appear to be moving any time soon.

		

		A man walked up to the shiny red, brand-new Cadillac parked next to her and opened it with his keyless entry device. He looked over at her, and then at the car blocking her in, and came around the front of the Caddy to rap lightly on her window with his knuckles.

		

		She glanced up at him. He was a few years older than she was, probably in his late twenties or early thirties, and he was devastatingly good-looking.

		

		The man had on a particularly impressive grey and black pinstriped business suit, a creamy-white shirt and a very nice tie. She glanced behind her and noticed that the black Chevy was still in place but saw that the three rowdies were still inside it, so she went ahead and risked lowering her window so that she could talk to the man in the suit.

		

		“Excuse me, Ma’am, but are these guys bothering you?”

		

		He jerked his thumb toward the Monte Carlo. She started to speak, but then he added, “I was a row of cars behind you, walking out of the casino just now, and I heard them being real jerks, yelling comments about you that were way out of line.”

		

		She smiled, relieved that he understood her predicament, and said, “Yes, they followed me two nights ago, too, when I got off work. But at least I was able to get away from them time.”

		

		“I’ll take care of it,” he said cheerfully, smiling down at her.

		

		Cathy couldn’t help but notice that when he smiled, tiny dimples formed at the corners of his mouth, making his already handsome face even more attractive. Those dimples, in addition to his beautifully cut brownish-blond hair and powerful-looking physique beneath the expensive suit, served to make him male model good-looking. She watched apprehensively as he turned on his heel and walked over to the black Chevy.

		

		His whole polite demeanor seemed to fall away as he approached the other car. He hammered sharply on the roof with the bottom of his right fist.

		

		“Hey, dude, watch the paint,” the Hispanic-looking young man driving the Monte Carlo yelled out his open window. “You dent my ride and I’ll dent your grill with my fist, dig?”

		

		The man next to him in the passenger’s seat was an Anglo, with long, dirty-looking, brown hair and a scraggly beard. He flipped the man in the suit the bird and leered at him as the driver spoke, and then pulled a switchblade knife from his jeans and flicked it open.

		

		“Oh, so you guys fancy yourselves to be three hard cases, eh? Well, then, fuck you and your old mama back home at the casa, chico,” the man growled angrily to the driver.

		

		“Wha’…what the fuck did you say to me?” the young man sputtered, as if he couldn’t quite believe a stranger would dare to “diss” him in that way, from out of the blue.

		

		“Don’t tell me that God made you stupid, a greaser, and…deaf, too?” the man said, grinning defiantly at the driver and shaking his head in mock wonder at that concept. “You heard me. Now roll this pile-of-crap old Chevy out of the lady’s way, or I’ll yank all three of you out of it and wipe up the parking lot with your ugly faces.”

		

		The man just sat there for a long moment, as if he couldn’t quite accept that he’d really heard what he’d just heard. Then he angrily grabbed for the door handle and exploded out of the car, muttering curses in Spanish, “chingada” this, and”pendejo” that.

		

		Or at least he attempted to explode out of the car. When he had his head and shoulders out and one leg on the ground, the man in the nice suit suddenly delivered a savage kick to the middle of the door panel, denting it severely and smashing the driver with the bottom and the top of the door, pinning his body to the car like that of a mouse after the trap has snapped shut on it.

		

		Cathy heard the crunch of bone snapping and the driver’s angry face morphed instantly into a look of utter pain. The man in the suit jerked the door open and the driver fell out onto the pavement on his face, screaming in agony, his leg clearly broken by the bottom of the door.

		

		Hurrying around the long hood of the Monte Carlo, moving very quickly, Cathy’s rescuer arrived at the other side of the car in time to grab the second man, the one in the passenger’s seat, by his long, scruffy-looking hair just as he was hustling out of the car.

		

		He shouted--angrily at first--and then fearfully, as the man in the suit jerked him around by his hair, “Hey, man, let go of me! What the fuck did you do to Diego, dude? Did you break his leg--are you fucking crazy?”

		

		The man in the expensive suit didn’t bother to answer. He yanked the tall, lanky, hippie-looking fellow all the way out of the car by his hair and then smashed his face down onto the roof twice in rapid succession.

		

		Something white rolled down the front window and bounced out onto the long black hood. Cathy saw, to her shock, that it was a tooth…a human tooth! The man in the suit dropped the moaning, bleeding passenger onto the pavement and reached in for the man in the back seat.

		

		“Hey, dude, I don’t want no trouble,” the beefy, weightlifter-looking young man in the back seat protested. “It was Diego and Miller who did all the yelling at that lady. I was just getting a ride home with them.”

		

		The man in the suit must have done some weightlifting of his own, because he quickly jerked the seated, resisting, muscle guy up out of the seat and onto the pavement, his work boot-clad foot just missing his moaning partner, Miller’s, head as the beefy young man was yanked clear of the car. Once on his feet, however, the weightlifter twisted free of the man’s grip, grinned menacingly, and then quickly dropping into a martial arts stance.

		

		“Okay, you wanted it. Well, come and get it, asshole. I’m not like those two losers, I’m ready to…”

		

		They would never know what the athletic man from the back seat was ready to do, because just then, the man in the suit hit him with a lightning-fast right jab to the middle of his face that sent blood, from a severely shattered nose, flying everywhere. The young man clamped his hands over his ruined face and moaned, while the man in the suit grabbed him by his belt, spun him around and, quick as a cat, rammed the top of his head into the car fender three times.

		

		The young man moaned again, staggered, managed to straighten up, and then the other man stepped in and hit him with his fist once more, in the side of his bull-like neck. The younger man went down on top of the groaning Miller like a felled tree coming down in the forest.

		

		The man in the suit then calmly went back around to the driver’s side, popped the trunk open, and bent down to grab the whining Diego by his shirt collar. He dragged him, screaming and holding his snapped leg, back to the rear of the car and then stooped and tossed him into the trunk like a bundle of twigs.

		

		Coming around the other side, he took hold of the lifeless-looking weightlifter and dragged him to the rear of the car as well. After manhandling the big, heavy body into the trunk, he closed the lid.

		

		Miller looked up, cringing, as the man approached him again, saying, “Leave me the fuck alone, dude! I didn’t do nothing, swear to God!”

		

		Bending down, the man in the grey suit said softly, “My name is Richie Vittone. If you ask around on the Strip, they’ll tell you that I’m not a man who makes idle threats. Now, get in the driver’s seat and drive this hunk of crap out of here.”

		

		He stood up and added, “And if I ever see you or your two pals around Vegas again, especially around that very nice young lady in the Toyota over there, the three of you will simply disappear. And that will be forever, understand?”

		

		The prone, hippie-looking guy just lay there, looking up at him malevolently. Richie Vittone brought the heel of his six-hundred dollar, custom-made shoe down sharply on the back of the man’s hand, which was still clutching the switchblade knife. A bone crunched and Miller screamed in pain, the cheap knife breaking into two pieces beneath his palm.

		

		“I asked you if you understood,” Richie Vittone repeated in the same soft, somehow lethal-sounding voice. “Would you like to answer me while you’ve still got one hand that works, or would you like to try driving his rattletrap using just your nose to steer it with instead?”

		

		“I…I f-fucking understand, man!” the guy on the ground screamed fearfully.

		

		“Good,” Richie said, bending down, grabbing the man by his good arm and dragging him upward and onto his feet, “now drive, and don’t stop, and don’t look back, see?”

		

		He walked the man around the Monte Carlo’s hood and threw him into the driver’s seat, reached in and started the ignition for him. Miller drove.

		

		The passenger door of the car was still open, but he didn’t stop to shut it. He just sped off and around the corner of the line of cars and disappeared in the direction of South Las Vega Boulevard.

		

		The man in the suit came back over to Cathy, who still had her window down, so that she could hear what the man had said to her would-be-assailants. He shot his cuffs and said apologetically, “I’m sorry about all of that. Some people are a little dense; they have to be shown the way to behave. Simply telling them doesn’t work.”

		

		Cathy just sat there, looking up at the most handsome, polite, violent man she had ever imagined. He said kindly, “You look somewhat…unnerved by all of this.”

		

		His hand swept the lot, where the Monte Carlo had been, indicating that the recent scene with the three men might be the cause of her upset. Then he asked her cordially, “May I buy you a drink, to help calm you down?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		The Party

		

		The doorbell rang promptly at the appointed hour and Cathy opened it to find Richie Vittone, looking resplendent in yet another custom-made suit—this one blue with a light grey pinstripe--standing on her porch. He looked just as dashing and handsome as he always did, and Cathy felt her heart beat faster as she stood there, gazing at him approvingly.

		

		“Shall we?” He asked her, offering her his arm.

		

		He led her out to the Cadillac, which stood in the driveway. The car looked freshly washed, waxed, and detailed as he opened the door and helped her inside.

		

		Cathy wondered idly if he had his car washed every day, or if he just did that on the nights when he was seeing her? She found herself mentally laughing at that thought as soon as she’d had it.

		

		Richie Vittone was the kind of man who probably had a whole string of girls he saw on a regular basis, of which she was just one, and a married, not all that attractive one, to boot! She felt lucky that he had chosen her to go to this party with him, saving her from another night of old movies in front of the television while Ron worked.

		

		He drove them the few short blocks to the onramp that led onto the ninety-five freeway, heading south, into downtown Las Vegas. After a few minutes, he turned off and they came down onto the surface streets again, driving toward Spring Valley.

		

		“Who is throwing this party, again?” she asked as they glided along in the whisper-quiet car.

		

		“Tommy Leopold,” he told her, “he owns a couple of bars, card rooms, a sports book, and some other stuff around town. I have a small interest in some of his operations; I’m a minor partner. We’ve known each other since high school.”

		

		She smiled at him and said, “I can’t believe you’re actually from Las Vegas. You never seem to meet anyone in this town who was born here, the way you were. Almost everyone is from somewhere else.”

		

		“That’s me,” he beamed over at her happily, “the original Vegas Kid; born and raised.”

		

		They came to a private golf course and Richie followed a snaky, curb-less road around it to a huge, sprawling, one-story mansion which backed up to one of the greens. The front of the Spanish-style, stucco and red-tile roofed monster of a home was lit with muted spotlights, showing off the palm trees, the carefully-arranged rock garden, and the cactus lined entryway; all of which served as a “lawn” in water-thirsty Las Vegas.

		

		“Card rooms and bars must really pay,” Cathy commented, staring at the huge house, the four-car garage, and the twenty or so cars of guests, which now lined the driveway. They included a Maserati, three late model Jaguars, a Bentley, two Ferraris, several Cadillacs, and a raft of expensive Mercedes.

		

		“Yeah, Tommy does okay for himself,” Richie observed, parking the Caddy and getting out.

		

		He came around to her door and opened it, and then escorted her up the drive and onto the front porch. Richie rang the doorbell and moments later, a big, balding, bear of a man who was about Richie’s age opened it for them.

		

		“Hey, Richie, glad you could make it!” the big man said, beaming.

		

		He gave Richie a hug and then stepped back and smiled over at Cathy, asking, “And who is this vision of loveliness, and where have you been hiding her?”

		

		Before Richie could answer, the man said, with a sly smile on his face, “Is she one of your new dancers? She’s sure got the looks and the bod for it. Will I be seeing her soon, working the pole at The Bohemia?”

		

		Richie’s handsome face assumed a slightly pained, embarrassed look. He said, “She’d a friend of mine, Tommy, not a professional dancer. Her name is Cathy.”

		

		He turned to her and said, “Cathy Walton, this is Tommy Leopold. Don’t mind him; he’s always putting one of those big size-fourteen feet of his in his mouth.”

		

		Cathy smiled uncertainly and shook Tommy’s offered hand. He said contritely, “Richie’s right about that. I’m always running my mouth before engaging my brain, I’m afraid. Anyway, I’m delighted to meet you, Cathy Walton. Come on in and let’s get you and Richie a drink.”

		

		As they followed their host across a living room that was large enough to play a game of tennis in, across the red-tiled floor and through the maze of brown leather and “antique” wood furniture which completed the plush-adobe look of the house, to the bar.

		

		Cathy whispered, “Why did he think I was a dancer? And why did he bring up The Bohemia Club, that nude dancing place?”

		

		“Because I own it,” Richie said, moving up to the bar through a crowd of other party goers.

		

		“The bar with all of those naked dancers …you own that place?” Cathy’s tone was one of pure shock.

		

		The Bohemia Club was in North Las Vegas, not all that far from the new, upscale housing development where she and Ron now lived. She knew from what she’d heard from neighbors and in the beauty shop she frequented, that the club was one of the only places in all of Nevada where totally nude dancing was permissible, with liquor being served on the premises.

		

		Almost all other such places with liquor licenses were “topless only”, not allowing their dancers to perform totally in the nude. Or they were clubs that featured nude dancers but had no liquor license. The Bohemia Club, and its rival down the street, The Stallion Club, had both been around for so long that their liquor licenses pre-dated the state law banning nude dancing at a club in which alcohol was served.

		

		“What?” Richie asked her as she continued to stare at him quizzically, waiting for the scotch and soda he’d ordered for himself and the sloe gin fizz he’d requested for her. “I told you that I owned an interest in a couple of bars, some card rooms, and some other businesses around town.”

		

		She flashed him a sly smile and said, using a gently chiding tone, “You never mentioned that one of the clubs you owned was The Bohemia Club. That one’s famous, or infamous, depending on how a person feels about totally nude girls shaking their…whatevers…in a person’s face!”

		

		Richie laughed, “Oh--and what’s your stand on…whatevers, Cathy? Do you approve or disapprove?”

		

		She accepted the drink from him and took a swallow of it. Giggling and slightly embarrassed by the subject at hand, even though she had been the one to bring it up, she said, “Well, generally I’m in favor of them, of course. I mean, every girl does have one. But I lean toward keeping them covered up…at least most of the time.”

		

		He gave her that shark-like grin of his and said, “Well, if everyone felt that way about naked women, I’d be a poorer man today. Luckily, most men are of the opposite opinion, and are willing to pay to see a great looking girl shake her…tail feathers for them.”

		

		Cathy laughed and took his offered arm. He led her into the kitchen and then through a slider, and out onto a big patio that overlooked one of the largest swimming pool and outdoor entertainment areas Cathy had ever seen, outside of a resort or a casino.

		

		“My God, you could charge admission to this place,” she told him, surveying the huge pool, waterslide, spa, changing area, outdoor bar, and cabana.

		

		“Yeah, Tommy does like to entertain,” Richie said, looking around at the mammoth backyard, adult playground area. “He and his wife, Madison, throw parties like this one at least every month, sometimes two a month.”

		

		“My God, that must cost a fortune,” she said.

		

		“Nah, not as much as you’d think,” Richie told her. “He buys all of his booze by the truckload, stores it in his garage out in back of this place, and then parcels it out to the various card rooms and taverns he owns around town. So it ends up costing him way less per bottle than it would your average party host.”

		

		He glanced over at her and said, “And the guy who’s doing the honors behind the bar inside tonight? He’s one of Tommy’s regular bartenders at the Hi-Lo Club, in Old Las Vegas, another of the joints he owns. He’s just doing this gig tonight for a pocketful of tips, and as a favor to the boss.”

		

		She looked back at him for long moments thinking, and not for the first time since she’d met him, how different Richie’s world was from the one she inhabited. Her father owned a small chain of discount shoe stores which was based out of her home town of Evansville, Indiana. And her husband was a regional manager for a national drug store chain.

		

		“I’m just curious; what did your father do for a living?” she asked Richie.

		

		“He owned the Bohemia Club, and a bunch of other night spots, back in the day,” Richie replied, with that sardonic, sexy little half grin of his that always sent Cathy’s blood pressure up a couple of points, whenever he directed it her way.

		

		“Is he still alive?”

		

		“No, he died six years ago. But my Ma is still with us. She still lives in the big house I grew up in—the damned thing costs a fortune to maintain and operate, believe me—and she entertains a lot, too; although not as much or quite as lavishly as Tommy does, thank God.”

		

		He put an arm around waist and suggested, “Want to see the rest of the place?”

		

		“Sure,” she whispered back, leaning her head on his shoulder; knowing she shouldn’t, but doing it anyway.

		

		Richie guided he across the patio and over to another slider. He opened it and they stepped up into a big bedroom.

		

		“This is Tommy and Madison’s room,” Richie said, heading for the hallway, “the recreation room is just over here, in this wing of the house.”

		

		They went into another cavernous room which featured yet another full bar, a television set with a massive flat screen, a regulation-size pool table, a six-seat, green-felt covered poker table surrounded by black-leather upholstered chairs, and an array of old-fashioned, classic video games, like Donkey-Kong and Pac-Man, plus a foosball table. There were probably thirty people in the rec room, all talking, laughing, playing the video games, or drinking at the bar.

		

		As they neared the bar, Cathy noticed a small knot of people at the far end of it, gathered around a large, twelve by twelve inch mirror tile. There was a massive mound of white powder in the middle of the tile, and the party-goers there were taking turns using an old-fashioned, single-sided safety razor blade to make long lines of the white power on the mirror tile and then snort them up, using a short length of red-and-white soda straw.

		

		“Is that what I think it is?” Cathy asked Richie, shocked.

		

		“Cocaine,” he told her with a shrug, “have some if you want. Tommy only buys the best. That stuff is probably ninety-six or ninety-seven percent real coke; no cut, no baby laxative or any of that crap--its pharmaceutical-grade dope. Its not stepped-on like street coke.”

		

		Cathy’s mind reeled. She’d never been to a party before where there was such blatant drug use. She’d tried cocaine several times back in college, and had liked it a lot.

		

		But it had been so rare at the parties she’d attended that she’d never really had more than a sniff here or a sniff there. The stuff was expensive, too, so most of her friends and dates only rarely got hold of any.

		

		“Are you going to have some?”

		

		“Probably not,” Richie said. “I’m not much into drugs. I mostly stick to booze.”

		

		He finished his drink, grinned at her and said, “I did smoke some grass back in high school, but hey; who didn’t?”

		

		Cathy was sorely tempted. She had really liked the feeling that tiny bit of coke she’d had back in college had given her. It had been a totally euphoric experience, as if she were flying!

		

		“Go ahead, if you want some,” Richie urged her, heading to the bar to get them some fresh drinks. “Don’t be shy. That’s what it’s there for. Tommy buys it for his guests. He never touches the stuff himself. He barely even drinks.”

		

		Cathy drifted over to the small group of coke aficionados while Richie got them fresh drinks. A man standing beside the mirror tile saw her approaching and offered her the straw, cutting her a big line of the powder as he did so.

		

		“Here, gorgeous, that one’s for you,” the man told her, smiling invitingly her way, holding out the straw.

		

		She took it and, practically before she knew it, Cathy was bent over the tile, holding her left nostril closed with her left index finger while snorting up the big line with her right nostril. She thanked the man and handed him back the straw.

		

		As she walked back toward Richie, she experienced a heart-stopping blast of pure bliss. She shopped in her tracks and simply shuddered, the utter euphoria of the drug gripping her as tightly as a giant fist, truly blowing her mind!

		

		“Are you okay?” Richie’s voice asked her moments later.

		

		She opened her eyes, beaming at him, feeling too flat-out wonderful to speak. The incredible high seemed to roll over her in endless waves.

		

		After a full minute, she finally managed to gasp, “Jesus Christ--the stuff I had back in college must have had only a tiny bit of cocaine in it. That coke on the bar is…is…fantastic!”

		

		Richie laughed and handed her a refill of her drink and she gratefully gulped down some of it, her body still shaking from the power of the drug and the accompanying rush it gave her. He just shook his head and warned her, “You’d better watch that stuff. Its fun, but it can be addictive as hell. They say it’s not, but it is.”

		

		Cathy just stood and beamed at him, feeling as wonderful as she’d ever felt in her entire life. This party was sensational! Richie was sensational! She felt sensational!

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Drinks and Dinner

		

		“I’m sorry. I am still a little shaky. Those three men who were blocking my car just now were awful, but what you did to them was really terrifying to watch,” Cathy told the man in the suit. “Perhaps I could use that drink.”

		

		“Very understandable,” the man said. “Would you like to just leave your car here and ride with me? I can bring you back after we have that drink.”

		

		“Uh, well, I’m not sure what to do,” Cathy said uncertainly. “Where would you suggest we go? I could follow you, I suppose.”

		

		“Alright, let’s just run across the street to The Empire. We can valet the cars; that way, you’ll be able to get to yours easily when we come out. They have a wonderful cocktail lounge there.”

		

		Cathy followed him over to The Empire. It was the newest, gaudiest mega-casino on South Las Vegas Boulevard, the Strip. It was bigger than the Mirage, bigger than the Venetian, or the Luxor, or the Mandalay Bay, or even the Bellagio.

		

		Built around the theme of the British Victorian Empire at its height, the casino looked a bit like Buckingham Palace from in front—if Buckingham Palace had two huge towers containing nine-hundred guest rooms and one of the largest casino floors on the Strip. There were Beefeater-uniformed guards at the entrance and inside, the décor was pure nineteenth-century grandeur.

		

		“This is quite a place, but then they all are, aren’t they; the Stratosphere, the Venetian, New York, New York, Paris?”

		

		“Yeah, each one bigger and grander and more of a fantasy than the one before it,” Richie agreed, glancing around the ornate barroom they now sat in, with its English signage, upscale British pub atmosphere, poster art, and a bright-red, old-style London phone booth over in the corner of the room.

		

		“Thank you for getting rid of those men for me,” she said, slipping her hand across the table of the booth they sat in, and taking his hand briefly. “I was really scared. I was about to call nine-one-one.”

		

		“That’s okay,” he told her, smiling. “I thought at first that I’d be able to just say ‘boo’ to them and run them off, but they were too stupid to let themselves be scared off by just one guy.”

		

		“I got the definite feeling that it counts for a lot more when that one guy is you, Mr.….uh…oh, my God! I don’t even know your name!”

		

		“It’s Richie, Richie Vittone,” he said, reaching in his suit pocket and handing her a business card.

		

		It was a very simple card, clearly expensive but not long on information. On the heavy, cream-colored card stock, it simply said: Richie Vittone. Under his name was a number, a Las Vegas number that clearly belonged to a cell phone.

		

		“What do you do, Mr.Vittone?”

		

		“This and that; I have business interests in a few places around town, clubs, card rooms, other entertainment venues—nothing as fancy as this place, but I manage to make a decent living.”

		

		Just then, their cocktail server came up to the table, accompanied by a man in an impeccable black suit. The man said, “Mr. Vittone, it’s an honor to have you in our establishment. Please enjoy these complimentary drinks on us.”

		

		The man slid an American express card, which he had presented when he’d ordered the drinks, back across the table to him, and Richie Vittone took the card, put it away, and then looked up to say, “Samuelson, right? You were the bar manager at O’Bannion’s, in old town, years back, and then you were managing food and beverage over at the Old Station Hotel after that, just off the Strip, for a number of years.”

		

		“You have an excellent memory for names and faces, Mr. Vittone, just as your father did before you. Will you be dining with us this evening? I’d be happy to have them hold you a table in the Empire Room. The food is excellent and everything will be, of course, on us?”

		

		“Well, I don’t know, Mr. Samuelson; that would be the young lady’s call. It all sounds fine to me, but I don’t know her plans for the evening yet.”

		

		He looked over at Cathy questioningly. Her big plans for tonight had included microwaving a meatloaf Smart Meal frozen dinner and eating it all alone, in front of the television later. Ron wasn’t due home until after midnight, at the earliest.

		

		“That sounds wonderful to me, if you can spare the time, Mr. Vittone. I have nothing planned for this evening, beyond having this drink.”

		

		“If you’ll agree to call me Richie from now on, instead of ‘Mr.Vittone’, it’s a date.”

		

		****

		

		“Wow, that does sound tough,” Richie said before taking another bite of the excellent Beef Wellington they were dining on amidst the elegant, Old World splendor of the Empire Room, “with him working all of those hours and your family and his all being clear back in Indiana.”

		

		“Oh, it is!” Cathy said, her eyes tearing briefly. “I don’t know a soul here, except Ron, my husband, and I rarely see anything of him anymore, except him sleeping in bed next to me.”

		

		Richie thought about that for a moment and then said, “I know just the thing to cheer you up. Augie Morris is headlining here tonight. Why don’t we catch the nine o’clock show? He’s always funny and you’ll still have plenty of time to make it home by midnight, before your husband gets there.”

		

		Cathy thought about that; a night out on the town in Las Vegas, seeing Augie Morris, in person? He had been a headliner for forever and Cathy had always enjoyed watching him so much on HBO and some of the other comedy venues on TV!

		

		“Could we really do that?” she asked, positively starry-eyed at the way this day—which had started out to be so awful--was turning out

		

		He cupped her hand in his for a moment and then said, with that little half-grin of his, “We can do anything we want, babe. After all, this is Vegas, and I’m Richie Vittone.”

		

		And he was right.

		

		After the long, leisurely, fantastic dinner, which was also “on the house”, they made their way to Her Majesty’s Grand Exposition Hall. He squired her boldly up to the head of the long ticket line, spoke briefly to the man in charge and, as if by magic--and the subtle, quick exchange of a neatly folded hundred-dollar bill--they were soon seated in the front row of one of the long tables situated right in front of the stage.

		

		“This is fantastic,” Cathy said, looking around at the elaborately decorated venue from one of the choicest seats in the house; her eyes wide with wonder. “How did you do that?”

		

		“Not hard,” he told her, “Cap Connors, the head guy at this theater? He used to work for my dad about a hundred years ago, at one of the night clubs my old man owned back then. Cap isn’t the kind of guy who forgets old friends.”

		

		The show started soon after that and Augie Morris came on. He was hilarious, as usual, although Cathy soon found out that his in-person, Vegas routine was even bawdier and more filled with double-entendres than his HBO specials had been.

		

		It didn’t make any difference to her. He was still roll-in-the-aisles funny.

		

		When the performance ended, it was just ten-thirty. Richie asked her, “Want to meet him? Let’s go backstage and say hi.”

		

		Her jaw dropped open. “We can’t do that!”

		

		“Sure we can. I’ve known Augie since I was a teenager. He was playing little clubs, like the ones my old man used to own, long before he was headlining in places like this one. Come on, I’ll introduce you.”

		

		Once again, Richie was as good as his word. In ten minutes, they were backstage in Augie Morris’s large dressing room, drinking champagne with him and twenty other well-wishers. He spotted Richie and came over and gave him a big hug.

		

		When they broke apart, Richie said, “Augie, this is Cathy, a friend of mine. She’s a big fan.”

		

		“Cathy, you’re beautiful; and obviously way too classy for this bum. Get away from him, before it’s too late!”

		

		As they all cracked up, laughing at that, he said, “And you should be ashamed of yourself for being a big fan of mine. I’m vulgar, and loud, and even more of a scoundrel than Richie Vittone!”

		

		****

		

		Cathy drove home that night with an autographed program from the Augie Morris show, a light peck on the cheek from Richie, his business card, and the knowledge that she had an exciting, handsome, slightly scary new friend. He was the very first one she’d made in Las Vegas and she was both delighted…and a bit nervous…about having made his acquaintance!

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Second Date

		

		Cathy was proud of herself. She’d waited four whole days before she’d finally caved in and called the number on Richie Vittone’s business card, just to thank him for the other night, for taking her to dinner and to see Augie Morris.

		

		“Richie?” she asked nervously when he answered at eleven that morning.

		

		“Yeah, who’s this?”

		

		“It’s Cathy, Cathy Walton?” she stammered nervously. “You…uh…you rescued me the other night, and then took me to see the show at The Empire?”

		

		“Oh, so it’s that Cathy Walton, the gorgeous one,” he teased her, “I thought for a minute that it was the other one.”

		

		She laughed, suddenly feeling as if she was back in college or high school again, flirting with a cute guy she’d met at a party. It was a great feeling, even though it probably was an entirely wrong feeling for a married woman to be having.

		

		“Hey, I’m glad you called,” he told her. “I was going to call you, but then I realized that I didn’t have your number.”

		

		“Why would you call me?” she asked in a teasing voice, slipping easily into the role of the coy coquette, and loving every second of it.

		

		“Because I have an invitation to attend the opening night of this really posh, super-exclusive new dance club at the Bolero tomorrow and I was racking my brain, trying to think of a hot, blonde, leggy, babe I could take with me to it, and you were the only one who came to mind, Mrs. Walton.”

		

		Cathy felt herself blush. This was so cool!

		

		She thought a minute. Tomorrow night was Wednesday. Would Ron be home on Wednesday night this week?

		

		No! She just remembered, he’d mumbled something about another guy being off this week for vacation and him having to work two shifts back to back tomorrow afternoon and night!

		

		“I might be available,” she replied in a tantalizing, maybe-I-will, but-then-maybe-I-won’t tone of voice. “What’s the dress code for this little affair?”

		

		“I’d suggest something elegant, but sexy, that you can move in, since it’s a dance club.”

		

		“Uh, I’m pretty sure my wardrobe doesn’t include anything like that, Richie,” she sighed, after a quick mental review of her Indiana-based clothing line up of shorts, halters, sundresses, one long, impossibly out-of-date evening gown, and a number of other dresses that were work appropriate but nowhere near nice enough for an evening like the one Richie was describing.

		

		“Where do you live, Cathy?” he asked her.

		

		Do I want him to know that? She thought, and then realized that she was being an idiot. He saved me from a confrontation with those awful men the other night, and then wined and dined me royally and took me to meet Augie Morris. And he’s probably going to pick me up tomorrow night, if I go to this dance club thing with him. Why shouldn’t he know where I live, for God’s sake?

		

		She gave him the address and he said, “Okay, I’m about ten minutes away from you. I’m over at The Bohemia, inventorying the bar stock. I’ll pick you up at say, noon, and we can grab some lunch out somewhere, and then shop for a dress for tomorrow night. How does that sound?”

		

		“Uh, well, sure, I guess,” Cathy thought, her head spinning.

		

		Today had begun as just another dull, nothing day in her life. And now, thanks to Richie, it suddenly sounded as if it was going turn into a party!

		

		“Good, I’ll see you then,” he said, and hung up.

		

		****

		

		They stopped in at the Paris hotel/casino on the way to Fashion Show Mall because Richie really liked the café there for lunch. Cathy had to admit, the lunch was great and the casino itself was one of the more enchanting places she’d been inside of in Las Vegas so far, with its warren of faux Paris street scenes and designer shops, and the hazy light that was common throughout the large casino, making it seem as if time had stood still and it was always a magical late afternoon in Paris, twenty-four hours a day.

		

		The restaurant Richie preferred was the Café Ile St, Louis, which was an “outdoor” Paris café setting. Cathy was so impressed by her surroundings and the café that she blurted out her lunch order in French, confusing the waiter no end, since his accent was pure New Jersey, not French.

		

		“Sorry about that,” she told Richie, after the baffled waiter had gotten her order right, in English. “I got carried away.”

		

		“You speak fluent French?” Richie asked her, obviously surprised and impressed.

		

		“Four years of high school French and then three more in college,” she confessed with a little smile, “my college instructor, who was originally from France, said that my pronunciation and knowledge of slang was so good that I could pass for a native speaker.”

		

		“Well, that’s tres bon,” Richie said in a bad French accent, “and that’s pretty much the extent of my knowledge of the language.”

		

		They shared a laugh over that and then their wine came. Their meal, when it arrived a few minutes later, was fabulous, with Richie dining on Coq Au Vin and Cathy choosing a seared tuna salad that was one of the most delicious things she’d ever eaten in her life.

		

		Fashion Show Mall was only a few blocks down South Las Vegas Boulevard from the casino. They entrusted the Caddy to a valet and then toured Nordstrom, Kate Spade, and the nearby Neiman Marcus together.

		

		Richie insisted on buying her a dress from Kate Spade that cost right at eight-hundred dollars, some shoes from Jimmy Choo that were slightly more than that, and some accent jewelry to complete outfit that was about the price of the dress and the shoes added together.

		

		“Richie, you crazy man, I can’t accept this!” she whispered, after she’d drawn him off to one side at the Kate Spade shop, while the salesgirl was ringing up the pricey but oh, so stunning evening dress—which Cathy had to admit, did look divine on her—at the register.

		

		“Nonsense,” Richie insisted, handing the clerk his American Express card, “I asked you to this club opening, so it’s only right I pay for your outfit. If I hadn’t insisted you go to this thing with me, you wouldn’t need the outfit, right?”

		

		****

		

		“I do look sensational in this,” Cathy admitted to herself as she waited for the doorbell to ring.

		

		The dress was from Kate Spade’s Madison Avenue collection, and it was short hemmed, showing off Cathy’s long legs, bright red, which was a color that looked great on her, highlighting her white skin and blonde hair as it did, and the red Jimmy Choo pumps with their four inch heels matched the rest of her outfit perfectly and were just right for dancing in!

		

		The doorbell sounded and there stood Richie, dressed in a Hugo Boss suit that was somewhere between a rich burgundy and a dark brown, a shirt that was more taupe than white, and a stylish tie that married the suit and the shirt’s colors. He had on a pair of hand-crafted oxblood loafers with the suit that went perfectly with it.

		

		“I know it’s a hip, young club, but this is about as young and hip as my wardrobe gets,” Richie told her as she took in the suit.

		

		“It looks great,” she told him approvingly. “How about me; how do I look in this fabulous outfit you bought me?”

		

		“Even more fabulous than the outfit,” he assured her with a big smile, offering her his arm. “Shall we?”

		

		****

		

		The Bolero was a new hotel/casino, twelve stories high, just off the Strip. It was considered a gathering spot for the younger crowd, its demographics somewhere in between the huge theme hotel/casinos on the Strip and the Hard Rock Café Hotel, way off the Strip.

		

		The fine-dining restaurant was one floor below the new dance club—the ‘Dance Your Ass Off Lounge’, a private, members-only, club that sold temporary memberships for outlandish prices—and which occupied the top floor of the hotel/casino. The restaurant was called The Toledo Room, and it was all about black leather booths, bright-white linen table cloths, tuxedoed waiters, and a breath-taking view of the Strip, two blocks away.

		

		From their choice window table, she and Richie could see the bright panoply of colored, flashing lights that were the Strip, and the carpet of small, white lights that made up the various residential neighborhoods sweeping off into the distance. They drank wine that had been priced on the wine list at two-hundred dollars a bottle, but which was, of course, free for Richie Vittone and his guest, as they stared out at the lights and the inky night sky.

		

		Cathy was eating a medium-rare filet mignon steak that was so tender you could cut it with the edge of your fork and Richie was dining on lobster-filled ravioli, as they talked and laughed and people watched, when they weren’t busy taking in the view. There were several profession football players and their wives or dates here tonight, plus a famous movie actor and his entourage, two television stars, and a recording artist from the eighties who was playing at a semi-permanent gig five nights a week down the Strip a ways.

		

		“Are all of these people going to the club opening?” Cathy asked; her eyes wide with wonder at being among such a famous group of people.

		

		“All of them and a lot more, I suspect,” Richie replied casually. “There’s a big guest list, from what I understand; Hollywood people, music people, athletes, Strip lizards—all the usual famous and semi-famous celeb trash.”

		

		She laughed. “God, you’re so blasé. If I told my sister back in Indiana that I was going to this thing tonight, with all of these celebrities, she would never believe me!”

		

		“Eh, they’re just people, like you and me,” Richie said, taking another sip of the excellent wine. “It’s just that more people know who they are.”

		

		He flashed Cathy that little half smile of his and whispered, “You’re twice the person most of these stiffs are, Cathy. You’re the real deal.”

		

		She felt her heart turn over in her chest when he said that and suddenly realized what a huge crush she was developing on Richie Vittone. He was the most dazzling, sexiest man she’d ever known or ever hoped to know!

		

		I have absolutely no idea what he sees in me, but thank God that he does see something he likes! She thought. The excitement factor in my life has gone up about two-thousand percent since I met him!

		

		****

		

		He led her out onto the floor in the fabulous new club an hour later and they began to dance together.

		

		Cathy had taken tap, ballroom, and ballet lessons as a girl and as a teenager, from Eve Charles, a once well-known dancer who had ended up living in Evansville in her declining years, running a small dance studio. The woman had been a professional dancer all her life; serving as a Radio City Music Hall Rockette for three seasons, and dancing on Broadway and in several movies, back in her heyday.

		

		Eve had told Cathy that she had what it took to be a professional dancer as well, that she had the height, the looks, the build, and the natural sense of rhythm required to be a professional. But, although Cathy loved to dance and was extraordinarily good at it, she had opted for college--and a more secure, less uncertain future—rather than the one a professional dancer’s life might have provided for her.

		

		As a result of her extensive training, however, until this very minute, she had always been a far better dancer than whatever boy or man she had found herself partnered with throughout the years. Richie Vittone was the exception to that rule!

		

		He moved like a professional, his hips loose, flowing; his feet gliding as if they were skimming lightly across an oiled floor. His sense of rhythm matched hers, and he led her with a sureness and confidence that shocked her.

		

		Most of the men she had ever danced with had realized right away that she was twice the dancer they were. And that had tended to make her various partners even more nervous, and lead-footed than they might have been otherwise.

		

		Not Richie. He merely grinned at her, as he realized instantly just how good she was, and then they were off!

		

		People cleared out of their way, just standing back in a circle and watching them dance together. Cathy was a little embarrassed at first by the sudden spotlight on her but, at the same time, she discovered that she was flattered by the attention, and was soon relishing it!

		

		She loved to dance, and tonight, she was clearly dancing with a man who loved it as much as she did and who had just as much talent. It was exhilarating!

		

		There was applause as the song ended and they went back over to their table and sat down. She leaned across it and demanded, “Why didn’t you tell me you could dance like that?”

		

		“You never asked,” he said with a shrug.

		

		After a moment, he said, “I knew you were tall and leggy and stunningly pretty, Cathy, but you never told me that you could dance like a professional. I was just as surprised as you were out there.”

		

		She smiled across the table at him, as happy as she could remember being in ages. People came by the table to congratulate them. The manager came over and asked them if they’d do the club the honor of dancing another few numbers--people were asking for them!

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		What A Night!

		

		“I suppose I don’t have to tell you how much I enjoyed this evening?” she said to him as he swung the Caddy down off the freeway and into North Las Vegas. “I haven’t had that much fun in…well, since the last time I went out with you; the night we met and we saw Augie Morris together!”

		

		He reached over and took her left hand in his right one. He brought it up to his lips and kissed the back of it, saying,” Yeah, it was a blast, wasn’t it?”

		

		Looking over at her briefly, not releasing her hand, he said, “You’re one hell of a gal, Cathy. I have more fun with you than I’ve had with anyone else in, like, forever.”

		

		He kissed her hand again and then let go of it, returning his hand to the steering wheel. In less than a minute, they were parked in her driveway, on the deserted residential street. It was nearly two in the morning.

		

		“I had such fun tonight, too,” she said, preparing to tell him good night. “Thank you so much for everything, buying me this nice outfit, the shoes, the dinner, the wonderful evening, and the dancing, of course.”

		

		She leaned over to be kissed, her head spinning from the sheer beauty of the “date” they’d just been on together, forgetting in that moment that she was married to Ron—her hard-working, always gone, husband, Ron—and just craving a good night kiss from Richie.

		

		He gave her one, and it curled her toes back inside her new Jimmy Choos! His tongue slipped into her mouth as naturally as anything and she closed her eyes and just went with it!

		

		Cathy felt her heart rate skyrocket as that sweet, pulse-pounding kiss went on and on. Her nipples were instantly stiff against the fabric of her bra, and her lower lips were getting wetter by the second.

		

		His hand came down on her knee, and squeezed it lightly, and a huge jolt of excitement rippled up her leg and right into her clit! She moaned with desire—she couldn’t seem to help herself--and he slid his hand further up onto her bare thigh, right above the band of lace surrounding the top of the half stockings she was wearing.

		

		Cathy shuddered at the intensity of the spasm that shot through her…her…pussy when he did that! Her heart was pounding by now, and she sucked at his tongue as if it were a small cock, her arms now tight around Richie’s neck, her nipples throbbing like crazy inside her bra.

		

		She felt his hand move upward, just slightly, as he caressed the bare flesh of her inner thigh with just his fingertips. A low, needy moan escaped her lips once more and his hand crept a tiny bit higher.

		

		If he touched my clitty right now, I’d come in a heartbeat! She realized. I’m so glad I didn’t invite him into the house for a nightcap, as I’d thought about doing earlier. Because if I had, I’d be naked in his arms right now and he’d be fucking me!

		

		Cathy actually trembled as she imagined that, Richie’s hot, muscular body naked against hers. She envisioned him kissing her just like this as his cock slipped into her oh, so willing pussy and he began to move within her, their two dancer’s bodies intertwining, doing that age-old dance called sex together in bed!

		

		How hot would that be, fucking this magnificent man? She asked herself. God, I have a feeling he’d make me come like I never have before in my life! He’d make me go nuts for him in bed…I just know he would!

		

		“Oh, oh, God,” she gasped, breaking off the kiss before her torrid daydreams about bedding this delicious man made her come right here, in the front seat of his car, with him barely touching her, “I’m sorry, Richie! I shouldn’t have kissed you like that. I am married. It was wrong of me!”

		

		“It didn’t feel wrong to me,” he whispered softly, slowly removing his hand from her thigh. “It was wonderful.”

		

		She fought her instinct to reach down and grab his hand and put it right back where it had been. She wanted so much to kiss him some more, to feel his touch while she did, to let him go further with her!

		

		Oh, Christ, I’ve got to get into the house before I start begging him to fuck me! Cathy thought desperately. Who do I think I’m fooling? I’m so attracted to him that if he pulled his cock out right now and asked me to suck it for him, I’d do it in a heartbeat, and gladly!

		

		“Thanks for a lovely evening, Richie,” she sighed, reaching for the door handle.

		

		He stopped her with a gentle hand on her shoulder. As she turned back to face him, he whispered, “I’ve got to see you again, Cathy. There’s a party this weekend, at my old friend Tommy Leopold’s house on Friday night. Would you go with me, please?”

		

		She melted inside. Would she go with him?

		

		Hell, yes, I’ll go with him! She promised herself. Just try and stop me.

		

		“That sounds fine to me, if Ron’s working that night,” she murmured, staring into his eyes, getting lost in them, wanting so badly to ask him inside with her…to make love to him in her lonely, empty bed…that she could barely stand it.

		

		“Do you think he will be working?” Richie asked hopefully, sounding as if he couldn’t wait to see her again, the very notion of him wanting her as much as she wanted him making her heart soar.

		

		“He almost always is,” she answered softly. “I’ll check with him tomorrow, and then I’ll call you, okay?”

		

		“That’d be great,” he answered, his eyes never leaving hers.

		

		Wordlessly, he took her into his arms again and they kissed. Cathy nearly swooned; it felt so good to be up against his broad chest, his tongue in her mouth once more, her breasts pressed to him. She couldn’t get enough of his hot lips on hers, of his sweet smell, his sexy body against hers.

		

		God, this is so wrong! I am married, and this is so…fucking wrong! Why does it feel so right?

		

		She didn’t know how long the kiss went on. All she knew was that, when it finally ended and she got reluctantly out of the car and went inside her empty house, her panties were soaked with pussy oil and her nipples actually ached from being erect for so long.

		

		Cathy got out of her dancing outfit, hung it in the closet, and put away her stylish new shoes. After she’d washed her face, she got in bed, turned out the lights and then opened the bottom drawer of her nightstand. She found her vibrator by feel and slipped it under the covers.

		

		Lifting her sheer nightie up under her chin, she then pulled her the panties to her sleep set down to her knees and turned the vibrator on. She began to squeeze her nipples lightly as she buzzed her clit with the vibrator, her eyes going closed.

		

		“Richie,” she said aloud in the empty bedroom, “oh, God, yes, Richie. Touch my nipples, just like that; squeeze the just lightly for me, darling. You know just how I like it!”

		

		She bet he would know just how she liked having her boobies played with, too, if she ever let him touch them. Cathy pressed the vibrator in tighter against her swollen clit, dreaming about just that…about letting him touch her sensitive little pink buds …about letting him touch her everywhere!

		

		“Oh, Richie, fuck me!” she moaned, as she slipped the sex toy inside her juicy opening and began to do herself with it.

		

		She remembered, not that long ago, when she’d called out Ron’s name when she’d masturbated like this. But she didn’t do that anymore. Now it was Richie, only Richie!

		

		“Yes, that’s the way to fuck me,” she sighed, dreaming of those dimples, those soft lips against hers, his hand on her naked thigh. “Oh, God, yes, fuck me hard, just like that, Richie darling!”

		

		The vibrator moved faster and she felt herself tensing inside. Jesus, but she needed fucked, and for real; and soon!

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know why I’m even bothering to ask, but are you working this weekend?” Cathy queried her husband at breakfast the next morning.

		

		He had gotten home at eight-thirty, just a few minutes ago, and was now wolfing down the eggs and toast, along with two pieces of bacon, that she had fixed for him. Then he would fall into bed and sleep until three o’clock this afternoon, she knew, when he would get up, shower, shave, grab another bite to eat and bolt out the door to another pharmacy, where he would work the four in the afternoon until midnight slot.

		

		“Yes, I’m working,” he sighed, looking up at her wistfully. “When am I not working?”

		

		He finished his hurried breakfast and then said, “This will calm down a little, soon. A lot of the guys who are opting for spring vacations will have them over with and taken before long, so my hours will be more normal.”

		

		“No they won’t,” Cathy told him coldly. “Not with the way you’re using your own schedule to help cook the books.”

		

		“I resent that,” Ron bristled angrily. “My working extra shifts, instead of using the registry shouldn’t be considered ‘cooking the books’ at all!”

		

		“Oh, please,” she snapped at him. “Do you really think corporate is so stupid that they can’t see what you’re doing, why your personnel figures look so good?”

		

		He sighed, not answering. Cathy knew that the numbers from her husband’s operation looked very good, next to some other areas of the country, because he was using himself to fill in on shifts where the regular pharmacist was out sick or on vacation, instead of calling in a temporary pharmacist from the local “registry”, which was a sort of temp employment agency for licensed pharmacists. Most pharmacists who had reached a mid-management level the way Ron had didn’t work shifts anymore, filling prescriptions; they merely handled problems and performed administrative problems.

		

		But not Ron; he had gotten a Nevada license and was using his own man hours to help keep his use of the registry pharmacists spectacularly below normal.The problem with using someone for the registry was that it was extremely expensive, more than a thousand dollars for one eight-hour shift, in some cases.

		

		That kind of outlay drove personnel costs up in a hurry. It was much cheaper for Ron to pay himself overtime for anything he worked over forty hours in a week than it was to use registry pharmacists. That was how he was making his figures look so stellar to the home office.

		

		“You know what?” he finally asked, as he stood up to head for the bedroom. “I don’t think my bosses care. I think they just want great numbers, and they don’t much give a damn how we get them. I know they can see what I’m doing, all of the overtime I’m putting in and no registry outlays, but I’ve yet to hear a word about it from corporate.”

		

		“I guess they feel that if you want to run yourself right into the ground just to turn in good numbers, that’s your business,” she said.

		

		“Maybe,” he admitted, “anyway, I’m too beat to care. I’m going to bed.”

		

		Cathy watched him walk away, not feeling even a little bad anymore about kissing Richie so passionately last night. If she waited for excitement like that from Ron, it was clear that she’d be waiting forever.

		

		She was beginning to realize that. Ron always talked about how he was doing all of this for them, for the two of them, so that they could get ahead.

		

		Well, that’s fine, then, I guess. He’s getting ahead and I’m getting nothing, except things. I’ve got a new Camray and a new house and new furniture…and a whole lot of emptiness in my life to go along with them. Thank God for Richie! Without him, I think I really would go nuts.

		

		She began to clean up the kitchen, thinking about the party that Richie was taking her to on Friday night, really starting to look forward to it. As soon as Ron left for work this afternoon, she intended to call Richie and tell him that she was definitely going with him to the party and that she could hardly wait!

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		A Little Nightcap

		

		The party was winding down. It was one in the morning, and four couples were sitting around in the living room, drinking cocktails, and the men--all old friends--were busily re-telling stories that they’d all heard before.

		

		Besides Richie and Cathy, there was Tommy Leopold and his wife, Madison, who turned out to be a tall, sensational, stunner of a redhead who had once been a headliner for Richie at The Bohemia Club, a man called Johnny Burke and his date, a pretty little brunette named Pauline, and carrot-topped, heavyset jokester of a man named Red Simpson and his wife, Betty.

		

		Madison had moved the cocaine mirror tile into the front room and put it on the coffee table, so that anyone who wanted another line could do one. Cathy had refrained at first, but then Madison, Pauline, and Betty had each had one and Cathy had figured, “what the heck?” and had quickly joined in.

		

		No one seemed to care. After they’d each done a third line apiece, Red Simpson had taken a big hit, too, and now sat back on the couch, smiling. He commented, “That’s some primo blow, Tommy.”

		

		“Yeah, I got it from the Greek,” Tommy said, “The Greek’s got the best, when it comes to the cola, that’s for sure.”

		

		Richie slipped his smart phone out of his pocket and checked the time. He said, “We’d better hit the road, Tommy, it’s getting late.”

		

		Tommy leaned over and got a handful of sandwich bags with sealable tops out of a drawer under the coffee table. He tossed them on the table and said, “Goody bags for them that want it. I bought an ounce of pure, for this party, and that mound there is what’s left. Aside from Maddy’s stash, just for her personal use, I don’t like to keep drugs in the house, in between parties.”

		

		“Well, Cathy seems to have a nose for the stuff, so why not?” Richie said, leaning forward, opening up a baggie and scooping a number of large blades-full of the white powder into it with the razor blade.

		

		Red Simpson laughed, “That’s probably five or six grams of pure coke that Richie just scooped up, Tommy, some goody bag! I bet that’s eight-hundred bucks worth of blow on the street. Hell, probably more like twelve or fifteen-hundred, since people would step on it like crazy before they turned around and offed it on the street!”

		

		Everyone around the table laughed, except Cathy, who was stunned that Tommy was giving her that much of the expensive drug to take home with her!

		

		“Well, what the hell?” Tommy shrugged. “Like I said, I don’t like it around. It’s not like the cops are likely to ever raid my place, but you never know, now do you?”

		

		“Yeah, the less of that shit you’ve got in your house, the better,” Red agreed, helping Tommy out by eagerly loading up a baggie to take home with him and Betty.

		

		“That’s no kidding,” Johnny Burke said.

		

		He was a short man with slicked back brown hair and handsome face, and he scooped the last of the pile into another baggie after Red was finished, filling it halfway up with cocaine and emptying the mirror tile’s surface. He asked, as he sealed up the bag, “Did you hear about Billy Wingate getting popped for having a half ounce on him when the cops pulled him over on that DUI beef? He’d just bought it for Diane and was taking it home to her.”

		

		Richie looked at Cathy and explained, “Billy owns a couple of bars downtown. He doesn’t really do coke himself, but his wife, Diane, is hooked on the stuff.”

		

		He handed her the baggie of cocaine and admonished her, “So go easy on this stuff; kitten. Don’t let it get you into trouble, okay?”

		

		Her blue eyes blazing with the coke and alcohol high she was experiencing already, she eagerly took the fat baggie and stuffed it into her purse, assuring him, “No, I’ll be careful, don’t worry.

		

		She looked over at Tommy and said, “Thank you so much for everything, Tommy, the great party, the drinks, and for this…uh…little party favor, too!”

		

		“My pleasure, pretty girl,” he told Cathy, beaming. “You’re on our guest list from now on, so don’t be a stranger, okay?”

		

		She smiled and got up to leave when Richie did. Tommy walked them out and Cathy kissed him on the cheek right before she stepped down off the porch, thanking him once again for his wonderful hospitality.

		

		****

		

		Later, she would blame all of the sloe gin fizzes she’d had that night, and the cocaine, and the fact that Richie was so damned sexy and gorgeous to look at, for her decision to invite him in for a nightcap when they got back to her house. But secretly, deep down inside, she knew that it was really because she’d reached the end of her rope when it came to waiting for Ron to come to his senses and start acting like a real husband toward her again.

		

		After he’d left for work that afternoon two days ago, right before she’d called Richie and told him that she could go to the party with him, she’d found the small day timer calendar in a kitchen drawer and taken it out and looked at it. There had been a red “X” through a day on a calendar from two months ago.

		

		This Friday, she had realized with a start as she had studied the small book, it will be exactly one month and one week since I last had sex with my husband.

		

		Their times together had become so rare that she’d actually marked the calendar the last time it had happened, just to see how long Ron would go before wanting her again.

		

		As she sat in the car with Richie, on her way home from the fabulous party at Tommy’s place, she realized that it was now officially one month, one week, and counting since she’d last had sex with her husband! She sighed.

		

		The really bad part was that the last time they had been in bed together--when she’d put that “X” on the calendar--the sex they’d shared that night had been way less than memorable. Actually, it had been just awful. He’d simply woken up, reached for her, pushed her nightie up under her chin and attacked her breasts with his tongue and lips for a minute or two.

		

		As soon as she’d been wet enough, he’d entered her, hammered away for perhaps a minute and a half, moaned, and come inside her. Then he’d gone back to sleep.

		

		Cathy had started crying. Lying there in the darkness, with his semen running out of her, she’d simply begun to sob, out of pent-up frustration and anger.

		

		Not caring whether she woke him up or not, not caring if he’d heard her or not, she’d gotten her vibrator out of the nightstand drawer, gone into the bathroom, and had “Jilled” herself off with the small sex toy, using Ron’s slippery goo as lubricant! It had been the strangest orgasm of her life. She’d come, but she’d still been crying softly in despair when she’d finally climaxed!

		

		“You seem a million miles away right now,” Richie remarked just then, as he turned on to her street. “What are you thinking about?”

		

		“You,” she said truthfully, turning toward him. “I want you to come in for a nightcap tonight, Richie. Will you?”

		

		He pulled the car to a stop in the driveway and turned to face her. “Sure, I’d love to.”

		

		Getting out of the Caddy, he came around and opened her door. She took his arm, going up the drive and then up the walkway and onto the porch.

		

		After she’d opened the door with her key, she pulled him inside, locked it, put her keys back in her purse, and then threw the purse on the entry table. She put her arms around his neck and whispered, “Good, I’m very glad you came inside with me. I’ll be sure to fix you breakfast before you leave in the morning.”

		

		And then she kissed him.

		

		****

		

		The trail of clothing stretched from the front entry way, across the living room, down the hall, and into the master bedroom. Cathy’s bra and panties were right next to the bed, alongside Richie’s boxer shorts.

		

		The two of them were now naked in the middle of the bed, the covers thrown back; making out like two horny teenagers. Cathy’s hands were all over his hair, his shoulders, his back, and down onto his tight ass cheeks as they kissed passionately.

		

		Richie’s hands, in turn, roamed through her long, silky blonde mane, down onto her back, and stopped at her taut butt mounds, kneading and squeezing them. She rubbed her sensitive nipples across his hairy chest and moaned, sucking at his tongue, her pussy so wet that the two halves of it were floating against one another as her lover worked her ass moons up and down in his strong hands.

		

		His cock is magnificent, she kept thinking as it lay throbbing against her naked belly. It’s so beautiful; long and thick and slightly curved upward, and so damned hard!

		

		After another minute of the hot, naked make-out session, she couldn’t stand to wait another second. She had never in her life thought she’d cheat on her husband, but she was tired of pretending to be married.

		

		She was tired of living with the sexless zombie who had replaced the sweet, sexy man she’d fallen in love with back in college. Cathy wanted real loving, from a real man; a man like the incredible specimen of human sexuality who was holding her so tightly right now, kissing her, and thrilling her beyond belief!

		

		“Oh, Richie, you’ll think I’m an awful slut, I know, but I need you!” She gasped out her plea a moment later, pulling her saliva-slick lips from his. “I need fucked! I’ve never wanted sex so bad in my whole life!”

		

		He grinned at her and whispered, “All you had to do was ask, kitten. I’ve wanted this long, sexy body of yours from the first second I saw you in that parking lot, with those three idiots yelling after you.”

		

		And then his lips were back on hers and his hands were on her breasts, touching them, toying with them. He took her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and twisted them with delicious, teasing pressure, doing it perfectly—just as she’d somehow known he would!

		

		Cathy moaned in rising ecstasy, her tongue going wild inside his mouth. She emitted a little gurgling sound of pleasure as he made her breasts come alive with his fingertips.

		

		When he had her working her slick pussy lips shamelessly against his big thigh as she kissed him and he played with her nipples, he slid his mouth off hers and kissed his way down her long neck, and onto her collar bone. He continued to twist her right nipple with his left hand, while his right hand slowly stroked its way down her tummy, trailing lightly through her blondish-brown pubic fur and finding her super-wet pussy mouth.

		

		Richie eased his middle finger into her hot juiciness, right across her clit, as his lips came down on her left nipple and began to gently suck. She groaned out her intense pleasure and warned him, “I’ll come, Richie. My God, you’re turning me on so much; I’m going to come before you even put it in me, darling!”

		

		He chuckled softly and looked up at her as he fingered her molten-hot slit perfectly, saying, “There’s no law on the books as to the number of orgasms a woman can have in one night in the state of Nevada, babe. Haven’t you heard?”

		

		She laughed--right in the middle of the hottest sexual experience she’d ever had in her life, she laughed--and just relaxed and gave her body over to him. Cathy realized in that instant that she needed as many orgasms as it was humanly possible to have, and that she had chosen just the man to coax them out of her oh, so willing body!

		

		Richie went back to sucking her breast and fingering her with the deftness and sureness of a master violinist playing a Stradivarius. She quivered under him and got ready to come.

		

		Her vision suddenly took on a red tinge, and her whole long body went tense. She whined, “Oh, Richie, its here…I’m coming, honey. And, oh, Jesus, is it ever a good one?”

		

		Richie bit down lightly on her sensitive nipple with his sharp front teeth as she began to shake uncontrollably in his arms. Cathy wailed out her pleasure and held him tight as her lower body began to jerk against his delving finger, her pussy grabbing at it as she climaxed.

		

		She was actually crying when she finished, it had felt so good! As the intense feelings finally ebbed away, he laid her gently on the pillow and kissed her tears away, saying, “God, honey, you really come when you come, don’t you?”

		

		Cathy looked up at him through damp eyes, nearly delirious with relief and much-needed joy. She said shyly, “I guess I do. It’s been so long since I had an orgasm in front of a man that I’d forgotten what it felt like.”

		

		He gave her the shark’s grin and whispered, “That? That wasn’t an orgasm, darling. That was just an appetizer before the banquet begins.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		The Main Course

		

		“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, my sweet fucking God!” Cathy screamed as the large cock hammered into her again and again, relentlessly.

		

		She was up on her hands and knees, with Richie--her sweet, sexy, unbelievable Richie—kneeling behind her, driving that beautiful, granite-hard prick of his into her over and over again, right across her clit!

		

		How many times is this going to be? She asked herself, her ability to think clearly in serious peril. For what seemed like hours now, there had been only Richie and his exquisite body, his hungry mouth, his magical tongue and knowing fingertips—not to mention that unreal cock of his!

		

		Seven, I think, I’ve come at least seven times so far, she told herself in awe. There was that first time, when he fingered me while he sucked my breast. And then he ate me and I screamed so loud when I orgasmed that my throat hurt afterward, and then he just put it in me for the first time and fucked me like a wild boy, from on top, and made me come twice before he finally went off inside me for the first time.

		

		Cathy smiled, remembering that moment, reliving all of the come Richie had flooded her with as she’d orgasmed like crazy around his spurting cock! And then she’d sucked him, just a little, and he’d gotten hard as a brick again almost instantly. Then he’d slid her upward from his groin, where she’d been feasting on his wonderful prick, and had spooned with her, sliding into her so easily from in back, as he’d squeezed her tits and fucked her so gently, so beautifully!

		

		She’d come twice that time, the second orgasm coming while he’d really been banging it into her when she’d turned and looked back at him over her shoulder, while he’d held her and fucked her. They’d kissed passionately as she’d come that second time, and then, when she was at last done shuddering through that latest, enormous orgasm, he’d gotten her up onto her hands and knees and fucked her some more!

		

		And, after only a little while, she had trembled her way through yet another climax, just a few minutes ago, as he’d done her doggie style. She moaned again now, remembering all of that awesome sex and knowing that Richie was far from done.

		

		Glancing over at the clock, she saw that it was nearing four in the morning. He really had been fucking her for literally hours.

		

		What a man, what an incredible stud, what a lover, her Richie was!

		

		“Oh, babe, I’m going to come again,” she whispered to him over her shoulder a minute later. I can’t seem to help it…you know just how to do it to me…just what I want…what I need!”

		

		Richie grinned, looking proud that he did know what she needed. There was a light sheen of sweat on his skin, beneath the chest fur and up onto his face and forehead, but he didn’t look ready to stop any time soon.

		

		“You’re the greatest girl in bed I’ve ever known, Cathy,” he panted, still fucking her hard. “Somehow, I knew you would be. Your ass, your legs, those great little tits of yours…so responsive, those little pink nipples; you’re perfect, Cathy, you’re the perfect lover!!”

		

		Perfect, Cathy thought giddily, my darling Richie thinks I’m perfect in bed. Why is it that my husband just ignores me for months on end?

		

		She banished that thought from her mind. It was the first time she’d thought of Ron in hours.

		

		And she didn’t want to think about him. She just wanted to think about Richie, and how magnificent he was.

		

		All she wanted at the moment was just what he was giving her; orgasm after orgasm. There was plenty of time to think about what a cheating wife she was being tomorrow, in the cold light of day!

		

		Her clit began that telltale throbbing just at that instant and all thoughts of cheating or Ron or anything else were forced from her mind. Richie sensed that she was about to orgasm once more and reached up under her and grabbed her swaying tits and squeezed them as powered his cock into her again and again.

		

		Cathy threw back her head and screamed as she climaxed. She felt Richie began to spurt inside her and the orgasm spiraled upward in intensity. She just ground her needy pussy back against him and came and came!

		

		****

		

		“Are you okay?” he asked her softly, cuddling her close to him.

		

		They were lying up at the top of the bed, against the pillows at the headboard after that last, powerful, all-consuming shared orgasm. She was spooned back against him, his mighty cock finally soft for a change.

		

		“Why do you ask?”

		

		“Because you’re not the kind of woman who normally cheats on her husband,” he told her. “I know you really needed this, but I suspect it’s taking a toll on you, mentally, now that you’ve had a chance to reflect on what we did tonight.”

		

		She turned in his arms and nestled her head onto his shoulder. He kept his arms around her and she began to cry softly against his chest.

		

		“You’re right, of course,” she sobbed, “I needed what we did tonight so badly, Richie, I was dying for it!”

		

		She sniveled and reached up and dried her eyes as best she could with the heel of her right hand. “That was the first real sex I’ve had in months and months! It doesn’t excuse my ignoring my wedding vows, I know, but I…I …couldn’t stand it any longer!”

		

		He gave her a tiny smile and said, “You’re kidding, aren’t you? Your husband hadn’t laid you in that long? Is he gay?”

		

		She shook her head, “No, at least I don’t think he is.”

		

		Looking up at him she said, somewhat desperately, “Oh, Richie, we were so happy at first. We made love all the time when we were dating, when we were engaged, and right after we first got married.”

		

		After a silence, he asked, “What happened?”

		

		She drew in a breath, “I don’t know. He just gradually got so caught up in his career, and in getting ahead—for us, he always told me—that he didn’t seem to have time for a life outside of work anymore. Once he got on the management track, he just sort of changed. I feel like I don’t even know him anymore.”

		

		He looked at her for long seconds, and finally said, “Some of the businesses I’m involved with employ young women, Cathy. Most of them are, by necessity, beautiful young women; the more beautiful the better. Men, as a rule, aren’t anxious to pay big money to see a bunch of bow-wows dancing around nude onstage or serving drinks to them in skimpy costumes.”

		

		Before she could say anything about that or ask him what it had to do with what she’d just said about her marriage, Richie went on to add, “So I meet at least a dozen young, pretty women in a typical month, and I date some of them. Not the ones I hire; that just leads to problems, dating the help.”

		

		He finished with, “Some of the women I meet are married, so I don’t date them either. Married women are invariably trouble, and there are just too many available single girls out there to bother messing around with the married ones.’

		

		She looked at him, a tiny smile on her face, and asked, “So what are you doing here, in my bed, Mr.Vittone?”

		

		“Doing what I never do, Mrs. Walton,” he told her, gripping her tighter around her waist, “breaking a personal rule of mine that I never break.”

		

		“And why are you doing that?” she asked, leaning in closer to him, her heart starting to beat faster again.

		

		“Because I can’t get you out of my head, Cathy,” he whispered back. “I told myself when I first met you that you were trouble; that I should stay away from you.”

		

		“But you didn’t,” she prompted him, feeling so good in his arms, hearing what he was saying, that she could barely stand it.

		

		“No, I didn’t. Because I couldn’t; I couldn’t ignore you, Cathy, once I’d met you; I wanted to see you again, even though I knew I shouldn’t.”

		

		“Why not, what’s so dangerous about me? I’m just a bored housewife with too much time on her hands.”

		

		“No, you’re way more than that,” he murmured, just before he kissed her. “You’re beautiful and pure and unspoiled and incredibly sexy, underneath that ‘I’m just a wide-eyed Midwestern girl’ image you project.”

		

		His lips coming nearer to hers, he murmured, “What you are, darling, is hot. You’re the hottest girl I’ve ever been in bed with.”

		

		And then his lips were on hers and she felt his big cock stir against her tummy almost immediately. Cathy sighed and kissed him back, absolutely loving this.

		

		This night had been all she’d ever imagined it could be, and so much more! Richie was the lover she’d fantasized he would be, and his cock was perfect, and he was perfect, and she knew that the sex they were about to enjoy together was going to be perfect, too!

		

		****

		

		“Yeah, like that, just like that!” Cathy hissed, looking back over her shoulder at him.

		

		She was on her feet, leaning forward, as Richie had positioned her, grabbing onto the bedpost of the king bed, up on her toes as he rammed his cock up into her wet pussy again and again as he stood behind her. Each heady thrust sent her up onto her tiptoes and made her taut little ass moons quiver from the impact of his driving prick.

		

		Oh, God, but my Richie can fuck! She marveled. He never gets tired and he only goes soft for a few minutes, and then he wants me again! Maybe I really am that hot girl he thinks I am? I don’t know, all I know is that I love this, and I want more of it—as much as I can get!

		

		“Are you going to come for me again, Cathy, you little fireball?” He whispered it in her ear, leaning in closer to her so that he could, his big cock still pistoning in and out of her as he spoke.

		

		She whined, knowing that she was. She could feel her pussy tightening, her clit going wild again!

		

		“Oh, Richie, I am going to come,” she moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, darling, but don’t you come just yet, okay?”

		

		Richie just grunted and fucked her even harder. Cathy closed her eyes, bit her lower lip so that she wouldn’t scream too loudly, and came. Her pussy seemed to explode around his driving cock and her long body shivered as the marvelous feeling of total release gripped her once again.

		

		He felt her go off and reached around her and took a firm little breast in each hand and squeezed. That made her orgasm even more intense and Cathy gave a little gasping sob as her climax ratcheted up a notch. She was now coming so hard she could barely see straight, and her pussy was locked down tight on his buried prick!

		

		“Oh, so good,” she murmured, shaking, holding onto the bedpost desperately, “you make me come so fucking good, Richie, my love!”

		

		When the massive orgasm slowly began to fade, she let go of the post, slipped her right middle finger into her pussy to finish her climax herself as she slid forward, his cock coming out of her. Cathy spun around and dropped to her knees and stuffed as much of his girl-come-laden cock into her mouth as she could and started to suck it for him.

		

		Richie groaned and said, “Oh, babe, I hope you want a mouthful of come, because what you’re doing feels so good, and you look so damned sexy doing it, that I can’t last much longer!”

		

		She gurgled up happily at him, her tongue circling him as she sucked him off. He only lasted another four or five deep penetrations of her mouth and throat, and then he leaned forward, grabbing onto the bedpost to steady himself, and began to shoot his load into her very willing mouth.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Cathy murmured, swallowing it for him eagerly, loving performing this intimately obscene act for her sweet Richie!

		

		He fucked her into her sucking lips gently for nearly half a minute more, depositing four or five more spurts of his thick, gooey, very warm come in her mouth. She swallowed them all, reveling in being so utterly naughty for her lover, seeing from his ecstatic face how much he loved watching her swallow his spunk.

		

		“Did you like that?” she asked coyly, as his soft cock finally slipped from her slightly come-slick lips a minute later.

		

		Richie surprised her by reaching down suddenly and grabbing her under the armpits and lifting her back onto her feet. His arms went around her and then he was kissing her passionately, his tongue inside her mouth!

		

		He drew back momentarily, and whispered, “I’ll show you how much I liked it in just a minute, when my dick gets hard again, Cathy, you incredible hottie--you’re the sexiest woman in Vegas!”

		

		And then he was kissing her again. Cathy’s head spun; and she kissed him back passionately, lovingly.

		

		She’d never known that men like Richie existed. He was all man, sexy, virile, and so into her that he just couldn’t seem to get enough!

		

		And that was fine with her. That was more than fine with her…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Breakfast Conversation

		

		“Thank you for last night, for all of it,” Cathy said softly as they faced each other across the breakfast table.

		

		Richie was fully dressed in his suit once again, but Cathy had on only her bathrobe. It was six in the morning and she’d gotten perhaps a half hour’s sleep last night, total. The rest of the time, she’d been orgasming—or so it seemed to her, looking back on it.

		

		“I should be thanking you,” he told her with his little half-grin. “I’ve never met a woman like you before, Cathy, and I’ve met Hell’s own amount of women, believe me.”

		

		She could feel herself blushing, but she didn’t care. She had no shame in front of Richie anymore; they’d become too close last night, too intertwined, to have any secrets from each other. Or at least that’s the way she felt about it.

		

		“I want to continue to see you,” she said quietly, “and I hope you’ll want to see me again, too.”

		

		He grinned full out. “Are you kidding? After last night, I’d go crazy if I couldn’t see you again, Cathy.”

		

		She smiled; her heart singing within her chest. She’d been so hoping he’d say something like that!

		

		After a long moment of just sitting there, smiling goofily at each other from across the table, she said, “I’m thinking of telling Ron about you.”

		

		Richie looked startled. “Why?”

		

		Cathy looked down at her half-eaten eggs and bacon and said, “I am that goody-goody Midwestern girl you talked about, for real, Richie. I wasn’t raised to cheat on my husband. It’s bothering me a lot more that I let on. I think about it constantly, now that it’s really true; now that we’ve actually been to bed together.”

		

		She looked up and said, “Before, when we were just going out, seeing a show or having lunch, or whatever, I could kid myself that I wasn’t really doing anything wrong. After last night, I can’t do that anymore.”

		

		He looked at her expectantly and she went on to add, “I loved last night; don’t get me wrong. I don’t want it to be the last time we spend the night in bed together; I want it to be the first of many.”

		

		Cathy shrugged and said, “But I don’t know how to square my wanting that with pretending to be the faithful little wife. It just grates on me, the pure hypocrisy of it, so I’m thinking about telling Ron that I’ve taken a lover. I’m not going to tell him who it is, or how we met, or anything beyond that. Then, if he goes nuts and wants a divorce, I guess I’ll give him one.”

		

		Richie said, “Well, I’m not going to tell you what to do, but divorce is a serious matter. I hate to be the one who’s causing this. Like I told you last night, married women are invariably a lot of trouble.”

		

		He grinned at her again, as if to say that he didn’t mind the trouble, in her case. She smiled back at him and said, “I can get a job of some sort, I’m sure. I don’t have to live like this; a small apartment would be fine for me. I don’t intend to rake Ron over the coals in terms of money, if he wants to divorce me. If I can just keep my car, I’ll be happy.”

		

		Richie’s face went serious. He said, “You know when Augie Morris said that I was a bum and that you should get the hell away from me?”

		

		She didn’t say anything because she didn’t know what to say. So she just nodded.

		

		“Well, he was being funny, but he was also warning you, in his own way, that I’m sort of…a bad guy. I don’t know if I’m a bum, but I’m not someone I’d leave my husband for, if I were you.”

		

		When she looked pained at that, he rushed to add, “I’m not saying that I don’t want to keep seeing you, Cathy, because I do. More than anything, I want that.”

		

		He looked down at his empty plate and then back up at her. “But my track record isn’t the greatest; I’ve got to warn you. I’ve always been a bit of a ladies’ man. Great looking babes come on to me all the time, and I’m just not any good at turning them down.”

		

		She looked at him anxiously and he went on to admit, “I’m just trying to do the right thing here. I don’t usually even try to have steady relationships, kid, because they only last a month or so, and then the girl I’m involved with will hear rumors about me being seen at some club or party or something with another girl, and the rumors always turn out to be true. And we’re suddenly not a couple anymore.”

		

		He looked at her apologetically and said, “What can I tell you? I love pussy, Cathy, and when some hot babe offers me a prime piece, I’m not likely to say no to her.”

		

		Cathy thought about that, glad that Richie had stepped up like this and told her what he was really like before she’d made a fool out of herself over him. She realized, abruptly, that what he’d just said wasn’t really much of a revelation.

		

		She’d sensed right from the start that handsome, sexy, sharp-dressing Richie Vittone was a devil with the ladies. The idea that she was somehow going to be the girl that he’d forsake all others for was foolish, now that she thought about it; a product of her own fantasies, rather than anything he’d encouraged.

		

		“Okay, I can live with that,” she said at last. “I’m not leaving my husband unless I have to, not for you, Richie.”

		

		Her eyes narrowed as she added, “But I do want to see you on a regular basis. If you happen to sleep with some other girl when I’m not around, so what? It’s not like you’re married to me, now is it?”

		

		He smiled and nodded his head, “I can definitely live with that arrangement, Cathy. You’re quite a girl, just like I said; level-headed, smart, and sexy. You’re hot and cool at the same time, babe.”

		

		They just sat there, looking at each other for a while, acclimating to this new understanding they’d just come to. After a while, he asked, “Can you get out tonight?”

		

		“Sure, I guess so,” she said, “why?”

		

		“It’s Saturday night, I want to take you to a club.”

		

		“Alright, which club? How should I dress?”

		

		“The Bohemia Club, I want to show you the crown jewel of my club properties. Dress nice, sexy; but not too sexy. You don’t want my club patrons mistaking you for one of the dancers and pawing at you, now do you?”

		

		“No, I wouldn’t want that,” Cathy agreed. “Tell me, why do you want me to see a nude dancing club?”

		

		“You’re a dancer, Cathy, and a damned good one. I’d be interested in your take on my girls, how well they move, how they might improve their acts.”

		

		“Their acts,” Cathy asked, frowning, “what acts, don’t they just come out naked and shake their…whatevers for the crowd?”

		

		He laughed. “No, there’s more to it than that. You’ll see, tonight. I’ll pick you up at seven, and we’ll go grab some dinner somewhere and then I’ll show you around The Bohemia, alright?”

		

		“Alright, I guess,” Cathy said, not sounding enthusiastic, because she really wasn’t.

		

		The last place in the world she’d ever normally go to would be a club like The Bohemia--the idea of seeing a bunch of totally naked floozies parading around onstage left her cold.

		

		But Richie seemed excited about showing her the club, so she’d go. After last night, the last thing in the world she wanted to do was to disappoint Richie.

		

		She wanted him around as often as she could get him. And if it took seeing the occasional nudie show to do that, she’d go along and pretend to enjoy herself, gladly.

		

		****

		

		After Richie left at seven that morning, she changed the sheets and put fresh ones on. The old ones smelled like her perfume, Richie’s distinctive cologne, sweat, and sex.

		

		Not the sort of thing she wanted Ron smelling when he got home and flopped into bed at eight-thirty or so. She was still going back and forth in her mind over whether to tell her husband that she had cheated on him and that she fully intended to do it again in the near future.

		

		Cathy looked around at her perfect house, the marble floor tiles in the kitchen, the real granite counters, the state-of-the-art refrigerator, range, the whisper-quiet dishwasher, the gourmet ambience that surrounded her. She hated to admit that she was so shallow, but she found that the idea of giving all of this up for some tiny rat hole of an apartment, when she really didn’t have to, didn’t have much appeal for her, after she’d thought about it.

		

		She could do it if she had to, but did she have to? It was true that she felt terrible about sneaking around behind Ron’s back, fucking Richie.

		

		But had to admit: she loved fucking Richie. And she was going to continue to do it, whenever, and wherever, and as often as she could!

		

		The noble part of her said that she should lay that out there for Ron and just see how he dealt with it. The practical part of her said that was a truly stupid idea. Why cause problems for yourself when you didn’t have to?

		

		She got up from the kitchen table, suddenly tired. She hadn’t, after all, gotten much sleep last night.

		

		Cathy smiled, remembering why she hadn’t gotten much sleep last night! God, but her Richie could fuck! What a honey…what a lover that man was!

		

		Then she remembered: she didn’t have to feel tired at all. She hurried into the front room and retrieved her purse from the entryway table.

		

		Back in the kitchen, she took out a straight-bladed, non-serrated knife and then dumped a small pile of cocaine out on the granite countertop and lined it out with the knife blade. She rummaged in the cupboards, found a box of soda straws, took one out, cut it off short, and tossed the long half in the trash.

		

		Then she leaned over the counter, closed off her right nostril with a fingertip, and snorted up the long line with her left. She waited for a few seconds and then felt her heart explode into overdrive.

		

		Oh, yeah, I’m not a bit tired now! She thought triumphantly, her blood pounding through her veins, her head suddenly feeling clear and focused.

		

		She felt wonderful! Last night had been the best night of her entire life and now today—thanks to the coke--looked bright indeed!

		

		She suddenly even felt good about going to the strip club with Richie tonight.

		

		****

		

		“Man, I wish I had your energy!” Ron said, sitting at the table, watching his wife flit around the kitchen, wiping down counters, straightening things, stooping to mop up a tiny bit of something off the floor with a moist paper towel.

		

		“Oh, yeah, I’m just raring to go this morning,” Kathy said, bright-eyed and fidgety. “I got lots of sleep last night.”

		

		“Yeah, well I’m about to do the same,” Ron said wearily, finishing his toast. “I’m working the four to midnight shift this afternoon, and then I’m doubling until eight tomorrow morning for a guy who called in sick.”

		

		“Well, dear, I’m sure you can handle it if anyone can,” she said with a small, very insincere smile, “you are the iron man, after all.”

		

		He bobbed his head in weary agreement and tottered off to bed. Cathy bustled around the kitchen for another minute or so, looking for something to do, speeding like crazy from the coke she’d snorted.

		

		After Ron was asleep, she intended to hammer down a strong drink of some sort—gin, possibly, or vodka, to counter-balance the drug’s rush--and then try to grab a few hours of sleep on the couch. She was going out with Richie again tonight, after all, and she didn’t want to be draggy for that.

		

		Then she remembered that she still had oodles of cocaine left in that baggie! She smiled, realizing that if she needed a quick “pick-me-up” tonight, before Richie got here, she had the means to do that!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Showtime At The Bohemia

		

		Richie took her to a Brazilian steakhouse on Paradise Road for dinner, a place called Yolie’s, which totally blew Cathy away! She hadn’t eaten all day, not since that tiny breakfast she’d shared with Richie in the very early morning hours, and so she was famished.

		

		Yolie’s turned out to be the kind of place that could cure “famished” in a hurry. The food came in waves. There were seven courses of meat, served one right after the other.

		

		They feasted on grilled chicken, bacon-wrapped turkey, sirloin, tri-tip, pork-loin, sausage, and lamb. Their waiter brought out the entrees in rapid succession, served with accompanying vegetables, and he sliced off as much of the steaming, hot-from-the-grill meat as each of them wanted.

		

		By the end of the lavish meal, Cathy was stuffed. She grinned at Richie and said, “My God, I won’t have to eat meat again for a month. Nothing but rice, veggies, and maybe a bite of tuna for me for a while, after all of that; talk about excess—that was extreme!”

		

		He laughed and said, “Yeah, I only eat here about twice a year. I hadn’t been in a while and I wanted to show it to you.”

		

		“Why me, did I look like I need a couple of thousand calories of cholesterol?”

		

		He grinned again and whispered, “No, you look perfect, like you always do, kid. I’m not trying to fatten you up, you’re just exactly right the way you are.”

		

		She leaned over to him at the table they were sharing and kissed him, right out in the open, not caring anymore who might see them together like this. She didn’t know hardly anyone in Vegas, and if by some cataclysmic coincidence, one of her husband’s pharmacists—whom she ‘d been introduced to at the Christmas party or something—happened to see her and recognize her…well, she was willing to take that chance.

		

		Being with Richie was making her bolder, she realized. Or more stupid, she didn’t know which.

		

		After dinner, they drove back out to North Las Vegas and Richie pulled into the spot marked “Reserved for Owner” right next to the front doors of the club. It was a long, wide, one-story building with a red and white striped awning out front that said, in gold script letters: The Bohemia Club.

		

		They walked up to the door, which was manned by the biggest guy Cathy had ever met, who was collecting the cover charge. Richie said, “Marty, this is Cathy. She is a very special guest. Cathy is one of my closest friends, so whenever she shows up here, make sure she gets right in, no waiting, understand?”

		

		“Sure thing, boss,” said the giant bouncer, who was almost seven feet tall, with massive biceps, a huge gut, a round face that was as big as a basketball, and long, curly black hair that hung half way down his back. “It’s nice to meet you, Miss Cathy.”

		

		“Nice to meet you as well, Marty,” she said, taking his offered mammoth paw and shaking it.

		

		His touch was, surprisingly gentle. And he was beaming at her, seeming genuinely glad to meet her.

		

		Richie escorted her inside, and Cathy’s eyes went wide at what she saw. She had been expecting some sort of sleazy dive, but The Bohemia Club was far from that.

		

		For one thing, it was much bigger than what she’d thought it would be. The club was very dark inside, except for the long back bar, which was lit with muted neon strips, and the two stage areas, which featured spotlights above them and some kind of LED lit dance floors that changed colors with the throb of the music coming through the speakers hidden throughout the place.

		

		There was a main stage, with red satin curtains, both above it and drawn back on both sides of it, and it featured a long ramp which came down onto the stage. A stripper pole had been installed toward the very front of it. There was seating in front of the stage as well, and on both sides of it, with bar stools drawn up close to the brass rail which surrounded the stage.

		

		In another corner of the big room, was a second stage, smaller than the first, with a similar LED lit floor, a stripper pole, and stools around the stage on three sides. The girl dancing on the smaller stage was diminutive, Hispanic, very pretty, and also very close to naked.

		

		The girl on the main stage was taller, and had on an elaborate feather headdress that towered above her honey-and-brown mix of hair, which was done in a swirl of upswept curls. She had on a tiny bikini bottom that was hot pink, and a matching halter top of the same color.

		

		As Cathy watched, the girl on the main stage strutted across the floor, which was brightly lit under her pink high heels, really working her butt as she moved, exaggerating the natural rolling motion of her hips as she walked in the six-inch stiletto heels. When she got to the stripper pole, she smiled seductively at the crowd, grabbed it in both hands and whirled around it three times in rapid succession.

		

		Then her legs came up off the stage, and she arched her back and pulled herself closer to the pole, her right leg looping upward and around it. Suddenly, she was upside down, still swinging around the pole, her large breasts barely staying inside the halter as she twirled with her hands out.

		

		The men surrounding the stage applauded the girl’s display of athleticism wildly. The dancer eased her body down the pole, got onto her hands and knees and moved across the front of the stage, stopping to let men pull her bikini bottoms away from her shapely ass so that they could shove money into her waistband as she crawled by them. She proudly showed off her barely covered butt cheeks as she went from man to man.

		

		“Wow, that was pretty cool,” Cathy whispered to Richie, impressed by the girl’s performance on the pole, and the way she moved. “Can she dance? Or is that pole business the extent of her act?”

		

		“You missed the first part of her act, where she danced in the fancy costume that went with that headdress, and then slowly stripped it off while she danced,” Richie replied. “But she’s going show off her dance moves again pretty soon, when this song ends.”

		

		“Oh, what happens then?”

		

		“She strips off the halter and the bikini bottoms but keeps the heels and the headdress on and dances nude for the rest of the song, while the guys throw money up on stage,” Richie said casually.

		

		He put his arm around Cathy’s waist and said, “Let’s go over to the bar and get a drink and watch the rest of Celandra’s performance.”

		

		“Celandra…what kind of name is Celandra?” Cathy asked as the made their way across the crowded club to the long bar.

		

		Richie flashed his little half-smile her way and said, “One she made up. No one here uses her real, given name. They all make up a name that they think makes them more exotic, sexier.”

		

		Cathy nodded. She could see that. Who in her right mind would use her real name if she was dancing naked for a living?

		

		There were two young women behind the lengthy bar, making drinks. Both were in their mid-twenties, about Cathy’s age, and they both wore harem girl costumes that were so sheer patrons could see right through them. And they wore nothing underneath the costumes, by way of bras or panties.

		

		“Hi, boss,” the tall redhead who approached them from across the bar said to Richie. “What can I get for you and your lady friend?”

		

		“This is Cathy, Ramona,” Richie said, “She’s a very special friend of mine. Whenever you see her in here from now on, everything is comped. Whatever she wants is strictly on the house, right?”

		

		“Sure,” Ramona said, eyeing Cathy--clearly wondering who she was--to rate such treatment, “What will you have, Cathy? I’m Ramona, by the way.”

		

		“Pleased to meet you, Ramona, I’ll have a sloe gin fizz, if that’s alright?”

		

		“Anything you want is alright,” Ramona said, giving her a friendly smile. “Whatever she says; goes, right, boss?”

		

		“Right,” Richie agreed. “Make me a Chivas and soda, light on the Chivas, Ro.”

		

		When they had their drinks, they went over to an empty table in the middle of the room and watched as the next song blared out over the speakers and Celandra began a classic bump-and-grind routine, slowly stripping off her top, and then her bottoms. When she was totally nude--her lower region completely bare, from what looked to Cathy’s inexperienced eye like a full Brazilian bikini wax—the buxom main stage girl grabbed the stripper pole, putting both hands back over her head, and slowly let her gripping hands slip downward, bending backwards, her legs spread, showing every fold of her glistening pussy slit to the on-looking crowd.

		

		“Whooooo, baby,” a man called excitedly, “that’s it, Celandra, show us your pink!”

		

		The girl gripping the pole wiggled her exposed cunny around in a tight circle, and a small flurry of bills was thrown up onto the stage. She went lower, hunching her hips upward suggestively, as if she were fucking an invisible cock, and another bunch of bills fluttered all around her.

		

		She went all the way down to the floor, releasing the pole and placing her hands flat on the stage, arching her back, really working her pelvis around for the men. They whooped and threw more money.

		

		Then she kicked her right leg upward, over her body, and did a very athletic gymnastic maneuver, kicking her other leg up as well, going up into a brief handstand and then flipped over onto her feet once more. As her high heels hit the stage, she began to shimmy and shake to the music, her naked body writhing salaciously. More money poured onto the stage as she danced.

		

		“Well, she can shake it, that’s for sure,” Cathy said wryly, looking over at Richie with a little smirk on her face. “As for her dancing, she’s fair. But she has a really strong upper body-- that gymnastic stuff was awesome to watch…aside from the ‘waggle your whatever in their faces’ aspect of it, that is.”

		

		Richie laughed. “That’s the aspect that pays the bills around here, honey. The dancing part is just icing on the cake. It’s the pussy-waggling part that these lads are here to see.”

		

		Cathy laughed and nodded her agreement, looking around at the hooting, money throwing, shouting men. Some of them were in tee shirts and jeans, some were in sports coats and slacks, and a few were in nice suits, like the one Richie was wearing.

		

		But all of them had their eyes on the main stage girl’s bare pussy lips. That was, indeed, the common thread.

		

		She looked over at the smaller stage, and saw that the tiny Latina girl was now naked, too. She had a mostly bald pussy as well, with just a small, close-cropped, jet black “landing strip” of pubic hair right above her bare lower lips.

		

		She’s not as buxom or quite as pretty as the gymnast, Cathy noticed. She’s getting some money thrown her way, too, but not as much as the girl on the main stage.

		

		“What’s the story on the girl on the smaller stage?” she asked Richie.

		

		“That’s Magdalena,” he said. “Her real name is something like Elena Vargas. She’s about twenty-four, has two little ones at home, and a husband who’s not worth a bucket of warm spit. He’s a drunk, and a mean one, too, from all I’ve heard about him.”

		

		Richie shrugged. “She used to be on the cleaning crew. She begged me for months to let her try dancing. So I finally did. She doesn’t make a fortune at it, but it’s easily three times what she used make dumping the trash and cleaning the johns.”

		

		She reached over and took his hand, which was on top of the table, and said, “Rough, tough Richie Vittone, you’re nothing but a pussycat, really, aren’t you, babe?”

		

		He gave her the shark grin and said, “Ask those three bums from the parking lot, that night I first met you, what kind of cat I am. I kind of think nut-ripping tiger or ass-chewing lion might get their votes, honey, but not ‘pussycat’.

		

		She smiled back at him and said, “Oh, you’re a badass when you need to be. But underneath it all, I think you’re quite a guy, Richie, my love.”

		

		His grin morphed into a happy smile and he whispered, “That’s good, because I think you’re quite a girl, Cathy.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Now That One Can Dance!

		

		The next girl up on the small stage appeared to be scarcely out of her teens and she looked petrified with fear as well. She was tall and rangy, with nice-sized breasts which were barely hidden by the sexy harem girl costume she wore.

		

		Her hair was shoulder length and was a very pretty shade of brown, but she had that “deer in the headlights”, completely uneasy look on her pretty young face as she moved to the music, slightly out of time, Cathy noticed, clearly too nervous to dance well. Cathy looked over at Richie.

		

		“She’s brand-new,” he explained. “This is, like, her second night dancing for us. She’s cute enough, but I just don’t know if she’s going to be able to get over her stage fright to the point where she can give the customers much of a show. I plan to give her a full week, just to see.”

		

		Cathy felt instinctively sorry for the reluctant dancer. She wondered what the girl’s story was; why anyone would be desperate enough to humiliate herself by stripping naked every night in front of a bunch of leering strangers, just for money.

		

		What kind of need was driving that poor, frightened girl, she wondered? The young Hispanic woman had two small children at home and a worthless husband. What did the girl on the small stage now have motivating her to do this sort of “work”?

		

		The lights went brighter on the main stage and a tall, statuesque girl of about twenty-one or two came down the ramp, strutting, absolutely owning the whole place with each confident step of her black high heels. This girl was leggy, busty, and beautiful, with long, curly, raven-black hair that was well below the shoulders of the stunning black evening gown she was wearing.

		

		Cathy noticed immediately that the girl’s foot came down in perfect time with the beat of the song blaring out over the speakers, each time she took a step. When she reached the main part of the stage, she began to move in time with the song, her footwork impressive, her dance moves precise and, again, right on the beat.

		

		“Now that one can dance,” Cathy whispered to Richie, “just look at her move!”

		

		“Yeah, that’s Serena,” he said sourly. “She’s one of our most popular performers, but what a bitch that girl is! She’s some little ex-beauty queen from Ohio or somewhere who was sure she was going to conquer Hollywood, didn’t, got tired of waiting tables, gave up on being an actress, and came to Vegas to make her fortune instead.”

		

		Richie shook his head. “She’s now firmly convinced, because she makes as much money as any girl here, that’s she’s the next queen of Las Vegas.”

		

		He chuckled and said, “She actually asked me the other day to build her a small dressing room, just for her, because she’s becoming such a big star!”

		

		Cathy smiled back, and then turned to watch the girl dance. She was very good. Cathy had to admit that…but her own dressing room?

		

		The first song ended, and Serena was half naked, dressed now in just her long pearl necklace, her high heels, some of the tiniest, laciest, sheerest black panties that Cathy had ever seen, and a wispy black lace bra that matched the panties. The next song started and, after an appropriate period of teasing, tantalizing, and whipping the crowd of men up into a frenzy, the bra slowly came off, followed by the panties.

		

		Serena danced the next song nude, except for her pearls and heels, and money showered down onto the stage. She “showed them her pink” and the money shower briefly erupted into a blizzard of bills.

		

		Cathy glanced over at the secondary stage--while Serena was busy wriggling her hips at the audience, showing off her wet pussy folds--and saw that the younger girl was also naked now. She had that same, slightly wooden, ‘I’m-utterly-terrified’ look on her face as she clumsily ground her hips toward a much smaller crowd of leering males and showed off her tiny, cute but very dry-looking pussy slit.

		

		“That poor girl looks absolutely scared to death!” She whispered the comment to Richie, and he glanced over at the girl on the lesser stage and frowned.

		

		Then he looked over at Cathy and said, “Do you think you could help her?”

		

		“Me…what on earth could I possibly do? What do I know about nude dancing?”

		

		“Not nude dancing, necessarily,” he told her. “But you sure know about dancing. I was thinking, if that kid—her name is Sonia, by the way—could really dance, maybe that would give her some confidence on stage; you know, take her mind off the fact that’s she’s naked and flashing her pussy for a living?”

		

		Cathy thought about that. It might help. If this Sonia could really move onstage, perhaps she would feel more confident, and less afraid.

		

		“If you’d agree to do it, I’d be willing to pay you to come in a few days a week to work with some of the girls; those who wanted the help,” Richie said. “We’re closed until four in the afternoons, and we shut the place down every morning at either five or seven, depending on what day of the week it is.”

		

		“So you’d want me to come in…when, exactly?”

		

		“I’m thinking mid-day; that way the girls who worked the later shifts could grab a few hours sleep,” Richie said. “I’d give you seven-fifty a week to teach them how to move better than they do now.”

		

		“Three-thousand a month, just for a few hours a day’s work?” she asked him skeptically. “Are you paying me to be your mistress now, Richie, you bad boy, you?”

		

		“Nah, I was kind of hoping you’d continue to do that for free,” he said, grinning at her.

		

		Then he got serious once again for a moment and added, “But I’d need you to come in during the evening a few nights a week, too, and watch them work, to make sure your lessons were doing them some good, see? So the job would entail more than just a couple of hours in the middle of the day.”

		

		She nodded. “Yeah, I can see that. And it wouldn’t be a problem, either, not as much as Ron’s away from home nowadays. He doesn’t get in a lot of times until eight-thirty in the morning, so I could even stay and see the girls who work the closing shift, sometimes, at five in the morning.”

		

		“Great, when can you start?”

		

		“I’m here, and I’m watching what I’ve got to work with, now aren’t I?” She grinned at him and said, “So, I guess I’ve already started, haven’t I?”

		

		****

		

		Cathy soon learned that the girls worked three songs each, and then were replaced by another two girls, who in turn worked three songs each, and then another three girls came out and did their set, followed by the return of the first three dancers, now dressed in different costumes than the ones they’d worn the first time they’d danced. Richie explained that each girl worked about a six-hour rotation.

		

		Around midnight, Cathy got to feeling really draggy, so she slipped into Richie’s office, with his permission, and did two big lines of coke. After that, she was bright eyed for a few hours, sitting at the table with him, critiquing the various girls, drinking the occasional cocktail, to calm her coke jitters, and touching his cock under the table once in a while, just to keep things interesting.

		

		After she’d seen all three sets of girls who were working this shift perform, he asked her if she needed another jolt of cola and she said that she did. So he accompanied her back to the office this time, watched her snort up and two small lines, and then locked the door, took her in his arms and starting making out with her hungrily, clearly wanting her.

		

		In no time, Cathy was naked and on the couch and Richie was just as naked as she was, and was sliding his cock in and out of her super-wet pussy. She moaned and worked her sleek ass up off the couch, her lithe body mostly not touching the leather of the couch anymore.

		

		Her arms were around his neck as they fucked rhythmically, beautifully, her ass coming up to meet his thrusts, only her heels touching the couch, her body bowed upward to meet his as she hung from her arms around his neck, pushed with her heels, and worked her pussy against him. His tongue was in her mouth, caressing hers, and Cathy moaned and came for him, never stopping her well-timed, hip-rolling lunges up to meet his penetrations.

		

		The torrid fuck went on and on and, just as she was coming for the second time, he gasped and she felt him begin to spurt his hot semen deep into her belly. Cathy whimpered at how wonderful that felt, being filled with hot come like that, just as she went off all around him for her second orgasm.

		

		When the fireworks were at last over, she slid back down onto the couch, panting for breath. She smiled up at him and inquired, “Is that part of the fringe benefits from working here, because if it is, I’m really glad I took this job, boss!”

		

		He laughed and said, “Yeah, in your case it is, beautiful. But it’s a special arrangement in your contract between labor and management. Because normally, fucking the help is a no-no for me, remember?”

		

		She drew him down on top of her and kissed him again. When they finally broke apart, she said, “That’s wonderful with me, darling. You keep your hands off the rest of the help…your little Cathy will be glad to take care of all your sexual needs, don’t worry about that!”

		

		****

		

		Cathy got to bed at four that morning. She had downed just enough drinks before she’d left the club--before Richie had driven her home--that she was able to sleep.

		

		The coke was wearing off by the time she got into bed and she felt drowsy. That terrific round of sex with Richie had helped to relax her as well. Those two sweet orgasms had done wonders for her!

		

		She was smiling as she drifted off to sleep. She finally had a job that she thought she might like, and she had all of the sex she needed now.

		

		And she had the hottest, sexiest boyfriend in Las Vegas. What more could a girl want?

		

		****

		

		She started awake when Ron came in at eight-forty-five. Getting out of bed, she slipped on a robe and went into the bathroom and splashed some water on her face. Cathy felt just a little disoriented and slightly hung over this morning from the coke and drinks last night, so she went back into the bedroom and got her little baggie of coke, along with her straw from her purse.

		

		After a quick toot, she felt alive and ready to face the morning. She carefully hid things away in her purse again and then joined Ron in the kitchen, going straight for the refrigerator after giving him a short, perfunctory kiss on the cheek.

		

		“What can I fix you this morning, my hard-working husband?” she asked him brightly. “I’ve got all of your favorites; ham, eggs, bacon, bread for French toast, cereal, and all kinds of fresh fruit. What will it be?”

		

		He looked over at her, blearily and asked, “How do you stay so cheerful and full of energy in the mornings, Cathy? If I didn’t know better, I’d suspect you were using drugs.”

		

		She almost dropped the big glass pitcher of orange juice she’d just pulled out of the fridge onto the floor tiles. Smiling nervously, she said, “Drugs…me…what a crazy idea that is, Ron. You know I never touch drugs.”

		

		He smiled wearily at her and said, “I know, I was just kidding. It’s just that here I am beat through the ground and you’re up and flitting around like a busy bee, that’s all. I’ll have some ham and eggs, and a piece of toast, it it’s not too much trouble, honey.”

		

		“No trouble at all,” she assured him, pouring him a glass of the juice and breathing a sigh of relief.

		

		****

		

		She left the sleeping Ron a note on the kitchen counter at eleven, telling him that she had a job interview, and drove over to the club. She was wearing a pair of white shorts, some brown pumps with two inch heels, and a nice cotton sweater-blouse with a scoop neckline over a sports bra.

		

		Pulling up next to Richie’s spot, where the red Caddy was already parked, she got out, locked up the Camray and walked up the front doors. She opened the right one and went inside, almost running right into Marty, the giant bouncer, who was seated on a three legged stool just inside the double doors. He was drinking a coke with lots of ice in a tall highball glass.

		

		“Oh, hey, Miss Cathy,” he said, grinning. “Richie said you might be here today. Go right in, won’t you?”

		

		“Hi, Marty, nice to see you again,” she said, smiling in return and going into the main part of the club.

		

		Richie was over by the bar, looking at the bottles lining the back bar, writing down numbers and notes on a lined note pad. He glanced over at her and smiled, and then swept his hand toward the small group of four girls who were seated at the bar, drinking cocktails and soft drinks.

		

		‘These are your first pupils, my dear,” Richie said, coming up to the bar, putting his notepad down for the moment. “This is Sonia, and Magdalena, and Karen, and I think you saw Celandra last night, too, dancing on the main stage.”

		

		“Hi, girls,” she said almost shyly, “I’m Cathy, and I’m going to try and help you hone your dance skills just a little. Shall we get started?

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Teaching

		

		Cathy had never actually taught a dance class before, but she’d taken plenty of them, so she wasn’t that nervous about it. The girl she wanted to help the most was poor Sonia, but she had seen all of them perform last night, and she thought she had some small nuggets of wisdom for each of the girls, if they would just listen to her.

		

		She’d had an idea of how best to get them to do that, and she launched right into it. She went up to Celandra, who was the prettiest of the four and the most sure of herself, since she was featured on the main stage already, while the other three weren’t.

		

		Cathy said to her, “You have awesome upper body strength, and some hot gymnastic moves. But as a dancer, you’re lazy. I think you could knock down even more money per week in tips if you really shook your ass for the customers, instead of just dogging it around the stage in between those impressive little pole tricks of yours and…showing the boys your…pink!”

		

		Celandra, who obviously considered herself to be the best dancer of the four of them bristled at that tough assessment. She said, “Oh, yeah? Well, I’ve never seen you dance a lick, bitch, so where do you get off telling me I can’t dance?”

		

		Cathy smiled and said, “I never told you couldn’t dance...I said you don’t. You merely shift around the stage in between using the pole and doing back flips. Maybe you can dance, but I don’t know that for sure, even after watching you go through your set twice last night.”

		

		Celandra’s mouth assumed a pouty little moue, to show her displeasure. Cathy asked her, “What’s the hottest song you dance to, Celandra?”

		

		After a moment, the girl told her, and Cathy turned over to Ramona, the bartender, who was in early today at Richie’s request, to assist Cathy by operating the sound system for her. She shouted out the song title she wanted—the one Celandra had just named—and told the pouting girl, “Just watch. I’m not going to try all of the pole work or the gymanstics, because I doubt that I could do any of that as well as you do. I’m just going to dance.”

		

		With that, Cathy went up to the top of the ramp that came down onto the main stage and then nodded to Ramona. The song blared out of the speakers, and Cathy began to move to it.

		

		Her shoes hit the ramp in exact syncopation with the drum beats in the song, her hips swaying, her breasts moving gently under her blouse, a big smile on her face, and her ass, taut and sexy in he snug white shorts, jiggled slightly as her feet hit the runway. The four girls stared at her, three of them in awe, and even Celandra’s pout eventually gave way to an assessing stare as Cathy moved down the ramp in her mesmerizing strut.

		

		When she hit the main stage, she began to really dance, her feet flying in time to the beat, her ass shaking, her arms moving to the rhythm; every step perfection. She twirled and shook and boogied to the beat until the song ended, showing the girls what a true professional dancer could do with that song.

		

		“Madre de Dios,” Magdalena said, looking stunned.

		

		“Fuck, can she dance or what?” another girl, Karen, who was a short brunette with nice breasts whispered.

		

		“Can you teach me to do that?” Sonia murmured to Cathy, “Please?”

		

		“Sure,” Cathy said,” If you can dance at all, I can help you to get better.”

		

		She looked over at Celandra and asked, “What about you, main stage girl? Do you want to work with me, or are you too good already to bother getting any better?”

		

		After a long pause, Celandra broke into a shy smile which had the effect of making her look her age…barely out of her teens…and said, “Yeah, you bet. If I could dance like that, I’d make a fortune in this place; more than even that bitch, Serena, I bet.”

		

		“Well, then, let’s get started girls, shall we?” Cathy asked, smiling.

		

		****

		

		She worked with them for over three hours, until right before the club re-opened for business that afternoon. She had helped all of them, to some extent, but she’d concentrated on Sonia, who was what Cathy thought of as a “gym dancer”.

		

		That was a high school girl who was pretty and had a nice build, who had never bothered to learn to do much by way of dancing. Gym dancers, in Cathy’s mind, just shuffled their feet to the beat and rolled their nice tits around a little. They might also dip their arms downward once in a while in time with the beat, as they toured around the gymnasium with a guy at the Friday night dance after a football game.

		

		That was fine for boogying at the high school hop, but it wouldn’t do when you were trying to earn a living as a dancer. She’d gotten Sonia to loosen up, to really feel the beat of whatever song was playing and move her body to it unashamedly.

		

		When they’d finished, Cathy had told the girl, “I know it’s going to be hard to remember what I’ve taught you today when you’re naked and on stage tonight. But that’s okay, I’ll be here tomorrow, too, and we can work on things some more then. The most important thing is to work hard at it and get just a little bit better every time you dance.”

		

		Celandra came over after she’d finished with Sonia and said, “I think it’s cool that you’re trying to help that poor kid before she gets her ass fired. She really needs the bucks from this gig. She was stone-cold broke when Richie hired her.”

		

		“Thanks, Celandra, and thanks for agreeing to let me work with you. You’re already a main stage girl here, so I know you didn’t have to do that, and I really do appreciate it.”

		

		The girl smiled shyly and said, “Call me Bobby, not that stupid Celandra name I made up when I first started here. It sounds like a fucking sugar substitute or something. I was trying for exotic, and I just came up with weird, instead!”

		

		The two of them shared a laugh over that and then Cathy said, “Why don’t you change it to something else?”

		

		“Nah, you can’t do that. Too many guys already know me as Celandra. It would be too confusing.”

		

		“Well, you can just call me Cathy, because that really is my name.”

		

		The girl grinned at her and nodded that she would. Then she asked, “You’re Richie’s main squeeze, aren’t you?”

		

		Cathy felt her cheeks color but she answered truthfully, “Yeah, I guess I am. But don’t tell my husband, okay?”

		

		She held up her big engagement/wedding set and flashed it at the other girl. Bobby/Celandra laughed and said, “Okay by me. I’m not married, but I’ve got a boyfriend, and he’s a jerk, compared to Richie. I’d fuck Richie in a blink, if he asked me to, so I don’t blame you.”

		

		They went over and sat down at the bar. Ramona came over, now naked except for her see-through harem girl outfit.

		

		“What can I get you, Cathy?” she asked.

		

		“A sloe gin fizz, Ro,” Cathy told her.

		

		“Coke for me; I’m dancing the early shift tonight. No booze until I get done,” Bobby explained.

		

		“So how come you’re doing this?” Cathy asked her, as their drinks came.

		

		“Money,” Cathy said. “I dropped out of high school during my sophomore year and never got my GED. So all I’ve got is this body and this face and no fear of taking my clothes off on stage. What else am I gonna’ do; fry ‘em up at Mickey D’s for minimum wage?”

		

		“Good point,” Cathy said, feeling sorry for Bobby in a way, but admiring her courage and pluck at the same time.

		

		“How about you,” Bobby asked? “You don’t look like someone who’s down and out and has to shake her pussy for a living.”

		

		Cathy laughed at that description and shook her head that she wasn’t. She said, “No, I was just a bored housewife until I met Richie. I’m doing this because its fun and because he asked me to. I love to dance, so I don’t mind showing other people how to do it, as best I can.”

		

		“Well, I can tell that you’re going to help me, after just one lesson,” Bobby said. “You are one hell of a dancer. And I need the help. It’s like you say, I’m really strong. I was a gymnast for years, in grade school and into high school, before I dropped out. I even thought of the Olympics for a while.”

		

		Bobby looked down at the top of the bar and said softly, “And then I was stupid enough to get pregnant when I was sixteen, and there went the Olympics, and high school, and everything else.”

		

		After a moment, she looked up at Cathy and said, her eyes bright, “My little girl, Donna, is six now. I have her in a really good private school, here in town. She’s another reason why I dance here. Private schools aren’t cheap, but I’m determined she’s going to have everything I didn’t have; even if it means flashing my naked cunt in this place every night until I’m sixty!”

		

		Cathy smiled at her, trying not to tear up over what she’d just heard. She really liked Bobby and she was now determined to help make her the best dancer in the club; except for Sonia. She liked Sonia, too.

		

		****

		

		“So, what are you doing with the rest of your day?” Richie asked her as the male patrons started to filter into the club a little while later.

		

		“For starters, I’m going to get myself a nice table right in between the big stage and the secondary stage and watch Sonia and Bobby…I mean Celandra, dance. I don’t know how late I’ll stay. Ron’s already at work by now and he’s doing another one of those insane double shifts, so he won’t be home until eight-thirty tomorrow morning. That means I’m pretty much on my own for the rest of the day and evening.”

		

		“How about spending part of it with me?” Richie asked.

		

		Cathy felt her heart turn over in her chest. “Would part of that time be spent in bed with you, Mr. Vittone?”

		

		“It would, if I have anything to say about it, Mrs. Walton.”

		

		“Deal,” she said, smiling at him, “I want to watch some of the girls I haven’t seen before perform, and I want to watch Magdalena and Karen dance, later tonight, to see if they picked up anything useful from today’s session. But other than that, I’m all yours.”

		

		“That sounds good,” Richie said. “I’ll take you to dinner someplace nice later, and then we can spend a little time over at my place before we come back to catch some of the later sets, alright?”

		

		“That sounds super,” Cathy said, running her fingertips over his cheek, staring into those blue eyes of his, “I’m dying to see where you live.”

		

		“Well, I’ll give you the grand tour, but we’ll be spending most of our stay at my place in the master bedroom, if all goes as planned.”

		

		“Truthfully, that’s the room at your place I really wanted to familiarize myself with…especially the bed,” Cathy whispered.

		

		****

		

		Sonia was dancing in the first group of girls today so, after she finished her drink with Richie, Cathy went over and got a table where she could see both stages. He went back to his office to do some paperwork, and she sat and sipped a fresh sloe gin fizz.

		

		Karen was working early today, too, but she wasn’t in the first dance rotation, the way Sonia was. Cathy fought off a case of nerves as the first song started and Sonia came out onto the smaller stage, dressed in a gaudy-looking cowgirl outfit, complete with a ten gallon white Stetson, boots, and a vest that had a zillion rhinestones sewed onto it.

		

		The girl smiled, a vast improvement over last night already, when all she’d done was look terrified, and began to clomp around the stage in the boots. Cathy cringed but kept on watching.

		

		She shot a few glances over at the main stage girl, too, a tall redhead with fake boobs and freckles who used the stage name “Sweet Lou”. She saw right off that Lou could use her help as well.

		

		The tall girl had some rhythm but she was way too dependent on using her big, phony, silicone tits to get her by. She stripped off her top almost immediately and shook her fake knockers every chance she got, barely bothering to dance.

		

		Cathy spent most of her time watching Sonia, who was moving much better than she had last night, especially after she got into her act a ways and got those boots off. Once she was barefoot, she seemed to remember some of the moves Cathy had taught her earlier.

		

		When her set ended, she got a nice handful of bills to take with her back to the dressing room, even though it was still late afternoon and there weren’t that many customers in the place yet. Cathy decided to go backstage and congratulate her and to further encourage her.

		

		She flagged down a cocktail waitress, whose nametag said, “Candy”, and asked her to make sure no one picked up her half-empty drink while she was gone and that she’d still have her table when she returned. The girl told her that it was no problem, clearly seeming to know already just who Cathy was and about her relationship with Richie.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Settling In

		

		I’m really starting to feel at home here, Cathy thought as she made her way backstage for the first time. I know it’s because Richie owns the club and has made it plain to everyone that I’m to be catered to, but I still like it. It feels good, working in a place where everyone knows who I am and looks out for me.

		

		She came down the hallway, and a large man in a tee shirt, shorts, and a gold necklace blocked her progress. He said, “I’m sorry miss, but this area is for dancers only. The restrooms are back down that other hallway behind you.”

		

		“I’m Cathy,” she told him timidly, hoping that made a difference.

		

		“Oh, I’m sorry.” the big man grinned, stepping deferentially out of her way, “I’m Lawrence. Marty gave me the head’s up on you, Ma’am. Wherever you want to go, you go.”

		

		Cathy smiled, really liking that! She came to the end of the hall and a sign that read “Dancers Only” and went inside.

		

		It was a big room, with over a dozen lighted, mirrored makeup tables, lockers for storing clothes and costumes, a shower room and changing area, and an employee lounge with a couch and a few easy chairs, and a coffee table overflowing with the latest issues of magazines like Oui, People, Us, Vogue, Marie Claire, Nylon, and a half dozen others. There was also a sink, a microwave, a conventional stove, some cupboards, and a full sized refrigerator for storing lunches or dinners in.

		

		Wow, this is nice, Cathy thought. At least Richie treats these girls right.

		

		She saw Sonia over by the lockers, hanging up her cowgirl gear and getting out a long, burgundy evening gown and some heels to change in to. Going over to her--feeling just a little uncomfortable, because the girl was still stark naked--Cathy smiled and said, “Hey, Sonia that was a pretty nice set.”

		

		Startled, Sonia looked down at her naked breasts. Then she realized that Cathy had been talking about her recently concluded dance set, not her rack, and grinned.

		

		“Thank you, it did feel better, being up onstage today, like I was actually dancing, you know, putting on a show, rather than just shuffling around naked,” Sonia said, smiling broadly.

		

		“Are you going to come in early tomorrow and let me work with you some more?” Cathy asked.

		

		“God, of course I am!” Sonia said, beaming. “I’m so grateful to Richie, Mr. Vittone, I mean, for hiring you to work with us! It’s going to make all the difference…I can feel it already.”

		

		Cathy beamed. She loved having a job where her efforts might actually make, “all the difference” to someone!

		

		“Good, I’ll be here,” she assured Sonia.

		

		She was going to give the girl a hug, but didn’t, feeling slightly uneasy about hugging a girl who was completely naked. Instead, she just smiled encouragingly at her and made her way back out into the club.

		

		When she got out front once more, she saw that there had been a big influx of late afternoon/early evening customers. A big man in a pullover knit shirt with a cheap sports coat worn over it and some truly ugly plaid slacks was arguing with the cocktail server Cathy had asked to save her drink and her seat minutes ago.

		

		As she got closer to the table, she noticed that most of the surrounding tables were now occupied. She also saw that the big man in the ugly plaid slacks was more than a little drunk.

		

		She glanced at her watch. It was not even five yet.

		

		What kind of guy is totally bombed by a quarter to five in the afternoon? She asked herself that as she drew closer to the table.

		

		Cathy picked up her half-finished drink and took a sip of it. Candy, the cocktail girl looked over at her and said, “Go ahead and retake your seat, Cathy. I was just explaining to this…gentleman that this table is occupied and reserved for you.”

		

		The man in the loud pants glanced over at Cathy. His look morphed from a quick once-over, to an ogle, and then to a leer in seconds.

		

		He said, “You must be one of the dancers…or maybe a hooker? You should be up there on that stage showin’ me your cunt, baby, not sitting here watching other pussies shake theirs, you know what I mean?”

		

		Thinking about that for a moment, he said, “How about a little private lap dance, blondie? Why don’t you sit over on this side of the table, and snuggle down onto my big bone, while I check out those fine little titties of yours?”

		

		Cathy couldn’t move. She just stood there, in shock.

		

		Suddenly, something blocked out the light coming from the main stage. A giant hand came around the man in the sports coat’s big body and closed around his shirt front.

		

		“You are so out of here, fucker,” a familiar voice growled.

		

		The startled man was suddenly lifted clear off the carpet, and turned toward the door. Cathy saw Marty, the bouncer smile at her apologetically as he started for the front door with his struggling burden. He said, “Sorry about this, Miss Cathy. If this bum ever talks to you that way again, I will personally rip his tongue out and feed it to him.”

		

		The two large men disappeared across the now crowded room, the man in Marty’s massive arms struggling, to no avail, to get free. Moments later, there was a light from the front doorway as one of the double doors was opened, and then Cathy heard a masculine scream that was cut off as the door swung closed once again.

		

		Candy looked at her and said, “Another sloe gin fizz, Cathy? Sorry about that; he was drunk and obnoxious and wanted this table in the worst way.”

		

		“Uh, thank you, Candy,” Cathy said, sitting down somewhat shakily. “I’ll tell Richie that you did your best, and that Marty was great. And, sure, I’d love another sloe gin fizz.”

		

		As Candy went over to Ro’s end of the bar to fetch her drink, Cathy took a deep breath. She knew she should be repelled by what had just happened, but she wasn’t.

		

		For the first time since moving to Las Vegas, she felt as if she had some people she could count on in her life. It might be true that they were Vegas bad boys, like Richie, and half psycho leg breakers, like Marty, and slightly desperate girls like Sonia and Bobby, and even a low-on-the-totem-pole drink fetcher like Candy, but at least they seemed to be friendly toward her and to have her interests at heart.

		

		She settled back into the comfortable chair and watched critically as the two girls who were now onstage danced. Several of the men around her were shooting her appraising glances, but she knew that none of them would ever dream of getting out of line with her; not with Marty just across the room, watching.

		

		Cathy smiled and accepted her free drink from Candy a few moments later and began to relax. She was beginning to feel at home in Las Vegas, at last.

		

		****

		

		By seven o’clock, Cathy was pleasantly tipsy, sitting back in her chair, watching Karen move around naked on the small stage. There was a big, blowsy blonde with enormous tits dancing center stage, and Cathy had already decided that she didn’t care whether the blonde ever showed up at one of her dance clinics or not.

		

		Her stage name was Delilah, or something Biblical and ridiculous like that, and she couldn’t dance at all. Her whole act consisted of artlessly stripping off her clothes and then rolling her big, saggy knockers around and shaking her way-too-fat ass for the customers. Cathy didn’t see much to work with there.

		

		Karen, on the other hand, showed potential. She was already using some of what Cathy had showed her earlier that afternoon in her act, and she had a good sense of rhythm.

		

		Her, I can do something with, Cathy thought as she finished her drink.

		

		“Still working?” Richie’s amused voice said just then. “I’m going to have to pay you a thousand a week, instead of seven-fifty, if you keep this up.”

		

		She beamed up at him and said, “No, what you’re paying me is plenty. I’m enjoying myself. I really like this work. I like the girls, some of them, and your club is cool, once you get used to staring at a bunch of naked…whatevers.”

		

		He laughed and offered her his hand. “Come on; let’s get some dinner and then swing by my place for a while. I’m really feeling the need to stare at some naked whatever myself; only I have a specific one in mind that I want to stare at.”

		

		She got up and whispered softly, “You’d better have something more in mind than just staring at it, babe.”

		

		“Oh, I do, trust me on that one.”

		

		****

		

		Richie got onto North Main Street in North Las Vegas, swung onto East Washington Avenue for a little ways and then went south on South Las Vegas Boulevard, the Strip, until he came to East Flamingo Road, where he hung a left. Roy’s of Las Vegas, which advertised itself as being a “Hawaiian Fusion” restaurant—Cathy had no idea what that might be—and was just a little ways down East Flamingo. They pulled in and went inside.

		

		What Roy’s turned out to be was fantastic. Richie had the roasted macadamia nut crusted mahi mahi, while Cathy tried, at Richie’s suggestion, Roy’s trio, which consisted of grilled Atlantic salmon, the misoyaki butterfish, and a small serving of the same mahi mahi that Richie was eating.

		

		The various entrees simply melted in your mouth! Cathy was stunned at how delicious everything was.

		

		“God, but you know where to eat in this town,” she whispered as they finished up the great meal.

		

		“Comes from being born here and eating at every joint in town, the pricey and the simple ones, a bunch of times,” he said, smiling back at her. “If a place sucks, I don’t go back.”

		

		He escorted her outside and the valet kid brought the Cadillac around immediately. They got in and in a matter of minutes; they were driving into a gated community not far from the restaurant.

		

		The place was done in the Spanish style, with whitewashed stucco walls, red tiled roofs, and black wrought iron security gates. Richie owned a townhouse condo with a two car garage.

		

		They pulled in and Cathy saw that his other car was a sleek new 2014 Chevy Corvette. It was a deep, metallic gray in color, had very fancy wheels and looked like a million bucks, sitting there in the second garage bay.

		

		“How come you never take me anywhere in that?” she asked him teasingly.

		

		“Because I try never to drive that when I’ve been drinking,” Richie said, smiling over at her. “The cops like to pull those over just on general principles, and then they always check to see if you’ve been having a few pops once they get you pulled over.”

		

		“Are you saying that I drive you to drink, darling?”

		

		He laughed, “Hell, no, but I’m always partying when I’m with you, babe, so I do tend to have had a few drinks along the way.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Richie’s House

		

		She took his arm and snuggled up against him, anxious and excited to see his place. Cathy whispered, “Come on; let’s go inside for the grand tour. You can take me Corvette riding some other time.”

		

		He nodded and got out, coming around to open her door for her. In a few moments, they were inside the condo, and he was giving her the lightning tour of the kitchen, the downstairs bathroom, the living room, the small rec room, and the dining room.

		

		And then they were upstairs, where she quickly toured the spare bedroom that he used as an office, and the guest room, which looked very nice but felt as if it had been furnished by a decorator and had never seen a for real overnight guest. At last, Richie showed her the master bedroom, which had double doors, a vaulted ceiling, a large expanse of pricey-looking, thick beige carpet, a huge closet that ran all along one long wall of the room, and which featured mirrored doors, much like the one in Cathy’s own bedroom in the house she and Ron had bought.

		

		The king bed was very nice, featuring an elaborate headboard with lots of sliding doors and small shelves for storing things away, out of sight, and for holding books, or reading lights or whatever. There were three big decorator pillows lining the headboard, plus two smaller pillows, designed for actual sleep, tucked away under the heavy brocade bedspread, which was burgundy and spun gold in color.

		

		“Home, sweet home,” he said, smiling at the bed.

		

		“Does that bed work?” she asked him coyly.

		

		“Let’s find out, shall we?”

		

		He took his time stripping off her clothes. They were kissing, embracing all the while; her tongue all over his as he slowly got her naked.

		

		She, in turn, managed to get his suit coat and tie off as they made out, and to undo all of the buttons on his dress shirt. He was able to slip off her white shorts and panties.

		

		They broke apart momentarily and he removed her sweater-blouse, pulling it up over her head and dropping it to the floor, and then undid her sports bra and got rid of it as well. Now clad only in her pumps, Cathy pulled off Richie’s shirt and undid his suit trousers and unbuckled his belt.

		

		“Oh, now for the yummy part,” Cathy said, flicking his boxer shorts off and down his legs.

		

		She reached down and took his half hard dick in her fist, reveling in the length of it, the weight, the thickness, as it started to really firm up. Looking up at him she whispered, “I just love your cock, Richie. I can’t get enough of it.”

		

		“Now that’s the best news I’ve had today,” Richie said, smiling back at her and shuffling over to the nearby bed, his trousers and shorts still down around his ankles, half shackling him as he moved.

		

		He sat down on the edge of the bed and made short work of his clothing, shoes, and socks. Reaching for Cathy’s naked body, he pulled her to him and kissed her navel.

		

		She giggled. “Quit that. Kiss lower, you fool, don’t lick my navel.”

		

		Looking down at him lovingly, she went on to whisper, “You know just where to lick, Mr. Vittone, and it’s not my navel!”

		

		He grinned up at her and the pulled her body past him, turning her as he placed her on the bed. She kicked off her pumps and he scooted her back onto the mattress, placing her on her back in the middle of the big bed.

		

		“I do, indeed, know where to lick beautiful young ladies like you, Mrs. Walton,” he said teasingly, getting in between her long dancer’s legs and running his tongue along the insides of both her thighs.

		

		Cathy trembled at his tongue’s touch and ran her hands through his hair, her eyes going closed with rising lust. She said, “Oh, Richie, I just love being with you like this. I know it’s wrong, with me being married and all, but I can’t seem to help myself…I just want you so!”

		

		“There’s no wrong or right with us, Cath,” he murmured, kissing her pussy lightly, drawing a low moan from her. “There’s just the two of us, loving each other’s bodies, giving each other the sweetest pleasure a man and a woman can know.”

		

		When he finished speaking, his tongue ran from the base of her slit up to the top, finding her clit and lightly tracing circles around it again and again. Cathy moaned once more and pushed her hips up off the mattress slightly, working her needy clit against his gliding tongue.

		

		“Oh, God, yes, darling,” she sighed with rising passion, “eat me, please. Eat my hot pussy right up, and then fuck me with that wonderful cock of yours!”

		

		Richie pushed his tongue into her moist lips, sliding it in right across her clit as he penetrated her. Cathy whined and pushed her hips upward, grinding her juicy opening against the heavenly tongue as it began to slowly fuck her tight little hole.

		

		“So good,” she burbled happily, “oh, God, it’s so good to be in bed with you like this, Richie, with you loving me. Sex is always magic with you!”

		

		He ate her pussy until she was mewling and cooing and begging for her first climax of the evening. But he didn’t give it to her.

		

		Instead, he surprised her by taking her right up to heaven’s gates and then pulling his mouth from her pussy and urging her over onto her tummy. He stayed between her legs and went to work on her ass cheeks with his tongue and teeth, sensually gliding his wet tongue all over both of her tight little mounds and nipping at them occasionally with his teeth. He then began to explore her ass crack with his tongue as she groaned and ground her clit down onto the bedspread.

		

		Richie slipped a finger into her sopping-wet pussy folds as his tongue tip lapped teasingly at the taut rosebud of her anus. Cathy gasped and asked, “What are you doing to me tonight, darling? That’s so nasty…don’t lick me…there!”

		

		He not only licked her there, he slowly eased an inch of his wriggly tongue up her asshole as he toyed with her clit with his fingertip. Cathy sucked in another breath and then let it out in long, low moan, “Oh, Richie, Richie, you bad boy, don’t to thaaaaaat!”

		

		Cathy realized, even as she said it, that she didn’t really sound very much like she wanted her naughty lover to stop what he was doing! Indeed, she found that she was rolling her ass back against that invading tongue, and pushing her clit eagerly against that fingertip as well.

		

		God, that feels so wild! She thought as her pussy tightened, her clit throbbing lustily under Richie’s deftly-stroking fingertip. No one’s ever had his tongue in me…back there before!

		

		The realization suddenly hit her that the playful, very wayward tongue felt marvelous up inside her forbidden hole. She wondered if all of this nasty, butt-centered foreplay meant that Richie wanted to have her in that way tonight…anally.

		

		She shuddered as she thought of that. She’d only done that once before in her life, back when she’d been seventeen. The same boyfriend who had at last convinced her to learn to suck his cock had also succeeding talking her into trying his prick up her ass once, just to see if she liked anal sex.

		

		She hadn’t liked it at all. Even though that boy’s dick had been small compared to Richie’s, and even though she had made him use lots of slippery sex lube before she’d let him penetrate her back there, it had still hurt her slightly. It hadn’t felt even a little bit good to her--although the boy seemed to have just loved fucking her back there and coming inside her tight little ass.

		

		But what if Richie likes that kind of sex? What if he wants me…back there? Am I going to tell him no?

		

		Riche increased the pressure on her clitty just slightly then, and buried another half inch of tongue up her tight rear hole, wriggling it all around as he worked it in and out. Cathy groaned; her ass sheath clenching closed in time with her pussy channel, momentarily trapping Richie’s tongue inside her. A furious spasm of pre-come excitement shot through her clit, her pussy, and then, against all odds, through her ass chute as well.

		

		Jesus, but that feels incredible! She thought. I never knew that particular hole was so sensitive to touch, and something like a wet tongue’s caress could feel so…sexy…so beautiful back there

		

		Another, even hotter clutch of sensation gripped both openings a moment later and she knew in that instant that if Richie wanted her ass tonight, she was going to give it to him. She realized abruptly that she was falling so hard for her bad boy that virtually nothing was out of bounds for her, when it came to pleasing him!

		

		“Oh, God, Richie,” she sighed when her butt and cunny stopped throbbing for a moment and then started again, the spasms stronger than ever, “you’re making me crazy. I’m going to come soon, you naughty boy!”

		

		He pulled his tongue slowly out of her anus and then began to bite lightly on her ass cheeks with his sharp teeth, still playing with her clit. Cathy gasped and shivered beneath him. His teeth felt so wonderful on her tight mounds, biting down teasingly on her tender flesh!

		

		Abruptly, he slapped her saliva-wet right bun with his open palm and Cathy moaned, another huge pre-come tremor shooting though her ass, her pussy, and her clit as he stroked it with the fingertip of his other hand. She murmured dreamily, so turned on she could barely stand it, “Why are you spanking me? Am I being bad?”

		

		He leaned over her and spanked her again, the fingers of his other hand tracing patterns on her clit as he did so, driving her insane. He whispered, “Yes, you’re being a very bad girl, Cathy, my darling, Cathy. And I suspect you’re going be even badder for me, very soon, now aren’t you?”

		

		He chuckled in her ear and then wailed on her butt again with two quick, hard slaps. Cathy squealed with pleasure and said softly, “Oh, God, yes, Richie, I’m going to be so bad for you! I’m going to be as bad as you want me to be tonight, baby!”

		

		Richie let go of her for a moment and slid one of the small doors on his headboard open. Then his hand was back on her butt cheek and she felt something cool and slick being pushed way up into her ass tunnel with his big finger.

		

		He shot some more of the slippery goo deep inside her butt, and then she felt his head his big dick against her anus, nudging it gently. Cathy went rigid, begging him, “Don’t hurt me, darling. I’ve only done this once before, a long time ago. And I didn’t like it at all.”

		

		She turned her head back over her shoulder and stared up at him apprehensively as he pushed against her tiny opening with his fat cock head. He smiled down at her and whispered, “Just relax your ass, baby. I won’t hurt you, I promise.”

		

		Cathy felt her sphincter suddenly give way and then half of his mushroom-shaped knob was inside her, quickly followed by the other half. She closed her eyes and dug her nails into the bedspread and moaned as he slowly filled her back opening with his hot, hard manhood.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Richie, it’s so big!” she whimpered as the thick cock just kept on sliding down into her.

		

		“Shhhhhh, relax, honey, that’s almost all of it,” he whispered, lowering his weight down onto her back, driving the very last bit of his large prick deep into her asshole.

		

		“Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God,” Cathy murmured over and over, like a mantra, now wedged open fully, “Go slow, darling, please?”

		

		Richie reached under her and then rolled, taking her with him, his cock still berthed all the way up inside her backdoor. She came to rest on top of him, and then his fingertips were back on her clit, brushing over it lightly, teasing it, and strumming it, his cock still inside her, not moving.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Cathy sighed finding, to her surprise, that this didn’t feel bad at all.

		

		It was true that she was stuffed full of hard dick, in a hole that wasn’t intended for that purpose, but her clit felt marvelous, and soon, Richie’s prick began to feel almost nice…right where it was!

		

		“Move that incredibly cute little butt of yours when you want to, honey,” Richie said softly, in her ear. “When my cock starts to feel good up there, fuck me gently; take it just like you need it, no more, no less, okay?”

		

		Cathy nodded, not moving yet. She felt her ass sheath contract in time with her pussy as her lover expertly toyed with her clit.

		

		Almost before she knew it, she found that her ass was moving just slightly, sliding Richie’s buried cock in and out in small increments. She sighed; it was starting to feel pretty good back there, after all!

		

		After a little while, she turned her head and looked back over her shoulder at him, smiling. She whispered, “Oh, Richie, the naughty things you do to me! You’re starting to feel so fine back there. You’re such a bad boy!”

		

		He grinned at her and began to fuck her bottom in tiny, easy, in and out movements. She sighed again and closed her eyes in rising ecstasy at how nice that was starting to feel.

		

		Richie kissed her and she opened her mouth for him, only to taste a slightly tangy, unidentifiable musk on his tongue. She shuddered, remembering at that moment that his tongue had been up her ass just a few minutes ago!

		

		Eeewwwww, how gross! She thought, and then realized that it didn’t really taste all that bad. It was more the thought of it than an actual bad taste.

		

		His other hand came up to toy with her nipples as he continued with the little mini-thrusts into her tight back opening while he stroked her clit with his other hand. She moaned and sucked at his tongue: this was starting to feel outrageously good, all of a sudden!

		

		The seconds ticked by and Cathy’s breaths became ragged, her pussy clenching and unclenching in a regular, I’m-going-to-come-hard rhythm. She pulled her mouth from his and said, “Fuck me, Richie. I’m going to come. God, you’re fucking me in the ass and making me come—I can’t believe it!”

		

		Riche surprised her by rolling onto his stomach again, pinning her underneath him. He got up off her, bringing her hips up with him, and she found herself on all fours, with him behind her. His fat cock was making an obscene sucking sound as it pistoned in and out of her lubed up asshole.

		

		Her lover’s hands had stayed in place. His left one was underneath her, tugging at and teasing her nipples, and his right one was still caressing her clit. She was so wet down there by now that his fingertips made a juicy, sluicing sound as they went back and forth through her pink folds.

		

		“Yes,” she sighed, her eyes closed tight, “yes, that’s it. Fuck me; fuck me right in the ass, darling! Fuck me hard and make me come!”

		

		Richie began to pound it into her just the way she was suddenly craving it, lighting a veritable fire in her ass lining! She moaned and thrust back against him, her clit catching fire, too, and her nipples starting to sing with gathering bliss.

		

		Cathy shivered and her eyes flew open. She saw herself in the mirrored closet doors, getting the holy living hell fucked out of her tight little bottom by Richie’s flying cock.

		

		It was the most erotic, forbidden, deliciously naughty thing she’d ever seen in her life; her sweet, muscular, drop-dead handsome Richie banging that big dick of his into her almost virgin ass again and again! She wailed, “Oh, shoot it, darling! Shoot me full of that hot stuff—I’m coming so hard for you, baby!”

		

		Richie drove himself into her as deep as he could go and groaned; his cock spurting wad after wad of hot come up her bottom. Cathy mewled with delight and shook from head to toe, orgasming so hard that her knees threatened to fail her!

		

		She gradually melted down onto the bedspread and Richie came right along with her, keeping his dick buried in her gripping ass tunnel. He fucked the last of his cock cream into her and slowly pulled out, flopping down on the mattress next to her on his side.

		

		“That was unbelievable,” she murmured, turning languidly onto her side to face him, the warm glow of her climax fading but the sweet aftermath of orgasming that hard—as her breasts, pussy, and ass had all gone off together—making her smile with pure contentment.

		

		“I thought you didn’t like anal,” Richie said somewhat cockily, grinning at her.

		

		She reached for him and drew him into her arms, saying, “I don’t, except when you do it to me, you naughty boy.”

		

		Cathy kissed him and then broke off the kiss and said, “I like everything you do to me, Richie, darling. I’m all yours from now on, to do with as you like, anywhere you’d like.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Good For Business

		

		Cathy breezed into the club at eleven. It was five days after the first night she’s spent at Richie’s condo, and that hadn’t been her last visit there by any means.

		

		She was as happy as she could ever remember being in all of her twenty-five years. Her girls were paying attention, practicing, and getting better every day. Her Richie was warm and sweet and oh, so fantastic in bed. Her home life with Ron was no better, but it was no worse, either, and she found that she could tolerate it easily now, because the rest of her world was suddenly so wonderful.

		

		Everything just felt…right!

		

		As she went over to the bar and said hi to Ro, she saw that there were now twelve girls waiting there to meet her, all of her original four, plus eight new converts. She sat the two-dozen donuts she’d bought that morning on her way over to the club on the bar and smiled at her charges.

		

		“Come on, ladies, you can all have a donut, if you want,” she called to them. “Believe me, we are about to work hard enough, here in a few minutes, to burn all of these calories, and more, right off!”

		

		Marty loomed up behind her, a hopeful smile on his round face. “Did you get the kind I like, Cath?” he asked her, clearly excited.

		

		She patted him fondly on the right cheek with her palm and said, “Of course I did. You didn’t think I’d forget my big guy, did you, Marty? Two Boston crèmes, right on the top layer in that top box. You’d better get ‘em before the girls do.”

		

		Beaming, Marty went over to the donuts, flipped open the box, and spirited away the two Boston crèmes. He slid down the bar; donuts clutched in his big paws, and asked Ro for a black coffee to drink with his two prizes.

		

		Magdalena came up to Cathy, tears in her big brown eyes, a huge grin on her face, and whispered, “I was main stage last night, Cathy! And I was a big hit, too. I made more money in tips than I ever did before in my life—it was almost as much money as I made in a week, back when I was on the cleaning crew!”

		

		Cathy felt her own eyes fill. She embraced the shorter woman and said, “Oh, Mags, I’m so happy for you. See, all of that hard work is paying off!”

		

		“It was all you!” Magdalena said, staring up gratefully at Cathy. “If you had not been so patient with me, and taught me so well, I’d never have made the main stage.”

		

		Cathy felt her heart swell. She loved this job! Just seeing the look on her Mexican friend’s face made it all worth while!

		

		Richie came through the front door just then and headed directly forCathy. Magdalena thanked her again and went to get a donut before they all vanished.

		

		“Beat me in this morning, huh?” he said, cocking his head at her.

		

		“You must have been tired or something,” she said, barely managing to keep a straight face.

		

		He had fucked her senseless for hours on end last night at his place before he’d finally passing out, exhausted but happy, face down, in the middle of his bed. She had driven home and gotten four or five hours of sleep before Ron had come in at eight-thirty and woke her up to fix him breakfast.

		

		“Yeah, you showed me no mercy last night, Cath,” he murmured, flashing a tiny grin her way. “Since you started doing all of this dancing, you’re in such great shape that I can barely keep up with you.”

		

		“Oh, you seem to do okay, for an older guy,” she said softly, teasing him as she fixed his tie—which didn’t really need fixed--for him, smiling. “I was practically bow-legged when I left your place last night.”

		

		They both chuckled conspiratorially, and then Cathy whispered, “I need to get the class started in a couple of minutes, but could I see you in your office first, just for a second?”

		

		“Sure,” he said, putting and arm around her shoulders and walking her over to the office door. “What do you need?”

		

		When they were inside, and the door was closed, Cathy opened her purse and showed in the sandwich baggie that he had filled with cocaine for her at Tommy’s party a few weeks ago. It was now all but empty, with just a tiny trace of powder along the bottom seam.

		

		“Could I give you back some of the money you’ve been paying me and have you get in touch with this…Greek guy, whoever he is, and get me some more of this?” She asked him softly, her blue eyes pleading.

		

		Richie frowned. “You know how I feel about that stuff, Cath. I hate to buy it for you. I can’t even tell you how many girls I’ve seen fuck their entire lives up over that shit.”

		

		She said, “Hey, it’s been a quite while since that party, and I just ran out this morning. So it’s not like I’ve been really shoveling it up my nose or anything. I’ll be careful with it, I promise!”

		

		He held her eyes for long moments, clearly not loving this. Finally, he said, “Alright, against my better judgment, I’ll see if I can score you some.”

		

		Her whole face brightened as he went on to say, “But this stuff ain’t cheap, not the primo blow the Greek sells. And he doesn’t deal in any tiny amounts. I’ll call Tommy and see if he’d like to split an ounce with me, for Maddy”

		

		Richie shook his head and went on to say, “Now there’s a great example of just how badly this stuff can get out of hand. I swear; Maddy goes through that shit like reaper through a wheat field. She had a small problem with it when she used to dance here, but nothing like the one she’s got now. Tommy has plenty of bucks and he won’t deny her anything, so she’s getting out of control. She’s doing sacks full of that shit, from what he tells me.”

		

		He scowled at Cathy and said, “I see rehab just down the road for her, to tell you the truth. Let that be a lesson to you, Mrs. Walton!”

		

		“I will, Mr.Vittone,” she said, smiling back at him gratefully, and then went out to teach her class.

		

		****

		

		Tommy Leopold strolled into The Bohemia Club at five that evening. He saw Cathy sitting at her usual table, which now sported a small sign which read: “reserved for management”, watching both Sonia--who was dancing very well, looking positively joyous to be naked and shaking her cute little waxed-bare pussy for the boys on the small stage—and Magdalena, strutting proudly around on the big stage, showing her admirers her “pink”, and collecting wads of cash for doing so.

		

		“Hey, Cathy,” Tommy said, coming over to the table, leaning on it with both hands, grinning down at her. “Richie tells me business is up across the board, and that you’re a big part of it. He said having a crew of pretty dancers who can actually dance has been very good for business.”

		

		She beamed up at him and said, “Yeah, he tells me that, too. But I think he’s just trying to get into my pants, you know?”

		

		Tommy laughed and nodded that he did. Then he asked, “Is he around? I got something for him from a mutual pal of ours; a guy they call the Greek.”

		

		Cathy’s eyes lit up. She said, “He’s in his office. Oh, and thanks, Tommy, I promise to go easy on the stuff.”

		

		Her shot her a frown and said, “Yeah, that’s what Maddy used to say too. You should see her, Cathy. She’s lost another ten pounds, because she barely eats anymore. She just sticks this shit up her nose and fidgets around the house with a cocktail in her hand all day and all night. The girl’s starting to look like shit.”

		

		“She’s so pretty,” Cathy said consolingly. “That’s a shame.”

		

		Sitting up straighter in her chair, Cathy said, “I really will watch myself, Tommy, I swear. The last thing I want is to end up like that, believe me.”

		

		Tommy shrugged, looking as if he thought, ‘well, it’s your funeral is you don’t”, and walked over to Richie’s office. He knocked and then went inside.

		

		The dancers onstage changed and Karen took Sonia’s spot on the small stage while Celandra replaced Mags on the main one. By the time both of their three song rotations were over, Tommy had come back out of Richie’s office, waved at Cathy, and left the club.

		

		She got up and went over to the office door. Once inside, she asked excitedly, “So how much did you get me, honey?”

		

		“Half an ounce of pure,” Richie said, not bothering to hide the distaste he felt for the subject. “Fill that smaller baggie of yours up, and then I’m taking the rest of it and storing it out in the garage at my condo.”

		

		She nodded. “That’s a good place for it. I was worried about keeping a large amount at my place. With Ron being a pharmacist, if he happened to stumble onto it, he’d know exactly what it was in, like, ten seconds.”

		

		Richie motioned for her to hold out her hand. When she did, he handed her a key.

		

		“That fits the front door to my place,” he said simply. “It’s yours.”

		

		Her whole face lit up, but then he said, “I’ve always tried to be straight with you, Cath. I want you to have that key, but I want you to call before you come over, always, okay?”

		

		When she gave him a quizzical look, he said, “I’ve only been with two other girls since I started sleeping with you. For me, that’s like a miracle of fidelity.”

		

		Cathy looked hurt, she couldn’t help it. Richie embraced her quickly and then whispered, “They were both gorgeous, and sexy, and they came on to me…I didn’t come on to them.”

		

		He stepped back and added, “I fucked them, Cath, simple as that. I didn’t love them and they didn’t love me. We just fucked. It didn’t mean anything special to me or to them; it just happened. It was just sex.”

		

		When she still didn’t speak, he said, “That’s why you have to call first. I didn’t plan either of those…uh…things with the other girls. Like I said, they just sort of happened. But it would have been embarrassing for all concerned, me, the other girl, and you, if you’d have showed up while I was in the bedroom with either one of them; so it’s best to call.”

		

		She felt like crying, but she didn’t. At least Richie was being honest with her. This hurt, but it wasn’t as if she hadn’t been warned by him before about how unfaithful he was.

		

		This just reinforced her resolve not to leave Ron in some vain hope that Richie would reform, marry her, and that they might have some kind of normal life together. Richie wasn’t that kind of man, and he never would be.

		

		He was parties and late-night dinners at fabulous places and excitement, and the best sex in the world. But that was all he was. If she tried to make more of what they shared together than there actually was, that was her fault.

		

		Pulling her feelings together, she asked, “How much do I owe you for the coke?”

		

		He stepped up closer and took her in his arms again, saying, “It’s on me, of course, business in the club is up a solid five percent, ever since you started working with the girls. Consider this a fringe benefit—although it’s one I wish you’d give up.”

		

		“I’m crazy about you, Richie,” she whispered, letting the tears come now as she stared up at him. “Did you know that?”

		

		Just before he kissed her, he said, “Cathy, if I could ever be faithful, it would be for you. “You’re the greatest girl I’ve ever met in my life.”

		

		And then he did kiss her. Ten minutes later, behind the locked office door, he fucked her so hard and so beautifully on top of the leather couch that he made her come three times before he finally went off inside her.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		A Different Woman

		

		Cathy rolled out of bed at eight-fifteen, feeling a bit rocky. She had been at Richie’s condo until three, getting her brains fucked loose, and then she had done a line or two and driven back over to the club and watched a new girl, name Chloe, dance on the small stage and--pride swelling in her heart as she did so—watched her favorite little “project” girl, Sonia, dance her very first set ever, up on the main stage!

		

		It was the closing shift, so there wasn’t a full house by any means, but Cathy watched in triumph as Sonia danced her way beautifully through the first song, and then did a wonderfully sexy and confident strip during the second one. And, when it came time to show the small but very vocal and appreciative crowd her “pink” as she danced totally nude, except for her high heels, through the last song, Sonia had given everyone a long, provocative, dick-stirring look at her waxed-bare pussy, and then collected two large handfuls of money for her trouble.

		

		Cathy was waiting for the excited girl backstage, a huge smile on her face. Naked, Sonia threw herself into her teacher’s arms and then kissed her on the cheek, saying, “Oh, Cath, thank you so much! I know I’m not getting the prime shifts yet, but God, just think: I’m main stage; I’m actually a main stage girl now!”

		

		Beaming at her student, Cathy remembered how close Richie had been to firing the girl that first week. And now she was main stage!

		

		“You’ll be getting the good shifts in a month or so, I predict,” Cathy told her excitedly. “You just keep working as hard as you have been, and it will come, believe me.”

		

		“Oh, I do believe in you, so much!” Sonia said.

		

		The girl’s very young, very pretty face went serious as she whispered, “Cath, I know you’re not like me…into girls, I mean. But if you ever want to, you know…try making it with another girl. I’ll gladly be that girl, okay? I’d so like to be naked and in bed with you sometime!”

		

		Cathy felt herself blush. Sonia’s large, nude tits were right up against hers and she could feel the girl’s nipples, erect and firm, against hers, even through the blouse and light bra Cathy wore.

		

		Surprisingly, that didn’t repel her the way it once might have. She just gave Sonia a sexy little smile and whispered back, “You’ll be the first one I’ll call, believe me, darling, if I ever decide to take a walk on that particular wild side.”

		

		The two of them shared an awkward laugh over that and then broke apart. Cathy was a bit shocked to realize when they did that her own nipples were much firmer than they had been!

		

		She bid Sonia goodnight, and went back out into the main room. Going over to the bar, she had Ro make her a sloe gin fizz and drank it quickly.

		

		Cathy was still speeding from the coke she’d done earlier, at Richie’s, so that she could be awake and excited and ready to fuck him. She was always up for sex with Richie, of course, but the cocaine seemed to add a little kick to being in bed with her sweetie; plus it helped to combat the nagging tiredness that Cathy’s up-all-night, cat-napping-through-the-day lifestyle produced.

		

		When she finished the first sloe gin in record time, she got another from Ro and went over to sit down at her table again. She watched that fat cow, Delilah, or Jezebel, or whatever phony Biblical name the big bleached blonde girl who shunned Cathy’s dance clinics used cavort around on stage, rolling her big, hefty, somewhat floppy tits around.

		

		Cathy had never bothered to learn either her stage name or her real name because the woman was beyond help as a dancer.

		

		Karen was dancing on the secondary stage, and doing a nice job. The bad thing about Karen was that she tended to be unfocused. She’d attend class steadily for a while, improve her dance skills markedly, and would then meet some new guy and be absent for a week.

		

		Cathy finished her drink and left the club when Karen’s set ended. She got home at just before five and went right to bed, her alarm set at eight-fifteen so that she could be up and snort a line or two before Ron got in at eight-thirty to eight-forty-five and wanted breakfast.

		

		After the alarm had sounded, she grabbed her purse and staggered into the bathroom to take a shower, brush her teeth, and blast a little coke. Cathy didn’t bother with clothes. She just dried her hair, brushed it back over her shoulders, and put on her bathrobe.

		

		Sure enough, when she entered the kitchen, Ron came in the door from the garage, looking slightly beat but not as tired and zombie-like as he usually did. He eyed her in the robe and said, “Goddamn but you look nice this morning, doll.”

		

		He came over to her and took her in his arms and kissed her. To Cathy’s shock, his tongue tapped against her lips as they kissed, demanding entrance!

		

		What the fuck? She thought. What’s gotten into Ron this morning, he never kisses me like this anymore!

		

		When she broke the kiss off a full minute later, she saw something in her husband’s brown eyes that she hadn’t seen in, literally, months—desire. She said, “What would you like for breakfast, honey?”

		

		“You,” he answered; his voice husky with need, “I want that incredible body of yours in bed with me, Cathy; right now.”

		

		Still slightly in shock from this strange new development, she let him take her hand and lead her out of the kitchen. In moments, they were in the master bedroom and he was eagerly undoing her robe and stripping it off her.

		

		“Goddamn what a body you’ve got, baby,” he sighed, looking at her long, tall, perfectly toned frame.

		

		All of the dancing and dance instruction she’d been doing during the past few weeks had her in the best shape she’d ever been in. Ron quickly got out of his clothes and pulled her down onto the unmade bed with him, kissing her passionately again.

		

		Cathy experienced something--as her husband felt her up and tongue-kissed her--that she’d never expected to feel. She felt like she was cheating; cheating on Richie with Ron!

		

		He’s your husband; she lectured herself, if he finally wants a piece, you’ve pretty much got to give it to him! For all he knows, you haven’t had sex in months. You don’t want him getting suspicious, and that’s definitely what he would be if you tried to tell him that after all of these months with no sex, you suddenly “have headache” on the one morning he does want you.

		

		She forced herself to try to get into what was happening to her. Ron’s hands were on her nipples as they made out, and he was twisting and teasing them just lightly; the way Richie did it—the way Ron used to do it, back when they’d still done this sort of thing on a regular basis.

		

		And it did feel nice, she had to admit. Ron’s tongue against hers, caressing hers, gliding against it, felt sexy, too.

		

		Her eyes had closed automatically when he’d drug her down into bed and begun to soul-kiss her. She now opened them and stared at him as they kissed.

		

		He was very handsome. And she’d loved him so much, not all that long ago.

		

		Did she still love him? She asked herself that as her breath grew shorter and her pussy started to feel wet.

		

		Cathy reached down and found his cock. It felt so strange in her hand now, not big and long and heavy, with a slight upward curve to it, like the one she was used to holding in her fist—not like Richie’s at all.

		

		But it didn’t feel bad. She remembered all of the times this cock had been inside her in the past, back when she and Ron were first dating; when they’d moved in together, and when they’d first gotten married.

		

		They’d fucked all the time back then, and she’d loved it. Ron was a good lover. Maybe he wasn’t quite in Richie’s league as a cocksman, but he’d made her come a lot in the past, almost every time they’d made love.

		

		She decided. He’s my husband. He wants some pussy, and I’m going to give him some pussy. And it’s going to be great pussy!

		

		Cathy broke off the kiss and slid downward, her husband’s hands coming off her nipples as she kissed her way down his chest. She still remembered some of the little things she’d done that he’d liked when they’d still made love all of the time.

		

		She kissed his nipples and then licked them both as well. Ron moaned and put his hands on her head, pushing her lips in tighter against his sensitive flesh.

		

		Her lips sucked his left nipple in and she nipped lightly at it with her teeth as she nursed at it and ran her tongue all over it. She twisted his right nipple between her thumb and forefinger as she continued to go after the left one with her mouth and teeth.

		

		“Oh, oh, damn, Cath,” he sighed.

		

		She changed nipples and sucked his right one as her fingertips toyed with his left one. When she had him groaning steadily, she slowly, tantalizingly kissed her way down his belly, both of his male nipples now erect in her teasing finger’s grip.

		

		Cathy licked all around his hard cock head and then eased it into her mouth and began to suck while she continued to lick it and tug at his nipples. Ron sighed again and said, “Oh, Cathy, you’re so fucking good in bed! What a hot babe you are, darling!”

		

		She went all the way down on him, marveling at how easy it was to deep-throat Ron’s prick after sucking Richie’s off so many times during the past weeks. She gave him a sloppy, slurpy, enthusiastic blowjob for a few minutes, using a few of the little tricks she’d learned while sucking off Richie.

		

		Soon, he was gasping and burbling, “Oh, fuck, you’re fantastic! When did you learn to suck a cock so well?”

		

		Cathy started, realizing that some of what she had done to Ron over the last few minutes was stuff that she hadn’t known how to do back when they’d had sex together all of the time! She’d licked his balls while deep-throating him, for one thing. And she’d stopped sucking his dick to gargle both of his nuts momentarily before she’d gone back to blowing him.

		

		She let his cock out of her mouth and, thinking fast, said, “You’re never home. I watched some cable porn some nights, thinking I’d learn something to surprise you with when you finally did come home. Did you like it?”

		

		He beamed down at her happily and said, “Christ, yes; that was fantastic!”

		

		Cathy smiled back up at him and got up onto her hands and knees. She came back up his body, stopped, and lined his rock-hard dick up with her pussy as she slowly let her weight down onto him, taking him cowgirl style.

		

		“I learned some other things, too,” she whispered, “but I had to practice them with my vibrator, since you weren’t here. Did I learn how to do this okay?”

		

		She was corkscrewing her ass up and down on his hard on as she rode him, something that Richie had showed her how to do. Ron’s eyes went wide.

		

		He asked her, “You have a vibrator?”

		

		Cathy laughed. She couldn’t help it.

		

		“Christ, Ron, do you think I’m a nun or something? I’m a healthy, twenty-five year old woman with a normal sex drive. Of course I’ve got a vibrator! Do you know how long it’s been since we’ve had sex together…since we’ve…fucked like this?”

		

		Ron suddenly looked apoplectic. His Cathy never said the “f” word out loud! His prim and proper wife never talked about vibrators or sex drives, either!

		

		But his sweet little wife was long gone, and Cathy—the new, sensual, sexy, red-hot Cathy—was now turned on and needing an orgasm. She went back to fucking her shocked husband enthusiastically, closing her eyes and riding his cock like a mad woman.

		

		“Oh, yeah, that’s it,” she murmured, “fuck me, Ron. Use that nice cock of yours to get my hot pussy off, you big sweetie!”

		

		She heard Ron gasp and opened her eyes just in time to see him blanch at the word “pussy”, coming from her. Cathy just smile and said, “The girls in those porn movies call a pussy a pussy, darling, and a cock a cock.”

		

		“Jesus, oh, Jesus, Cathy,” he groaned. “You’re like a different woman. God, what a hot piece of ass you are!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you’d better believe it, babe,” she sighed, leaning down to kiss him as she fucked him senseless…

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Changes

		

		Ron was really fading fast after their unexpected little session in the bedroom, so Cathy fixed him a quick breakfast and then he stumbled off to bed. She was still perky and slightly buzzed, both from the out-of-the-blue sex and from the little jolt of wake-up coke she’d done when she’d first gotten out of bed; so she sat in the kitchen and drank a glass of orange juice and tried to figure out what her husband’s sudden return to her sex life might mean.

		

		She’d already worked past the guilt she’d initially felt about “cheating” on Richie with Ron. After all, Ron was her husband, not Richie. And Richie certainly had no problem with fucking other girls who came on to him: he’d made that more than clear to Cathy from the start of their sexual relationship. She’d had to grudgingly come to accept it and live with it.

		

		Cathy smiled, realizing abruptly that she rather liked the idea of having two handsome men wanting to share her bed. It was kind of hot, at that!

		

		Maybe I’ll never really understand Richie’s need to fuck every sexy woman he can get that beautiful cock of his into. But I do feel like I at least have sort of an inkling of what that’s all about now. After that nice fuck and sweet orgasm I shared with Ron this morning, I’m starting to get a whole new perspective on what men call…“sport fucking!”

		

		She thought about Richie and his laissez faire, “I’ll fuck anyone I want and you’ll just have to deal with it as best you can” attitude for long moments. As she considered that, she found herself wondering; If I met someone who was super-hot, who wanted me, and who wasn’t Richie or Ron…could I see myself just going ahead and fucking him? Could I really do that, and live with myself afterward?

		

		Cathy didn’t know the answer to that question, but she was going to give it some serious thought. Living in Las Vegas, and all she’d gone through in the last few months, had totally changed a lot of things about Cathy, her life, and the way she looked at the world.

		

		She wasn’t as fast to judge people now, or as quick to reject something like the idea of being free to fuck whomever she pleased, whenever she pleased, as being too wild or too radical to even consider. She was a much different Cathy than the naïve girl who had moved out west from Indiana, months back. That Cathy was gone forever!

		

		Realizing that she hadn’t gotten much sleep last night, she got up and added two fingers of vodka to her orange juice and chugged it down. Then she went in to take a nap on the couch, so that she could make it over to the club by eleven to teach her girls today.

		

		****

		

		Cathy had bought three dozen donuts this morning. And it was a good thing she had, because all but four or five of the girls who danced full-time or part-time at the club were waiting for her when she got to The Bohemia.

		

		The sole holdouts were girls like fat Delilah, or whatever her name was, and a handful of gals who were close friends of Serena’s, and who sided with her in her on-going standoff against Cathy’s authority. Serena had never attended even one of Cathy’s dance clinics and had made in known that she never intended to do so.

		

		Cathy believed her, too. The tall, sexy brunette was the prettiest girl in the club, as well as being the most talented dancer, and she consistently collected the most in tips of any girl working there, too.

		

		She felt she was a star, and didn’t need Cathy’s help. And Cathy was forced to agree that she probably didn’t.

		

		Indeed, if Serena had showed up at one of the sessions, Cathy imagined that she would have been hard pressed to find anything she could teach Serena. The girl could flat-out dance, and that was no kidding!

		

		The thing that Cathy resented about Serena and her nose-in-the-air attitude was that it might create dissention within the ranks. If Serena felt she was too good to practice and too good to learn anything, then how soon would it be before another one of Cathy’s charges—who had some natural talent and good basic instincts about dance—would feel that she, too, didn’t need what Cathy had to offer; didn’t need to drive herself to try and keep getting better. That was what Cathy wanted to avoid.

		

		As soon as the girls had helped themselves to a donut—and Marty the bouncer had gotten his two Boston crèmes, of course—Cathy got Ro over into the sound booth and cued up a song with a nice Latin beat. She was doing a few salsa steps with the girls today, just in case some of them wanted to try varying their acts a little, incorporating some different hip and foot movements into their basic routines to make them a bit more interesting to their audience.

		

		She thought that a Latin variation on their normal rock and hip-hop moves might offer them a bit more latitude in their costume choices as well. Mags and two of the other girls were clearly Hispanic, so this music would be a natural fit for them, but she knew from chatting with Karen, Trish, Jenna, and Annette that all of them loved to go out dancing in salsa clubs on their nights off.

		

		Like most of the things she introduced, some of the girls were totally unable to get the salsa steps and moves down at first. But that was okay.

		

		Cathy never got on them about not picking up steps right away. She tried to keep the atmosphere in her class light and fun, not rigid and forced, laughing along with them when some of the girls proved inept at the new steps.

		

		When the main lesson ended, she had Celandra take the pole and show her co-workers some moves on the apparatus. She had started doing that recently, and joined the group as a student, not a teacher, realizing that with Bobby’s past gymnastics training, she was the proper teacher for this part of the morning clinic, not her.

		

		The group broke up quickly after the pole training was over. A lot of the girls wanted to get back home and get some more sleep before reporting to work later, and some of them were off work today and had had come in solely for the lesson.

		

		Bobby/Celandra, who had become a good friend, stayed and chatted with Cathy. They sat up at the bar together, where Ro made Cathy a cocktail and poured Bobby a soda, since she was scheduled to dance soon, when the doors opened.

		

		“You know what you ought to do, girlfriend?” Bobby said. “You ought to get a radical new haircut. I think one of those long shags would look just fantastic on you.”

		

		“She’s right,” Ro the bartender agreed. “That style would look great on you, with that long, hot bod, and those fucking legs of yours that go on forever. You’d look sexy as hell, with that great makeup you’re wearing now, and that blonde hair of yours done up in a hot-looking shag cut!”

		

		“Yeah, and I’d go just one shade lighter on the hair, too, while you’re at it,” Bobby advised her. “You’d look killer then, Cath. Wouldn’t she, Ro?”

		

		“You bet,” Ramona said enthusiastically. “Hey, look at the time! I’ve gotta’ go get naked and put my barely-there costume on before Marty opens those doors and lets the animals in!”

		

		Cathy and Bobby laughed as the tall bartender swung the bar gate up and open and ran for the dressing room, where her harem girl outfit was awaiting her in her locker.

		

		Looking at herself in the back bar mirror, Cathy moved her hair one way and then the other, trying to imagine it cut into a sexy, long-shag style that fell barely to her shoulders.

		

		She said, “A shag, huh, really? Maybe…I’d have to think about it.”

		

		After Bobby took off a few minutes later to join Ramona in the dressing room, Cathy went behind the bar and made herself another sloe gin fizz. She sipped it and then suddenly realized that the booze was making her sleepy.

		

		She came out from behind the bar and went over to Richie’s office and opened it with her key. Once inside, she locked the door and got her baggie of coke and her straw out of her purse.

		

		“Holy fuck, what happened to my stash?” Cathy whispered aloud as she stared in disbelief at the nearly empty baggie and realized that she must have been doing a lot more cocaine lately than she’d thought.

		

		With a sigh, she dumped what was there on the corner of Richie’s desk and used one of his business cards to cut the powder into two lines. Once she’d snorted them up, she put the straw away in its hidden compartment and stuffed the now empty baggie back into her purse.

		

		“Oh, well, there’s plenty more over at Richie’s,” she told herself aloud.

		

		I’ll just pop over there real quick and replenish my stash and then make it back here to watch the first few sets. I especially want to see how Karen is doing with that new step I worked on with her yesterday.

		

		She left Richie’s office, locked it back up, and went out and got into her Camray. Richie lived only a few minutes from the club, so she was soon pulling up and parking in the guest spot for his condo.

		

		Using her key, she opened the front door and went into the kitchen, heading for the garage and the empty five gallon paint can that held her coke cache. As she turned and entered the kitchen, she came face to face with a young brunette girl who looked to be about eighteen or nineteen.

		

		The girl was naked, except for one of Richie’s dress shirts, which she wore unbuttoned, her big, youthful breasts rolling around loose underneath it. The shocked teen had a jug of orange juice in her hand that she had been chugging directly from when Cathy had entered the kitchen. The fridge door stood open behind her.

		

		“Who are you?” the girl asked, her voice sounding impossibly young and naïve.

		

		“I’m the sucker who fucks Richie most of the time,” Cathy said bitterly, striding past the teen and heading for the garage.

		

		She turned, just before she went out, and said back over her shoulder, “You being just one of the many other suckers who fuck him when I’m not doing it, I suppose.”

		

		When she stepped out into the garage and angrily slammed the door behind her, she saw that both cars were in their bays, the Caddy and the Vette, so she knew that Richie was here, somewhere, having probably just fucked Little Miss Jailbait. She threw the cupboard door open angrily, got out the paint can, and used a screwdriver that was laying on the top shelf of the cupboard, next to the can, to pry the lid off.

		

		She took the gallon-size baggie of white powder out and dipped her baggie into it, refilling it. Then she resealed both of them up, putting the big one back into the paint can and tamping the top back down on it, and then hiding her smaller one back in the hidden compartment in her purse where she kept her straw.

		

		When she opened the kitchen door, she saw Richie standing there, wearing just his suit pants, barefoot, with no shirt. He was glaring at her.

		

		“I said to always call first, just so we could avoid things like this,” he said evenly, not raising his voice.

		

		“Fuck you, Richie,” Cathy said, her voice cracking with emotion.

		

		But she refused to give in to the raging anger and hurt she was feeling and cry in front of him. “Get out of my way. I was just leaving. Go fuck Barbie some more.”

		

		“Cathy, dammit, please don’t be like this!”

		

		“I thought I was clear before, when I said… fuck you, Richie!” she screamed, and then shoved him out of her way as she left the kitchen.

		

		He followed her out into the living room but she didn’t stop. She unlocked the front door, stormed out of the house and slammed it behind her.

		

		She heard Richie open it again, but she didn’t look back. She just got into her Camray, started it, and left. She drove around aimlessly for a while, and then got out her cell and called Bobby on speed dial.

		

		“Hey, Cath, are you heading back here?”

		

		“No, not right now,” Cathy said. “I’m going to go do what you suggested. Where’s a good, hip styling salon around here? I don’t trust the little neighborhood shop I usually go to for a great shag cut, or to lighten my hair.”

		

		Bobby gave her the name of her stylist and the address on Tropicana. Cathy thanked her closed her phone and drove over there.

		

		The phone rang once on the way. It was Richie. She didn’t answer it. She just let it ring through to voice mail, but he didn’t leave a message.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		An Even Newer Cathy

		

		Is that really me? Cathy asked herself incredulously, staring into the mirror at the salon.

		

		She had let Bobby and several of the other girls do her makeup a few times at the club over the past few weeks, and she had gradually gotten the hang of how to apply it the way they did. As a result, she now wore just a bit more of everything, accentuating her high cheekbones, blue eyes, and straight, perfect nose. In light of the difference her new makeup skills had made, she had been forced to revise her long-held estimate of herself: she definitely was a babe, after all!

		

		Now, with the slightly lighter blonde hair and the startlingly sexy shag haircut—which made her pretty face even more striking, and gave her a really edgy, hot look—Cathy could barely believe how different her appearance now was from that of the timid little thing that had moved out here from Indiana months ago. She turned her head, and then whipped it back quickly and watched her perfectly cut hair tossed around in a way that was both playful and incredibly sexy, and then settle right back into place.

		

		“I love this haircut!” Cathy turned in the chair and told her stylist, Cherie, the girl who did Bobby’s hair and who had just cut and dyed hers.

		

		“You’re a fucking knockout, Cathy,” the girl told her. “Do you dance at the club where Bobby does? I bet you’re a headliner, aren’t you?”

		

		Cathy smiled, loving the sound of that. She had to admit, with the new makeup treatment, this haircut, her just slightly blonder hair, and all of the tightening and toning her dance classes had given her long body, she could be a headliner now if she wanted to be—at any club in town!

		

		A sign on the wall caught her eye and she found herself thinking, Why not? Why the fuck not?

		

		“Do I have to make an appointment in advance to get one of those full Brazilian waxes?” she asked Cherie, nodding toward the sign.

		

		“No, we’re not real busy today. I bet Brenda could get you right in. Come this way.”

		

		****

		

		Cathy’s heart was pounding. She was naked on the table, which reminded her of a masseuse’s table.

		

		First Brenda--who was a tall, statuesque redhead with lots of freckles and green eyes and strong-looking biceps—had taken a pair of electric clippers and sheared her light blonde pubic fuzz right down to a bristly buzz cut. Cathy wasn’t a particularly hairy girl anyway, so there hadn’t been that much fur to “buzz”.

		

		Now, she slathered on the sticky wax with a long metal spatula, covering just a small part of Cathy’s mons. Next, she pressed a white strip over the waxed area, let it set for a moment, and then ripped it free, taking all of the hair with it.

		

		“Yow!” Cathy said, grimacing.

		

		Brenda grinned and said, “Toughen up, babydoll. You haven’t got that much hair to start with. This is easy. You should see some the Shaggy Sheila’s who come in here to get waxed. Their muffs are so big, bushy, and dense that you could knit a sweater from their pubes, after they’re shaved off.”

		

		Brenda ripped off another patch of hair from Cathy’s groin as she went on to say; “Now those bitches have something to yell about when I get going on their cunts. You can hear some of them screaming clear down on the Strip from here!”

		

		Cathy bit her tongue to keep from crying out. Brenda waxed her up again and yanked. And then, when her pussy was a bald as it had been when she was three years old, Brenda had Cathy turn over onto her tummy, placed a hand on each taut little ass cheek, and had her client hold them spread them apart for her.

		

		“Eeeek!” Cathy screamed when the first strip was jerked free from her asshole!

		

		****

		

		It was early summer, so it was warm in Vegas by now. Cathy went home after the salon, took a shower, washed her hair--loving her new haircut even more when she saw how easy it was to fix and how hot it looked once it was dry—and then carefully did her makeup. When she was done, she just stood there, staring in awe at the girl in the mirror.

		

		“I bet if I flew back to Indiana and went to see my sister, Jo, she wouldn’t even realize it was me until I opened my mouth and said something, and she recognized my voice!”

		

		Cathy, who had spoken out loud in the empty house, was grinning from ear to ear. She looked hot. She looked smokin’ hot, actually!

		

		Wait until Richie sees the new me! She thought.

		

		Then she frowned, remembering that she was pissed at Richie over his balling Teenaged Barbie this afternoon. She glared into the mirror, thinking, Fuck Richie, he’s not getting any of this…at least not right away. I’ll make him wait for at least a couple of days before I go to bed with him again.

		

		“Not that he could anyway,” she muttered aloud, under her breath, remembering what Brenda, the pussy hair-ripper, had said about a girl’s cunny lips and asshole being a bit tender for at least a day or two after a full wax; and advising Cathy to be very careful if she elected to participate in any anal or vaginal sex during that period.

		

		She went over to her closet and got out the hot dress Richie had bought her to go out dancing in that night. Slipping it on, with no bra under it this time, she sat down on the bed and pulled on a pair of sheer panties and some half stockings that reached up to the tops of her thighs and stood back up.

		

		Cathy got out the heels that went with this outfit, and the jewelry accessories, and put everything on. She looked at herself in the mirrored closet door and beamed.

		

		She’d looked great the first time she’d worn this, when he’d taken her to the opening of the exclusive dance club. But she looked easily twice as glamorous now as she had that night; the new hair, makeup, and her brand new attitude making all the difference in the world!

		

		She couldn’t wait to get to the club this evening and show off a little for her friends. The girls would love this new look of hers.

		

		A naughty thought crowded into her consciousness as she realized that the boys at the club would love it too. She’d have to give Marty a heads up to keep an eye on her tonight or some customer was likely to try and drag her off for a private lap dance!

		

		Giggling at how great that felt—knowing that she looked sexy hell and that she would be eye candy for every man she met tonight--she went out and got in her Camray and headed for work.

		

		****

		

		“Miss Cathy, whoa,” Marty said, grinning broadly as he saw her come up the ramp leading into the club, “you look incredible! Are you dancing on the main stage, tonight?”

		

		“I don’t think so, big guy, but keep an eye on me, okay? Some of our drunker customers may get a little grabby, if you know what I mean?”

		

		He nodded that he did and held the door open for her. She went inside and made her way over to the bar.

		

		“Holy Jesus,” Ro said, her jaw dropping open, “you look fucking sensational, Cath!”

		

		“Why, thank you, Ro,” she answered with a big smile, “I took Bobby’s and your advice and went and got myself…uh…done? I’m glad you like it, because I really do, too! Could I have my usual, please?”

		

		Ro made her the sloe gin fizz and then Cathy went over to her regular table, which had the “reserved for management” sign on it, and sat down. The club was filling up nicely; she had a sip of her drink and checked out the action on the main stage, where Celandra, Bobby, was just finishing up; showing all of the hooting, screaming guys in the place her “pink”.

		

		Richie’s office door opened and he came out. Spotting her, he swung by the bar, got himself a Chivas and soda, and came over and sat down with her.

		

		“Oh, you’re here?” Cathy said, arching an eyebrow as if she were surprised, even though when she’d parked in her reserved spot right next to his just now, she had seen his red Caddy there, “I thought you’d be too busy to make it in this evening; that you’d still be balls-deep inside little Jailbait Barbie’s teenaged pussy.”

		

		Richie bristled but didn’t say anything in reply to her snarky comment. Cathy sipped her drink and went back to watching Bobby gather up the bills that were scattered all over the stage.

		

		“That was exactly why I told you to always call first, before coming over,” Richie said softly, keeping his voice down. “Why should I apologize, when it was you who screwed up? If you had called, I’d have told you to come over later, and everything would have been fine.”

		

		She had been thinking about this for hours now and she knew that, on one level, he was right. On another, more illogical and emotional level, though, she was still pissed at him.

		

		Even though Richie had told her often enough that he had serious control issues when it came to turning down prime pussy when it was offered, what he’d done today had hurt her. Her anger with him for fucking that cute young girl behind her back had not gone away.

		

		That didn’t make any sense, she knew, but it was still the way she felt. Try as she might to accept Richie’s…shortcomings as a boyfriend, she now realized that it much easier to do so in theory than it was in practice. Finding a mostly naked high school cheerleader type roaming around in his kitchen was hard to take, and that was that!

		

		“Listen, Richie, we’re not married. I get that. I’m just your main squeeze out of a bunch of squeezes, apparently,” she finally replied. “And I thought I was cool with that, but as it turns out, that’s harder for me to accept than I thought it was.”

		

		She turned and stared pointedly up at the main stage, where a girl named Rita had just come out to dance. Rita was a relatively new addition to Cathy’s clinic attendees, and so she was anxious to see if any of the things she’d worked on with the girl had made it into her act yet.

		

		“How about I take you someplace great for dinner, and then we’ll go back to my place for a while, later, okay?” Richie said, smiling apologetically. “And by the way, that new haircut is pure dynamite, Cath. You’re far and away the sexiest, hottest woman in the club tonight.”

		

		She looked over at him and shook her head in wonder. “You can’t want more sex tonight, after banging that teenybopper this afternoon. Or hadn’t she learned how to fuck like a big girl yet?”

		

		Riche looked abashed. He said, in a low murmur that bordered on a mumble, “Sex with you isn’t like sex with anybody else, Cath. I keep telling you that.”

		

		Looking up at the stage, he went on to say, “The kid was fine, for a kid. She was pretty, she was really pretty, and she was…enthusiastic, I’d guess you’d have to say. But she wasn’t you.”

		

		Cathy let out an exasperated breath and said, “Jesus Christ, Richie, if I’m so much better in bed than all of these little snatches who come on to you, why do you insist on hurting me by balling them behind my back?”

		

		He looked over at her and she saw the sadness in his eyes as he whispered, “I don’t know, Cathy. Honest to God, I’ve always been this way. I can’t help it. You’re the greatest woman in the world and here I am fucking some kid who’s barely out of high school, risking losing you over a quick roll in the hay with her. It doesn’t make any sense.”

		

		Looking totally contrite, he said, “I know it, too. But I can’t seem to control myself. What I am is pathetic, when you get right down to it.”

		

		She gave him a look and shook her head. In the back of her mind, she’d been toying with the idea of going out tonight and trying out her new “look” on some strangers, maybe at a dance club. She’d even fantasized about going home with someone new later and fooling around with him in bed.

		

		As she looked at Richie, she realized that she didn’t really want to do that. She’d still been super-angry earlier, when she’d fantasized about cheating on him, just to get back at him for being with the teenaged girl.

		

		But she didn’t want anyone else, except maybe Ron. She’d always fuck him if he wanted her, because he was her husband and she did still love him, in her own perverted way.

		

		“Alright,” she relented at last, “but it had better be some dinner. And the sheets on your bed had better not smell like high school girl pussy and cheap perfume or I’ll be out of there in a blink!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Are You Famous?

		

		He took her to dinner at Sinatra at Wynn’s casino, on the Strip, which many people thought to be the finest restaurant in all of Las Vegas. Almost every entrée on the menu cost fifty dollars and up; and even Richie Vittone had to pull every string available to him to get them reservations at the super-popular dining spot that evening.

		

		It was worth it. Cathy had the Ossobuco My Way and came away thinking that it might have been the best meal she’d ever eaten in her life. Richie ordered the Tagliata, which was a huge pork chop, served with cherry tomato sorfrito. And the bite he gave Cathy tasted even better than her Ossobuco!

		

		Afterward, they went to the private dance club atop the Bolero Hotel/Casino, where they’d gone the first night they’d danced together. Cathy gave him a bad time about that, saying, “If I’d known we were coming here again, Richie, I’d have made you stop by my house so I could change into another outfit. The people here are going to think this one is the only one I own, since I wore the exact same thing the first time we came here!”

		

		He just gave her that little half grin of his that drove her crazy and led her out onto the floor as a new song came on. Within ten steps, the crowd had melted away to the sides of the floor, stopping and just staring at the two of them as they danced together in fluid perfection.

		

		Cathy felt utterly sensational at that moment. She’d had a toot of coke in the lady’s room at Sinatra, just before they’d left for here.

		

		And she was dancing like the goddess of dance herself tonight, in handsome, fun, bold Richie’s arms. She knew she looked like a movie star, too, in her new haircut, with her new blonder hair, her wonderful outfit, and her just right makeup.

		

		When the song ended and they went back over to their table, a young couple came by and congratulated them on their dancing. The girl, who was a bit older than Cathy—perhaps thirty—asked her breathlessly, “Should I get your autograph? Are you famous? You’re the best dancers I’ve ever seen—you guys ought to be on that TV dance show. You’d win for sure!”

		

		Cathy grinned across the table at Richie after the couple had returned to their booth across the room, Cathy having patiently explained to them that she was a dance instructor and not at all famous. She kidded Richie, “I was going to tell her that the reason you dance so well is because you’re a professional escort; a gigolo by trade, and that your only real job skills were dancing and having a ten inch dick.”

		

		Richie had been taking a sip of his Chivas and soda as Cathy had just spoken. What she’d said just now made him laugh so hard that he ended up blowing some of the bubbly drink out his nose.

		

		“You bitch!” he chortled, wiping his face with a napkin, “I can just see you doing that, Cath! Those two would end up spreading that story all over Kansas, or wherever they’re from, about meeting the gorgeous dance instructor and her fancy man with the ten inch wanger in Vegas!”

		

		He finished wiping his nose with his napkin and then added, “Oh, and thanks, by the way, for endowing me with that extra inch and a half of cock, babe.”

		

		She smiled sweetly at him and whispered, “Well, it sure feels like it’s at least ten inches long sometimes, especially when it’s up my bottom, babe, but you’re welcome.”

		

		“Come on you little vixen, let’s go dance some more and really put on a show for the rubes. Show me what you’ve got, Indiana.”

		

		Cathy took his hand and accompanied him back out onto the floor. The DJ spun an old rock song, “Night Moves” by Bob Seger.

		

		Cathy closed her eyes, letting the beat flow through her momentarily, and then started to move. Even Richie, as good as he was, had trouble keeping up with her this time.

		

		She now was totally into the night, and Richie, and the club, and the music. Cathy danced as well as she ever had in her life, putting on a show that they’d be talking about in that dance club for months, doing steps that she made up on the spot, mesmerizing the crowd, and even Richie with her moves.

		

		When the song ended, the applause was thunderous and sustained. The management sent over a hundred dollar bottle of Dom Perignon to their table, with their compliments.

		

		Cathy felt ready to burst, she was so happy. In that moment, little Cathy Walton, nee Bradley, from Evansville, Indiana, suddenly felt like she was the toast of Las Vegas!

		

		It was a feeling like nothing she’d ever experienced before, and she wished it would go on forever. She looked over at Richie, raised her champagne glass to him and just beamed with sheer happiness.

		

		****

		

		“What time do you have to get home?” Richie asked her as he locked the front door to his place at just after one in the morning.

		

		“Probably by eight, just to be safe,” Cathy said, letting him lead her up the stairs to the master bedroom.

		

		“That’s good, because I’m so hot for you tonight, Cathy, that I can barely stand it. When you dance, something magical happens.”

		

		She let him strip off her dress, bra, her shoes, and the half-stockings she had on, and then she slipped her panties down and showed him her pussy. Richie broke out into a huge grin as he saw her waxed-bare lips for the first time.

		

		“You have to be careful tonight, darling,” she cautioned him, “the lady at the spa said I really shouldn’t have either vaginal or anal sex for two days. It makes you sort of tender, when they rip your hair out by the roots!”

		

		“I’ll be very careful, babe,” he said, his eyes still on her cute little bald slit. “Trust me. I know just what you need.”

		

		He got out of his own clothes in a blink and joined her on the bed, after throwing the covers back. Cathy noticed with approval that the sheets were fresh; no high school girl pussy scent!

		

		“This is what we need to do first,” Richie said softly, getting in between her long legs and kissing her clit just lightly.

		

		His tongue came out and he let some of his hot, slippery spittle drizzle down onto her little pink bead of flesh and then he kissed it again. Cathy sighed and settled back onto the mattress, an expectant smile on her face.

		

		Richie can really eat pussy, she thought, and he’s right. This is just what I need!

		

		He ate her cunny for an hour! Cathy came three times and was panting with the need to go off again when he finally pulled his thoroughly pussy juice-basted face away from her thighs and smiled at her.

		

		Going back up onto his knees, he then flipped over onto his back, his hard prick standing straight up above his big nuts. She in turn got up onto her knees and straddled him, putting his cock inside her super-wet pussy mouth and gingerly letting herself sink down onto him.

		

		“Can you do this?” he asked her. “It doesn’t hurt, does it?”

		

		Cathy gave him a smile that said there was no way that it hurt, and then began to glide up and down on his fat cock. She sighed, “Oh, baby, it hurts so good!”

		

		“You’re pure Sex, Cathy,” he moaned, “that little pussy of yours is tighter than that high school kid’s was!”

		

		Cathy glared at him. He nodded, understanding that his last comment that had slipped out was one of the more stupid things he’d ever said in his life.

		

		She put Richie’s little afternoon indiscretion with the teenager out of her mind and began to fuck him in earnest. His big dick felt fantastic inside of her; just perfect, not too big, not too small, but just right!

		

		“Oh, Richie, you’re my guy,” she sighed blissfully, “God but I want you. I always seem to want you, my sweet bad boy!”

		

		Richie said nothing for long moments. She opened her eyes and saw him staring up at her, an awed expression on his face.

		

		He whispered, “You’re impossibly beautiful, Cath. You’re the prettiest woman I’ve ever known.”

		

		Cathy felt her tummy flutter. She leaned down and Richie sucked her left nipple into his mouth and ran his tongue all over it as she rode his cock even faster.

		

		I’m going to come again, she realized ecstatically. God, I wonder how many times my sweet Richie is going to make me come tonight? This is going to be my fourth orgasm already!

		

		****

		

		She got into her own bed at a quarter to five. After a long shower, to wash the come out of her pussy, she dried off carefully and then slipped on an old pair of flannel pajamas, after rubbing some aloe-based lotion onto her pussy mound and anal opening.

		

		Brenda the hair-ripper had advised her to do that, and it did feel good. Cathy hadn’t had any coke in hours now, and so her tiredness gradually pulled her under and she slept like a baby until the alarm went off.

		

		Her last thought, as she’d slid down into sleep, was, my Richie fucks like a sex god! All of that coming makes a girl relax and sleep soooooo great!

		

		Since she’d had a shower not that long ago, Cathy just splashed cold water on her face when she went into the bathroom after the alarm had gone off. Then she brought her purse in, lined out some cola on the bathroom counter and snorted it up.

		

		After she had carefully hidden her coke and straw away in the purse, she threw on a robe and headed for the kitchen. The cocaine was really starting to work by the time Ron came in from the garage at eight-thirty.

		

		Again this morning, he didn’t look as tired as he usually did. He frowned when he saw the big, bulky pajamas under her robe.

		

		“I was hoping for naked again, Cath,” he told her with a leering grin. “What’s with the granny pajamas? Did we have a blizzard last night that I missed?”

		

		“Very funny,” she said.

		

		Then a naughty thought struck her and she just couldn’t resist saying, “Come into the bedroom with me and I’ll show you why I wore these old things to sleep in last night.”

		

		Clearly curious, he followed her into the bedroom. Once inside, she took off the robe and lay in on a chair, and then doffed her pajama top and slid the bottoms down, facing him.

		

		“Holy moley, Cathy!” Ron gasped, seeing her bare mons for the first time. “Why did you do that?”

		

		She got on the bed and lay out on her back. Slowly, teasingly, she opened her legs wide for him and pushed her ass up off the bed just a tiny bit, her fingers stealing up to her pussy, spreading it open for him…showing him her…”pink” as the girls at the club said.

		

		“Fuck,” Ron whispered, entranced by her little show, “that’s the prettiest little pussy I’ve ever seen!”

		

		“Like it, darling?” she asked smugly, enjoying teasing him no end. “Remember when I told you I’d joined that gym, to get into better shape?”

		

		Ron nodded, his eyes never leaving her snatch. She had lied to him back when she’d taken Richie’s dance instructor job, knowing she’d have to explain her new svelte, not-an-ounce-of-fat-anywhere body to her husband; so he really was under the impression she had been going to a gym regularly for months now.

		

		“Well, a lot of the younger girls where I work out have adapted this look. It’s called a full Brazilian bikini wax. No hair at all, even on my butt; do you like it?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, that’s so nice, baby!” Cathy moaned as her husband licked wildly at her juicy slit.

		

		They were sixty-nining, and she had just pulled her mouth off his hard cock to compliment him on how well he was lapping at her clit. She sighed and said, “Oh, you hungry baby, you! That’s right, lick my pussy like a good boy, and mama will swallow every drop for you when you come in her mouth, darling!”

		

		Ron groaned and went crazy on her pussy. Cathy slipped his cock back between her lips and started to bob her head on it again, her own tongue going to town on his hardness.

		

		In no time, she was shivering, just on the brink, and his prick was leaking a steady stream of pre-come, getting ready to deliver a load of warm semen right into her sucking lips. Cathy braced herself to swallow and licked even more enthusiastically.

		

		Ron bellowed down into her pussy and sucked at her clit as the first big wad of come roiled into his wife’s mouth and she swallowed it. Cathy felt her clit throb hard between his sucking lips and started to shake in ecstasy as she came while she gulped down the second big mouthful of her husband’s cock cream.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		The Gathering Storm

		

		Cathy knew that something was wrong the moment she walked into the club that morning at eleven. For one thing, Marty wasn’t on his stool, waiting for his Boston crèmes.

		

		Instead, he was sitting at the bar, drinking a cocktail, which Cathy had never seen him do before. All of the girls who danced at the club were there--except Serena and her little crew of bitches, of course--but her dancers were all sitting around looking subdued, worried; not smiling as they usually did when Cathy came in bearing donuts and promising to work their asses off.

		

		Richie was behind the bar, standing next to Ro; his elbows on the shiny surface. He too, had a cocktail in his hand, and it was barely eleven. She had never seen Richie drink this early in the day.

		

		“What’s up?” Cathy asked, setting the three big boxes of donuts on the bar.

		

		“It’s Serena, up to her old tricks again,” Richie said listlessly.

		

		“What did she do this time,” Cathy sighed, “demand her own spa set up inside her palatial private dressing room?”

		

		“Just about,” Richie answered. “Apparently, she has an offer from The Stallion Club to dance there as a headliner; she and that little band of cunts of hers who worship the ground she walks on.”

		

		He rolled his eyes and went on to add, “So, she wants a huge raise to stay here, in addition to the private the dressing room, plus she’s demanding that I fire you and Celandra, because she doesn’t like Celandra—too much competition, now that you’ve got her dancing nearly as well as Serena, and Serena is too fucking lazy to do the pole work Bobby does—and, lastly, she’s demanding that I pay to have some huge billboards put up around town, announcing her new tenure as the headliner here.”

		

		“Wow,” Cathy said after a long moment. “That little bitch doesn’t lack for brass, I’ll give her that.”

		

		Richie took a sip of his cocktail. He said, “The bad thing is that this isn’t coming just from her. Luke Brand, the guy who owns The Stallion, is one smart operator. He’s the one who’s behind all of this, really. He’s just using that idiot, Serena’s, ego to try and put us out of business.”

		

		Cathy’s eyes went wide at that awful news. She sat down on the stool across the bar from where Richie stood leaning on it.

		

		He went on to tell her in a soft voice, “Luke is a smart guy, and he’s totally ruthless, Cath. He knows what it would be worth to him if he could put me out of business, permanently. That would leave him holding the exclusive rights to the only club in Nevada where nude dancing is legal in a place that serves alcohol. It would be like owning a license allowing him to print money.”

		

		Richie shrugged and went on to say, “His old man changed The Stallion into a strip joint the year after my dad opened this place, so his liquor license is grandfathered into place with the state, too, just like ours is.”

		

		“But how could his hiring Serena put us out of business?” Cathy insisted.

		

		“Luke’s been biding his time for years, just waiting for an opportunity like this one to come along,” Richie explained. “The word I get is that he’s trying to hire Serena away from here, because she is our most popular girl, and she’ll bring a sizable following of regulars with along with her if she leaves-- the fucking Stallion is only three blocks from here, after all.”

		

		He shook his head and added, “Plus, he’s in final negotiations to hire a gal from Europe, who is a huge attraction over there, to headline along side Serena, equal billing and all. She’s Spanish and goes by ‘la zorra roja’, which means ‘the red fox’. Apparently she’s a stunning girl and one of the best dancers on the European circuit.”

		

		Cathy thought about what a two-pronged attack on The Bohemia like that might mean. It might impact business so much that they’d have to cut back on the remaining girls’ hours. Some of her friends and students might have to drop back from being main stage girls to being small stage girls again, meaning a big cut in their earnings. Or, even worse, they might lose their jobs altogether.

		

		“Doesn’t that bitch realize that she’s going to be dancing in the shadow of this Spanish girl?” Cathy asked. “If she’s that big in Europe, she’s going to be the real star at The Stallion Club, not Serena. She’s good, but she’s not that good. Bobby…Celandra, I mean, is almost as good a dancer as she is now.”

		

		Richie nodded his agreement and drank some more scotch and soda. He said, “Yeah, I’ve thought of hitting Serena with that angle, too. But you know her. She thinks she’s better than anyone else. I’ll never be able to convince her that she won’t be just a big as this Red Fox girl is, until she goes over there and actually sees for herself that she’s just second string.”

		

		He paused a moment and then added, “Plus, if she does go there--crippling us in the process--and then figures out that she’s actually playing second banana to this Spanish chick, she’ll still be able to stick it to me when I hire her back away from The Stallion. And she’d get away with it, too, because I probably would have to hire her back, just to stay in business. So Serena ends up being the one who really can’t lose on this deal, whichever way it goes.”

		

		Cathy sat back and thought about the scenario Richie had just laid out for long moments. Finally, she said in a voice that was much cheerier than she was actually feeling at that moment, “Well, girls, let’s go to work. I’ll give all of this some thought, as I’m sure Richie will. We’ll figure out a way to counter this move by The Stallion, somehow. In the meantime, getting better at your various acts and routines can’t hurt. So let’s get to it.”

		

		Bobby came over as the others got despondently up off their chairs and stools and got ready to dance. Cathy’s friend said, “I don’t like all of the pressure this puts on me, Cath. I know that I’m close to being as good as Serena is, but I hate having to try and be as good as or better than her, just so that we can stay open. Richie’s already talking about a huge ad campaign, starring me, to help counter the one The Stallion’s going to run featuring this new girl and Serena, if she leaves us for them!”

		

		She looked at Cathy pleadingly and went on to say. “God, what if I can’t do it? What if I’m not the dancer she is? I couldn’t stand it if all of my friends lost their jobs when this club closed down; all because I wasn’t quite good enough to compete with those two girls!”

		

		Cathy gave her a quick, reassuring hug. She said, “Well, let’s work hard to make you the best dancer we can. Besides, your pole work and gymnastics sets you apart from Serena. She can’t hold a candle to you there and I bet this Spanish gal can’t either.”

		

		“What if she can?” Bobby insisted. “We don’t know anything about her, and she’s supposedly the hottest thing in Europe. The rumors are that The Stallion had to agree to pay her a fortune to get her to come here for two months.”

		

		“Good,” Cathy said determinedly, “maybe she won’t turn out to be worth all of that money and they’ll go out of business instead of us. Now, let’s get to dancing, okay?”

		

		She led her troupe of dancers up onto the stage and proceeded to work their butts off for the next two hours, and then Bobby put them all through their paces on the pole for an hour more. All the while, Cathy was thinking about what she could do to help her girls and Richie. She was goddamned if she was going to let that…cunt…Serena ruin them all!

		

		****

		

		“So why are you so sure that is this going to be such a disaster for us?” Cathy asked her boyfriend when the club opened at four and the first two girls took their respective stages and started dancing.

		

		“Look around,” Richie said, his hand sweeping the half empty club, “this place will probably be full by five-thirty, or six. But it’s not full now and I’ve still got two bouncers, two bartenders, a sound man, Tom, running the booth, four cocktail waitresses, and six dancers working, along with the kitchen crew, and you.”

		

		He took a sip of his scotch and soda. “This place eats money, just to keep it operating. I have health insurance for all of my employees, food and beverage costs, maintenance and upkeep expenses on the building, plus business insurance, fire insurance, insurance protecting me again loss if someone trips in the parking lot or gets mugged going back to his car at two in the morning.”

		

		He gave her a dour look and then explained, “It takes all of those hours during the day and night when we’re packed and doing land office business to pay the freight around here; to help cover all of those hours when there are only twenty guys in the club, nursing a beer for an hour and not spending any real money.”

		

		Richie flashed a guilty smile her way and went on to add, “Plus, there’s me. I spend tons of money because tons of money pours through The Bohemia Club every day. But I’ve never managed to save much. If we suddenly experienced a sharp drop in revenues, I’d have to cut back on the help; there would simply be no other way to keep the place open.”

		

		She smiled ruefully at him and said, “And it would kill you to lay off people, wouldn’t it, Mr. Softy?”

		

		He laughed, but the laughter had no humor in it. “Yeah, it would. You know by now how things work around here, Cath. It’s a family. I’ve got people working for me who were here when my old man still ran the place. I know their kids, their wives, their husbands. It’s gonna’ kill me if I lose this place just because that hard case who owns The Stallion out maneuvers me, business-wise.”

		

		Cathy looked over at the main stage and saw little Sonia proudly strutting her stuff, nude except for her heels, showing her avid fans her “pink”, and being showered with bills. She thought of the girl’s first week on the job. It was all Cathy could do not to cry out of sheer frustration at the thought that Sonia might be back on the small stage soon, out of necessity; or worse, that she might be out of a job entirely!

		

		She turned and looked at Richie and said quietly, in a voice that was steely with resolve, “Fuck The Stallion--they are not, I repeat, not going to put us out of business!”

		

		“Well, I hope not,” Richie said, clearly wondering what Cathy had in mind.

		

		“I know a French girl who, if I do say so myself, is a knockout. And she’s six times the dancer that fucking Serena or this Spanish bombshell will ever be. Her name is…let me see…Yvette, yeah, that’s it…Yvette! And she’d going to start dancing here pretty soon, and you just watch the place fill up after that, Richie, my love!”

		

		Richie smiled patiently at his girlfriend and asked, “Oh, yeah, and just who is this French wonder woman, and how come I don’t know about her?”

		

		Cathy smiled and said, “Because she’s me.”

		

		****

		

		“Have you really been punishing the coke today, or something, babe?” Richie whispered to Cathy, when he finally found his voice again.

		

		“Not especially,” Cathy said, still smiling confidently, “I’ve had a few toots here and there, but no more than usual.”

		

		“You can’t dance here,” he said, cutting right to the chase. “A respected pharmacy manager’s wife, wiggling her pussy and showing her naked ass and tits…come on, Cath; your husband would never allow that! And he’d get fired in a blink if he did. No company is going to want that kind of publicity swirling around one of its regional managers.”

		

		“That’s why Yvette is going to dance here, not Cathy Walton.”

		

		He shook his head. “I thank you for the thought, and I bet you really would pack ‘em in, kid, but I can’t let you do it. It’s too dangerous to your marriage; to the rest of your life.”

		

		She leaned closer to him and said earnestly, “You’re a big part of my life, too, Mister, as are Mags and Ro and Marty and Bobby and Sonia, and all of the others. They’re my friends, and I’m not going to let them get hurt like this by that puffed up, self-important little bitch, Serena!”

		

		Richie leaned back in his chair and looked up at the stage. Bobby, Celandra, had replaced Sonia on the big stage and was dancing beautifully, effortlessly in a gown, heels, long black gloves that reached her elbows, and an elaborate feather headdress. She was slowly removing everything but the headdress and the heels as the crowd cheered her on.

		

		Cathy watched her protégé for a moment and said, “That’s it! I know how I can do this; how I can be Yvette only when I need to be and Cathy the rest of the time!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Fighting Fire With Fire

		

		Cathy practically leaped out of bed the next morning when the alarm went off. She had been at Richie’s last night until nearly four in the morning and he had fucked her like a beast—wildly excited about her new plan to dance “undercover” at the club.

		

		She smiled, remembering all of the searing orgasms they’d shared last night. As she got up and went into the bathroom to use the toilet, snort some coke, and wash her face, she found herself walking a little gingerly.

		

		Richie had really hammered that big boy of his up her ass last night! He’d made her come like crazy, but man, had he ever ridden her taut ass moons with a vengeance!

		

		She loved that he had. Cathy had really become very fond of anal sex over the last few weeks. Maybe she’d let Ron fuck her in the butt someday soon, just as a little treat for the boy!

		

		He wanted sex from her almost every day now, and Cathy found that she just loved that as well. Pleasing two lusty men was no problem for her, as it turned out, and she was really starting to look forward to her mornings in bed with Ron, even after an all night workout with her studly boyfriend!

		

		What a slut you are, Cathy Walton, she thought proudly, winking at the staggeringly beautiful young woman she saw staring back at her in the bathroom mirror.

		

		She rubbed the tiny white ring of coke power off her nostrils and put her baggie and straw away, now raring to go and ready to face the day. Richie, Bobby, and she were going shopping this morning, and they had to be done by eleven so that Cathy could get back to The Bohemia by then to work with her girls.

		

		Cathy started to put a robe on over her sexy, sheer pajama outfit and then thought to herself, fuck it, Ron will just pull the robe and the pajamas off when he gets here in a few minutes. Why make this take longer than it has to?

		

		Sure enough, when her husband entered the kitchen at eight-thirty-five and she greeted him in her see-through outfit, he beamed at her. She said, “Hi, handsome, wanna’ fuck?”

		

		A half a minute later, she and Ron were in the bedroom, both his clothes and hers off, and his dick in her mouth. Cathy looked over at the clock and sucked faster, wanting him hard, and soon.

		

		“Jesus, Cathy, you’ve changed so much!” Ron moaned as she licked his balls and then popped his dick back in between her lips and started to suck it again.

		

		She let him out momentarily and whispered, “Are you complaining?”

		

		“Fuck, no,” he sighed as she began to blow him once more, “I can’t believe how hot you are…how flat-out sexy!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was Cathy’s only comment as she let him slip out of her mouth, rolled over onto her back and opened her legs, holding her arms out to him invitingly as she did so.

		

		“Oh, you hot baby,” she sighed as he eased into her all the way and began to fuck her hard, “that’s my sweetie, that’s my Ron. Do me like you mean it, stud!”

		

		****

		

		“Sorry I’m a little late, but I had to entertain the troops at home briefly before I could and meet you,” Cathy told Richie as she got in the Caddy, leaving her car parked in her reserved spot next to his at the club.

		

		“So you’re fucking your old man again, too, eh?” Bobby inquired from the back seat as Richie backed out and headed downtown.

		

		“Yeah, it’s no trouble, really,” Cathy said, turning in her seat so that she could look back at Bobby. “He’s not a sexual athlete, like Richie the Dick here, is. He just wants a little sugar in the mornings when he gets home from working all night, so I’m happy to oblige.”

		

		“You should really watch that ‘Richie the Dick’ stuff, Cathy,” he said with mock offense in his voice. “You make me sound like a fucking animal or something.”

		

		She leaned over and ran her tongue along the bottom of his right earlobe as he drove and whispered, “You are a fucking animal, and you know it, Mister! That’s what I love about you!”

		

		The three of them laughed as Richie steered them toward Fashion Show Mall. Cathy needed a pair of long, velvet opera gloves, in black, and a pair of the sexiest black half stockings she could find, preferably with some sort of lace or other distinctive decoration around their tops.

		

		And then she needed an all human-hair wig, a really good one—one that she could dance in and not have fall off or slip during her routine. And she wanted to incorporate some pole work into her act, so the wig had to stay in place through that, too.

		

		When they had bought what they needed, she had Richie drive them over to her new hair salon and pussy hair-ripping palace on Tropicana. Once there, she gave the wig to Cherie, her stylist, and then sat in the chair as Cherie carefully positioned it on Cathy’s head, combed it out, and measured just where she wanted the bang line, before she began to cut it.

		

		The silky soft, straight, platinum blonde wig had a very sexy set of full bangs to it when Cherie got done. They ended right above Cathy’s eyebrows. The rest of the wig reached her shoulders, falling straight and true like a silver-blonde waterfall.

		

		“Goddamn, I don’t know which look is sexier,” Cherie complimented her as she stared at the end result, “your own blonde hair cut in that shag or this wig.”

		

		“Do you like it, Richie?” Cathy asked, and then noticed that his attention had wandered to a very hot looking redhead who was getting a perm, two chairs over.

		

		She cleared her throat and said chidingly, “I don’t mind you checking out other girls, darling, but could you please refrain from doing it when I’m right here, watching as you all but drool over another babe?”

		

		Chastened, Richie concentrated all of his attention on Cathy and her new look. He nodded and said, “Yeah, that’s fantastic for sure. I can hardly wait to see you dressed in those gloves and that pair of black stockings, wearing that wig.”

		

		Cathy nodded and got up to leave. She reached for her purse, to pay Cherie.

		

		Richie and Bobby headed out the front door, for the Caddy. Cherie said, as she watched them walk outside, “Oh, man; that is one super-hot dude, Cathy! I don’t blame you for keeping a tight leash on him. Every girl in this shop is still checking him out.”

		

		Cathy sighed. “They and every other girl with a pussy in Las Vegas; and it is a two-way street, too. He’s cute and sexy and such a fucking stud in bed that you can’t believe it, but at heart, he’s nothing but a pussyhound and a horndog, and don’t I know it?”

		

		The two of them shared a brief laugh over the foibles of men, and then Cathy paid her bill and went outside. She got into the Caddy and asked, “So, is the session with the photographer all set up?”

		

		“Yeah, tomorrow morning, you…or rather I guess I should say…Yvette starts on the road to stardom, babe. You and Bobby are scheduled for nine o’clock. He’s the best glamour photographer in Vegas. All of the big casinos use him.”

		

		Cathy felt a flash of fear shoot through her, accompanied by excitement. She’d never in her life thought that she’d end up posing for ninety-foot high billboard posters wearing just a wig, a pair of long opera gloves, and some thigh-high black stockings and heels.

		

		But that was exactly what she was now scheduled to do tomorrow morning. And by next week, those billboards would be up all over Vegas!

		

		Jesus, Cathy, how do you get yourself into these things? She asked herself that as they motored back across town to North Las Vegas and The Bohemia Club.

		

		She had to admit, on one level, she was terrified by what she was about to do. But on several other levels, she was not only okay with it—she was excited about it; even eager!

		

		It was akin to the thrill she’d received on that second night back at the exclusive dance club at the Bolero, when she’d gotten the long, loud ovation from the crowd. The idea of being seen naked on a billboard, by thousands of people every day as they drove to and from work, was just like that feeling, only amplified a hundred times over!

		

		****

		

		After a strenuous workout with the girls and with Bobby on the pole, Cathy sat with Bobby at her table, where they had some privacy, since the club was still a half hour away from opening for the afternoon. Bobby, who was off today, was sipping a vodka and grapefruit juice.

		

		“So, you’re balling your old man again, as well as Richie?” She asked Cathy the question casually, her tone not judgmental at all, since she’d known all about the circumstances behind Cathy hooking up with Richie in the first place, with Ron not wanting sex anymore for months at a time.

		

		“Yeah, it happened just recently,” Cathy confessed. “From out of the blue, he was all over me, going on and on about how hot I looked and all. And I didn’t even have my new super-cool shag haircut yet.”

		

		Bobby looked at her shrewdly and said, “I’d be wondering what the fuck caused that sudden change in behavior if I were you, girlfriend. I picked up on the fact that your old man’s sudden interest in your pussy wasn’t just a one time shot, that he’s back to balling you pretty regularly again, now that he’s ‘back in the saddle’, so to speak?”

		

		Cathy’s look went thoughtful. She said, “Yeah, that’s true. He wants me to fuck him practically every morning now.”

		

		Bobby shook her head as if that was not a good thing. She told Cathy, “I’d be doubly suspicious about that. A guy who is that big of a horndog doesn’t just flip from wanting zero sex for months on end to suddenly wanting his cock serviced, like, once a day. He had to have been getting his oil changed regularly by someone else during all that time he was leaving your pussy strictly alone. It only stands to reason.”

		

		That idea jolted Cathy. But Bobby was right! What man acts as if he’s too tired to pursue sex for months at a time, and then suddenly needs it practically every day again?

		

		“I can’t believe it!” she fumed, realizing what Ron had pulled on her. “The fucker was cheating on me with someone else, wasn’t he?”

		

		“I’d be leaning that way in my thinking, if he was my guy, yeah,” Bobby said, sipping her drink. “Is there any way you can check up on him and see what he was up to for all of those months, when he wasn’t spending hardly any time at home?”

		

		Cathy’s eyes narrowed. She said, “I don’t know, but I’m certainly going to look into it this afternoon, after he takes off for work.”

		

		****

		

		When she got home at four-thirty that afternoon, Cathy hid her “costume”, what there was of it, her long gloves, wig, and half stockings, away in a shopping bag in the trunk of her Toyota. Then she searched her husband’s home office carefully, examining his check book, his credit card receipts, his pay records, and his copies of the work schedules for the last six months.

		

		At the end of an hour, she knew that things definitely didn’t jibe. His earnings were significantly less than she would have supposed that they’d be, with all of that overtime, and all of those back-to-back shifts he’d supposedly worked over the last few months.

		

		Because there weren’t all that many back-to-back shifts showing up on the past schedules; there were some, but not the humongous number she’d been expecting to see. After all, her husband hadn’t been coming home a good many nights until eight-thirty in the morning.

		

		But according to what she was seeing in his records, he hadn’t been at the twenty-four hour drive-through pharmacy window, either, for a lot of those nights, the way he’d told her he had been.

		

		He’d been somewhere else. And if he was dead tired in the morning, when he got home, it wasn’t from filling prescriptions all night.

		

		It was probably from filling some other girl’s pussy with his cock, just the way Richie had been filling hers with his big dick! Cathy grimaced as she realized that.

		

		“Jesus, what a pair we make,” she whispered in the silence of the empty home office. “Both of us sneaking around, fucking other people!”

		

		If I wasn’t so shocked and hurt by this, I’d laugh! She thought bitterly. What a fool I was, feeling so bad at first about letting Richie seduce me; about cheating on Ron, that…fucker!

		

		She thought about that. Who was this chick he’d been seeing? Was it over, or had they just had a fight, a lover’s quarrel? Was Cathy merely filling in for this mystery woman until she welcomed Ron back into her bed again?

		

		“Who the fuck cares what’s up with those two?” She suddenly asked herself aloud.

		

		I mean, with all of the times I’ve fucked Richie in last couple of months, what difference does it make what Ron’s been up to? I guess I should be devastated that he cheated on me…but I just can’t seem to work up the anger to get really pissed about this, the way I should be, as an injured wife.

		

		She had always been a practical girl. From the way she’d methodically set out to find herself a good husband with a bright future, to the way she’d tried to locate just the right job for herself in Vegas, to deciding not to move out of her big, beautiful house just because she had started fucking Richie--Cathy had been logical and level headed about all of it.

		

		And her practical side won out again now.

		

		I’ll rake Ron’s ass over the coals about this later. Right now, I’ve got bigger fish to fry. I need to get those photos taken tomorrow, and I need get to my…or rather Yvette’s act down pat, so that I can help save the Bohemia and keep my friends from losing their livelihoods. Fuck Ron, I don’t have time to deal with him and his cheating ass right now.

		

		She put everything away just the way she’d found it and left his home office with a grim smile on her face. He’d get no pussy tomorrow morning, because she had to be at the photographer’s at nine and Ron didn’t get in until eight-thirty or later most mornings.

		

		And that was just fine with Cathy. She didn’t feel much like fucking him now, anyway.

		

		She might not have been as put out as she should have been over his infidelity. But she didn’t have to like it.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		Yvette Comes to Town

		

		“Are you nervous?” Cathy asked Bobby.

		

		“Hell, yes, I’m nervous,” Bobby shot back. “I may take my clothes off and shake my moneymaker for a crowd of horny men all the time, but I don’t usually stand around in my birthday suit in front of a bunch of strangers, letting those stranger snap pictures of my naked butt so they can put it up on billboards all over Las Vegas!”

		

		Cathy laughed. “It comes with the territory, headliner! Get used to it.”

		

		Bobby giggled nervously. “That’s true, I guess, I really am a headliner now, aren’t I?’

		

		“You sure are,” Cathy told her.

		

		Then, just to lighten the tension a bit, she hit her friend with, “Even if your stage name does sound like a diet sugar substitute…Celandra, darling!”

		

		“You bitch!” Bobby laughed good-naturedly, giving Cathy a playful shove in return for her catty comment. “Besides…Yvette makes you sound like a French hooker!”

		

		When they stopped chuckling, Bobby took a deep breath. “Jesus, I wish we’d get started. What’s taking so long?”

		

		“It’s barely past nine,” Cathy said. “Calm down, I’m sure we’ll be underway soon, babe.”

		

		“I hope so,” Bobby said, adjusting the Marti Gras party mask she wore over her eyes so that she could see better.

		

		Both girls were wearing robes and were all but naked underneath them. Cathy had on the black half stockings and the long, black velvet opera gloves that came up over her elbows, some black Jimmy Choos with four inch stiletto heels, and nothing else. Bobby had on the fancy, sequined mask and a pair of black leather boots that were nearly thigh high and a black dog collar with long nickel plated spikes under her robe. She was carrying a black quirt in her right hand.

		

		“Are you supposed to be some sort of badass S& M bitch with that whip and that collar?” Cathy asked.

		

		“I don’t know. It’s what they gave me to put on, along with the mask. Only the boots are mine.”

		

		The door opened and a middle aged man with graying hair who was dressed casually in a short sleeved shirt and slacks came in. He smiled at them and said, “I’m Ralph Hines and this is my studio.”

		

		After looking at them critically for long seconds, he said, “God, I love it when my job is easy. I’m supposed to make you two ladies look beautiful this morning and, lucky me, God has already beaten me to it!”

		

		Both Bobby and Cathy giggled with delight, the photographer’s opening remark serving to further break the ice nicely between him and his subjects. He smiled at them and said, “Come right this way. Judy, my makeup girl wants to try and best God’s efforts and make you two even more beautiful, and then we’ll get some shots of you young lovelies and our work will be done.”

		

		****

		

		This is going to work, Cathy told herself, eyeing her image in the makeup mirror, I look so different that I doubt even Ron would guess that I’m his wife, if he suddenly stuck his head in the door and saw me sitting in this chair!

		

		The makeup that Judy, the photographer’s cosmetics artist, had so carefully layered onto Cathy’s face over the last fifteen minutes was so radically different from that which she usually wore, that she now looked like a different person. For once thing, “Yvette” had theatrically dramatic eyes, and huge, extra-long eyelashes that caught and held your attention as soon as you glanced her way.

		

		The girl sitting in the chair now looked devastatingly sexy, mysterious, enchanting, and nothing at all like Cathy Walton did without makeup. The stranger’s face that Cathy now wore, along with the knockout platinum-blonde wig with those sexy bangs, made her into an entirely new woman; a seductive, slightly trashy-looking sexpot of a woman who looked as if she could, indeed, have been the toast of Paris strip clubs….Yvette!

		

		“Normally, I might do something with your nipples,” Judy said, eyeing the two tiny pink nubs, the robe having slipped open most of the way. “But for one thing, they’re fucking sensational just the way they are—that nearly translucent light pink color is just so damned pretty—and for another, from what I understand, Ralph is just shooting you from the side and in back, so no one’s going to see your nips anyway.”

		

		“Yeah, I think bare nipples on a billboard won’t fly, even in Vegas,” Cathy said, smiling at the girl in the mirror.

		

		“People are so uptight about stuff like that,” Judy said--her eyes still on Cathy’s bare tits.

		

		Leaning down, the makeup girl—who was about thirty, willowy, redheaded, and very pretty—whispered in Cathy’s ear as she slipped her hands down the front of Cathy’s robe and then let them slide onto her tits, palming them and giving them a light squeeze, “Do you like girls, Cathy?”

		

		Trembling under the hot, flirty little caress, Cathy smiled up at Judy and said, almost reluctantly, “No…or at least I don’t think I do--I’ve never had sex with another woman…not yet anyway.”

		

		“Let me know if you ever change your mind about that,” Judy said, releasing Cathy’s tits and standing back up. “You are one fucking scorching hot woman!”

		

		Cathy got up out of the makeup chair. She ran her fingertips down Judy’s cheek as she whispered, “I will…if I decide I’d like to try sex with another girl sometime. I think you’re really pretty, Judy.”

		

		As she walked out of the makeup room, Cathy smiled, thinking, God, this Yvette is one sexy bitch. She even enjoys flirting with other girls! I think I’m going to enjoy being her.

		

		Bobby smiled stiffly at Cathy as she passed her, stepping into the makeup room. Cathy went down the hall and out onto the set, which was very simple, just white walls for her to stand in front of, naked except for her gloves, heels, and half stockings.

		

		“Ah, there you are,” Ralph said, looking up from his camera. “Just stand right here, and take off that robe, and we’ll get started, shall we?”

		

		Cathy took a deep breath and let the robe fall away. There was Ralph, the photographer, a lighting guy, Ralph’s assistant, and another man—Cathy didn’t even know what he did on the set—and they were all seeing every inch of her, nude.

		

		She walked onto the set and stood facing the wall. Ralph came over and arranged her body the way he wanted her. He was very professional, moving her legs, then positioning her torso away from him, at the just the right angle so the camera captured a nice “sideboob” look at her breast, but not the nipple.

		

		“Close up this stance just a bit,” he urged her, moving her left leg inward slightly. “Even though they are some of the cutest, pinkest, sexiest little pussy lips I’ve ever had the pleasure so see, they can’t show in the photograph; just that incredible ass of yours and those unbelievable legs, that’s all we can let the public see, okay?”

		

		Cathy nodded, too excited to speak. She couldn’t believe she was doing this, being completely naked in front of these strangers; getting ready to show herself to all of Las Vegas!

		

		Ralph went back to his camera, told her to smile, and then started shooting. When he had all he wanted of this pose, her came over and had her stand facing away from the lens completely, looking back over her shoulder at the camera.

		

		He tried the pose with a few different sorts so smiles, big and friendly, sexy, girlish and embarrassed, and flirty. And then he was done.

		

		“That’s a wrap, Cathy,” said, beaming. “God, I wish all my models had your looks and your talent. You’re so easy to work with I can barely believe it.”

		

		He handed her the robe and said, “And I want to know what night you’re opening. I almost never go out to clubs, but I’m going to be there for your first night onstage—you can count on it. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve shot in ages. If you can dance a lick, you’re going to own this town in no time at all!

		

		Cathy beamed at him. She could dance a lot--so she hoped he was right!

		

		****

		

		“Okay, girls, we’re doing an hour of dance today, and then an hour of pole work, and then we’re doing something totally different, so listen up,” Cathy told her troops that morning, after donuts.

		

		The group of pretty young female faces gathered around her was all attention, listening to every word she said. Cathy’s heart swelled with pride at that: she loved that her girls respected her enough to hang on her every word.

		

		“You all know that I try to keep it light and fun during our sessions, but that if you’re messing something up, I’m going to let you know about it, right?”

		

		There was a general rumbling of agreement from the group. Cathy went on to say, “I’m always honest with you, when it comes to evaluating what you’re doing and offering some suggestions about how you could improve and make your routines better.”

		

		She took a deep breath and said, “Well, after the dance session, and the pole work today, I’m going to ask all of you to watch me dance. And then I want to know what you all thought, how I might make my set sexier, more entertaining; any little thing I might do to make it better. And I want you all to be as honest with me as I always am with you.”

		

		She grinned at the group of slightly shocked faces and said, “This is your chance to give it back to me, to tell the teacher what she’s doing wrong, girls, so don’t hold back.”

		

		The dance hour seemed to whiz by. And then they were on the pole, breaking into two groups, as they always did, one group at each pole, on the main stage and the smaller stage, with Bobby moving back and forth between them, critiquing and helping, making suggestions.

		

		After that, there was a twenty minute break while Cathy went to the dressing room and changed into her platinum blonde wig, a long black evening gown with slits up both sides to show off her legs as she moved, her black Jimmy Choos with the four inch heels, her black half stockings, worn with a frilly black bra, and the long black opera gloves that came up over her elbows.

		

		She had just her normal makeup on when she started down the ramp on the main stage—she wasn’t doing the stark, heavyweight makeup job plus the extreme eyelashes except on the days and nights when she was dancing for real as Yvette. This was just a sort of dress rehearsal to hone her act a bit in front of the girls.

		

		Even without the heavy-duty makeup, there was still an audible gasp when the music thundered through the speakers and she stepped out onto the ramp. Cathy pranced her way downward, waggling her ass as she moved, snapping her long legs out in front of her in time with the beat, showing acres of calf and thigh through the slits in the sides of her gown each time she took a step.

		

		When she reached the stage, she began to move, smiling at her girls as if they were a group of hot, horny guys, and she wanted to seduce every last one of them. She made a circuit of the big stage, flouncing and strutting, showing off her long, lean body and her tight curves, and then slowly began to tug her right glove free of her fingers.

		

		She looked down at the enthralled group of fellow dancers…strippers, really, and gradually worked the long glove free and let it drop to the stage. Cathy took her time with the second one, too, not baring her arms and unzipping the back of the gown until the first song ended.

		

		The second song started immediately, and Cathy undid the rest of the zipper and stepped slowly, sensuously, out of the gown, shedding it provocatively, dancing her way right out of it. She cavorted around the stage, using the pole a little, and showing off her tight ass in their tiny panties; flaunting her bra-encased breasts before finally loosening the clasp and letting the bra drop to the stage floor.

		

		She shook her cute little handfuls of titty for the girls, smiling at them as if she wanted her breasts sucked, oh, so badly, and then hooked her thumbs in her scanty underwear. Cathy slowly worked her hands out of her waistband and back up her ribcage, pausing for just a light pinch of her pink nipples.

		

		Putting one finger of her right hand up to her cheek, she pretended to think about what she should do next, miming perfectly the actions of a girl who knew she was being bad, and who was wondering just how bad she should be. She whispered theatrically to her small crowd, exaggerating her lip movements so they could read her lips without hear her voice, “Should I take it…all off?”

		

		“Yes!” Sonia screamed excitedly. “Take it all off, you hot bitch!”

		

		Giggling and laughing, two of the other girls yelled, “Show us your pink, baby!”

		

		Amid a flurry of catcalls and screams for “more” from her audience, Cathy tantalizingly danced her way out of her panties. She turned slowly as the song ended, bent over backward, grabbing the pole behind her, opened her legs wide and showed them her pink!

		

		“Holy fuck,” whispered one female voice.

		

		“Look at that pussy!” another girl sighed.

		

		“Fuck, I’d eat that all day long…and I’m not even gay!” another female voice volunteered, and then they all burst out laughing.

		

		The song ended, and Cathy came slowly back up to her feet, stark naked except for her heels and her half stockings as the next one stared. She spun around the pole a few times, went inverted, the way Bobby had painstakingly taught her, and then came down onto her feet and really began to dance.

		

		It was the weirdest feeling she’d ever experienced, dancing flat-out like that with no real clothing on, in front of other people. It was exhilarating, terrifying, and totally fun!

		

		Cathy realized, without even bothering to look down, that her nipples were fully erect and her pussy was as wet as a river as she strutted and pranced and shook it for the girls, and for Marty and Richie, who were standing in back of where the dancers were sitting, their mouth hanging open in wonder.

		

		When the song was over, Sonia threw a five dollar bill up on stage and cheered and clapped wildly. Every other yelling, laughing girl quickly dug a bill out of her wallet, pocket, or purse and tossed them toward Cathy, all of them screaming and cheering and; clapping their hands.

		

		Richie came up to the stage, took a hundred out his wallet and set in on the stage as if he was laying an offering on an alter. When the cheering had finally died away, he said, “I don’t know who is going broke, but it ain’t us, babe. That’s for sure. As long as you’re dancing here, we’re golden!”

		

		Cathy beamed down at all of them. Tears of pure happiness were running down her cheeks.

		

		The joy she felt at that moment couldn’t even be described. She sniffled as she asked the group, “Well, what could I do better? Should I use more of the pole in my act, do you think, girls?”

		

		There was dead silence. Finally, Rita, in her tiny little voice, asked, “Cathy, would you do me a favor?”

		

		“Sure, sweetie, what is it?”

		

		“Could you never schedule me to dance on a night when you do? I wouldn’t make a nickel, not trying to follow…that!”

		

		There was a roar of laughter throughout the club.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Reaching Critical Mass

		

		The Stallion Club’s billboards along South Las Vegas Boulevard featuring Serena, and Allesandra, The Red Fox, each of them dressed in daring, provocative costumes which barely covered their…assets, went up two days after Cathy Walton’s first dress rehearsal at The Bohemia Club; where she was to begin dancing in the nude as Yvette, the new bombshell import from France.

		

		Business dropped by fifteen percent at The Bohemia immediately, after The Stallion’s outdoor ad campaign debuted.

		

		The Bohemia’s counter-attack billboards featuring Celandra and Cathy, as Yvette, then went up in retaliation, and business quickly shot back up to its previous levels. Cathy had yet to take the stage as Yvette, and rumors were flying all over Vegas as to when this mysterious new sensation from France would make her first appearance.

		

		****

		

		“That girl looks just like you…sort of,” Ron Walton commented as they drove down the freeway toward the restaurant where he was taking Cathy to dinner.

		

		“Do you really think so?” his wife asked him, smiling slyly, as they drove right by a billboard showing her standing mostly naked, in just her strappy black heels, a pair of long opera gloves, her fishnet half stockings, her platinum-blonde wig, and a smile. “I think her boobs are bigger than mine. And I doubt my butt is as nice as hers is, either. After all, she is a professional dancer you know.”

		

		“Maybe,” Ron agreed, glancing back at the traffic ahead of him and away from the billboard. “But she does look a lot like you.”

		

		“If you say so,” Cathy said, as if she didn’t care one way or the other.

		

		This rare dinner out together tonight was a result of the cold shoulder she had been giving him for the last week, ever since she’d checked his work records and bank statements and found out about the probable fling he had been carrying on behind her back for months with another woman. She’d only fucked him twice since then, and she hadn’t put much effort into it, basically just lying there and letting him drill her pussy until he was done.

		

		He’d picked up on the none-to-subtle change in her attitude toward him, of course, and wasn’t happy about it. But he hadn’t found the guts to confront her about it, either.

		

		Probably worried about what I might come back with if he did, Cathy thought smugly, holding her knowledge about his suspected cheating in reserve for when and if she needed it, like an ace in the hole.

		

		She was a little nervous tonight, but it wasn’t about Ron and whatever he might be up to. After this dinner was over, he was due to let her off at the house and then drive over to the regional office to catch up on some back-logged paperwork before heading downtown to the twenty-four hour pharmacy to work the midnight to eight in the morning shift, filling prescriptions at the drive-through window.

		

		Cathy, on the other hand, unbeknownst to him, was dancing her first-ever set on the main stage at The Bohemia Club at nine o’clock tonight as the fictional Yvette, the platinum-blonde sexbomb from France.

		

		By keeping everyone in the dark as to when the mysterious French girl might make her first appearance, The Bohemia had managed to boost admissions to all of the various shifts at the club, since no one knew when Yvette might first show up. Richie had been very cagey about that.

		

		He was telling everyone who asked that Yvette was an eccentric Parisian artiste who danced only when the spirit moved her and that she refused to adhere to a set schedule. She might dance back to back shifts and then not appear again for two or three days, or she might do one set at three in the morning and then come back and re-open the club at four the next afternoon, with a second special appearance later that night at midnight.

		

		But the thing was—in order to keep all of the club patrons believing in that carefully fabricated fiction--she did have to actually appear and dance every once in a while. And she hadn’t done that as of yet: tonight was her first appearance.

		

		Cathy took a deep breath, thinking about that. In a way, she wanted it!

		

		Part of her was just dying to perform, to hear the roar of the crowd and the applause for her body and her dancing and the hot French persona she had created for herself with the public. But another part of her was still that shy, level-headed girl from Indiana who had been raised to be a lady and to behave like one, not some pussy-shaking nude dancer!

		

		****

		

		It was just minutes until nine. Cathy had on the black gown, the long black opera gloves, the heels, and the rest of it. Her face was all but unrecognizable under the heavy theatrical makeup, the false eyelashes, and the dramatic application of kohl around her eyes.

		

		She peeked out from behind the curtain, as she waited for the naked Bobby to finish gathering up the large amount of money that had been strewn around the stage in appreciation for her act, and saw that Richie was sitting at the “reserved for management” table Cathy usually occupied when she was evaluating her girls’ dance moves onstage. She noticed that Ralph, the photographer who had done her nude billboard shoot, was sitting with him at the table, along with Judy the makeup girl, who worked for Ralph.

		

		Richie said something just then to the beauteous Judy, who shrugged and went back to looking at the stage. Cathy laughed, remembering how Judy had come on to her at the photo session, thinking to herself, I bet you don’t get far with her, Richie, darling. You’re batting from the wrong side of the plate to interest Judy.

		

		Glancing around at the other tables, she saw that every one of her dancers was in attendance tonight, scattered around out in the audience--or at least the ones who weren’t dancing this set were here. And then she remembered: there weren’t any other dancers in this set. It was just her.

		

		None of the other girls had wanted to miss her opening number, her debut performance, so there would be no one on the second stage until Cathy was done performing as Yvette. As soon as Karen was finished scooping up the considerable pile of cash from the smaller stage, it would remain empty throughout Cathy’s set.

		

		Or rather, throughout Yvette’s dance numbers, she reminded herself. For the next fifteen minutes or so, she wasn’t Cathy Walton, from Evansville, Indiana, anymore. She was Yvette!

		

		“Ladies and gentlemen,” Tom, the sound booth guy’s voice boomed out from over the loudspeaker system as Karen and Bobby left their respective stages, “and now the girl you’ve all been waiting to see…the girl all of Las Vegas has been waiting to see--direct from Paris, France, the one, the only…Yvette!”

		

		Cathy sucked in a deep breath, her heart pounding. She hadn’t done hardly any cocaine tonight—she didn’t need it--she was excited enough already!

		

		The music started and Cathy moved out onto the stage, smiling that little provocative, seductive, Yvette smile she’d been practicing for days now. The room erupted into applause and it flowed through Cathy’s body like a triple dose of pharmaceutical grade cocaine.

		

		She came down the ramp in total control, her movements precise, fluid, pure Sex! The room went dead quiet as the predominately male audience held their breath, mesmerized by the tall, stunning beauty onstage…

		

		****

		

		“You know, some night, I’m going to have you leave that Yvette costume on, all of it--the huge fake eyelashes, the make up, and that platinum blonde wig--and fuck me when you’re still her,” Richie said as he took Cathy’s bra off in the bedroom of his condo an hour after her last set as Yvette was over.

		

		“Get the fuck out of here!” Cathy said laughing, shaking her head. “You know it’s just me under all of that goop and those phony eyelashes, idiot!”

		

		Richie laughed and said softly, “Yeah, I know.”

		

		Then his gentle smile morphed into a leer as he whispered, “But Goddamn, Cath, you’re sensational when you’re being her! You should have heard those guys raving about you after that set…I’ve never heard anything like it. You’re going to be the hottest thing in all of Vegas by morning, swear to God!”

		

		She was naked by then, and getting into bed, as she said, “So, you don’t want Cathy Walton anymore, huh? Now it’s all Yvette, all of the time, is that it, Richie?”

		

		He just grinned down at her, his dick as hard as an iron bar. She gave him a flirty smile and whispered up at him in perfect French, telling him that that he was the cock of the walk, and that she was just dying to suck his big dick!

		

		“Oh, baby,” he sighed, pouncing on her hungrily, “that’s it, speak French to me, be Yvette for me just for a little while, Cath, while I fuck you!”

		

		Cathy smiled to herself, as wet as she could be. Tonight, onstage naked, had been the biggest high of her life, bar none.

		

		And hearing Richie say that she’d be the hottest thing in all of Vegas by morning? What could possibly top that?

		

		Cathy moaned as he slid into her, ready to be Yvette for him, if that’s what he wanted, and ready to come almost immediately, she was so excited, before he even got started fucking her!

		

		****

		

		“So, would it hurt your feelings if I asked you where in the fuck you’ve been until four in the morning?” Ron’s angry voice asked as Cathy opened the door leading in from the garage and walked into her kitchen.

		

		He was standing across the big room from her, drinking something out of a highball glass, his brown eyes blazing with anger. She didn’t know what to say, so she stayed silent.

		

		“This was supposed to be a surprise,” he growled. “I took the whole night off. I pretended to go to work when I let you off here at eight, then I went down to the neighborhood bar and had a drink or two and came back to the house at nine-thirty, thinking I’d surprise you in bed and we’d make a night of it.”

		

		He continued to glare at her and said, “Well, it looks like I surprised you, alright!”

		

		The Cathy he was confronting so indignantly was not the same Cathy he was used to; not the same mousy little wife he’d brought out here from Indiana with him almost a year ago. This Cathy merely shot him a look filled with withering scorn and asked softly, “Oh, you wanted to spend all night in bed with me, Ron? Why, was your girlfriend busy tonight?”

		

		Her husband blanched visibly, looking at her as if she’d kicked him squarely in the balls just now. He shakily put his drink down on the counter and stared at her.

		

		After a moment, he asked, “How…how did you find out about…?”

		

		“It was easy,” she cut him off dismissively, her own eyes now flashing lightning bolts of pure hostility toward him, “you didn’t hide your tracks for shit, lover boy. And no—before you even ask--I didn’t find myself a boyfriend and start sleeping with him until after you began cheating on me with whatever little slut you’ve been seeing, Ron.”

		

		She was lying about that last part…maybe. She didn’t know exactly when Ron had first strayed, so maybe she’d succumbed to Richie’s charms first; who cared? Ron would never know the difference, and it gave her better leverage this way.

		

		“You…you have a boyfriend?” Ron croaked plaintively, sounding as if she’d just booted him in the gonads again.

		

		“Yes,” she said simply, seeing no point in denying it.

		

		“Oh, oh, God,” he sighed, his eyes suddenly tearing up. “I’m such a fool, Cathy. I’ve fucked up my life--and our life together—so badly!”

		

		He slowly sunk down onto his knees, beginning to cry flat-out now. Cathy just stared at him in shock.

		

		She hadn’t known what to expect, had it ever come to a confrontation between her and her husband like this one. But she certainly hadn’t expected this reaction!

		

		The End

		

		

		(Of “Becoming A Bad Girl”)

		

		Look for “Becoming Yvette”, the second and concluding part of this story, coming May 1, 2014 to Amazon.com.

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the casinos, restaurants, and other Las Vegas landmarks in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can make them.

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.

		

		CKR

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-8CNKX8CJ.jpg
WIVES WHO STRAY

BECOMING a
Bap G






OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg
WIVES WHO STRAY

BECOMING a
Bap G






