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		Prologue

		

		Busted

		

		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, The Bohemia’s owner, 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 onstage and dance every once in a while. And she hadn’t done that as of yet: tonight was to be her debut performance.

		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—who was known to the public as Celandra--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 blue 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!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		Ron Is A Very Kinky Boy!

		

		“Come on, it’s late,” she said, crossing the kitchen and taking Ron by the arm, helping him back up onto his feet. “Let’s get you to bed.”

		She picked up the half empty highball glass and sniffed it, smelling bourbon. Placing it back on the counter, she asked, “How much of that stuff have you had?”

		“I dunno’, half a bottle, maybe,” he mumbled, still sniffling and half sobbing as she helped him into the dining room, across the living room, and then down the short hallway to their bedroom. “I’ve been sipping on it all night long, waiting for you to come home.”

		They reached the bedroom and Ron sat down heavily on the bed, tears still seeping out of his eyes and running down his handsome face. He looked up at her and whispered plaintively, “But you didn’t come home! You never came home because you were sleeping with someone else, Cath; you were cheating on me with someone else!”

		She shook her head in mild disgust at the way he was falling apart right before her eyes.

		What he had said just now was certainly true enough, though. She had been cheating on him, for months. And she’d enjoyed every second of it, after she’d gotten past her initial guilt about sleeping with Richie behind Ron’s back!

		“Bed,” she told him shortly, helping him off with his shirt and then bending down and undoing his slacks and belt, “let’s get you into bed, Ron, and then you can sleep this off, alright?”

		“Cheating,” he mumbled drunkenly as she went to her knees and got him out of his shoes, socks, and pants, “we’re nothing but a couple of cheaters…both of us!”

		“Yeah, yeah,” Cathy said dismissively, pushing him over onto his back after turning down the covers.

		She wrestled him the rest of the way into bed and then brought the covers back up to his chin. Glancing down at him, she remembered how happy they’d once been together, that last year of college, before she’d graduated, and then later, after they’d moved in together while he’d completed the last year of his five year pharmacy degree.

		They’d made love constantly back then, four or five times a week; sometimes twice a day. There’d been no cheating by either of them during that happy time they’d been together, never even a thought of it.

		Cathy went around to her side of the bed, after first turning off the lamp on his side. She stripped out of her clothes and reached for her pajamas.

		“No, come and snuggle naked with me!” She heard his pleading voice and turned to see him holding out his arms to her.

		“What, you think I’m going to fuck you tonight, after that blow up in the kitchen just now?” she asked him in disbelief.

		His eyes filled with tears again and she sighed, relenting, getting into bed with him naked, against her better judgment. He just looked so pathetically sad!

		She couldn’t find it in her heart to fight with him when he was in this condition. In the morning, they’d really have this out.

		“Oh, Cath, you’re so pretty,” he whispered, gathering her into his arms, holding her close, stroking her long, golden blonde, shag-cut mane of hair, and then kissing her on the forehead. “How did we ever go so wrong?”

		When she didn’t answer, he said, “It’s all my fault, I guess, and it goes clear back to high school.”

		Cathy moved her head back slightly, so that she could stare at him, asking in an amazed voice, “Seriously? All the way back to high school; whatever do you mean, Ron? What’s high school got to do with the sorry state of our marriage?”

		“It’s true,” he insisted, still sounding slightly drunk.

		He scooted back a little ways and got into a sitting position, the pillows up against the king bed’s headboard providing a backstop to rest his back against. After a second, he said, “I never had even one date in high school, did you know that?”

		Cathy started. She hadn’t known that!

		“And I was the horniest guy in high school, Cath,” he said, staring off into space as he spoke. “But I was a geek; a real nerd, and none of the girls I was interested in would give me as much as a glance in return. I about wore my dick out, jacking off, thinking about those girls constantly, but never getting anywhere with any of them.”

		He looked over at her and added, “I ran track my last two years of school and started lifting weights, to put some muscle on me, hoping that would help me attract girls, but it didn’t seem to.”

		He sighed deeply, closed his eyes, and then admitted, “That was where it all started. I wanted some of that hot young high school pussy so badly I could barely stand it! But I never got any.”

		Cathy sat up and moved over next to him, primly pulling the covers up just over her naked breasts, staring at him. She’d never heard any of this before, and it was sort of fascinating.

		She’d always thought of Ron as being cute and funny and pretty much at ease with the ladies, or at least that’s how he’d seemed to her when she’d first met him at a frat party she’d attended as the date of another guy during her senior year in college. This was a whole new, unexpected side to him that she hadn’t known about.

		“During my first two years of college, I dated a couple of girls on campus, but I did a lot better with some of the local high school girls, to tell you the truth,” he admitted to her. “They saw me as a mature college man, and fell all over themselves to go out with me--so I finally did get some of that high school pussy I had been craving so much.”

		He looked at her and admitted sheepishly, “And I loved it. Young girls, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen year old chicks…they really did it for me, Cath. I was so much more relaxed around them than I was with the college girls, and the younger ones were much easier to seduce, too.”

		Taking a deep breath, he went on to add, “You know what attracted me to you so much when we first met?”

		She was afraid to guess, so she stayed silent. He blew out a breath and blurted, “You looked like you were about sixteen! I know, you were nineteen, or maybe just barely twenty, but you looked really young for your age. That’s why I felt so at ease around you, and why I was so…drawn to you.”

		A thought struck Cathy just then, an awful thought. She asked him, “Wait a minute, you’re not telling me that you’re not as turned on by me anymore because I don’t look like a teenager nowadays, are you?”

		He looked nervously down at the covers, his face coloring, and said, “No, of course not, I’m not some kind of pervert, Cathy; I can appreciate older, more mature women like you, too.”

		“Older?” She nearly shouted the word. “Jesus Christ, Ron, I just turned twenty-five! I’m not…mature! I’m young and hot-looking, or at least that’s what I’ve been told.”

		Ron swallowed hard and said, “The girl I got…involved with? She was eighteen, just barely. She worked the register in one of our pharmacies here in town.”

		“What?” Cathy gasped. “You were fucking some kid?”

		“She…she was really cute,” Ron murmured defensively, “and of course she looked up to me, being the Regional Manager of all the pharmacies National has in Vegas. I took her to lunch one day and…and things just sort of got out of hand, I guess.”

		“You guess?” Cathy asked archly. “Did you fuck her for desert, after the…lunch?”

		“She gave me a blowjob, just from out of the blue, I swear! I wasn’t expecting anything like that; it was just supposed to be a quick lunch!”

		Cathy sighed. “What happened after that?”

		“She wanted to see me again,” Ron admitted, hanging his head in shame.

		When Cathy remained silent and the lack of conversation between them started to feel heavy and awkward, he blurted, “She was so young and cute and she kept coming on to me!”

		Cathy stared at him, not angrily; she just stared. He cleared his throat and said, “So one night, I got us a cheap motel room and we spent the night together. I told you I was working a double shift, the midnight to eight in the morning shift at the twenty-four hour drive-up pharmacy downtown.”

		When an appropriate few moments of letting him stew in his own juices after admitting that huge marital transgression had passed, Cathy told him testily, “That wasn’t the only time it happened. I checked your pay stubs and your overtime records in your home office the other day. You weren’t working anywhere near all the hours you told me you’d been putting in at the stores for all these months. And now I know why you used to come home so beat at eight-thirty in the morning.”

		She glared at him momentarily as she went on to add, “I thought it was from working one eight hour shift and then doing the midnight to eight shift on top of that. But you were tired because little Jailbait Janet, or whatever her name was, had been fucking you all night long, weren’t you?”

		Ron couldn’t look at her. At last he admitted, looking as hangdog as he could possibly look, “Yeah, pretty much; her parents were getting mad at her over her staying out all night so much and threatening to kick her out of the house. So I rented her an apartment. She paid most of it, out of her earnings at the store, but I did help her with the rent. It was actually cheaper than paying for motel rooms all of the time.”

		Cathy let out her breath in a snort. “Let me guess, you two broke up about a month and a half ago, right? That’s just about the time when you suddenly started coming home in the mornings not looking as tired as you had before and wanting some pussy or a blowjob from me, after ignoring me, sexually for months on end. Do you remember that, lover boy? Because I sure remember it; you can bet on that!”

		Looking properly chagrined, Ron said, “I caught her with a boyfriend I didn’t know about. He was nineteen. I later found out that he was nailing her all the time when I wasn’t there, at the apartment. I think they used to laugh together about her fucking…’an old man’ to help with the rent and the groceries.”

		A long moment went by--during which he appeared to be trying to gather up what little dignity he had left after that sad admission—and finished with. “I fired her. She and her young Romeo left town after that, for California from what I heard, so I won’t be seeing her anymore, I promise.”

		Cathy just sat there, stunned, for long moments. At last, she asked him, “You’ve done this before, haven’t you, for shorter periods? Thinking back on it, I remember a time when we were still living back home, in Indiana, when you were a lot less…attentive towards me than you usually were. Was she another employee?”

		“No,” Ron said, his face coloring again, “she was a customer. She came in all the time to pick up meds for her mom, who was really sick. We got to talking. One thing led to another. It only lasted a few months.”

		“How old was that one?”

		“Seventeen,” Ron admitted in a voice so soft that Cathy could barely hear him, even though he was sitting less than two feet from her in bed, “but she turned eighteen during the months we were…seeing each other!”

		Cathy just stared blankly at him. He was good looking, smart, ambitious, competent; the perfect husband, except for the fact that when a hot-looking fifteen year old went by in a pair of Daisy Dukes, she’d apparently have to chain him to the front porch to keep him from following her down the street!

		My husband, the perv, she thought, and wondering if they had any future left together. Should I quit wearing makeup around him and dress like I’m thirteen instead of twenty-five? Maybe he’d go for me again if I did that.

		After another minute of silence, Ron said, “Come on; give. One confession deserves another. As much as it killed me to admit what I did, I was finally honest with you just now, Cath. Who have you been seeing? How long has it been going on? Do you love him?”

		Cathy sucked in a big breath, wondering just how little she could get by with telling him.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Being Bad For Ron

		

		Well, I’m not going to tell him any more than I have to, that’s for sure. Cathy was of the opinion that she could always tell Ron more later on, if she had to, or if she felt she wanted to, but she couldn’t take anything back, once it had been said and the cat was out of the bag.

		“My boyfriend is strictly for fun,” she started out uncertainly. “I don’t love him. He’s not the kind of guy a girl wants to fall in love with, unless she enjoys being hurt and disappointed a lot.”

		When he looked slightly taken aback by that, she tried to clarify it for him by adding, “He’s all about late-night dinners in pricey places, exclusive, members-only dance clubs, great parties…”

		She held his eyes and then mentally crushed his nuts again by finishing with, “and great sex; he’s all about that, too.”

		Ron managed to look shocked, hurt, angry, and fearful--all at once. He stammered, “Is he…is he…bigger than me; his cock, I mean?”

		“Yeah, his is a little longer and much thicker than yours,” Cathy told him truthfully and somewhat cruelly. “And he can fuck like a porn star.”

		Ron just sat there, breathing hard. Cathy could see from the pained look on his ravaged face that he was now very sorry he’d ever pressed her for details about her lover.

		“But you don’t love him?”

		“No,” she admitted, “I may be a little infatuated with him, and I love hanging out with him, but I’m not dumb enough to fall in love with a man who has his tongue hanging out every time another hot-looking girl comes into view.”

		“Does he…cheat on you?”

		She gave out with a bitter laugh, “It isn’t cheating when you know about it, I suppose. He’s told me straight out, a number of times, to always call first before I go over to his place. I have a key, but he still wants me to be sure and call—to save everybody embarrassment—in case he has another girl over there and he’s in bed with her.”

		When Ron sat back and looked stunned by that admission, Cathy told him, “That actually happened once, not too long ago. I went over to his condo to get something I’d left there. And I walked into the kitchen and there was this young chick, maybe eighteen, nineteen at the most, wearing just one of his dress shirts, unbuttoned, and nothing else under it, drinking orange juice from out of his refrigerator.”

		“So, he likes the young stuff, too,” Ron said, and then looked like he wished he could take that stupid remark back.

		“Its more that he likes pussy, all sorts of pussy, as long as it’s a beautiful pussy and belongs to a gorgeous girl—no matter whether the girl is eighteen or thirty-something,” Cathy said, and even she could hear the sourness in her voice as she spoke.

		“So why are you with him?” Ron asked.

		Cathy looked him right in the eye. She had always promised herself that she would be bold with him if this confrontation ever came to pass, and now it had.

		“Because he’s incredibly fun, and he’s really handsome, and he’s terrific in bed.”

		After Ron had reacted to each one of those descriptions of Richie as if she had just punched him in the gut three times, Cathy said, just a bit more softly, “I wasn’t looking for a new husband, to replace you, Ron, when he and I got together. As a matter of fact, I wasn’t even looking for a boyfriend when I met him. That just sort of happened.”

		He was staring at her intently. She shrugged and said, “I chanced to meet him, I didn’t come on to him or anything, and he didn’t come on to me. You were gone all of the time, either working or fucking this young floozy who was cheating on you. And I was all alone, not knowing a soul in Vegas except you; who, again, was never here.”

		Unashamedly, she went on to say, “When he asked me if I wanted to have a drink with him, I said sure. And then, after he proved to be so charming and nice, the drink turned into dinner, and later dancing and just hanging out together.”

		After a moment, she said, “And that’s how it started. It was all innocent enough at first.”

		She thought about that for a moment and then said, a wry little smile on her face, “Just like your…lunch with your little friend started out as innocent, and then became a lot more, I suppose.”

		Ron nodded, clearly considering that, and then asked his wife, “Do you see him a lot?”

		“Almost every day,” Cathy admitted, thinking it best not to let Ron in on the fact that she now worked for Richie at The Bohemia Club, both as a dance mentor for the girls, and as one of the biggest headliners in Las Vegas stripper scene, as Yvette!

		“And…and do you…sleep with him often?” Ron managed to choke out the words.

		“Almost every day,” Cathy said simply, saying it slowly, purposefully, driving each word into him like a nail into his flesh.

		She added cattily, “But really…we don’t sleep much when we’re in bed together, if you know what I mean.”

		Ron made a sound as if she had his nuts in a vise and had just torqued the jaws closed another notch. He whispered, “Do you want a divorce, so you can be with him all of the time?”

		Cathy looked at her tortured husband for a full minute, running that through her mind carefully. She knew that if she were honest with him about this, he might well revise his estimate of her from naïve little housewife to cold, calculating bitch.

		But she found she didn’t care. It was time to start being honest with each other, if their marriage had any prayer of surviving this whole mess, which she doubted it did.

		“I really don’t, unless you want one,” she finally told him. “With your work schedule, I’m free to see him all the time now anyway. And I like my house, my car, my freedom; my life in general, just the way it is.”

		She looked deep into Ron’s troubled brown eyes and said, “And I’m fairly discreet. We could stay married for years and I doubt anyone would ever know I had a guy on the side, except for you, of course. You’d know, now that I’ve told you about him.”

		Now it was Ron’s turn to just stare at her as he thought that over. She could practically see the wheels spinning in his head, sorting through whether or not he could deal with being a cuckold, now that he knew he was one.

		“How about sex between the two of us, if we were to stay together?” he asked at last. “It sounds like you’re getting plenty from this other guy you’ve hooked up with.”

		Cathy smiled. It was a multi-faceted smile, reflecting more than one positive emotion on her part.

		For one thing, she was feeling relief. Ron wasn’t going to divorce her. That was clear from that last question he’d just asked her.

		And she was excited at the thought of having her cake and eating it, too; a hard-working husband who brought home oodles of money and wasn’t at all bad in bed himself; when he deigned to show up in her bed. Plus, she got to keep Richie, her sweet, sexy, stud of a boyfriend, and do all of those thrilling, fun things with him that she loved so much.

		That sounded just about perfect to her, so she decided to go for it; to seal the deal. She slid a little closer to her husband and said, “I’m a whole lot better in bed now than I used to be, Ron. You know that. I lied to you about why that was at first and told you that it came from watching net porn and cable porn, while you were gone all of the time.”

		She grinned and reached for his cock under the covers, pulling down his boxers and finding that it was already hard! Stroking it lightly, she said, “Now you know that I wasn’t telling the truth about that. It was my hot, sexy boyfriend who had taught me any number of those naughty little tricks you seem to like so much. And, if we stay together, I won’t mind a bit continuing to use them on you, for your pleasure, darling.”

		Ron groaned and closed his eyes, his dick jumping in her fist. She pulled back the covers and bent down over it, her tongue coming out and circling his cock head.

		“Oh, oh, Jesus, suck it for me, Cathy,” he begged her.

		She looked up at him, just as he opened her eyes. Swirling her tongue teasingly around his prick tip a few times more, she then taunted him by whispering, “Shall I suck it for you just the way he likes me to do it, babe?”

		Ron’s whole body shuddered and she thought for a moment he was going to come right then. He gasped, “Yes, fuck, yes, suck it like you do it for…your boyfriend, you little slut!”

		She eased his whole cock into her mouth and throat and began to bob her head, her tongue still all over him. He was so easy to blow…Richie’s cock was not only longer than this one, it was much thicker.

		“Oh, ugh, ooh, Jesus, that’s it,” Ron encouraged her as she really went to town on his prick.

		In scant seconds, she had him moaning and wriggling around under her gliding lips, begging for more. She let him slip from her mouth after a while and whispered up at him, as she continued to stroke his spit-slick shaft, “How about something special, to celebrate our new…arrangement?”

		“Sp…special?” he gasped, his eyes wide with wonder as he realized that this red-hot woman in bed with him this morning looked a lot like his once shy little wife, but definitely was not her!

		“How about some anal sex,” Cathy purred, giving him her thousand-watt smile, the one she used onstage, when she was being Yvette. “Would you like to slip this big old cock of yours up my tiny little asshole, honey? I’ve never let you do that before, now have I?”

		Ron shivered as if he had been caught naked out in a snowstorm. He said, “But you don’t like anal sex; that’s always what you said before, when I asked you about it, when we were first dating.”

		The smile got a few watts brighter as she cooed, “I didn’t used to, but he taught me to like it, and now I’m really, really good at it. Want to see?”

		Her husband whined as if she was beating him with a rubber hose instead of gently toying with his hard on. He couldn’t even speak. He just nodded emphatically that he did want to see!

		

		****

		

		“Now, you’ll have to go slow, to start out with,” Cathy told him, looking back over her shoulder. “That cock of yours is pretty good sized, so take it easy at first, alright?”

		Ron, who was up on his knees behind her as she waggled her lubed up butt hole around right in front of his very erect prick—she being on all fours—just nodded, still too excited about finally getting to fuck Cathy’s beautiful little ass to say anything. He pressed the head of his cock against her slippery anus and pushed forward.

		“Oh, oh, you have got a nice one, baby!” Cathy sighed as her sphincter quickly gave up the fight and opened right up for him.

		“Jesus, are you ever tight back here!” He groaned and closed his eyes as he penetrated her butt for the first time, easing about two inches of prick into her hitherto forbidden hole.

		“Oh, Ronny, play with my clitty while you do me,” Cathy urged him. “That sweet cock of yours feels so nice up my backdoor, baby. Fuck it right into me while you tease my clit!”

		Her husband found her swollen little bead of nerve endings with his fingertip and stroked it gently as he fed the rest of his seven inch dick deep into her bottom. Cathy sighed, as if it hurt just a little—which it didn’t, because Richie’s was much thicker than Ron’s and she took her boyfriend anally at least once a week, sometimes more—and mewled, “Oh, babe, you’re all the way in me now! I can feel your balls against my wet pussy!”

		Ron moaned with pure pleasure and asked her, “Are you ready, Cath? Are you ready to get fucked up this pretty little butt of yours?”

		“Ooooh, I am!” Cathy assured him, tightening her ass sheath around him and then loosening it. “Give it to me, honey. Give it to your cheating wife right up her naughty bottom!”

		It was as if she’d thrown a switch. Ron growled with lust, and possibly with anger at being reminded he was a cuckold, and immediately pulled his buried cock nearly out of her and then jammed it all the way back it.

		The well-greased shaft made an obscene sucking noise as it filled her, and Cathy gurgled with pleasure and began to grind her clit down onto his finger as she worked her butt back onto her husband’s driving cock meat. He gasped with surprise and sighed, “God, you can really do this! What a hot piece of ass, you are, Cathy, you nasty little butt-fucker, you!”

		“Oh, yeah,” she replied, starting to really get into it, “that’s right, babe, fuck me; fuck me right in the ass!”

		Seeing that she could easily take whatever he gave her, Ron began to really power his cock in and out, using her tight ass tunnel like a pussy. He was soon hammering it into her as the minutes ticked by, and Cathy--eyes closed with rising lust and the need to come—just moaned and took it.

		“Jesus, my God, what a fuck!” Ron’s voice was like a lewd mantra as he pillaged her hard and deep, over and over again.

		“Come in me!” Cathy demanded after just a short while longer, her ass tube fluttering all around his flying cock, “Oh, God, Ron, I’m going off so nice! Come with me, baby, flood my ass with your spunk!”

		Ron screamed as if someone had just driven a cattle prod up his own asshole and turned it on. His cock bucked inside her and in seconds, Cathy’s back passage was flooded with hot, gooey, slippery jism.

		The two married lovers clung together through their mutual orgasm, Ron fucking the last of his semen into her tight confines, Cathy groaning and working her hips back onto him; milking him dry and murmuring about how good he felt back there. At last, his balls were empty, and her clutching anal sheath forced his spent cock out of her.

		“God, what a fuck that was,” Ron panted, going over onto his side.

		“That’s odd; that’s what my boyfriend always says,” Cathy said teasingly, laying next to him, facing him, a satisfied little smile on her face. “He just loves to butt-fuck me.”

		“I can’t blame him,” Ron said with a deep sigh of pure gratification.

		They just lay there, looking at each other for long moments. And then Ron said, “It feels weird, talking about how your boyfriend loves fucking you. But I don’t know…it’s kind of a turn on, too, aside from the fact it also hurts like hell, knowing there’s someone else in your life.”

		“Your fault,” she told him, “if you hadn’t starting banging that teenager and had come home to me once in a while instead, my eye would never have roved in the first place, and you know it.”

		He nodded morosely. “I do know it. And you’re right, it was my fault.”

		After a moment, he gave her a sly little grin and said, “But you know what, Cath? Aside from being pissed about you giving this super body of yours to another guy, I have to admit, he did teach you some incredibly nasty, unbelievably fun tricks in bed!”

		She grinned at him and pushed her palms against his chest playfully, telling him, “You’re nothing but a pervert, do you know that, Ron Walton?”

		He laughed and took her in his arms, saying, “Yeah, I guess I am.”

		After a moment, he asked her, “But seriously, will you tell me everything he does to you when you come home; you know, after he’s…after he’s fucked you?”

		Cathy felt a huge rush of taboo excitement flood through her. She asked him, “Are you sure that’s what you want?”

		He hesitated and then admitted guiltily, “Yeah…I think it is.”

		“Okay,” she whispered, leaning closer, ready for his kiss, “then I’ll tell you everything, all of the naughty details from now on.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Richie And Cathy

		

		“Where are you going?” Ron asked as Cathy came into the kitchen, dressed in a nice white top and a pair of beige shorts, with some low heels on.

		“To work,” she told him, “I have a job now.”

		“Oh, doing what?” he asked, totally surprised by that development.

		She came over to him, put her arms around his neck and gave him a scorcher of a kiss with lots of tongue. After a minute, she drew her mouth away and whispered, “I’m not telling you. You wouldn’t like it. But I do, so I’m going to keep on working there.”

		He looked startled by that, but she just smiled and asked, “What shift do you work today?”

		“Uh, I have to go into the new store in Henderson at four this afternoon, and work until midnight, and then I’m doubling at the downtown store until eight tomorrow morning.”

		She shot him a canny look and said, “Really? Are you really working all night or have you go your eye on another high school cheerleader type?”

		“No, I’m working, I swear,” he said, holding up his hand as if he was taking the Scout’s Oath.

		“Well, then, I guess I’ll see you in the morning,” she told him, heading for the garage and her new Camray.

		“You sure you won’t tell me where you’re working?” he called after her.

		She just waved at him, got in the car, and raised the garage door with her remote. He was still staring after her from the kitchen doorway when she backed out of the garage, closed the door again, and headed for The Bohemia Club.

		I don’t think I’m going to tell him about my job teaching a bunch of nude dancers new steps right away…if ever, Cathy thought as she drove. We’ll just have to see how this new…accommodation we’ve reached between us works, first.

		She stopped at a donut shop and bought three dozen assorted donuts, being sure to get two Boston crèmes, the favorite donut of her pal Marty; the enormous head bouncer at the club. She liked to keep him happy, since he provided her first line of defense against grabby drunks and other guys who might try to get out of line with her at work.

		When she got to the club, she pulled in next to the spot where Richie’s new, red Caddy was parked in front of the sign that read “reserved for owner”. Her space had a similar sign that read “reserved for dance director”.

		Hefting the three donut boxes, she shouldered the right door of the twin doors at the top of the club’s entry ramp open, neatly avoiding Marty, who was, as usual, sitting on a three legged stool just inside, enjoying the air conditioning on this already warm June day. He said, “Hi, Miss Cathy, let me help you with these.”

		Taking the donut boxes from her, he shyly followed her across the big floor, through all of the tables, past the one that had a small sign on it that read, “reserved for management”. That table was right in the middle in between the large main stage and the smaller stage where newer girls who hadn’t graduated to the main stage yet plied their naked trade. It was where Cathy sat most days and evenings, watching her girls perform, to see how much they’d learned and what she still had to teach them.

		Marty had seemed almost bashful around her months ago, when they’d first met, but they had become very comfortable around each other as the weeks had passed. Today, however, he was acting almost as tongue-tied as he had back then.

		“What’s going on, my big friend?” she asked him quietly as they got to the bar and he put the donut boxes out next to one another atop it.

		“Nothin’, Miss Cathy,” he said, his big, round face coloring nervously, avoiding her eyes.

		“The hell there isn’t,” she chided him gently, putting the fingertips of her right hand against his cheek as she spoke to him, looking up into his brown eyes. “Now, what’s going on?”

		“Nothin’, I swear,” he insisted, his basketball-large face reddening even more deeply with embarrassment as he looked down at her, “It’s just that I saw you dance last night, Miss Cathy, when you were pretending to be that French lady.”

		“When I was being Yvette, you mean?”

		“Uh, yeah,” Marty said, his face getting brighter.

		“What about it, babe,” she whispered, smiling up at him encouragingly. “You’ve seen me dance a hundred times. I dance here almost every day, working with the other girls.”

		“Yeah, but not like that,” he said, still unable to meet her gaze, “not naked and all, Miss Cathy; I never see you like that, not usually.”

		“You see all of the other girls naked every day; every night, honey,” she told him softly. “I’m just another girl, you know.”

		“No, you’re not!” He said it almost fiercely, his eyes flashing, and then he seemed to grow bashful again as he directed his eyes away from hers and whispered, “You’re a real lady, Miss Cathy. You’re not like the rest of the girls; it was just so strange to see you up there on stage like that, dancing naked, I mean.”

		She grinned at him and opened the box that had his Boston crèmes in it. She said, “Why, thank you, Marty, but tell me, did I do okay? Was I good up on the stage, when I was dancing?”

		“Good?” Marty echoed in shock, and then broke out into a huge smile, “Jesus, Miss Cathy, you were sensational! That was the best strip number I’ve ever seen in my whole life, and I’ve been working here for seven years!”

		Cathy beamed at him and handed him the two donuts. He took them, grinning back at her, and she said simply, “Thank you, honey. Now, why don’t you get some coffee from Ro to drink with these?”

		He did. Ro, short for Ramona, one of the bartenders, was behind the bar. She came in early on the days that Cathy taught a dance class, to man the sound booth, so that they would have appropriate music to dance to as she put the girls through their paces.

		“Now, ladies, are we ready this morning?” Cathy asked, raising her voice and moving down the bar to where just over twenty young women sat in the shorts, sweats, and sports bras that they had worn to work out in. “Grab yourselves a donut and then I’m going to dance those calories right off your cute little butts.”

		They just sat. Cathy stopped and stared at them, her eyes going from one familiar face to the other.

		“Okay, what’s up?” she asked when no one jumped up and stormed the donut boxes, the way they usually did.

		“You were awesome last night, Cath,” said Sonia, one of Cathy’s favorites, from the table where she sat with Karen, Brigitte, Bobby, and, Magdalena whose real name was Elena but whom everyone, including Cathy, called “Mags”.

		“Yeah, that was the sexiest, hottest, greatest dance set I’ve ever seen,” Mags told her. “I thought all of us were getting pretty good, after months of training with you, but hay…that was something to see, chica; believe me, when you were Yvette!”

		“Well, thank you,” Cathy said, “now, can we all get to work?”

		“Richie told us what you did,” Karen said, her eyes suddenly going misty as she spoke, “and we all think it’s wonderful, the way you’re trying to help us get through this little war we’re having with that prick who owns The Stallion Club.”

		Cathy could feel her face color. Goddamn Richie, why did he have to tell them about that?

		Then she realized, she hadn’t told him not to tell anyone, so she couldn’t blame him too much, she supposed.

		“That was so cool, babe,” said Bobby, whose stage name was Celandra, and who was the other headliner at the club, besides Yvette, “giving all of the tips you made from those sets last night to Richie, so he could use it as part of an emergency operating fund, to help the club stay open so that we can all keep our jobs. That was a real classy thing to do, Cath.”

		There was a murmur of agreement from the other dancers. Cathy felt herself blushing as she said, “A lot of you know me as a friend, as well as a slave driver who is always urging you all to move your butts.”

		She waited and there was a round of titters over that. And then she said, “So some of you know that I don’t really need the tip money. What Richie pays me every week is plenty.”

		Cathy didn’t add that her husband made a quarter of a million dollars a year. But Bobby and Sonia and Ro and a couple of the others she was the closest to knew what Ron did for a living as well, and what his salary was.

		She said, “So I figured it couldn’t hurt to have as much money in reserve as we can get, just in case this little pussy-shaking war we find ourselves in with The Stallion starts to take its toll on door admissions and tips.”

		“Yeah, that’s no kidding,” a girl named Rita chimed in. “I heard that the dick who owns that place is talking about cutting his cover charge in half for a few weeks, just to stick it to us.”

		“Well, fuck him,” Cathy said sternly. “If he wants to go broke, that’s his business.”

		She grinned at them encouragingly and said, “We’ve got the primo nude dancers in town, and our girls put on the best show, too, because all of you can really dance. We’ll leave our cover the same as it’s always been and still run him out of business. People are willing to pay more to see the best—now, let’s get to work, okay?”

		Now smiling, the girls got out of their chairs, and up off their barstools and descended on the donut boxes like locusts on a grain field. Richie came out of his office and strolled over to the crowd of laughing, donut-wolfing girls.

		“So, rallying the troops, are you, honey?” he asked Cathy.

		“Something like that,” she said. “I told them we were staying firm on our cover charge, no matter what that idiot, Luke Brand, over at The Stallion does. Quality sells and our girls are better than his; better performers, better dancers, and better people, too.”

		He grinned at her and said, “Well, we’ll try that for a little while at least. After all, we’ve got Yvette, and they don’t. But I hear that Spanish chick he imported from Europe is a pretty awesome dancer, too.”

		Cathy gave him a confident smile and said, “Yvette will give her all she can handle, don’t worry about that.”

		Richie beamed at her and asked, “So just when is our gorgeous French friend dancing again?”

		Cathy thought about that for a moment and then said, “Today, she’s opening the place at four o’clock, and then I’m going to do another three sets during the second shift, too. Fuck The Stallion!”

		He nodded approvingly at that news and at the “can do” attitude his girlfriend was so proudly exhibiting. She whispered, “Let’s go in your office for a minute, okay? I need a little snort of go-go powder, just to get my blood moving this morning, and I have some personal news to share that I think you’ll like.”

		

		****

		

		Richie locked the door when they were inside his private office and Cathy got out her baggie full of pharmaceutical grade cocaine and a short, white-and-red striped length of soda straw she carried next to it in a hidden compartment in her purse. He watched in obvious distaste as Cathy lined out two big trails of coke across the corner of his desk with one of her credit cards, and then snorted up both of them.

		“I wish to hell you’d give that shit up,” Richie said as she put everything away in her purse and used a moistened index finger to make sure that she didn’t have any telltale rings of white power around her nostrils when she was finished.

		“I like it,” she told her boyfriend insistently. “It gives me energy, and I’m careful not to use too much of it, so don’t worry.”

		Putting her purse down on one of his client chairs in front of the desk she said brightly, her blood singing through her veins now, after the blast of coke, “I told Ron about the two of us last night. I pretty much had to; he was up, waiting for me, and drunk as a skunk, when I got home from your place at four in the morning. He’d taken the night off without telling me, to surprise me. And oh, baby, did he ever!”

		Richie smiled wryly and shook his head. “Well, I guess it was bound to happen sooner or later. How did he take it?”

		“Oh, Christ, you won’t believe it,” she said, shaking her head at him in return. “Listen, I’ll tell you all about it later, when we get together at your place--and there’s a lot to tell, believe me. For now, suffice it to say that I have a newfound freedom to come and go pretty much as I please from here on out, with no worries from Ron.”

		Richie’s very handsome face perked up at that unexpected development. She felt her pussy moisten as she watched him smile at her good news and those two adorable dimples appeared on his cheeks.

		“Right now, I’ve got a class to teach, but I just wanted you to know, the two of us are golden from now on,” she said, smiling back at him, heading for the locked door, “we can fuck any time we feel like it, so you’d better get a hold of some Viagra, Mr. Vittone. It’s liable to be some ride.”

		“I just might do that, Mrs. Walton,” he told her, with his grin morphing into something that was slightly more shark-like.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Teaching And Being Yvette

		

		“Okay, I’ve been thinking about this, and especially now--in light of this shit-storm we’ve got going on with The Stallion Club--one thing that might help us win the war is some extra buzz about our place, and our dancers,” Cathy said when she had everyone up on the main stage with her, where she generally taught her classes.

		“With that goal in mind, I’ve developed a little trademark maneuver that we’re all going to learn and incorporate into our acts, and I’m calling it the Bohemia Bump.”

		She looked over at Ro, who was in the sound booth and nodded. Music blared through the speakers and Cathy began to move, she stopped when she was downstage a ways, her back to the group of other dancers, and abruptly dipped her ass floor-ward and then shook it hard, her jiggling butt coming to a sharp stop, much like a “twerking” move. She came back up, danced a few steps, and then did it again.

		“Now, some of you will be better at this than others, ladies,” she said, grinning. “Since some of you have a lot more to shake than I do.”

		There was a chorus of boos and catcalls, especially from some of the girls who were carrying more weight in their behinds than Cathy did, with her lithe build and muscular, perfect little ass cheeks. She made a face at them, stuck her tongue out playfully, and did the move again, shaking her solid ass moons as best she could.

		“Mags, why don’t you come over here and show these pusses how this is done?” she asked encouragingly.

		“Oh, yeah, that’s right, pick on the Mexican chick with the big ass to do this, right?” Magdalena said, laughing good-naturedly.

		There was a round of encouraging shouts and comments from the other girls, and Cathy’s Hispanic friend came sashaying across the stage, moving to the beat in her sweatpants, wife-beater tee shirt with a sports bra worn under it. She took a couple of steps, stopped and did the move perfectly on her first try, just as Cathy had done it.

		“Ooh, yeah, that’s what I’m talking about!” Sonia, who was one of Mags’ best friends among the other dancers, yelled teasingly. “Look at that ass shake, girls!”

		“You skinny bitch,” Mags called back to Sonia, her voice going almost into a giggle as she said, “get your bony little Anglo ass over here, babe, and show me how you shake it!”

		Sonia smiled confidently and strutted across the stage to the music. Cathy smiled as she watched the young girl move, remembering all of the work she’d put in on this kid; recalling how close Richie had been to letting her go when Cathy had first taken over teaching the dancers how to move better. Sonia had been one of her projects.

		And she was now one of Cathy’s triumphs; a main stage girl with a big following of men. It was ironic, since those men had no clue that Sonia--who was tall and leggy, with very nice boobs and a great ass--was either exclusively lesbian or at least markedly bisexual with a huge interest in other girls, as far as her private life went.

		“Watch it now, girls, this is how you do it!” Sonia called out to her friends and fellow dancers, doing the dip perfectly the first time, making her taut little buns jiggle nicely.

		“Whooooo, that was great. Sonia,” Karen yelled to her, coming across the stage next, “but check this out, I’ve got this move down pat already!”

		Karen repeated the maneuver as well, amid much shouting and laughing. In moments, all of the girls were prancing across the stage, each of them busily perfecting their version of the Bohemia Bump!

		

		****

		

		After Bobby, who danced as Celandra, and who had studied gymnastics for years as girl and teenager, had led all of them through some work on the stripper poles--the one on the lower stage and the one on the main stage; so that they could get as many girls as much work on the poles as possible in the shortest amount of time—the dance session broke up. It wouldn’t be long now until four o’clock, when the main doors opened and the customers started trooping in for the first show. Cathy wanted to get a shower, do her hair and don her heavy, theatrical Yvette makeup, and ready herself to dance.

		She noticed as she went back to the dressing room, that none of the girls had left the club yet. Usually when a practice session was over, some of them were out the door almost immediately, having other places to go, or wanting to slip home and get some more sleep before returning to dance their sets later that night.

		Back in the large, nicely furnished dressing room and shower area that Richie maintained for his girls, Cathy saw even more of the other dancers milling around. She went over to Bobby, who was her closest friend among them and asked, “What gives? Why is everyone still here?”

		“We’ve all heard that you’re opening the club this afternoon, Cath,” Bobby smiled at her. “Everyone wants to see you dance again.”

		“You’ve got to be kidding me!” Cathy sighed.

		“This Yvette thing you’ve got going on is the hottest act in Vegas right now,” Bobby said, suddenly looking just as bashful and nervous to be around Cathy as Marty had that morning, when she mentioned Yvette.

		“For Christ sake, Bobby, it’s just me!” she blurted. “You were there when they took all of those billboard shots of me as Yvette; they were doing your Celandra shots the same morning!”

		“I know,” Bobby said, blushing and embarrassed. “But none of us have ever worked with a real star before, Cath. You were all over the Sun and the Review-Journal this morning, in the entertainment sections. One columnist said he’d heard such raves about you from people who were here last night when your act debuted that he wanted to interview you for the paper. Another guy said you were the hottest ticket in town, even counting the headliners on the Strip!”

		“Get a grip,” Cathy chastised her, reveling at the same time in the fact that Richie had been right last night about what a hit she’d been, “it’s just me, only with no clothes on. You girls have seen me dance for months now, practically every day!”

		Sonia, who had walked up behind them came up to Cathy and whispered in her ear, “Yeah, but some of us just can’t get enough of that, Cath, the ‘seeing you with no clothes on’ part, that is.”

		Cathy turned and smiled at her young lesbian-leaning friend, saying, “Alright, stay if you want to, all of you. Maybe you’ll learn something.”

		She leaned closer to Sonia, whom her close friends called “Sony”, like the Japanese manufacturer of electronics gear, and said softly, in a tantalizing purr, “Maybe I’ll shake my pussy just for you, Sony, would you like that?”

		Sonia shivered and nodded eagerly that she would. Then she gave Cathy a mock pout and said, “You always tease me so, Cath, but you never deliver.”

		Cathy just grinned, kissed her chastely on the cheek, and went over to her locker, where she removed her work out things and then grabbed one of the big, fluffy towels Richie supplied them with daily, and headed for a quick shower. She had about twenty minutes in which to turn Cathy Walton into Yvette, the toast of Las Vegas.

		As she got ready to enter the shower, she noticed that her nipples were fully erect. She liked teasing Sony. She’d never done anything sexual with another girl, but since being around all of her dancer friends—half of whom were openly bisexual or unabashedly of the lesbian persuasion—she had to admit, she now sometimes fantasized about trying another girl in bed…just to see what it was like.

		My God, Cathy, she thought as stepping into the shower moments later, being careful not to get her hair wet, just imagine you thinking about letting another girl lick your pussy! You’ve come a long way from Indiana.

		

		****

		

		Cathy was gratified to see that the club had almost filled to capacity as soon as the doors opened. Men were so excited about the possibility of seeing Yvette that they were willing pay the cover and come inside just on the chance that the “French” sensation might just show up to open today.

		Keeping Yvette’s schedule unannounced and fluid was helping their numbers vastly, that was for sure. She just hoped that trend held up when Luke Brand, the man who owned the rival Stallion Club dropped his admission price by half, if he followed through on his threat to do that.

		Well, I’m doing what I can to keep this place full, Cathy thought as she waited for the music to start.

		She was dancing alone again, so the eyes of everyone in the place would be on her. None of the girls wanted to dance on the secondary stage when Yvette was occupying the main stage—they all felt that she was just too much competition!

		Cathy smiled at that. It felt good to be the best.

		Her heart was already in overdrive. She’d hammered a fairly big set of lines in Richie’s office about ten minutes ago, and the cocaine really was racing through her bloodstream by now, making her feel even more on top of the world that she already did.

		She loved to dance. It had been a shock for her to discover that stripping off her clothes in front of a pack of howling, salivating, applauding men and then dancing in the nude for them was even more exciting than dancing onstage fully clothed, or lighting up the floor at some dance club with Richie. The two of them were such good recreational dancers that they often received standing ovations from the other club goers and free bottles of expensive champagne from the management when they went out dancing together.

		Tom, the sound guy, did his usual breathless intro about Yvette, the toast of Paris, and then the music started and the curtains opened. Cathy began her trademark strut down the ramp toward the main stage. Her long legs flashed with every step she took, the mid-calf black evening gown she wore having been designed with slits on both sides that came up nearly to her waist.

		When she hit the main stage, she began to move to the beat. Her steps were fluid, rhythmic, sexy, her smile huge and seductive.

		Men were screaming already. She winked at the audience and a small flurry of bills flew up onstage.

		Cathy danced from one end of the long stage to the other, swinging her hips, toying with the tips of the long, black opera gloves that reached well over her elbows. She came to the stripper pole, grabbed it, and twirled around it five times in rapid succession, and then danced away from it, tugging lightly on her left glove fingers with her right hand as she swayed to the beat.

		The glove came off with tantalizing slowness, and the cheers and screams begging her to “take it off” grew in volume. She smiled at the crowd and began to toy with the fingers of her right glove.

		Three quarters of the way though the first song in her set, the gloves were off and Cathy, playing the teasing French coquette perfectly, whispered to the crowd in a miming, exaggerated way so that the men could understand her without ever hearing a word she spoke over the screams and catcalls—not to mention the loud music. She told them, “You American men are so naughty! Do you wish to see…more?”

		As she said “more” she twirled completely around on stage and reached behind her, for the gown’s long zipper. The place went insane, with men screaming at the top of their lungs for her to “take it all off!”

		Just at the song’s end, Cathy let the gown slip open and then danced her way right out of it, now dressing in only her black, circle-strapped high heels, her black half stockings, a scanty pair of frilly black panties, and a matching bra. The next song started almost immediately and Cathy asked the crowd tauntingly…“’ more’…do you wish to see still…more of Yvette?”

		She had moved her hands to the front of the skimpy bra, to the clasp between the cups as she spoke. The noise level in the club went up another few decibels, and she pranced across the stage with her hands on the clasp, slowly easing it open and then peeling the bra back away from her perfect “B” cup breasts, which stood out firm and round and alabaster-white on her chest, her tiny pink nipples as erect as they could be in the bright spotlight’s glare.

		Dropping the bra to the stage, Cathy shook her breasts for the boys and the place went crazy. Bills flew onto the stage.

		She made another long circuit, swung around the pole once, and then moved her grip downward, bringing both legs up off the stage, whipping her right knee up above her head and hooking it around the pole, going inverted, swinging around the pole twice, her head now hanging down toward the stage floor and her hands held out to her sides. Bills few up on stage, and Cathy slowly slid down the pole, bringing her legs back down under her and dancing away from the pole, her thumbs hooked in the waistband of the sheer panties she wore.

		“Would you like to see…all of Yvette?” she mimed, as she teasingly moved her waistband down an inch.

		The noise level rose to a fever pitch. She gave the crowd a saucy, sexy little smile and slowly worked the panties down and then let them drop to her shoe tops as she danced.

		God, I’m so wet, and my nipples look like I’ve been rubbing them with ice cubes, they’re so stiff! Cathy thought as she cavorted completely naked in front of the crowd, I bet my pussy slit is gleaming in the spotlight; it’s oozing out so much lube right now. I can feel it.

		She did a little fuck-move, rolling her hips toward the front of the stage and the place exploded with applause and screams for more. The song ended, and a new one kicked in and Cathy really started to dance.

		The inside of the club was pure pandemonium by now. You could barely hear the blaring music over the applause and the shouts and pleas to “show us your pink!”

		Halfway through the song, Cathy stopped a few feet in front of the pole, leaned back and gripped it in both hands, spread her feet wide apart, and worked her pelvis up and down, in and out, as though there was a man standing in front of her, his hard cock shoved into her, and she was fucking him back.

		How’s that for showing you my “pink”, boys? She thought, really hunching her waxed-bare pussy forward for them, showing them all she had.

		The noise level, incredibly, went up another notch as Cathy waggled her wet cunny around for the men. Bills few onto the stage in a blizzard of cash; she saw three tens and a twenty float by, and even a fifty-dollar note fluttered past her!

		As the song neared its end, she flipped her body upright, away from the pole and danced from one end of the stage to the other, smiling and waving at her audience, flirting with every man in the club. When the music finally died away, she bent over and began scooping up the piles of money, her bra, her gown, her panties, and her gloves.

		She gave them a deep bow as she prepared to exit the stage, and then a little wink, shouting, “Au revoir, mes amis!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Richie And Yvette

		

		“This is fucking insane!” Cathy told Richie.

		She kept giggling and cracking up at the earnest look on his face as he smuggled her out through the kitchen, a blanket thrown over her costume and her platinum blonde-wigged hair.

		“I told you I wanted to fuck Yvette,” he whispered, sounding excited about what he was doing and also vaguely guilty, as if the knew he was acting like a crazed school boy with a crush.

		“You loon,” she chortled helplessly as the small kitchen crew stared in amusement at the two of them sneaking toward the back door, where the food and liquor deliveries came in, “what if someone sees us?”

		“My car’s right outside,” Richie whispered, opening the door. “I’ve got Marty watching it for me.”

		The door opened and sure enough, there stood Marty, all six-foot eleven of him, leaning against the roof of the idling red Caddy. He grinned shyly when he saw Cathy in her Yvette outfit, under the blanket, and opened the passenger door for her, like a giant valet.

		“Hi, Marty,” she said as she doffed the blanket and slid into the leather seat, dressed in her long, slit-sided gown and the opera gloves. “Did you watch my act tonight?”

		“You were terrific,” he mumbled, his big face turning red, “even better than last time, Miss Cathy.”

		“Thank you, doll,” she told him with a smile, as he gallantly closed the door for her.

		Richie came around and got in the driver’s side and away they went. It was one in the morning, Cathy having come back to the club at eleven-thirty, after a late dinner out on the Strip with Richie, and done her set at midnight, as she’d said she would.

		In minutes, they were standing in Richie’s condo, in the bedroom; Cathy still dressed in the gown, the gloves, and the high heels, along with her heavy makeup, phony eyelashes, and wig. She grinned at Richie and asked him, “Do you want to turn the clock radio on and have me do a strip for you, monsieur? Shall I speak only French for the rest of the night, mon amour?”

		“Would you?” Richie asked--his face bright with mischief.

		“I will if you want me too, you perv,” Cathy told him, rolling her eyes, “but since you only speak pigeon Italian and even less Sicilian, and some truly awful Spanish, what would be the point, my love?”

		“It would help feed the fantasy,” Richie said.

		“You know, when I got that minor in French studies back in college, I never thought it would lead to this,” Cathy said wryly, quite amused by Richie’s Yvette-fetish goofiness. “But okay; if that’s what you want, I’ll speak French to you until we get back to the club, even though you won’t understand ten words of it.”

		“How do you say ‘please suck my cock’ in French, babe,” Richie asked her, his blue eyes twinkling with excitement.

		She told him. And then she went over and turned on the clock radio and proceeded to do a personalized, one-on-one, sort of lap dance of a striptease for him.

		

		****

		

		“Mon Dieu, c’est doux!” Cathy moaned, telling her lover that it was sweet.

		“Jesus, Jesus, babe,” he gasped in her ear, “you’re the most exciting woman on the planet! God, what a fuck you are, honey!”

		Cathy, still wearing her wig and makeup, was sitting on Richie’s lap and he was leaning back against the pillows piled against the headboard. His cock was up her ass and his finger was on her clit, teasing it perfectly, his other hand reaching around from in back, squeezing her nipples, going from one to the other as she rode his prick.

		Fuck, I’m going to come again! She felt her tummy tightening up, the way it always did when she was going to have a really big orgasm. This will be five! My sweet Richie is really balling the bejeezus out of me tonight. This being Yvette thing is…hot!

		She threw back her head and groaned out the news that she was coming in French. Richie sighed and lurched up off the bed, keeping his cock buried in her, getting her onto her hands and knees so that he could power fuck her asshole from behind while he continued to play with her nipples and tease her clit as he hammered her. Cathy opened her closed eyes and looked over at the mirrored doors of Richie’s long closet, seeing herself—or, rather Yvette—getting drilled hard, right up her perfect little ass!

		The platinum wig was flying all over the place from the intensity of his lunges into her, and her breasts were jiggling wildly. She told him, in French, that he was the stud of studs.

		“I’m coming!” He bellowed out his pleasure and Cathy felt his hot spend shooting deep into her bowels.

		“Moi, aussi!” she moaned, her ass contracting around his spewing cock, as she told him that she was, too!

		“Oh, God, baby, you’re the fucking best!” Richie wheezed as he filled her with his come. “Oh, Cath, you’re the sweetest woman I’ve ever fucked!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was her only comment, as she came furiously around his gliding, spurting cock.

		When the fiery spasms finally abated, he slipped out of her and held her in his arms. She smiled at him and asked, in English, finally, “So, did you like fucking Yvette more than fucking me?”

		He laughed. “Quit that--Yvette is you! Don’t get me confused, Cath.”

		She chuckled along with him, snuggling in close. He looked at her lovingly and whispered, “You do look different, with those eyelashes and all of the makeup. I have to admit, it is hot, making love to you when you look like her.”

		“That wasn’t making love, darling, that was fucking, pure and simple,” she said, smiling back at him. “I like that, too. But I really like making love to you, also, Richie. You know, when we’re all warm and tender with each other as we fuck?”

		“Ditch that wig, go in and take a shower and wash all of that makeup off, Cathy,” he whispered, his eyes holding hers. “I’ll join you in the shower. And then we’ll make love, just Cathy and Richie, no Yvettes needed, okay?”

		She kissed him tenderly and then said, “Oh, darling, that would be wonderful.”

		

		****

		

		After a long shower together, with a lot of making out as they washed each other’s bodies, there was a brief toweling off session and then Richie surprised Cathy by picking her up and carrying her back into the bedroom. He placed her gently on the bed and then got in with her.

		“God, you’re so damned pretty, Cathy,” he told her, gathering her into his arms.

		Their lips met again and then her hands were up in his still damp hair, and her tongue was roaming all over the inside of her mouth as they kissed. She sighed, loving this.

		Richie really nailing her hard and deep with that big, long, thick cock of his—which seemed to be forever firm and ready for her—was always welcome, of course. But she just adored times like this, too, when he would kiss her and caress her and take what seemed like an hour before he mounted her.

		His foreplay always so was sweet and tender, when he made love to her like this, and she couldn’t get enough of it! Her Richie was so handsome, and buffed, and manly…he was a dream man, really—except for his roving eye and his inability to keep his hands off other women!

		Oh, well, that’s why he’s just boyfriend material, not a man to get seriously involved with, she thought, wet as she could be again and more than ready for a fresh round of sex with her wonderful lover.

		She thought about that for a moment, marveling at the new attitude she’d developed about such things since she’d been in Vegas. The old Cathy Walton, from Evansville, Indiana, would have been appalled at the very notion of having a lover, as well as a husband.

		But things—and attitudes--changed, she reflected. That Cathy would have never considered dancing nude before a couple of hundred men a few times a night either.

		And that other, more innocent Cathy had only had a few tiny snorts of really bad cocaine back in college. She could never have seen herself carrying around a couple of grams of ninety-something percent pure coke and a straw in her purse, either.

		She felt Richie’s cock throb against her belly and she immediately wanted him again. Cathy pulled her mouth from his and murmured, “Fuck me, Richie. Give me that big cock of yours, darling; I need it so bad!”

		A big smile crept over her face as he nudged his prick into her juicy opening and then bent to feast on her erect nipples as he slowly began to fuck her. This was the way she lived now; right out on the edge, free, bold, taking her pleasure where she found it, she realized as he began to move inside her!

		“Ugh, oh, oh, yeah,” she sighed, rolling her hips in time with his lunges into her as they sped up. “Oh, Richie, you feel so nice up inside of me!’

		I eat at the finest places, and do the best coke, and go out dancing with Richie at the hottest exclusive clubs on the Strip, and we see all of the new shows in town on opening night, from the best seats in the house! I’m a super-hot babe, maybe the hottest babe in Vegas, and I love it! I just love being me!

		Richie was kissing her again now, as she ground her saliva-wet nipples against his broad chest and worked her pussy up onto his cock as it penetrated her again and again. Cathy was in heaven. This is the way she wanted fucked, and her handsome Richie never failed her!

		She felt her pussy tightening up already. His cock was gliding in and out right over her clit, and her little coke high merely heightened her sense of excitement, of pure arousal.

		“Oh, Richie, I’m going to come,” she whispered after another minute of her lover’s sweet, tender, but intense fucking, drawing her mouth away from his, looking up at him in gathering ecstasy.

		“That’s okay, Cath, you know the law,” he whispered back teasingly.

		She giggled. It was a long-standing joke between them.

		The very first night she’d cheated on Ron with Richie, after she’d had zero sex from Ron for a month and a week—she’d kept track in her day timer—she’d come almost instantly when Richie had first gone down on her pussy with that sweet mouth of his, and she’d apologized to Richie for climaxing so quickly.

		He’d merely grinned at her and told her that there was no law in the state of Nevada concerning the number of orgasms a woman could enjoy in one night.

		“Oh, honey, I’m sure glad that my favorite law is in place!” Cathy moaned just then, feeling the flutters start in her cunny and her clit begin to pulse like mad against his gliding cock. “Because here I come, baby, your Cathy is coming for you, darling! Ride me, ride me hard, Richie, and make me come, you fucking stud, you!”

		He rose up just slightly on his elbows, mashing his cock against her clit even harder; and really started to drive his prick in and out of her. Cathy screamed out her intense pleasure and wrapped her arms tight around his powerful torso, her hips coming up off the bed with a dancer’s power and rhythm to meet his thrusts.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, fuuuuuccckkkkk, it’s so damned goooooooooood!” she wailed as the furious spasms totally engulfed her.

		Richie kept banging her until she at last moaned and just sort of melted beneath him, back down onto the bed. He kept his cock inside her and kissed her tenderly.

		After another minute or two, she pulled her mouth from his and whispered, “God that was such a good one, babe. It was just what I wanted.”

		“Would you like to ride me for a little while, sweetheart?” he asked her. “I could really go for some reverse cowgirl action tonight. I just love seeing that incredible ass of yours move while you ride my dick.”

		“You want me to do that thing for you where I sort of suck your cock off with my pussy, don’t you?” she asked as she smiled up at him.

		“Oh, yeah, you know I do,” he admitted, letting go of her as he got up off her and laid on his back.

		Cathy turned around to face his feet, and then eased his still very hard prick back up into her pussy as she settled down onto his groin.

		Cathy liked this position, too. She leaned forward and put her hands on his knees for better leverage, and then started to ride him.

		The little trick he’d taught her—and she was a very apt pupil when it came to either dancing or sex—was to whip her pussy up and down on his stiff cock while doing a kegel, making herself so tight for him that it felt as if her twat was sucking his cock as she moved up and down. She was now hunching her hips backward and down in a motion that was very similar to the “Bohemia Bump” that she had taught the girls to do, and Richie was ecstatic.

		“Oh, fuck, Cath, can you ever move that pretty little butt of yours or what?” he groaned.

		She looked back over her shoulder and asked him, “Do you like it, baby? Am I hot enough for you or do I have to put the wig back on and be Yvette for you, to really get that sweet cock of yours off for me tonight?”

		He grinned up at her and said, “You’re never going to let me live that down, are you, wanting to fuck you while you were her?”

		“No,” she laughed, riding him harder, “of course not. It’s too funny!”

		He moaned and told her, “Cath, I’m going to come. Jesus, but you can move!”

		Her expression changed as well, as her pussy gripped him tighter and her clit spasmed hard. She said, “Do it, Richie, come in me, and I’ll come right along with you, babe!”

		And she did.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Seconds For Ron

		

		Cathy woke up at eight, with Richie’s big arms loosely embracing her naked body. She sighed and eased out of bed, careful not to wake him, thought about a shower, and decided she’d take one when she got home.

		She felt pretty good this morning. Richie had fucked her for forever, the way he always did, but they’d actually gotten a couple of hours of sleep for a change, too, after all of the sex was finally over. And that felt nice.

		She slipped her clothes out of her big purse and put them on, the same shorts she’d worn to the club to dance in yesterday morning, and the accompanying blouse, which was pretty wrinkled by now.

		Cathy didn’t care. She was just driving home, so she put the blouse on, sans bra, and got out her coke and straw.

		After going into the bathroom and snorting up two medium-sized lines, she gathered up “Yvette”, the wig, gown, gloves, shoes, and underwear, folded everything away into a paper supermarket shopping bag she brought with her, and made ready to leave the bedroom. She looked back from the doorway and saw that Richie was still sleeping soundly.

		Poor baby, she thought fondly as she stood and looked at him, that naughty Yvette and I fucked his lights out last night. He needs his rest.

		Cathy went out the front door and locked it behind her with her key. She got her cell phone out and walked toward the front gates of the condo, phoning for a taxi as she went.

		It was there in a few minutes, and she had the cabbie drop her at the now deserted Bohemia Club. She put “Yvette” away in the trunk of her Camray and drove home.

		She had barely gotten inside the house and put her purse down in the living room when she heard Ron open the door that led in from the garage. He came through the kitchen and saw her standing in the living room, dressed only in her blouse--with no bra on underneath it--the shorts, and her short heels, the same outfit she’d worn to work yesterday.

		“You must have just gotten home,” he said, eyeing her and realizing that his wife was still wearing the same clothes she’d had on yesterday morning.

		“Yeah, I was just going to take a shower,” she told him.

		He came over to her and swept her into his arms, saying, “You’ve been with him, your boyfriend, all night, haven’t you?”

		She looked at him defiantly, smiled, and then admitted proudly, “Yes, I just came from his house…from his bed. Why do you ask?”

		“You little tramp!” he whispered, his eyes blazing with excitement as he pulled her closer.

		He didn’t sound angry. He sounded as aroused as hell by the thought of her cheating on him all night long with the other man.

		“I want you, I want you right now,” he told her, his voice husky with need, pulling her toward the bedroom.

		Cathy thought about that. She had enjoyed a ton of sex last night with Richie, and it had been spectacular, as it always was.

		But Ron looked as if he was positively starving for her! Then she remembered that she hadn’t showered yet; that she was still full of Richie’s jizz from last night and this morning.

		Will Ron be able to handle that? She wondered. Would seeing another man’s spunk dripping out of her pussy turn him on or send him screaming from the bedroom in disgust?

		She hated to admit it, even to herself, but Ron’s infidelity with the little teenaged cashier still rankled at some level. So…seeing nothing wrong with a little payback, Cathy decided to give Ron what he was craving—without warning him that he was about to get sloppy seconds.

		Serves him right, she thought, even though she realized that she was being spiteful and irrational. After all, she had cheated on Ron at least as much as he ever had on her—she and Richie now fucked almost every day, and had been doing so for months!

		“Come here, baby,” he breathed in her ear just then, his fingers all over the front of her blouse, unbuttoning it and pulling it off her.

		He undid her shorts and got them off as well, and then skimmed off her panties. Yanking the bed covers downward. He eagerly maneuvered the now naked Cathy onto the sheets.

		Ron was out of his short-sleeved shirt, tie, and slacks in moments. His own shoes, socks, and boxers soon joined her clothing on the carpet as he hustled into bed with her.

		“What’s got you so hot this morning?” Cathy asked him when he cupped a naked tit in each hand and began to squeeze and toy with them as he dipped his head for another kiss.

		“I don’t know how to explain it,” he whispered, “It makes me crazy-hot; somehow, knowing another man has been fucking you all night!”

		Well, if that’s what floats your boat, you’re in for a rare treat,” Cathy thought to herself somewhat vindictively as their lips met, because Richie banged the bejeezus out of me last night, and that’s no kidding! My pussy has to be flooded with his come.

		Ron moaned; his tongue all over hers. She put thoughts of Richie and what was no doubt about to happen with Ron out of her mind and just made out with him hungrily, really getting into the idea of sharing sloppy seconds with her pervy husband.

		After another minute of the hot soul kissing, he let go of her left breast and snaked his right hand down her belly, shoving his middle finger into her pussy as they continued to make out. She felt his body go rigid.

		“You…you’re fucking…gooey inside!” he gasped in shock as he pulled his lips from hers.

		“I’m full of his come,” she told him tauntingly, her eyes boring into his. “He really cuts loose in me when he goes off, darling. Can’t you feel how full of his spunk I am?”

		Ron shivered, but he didn’t pull his finger out of her soupy twat. He whispered, “You little whore! You fucking slut! You’re overflowing with his come!”

		“Yeah, I am,” she whispered back, her voice sultry with need. “Want to add yours to his, baby? I’m dying to feel you come in me while I’m full of his jizz!”

		Her husband quivered in her arms, clearly fighting to keep from coming right then, at the mere thought of that! She could see that the idea of mounting her and fucking her while she was oozing Richie’s thick cream out of her tight pussy was overpowering for Ron.

		“Take me, baby,” she urged him, going down onto her back and holding out her arms. “Get yourself a spunky ride in mama’s pussy, why don’t you?”

		With an animalistic little growl of pure lust, Ron scrambled up on top of her and fed his hard cock down into her jizz-glistening hole. He gasped as he felt how slippery and warm she was around him.

		“Jesus, Cathy; how many times did you fuck him last night?” He croaked out the question, his cock all the way down in her, his balls resting against her tight ass cheeks.

		“Lots,” she whispered back playfully, smiling up at him, “and I blew him once, too, and swallowed every drop.”

		Ron made a sound that was very much like a whimper and began to ball his wife, hard. She ran her fingers through his hair, held him close as he fucked her, and whispered in his ear, “And he fucked me in the ass once, too, Ronny. He made me come so nice while he was flooding my asshole with jizz!”

		“Oh, what a cunt you are!” Ron wheezed, balling her flat-out. “What tramp; what a sleazy little slut my wife has become!”

		“That’s so true,” she murmured, fucking him back beautifully, her long dancer’s legs spread wide for him, her ass coming up off the mattress in perfect time with his thrusts. “I never deny my lover anything, Ronny. I let him fuck me whenever he wants, in whatever hole he wants. Sometimes I even let him pull out at the last minute and shoot it all over my face, if he likes. And then I squeegee if off with my finger and lick his come off and swallow it for him while he watches.”

		Ron gurgled and stopped in mid-stroke, obviously fighting to keep from coming right then at the mental image that produced! He mewled, “What about me? I’m your husband. How can you be so nasty with him…and not with me?”

		Cathy smiled up at him, using her patented Yvette smile and told him softly, “Oh, darling, I’m your wife. You’re right about that. But don’t you know that I’ll gladly do anything for you that I do for him? All you have to do is ask!”

		A shiver so pronounced that, for a moment, Cathy thought it was going cause his dick to vibrate right out of her grasping pussy, rolled through Ron as he looked down at her and managed to choked out an amazed, “You sexy bitch! When did you get to be the hottest woman alive?”

		“I always have been,” she whispered, her smile intensifying as she spoke, this slightly cruel teasing of her unfaithful husband so exquisitely fun for her that she could hardly bear it, “I just didn’t know it until I let him seduce me, and show me just how naughty I could be.”

		He mashed his lips down onto hers and he began to fuck her like a wild man as they kissed. She sighed and fucked him right back.

		Richie had been magnificent last night, as always. But there was something to be said for Ron in bed, too.

		You just had to know how to push his buttons. And Cathy was definitely learning.

		“Aggghhhhhhhh, take it, take my hot come up that cheating little pussy of yours!” he screamed a minute later, as he pulled his mouth from her and bucked his semen into her clasping hole.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Cathy commented, orgasming right along with him.

		When he was almost finished shooting into her, she whispered, “Oh, Ron, you hot baby, that was wonderful. That’s the way to fuck me!”’

		

		****

		

		“So, did you really do all of that kinky stuff you mentioned earlier with him?” Ron asked later, after they had disentwined from one another and were lying up against the pillows and the headboard.

		“Yes, and a lot more, too,” Cathy said, smiling her little Cheshire Cat smile, proud of what a bad girl she was, absolutely glorying in taunting Ron with her nasty behavior.

		“What’s this guy’s name?” he asked, sounding more curious than angry or jealous.

		“What difference does it make?”

		“I’d just like to know,” he insisted, a playful smile on his handsome face. “I think a man has the right to know who it is that’s fucking his wife.”

		Cathy laughed and shook her head. “I don’t think so. Nothing good can come of that.”

		After a long silence, Ron blurted out, “Cindy…that was the name of the high school girl I had the affair with, Cindy.”

		Cathy shrugged, unimpressed. She said, “I don’t care what that little cunt’s name was Ron, trust me on that one.”

		Ron’s eyes went wide as Cathy casually used the “c” word. She had done it on purpose, just to shock him.

		She knew full well that he was still trying to get his mind around the idea that his once proper little wife was a totally different woman now. It was all she could do not to laugh out loud when she thought of what Ron would say if she suddenly confessed to him that, in addition to being a total slut in bed now, she was also “Yvette”, the hottest pussy shaker in Las Vegas.

		Now that would blow his mind entirely, she thought smugly to herself, I don’t imagine my poor Ronny could deal with that at all.

		“So, you won’t tell me?” he asked insistently.

		She thought about it again and then decided abruptly, what the hell? Who cares?

		“Richie, his name is Richie,” she suddenly announced.

		After a few seconds she added, “And, yes, he’s gorgeous, so don’t bother to ask for any more details. He’s handsome enough to be in the movies and he’s hung like a mule and he fucks me like a porn star. Are you happy now?”

		Ron looked anything but happy. She let him dangle in despair for another moment, and then scooted over closer to him and embraced him.

		He was stiff in her arms at first, but then he relented and put his arms around her naked body in return. She whispered, “He really is good looking, and he fucks me great. But you know what, Ronny?”

		“What?” He finally answered, after a sulky pause.

		“So do you; you fuck me great, too. And that little Cindy ho’ that you slept with? She didn’t go after you just because she was impressed by your title of Regional Manager for National Pharmacies. Part of it was that you’re a very good looking man, baby, and way sexy. I didn’t marry you because you were ugly and inept in bed.”

		He laughed at that and began to really loosen up in her arms. He finally asked, “Really, you’re not just saying that?”

		Cathy threw the covers back, took his semi-hard dick in her hand, bent and kissed it once. She said, “No, I think you’re a pretty hot guy, too, Ron, darling. I always have.”

		And then she began to suck him to full hardness again…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Exploring New Territory

		

		Cathy sat at her table. Today’s dance lesson had ended not long ago and she was really dragging.

		All that she’d done last night--dancing as Yvette, and then going home with Richie while still in character as Yvette, and this morning’s unexpectedly sensational session in bed with her husband—had tired her out so much that she had required two huge lines of coke just to get her through the morning. The powerful stimulus of the feel-good drug was the only thing that was staving off total exhaustion.

		And a second hefty nose full of the white powder had been needed just before the dance practice had started. Now that it was over with, she intended to watch the first set performed by today’s opening dancers and then go home and crash for a while.

		She was definitely giving Yvette the night off, too. Looking around the club, she saw with satisfaction that it was over half full already and the doors had just opened minutes ago.

		Cathy figured that last night’s stellar Yvette performance and sighting would be enough to keep the place fairly well packed until at least tomorrow. She was thinking about doing the six-o’clock set tomorrow evening as Yvette, but she was done until then, and she intended use the time off to get some much-needed rest.

		“Hey, Cath,” Sonia said, coming up to the table from behind Cathy. “Can I sit and talk to you for a minute?”

		“Sure, cutie, what’s on your mind?” Cathy said, indicating one of the three empty chairs.

		“I was wondering if you could be here for my last set tonight, at around ten o’clock? I’ve been practicing that one new routine I went over with you the other day like crazy, and I want to debut it tonight. It would be so cool if you could be here to watch me dance it, and let me know what you think.”

		Cathy gave out with a very deep sigh; filled with reluctance. She really was bone-tired.

		She told Sonia, “The guys who see it tonight will let you know what they think of it by how much you pull down in tips after it’s over, Sony. Theirs is the only opinion that really counts, not mine, and they vote with their wallets, you know that.”

		“Oh, please, Cath, it would mean so much to me,” Sonia pleaded, her big, soulful grey eyes begging Cathy to be here. “You know how hard I’ve worked on it.”

		Seeing that Cathy had still not been moved sufficiently to give in, she added, “I’d be less nervous, knowing you were here watching my debut performance of the routine.”

		She was one of Cathy’s pets. She felt like she had rescued her from certain dismissal by working so hard on Sonia’s dancing skills with her. “Sony” had been a truly abysmal dancer when Cathy had first begun to coach her.

		“Okay, but I’ve got to go home and get some sleep first and then come back,” she said at last. “My stylish butt is really dragging right now, kid. Richie about fucked me to death last night, he was so turned on by the Yvette thing, and then my husband waylaid me this morning, when I’d just gotten home from Richie’s, and damned near fucked my lights out, too!”

		Sonia giggled, putting her hand over her mouth to hide how hard she was laughing. At last she said, “God, no wonder you’re tired! I should have such problems. I’m in between girlfriends right now and the last guy I was fucking, when I got the ‘yen for men’, so to speak, moved to Tacoma a week ago, to start a new job.”

		“Well, you’re a knockout, Sony,” Cathy assured her. “I’m sure you’ll find a new girl…and a new guy, for that matter, if you want one, in no time.”

		Sonia put her hand on Cathy’s, which was lying on top of the table, and said, “Thanks a million for coming back in tonight, Cathy. I really appreciate it.”

		

		****

		

		The alarm went off and Cathy moaned, refusing to open her eyes. It was nine-thirty. She knew that without looking, because that was the time she had set the damn alarm for when she’d staggered home at six that evening and then fallen into bed with her clothes on.

		“Fuck, it can’t be nine-thirty already,” she whispered under her breath.

		Ron was working. He wouldn’t be home until morning.

		Hauling herself out of bed, she grabbed her purse and headed for the bathroom. Her hands were shaking from fatigue and a growing case of the coke jangles—she’d really been stoking the stuff down here of late, with all of the weird hours she’d been keeping and not enough sleep—as she laid out two humongous lines for herself and got out her straw.

		After she’d snorted the powder up, she put everything away carefully in her purse and wet her finger to get rid of the telltale rings of white coke dust around her nostrils. She came away with blood on her finger tip and cursed.

		Stuffing some toilet paper up her right nostril, to staunch the bleeding, she redid her makeup and got ready to leave for the club. She knew from experience that the bleeding would stop by the time she was halfway there; it always did.

		The occasional bloody nose was just something that came with the territory, when you were blasting a lot of coke on a daily basis. Sometimes the nasal tissue got irritated and bled a little.

		It was no big deal. She kept telling herself that.

		Cathy pulled the Camray into her reserved spot by the front doors and turned the interior light on for a second, checking out her nose in the rear view mirror. Pulling the wad of toilet paper gingerly from her nostril, she examined the right side of her nose carefully and saw that the bleeding had stopped, leaving no dried blood behind. The dried blood was all on the ball of toilet paper, which she dropped to the carpet as she got out of the car.

		“Hey, baby, are you dancing here tonight?” a male voice called from behind her as she started up the ramp toward the front doors.

		She looked back over her shoulder and saw a small group of college-age boys walking up the ramp right behind her. She rolled her eyes and opened the door.

		“Hey, you stuck up bitch, I was talking to you!” the boy’s half-drunken voice was suddenly angry, and Cathy felt a big hand on her shoulder, trying to turn her around to face him.

		She yanked the door fully open and said, “Marty.”

		The doorway was suddenly filled with four-hundred pounds of Samoan bad news. Marty glared down menacingly at the boy who still had his hand on Cathy’s shoulder.

		“If you touch her again, I will break that arm off and beat your sorry ass to death with it, understand?” His voice was a soft growl, but the boy let go immediately, sensing the danger there.

		“Thanks, babe,” she told him with a little smile, patting him on the cheek with her palm the way she always did, moving past him and into the club while he separated the drunken UNLV students from their money and checked their ID’s.

		As she headed for her empty table with the “reserved for management” sign on it in the otherwise full house, she heard the college kid say, “I didn’t mean nothing by that.”

		She also heard Marty’s answer: “Well, I did. I meant every word I said, limp dick!”

		Cathy laughed softly as she sat down at her table. There was no place on earth where she felt safer than she did in The Bohemia Club, when Marty was on the door.

		“Can I bring you a sloe gin fizz, Cath?” Candy, the cocktail server, asked her a moment later.

		“Yeah, thanks, Candy,” Cathy told her, settling back into her chair to watch Rita finish up her act.

		

		****

		

		“That was perfect, just the way we rehearsed it, cutie,” Cathy told a beaming Sonia backstage, in the dressing room, right after she’d come down from the main stage, her stripped off costume under one arm and both hands clutching huge wads of bills of all denominations.

		Sonia tossed the costume and the money on her dressing table and hugged Cathy tightly, as happy as she could be. She was still stark naked, of course, except for her tall red high heels, but Cathy was used to being embraced by naked dancers by now, so it didn’t bother her the way it had when she’d first started at The Bohemia, months ago.

		“Thanks so much for coming back to see me dance,” Sony told her as they separated. “It meant so much to me. Could I ask you for another favor?”

		“What is it this time?” Cathy said somewhat warily, but still smiling.

		“Could I get you to wait for me to change back into my clothes and then give me a lift home? My car quit on me just as I rolled into the lot tonight. I told Richie and Marty about it, and they’ve got a tow truck coming out in the morning to tow it to a garage.”

		“Sure,” Cathy told her, “I’d be glad to, babe.”

		

		****

		

		It turned out that Sonia lived in an upscale apartment complex just up the road from Richie’s condo. When Cathy pulled the Camray to a stop in guest parking, the girl asked her, “Would you care to come on up for a quick celebration drink, Cath?”

		Cathy gave her another wary look. Sonia laughed at her reluctance and said, “I promise not to hit on you too much, okay?”

		“Okay,” Cathy said, turning off the engine, “just one drink; and you will watch those roaming hand of yours, okay?”

		“Alright, if I have to,” she said, feigning disappointment. “You never let me have any fun.”

		They got out of the car and went inside a nicely decorated lobby and rang for the elevator. Once on the third floor, Sonia led her into the hall and stopped at an apartment door that was about halfway down.

		“Oh, this is nice, Sony!” Cathy said, coming inside and looking around the spacious front room, nicely decorated with what looked like brand new furniture.

		Sonia locked the front door and put her purse on a nearby table. She then stepped right up into Cathy’s face and said, “I am able live here because of you, Cath. I was living in a real hell hole downtown when I first met you, taking the bus everywhere, because I couldn’t afford a car.”

		She put her arms loosely around Cathy’s neck and said softly, “And now I have this primo apartment, and a car, and all of this new furniture, and nice clothes to wear; all because you worked me so hard and made me into a good dancer. You’re my hero, Cath. I love you.”

		And then she kissed Cathy right on the lips, her arms going tighter around the taller girl’s neck. The kiss went on and on, Sonia’s ripe young breasts right up against hers.

		Cathy didn’t know what to do! Sonia’s lips were soft and sweet, and she had to admit, the girl’s nice set of knockers felt great up against hers. They always did, whenever her young protégé embraced her like this!

		She felt Sony’s tongue up against her lips. With a tiny sigh of surrender, Cathy opened her mouth.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Sonia sighed, her tongue sliding right in, caressing Cathy’s lovingly.

		A huge jolt of pre-come sensation shot from Cathy’s tits, which jerked in unison up against the girl’s chest, and down her spine, right into her clitty! Cathy moaned and Sonia held her even closer, rubbing her stiff little nipples against her dance teacher’s already erect set.

		This feels so weird…but it’s kind of nice, too, Cathy thought as she made out with another girl for the first time ever.

		She remembered her lewd thoughts earlier in the evening, about trying sex with another woman sometime, and realized abruptly that if she had been at all serious about doing that—now was her chance!

		Pulling her lips away from Sony’s, almost reluctantly—it was very exciting and sensual, kissing the pretty young dancer, truth be told—Cathy whispered, “I thought you told me you weren’t going to hit on me?”

		“I lied,” Sony said, grinning. “I’m crazy about you, Cathy. You really are my hero, and you’re so fucking pretty! And so incredibly sexy, too; you’re fucking irresistible, is what you are, babe.”

		With that, the girl’s mouth was back on hers and Cathy felt her heart begin to race. She didn’t even make any pretense of trying to keep Sony’s tongue out of her mouth this time, opening her lips immediately when that slippery little eel of a tongue came calling once more.

		Sony’s hands were all over her now, as they kissed, running down Cathy’s back, onto her ass cheeks, and then all the way back up to toy with her shag-cut, golden-blonde mane of hair. Cathy could feel her pussy getting super-wet, and she had to admit, Sony’s tongue was driving her absolutely crazy!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Trying Something New

		

		In what seemed like no time at all, Cathy found herself in the girl’s bedroom, seated on the bed, still making out with her. And now Cathy’s hands were roaming all over her young friend’s back and up into her pretty brown hair, stroking it tenderly as the intense kissing session continued.

		“Oh, Cathy, I’m so fucking into you!” Sony sighed as she broke off the kiss, and reached for the buttons on the front of Cathy’s blouse.

		She stopped, looked up pleadingly at her mentor, and asked plaintively, “Please? Can I please take this off? I so want to love you tonight!”

		Cathy felt an enormous surge of desire flow through her. As she’d thought to herself a few minutes before, in the front room, if she was ever going to try making love with another woman, this was the perfect opportunity. And Sony was one smoking hot little chick, that was for sure.

		“Okay,” she said at last, “but I’ve got to warn you, baby, I’ve never done this before, so I might not like it, and I might not be much good at it, even if I do like it.”

		Sony’s pretty face absolutely blossomed. She made quick work of the blouse and then pulled it off, unhooking Cathy’s bra and baring her breasts just as easily.

		“God, these are so damn pretty!” Sony whispered, staring in awe at Cathy’s bare chest. “You have the whitest, most perfect skin, and the pinkest little nipples I’ve ever seen!”

		“They’re very sensitive,” Cathy informed her in a soft murmur, running her fingers sensually through Sony’s hair, urging the girl’s mouth subtly downward, toward her nipples, without being pushy about it.

		“Oh, I want them so much,” Sony cooed, kissing both nipples quickly, and then returning to the right one, sucking it into her lips while she licked at the pebbly little nub with her lively tongue.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, yes, suck them for me!” Cathy moaned, closing her eyes in pure bliss. “I just love to have my nipples sucked, babygirl!”

		Sony really got into loving Cathy’s breasts for her. Over the next few minutes, she sucked and licked and kissed at the tender pink buds until Cathy was sighing constantly, her eyes closed in growing arousal, her trembling hands trailing absently through her new lover’s long, lustrous brown locks.

		She whispered softly, “Oh, you do it so great, honey. You know just how I like to have them teased and sucked!”

		Before Cathy knew it, her shorts and panties were down around her ankles and, seconds later, Sony had her lying on her back in the middle of the big bed, completely naked. The younger girl’s mouth was still hovering above her breasts, going from nipple to nipple, while her right hand crept down Cathy’s bare tummy.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Cathy sighed as the girl’s finger exploring slipped deftly into her gushing pussy lips, sliding in right across her clit as it penetrated her.

		“Oh, Cathy, Cathy, your nipples are so sweet!” Sony told her after another minute of the torrid nipple worship and finger-fucking, when she briefly brought her head up from Cathy’s tits, her grey eyes alive with excitement and pure lust. “I just love your titties; they’re so perfect…just like the rest of you!”

		She withdrew her finger and moved up Cathy’s body to embrace her again. The two women kissed passionately once more, and Cathy sucked eagerly at her lover’s tongue when it entered her mouth during the kiss.

		She was so aroused that she could barely believe it. Who knew that another woman could get her so turned on?

		Feeling as if she’s been swallowed up in a red haze of pure sexual need, Cathy reached down and tugged Sonia’s sweater-blouse upward as they made out, baring her sleek little belly. They broke the kiss off momentarily, so that Cathy could pull the garment completely off and drop in onto the floor next to the bed.

		Sonia wasn’t wearing a bra, so when she lay down atop Cathy’s naked body and began to kiss her again, their nipples were rubbing right up against each other. Cathy gasped at how wonderful that felt, and Sonia moved her hand back down onto Cathy’s pussy once more and began to finger-fuck her again while they made out.

		Fuck, but this is hot! Cathy thought feverishly, her tongue all over the other girl’s, her hands now up in Sony’s hair, tugging her lips downward, as she moved her ass in time with Sonia’s expert fingering. This little cutie is going to make me come so fine!

		After just a little more of the girl’s hot kissing and torrid fingering, Cathy abruptly grabbed two big handfuls of her lover’s hair and urged her head upward so that she had room to pant, “I’m going to come, Sony! You’ve got me so turned on that I’m going to come, you sweet baby!”

		“N-Nooooooooooooo,” Sonia surprised her with a pleading moan, “not yet, darling…I need to taste you first!”

		With that, Sonia pulled her finger out of Cathy’s ready-to-explode-pussy, bent down and quickly kissed and licked both of her nipples again. Then she rapidly kissed her way down her mentor’s long torso, pausing for just a second to tease her bellybutton with the tip of her tongue on her way past it.

		The girl slid all the way off her body, coming to rest on her stomach right in between Cathy’s long, showgirl legs. She stared raptly at those petite lower lips and sighed, “You have the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen!”

		And then her mouth was all over the glistening pink folds, kissing and licking. Cathy whimpered as the girl’s tongue circled her clitty a few times and then darted down into her juicy depths, wriggling wildly as it went deep inside her.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, yes, that’s it; eat it!” Cathy begged, her orgasm only seconds away, her hips moving against Sony’s hot mouth instinctively, her clit searching for release. “Eat my pussy, Sony; lick it, you hot little thing, you; lick it and make me come!”

		Sony did. Her hands roamed back up Cathy’s writhing, shivering body as she ate pussy frantically. She found her lover’s throbbing nipples and tweaked them lovingly as she sucked on Cathy’s clit.

		“Eeeeeeeeaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh!” Cathy screamed as her climax suddenly tore through her.

		Oh, God, it’s such a good one! Cathy marveled as she came and came, the girl seeming to know just how to make her orgasm last longer and grip her pussy even harder. This little girl can really eat a cunt!

		Sony proved just how experienced she was at licking another girl off, keeping her mouth tight against Cathy’s pussy as she just kept on orgasming. After she had teased every last little spasm out of her lover’s clit, she raised her head up, a triumphant smile on her face, along with a huge coating of Cathy’s lube and girl-jizz.

		“Jesus, that was fantastic!” Cathy sighed.

		The younger girl came back up Cathy’s long body and snuggled down next to her. She whispered, “Oh, thank you, Cath, for letting me do that. I love you so much, and your pussy is so sweet!”

		Cathy smiled over at her. Sony seemed to want to be held and Cathy had tasted her own pussy juice often enough on Ron’s and Richie’s cocks--after they’d fucked her but hadn’t come yet--to know that her juice was delicious; sort of oily but very sweet.

		She offered Sony her open arms as she rolled onto her side to face her and the girl came to her instantly. They kissed and Cathy tasted her own slick, sweet oil on Sony’s lips and tongue.

		I taste pretty damn nice, down there, Cathy thought, not for the first time. It’s no wonder guys want to eat me; my pussy is delicious!

		There was something very kinky and arousing about making out with a girl who tasted like your own cunny, Cathy soon discovered. In no time, her nipples were getting stiff again as they rubbed against Sony’s while the two them made out furiously.

		I wonder it I’d like sucking a pair of nice tits like Sony’s as much as she got off on sucking mine? Cathy asked herself.

		Realizing that tonight was, again, the perfect time to find out, to explore new sexual territory, she resolved to do just that. After all, she really liked making out with Sony, and being naked with her. And she’d come like a wild woman when this little hottie had eaten her just now.

		Let’s see if I’m really bisexual or if I’m just curious, Cathy told herself as she pulled her lips from the other girl’s and slid lower, so that Sony’s pretty tits were right in front of her mouth.

		“I don’t know how to do this, honey,” she warned the girl, “so bear with me while I teach myself how to suck another girl’s nipples.”

		She leaned in and kissed Sony’s left breast and then the right. Liking how that felt, she grew bolder and licked all around the swollen right nipple, drawing a moan of delight from its owner.

		So far, so good, Cathy thought, licking the right one some more.

		She leaned in just a bit further and took Sony’s erect little right nub all the way into her mouth and began to gently suck on it, her tongue still swirling all around it at the same time. To her shock, she found that the little knob of female flesh was slightly sweet!

		“Oh, God, Cathy, I can’t believe you’re sucking my titties,” Sony sighed at that moment. “You’re so pretty and I’ve wanted you for so long now!”

		Cathy couldn’t resist, she pulled her lips off Sony’s nipple for a moment and asked her, “Really, how long have you wanted to be with me…like this?”

		“From the very first moment I saw you sitting at that table with Richie, watching me try to dance, back when I first got hired,” Sony said bashfully, blushing. “I asked myself, who is that tall blonde goddess, with those legs that go on forever and that gorgeous face?”

		Cathy smiled and started to tell her what an unabashed flatterer she was, but then she saw the look of absolute, hero-worshipping love in the girl’s eyes and held her tongue. Sony really did have a monster crush on her, she could see that now.

		Instead, she said, just before she went back to sucking the girl’s breasts, “Well, I’m all yours for tonight, baby, so enjoy.”

		

		****

		

		Cathy was going to have another super orgasm. She could feel it hurtling toward her as she sucked on Sony’s sweet, juicy, pink folds while the girl’s lips and tongue went crazy on her pussy.

		They were sixty-nining in the middle of the bed, Sony on top and Cathy on the bottom, licking and kissing pussies like a pair of wild-ass lesbians. Cathy had lost count of how many times she’d come already in the two hours she’d been here so far, but it was a bunch.

		“Oh, Cath, you’re so good at eating pussy!” Sony wailed just then, and Cathy could see the girl’s slit open and close in time with her tits jerking in unison against Cathy’s belly. “I’m coming, daring; you’re making me come again!”

		Cathy pushed her face even deeper into Sony’s slippery pink depths and lashed at the girl’s pumped up clitty with her tongue. Sony squealed with joy and flooded Cathy’s lips and tongue with her hot juice as she came.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh,” was all Cathy could manage to say as swallowed the warm pussy oil and her own cunny went off hard around Sony’s tongue.

		The two women clung tight, grinding their pussies against one another’s faces, coming like mad. They twisted their intertwined bodies together in a frenzy of orgasmic-fury, mewling and sucking and swallowing, their tongue’s never still as they teased every last thrill from each other’s cunnies.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Expanding A Relationship

		

		Only when the last little flicker of come-sensation had died away did the two of them slide apart, panting for breath. Sony looked at Cathy; her whole pretty face smeared with pussy oil, and grinned.

		“That was a really hot orgasm!” She gasped out the comment, still shivering from the intensity of that last climax.

		“Yeah, that might have been the best one of the night,” Cathy agreed, her own breaths still ragged as she panted for oxygen and tried to catch her breath.

		She glanced over at the clock beside the bed and saw that it was nearing two in the morning. A long sigh escaped her lips.

		Richie must be wondering where in the fuck I am, she thought. I guess I should have called him but…

		Tonight had been totally unexpected. She’d thought she was just coming up to Sony’s for a quick drink to celebrate the girl’s triumphant night on stage.

		And then one thing had led to another. She hadn’t planned on spending hours in bed with Sony, licking pussy! But once that had started, there hadn’t been time to stop and phone her boyfriend.

		“I gotta’ go, kid,” she said. “I was supposed to be at Richie’s place hours ago.”

		Sony laughed and said, “God, you lucky thing, getting pussy and cock all in one night! I never seem to be able to do that. I’m either with a girl all night, and maybe a guy later in the week, or I’m spending the night with some guy and then with a girl the next night.”

		“Maybe I’ll share Richie with you some night,” Cathy offered jokingly.

		“That would be cool!” Sony replied immediately. “Richie is so handsome, and he’s sexy, too! I bet he’s great in bed, too, isn’t he?”

		Cathy nodded that he was, immediately sorry she had blurted out what she had about sharing her studly boyfriend with Sony. Richie usually maintained a strict “hands off the help” policy as far as the girls who worked for him went.

		The only reason Cathy was an exception to the rule was that they had been dating, and then fucking, before he’d ever showed her The Bohemia Club and then offered her a job there. Given his normal rules about fooling around with girls who worked for him, she didn’t know how he’d feel about balling Sony as part of a threesome.

		Rolling off the bed, she found her purse, got out her phone, and hit the speed dial on her cell for Richie’s place. It rang for a few times and then he answered, saying, “Cathy, where in the hell are you? Are you okay?”

		“Uh, yeah, I’m fine,” she said hesitantly.

		There was an awkward silence, so she asked him teasingly, “Are you alone?”

		“Almost, there are only two girls here now. The other three left already…of course I’m alone!”

		She laughed at Richie’s little joke about his notorious lack of fidelity and said, “I’ll be right there. I’m just down the street.”

		“Oh, where down the street?”

		“We’ll talk about it when I get there, okay?”

		Richie paused and then asked, “Should I be jealous? Have you been with someone else tonight?”

		She answered him in a low, sexy, taunting voice, saying; “It depends on just how deeply your jealousy reaches. Does it extend to me being in bed with other girls?”

		She heard Richie suck in his breath in shock on the other end of the call. Laughing, she disconnected and began to gather up her clothing.

		

		****

		

		“So, what’s the big mystery? Where have you been all night?” Richie asked her when she came into his bedroom fifteen minutes later, having let herself into the condo with her key.

		She came to the bed and sat down next to him. Leaning over, she gave him a big kiss.

		After just a few seconds, he drew his head back, grinning at her and said,”You weren’t kidding, were you? I smell pussy juice on your cheeks, and your mouth has got kind of a sweet, oily taste to it, too! Who was she?”

		“I’ll never tell,” Cathy said teasingly, undoing her blouse and taking off her bra. “But she was delicious, I will tell you that. I never knew making it with another girl could be so sweet, so exciting…and fun!”

		He laughed. “So, she was your first?”

		“Yeah, but I don’t think she’s going to be my last. Like I said, tonight was fun as hell. I had no idea that sucking titties and licking pussy was as fantastic as it is—not to mention the job she did on mine in return.”

		“I thought I did a pretty good job of that for you myself, babe,” Richie countered just as teasingly, still grinning at the thought of her in bed with another hot woman.

		“Oh, you do great…for a man,” she said, giving it right back to him. “But she was so beautiful to be in bed with; she seemed to know just what I wanted, just how hard to suck my nipples or to tug on them with her fingertips. I think it was because she is a woman—that she seemed so in tune with my needs.”

		She smirked at Richie and then added, “Besides…girls are so soft and cuddly and so incredibly…yummy! Her nipples were sweet, when I sucked them. And her pussy; oh, my, that was a revelation! It was as sweet as melted candy, darling.”

		“So is yours,” Richie said, gathering her into his arms as she got rid of the last of her clothing. “Now get in this bed with me and let me make the case for men.”

		Cathy laughed as he manhandled her under the covers with him, saying, “Oh, I’m sold on men already, darling, especially you.”

		She gripped his hard cock in her fist and smiled at him. “I just love this thing. But girls are such an incredible treat, now that I’ve tried them. I think I’m going to want more of that, along with this!”

		“I’d love to see that sometime, you know,” Richie whispered; his eyes alive with excitement at the notion of watching Cathy in bed with another girl. “That would be unbelievably sexy, seeing you eat a pussy!”

		A huge tremor of pure lust rippled through her as she pictured that, and she said, “I’d like to do that. I’d love having you watch me…and maybe have you join in for some three-way fun, too.”

		Richie’s big cock lurched in her hand. He asked her incredulously, “You mean you’d like to see me fuck some other chick right in front of you?”

		She grinned mischievously and said, “Yes, I think I would. It would be ever so much more fun than having you ball some other girl behind my back! I already know I don’t like that a bit.”

		Just before he kissed her, he said, “I thought you were too jealous to ever go for something like a threesome.”

		He gave her a canny look and added, “Of course, I never thought you’d be interested in making it with another girl, either.”

		She leaned in closer and said, “See, you don’t know everything about me, smarty pants. I’m not that shy little girl from Indiana anymore. I’m the hottest woman in all of Las Vegas, remember?”

		The kiss they shared as she finished speaking was so intense that it had Cathy panting for breath as it went on. Plus, Richie’s hands were all over her naked body as they made out.

		She remembered how soft and tantalizing and sensual Sony’s hands had been on her nipples, her ass, her tummy, and especially on her clit, just a half hour ago. Richie’s fingers were very deft as well, as they explored her sleek body for what had to have been at least the hundredth time; and he was really turning her on, as he always did. But his knowing touch was more masculine…more insistent and…forceful, somehow.

		A woman’s light caress was totally different, she thought to herself. The softness and gentleness of another girl’s touch could be super-exciting, too.

		I love both approaches at foreplay, Cathy thought happily, God, I’m so lucky to be a girl, and an attractive one at that! Both men and women are hitting on me all the time…and I intend to be a lot more receptive in the future. Sex can be so much fun, when you’re not uptight about it anymore!

		She felt Richie’s cock, hard and insistent up against her belly and a big rush of sexual desire roared through her. As much as she had savored and enjoyed Sony’s sweet pussy a little while ago, she now craved being ravaged by Richie’s rampant manhood. She found that she wanted that just as much as she’d loved being sent straight up to heaven by her girlfriend’s slick little tongue!

		I want them both--I want it all! Cathy thought as she went over onto her back and set the head of Richie’s fat prick against her juicy lower lips. She sighed as he pushed downward and filled her with his hard, hot flesh.

		“Oh, that’s the way to take me, baby,” she hissed in his ear. “Fuck me good, darling, while I daydream about licking sweet pussies and hot little clits as you’re watching me doing it!”

		“Fuckin’ ‘A’, Cath,” Richie moaned as her pussy gripped at his sliding cock. “You are the hottest woman in Vegas, you know that? I can hardly wait to see you making it with another girl, while I’m fucking you!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm--that would be fun,” Cathy breathed in his ear as he rode her. “Or maybe you could fuck me in the ass while us two girls sixty-nined? That would be so great!”

		Richie gasped at that mental image. He drew his head back and stared down at Cathy in awe as he fucked her even faster, saying, “Jesus, you’re just full of surprises, aren’t you, honey? Where did that scared little girl from Indiana disappear to?”

		“She’s right here underneath you, baby,” Cathy growled up at him, meeting his downward thrusts perfectly with her rolling hips, “but she’s not scared of anything, anymore. And she just loves sex. So give it to me, Richie—really ball my brains loose, you stud--fuck me hard!”

		

		****

		

		“So…who was this babe you made it with tonight?” Richie asked.

		They were resting up against the pillows lining the headboard after their first torrid round of sex. She looked over at him and said, “I shouldn’t tell you. She’s one of your dancers.”

		“Oh,” Richie said, frowning, “you’re right, of course, you probably shouldn’t tell me. I don’t fuck the help, remember?”

		“She’s really hot,” Cathy said teasingly, devilment in her eyes, enjoying playing with her boyfriend’s twisted sense of right and wrong, knowing that he was secretly dying to know who she’d been with tonight, “and she likes guys, too. She told me so.”

		“Hmmmmmmmm,” was Richie’s only comment.

		“And she said that she’d fuck you in a blink,” Cathy went on, smiling. “Almost all of your dancers would fuck you, if you asked them to, except for the ones that are straight lezzy, of course, and even they like you a lot…just not in that way.”

		“Good to know,” Richie commented with mock dourness.

		Cathy could see the gleam in his eyes. He loved this.

		“Is she really hot-looking?” he asked her after another few moments had slipped by.

		“You don’t hire any dogs to dance for you, babe,” she reminded him with a sly little grin.

		There was a long pause in the conversation. At last he blurted, “Alright, tell me who she was--I can’t stand it anymore!”

		Cathy giggled, shaking her head. She finally said, “I knew your horndog curiosity would win out over your strict ‘no fucking the help’ policy in the end.”

		He frowned at her and then laughed. “Okay, give, who was she?”

		“Sonia,” Cathy answered smugly.

		“Really,” Richie said, seeming shocked, “I’m not surprised that she wanted you in bed with her, the way she follows you around at work with that gaga look on her face all the time, like she’d love to rip your clothes off and eat your pussy right on top of a table.”

		He now shook his head in wonder and went on to say, “But I always thought Sony was way more into women than she is men. I’m very surprised that she wants to fuck yours truly.”

		Cathy laughed and explained, “She told me that she gets what she calls a…’yen for men’, sometimes, so she usually has a boy toy on the string that she can call for some man/woman fun, whenever she feels the need.”

		He nodded, getting that, and Cathy then told him, “She thinks you’re dreamy, babe, and she asked me if you were as great in bed as she suspected you were.”

		“What did you tell her?”

		Cathy sat back against the pillows, beaming. After teasing him with her silence for another twenty seconds or so, she finally admitted, “I told her the truth, that you’re fucking awesome as a lover.”

		Richie looked as if he might leap out of the bed and strut around the room like a peacock at that happy news. Cathy just smiled at him, remembering that she hadn’t actually told Sony anything: when she’d asked Cathy if Richie was great in bed, she’d merely nodded that he was.

		“Would you like to try that, if she was willing?” he asked just then. “The three of us being together, I mean, would you go for something like that?”

		“I think I would,” Cathy whispered, drawing in close to Richie again. “She’s terrific in bed, and I sense that she’d be good with a man, too, if she was in the mood for cock that night.”

		She reached under the covers and found that he was as hard as a length of pipe once more. Grinning, she said softly, squeezing his iron-hard dick for emphasis, “I see I don’t even have to ask if you’d like to try it or not.”

		When he didn’t even bother to answer, Cathy whispered teasingly, “But what about your policy of keeping your hands off the girls who work for you?”

		“She couldn’t tell anyone,” Richie said insistently, after thinking about it. “Do you think she could do that, not mention me fucking her to the other girls?”

		Cathy smiled and said, “I think my sweet little Sony would walk over hot coals to be in bed with me again so, yeah, I think she could, if I impress on her how important it was not to say anything to anybody.”

		“Then let’s do it,” Richie said, making up his mind, his eyes aglow with lust as he thought about Cathy and him and Sony all in this bed together.

		“Let’s,” said Cathy, throwing back the covers and moving her lips down onto her boyfriend’s cock.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Three-way Fun

		

		The next morning, after fixing a very tired Ron his breakfast and watching him stagger off to bed—vaguely wondering if how beat he seemed to be this morning was an indication that he had found a new girlfriend or if working all of these back to back shifts really was starting to get to him—Cathy got her cell out and went outside, onto the front porch, to call Sony. She wanted to make doubly sure that her conversation wasn’t overheard, just in case Ron didn’t fall asleep right away.

		When the girl answered on the third ring, sounding sleepy, Cathy asked her softly, “Hey, cutie, how are you this morning?”

		“I’m a little tired,” she murmured. “Some blonde hottie I know just about wore me out last night.”

		Cathy laughed. “I didn’t hear any complaints while we were…together.”

		Sony giggled with delight, finally saying, “Oh, God, Cath, last night was so wonderful! It was all I dreamt it would be…more, actually. I just hoped you’d let me love you. But the way you loved me back—and did it so great, too, for your first time—that was just awesome!”

		Cathy smiled. It had been pretty awesome at that; and she’d loved it every moment of it!

		She forced herself to concentrate on the reason for this morning’s call, saying, “I just wanted to remind you; no telling anyone about us making love last night, okay? I don’t need the other girls getting jealous of you or imagining that I’m treating you any differently than them, just because we’re lovers now, alright?”

		Sony said quickly, “God, I’d never do that, Cath! I want us to be together again so much, so I won’t screw this up, trust me.”

		Cathy let out a breath, relieved that the girl understood how important it was to keep their new relationship a secret around The Bohemia. She wanted to give it a day or two, to see if Sony could really keep her mouth shut, before she broached the idea of a threesome between her and Sony and Richie. This would be a good test of the girl’s ability to keep such a secret.

		“Alright, then, no mooning around, flashing me hot little looks today at dance practice, okay?” She decided it couldn’t hurt to remind Sony that just not saying anything wouldn’t be enough.

		The girl giggled again and said, “If I don’t do that, the other girls really will know that something’s up for sure. I always drool when you walk by; Cath. Everyone at work knows that I’ve got this mammoth crush on you!”

		Cathy laughed and said, “Okay, then I’ll just have to trust you to strike the right balance when it comes mooning over me at work. See you there.”

		She broke the connection, went back inside the house, and then into the kitchen. Picking up her half-empty glass of orange juice from the counter, she opened a cupboard and got out the vodka and poured some in.

		I didn’t have much coke this morning when I got up, so I’m not too wired. But I need to grab an hour or two of sleep on the couch before I head in to work. Having sex with Sony for half the night and then with Richie right after that really took it out of me. I’m glad Ron didn’t want some pussy this morning, too, or I’d really be dead on my feet today!

		

		****

		

		That day at work went fine, as it did for the next two days. Sony proved to be quite the little actress, giving Cathy gaga little looks the way she normally did, but not letting on that anything had changed between the two of them.

		Cathy danced twice in one day as Yvette, and then took a day off. She was doing a set at six o’clock tonight—during the prime drive-home crowd time—and then later, at ten.

		She checked Sony’s schedule and saw that she was getting off work tonight just as Cathy would be performing as Yvette; ten o’clock. She got with Richie and asked him if tonight was good with him for a bit of three-way fun with Sony, the girl having passed Cathy’s test about not telling anyone about the two of them with flying colors.

		Richie’s blue eyes gleamed with excitement as he said, “Yeah--tonight would be great with me. So you really think the kid can keep her mouth shut, right?”

		“She seems to be able to do that,” Cathy confirmed. “I thought I’d ask her if she wanted to do what we talked about that night we were in bed together, about bringing you into the bedroom, too; just to see if she’s still into that idea.”

		“When were you thinking of talking to her?” Richie asked.

		“After dance class this morning,” Cathy said, “before her shift starts this afternoon. She’s opening today, and then she’s off at ten tonight, so the timing would be perfect for us, if she’s cool with it.”

		Ron nodded his approval, shot her that shark’s grin of his, and took off for his office. Cathy went over to the bar where all the girls and Marty were scarfing down donuts, coffee, and soft drinks,

		“Okay, ladies, finish up your treats and let’s dance, shall we?” Cathy chided them.

		She sidled up to Sonia, who had walked over to put her purse and sunglasses on an empty table and whispered, “Have you got a minute to chat, after class?”

		“Sure,” the girl told her, “what’s up?”

		“Something I think you may like,” Cathy told her, with a flirty little grin that she was careful no one but Sony saw.

		After another one of her killer work outs, and the introduction of several new steps that the girls could consider working into their acts, Bobby led the group in some pole work, and then they called it a day. Sonia hung around until she and Cathy were alone in the empty club, except for Ro over behind the bar and Marty clear over by the front door, and then asked, “So?”

		“Remember when we got together that night, in bed?”

		Sony blushed with delight and said, “God, yes, do you think I could ever forget one of the hottest nights of my whole life?”

		Cathy smiled at her seductively and whispered, “Do you remember we talked about Richie, and maybe the two of us getting together with him some night soon?”

		Sony nodded, her face going serious but her eyes looking very excited. Cathy murmured, “Well, I’m dancing as Yvette tonight at ten, just for one set, and then, after that…I’d be available for a little three-way fun, and so would Richie. Would you be available, too, kitten?”

		“God, would I ever?” Sony gushed enthusiastically.

		

		****

		

		Cathy was a tiny bit nervous just before she went on at ten that night, as she always was when she played Yvette up on stage. Not over the dancing itself—she knew she could do that—but over the prospect of showing every last inch of her naked body to a couple of hundred screaming, leering, horny men once again.

		It was an exciting and taboo and totally kinky experience every time, and it always made her super-aroused, too. She usually fucked Richie furiously on the days or nights when she did her Yvette act.

		And tonight her excitement level was already at a fever pitch, knowing that right after her performance, she and Richie and Sony would all be sharing a bed together! Cathy found that she could hardly wait for that to happen.

		Its odd how things change, she thought at she waited for the music to start and for Tom, the sound guy, to bellow out his introduction of Yvette, direct from Paris, France.

		It seemed just yesterday to Cathy that she had fantasized endlessly about Richie giving up other girls for her, about the two of them sharing a conventional romantic connection; loving each other with fidelity and passion. Now, she wasn’t so sure that even she wanted that anymore.

		Tonight, with Sony, sounded hot, to Cathy. Her whole body tingled at just the thought of it.

		And the idea of Richie fucking Sony right in front of her, while she and the other girl fooled around together at the same time—that was why it sounded so hot!

		Maybe I won’t like it at all, once we’re actually doing it, Cathy thought as the Tom finished his intro, but right now, it sounds like incredible fun to me and I’m just dying to try it!

		The first bars of her new theme music blared out over the sound system and the curtains parted. Cathy and Ro had worked to find a drum-laden track that she could use to accompany her trademark strut down the ramp, and then Ro had cut it into the first song in her set, so that the theme gradually faded away and the song took over.

		Cathy’s heels hit the ramp in perfect time with the new theme’s pounding drum beat, and her ass swayed enticingly in the long gown she wore, most of her legs showing through the skirt’s long slits on both sides every time she took a step. She had her Yvette smile firmly in place and the decibel level was accelerating the closer she came to the stage as her mostly male audience screamed and clapped…

		The new parts that she had recently added to her act worked super. Once she was completely naked, except for her shoes, Cathy did a high kick with her right leg, caught the back of her thigh in both hands, and spun on just the toes her left foot several times, giving everyone in the club a long view of her split-open pussy; a new variation of “showing them her pink”.

		Then she teasingly lowered her leg and went immediately into a slow, muscular version of “the splits” for them, going all the way down onto the stage and then back up. Next, she did a little fuck move toward the crowd, showing them her pussy again, and the place exploded with applause and screams for more.

		Bills flew onto the stage and the cheers and catcalls and roars of pure lust for her sleek, curvy body rattled the very foundations of the place. As the last song ended, she toured the stage in triumph, waving, smiling, flashing the men a final look at her bare pussy, and shaking her breasts for them.

		It took several minutes to pick up all of the scattered currency and to retrieve her stripped off gown, gloves, bra, and panties. Once backstage, she tossed the bills onto her dressing table and went over to put “Yvette” away in her locker until she needed her again, hanging up the garments and stripping off the platinum wig.

		“God, I’m never going to make this much money in one set!” Sony said, her voice sounding awe-struck and slightly envious as she stared at the pile of cash strewn casually about on Cathy’s dressing table.

		“Yeah, that Yvette’s quite the puss,” Cathy said with a lopsided grin, as she put the Styrofoam head with the wig attached back into the locker and closed it. “The crowd just seems to love her.”

		“Are you ready?” Sony whispered; her grey eyes alive with excitement.

		“Just wait until I peel these fake lashes off and get this goop off my face,” Cathy said softly, “and then we party!”

		

		****

		

		“How do we do this?” Sony asked almost shyly, her youthful face coloring with slight embarrassment. “I’ve had three-ways with two other girls before, but never with a guy and another girl.”

		The three of them sat in the living room of Richie’s condo, nursing cocktails. They had come directly over from the club, Sony leaving her car there and Cathy volunteering to drop her off beside it later, after the evening’s fun was over.

		“Why don’t we start with just you girls?” Richie suggested. “And then I can join in when it seems appropriate. How does that sound?”

		“I’d love that,” Sony said, smiling at Cathy. “I can’t wait to be with her again; she’s so hot!”

		Richie laughed and said, “I’ll drink to that, kid.”

		He toasted her with his Chivas and soda and they all finished their drinks. Cathy stood up and held out her hand to Sony, wanting to get started.

		Her heart was beating like crazy, and it wasn’t due to the small lines of coke she’d done in Richie’s office before leaving the club just minutes ago. She couldn’t wait to be with Sony again, either, especially with Richie watching.

		She took the younger girl by the hand and led her up the stairs and into the master bedroom, Richie following along a few steps behind them. Cathy went over to the headboard and slid a small door back, removing the big tube of sex lubricant and tossing it casually on the bed as she began to get out of her blouse.

		Sony was eying the tube questioningly, so Cathy told her in a soft voice, “Richie just loves to ass-fuck me, so we’ll probably do that at least once tonight, kitten. Do you like anal?”

		“I don’t really know,” Sony said as she got out of her own blouse and removed her bra, “I do it with other girls all the time, with dildos and vibrators, but I’ve only tried it with guys a couple of times. Once was pretty nice, but the other guy didn’t use enough lube, and it kind of hurt.”

		“Richie’s super at it,” Cathy confided, “so don’t worry about him hurting you, if you want to try that tonight. He must have fucked me forty times up the ass by now, and he’s never hurt me even once. I come like crazy with him doing my clit with his fingertip while he drills me back there.”

		“Wow, that’s so cool!” Sony sighed, looking at Cathy’s now fully naked body. “I’d love to see you two have that kind of sex, babe! I bet you look sensational getting it up the butt, with that tight little ass of yours.”

		Cathy didn’t bother to answer. She just came over and took the girl in her arms and kissed her, their bare breasts mashing up against one another.

		There was a deep, masculine sigh and Cathy looked over out of the corner of her eye and saw that Richie had taken off his suit coat, tie, and shirt, as well as his suit pants, shoes and socks. He sat in a big easy chair in the corner of the room, his big cock fully hard and sticking out of the front of his boxers. He was gently stroking it as he watched the girls making out.

		Cathy broke off the kiss and nodded toward Richie. Sony looked over and her eyes went wide as she whispered, “God, he’s huge! I don’t think I’ve ever done anything with a cock that big before, Cathy.”

		“You’ve got dildos that big, haven’t you?”

		Sony smiled, looking slightly embarrassed again as she admitted, “Hell, I’ve got dildos that are twice that big! Some of my girlfriends are size queens, when it comes to fake cocks.”

		“Well, then, you should be fine,” Cathy said.

		She slipped an arm around Sony’s bare shoulders and led her over to the corner where Richie sat. She said, “Let’s play with this big fucker a little together, what do you say, cutie?”

		“I will if you will,” Sony whispered, smiling and seemingly mesmerized by the sight of the long, fat cock sticking up out of the shorts.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Sharing Richie

		

		The two girls went down onto their knees on the soft carpet, Cathy on Richie’s left, Sony on his right. Smiling mischievously, like a pair of imps out for naughty fun, they attacked him in unison, urging his butt up off the chair so that they could whisk his boxers off.

		Once they had him naked, Cathy leaned down and licked all around his cock head while Sony watched, eyes glittering with excitement. Cathy got him good and wet with her tongue and then began to suck him, putting on a little show for her girlfriend, taking every inch of his long, thick cock and then sliding her tongue out to lick his balls while she held him deep in her throat.

		“Holy fuck,” Sony gasped, “how do you do that? How do you keep from gagging?”

		Cathy slowly came up off him and turned to face her friend. She said, “It’s easy, once you learn to control your gag reflex. Want to try?”

		Smiling uncertainly, Sony leaned in and took Richie’s fat cock shaft from her. It shone with a thick coating of Cathy’s spittle, but that didn’t deter Sony a bit.

		She slid the mushroom-shaped head between her lips and sucked her way downward, Richie moaning with delight as he watched the pretty young dancer swallow his dick. Sony got almost all the way down to his balls and then her throat convulsed around him, and she came back up quickly, coughing and choking.

		“Whoa, that’s a lot of cock!” she gasped as her mouth slid off him, tears in her eyes from gagging on the big rod of flesh.

		“Why don’t you suck and lick his nuts while I do the blowjob part?” Cathy suggested gently, taking Richie’s cock back from the girl.

		“Jesus,” was Richie’s smiling comment as he watched Cathy eat all of him easily again while Sony leaned down and licked his nut sac thoroughly with her lively little tongue.

		She popped his big left ball into her mouth and sucked softly on it, her tongue all over it as she nursed, Cathy’s head going up and down on his shaft, her own tongue swirling around his prick while she sucked. Richie sighed with pleasure, watching the two gorgeous young women worship his dick with their mouths and tongues.

		Sony switched nuts, sucking the right one now. Cathy let her work on it for a full minute, and then pulled her head up off Richie’s throbbing bone.

		“Kiss me around his dick and help me suck it, kitten,” Cathy urged the girl, her voice breathy and lower than usual from sheer arousal.

		Getting the idea right away, Sony leaned in and put her lips around one side of Richie’s thick member as Cathy kissed the other side. His girth was such that their lips barely met, but their tongues were all over the surface of his prick as they moved their mouths up and down it in unison.

		They paused each time they reached to top to kiss for real for a moment, and then slid their joined lips back down over his cock head and all the way down the shaft once again. He groaned at the sight of the two hotties kissing and tongue-playing as they sucked him.

		“Fuck, but you two are sensational together!” He twisted in the chair beneath them, his cock lurching so hard it almost jumped free of their oral embrace.

		Cathy teased his nut sac lightly with her fingernails as they toyed with his dick with their mouths. He sighed again and said, “God, Cath, I want to put this thing to work. You’ve got it hard as an iron bedpost. Let me fuck one of you with it…please!”

		“Fuck Sony,” Cathy said, letting his cock slip out of her mouth’s embrace, looking up at him, her blue eyes blazing with lust. “She’s never had you in her before and I want to see it. I want to see her ride this big, thick, hard thing, baby!”

		Wordlessly, Sony got to her feet. Cathy moved back and watched as the girl knelt on the chair, Richie’s cock between her legs.

		Sony dipped her wet pussy down onto the engorged cock head and slowly let her weight down on it. Cathy felt her stomach tighten as she moved over on her knees, right behind Sony, and watched closely as Richie’s manhood disappeared up into her young friend’s stretched open pussy.

		God, that looks so neat! Cathy thought as the girl bottomed out on Richie’s cock, her lower lips resting against its base, all of it sheathed up inside her stretched-open slit.

		She was surprised at how little jealousy she was feeling at that moment. Cathy stood up and leaned over Sony, taking a big, ripe breast in each hand and kneading them as the girl sighed, closed her eyes, and her lush hips began to undulate up and down, spearing Richie’s dick up into herself again and again.

		“Do you like her, baby?” Cathy hissed at Richie, staring down at him over Sony’s mane of long brown locks. “Is my little Sony tight and wet for you?”

		“Yesssssssss,” Richie breathed out softly, staring up into his girlfriend’s eyes as he fucked another woman in front of her for the first time. “She’s great; her little pussy is as slick and tight as it can be, babe.”

		Cathy leaned down around Sony’s right shoulder and kissed her lightly on the cheek. The girl opened her eyes and turned her head.

		Just before their lips met in a long, sensuous kiss, Cathy whispered, “I knew you’d like her, darling. She’s as sweet as candy. My little girlfriend is so hot!”

		Cathy’s lips met hers and Sony moaned, working her hips faster on Richie’s cock. Their tongues caressed one another and Cathy tweaked the girl’s very erect nipples as she rode.

		“Fuck, you two look so beautiful together,” Richie marveled, watching wide eyed as the two women made out and Cathy tugged at the girl’s nipples

		Sony made a little whining sound that Cathy remembered from their last time together, and knew that Sony was getting really turned on. She sucked at the girl’s tongue and palmed her big breasts in each hand and squeezed them lightly.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Sony moaned.

		“Man, her pussy’s going crazy around my dick, babe,” Richie sighed. “What a hot little piece this girl is!”

		Pulling her head back slightly, Sony gasped for breath and told Cathy, “God, he feels so good up inside me, darling! He’s fucking me so good—just like you said he would. What a cock your guy’s got!”

		Cathy smiled and said, “Yeah, it’s great, isn’t it? Are you going to come for us, babygirl? Are you going to come for us on Richie’s big dick while I play with these beautiful tits of yours?”

		Sony bit her lower lip and nodded that she was. She sighed, “Fuck, yes, I am. Oh, Cath, this is so wild, so hot, fucking him with you!”

		Cathy leaned in and kissed her again, her own nipples as firm as they could be, and her pussy leaking hot lube. She could hardly wait for her turn on Richie’s fat cock, or on Sony’s limber little tongue—she didn’t much care which right at that moment!

		In just a few seconds, her young friend made that familiar little mewling sound that she usually made just before her cunny went off. Cathy found her nipples again and squeezed them just the way she knew Sony liked it the best.

		The girl went rigid for a moment and then tore her mouth from Cathy’s and screamed, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming! I’m coming so good, Cath. Oh, Richie, fuck me hard with that big dick of yours!”

		Cathy and Richie worked together, as if they’d been doing it all their lives, tugging at the moaning, shivering girl’s tits, fucking up into her relentlessly, milking every last tremor of orgasm out of her. Sony whined and whimpered and babbled about how good it all was.

		As last, Cathy helped her off of Richie’s still very hard cock. It was positively gleaming with the girl’s jizz and lubricant.

		“Let’s get you on this bed, sweetie,” Cathy said, helping the suddenly weak-kneed Sony onto the bed.

		Richie got up from the chair and joined them on the mattress. Cathy pushed him onto his back and got in between his legs, eyeing his juicy cock hungrily.

		“My favorite two things, all together in one place, babe,” she whispered, her lips right above his cock head, “Sony’s sweet pussy oil and girl spunk and your cock!”

		She sucked every last inch of him in, cleaning his prick off with her swiping tongue and eagerly swallowing. He sighed and stroked her shag-cut blonde mane as she ate him again and again, enjoying Sony’s taste and his seeping pre-come.

		“Babe, I’m not going to last forever, if you keep sucking me like that,” he finally advised her with a little half grin. “God, you’re really getting after my dick tonight with that talented little mouth of yours, Cath.”

		“I’m excited, Richie, love,” she whispered, kissing his wet cock and teasing it with her tongue. “I want to do everything. I want to suck you and fuck you, and oh, God, I want you up my ass while Sony licks my pussy off at the same time!”

		Richie’s prick jerked in her hand. He said, “Damn, sweetheart, I love the way you think!”

		Sony, who had seemed a bit out of it after her spectacular first orgasm of the night, crawled back over to join them. She was beaming with delight at what Cathy had just said and at seeing the two of them together, his prick in Cathy’s fist and her mouth all over his cock head and balls.

		“Are you going to do that?” The girl asked him, excitedly. “Are you going to fuck Cathy in that tight little ass of hers?”

		Richie looked from the girl down to Cathy. She smiled and said, “The lube is right there beside you, babe. Why don’t you grease my bottom up and fuck me back there while Sony and I do a little sixty-nining, what do you say?”

		Richie grinned broadly as he reached for the tube of lubricant, saying, “I think that’s a great idea. Why don’t you get up on your hands and knees, kitten?”

		Cathy did just that and, seconds later, she had Richie’s finger deep in her asshole, massaging in a big wad of the slippery goo. She sighed, loving the way that felt.

		Glancing over at the wide-eyed Sony, she smiled, thrilled that the girl was about to watch her take Richie’s cock up her bottom. She licked lips suggestively and blew Sony a little kiss.

		“You sexy bitch,” Sony laughed with sheer delight, “God, but this is fun!”

		Richie moved in behind Cathy, some of the slippery lube coating is hard on as well, and centered it in the small pucker of her anus. He pushed forward slowly and Cathy moaned and moved her hips back against him, opening for him.

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” she sighed as inch after inch of hot, hard prick slid into her backdoor.

		“Geez, that’s so cool!” Sony gasped, watching the big cock glide into Cathy’s sleek little butt, filling it with hard prick.

		He began to fuck her slowly, powerfully, deeply. His cock was pushed all the way up her ass with each stroke, his big nuts bouncing against her pussy as he began to play with her dangling tits with his left hand and toy with her clit with his right.

		Cathy sighed and looked over at Sony. “See, it doesn’t hurt at all. As a matter of fact, it feels fantastic!”

		Sony smiled back at her uncertainly, her eyes never leaving the spot where Richie’s thick cock was plowing in and out of Cathy’s anus. After another minute of watching, she said, “Should I eat you now? That would be so hot, licking pussies with you while Richie does your bottom like that!”

		“Yes, baby, come over here and slide under me on your back. I can’t wait to suck that juicy little cunt of yours while Richie gives it to me up the ass, just like he’s doing now.”

		Sony did as she requested, and in less than a minute, the women were licking cunnies enthusiastically while Richie pummeled Cathy’s tight little butt with his wide cock. The three of them were totally into it now, with Richie sighing and shaking his head in wonder as the watched Cathy licking pussy for the first time; and in turn having her pussy licked by another girl.

		“You two are terrific together,” he panted, fucking Cathy hard. “There’s something that’s just so incredibly sexy about two beautiful women loving each other!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was Cathy’s only comment, her tongue and lips all over Sony’s delicious little slit.

		Sony stopped licking Cathy’s pussy only long enough to gush happily, “God, this is super! I can see that big cock of his going in and out right above my nose…he’s really giving it to you, Cath!”

		Cathy made a little mewling sound that indicated that he was, indeed, really giving it to her. She licked wildly at Sony’s clit and pushed her nose down further into the juicy folds, drowning in hot pussy oil and loving every second of it!

		Richie picked up his stroke, banging Cathy with everything he had now. He sighed, “Jesus, babe, you’re so fucking tight back here. I can’t last much longer, not after that dick sucking you two gave me and fucking Sony’s slick little cunt until she came!”

		Cathy merely burbled something down into Sony’s slit and licked all the harder. She was right on the edge, and when Richie shot her full of his hot ball juice, she knew she’d be coming right along with him!

		He groaned loudly and began to do just that. Cathy shuddered and felt her pussy going nuts on Sony’s tongue.

		She showered the licking girl with her own orgasmic outpouring and heard Sony swallow. The girl’s ass came up off the mattress to press Sony’s clasping cunny up against Cathy’s mouth even harder as the young dancer began to come as well.

		“Oh, man, what a hot kid she is, Cath!” Richie was panting for breath as he spoke, his dick still sliding in and out of Cathy’s gripping anal sheath, still spewing come. “My jizz is leaking out of your butt and down into Sony’s mouth and she’s swallowing it right down, along with your spunk!”

		Cathy shivered at the thought of how that must look and came even more fiercely!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		A Visit From The Enemy

		

		When Cathy breezed into the club the next morning, Richie was waiting for her. He had Marty carry Cathy’s boxes of donuts over to the bar and distribute them to the waiting girls, escorting her into his office and locking the door behind them.

		“What’s going on?” She asked the question nervously, not having a clue as to what he wanted to talk to her in private about.

		“Two things; first off, last night that prick, Luke Brand, dropped his cover charge to half price at The Stallion, Sundays through Thursday’s.”

		Cathy frowned at that awful news. But Richie went on to say, “And I had a call from Willie Harrison, the entertainment columnist this morning. He wants to interview Yvette here at the club this afternoon, at three, and he’s bringing some French guy with him, to interpret, since the rumor around town is that Yvette’s English is lousy.”

		Cathy felt her heart kick into high gear. Her last college French teacher had been a native of France, and he had assured her that her accent and knowledge of French slang and the idiom was so good that she could have passed for a native French speaker.

		Now, she guessed they’d see if he’d been right!

		“How do we handle this?” She asked the question as calmly as she could, trying not to let it show that she was extremely nervous about talking to a reporter, especially through a French interpreter who was actually from France.

		“Well, after the class today is over, we’ll shoo all of the girls out of here, either home or backstage—the ones who will be opening—and then you and I will sit down at your table and talk to the columnist and his interpreter. And, I’m thinking that if you don’t mind, you should tell them that you’re dancing in the first rotation today, so you’ll have to cut the interview short so that you can get ready to dance.”

		“Good idea,” Cathy quickly agreed. “I’ll be happy to dance a set or two to get out of this…interview as fast as I can, and that’s for sure!”

		

		****

		

		After they emerged from Richie’s office, Cathy having snorted up a couple of small lines of coke to get her energy level up for teaching the session, she went over to the table where Sony was standing, ready to dance. There was no one within twenty feet of them, so Cathy whispered, “How’s your bottom today, kid? Richie really gave it a ride last night, didn’t he?”

		Sony laughed and nodded that he had. She whispered back, “Yeah, that was intense, but I’m glad I tried it. Now I know what anal is supposed to feel like, when a guy does it right.”

		She gave Cathy a saucy wink and then finished with, “And it was especially nice, having that little tongue of yours all over my clit while he butt-fucked me so beautifully, babe.”

		Now it was Cathy’s turn to nod, and she did. Then she asked, “So, are we still on for tomorrow night, just the two of us, at your place?”

		“God, yes,” Sony murmured, looking into Cathy’s blue eyes with her sexy grey ones. “I can’t wait. I just love making it with you, Cath!”

		“Likewise,” Cathy said with a big grin, “I’m getting to like this girl-girl stuff as much as I like straight sex.”

		As they started for the main stage, where the other girls were waiting for them, Cathy whispered out of the side of her mouth, “And you and I…together with Richie…wow!”

		Sony was still giggling with delight at the thought of that as they climbed up onto the stage and got ready to work.

		

		****

		

		Cathy sat at the table where she usually sat to watch her charges dance. Only this time, she wasn’t alone.

		With her was Willie Harrison, a short, balding man of about sixty, who had been a reporter since his twenties and a featured columnist in Las Vegas for thirty years, along with a fellow he had introduced as Marcel Bonnet, the owner of a local catering operation who had learned the kitchen trade in his native France.

		Cathy wore her full Yvette outfit, since she was to dance before too long anyway and the theatrical makeup, eyelashes, wig and all of the rest of it made her feel more in character as the fictional Yvette. Plus, wearing her own “Cathy” clothes when she was made up to be Yvette would have just felt too weird.

		In her mind, Yvette was a creature who only wore long evening gowns, opera gloves, and heels. Cathy’s mental picture of her alter-ego didn’t feature the mysterious French sex kitten wearing sweats and a sports bra—ever!

		“And, so how do you like the United States?” the columnist asked brightly, practically drooling as he looked at Cathy in the Yvette get up.

		After Bonnet translated the question, she replied, in French, that she had not seen much of it yet, having flown into New York originally, staying over for one night and shopping most of the next day. And then she had flown directly out to Las Vegas on a “red-eye” flight in the middle of the night, so she hadn’t even seen much of Nevada yet, let alone a country as vast as the U.S.

		The Frenchman, Bonnet translated her words perfectly, regarding her with an air of detached amusement. She wondered if that meant he had seen right through her and was preparing to reveal her as a fraud to the newspaperman.

		With Cathy’s heart constantly in her throat at the thought of that awful humiliation, they talked for a total of about fifteen minutes. Harrison took copious notes about a fictitious life spent in France. When “Yvette” at last told them that she had to go backstage to get ready to perform in a little while, Harrison looked over at Bonnet and asked him very directly, “So, is she real deal, Marcel? Is she French?”

		Marcel Bonnet smiled broadly, reached over and took Cathy’s hand and gallantly kissed the back of it. He said, with a pronounced French accent, “She is as French as I am, Willie, my old friend. And she is a thoroughly charming representative of our country as well, I might add.”

		He turned back to Harrison and said, “You can take off without me. I’ll get a cab back over to my place. I’m going to stay and watch this young lady dance. She is much too beautiful to miss!”

		Harrison’s not very attractive face broke into a smile as he replied, “No need for a cab, Marcel. I’m staying, too. Seeing a real babe like this one naked isn’t something I’m going to miss, either!”

		Cathy, pretending that she hadn’t understood much of what had just been said—and breathing easier than she had since that morning, when she’d first heard about this interview—got up and took her leave, telling them in her heavily accented English that she had been pleased to meet them. She got out of the main room and back to her makeup table as quickly as her shaky legs would carry her without actually breaking out into a run!

		It was odd to be in the big dressing area alone, with no other girls getting ready to dance. Karen and Rita, who were to follow her after she opened the club at four, were due in soon. Richie had told them to slip in through the kitchen, to avoid having to talk to the newspaper reporter.

		Cathy and Richie trusted all of the girls to keep their mouths shut about the Yvette scam. And the dancers had stayed impressively close-mouthed about it.

		The girls all realized that “Yvette’s” various appearances here at The Bohemia were what was keeping the place full and helping to neutralize the threat from Selena and Allesandra, the Spanish headliner at The Stallion Club. But there was no point in taking chances that something would slip out in conversation, the more people Harrison talked to.

		Pacing up and down in the dressing room, Cathy thought about sneaking a couple of lines of coke before the other girls showed up and then realized that she didn’t need to do that. She already was so wired up from the interview, and lying in French to an actual native speaker for fifteen full minutes, and apparently pulling it off, that she didn’t require any more stimulation right at the moment.

		She glanced over at the big clock and saw that it was just past four, so she could take the stage now whenever she wanted. As soon as she got into place backstage, Tom, the sound guy would intro her and start the music.

		There was no hurry, because Richie liked for the opening set girls to take their time coming on. That gave all of the customers who wanted to order snacks from the kitchen or drinks from the bar time to do so before the show started and the mostly male audience got too preoccupied with ogling the naked girls to worry about ordering much.

		Speak of the devil; she thought as Richie abruptly appeared in the room, looking worried and angry. He rushed up to her and said, “That fucking Luke Brand is here, along with his new star attraction: the red fox, Allesandra, to watch you dance as Yvette.”

		Cathy’s heartbeat suddenly went nuts inside her chest. What did this mean? Why would those two suddenly appear at the club, especially at four in the afternoon? How had they guessed that she would be the opening act today?

		“This whole thing smells like a set up, to me,” Richie said angrily, stalking around the room. “First there was this…interview with the paper, and that guy who was checking out your French. And now Brand and his lead dancer show up from out of the blue.”

		He turned and looked at her. “I think that Marcel guy was supposed to find you to be a fake, so that Brand and his paid flunky, that fucking Harrison, could expose you in the paper as a fraud and ruin your act here, as Yvette. I can’t prove it, but it sure looks like that to me.”

		Fuming, he stomped around the room for another minute, thinking out loud as he went, “It was smart, making it look like a legitimate interview, a story for the entertainment page. But as soon as that didn’t work, because your French fooled that Bonnet character, here comes Brand to check things out for himself One of those two shit weasels, either Harrison or Bonnet, must have texted him the news about you passing the…”French” test. And he and his new girl must have been just waiting to drive over here when they got the word, because they sure got here in a hurry.”

		Richie glared and said, “I feel like having Marty throw the whole bunch of them out; give Brand his fucking cover charge back and just toss the whole lot of ‘em out of here on their butts!”

		Cathy put a reassuring hand on his arm and said, “Just chill out, babe; we got through the interview alright, and we’ll get through this, too. I’m going out there and dance my ass off, really give Brand and his new hottie a show, just to let them know what they’re up against.”

		He smiled. “That’s the spirit. Show that bitch how it’s done, Cath!’

		She headed for the stage and then stopped. Turning, she asked him, “So, is she as pretty in person as she is on those billboards?”

		Richie made a glum face and admitted, “She’s a fucking knockout, babe, but then so are you. Go get ‘em!”

		

		****

		

		Cathy peeked out from behind the curtains. Richie had seated Brand and his party, Marcel Bonnet, Willie Harrison, and Allesandra, The Stallion Club’s headliner at Cathy’s usual table. Nearly all of the tables and the stools along the bar, Cathy noticed with satisfaction, were full, even though they’d just opened the doors ten minutes ago.

		Allesandra was certainly as advertised. The girl was probably right around Cathy’s age, mid-twenties, and her red hair fell in fiery, dark cinnamon-shaded glory down over her shoulders and onto her back.

		She was wearing a pretty peasant blouse in white, with a lot of fancy stitching on it and a scooped neckline that showed off her awesome tits. Cathy wondered, vaguely, if they were mostly silicone. Somewhat cattily, she supposed, she found herself hoping that they were, because Allesandra was flat-out spectacular in person!

		Tom started shouting into the mike and Cathy got ready. Her thumping theme music blared out and the curtains opened. Cathy gave the near-sellout crowd her million-dollar smile and started down the ramp defiantly.

		She loved this! Cathy found she wasn’t a bit nervous, just because her rival and Brand were in the house today. She fully intended to show this Spanish chick a move or two. Because she wasn’t Cathy Walton anymore after her theme music started; she was now Yvette, the Queen of Las Vegas!

		And Cathy was totally “in the zone” this afternoon. Every step, every dip, every move was sheer perfection.

		All of the men in the nearly-full club were screaming for her. Luke Brand glanced around the wall-shaking room in what looked like awe as he checked out the crowd’s frenzied reaction to Cathy as she strutted, shimmied, stripped, swooped around the pole, and “showed her pink”. She twirled on one foot as her triumphant set concluded, her leg straight up against her naked chest, her toes pointed at the ceiling, her pussy proudly on display and as wet as it could be.

		She couldn’t stop smiling, tantalizing, showing off for the thundering crowd. Money blew up onto the stage in a blizzard of currency. She pranced across the stage a final time, shaking her boobies for the boys, flashing her pink, winking at them, and then bidding them good bye in French.

		When she was back in the dressing room, a huge pile of cash on her makeup table, a robe thrown casually over her nakedness, she looked up and was shocked to see Allesandra enter the room. The Spanish girl came over to her, and Cathy realized that she was the same height as her, five-ten.

		And, God was she ever beautiful! The woman had perfect bronze skin, flashing brown eyes and that hair! The hair was tawny, wonderfully red and lustrous, falling in waves onto the Spanish girl’s shoulders.

		“Hello,” she said haltingly, and even the one word she spoke somehow seemed to be heavily accented, “Mr. Vittone said I could…come and…tell you how…wonderful you are!”

		She spoke quickly, the stammered words sounding as if she had rehearsed them in her mind and wanted to get them out before she forgot them. Allesandra smiled shyly and went on to ask, in Spanish, “Do you speak Spanish?”

		“Not well,” Cathy replied in French-accented Spanish, which was a real reach for her linguistic skills. “How is your French?”

		“Tres bon, je pense,” Allesandra said, in a lilting accent that Cathy realized was French spoken in a Spanish accent. It was a little different, but still quite understandable.

		“That is wonderful,” Cathy answered her in her own perfect French, “because my English…it is not so good, either!”

		Allesandra beamed at her and said, in a bubbly, excited tone, “You are a sensational dancer, and your body is superb! What control you have, and I loved your work with the pole!”

		Cathy smiled awkwardly, not sure how to reply. At last, she said, “I would like to come and see you dance sometime as well. Perhaps some evening soon, I will get Richie, Mr. Vittone, to escort me to your club, so that I might see your act.”

		The two of them just stood there for long moments after that, checking each other out without appearing to do so. Allesandra was stealthy about it, but Cathy caught the girl looking down the crack of her cleavage twice, straining to see her breasts better.

		Trying to appear casual about it, Cathy removed her robe and picked up the towel from her dressing table. She said in French, “I must shower now. I hope to see you soon…all of you, Allesandra.”

		As she emphasized that she’d enjoy seeing “all” of Allesandra, Cathy stared pointedly at the girl’s big, voluptuous breasts before adding, with a little leer of appreciation for them, “You are a strikingly beautiful woman…and I just adore women; almost as much as I like men, if you see what I mean?”

		Allesandra blushed but did not look away from Cathy’s exposed tits and waxed-bare pussy. Instead, she licked her lips in a most provocative way and said in a sultry whisper, “I would love that, Yvette, to show you all I have, I mean…because I, too, love women as much as I love men, you see. And you are perfect in every way!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Winning The Battle

		

		When Cathy got to the club the next morning, all of her girls were grinning from ear to ear, as were Marty and Richie. Marty took the donut boxes she was carrying from her and proudly escorted her over to the bar, where he laid them out and then helped himself to his Boston crèmes.

		“Well, it’s nice to see a bunch of smiling faces again for a change, instead of glum ones,” Cathy said, looking around. “What happened?”

		“The Stallion raised their cover back up to normal last night!” Bobby shouted gleefully.

		“Yeah, after Luke Brand got a look at what he was up against, he folded, big-time!” Rita crowed proudly.

		“You kicked their ass, Cath!” Sony said, beaming. “He knew he couldn’t put us out of business with Yvette dancing here, not even with half-price admission!”

		Cathy grinned, feeling sensational. She had done it! She’d actually done it!

		“That’s cool,” she said after at moment.

		She looked over at her boyfriend and asked, “Do you really think that was it? Was it seeing Yvette dance what made him go back to his standard admission policy?”

		“You bet,” Richie said exuberantly, looking as proud as he could be of her, “why else would he back off so quickly? You scared the hell out of him, babe. And I think that Allesandra broad had an impact, too. She kept going on and on about how fucking good you were while you were dancing, and Luke was definitely listening to her, from the story I got from the surrounding tables.”

		“You had people at the tables around his, listening to what they said?”

		“Of course I did, do you think I’m brain-dead?” Richie asked, grinning. “Allesandra said you were incredibly talented and the most beautiful dancer she’d ever seen.”

		I like you even more now, Allesandra, Cathy thought. I’m going to lick your pussy like a crazy girl, if I ever get the chance. You can count on that!

		“I told her, when she came back to visit me in the dressing room, that I’d like to see her dance, too,” Cathy told Richie. “Will you take me to see her tonight? I’m curious as to how good she really is.”

		She gave him a pointed little smile and added, “She’s one fucking hot-looking babe, and that’s no kidding.”

		Two of the other girls who had been in the club last night, and had seen Allesandra in person, readily agreed. Cathy nodded and said, “Well, it appears that we won a battle, but the war’s not over yet. Let’s get to work, shall we, ladies? Let’s dance.”

		

		****

		

		Unlike Yvette, Allesandra had a set schedule. She was to dance at nine that night and Richie phoned Luke Brand and told him that he and Yvette would be attending the performance.

		Brand groused a little about having a major league attraction like Yvette in the audience, but in the end agreed to alert his bouncer that Richie and Yvette were going to be in attendance this evening. Richie was positive that part of the reason the rival club owner was making sure they wouldn’t have to wait in line was to ensure that a bunch of male customers who might see Yvette in line with them wouldn’t follow her back over to The Bohemia when she left later.

		Richie took her to dinner while she was still dressed as Cathy, and then they slipped over to his condo so that she could don the wig, shoes, and a new gown she’d bought that day just for tonight’s visit to The Stallion.

		It wasn’t a stripper gown like the black one she wore onstage. It was subdued and classy, and she left off the opera gloves and a little of the makeup, too.

		She didn’t dare leave off too much of it, however, because she didn’t want anyone to recognize her as Cathy, the dance instructor from The Bohemia and make the Yvette/Cathy connection. And, since many of the Stallion’s customers also frequented Richie’s club, and knew Cathy by sight, she kept the long, fake eyelashes in place for the evening as well.

		“This place looks kind of old and run down,” Cathy commented in a soft whisper as the doorman—who was big but wasn’t quite as large as Marty—waved them brusquely inside, as if he wanted to get rid of them.

		“Yeah, all the nice décor touches that are left in this dump date from when Digger Brand, that was Luke’s dad, was still alive and ran the place,” Richie said as they entered the big club. “Unlike his kid, Digger was an okay guy. My dad got along with him, even though they were rivals.”

		He escorted Cathy down to a nice table near the main stage, where a tall, busty brunette girl was finishing up her act, dancing in only a pair of low heels. They sat down and Richie added, “Luke’s a prick, compared to his old man. And he’s a cheapskate, too; that’s why everything is so shoddy looking in here. He won’t spend much on refurbishing unless he has to. That’s why I was so surprised when he splurged on luring Serena away from us and hiring the Spanish gal for a two month engagement.”

		“He was going for the kill shot,” Cathy said, looking around, noting that she—as Yvette--was the topic of conversation at nearly every table in the room, and all along the bar as well.

		She felt badly for the dancer up onstage. The girl’s tips were taking it right in the neck; everyone was looking at “Yvette”, and not up on the stage.

		The set ended and Cathy looked down at her watch. It was nine, straight up.

		“And now, ladies and gentleman, all the way from Madrid, Spain, the toast of Europe, and the hottest, most exciting nude dancer in all of the U.S., Las Vegas included, the one, the only…red fox…la roja zorra…the stunning, the seductive dance stylings of…Allesandra!”

		The curtains parted and Allesandra slithered out onto the stage, wearing a Flamenco dancer’s costume. It was black, with red lace on the edges of the layers of material that made up the flowing, skirt part of the costume. The top half consisted of a tight red bodice, with two straps of scarlet lace going over her otherwise bare shoulders. Her red hair had been pulled up into a swirling up-do, held in place by a large, traditional black and red comb.

		The music pumping out over the speakers was quick paced; Spanish, with lots of guitars, and Allesandra stomped her feet in the Flamenco style to the insistent beat, and twirled around the big stage. After one circuit, she bent and undid the lowest layer of the skirt and slowly stripped it off, revealing her feet and ankles in a pair of shiny black boots with Cuban heels.

		The men screamed for more. She smiled coyly at them and danced more Flamenco for them, stripping off the second layer of the skirt about halfway through the number, leaving her calves bare, too, except for the black fishnet half-stockings she wore along with the boots.

		As the song ended, she got rid of the final layer of the skirt, leaving her wearing only a pair of tight, shiny black satin shorts and the red top, along with the boots and fishnets. A new song came on immediately, also vaguely Spanish, but not Flamenco.

		She moved sensually, seductively, to this number, slowly unzipping the tight shorts and letting them fall down her long legs as she danced. Cathy smiled.

		This babe was excellent, when it came to dancing, and stripping. And she was utterly delicious looking, in her tight, low-cut red top and her frilly little red panties that were all but see-through.

		Allesandra took the comb out of her hair, shook the long red mane loose and let it fall down onto her shoulders as she continued the dance. Then she tossed the comb aside and began to toy with straps of her red top.

		She flicked the right strap down off her shoulder, smiling saucily at the crowd as she did so. The men went nuts, flinging bills onstage.

		She undid the second strap and then slowly worked the elastic garment up her firm belly, baring it to just underneath her breasts. As the second song neared its end, Allesandra pulled the top off, leaving herself naked except for her stockings, footwear, and the sheer panties.

		“Those are real, for sure,” Cathy whispered, staring with obvious delight at two of the nicest, firmest, roundest breasts she’d ever seen.

		Allesandra had beautiful brownish-red nipples that protruded outward from the centers of her magnificent twin orbs, which were the same perfect bronze tone as the rest of the girl’s exceptional skin. She flicked the panties downward, revealing her pussy lips, which had been waxed as bare as Cathy’s.

		Wow, now that’s a pretty pussy! Cathy thought as she stared at the other girl’s smallish, very beautiful slit. And she gets excited when she dances, just like I do; look at the gleam on those pussy lips under the spotlight—they’re positively shiny with cunny lube. And check out those hot nipples, standing out so proudly on those great tits of hers!

		“Shake it, baby!” a man’s voice screamed. “Whip that little cunt of yours around and show us how you fuck!”

		A rumble of calls and pleas and excited demand for the Spanish girl to “show us your pink” reverberated through the club. Allesandra did just that.

		Smiling provocatively, she shimmied and shook and strutted across the big stage, unabashedly showing everyone her wet pussy folds. Her efforts unleashed a new torrent of thrown money. She turned her back to the crowd and thrust her perfect ass out and shook it for the men as well, and then leaned forward, spread her legs and showed them her pussy again, along with that tight, beautiful butt of hers as her palms touched the stage floor.

		“She’s hot,” Cathy said, grinning at Richie. “And she can really dance, too.”

		“I bet you’d like to get your tongue up that pretty little slit of hers, wouldn’t you, Cath?” he whispered, his eyes gleaming with amusement at his girlfriend’s open ogling of the other woman.

		“You bet I would,” Cathy murmured, staring with rapt attention at Allesandra and her red-hot body. “She’s incredible!”

		

		****

		

		“Do you think they’d let me go backstage and congratulate her in person?” Cathy asked in a whisper.

		“I don’t know,” Richie replied, “we did, at The Bohemia, when she wanted to go back and meet Yvette, but then I’m not a prick, like Luke Brand is.”

		She grinned at him and murmured teasingly, “Says you.”

		Then she and got up from the table and said in a very heavy French accent, “I’m going to try, in my poor, fractured English.”

		Richie just grinned and shooed her in the general direction of backstage.

		Cathy was met by a huge security guy almost immediately. She explained, in her very best pigeon English that she was Yvette, the dancer, and that she wished to see her friend, Miss Allesandra.

		The big man looked askance at her. Luke Brand came down the hall behind him and smiled at Cathy.

		She shivered. Luke Brand had a smile like a rattlesnake would have, if a rattlesnake could smile.

		“Right this way, baby,” he said, a smarmy little smirk on his face, taking her by the elbow.

		Cathy wished in that instant that she had worn the opera gloves tonight after all, so that his fingers would have been on them instead of her skin. Luke Brand’s mere touch gave her the creeps.

		As he walked her down the hall, to the dancer’s dressing room, he whispered, “How much money would it take to get you over here, dancing for me, alongside Foxy?”

		“Foxy?” Cathy asked in her phony, heavily French-accented English, “Que’est-ce que?”

		When it was clear that he had no French and didn’t understand that she had just asked him “what is that?” in regard to the word “Foxy”, which was obviously his pet name for Allesandra, the “red fox”.

		“Yvette” then asked him in her halting English, “What…what is…this, foxy?”

		“Allesandra,” he explained, and none too patiently. “How much money, dollars, would it take to get you over here, to my club, instead of The Bohemia?”

		Cathy pretended to look shocked. She shook her head “no”, and said, “I stay. I like…Richie, and the girls there. I stay.”

		He started to say something else, but she yanked her elbow out of his loose grip and charged on into the dressing room, where Allesandra, nude except for her stockings and boots stood.

		“You came!” Allesandra said excitedly in her poor own English, as she eagerly embraced her fellow headliner.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Cathy said in reply, reveling in the girl’s naked hug.

		Allesandra’s, big natural tits felt super against her own chest, and it was all Cathy could do to refrain from kissing the knockout girl she held in her arms, with their faces so close together. This babe was super-hot, and Cathy wanted her!

		“Oooh, you are so pretty!” Allesandra breathed heavily in Cathy’s ear just then, “I think that you are…how do you say it? I think you are…hot…muy caliente!”

		Cathy smiled broadly, wanting that kiss more than ever after hearing that. She whispered, in French, “I’d like to see you, away from the club, I mean. Would you like that?”

		Allesandra’s beautiful face lit up and she murmured breathily, “Mon Dieu, oui, je veux voir vous aussi!”

		That meant, “My, God, yes, I want to see you, too!” in English, and Cathy felt her heart tighten in her chest and her clit begin to throb. She asked excitedly, “When, and where?” in French.

		Allesandra let go of her and hurried over to her dressing table. She found a pen and a scrap of paper and wrote down a phone number and handed it to Cathy, her eyes bright with passion.

		The girl told her in whispered French, “I’ll be home in an hour, call me, and then come and spend the night with me in bed, my sweet one!”

		Cathy smiled conspiratorially and said she would glad to do just that.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Getting To Know Allesandra

		

		Richie gave her a look as he drove her back to the club. She had just told him that he would probably be sleeping alone tonight, since she had an all-night “date” with Allesandra.

		“Nice, real nice,” he muttered, pretending to be hurt, “my girl sleeping with the enemy, the very first chance she gets!”

		Cathy laughed, “Oh, come off it, Richie, my love. You’d be sleeping with her yourself, if she’d asked you instead of me, and you know it!”

		He chuckled and nodded his head enthusiastically. Then his face went mock serious as he said, “But only if you were there, too, of course.”

		Cathy exploded into another fit of laughter, saying, “Oh, bullshit! You’d jump her bones in a blink, whether I was there or not.”

		Both of them roared with amusement over that; and Richie didn’t even try to challenge her assertion, or further defend his intentions, concerning what she’d just said about his eagerness to bed Allesandra.

		At last, he wiped his eyes and said, “Well, that might be true, but you know what, kitten? It really would be sensational to be in bed with the two of you. You’re both so fucking gorgeous, and I really get the sense that this Allesandra babe is hell on wheels in the sack, just like you are, don’t you?”

		She smiled cattily at him and answered teasingly, “I’ll tell you in the morning, sweetie.”

		He sighed and then said, “Well, have fun…but I do want to hear all about it tomorrow!”

		“You will, I promise,” she told him, patting him on the cheek as they rolled to a stop in front of The Bohemia.

		She looked at him brightly and said, “Why don’t you ask Sony to spend the night with you tonight, love? I think she’d jump at the chance, and then you wouldn’t be so lonely without me.”

		He just stared at her, slack-jawed. “And you’d be okay with that since…when, exactly?”

		“I’m evolving, just like our relationship is,” Cathy answered him truthfully. “And sure, I’ll be a little jealous if you fuck Sony tonight, when I’m not there. But I’m going to be with Allesandra, and you’re not going to be there with me, in her bed; so I guess fair is fair.”

		She reached for the door handle, saying, “Besides, I’d rather you slept with a girl I know really well, rather than some teenaged tramp you picked up somewhere on your own, Romeo.”

		He shook his head. “You’re quite a gal, Cath, quite a gal. If I live to be a hundred, I’ll never figure you out.”

		

		****

		

		Cathy watched Bobby dance as Celandra while sipping on a sloe gin fizz and waiting for it to be time to call Allesandra. Richie disappeared for a while and then came by her table with Sony walking right next to him, managing to look, at the same time, both proud of himself and like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

		Sony just looked apprehensive. She blurted out to Cathy, “This is okay with you, right? Richie said you were cool with me going out with him tonight.”

		She smiled up at her nervous protégé and said, “Its fine, darling. You two have a wonderful time together, I’m cool with it.”

		Looking greatly relieved, Sony said, “Thanks so much, Cath. I could use a night out on the town with a handsome guy.”

		Richie removed her arm from his when she tried to take it and said, “Remember, no touching in front of the other girl’s. Let’s get out of here, before one of them notices us together.”

		With that, he gave Cathy a curt nod and headed for the front door. Sony watched him go and then whispered, “You’re sure you’re alright with this?”

		“I’m sure. Now, go and have a great time, and fuck him really great for me tonight, okay?”

		Sony grinned happily, clearly relieved at Cathy’s reaction to all of this, and nodded that she would do just that. Then she headed for the front exit herself.

		Cathy sipped her drink and watched Celandra on the main stage for a little while, and Karen on the smaller stage.

		She tried not to think of Richie and Sony together in bed later, but found that her mind kept drifting back to that. How did she feel about her guy being with Sony, now that it was happening?

		I think I really am alright with it; she all but amazed herself by thinking. I was certainly okay with it when the three of us were in bed together, so what’s so different about this? After all, I know Richie still has other girls sometimes when I’m not there; he can’t seem to help himself.

		Cathy noted that Karen was getting very good. She’d have to speak to Richie about a possible move to the main stage for the girl soon, if she kept on improving at the rate she had been lately.

		Her thoughts tumbled back to Richie and Sony. She smiled, genuinely hoping that the two of them had a hot time in bed together later.

		Sony was really on the fence between women and men as bed partners. And a night on her own in bed with Richie might be just what the girl needed to start seeing the male part of the species in a kinder light.

		And Richie probably wouldn’t have slept alone tonight anyway, even if she hadn’t sent Sony his way. At least this way, she knew what he was up to.

		She looked at her watch and got up from the table, intending to head out to her car to call Allesandra. She wanted privacy for the call, and she wanted to be on her way over to the stunning Spanish girl’s place immediately, if things worked out the way she hoped they would!

		

		****

		

		It had been a bitch, putting the wig, the makeup, and the false eyelashes on in the car, after she’d moved it out into the very back of the lot at The Bohemia, where she was alone and away from prying eyes. But she had donned the garish make up and the lashes and the wig on so many times by now that she did a very nice job of it—given her not very ideal working conditions.

		When she was finished, the put the makeup in a shopping bag and tucked the bag away in her trunk. Then she headed for her rendezvous with her sexy new lover, her heart pounding with excitement.

		She greeted Cathy at the door, wearing only a whisper-thin peach colored negligee over a set of see-through black babydoll pajamas. Allesandra had a drink in her hand and pure desire blazing in her lustrous brown eyes.

		“Come in, my new friend,” she said in her accented French. “Do you want a drink?”

		Allesandra’s spacious penthouse apartment was in one of the nicest parts of Vegas, with a great view of the lights of the Strip, off in the distance. The stylish apartment had all new furniture, which looked as if a professional decorator had picked it out with an eye toward comfort and color coordination.

		Cathy was feeling bold tonight. She’d done two big lines of coke on the way over here, after Allesandra had told her where she lived and urged her to come right over.

		Stopping along the way on a dark residential street, parking briefly in between two streetlights where it was the darkest, Cathy had gotten out her baggie, straw, and a credit card, and had lined out two fat ones down the center of her car’s console. After snorting them both up, she’d cleaned her nostrils, put her gear way, and turned the car engine back on.

		She could feel the coke singing through her veins, and Allesandra looked fantastic! Cathy said to herself: Fuck it.

		She reached out and took the mostly finished drink from her hostess’s hand, put it on a coaster atop a nearby table, and then swept the tall Spanish girl into her arms and kissed her. Allesandra moaned and pushed her tongue into Cathy’s mouth eagerly, her hands coming up to toy with the wig.

		Cathy didn’t feel like wasting any time. She slipped the negligee off Allesandra’s shoulders and then pushed the skimpy panties off down her fellow dancer’s long, perfect legs. Allesandra sighed, and broke the kiss so that she could go after Cathy’s dress and bra.

		In less than a minute, the two of them were in Allesandra’s plush bedroom, naked together in the middle of the big king bed, making out frantically; their hands all over each other’s nude bodies. Cathy pulled her lips away, just barely remembering to use French when she panted, “I want you! I want these big tits of yours so badly, darling! Let me suck them for you, please?”

		Allesandra purred as Cathy’s mouth found her extremely erect left nipple and really went to work on it. She fed as much of her big, solid tit into the other girl’s lips as Cathy could manage and sighed at how good Cathy’s mouth felt on her nipple.

		“Oh, you sweet baby,” the Spanish girl moaned, “suck it, suck my big…boob.”

		The girl had hesitated, clearly not knowing the French slang for “boob”, and using English instead. But Cathy didn’t care. She thought that they were communicating just perfectly so far!

		

		****

		

		“Aye, aye, aye, madre de Dios,” Allesandra gasped, her sumptuous ass coming up off the bed, her pussy mashing up against Cathy’s lips and tongue.

		She said something obscene in Spanish about what a fantastic cunt-licker Cathy was. Cathy’s Spanish wasn’t good enough to know exactly what it was she’d said, but she got the idea.

		And she was licking cunt! She was all over Allesandra’s succulent, juicy, sweet snatch, reveling in the girl’s slightly spicy, wonderful pussy oil!

		“Oh, oh, Yvette, il est tellement bon!” Allesandra wailed as she started to come once more

		Cathy pressed her face in tighter and licked like a wild woman at the girl’s spasming clit. Allesandra screamed and shivered from head to toe as her orgasm peaked.

		Fuck, what a hot one this girl is! Cathy thought. Her little pussy is so sweet, and she’s so damn responsive and easy to get off. I must have made her come half a dozen times already, and I’m not far behind her—what great pussy licker she is herself!

		Allesandra dropped back onto the bed gasping, making the little cooing noise she made when she was basking in a really good orgasm. She looked down at Cathy, who was still on her tummy in between her spread legs and smiled.

		“You are fantastic,” the grateful girl panted in French, “you are the greatest lover I’ve ever enjoyed, my darling Yvette!”

		Cathy grinned, happy as she could be. Allesandra was cool!

		She was a really nice person, and just a little naïve, which had shocked Cathy, who had thought of herself as one of the most naïve girls on the planet until she’d moved to Las Vegas. Even now, she felt she had a lot to learn about sex, especially lesbian sex, since that was still very new to her.

		Getting up onto her hands and knees, she crawled up the mattress and embraced her tall, curvy Spanish lover. They kissed passionately, Allesandra not minding the taste of her own pussy juice on Cathy’s lips and tongue any more than Cathy had minded the taste of hers when she and Allesandra kissed after the redhead had eaten Cathy’s cunny earlier.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Cathy whispered after the long kiss finally ended, “you’re delicious. I could eat that sweet pussy of yours and suck those magnificent tits all night long, darling.”

		“But we have all night, no?” Allesandra said, smiling back at her.

		The Spanish girl eyed Cathy’s breasts and sighed, “They are so pretty. Your little nipples are the most gorgeous shade of pink I’ve ever seen.”

		She bent and kissed them. Cathy mewled with pleasure and fed them to her as the girl’s mouth moved from one to the other.

		Allesandra looked up and whispered, “And this little slit of yours…it is the same adorable shade of pink! I can’t wait to lick it again.”

		Cathy smiled. She couldn’t wait for that either!

		

		****

		

		Cathy shivered and bucked her hips upward, driving Allesandra’s wrist further into her stretched-open pussy. She tossed her platinum blonde, wigged hair, from side to side and whined as Allesandra licked delicately at her swollen clit while she fist-fucked Cathy’s cunt.

		It was all Cathy could do to remember not to scream out something in American English as she neared yet another spectacular orgasm. She’d never been fisted before, but Allesandra was a master of the technique and Cathy was about to go off like a rocket being launched.

		She stared down her long torso at her lover and noticed that her little pink nipples were as elongated and goose-bumped as she’d ever seen them. Cathy reached down and began to tweak her own very excited nipples, and whimpered as her pussy convulsed around Allesandra’s gliding fist and her tongue circled endlessly around Cathy’s ready-to-explode clitty.

		“N-Now!” Cathy shouted in French as her body contracted like one giant muscle and she started to come.

		Allesandra gave her a triumphant little smile and sucked her clit in between her lips and began to nurse on it while she continued to tickle the exploding button with her agile tongue tip. Cathy screamed again and vibrated on the mattress as if a thousand watts of electricity were flowing through her long body.

		“Soooooo goooooooooood,” Cathy wailed in French, coming as hard as she ever had in her life, flooding Allesandra’s sliding fist with her outpouring of hot girl oil, “Oh, fuck, babe, its so damned good!”

		Allesandra stayed with her until the last tiny spasm of joy had coursed through Cathy’s pried-open cunny. Then she slowly worked her hand and wrist out, leaving Cathy’s cunt looking like a small, pink version of the Grand Canyon.

		“I am ruined!” Cathy said, smiling, in French, staring at how gaped-open she was.

		“Only for a few minutes,” Allesandra assured her, smiling back. “That tiny little pussy of yours will be tiny again soon enough, my love.”

		“Richie will be so glad,” Cathy told her jokingly, “he’s quite fond of how tight it usually is.”

		Allesandra beamed at the mention of Richie’s name, saying, “He is so handsome. Is he, how do you say it…a good fuck?”

		Cathy laughed and nodded that he was. Then she said softly, “The next time I come to see you, I’ll bring him along and we can share him, no?”

		“Tres bon,” Allesandra whispered, her eyes lighting up at that thought.

		And then she began to lick the thick coating of Cathy’s pussy juice off her fist and swallow it as her lover watched…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Ron Slips Again

		

		Cathy just barely beat Ron home the next morning. She came directly home from Allesandra’s place, got out of her wig, evening clothes, took a shower—washing the heavy Yvette makeup off—and managed to hide the stripper outfit in the trunk of her car and snort up two large lines of coke just as she heard his car pulling into the garage.

		She checked to make sure she had no telltale coke rings in her nostrils and went out into the kitchen to greet him when he came through the door at eight-fifty. He looked like hell.

		“Did you work last night?” she asked him, truly wondering just what he had been doing—he looked so tired and wrung out.

		“Sure, where else would I have been until this time of the morning?”

		Cathy came within an inch of challenging him on that one. She was tempted to grab his hand and drag him back into the bedroom, to see if he could get it up for her--or if some other girl had completely drained away his sexual desire last night.

		And then, she didn’t. She abruptly decided that it didn’t make any difference.

		If her husband had another teenager on the line and was fucking her...so what; why should she care?

		After all, she was now sleeping with two other women and one other man on a semi-regular basis, so what difference did it make, really, if Ron was being true to their marriage vows or not? She had to admit, she certainly wasn’t.

		So, instead of testing his fidelity, she gave him a small smile with absolutely no warmth behind it and asked, “Do you want some breakfast?”

		“No, I had something on the way home, at one of those drive-through fast food places. I think they called it a McHeartburn, or at least they should have. I’m taking something to help settle my stomach and then I’m going to bed.”

		Cathy shrugged and went into the bedroom to finish drying her hair and get ready to teach her class as eleven.

		

		****

		

		Ron had already been passed out and snoring lightly for two hours when she left the house at a quarter till eleven. She stopped at the donut shop, bought her usual morning haul of treats for the girls, and then parked in her spot next to Richie’s Caddy at The Bohemia.

		Once inside, Marty took the donut boxes from her and Cathy drifted over to chat briefly with Sony, who was standing by herself over by the stage. The girl looked guilty, then nervous, and then fake-glad to see her, in that order, as she approached her.

		“So, did you have a nice time last night?” Cathy asked her in a soft voice that she made sure wouldn’t carry far.

		“Uh, yeah, actually it was wonderful,” Sony admitted, looking guilty again.

		But then her girlish excitement overcame her fear about what Cathy might be thinking and she blurted, “Richie took me dancing at this place on the top floor of the Bolero and it was great! He can really dance…did you know that? And we got dinner there and they comped us, can you imagine?”

		Cathy felt a huge twinge of jealousy, but tried to keep it out of her face as best she could. Why did Richie have to take the girl to one of the places that Cathy considered to be one of “their” special places?

		She realized that she was being silly. Richie had taken her to half of the clubs and restaurants in Vegas over the last few months. They couldn’t all be “special”, now could they?

		“How was everything…afterward, back at Richie’s place?” Cathy asked.

		“We didn’t go there,” she admitted, looking slightly uneasy again. “We spent the night at my place instead.”

		“And did you have fun?” Cathy whispered.

		Sony blanched and then nodded quickly that she had. After a long moment, she whispered, “Oh, Cathy, I know now why you like him so much! God, the things he did to me…and all of them were fantastic!”

		Cathy smiled, again trying to keep the betrayal, anger, and bitterness out of her face. She’d asked for this, and she’d gotten it. What had she been thinking, that Richie wouldn’t go all out once he got in bed with a cutie like Sony?

		“Well, I’m glad you had fun,” Cathy managed to say after another moment.

		She gave Sony a wooden little smile and added, “But don’t get too used to it. I want him back. Last night was just a loan, get it?”

		“Sure,” Sony said quickly. She looked into Cathy’s eyes, clearly hurt by her somewhat stony reaction to her fabulous evening out with Richie and asked fearfully, “Are we still okay? You’re not mad at me for sleeping with him, are you, Cath?”

		With a sigh, Cathy took the girl into her arms and hugged her, breathing in her ear, “No, of course not, it’s just that I’m a little more jealous than I thought I’d be. Sometimes I get to thinking I’m Wonder Woman, and that I’m stronger than I actually am, but no hard feeling, okay?”

		Sony stepped back and said quietly, “I can’t really blame you. He’s so much fun to be with, and that cock of his is incredible! I’d be jealous, too, if he fucked someone else with it…if I was in your place.”

		Cathy just nodded and went over to get a donut. Richie came out of his office and stood staring at Cathy.

		He smiled and she didn’t, and his face fell as he realized that he was in trouble for last night. He sighed and came over to her.

		“Not as easy as you thought, giving me to someone else for the night, is it, kitten?” He asked the question gently, but she could see the ‘I could have told you so’ look lurking in his eyes.

		She glared at him for a moment and then realized that he hadn’t really done anything wrong. She’d known that he was going to fuck Sony, and he had, and very well, apparently—so what was she getting all pissy about?

		“I guess I’m not as evolved as I hoped I was,” she admitted at last, biting into her donut.

		“That’s okay; I was amazed that you even made the effort, Cath.”

		His face brightened as he asked, “How as our spectacular Spanish friend in the sack?”

		Cathy smiled and said, “Awesome is the only word that comes close to describing her. But don’t worry, you’ll see for yourself soon enough. Alessandra likes the muchachos a lot, too, and she’s got a special yen for this certain horndog club owner I know—and I don’t mean that snake-eyed fucker she works for.”

		Richie smiled hugely at that news and asked her, “When?”

		“I don’t know. Tomorrow night, maybe; I’ll have to talk to my new best girlfriend on the phone today and see what fits with her schedule. I take it that you can make time for her when she’s ready for our first three-way?”

		“For her and you together, are you kidding?” Richie shook his head. “In order to get in on that, I’d close the fucking club for a night if I had to. And we never close, as you know.”

		She smiled and headed for the stage, thinking, I’m really going to hit it today. I’m going to dance all thoughts about Richie and Sony, in bed together without me, right out of my mind!

		

		****

		

		Cathy was really beat after the slave-driver session she led the girls through that morning. She rarely went home and took a nap—she usually stayed for at least the first rotations on the opening shift, to take notes on who needed what by way of sharpening up her act—but today, she was just too frazzled to do that. She drove straight home at three-thirty, left her car out in the driveway, since she planned to go back to the club after a few hours sleep, and let herself in the front door.

		She heard it as soon as she was in the living room. It was a high-pitched whine that gradually morphed into words: “Oooh, yeaaaaahhhhhh, give it to me, give to me hard just like that, Daddy Ron!”

		Cathy felt as if her blood had frozen in her veins. She put her purse on the table and tiptoed over to the hallway, kicking off her shoes along the way.

		Peeking carefully around the corner into her bedroom, she saw Ron naked, with his cock driven deep inside a wailing high school kid who might or might not have been eighteen! The girl was thin but had some nice tits, for a kid, and Ron was fucking her pussy from behind like a man possessed as she knelt on all fours in front of him

		Well, well, “Daddy Ron”, that nice, potentially underage fuck you’re getting could earn you twenty years in the slammer if anyone were to ever find out about it, or if you’re dumb enough to get her pregnant, Cathy thought angrily as she watched her husband really pouring the meat to the whining, mewling, panting teenage girl.

		Silently, she went back down the hall, got her purse, and found her phone. She set it on the camera function and resumed her place in the hall, snapping ten or so pictures of Ron balling the bejeezus out of the young girl from behind, making sure she got clear shots of both his face and the girl’s.

		Then she went back into the living room, put the phone in her purse, got back into her shoes, and locked the front door behind her as she left the house. She drove around aimlessly for a few minutes, not crying, not especially distraught, not even that angry—how could she be after spending all night with Allesandra last night and planning to spend tonight with Richie?

		Mostly, she just thought about things between her and Ron and how lousy they were. Eventually, she drove to a nice motel well off the strip, where the traffic noise wouldn’t be a problem, and checked in.

		Once inside her room, she sent the pictures she’d taken of her husband and the girl to Ron’s phone along with a short note: “We need to talk, and I will do most of the talking. You will listen and say, ‘yes, dear’ a lot.”

		Then shut off her phone and curled up on the bed and went to sleep.

		

		****

		

		Cathy awoke at six, feeling better. She did up two big lines of coke and felt much better.

		Then she turned her phone back on and listened to one voice message from Richie--wondering where she was and if they were going to have dinner together tonight--and six voice mails from Ron.

		The panic level in the calls from her straying husband rose from message to message, until the last one, which had been logged in just minutes ago. Ron sounded nearly out of his mind with fear on that one.

		“I guess I’d better talk to him before he does something drastic, like blow his brains out or something,” Cathy said aloud in the empty motel room.

		She speed dialed his cell and he answered instantly.

		“Cathy, where are you?” He blurted the sentence out, sounding completely beside himself with fear.

		“Down at the police station, darling, why do you ask?” Cathy said slowly, knowing every word she had just spoken was like a hammer blow to his nut sac, and loving that. “The nice detectives here are asking me all about you and your little friend. They especially want to know how old she is…isn’t that sweet of them, to be so concerned?”

		Ron gasped and she thought for a second that she was listening to a heart attack in progress. He sucked in air and babbled, “No, no, no, don’t tell them anything! You didn’t show them those pictures, did you?”

		Cathy smiled and shook her head. This was too much fun!

		“They were amazed by the pictures, darling. And they really, really want to talk to you about them, and about that girl.”

		“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck, how could you do this to me?” Ron whined into the phone.

		Cathy decided she’d better stop torturing him before he ran out and jumped in his car and killed someone in a car wreck as he fled for Arizona and the Mexican border. She said, forcefully, “No, I’m not at the fucking police station, Ron. And I haven’t showed the pictures to anyone else…yet.”

		She waited for a moment, listening to Ron sucking in air, trying to fight off his panic attack. After another moment, she said, “But I did take the precaution of transferring the pictures from my phone and onto a disc. I’m swinging by my boyfriend’s place, leaving the disc with him, and then I’m coming home for a chat, understand?”

		“Uh, yeah, sure,” he stammered before adding, “but really, Cath, there’s no reason to involve anyone else in this. You don’t have to leave that disc anywhere. I’d never hurt you, don’t you know that?”

		“Oh, I know you won’t, because I am leaving the disc with Richie, and if anything violent or unfortunate happens to me, he’ll make sure the cops will get your name and address, plus the disc, and pronto, too, Ronny.”

		She broke the connection and turned the phone off, knowing he’d probably try to call back again immediately and not wanting to deal with him anymore right now. Cathy wasn’t going to bother with making a disc; Ron wasn’t a violent man. She’d just said that to scare him a little more.

		“But we definitely are playing by my rules from here on out, Ron, darling,” she whispered vindictively, aloud and under her breath, as she left the motel key on the dresser and went back out to her car. “You’re ass is now mine. I’ll fuck Richie in our bed while I make you watch us going at it and force you to hold my lover’s coat for him if I feel like it. And you won’t say one word about it, now will you?”

		

		****

		

		Ron was pacing up and down in the living room when she came in from the garage a half hour later. He had a drink in his hand, bourbon again from the look of it.

		“Where’s your little friend…Daddy Ron? Did she have to get home so she could make the Girl Scouts meeting tonight?”

		Ron stiffened. He gave her a sickly grin that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a corpse and said weakly, “I can explain.”

		Cathy laughed. “No, you really can’t. There is absolutely no Goddamn explanation for your fucking an underage girl on our bed in the middle of the afternoon, Mister; none at all!”

		“She…she’s older than you think,” Ron said defensively. “She’s eighteen, just barely…I swear!”

		“I really doubt that. I bet I could make one phone call and show the cops those pictures, and you’d be sucking the dick of your big black cellmate in less than a month, Ron.”

		She glared at him and added, “And you’d end up sucking on it or one just like it for the next twenty years, too, lover boy!”

		With a really nasty smile creeping over her face, she said, “Or, I could e-mail them to your boss in Chicago, at National Pharmacies, and you’d be out on your ass in a blink, even if she is eighteen.”

		Ron blanched. The ice cubes rattled in his highball glass as his hand began to shake at the thought of what she’s just threatened him with coming to pass.

		She came over to him and said, “I’m calling the shots around here from now on, and that’s that. If you as much as say ‘boo’ to me, you’re ass is in prison for forever, or fired, depending on just how old that little bimbo really is, see?”

		Just to illustrate her point about who now ran things between the two of them, she went over to the dining room table, got out her baggie and lined out two nice rows of coke with her credit card. His eyes were as big as quarters as he watched her do it.

		“What’s that?” His voice sounded both demanding and upset.

		He came over and wet his finger and dipped it into the end of one of the powdery lines and then tasted it as she bent forward and did up both rows right in front of him. He said, “That’s cocaine, and it’s nearly pure, from the taste of it! Where in the hell did you get that?”

		“It doesn’t matter,” she told him defiantly, “now does it? From now on, I do what I want, and I fuck who I want, and I come and go as I want—see?.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Losing It

		

		Cathy spent another half hour or so lording it over Ron, drinking two drinks with him--partially to calm the coke buzz those two huge lines had caused--telling him what an asshole he was and how lucky he was that she didn’t turn him into the cops right now. Then she got out her cell phone and called Richie.

		With Ron listening, she said, “Hey, baby, how’s my stud boy? I’ll be at the club in a few minutes. Yeah, dinner sounds great, and then we’ll go to your place and I’ll suck that big cock of yours for a while, and then you can fuck me in the ass with it. How does that sound, by way of a fun evening?”

		She looked at Ron as she spoke, watching him recoil at every word, taking great satisfaction in cuckolding him to right his face. Cathy hung up and told him, “Don’t wait up. I won’t be home until morning. I’m going to spend the night with a real man…not some bent teenie-fucker!”

		Turning on her heel, she left. In ten minutes, she was in Richie’s office in the Bohemia, telling him about Ron’s continuing…problem with young girls, and showing him the snaps on her cell phone.

		“Yeah, there’s no way she’s eighteen, I don’t think,” Richie said, shaking his head as he examined the photos. “She might be, I guess, it’s hard to tell with some girls these days. And she is cute--but she’s not worth doing a twenty year bounce for statutory rape over, if turns out that she isn’t eighteen.”

		He handed the phone back to her. She put it away and said, “So, I can do whatever I want now. Ron is strictly a non-factor in my life from here on out. He’ll do what I tell him to do; he’s scared to death of jail or my sending those to his bosses in Chicago.”

		“Would you really do that to him?” Richie asked.

		“No, but just the threat is devastating,” Cathy said with a nasty little smile.

		“Remind me to never seriously piss you off,” Richie said, shaking his head in wonder at her unexpected vengeful streak. “Where do you want to eat tonight?”

		Cathy realized abruptly that she had no appetite. She tried to remember the last time she’d eaten anything and came up with the donut she’d had that morning, before class had started.

		I should be famished by now…but I’m not.

		What she really wanted was a couple of sloe gin fizzes and another few small toots of coke. She started, as the thought hit her that all of the coke she’d already hammered today was probably why she wasn’t hungry tonight.

		“Uh, I don’t care, why don’t you go ahead and pick the restaurant?” she finally told Richie. “You know all the good spots in town. I’m not really that hungry. I had a big lunch, before I crashed at that motel this afternoon.”

		He gave her a questioning look but didn’t say anything. She felt a wave of guilt wash over her.

		This cocaine thing was starting to get the better of her; that was for sure. Now she was lying to Richie, too. As he gathered up his car keys from his desk blotter, she glanced down at her hands and found that her fingers were trembling markedly from the coke jangles.

		She knew she needed some more booze to counter the cola buzz she was feeling. As they headed for the door, she asked Richie in what she hoped was a casual tone, “Can we have a cocktail or two before dinner? I’m kind of still wired from that big scene with Ron earlier, you know?”

		“Sure, doll,” he told her, locking the office door behind them.

		Richie drove them to Franco’s, a small eatery that was few blocks off the Strip. It was a red and white checked tablecloth sort of Italian place, with wax-laden Chianti bottles on each table and a candle burning in each bottle.

		Cathy doubted such an unsophisticated place would have sloe gin anyway—and she needed the alcohol to fight her coke nerves more than she needed her preferred drink—so she ordered a vodka martini instead of a sloe gin fizz. Richie had his usual Chivas and soda.

		“So, are you thinking about divorcing Ron again?” Richie asked the question in a neutral tone.

		“Maybe, I don’t know,” Cathy admitted, gratefully gulping down the martini when it arrived. “I think he’s really headed for trouble. This fascination of his with underage pussy is going to end badly.”

		“Yeah, if he’s a confirmed baby-fucker, he’s bound to get caught by an irate daddy or the law eventually,” Richie agreed, taking a sip of his scotch and soda.

		“I suppose,” Cathy said, finishing the short drink and nodding to the waiter who had come to take their dinner orders.

		As the waiter went to fetch a refill for her, Richie looked at her across the candlelit table and said softly. “I think you’re doing way too much coke, Cath. I checked that baggie out in the garage today, and the damn thing is almost empty already.”

		His stare hardened as he went on to say, “That was a whole half ounce of pure cocaine, and it wasn’t all that long ago that I bought it for you.”

		Cathy’s heart pounded. She didn’t like people—even Richie—telling her what to do.

		The old Cathy, that timid little mouse from Indiana, had let people tell her what to do for her whole life. Her father, her mother, her older sister, and then her husband, dirt bag Ron, the baby-fucker—they’d all told Cathy what she should do.

		I’m the hottest act in Las Vegas! I’m beautiful, desired, sexy…I have two gorgeous girlfriends who want me, and I make a zillion dollars in tips each time I show the boys my “pink”. I don’t need to take this shit!

		“I can handle my self, Richie,” she whispered angrily. “I don’t need you snooping through my stuff, watching over me!”

		He held up his hands defensively. “Hey, do what you want. I’m just saying you need to cool it a little. I’ve seen a bunch of people ruin their lives with that shit, and I don’t want to see you ruin yours.”

		Reaching across the table, he took her hand. She let him, but she was still stiff and slightly put out with him as he held it and smiled lovingly at her.

		Cathy shook herself, mentally, as she looked at Richie. She realized in that instant that he was right. She couldn’t seem to control her moods anymore: the drug was starting to control them!

		I was really angry at my sweet Richie just now, for being concerned about me. And earlier, I about stomped Ron’s balls into the carpet when I had the chance; I’m not like that! Not usually, anyway, that was the coke talking!

		“I’m going to cut way back,” she assured Richie, squeezing his hand. “I really am; just see if I don’t!”

		

		****

		

		Cathy showered at Richie’s the next morning and got back into the clothes she’d worn the night before. She told herself that she needed to move a few outfits over to the closet in Richie’s guest bedroom, for mornings like this, now that she didn’t have to keep up any pretenses at all with Ron anymore.

		He was a roommate and little else from now on, as far as she was concerned. If he wanted a divorce, she’d give him one. She was making a ton of money at the club now, as Yvette—she didn’t need Ron’s income anymore.

		As she finished getting ready in Richie’s master bathroom, she had to keep reminding herself that she didn’t really “need” a toot of coke to face the day. She’d made having at least a small blast of the drug every morning—just to get her motor running for the day, the way many people thought of that first cup of coffee in the mornings—a part of her daily ritual for so long that it seemed odd not to have any today.

		But I don’t really need it; she kept telling herself, after dinner, we didn’t go back to the club, for a change. We came home, to his house, and fucked each other for a couple of hours, and then went to sleep. And it felt so good!

		Cathy looked at the clock in the bathroom and saw that it was nine-thirty, so she’d actually gotten about twice as much sleep as she usually got. She felt rested and well this morning: she didn’t need coke!

		Feeling pretty good about herself and her ability to resist breaking down and snorting up a couple of lines this morning, she kissed a still sleepy Richie good bye and drove over to her own house to change clothes. She shook her head as she entered the kitchen.

		There were dirty dishes in the sink, along with a grease-laden frying pan and several empty plastic storage containers that had held leftovers. And her usually pristine countertops were full of toast crumbs, an empty food wrapper, and half a pound of bacon—warm to the touch—lying where Ron had forgotten to put it back in the refrigerator this morning after he’d made himself breakfast.

		Slob, Cathy thought as she angrily put the bacon away, hoping it was still okay. If I’m not here to do the cooking, this is what I come home to, I guess!

		After she’d finished straightening up her kitchen to where it looked as if people, not pigs, lived in the house, she went into the bedroom and changed out of the clothes she had on and into some fresh ones. She put her old outfit in the dirty clothes and got ready to head over to The Bohemia at ten thirty. She had to buy donuts on the way and drop three of Ron’s sports coats off at the cleaners, too.

		Just before she left the house, she noticed that she was feeling tired. Not bone-weary, completely ass-dragging tired, but not bouncy and ready to dance, either.

		I am cutting back, but two little lines won’t hurt, she told herself as she went back into the bathroom, got out her stash, and cut two medium-sized lines out on the sink counter with her credit card. She snorted them up and then waited for the “hit”.

		That’s better, Cathy thought, feeling the lift immediately.

		Thinking better of it, she laid out two more short lines and did them up, too. While she really was cutting back, she wanted to feel “great” this morning, not just “barely awake”!

		

		****

		

		After Cathy had picked up her laundry at the cleaners and dropped off Ron’s coats, she got the donuts and then doubled back over to Richie’s. She knew that he would be at the Bohemia by now, so she used her key to unlock the front door and then went out into the garage to check her main stash hidden in the old paint can in the cupboard.

		“Fuck, I really have been punishing the coke lately, haven’t I?” she whispered aloud, staring at the nearly empty gallon baggie.

		She got out her personal stash bag from her purse and filled it, nearly emptying the big bag completely. Putting the small amount of coke that was left back in the can, she tamped the lid back down and set the can back on its shelf.

		Even if I do cut way back, the way I promised Richie I would, what I’ve got left isn’t going to last that long, she thought somewhat apprehensively as she drove to The Bohemia. And if I ask him to buy me some more this soon, he’s going to hit the roof, that’s for sure.

		Cathy thought back to the place where she’d scored the first really primo coke she’d ever snorted in her life. It had been at Tommy and Madison Leopold’s house party.

		The pair were old friends of Richie’s—Maddy had once been a headliner at The Bohemia Club, before she’d met and married Tommy, a pal of Richie’s since high school—and they’d had the coke there that night as a party favor for guests. Cathy knew that Maddy was way more addicted to cocaine than she’d ever be; Tommy had mentioned it on his last visit to the club.

		I bet Richie’s got Tommy’s home number in that address book he keeps in his desk at the club, Cathy thought.

		She vowed to get a peek at that book today, when Richie was out of the club, since she had a key to his office door. She thought to herself, I bet Maddy knows where to score some coke when she gets low. That way, I wouldn’t have to ask Richie to buy it for me, so he’d never know the difference. And I have plenty of money of my own to pay for it with; what can it hurt to call her and at least see?

		

		****

		

		“God, kid, you’re a fucking life saver!” Maddy whispered eagerly into the phone that afternoon. “I have enough cash stashed away to swing my half of an ounce of pure, but I couldn’t come up with enough to buy a whole one without Tommy getting suspicious. He’s watching my spending money like a hawk these days. He thinks I’m doing too much cola, you know?”

		“I know exactly what you mean!” Cathy said excitedly. “Richie thinks that, too, about me!”

		“Tommy’s playing cards tonight downtown until late,” Madison said. “Can you come out here, to the house, later and I’ll get the Greek to come over and bring the stuff and have him split it into two baggies for us, a half an ounce each of pure, okay?”

		“Sure, I can do that. How much cash will I need?”

		Madison told her and Cathy breathed a sigh of relief. She had thousands of dollars in cash hidden in a lingerie drawer at the house. Richie paid her cash every week for working with the girls; seven hundreds and one fifty-dollar bill per week. And she’d never bothered to put any of it in the bank.

		“Seven, is that time good with you?” Madison asked breathlessly.

		“You bet, I’ll be there, with the money.”

		Cathy hung up, excited. She’d have to give Richie some story about having to be home to do something with Ron, or he’d wonder where she was. But that was okay.

		Ron, she didn’t worry about anymore. She could tell him whatever she wanted; or nothing at all, for that matter.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Paying Her Tab

		

		Cathy rolled up in front of the massive one-story Spanish style mansion belonging to Tommy Leopold at seven, on the dot. She got out of the Camray and hustled on up to the front door.

		“Are we cool?” Cathy asked Maddy when she opened it to her knock. “Is Tommy gone?”

		“You bet,” Maddy said, motioning her inside. “Did you bring the cash? The Greek will be here any minute with the goods.”

		Cathy nodded that she had. She had wads of hundred in her purse.

		She stopped short when she got a look at Madison Leopold in the light. The woman had lost at least twenty pounds since Cathy had last seen her, at that party a couple of months back. She now looked skinny, emaciated, and she was also sporting a set of what looked like perennial dark circles under her eyes.

		God, maybe I shouldn’t be doing this, Cathy thought uneasily, not wanting to ever end up looking like Madison, who used be tall and leggy and gorgeous, with her very curvy body and her long, beautiful mane of red hair.

		Now, she looked almost skeletal, and bedraggled, and her hair was just as washed out and lifeless as the rest of her. Cathy thought, Maybe Tommy was right to try and keep her away from coke. I don’t want to be an accessory to murder, and Maddy looks like another half ounce of pure would kill her!

		She didn’t have much time to reconsider, as it turned out. There was a knock on the door just then, and Madison stepped around her to open it.

		“Come in,” Madison said, and two men entered the house, followed by a third.

		The first two men were a real odd couple; the man leading was tall, mid-thirties, and very well built. He was wearing a nice sports coat, tan slacks, and a pullover knit shirt with a collar.

		The second man was in his late forties, short, dumpy, and not at all attractive. He had an ugly little bristle-patch of a mustache under a very large nose, and mean-looking, almost black eyes. He was mostly bald, but what hair he did have left was cut short into a salt and pepper fringe around the sides and back of his head.

		“Cathy, this is the guy they call “the Greek”, Maddy said, her tone a strange mixture of fear and fawning obsequiousness, as though Madison loathed the man but couldn’t afford to do anything but suck up to him, since he represented her dope connection.

		“You got the cash, cutie?” the Greek asked her, his voice gravelly and low.

		He put a finger under her chin as he asked and Madison shivered with discomfort, as though she hated his touch, but didn’t move away. She said, “Yes, all of it.”

		“Good, now, let’s go pay your tab, shall we?”

		Madison looked as if she was going to cry but didn’t. She merely nodded and the Greek urged her through the room and down the hallway that led back into the bedroom wing of the huge house and to the rec room, where Cathy had first snorted cocaine from a mirror tile atop the bar months ago, at the party.

		She started to accompany them but Madison shook her head, saying, “You stay here, Cathy…please.”

		The Greek turned and looked at Cathy carefully, really giving her long, curvy body the once over. He grinned and told Madison, “She can come along if she wants. I’d love a little taste of her.”

		“No!” Madison was vehement. “She stays out of this. I won’t fuck her life up, too, Greek, you asshole!”

		Cathy stopped in her tracks, suddenly terrified. She was now getting the same vibe from the drug dealer as she had gotten from Luke Brand that night in The Stallion Club, when he’d taken her by the elbow.

		The third man in the party, a huge guy who wasn’t as large as Marty the bouncer, but who was just as wide-bodied, turned and looked at Cathy as well. He grinned and her skin crawled.

		“She’s a choice piece, if I’ve ever seen one, boss,” the big man said.

		“Perhaps by the next time we do business with her, she’ll be ready to trade a little pussy for a discount,” the Greek observed, a nasty grin on his face.

		Then he turned on his heel and led Maddy down the hallway, and into the rec room. Cathy stood rooted to where she was in the hallway for long moments.

		After a while, she went back into the big living room, over to the bar, and made herself a sloe gin fizz while she waited. She’d drunk about half of it when she heard a woman’s scream, coming from down the hallway.

		Placing her drink on the bar, she made her way across the living room and into the hall. She kicked off her shoes along the way and padded down the hallway in her bare feet, listening.

		When she got to the rec room door, she peeked inside. Maddy was naked, and the Greek was fucking her in the ass with a long, thick cock.

		He had her bent over a barstool, and the tall, muscular man with him was fucking her mouth with his fat whopper of a cock while his boss reamed out her anus. The huge man had his dick out as well, and it was the largest one of the three. He was stroking it idly as he watched Maddy’s skinny frame being tossed around like a rag doll in between his two rutting colleagues.

		“She’s getting way too thin, but this ass is still nice,” the Greek commented as he banged it hard.

		“Yeah, and her mouth is still good to blow a load in, too, boss,” said the man who was using Maddy’s lips and throat like a second pussy.

		Cathy’s heart was in her throat. Maddy was crying, as if the older man’s cock was really hurting her as it flew up and down in her butt sheath.

		“Ah, here I come, boys,” the Greek sighed just then.

		The man across from him pulled his cock out of the woman’s mouth just as his boss pulled his from her anal opening. They traded places, barely missing a stroke, and Cathy’s stomach contracted as she watched the Greek stuff his soiled dick into Maddy’s mouth and start to come inside it.

		The woman on the barstool made a strangled barfing sound and then started to swallow. Cathy felt a tear roll down her left cheek as she watched Maddy Leopold’s total subjugation and humiliation.

		When the Greek was done emptying his big balls, his cohort came around and shoved his brown-shaded hard on into Maddy’s mouth and sighed as he started to come inside it as well. The huge third man walked over and rammed his massive penis deep into Maddy’s stretched-open asshole and began to fuck it hard.

		Cathy backed into the hallway and went back to the bar. She drank all of her cocktail in two big swallows and made another one; a really strong one.

		

		****

		

		“So, here we are, an ounce of pure, split evenly into two baggies,” the Greek told the women fifteen minutes later, back in the living room, as he opened his briefcase and handed them each a rolled up plastic gallon storage bag, half full of white powder.

		He handed Cathy a plain card as well that had a cell number handwritten on it in pen. He whispered, “You will want to keep this, for the next time you need blow, baby. It’s my personal number. You like anal, right? They don’t call me the Greek for nothing, you know.”

		With a cruel little laugh, he gave her half of the cocaine to go along with the card, saying, “You have the look of a coke whore about you, honey. You’re not as far gone as Maddy, but you’re close. You’ll be begging me for the special, asshole discount soon enough.”

		He turned and walked out the front door, with a pile of Cathy’s cash in his briefcase alongside a smaller pile of Maddy’s. In moments, they heard a car start.

		Maddy began to cry. She looked at Cathy, her face a ravaged, once-beautiful study in utter despair.

		“Throw that card away, Cathy,” she urged her. “Or you’ll be taking it up the ass from those three goons yourself before long, trust me!”

		Cathy’s heart was beating like a trip hammer going full tilt. She told herself that she’d never do what Maddy had done tonight…never!

		But you said you’d never let your coke habit get the better of you either, she remembered. And yet here you stand, with a half ounce of pure in your hand that a friend of yours just partially paid for with her ass!

		She shuddered as she wondered how long it would be before the Greek and his two minions were banging her round little butt? How long would it be until she was a full-fledged coke whore, like Maddy, who’d do anything for the stuff?

		“I’ve gotta’ go,” Cathy said, trembling with fear at that idea.

		“No, stay and do a few lines with me, okay?” Maddy’s voice was a plea for company.

		Cathy really wanted to get the fuck out of there, away from the scene of total degradation she’d witnessed not a half hour ago. But Maddy looked desperate.

		I can see that, Cathy thought, Tommy, her husband, totally disapproves of her using coke anymore, after what it’s done to her, and who can blame him? It’s not like he’s going to sit down and do a line or two with her when he gets home!

		“Okay, maybe just a couple of small lines, and then I’ve really got to go,” Cathy said at last.

		

		****

		

		“I’m really flying!” Cathy whispered aloud as she drove down the freeway, the drug screaming through her veins. “I shouldn’t have done so much, but God, it’s just so good! This stuff is super-high octane--it’s even better than the last batch Richie bought me a month ago!”

		She drove home and put the garage door up and drove in, closing it behind her. Ron was gone somewhere, his car absent, which was just right with Cathy.

		“I need someplace to hide this, where Ron won’t find it,” she thought aloud as she got out of the car and glanced around the garage.

		She couldn’t put this cache at Richie’s place, in the paint can. He might check it, just so see how fast she was using up the last little bit she had inside the baggie in that can.

		If he saw this new one, full like it was, he’d go ballistic. Cathy sighed. It seemed like everyone was against her, wherever she turned! No one wanted her to have any fun anymore!

		Cathy saw a small box, way up in the storage shelves built over slides that supported the garage doors when they rolled up. She got a ladder and went up it and put the big baggie inside the sterling silver serving dish the box held—a wedding present that they only used at Thanksgiving dinner--and then put the box back where it had been.

		Her own stash bag in her purse was full to the bursting with coke, so that would last her for a week or so, she hoped. Thinking about that full baggie, she licked her lips and went into the house after she’d put the ladder away.

		Lining out two fatties on the marble countertop in the kitchen, she did them up and put her stash and the straw back in her purse. She made herself a drink, to counteract the huge coke rush she was experiencing, and then got out her phone and called Allesandra.

		“Hey, cutie,” she said in French, “Richie wants to get together with you and me in bed soon. What night works for you?”

		Cathy laughed at the girl’s answer and said, “Okay, that sounds great to me, and I’m sure Richie would be available tomorrow night, too.”

		She listened as Allesandra went on and on about how excited she was at the thought of the three of them in bed together. Cathy agreed, and then told her goodnight and broke the connection.

		“Now let’s see about getting me some cock for tonight,” Cathy said, dialing up Richie.

		“Hey, sweetie, interested in a sleepover guest tonight?” Cathy smiled when he said he was.

		She told him that she’d meet him at his condo in an hour. She could hear from the background noise that he was inside The Bohemia Club, and she wanted to get to his place before he did so that she could have a few drinks to take the coke buzz down to just the right level.

		And then she wanted to fuck…all night long!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Richie, Allesandra, And Cathy

		

		“Where in the fuck are you going?” Cathy asked her husband the next morning, when she came home from Richie’s to change clothes.

		“Chicago,” Ron told her brusquely, packing his suitcase with his very best two suits, “to the home office. I’ve got a chance at a promotion to Midwest Regional Director. They’re interviewing me and Holden, the guy from the Los Angeles operation; one of us will get the job.”

		“Really, so fast, I mean, you haven’t been Regional Manager here for all that long,” Cathy asked him, amazed.

		“The bosses like my hustle, and my numbers,” Ron said.

		He looked at her for long moments and said, “If you’re going to ask for a divorce, could you at least wait until I get this promotion locked up? The upper-brass in the company is really conservative; they like the fact that I’m married. The two of us getting a divorce right now could put this whole deal into the dumpster for me.”

		Cathy shrugged, “Why not? I haven’t really thought about a divorce much, to tell you the truth.”

		“Well, if we don’t split up, you’ll have to move to Chicago with me if I get this promotion. Think about that. Are you ready to give up…Richie, and be with me again?”

		Cathy gave him a bitter laugh and said, “Yeah, right, you and whichever Barely- Sixteen Barbie you happen to be banging that week!”

		Ron stiffened. He said, “I’m aware I have a problem. I’ve signed up for therapy, and I’m paying for it myself. I’m not putting it on the company health insurance because getting psychiatric counseling might prove…detrimental to my career; and especially my chances of getting this promotion.”

		Cathy made a dismissive gesture with her hand, as if she didn’t care one way or the other—which she truly didn’t--and went over to get herself a change of clothes.

		As she looked through her closet, she told Ron, “Yeah, having a Regional Director who counted fucking fifteen year olds as a hobby might not be just the thing for your conservative bosses in Chicago, right?”

		Ron muttered something about her being a stone-cold bitch and finished packing his suitcase. She just gave him a hard smile, stripped naked in front of him, and then got dressed again in fresh underwear and a new outfit.

		

		****

		

		Today, even with her sunglasses on, the Vegas streets seemed washed out--too bright, somehow; there was an almost brittle glare about them, for some reason. She was forced to squint her eyes as she drove over to The Bohemia in the bright morning, July sunshine.

		It could be those two mammoth lines you snorted five minutes ago, she thought.

		Impatiently waving that negative idea off, she glanced up in the mirror and saw that she now had two large trails of blood leaking out of her nostrils and down onto her lip as she drove. She angrily whipped the car over to the curb and stopped, getting a tissue from her purse.

		Fucking blood, she cursed mentally, this has been happening more and more often lately; and it takes longer to get it stopped! Now, by the time I get this under control, swing over and buy donuts for the crew, I’m going to be fucking late…and I hate that!

		She had no choice, of course, she had to take the time to get the bleeding stopped, and that meant a quick detour into a fast food place, where she filled the medium sized drink cup she’d bought with ice instead of soda and went into their restroom for five minutes. She occupied a stall and tipped her head back and worked on her nose with toilet paper and the ice until everything was fine again.

		Arriving at the club fifteen minutes late, Cathy waited impatiently for the girls to help themselves to the goodies she’d brought, and then she got them up onstage and really worked them for a solid forty five minutes. She was just hitting her stride when blood suddenly came gushing out of both nostrils and down onto the white blouse she’d worn to lead the class in today.

		“Godddamn it,” Cathy cursed loudly, stopping the class and vaulting down off the stage, heading for the dressing rooms.

		When she got back fifteen minutes later, she had on an old sweatshirt she’d had in her locker. She told the girls that she sometimes got nosebleeds in the summertime; that she’d had the problem since she’d been little.

		Rita and Karen, who had both suffered through coke-use problems in the past, exchanged knowing looks and Cathy knew that she was busted. The two ex-cocaine cuties didn’t buy her explanation for a second. She just hoped they would respect her enough not to spread the word about her drug use around the group.

		“Bobby, why don’t you do some pole work with the girls?” She asked her friend politely, with as much dignity as she could muster. “I’m going to sit down for a little while and give my nose a chance to get completely back to normal.”

		Sitting over at her table, nursing a Coca Cola instead of her usual sloe gin fizz, Cathy watched her charges going through their paces on the two stripper poles. She was angry—hugely disappointed in the way her day had started--and scared.

		She was scared of what her dependence on cocaine was doing to her life. It was embarrassing to have your nose abruptly burst out into a waterfall of blood.

		And she was shaky. She was dying for a drink with some alcohol in it just then, but she hadn’t dared to order it because she knew the alcohol would trigger the need for some more cocaine soon, to counterbalance the booze and keep her from getting tired.

		Fuck, I feel like some kind of a drug addict, she thought, bringing the glass of soda up to her lips, and then noticing how badly both her hands were shaking. Jesus, I guess I am some kind of a drug addict!

		

		****

		

		The rest of the day was a nightmare. She sat, fidgeting in her chair, watching girls dance, making notes on things she needed to work with each of them on in the near future.

		She wanted booze. She wanted coke, and not the kind you poured into a glass.

		But she knew she shouldn’t have either, so for long hours, she didn’t. At five, after watching the first rotation, she went home and tried to sleep.

		Sleep wouldn’t seem to come. She went to the medicine cabinet and took a prescription drug that Ron had for his insomnia—back when insomnia had still been a problem for him, which it hadn’t since moving to Vegas and starting the insane work schedule that ran both their lives now—and took one.

		In a half hour, she was dead out. She slept until the phone rang at nine.

		It was Richie, asking her if she wanted to get dinner with him before they went over to Allesandra’s at ten. She realized that she was starving, having eaten only one donut so far today and drank three Coca Colas at work.

		She met him at the club and they took the Caddy over to a seafood place Richie liked and he bought her a delicious, outrageously expensive shellfish entrée that featured not only scampi and king crab legs, but also a small lobster. Once she was full, she excused herself and went in the bathroom before they left for Allesandra’s place.

		Now that she’d eaten the large meal and had several glasses of wine with dinner, she was nodding off again. She almost hated to do it, fearing another huge nosebleed scene, but she snorted two big lines of coke off the back of the toilet before rejoining Richie at the valet stand.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Richie, I am so glad you are here with us tonight,” Allesandra said in halting, heavily accented, but correct English as the two of them stepped inside the penthouse apartment.

		“Your English is improving, I see,” Richie said, smiling from ear to ear at the tiny, see-through lingerie outfit Allesandra was wearing when she greeted them.

		“Si, I mean, yes, I am practicing much, yes?” She was beaming at them as she answered.

		“Ooh, baby, you can talk to me in any language you want,” Cathy whispered to her in French. “Come and give me some love.”

		The two women embraced and their tongues met immediately and began to play together. Cathy felt her nipples getting hard and heard Richie sigh as he watched them kiss. She trembled with anticipation, wanting this so badly.

		I love Richie, and I’m about half crazy over Allesandra, too, she thought, I can’t wait for the three of us to be together.

		And she didn’t have to wait long. They had one drink, and then the party moved into Allesandra’s plush bedroom.

		Soon everyone’s clothes were on the floor and Allesandra was stroking Richie’s hard cock lovingly, looking over at Cathy, who hadn’t bothered with the heavy Yvette makeup tonight; she was just wearing the platinum wig. She had reasoned that Allesandra no idea who Cathy Walton, the dance instructor was, and there was no reason for her to ever meet Cathy, or at least that’s what she had told herself earlier in the evening.

		That may have been a mistake, Cathy admitted to herself now, as she watched her friend begin to kiss Richie’s very erect cock, I’m not thinking too well, with all that’s been happening to me lately.

		“Oh, Yvette, my love, his manhood is so magnificent, just as you said it was!” Allesandra sighed, looking over at her friend.

		“Suck it for him, darling,” Cathy answered her in French, “and I will help.”

		Allesandra’s lush lips engulfed nearly all of Richie’s hard on and she began to bob her head up and down on it, much to Richie’s delight. Cathy made out with him passionately, watching the Spanish temptress sucking cock out of the corner of her eye.

		After a minute or two, they traded places, and she got to suck Richie’s fat boy while she watched him make out with Allesandra for the first time. She liked it. Cathy wasn’t jealous at all, just totally turned on by what she was seeing and doing.

		They traded off again and she made out with Richie like she wanted to just eat his tongue up. He moaned and she couldn’t tell if it was from her hot kisses or Allesandra’s enthusiastic mouth work on his swollen prick

		Noting that Richie’s dick was now hard enough to break boulders with, Cathy kissed her way down his body and then took the cock from her girlfriend and sucked it herself for a little while. Then the two of them shared a scorching-hot kiss with lots of tongue while Richie watched them, moaning with pure arousal.

		Cathy broke off the kiss at last and moved around behind Allesandra, who was now up on her hands and knees, sucking Richie’s dick once more. She licked at the girl’s juicy slit and drew a long, low groan of utter need from her Spanish playmate.

		“God damn, the two of you together are incredible!” Richie’s cock jumped in Allesandra’s mouth as she licked all around the swollen head as he spoke.

		“Do you want to fuck her?” Cathy whispered, using her heavily-French accented English so that Richie could understand her and Allesandra wouldn’t hear her speaking perfect, unaccented American English.

		“God, yeah,” Richie huffed, breathing hard.

		Cathy told Allesandra in French to mount Richie’s cock and she did, with Cathy reaching up and grabbing the thick shaft and centering it right in the Spanish girl’s pussy lips as she sat down on it. As soon at it was inside her, Allesandra moaned and Cathy moved up to kiss and lick Richie’s big nuts while her friend rode him.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, does that ever feel wild?” Richie sighed with pure pleasure.

		Cathy slipped her right middle finger deep into her own pussy and fingered herself as she licked Richie’s balls and then all the way up into Allesandra’s ass crack. The red-haired girl shivered and said something that Cathy couldn’t catch in Spanish as Cathy’s tongue swabbed up and down her crack and back down onto Richie’s gliding cock and his balls.

		“Fuck, baby, this is fantastic,” Richie gasped, his ball clenching together under her teasing tongue swipes. “This girl’s pussy is as tight as yours!”

		Cathy cooed and kissed Allesandra on her left ass cheek as she got up onto her hands and knees and moved around to her left side. When she was even with Allesandra, she leaned over and kissed both of her nipples as she rode up and down on Richie’s cock. Her redheaded friend sighed and ran her fingers through Cathy’s bright silver-blonde wig in ecstasy.

		“Oh, oh, God, he’s so handsome, and his cock is heaven,” Allesandra to Cathy in French. “What a sweet…how do you say it…fuck--what a sweet fuck your boyfriend is, Mon Cher!”

		Coming up off Allesandra’s big tits, Cathy kissed her, their tongues dueling as the girl rode and rode. Cathy was so excited by what she was seeing, what she was part of; that she was ready to come herself, without even being touched.

		She broke off the kiss and moved up Richie’s body, turning to face Allesandra and then throwing her left leg over her reclining boyfriend’s head. Lowering her simmering pussy lips down onto his mouth, she leaned forward and began to make out with Allesandra again as Richie’s tongue went deep up inside of her juicy folds.

		Richie was in fine form. He made Cathy come twice with his delving tongue and Allesandra shudder through a screaming, shivering orgasm of her own, staying hard through all of it.

		Then the girls traded places and Cathy began to ride Richie cowgirl style while Allesandra sat on his face. Again, they made out passionately while Richie pleased both of them at once.

		Cathy glanced over at the clock and smiled as she realized they had all night together as a trio. She sucked at Allesandra’s tongue and felt the girl tense for yet another orgasm.

		Me too, she thought, her pussy gripping at Richie’s cock shaft, and my honey’s about to go off in me as well. I can tell that it won’t be long now by the way he’s groaning!

		She just rode harder waited for that hot blast of cock cream she knew was coming any second now, her own orgasm just a few frantic heartbeats away…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Luke Brand

		

		“I have done the three-way sex before, both with two men and with two women,” Allesandra told Cathy in breathless French. “But this was the best, by far!”

		“It was wonderful,” Cathy whispered back, gazing over at Richie, who was asleep, clearly exhausted from trying to keep up with both of them for hours now. “That last time, when we here kissing with you on the bottom, and me lying on top of you, when Richie fucked me, and then traded off and fucked you for a while…? That was just super, wasn’t it?”

		“Tres beaucoup oui,” Allesandra agreed, “it was sensational.”

		Richie woke up at the sound of their laughter. He grinned at them and then looked over at the clock radio and saw that it was nearly five in the morning.

		“I’d better get you home,’ he said to Cathy.

		“No worries,” she assured him in her fractured English, for Allesandra’s benefit, “he is in Chicago, interviewing for that new job. But I would like to get home and get at least a few hours of sleep in my own bed.”

		They got up and put on their clothes, saying warm, eminently satisfied goodnights to their hostess, and then Richie ran her back over to The Bohemia and her car.

		

		****

		

		“God, I’m just dead,” Cathy whispered aloud as she dried off after a long shower and got into bed.

		She was smiling as she went to sleep. Tonight had been totally wonderful. She and Richie and Allesandra together were magic!

		

		Something startled her awake at around ten-thirty in the morning, just as her work alarm went off. She looked around as she shut the clock radio off, wondering if Ron had flown home early for some reason.

		Now that she was awake, she realized that the sound she had heard was that of the front door opening and closing, and she was sure she had checked the lock on it last night before staggering into the bedroom. Ron had a key, but no one else did.

		Luke Brand came swaggering through the bedroom door a moment later. He flashed his evil rattlesnake grin at her as she lay naked under the covers and sauntered over to the dresser where her platinum Yvette wig lay discarded on top of it.

		“Well, hello, there…Yvette, or should I say Cathy Walton,” Brand asked her, shaking the wig at her and then casually tossing it back onto the dresser. “Or at least that’s what my private investigator tells me your real name is, after following you around for three days and nights, at great expense to yours truly, I might add.”

		Another man came into the room and Cathy recognized him as the big bouncer who had been on the front door the night she and Richie had gone to The Stallion Club to watch Allesandra perform. He leered down at her as he entered the bedroom.

		He looked over at Brand and said, “This is going to be fun, boss. She is once super-choice piece of ass.”

		“Get out of here!” She screamed it at them, holding the bed covers up over her naked breasts as she sat up angrily in bed. “How did you get in here, anyway? That front door was locked!”

		“Georgie, here is good with locks, Cathy,” Brand told her, pointing at the hulking man who was now standing right next to her bed.

		Cathy shivered, really scared now. The two men were staring at her, and their eyes were cruel and hard and…hungry!

		“You know, I told myself when I saw you dance that I was going to get me some of that Yvette pussy,” Brand told her softly. “But don’t worry; I won’t make you put that stupid wig on before I fuck you.”

		He looked her over appraisingly and said, “I like that color of blonde hair, too. And you might be even prettier without all of that makeup on. You’re quite the looker, Cathy Walton.”

		With that, he started getting out of the suit he wore. Cathy scooted over to the far side of the bed and got out of it, dragging the bedspread along with her and wrapping it around her naked body as she sprinted for her purse, and her cell phone. The big bouncer, Georgie, moved faster than she had thought he could.

		He caught her halfway to the purse and ripped the bedspread away from her, tossing her naked body back onto the bed. Brand grinned and finished getting out of his boxers, totally nude by now.

		Cathy shivered as she looked up at him. He was a lot more muscular than she’d thought he was, and his cock was enormous.

		The hard hunk of male meat jutted outward from his groin, at least ten inches long and hard as a brick. Like the rest of him, Luke Brand’s prick was ugly--all gnarly and heavily-veined--and just staring at it raised the hair along the back of her neck.

		“This is rape!” She yelled.

		“Yeah, I expect it is,” Luke Brand acknowledged calmly, getting on the bed with her. “But you won’t tell anyone, will you, Cathy? Because that would blow your whole Yvette thing, now wouldn’t it, and then I’d win and your precious Richie would lose.”

		“You can’t do this!” She wailed, trying to roll off the bed again.

		“Oh, yes, I can,” he hissed, grabbing her. “See, I’ve done it before, lots of times over the years.”

		

		****

		

		“Nooooooooooooo!” Cathy screamed in anger, terror, and sheer frustration.

		Georgie, the bouncer, who was now just as naked as his boss, held her struggling body down on the bed easily for Brand, who was about to slip his unlubricated cock up her dry asshole. They had both fucked her once, and come in her pussy, while they’d taken turns holding her down, and Georgie had pumped a big load of come into her mouth as well and made her swallow it while Brand had watched, his eyes glittering with amusement as she’d tried unsuccessfully to spit it out and not swallow it.

		“I’m going to tear this cute little butt of yours a brand-new asshole,” Luke Brand promised as he pushed his hard dick up against her dry anus. “This is going to hurt like hell, Cathy. But don’t worry. It won’t hurt me. I really love a dry ass fuck, you see, with a stuck-up little cunt like you, screaming from the pain of it all!”

		“Oh, yeah, is that so?” Richie Vittone’s voice said angrily from the doorway. “Well, let’s see how you like a little pain yourself, asshole!”

		Georgie the bouncer let go of Cathy and sprang off the bed. Richie proceeded to use those flying dancer’s feet of his that Cathy had seen in action so many times for something much more violent than dancing, springing into the room and kicking the big man four times--as fast as a snake striking--squarely in his naked, dangling balls. The bouncer sucked in a breath and went down onto his knees, holding his groin in both hands.

		Richie grabbed his big head in both of his hands and hammered his skull into the nearby bedpost a number of times, until the man’s eyes went closed. Dropping the unconscious bouncer onto the carpet, Richie started for Brand, who was now off the bed and backing toward a corner of the room, his hands held defensively out in front of him.

		“There’s no call for all of this, Vittone,” the man spoke hastily, sounding scared. “I just fucked the bitch a little, and it’s not like she’s never had a dick in her before. Hell, I think she liked it, mostly!”

		Richie hesitated, glancing over at Cathy, who had gotten herself up into a sitting position on the bed and was holding a pillow over the front of her naked body. She spat angrily, “Fuck you, you asshole; it was rape, pure and simple!”

		Brand proved to be quick, too. He grabbed Richie in a headlock as his rival club owner sprang at him.

		Richie, in turn, slammed his right elbow back into Brand’s ribs three times in rapid succession, the last blow resulting in a sharp snapping sound. Brand let go, holding his broken rib, and Richie grabbed him and ran his face into the bedpost on that side of the bed over and over again, until it was a bloody mask of pure pain.

		“You might want to leave the bedroom, Cath,” Richie said as he let go of the almost lifeless Luke Brand’s body. “This isn’t going to be pretty.”

		“W-What are you going to do?” Cathy murmured, staring in rapt fascination and revulsion at what was left of her rapist.

		“I don’t know, but it’s going to be nasty,” Richie said softly, looking down at the broken Brand. “I’m going to teach this asshole that no one, and I mean no one, hurts some one I love and gets away with it.”

		Cathy was a huge mass of conflicting emotions at that moment. She was grateful to Richie for saving her from these two sadistic, brutalizing animals. And she was slightly repelled by how much violence lay just below the surface of her boyfriend’s handsome exterior. And she was absolutely stunned and pleased right to her core to hear Richie say for the very first time ever, that he loved her!

		“Do what you need to do, Richie, my love,” she whispered at last, her heart turning to stone as she looked down at Brand and heard his labored breathing. “Just don’t kill him; I want you here, with me, not rotting away in a prison somewhere for murder.”

		

		****

		

		Richie sat at Cathy’s kitchen table and held a folded handkerchief over the mouthpiece of the “burner” cell phone he’d bought at a drug store on the way back to Cathy’s place, with her driving him in her Toyota. He said, in a disguised voice, “There are two men in the trunk of a car, a block from Mountain View Hospital on Bus Park Court, right near where it intersects with North Tenaya Way. It’s a two year old Lincoln, brown.”

		He gave them the license tag and then said, “They’re in a bad way. Someone beat the holy living hell out of them…because they deserved it.”

		Turning the phone off, smiling across the table at Cathy, he said, “I don’t think Mr. Brand is going to resume his little war on The Bohemia, and us, when he finally gets out of the hospital. When I tossed him in the trunk on top of fat Georgie, I told him that if he did, the next time he saw me he’d end up buried deep out in the desert, not in a car trunk.”

		“Did he believe you?” Cathy asked, wide-eyed.

		“Oh, yeah,” Richie gave her the shark grin, “I can be very persuasive, when I have to be, kitten.”

		Cathy felt a chill go through her. Richie was nothing short of lethal just below that polished, charming surface. But then she’d always known that, deep down inside her heart.

		It was part of his appeal. He was gorgeous, and sexy, and oh, so dashing and fun to be with.

		But he was deadly, too. And for some reason, that made him almost totally irresistible to a certain kind of woman.

		And she was just that kind of woman!

		

		****

		

		After Richie had broken a few more bones—Brand’s collar bone, another rib, and most of the fingers in his right hand with the heel of his shoe—he had gotten Cathy showered and dressed and had her back Brand’s Lincoln into the empty garage spot normally occupied by Ron’s car. Then he had loaded Brand and his bouncer into the trunk, thrown their clothes in with them, and closed it.

		Wearing a pair of Ron’s gloves, he had wiped down the steering wheel and shifter to remove Cathy’s prints, along with the door handle and anything else he or she might have touched. Then he had gotten into the Lincoln and had Cathy follow him to the drop off point he’d eventually told the 911 operator about.

		On the way back to her house, he’d gone in and bought the throw-away cell phone he’d used to talk the emergency operator on. He told Cathy that the wiped-clean phone would be residing in the Las Vegas sewer system by this afternoon, in as many pieces as he could break it into.

		He had been careful to look for video surveillance cameras at the dump site and had found none. They hadn’t talked much on the way back to her house.

		Now, as they sat at the table together, she said, “I feel like taking another shower. I can’t seem to get the image of Brand and that other asshole, Georgie, fucking me, coming inside me, out of my mind. I feel dirty, Richie!”

		She began to cry softly. He reached over and took her hand.

		“It wasn’t your fault. Rape is more about violence than it is about sex. I read that somewhere and I think it’s true. You could no more have stopped him from doing what he did to you than you could have stopped the fat goon of his from beating the shit out of you if he’d wanted to do that.”

		She sniffled and nodded that she understood. But she couldn’t seem to stop crying.

		After a long moment, he said, “I’m sending you to a place over in California for a few weeks, Cathy. It’s a rehab retreat, and it’s really nice, from what I hear. You need to get off coke…permanently.”

		Cathy shivered, thinking about that. She knew he was right, but still…she had all of that primo coke, right out in her garage!

		“Maddy’s dead, did you know that?” Richie asked her just then. “Tommy called me this morning, from the hospital. Her heart just sort of exploded, from what the docs said. They couldn’t save her.”

		Cathy felt as if a giant, cold hand had just gripped her own heart. After a long moment of thinking it over, she said, “Out in the garage, up in the storage shelves, in box that holds a sterling silver serving dish, there’s a baggie of coke. I need you to get it for me and get rid of it.”

		He nodded. And then he asked her, “where’s the rest of it?”

		“In my purse, and over at your place, in the paint can; that’s all of it.”

		“Okay, I’ll take care of it,” he told her. “So you’ll go, to California?”

		Cathy took a deep breath and then said, “Yes.”

		They just sat, looking at each other for long moments. At last, she asked, “How did you know to come here this morning?”

		“You didn’t show up at dance practice. You’ve only been late a handful of times over the past months, but you’ve never just not showed up at all before, the way you did today. I kept calling and calling on your cell, but it just rang and then went to voice mail. So I came over to see what was up, and the front door was unlocked.”

		She nodded. He said, “And yes…I meant it.”

		“You meant what?”

		“When I said I loved you.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		New Beginnings

		

		“I just wanted to call and see how you were,” Ron said.

		“I’m fine. I was…sick for a while, but now I’m much better,” Cathy told him, speaking into her cell phone. “How is the new job going?”

		“It’s great, but very challenging. I barely have time to breathe.”

		There was a silence, and then he asked, “I told everyone that you were staying in Vegas until we sell the house out there. Could we hold off on any divorce proceedings until I get settled into this job for a little while? You can stay in the house, if you want, until we do get ready to sell it.”

		“Sell it now, if you want to,” she told him with a tiny smile.

		She was looking across the living room, where Allesandra and Richie had just come in, each of them carrying bags of groceries. They smiled at her and she nodded to them.

		“I’m not living there anymore,” she told Ron. “All of my stuff is moved out. I’m living with Richie and…and another friend of ours now.”

		“Really, I would have thought the two of you would want some privacy,” Ron said, unable to keep the bitterness out of his voice.

		Cathy couldn’t resist. She said, “Well, Allesandra is a very special friend. She’s Richie’s other girlfriend, and my girlfriend. We all sleep together every night.”

		“W-What did you say?” Ron’s voice was a croak over the phone.

		“She’s incredibly beautiful, and God, can she ever lick a pussy or what?” Cathy said, smiling broadly, seeing in her mind’s eye the look on Ron’s face just then. “And Richie just loves having both of us in bed with him every night…just imagine the possibilities!”

		After another second, she added, “Richie sold his old place and bought a big new house for the three of us, not far from our old house. It has a three car garage so that all of us can park inside at night.”

		“Who is that?” Allesandra came out from the kitchen and asked in a whisper just then.

		“Nobody important,” Cathy said, gliding her fingertips over her lover’s smooth cheek and smiling warmly at her.

		To Ron, she said, “I’ve gotta’ go now. I’m glad things are going so well for you. Things here really couldn’t be better. I even got a new job.”

		“Oh, what are you doing now?”

		“I’m the headliner, along with my girlfriend, at The Bohemia Club, the nude dancing bar? Richie owns it.”

		With a little giggle, she broke the connection and shut her phone off, just in case Ron called back. He’d probably be worried about her stripping under her own name, Cathy Walton, and the news getting back to Chicago and his conservative bosses somehow.

		But he needn’t have worried. She wasn’t Yvette anymore; the platinum blonde bombshell had returned to France.

		Now she was simply “Kathy”, with a “K”. She and Allesandra did separate acts. But a few times a week, they performed together in a special “lesbian seduction” dance number they had thought up, wherein they danced together on stage, noticed each other during the first song in the set, stripped each other’s clothes off during the second, and then teased and kissed and touched each other during the last song.

		The Bohemia had been standing room only ever since that number had premiered. And it was being promoted just like “Yvette” had been. They never announced what shift during which they’d be doing the “lesbian seduction” skit, so the place was packed all of the time nowadays.

		“So, where are we having dinner tonight, my love?” Cathy asked Allesandra in English.

		“Right here!” she answered, smiling, also in English. “I am cooking. Did you not see all of the bags we got at the store?”

		Cathy smiled. Ally, as she now called Allesandra most of the time, was getting very fluent, with Cathy helping her. Richie tried to help, too, but he was pretty much useless as a linguist. He mostly just fucked both of them—but at least he was very good at that!

		“What are you cooking for us, dear?” Cathy asked, slipping an arm around Allesandra’s waist.

		“Paella,” she answered, leading Cathy into the kitchen, where Richie was putting away groceries as he sipped a beer. “We bought chicken and clams and…how do you say it…shrimps, and rice and sausage and saffron and everything!”

		“Oh, yum, that sounds wonderful,” Cathy said, beaming at the very domestic site of Richie in the kitchen, “but we’ll really have to dance our butts off tonight, to get rid of all of those calories, chica.”

		“Do not worry, querida,” Ally said, taking Cathy into her arms, “we will dance, of course, but then later, you and Richie and I will get into bed together and burn many, many of these evil calories right up, no?”

		“Yes,” Cathy said, just before their lips met.

		

		****

		

		When Cathy and Allesandra came onstage for the Lesbian Seduction set the whole club exploded into applause. Men were up on their feet cheering and money was flying up onto the stage already.

		The girls wore simple costumes, just tops and shorts, with flat shoes; things that could be stripped off easily during the course of their act. As the music blared out, Allesandra glanced at Cathy out of the corner of her eye and her gorgeous face broke into a cute, welcoming little smile.

		Cathy ignored it for a few steps, and then turned and looked back over her shoulder at the Spanish girl. Allesandra was still staring after her, of course, and so Cathy’s character was caught red-handed ogling the redhead. Cathy then broke into a shy, bashful smile herself.

		Men hooted things like, “Go get her!” “Fuck, she wants you, can’t you see that?”

		Uncertainly, Cathy turned and moved toward her counterpart. The two of them smiled at each other and slowly began to dance, their bodies moving in perfect time, not touching, but their feet gliding in flawless syncopation with each subtle movement. It was like the mating dance some species did when courting.

		As the song ended, they kissed for the first time, just briefly. As they rapidly split apart and began to dance again, the second song came on and Cathy unbuttoned a button on her perspective lover’s blouse. Allesandra smiled encouragingly and undid two of Cathy’s.

		By mid-song, both of them were down to just bras, panties, and shoes, still dancing close together but not touching. Their eyes were drinking each other in as they moved. Money continued to fly up onto the stage.

		As the second song ended, they were both stark naked and in each other’s arms, kissing passionately. The place was so loud by then that the music was barely audible.

		The third song began and Cathy swept Allesandra into her arms and they began to dance together, ballroom-style, with Cathy leading. The swooned close to each other, kissed, and rubbed her bodies together shamelessly, breasts against breasts, their wet slits meeting and grinding against one another.

		As the last song ended, Cathy’s tongue was deep in Allesandra’s throat, her hands were entwined in the rich mane of red locks, and Allesandra’s big knockers were pressed flat against her lover chest, her own hands down on Cathy’s perfect ass, a taut little cheek gripped tightly in each. The noise level in the place was deafening and money hurtled up onto the stage in waves of fluttering bills.

		

		****

		

		“I can’t wait to get you home,” Allesandra hissed in Cathy’s ear as they went down the backstage ramp into the dressing room. “God, it always gets me so crazy, doing that dance with you in front of all of those men!”

		Cathy smiled at her lover and best friend and said, “I know what you mean. My pussy is so wet you wouldn’t believe it!”

		Celandra, Bobby, was adjusting her tall feather headdress, getting ready to go up the ramp and onto the main stage as they came down into the dressing room. She gave Cathy a little glower and said, “This is the last time, Cath. Quit scheduling me to dance so close to that number, will you? Tips are lame after you two perform.”

		Cathy laughed and touched her friend’s cheek as she said, “Oh, quit grousing. The fucking place is so full we couldn’t get another body in here tonight. You’ll do great on tips. You just like to complain.”

		Bobby gave her a fake moue and said, “I hate following that act. You two are so fucking great together. It’s not fair!”

		“Oh, chica, with these fine titties of yours and that face?” Allesandra teased Bobby momentarily, taking one of the tall girl’s nice breasts in each hand and giving them a little squeeze. “You will do fine.”

		She leaned in and kissed Bobby briefly on the lips, giving her a little tongue, too. Bobby, who wasn’t gay, or even very bisexual—although the word was that she had fooled around with Sony a time or two in the recent past—gave Allesandra a hot little wink and said, “You’d best quite teasing me or I’m going to take you up on it some night, Red.”

		Allesandra laughed and whispered, “Any time, sweetie, Cathy and I would welcome you to our bed any night you choose, right, mi amor.”

		Cathy blushed. Bobby was one of her oldest and best friends at the club, but there had never been anything sexual between them—until now. Still, she eyed Bobby’s tall, voluptuous frame; that pretty face, and those great tits and said softly, “Right. I think you’re hot, Bobby, you know that.”

		Bobby grinned, clearly taken aback by that reaction. She said, “God, Cath, if you’d have just said something, I’d have been in bed with you months ago!”

		Cathy giggled and went down into the dressing room all the way as Bobby hustled up onto the stage. In the distance, Tom, the sound guy was just finishing up his intro for Celandra, “one of our headliners here at the premier nude dancing club in Nevada, The Bohemia!”

		“You’re so bad,” she chided Allesandra as they put their costumes away in their respective lockers and got dressed to go home.

		“She is gorgeous, and so, how you say…sexy?” Allesandra said with a shrug. “I want her, and so do you, no, querida?”

		“Maybe,” Cathy admitted, “I hadn’t really thought about it before.”

		

		****

		

		Cathy was on the bottom. Ally was lying on top of her. They were both naked and making out like two of the horniest lesbians in Las Vegas.

		Richie was naked as well, and he was on his knees in between their spread legs, drilling his cock into Cathy hard and deep for thirty seconds or so, and then pulling it out and feeding it into Ally’s juicy snatch and fucking her flat-out for about the same length of time.

		The good thing about Richie, once he had come a time or two, was that he could go for forever. He’d been fucking them like this for twenty minutes or so by now, and Cathy had come twice so far, as had Ally.

		“Oh, he’s so good,” Ally hissed in her lover’s ear. ”This is so good, being with you like this, querida, and also with our sweet Richie, no?”

		“God, yes,” Cathy panted, her pussy starting to flutter around Richie’s driving cock, “is there anything in the world better than the three of us in bed together, darling?”

		“No, I don’t think so,” Ally said in that husky, sex-hungry rasp her voice took on when she was about to come. “This is the best!”

		Cathy shuddered, just on the brink. She called out, “It is the best! Oh, God, Richie, give it to me. My babygirl has got me so turned on and that cock of yours is pure heaven, darling!”

		Richie sighed and fucked her even harder. Cathy thought, as she went off for the third time that night; this is the best! What could be better?

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		The Hottest Act In Vegas

		

		“Is it true that you two are involved with each other personally, offstage, in your private lives?” Willie Harrison, the entertainment columnist asked. “That’s the rumor, you know; that you two are lovers.”

		Cathy laughed and shrugged. She looked over at Ally, who just smiled back and said nothing.

		“We don’t discuss our private lives,” Cathy said at last.

		Willie nodded and wrote that down. He looked up from his notepad and said, “You’re the dance instructor here, in addition to being one of the most popular headliners dancing at The Bohemia, correct?”

		“Yes, I help the girls with their routines and try to teach them some new steps and moves that they might want to integrate into their acts.”

		He wrote that down, too. Then he asked, “What about the rumor that you’re the girlfriend of Richie Vittone?”

		Cathy shrugged again and said, “That one, I won’t even try to deny. Half of Las Vegas has seen Richie and me out together, dancing or having dinner. It’s well known that we’re a couple.”

		“Does that ever cause jealousy problems among the other dancers?” Willie asked.

		“No, or at least it hasn’t yet, and Richie and I have been together for a while now.”

		“There’s also a persistent rumor that you’re married to someone else,” he said with a little leer, as if he was glad to dish the dirt.

		“I was, but I’m not anymore,” Cathy told him, her eyes going steely with defiance.

		“Did Mr. Vittone break up your marriage?”

		“My husband had…interests other than our marriage,” Cathy said diplomatically. “We just gradually drifted apart, so we got a divorce.”

		Willie shifted around in his chair and asked, “It has been said that your “Lesbian Seduction” act is currently the hottest ticket in town. Is it true that you’ve received offers to expand it and take it to one of the major casino show floors for a run?”

		“That’s been offered to us, yes,” Cathy admitted.

		“But you chose to stay here. Is that because the owner is your boyfriend?”

		“We’re both very happy here,” Cathy told him.

		He turned to Allesandra and said, “You left The Stallion Club for The Bohemia, why was that?”

		“My, how do you say it…contract? My contract had run out, and Richie, Mr. Vittone offered me a very nice contract here,” Allesandra replied.

		She turned to Cathy and smiled, continuing, “Plus, my best friend, Cathy worked here, so it was a good…fit? Is that right, ‘fit’?

		“That’s right,” Cathy told her encouragingly. “It was what you might call a perfect fit.”

		“Well, I want to thank you two lovely ladies for talking to me today,” Willie said, as he got up to go. “All of Las Vegas is talking about you two, you know.”

		Cathy got up and showed him to the front door of The Bohemia, where she turned him over to Marty. She felt like telling Marty to chuck his ass out into the parking lot, but she didn’t.

		I guess that weasel is just doing his job, after all.

		She and Ally were getting good at interviews. So far, they’d been on all of the local television entertainment shows and had even done a short interview with a guy from one of the network morning shows. Next week, they were scheduled to sit down with someone from a nationally syndicated gossip and celebrity show called The Hollywood Insider for yet another interview.

		“We need to go home and cuddle up and get some sleep, chica,” Ally said, coming up next to her and draping her arm around Cathy’s waist. “Richie and that wondrous cock of his kept us up half the night last night. And we both have to dance tonight, you know.”

		Cathy smiled over at her lover. She was right. Now that Cathy didn’t have the crutch of cocaine to instantly obliterate her weariness anymore, she needed a lot more sleep.

		And she was glad it was gone, too. The highs had been super. And feeling utterly fearless and invincible had been great.

		But the crash had been equally spectacular and devastating. She still remembered those weeks in California, learning to deal with the world without coke. She didn’t want to end up back there.

		As they said good bye to Marty and left the club together, arm in arm, she thought about Maddy Leopold and what the drug had done to her. Cathy shuddered in the bright Vegas sunlight. She didn’t want to end up dead, like poor Maddy, either!

		She let Ally drive the new Cadillac Richie had bought her back to the house. Ally had her Nevada license now and Cathy liked to let her get some more driving practice in whenever possible.

		Cathy’s cell phone rang and she saw that it was her father, calling from Indiana. She sighed and answered it, knowing that he’d have something to say again about her becoming famous for cavorting around naked onstage.

		She knew that he was slowly getting used to what she now did for a living, especially since all of his neighbors had gone from being negative about her new career to being excited that she was on some of the television celeb shows that they watched all of the time. She was like the hometown good girl who had gone bad and made good!

		“Hi, Daddy,” she said, leaning back in the comfortable leather seat, “what’s new with you and Mama?”

		“Oh, we’re about the same,” her father said. “Your sister, Jo, called last night and said that she’d seen you being interviewed on some national morning TV show. You just can’t seem to stay off the television screen, can you?”

		She smiled. She could hear the grudging pride in his voice.

		“No, supposedly I’m part of the hottest act in Vegas right now, so I guess it goes with the territory, Daddy.”

		“Well, I just called to tell you that your Ma and I are real proud of how you landed on your feet after that mess with Ron,” her father said. “We were pretty upset at first about you divorcing a professional man to do what you’re doing for a living now. But it looks like a damned smart move, in light of what happened.”

		Cathy sighed. She remembered how shocked everyone in her home town had been, from what her dad had said, when the Chicago papers printed the headline story a month ago about a local, prominent pharmacist and corporate officer for National Pharmacies being indicted after being surprised by local police in what the papers had termed a “love nest” with a pair of sisters who were fourteen and sixteen, respectively.

		Since the evidence was overwhelming and Ron looked like a sure thing for up to thirty years in prison, her folks had warmed considerably to the idea of her divorcing him. In their opinion, it was the smartest move she’s ever made.

		They talked for a few more minutes about Jo, and what was happening with her young family, and then Cathy promised once again to come and stay a little while for a visit, at the end of fall. And then Ally pulled the Caddy into the driveway of their house and Cathy rang off.

		“So, ready for a cuddle and a nap?” Ally asked as she shut off the engine and closed the garage door behind them with the remote.

		“You bet,” Cathy said, getting out of the car.

		

		****

		

		“I thought we were sleeping,” Cathy murmured, smiling, as Allesandra kissed her nipples.

		“After a quick little lick, we will nap, no, querida?” Ally said, slipping her middle finger into Cathy’s wet pussy lips as she went from breast to breast, sucking and licking.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds wonderful, darling,” Cathy sighed.

		The two of them were naked and under the covers in the bed Richie and the two of them shared at night. Ally kissed her way down Cathy’s belly and slid her finger out and her tongue into Cathy’s pinkness.

		“Oh, yeah, that’s just right,” Cathy moaned softly as her girlfriend kissed and tongued her pussy perfectly.

		“What’s just right?” Richie’s voice said from the doorway.

		“I thought you wanted to get some paperwork caught up?” Cathy said, smiling up at him. “We’re napping. Want to take a little nap with us, honey?”

		Richie, who was grinning from ear to ear and getting out of his suit, tie, and shoes as quickly as he could manage it, said, “Oh, yeah, that’s my kind of nap.”

		He was in bed with them in seconds and Cathy and Ally were all over him, kissing, licking, and sucking. Richie smiled and said, “I’m the luckiest man in Las Vegas, possibly the world.”

		Ally said nothing. She was too busy sucking cock.

		Cathy gathered him into her arms and kissed him passionately. After a minute, she broke off the kiss and whispered, “I love you, Richie, did you know that?”

		“I did, actually,” he said. “Did you know I love you right back?”

		“Yes,” Cathy said, beaming with happiness. “And we both love Ally, right?”

		“We do,” Richie said.

		Cathy turned to her girlfriend, whose head was moving slowly, sensuously up and down Richie’s hard on and asked, and you love us, too, right Allesandra, my darling?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all the stunning redhead could manage around the big shaft, but she was nodding her head that she did.

		“Well, good then,” Cathy said, cuddling close to Richie. “Everything’s perfect then, now isn’t it?”

		“Richie murmured, “Yeah, it really is.”

		And Cathy couldn’t have agreed more.

		

		The End

		

		

		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.

		Artistic liberties have been taken in creating this work of fiction. While there are totally nude dancing establishments in Nevada, would Nevada state law allow two dancers to touch and fondle each other onstage as part of their act, as Cathy and Allesandra do in the book? I have no idea. The scene is merely included to spice up the story a bit

		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
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