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READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.
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Author's Note: It’s almost the end of the year, and it’s getting close to new series time as well. I’ve already got my next idea outlined, and I’m really into the direction it’s going to head in. In case you need a hint, Boss to Bimbo won’t just be a single story anymore. It’s now the prequel for the upcoming series.

But I still have a few ongoing projects I need to make sure get wrapped up. All of the finishes that keep slipping through the cracks on me have added into more of a pile than I’d like. Since getting back into writing erotica again in early 2017, I’ve been trying to keep on top of finishing what I start. Which means I’m going to be juggling priorities for what’s left of 2018.

Wrapping My Club, My Harem up by December is one of the current goals, but I know my own pace and all I’ve got coming up. Expect at least the usual volume of releases in the coming weeks, but even I haven’t figured out the order they’re coming out in. Once I clear the backlog and sit down to make a schedule for December, I’ll have a big weight off my shoulders.

Regardless, enjoy part three of this series.



MY CLUB, MY HAREM 3

A few weeks after the incidents with Wes and The Shameless Threesome, the numbers were starting to add up for the club. We were running in the black now, but I still had some money missing. That's why I was lecturing one of the bartenders, Martin, on the finer points my previous coworkers' talents before opening time.

“Rent a wood chipper and borrow a buddy's pontoon boat the night before a solid couple inches of rain are in the forecast. Take both out to the river and then hose off the deck and the chipper before you return them. Problem solved.”

The flush in his cheeks faded away. “So how many people have you killed?”

“None. But I have worked with some really shady people in the past. It's more reliable than digging the hole twice as deep and putting the body in, a couple feet of dirt on top of it, and then a roadkilled deer before one last layer. The ends of bones have growth plates to give away a skeleton's age, and dental records have been a thing for decades. They know to dig deeper after enough hit guys tried that, anyway.”

“Jesus-fucking-Christ... Who did you work with? Jeffery Dahmer?”

“Guys who got shit done. Outgassing bodies leave a tell-tale depression in the ground, too. Human-sized primary dip, and the another one a few inches deeper where the torso is. It's a lot safer to turn a body into pebbles and chum.”

Martin got as nervous as I expected him to. “So why are you telling me this?”

I took a few steps closer to back the guy into the corner of the bar. “The next time you lift $20 out of the bar's cash box and I catch it on camera, I might not just dock it from your paycheck...”

With Martin's face the off-shade of white I wanted, it was time to deal with my other special case for the night. Starry had been improving after all those lessons from Dara, and I wanted to make sure I talked with her, now that she was on par with just about any other girl who took the stage.

I stopped at the door to the backstage area and shot the rest of the bar staff a hard look as I saw Martin spreading the news to everyone else. He wasn't the only one I'd caught. He was just the least subtle about it.

Entering the backstage area, it was the same as always. The reek of baby lotion and cherry blossom perfume mixture my girls swore by just about knocked me down. Fine glitter powder drifted in the lights like dust. It beat the cotton candy and sweat odor of cheap clubs, and the coarser glitter was a tell-tale sign for clients' wives at those places.

A few of them cat-called like always. The fuckin' suck-ups.

You don't own a club without a few of the dancers trying to get in your pants. But I had business to take care of.

I made sure I'd closed my office door without the slam everyone had gotten used to during the harder times. Starry was already dressed to kill disposable incomes, sitting beyond-pretty in one of the chairs. “Sorry, had to yell at the bartenders for fucking up.”

“Lexi told me they were robbing you blind.” Even after all the lessons and Dara's permission, Starry wasn't brave enough to call my girlfriend by anything but her stage name. “You didn't fire any of them?”

“If they keep stealing, sure.” None of them were awful, and hiring a new batch would cost more than what they'd robbed me of that far. “But let's get down to it since you're first on-stage tonight.”

“What's up?” The peacock sequins of her bra dazzled a little less than the breasts filling it out.

“Dara thinks she's taught you everything you need to pull in four-figures every night on the weekends.” Every damn trick, from using a hair-dryer to mold and fit new stripper-heels, to pole routines that move tips like a pilgrimage of dead, paper Presidents. “You ready to prove her right?”

“I think so.”

“Fuck that.” I couldn't help grinning, having watched all of the final lesson earlier that week. “I'll shit diamonds on-command if you don't.”

Dara and I had encouraged Starry enough that she was past blushing for a compliment. Because confidence is everything for a stripper. Still, a little fear washed over her face.

“I started applying for grad school. I'd rather stay where I'm enrolled now for it, though.”

I knew why. “If you have to move and work somewhere else, they'll be damn happy to have you, and I'll be happy for both parties. I hope you get into where the program you want and can stick around a few more years, but I can't fault you for not wanting to strip forever.”

Starry already knew that, but I liked the way she smiled when I reminded her of it. It wasn't quite the heart-warming feeling of a father, but that wasn't too far off the mark, I guess.

“That said, if you need a letter-of-recommendation, a strip club owner probably isn't the guy to ask.” I did have an idea for her, though. “If I see anyone who'd be great for that, I'll let you know. A few complimentary lap dances would go a long way.”

“You mean that?”

“Yeah, and I'll comp your cut of the dance.” If she were closer, I'd have razzed her hair like a scamp. “After all the extra effort you've put in lately, I think you've more than earned it.”

Starry had one more thing on her mind, though. “Andy,” Starry repositioned her tits as Barry started the door-opening announcements, “what's Lexi like, outside of her job?”

I couldn't lie. “Not much different. We watch each others' backs, which makes us a good team in running this place. But she knows as well as I do that we couldn't do it by ourselves.”

“You take care of everyone who doesn't rip you off, and sometimes, even the people who do.”

Some I wanted to take care of differently than others. Namely the fucking bar staff. “We're about to have more. So long as the inspection works out, we'll have some mediocre food getting served here in a few weeks.”

Barry's voice started picking up in tempo behind a few layers of wall. Starry shot up as if on cue. “Shit, I've gotta get out there!”

“Just remember to get a few customers fighting over your private dances, and you'll do better than great.”

After Starry shut the door behind her, I felt like I could relax for the first time in months. The club was clearing enough to cover expenses and granting me a comfortable amount of profit. I felt like I was the noble kind of scum, perched high on his shitty office chair of a throne.

At least, until Dara stepped in a few moments later. “Andy, there's trouble at the front door.”

Fuck. ICE agents again, or just another under-aged kid who won't take a hint? “What is it this time?”

“Mick. Says he won't leave until he tears your head off. Want the guys to just call the cops?”

Blue lights right as we opened would have torpedoed the whole weekend. I pulled my revolver from my desk drawer and tucked it in my belt as I stood up. “No. He'd come back even more pissed if I landed him in jail. Probably best if I scare him off for good.” Or just end his ass, if he's gonna make a big enough fuss to ruin the shift.

“Are you sure that's the right idea?” Dara never liked it when I packed heat. Not that I could blame her. Just the presence of a gun could turn an argument into homicide charges if someone lost control.

But I'd dealt with Mick's sort plenty of times. “Guys like that are all talk and bulk, especially these white-supremacist types. They never fight when odds aren't way in their favor.”

“Be careful anyway. You never know what he's on or if he might snap.”

I stopped before I walked clear past her. Without turning my head Dara's way, I put my hand on her shoulder. “Just keep the girls back here focused on making their money, no matter what happens, since that's your job. I'll go do mine.”

Pulling my casual blazer forward to cover the outline of the revolver, I parted my way through the incoming crowd. The new entries were down to a trickle. I knew every bouncer but one was dealing with the guy.

The shouting hit me about halfway through the main room. Before I got to the door, I already heard what had to be Mick's hysterics. “We lost our fucking apartment this week! I'm gonna kill that motherfucker!”

With my right hand on the gun and one finger over the safety, I stepped out. There was no way I could shoot with my people between the two of us, but I wasn't taking any chances in case he broke loose. The metallic taste and heat of adrenaline filled my mouth as I got closer.

“You pussies are nothin' compared to some of the prison guards I've whooped!”

I donned my usual calm, smug front for dealing with a wannabe-bad-ass. “I guess you're Mick.”

He tried a little harder to fight his way through six massive arms. I can't lie. He did look ready to tear me limb-from-limb, and he had the size to do it. It's not like I was a meat-head of any sort.

We were all far enough away that the line out front would have trouble making out the whole situation. “Boys, back him up against the wall somewhere around the corner.”

Eight-hundred pounds of paid muscle barely pushed him out of view of the customers. As soon as he was pinned against the cinder-blocks, I knew it was time to make my point.

Keeping the safety on, I pulled the Smith & Wesson out and squared my aim between Mick's eyes with both hands, far enough away that he couldn't grab for it. “You know, I'm not dumb enough to fight your big ass. It'd be a lot easier and a lot less painful to just shoot you instead.”

“You ain't got the balls on yew...”

“That's possible, or maybe I'm not dumb enough to. Like this, anyway.” I cocked the hammer back. “You get away from them and take one step toward me, though, and I will paint this wall with what little brains you've got.”

“Fuckin' coward!”

I made sure he knew I'd disengaged the safety with an exaggerated click. “Fine. Let him go, boys.”

Mick relaxed as soon as every hand left him. “Can't fight fair? Gotta sic your goons on me first?”

“Throwing punches wouldn't be fair to me. But you are on my property, and I can shoot you if I think you're a threat to myself, my employees, or my customers.”

His shoulders dropped and his chest deflated. “Scum-suckin' sunuvabitch...”

I didn't like taking one hand off my gun, but I didn't want to kill the guy, either. Pointing toward the road, I said, “Go on. Next time you show up, all of us are gonna assume you're armed and act accordingly.”

Two of the bouncers escorted him to the piece of shit Cavalier he'd pulled up in. As the starter motor whined a painfully long time, the engine finally sputtered to life. And just like that, he left, trying to show his ass with a pitiful attempt at a burnout from that four-banger.

Frank, the biggest of my strong-men, put his Glock back in its holster. He looked at the silver .357 in my hand. “You know, a semi-auto would be a lot better.”

“For what you do.” I knew how to cut off the lecture before he started. “You get one of these crazy baby-daddies showing up on meth or something, and that 9mm might tickle them a little. Someone's gotta be able to put a punchbowl-sized crater in someone around here.”

Frank grinned enough to show his teeth. “Hollow points, huh?”

“They hit like a truck.”

“So if he shows up again,” Frank started walking back around the building to his post, “you really want us to shoot?”

I jogged to catch up. “If he so much as looks like he's reaching for something, go ahead and draw. If it looks anything like a gun, light him up. We've got more than enough insurance to cover attorneys' fees for all of you.” The premium had chewed a big piece of my ass at the start of the month.

“Will do, boss.”



I'd missed the first of Starry's dances due to Mick, and only caught flashes of the second after one of my old friends walked in the door. Glenn was pretty excited to hear I wound up owning a place like this, and not at all surprised I was the Andy in Randy Andy's. We caught up until it was time for Starry's third performance.

“It's been good catching up with you, but I've gotta take care of some business. You gonna be around for a while?”

Glenn rubbed the clean-shaven skin on his cheek. “Actually, I have to head out before my wife notices I'm not home yet.” It was far from the first time I'd heard that excuse.

“Alright, then. Swing by again. I basically live here now.” Not that the customers knew how true that was.

I set off for the dressing room and walked in with the usual fanfare. Gossip quieted down as everyone turned their attention back to getting ready for their next sets.

Dara and Starry both cut me off before I could escape into my office. I knew it was about to complicate the night, whatever they wanted. “What's up?”

Starry had definitely come out of her shell a bit more that night. “We've got an idea, but Lexi wants to run it past you first.”

At least they were asking before going off and acting on their own. “I can't promise I'll okay it, but I'm open.”

Dara brushed her hands down my arms. “She's making even more than I am tonight, so I'm pretty damn proud. I think teasing both of us taking the stage together right before closing time would keep asses in seats and empty some wallets.”

Which meant the bar would pull in more money. After cover fees and stage payments wrapped up, drinks and what little cut I took from private dances were all I could make money on. “Do it about fifteen minutes before closing time, and get all the other girls out pushing lap dances. If this works out for everyone, it might turn into a regular thing.”

Starry's eyes lit up, big, blue, and not yet dead inside like some of the other girls. “We won't let you down.”

I took a couple of steps toward my door. “It's not me you have to worry about. If this special treatment doesn't make all the other girls money, you'll have to answer to them.” I'd toyed with jumping the price of lap-dances enough to make myself and the dancers more with each one, but customers needed more motivation to part with their money.

Dara patted my ass, making sure her hand lingered for a couple of seconds. “I'm sure you'll be watching from the living room.” She hadn't figured out my secret yet, but she knew I was always waiting in our apartment after the urge to fuck like a teenaged newly-wed hit her on the stage.

I guess that's my permission. “I'll let Barry know what's up.” But we still had a good five hours before closing time. “A little before midnight sounds like a good time to start the teasing.”



I bided my time hanging out with a few of the regulars who always came through the door. Some were just lonely guys who enjoyed the paid company of women in skimpy outfits, and others just had money to blow.

As the night advanced toward closing time, I couldn't help dreaming up plans for those two. And not just about how to get them pulling wallets through the door. Watching an endless parade of bare flesh does that to a guy.

Barry's announcement that Dara and Starry were up next got my heart racing. I barely said 'goodbye' to anyone as I darted through the kitchen and up my stairs. If I wasn't up there, fast, I wouldn't catch the whole performance.

The first series of acoustic guitar chords for Crazy on You rang out from the speakers as they emerged onto the stage. Taking the slow build-up to duel without touching each other, they were barely grazing past each other at a breakneck speed.

Both opponents snapped onto each other like magnets as the electric riffs started. That's when I reached for the switch. They were beyond ready to start tearing those outfits off each other.

The song continued as a rain of bills obscured my view of the stage. The rest of the girls filed out at the halfway mark, finding their targets and then whisking them away to the private dance area.

I guess it's working better than I hoped it could. As a line started building, I wondered about adding a true VIP room. It seemed like adding a half-dozen booths for something like that would make everyone more money.

My attention went back to Dara and Starry as they started pulling at each other. As the new partners began swinging around the same pole, I wondered how Dara got such a self-conscious thing like Starry to look so graceful and smoldering in the space of hours you could count on your fingers.

The last of the ladies without lap-dance partners picked up the stragglers. It let those two stuff as much money as they could reach behind every hem and seam of their outfits.

Letting them get in the lap-dance bonanza would have been too reckless. I shut off my dad's secret stage light and watched them brush past a couple of guys who looked ready to fight each other over a dance. But it didn't take much effort for Frank to lock an arm around each guy's head.

I was almost shaking in place, wondering how I'd deal with having one eager, hot blonde here all the time, and a second running around several nights a week to spice things up. My ears focused on the sound of platform heels climbing the steps.

They almost crashed through the door, giggling to each other as their eyes locked on me. Their curves were almost magical and definitely complimentary to the others. Dara's toned, fit body played well with Starry's luxurious, smooth lines that were in that perfect meeting spot between ample and slim.

Dara buried her face in my collar first. I knew I had complete freedom to do what I wanted with them. As she wrapped a bronzed leg around one of my own, Starry nestled her face on the other side of my neck.

I took a minute to enjoy the worship. As the buttons of my shirt came undone, I inhaled and wondered how greedy I could get away with being.

Starry was already moaning, and we'd barely even gotten started. As I guided both of them toward the modest but new living room set, I noticed Dara already had her hand down the front of her trainee's sequined panties. Hell, I hadn't even seen what soft wonders the girl had between her legs.

Leading them to the couch only provoked Dara to go in for the kill. Splaying Starry's legs, Dara wasn't bothering with her clothes. But the speed she had in getting Starry close to her peak meant she was using that usual, surgical care with her hands.

I hovered over them, not yet ready to join in on the mini-train quite yet. Slick noises leaked through the rasp of Starry's moans.

Our guest lit up all of a sudden. Dara had found the right spot, brawling it with fingertips deep inside Starry's cunt. She squeezed the velvety cushions with every finger, desperate to see it through to the end.

I knew it was coming, but I didn't think it'd come on so rapidly. Starry's jaw quaked as her voice trailed off.

Something made me kneel down, soothing her with a brush of my hand against her cheek. Her entire frame twisted with a rhythm that probably matched the strokes of Dara's fingers. The full-bodied experience of it only let the whites of her eyes peek between her shadowed lids.

I restrained her arms. Dara's skill kept driving her to the point of rapture. I'd seen her take care of herself for me dozens of times, but I was eager to see her translate it to pleasuring another girl for once.

With a quick jerk and then a lock, the back of Starry's head rolled against the cushions. Dara eased back the touching, bringing her down easy. By the time her fingers were out of Starry's pussy, the handiwork became delicate enough to handle.

Dara was already claiming the next round for herself. Since she'd given our friend such a timely climax, I knew she'd earned the next one. But the girl could get you dangerously close to coming when she was chasing her own orgasm.

The shiny, red nylon bottom of her tiny outfit rose up her legs until it was past her knees. She didn't have to beg. One quick pull had them off so I could work on getting my own clothes off at a fevered pace.

She lied back and then braced her shoulders against the backrest of the couch. I dropped to my knees, already hard as a solid-steel post.

I felt her hands grip on my sides, pulling me forward until I was on the verge of invading her. Rushing forward, I realized how starved I was for it.

I toyed with what she wanted, taking my time sinking into that silky pocket. Every instinct in me wanted to ram ahead. But I wasn't in any hurry to finish off.

As the head of my cock roamed around every internal surface, Dara tried forcing me deeper. I finally gave in and settled into the back reaches. The sudden flush of rosy pink on her face told me she was as primed and ready as Starry had been.

Her slit pulsed around the base of my shaft. I raked back, forcing a raw moan from between her lips.

Starry wasn't in any condition to lend a hand yet. Dara noticed my glance to her right. “Don't worry about Starry right now. She'll get her turn with you.”

I gave in as she tugged at my waist. Dara's thighs locked me deep. A heady sigh and a curl of blonde twisting around one finger dared me to try making her regret it.

As much as I wanted to spend myself early, I couldn't give up a chance to make our other MVP regular my fifth human playground. Still, the juicy satin inside my girlfriend called my name as strongly as always.

Dara lifted her top, putting her natural, money-making breasts up for offer. Her legs clamped harder against my back. Something about the way she begged for you to come as quickly as possible was fatally addictive.

I let our bodies melt together as I sank as far in as I could. When her entire body twitched, I knew how volatile she was getting.

Dara’s voice penetrated the air as I bent forward and brushed the stubble of my jaw against her cheek. Something about her was more willing than ever.

Heaving myself back, I shut my eyes. A series of untamed thrusts came out of my body on their own. I had to be under the same spell.

Our fingers entwined off to both sides of her head. The raw heat of her breath against my neck gave way to a quick bite.

I flexed my arms as I pushed forward, crashing her body against mine. The strong, soaked walls of her cunt gripped like a vise. I what, or rather who, was about to come.

It sparked a new frenzy in me. The savage instinct to fuck her into oblivion took hold. It sounded more like a beating than sex.

Ramming home, I heard the best kind of devastation in her screams. With one final rush, I had Dara pulling into herself like a collapsing star. The girl was spent.

Easing up on the assault, I took it all in so I could enjoy the feeling of her climax. Toying with her ear lobe between my teeth, the shivers and jerks felt as great as banging itself.

I let her whimper out the tail end. Goosebumps spread over her body with the afterglow. With Dara slipping into the post-come coma, I broke free of her.

Starry was still about as delirious, but functional now. I took a seat between them in the center of the couch. The slick glimmer of Dara’s wetness on my upright shaft was all the invitation Starry needed.

She was almost licking her chops as she crawled her way onto my lap. With her new birth control regimen, I knew it wasn’t dangerous in that regard. Hopefully Dara wouldn’t see her as too much competition.

Nibbling at my collar bone, Starry moved up to my neck. The delicate folds between her legs nestled against my dick. A little tease before giving it all up was what made these girls their money.

The clever use of her time and assets made me want it even more. That little bit of mental seduction throbbed my cock like it had gotten its own pulse. I couldn’t help panting, just waiting for her to let me explore her for the first time.

As her pussy took me in, she cried out louder than I expected. The shock of something that tight on a girl like her jolted my eyes open. The wickedly perfect size and shape of her breasts begged me to hold onto them for dear life.

Her body shivered all over me until I was planted all the way in. Suddenly the rush of the lighting kicked her into gear. With a swift bounce, Starry almost collapsed my lungs in an instant.

My nerves were screaming as hard as she was. Maybe with all that working and studying she’d been doing lately, Starry was a treat hardly anyone got to enjoy like this.

The third blonde in my little harem slowed it down just enough. I recovered what breath and control I could. Even at that sensual pace, she was something to brag about.

Both nipples swelled against my palms. I tightened the embrace with both hands. Strip clubs are a lot more fun when you can put your hands on, and your dick in, the talent.

My shaft throbbed an invitation to let it do its job. Letting go of Starry’s tits, I wrapped my arms around the narrowest part of her waist. The sudden act forced both of us to stare right at each other.

She tilted herself back and broke the gaze. The light coat of sweat gave me enough grip to start rushing her up and down. Every deep crash forced a satisfied cry from between Starry’s lips.

Wound up and ready to drive for the final stretch, my veins were full of testosterone and a need to take her all the way. The fine, nude specimen bouncing in my lap kept belting out praises without actual words.

I pulled her down, making sure I was as brutally deep as possible. Air hissed between Starry’s clenched teeth. With a searing look that told me she was ready to impress, Starry swept her hips in every direction.

My hands clamped onto her ass. The sleek texture turned into heat as I gripped hard enough to leave prints.

Grinding herself against me with all she had, Starry bent forward and slowed herself just enough. Her breath scorched my ear as she whispered, “I wanna come all over your dick.”

My vision started blurring as she backed away and turned my lap into her personal playground. Muscles twitched all over my body once her voice picked up. Her single-minded drive was turning into my own.

Starry’s entire body curled and then exploded with every drive. It was hard to believe she was the shy newbie just weeks before. Whatever Dara had taught her, beyond dance moves, it had put more spice in Starry than a Mexican open-air market.

She surged forward again, never easing up on the unrelenting ride. Nuzzling her lips against the nape of my neck, she bit hard enough to leave a mark. It was a damn shame I couldn’t let the girls go this far with private dances.

Pulling away one last time, Starry let out the most welcomed sound she could have. With a hard cock of her hips that slid my dick around in her just right, a moan that could drive men to war flooded the entire room. She wasn’t coming yet, but Starry was damn vulnerable to falling into it.

I let go of her ass and rubbed my hands up her sides. It got her into a side-to-side movement. The supple walls of her cunt gripped like they were trying to pull my cock right off of me.

She sank down, her entrance spreading like it was trying to take in more than just my shaft. Her resistance to going berserk was getting weaker by the millisecond.

My hands balled into fists as I slammed them into the cushions. Her pussy started going into fits, letting her walls skim over the surface of my dick as she rose and sank in one fluid motion.

When her entire body started quivering, I knew all hell was about to bust loose. I was happy to take over and be of service. The rich feeling as I bumped my hips upward made my torso feel like it was hollowing out.

I worked from below her until every muscle begged for relief. As Starry took the reins back as best she could, we were rushing to the same destination. If I didn’t know she was on birth control already, I’d have been fighting to get her off of me instead.

Her entire stomach warmed and tensed. The rhythmic flow of her cunt against my shaft got my legs jerking. With her ankles pushing against my knees harder with ever swish, she didn’t have much time left.

Starry’s back arched, forcing her breasts dangerously close to my face. The heave of her breath edged them against my face.

That’s when the bottom fell out of the entire game.

Shivering as her joints locked, Starry reared her head back and screamed, “Fuck!”

I gave in. Every muscle in my ass tensed as I felt the rush from my sack. As much as I tried keeping my jaw snapped shut, I couldn’t help letting out a hard groan.

Among all the shaking, gasping, and frayed nerves, I heard an unmistakable voice. Dara’s hands wrapped around my arm as she cooed out, “I’m so fucking proud of you two.”

Starry bent forward, resting her forehead against mine. The little bit of squirm in her hips overloaded my cock as I burst out my second and third shots.

I couldn’t stop myself from gasping harder with every load. When the last one finally trickled out, I heard the sound of lips smacking.

For whatever reason, Dara wasn’t just fine with it. Starry getting me off loaded my girlfriend’s chamber better than the damn light.



I barely woke up before opening time the next night. Starry hadn’t even left, and neither her or Dara had bothered getting a wink of sleep. I was still as useless as an ashtray on a motorcycle, but those two were beyond horny.

The ever-present sounds of those two making out, whimpering, or yodeling in each others valleys finally stopped as I rolled over. I caught Dara’s attention with a quick stare. “If I didn’t know better, you’re starting to like her more than me.”

Both blondes crawled out of the same side of the bed, wearing nothing but a film of sweat. Dara tapped Starry on the ass before she nodded her head toward the bedroom door. “Come on, we’ve gotta shower before work.”

Starry’s eyes lit up. I knew what was about to happen, but didn’t care. And as it turned out, I can come five times in one day, if I really put my mind to it. Meanwhile, those two skipped off to work on their fortieth or so orgasms, each.

Whatever had sparked those two to go at each other like horny teenagers, it was sure to get the customers worked up. I wasn’t worried about losing my girl to another one, but I did start to wonder how the light’s effects had changed Dara. Her job was always her highest priority, but now it was pretty much her life.

I shambled to the dresser. Pulling a fresh pair of boxers and an undershirt out, I heard the shower come on. Then the next round of giggles and moans started.

Shit, I’ve gotta come up with a stage schedule. We always tried to change things up so the regulars don’t know what to expect, and I knew those two needed a solid hour to get ready. I pulled my pants and the previous night’s shirt off the floor. They’d have to do until I could sneak back up to wash my own ass.

Stepping into my shoes and looking out the windows overlooking the club, I saw a familiar face standing just outside the front door. Reverend Ted Alberts didn’t seem to care if people saw him coming and going from this place just before opening time.

But it wasn’t a visit for his own amusement. Even from the apartment, I saw the worry on his face.
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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.”

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD

cover.jpeg
JEN EASTWOOD





