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The Italians called it the Thunderbolt! I had never thought much about the phenomena until it happened to me, a sudden and powerful upheaval, striking like an intense summer storm in the Deep South and bringing me to my knees—both metaphorically and literally. I knew I was in trouble from the moment I laid eyes on her. I think she knew it too. It was part of her game, I suspect.  
Kenny had invited me to attend the show. A few of his coworkers had discovered a speakeasy not too far from the river and asked him to tag along for a boys’ night out. He had gone, had a good time, and thought it might be a change of pace for date night. I’d met Kenny at a City Market bar six months prior and we had hit it off, stumbling from the dive in the wee hours to his nearby apartment where I spent the remainder of the weekend. The first three months were fun, but we both knew we weren’t in love. I could see it in his eyes, and I suppose he saw it in mine. We were both biding our time, waiting on something more meaningful to come along. And lately, we had spent less time together, finding the courtship waning, perhaps realizing we were just pals with benefits. The irony was that he had led me to the more meaningful. And that is the thrust of my story.
The April evening was pleasant, the cool breeze blowing off the river providing a sufficient antidote to the balminess lurking in the mid-spring air. Following a forgettable dinner in the restaurant district, Kenny escorted me down a decayed and crumbling staircase hundreds of years old that ultimately led to the river. But we veered left when we reached a landing, and then Kenny commenced to guide us down an alley of cobblestones and seashells. We walked about a block before he stopped, blinked, and tentatively approached a heavy wooden door embedded in the stained red brick of the nondescript structure to our right. 
“I think this is it,” he frowned, looking up and down the semi-dark alley. 
I raised my eyebrows and waited.
“Yeah,” he finally said, nodding and pointing to a small placard next to the door. 
Nothing was on the dingy little sign but three faint numbers. 
“219! This is it!” he exclaimed.
I examined the door and noticed a little slide mechanism about eye level. With deliberation, Kenny proceeded with four hard knocks on the thick wood. Within seconds, the slide opened and two dark eyes peered at us through the slot. 
“These are the best of times,” Kenny said evenly and took a small step back. 
I pursed my lips to conceal a snicker. It all seemed so cloak and dagger!
The slot closed and the door opened. A black man who looked to be in his seventies assessed us briefly without expression before stepping aside and allowing us entry. I took him in. Thin and slightly stooped with a headful of silvery black curls, the doorman stood over six-feet tall. The dusty tux he wore, while not completely threadbare, had seen better days and seemed to hang on his frame like a garment on a wide hanger. But otherwise, he was neat, tidy, and efficient. A shiny plastic nameplate just above the left breast of the frayed tux jacket bore his name. Micah.
I smiled at Micah as we passed, and the older gentleman allowed a slight upturn of his leathery lips as he inclined his head. When I turned away from Micah and examined the long, narrow room, I felt as if I’d gone back in time—maybe a hundred years or so. Mahogany and cherry antiques lined the walls, including a few glass-front bookcases containing leather-bound novels. An assortment of other furniture littered with various bric-a-brac mixed with small tables where people sat and sipped libations of various sorts. Persian rugs of once rich and colorful fabric and now fading with age, covered sturdy yet pitted hardwoods. About midway inside the room, a small stage occupied the right side of the passage. An organ grinder, dressed in black with a top hat, played tunes while his tethered monkey took coins from patrons in front of a red velvet curtain covering an eight-foot passage beyond the stage.
Kenny took my hand and led me to the far side of the room where two bartenders—one male and one female and dressed in 20’s garb—hustled behind a bar in the corner, pouring drinks for thirsty customers anxious with anticipation for the show to begin. The confines, although a bit dim from the yellowy lighting, buzzed with excitement. The buzz was contagious. I instantly liked the place and smiled at Kenny, letting him know I was pleased. 
Kenny sidled up to the bar with me in his wake and ordered a whiskey and soda for himself and a glass of white wine for me. We found a table and sipped our drinks. Kenny chatted idly while I watched the organ grinder monkey take tips. I chuckled when one ill-advised guy in his twenties patted the monkey’s head. The little chimp snagged the young man’s finger and gave it a bite, but only hard enough to serve as a warning. The guy’s buddies were entertained though, laughing at their friend’s misfortune and humiliation at the hands of the primate.
About twenty minutes passed, and then the organ grinder ceased playing the music and stood, faithful monkey by his side.
“Please have your tickets out and hand them to Oscar,” he said, pointing to his hairy sidekick. “If you touch Oscar, ladies and gentlemen, you do so at your own risk.”
The monkey sneered smugly as the crowd rose from their seats and formed a queue along the tiny stage. I glanced at Kenny, who stood and produced two paper tickets. He placed one in my hand and waved his arm gallantly, encouraging me to proceed in front of him. I offered my ticket to Oscar, who in turn handed it to the organ grinder, and Kenny and I slipped through the small opening in the red velvet curtain. 
A compact theatre greeted us as we maneuvered into the space beyond the curtain. Kenny and I stopped briefly in the aisle that sloped downward toward an elevated stage much larger than where the organ grinder had performed. We looked both directions. Three rows of cushioned movie-theatre chairs spanning about twenty seats on each side of the aisle comprised most of the general admission. Further down, eight four-top tables offered front-row viewing for those who wished to pay a little more. Apparently, Kenny had splurged. He guided me to the second table from the left, where we joined another young couple.
We took our seats and chatted with our table mates until the lights dimmed and the emcee pranced onto the stage—a thirtyish fellow dressed in the requisite 20’s attire.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he bellowed. “Welcome to Rivertown Cabaret! We have a great show for you tonight, featuring the Downtown Debutantes! So let’s have a big round of applause for our lovely girls! Give it up, folks!”
The capacity crowd of approximately 150 people cheered and jeered as the emcee scurried off the stage. And then the big curtain opened just as the music began, and five girls dressed in red-and-white-striped suits with peppermint “candy” canes and red hats danced into view. It was a sight to behold, and I found myself smiling broadly at the whacky and thrilling kookiness of it all. 
A ragtime tune accompanied the girls as they danced, and it instantly dawned on me that I wasn’t at some second-rate show. These young women were skilled, graceful, talented, and attractive. They formed a V as they danced, and I took in each lady individually. The two girls on the opposite ends, though full-figured and curvy, were pretty and graceful, dark-headed and moving about the stage with silky smoothness. The girls next to the flanking performers were of similar stature, but thinner and a bit taller. Then my eyes shifted to the dancer at the apex, who was clearly the star of the show. My breath caught in my throat, and I felt my face flush at the rise in my body temperature, causing a light bead of sweat to form on my brow. I had never…ever…in my life been affected by a woman the way I was affected by her. Her beauty hit me like a bolt of lightning. She was undeniably stunning. Tall, perhaps five-eight, with honey-colored hair and olive skin, she moved with the flair of a self-assured star. The girl had high cheekbones, flawless skin, and the most adorable pouty lips I’d ever seen. The outfit she wore fit like a second skin, accentuating her perfect figure. Then her brilliant green eyes met mine and I nearly swooned.
Not removing my eyes from hers, I picked up my wine and gulped. The girls spun and whipped off their jackets, exposing blue corsets with black lace, each girl’s ample bosom bursting from the hem of the frilly garment. And then, upon completion of the whirling 360, the lead dancer’s eyes met mine again and a flash of mischief flickered over her lovely countenance. 
Why was I so affected by her gaze? I couldn’t answer. But there was a more pressing question. Why had she targeted me? I was neither a raving beauty, nor was the mirror unkind, but I wasn’t in her league—at least in my estimation. Had she seen something different? I had my qualities, of course, and never lacked male interest, or the occasional glance from a female, but this experience was unchartered terrain. Tall, leggy, and dark-haired with an athletic build from years of running track and playing soccer, I had turned a few heads in my twenty-five years, but I didn’t feel worthy of being singled out in a crowd exceeding a hundred people. 
The dancers spun again, this time stripping off their striped slacks and revealing skimpy black panties to the spirited and roaring approval of the increasingly raucous crowd. Next, the Downtown Debs removed their hats with flippant tosses and followed that with equally brassy tosses of their flowing locks. Then, coyly, they turned and gave the audience a face full of shaking asses, chins attached to their left shoulders as they smiled coquettishly at the cheering crowd. The leading lady’s eyes wavered momentarily before returning to gaze directly at me once more. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. I was simply spellbound! 
I got a chance to catch my breath when the song ended, and the girls flitted backstage behind the closing curtain. The emcee took the floor, told a couple obscene jokes, and then he whisked himself off the stage when the music resumed. Round two was amazing. The girls all had some level of gymnastics skills, performing back handsprings, cartwheels, and even a round-off into a backflip by my leading lady. Impressive, to say the least. The girl continued to make eye contact with me with those emerald orbs, burning a green fire through my overheated core. 
The ladies danced six sets with the emcee yacking up the crowd during each break, ostensibly giving the dancers time to change costumes between each performance. I gulped wine between each set, trying to keep my heart from bursting from my chest. Somehow, I maintained enough composure to chat with Kenny and the couple at our table, but to this day, I couldn’t tell you what was said or how I responded. And when the sixth set began, I sat hypnotized when the girls emerged wearing only skimpy thongs below and small pasties over their breasts.
The last song was a departure from swing and ragtime tunes as Def Leppard’s Pour Some Sugar on Me blared from the speakers. The scene got rowdy and chaotic, and when the song was about half over, the Debs jumped from the stage and took up positions at various front-row tables, doing an up-close performance for the preferred seating customers. That’s when the leading lady danced her way directly in front of me. I gulped and tried a weak smile, which she returned with a wickedly lascivious grin. Then she put her lovely titties directly in my face and shook like a drunk in detox. All I could do was stare. She was even lovelier up close. She smelled of shampoo and body wash with a hint of light perfume, despite the rigorous acrobatics she’d been performing. Her luxurious brown hair whipped around with her gyrations, stinging my cheeks with delicious swats as she moved about. I couldn’t hide the fact that I was intoxicated by her, and in that moment, I didn’t care. Nor did I try to hide it.
And then it ended. The girl straightened, turned and showed me a perfectly carved ass, and then pranced away into the night, leaving me breathless and panting. 
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Kenny was laughing at me. 
“She was really something, huh?” he chided.
“W-what?” I stammered. 
Kenny shook his head and laughed again.
“I think that girl was really into you. That’s kinda hot,” he added, giving me a little nudge with his shoulder. 
“Whatever,” I retorted, giving him a nudge in return while trying to keep my excitement and confusion from his detection. 
We stood and worked our way from the auditorium. When we slipped back into the speakeasy, Kenny touched my arm.
“I gotta pee, Lauren,” he said. “Wait right here.”
I nodded and he darted into the restroom as I took up a position between the two lavatories. I shook myself, attempting to clear my head. The whole scene was laughable, I mused. So, I got worked up by a beautiful young woman. I’m sure I wasn’t the first straight girl to have a reaction to the leading lady the way I had. It was probably sport for that wicked girl, I told my more reasonable self. 
Attempting to shrug it all off while I waited for Kenny, I caught Micah out of the corner of my eye. He was approaching my general direction from a side door next to the curtain that led to the theatre. Assuming he would pass me by, I offered a perfunctory smile as he neared. Micah surprised me by stopping a few feet from where I stood.
“Madam,” he intoned, producing a small envelope. “I was instructed to give this to you.”
“Me?” I asked. “Are you sure?”
“Yes, ma’am. I’m quite certain.”
Micah proffered the envelope and I hesitantly reached for it. As the little card was transferred to my hand, I heard the bathroom door swing open. I pocketed the envelope and thanked Micah, who turned and retreated just as Kenny closed the distance. He gave me a bemused look.
“What was that about?” he asked.
“Nothing,” I said. “Just making small talk with the doorman.”
I smiled. Now it was me being all cloak and dagger. And while I hadn’t had time to survey the contents of the card Micah had passed me, I think I knew in the back of mind who had sent it and perhaps the sentiment behind the note. What else could it possibly be?
“That was fun, no?” Kenny inquired as we stepped through the door into the alley. 
I smiled. “It really was, babe,” I said. “Thanks for the night out. It was really different.”
He gazed at me curiously. “Up for a nightcap?”
I decided to beg off. Though it was Friday night, I’d had a long day in the office where I worked as a bookkeeper for a local accounting firm, putting my degree from Georgia Southern University to good use. Despite the long day, however, I was consumed with sexual energy and a bit unbalanced from watching the Downtown Debs shaking their hot bodies in my face. I needed time alone to assess it all…and examine the card in private. 
“No, babe, not tonight,” I answered. “I’m kinda tired.”
Kenny looked disappointed but nodded his understanding.
“I’ll walk you to your car,” he said.
We strolled in silence until we reached the parking deck where I’d left my Jetta. Kenny took me in his arms and kissed me. When we broke, I smiled and thanked him again.
“I really had a great night,” I said. “Thanks again for the adventure!”
“Sure,” he said. “Look, Lauren, I’m leaving for the West Coast early Sunday morning. But I thought maybe we could do lunch tomorrow around two. It’ll be ten days before I’m back.”
I nodded. “Lunch it is. Where?”
“My place.”
I laughed. “You’re cooking?”
It was his turn to laugh. “Are you kidding? I’ll pick up some subs and a little wine.”
“Sounds charming,” I said, kissing him on the cheek. “See you around two.”
I stepped into my apartment twenty minutes later, anxious and energized, despite my little fib to my boyfriend. I poured myself another glass of wine and set the envelope on the coffee table in front of the sofa where I sat perched on the edge. I must have gazed at the card for minutes, knowing once I read it, the mystery of it all would be over. Or would it? I shook with anticipation. Finally, I reached for the card with a trembling hand. 
A light whiff of perfume wafted in the air as I removed the card. I examined the front. A vase of daffodils sat in the center above an inscribed name.
Angelica Delacroix 
A lovely name for a lovely girl, I thought. I opened the card and read the two sentences below.
I enjoyed dancing for you this evening! Please join me at 10 pm tomorrow night inside the speakeasy for drinks before the show—my treat.
Was this a date? I laughed. If so, I now had two rendezvous in one day—lunch with my boyfriend at two and drinks with a potential female suitor at ten. 
I set the card down and took a rather large gulp of wine. I couldn’t deny my excitement. I’d rarely, if ever, regarded a woman in any kind of romantic capacity before, but there was no question I’d done so that evening. My head spun.
I finished my wine and replayed the evening at the cabaret. I now had a name to go with the face. Angelica. She was indeed angelic, a gorgeous creature. In my mind’s eye, I watched her dance, the graceful flow of her limbs, the lightness of her moves, the forceful gaze from those menacing green eyes. And then I frowned. The question returned. What had she seen in me? I decided to shake it off. I could ask her myself the following night. 
I stripped inside my bathroom and examined my body. Years of sports from high school and college, along with three or four trips to the gym as I segued into the world of adulthood, had kept my body toned and taut. I was neither pale nor dark, but I often tanned to a medium bronze in the summer. My chocolatey hair danced past my shoulders in thick waves, and my hips flowed from my waist in shapely curves, supporting a muscular and slightly bulbous bottom. My breasts were average-sized but firm and shapely, small, dark areolas anchoring long, puffy nipples. Though trimmed and groomed, I favored a substantial thatch of dark curls above my sex. While I gazed in the mirror, my right hand moved to my breast, caressing, rubbing, and tweaking the sensitive flesh now emboldened and at full attention. My left hand trailed down my flat tummy, through my pubic hair, and rested at the dewy folds of my pussy. I moaned, the sound an eerily erotic echo in the small chamber. I slipped a finger between my labia, the fiery blaze of my copious honey greeting my digit. I moaned again, spreading my lady lust over my clit, the throbbing pearl aching for touch. 
Leaning against the bathroom wall opposite the mirror, I eased two middle fingers inside my dripping canal. Slowly, I worked lubricated digits in and out, using my palm and the base of my fingers to coax my clit with each thrust. I was soaked, a hot, slick froth brewing between my legs. Gradually, I accelerated the velocity of each stroke until my hand was moving in a blurred frenzy, manipulating my steaming box with breathless vigor. My hips jutted forward and my calves strained as I raised onto tiptoes. With my shoulders pressed into the wall, uncontrollable noises spewed from my mouth as my self-induced orgasm approached. My mind whirled, taking me back a few hours to the wild scene at the cabaret show. I saw Angelica Delacroix standing before me, shaking her boobs in my face, her pretty countenance and dizzying beauty nearly making me drool. Then I replayed the final turn when she offered up her delightful ass to me as she sashayed backstage after the final number. It was all I could take. My fingers dug deep inside of my pussy, working my flesh with pressing need. My legs began to rattle, struggling to support my weight as I hurried toward glory. And then I exploded, arching my back against the wall into what must have been a comical sight as I released myself to the skilled and practiced fingers inside me. 
Moments later, with damp hair stuck to my brow and panting like a marathon runner at the finish line, I slumped to the floor and closed my eyes, feeling a combination of thrilling ecstasy, excitable confusion, and even a tinge of shame having masturbated for the first time to the image of another woman. 
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I awoke the following morning to sunny skies forging their way into my bedroom. Groggy and unfocused, I patted the nightstand for my phone, eventually making purchase and using my other hand to rub sleep from my eyes as I checked the time. Nine-thirty. 
After showering and performing my oral hygiene, I dressed and dashed from the apartment to a bakery that I frequented a block away. I breakfasted on a bagel and banana, washing them down with coffee. I had my nails done and my hair trimmed, making it to Kenny’s just past two.
As promised, he supplied some rather delicious-looking sub sandwiches accompanied by chips and a six-pack of some IPA I’d never heard of. After, we wound up in the bedroom until nearly four. I found myself going through the motions at first—my mind and perhaps my heart were elsewhere. But Kenny was a kind, gentle, and attentive lover, whose skills between the sheets were commendable, and I found myself eventually giving in to some pleasurable frolicking with my sometimes beau. 
It was the aftermath that was always difficult. It wasn’t Kenny’s fault. I suppose it wasn’t anyone’s fault, really. Dutifully, I went through the motions of snuggling or laying with my head on his chest, but the act was uninspired, if not downright phony. I longed for escape. Luckily, he had details to attend to involving his upcoming trip.
“I hate to cut this short, Lauren. I really do,” he said softly into my ear. “But I better get rolling. I have tons of stuff yet to do before my flight.”
“Aww,” I moaned with credible conviction, wondering why I was going through this charade with him—a guy I appreciated and admired. It was moments like this when I struggled to like myself.
“Sorry, babe, but I really gotta get moving. Rover needs to be at the vet by six, and I still gotta pack.”
I laughed. He’d named his dog Rover—the most generic dog name ever, except for maybe Spot. Oddly, I’d never met a dog named Rover before, or Spot for that matter.
“Rover!” I said aloud and chuckled once more. 
“Unless you wanna keep him?” Kenny raised his eyebrows.
I shook my head. “No way, dude! I’m not the dog sitter. Sorry.”
I wasn’t a dog person. I’d warmed up some to Rover over the past months, but not enough to be his caretaker for ten days. Had I felt more connected to Kenny, I may have agreed. But as it stood, I wasn’t willing to take that step. In hindsight, it turned out to be a very good call.
Back at my apartment, I decided on a late-afternoon run. I pushed myself, logging five miles in forty-five minutes. After hydrating and paying a few online bills, I showered for the second time that day, applied a few subtle touches of makeup, and dressed in a pair of snug yellow shorts, a black tank top, and some black Cole Haan loafers. Pleased with my appearance, I left the house around nine-thirty, walking the six blocks north toward the river. I reached the alley right at ten and located the door Kenny had led me to the night before. Pausing, I looked up and down the alley, suddenly feeling ridiculous for my unaccompanied presence at an all-female cabaret show. I nearly turned and ran, but something pulled at me like a strong magnetic force. Hesitantly, I knocked on the door. Several seconds passed and I almost hightailed it. And then the slide opened and two dark eyes assessed me through the slot.
The door swung open and Micah greeted me.
“Welcome back, miss. Please follow me,” the doorman said.
Micah led me down the narrow passage. About halfway across the room, I saw her and it was like déjà vu. Everything that I’d felt the night before presented itself again to me. My face flushed and my body temperature soared. Feeling a little dizzy, I pressed on nonetheless, following the black septuagenarian through the speakeasy. Angelica Delacroix sat at a high-top table sipping a beverage I couldn’t identify. Slowly, her face tilted my direction and her gaze met mine. A faint smile creased her pouty lips, but her green eyes shone in a devilish grin, like she’d been the victor in a spirited game and was letting me know she’d won. My presence confirmed it.
Sliding gracefully from the stool, the leading deb stood and faced me as I approached. She wore hip-hugging blue-and-white-striped bell bottom pants with a matching crop top, sleeveless and showing off her toned and sinewy sun-kissed arms. Her honey-colored hair was pulled back behind her ears and fell beyond her smooth shoulders. Although we were of similar height, she towered above me in three-inch white stilettos. 
Micah proffered his hand, bowed gracefully, and did an about-face, leaving me alone, tongue-tied and twisted, staring at the mesmerizing leading lady. Angelica took my hand firmly and guided me to the stool next to hers and facing the little stage. Her touch was soft and warm, yet somehow commanding. I tried to control my breathing, but I’m certain she detected her effect on me despite my efforts to conceal them. She seemed pleased at the result, like watching me squirm satisfied her to no end. 
“I’m so happy you agreed to join me. I believe you know my name. May I know yours?” she inquired in a husky bedroom voice sprinkled with a touch of Cajun. 
I gulped. Her cadence was hypnotic. I blinked a couple times and found my voice. It seemed to echo in my ears.
“Lauren. Lauren James,” I said. 
She smiled and for the first time I noticed the tiniest of imperfections. Although her teeth were otherwise straight and white, a tooth on the bottom row jutted forward. But it was the kind of flaw that somehow enhanced one’s beauty, a subtle foible that reminded me that she was perhaps part human and not solely an angel as her name implied. 
“Lauren,” she purred, causing goosebumps to rise on my flesh as the utterance of my name danced from her lips. “Such a pretty name.”
“Thank you,” I said lamely. “I like yours too.”
She nodded dismissively and took a sip of her beverage, a sparkly clear liquid with a lime wedge floating at the surface.
“May I offer you a drink?” she inquired.
“Chardonnay, please,” I answered.
Angelica held up her hand and wiggled her fingers, and the girl I’d seen behind the bar the previous night appeared almost instantly.
“Bring Miss Lauren James a glass of Far Niente, Jessica.”
“Right away, ma’am,” Jessica replied before scurrying off to fetch my wine.
Ma’am?
Apparently, Angelica Delacroix was highly respected and revered among the employees inside the speakeasy. I reflected back and now recognized the deference Micah had shown her. Who was this lady and exactly what power did she possess? Obviously, she was more than just a dancer in the club. 
Jessica returned with my wine, and I thanked her before taking a sip. 
“Wow!” I said. “This is amazingly good!”
“Yes, it is. One of my favorites. Have all you like.”
I took another sip, enjoying how the wine soothed my palate. I pointed to her glass.
“What are you drinking?”
“Club soda for now. Perhaps we can share some wine after the show?”
I smiled. “Yes, I’d enjoy that.”
I paused and her hand gently brushed my bare leg about mid-thigh. The goosebumps returned.
“I really enjoyed the show last night. You’re an amazing dancer.”
She smiled and brushed my thigh again.
“Who was the boy with you last night? Boyfriend? Brother?”
I took a sip of wine to steady my nerves. 
“Kenny and I date some. He’s a nice guy. He attended your show with some buddies from work and thought it would be fun to bring me.”
“I see,” she said evenly. “I’m glad you found us.”
A foot boldly caressed my ankle, sending shivers down my spine. In an ordinary circumstance, with someone I hardly knew, I might have been angry and annoyed at the brazenness of her actions, but I was delighted by her attention. And she knew it.
Angelica glanced at a sleek lady’s watch on her wrist. She stood without a word and took my hand, leading me through a door beyond the small stage. I followed like a small child being pulled through a grocery store by her mother, and when we reached a small dressing area, she pulled me in with her. Pinning me against the wall, the sultry dancer pressed her body into mine, resistance from me the furthest consideration. Angelica placed her mouth against my neck and whispered.
“Tonight I dance for you, my love.”
Then she gave my throat the softest of bites before kissing my ear and blowing warm breath over my lobe. My knees buckled but I caught myself by pressing into the wall. Angelica leaned down and gently touched her lips to mine. Then she retreated and called out a familiar name.
“Oscar!” she said loudly.
The little monkey who accompanied the organ grinder appeared and took my hand. The chimp led me to a table, front and center, which I occupied by myself, and left me sitting alone in the empty venue. I let loose a little laugh, wondering if the night could become any more bizarre. I didn’t have to wait long to find out.
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Five minutes passed before the red velvet curtain opened and an equally raucous crowd compared to the night before filed into the theatre. Shortly after that, the dancers filled the stage. The routine was similar to the night before with a few subtle differences, but I viewed it in a new light. My eyes never drifted from Angelica Delacroix, and she pinned me with her gaze throughout the show. Then, just like the previous evening, she dropped to the floor near the end of the performance and shook her wares in my proximity, this time grabbing my hair when she bounced her ample boobs in my face. The crowd loved it, and I did too. Any shame or embarrassment or humiliation I might have had was trumped by the sheer sexiness of her moves and the spell she’d cast over me. I was a willing prop to her brazen production.  
When the show ended, the audience was ushered from the theatre, so I stood to exit with the crowd. Micah intercepted me and returned me to my seat.
“Ms. Delacroix asks that you wait here, madam.”
I smiled. “Of course, Micah. Thank you!”
The doorman nodded and moved in behind the departing patrons. When everyone had exited, he turned, pulled the curtain closed, and stood sentry in front of the red velvet. Was I being monitored? Somehow I found it oddly thrilling.
Jessica entered the theatre moments later, set a glass of the expensive Chardonnay before me, and scurried off without a word. I sat and sipped my wine, feeling as giddy as a teenager at her first high school prom, wondering what the night had in store for me. Ten minutes later, Angelica appeared in the same outfit she’d worn in the speakeasy. Without a word, she firmly took my hand and led me away from the table. But instead of turning right and escorting me back into the club, she turned left down the passageway where the dressing room she’d used to kiss me was located. Would there be an encore?
I slowed near the dressing room with mixed feelings of confusion and hopefulness, thinking she might whisk me into the chamber and have her way with me. But she tugged me firmly when I dallied, causing me to take a few awkward steps to catch up with her.
“Where are we going?” I asked.
She turned and smiled at me, more with her eyes than her mouth, but I’d learned that was her way. 
“Angelica?” I asked, a little nervous about being dragged down an unfamiliar dark hallway.
“Ssshhh,” she admonished, neither gently nor harshly. “Trust me.”
I didn’t trust her—not then. I felt out of control but mostly very curious regarding what she had planned for us.
At the end of the hallway, we reached a door. She pushed through it into a musty stairwell and led me up two flights. We breached a second door and entered another dark hallway. Pulling me along, we passed two solid oak doors that were fairly close together before we walked another long stretch. We reached a third entry and she punched digits into a keypad, resulting in a short beep and an audible click. 
Angelica opened the door and once again pulled me inside. She hit a switch and illuminated the room. I looked around in astonishment. It was similar to the speakeasy in one regard. The space was decorated in 1920’s décor, but that’s where any similarities ended. The room was tasteful and elegant, filled with lavish furnishings and decorations. Thick Persian carpets covered immaculate hardwoods. Fine art pieces hung on every wall. The living room area boasted an elegant brown leather davenport, a white and burgundy Florencia Chaise, a rust-colored velvet lounge, and numerous antique bookcases and hutches. To the left, sat a gorgeous walnut dining table with matching China cabinet and buffet. Beyond the living room, the sturdy walls were interrupted by large glass windows. Angelica noticed my interest and pulled me over to get a breathtaking view of the expansive river below. 
“Wow! Where are we? Heaven?” I asked.
She turned up her left eyebrow and grinned.
“Maybe we are. How about that drink?”
She didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, she moved toward a bar cart, flipped two tumblers and poured from a bottle of Scotch.
“Water? Soda?” she asked.
“Soda, please,” I answered. 
Angelica poured a splash of soda into both glasses, plopped a lemon into each, and handed me my drink.
“Cheers,” I said, raising my glass and clinking it with hers.
We sipped our drinks. Nothing but the best for Angelica Delacroix. The Scotch was exquisite! 
“I figured we’d drink in the speakeasy. This is a pleasant surprise,” I remarked.
“Shall we sit,” she said. It wasn’t a question. 
She led me to the velvet lounge. It was commensurate to a very cozy loveseat, and we piled in together, two leggy gals, sipping expensive Scotch in a fabulous downtown apartment with stunning river views. Her free hand went to my leg, gently stroking me. I didn’t resist. I didn’t want to. The wine, whiskey, and the gorgeous woman slowly seducing me had my mind and body buzzing with anticipation. Despite my apprehension, I knew I wouldn’t turn back. I was spellbound. 
Angelica’s hand moved higher, onto my upper thigh. I released a sigh and noticed a little tic work the corner of her mouth. She polished off her drink and I followed suit. Then she took my glass and stood.
“Stay,” she instructed.
She placed the glasses on the bar cart and moved to a short cabinet where a Victrola turntable sat. Placing a vinyl record onto the player, she turned and assessed me. 
“Would you enjoy a private dance?”
My mouth went dry. All I could do was nod like a silly child.
She began floating around the room, graceful limbs elegantly moving to the beat of the jazz tune playing on the Victrola. She spun and whirled in front of me. Her dancing was flawless, just like the woman herself, lovely and feminine yet powerful and intense. She bent in front of me, hair hanging low, concealing her upper front. When she straightened, she’d somehow managed to remove her top, flinging it at me with a wink. I gazed at her breasts, substantial and firm, large areolas hosting succulent pink nipples. She danced about the floor again, and I tracked her every movement. When my performer returned to my proximity, she placed her ass in my face and shook, regaling me with her perfect fanny. Then, in the blink of an eye, her pants whipped down and she stepped out of them, standing only in her heels. Slowly, she turned to face me in her naked glory, hands at her waist, hips jutting forward. My mouth was agape. What a fabulous body she had! I slowly panned down her frame, stopping at her midsection and admiring her form. Pink petals protruded between spread legs, dewy and ripe like a spring flower. A small triangle of pubic hair, wheat-colored and oddly lighter than the hair on her head, crowned her jewel—a remarkable and stunning contrast that made her sex even more exotic. 
She stepped to the edge of the lounge, and with a flurry, placed her left ankle on my shoulder. Then she slithered her leg farther behind me, over the edge of the loveseat so that her thigh replaced her ankle. Her pussy was less than a foot from my face—maybe only six inches. I trembled when she used her right hand to pull my head forward, bringing me inches from her wondrous treasure. I could smell her musk, the earthy tones wafting from her exotic sex. I had never been so turned on in my life. I inhaled deeply, breathing in her wonderful and lusty aroma. I trembled again.
Then she withdrew, leaving me quaking in the velvet lounge. She stepped back as a slow song began playing on the Victrola. 
“Stand up,” she commanded.
I didn’t hesitate. She stared into my eyes and reached for the hem of my tank top. Seconds later, I stood before her, topless, my nipples hard and aching. She inspected me briefly, a small smile working her mouth, confirming her approval. Then she reached for the snap of my shorts, and in a flash, whipped them from my waist along with my thong, both resting obscenely around my ankles. 
She placed her hands on my hips.
“Dance with me,” she breathed into my ear. “Dance with me, my darling.”
Stepping carefully from the garments at my feet, I pressed flesh with my private dancer. Her hands roamed my body as we swayed to the music. Angelica gripped my ass with both hands, grinding her pussy into mine. She nibbled at my neck and ears and blew hot breath along my hairline. Her lips pressed mine until her tongue darted into my mouth, swirling, exploring, sparring. Abruptly, she spun me in a 360, giving me a gentle shove. And as I fell into the cushy lounge, she managed to land deftly between my spread legs, chin on my belly, green eyes looking right into my soul.
I gave a brief cry when her tongue darted from her mouth and swirled inside my navel. An electric bolt fired south, expanding its current, shooting along my legs to the tips of my toes. Then she left a moist trail downward, stopping when she reached my pubic hair. I watched her face. Her head turned side-to-side, inspecting, evaluating her imminent conquest. Angelica buried her nose in my dark curls and inhaled, closing her eyes as she breathed in my scent, absorbing me, basking in the bouquet of my feminine desire. 
An odd sound escaped her, something between a breathy exhale and a low growl. And then suddenly, two hands took purchase of my upper thighs, pushing my legs into the air and exposing my slit in all its glory.  She dove in. I quivered and rattled when her tongue probed my sex. There was no tentative exploration. That had been concluded. She devoured me like a madwoman. Angelica’s tongue flicked and darted and lapped. Her head shook from side-to-side, up-and-down. She bit my lips, attacked my clit, and penetrated my canal to surprising depths. Her tongue worked rapidly, demonically. My world diminished to the incredible blaze between my legs. Nothing else mattered. Angelica brought me to new pleasures I’d never imagined possible. She was a magician, working me over until I was reduced to a quivering mess in her grasp. Insane with bliss, I writhed in her authority, mad with lust and need, the mighty storm she’d created brewing menacingly on the near horizon. And then I lost control, exploding, climaxing on my lover’s face, babbling and crying like an infant. I had never felt pleasure like this before. The intensity of my orgasm was almost painful, wavering on the cusp of bliss and agony. 
I could take no more, but Angelica wasn’t finished—far from it. 
“Hold your legs,” she ordered, smacking my ass with a firm swat. 
I did as I was told, stunningly amazed at how her hardy whack to my bottom affected me. I’d never allowed more than a little rough play before, thinking I was strongly opposed to someone taking their hand to me. But when Angelica did it, the effect was surprisingly arousing, making me long for an encore. I didn’t wait long, another wicked smack jolting me into submission.
“Higher,” she demanded.
When I acquiesced, her fingers invaded me, violating me, obscene sloshing from my drenched pussy, confirming my desire. She located the rough terrain of my G-spot and frantically drummed, eliciting an uncharacteristically loud cry from my lips.
“Oh, God! Please! No! Yes! God!” I moaned. 
Angelica’s eyes burned a green fire. Then, using my natural lubrication, she employed deft fingers from her other hand to toy with my anus. Gradually, she worked a finger inside me, gently at first. Pushing upward, she laid siege to a bundle of nerves I’d yet to discover myself, nearly sending me into orbit. I clenched and bucked at the sensation, the divine violation of both my holes more than I could take. 
“Cum for me, baby!” my lover shouted. “Cum for me!”
I really had no say in the matter. Angelica played me like a fiddle, coaxing rolling waves of euphoria from my core, my body an instrument to her demands. I came so intensely I nearly fainted. It was sheer madness. I didn’t know such pleasure could be had. 
I lay moaning, awkwardly sprawled on the lounge, raspy breaths breaching my mouth, strands of hair stuck to my brow in post-orgasmic splendor, warm slickness covering my inner thighs. 
Angelica stood and smiled. Then she slithered onto the lounge next to me, holding my head to her breasts and stroking my cheek, kissing my lips and neck and ears. I had never been so content in my life. I never wanted to leave her side. And that, I soon discovered, was exactly the effect she intended.
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Perhaps an hour elapsed before Angelica stirred again. I’d lost track of time. She untangled from my frame without a word and towered over me, examining me, assessing me. Then, as before, she gripped my arm and led me down a long hallway. A passage to the right housed a kitchenette, containing a fridge, microwave, coffee maker, and other assorted kitchen staples. A small and simple table with two chairs sat along the near corner. An anomaly from the rest of the house, it was the only room to look somewhat modern. To the left was a spare bedroom, tastefully decorated in décor dating back 100 years. The second door on the right gave access to a bathroom, likely providing service for the spare. We finally reached the end of the hall where Angelica opened a set of curtained French doors into a lavishly furnished master. Deep and wide, the room was filled with more beautiful antiques, including a massive dresser, chest of drawers, and a huge four-poster bed immaculately made up with a puffy duvet and numerous throw pillows. The headboard was decorated with ivory, sporting little colored stones embedded along the rim, giving the bed a look fit for a queen. Perhaps that is how Angelica perceived herself. If so, I couldn’t argue with her perception. And just like the living room, large windows provided breathtaking views of the river below. Near the windows, another set of French doors led to a sparkling bathroom with an old-fashioned tub, a shower, and a large vanity. On the far side, near the bed, another set of double doors presumably led to her closet. 
My lover escorted me to her massive bed and unhanded me. Quickly, she drew back the covers, revealing lavender sheets of satin. She applied a sturdy smack to my bottom.
“On the bed,” she instructed. “Lie face-up.”
Without any consideration of the command, I simply followed her instructions. When I rolled onto my back, she was on top of me, pinning my arms behind my head. Then she leaned down and kissed me, almost violently. Our tongues swirled and grappled, and suddenly I was soaked between my legs. She must have known the effect she was having on me, undoubtedly because she had orchestrated it. Releasing one of my pinned arms, she reached behind and ran a long, slender finger through my slickness, scooping my copious nectar on her digit. Pressing two fingers against her mouth, she glossed her bottom lip with my gooey lust and smeared my ooze in a wide circle before using her tongue to lick it away.
“You’re delicious,” she said, reaching behind her back and harnessing another dose of my froth. “Taste!”
I hesitated and her eyes grew wide.
“I-uh-umm,” I stammered. “I-uh never…”
She brought her glistening finger to my lips.
“Taste your pussy on my fingers,” she spoke evenly.
I flicked out my tongue and received her gift tentatively. She laughed and slid her finger inside my mouth. 
“Now you’ll taste me,” she said.
In a flash, she’d bounced upward, her glistening pink petals inches from my face. Once again, I found myself relishing her heady aroma—clean yet earthy, bold and musky, rich and floral. It was unchartered territory and something I never saw myself doing, but more than anything, I wanted to taste my new lover. More than that, I desired her.
Angelica ran both hands into my dark mane, gripping fistfuls of hair. Her hold was neither rough nor gentle, but firm and commanding.
“Love me, girl. Taste me! Lick my pussy!” she nearly hissed.
She descended upon me, the neat white fuzz above her treasure tickling my nose. Angelica’s wetness coated my cheeks as I began my virgin voyage into the role of loving another woman. She was quite slick, the excitement from her conquest of me on full display and now readily at my disposal. Having never performed the expected act, I was a bit uncertain how to proceed, but I drew from her earlier performance and simply allowed nature to take its course. Angelica provided additional guidance by tugging on my hair and pressing her succulent flesh onto my face. Soon, I discovered I was an eager and willing participant. 
Her honey was warm, a delicious mixture of salt and sugar and tang dancing on my palate. My lover rotated her hips and released a low guttural moan, working her pussy over my face while she tugged at my hair. I lost myself in her, staring into her countenance with half-lidded eyes as I lapped at her glorious cunt. She stared back, watching me as she bucked and writhed. While not very vocal, she made little noises, soft cries combined with low groans and erratic breaths. I received her moans as validation that she approved of my developing prowess and doubled down on my efforts to please her, knowing deep within me that her pleasure was my pleasure.
“Yes! Yes!” she breathed. “Lick me, baby! Lick me!”
Her creamy and muscular thighs pressed into each side of my head, a sexual vise I had no desire to escape. Angelica closed her eyes, leaned back, and began to jerk and spasm. Little tremors worked her strong thighs as they pressed harder against me. Her gooey cream became hotter and thicker, and then she released a stuttered series of soft moans.
“Ah-h, ah-h, ah-h, Ooooohhhhh!” she groaned as she soaked me with her cum. 
I consumed her, licking the juice from her flesh, delighting in her bouquet. Another tremor laid siege to her, and she shook in my grasp for what must have been close to a minute before releasing my hair. The pressure from her thighs dissipated, but her warm skin lay like silk on my cheeks. Angelica, face flushed and eyes barely open, bit at her lower lip and shook once more. Then she slumped over me, gradually catching her breath before slithering into a position where her face hovered over mine.
“You are beautiful,” she said, brushing strands of damp hair from my brow and kissing my lips. Her next words were both thrilling and frightening. “And now you belong to me.”
I drifted off to sleep then, a deep slumber that held me captive until sunshine streaming through the blinds had me blinking myself awake. Tucked beneath her duvet, I grappled with the bed coverings. I raised my head, searching my surroundings, wondering if I was in a dream. Then I saw her, naked and leaning against a post at the corner of her massive bed. Her knees were up with two arms wrapped around them, green eyes probing me. The morning rays lit up the dancer’s pretty face, her hair fashionably disheveled and reflecting the golden glow of the gentle sun. My heart fluttered, remembering her last words to me the previous evening. And now you belong to me.
I had never imagined myself as anyone’s possession. The thought would have been previously cringe worthy. But I had changed in the past few days. I wanted to belong to her. I needed to belong to her. Nothing else seemed to matter. 
The ball she had made of herself opened, and she slithered toward me. Angelica threw back the covers and blanketed me with her body, kissing my mouth and neck and shoulders. Instantly, I was on fire, a flood of desire rushing through my veins. Wrapping my arms around her back, I pressed my flesh to hers, my lover’s ample bosom devouring my smaller breasts. A hot river flowed between my legs, my need intense and urgent. Deft fingers located my slit as Angelica rolled to my side, breaking my grip on her. Then, like before, her glistening digits found my lips. I didn’t hesitate this time, licking my lust from her fingers. 
Without warning, she swiveled, swinging a leg over my head and placing her firm ass over my face. As I pulled her to me, her face sank between my legs, delighting me with her practiced tongue. Our lovemaking was frenzied, rough, and feral. We bit and gnawed and lapped, bringing each other to bliss in waves of sweet torture until we could take no more. 
Angelica lay across my frame, the only sound the raspy breathing of two spent women. I had nearly entered the world of sleep again when I heard the pleasant ring of a bell from down the hall. My lover gracefully dismounted as I sat up disoriented. I watched as she moved like a gentle breeze toward a velvet chair near the bed and removed two silk robes of white satin. After slipping into one, she brought the other to me.
“Breakfast,” she said. “Shall we?”
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I followed my lover down the hall but balked as I entered the open space leading to the living room. An elegant table with two chairs had been set up in the middle of the space, and a serving cart sat next to it. Jessica, the bartender who’d served me the previous night in the speakeasy, was bustling about, tending to the last details of our morning meal.
A fresh linen tablecloth, white with lace around the edges, covered the table. Two chargers with cutlery along with coffee cups and juice glasses were arranged on the surface. Angelica took my wrist and pulled me along, sliding her hand into mine as we walked. Jessica looked up and nodded. Then she removed two plates of food from the serving cart and placed them on the chargers. After pouring coffee and juice from a pot and a carafe respectively, Jessica took a deferential step backward.
“Thank you, Jessica,” Angelica said. “That will be all for now.”
The bartender gave a slight bow, turned, and exited the apartment. 
“Hungry?” Angelica asked.
I hadn’t considered whether I was or not until that moment, but I was ravenous. I nodded and Angelica smiled and pointed to the chair facing the windows. 
We dug into egg whites, wheat toast, Canadian bacon, and fruit. The coffee was strong and fresh, the juice cool and freshly squeezed. As we ate in silence, I marveled at the woman across from me.
“How’s your breakfast?” she inquired, breaking the silence. 
“Excellent. I’m beginning to realize I should expect nothing less from you.”
Angelica placed a forkful of egg whites into her mouth and chewed. Then her mouth rose at the corners and her emerald eyes twinkled, but she didn’t speak.
“I wasn’t expecting Jessica this morning,” I said.
“She’s of service to me,” came her reply as she set her fork down and used a white linen napkin to dab her lips.
“Everyone seems to serve you,” I said, more with reverence than disapproval. 
She paused and worked her mouth back-and-forth a bit before offering a slow nod. 
“I suppose so,” she said. “But if you pay attention, you’ll see I’m equally at their service. It’s a two-way street.”
She picked up her fork and lowered her head, but her eyes darted up to examine me.
“What are you willing to tell me?” I asked, treading lightly.
She gave me an odd look and shrugged. I considered backing off but curiosity got the best of me.
“Micah?”
“He lived on the streets. I helped him out several years ago, and he’s been a marvelous friend and employee.”
“He lives in one of the other apartments?”
“Yes,” she said. “That’s right.”
“And Jessica lives in the other?”
She nodded.
“What about the organ grinder and Oscar?”
“They live elsewhere,” she replied.
I assumed she either owned or leased the property, but Angelica couldn’t have seen her 30th birthday yet. I had her pegged in her late twenties—maybe three or four years my senior. How could someone her age have such assets? But then again, she was a most remarkable woman. It wasn’t unheard of, just unusual.
I wondered about family—her parents, perhaps. Did she have siblings? I bit my tongue and thought. The evening and morning had been magnificent. Did I want to ruin it by asking too many pesky questions? And something told me to pace myself with her; that she’d reveal what she wanted when she wanted.
I watched her eat. She wasn’t especially elegant, nor was she sloppy. She was simply businesslike, as if eating were a careless chore, something necessary but neither enjoyable nor disagreeable. Silence fell over the room again, and I finished my breakfast, wondering what the day had in store for me…for us?
Finally, she spoke.
“Let’s go shopping,” she said. 
I smiled and she smiled back.
We showered separately and she provided a fresh blouse and panties for me. She offered jeans as well, but the yellow shorts from the previous night were no worse for wear, so I elected to slip into them. Then she gave me a new toothbrush and offered to share any makeup I wanted to use. An hour later, we were heading south, away from the river, up several blocks into the shopping district. As we walked, I asked about her work schedule and daily routine.
“We do two shows per evening, Thursday through Sunday. Monday is my off day and Tuesdays and Wednesdays we rehearse for three hours. I hit the gym in the basement of the building Mondays and Thursdays.”
Angelica went silent again as we strolled the final block. We had barely turned the corner when she pulled me into a popular retail store that sold women’s clothing. We browsed, sometimes together and sometimes apart, until she selected a single item and entered the checkout queue. I squinted and cocked my head when she tossed a pair of knee-high rainbow-colored socks onto the counter but got little reaction from my lover. It didn’t seem like something she would wear, but again, she was full of surprises. I gave Angelica a bemused smile but she remained stoic. 
The thickset, middle-aged cashier was all smiles though.
“Miss Delacroix, what a pleasant surprise!”
“Hi, Peggy. The store looks busy today,” Angelica responded.
Peggy smiled and looked over the tops of reading glasses attached to a silvery lanyard. 
“We’ve been busy all weekend. I’m very pleased.”
Peggy whipped a strand of salt-and-pepper hair behind her ear and rang up Angelica’s purchase. 
Angelica exchanged a few more pleasantries with the store manager and then we departed. We visited several other shops where my lover made various purchases. Then we stopped for coffee at a quaint café where Angelica caressed my bare leg with her foot while sipping her beverage and staring at me without a word. 
It was after 2 p.m. when we made our final stop, a specialty boutique called Timeless Fashions. Again the store manager was acquainted with Miss Delacroix, showing her the same deference everyone seemed to and assisting her with the purchase of a sequined Gatsby and a vintage flapper day dress. 
“Shouldn’t you try those on?” I asked.
“No need,” came her curt reply, but a little twinkle played in her emerald eyes.
As we walked from the store, she spoke.
“Let’s make haste, shall we? The first show is at six.”
I pulled my phone from my purse to check the time. It was now nearly three in the afternoon. As I was replacing my phone, I looked up and smiled at my mysterious lover who was looking strangely at my device as I was stowing it. Goosebumps spread across my flesh from the eerie gaze she gave me, but soon enough I understood.   
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“Put this on,” Angelica said, tossing the black sequined Gatsby dress onto the bed.
“Me?” I asked incredulously.
“You,” she replied evenly. “I want you to wear it during tonight’s shows.”
I shook myself. I hadn’t even considered the evening. Work came early on Monday morning. I figured I could probably make the first show but was dubious about the late one. And more than that, I felt her request ridiculous. I opened my mouth to protest, but something in her eyes stopped me. 
“I’ll find some shoes for you. Size nine, I’m guessing?”
I felt my head bob up and down, affirming her hypothesis. 
“Yes, I figured,” she said. 
She returned and sat in the Queen Anne chair, crossing her legs.
“Well,” she said, snapping her fingers. “Get going!”
I couldn’t believe myself. I stripped down to my panties and donned the dress, feeling both absurd and oddly turned on. Angelica grinned as she watched me dress. When I stepped into the heels she’d supplied, my lover smiled, almost tenderly. 
“It’s perfection,” she said. “It fits you beautifully.”
I turned and looked in the full-length mahogany mirror standing in the corner of the room. My breath caught. The dress was stunning. I turned again, admiring myself, and that’s when I heard the gentle ringing of the bell in the living room.
“Right on time,” Angelica chirped. “Remove the dress and slip into the robe I gave you. I’ll be right back.”
I heard voices in the living room, then the door clanged closed. Moments later, Angelica escorted a thin and dapper young man with a neatly trimmed goatee into the room. He pranced into the bathroom carrying a black case, giving me only a cursory glance as he sashayed past me. Angelica took me by the wrist and dragged me into the lavatory.
“Lamar,” she said. “Let’s do a Marcel wave—very 20’s, please.”
“Of course, Miss Delacroix,” Lamar replied. “Give me about an hour.”
Again, I opened my mouth to protest but quickly closed it. Although not my idea, a new haircut along with the dress seemed like an adventure worth considering. Lamar pulled out the vanity chair and waved his hands impatiently for me to sit. An hour later, I looked like something from another time. I almost didn’t recognize myself. 
Angelica entered and scrutinized me.
“I love it, Lamar. She’s gorgeous. Finish with the makeup and you’ll be done.”
Angelica addressed me.
“I’m leaving to get ready for tonight’s shows. Jessica will fetch you and bring you down just before we open. Be ready.”
Before I could respond, Angelica turned and whisked herself from the room, leaving me alone with the hairdresser. Shortly after Lamar finished, Jessica arrived to escort me to the theatre. I had never felt so pretty in my entire life.
When we entered the theatre from the hallway along the stage, most of the patrons were already seated. Dressed in jeans and shorts and casual clothing, the crowd slowly hushed as eyes turned to scrutinize the anachronism entering the auditorium—me! I flushed a little from the attention, but mostly I felt a thrilling rush of excitement at being the object of such fascinated admiration. A few boys whistled and girls pointed and whispered, all attention on me. As Jessica escorted me to the unoccupied center table in front of the stage, a few more catcalls and whistles echoed in the theatre. I was simply giddy from the attention. 
A glass of wine was placed before me by the male bartender, and within minutes the show began. Just like before, Angelica pinned me with her gaze, creating an atmosphere as if it were only the two of us in the theatre—in the universe. I hardly noticed the other debs, my focus centered on the graceful beauty who’d seduced me over the past forty-eight hours—seduced me so aggressively that I now sat before her dressed like her personal doll. And I was loving every minute of it, basking in it. 
I sipped wine like an elegant flapper, feeling beautiful, extravagant, and revered. And like always, near the end of the show, Angelica provided her patented close-up performance that once again rocked my world. 
Between shows, I sat in the speakeasy, sipping wine with my lover, feeling giddy at the adoration from not only Angelica but everyone who crossed my path.
“You look lovely tonight,” Micah drawled, smiling as he passed the table where I sat. 
Angelica caressed my ankles with hers, eyeing me with green-eyed lust as we bided our time until the second performance. We drank and chatted with the patrons, my lover introducing me to some of the regulars, many of whom looked upon me with a mixture of veiled resentment and reluctant admiration. When my private dancer excused herself to go backstage, Jessica brought me another glass of wine before escorting me to what had become my personal table at front-center stage.
I stayed in my seat following the last show, giddy from a mixture of alcohol and sexual tension. Angelica’s graceful movements, combining with her erotic aura, had my panties so wet that they were soaking into the fabric of the new dress she’d purchased for me. I desperately needed her touch. I yearned for it.
I waited for nearly fifteen minutes, and then my lover arrived in the otherwise empty theatre. Without a word, she seized my wrist and dragged me down the long hallway, up the stairs, and along the other corridor to her quarters. This time there was no pretense, no foreplay, no dancing. Angelica led me into her bedroom and threw me onto her bed. Fire burned in her eyes as she hastily removed her clothing. When she had completely disrobed, she squatted and jumped, landing smoothly and easily onto the firm mattress, towering over me in dominance. Pink petals glistened with girly froth below the patch of blonde fuzz that crowned her jewel. A smile formed on her face, but her eyes blazed with menace. Then she kicked my legs apart, bounced to her knees, and proceeded to lay siege to me. 
The Gatsby dress was forced up and my panties yanked down. Angelica brought my lust-soiled undies to her face, placed the darkened crotch to her nose, and inhaled deeply. 
“You smell like a shameless hussy, girl. I think you need a good fucking!” she roared.
My breath caught. The slur stung a little, but oddly, it heightened my arousal. Her rough talk and rougher treatment had me whirling with needy desire. Angelica tossed my soggy garment over her shoulder with careless dismissal and honed in on the prize. And then she attacked, devouring me with reckless abandon, a frenzied invasion of my girly bits. She transformed into a wild beast, consuming me, assaulting my flesh with tongue, teeth, and fingers. I was paralyzed in her grasp, once again rocketed into another time and dimension, unable to plead for my sanity, and certain I wouldn’t even if I’d had the capacity to do so. 
At some point, the dress was pulled from my body. Angelica was everywhere, jostling my frame to and fro, treating me like a rag doll, possessing me like a demon. Her pussy plunged onto my face and she gripped my hair, once again manipulating my head to her satisfaction. I rode the wave of her body as she bounced and writhed, our moans of ecstasy a harmonious duet echoing off her bedroom walls until I faded into the abyss of sheer madness.
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Rays of sun coaxed me from a deep slumber. Propping up on one elbow, I used the other hand to wipe sleep from my eyes. As I came to, my eyes focused on a figure sitting at the corner of the bed, watching me with a neutral expression.
“Hi,” I breathed.
Angelica’s lips allowed the briefest of smiles before she spoke.
“I’m leaving to work out. I’ll be back in an hour. We shall breakfast together when I return. All the clothing you’ll need today is on the chair.” 
She made a fluttery motion with her hand toward the Queen Anne, but I didn’t follow her gesture. Instead, my eyes focused on the iPhone she held in her hands—my phone. 
“Call your office and tell them you won’t be able to come in today,” she said matter-of-factly. 
She tossed the phone so I could reach it. I looked at the time. A mixture of dread and apprehension flooded my senses. I was due at work in less than an hour. Reeling with shame and annoyance at my lack of responsibility, I felt myself flush. What had this wicked woman done to me? With the lusty playtime, I’d forgotten all about my job—my source of income, my livelihood. Looking at my phone, as if somehow it held all the answers, I felt the slickness of my palms. All of a sudden, I wanted to play hooky and do as Angelica had instructed, despite the feeling of guilt churning in my stomach. But I didn’t want to lie to my employer. I felt enormously conflicted until I looked into Angelica’s eyes. There was no equivocation in those green orbs. I knew I had no choice; she possessed me and we both knew it.
Angelica must have seen the realization wash over me. Reaching out almost tenderly, she brushed a few strands of hair off my face.
“Make the call. I’ll be back shortly.”
After Angelica left, I stared at my phone for several minutes. But then I acquiesced and did as she’d instructed. I called and told my boss that I needed a personal day without further elaboration. Luckily, I wasn’t questioned and I managed to end the call without telling a lie. 
I made a beeline for the bathroom, peed, performed my oral hygiene, and then showered. After toweling my body dry, I moved back into the bedroom to dress. When I reached the chair, my brow furrowed in confusion. The only article of clothing resting on the chair was the pair of knee-high rainbow-colored socks she’d purchased the previous day. Figuring something had fallen off the chair, I looked under, around, and behind the piece of furniture. Nothing! 
I stood naked in Angelica’s bedroom, trying to make sense of my predicament. Had she made a mistake? Maybe not. She’d been very specific. All the clothing you’ll need today is on the chair.
I sat on the Queen Anne and slipped into the socks. Angelica returned approximately ten minutes later. After entering the room, she paused a few steps in, smiling as I sat in the chair naked, save the socks she’d laid out for me.
“You look perfect,” she said, striding gracefully across the room.
Taking my chin in her hand, she leaned in and kissed me.
“Wait here,” she instructed. “I’ll be done showering in fifteen minutes.”
Nearly twenty minutes passed before Angelica entered the room, naked except for the towel covering her wet hair. I gulped, instantly aroused. Angelica gave her locks a brisk rub with the towel, and then tossed it onto the bed. She shook her hair out and followed that by whipping her neck back-and-forth a few times to get her mane adjusted until she achieved the beautifully disheveled appearance she sought. 
“I’m starved. Let’s eat,” she said, grasping my wrist and pulling me toward the door.
A table was set as before, and I caught the backside of Jessica moving through the entry door as we made our way into the living area.
Breakfast included omelets cooked with cheddar cheese, doused liberally with red peppers, along with crepes, as well as fruit with whipped cream.   
The sensation of sitting in this apartment from another time, naked except for the rainbow socks, and dining luxuriously with another naked girl was almost comical. But it was also eerily erotic. In fact, whenever I was with my lover, the atmosphere she created exuded sex. I took a bite of the omelet and chewed.
“It’s good, no?” Angelica asked.
I nodded and smiled with my mouth closed. She dipped a cherry into the cream and held it near my face.
“Lick it for me, Lauren. Lick the cream from my cherry,” she teased.
I shivered and she chuckled at my reaction. I felt my pussy dampening as I allowed my tongue to corral the white confection from the piece of fruit. When I’d consumed most of the whipped cream, Angelica plopped the cherry into my mouth, and I devoured the juicy fruit. She took a few bites of her breakfast, smiled, and leaned back. Almost instantly, I felt her warm foot crawling along my inner thigh. I gasped as she slowly worked it up my leg, stopping when she reached my crotch. Now I was soaked, my dietary needs summarily dismissed. Then her toe nestled in my pubic hair, just above my clit. I let out a few raspy breaths and she giggled. Then her toe parted my slit, making my head spin with lust.
“Oh, my,” she cooed. “Aren’t you just a soggy mess?”
I reached for my water and gulped down about half the glass, my mouth suddenly dry. Angelica watched me while her toe continued its exploration. I moaned as she continued the foot job while still nibbling at her breakfast. Then she took a long pull of water, removed her foot from my pussy, and stood. Angelica was all business now, the playful smile turning to an intense glare.
Grabbing my wrist, she pulled me from the chair and had me lay supine on the floor. Then she plunged her ass in my face, grabbing my thighs just above where the socks terminated. 
“Lick me,” she roared. “Make me cum on your pretty face.”
Reaching up, I grabbed my lover’s shapely bottom and drove my tongue into her wet canal. Fingernails dug into my thighs, and I heard her patented low groan as I probed her wet hole. Her pussy was heavenly, dripping with her delicious honey, warm and slick. I couldn’t get enough, and as I licked her cunt, the animated gyrations increased. Angelica slid back-and-forth, riding my face, creaming my cheeks with her gooey nectar. I found her clit and coiled my tongue to increase the pressure. Then I alternated the probes with long laps over her sensitive pearl.
Angelica’s grip on my upper legs tightened, and her moans became breathy and more frequent, if not louder. Then she stiffened and growled, pressing her sex into my face with urgency. Soon I felt the light tremors of her approaching ecstasy, followed by a gentle rattle. Within seconds, she was shaking with violent paroxysms. A long guttural cry escaped her lips, and then she drenched my face with her lady cum, hot, sweet juice coating my cheeks. 
Gradually, her tremors faded and she dismounted, leaving me breathless and red-faced. Angelica knelt next to me, assessing my soaked chin and cheeks. My lover leaned in and kissed me, and then she covered my body with hers, the hot skin of two horny girls comingling in fiery passion. I was worked up, in dire need of release and Angelica knew it. I wondered if she would torture me longer or see to my needs, but I didn’t wait long to find out. 
Angelica slithered down my body, kissing my tits and belly as she roamed southward. My pussy was throbbing, demanding her touch, dripping with desire. Her hot tongue drew a line from my navel to the top of my pubic hair, raising goosebumps on my shivering dermis. Angelica licked the skin around my pussy, deftly avoiding my labia but coming close enough that her hot breath drove me into a frenzy. She circled upward, tantalizing my clit with her breathing, but never allowing her tongue to brush my engorged bud. I was mad with lust, on fire with need. I tried to reposition myself so that even the slightest contact could be made, believing a single touch might send me over the edge. I was rewarded with a bite to my inner thigh and a bold smack on the hip. I wanted to cry in anguish.
She rose and grabbed a handful of my hair. Again, she was neither rough nor gentle, simply firm and dominant. 
“Come with me,” she instructed.
I whimpered as I rose from the floor, my limbs shaking, my body on fire.
“Please,” I begged. “Fuck me.”
Angelica ignored my request and dragged me down the hall into the master bedroom. Once in the room, she guided me to the Queen Anne chair.
“Stay put,” she commanded and strode toward the dresser, her fine ass swaying hypnotically as she walked.
When she returned, I squinted at what she held in her hand. Before I knew what was happening, a leather collar had been fastened around my neck, and she quickly followed that by attaching a chain to the collar. 
“You belong to me, Lauren. Do you understand? You do what I say when I say.”
In disbelief of my actions, I nodded vigorously. 
“Good! Kneel on the floor.”
I did as instructed, trying to wrap my head around everything. It was all happening so fast. I whimpered and felt a tear roll down my cheek, not because she’d abused me, but out of sheer sexual frustration. I would have done anything at that moment for release.
Angelica took my place in the chair and yanked the chain.
“Lick my feet,” she instructed evenly.
My eyes went wide but I didn’t even consider disobeying her. I bent my head toward the floor and kissed her foot. Angelica yanked the chain firmly.
“Lick, I said,” she demanded.
My tongue darted from my mouth, wetly caressing the ridges of her lovely feet. I licked her arches, her soles, and finished with her toes. When I looked up, she was smiling.
“Good. Eat my pussy,” she said gleefully. “Make me cum!”
She spread her legs and brought her knees up. Then she yanked the chain again, bringing my face within inches of her steamy sex. Her aroma was rich and heady, a dizzying elixir of feminine pheromones. I dove in, lapping at her hot pussy like a greedy kitten with its face in a saucer of milk. Her orgasm came quickly, and following her final aftershock, she stilled and slumped in the chair, eyes partially closed and smiling contentedly. 
I kneeled next to her, patiently waiting for her to revive, hoping she’d fuck me. Instead, when she’d recovered a few minutes later, Angelica patted my head and touched my cheek lovingly. And while I basked in her adoration, my pussy ached for attention. I decided to take matters into my own hands when she seemed to drift off again, but as I began to work myself into a frenzy, her eyes shot open and she jerked my chain.
“Stop that!” she roared, offering no explanation as to why she was withholding my pleasure.
The day continued like this. I serviced her, rimmed her asshole while fingering her cunt, licked her twat several times more, and brought her to countless orgasms. It was early evening when she finally saw to my needs.
“On the bed,” she commanded. “Ass up and head down.”
Scurrying onto the bed with the anticipation of a child waiting for Santa, I was up for whatever she had in mind. Looking over my shoulder, I watched again as her lovely ass sashayed across the room, this time to the closet. When she returned to the bed, my eyes went wide. Angelica had attached a strap-on to her waist, a rather long and thick appendage dangling from the harness.
She settled in behind me and slapped my ass. Then she grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged, twisting my head around to partially face her. I felt the tip of the dildo probe my soaked opening.
“Beg me to fuck you!” she bellowed. “BEG!”
“YES! Please! Please fuck me! GOD, I’m going out of my mind.”
I’d barely finished when the huge faux-cock pressed deep inside of me, impaling me, filling me to capacity with one urgent stroke. I came almost instantly, nearly crumpling face down on the bed, but Angelica held me up as she continued to violate my fiery snatch. The fucking lasted for several minutes, my pussy a deluge of liquid lady love. I couldn’t take any more, but also prayed it would never end. I was insane with feral lust, yet my senses were overloaded.
Angelica withdrew and flipped me over. She quickly removed the harness, tossing the deliciously vulgar apparatus aside. She slapped my legs apart and dove in, assaulting my pussy with her patented hysteria. Her mouth on my pussy was heavenly, but when she stuck her index finger into my asshole and thumb into my canal, I nearly came out of my skin. 
“OH, FUCK!” I screamed. “It feels so good! FUCK!”
Angelica applied pressure from both sides of the wall separating my rectum and vagina. The bundle of nerves fired, sending bolts of electricity through my core as she rapidly lapped at my swollen clit. The world tilted on its axis, and the clouds gathered in thunderous glory. Lightning shot through me with paralyzing force. I lost control and was vaguely aware of a geyser of girl cum shooting from my pussy, spraying my horny lover who drank my juices with spirited glee. I lost track of time as Angelica worked my tortured quim into a puddle of boiling flesh. My pussy exploded a second time, and then a third, soaking my lover and her bedding. Then the lights faded and I drifted into nothingness, sleeping deeply until the following morning. 
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Once again, I awoke with the sun. I was under the covers, completely nude. Angelica must have removed my socks and cleaned me up in the aftermath, but I had no recollection of anything that followed the coma-inducing orgasms she had coaxed from my body. I sat up, and there she was, perched at the corner of her bed, examining me. Extending my iPhone, she smiled.
“Make the call,” Angelica demanded.  
I did, and by Wednesday, I had resigned my position at work. Angelica insisted she would be my provider, my caretaker. My existence would be to serve her, and her me. We were yin and yang. She was the conductor and I played the tune—the two-way street to which she had previously alluded. 
I spent my evenings watching her perform and my days either naked or scantily clad doing her bidding inside the sumptuous apartment we now shared. On days she worked out, I joined her in the gym and also used the time she rehearsed for shows to run along the river, keeping my body finely tuned for her amusement.
The lease on my apartment expired six weeks after I’d met Angelica. I never returned to my previous home. Instead, my lover arranged the move-out and paid to have my belongings stored. It was like my life had been reinvented, a life I reveled in every day. 
I met Kenny at City Market for lunch a few days after his return from the West Coast and explained my situation.
“The girl from the Cabaret show?” he asked incredulously.
I nodded and smiled. “I’m sorry, Kenny. You’re a great guy. I know you’ll find the right person just like I have.”
“Wow, Lauren, it’s kind of sad, but kind of hot too.”
I laughed and punched him on the arm.
“I’ll miss you,” he said. “But you do seem very happy, so I’ll be happy for you.”
We hugged as we left the restaurant, and I haven’t seen him since.
Occasionally, I questioned my decision—not about leaving Kenny or taking on a female suitor. There was no equivocation about that. But submitting to another person, allowing them to dominate me sexually and emotionally went against the grain of who I thought I was. But every time I considered that notion, I considered the crazy nights and wild days with my private dancer. She was my life, my nourishment, and I knew I could do without her no more than I could do without food or water.
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