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A Glimpse Inside

Alex grabbed Olivia's hair and pulled her toward him. Their lips met for a hot, hungry kiss. She melted against him, then moaned as his hand grabbed her breast, strong fingers mauling her flesh.

Logan leaned in from her other side and slid his hand between her legs, touching her through her thong. “Fuck you’re wet. To think you were such a little slut this whole time…”

“I-I’m not—” she gasped and cut off, the rest of her words drowned out by a loud moan as his fingers pushed her thong aside and found her bare clit.

“You were saying?”

Whimpering, body burning with need, she responded by grabbing their dicks. Both guys wore jeans but even through the denim, she could feel their cocks, already hard for her.

“That’s what I thought,” Logan said, chuckling. Alex laughed, too.

Read on for the full story!


Making The Cut


Chapter One

Olivia pulled her car up to the curb and stared out the window, focusing on a large, gaudy building. Despite it still being daylight, the neon light out front flashed, announcing to the world that “The Dollhouse” was open for business.

“Did… we take a wrong turn somewhere?” her friend, Ashley, asked.

Olivia turned to the cute blonde riding shotgun beside her. “We followed all the instructions, didn’t we?”

“Yeah…” Ashley grimaced, nose wrinkling. “But that isn’t a liquor store.”

“Thanks, Captain Obvious,” Olivia muttered. She pulled a note scribbled on a piece of notebook paper from the cup holder and skimmed it again, confirming she’d made all the right turns.

She had.

Word for word, she’d obeyed the instructions their sorority sisters wrote before sending them on this little errand. They were supposed to get alcohol. Something about a bulk discount and a place that didn’t bother to card. But the building before them was definitely no liquor store. It was, unmistakably, a strip club.

“Maybe it’s more hazing? They’re screwing with us—that’s gotta be it,” Ashley said. “Otherwise why write directions at all? Who even does that anymore—just give us an address so we can look it up properly.”

Olivia squirmed. “That would explain the other ‘rules,’ too.”

Every day, Kim—the sorority sister in charge of their initiation—seemed to have new rules for the pledges. A week ago it was to get a Brazilian wax. Today, it was for Olivia and Ashley to wear large anal plugs while out on their errands.

It didn’t take a genius to realize they were being tortured, led around by the nose to see how much they could stand. If they had what it took to become active members.

The process was humiliating and scary. Olivia had never taken something inside her ass before this and the feeling of fullness was unlike anything she’d experienced. Each time someone looked at her, she feared they would notice it there. That everyone could see it and know her for a dirty little slut.

But… Despite the fears, she couldn’t bring herself to dislike it. Something in her felt drawn to the shame.

That was a tidbit she hadn’t shared even with Ashley, for fear of how it would sound. Good girls didn’t enjoy feeling shamed, or the stretch of a thick plug… But Olivia did. Her bare pussy felt decadent and freeing, and the plug proved a welcome—though painful—intruder, reminding her of its place each time she moved.

Ashley sighed and shook her head. “This sucks, Olive. Do you think we should try going inside?”

“How about we call Kim, first? If this is just a prank… I’d rather not go in looking like this.”

Ashley nodded, glancing self-consciously at her outfit. Dressed in tall, stripper heels, a tiny pink skirt, and a crop top that exposed her flat tummy and sparkling piercing, she looked barely fit to be out in public, much less to appear in a strip club.

Olivia’s own outfit was identical, except her skirt was sky blue rather than pink. Neither wore panties. Kim hadn’t allowed it. Together, they looked like a pair of lost bimbo twins. It wasn’t a look she wanted to test in front of a crowd.

She grabbed her phone and dialed Kim.

“Hey, girl,” a musical voice greeted her after only one ring. “I figured you’d call. How’s it going?”

Olivia set the phone to speaker mode. “Hey, Kim. We’re… a little confused, I guess.”

“Did you send us to a strip club?” Ashley cut straight to the chase.

Kimberly burst out laughing. “You caught us! Sure did.”

“But… why?” Olivia asked, though part of her already guessed at the answer. “What do you want us to do?”

“Why—go inside, of course. Don’t tell me you two are hovering by the door, too scared to go in?”

“N-no,” Ashley said, a little too fast. “We were just confused—”

“Look, it’s simple,” Kim interrupted. “That club has an arrangement with us. We’ve had one years before even I joined, so don’t think I didn’t do this as well. Go in there and tell them where you’re from and they’ll get you sorted. Got it? It’s all prearranged.”

“Kim—”

“Nuh uh. No more questions. Not knowing what you’re in for is part of the challenge. This is a test, remember? Not everyone who pledges will make it in, so get out there and prove you have what it takes.”

The line went dead. Olivia stared at her phone, then made a face and turned to Ashley. “Back to plan A, after all.”

“Ugh.” Ashley snorted. “They’d better not be creepy. I can’t believe we’re going into a place like that, dressed like this.”

“Let’s get on with it,” Olivia said and hopped from the car. Ashley followed, a second behind her. Together, they marched over to the club’s entrance.

The dark-tinted glass doors opened soundlessly and the pair stepped inside, greeted by a gust of frigid air. They were in a huge, sparsely lit room. Multi-hued lights cast the only illumination, painting the space in violet, pink, and red. Music played in the background but no dancer performed on the large, central stage. In fact, there didn’t seem to be any patrons, either. All the round tables and booths in the place were empty.

“You girls lost or here to try out?”

Olivia jumped as a huge man stepped from the shadows and came to a stop in front of them. Hidden in a dark alcove, he’d stayed so still she hadn’t even realized his presence until he spoke.

“I—we, ah…” she floundered, staring at him. If her ex was six feet tall, then this guy had to be almost seven. The word “bear” was the only term that did him any justice. Menacing, strong, and hairy, he had a shaved head and a neatly trimmed beard. Dark eyes surveyed them up and down, curious but unmoved by their sexy outfits. For some reason, that thought rankled. “We’re from the local college. We were sent here to—”

“It’s all right, Cole, they have business here,” a smooth voice cut in as a second man joined the first.

Dressed in a dark suit, with slicked-back hair and an imperious gaze, he had an air of authority. The manager or owner, Olivia guessed. A predatory light gleamed in his eyes as he looked them over, the expression so intent that Olivia’s breath caught.

“I’m Michael. Management, talent acquisition… Owner. And you’re from that sorority, aren’t you?”

Olivia swallowed and nodded.

“We’re here to pick up the alcohol you have for us,” Ashley added quietly.

Michael nodded. “Right—of course. That’s all taken care of already, so all that remains is the matter of payment. You can hang around for now and get started in an hour once the place has filled up.”

“Get started?” Olivia glanced at Ashley but her friend looked just as confused as she felt. “What are you talking about?”

Silence. Michael stared at them, brow creased.

Suddenly, Cole let out a booming laugh. “Christ, those are some twisted bitches, ain’t they?”

“Very,” Michael said, chuckling, too. “Girls, didn’t anyone bother to fill you in? What do you even think the word ‘deal’ means? Of course, there’s a price.”

Olivia stared, anxious and caught off guard. No one had mentioned anything about payment. She’d assumed that Kim had the whole thing worked out in advance… Fucking hell.

“Um…” Ashley fidgeted, looking and sounding apologetic and small. Olivia had seen her use the same trick to get out of a speeding ticket before. “No one told us about any of this so we don’t really have the money to pay for everything on us right now…”

Michael smiled, amusement plain in his steely eyes. “You need not worry on that account. You two are the payment.”

“Excuse me?” Ashley blurted out, staring at the manager.

“You two—you’re the payment,” he repeated. Cole—the bouncer, Olivia figured—eyed them appraisingly, arms folded across his broad chest. “What is it they call it… Hazing, right? We supply your fine sorority friends with all the alcohol they can handle and they send us fresh talent as part of your test. And trust me, the crowd goes wild for you girls. Rush season here always sees a packed house.” His lips curled, amusement plain on his face. The predatory glint returned to his eyes, stronger than ever. “I think they’ll be especially pleased today.”

Olivia blushed, embarrassed and flustered and…a tiny bit wet. Was that a compliment just now? And if it was, why did it send tingling feelings coursing through her? She didn’t know, but thrust her chest out and stood straighter, anyway. Michael’s words of praise, delivered with an aloof and mercenary expression, mattered more than all the awkward college boy compliments she’d ever received combined.

“What…” She licked her lips before trying again. “What are we supposed to do?”

Michael arched an eyebrow. “This is a strip club. What do you think?”

Ashley groaned, a pained look on her face.

“I won’t force you,” he continued. “Say the word and I’ll even call you a cab back, myself. But you’ll fail the test.” He shrugged. “The choice is yours.”

Olivia nodded, keeping her face neutral to hide the heat brewing inside her. She glanced to her friend. “What do you want to do, Ash?”

“Go back home empty-handed?” The question hung in the air between them for a moment but then Ashley squared her shoulders and sighed. “That’s not my style. And Kim said she did this too, back when she first joined up. So how bad can it be?”

Relieved, Olivia grinned. “That’s the spirit!” She turned to Michael. “We’re in.”

Michael smiled, sending tingles rushing down Olivia’s spine. “Wonderful. Who knows, you might even like it.”


Chapter Two

Over the next hour, the club slowly filled up. People filtered through the door, some grabbing drinks at the bar, others finding seats at the tables. Raucous conversation and laughter filled the room. And everywhere Olivia glanced, men looked back at her, their eyes filled with curiosity—and lust. That alone was enough to send chills tingling down her spine.

The music grew louder, though no performers had yet appeared on stage. In fact, other than two serving girls dressed in skimpy, all black uniforms, they had yet to see any women at all. Perhaps the strippers had another entrance they used, with access to their own private space somewhere in the club’s back. Despite enjoying the male attention they were receiving, part of her wished Michael had taken them back there. Instead, he’d dumped them in a corner booth and bid them wait until he came to get them.

Ashley sat beside her, busy with her phone, fingers rapidly tapping away at the screen. She was lucky. Olivia would have done the same if only she could focus. But between their current predicament, the stares of the patrons, and the plug still filling her butt, she was too restless to concentrate on anything. It was like she wanted to crawl out of her skin. Or lock herself in her room, alone on the bed with only her trusty vibrator for a companion. If only she had it now, pressed to her clit… She bit her lip, naughty thoughts flooding her mind.

Suddenly, the lights dimmed. Projectors turned on overhead, illuminating the stage. The music track changed to a guitar riff and drum solo before launching into an 80s rock song.

A blonde bombshell stepped out on the stage, sauntering to the pole like an old pro despite the sky-high heels on her feet. The crowd roared their approval and Olivia found herself flushed, staring at the lone beauty surrounded by a sea of wolves.

The snap of fingers right by her ear snapped her away from the sight and back to reality. Michael loomed over her, expression amused. He snapped his fingers again and pointed at her, then at Ashley, and gestured for them to follow. The sounds of music and cheering prevented her from asking questions. All she could do was obey.

Olivia elbowed Ashley and they rose to their feet, following Michael out of the main room and down a hallway leading to the back of the club. It was quieter here, the thud of the music only a distant echo rather than an overpowering thump.

Michael rounded on them as soon as they were out of sight of the club. “It’s time for you two to get ready. Candice will warm up the crowd for a few songs and then it’s your turn. The crowd shouldn’t be too bad for two newbies. This early in the night, they’re a pretty welcoming bunch.”

The tingle returned, heating Olivia’s insides. If the crowd out there now wasn’t “too bad,” then just what happened in this place late at night? Half of her didn’t want to know—while another, more daring half, ached to find out.

“But, like, what do you want us to do?” Ashley asked. Without her phone to occupy her attention, she looked nervous and scared. “I can dance but I don’t know the first thing about pole dancing or putting on a performance. Especially not for a crowd. And not one like that.”

“You not knowing is part of the fun,” Michael said with a chuckle. “The guys like seeing new blood. All you need to do is get out there and dance. Be provocative. Alluring. It’s not rocket science—you’ll figure it out. You’ll take off your tops but leave your thongs on. We can’t show full nudity here, not out front. If things get out of hand, Cole will step in so you don’t need to worry. More than that, I can’t really say. Maybe one of the other girls will give you some pointers.”

“Uh… Thongs?” Olivia asked. She squirmed where she stood, keenly aware of the cool breeze under her skirt. Underwear was one piece of clothing Kim had omitted from their wardrobes.

Michael looked at her with knowing amusement and Olivia flushed, wondering what else he knew. What other secrets he was still hiding.

“Didn’t I tell you? Your sisters prepared outfits for you. That’s why I’m taking you to get ready. Now come along.”

Without another word, he turned on his heel and they rushed to follow, having no choice but to keep up.

Michael led the way down a hall, around a corner, and pushed open a door to a brightly lit dressing room. A tiny, topless redhead with a pixie cut looked up from a mirror as they entered.

“Hey! What happened to knocking, asshole?”

Undeterred, Michael shrugged. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen about a hundred times before—why the fuss?”

The redhead whirled toward them and stood hands on hips, breasts capped with hard, pink nipples proudly thrust out. Despite only wearing a skirt and torn fishnet stockings, not even a trace of embarrassment appeared on her face. “You just wanted to see my private show, didn’t you? Just admit it, Michael—it’s okay! I’ll even give you a freebie if you ask nicely.”

“Tempting, but I think I’ll pass,” he replied with a snort. “I just wanted to drop these two off.”

The girl cast them a curious glance, sizing them up. Olivia did the same. The stripper seemed only a little older than them, her skin decorated with tattoos. Piercings decorated her nipples and belly button, and another glittered on the side of her nose. And she was cute. Really cute. Something about her short stature and fiery attitude made Olivia more intrigued than she’d ever felt about a girl before.

“Who are they?” the redhead asked, after a moment’s pause.

“Girls from the local college,” Michael said, moving past her to grab two bags sitting on a counter.

“We’re, ah… Doing our sorority hazing here,” Olivia explained.

The girl’s eyes widened. “Holy shit—seriously?”

“Piper, leave them alone so they can get ready,” Michael said, shaking his head. He handed one bag to Ashley. “You’re on in ten minutes. Dance three songs and come back. Then it’s your turn,” he added, handing the second bag to Olivia.

“Wait. Wait wait wait.” Ashley stared at the bag in her hands. “What are we even dancing to? And how are we supposed to do it, I still don’t—”

“Don’t overthink this.” Michael shrugged. “It’s like sex. You might fumble at first, but everyone knows how to do it. It’s innate. So worry less and get ready. Now—I have a business to run.”

With those words, he was gone. The door banged shut behind him. They were on their own.


Chapter Three

“He’s a cold one—but not all bad, as far as bosses go,” Piper said in the silence that followed. “I’ve had worse.”

Ashley didn’t look comforted. “But…”

“No buts! Except yours, which you’d better get dressed! Ten minutes go by faster than you think.”

“She’s right, Ash,” Olivia said. “The sooner we get this over with the sooner we can leave, right?”

After a moment, her friend nodded. Olivia gave her a quick smile and headed for the nearest mirror to change. On her bag, written in fancy, cursive script that didn’t seem like Kim’s chicken scratch was the name, “Olivia.” Inside were a leather collar, tall pumps, stockings, and a strange bra and matching thong set, with multiple straps—like some kind of harness—extending from them. Everything was a monochrome black.

Piper nodded her approval. “Kinky.”

Olivia shrugged. “I’m not the one who chose it.”

“But you’re the one that’ll wear it. Gotta say… I’m looking forward to checking you out.” She winked and Olivia flushed, turning as red as Piper’s hair.

Moving quickly—and avoiding the redhead girl’s eyes—she stripped off her clothes. Her already stiff nipples hardened further from the chill air but she paid them no mind. Instead, she hesitated, unsure of what to do with the plug still inside her. Her instructions were to keep it in but wasn’t this an exception? After a moment of thought, she pulled it free, whimpering as she did.

“Damn, girl,” Piper gasped. “You two really are into some freaky shit.”

Olivia cracked a smile and Ashley laughed. “We didn’t choose this, either.”

“You telling me you didn’t enjoy it?”

Ashley blushed a bright red and looked away, while Olivia squirmed. After a moment, she nodded.

“Thought so,” Piper laughed. “If I knew sororities were this much fun, I might have tried joining one, too.”

“You’d want to get strange assignments and tasks to complete?” Olivia asked as she fumbled with her strange underwear.

“Depends on the task, I guess. If it’s all sexy things like butt plugs and stripping then hell—I do that anyway.” Piper leaned in and lowered her voice conspiratorially. “But it’s hotter when someone ‘forces’ you, isn’t it?”

This time, it was Olivia’s turn to blush. She busied herself with her outfit rather than answer, grateful that she was a girl. If she were a guy, she’d have been rock hard and throbbing, with no way of hiding how she really felt: horny and eager to get out on stage.

After half a minute of watching her struggle with the straps, Piper clicked her tongue and came over to help. But even working together, Ashley was done changing before Olivia even got to her heels.

“So how do I look?” she asked with a quick twirl.

Piper gave a wolf whistle while Olivia stared, shocked by the sight of her friend in a schoolgirl outfit. A particularly slutty one, too, with a buttoned shirt at least one size too small, frilly socks, and a tiny plaid skirt that rose dangerously high with her every move. It didn’t look like Ashley at all and yet…

“You look so hot,” Olivia blurted.

Ashley grinned. “Tell me about it! I know what I’m doing for next Halloween.”

Olivia smiled. Now that she peered closer, she could see the real Ashley behind the slutty costume. It suited her, in a way.

She put on her pumps and tried a few tentative steps. They were taller than she was used to but manageable.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Piper asked.

“What…? Oh.” Olivia stared where Piper pointed, at the leather band collar she’d left sitting out.

All black leather, with a matte silver buckle and heavy D-ring, it felt cool and solid to the touch. The leather was strong enough that, if used for bondage, she knew she wouldn’t break free. With her heart beating fast, she fastened it around her neck.

“H-how do I look?”

“Damn!” Ashley said, her eyes wide, at the same time as Piper made an appreciative moan.

“I don’t know who picked these outfits for you two, but they can coordinate my clothes any day!”

A side door opened and the blonde stripper who took the stage earlier—Candice—stepped into the room. Her eyes swept over them, first curious, then dismissive.

“Newbies?” she asked Piper.

“The coeds Michael promised, actually. They’re going next,” Piper explained. With a beaming smile, she clapped Ashley on the back. “Come on, go ace that test, schoolgirl!”

The color drained from Ashley’s face. “I… Oh, fuck.”

“Don’t stress, it won’t be that bad. Just get out there, dance, and shake your ass and tits like it’s nobody’s business. And don’t forget to actually strip, obviously. Do that and you’re golden—you think horny guys care about your technique?”

Ashley giggled, expression brightening. “I guess not.”

“Knock ‘em dead,” Olivia added.

Ashley took a deep breath, nodded, and headed off through the door where Candice came in. Apparently, it led straight down to the stage.

When she was gone, Piper shook her head sadly. “Poor thing. Stage fright is a real bitch.”

“Were you scared your first time?” Olivia asked, unable to keep a note of fear from her voice. Bravery came easily when someone else scared was around. But now that Ashley was gone, the reality of the situation began to set in. Arousal fought against the good girl sensibilities ingrained in her by eighteen and a half years of life.

“Me? No way,” Piper laughed. “I’ve always been an exhibitionist slut.”

“She’s not kidding,” Candice said. “That girl is always topless.”

“You’re not wrong!”

Olivia giggled. If exhibitionism was the secret, then she had the answer in spades. “Any advice for me, though? I’ve never been much of a dancer…”

“Hm…” Piper tapped a manicured fingernail on her lip. “If you’re nervous, just do what I do and play with your clit.” She burst into laughter at Olivia’s face. “I’m serious! Dancing is easier if you’re horny, you know? The music just sort of flows. Your body knows what to do and you just have to follow along. Don’t tell him I said so, but Michael was kinda right about that.”

“Not to question your expertise…”

“Oh, come on!”

Piper stood up straighter and cupped her breasts, small hands kneading the soft, supple flesh. Lust washed over her face, cheeks turning pink as she gave her nipples a tweak. She tossed her head back and twisted her hips, grinding them as though on a dance partner—or a cock.

As quickly as it began, her hands dropped and she flashed Olivia a mischievous smile. “See? The first step to looking sexy is feeling sexy. Now come on. Your friend isn’t here, so loosen up and live a little. I know you want to…”

Olivia bit her lip, flushing with heat. Deep inside, her core throbbed. Piper was a lot more insightful than she’d given her credit for.

The redhead cupped her breasts again, as though offering them up for Olivia to fondle. The sight made her mouth dry and her hands itch.

Desire overrode caution. Olivia stepped forward, hand raised. Time slowed and stretched, everything unfolding as though in slow motion. Piper’s eyes widened in shock before turning dark with desire. Her lips curled in a seductive, dangerous smile.

Electricity crackled between them as Olivia’s fingertips brushed Piper’s breast. The girl’s skin was soft as velvet, smooth and warm to the touch. Her hard nipple poked Olivia’s hand and she tweaked it without thinking, drawing a giggle from Piper.

“First time, huh? You can get rougher than that.”

Olivia blushed, hearting beating fast, but she didn’t pull back. She brought her other hand up and played with Piper’s nipples, tweaking and pinching them the way she liked to do with her own. A hard pinch got Piper to moan and the redhead leaned forward, lips parted, eyes shining bright.

The door slammed open and Olivia almost jumped out of her skin, pulling back as though scalded.

Ashley entered the room. Face red and chest flushed, with the buttons of her top all askew, she looked oblivious to what just almost happened. “Don’t even ask! I need a drink. Or five. That fucking Kim… Fucking Michael…”

Olivia gave her a commiserative smile, her heart still pounding, while Piper giggled. “That tough? It gets easier, don’t worry about it.” She turned to Olivia and smacked her ass, hard. “That means now it’s your turn. Go strut your stuff, you little slut.”


Chapter Four

Her ass still tingling from the smack, Olivia walked down the dark hall toward the stage on unsteady legs.

This was it. The point of no return. Once she stepped past the curtain, she’d officially be a stripper. An amateur, perhaps, but one nonetheless. The thought both frightened and filled her with heat. Embarrassment and arousal burned deep inside her, one feeding the other. She’d always liked showing off, whether in the form of teasing her boyfriends, picking the cutest outfits for class, or even just going out without panties when she needed a quick ego boost. But all those things had been private, only for her to know and enjoy. The scale of what she was about to do… was something entirely different.

What would her parents think? Or her other friends? None of them could ever know. Not even Ashley knew the truth of how Olivia felt about their bizarre and sexualized hazing. And yet, the need for secrecy made her feel daring and sexy. Her clit throbbed and, without thinking, she gave it a quick rub just as Piper had urged.

The touch calmed her mind and ignited her body, filling her body with heat. She wanted this.

Olivia glanced down and checked her outfit one final time. The dark lingerie contrasted beautifully against her pale skin, complementing her dark hair and giving her a sultry allure. Like a kinky temptress or fetish model. Even she had to admit—she looked good.

The noise of the crowd grew louder and louder as she approached the curtain leading onto the stage. Suddenly, Michael’s voice cut through the din, as though through a loudspeaker.

“And now, give a warm welcome to another bright, young, barely legal college girl down on her luck! Introducing—Ooolivia!”

The crowd roared. Her face grew hot with embarrassment and indignation. Sure it was showmanship, but she wasn’t ‘down on her luck!’ Where did Michael get off, making such claims?

But there was no time to think. No time to plan or complain or do anything but step forward, past the curtain and onto the stage just as the first note of a popular pop song began.

The crowd erupted in cheers and wolf whistles, the number of patrons almost double what had been there when Candice appeared. Everywhere she turned, men looked back at her, their faces eager and focused entirely on her.

The hunger she saw in their eyes terrified her. Made her blood boil. She blushed, embarrassed but needy, pussy dripping as her clit throbbed. Not knowing what else to do, she walked forward, setting her sights on the stripper pole at the end of the stage.

Piper and Michael said to give in. To let her body and arousal guide her motions… The bass of the sound system struck a deep note and the sound thrummed through her, vibrating all her organs. Suddenly she understood.

The beat of the music, the noise of the crowd, the heat ebbing and flowing deep in her core… They all pulsed in tandem, as one. She didn’t have to dance some exotic, technical number. She just had to do what felt good. To show them the part of her she kept locked away, hidden behind a good girl facade.

No longer uncertain, she grabbed the pole and threw her head back, circling it as she twirled her hips. She’d never been much of a dancer—but then, this wasn’t a competition.

All she had to do was look good. To show the guys what they wanted: a young college girl, eager to fuck.

Olivia spun around the pole, writhing her hips in time with the music. She slid a hand down her chest, over her stomach, and let her fingertips brush the edge of her thong. Gooseflesh broke out on her skin wherever she touched and she bit her lip, stifling a moan.

But with the music so loud, what was the point? Why did she have to hold back, anyway?

With a grin, she twirled and bent over, smacking her ass before rising back up. The crowd roared its approval, a dozen voices shouting for more. Olivia flushed, heart hammering as her pussy gushed. No one seemed to care that she didn’t know what she was doing. That she was making up her routine on the spot. They just wanted more—and she yearned to give it to them.

As she danced, her hands roamed and explored her body, touching where a hundred guys wanted to touch. She felt powerful, sexy, and turned on beyond measure. The same desire to please burned in her now as when she had a cock in her mouth.

She grabbed the pole and did a slow spin, shaking and twisting her ass as she went. The straps down there did nothing to obstruct the view. Instead, they lifted her ass, making it appear even rounder and tighter than usual. The crowd cheered and she moaned, heat growing stronger. Sweat beaded her face. She wanted to touch. Needed to.

On instinct, she stepped close to the pole and ground herself on it, moaning again as tingles spread through her body. They wanted her to dance? She’d give them just that.

The song changed but she hardly heard it. The noise of the crowd and the throbbing of her clit occupied all her attention. She grabbed onto the pole and danced pressed against it, grinding on it like she would a guy. The memory of a party from early in the semester flooded her mind. She remembered feeling drunk, wild, and free, dancing with a hot senior and grinding on his thigh just like this. He’d touched her as they danced, groping her ass, devouring her with his eyes. After several songs, without saying a word he took her hand and brought her upstairs.

It wasn’t something she could have ever done sober. The need to maintaining a good girl appearance was too ingrained. Fortunately, here, the crowd’s approval provided its own kind of high.

“Lose the bra!” someone shouted and all the men cheered. Feet stomped on the floor as they started to chant. “Take. It. Off!”

With a giggle, Olivia did as they asked. Their approval was euphoric, the most potent and decadent drug. But even so, she teased them first. Strutting over the stage, undoing the straps one by one. The cacophony rose with each passing moment until she could take it no more. With a flourish she tore off her bra and tossed it in a random direction, shaking her tits and presenting them to the crowd.

But it still wasn’t enough. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees and crawled to a guy seated right by the stage. He stared up in awe as she leaned in, tits barely a foot from his face. Olivia pinched her nipples and moaned, quivering as her orgasm approached.

But she needed more. When the guy made no move to touch her, she chose a new target: a seedy looking unshaven man, with mean eyes and rough hands.

She crawled to him before she could change her mind, wiggling her butt as she went. Like a true bitch in heat, her hips rose and fell, fucking the air in time to the beat.

One of the guys by the stage leaned in and smacked her ass. Laughter and cheers erupted around her as Olivia moaned and bit her lip, struggling to stay upright as a mini-orgasm washed through her.

She turned to thank whoever it was, but Cole got there faster.

“No touching the workers!” he roared, loud enough that she heard him over the sound system. The huge bouncer grabbed the man by his shoulder, looking for all the world like he was about to violently toss him outside.

Olivia frantically shook her head, signaling Cole to stop. “It’s okay!” She wanted this! Couldn’t he see that?

Cole gave her a flat look but relented after several tense seconds. He leaned in and said something to the patron that she couldn’t catch. The guy blanched and nodded. With a satisfied smirk, Cole moved away.

The song ended. Michael’s announcer voice boomed overhead once again. “Give it up one more time for Ooolivia!”

A flurry of applause exploded around her as Olivia rose to her feet, legs shaky and weak, mind almost numb.

It felt like she was seeing the crowd for the very first time. Seeing them as individual people, rather than a teeming sea of bestial faces. She marveled at the men, flattered by their attention, before she suddenly remembered she wasn’t wearing a bra. Embarrassed despite all she’d just done, she flashed a quick smile and waved to the men before hurrying out, walking back as fast as her high heels could carry her.


Chapter Five

“That was incredible!” Piper cried out as soon as Olivia entered the room.

“What—”

“I was watching! Ashley, too. We couldn’t resist and just—wow! The way you moved and handled yourself out there… You’re a natural!”

Embarrassed, Olivia looked down at her feet, pleased but unsure of how to handle so much excitement on her behalf. “Thank you…”

“That crawling around move was so sexy. Though I thought Cole would have to knock a few heads together. There’s a pretty strict ‘no touching’ policy around here.” Piper paused and smirked before saying, “In public, anyway.”

Olivia flushed, coloring all the way down to her exposed chest. Unlike her, Piper was now fully dressed, breasts covered by a thin halter top that showed off her hard nipples. There was no sign of Candice but a few new girls had joined the room and were busy doing their makeup.

“I, uh…” Olivia cleared her thought, smiling bashfully. “Got carried away there, I guess. I’m glad no one got thrown out.”

“That was intense,” Ashley said. She’d changed back into her regular clothes already and looked much happier for it. “But you really were great out there. Sexy. Maybe not a pro but you looked good.”

“Thanks!” Olivia squirmed, unsure how she felt about Ashley seeing that side of her. “Um… I’m sorry I didn’t see your performance. I wish I had.”

Ashley shook her head. “You didn’t miss much. I was pretty terrified. But hey, at least it’s over now. Once you change we can get out of here. There can’t be many more tests, right?”

Olivia nodded. “Kim has so much to answer for!”

“Yeah, she—”

Ashley cut off as the door burst open and Michael entered the room. His eyes swept over the girls before settling on them.

“Well done, you two!” he said with a smile. His attention turned to Piper. “Why are you standing around?”

With a huff, Piper made for the door. “Talk later, you two!” she called over her shoulder.

“That girl is a handful…” Michael muttered, giving his head a shake. “But that’s why the audience loves her. And I have my ways of keeping even unruly brats in line.”

“How do you do that?” Olivia asked, unable to help herself. She wanted to know. Something about Michael’s intensity and cold, meticulous attitude made her curious to learn more.

Taken aback by her question, Michael paused, then smiled. His eyes drank her in, dark and calculating, as though already plotting what to do with her later. It took all Olivia’s willpower to not bite her lip, but no matter her efforts there was no hiding the way her nipples hardened when he glanced down at them.

“Maybe I’ll show you sometime. But not today.” His expression changed, growing serious. “You two did great. You really whipped them into a frenzy, just as I hoped you would. I will send back a glowing review of your work. But you two aren’t done. There’s still a final part of the test.”

Ashley’s jaw dropped. “What the hell? You didn’t say anything about that before!”

“I didn’t know about it myself. Remember, I’m not in charge of what crazy tests you two get up to. I just run my club and offer a venue that prides itself on…discretion. With that in mind, your mistress called, saying—”

“Kim isn’t our mistress,” Ashley said.

“Whatever. She wants you to do a private dance for two guys she sent over.”

Ashley stared, speechless, and even Olivia’s jaw dropped. Fantasies of seedy backrooms reeking of sex, where girls hired to dance got more than they bargained for, flooded her mind. “Wh-what does that entail?”

“Anything.” Michael’s eyes darkened, the smile never leaving his lips. “Here at The Dollhouse, in the private rooms, the only rule is: there are no rules. Only customer satisfaction.”

A shudder coursed through her. He was describing prostitution. Just as she’d feared. Or perhaps hoped… Her cheeks colored as her aching pussy soaked through her thong.

“Are you out of your mind?” Ashley demanded. She looked incredulously from Michael to Olivia, and back. “There’s no way I’m doing something like that!”

Michael shrugged, nonchalant. “That’s up to you. As I said before, if you want to quit, just say the word and I’ll call you a cab. You might fail your hazing but that’s none of my business.”

Ashley grimaced. She turned to Olivia. “What do you think? You’re out too, right? This isn’t worth it. If Kim really wants us to go this far then fuck her—and her sorority.”

Olivia opened her mouth, ready to agree… But something held her back. Try as she might, she couldn’t find it in herself to be mad at Kim. Instead, she felt hot. Horny. Curious. She wanted to see how far the rabbit hole led. And tumbling down it headfirst was the only way to see more.

“Actually… I kinda want to keep going,” she said. Ashley’s surprised expression prompted her to continue, searching for any kind of excuse to make sense of her choice. “If this is still part of the hazing then it’s basically just a prank, right? You know she wouldn’t actually make us do something bad or dangerous…” Not outright, at least, Olivia added mentally.

“Maybe…” Ashley said though she did not look convinced. “But I… I just can’t. I’m done. And if they penalize me for it then so be it. You sure you don’t want to leave, too?”

“I am.”

Ashley sighed, then gave her a tight hug. “Tell me all about it tonight. Every detail!”

With a laugh, Olivia hugged her back just as tight. “Count on it.”


Chapter Six

Despite her bravado, Olivia felt nervous as she walked down the hall to private room 05. Although Michael recovered her bra and she was now safely covered, she’d never felt more exposed. More alone. Her heart beat too fast. Her knees shook. With Ashley gone, safely in a cab and headed back to campus, she was truly in uncharted waters now.

Mirrors lined the walls of the hall and the glanced at them often. A slim brunette in black lingerie, pale save for the perpetual flush painting her face, peered back. With the collar around her neck, she looked like a lamb bringing itself to the slaughter. The thought made her quiver, though whether from fear or need, she couldn’t say.

She paused at the door and took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. To gather her thoughts.

It didn’t work. The maelstrom of emotions fogging her mind was too strong. Fear and need and lust and so many more filled her mind, warring against one another.

But if deep breaths didn’t work, then perhaps something else would. Following Piper’s advice, Olivia brought a hand between her legs and rubbed her clit through her thong. Pleasure flowed through her, dripping out from her cunt. Her core clenched and throbbed, demanding attention.

She wanted this. She wouldn’t deny herself anymore—not when a chance like this came her way.

Before she could change her mind or hesitate more, Olivia pushed open the door and stepped inside.

Two handsome guys sat on a long couch that ran along the opposite wall. A stripper pole occupied the room’s center and overhead lamps bathed the scene in a low, intimate light. Two pairs of eyes, one brown and one green, settled on her and Olivia froze, trapped like a deer in the headlights. The door clicked shut behind her and she flinched, the sound of her heart pounding in her ears. She recognized one of the men.

“Holy shit. Olive…” Logan, a tall, handsome senior she’d kissed a few times at a party stared at her with wide eyes. “Kim said to check out this place and drop her name for a surprise but holy fuck.”

“I…”

“Where’s the second girl?” the second guy interjected. Muscular and thick as a tree, she recalled seeing him at parties before, too. Some friend of Logan’s and another senior. His dark eyes drank her in. “They said they had a special pair of girls for us.”

“Ash—” Olivia paused and swallowed, struggling to remind herself of her conviction. She’d been so sure! So ready and willing. Who cared if this was someone she knew? Rather, didn’t that make it better? Logan was hot, in the blond surfer guy sort of way, with hair all soft curls and skin smooth and tanned. His friend wasn’t quite as good looking, but still pretty cute, with dark hair and brown eyes and a body like he could bench press her with one arm. She licked her lips. “The other girl couldn’t make it. Think you can settle for just me alone?”

Logan and his friend shared a brief glance and grinned. “Sure thing, baby.”

“It wouldn’t be the first time, anyway,” the friend added with a chuckle.

The atmosphere in the room grew tense as the guys stared at her like hungry wolves. Sexual energy crackled between the three of them. Olivia’s nipples hardened to diamond points and her clit throbbed with each beat of her heart.

“Well? Aren’t you going to dance?” the friend asked.

Olivia blushed. The sight of Logan had distracted her so much, she almost forgot what she came here to do.

The friend leaned in, eyes predatory. “Or do you want to just skip the warm-up?”

Logan chuckled. “Come on, Olive. Come here and join us on the couch.”

“I…” The licked her lips again, struggling to make sense of the feelings coursing through her.

Logan’s expression hardened. “Come here, Olivia. Now.”

With a whimper, she did as he asked. Logan grabbed her hand and pulled her down to the couch, seating her between him and his friend.

“Good girl. That’s better, isn’t it?” His hand caressed her arm, then drifted down to her thigh. “My friend there is Alex. Make sure you treat him well.”

She nodded, squirming from his touches. “H-hi, Alex.”

Alex grinned and scooted closer. As Logan caressed one of her thighs, his hand dropped to the other and gave it a squeeze. “You do this kind of thing a lot?”

“No…”

He arched an eyebrow in disbelief before shrugging. “Doesn’t matter. We’ll teach you. All you have to do is obey and make us feel good.”

Logan kissed her neck and goosebumps raced down her skin. His lips dragged along her neck, trailing kisses and soft bites to her shoulder. “I was so mad when that party got broken up by the cops. Ever since that night, I wanted to see you again. Finish what we started.”

“I’m here now,” Olivia said, moaning as a shudder coursed through her. That night, she’d wanted him, too. If not for the cops coming because of a noise complaint, she would have gladly gone back to his room.

“That’s right.” Logan’s hand crept up from her thigh, sliding up her tummy and past her breasts to wrap itself around her throat, hard enough that she squeaked. He kissed her hard, lips and tongue rough and demanding. “You’re here… And we paid for you so we’ll be getting our money’s worth.”

“Yes,” she moaned, gasping as he released her.

Alex grabbed Olivia's hair and pulled her toward him. Their lips met for a hot, hungry kiss. She melted against him, then moaned as his hand grabbed her breast, strong fingers mauling her flesh.

Logan leaned in from her other side and slid his hand between her legs, touching her through her thong. “Fuck you’re wet. To think you were such a little slut this whole time…”

“I-I’m not—” she gasped and cut off, the rest of her words drowned out by a loud moan as his fingers pushed her thong aside and found her bare clit.

“You were saying?”

Whimpering, body burning with need, she responded by grabbing their dicks. Both guys wore jeans but even through the denim, she could feel their cocks, already hard for her.

“That’s what I thought,” Logan said, chuckling. Alex laughed, too.

The two guys passed her back and forth, one making out while the other fingered and played with her pussy, then switching. With each pass, her need grew stronger. The pressure inside her rose, fogging her mind. Lust consumed every filter she might have had.

“I want your cocks,” she begged.

“Yeah…?” Alex grabbed her by the hair, yanking her head back for a few seconds before shoving her from the couch. “Dance for us. Show us your moves and we’ll give you our cocks.”

The look in his eyes said he meant business. Olivia’s pussy dripped at the thought of how he might force her to obey if she acted up. No one had ever gotten this rough with her before. Seeing her here as a stripper had changed something between them. Neither of them saw her as a fellow student of the same school. Here, she was just a slut. A whore bought and paid for.

But much as she wanted to see them get rough—to learn if they had what it took to force her obedience—she just couldn’t do it. She wanted to please. To hear Logan call her ‘good girl’ once again.

So instead, she started to sway, hands roaming her body. The guys watched as they stripped, eyes full of lust. Olivia moaned and squeezed her breasts, gyrating her hips. Less like a dancer and more like a slut, simply humping the air. They didn’t care. Their hard cocks sprang into view as the guys dropped their pants and a gush of wetness surged from her pussy. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this hot.

“Get over here,” Logan ordered once he was nude. The tone of his voice demanded obedience. Refusal wasn’t an option—if it ever had been.


Chapter Seven

Olivia took a step toward Logan and his expression turned dark. “No. Not like that. On your knees. Crawl over here, slut.”

Biting her lip, Olivia dropped to her knees and obeyed, crawling the few feet of distance until she knelt between his legs. Eye level with his cock, she could scarcely keep from drooling. Lust surged inside her. Unable to hold herself back she leaned in and kissed his thick shaft, then worked her way up to the head and wrapped her lips around it.

“Fuck…” Logan sighed and leaned back, guiding her head with one hand. “That’s a good fucking whore.”

The words sent chills coursing through her. Wetness gushed from her cunt. She bobbed up and down, slurping and sucking on his big, tasty cock, slobbering each time the head nudged her throat.

Alex moved behind her. His strong hands explored her ass, rubbing and squeezing, before giving it a quick smack. With a moan, she pushed back, eager for more. He didn’t make her wait long.

The next smack was harder. Another son followed. While one hand beat her ass, the other busied itself between her legs, rubbing the folds of her cunt, driving her wild. The pain, pleasure, and humiliation of her position overwhelmed her, making her mindless and weak. All she knew was that she wanted more. More of their touch, their cocks, their abuse. For the guys to let loose and ravage her, to use her like exactly the cheap whore they thought she was.

With a growl, Logan pushed her off his cock. She looked at him in confusion, gasping for breath, a line of drool hanging down past her lips. “What—”

He grabbed her bra and tore it off with two hard yanks. She squealed and yelped, the straps biting into her skin as they snapped—but he didn’t care. With a laugh, Alex did the same thing to her thong, tearing it off with a single, hard jerk.

“I’m going first,” Logan said. “I wanted her for too long to wait.” He grabbed her by the chin and leaned in to kiss her, biting hard on her lip before pulling away. “Isn’t that right, Olive?”

She nodded, whimpering with arousal. Her cunt ached to be filled.

Logan grabbed her and hauled her around, easily as a toy. He pushed her to her hands and knees and got behind her, rubbing the tip of his cock on the lips of her dripping cunt. “You want this cock? Go on, ask for it. Beg me for it.”

“Please,” she began, desperation clear in her voice, “fuck m—”

Alex shoved his cock in her mouth before she could finish, gagging her on his length. “Sorry, man—couldn’t wait.”

Logan chuckled and grabbed her hips. With a single, hard thrust, he drove his length deep inside her.

Olivia screamed, back arching. Pain lanced through her, coupled with pleasure as Logan stretched her out. Her pussy felt stuffed to the brim. More. Like she would split in half.

“Relax!” Logan ordered with a smack on her ass, driving another inch forward. She whimpered, squeezing her eyes shut. They were both big. Far too big for her petite body. Logan’s dick was long and thick, with a slight upward curve. Alex’s was shorter but thick enough that she could hardly breathe with it stuffing her mouth.

Not that he cared. Alex grabbed a fistful of her hair and pumped into her mouth, moaning each time his cock hit the back of her throat. Every time she gagged it would twitch, heating and throbbing against her tongue.

“Fuck you’re tight,” Logan said once he bottomed out inside her. He ground his hips against her ass, luxuriating in the feel of her stretched out pussy. “And so wet.” His voice dropped as his grip tightened and he started to move. “You’re loving this every bit as much as I am.”

Unable to speak, Olivia didn’t reply but she knew he was right. Her aching, wet cunt gripped his cock tight, refusing to let go. She wanted him in her, filling her—

He thrust forward hard, balls slapping against her clit, and she screamed. Sensation overwhelmed her. Alex took the opportunity to shove his cock down her throat and suddenly she was gagging, choking, suffocating on cock.

Tears welled in her eyes as fear rose inside her. She grabbed Alex’s thighs but before she could try to push him away, he pulled back. She had time to draw one shuddering gasp before he forced his cock down again.

Logan smacked her ass with his heavy hand. With a grunt, his grip tightened further and he began pounding her, each stroke hard and fast. Every thrust pushed her forward, impaling her throat on Alex’s cock before he dragged her back only to slam inside again.

This wasn’t sex. It wasn’t even fucking. They were using her like a doll, as an object, and her body loved every second.

Something broke inside Olivia. With a scream, she convulsed and came on Logan’s cock, quivering and wailing like never before in her life. The pain, the pleasure—the fear and humiliation—every emotion and sensation rolled into one, exploding through her in a million tingling colors that made her weepy and weak.

Like a rag doll, her body tried to crumple down to the floor. It would have, if not for the cocks spitroasting her and strong hands holding her upright. Trapped between the two older guys, she was helpless, their fucktoy to use as they pleased.

Each thrust of their cocks brought her new pleasure. Tingles like electrical currents raced through her. Even though she just came, pressure built inside her again, faster than she ever experienced when masturbating alone. Or when with a guy, for that matter. Ordinary sex couldn’t compare to the feeling of being manhandled like a cheap whore.

Logan slammed inside her and stopped, breathing hard, cock swollen and throbbing. “I want…to try something.”

“What do you have in mind?” Alex asked, pulling back. Without him to support her, Olivia collapsed. She lay there, cheek pressed to the floor, wheezing and coughing as she struggled for breath.

Logan chuckled and pulled out, too. “You’ll see. Lay down and she’ll ride you.”

They shuffled around. Olivia lifted her head in time to see Alex lying on the floor, thick cock standing proud at attention.

Logan smacked her ass. “Get on top and ride him.”

“Yes… sir.” The word felt right on her tongue. Olivia willed her sore, uncooperative body to move—but apparently, not quick enough.

With a growl, Logan gave her ass another smack before grabbing her by the hair and dragging her forward. Olivia scrambled to keep up, scalp stinging with pain. But the instant she straddled Alex and felt his thickness nudge her opening, she forgot everything else.

Whimpering, she sank on his cock. Mewls and whines escaped her lips as he stretched her, rough hands gripping her ass and forcing her down, making her cunt swallow him whole. She’d thought that Logan stretched her, but this was something else altogether. If Alex had gone first, she would have been torn apart.

“You like that?” Alex growled. One hand moved from her ass and wrapped around her throat, squeezing just hard enough to make her go still, frightened and desperately horny. “I asked a question.”

“Yes,” she squeaked. Alex chuckled and grabbed her hips, slamming her down the rest of the way.

Olivia let out a scream, eyes squeezing shut as she tried to breathe and adjust to the size. But before she could compose herself, she felt Logan behind her. A drop of spit landed on her asshole and he worked it in with a thumb, forcing it past her sphincter.

“Wh-what…? I’ve never—”

“Shh. It’ll feel good, I promise.” Logan’s thumb worked deeper inside, stretching her virgin hole. Olivia gasped, moaning and whining as her cunt convulsed. “See? You’re loving it already.”

She wanted to deny it. She’d never planned on things going this far. But with their hands on her, she couldn’t think straight. All she felt was need, hot and urgent, burning her from within.

Logan chuckled. “Thought so.” His finger pulled free, only to be replaced by his cock. Olivia let out a shuddering groan as he pushed it inside. “Breathe and relax for me. Take it. This is what you wanted all along, isn’t it? There’s two of us and one of you—this is the only way things could go.”

With a grunt, he forced it deeper inside. Olivia whimpered, body protesting the intruder, but suddenly Alex grabbed her and pulled her down. His mouth swallowed her protests, tongue wrestling hers into submission. She whined into the kiss, quivering as the started to fuck her. But within moments, the pain turned to pleasure. She let out a moan as her toes curled. Fullness like none she’d experienced overwhelmed her.

“Yess,” she whimpered, gasping as tears streamed down her face. She couldn’t tell whether they were from pleasure or pain. It didn’t matter. They simply were, a physical manifestation of the whirlwind raging inside her.

Sandwiched between the men, she shook like a leaf as they moved, thrusting and grunting and building up speed. Taking their pleasure from her poor, battered body. Every moan and groan made her tingle, flooding her core. Knowing that she gave them pleasure made her feel good. Fulfilled. Satisfied in a way she’d never felt with regular sex.

There was nothing that she could do. She wasn’t a sex partner anymore, but an object. A toy that they used to slake their own thirst. As their strokes grew fast and erratic, she panted for air, clinging to Alex like she clung to her sanity. Her clit pulsed, her blood boiled, the world contracted down to two points: their cocks, violating her holes.

“Fuck!” Logan gasped. His cock grew even harder, thrusts turning vicious.

Alex picked up the pace, gripping her hips and pounding her hard. The look in his eyes was pure lust—more beast than man.

The dam inside Olivia burst. With a scream, she orgasmed around their cocks. Waves of pure ecstasy buffeted her, pounding her like the surf. Every molecule of her body quivered and spasmed, convulsions racking her body as the pleasure raced through her.

Her holes massaging their cocks was too much. Suddenly, both cocks erupted inside her, filling her with hot cum. All three orgasmed together, moaning in shared ecstasy. The moment stretched further, further, until she collapsed, utterly spent. Exhausted, drained, sore…

And satisfied—more than she’d ever been in her life.


Epilogue

“That was quite some performance you put on,” Michael said with a wry smirk.

Normally, such a comment would have been enough to make Olivia blush. But after two unbelievable orgasms and the roughest sex of her life, she was a little past such trifling matters. “They left very satisfied.”

“They did. Even swore up and down that they’d return and tell all their friends, provided service remained this good.” Michael chuckled. “Though I think they were disappointed to learn you’re not a regular employee.”

Olivia shrugged, unsure of how to answer that. Her brain still wasn’t working right.

They sat in his office, where Piper had brought her after gathering her from the private room. Apparently, after the guys left and she didn’t return, Michael had sent her to check on Olivia, figuring that she would need time and a place to recuperate. It was an oddly considerate gesture.

He faced her across his desk now, eyes sharp as he regarded her. “But what if that wasn’t the case?”

Olivia furrowed her brows. “What are you saying?”

“Just what you think—I’m offering you a job. You did well today. At stripping… and other things. That takes talent. So just think about it. I’ll be sending my praise on to your sorority, either way.”

“I…” She wondered why her instinct was to say no. Was that because she didn’t want to work as a stripper? Or just because it was the socially appropriate response? “…will have to think about it.”

“Of course. You have plenty of time. But if you ever need money, you’ll know where to find us. A college student can always use extra cash—and this place can always use extra help. So feel free to drop by, anytime.”

Flattered, Olivia smiled. Extra money would certainly be nice… Tuition was expensive, and try as she might, city life still added up. “I… I’m still not sure. But I’ll keep it in mind. And I just might drop by.”

Michael grinned. “Piper said the same thing, at first, and you can see how that went. I’ll be looking forward to us getting better acquainted—and soon.”

Olivia still didn’t blush but she felt herself heat. There was a darkness behind Michael’s eyes, and it spoke to her. “Maybe I’ll look forward to it, too.”

To Be Continued...
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