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Author's Note: From the start of outlining this series, I had a general idea of turning your usual piece of fiction set in a strip club on its head. Something like Striptease spoofed in the vein of Blazing Saddles. That exact combination wasn't the original intent, and this isn't exactly a comedy series. But especially as I wrote this installment, turning tropes on their heads made it a favorite of mine.

Sure, I could have made the strip club owner the typical pig of a man and his girlfriend a broken trainwreck because of her past. But where's the fun in that?

I'll be diving a little deeper into this area as the series carries on, but I'm not spoiling anything ahead. Or maybe it's just me playing with the ideas of truth in absurdity and my opinion that every one of us isn't as noble as we tell ourselves we are, even though we can be. Either way, I hope you enjoy it.


MY CLUB, MY HAREM 2

A few weeks after the official opening day, the numbers weren't adding up. I clenched my fists against the sides of my head and then heard the office door open. “This'd better be fucking important.”

Reed was on shift that night, and I knew he was showing up early to open his palm for another equipment order. But what he said actually shocked the shit out of me. “That arcade is bleeding you dry. You have any idea how much current all those arcade cabinets pull?”

And the damn things weren't getting more than a few quarters a night. “So we get rid of the games,” I knew it'd make for some quick capital, if anything, “but what about the rest of this place? You think a bare-bones kitchen staff would be a good idea?” The boy did know bars and their business.

“You can't have casinos in this state, but there's nothing to stop us from issuing tickets here. A hundred or so gets a free lap dance, maybe? And some kind of food would keep the customers around longer.”

If I knew he wasn't about to give me more bad news, I could have kissed the motherfucker right on those dick-sucking lips. “I'll look into those, but I know what's about to happen when you step in my office. How big of a check do I need to sign, and why?”

“Music licensing. We've run up two-hundred this week.”

It wasn't my biggest expense, by any means, but every chunk out of my ass hurt like hell. Once you see a six-figure war-chest flirt with dropping to four-figures that quickly, a sledgehammer can't drive a greased toothpick up your asshole. “Fine, but I can't afford those extra sub-woofers right now.”

“And there's another thing.” Reed looked away like he thought I was about to lose my shit. “You have any room for a few more dancers?”

“So long as they can pay my fee at the end of the night and get the customers thirsty, they'll get a shot.” With every stripper owing me a Benjamin every day they showed up, drinks were the only other profit center. Our security guys ate up cover charges, and my attempt at doubling that price had chased too many people away.

Reed eased up a little. “I think you'll like them. But they only work together.”

We'd already had a few primadonna strippers come and go. “Making money past the nightly fee is on them, not me.”

“There's three of them, but I know they'll draw guys. Ever heard of the Shameless Threesome?”

I had. “What the fuck are they doing in this town?”

“The police raided the last place they were regulars at, and an undercover guy got caught with his pants down.” Which meant some cop was balls-deep in a dancer, and the local prosecutors saw that bodycam footage. “I know we're trying to keep our heads low right now, but they're a good workers.”

I crossed my arms and leaned back in my chair. “I'm going out on a limb, but you haven't bullshitted me yet. You willing to bet my faith in you on these girls?”

“Throw their name up on the sign this weekend, and we'll be the only strip club in town with customers.” Reed tapped his phone a few times right before mine dinged. “There, I sent you Cali's number. She's kinda the leader of that troupe.”

If you ever see a club owner who lists the girls in his contacts under their stage names, you'll know it. Chantal, Lexus, Destiny, Peaches... The usual stripper names.

I had to ask a favor of Reed before he could escape to his booth. “You draw up a rough plan on getting a kitchen going, and I'll pay for your time. I don't know shit about that.”

“Will do.” He smirked as he took hold of the door handle. “But no wings or ribs. The girls hate it when their clients have sticky hands.”

I hadn't thought of that, but it made sense in more ways than that. Having fingered an old girlfriend right after eating hot wings, I think it might have had something to do with our break up a few days later. Woops.


Come that Friday, Reed already had a cook lined up for an interview, as well as the cost breakdown of the menu items. It'd turn a decent profit. But best of all, he'd found buyers for around half of the arcade cabinets. There was a hefty bonus check sitting on my desk already, with his name on it.

And his 'friends' had just pulled into the parking lot. Cali, the leggy blonde, got out of the driver's side of the white Navigator in a skintight workout ensemble. These girls were topping the used Kia money most of our dancers made, by far.

Ember and Dallas followed right behind her, dressed about the same. Those two almost looked like sisters, but fit brunettes are hard to tell apart sometimes. It was Ember's big, blue doe-eyes that sold me on her before she was even inside the club.

Dara was busy counting her stack of dollar bills from the previous night, hoping to make a bank run before they closed at five. When she heard the front door open, all the color left her face. “What are they doing here?”

“Headlining the weekend, probably.”

Whatever history she'd had with them, it couldn't have been stellar. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “The drama in the dressing room's bad enough already. You wanna lose half our girls over one big weekend?”

That depended on how much of a crowd these three could draw. We hadn't done the porn-star or notable stripper kind of events yet. “This is business, not high school.”

Dara wasn't happy about it, but she knew the ultimate decision was mine. “I'll keep things as calm as I can, but no promises.”

Right before they got close enough to hear me, I had to give one more order. “Think about keeping this place open past next month. You know I've only got a couple of months worth of cash in reserve.”

It wasn't a problem for the dancers, since they paid me every night for the privilege of earning way more money in tips. But without security, DJ's, or electricity, you wouldn't have a club any girl would strip in.

Cali already had that bullshit smile I was far too used to. People operating on the underside of society are either good promisers, or experts at sorting truth from the fluff. “Randy Andy?”

“I guess you're Cali. Reed didn't have enough good things to say about you three.” Dara shot me a nasty look from across the booth and then hid her face behind a palm. “How long do you all plan on staying in town?”

Getting right down to business, Cali and her bunch filled in every empty space. Ember doing a little more than violating my personal space was probably gonna get me in trouble later.

Cali unzipped her red halter top a little. “That depends on how much we make every week. We understand that it can get slow, but if the money's not here, we won't be back for Saturday night.”

“I don't have anything to lose by letting you three take the stage.” I returned Dara's shitty look, with a little of the hard edge filed off. “But I don't want a bunch of drama backstage.”

“What have you heard about us?”

I couldn't afford to bullshit when the bank account was getting this anemic. “You're the best at drawing customers, but the other girls in the dressing room can't stand any of you. Care to tell me why, from your perspectives?”

Cali and Dallas scooted Dara into the wall of the booth. Not a good sign.

When Ember's fingers danced across my zipper, I knew I was risking more than I thought. But she cut me off before I could say a thing. “Lots of guys buying drinks and paying cover charges are where you make your money. We know how hard it is running a place like this in the first couple of months.”

I gripped my hand over Ember's, stopping her right in her tracks. “You're disrespecting the house mom, and my girlfriend. Don't go shitting where you plan on eating this weekend.”

Cali was already on top of her partner's fuck-up. “He's not that kind of club owner, Ember. This guy's all business.”

I saw the ice daggers Dara was trying to stare through my soul. Hoping to keep my testicles intact, I cleared my throat and picked the track back up. “I can have your names on the sign before opening time, but it'd work better next weekend if we keep them on there. Call this weekend a trial period.”

Dara had to get her barbs in, somewhere. “And if any of you get too handsy with the customers or Andy, you'll need a truck to pull one of my platform heels outta your ass.”

Cali winked at me before she shot back. “Lexi, we're all professionals here. If the girls in the dressing room are jealous of us, there's nothing we can do about it. Do they expect us to suck at our job, just to make them feel better about themselves?”

“That's enough, both of you.” I had to calm Dara before she threw a punch. I'd seen her do it before. “And that's not how you get on my good side.”

Ember stopped trying to push herself on me, at least. She eased away and then asked, “Well, how do we?”

“By getting asses in seats and in the lap dance booths. If you all can draw a crowd willing to part with money, I'm sure the rest of the girls can look past everything else.” I shot a quick glance at Dara. “Right?”

“If you say so, boss.”

Now I knew she was gonna tear into my ass later, but we needed to grow our customer base. “I guess you three had better get on stage so we can see what you've got. Your gym clothes will do for now.”

Those three couldn't have shot out of that booth fast enough. Which left me alone with my fuming girlfriend and her pile of money. She started counting ones again, not even bothering to look up at me. “Andy, you're gonna have problems from them. I can guarantee it.”

“I'm sure, but having to shut down would be even more of an issue. Just focus on the big picture.”

As I started getting up to go watch, Dara had one last shot to get in. “Same here. You go acting like every club owner I've worked for around them, and you'll lose at least one dancer.”

I knew she was talking about herself there. “They're not getting in my pants, if that's what you're worried about.” And with one hit of the button upstairs, I'd get her back to her new usual self.

Leaving her in the booth to finish counting tips, I headed to the stage. Cali, Ember, and Dallas were all stretching on the catwalk. Strippers who don't warm-up never last long, in terms of hours or years.

“Any song requests? I can kinda run the sound.”

About the time I got back to Reed's idea of heaven, Cali shouted, “Real Sisters by Future.”

Crazy shit happened every time that played with more than one girl on the stage. I clicked through the massive library of music until song titles began running together. I had it ready to go about the time they stopped stretching.

The sound of digitized bells started filling the air until until the auto-tone abuse started. Rap wasn't my kind of music, but the dancers and the customers loved it. Which meant I had to listen to it for most of the fifty-six hours a week the club was open.

Keeping in line with the song, Dallas and Ember took the spotlight. Cali strutted herself around them, picking up imaginary bills and tucking them in her partners' waistbands. If this wasn't bordering on having live, lesbian sex-acts on the stage, I didn't know what would.

Dara broke the trance from behind me. “They are good at what they do, but they're even better at stirring up shit.”

I backed away from the audio boards and had to tell her the truth. “If they'll work here for the next two weekends, we're gonna make a killing.” And if those new customers leave impressed and broke enough, they'd all come back.

“It's up to you, but any dressing room drama goes on while they're here, you're gonna handle it.”

“I'd be a terrible house mom. This a temporary thing, or are you just gonna run off?”

Dara closed both of her hands around one of mine. “I'll work, and I'm not leaving you, but I'm not fooling with the rest of the girls' problems until they're gone.”

Great. I knew I was doomed to my office for all of both weekends. The few nights Dara had taken off somewhere, my job was like trying to keep the peace in a box filled with a dozen or so rabid cats.

“And I'm not missing out on all the tips I'll make with them here. Just treat me like any other dancer tonight.” She put the stacks of bills in her deposit bag. “I'll be back a little before opening time.”

She walked out, definitely calmer than she had been. Dropping the extra problems in my lap was keeping her around. I could handle it for a few nights, or so I thought.

The Shameless Threesome were winding down their routine, which I'd been keeping an eye on the entire conversation. Something about the way those two brunettes seemed way too into each other told me this wasn't just a work arrangement for them.

Either way, they'd earned a place on the rotation for the next two weekends. They demanded I only make them pay one stage fee for all three of them. But that's the cost of doing business with girls who'd fill the house.


By ten, The Shameless Threesome's debut night here already had its share of drama and trouble. Dara was still snappy with me, but at least she wasn't going anywhere. And one of our less-stellar performers had already gotten me beyond livid.

Looking like the skinny, skanky chick nobody likes who hangs around the tattoo parlor, Karma had her arms and legs crossed. “I'm not required to give a lap dance to that sorry-ass.”

One of our best customers, Rodney, was a guy even I liked talking to. Like someone had dropped a wise black guy out of central casting into my club, his stories were endless as they were entertaining. But Karma's a bitch, as they say. No exception when she's a racist stripper.

“Hey, I'm paying way more in taxes than you are. But piss and moan more about people on food stamps, as I debate just letting you go because I fucking can...”

Karma reared back in her seat, but she didn't apologize like she wanted to stick around. “I pay taxes, but his sorry ass uses them to buy a lap dances. Well, not from me he won't.”

Not that it's how that shit worked at all, but I was fine with letting Karma run free with enough rope to hang herself. I waited for her to start pissing and moaning again.

“Why should I bust my ass, if this black fucker's gonna spend my tax dollars to get me hopping on his dick?”

“He's not...” Few strippers are this racist, by the way, and they all knew not to let it show in my club. But I learned why some beer-goggles-cute, tatted-up white girls always seemed desperate for a club to work at. “You shouldn't even be thinking about hopping on his dick, since that's not what the girls do here. And Rodney's not on food stamps! The guy's retired from the railroad company after forty years.”

“Well, my boyfriend Mick's gonna deal with his ass when he gets outta jail.”

“There's half your fucking problem. The lugnut doesn't fall far from the trailer.” I scooted my chair a few inches forward. “Aryan Brotherhood, right?” I'd dealt with a few of that bunch before, unfortunately.

“So what if he is? Gonna hold that against me?”

“Yeah, I already am. Heavily.”

“It's not any of your damn business.”

“But it humbled your ass mighty quick, didn't it? Too bad you need me more than I need you. Get the fuck out in the next thirty seconds.”

“Why?”

“You call a customer the most hateful thing you can, right in his face... Then you threaten to send your dipshit of a boyfriend out to murder that guy or myself...” Karma stared at me like she didn't understand why I was pissed beyond words. “And you really can't figure out why we're dumping you like last week's trash?”

“So what the fuck do you expect me to do? Pan-handle?”

“That's not my fucking problem! Shoulda thought of that question before you got shitty with me just now, not to mention toward one of our best customers. Maybe that jailbird boyfriend of yours can float the bills next month. I'm sure hard time looks great on a job application.”

“Fuck you, Andy.”

“Every other club wasn't willing to deal with your shit, and we aren't either. Don't dump on people who have extra cash to throw around if you can't even pay to work at a titty bar. Dara was fucking right about you, and I should have listened to begin with.”

“So what am I supposed to do now? Huh?” Karma pulled up on her panties like it was supposed to impress me. “Wanna see why I'm better than her?”

Hell no. “It's not that I want you to go away mad. I just want your sorry ass to go away, period.”

“Mick's gonna have words for you later.”

“I hope he fucking does.”

One thing you learn around shady people, fast, is to call their bluff.

Karma smirked like she was playing and ace hidden in her bra. “He's a big guy, and he doesn't have much going for him these days”

I pulled the hem of my shirt up just enough to show the revolver I kept tucked in my belt when I expected trouble. “I'd just shoot him and let him go to the morgue in my place. He can show up and act like a badass all he wants, but Mr. Bullet is the best bouncer money can buy.”

“Giant pussy.”

“That big flapper between your legs is taking up all the room you've got to talk.”

“Fuck you!”

“And I wouldn't do the same to you even if I was borrowing Mick's jailhouse cock. Get the fuck outta here before I call the cops.” I slung a pointed finger toward the door. “Fucking go, now!”

I didn't have to get that ugly very often, but damn did it feel good when I had the chance. It takes a lot to piss off a strip club owner that much. But I knew it meant trouble was coming, from one direction or another, at some point.

Stripper boyfriends are fucking nuts, and I say that, being one myself. They kinda have to be.


Karma made sure to cause a scene on her way out the door, and not the back one like I told her. One nod at a security guy had her screaming ass on the curb. Knowing I'd get the non-undercover police involved, Karma got in her car and left as soon as she lost her audience.

Barry took over on the microphone as Dara ended one of her sets. “Ladies and fellas, it's always a race to get a lap dance from Lexi Lee, so don't save her for your last private dance of the night.”

I took a seat next to Rodney at his usual table near the back. “Sorry you had to deal with that chick. Lexi's got me on house mom duties tonight, so Karma's gone for good.”

He looked at me like he felt he shared the blame. “I didn't want the girl fired, but she can't go disrespecting people like that.”

“No, she can't, and she won't anymore.” Dara was ignoring everyone following her until she slid in next to Rodney. “I'll tell you what. Three songs worth of private sessions from Lexi, on the house.”

Dara took the sixty dollars out of my hand from across the table. As she walked away with Rodney, she looked back and smiled. Her usual role in the dressing room was kicking my ass, and Dara wanted me to know that she knew it.

But at least I wasn't losing one of my best customers. What I'd given him for free, he more than doubled in spending at least three times a week. With that resolved, I had to check on the carnage in the dressing room.

I didn't take the usual route I'd had put in at the edge of the stage. That secret door had been turned into something more obvious, but only Dara and myself knew the keypad code.

Where I used to have old animatronics decaying in the dark, now I had clothing racks, lit makeup stations, and nearly-naked women running around everywhere. My entry quieted all the cat-calling and gossip like always. But this time I wasn't walking through to hide in my office.

“Anything else getting out of control tonight?” It wasn't directed at any of them in particular, but a few turned away like it was. “No? Then I'm getting back to my paperwork.”

Aside from The Shameless Threesome, I did have one newer girl working her first Friday night. Starry had the right looks and the basic moves. But being a gorgeous, big-titted blonde isn't enough if you're still acting too shy to strip well.

Right before I opened the door to my office, she tapped on my shoulder. “Excuse me, Andy? Can I talk with you in private?”

I expected her to tell me she was quitting. “Fine, come in here with me.”

I left the door open behind us as the usual sign of trust when I wasn't chewing someone out. Starry pulled the khaki trench coat she always covered herself with off-stage even tighter as she sat down. “This is really embarrassing, so I don't know how to tell you. It'd be a lot easier to talk about this with Lexi.”

“She's making me take over back here tonight.” I didn't get into why, because it was none of Starry's business. “I'd hate to lose you, though. You've got potential.”

Starry blushed a little and looked away from me. “It's not that, but I do need to go home early.”

“Done any dances tonight?”

“No.” A clear streak of shame came over her face. “I'm sorry.”

“Don't be.” I pulled out my wallet and fished for a hundred. “Here's your stage fee back. No point in making you pay for a night you never made money on.”

“But you're not even asking me why.” She nervously reached for the bill I was holding out for her.

“All you girls are independent contractors who can use this place as you see fit. Outside of paying the nightly fee and not causing problems, that's all I expect of you. One night a month, or every night.”

“So it won't count against me?”

These new girls were kinda cute in how much they thought I was like a regular manager. “Listen, unless you fuck up like Karma did tonight, you're fine. And I don't mind putting in a word with Lexi for you.”

“You don't have to do that.”

“Well, I know you're to shy to do it yourself.” And now curiosity started getting to me. “So why are you heading out so early?”

Starry's face got redder than the club's bottom line so far. “I started my period just now.”

It was my fault for asking. “It happens.” But I couldn't help laughing a bit. “I'd much rather know now than have a customer demanding I pay for his dry cleaning. Take however long you need off and don't worry about it.”

Dara's birth control pretty well stopped that process in its tracks, and most other strippers knew that trick already. “Nuva Ring. Look into getting one if you can't afford a vacation every month.” The only thing that made me feel guilty was that I couldn't offer health insurance to the dancers.

“I'll see about it. I'm still on my dad's insurance, but he'd kill me if he found out what I was getting.”

“Imagine if he found out what you're doing to get through college.”

The blush in her face disappeared in a second. “God, what if he comes in here and sees me on stage?”

“Tell the bouncers to blacklist him on nights you're working. Every girl here has a few people on that list, for whatever reason.”

“Thanks.” A little pink came back to Starry's face. “You're even less scary than Lexi, and she's a sweetheart to work with.”

Dara did do a good job taking care of her girls, assuming I hadn't pissed her off and she washed her hands of them for the night. “Go on home. If you're off the cotton pony in time, I'll have her give you some private lessons before next Friday night.”

“Thanks, Andy.”

Starry reminded me of Dara in those few moments she let the pro-stripper act fall away, for some reason. “Don't worry about this place until you're ready to come back. Focus on your classes. This isn't the kind of thing you wanna do into your thirties.” At least, not with that personality. Past twenty-five, her shelf life in the stripping world would have run out.

I'd never seen a person look more relieved. “Stuff like this is why I'll be back.”

As a boss, I couldn't have heard better words.


Rodney couldn't have bragged on Dara's private show hard enough, for about the tenth time since the place had opened. As she started her last dance for the night, I watched from the living room. My nightly slap at the button on the wall guaranteed all that stress from doing my job and half of her own was gonna get relieved.

I hadn't used the strobe on any of the other girls since I wasn't running a brothel. It was tempting, since she gave every dance her all for the night after I'd activated it. But I had been getting word from my security guys that undercover cops were showing up at the door every other night or so.

As Dara whipped herself around the pole to Rob Zombie's dedicated strip club remix of Spookshow Baby, the light's effects took hold. Whatever money the front rows had left, she was getting damn near all of it.

That trio of guest dancers was gonna take the stage right after her to close the night. They knew they wouldn't make much in tips with it, but it'd get at least a tenth of the same crowd back for more, only eighteen hours later. The house was that damn packed, even minutes before closing time.

Money rained on Dara as she split her legs out of nowhere in my direction. Even from almost a hundred feet away, I knew she was wet and ready. The crowd agreed, trying to catch her attention with as many bills as they could.

Finishing my second and last coke'n'crown for the night, I slapped the button again to shut the program off. Her changes from the first time were still there. But that nightly top-off got her hotter than a kitchen in summer.

Dara set right off from the stage like she always did, making a beeline for the secret kitchen entrance. The usual tromp up the stairs in those heels got louder as she neared the door. I was about to get my pelvis crushed into dust, again.

I sat my empty glass down on the nearby bookshelf as Dara surged toward me. Whatever the light did to her, she couldn't stop until she'd made me come my brains out. As Dara balled the collar of my button-up in her fist, my dick couldn't have gotten any harder.

But then she pushed me against the wall. I felt the button press against my back until that unmistakable click registered through my muscles.

Oh, fuck no! As Dara's mouth invaded my own, I knew I was fucked. And not in the best way.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cali, Dallas, and Ember start dancing like I'd never seen in my life. The crowd rushed the stage, tossing all they had in a fluttering storm of ones and twenties.

Then I felt her lips pop away from mine. Dara pushed herself back, gripping my shoulders hard enough that it hurt. “Stop looking at them!”

She had gone fucking mad. Whether from the lighting or jealousy, I didn't care. All I knew was, she planned on banging me dead.

I took a blind slap at the switch as Dara pulled me away from the wall. It connected, but not nearly soon enough. Dara ripped the belt loops of her cut-off shorts as she forgot about the damn button and zipper.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw how hard those three were going at it on the stage. Just a few seconds of the secret light was plenty to do the trick. The idea of having three of my dancers cock-mad in a room full of guys packing blue balls turned my spine to ice. I knew at least one undercover cop was still down there.

Dara kept tearing at my pants as I backed away. I had to get her under control, before the end of Gimme' More. The sick joke in that wasn't totally lost on me.

She finally pushed me past my limit at the halfway mark. “Will you fucking stop? I've got my revolver in my belt!”

Dara calmed down, a little. “What, you're gonna shoot me?”

“No, I'm afraid you'll cock it and blow my balls off.” That's when I remembered what else I had on me for security reasons. One of those thick zip ties in my back pocket, the same kind the bouncers carried.

As I pulled it out, Dara tried forcing me against the wall again. “Well, drop those trousers and let's get to it.”

“Turn around, I wanna try something new.” Holding the zip tie in front of her face, I half-expected her to try using it on me.

It got her blood pumping. Whipping herself around like she was still on stage, Dara presented her wrists over top of her ass. “You'd better fuck me hard enough to break that thing.”

Pulling her across the room, I looked around for anything strong enough to keep her in one spot. “Sit your ass down, right here.” A leg of the couch would have to do. If she could lift that damn thing as she sat with her back against its arm, Dara would have broken the tie anyway.

With a fast strrnkt of the nylon around her wrists, she was out of my hair. “I'll be right back. Sorry.”

About the time I got halfway down the stairs, Dara figured out the game. “You scummy motherfucker!” I knew she was ready to kill me, but it wasn't the first time she'd been pissed at me since we woke up.

I had to get Cali, Dallas, and Ember in my place before they started an orgy. Whatever they decided to do to each other would have to be fair game. And if they decided to use the hell out of Dara, I'd at least get one hell of a show I'd regret later.

Sprinting through the kitchen, I heard the last verse of the song kick in. I still had time, but there was no way I'd clear the place by myself. I slid across the order counter like it was the hood of the General Lee and then ran straight for the bouncers at the front door.

“Don't ask why. I just need you guys to clear everyone out. Now.”

Frank, the big bastard who looked like a bulldozer crammed in a t-shirt, perked his eyes wide open. “Fire?”

“No, I just don't want trouble with these cops in here. Mandatory closing time's already hit.” It was still a couple minutes until two, but Frank wasn't about to give me lip about it. “You guys walk through and clear 'em out.”

I turned and parted my way through the trickle of guys leaving like they should, but still not living that way. Dallas and Ember were all over each other like the song had already ended. Shit was gonna go south, fast, if I didn't get them squirreled away.

Cali was already hitting up a guy in the front row. I barged between them and grabbed her by the wrist, almost pulling her costume's glove off. It was a crazy get-up they'd brought along, but those costumes were brimming with cash.

“All three of you are coming with me. Now.”

Lexi's kind of madness had already taken hold of them, too. Cali pulled back, trying to get me onto the stage. “Come on, let's give everyone a big finish for the night. You can help up.”

I put all my weight into pulling back. “You get their asses to follow me,” I swallowed, knowing I was putting my damn life on the line, “and all three of you can do whatever the hell you want to Lexi.”

The glitter on Dara's face made her entire face sparkle as he expression changed. “Really?”

You're fucking up, Andy. But I didn't have much choice. “Yeah. Now get those two off the stage before one of the undercover bastards in here slaps cuffs on them.”

“That sounds fun too.”

“Just goddamned do it.” I pulled myself onto the stage and grabbed Ember by the shoulders. I turned to Cali and shouted, “Come on, now!”

Cali joined me up there, wrapping her arm around Dallas's waist. “The bossman has an even better time for us. Scoot.”

As the bouncers shuffled drunks and sexually frustrated guys out the doors, I hauled those three pains in the ass toward the kitchen. I actually took time to lift the counter's gate this time. “You three'd better keep your fucking mouths shut about where we're going.”

Ember made a little more progress than Dara had in getting my pants off while I did the usual knock on the metal door. I dragged her up the steps with one hand and held my slacks up with the other. At least Cali had the sense to close the one locking door behind her.

Dara's cussing marathon was still going strong. I opened the door at the top, knowing I was about to throw gas on the bonfire, and then three sticks of dynamite on top of it.

“You fuckin' sonuvabitch!” The couch scooted about an inch as she tried to murder me with a look. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” She'd always been feisty, but she was primed for more than just an outnumbered cat-fight.

“Calm down. They're not even gonna touch me.”

“Then why is your belt hanging loose, moron?”

She had a point. “It's your fault.” But I knew she had no idea what I was talking about. “I'll explain it later.”

“You're not gonna live long enough to try bullshitting your way out of it, you butt-fuckin' bastard!”

To hell with it. “You four have fun together. I'm gonna go wrap up her job.”


Aside from a few of the dancers acting butthurt over how much money those three had picked off the stage, the drama wasn't too bad. It's not like any of the girls would make more as waitresses somewhere. I turned the lights off as the last couple of them slipped out the back entrance.

Getting back into the main room, I heard the total chaos erupting upstairs. Frank huffed his way over to me. “What the hell is going on? I can't figure out where that shit's coming from!”

“Don't worry about it.” I couldn't help grinning. “It's my problem. Go home.”

“You sure?” He jangled the keyring on his belt.

“Yeah. See you tomorrow.”

I recognized Dara's unmistakable howling rising over the mix of screams. Aside from talking like she was reading a bathroom stall during sex, the girl could give a man tinnitus. Or three other girls, in this case.

Frank locked the door behind him as he shook his head. I brushed my hand against the switch for the room lights. Dark as it was, the place was still loud as during business hours.

And it kept getting louder the further I got up the steps. I stopped for a breath at the very top, wondering why it got so damn quiet out of nowhere. Something had just changed, and I didn't know if it'd be at my expense or not.


I walked in. All four of them had their panties in a bunch. Every pair was piled in the floor, right in front of where Dara had been tied down.

“Oh shit.” I didn't see a single one of them. “What the fuck just happened here?”

Quiet giggling barely leaked through the wall in front of me. Armageddon had fizzled out.

I strolled around the room inspecting the damage. My paring knife rested on the couch like a confession note. The clean cut in the zip tie filled in the blanks.

Nothing good was gonna come of this. But even if I knew better, I still had to figure out what they were up to in the bedroom. No good, without a doubt.

Stepping over and easing the door open, none of them noticed I'd come back. Dara was right in the middle of the writhing mess. And every single one of them wore nothing but the blushes of pink covering every breast and done-up face in the room.

Dara wasn't trying to stop them, either. As Cali went to town with her mouth between my girlfriend's thighs, Dallas and Ember got busy with Dara's tits. It was the kind of show I wish I could get away with putting on the stage.

I approached the foot of the bed awestruck. A few of her stripper friends brought up the idea of a threesome with Dara and myself. But she had zero interest in other women. Until now, anyway.

The sound of three mouths taking advantage of her body finally got interrupted as Dara whimpered in the middle of the bed. Normally, I try not to listen to the smaller head between my legs, because I know he's a dick. But he was pretty damn persuasive at the moment.

Dallas eased her mouth away from Dara's body first. “It's pretty one-sided here, don't you think?”

I was past talking myself out of it. “So long as everyone's game, why not?”

Dara moaned even harder as soon as the words were out of my mouth. Cali started driving her even harder.

Ember looked back at me, her incredible ass backing closer to me as she asked, “Think you can handle all four of us by yourself?”

I either could or I couldn't. Either way, it was worth a fucking shot.

Cali tore her mouth away right as Dara was on the verge of busting loose. Her lips glistened more than her gloss should have allowed. “It's alright if he fucks all of us, right?” Her hands raced up to fondle Dara's tits like water balloons, making sure they displayed the full bounce I loved playing with so much.

My girlfriend's default jealousy had to be arguing with the light's programming. She tilted her head just enough to look at me from the corner of one eye. “Well, Andy?”

To hell with it. I had enough of an opening to save my ass if it pissed her off. As Ember turned herself around on her knees and brushed her fingertips against my zipper, I leaned over and teased at her slit.

Dallas and Cali giggled at each other, swapping places on Dara's body. I knew I was sticking my balls in a salad shredder, but on the other hand, I knew I could talk my way out of danger. It's not like Dara ever had and interest in other girls before that point.

I couldn't rip my clothes off fast enough. By the time I was fully erect and hopping around to get my socks off, Ember was already in prime position. A quick wiggle of her ass beckoned me to throw that last bit of doubt away.

The tip of my cock met the slick lips of her pussy. The other three stared on, each of them grinning like I was about to be a punchline. Dara's smirk was the real kicker.

If I'm gonna get myself in trouble, might as well run this shit into the ground. Pulling my hips back, I watched Ember match the change. It positioned me to plunge deep.

And I did. The total wetness and her moan forced me to close my eyes and then tilt my head back. Ember had the kind of cunt that'd tucker a man out and put him to sleep.

The first piece of strange I'd had since meeting Dara gripped like a vice. You wouldn't think a stripper could be so tight. But when she's mainly into other girls, her pussy can be tighter than an unopened jar lid.

Dallas and Cali were already taking Dara's mind off what I was up to. Her toned legs wrapped around Cali's shoulders as the Shameless Threesome's ringleader dove back in. It was a damn nice backdrop to go with the bright-eyed brunette I was buried deep inside.

The first moan out of Ember's lips stole all of my attention. As she backed into my hips again, I knew her toes were curling as hard as they could. Out of her trio, she had to be my favorite, going by looks alone.

Ember's walls relaxed just enough to let me give her a good drive toward home base. Her head dropped as her voice started to crack. The girl needed a good plowing, if only to break her in.

I wrapped one hand around the back of her neck and filled the room with the sound of our torsos crashing together. It didn't take long for screams to take over. If anything, it was driving Cali and Dallas to catch Dara right up with Ember.

The total chaos melded into a soundtrack that'd get a man off by itself. Had anyone been left in the main room of the club, they'd have known some kind of orgy was going on.

Ember presented both of her wrists behind her back. I let go of her neck and took one in each hand. By that point, she was some feral thing who wanted me to waste her away.

I fused our bodies with a hard pop against her ass. Our hips separated just enough to give me room to crash back in. The blunt force of it jerked every hair on her head.

Ember's cunt devoured every inch of me and tensed with every push. The madness of her own body tried keeping me buried to the trunk. But as fierce as her natural urges were, I had enough built-up tension in me to break through and prime myself for another drive at her core.

The girl had enough skill to give me a different trajectory with each entry. My shaft was electrified enough to get itself off within minutes. But addictive as it was, I knew I had to enjoy the other three girls free for my own use.

I gave Ember a deep lunge straight at her g-spot. The rough grind of the bottom of my shaft against her magic button brought the best out of her. It was time to get merciless.

Plundering away, I knew she was right one the verge. Another savage drive against that succulent bit of her cunt was all it took. Out of nowhere, every bit of her flesh went molten, convulsing and flowing until she was at the boiling point.

I had what I wanted from her, and Ember was totally spent. The instant I saw goosebumps rise all over her, I rocked back and pulled out. Ember probably didn't have the awareness to know what had just hit her mind like a truck.

Dara couldn't take her barely-opened eyes off of me as I pulled out and then moved on to Dallas. I knew the jealousy was killing her.

Lying on her back and spread wide as I scooted around the corner of the bed, Dallas had every muscle of her torso coiled and ready to go. What I didn't expect was the firm tightness of her cunt. I figured out of all of them, she dipped into the customer pool for a good, paid time more than Cali and Ember.

I wrapped my fingers around her bronzed waist. Darting forward, the shock of it goaded a yelp from between her lips.

She was already wet enough that I didn't have to force myself too hard. The inside of her pussy felt like she was on the verge of fever dreams. Buried deep, I gyrated my hips to measure the landscape.

Dallas groaned as I hit all the right places. She dug her nails into my sides. As soon as her eyes flew open, I knew exactly how savage she wanted me to get.

I pressed two fingers against Dallas's clit and set to work. Her thighs pressed against me, already turned on by what she'd been doing to my girlfriend.

My heart struggled to keep up when I began slamming myself into the night's second brunette. Dallas's legs opened at just the right angle for her walls to stoke my cock the right way.

Dallas tried collapsing into herself as I kept her thighs spread. “Fuck!”

The rapid whip of my cock inside her didn't have much hill left to climb. Heartbeats started pounding in my ears as I stiffed her as hard and fast as I could. If you didn't know I was trying to get her off, you'd think, I was sprinting to my own climax.

One hard jerk of my hips forced Dallas over the point of not return. I kept up the motion of my fingers as her eyes rolled back. With a guttural moan as her lips spread apart, she announced the kind of climax a girl would brag about to her friends.

Dallas surrendered after a few seconds of trying to hold out. I pulled my fingers and my cock away at the same time. The poor thing was a shivering mess, screaming and mewling like she'd just been tazed.

Dara's own eruption took off right as Dallas's ended. Half of me wanted to plow right into Cali, but something held me back. It was probably Dara's wild orgasm that had me enraptured as I pulled out of the final brunette.

Massive convulsions took over my girlfriend's body as she kept coming. Standing up from between her legs, Cali presented Dara's best asset like it was ripe for the taking.

I couldn't help looking at the oral prodigy and asking, “Trying to save yourself for last?”

Cali knew she couldn't hide that grin. “So what if I am?”

She understood how to get what she wanted, but I wasn't falling for it. “Don't think I'll treat your bunch any better than the rest of the talent here, just because of that.”

“You think that's what this is about?” Cali backed even further away from Dara. “Go ahead, make her feel less jealous.”

Under the spell of the lighting program, Dara worshiped the air I exhaled out of my lungs. She finally had enough sense back to show that hunger between her legs. Those thighs opened like gates to the promised land I already knew like a favorite song.

I took Cali's former place, toying with the end of my cock instead of my mouth. The fiery heat of Dara's folds made it really damn clear. She was primed and ready to come again.

After getting myself just inside here, one easy sweep of my hips buried me deep. Dara's instincts took over as both hands and legs guided my entire body to collapse over her.

Shoving her mouth next to my ear, her breath smoldered as she begged, “Fuck me hard enough to make them jealous.”

I rammed myself into her cunt like I meant it. Dara's walls yielded as I forced myself deep into her abdomen. She was ready for all I had to give.

But then I pulled out. “I'll take care of you later.” I knew it'd either get me killed, or buy me the kind of ride that'd hurt a man.

Cali offered herself right next to Dara, spreading her legs wide as I saw my girlfriend realize what I'd done. But then Cali's gorgeous, brown eyes stole all of my attention.

Dara got the hint, lifting herself off the bed and then joining Ember and Dallas in the floor. It left me with the fragrance emanating from Cali. The luxurious silk of her folds made her feel like the Four Seasons of sex already.

I didn't waste any time trying to invade a place where I was already invited. My veins pulsed as I sank deeper, savoring how every fraction of an inch brought a new sensation. The stormy twitching of Cali's passage had to be aching from being the one neglected pussy in the room.

Everything escalated all at once. Pulling me deep like I was some obsession she was trying to abduct, the rich texture inside her did what she wanted it to.

Cali took hold of my arms and pulled me down. “Think you can last long?”

“Fuck no.” Her 'work friends' had already done a number on me, and I knew overconfidence was a sneaky killer. “I'll give you first dibs next weekend, though.”

Cali tilted her head in Dara's direction. “She won't kill you, so long as you give her what she wants tonight.”

I was already used to going three or four rounds before sunup every time I'd used the light on Dara. The first glow of morning seemed to be the cutoff for the effects.

The needed to pull myself back and thrust again stung my very blood. Like I was somehow drugged by what Cali had shown off all night, I took that first draw and experienced the same bliss in reverse.

“I don't fuck guys very often, so help me make up for lost time.”

My shaft grazed against her flesh as I shot back in. Her cunt wasn't the kind of treasure you handled like a museum piece. It had this potent talent that begged for you to test its limits.

Both of us abandoned anything close to reason as we smashed our bodies together. Cali's hips ground against my own like we were doing some forbidden dance. And up until the light hit everyone, it would have been.

I kept delving in and out as her motion kept the friction up on all sides. She was daring me to go ahead and come.

Cali's movements kept her slit circling in place as the ecstasy ramped up for both of us. She started letting out these anguished moans as I felt a new wave of sweat on my brow.

My body kept bucking into her until I had Cali wailing like a siren. If I was gonna make her finish along with me, I knew I had to keep up the persistence. Not that she was complaining one bit, loud as she was getting.

My throat growled with a thick rumble as I felt the finish line peek above the horizon. The girl had flown past juicy and right into a flood-stage. It was all I needed to urge along what our bodies did best.

“Fuck!” Cali's limbs gripped around me as I kept up the assault. “Don't you goddamned stop!”

I couldn't have dreamed of it. Pounding myself into Cali like I was trying to wreck her, my nerves started to fray. The red cast spreading around the periphery of my vision gave me what I needed for that last, furious drive.

The quick bite of her front teeth against my ear lobe sparked the end. With all the warning of a sniper's bullet, the potent energy I'd built up with the use of her body spread from my core, all the way out to the end of each limb.

My last scrap of resistance went to a hard surge of myself into Cali's pussy. Just the touch of it on every surface of my cock forced that single-minded goal to take over my mind.

As her arms and legs wrapped tighter around me, I felt like I was hollowing out. Between the tangle of our bodies and the feeling of my cum lubing up that satin hole, I was a damn wreck. The beads of sweat searing my eyes wasn't even an issue at that point. All I cared about was giving my newest money-maker a bonus in return for her services.

Both of my lungs ached as I fell against Cali. From the sound of it, the other three were finishing up their latest session as well.

Now all I had to worry about was the rage-fuck Dara was gonna slap on me as soon as everyone else was gone...


A few weeks passed without incident. That is, until I figured out one of my bouncers was buddies with Karma's boyfriend, Mick. It all went down when I saw him grinning as a couple of Immigration and Customs Enforcement vans pulled into the parking lot on a Monday night. I had enough suspicions to give him a talking-to in my office, but he was ready to play his hand.

“Shit fire and save the matches. We already put kids crossing the Mexican border in conditions the local ASPCA shelter wouldn't house a rabid dog in. And here you are at my front door, telling ICE when a few brown people are gonna show up?”

Wes didn't look defeated enough as he growled back, “You know, the world has a way of dealing with guys like you.”

“Then let it.” I pulled out my phone and hit record. It's amazing how these 'federal immigration authorities' suddenly turned their faces away. So much for all that bravery. “Every single one of you low-wage fuckers has exactly one minute to get off my property, before I have a lawyer screeching into this parking lot on two wheels.”

“So just like that, all my loyalty is out the door?”

“You're loyal to a skin color you were born into, not to me. What the fuck have you accomplished to even be proud of?”

Wes had one more barb to throw my way. “So who are you gonna hire when all us trustworthy white men are in jail?”

“The next guy who does his job without causing problems. Why would I give a fuck about his race?”

“Greasy spic-lover.”

Remember when I said most strippers aren't this racist? Well, that applies to anyone else, including bouncers. Emphasis on most.

The only good thing about the current political climate, is that it makes shitty people easy to spot and avoid. Unfortunately, shitty people still haven't figured out self-awareness. “Your last name is McInnis. A little over a century ago, the same bunch you're helping would have lynched you right next to a black guy.”

“You're one to talk, Andrew O'Reilly.”

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I pointed at the road. “Get your ass out, before I call the real cops. And that goes for you ICE fuckers too, since you won't show ID before coming in. Either show them like everyone else who wants in here, or shove a warrant in my face.”

But the spokesman for the government flunkies didn't get the point. “We've already cleared this with the local police department.”

“Mind if I call them, then?” It wasn't like I was giving up paying customers to these pricks. “Frank, anyone shown up with a foreign ID tonight?”

The big guy answered, “No boss, just one from out of state.”

Mr. Crew Cut wasn't satisfied. “That's no guarantee your employees are all legal residents.”

I couldn't help snorting right in front of him. “I'm scrutinized enough just because of the kind of business I run. You think I'm dumb enough to try skirting the law?”

“Sir, step aside and...”

Frank held the guy back as I hit the night court lawyer I had on speed dial. “Yeah, this is Andy O'Reilly, and I've got immigration officials trying to search my business without a warrant.”

The dual sounds of an attorney's pupils turning to dollar signs and ICE agents losing their nerve roared together. I didn't even remember the lawyer's first name, but he was right to the point. “Give me the address, and I'll be there ASAP.”

“Looks like they're backing down, but I want to put in a formal complaint anyway. I'm sure you can help with that.”

Wes shrunk away and slinked to his truck about the same time the rest of the bunch filed into their vans. Like I said about shady people, you've gotta call their bluff. Whether they're two-bit thugs with a chip on their shoulder, or a government-issued uniform.


That lawyer made me feel like a stand-up pillar of the community, complete with his cheap, untailored suit. But I figured throwing a little money his way would end the biggest problem I figured I'd have that week.

But you know what? Life has a way of telling you 'Go fuck yourself' sometimes. Or so I thought.

As Dara gave Starry the third session of those lessons I'd promised, I saw a feeble-looking guy walk up to the front door. I wanted to ignore him at first, be he wouldn't go away, even though I knew he couldn't see inside. Whatever he wanted, he was serious about it.

I stopped watching as those two took a break and walked to the door. I leaned my head out and told him the usual line. “We don't open until six. Ten dollar cover charge.”

He gave me the kind of warm, honest smile that I hadn't seen in years. “I'm no patron of this place, but I am a man of God. We need volunteers and donations for our homeless outreach shelter.”

What the fuck? “Sorry if I don't understand, but why come here if that's what you're after.”

“I might not approve of what this establishment does, but all of God's children deserve the help they need, no matter where it comes from.”

I figured he was just a priest trying to sneak a good time in. “I'm kinda shocked none of you folks held picket lines in the parking lot yet. What's really going on here?”

“First of all, I'm Reverend Ted Alberts.” He reached a hand out to me. “While I hate the sin, I'm not supposed to hate the sinner. I believe good acts can spread from even a place like this. I heard about how you defended some of your customers from immigration authorities.”

I was intrigued, just a little more than I wanted to slam the door in his face, like any other crusader for whatever cause. “You've got my attention. Come on in.” It wasn't like I had girls swinging on the poles that exact moment.

“I promise I won't demean what you or your employees do for a living. In my view, anyone can help the less fortunate and show mercy.”

“Can't disagree with that. A stripper's dollar buys a hungry guy a sandwich as well as any other.”

“Could you talk to ask your employees to help at our soup kitchen? In proper attire, of course.” When I checked the expression on his face, he didn't have that judgment I expected. “It is an act of charity, not a bordello, of course.”

“If they want to, I don't see why not.” I couldn't help inviting Reverend Ted to sit across from me in the closest booth. “I have no problem helping the community, but I'm really shocked that you're asking us to.”

“Why?”

For the first time since I'd opened the club, someone had totally disarmed every layer of my defenses. “Sorry, I don't mean to offend you, but places like this don't get along with religion.”

“You don't have to get along with our faith, just like I don't have to judge anyone who works here. The common good is more important to me.” And just like an understanding grandfather, Reverend Ted kept smiling in that pleasant way as he waited for me to respond.

Well, shit... “I don't mind donating since we're finally making a profit here, but I'm sure you don't want our name on your list of sponsors for anything.”

“Why wouldn't we?”

“You're joking.”

“We won't put it on our church softball league banners, but I won't deny your donation if people ask.” Which I kinda guessed. “Nor would I turn down any of your workers as parishioners.”

It's not like I'd turn down members of his church at the door, either. “Why come to me?”

“If you stumbled into our shelter one night, do you think we wouldn't help you?”

“At this point, I wouldn't doubt that about your shelter.” I couldn't help clamming up. “Trust me, I'd like to make this place a source of good in the world... But Bible-thumpers, no offense, scare me off from that idea.”

Ted did the last thing I expected him to. A piece of wrapped candy slid across the booth's table as he said, “The Lord doesn't ask for perfect people to serve him. He asks for people who want to make the world a better place, no matter their station in life. I can't be pickier than The Lord himself when I'm asking for help.”

Believe it or not, this guy would end up saving my ass in the near future.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BIM-BOAT

Joe pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. He showed me the same pouty-lipped, doe-eyed brunette I remembered drooling over. “Here she is a couple of days after we met.”

“What's your point?”

He slid a sausage-like finger finger across the screen. “Here she was a few days before that.”

“Woof.” She barely even looked like the same girl, dumpy and plain as a manilla folder in a beige room. But I couldn't deny that it was her. “A makeover couldn't do all that.”

I stared into the vial again.

“So that's what this does? There's no way.”

Joe ducked into the utility room and shut off what few lights were still on. Holding his motorcycle helmet in hand, he said, “Take it back to your boat and try it on your girl. She'll be brand new and able to fuck a stump out of the ground in a day.”

Subtle. “Holly moves as much as said stump in bed.” Having nothing to lose but my dignity, I slipped the vial in my shirt pocket. “Even some coffee during foreplay would make her ten times better.”

* * *

When I realized she was reading a guide on makeup, the Feminol dose jarred my memory like it'd been rear-ended by a semi. I looked at the stack of books and magazine on the glass top of the coffee table.

“Cosmo, Vogue...” The third tome on the bottom only needed a few letters showing for me to figure out the title. “The Kama Sutra?”

Holly looked up at me like she didn't know why I was so confused. “You know I'm into a lot of things. What's so weird about it?”

“Nothing at all,” I had to think about how to put the next part, “but I figured you'd go through a vegan or Maoist stage next. What's with the sudden change in direction?”

She didn't take the usual amount of time to think of something to parrot back at me from a book. “I don't know. Working on how I look seemed fun, so that's the direction I went.” Holly tucked her bottom lip under her two front teeth. “And I know you can't wait for me to get to the book on the bottom.”

* * *

I opened the gate and joined her on the deck. Hot wasn't the right word to describe her now. If I could only narrow it down to two, they had to be vain and bubbly. Or in other words, the exact opposite of how she was when she woke up.

Rubbing my eyes to make sure they weren't fooling me somehow, I couldn't deny how attracted I was to her now. Even during that fun honeymoon period of every new relationship where the sex is great and frequent, I didn't want to find an excuse to get her naked as much as I did in that moment. “So those videos were—”

“Great, right?”

“Uh,” I tried to put how amazing they were into words, “don't make those the only ones, please.”

Holly's shoulders bunched up as her face brightened even more. She let out a perky, “Okay!” She took a few steps toward the back door and then slid it open. “You coming?”

Soon, hopefully. “I'll be right there.” Someone had to keep that flamingo from drifting to who-knows-where.

Before I could pull it completely onto the boat, Holly was already getting impatient. “You've kept me waiting for hours.”

And I knew exactly what she'd been denied. I didn't worry about putting something on top of the floatie. Just on the deck would have to do.

As soon as I had the door closed behind me, I knew the air conditioner battle was over. But I didn't feel the cool air for long. Holly already had her body pressed against mine, her arms wrapped around my back.

“The only thing I could think about while you were gone, was that you were gone.” Which told me her old self was gone, too. “It was awful. I even had to get myself off.”
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