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Author's Note: Is it new series time again, already? I've actually been chomping at the bit to write this one for a few months. After making sure I only had a couple of ongoing projects on my hands, I dove right into this one. Believe it or not, a decent part of my undergrad was spent talking to strippers for my criminology minor. Like, legitimately to help with a professor's study.

While I'm not going totally realistic with what the dressing room and back office of a club is like, I knew I had plenty to draw from to make a fun story. I may never follow my early dream of owning one myself, it makes for a fine and snippy setting for one of my stories. And after spending time around these places, it broke me of being so insane as to keep hoping to run one myself.

The good news is, it all makes for a series I'm mighty proud of so far.


MY CLUB, MY HAREM

A flash of brown and black shot between my legs. Dara's shriek drowned out my own voice as I asked, “Was that a fucking raccoon?” And all I'd done was open the front entrance to my dad's old pizza and kiddie arcade place.

We watched the newly evicted pest trot through the cracked parking lot. Dara kept gasping as she looked back inside. “Andy, just burn this place down and collect the insurance.”

It was tempting, but there was something about Joey Roo's. I remember everyone being happy there. Even the parents resigned to cheap beer, shitty pizza, and kids holding their hands out for more token money.

I stepped in first. The flashlight app on my phone would get us to the breaker box. “You just gonna stand in the doorway?”

Dara made one step behind me, but didn't commit to the full exploration. “You sure we're not, like, gonna get stabbed by a hobo or something?”

Strippers aren't usually bright, and Dara was no exception. But she didn't have to be smart to make a killing. Just good at her job. I grinned to myself and asked, “Think we could make this place a titty bar?”

“They're 'gentlemen's clubs,' asshole.”

“No, that'd be something like The Yale Club for snooty pricks. I'm talking about the kind of place you dance at.” I shined my phone's light around. Nothing much had changed, other than the decade of neglect and dust. At the very least, I could sell some of the arcade cabinets for some easy cash.

Dara grabbed my arm and hugged tighter the further in we got. “For a place I loved coming to as a kid, it's creepy as fuck now.”

“It's weird, because this was the only place I ever saw my dad. He wasn't exactly around. At all...” He'd never married my mom, but he did pay child support on time. His idea of weekend visitation was letting me go nuts with all the tokens I wanted, though.

“He only had one kid he never had much to do with, but he entertained every other child in town.” Dara had come from a similar background, which was what turned a lap dance into a number swap. We kinda fell in together after that, and things were still going just fine, eight months later.

“Yeah, telling the other kids that my dad owned Joey Roo's always one-upped the dweeb who lied about his uncle working for Nintendo.” And it wasn't even a fib.

The way Dara squeezed my arm a little tighter reminded me of why she went out of her way to try being my dream girl. We both wanted whatever future kids we might bring into the world to have both parents there for them, always. Not that we were at the point of deciding whether we'd have any yet.

I shined the beam at the back end of the dining area. The frameless door that looked like a random wall panel hid in plain sight. But I knew exactly where it was.

Two easy pushes against the left side disengaged the lock. The hidden door swung into the wall as I forced my shoulder against it. “This is gonna be the weird part.”

Dara clamped even tighter on my bicep. “Why?”

One swipe of the light answered her question. “Joey Roo's pretty damn scary without his skin.” Bobo Bear, Ollie Owl, and Tiger Tom weren't any less disturbing.

“Jesus Christ!”

Plastic, lifeless eyes stared back at us, mounted on skeletons of pneumatic pistons and servo motors. “Hey, it freaked me out the first time I walked in here, too. Imagine seeing this when you were five.”

All the repairs these damn things needed haunted my idea of the bottom-line. New skins, some electronics dork to get them up and running, and all that maintenance....


“It'd be a lot easier to hire a few of the girls you work with. They know what to do with a stage.”

“Of course they do.” Dara snuggled even tighter. “But in a place like this, every one of them would hide a knife, somewhere.”

I got what 'somewhere' meant. “If I did fix the place up and ran ads, how many guys would wander in?”

“A few dozen or so, but you just have to get one really excited.” Dara showed me her true skill, on the spot. Stopping right before she'd usually unzip my jeans, her knees hit the floor. “You know, like this...”

“Well, I know you're not gonna blow me with all these animatronic critters looking right at us. You might as well get up and follow me to the breakers.” The only time Dara wanted sex was when I was sound asleep, but she had her own reason for that.

Like a zoo filled with the Terminator versions of theme park mascots, the room creeped both of us out the further in we got. The fourth Joey Roo stood next to the breaker box like he was guarding it.

I opened the sheet-metal door and said, “Might as well see what's working in here. Who knows? The wiring might have gotten fucked up enough to catch the place on fire like you're hoping.”

One sharp click of the main breaker lit up the entire room. Now that we could see how dead and forgotten the stage robots were, it just looked like a graveyard of childhood memories. Full of bodies I had to find buyers for, assuming I didn't get the place up and running again.

Dara stood there, her ass jutting out in those denim cut-offs from her platform heels. The girl didn't know how to turn off stripper-mode. “You think the arcade games are still good?”

“I guess we're about to find out.” None of the other breakers were stuck in that impotent middle position. “The whole damn place oughtta have power.” The line of labels prefixed with Suite confused the hell out of me, though.

Between the line of skee ball alleys, claw machines, and arcade cabinets, I knew I could wrangle up enough to cover the property taxes until the building sold or I found a commercial renter. I had no use for them, and I really didn't want to short-sell the place. If you found the right buyer, commercial real estate could go for hilarious amounts.

Stepping between the derelict animatronics, we got back to the hidden doorway. With most of the bulbs still working, the place looked less like a serial killer's den and more like a wasteland of dust.

The real prize was waiting for us between the dining area and the arcade, though. Elevated a couple of feet off the main floor, the peninsula of stage jutted out so you could see it from everywhere. Dara turned to me within seconds. “It's perfect.”

Walking closer, a single track for moving Joey Roo into the middle of the room was the only thing breaking up the black tiles. Throw in a swiveling pole and a quick remodel, and it'd be fit for any girl who wanted to work only two nights a week. It even had a massive array of stage lighting already there.

“I wonder why the old man never went the titty bar route.”

Dara turned back at me and rolled her eyes. “Do you know how much drama goes on when I'm at work? Brats and teenage employees can't be nearly as much to put up with.”

Handsy clients, the morality brigade throwing a fit non-stop, and strippers being themselves... I could see it. “I guess you talked me out of that idea.”

“It wouldn't take much to convert the place, though.” She got right up on the central platform, her sculpted legs towering over my head. “Yeah, there's enough room to go wild up here.”

She already had a pole installed in the basement at home. Laying some plywood and new tiles on the stage would get the place ready for business. And the prize counter was in a perfect spot for a bar.

But I still had one problem. “So where's the money gonna come from?”

Dara pointed at the rows of abandoned games. “It'd be neat to have an arcade in a strip club, but I guess you'd have to pick one or the other.”

“I don't know how guys would pay attention to Street Fighter or air hockey, anyway.” A few ideas did flash in my head, though. “Maybe they could trade tickets for lap dances, or fish for outfits for their favorite dancer with the claw machine.”

She knew exactly where to go with the idea. “The girls' used panties would work better. Rig the hell out of it and buy new pairs in bulk. I've sold a pair for several hundred before.”

And I was still pissed about it. “Yeah, that first pair I'd bought you when we started dating.”

“If writhing all over other guys doesn't bother you, I don't know why that's still stuck in your ass.” Dara fell into the floor, raising her bare legs before crossing them doing one of her floor poses. “I really think this stage would be great.”

“You're not gonna talk me into it. Remodeling this whole place would take at least a hundred-grand. And that's before the liquor license, having money in reserve in case there's a slow start...”

Dara reached for a thread she knew I'd never let her pull. “What did your mom's house appraise for?”

“One-forty. But then where the fuck would we stay?” That mid-fifties ranch eyesore was the only thing she'd left me other than a shitty GMC Jimmy, but it was housing I didn't have to pay monthly on. “It's not like we can afford rent in this area without roommates.” And finding roomies okay with sharing the place with a stripper? That's harder than you'd think.

Dara stopped grinning at me and looked up and across the room. “Even when I was little, I always wondered why there were mirrors up there.” She pointed at the line of them taking up the top half of the far wall.

“Maybe they to reflect some of the stage lighting.”

“No, that's what disco balls and floor mirrors are for.”

The only thing behind that wall was the kitchen and walk-in coolers. “I never got to look around too much behind the scenes. Wanna see what we could sell in the kitchen?” Commercial ovens and counters seemed like they'd turn into cash easy enough.

Dara was already over the idea. “You can look.” I knew she wanted to fantasize about being the top bitch in a dressing room for a while longer.

“Whatever.” I left her to dream about what wasn't gonna happen. Dad's abandoned legacy needed my own incompetent appraisal.

I hopped over the order counter and checked out the food prep area. Standard for any pizza place that offered a few other things. Nothing but stainless steel and state-mandated signs everywhere. You'd think people who work in food hadn't heard of washing their hands before walking in for their first shift.

The industrial dough mixer looked promising enough, but the real question was how many of the walk-in coolers were in working order. Those refrigeration pumps had to be worth a shit-ton, compared to the work it'd take to remove them.

All but one worked. Or at least, all but one that I could get open. The last door in the corner of the kitchen felt like it had been welded shut.

I gave it one more tug. It moved a little, but something else was stopping it. “Is it fucking locked from the inside?”

If it was, I couldn't think of any good reason for that to even be a thing. If I walk into an old sex dungeon or cannibal meat locker, I actually will burn this fucking place. But dad did have a small office connected to the backstage area. He might have had a key hidden away somewhere.

Running across the dining and game room, I knew Dara would get curious. “Andy, what's with the running?”

I ignored her, wanting to figure out what dad might have decided was worth locking up. The alternating panels of faded, orange laminate and corkboard of the office walls screamed 'this room was built in the late seventies, and hasn't seen a dime of updating since.'

After I had every drawer and cabinet open and torn apart, I was about to give up. The only keys I found were for the front and back entrances.

“Shit.” But I realized the cooler's handle didn't have a visible lock. I acknowledged Dara's presence in the office for the first time. “There's a locked door without a keyhole.”

She refused to sit on the years of dust coating the vinyl seats in there. “Any idea what it goes to?”

“It's to one of the coolers.” But those breakers with suite on the label jogged my memory. “Something's not adding up.”

Dara eased her barely-covered ass against the desk. “There's a row of mirrors about one story off the ground, and you've found a locked door.” She crossed her arms to cover exactly what I was staring at. “You sure there's not a second floor above the coolers?”

In terms of the layout, it made sense. “But there's no way. It's gotta be a maintenance room or where the HVAC ducts run.”

“Andy, the ducts run all through the ceiling”

Over a thousand square feet of the place was unaccounted for. But I wasn't ready to accept the idea. “There's no way dad built some hidden room into this place. It's too stupid to even think about.”

“So he rented a place?”

Come to think of it, I never knew where my dad lived. “I guess so, but this is the only place I ever saw him.” It's not like he'd left a house behind like my mom had.

“Shorty has a room in the back of the club.” Dara made sure to cover her exposed ass almost before she finished the sentence. “Not that I've ever seen it.”

“I get what you're saying.” I kept digging around until I forced the last stuck filing cabinet open. “Nothing in here but an old Journey album.”

“Tape, or CD?”

I tried not to laugh at the question. “Fucking vinyl.” And reading the cover art, I recognized a song title my mom had always revered. “Huh. Wheel in the Sky is on here.”

“Well, what about it?”

Anytime my mom was going through one of her hard spots in life, that song had brought her comfort, for a while. “The witnesses said she was blasting that song as she drove off the bridge.” It was a grim thought, but it made at least as much sense as anything else about the place. “Maybe that's the secret knock to open the door.” And fuck Dad if that turned out to be true.

Dara looked at me like I'd just smoked a full bale of weed and tried explaining, well, anything. “That's the dumbest thing I've heard in a while. You sure you didn't sneak off and get high without me?”

“You got any better ideas?”

“Not really.”

We both rushed back to the end of the kitchen. Rapping out noknoknoknok... nok nok... noknok made me feel dumber than a post.

A metallic ksh-tink rang out as I noticed the paper-thin gap between the door and the frame get wider. “Well I'll be damned, he really was that shitty.”

Dara pulled on the handle before I could reach it. “If the other secret door had all those creepy robots, I'm not sure I wanna know what's in here.”

“Then why are you opening the door?” I stepped back before it smashed me against the cinderblock wall. And sure enough, a dimly lit flight of stairs filled what should have been a freezer.

“Maybe the mirrors in the main room are one-sided.” Dara went ahead of me like entering sketchy places in skimpy outfits was her job or something. “Your dad was a strange guy, I guess.”

I raced to catch up. “Hold on, we don't even know what's up here.”

Once she was at the top of the flight, Dara ignored whatever concerns I had. “There's not even a lock on this door. I guess your dad thought nobody would figure out the trick.”

I followed her in. Between the wood paneling on the walls and shag carpet, I could tell it'd been finished about the same time as that office. After a few minutes of looking around, the truth was obvious. “He fucking lived in here.”

With the living room taking up all the space for the windows overlooking the main room, the bathroom, kitchenette, and bedroom took up the back part of the secret apartment. And seeing as how there were no windows to the outside, it felt like the business had consumed my dad's entire life.

Dara opened the kitchen cabinets to snoop around some more. “He lived a pretty basic life. Two bowls, two plates, two cups...”

“Which means he had a guest every now and then.” I turned around and examined the dated furniture. The plaid couch and wicker armchair looked like they'd fetch a bit, from the right buyer into that kind of thing.

“So, you think you were conceived up here?”

“That's fucking gross.” I tried to ignore her, failing completely. “But probably.”

Dara snuck up behind me, closing her hands on both of my shoulders. “So if there's a full apartment up here, what's to stop us from fixing up this place and going with my idea?”

Visiting her at Shorty's Cabaret was fun and all, but I lasted all of an hour every time. When you're dating one of the girls, you get pulled into all that fucking drama. “You really think I'd put up with being in strip club twenty-four-seven?”

“Six PM to two AM. It's not that bad after you know what bullshit to avoid.”

“And if we decide to have kids?”

Dara walked around me where I stood, grinning like a fool by the time she was in front. “With as much money as the club owners I've worked for haul in, you'd think that house you inherited from your mom is a tool shed.”

It got the ball rolling in my head, but I had no idea what the hell she was trying to get me into. “I'd need bartenders, a DJ, security... And shit, who's gonna manage the dancers?”

“Uh, you've got the perfect house mama right in front of you. How many girls would give me shit if they knew I was fucking the club owner?” Which sounded like a horrible idea.

In some ways, later, it would be.


Five months of total chaos passed. Dara had won the argument, and I was tempted to level-up in my shady 'career' from being a hired goon for several different guys. I'd even visited every club within a three hour driving radius to scope out the competition.

With mom's house sold weeks ago and a couple of contractors building two pole wings on either end of the old Joey Roo and the Prize Tickets stage, I was just trying to figure out how I'd get the place running as soon as possible. Our liquor license was supposedly in the mail, and all I needed was a decent staff. It wasn't like Dara and myself could run the place on our own.

Luckily, I had two great people to call in to start with. Barry Davids, a local radio personality who got canned after he'd accidentally played a joke commercial he'd made for a sports bar promising a blowjob from your waitress, assuming you could finish fifty wings. And Reed James, a struggling DJ I'd done some shady work and a few nights of drinking with, but who took his dream job far more seriously than I thought a guy could.

The fresh window tinting on the glass facing the road made both of them try an awkward look inside. Barry and Reed had a bit of a cold introduction right in front of the door, but my guys were there. If any of my contacts could have turned into cores of my team, it had to be those two. I didn't know jack and/or shit about getting a crowd going.

Pah-chunkt! One of the guys working on the stages stood up with his nail gun as the air compressor fired off behind him. “Reed, Barry! Get your asses over here!”

I hadn't seen either of them in about a year, and they were the oddest damn pair to bring together. Barry, a compact guy in his late-forties with a head full of gray hair. And Reed? Skinny as a twig with bright eyes, black hair, and blowjob lips any woman would murder to steal from him.

Barry pulled ahead a little. “When you told me you wanted to meet at Joey Roo's, I wondered what the hell was going on. This place hasn't been open for a decade.”

As they both took their seats across from me in the booth, I went ahead and let them know what was up. “Guys, I know it's sudden, but I wanna hire both of you.”

Reed perked up, but Barry never had been an easy sell. “So, by the looks of the pole on the stage, titty bar?”

“You guessed it. I can't think of any other guys I'd pick to run sound and announcements for me. Interested?”

“So,” Reed looked like the more convinced of the two already, “full-time, or just every now and then, and what's the pay?”

Shit. I hadn't thought that far ahead. “You two tell me what you need to pay the bills, and we'll see where we can reach common ground.”

Barry shook his head. “This is your first time hiring people, isn't it Andy?”

I was relieved when his face ended up with a smile. “Yeah, and I was kinda hoping you'd have some input on that. Just don't hold me face-down over a barrel here.”

He'd done a little work around strip clubs before, and was ready to show it. “Got a house mom yet?”

I tapped at my phone a couple of times. “Yep. She oughtta show up pretty soon.” Assuming my text was enough to stir Dara off her fine, lazy ass.

Reed already had gears turning in his head. “Where's the DJ booth gonna be at?”

I looked around the room, gesturing toward the back with my hand. “You two tell me. I know when I'm in over my head, and you're my go-to people for something like this.”

All three of us got up and made our way to the wall opposite of the stage. Barry's nose wrinkled as he asked, “Where's all the electronics now?”

“Hidden room, off to our left.” I pointed at the disguised door. “I know that won't work for us, though. The men working on the stage are gonna build whatever kind of booth you tell me I need.

Reed knew exactly what he'd been dreaming of for himself. “A little over waist height, U-shaped, and at least eight-foot-by-eight-foot. And power outlets on at least fifty amp dedicated breakers for each one. Lots of them.”

As a dream booth materialized in Reed's head, I turned to Barry. “I still need to hire security and bartenders, along with the rest of the girls. But if I don't have pro talkers to get the crowd going nuts, the whole operation'll fall to shit.”

Dara finally made her way from the kitchen. She had a full night at Shorty's ahead, and she was already dressed for work. Barry pulled me aside and asked, “She's your house mom?”

“We've been dating for over a year now. She knows the business like a trucker knows the interstate.”

Barry couldn't help gawking as the fit, confident blonde I'd been fucking trotted in our direction. Even the construction guys got quiet. But Reed? He was lost in his own world deciding the perfect spot for his dream booth.

“Honey Legs, this is Barry Davids, and that guy over there is Reed James. If I can talk them into it, they'll be in charge of the sound.”

I could tell she was in her work mindset already. With a hug that'd make me squirm in any other context, she did more to convince Barry than I had so far. “Bleepin' Barry, right?”

“Once upon a time.” Barry let the embrace linger a few seconds past my comfort zone. “I'm glad someone remembers me.”

Lucky for me, Dara knew how to handle it. She took a couple of steps back and smirked in my direction. “Who's the other guy again?”

“Reed.” The mention of his name got the guy's attention. “I think he's dreaming up ways to spend all my money right now.”

With a quick strut my way, Dara had a finger pointed against the center of my chest. “Sweetie, we'll all figure out how to run you broke. Get used to it.”

“I've known it for a year.” Not that she'd ever been high-maintenance, but living with a stripper does bring its own set of problems and expenses. “You off to work?”

“Yeah.” She whipped around, almost skipping in those transparent heels. “Bye guys!” Every fucking one of us couldn't help watching her ass bounce out the door.

Barry was a lot more cooperative, at least. “You're hitting that?”

“Happily.” But I was ready to get back on-topic. “You in?”

“Let's start talking pay.” Barry grinned like he knew he had the upper hand. “I know it's gonna be iffy the first several months. How about six-hundred a week starting out?”

The figure got Reed to turn in my direction and smile. “Same here. I'm cool with hammering out something else as soon as I know the place will stay open.”

I could afford it, for a while. “That's steep, and I can't guarantee it'll turn into a steady thing if I'm hemorrhaging money. How does five-hundred sound, with an extra two-hundred every week we turn a profit?” Giving them some incentive to keep the place in the black sounded better than just rolling over.

Barry held his hand out for a shake. “Sold. When do we open?”

I tried to keep myself from blushing. “You both worked around bars. Know any tenders and bouncers you trust?”


As the flooring crew wrapped up their work, we were ready for the test run. Ripping out the wild-assed carpet wasn't in my initial plan, but I knew there was no way in hell it'd survive the first month. And commercial-grade wood laminate isn't cheap.

I was down to twenty-grand, and it was time to figure out if I'd sink or swim. Calling in a big group of my friends and whoever seemed cool with getting in without a cover charge and half-priced drinks, my blood pressure rose as the place filled up. A few of the younger fellers goofed around in the arcade as the older ones gathered around the main stage.

The only snag we hadn't fixed was a strobe light in the stage rig. For whatever reason, its wires ran to a switch in the apartment. Whatever it was there for, none of us could figure it out. It even baffled Reed, and he'd turned into our electronics genius.

Either way, I stood right next to the switch and watched the seats around the main stage fill up. After spending all that money rewiring and rearranging the building, I felt like we had a decent operation going. The only thing left to figure out was whether I'd end up hiring kitchen staff or not.

Barry's announcer voice went right through the glass. “Anyone else ready to see some pole-dancing?”

A few hoots and hollers rang out from the crowd, but I expected a lot more noise.

“Ladies and mostly gentlemen, for our first performance, say hello this little lady, Lexi Lee!”

I had to roll my eyes when the unmistakable opening riff for Cherry Pie filled the air. Because of fucking course Barry went with a hair metal standard. But this was Randy Andy's popping its dance cherry.

Dara came right out, making a mad dash for the pole. Hopping on and then whipping her entire body around it, bills shot out like confetti. Her momentum slowed down as she gripped hard, gliding down as she relaxed into a pose that could make a man's testicles fizz over.

As she writhed and popped all over the floor, the crowd around the bar migrated to join everyone else. Knowing I'd break even, at best that night, I wanted everyone to know what the place was all about. And however Dara pulled herself a good ten feet above the stage on that damn pole, I knew she'd teach the rest of the girls what they had to master.

Something about the lighting program wasn't doing it for me, though. Sure, lights were going apeshit, but as the song drifted into it's most intense verse, I wanted to see more. The only thing I could do was hit the button on the wall.

But you could barely tell that the strobe light was going off. It's not like the crowd minded. Dara sped herself up hard enough that her hair was a fucking wreck.

More cash flew her way as she stopped herself halfway down the pole, leaning backwards as her legs gripped and she pointed at a heavy tipper. If anything, her cash would break the night even between the two of us.

The last set of riffs played out as Dara started picking up her money from the stage. Even if it was all ones, she'd just made at least a couple hundred in all of four minutes. But my girl was damn good at her job.

I hit the switch next to me again since the ambient lights had come on. Barry dove right into the next performance. “Talk about floating like a butterfly and stinging your heart like a motherfucker! But next up, Cinnamon!”

Dara and the redhead we'd managed to snag traded places. I was satisfied enough with how things were going. Even with a skeleton crew on hand and a selective guest list for our test run, plenty of money was changing hands. Once I started the cover charge and got the damn ATM running, I'd really start making bank.

I expected Dara to find a customer who wanted a lap dance, but she jogged across the room instead. As she disappeared into the unused kitchen area, I knew she'd show up in the apartment within seconds.

The renovations hadn't addressed all of the issues, but at least it wasn't a seventies-tastic time capsule anymore. I waited for her to open the door and wondered exactly what was so damn urgent.

Her hair still a mess and eyes wide, Dara bolted into the living area. When she walked toward me without saying a word, I started to worry.

“What's wrong?”

She couldn't have been smiling any harder. “Not a thing. That was one of the best dances of my life.”

As she handed me the locked purse all strippers carry, I felt the weight from all the bills. “If everyone blew their tip loads early, the rest of the girls are gonna be pissed.”

Dara pointed toward the stage and kept grinning. “Sara's new, but I think I taught her well enough.”

As I turned to look, more money kept littering the stage, but not at the rate it had been during the end of Dara's performance. “She's doing alright, but I think when that weird strobe light hit, you really started working it.”

She huddled close against my shoulder, a hand sliding down to my ass. “I saw it going off, but I thought it was just part of the lighting program.” Dara's other hand reached around to the front of my pants. “And I don't know why, but I got really fucking horny when it started going off.”

I knew strippers could get turned on while they were working, but Dara's weird thing about only wanting sex when I was sound asleep had always kept her tame on the job. “There's no way a strobe light did this to you. I think you just had a lot of fun out there.”

Her fingers groped around my cock through my slacks. “Like what you saw?”

“That was fucking great, but shouldn't you be finding a guy who wants a lap dance after that?” Keeping in line with what all the dancers in the area were used to, I'd get a ten-percent cut of that money. “Just don't get this handsy with the customers.”

“That's why I came up here.” Dara's hand tried crushing my dick as it finished getting hard. “I don't know if I'd be able to stop myself if I took a guy back to a booth right now.”

I pressed the back of my hand against her forehead. “You sure you're alright? I've never seen you this turned on.”

“Oh, I'm great.” Dara started a faint jerking motion through my pants. “I just really need a dick right now.”

A little celebration won't kill me. I looked down at the stage to make sure Cinnamon was still pulling in enough money to get her working another night. “The dressing room can survive without their house mama in there all the time.”

Dara already had her fingers working on my zipper. It was exceedingly rare to get my own personal stripper in the mood when she was dressed like, well, a stripper. Her job had completely dissociated itself from sex in my mind.

Hugging my ass and giving me all the warning of a sniper's bullet, Dara had my entire length in her mouth before I realized what was going on. “Jesus Christ...” My lungs deflated as my mouth rocked open.

Her tongue danced around my pole like that was her true job. The girl everyone had been fucking with their eyes moments earlier stayed enthusiastic until she accidentally choked herself.

“Easy.” I tapped Dara's cheek as she caught her breath and looked up at me. “You've still got more work tonight.”

“Not for another twenty minutes or so.” She beamed like the air-headed blonde she kinda was. “There's plenty you can do to me before that.”

That's the key distinction in what Dara wanted. I wasn't gonna do it with her. I was about to do it to her.

“Whatever the fuck's gotten into you, I like it.” She was already pulling me toward the armchair overlooking the club. As Dara pushed me into the seat, I had to ask her one thing. “Any way to get the rest of the girls this pushy?”

She was still all smiles and hormones. “That light might have had something to do with it.”

If so, why the fuck did my dad install it in a kids' pizza joint? “That's the thing. It'd explain this apartment a little too well.” Get a single mother or babysitter on the stage singing with the animatronic band, and bam, she's a sex-fiend at the press of a button.

“You think that's how you happened?” Dara was already bent over, ripping away at my belt. “Because it fucking works.”

Mom had been a babysitter to float herself by after high school. A sack full of tokens from the owner for whatever kid she'd been watching after closing time, and... It turned my stomach to even think about it past that.

Dara was more than ready to take my mind off it, though. Like her trademark denim cut-offs were on fire, she had them on the floor as I finished kicking off my own pants. We didn't bother with anything else on either of us.

With my cock sticking out of my boxers, I gripped the oversized chair's arms in preparation. Dara crammed herself in my lap, that smoldering cunt's opening consuming my tip.

As I felt her teeth clamp down on my lower lip, Dara plummeted until I was buried in her. I whipped an open hand against her ass to get the juices flowing even more than they already were.

Through the thump of some rap song over in the club, Dara reveled in the chaos of it all. “And to think, I'm not even charging you for this one. Club owners get all the perks.”

Her thighs and hips writhed in my lap as she started taking my dick to town. The mess of blonde hair and the studs on that leather getup she wore over her bra pushed against me as she started bouncing. I recognized it. She was copying that first lap dance I ever paid her for.

I settled in, the fond memory getting blown away by the feeling of myself inside of her this time. The hard pop of her waist as she orbited a central point in my lap ground every part of her cunt into my shaft.

Everything about my girl was meant to drive a man crazy enough to throw away his paycheck. All in the desperate hope that they'd get a taste of what I was getting. Her excited moans overcame the music and filled the living room.

The sudden jolt of her ass forward almost scrambled my brain like an old cable porno channel. Christ Almighty! I wouldn't have been the first guy she'd gotten to come like that. The difference was, I would have made a mess in her instead of my trousers.

The song kept pounding through the air as forced myself to hang on. Even though I'd wanted to fuck her into a stammering mess, Dara had gotten the upper hand on me. And Barry knew to start the night with longer songs to get the lap dance money flowing before the customers got too drunk.

“You think I should get a tip for all this?” Dara backed her face away from mine and grinned.

Another hard crash of herself took the breath out of me right as I was about to answer. Fuckin' hell!

“Well,” she cocked her head against a shoulder, “do I?”

“You went and got more than just the fucking tip here.” But if I had the money on hand and she was just some random stripper in a VIP room? She'd have just fucked herself into having the cash for a nice vacation.

Dara knew the song was on its last verse. Either that, or her body was enjoying this as much as mine was. “You know, I think I'm about to come.” But I knew thinking was beyond her ability ever since the light had worked its magic.

My fingers scratched against the Egyptian cotton of the chair's arms. She'd get her way with me, but the next song was mine.

A sudden pulse in her walls signaled the end for her. Her entire body heaved forth against mine as her thighs trembled. “Gonna fucking come!”

I pressed both hands against her bare ass, forcing myself deep into her body. The twitches her pussy did way up in there when Dara came were something you'd have to experience yourself to believe. Not that your ass will.

All of her hair buried my face until I could barely breath. As the last beats of the song rattled through our bodies, Dara quaked one more time and let out an inhuman shriek.

That's new. Even when I used to try getting her to squirt, she never climaxed that hard. “You gonna make it?”

Her body had done a hostile takeover of her mind. Dara tried to get out a coherent sentence, failing to even get the first syllable right. The poor girl had shot herself into orbit.

Maybe it was time to get a space one tier up from the VIP room somewhere in my club. As thoughts of getting customers to spend hundreds a night began creeping into my head, Dara started to regain her sanity.

“Did I do good?” Her voice was still shaky, but at least you could understand her. “It's kinda what I wanted to do when we first met.”

“Do that with a customer, and I will burn this fucking place to the ground.” I was still pleased with what I got, though. “But seriously, that was something else.”

Dara brushed her cheek against mine before she started getting up. As my dick rocked back and forth, she pointed at what had been serving as our dining table, nestled right up against one side of the row of one-way mirrors. “Come on, I can't leave you with blue balls all night. You might start fucking one of the other dancers.”

I stood up and followed right after her. Stripping my socks and shirt as I tried to walk, I was down to nothing but my boxers by the time she was spread wide at the edge of the table.

This wasn't the first time I'd fucked her in about half of that outfit, seeing as how she'd come home at three AM dripping wet and ready to go all the time. But something about those transparent platform heels digging into my back did it for me. It probably was knowing I was getting what other men could only fantasize about with their money.

The fresh wax job around her cunt beckoned me to keep walking. When her legs split like a pea, I knew Dara wanted me to use her like a cheap, back-alley whore.

Barry finally shut his trap and spun up Marilyn Manson's cover of Tainted Love for another one of the girls. Seconds after the music hit, I was ready to fucking go.

I took hold of both thighs like they were the gates to Valhalla. Not that they could have spread any farther, but this was the kind of entry you had to prepare mind and soul for.

Dara scooted herself closer, right on the verge of her ass falling to the floor. “I got a song, so now you get one. Hurry the hell up. I've gotta hit the dressing room.”

The great thing about dating a professional cock-tease is, you get to savor all the goods and help her work through the pent up frustration. I jabbed my tip against her opening. With one steady stroke of my hips, I was back in the land of overflowing milk and honey.

Every toned muscle in Dara's thighs reacted like it was nature's bidding. Smiling like a demon the entire time, she pulled me in and made sure I was stuck.

I couldn't help blowing off a little steam. “Whatever the fuck's gotten into you, don't get rid of it.” Both of my hands drifted up to her bra, cupping the naturally plentiful goods within.

Whatever spectacle people were cheering about down below, I couldn't bother giving a damn about it. Dara's walls were slick as ice and hotter than a summer parking lot. Even on her back, she managed to give me the ride of my life.

She nodded a little, telling me exactly what she wanted without saying a word. My hands drifted up to her shoulders, keeping Dara trapped against the table as her hips writhed around my staff.

“You think you'll come by the end of this song?”

I knew she was in a hurry, but there was no way in hell I was letting her get away without busting my nut. Even if I had to tackle her on the stage later and give everyone a show, she was gonna finish what she'd started.

She stopped rolling her eyes back and moaning. With a hard clamp of her legs against my back, Dara exploded all at once. “Come the fuck on! I want those guys out there to know I just got fucked hard.”

Dara knew how to get a guy pissed at her. I started plugging her fast and deep, doing everything I could to wipe that smile away.

“You're not gonna do it. Just pull out and jerk off, already.”

I wrapped a hand around both of her wrists and then gave her a quick swat on the cheek. The plastic of her heels dented the small of my back. Fight-sex was kinda our thing.

My cock slammed in hard enough to jar something lose in her. Drawing back, I almost pulled out like she said. But right when Dara had enough of a break to draw a breath, I forced her to let it back out in a scream. If we could hear the music that clearly, for sure someone down there was listening to us go at it.

Her waist started going nuts right along with me. The real question was, who was fucking who here?

Like we were racing each other to the finish line, both of our bodies let loose with all we had. Using each other like disposable toys, one of us was gonna give out, sooner rather than later.

I started crashing myself harder and faster into Dara's cunt. Feeling the tension in her wrists, I knew we were right on track for a photo finish. With a hard grip on her hair, I had her voice rising a couple of octaves.

It sent Dara careening over the edge. With one train car of tremors following another off that cliff, she'd been reduced to a bawling, shivering mess.

Seeing her like that did it for me, every single time. My load flooded into the chamber, going off as I felt the bottom edge of her pussy slide against my dick. Tensing my legs to force myself as deep inside as I could, I knew we'd be damn good at that 'having kids' thing someday.

The closing seconds of the song echoed out as I filled her to the brim. Dara's walls squeezed as I forced out the last few bursts. For a body that seemed made to tempt men, it knew what its real purpose was beyond that.

My tank finally hit empty. Falling onto her breasts, I had to give myself a moment.

Not that Dara cared. As violent as we'd get during sex, we always took care of each other afterward. “You gonna make it, Andy?”

I pulled a searing breath into my chest. “Someday, no.”

Her legs still had me clamped tight as I let go of her wrists and hair. Dara knew every second I was trapped inside would make pulling out that much more of an overload. “It's too bad you don't want kids yet. Because that's how you make a baby.”

I had to wonder how much more money we'd make by filming this shit and projecting it behind Dara when she was on stage. The miracles she could work on a pole weren't false advertising. It's just that certain parts of her body weren't for rent.

Feeling my knees rattle as I backed out of her, I slipped free of those heels that had almost broken my skin. The white dot that flooded her entrance stretched into a line of white. As the first drop hit the carpet, I couldn't help admiring the tip she'd earned from me.


I'd just finished cleaning myself up in the bathroom. Dara was next on stage again, and I wondered if she could really get herself ready in just a few minutes. But when Barry's announcement faded into the original recording of Black Betty, I knew her 'claimed' song among the town's dancers was about to drive everyone insane.

The only thing she'd bothered fixing were her hair and makeup. As the guys in the front row went ballistic, it wasn't hard to tell she'd just been ridden hard and put up dripping wet.

But it didn't slow her down one iota. By the end of the performance, half the guys in the crowd were almost fighting each other lining up for her second lap dance of the night.

Luckily for me, she'd gotten what the light had sent her after.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BIM-BOAT

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

“What's your point?”

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

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

I stared into the vial again.

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

“Great, right?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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