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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.

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD

Author's Note: Is it 2019 already? I barely got the chance to scratch the surface of what I wanted to wrap up in December from a publishing standpoint. I wanted this series and Alpha Creation totally finished by New Year’s Day. Progress was made, but family and holiday commitments derailed those plans.

The good news is, I no longer have to help babysit the family business. That means 2019 is devoted to getting the release schedule I want out of my short-erotica, as well as branching out a bit further into longer projects later in the year. And don’t panic, it’ll be on this pen name as well.

Looking forward, I still want to spend January wrapping up loose ends I’ve had to push aside for too long, and then start working on that massive set of outlined series ideas that’s right in line with what you’ve come to expect from me. As in, more bimbos than the main character can shake his member at. Getting a severe case of adult-ADD treated (finally!) and having more free time than any person should have, it’s time to wear my keyboard out in 2019.

On a personal note for the new year though, I want to thank you, my readers. In 2015, I had the opportunity to write erotica full-time. It was great, until Kindle’s payment system threw my income for a total loop several months later. Now, I’m back to where I was before that change happened, and family business commitments aren’t an issue anymore since my mother is retiring and doesn’t need my help there any longer.

The ideas are ready to pour onto their manuscripts, I’ve got all the time I need to do said work… I know it’s time to start throwing my ideas at the page instead of irritating my wife by bouncing story ideas off her all the time.

In 2019, Jen Eastwood is pulling her (actually, his) pants up to make erotica the top priority.



MY CLUB, MY HAREM 4

Weeks of business turned into months. The Shameless Threesome had done their monthly weekends a couple of times, and the regular business was going as well as it could. We’d even gotten the crappy restaurant part of the place going, which kept the customers staying long enough to give my wallet a slight bulge.

And Reverend Ted Alberts had become a nightly fixture lately. He was always friendly enough, never asked for private dances or even tipped, and stayed to himself unless one of us sat next to him. It weirded me out enough that I had to figure out what his game was.

I finished going over the night’s dance schedule with Dara and Reed. At this point, Reed was getting paid a little more than Barry. Without Barry’s knowledge, of course.

After getting a little home automation installed in the apartment as well, Reed was kind enough to install a switch for the ‘special lighting program,’ that synced to an app on my phone. Suddenly, I wasn’t disappearing for a moment and then scrambling to get the girls I’d claimed upstairs. All in all, the kid was competing with Dara for the MVP position.

As both of them nodded at my last change to the dance card, I kept my attention on Dara. When Reed turned and then left for his DJ booth, Dara cocked her head at me. “Something up?”

“It’s Reverend Ted. I want you to call me, keep your phone going in your pocket, and try to find out what he’s up to.”

Dara’s jaw clenched for a second. “I know you don’t trust him, but he’s a really sweet guy. I promise, he’s not showing up to hurt us.”

I had no valid claim that he was up to anything, either. “I want to give him the benefit of the doubt, but it makes me nervous having him here almost every night.”

“He talks to the girls about their problems, buys us food, and keeps to himself other than that. Your first impression of him was on the nose. I think you’re just getting paranoid.”

“I get that.” Ted had never given me a reason to doubt his motives. But in my experience, the more devout the believer, the more patient the were in waiting for a chance to pounce. On whatever they were waiting patiently for. “I just wanna hear him out.”

“Without talking to him about it yourself.” Dara shook her head like I should have been ashamed. And I was, a little, as she knocked me down a peg with nothing more than a look. “Really, Andy?”

“If I’m wrong, I’m wrong. I’ll be the first to admit it.”

“You’d better. If Starry finds out you’re shitting on her best friend, she might not wanna share me with you.”

Dara had been teasing at running off to lez it up with her, exclusively, ever since that night. “Don’t give me shit over this. If I really thought he showed up here for the wrong reasons, I’d just ban him. But you can’t blame me for being careful.”

“That’s fair.” Dara crossed her arms in that denim vest her tits almost busted out of. “But I know you’re about to feel like an idiot, or an asshole.”

As a strip club owner, I was used to feeling like one or the other all the time. “Whatever Ted shows up here for, I need to know what it is.”

Dara turned to leave. Before her ass slid around the door frame in those cut-off Daisy Dukes, she perked it up and asked, “So, if I get the chance to take him upstairs, do I—”

“No.”

“Gotcha. I’ll do it, but I know you’re wrong about him.”

I pointed in the general direction of the stage. “Then prove me wrong. Trust me, I don’t want to be right about him. It’d be too much of a pain in the ass.”

“You’re lucky it won’t turn into a pain in mine.”

“Since when have you let me dive into an anal adventure?” The last time she was drunk enough to let me try, she cried, again.

“Andy, you’re a dick.”

“I know.”

Dara left with the same knowing smile she always walked away with. Even though I was a certified asshole, she’d dealt with enough bullshit in her life to filter my attitude. I hoped like hell Ol’ Ted was as innocent as she claimed.



Ted wasn’t cracking, even after I made my way down when the eavesdropping felt useless. The only thing he asked for was a call to get some ladies to help with the soup kitchen at his church. A little under half of the girls had enlisted themselves already.

But I had to know something. Locking eyes with him, I asked, “So, what’s with all the visits? I won’t accuse you of trying anything since I don’t have any evidence of it, but I think I have a right to know what you’re doing.”

The good reverend smiled like he always did. “Even in a den of sinners, the will of The Lord has to be seen after. When I heard you took up for some of my parishioners a while back, I knew we could work together.”

“Say that again?”

“The migrants you defended. My church has been helping them settle and find work.” He slid the usual wrapped piece of caramel across the booth. “We’ve been getting hassled by ICE agents and the local white supremacists as well.”

It made me feel a little less scummy than I usually did. “Good to know I’m held in higher regard than those rejects. But I still don’t know why you keep showing up.”

“The women who work here. They have their own problems.”

He wasn’t wrong. Between psychotic baby-daddies and the general shady figures that strippers draw to themselves, my bouncers earned their pay. “So you’re here to listen to their problems.” A stripper’s job was half-entertainment, and half-therapist, when you dig right into to it.

“Exactly. I don’t judge, and they know that.” Ted pulled at the right sleeve of his knit sweater. “From what I understand, you treat them the same way.”

“I try, as much as running this place lets me.” Between the usual headaches and backstage drama that would make high school look like a social utopia, I was on the verge of needing a therapist myself. “I’ve gotta say, I might be dumb enough to believe you.”

Dara walked past us, going straight for the front door. Ted tapped the back of my palm with one finger, drawing my eyes back on him. “So, do we have an understanding now?”

“About what?” I tried to see what my girlfriend had to attend to all of a sudden. “You’ve never caused problems for us, and I’ve got no reason to get in your way.”

Ted’s manner of circling in on the real point struck again. “I think my church and your club should work together, when it’s appropriate.”

On what, a Lap Dances for Jesus fundraiser? “Excuse me?”

“This town has had it rough, and too many of the other churches blame places like this. I don’t. If they can see your business and employees helping solve problems, they might act more in line with what The Lord asks of them.”

I almost laughed on the spot. “Buddy, you’re a lot less skeptical than I am. There’s no telling how many guys stumble into church after a long Saturday night here, shouting ‘Amen!’ when the preacher calls our girls harlots.”

“‘Pharisees’ and ‘hypocrites’ are the words you’re looking for.” I caught the slightest hint of anger in his eyes for the first time. “If you don’t claim to be of the faith or use it to cover for your actions, I can’t call you either for not following it.”

We hadn’t had many protesters in our parking lot, but the few we’d had, did expect me to follow their morality. But Ted never had. “I guess your church puts up with them about as well as I do.”

“Kindness, mercy, and understanding are what I preach. Tell me, what could we do to help your employees?”

My head shot back. “Babysitters are always hard to find on weekend nights. But I’m sure you’re not gonna run a daycare for strippers’ kids.”

“Why wouldn’t we? I don’t look down on these women for earning a living. I hate that this is what they have to resort to, and I can’t endorse what you do.” Ted settled into his seat a bit more. “But sin doesn’t prevent one from showing kindness. You’ve proven that by how you treat these women.”

“They earn my living for me. Why wouldn’t I make sure they’re taken care of as well as I can?”

Ted grinned as Dara broke into my peripheral vision again. “For every hour one of your employees volunteers at my church, I guarantee my parishioners will spend three watching their children.”

One hour of doling out soup in a kitchen for three hours of childcare was a steal, even if none of my dancers were broke at that point. “I don’t know what to say, other than that I can’t turn down the offer. Thank you.”

Dara pressed both elbows against the edge of the table as she bent over, and then rested both sides of her jaw in her palms. “Father Ted, I hate to interrupt, but I’ve got to talk to Andy for a little bit.”

He smiled at Dara like she was any other person. “Of course.” He shot me a quick glance before he left the booth. “Andrew, I think even a place like this can be a force of good, in its own way.”

I watched him move several booths away. Dara piled into my side of the booth and then motioned someone over. As beautiful as the face coming my way was, I couldn’t help thinking I recognized her from somewhere.

“Andy, Sylvia here wants to be a guest performer.”

The rocking body strutting my way already had me going. “She’s got the right look, but I’ve gottta know if she can dance, first.”

“I can’t believe you don’t know who she is already. I’ve seen enough of your browser history.”

My cheeks lit up. When strippers aren’t just your employees, but also the members of your personal harem, you start diving into weird porn territory when that urge hits. “I’ve got enough to deal with tonight. Who is she?”

The generic porn star face made too many of them look the same. But then I recognized the way her tits bounced like they were suspended in water as she closed the distance in that halter top. “Wait, Sylvia Grey?”

“Yep. She’s taking a break from ‘acting’ and wants to dance for a while. She heard about us from Cali.”

At least my guest stars thought well enough of me to point friends this way. For the first time in my life, I froze like a nervous Catholic meeting The Pope. I’d spent too many sessions with my boxers pulled to the side, all because of her ‘talents’.

Dara stroked at the growing chub in my lap. “I told her we’ve got a spot. Did you know she stripped before she got into porn?”

I didn’t, but it wasn’t an uncommon path. Even the way her ass slid into the opposite side of the booth reeked of seduction.

Sylvia grinned like she knew how frozen I was. “I guess he’s seen my work.”

Dara saved me from turning redder than a mid-life-crisis convertible. “You know the drill. You get to charge for having your stage name on the marquee. What’s the asking rate?”

The object of many of my past wank sessions already knew the game. She looked right at me. “What’s the usual profit here on weekend nights?”

We hadn’t stabilized enough to give her a solid estimate, but I swallowed the bowling ball in my throat. “Two-grand after paying the staff, unless we’ve got our guest dancers showing up.”

Sylvia turned her attention back to Dara. “Five-hundred to start off. If you double the usual profit, I want my own two-grand.”

I already had a problem with it. “That sounds great on the face of it, but if we make a good haul, everything extra goes to you. I’d be running my staff ragged just to make you more money.”

Dara already had ideas. “Andy, we’d get to charge more than double the usual cover for out-of-town customers the nights she’s here, and they’ll drink themselves almost to death to build up courage before meeting her.”

Making extra with entry fees and selling more drinks did appeal to the tiny accountant version of myself that had settled into the back of my head. “It’s worth a shot since I don’t have anything to lose.”

Sylvia jacked up the corners of her bolted-on lips. “I won’t do tomorrow night since nobody will know about it, but if you start advertising for it tonight…”

“I get what you’re saying.” Brushing Dara’s hand out of my lap, I tried focusing on business again. “We’ll announce tonight, change the sign in the morning, and schedule enough staff to handle some extra volume.”

Dara couldn’t let the deal end without one caveat of her own, ever the advocate for the other dancers. “The other girls don’t have to pay stage fees on the nights you’re here. Otherwise, most won’t even show up.”

I hadn’t thought of that problem yet, but with a paid guest getting most of the attention, I couldn’t blame them. It was hard enough to get a full roster when The Shameless Threesome pulled a weekend here. “That’s a good point. If it’s not a winning proposition for everyone involved, we don’t have a deal.”

“I’ve got thousands of followers on social media, just in this area. If even two percent of them show up, you’ll have to start turning guys away.” And note that she said guys. No strip club owner worth his own shame would turn away couples. They were goldmines.

“Fine. You get the drill, and nobody stands to lose here. I’ll tell the DJ to bark the shit out of next Friday.”

Dara already knew what she had to do. “I’ll head backstage and settle the hens down.”

I looked back to Sylvia as Dara trotted off. “So, you getting out of porn, or is this about something else?”

She parted the curtains of bottle-black hair from over her bright eyes. “Actually, I’d like to have a family someday. Why not cash out before I chase down the man of my dreams and settle back in my home town?”

I couldn’t blame her. Hot as Sylvia was, I didn’t know many men who’d put up with a potential wife fucking other guys, to pay the bills or otherwise. “That’s fair. I don’t mind my girlfriend stripping, but when it comes time to have kids, I’d far prefer she not crawl over other men all the time.”

“Cali told me you’d be an easy one to work with.”

“Don’t think it makes me a pushover. I’m happy you understand that I have to make money and benefit my other employees with this arrangement, but I’ve got a drama allergy I can’t kick. Understand?”

“You’re the boss.” Sylvia scooted out of the booth and dug through the tiny purse on her shoulder. Handing me a card, she turned away before saying, “Give me a call Monday, and we’ll work out the details.”



The last truly normal weekend came and went. After the events of that Monday, my club and my life would never be the same.

Dara was out on a general errand run, and I was busy looking at the sales numbers from the restaurant end. About the time I figured out I was losing a few cents on every order of chili fries, my phone buzzed and skittered a few inches across my desk.

I didn’t recognize the number, but in my business, you don’t bitch-button calls. Any one of them could be an opportunity. “This is Andy.”

“Hey,” I already recognized the voice, “it’s Sylvia.”

I figured she’d call after noon had rolled around. “So what are these details we need to work out?”

“Don’t I need to do a tryout session?” From the background noise coming through my phone, I could tell she was somewhere crowded. “Plus, I’ve got a set list of songs I dance to for guest appearances.”

“I’m sure we’ve got the music, and I’m here pretty much all the time. You busy right now?”

“Not really. I can be there in a couple of minutes.”

Spending some alone-time with one of my favorite porn stars should have rang more bells than a stripper wanting a private meeting in my office, but I just wanted to get back to analyzing sales figures. “I don’t have all day, but that’ll work. I’ll go ahead and unlock the front door for you.”

I saved my spreadsheet and got up from my chair. The hint of joints cracking as I stood had gradually flared up since opening this place. As it turns out, stress ages you far better than years crawling by.

A quick audition, a few minutes of small-talk, and a piece of paper getting signed was all I expected. But that’d be too damn easy, wouldn’t it?



I watched Sylvia pull her Lexus into the parking lot. A dozen or so games of skee ball to pass the time gave me a decent idea of how many tickets should add up to a free lap dance. As it turns out, five-hundred tickets with dollar games would break even. Of course, I was more sober than the usual customer when I tested that out.

Sylvia was dressed like you’d expect a porn-star to be during her off hours. Yoga pants narrowed down her legs until they met skin and strappy heels. What the red halter top didn’t hide, the nylon fur of her short-sleeved jacket covered up. A prospective trophy wife always has to be dressed for the hunt.

Catching myself staring a lot harder than I’d intended, I pulled the master key out of the skee ball booth. Any game that didn’t spit tickets had already been carted out, but doing a round of timed basketball shots or whack-a-mole were great time killers. Hey, all this stress has leak out somehow.

A rectangle of light spread over the entry as Sylvia opened the tinted door. I couldn’t help smiling a bit before I called out, “That didn’t take long.”

Her plush lips smiled at me. “I’m crashing at my dad’s place while I’m here. He lives all of five miles away.”

I never knew she was from this city, but porn stars don’t exactly go sharing their real past that often. “Well, let’s get everything over with. I’ve watched enough of your stuff to know the tryout’s a formality.”

Sylvia rubbed her hands down her body, from those bought tits down to the bottom of her thighs. “I can go dressed in what I’ve got on. Take a seat.”

“Any music requests?”

“Play the last thing you’d expect in a strip club. If I can’t get you excited anyway, I need to find another side-gig.”

“It’s your funeral.” The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald it was. “If you can strip to Gordon Lightfoot and get a man hard, you’re beyond a pro.”

Having learned how to use the DJ booth well enough, the first lilting guitar strums twanged out within seconds. Reed had played the song as a joke once to clear the place at closing time, a little too well. Sylvia was already wrapping her body around the pole, writhing herself to the least exciting ballad in musical history.

By the time that damn ship was taking on water, I was already harder than finding a good TV show on Saturday afternoon. Sylvia’s body almost wrapped around that piece of chromed steel, pulling herself a few feet off the ground in a way I couldn’t figure out.

I stopped gawking from across the room like a goober and walked to the stage. Taking the front row seat at the peak of the main stage, I was damn near in love again.

Something about the way she writhed herself against the pole took in every aspect of the song, outside of the tragic sadness. I didn’t wait until the last verse to make my mind up. Sylvia would kill any song, no matter how tame.

The music did the usual eight second fade. Sylvia kept going to a ballad of her own, leaving the pole and dropping to all fours. Her shoulders dropped as she stared right at me, her ass following an entirely different silent rhythm.

She didn’t stop at the edge of the stage. Sliding herself down, head-first until her hands were on the floor, I wondered exactly what the hell she was about to pull off.

A quick hand-stand transitioned into a fall of her ass into my lap. The pure core strength it had to take to pull herself upright from that position shouldn’t have been a surprise. She was porn’s queen of grinding on a dick.

Draping her arms over my shoulders, I felt like I was in the presence of a goddess. Star-struck jitters finally hit me. The porn star I’d spent the past five years defaulting to was rubbing herself against my dick through a few millimeters of fabric.

It was time to have some fun. “I’m impressed.” I put my hands on her thighs to stop the writhing. “Now tell me your song.”

“Criminal, Fiona Apple.”

Somehow, I’d never heard that song in my club or any other. I thought back to the dozen or so times I’d heard it since the nineties and realized it oozed sexuality. “That’s one hell of a choice.”

Sylvia slid off of me, dropping her knees to the floor and staying there long enough to make me nervous. “And unlike a lot of dancers, I’ve got about four routines to go with it.”

At most, strippers had two sets for their ‘claimed’ song. “Go ahead and show me the best one.” Just watching her improv Gordon Lightfoot’s folksy stuff into a quality pole dance had me beyond sold.

I nodded my head at the stage. Sylvia got the idea, hopping her ass up on the edge as I turned for the DJ booth again. My legs couldn’t get me there fast enough.

A quick search reminded me of Reed’s knack for this business. He’d already added it to a playlist of songs to run by me. I dimmed the floor lights a little to give Sylvia the heads-up.

The bass riff and piano got her off to a deliberate, sensual opening dance around the pole. Flowing like maple syrup with every part of her body, Sylvia could make belly dancers look mechanical.

I settled back into my seat before the first chorus started. With a routine like the one she was putting on, Sylvia could drive a high-dollar Vegas crowd insane. If I could get all of my regulars up to this level, we’d all end up loaded beyond any sane dream.

With a quick wink before she twisted behind the pole, she had me reaching for my wallet. Whatever it takes, I need to make her work here when she settles down.

Reaching into my pocket, I grabbed my phone instead. I wasn’t looking to fuck her, but the lighting hack did more than just make girls hornier than a devil. It also made them suggestible as all hell.

With the tap of a finger, the faint strobe made the dance that much more seductive. Her limbs flowed as smooth as a lava lamp. The blush spreading from her face down to her legendary tits told me Sylvia was as susceptible as any other girl.

Let rumor of a porn star looking to go trophy wife working here float, and I’d have rich saps with a monetary point to prove beating down the door. Sylvia would get what she’s after, and everyone else would benefit. Underhanded as I was being, rationally, it still didn’t feel wrong at all.

I watched the rest of her routine in awe. When Ms. Apple’s bluesy wailing at the end started up, Sylvia dropped to her knees. Closing in on the edge of the stage on all fours, my new dancer had her target in the cross-hairs.

I hadn’t even turned the lighting program off. Sylvia basically dripped from the stage and onto the floor in front of me.

I had more pressing matters than the light now. Namely, Sylvia’s hands bearing down on my lap.

For an adult ‘film star,’ she could act well enough. But this was no character she was playing. “You wanna do this here, or show me around first?”

At least I knew she wanted to work with me. “I don’t touch my talent.” The lie was about as bald as I knew her cunt was.

“I don’t work here,” she pinched the zipper pull on my slacks and eased it down, “yet.”

Was I really gonna let it happen? My brain and my cock went to war over my willpower. By the time she had my shaft out, I knew it had won.

The heat of her mouth taking me all the way in scrambled my head like an old premium cable channel. You know, the ones where you’d catch a glimpse of some distorted image of exactly what was happening to me.

I let my eyes close and gripped the underside of the chair. Sylvia had probably spent the ten-thousand hours to master any skill on blowjobs alone. Those pillows she called lips weren’t making it any easier on me, either.

One grind of her tongue all the way up my length had me gasping. The little fluttering movement just below the tip forced my eyes back open.

Coursing her hand down my cock, Sylvia looked up at me, grinning. “This beats shaking on it, right?”

All I could do was nod. Imagine meeting someone you fantasized about. Now take it all the way to getting blown in place of an autograph…

Sylvia didn’t waste any time forcing me against the back of her throat a second time. As she held there and made the gag reflex her bitch, I wondered if the woman even needed to breath.

With a torturous rise, Sylvia had me twitching out that drop of precum. Without having to wipe the usual spittle after a solid deep-throat like that, she rose to her feet. “Come on, I wanna see the rest of this place.”

With my balls turning bluer than the Pacific, I tried to keep a straight face.



Hoping like hell to get lucky, I finished showing Sylvia around. The last stop was my office, because she didn’t need to know about the semi-secret apartment upstairs. Yet.

I opened the shuttered door and ushered her in. “This is where I’ll end up going bald. Aside from putting a computer and a printer in here, it’s exactly the same as my old man left it.”

The alternating panels of orange laminate and corkboard had their own awful charm. When I saw her rub the toe of a high heel against the shag carpet, Sylvia had to know how much work I’d put into upgrading the rest of the place.

“Are there still bell-bottoms hanging in a closet here? It’s like a time capsule.”

Dad had settled on his style at least forty years ago, and stayed perfectly content in it all the way up to his death. “My old man was more worried about updating the arcade. You don’t wanna know how much work had to go into updating wiring for the stage.” Because leaving that much amperage running through those old wires would have been asking for the place to burn down.

“I know this’ll sound weird, but something about being on that stage made me know it was where I’m supposed to end up.”

Exactly why wasn’t a mystery to me at all. “Sometimes the universe just tells you something. If you’re after a rich guy to take care of you, we do all we can to attract fat wallets.”

“That’s not what I mean.” Sylvia pulled at the hem of her halter top. “I can get horny at the drop of a hat, doing what I do for a living. But doing a pole dance never made me so wet. It’s kinda scary.”

It’s not like I’m telling you the real secrets of this place. “If you want to travel around to other clubs for big paydays, I don’t mind working around your schedule. This actually isn’t a bad city to settle down and raise a family in.”

“We don’t even know how much money I’ll draw here. That’s an awfully bold proposition.” Sylvia planted both hands on the edge of my desk and backed her ass against it. “And I’m sure that girlfriend of yours would throw a fit. You know, since you’re so familiar with my work.”

I still didn’t like the idea of having a side-piece outside of the ‘official’ harem, but I could fix all that with one swipe at my phone. “She knows I’m not gonna run off with another one of the dancers. Dara’s got her own talents I haven’t seen in any other girl.”

“Such as?” The way Sylvia jerked the waistband of her form-fitting pants down got my blue balls going again.

I cleared my throat and tried to ignore it. “It’s like she can read what a guy wants, about seven steps ahead of time. That’s why she’s great at her job.”

Sylvia dropped the kind of bomb that could turn an entire mountain into a gravel parking lot. “Just based on what you reacted to when I auditioned, you’ve got a thing for girls getting really loud right as you come.”

It was one of Sylvia’s trademarks in her scenes. “Every guy likes that. It’s no fun fucking a mannequin.”

A little more of her hips came into the open. “And...” She crept it down until I saw the crook between her upper thighs and her torso. “You love making her watch you fuck other girls, but the idea of her fucking another guy would make you go ballistic.”

I couldn’t lie. I was a selfish bastard. Dara crawling on clients for money didn’t bother me at all, so long as they kept their pricks in their drawers.

Sylvia’s lack of panties held my attention like a hypnotist’s watch. “And if you don’t love the look on her face after you come in another girl, I’ll dance that first night for free.”

Something was up, but I debated whether I even cared. Dara almost ordered me to come inside Starry every time. I’d never had it in me to argue against the idea.

But Sylvia wasn’t just a stripper trying to get it in good with her boss. “Dara put you up to this, didn’t she?”

Pulling a piece of plastic about half the size of a pack of cigarettes from between her tits, Sylvia held the digital recorder out to me. “She’d never admit it, but it gets her off. Ever since you took over this place, she’s been on the verge of begging you to fuck anything that moves.”

I snatched the device out of Sylvia’s hand. With one press of the record button, I watched the timer stop. “So what else did she tell you, and how long have you known her?”

The effect of the lights still had Sylvia trapped in the palm of my hand. “When she first started dancing, I took her under my wing. Back when Dara turned twenty-one, you wouldn’t have recognized her.”

“So what’s this really about? Tell me everything you know I think I should hear.”

Sylvia tried dodging the order. “I don’t know if you’re ready for it.” As she pushed her hands down, that bald glory between her legs almost stole my attention. “Your dad wasn’t just some pervert cruising for MILF’s.”

I darted forward, slipping a middle finger deep into her cunt. My other hand wrapped around her throat. “I’m probably not ready to hear you out, but I deserve the truth.”

She wasn’t lying. “Ted Alberts is your real father.”

My entire world screeched to a complete stop. “You’re bullshitting me. How do you even know his name?”

The top of Sylvia’s pants slid down to her knees. “And this place wasn’t meant to go to you. Believe it or not, technically, it was supposed to go to Dara.”

Thoughts weren’t running through my head anymore. If the rug hadn’t just been pulled out from every assumption of my past, I’d have sworn I was having a stroke.

Her chin lifted some more as I pressed harder. “Andy, it’s not like any of this should surprise you.”

What the fucking-fuck?

“Ted knew what ‘your dad’ was up to after Dara’s mom came to his church for help. Instead of turning him in, Ted decided it was best not to destroy several lives. He just happened to have a son of his own on the way.”

I was already tired of getting all these extra layers of insanity piled on. Curling my hand a lot harder against Sylvia’s neck, I only had one question. “Just drop the real truth on me. Now.”

Wrapping her own hand around my wrist, Sylvia already knew I was in too much shock to resist. “It’s not that complicated. Ted got in over his head, and he tried turning the whole situation around on his own. But he was as weak as any other guy.”

“How the hell do you know all of this? Does Dara?” On the verge of tears, I wasn’t even worried about the primo cunt I had to pull my finger out of. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

“Calm down. It’s not like I’m telling you your girlfriend is your sister or anything.”

Learning a big chunk of your life was a lie would throw anyone into hysterics, though. “You either need to admit you’re bullshitting me, or tell me why you know all this.”

“My dad and Dara’s were always close friends. You know him as Shorty.”

“Dara’s old boss is your dad?” Shorty’s Cabaret was technically my club’s competition, but I hadn’t had any problems out of other club owners yet. “How’s he involved in all this?”

“All three of us were born within a month of each other, I’m guessing. Isn’t Dara’s that close to yours?”

I was ten days older than Dara. As pieces started fitting together, I still didn’t want to accept the picture coming into view. “So why the connection between everyone?”

“My dad gave ‘your’ dad a lighting system after the night all three of us were conceived. Which is probably what got me so hot and bothered.” Sylvia’s plucked brows lowered a smidge. “Am I wrong?”

She knew enough to figure out the rest on her own, anyway. “Not a bit.”

The expected slap across my face never came. Sylvia wasn’t pulling her yoga pants up either. “It’s simple. Our dads had a late night ‘private’ party at my father’s club. He turned on that light when three girls were on stage and then they all had their fun.”

“Which led to us.”

Sylvia nodded before she lifted that halter top off of her body. “You know how well that thing works. The only thing I can’t figure out is,” she paused to reach down and unstrap her heels, “why did that lighting rig end up in a childrens’ pizza place?”

“And why lie about who fathered who?”

The figure-hugging pants weren’t gripping Sylvia’s form any longer. “Maybe that’s something you need to ask Ted Alberts. My dad claimed he doesn’t know, but he thinks everyone should know the truth.”

My real father was the only person left who could explain the missing parts, then. “I never thought I’d get my real history explained by my favorite porn star, bare-naked in my office.”

“And not everyone has a light that makes sex the only thing a girl can think about.” Her hands left the edge of my desk as she stepped within inches of me. “Now that you’ve showed me around and I’ve told you what I know, I’ve run out of distractions.”

I let her push me into one of the two armless chairs in front of the desk. Sylvia’s hands pressed against my stomach as she straddled onto my lap. Pushing herself forward, the wetness of her cunt soaked through my pants in seconds.

Far too willing and lacking the sense of mind to stop her, I planted both hands on her ass. Sylvia got her own popping every button of my shirt open. As she got bottom one loose, she moved right on to my belt.

Working on getting my shirt to join her pile of clothes in the floor, I felt my slacks go completely loose. I kicked both shoes off and fought to toe my socks down my feet.

Sylvia lifted herself up just long enough to jerk my pants and boxers down to my ankles. Before I could even writhe free of the nylon, she was ready for action. Her lips pressed against mine as her slit wrapped its folds around my shaft.

Her hands covered my abdomen as Sylvia leaned back. She forced her shoulders close to mine, pushing her hips back until my tip was about to slide into her. A quick wiggle of her torso begged me to slam myself inside here.

I demanded she keep going without saying a word. She leaned back just enough to trap me into driving in. With a swift jolt of her ass into my thighs, I was buried all the way to the trunk.

Her hands grazed up to my pecs as Sylvia’s eyes fluttered shut. I couldn’t help sliding my own fingers along her waist, tracing the dangerous curve until I felt the bottom of her ribs.

Whether it was an act or not, that quick burst of orgasmic whimpers primed me like ten squirts of gas. I felt her fingertips course along the skin over my balls. Before I knew it, she had her eyes open again, smiling like she was proud I hadn’t came on the spot.

Sylvia lunged her chest into mine. As her rear planted on my thighs and her ankles squeezed against my knees, I let her hips go wild. With fast jerks in every direction, she kept me guessing until I lurched my head back and let her do whatever the hell she was up to.

Penetrating deep between her walls, I knew I was buried as far as I could be. I tried to imagine the beauty of her ass rocking on top of me. It didn’t take long for the pure feeling of it to force my eyes open again, dropping the fantasy for what was actually riding on top of me.

Her lips parted as she roared out, “Wanna feel me come already?”

I almost lost consciousness as all the blood pressure I could spare flooded into my throbbing dick. I let out a hoarse, “Fuck yes...”

My hands melted around her thighs. It threw Sylvia into a rhythm fit for the stage or the screen. The louder and slicker she got, the more furiously I wanted to just lift her up and start slamming her on top of the desk.

Sylvia ducked her face into my shoulder as I pumped out the first thrust from below. By the time I lost my lazy count, she bit against my skin before screaming, “Fuck!”

A quick snatch at her wrists kept Sylvia from jerking away. Holding them against the center of her ass, I forced her down around my hilt. The slick texture inside her blew what my right hand had imitated straight out of the running.

I felt her lock up, shivering against the paralysis. Rushing myself into her body through the peak, I realized that over-the-top climax wasn’t just an act. No girl could fake that kind of contraction with her pussy alone.

Sylvia’s gasped for breath when I finally let go of her wrists. My eyes settled back on her tits as she got up, round and full like I knew them to be by heart. When she turned around and pressed her hands against the edge of my desk, I stood, more than ready to pick up where I’d left off in her.

Taking hold of my dick, I teased the head between that cunt peeking from between her thighs. Sylvia forced her shoulders up as she eased back. Going with the slow reentry, I felt her walls grip my shaft harder with every fraction of an inch.

One hard rock of her body got her going. “Fuck, yes!” She settled me in deep. “The worst part about vacation is the dry-spell, unless I find some random guy to hook up with.”

And based on our tangled pasts, I was more than just some lucky feller. I replied with a quick swat at her ass on the right side.

Sylvia’s voice squealed just enough to tell me she wanted more. With one hand on her shoulder and the other pushing down on the small of her back, I was ready to fuck her like a college hook-up.

The pace of my thrusting synced up with her own jerks forward and back. As she perked her entire body up, it gave me the best path for slamming deep. Standing back up with me buried deep in her, Sylvia tilted her head back until her smooth cheek grazed against my stubble.

My eardrums twitched as Sylvia cried out, going up in pitch as I hammered our bodies together like one of us was supposed to break. Her cheek grew even hotter as I slid a hand up between her breats and up to her neck. Even though I had a good six inches on her, those endless legs kept her pussy at the exact height I needed it to stay at.

I had to make every thrust deliberate as my throat let out a hoarse moan. Sylvia rolled her head back even further until her breath was right in my ear. Between whimpers she got out, “Don’t you fucking come inside me.”

I grinned and kept plowing into her, forcing her eyes shut. I paused to ask, “Do you really think I would?”

“I know it’s all you can think about right now.”

I halted the rhythymic bobbing of my hips and then pulled out of her cunt. “Turn around.”

She did as I ordered, shooting me a knowing glance. Sylvia crossed her arms to cover up a bit of that nude glory. “Well, at least I know you’re not one of those guys.”

I knew the type: Guys who can’t stop themselves from coming the instant a girl tells them not to. “You just caught me in time. That’s all.” Any man would fall victim to that urge, provided he’s far enough along.

Fingers wrapped around my dick once again. Dropping to both knees, teased her closed hand down my length. Her mouth was the same burning, wet trap it had been in front of the stage.

I felt my torso buck with every flick of her tongue. Like her tastebuds were coursing along every vein in my shaft on purpose, Sylvia had me gasping before I could even slam my eyes shut. If she really didn’t want me to come inside her, Sylvia should have told me which holes were off-limits.

Right before I felt that spot of pre-cum well up from my core, my dick was left stranded in the cold. She rose back up, pressing her body against mine. “I do porn. You know it’s safe to come wherever you want.”

Running my hand down the curve of her waist, I let it slide over to the crook between her thighs. Smoothness that could only come from a Brazillian wax or laser removal greeted my fingertips. Trapping her clit through her folds, I knew I wanted her to come about the same time I would.

I watched her eyes close as the whimpering started. The slow build had my knuckles dripping before I could ease her ass up to the edge of the desk. Ramping the pleasure up as I knocked my tip at her entry, I wished like hell I’d put security cameras in my office so I could watch the ongoing show over and over again.

One smooth bump of my torso had me in. Primed and lubed like a motor on raceday, Sylvia’s body was ready to do what it was built for.

She guided me deeper with both hands on my ribs. A dangerous moan escaped from between those plump lips. My handiwork got her going, but getting filled back up was what she was truly after.

For a girl so used to getting slammed ten ways to Sunday, the raw affection in her sounds and movements made it feel like she was doing her best to make sure this wouldn’t be a one-time thing. Drawing my face into her mess of straight, black hair, Sylvia forced me to catch a good whiff of the woman under the perfume.

Her lips flicked against my earlobe. “I want more.”

Fresh beads of sweat coursed down my face and onto Sylvia’s. I pulled my hand from between her thighs as I felt her own take over. When I opened my eyes again to take a good look at her, we were nose-to-nose.

Her eyes said it all, but her words drove the point home. “Our dads always knew you’d end up with one of us.” Sylvia cried out as I jabbed deep, and then continued, “But it’s okay, I’m not out to steal you from her.”

I wrapped my arms around the small of her back and pulled, crashing the softness around her pussy against my base. The idea of getting Sylvia to dance full-time at my place had turned into a prime directive.

“Yes! Right-fucking-there!”

Our hips popped together as random junk started flying off the desk. Skating my hands down the small of her back, I pulled her ass another inch or so over the edge of the wooden lip. With a quick sweep of my hands across the surface, papers and whatever other shit was on there evacuated to the carpet.

Sylvia’s thighs rose up as the insides of her knees clamped around my sides. A blunt jab at her core tightened those same legs even harder.

I pulled out almost all the way until a hard flex of her thighs stopped me at the border. That deliciously wet cunt took me back in like a soaked, silky glove.

Rocking and twisting her hips, Syvlia had my jaw dropping. I felt my hands grip at her sides, letting her know exactly how much it was pushing me toward my limit. My body was ready to give in, every muscle tensing until they were as hard as my dick.

Sylvia wasn’t ready to let me end the fun just yet. “I said you can’t come inside me.”

I knew the game she was playing at. If a porn star couldn’t tease the final act out of a guy, what good was she? Covering one side of her neck with a hand, I leaned closer and said, “Bullshit.”

Her quck giggle dissolved into a moan as our bodies ground together as one. As the world slowed down and shrank around me, I knew all the way down to my bones what I needed right then and there.

Reigning myself in for one last round, I wasn’t ready to end the fun with the girl of my dreams just yet. The bump of her ankles against the dead-center of my back combined with that lilting moan Sylvia was known for. The light scratch of her fingernails against my chest sealed the deal.

My balls tightened up with every slam into her body. Far more quickly than it built up, all the pressure released at once. I couldn’t hold back from grunting and squeezing handprints into her thighs.

The hard seize of her pussy locked me in as my entire body almost slumped from a wave of indescribable release. Blood pumped hot through my veins as I flooded every part of her cunt. That’s when I realized I’d never seen her do a creampie scene, which forced another half-dozen shots out me.

Rough and ragged as a logging road, I groaned out, “Fuck! Did this just happen?”

Sylvia took a couple of seconds to breath in as deep as I was buried in her. “Mmhmm.”

To hell with just making her strip full-time at my place. Somehow, I had to talk Dara into letting my harem have a second live-in member. You know, outside of the other four I already had coming around all the time. Someday soon, I’d put together that seven-way orgy with everyone present.

With one sentence, Sylvia pulled me out of that glowing haze. “I think Dara’s dad made the right choice.”

The fact that the man who I had thought was my father lied to both myself and his real child, my girlfriend, set my entire body on fire. And not in the fun way. “Reverend Ted’s got a lot to answer for.”

Sylvia eased herself toward the center of the desk until my dick flopped out of her. “You should know why our fathers did all this before you go running your mouth.”

“Any idea why my mom killed herself? I’m sure all this had something to do with it.”

Dipping one finger through her slit, Sylvia let a shining bead of cum drip onto the top of my desk. “I only know enough to make you ask even more questions. You’d better have a heart-to-heart with the 'good' Reverend himself.”

I reached down for my boxers and hoped like hell Dara hadn’t come back home early. “Get dressed, and tell me what else you know anyway.”



I’d kept everything I learned close to the vest, especially when it came to Dara. As we got out of my car in the parking lot of Ted’s church, I knew my frame of mind was bothering her.

“Andy, you’ve been weird for the past few weeks.”

Sylvia got out of her own vehicle right next to us. That knowing look warned me to be careful.

Wrapping my hand around Dara’s waist, I tried passing it all off like I didn’t have a single thing on my mind. “I’ve just been stressed about the club. Now that we’re turning a solid profit, I need to figure out how much money to set back for taxes.” It wasn’t a fib at all, but it wasn’t even one tenth of the story either.

A few of our other regular dancers had already showed up. Starry’s car took up a prime spot like she’d been the first one there.

Still, Dara wasn’t quite happy with what I was willing to tell her. “It’s been like the lights are on in your head, but you’re not home. Something else has been bothering the hell out of you.”

Sylvia threw her hands and shoulders up when I glanced her way for some non-verbal advice.

As in, my ‘father’ is actually your real dad, and not mine. “Let’s just worry about feeding some homeless people this afternoon, alright?”

But by the end of the volunteer shift, the answers I’d get would run me through the whole spectrum of emotions. I can’t say I’ve ever gone from wanting to get the truth from a guy, to wanting to knock his jaw to the opposite side of his head, and right to hugging him in the space of a minute before that day.
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BILLIONAIRE BIMBO HEIRESS HAREM

I woke up for about the two-hundredth time in Hammock Island’s finest penthouse. Elana Montgomery-Powell, my former boss and now wife of one year, woke up snuggled against my body. The only fabric covering either of our bodies was the Egyptian cotton sheets.

Even through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the sound of waves foaming on the beach almost lulled me back to sleep. Since I’d turned this billionaire hotel heiress into my personal toy a couple of years ago, inconceivable luxury was the norm.

Lana, as I’d shortened her name to when we were together, rolled in place. Her breasts rested against my arm as she ran her fingers down my jaw. “Glen, you know we’ve got company on the way. Get up.”

The next round of dozing and dreams wasn’t in the cards for me. The pure smoothness of her thigh rubbed down my own, waking me up faster than any alarm. “You know I can’t stand your friends.”

Fellow heiresses. I’d tamed Lana with the help of the island chain’s locals and the powers of the revered ‘cuki stones,’ sculpting her into my dream girl. But the rest of them were the most insufferable, vapid pack of snots… If Lana wasn’t sexiness personified already, I might have actually considered populating this ten acre, private island with a bunch of them.

I heard a knock on the door, making me sit up until I felt the breeze of the massive ceiling fan over the bed. Manuel’s familiar voice uttered, “Mister and Misses, we have a boat coming toward the bay.” He was the one who introduced me to the stones and their powers. Having done that, he’d become my right-hand man.

Lana rose up, resting her head on my shoulder. “That must be Gloria’s yacht.”

* * *

“I thought you’d buy a yacht, but of course the hotel heiress goes for real estate instead.” Gloria disappeared as an automated gangway opened in the side of the hull. It nestled against the dock as Gloria came back into view, her tits bouncing with every stair.

The hottest two women I’d ever seen in my life jogged at each other until they hugged like long-separated sisters. They exchanged kisses just off to the side of each others’ cheeks and all that rich-girl bullshit.

Jim took a good look at them, and then smirked back at me. He took a few steps my way and muttered, “You’re about to be one lucky bastard, I’ll ya’ that.”

I’d boxed up the bracelet and had it stowed in the pocket of my dock shorts. I hated wearing nautical shit like that, but my usual slacks turned Grenada’s weather into a furnace.

Lana’s tropical dress flowed down to the wooden planks, open as it was in front. Gloria’s draped about as far. The difference in prints was about the only thing that set them apart. Lana in a green palm pattern, and Gloria in a blue and white orchid getup.

I left Jim to admire the scenery for himself. Holding the ‘gift’ in my right hand, I exchanged my own fake pleasantries. At least I got a good feel of nipple against my chest as we hugged.

Gloria was already distracted before I could offer the bracelet. She turned to Lana and went right into their usual yammering. “So, any trips planned in the next month? The board doesn’t need me present for a good five weeks.”

Those two started toward the beach, leaving me to stand there with Jim as he walked up to me. “If you don’t want the blonde, as much as I hate her, I’d pork her beans pretty good.”

Jesus Christ. Not that he was off the mark on her looks. “The islanders would throw a fit if I go went out gifting religious artifacts to benefit a horn-dog.”

* * *

“I haven’t even talked with Lana about having kids, outside of agreeing that we don’t want any yet.” I opened the sliding glass door. “Besides, Gloria would be a terrible mother. I’d rather not have any kids of mine raised by nannies.”

I pressed my fingertip against the scanner and then hit the button for the top floor. Waiting for the elevator to the penthouse to finish the trip, I wondered how different Gloria would end up after I was done with her. Most of Lana’s people didn’t recognize her personality after I forced the changes on her, even if she was technically the same person as before.

Turning the dictionary example of bitchy, snotty, selfish blondes into a saint would have been a little too obvious. Maybe just making her give a damn about consequences will do the job. Besides, I could always revise her programming later.

Having risen eight floors, I felt the upward momentum slow down. My stomach quit trying to come out my throat when it stopped. With a pleasant ding, the sliding doors opened.

One last print scan unlocked the door. I walked in, expecting to interrupt the usual exchange of gifts between Lana and Gloria. The rich love showing off, after all.

But they weren’t in the parlor, the living room, or the or the sitting room. You know, synonyms for the same damn kind of room. It was entirely possible that they weren’t even up there.

The sound of Lana screaming jerked me to attention. It came from the guest room set aside for Gloria.

My heart pounded as I cleared two pointless rooms and almost slammed against the door. Another cry had me whipping the door open. I wasn’t ready for what I was about to see.

Lana stared back at me as Gloria whipped her head around, from the center of the bed. Every drop of blood drained from Lana’s face as she realized I’d walked in on their affair.

I leaned against the door’s frame. “I wasn’t expecting this.”

They almost shook as the gravity set on them. They weren’t quite naked, but Gloria pulled the center of Lana’s panties back over her cunt. I’d had my suspicions about those two ever since I was Lana’s errand boy, but never any proof.

Lana propped herself up with both elbows. “Glen… I should have told you.”

I wasn’t even mad, but it was a damn good excuse to have fun at their expense. “And here I was, thinking I should give your best ‘friend’ a gift of my own.” Walking closer, I held the jewelry box out in front of me, shaking my head and acting devastated. “Go ahead, fucking take it.”

Gloria didn’t have it in her to defy the offer. The guilt on her face was as thick as the aroma of sex. “Glen, I was as shocked as anyone else when Elana told me she’d found a man.”

As I opened the box, she understood the program. I let it hit the floor as I shook the bracelet free and Gloria held her left wrist out. “At least you’ve got the decency to know you’ve wrecked a marriage.”

I almost felt bad for Lana as I pretended to glare at her. Gloria’s whole arm shook as I wrapped the diamond and cuki stone band around her. The butter-smooth clasp latched before I let the bracelet go and waited for her to react.

Gloria stopped her panic. “How can I make it up to you?”

Jackpot. I knew I could ask for more than a threesome out of Letters to Penthouse. “Go ahead.” I pointed right between my wife’s legs. “Finish what you two started.”

Having been under my control for two years already, Lana stepped into line. Pulling the pink cotton aside, she rested head and shoulders back onto the mattress.

Gloria still looked like she was scared to death, but not out of fear of consequences. “Yes, sir.” I was now the first person she had to answer to since the death of Reginald Metzger, her father who had passed a private, corporate empire into Gloria’s hands.

“And you’d better do it so damn good, she’ll need it to stop.”

Not wasting anymore time questioning the order, Gloria set right back to finishing the job. My wife’s slit disappeared behind a mass of blonde hair.

Lana was wet enough, the sound alone told me two fingers had slipped into her pussy. The whimpering started up again. Gloria was aiming for the clit and g-spot combo kill, right in line with what I’d just demanded.
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