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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’re to reflect 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 down. 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 breaker labeled ‘Suite’ 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 batenders, 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 afteward. “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.


MY CLUB, MY HAREM 2 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Headlining the weekend, probably.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What have you heard about us?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If you say so, boss.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I already am. Heavily.”

“It's not any of your damn business.”

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

“Fuck you, Andy.”

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

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

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

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

“I hope he fucking does.”

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

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

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

“Giant pussy.”

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

“Fuck you!”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Done any dances tonight?”

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

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

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

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

“So it won't count against me?”

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

“You don't have to do that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks, Andy.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That sounds fun too.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Yeah. See you tomorrow.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Greasy spic-lover.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sir, step aside and...”

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

“Why wouldn't we?”

“You're joking.”

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

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

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

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

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

Believe it or not, this guy would end up saving my ass in the near future.
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A few weeks after the incidents with Wes and The Shameless Threesome, the numbers were starting to add up for the club. We were running in the black now, but I still had some money missing. That's why I was lecturing one of the bartenders, Martin, on the finer points my previous coworkers' talents before opening time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You ain't got the balls on yew...”

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

“Fuckin' coward!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They hit like a truck.”

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

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

“Will do, boss.”


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it wasn’t a visit for his own amusement. Even from the apartment, I saw the worry on his face. 
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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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I turned my car off in the parking lot of Ted Albert’s church. Almost all of the club’s employees, girls and general staff, had agreed to swing a night in the soup kitchen and homeless shelter. Shuttering the club for a night to do some good didn’t feel like a good idea, though. Not because I was losing money, but because of the obvious answers I felt Reverend Ted owed me.

Dara opened the passenger-side door. “Andy, you coming?”

My keys brushed against the top of my thigh, snapping me out of the thousand-mile stare at the dusk colors I had going on. “Yeah.”

“You’ve been kinda weird for the past few weeks. Something’s chewing your ass.” She gave me a quick jab on the arm and lightened her tone. “It’s because you’re crushing on Sylvia and I won’t let you touch her, isn’t it?”

She didn’t know the first damn bit of it, or that I’d already plowed Sylvia like a field a dozen times behind her back. “It’s nothing to worry about. Just a funk.”

My real father, Ted, stepped out of the side-door closest to us. He waved for us to come on in like nothing had changed. I’d been avoiding him every time he showed up at the club since learning the truth, though.

Dara got out and shut the door behind her. Trotting over in one of her few non-stripper outfits, ass hugging jeans and a heavy, orange sweater, she wrapped both arms around my real dad like always.

I didn’t know if I’d throw a punch, brush him off, or pass myself off like nothing was up. Still, I had to get out of the damn car at some point.

My ‘father,’ or Dara’s actual dad, always had a saying that suddenly made a lot of sense to me. ‘We are but farts in a thunderstorm, wafted around on winds we can’t understand.’It kinda explained his obsession with Wheel in the Sky, having the same message behind it and all. But I wouldn’t catch the real basis of his carefree attitude until later.

The only thing I knew for sure was, I wanted some answers I was due years ago. I put on the best imitation of a straight face I could. “Go on in. I’ve gotta ask Ted something.”

Dara laid both arms over the roof of my car and leaned in through the window I hadn’t rolled up yet. Even in a baggy sweater, the outline of her tits put me back in my normal place. “Alright, but don’t take too long. You know half the girls’ll spend all night smoking out here if they don’t know what’s up.”

“Sure.” I finally slipped the keys out to the ignition and into my pocket. “Go on in.”

Even with everything on my mind and the five other girls I’d been slamming, something about Dara’s ass did things to me. Especially on the rare occasions she paired high heels with jeans.

But I suffered from the strip club owner’s dilemma: How can you be true to one woman, without being false to all the others? It’s not like I wanted all of them. Just the ones I couldn’t keep my hands off and prick out of. But as the three men who spawned myself, Sylvia, and Dara one fateful night could tell you, that’s the ultimate downfall of too many guys.

If I was gonna be like our fathers, I at least needed clarity. Stepping out of the car and waving Ted over, I leaned against my door until he got close.

He was polite and unassuming as always. “Is something wrong, Andrew?”

Plenty. “It’s nothing I have to figure out in one night,” an instant of hesitation tripped me up, “but I know my father’s still alive.”

“That girl who interrupted our last talk told you the truth, then.” As telling as happy tears, the regretful smile on his face spoke to years of anguish. “I thought she looked too much like her mother.”

I figured the bounce of new headlights entering the lot was just another one of my people showing up. “You’ve gone out of your way to watch over me, finally,” I almost thought that last word was too cruel, “so it’s not like I can hate you for it.”

“You can think it’s wrong if you want, but we had reasons for keeping the truth from you and Dara.”

Mom’s suicide right after she learned I was getting serious with Dara chapped my ass anew right then and there, though. “Any explanation for why Wheel in the Sky keeps popping up in all this?”

“All three of you were conceived to that song, but as best friends, we all agreed it was our theme. You can probably guess that I didn’t plan on preaching at that point.” Ted eyed the couple of guys getting out of the car. “No...”

Frank’s big pickup pulled in about the time I recognized who they were. Mick and Wes, our white supremacist pests from earlier, probably thought the club’s security wouldn’t be a problem at the church.

“Get inside and lock the—” Mick reaching for his waist put my spine on dry ice. “Fuck, get down.”

I scrambled with Ted to the other side of my car. One of my regular dancers ducked behind her own vehicle, crouching like she expected an execution. All I could do was stand there, hoping they were only there to to show their asses.

I was damn glad Frank had my back, though. As he marched over, Mick and Wes stopped in their tracks. Then my star bouncer’s monster-truck-announcer voice split the air like an ax. “I already told both of ya! I’m not gonna shoot the next time you two show your asses. I’ll put a foot so far up em’, you’ll taste my damn boot!”

The funny thing about people proud of coming from a race they think is superior to all others is, their family trees look more like a telephone pole than anything with branches. Mick and Wes weren’t about to prove me wrong here.

As much as I felt like I owed Ted a broken jaw, the instant Wes drew that pistol, I ducked along with him. “Stay the hell down. It’d piss me off too much if you die before I get my answers.”

Frank had his Glock out just as fast. “Drop it! I will put a new hole in your head if you so much as look my way!”

Mick already knew he was in over his head. Backing off like he didn’t even know Wes, he was like a dog tucking his tail between his legs so hard, it’d split him in half. Or so I thought.

One last warning from Frank boomed across the parking lot. “You really wanna die wearing a tank-top, motherfucker?”

The k-tink of a slug hitting sheet metal met my ears first.

Jesus fuck!

And I’d left my revolver in the usual drawer of my desk.

The shock of more gunshots had me ducking and covering alongside Reverend Ted. A few more pops later, another sound told me it was all over. As if someone had dropped lifeless pounds of meat on the pavement.

I put my chest on the ground to have a look.

“Oh…” My heart felt like it had skipped a beat or seven. “Shit!”

Wes wasn’t just dead. Apparently Frank liked hollow-points too.

My hired savior’s voice boomed out again, but I wasn’t sure who Frank was barking orders at. “You! Call the fuckin’ cops!”

I watched him put a new clip in his gun and then check for a pulse he knew wouldn’t be there. Frank knew the drill. Which is why former military police make the best bouncers.

At that point, Ted was the least of my worries. “Frank! You alright?”

“Yeah. Just shook up.” And understandably so.

The bravery to poke my head out finally hit me, but you don’t get Doofus without Dingus. “Where’s that other moron?”

By that point, a good third of my staff was pouring out of the church. A choice scream of ‘WHAT THE FUCK!?’ made it all too real.

Summoning the nerve to make my location clear to everyone, I shouted, “Get your asses as far away from here as you can!” I’m no hero, but I wasn’t about to let this get any worse than it already was. “Now!”

Ted pulled me out of the adrenaline pipeline with a tug at my sleeve. “We’ve dealt with these men before.” The hard edge of worry on his face made my heart skip even more beats. “He’s gonna kill everyone he thinks isn’t of his own type.”

And when you’re dealing with Aryan Brotherhood shits like Mick, that means everyone who disagrees with them. Especially if they think they’re about to get martyred for the sake of upholding… stuff they’re proud about, even if they claim it only by accident of birth.

“You’ve gotta be shitting me, Dad.” I held my stare in his eyes until I felt that mutual click between us. “Where’s the closest way into the church?”

“The side door Dara just went in.”

I scanned the throng of people spilling out of the place. No Dara, and no Mick. “Keep your fuckin’ head down and take care of everyone out here. Got it?”

My dad started to nod before a muted gunshot from inside made him stop.

I didn’t have a gun on me, but it wasn’t the time for acting rationally. “Call the police, and make sure you mention ‘convicted felon, active church shooting, and a man down.’” If those words wouldn’t get a convoy headed our way, nothing would.

Ted had one last bit of advice. “Right past that door, the main power cut-off’s to your left.”

With no idea what I was about to charge into or who I was about to see dead in front of me, I knew it was time to do what I could, no matter the consequences. “Frank!”

He knew what was up, and a guy that big shouldn’t have been able to move that fast. He was right next to me before I cleared the concrete steps to the church’s side entry. “How many people are still in there?”

Aside from Mick and Dara, I had no idea. “Enough that it matters.” Another shot rang out from inside as I opened the door, followed by an agonizing scream I couldn’t make out the gender of. “I’ll cut the lights. Whatever it takes, we’ve gotta drop the bastard.”

The distant whine of a siren didn’t reassure me at all. Seconds meant lives.

Right before we crossed the threshold of the entrance, Frank told me somewhere between a whisper and a growl, “Boss, you’re not even armed. Let me take care of it.”

“To hell with it. I’ve got my own reasons for going in.”

As much as I could tell Frank didn’t like it, he knew why I wasn’t turning back. “I’ll do what I can, but I can’t promise anything.”

Almost ripping the panel off the breaker box, I slapped blindly at the power shut-off. The instant the church went dark, I knew it was time to get shit done or die trying. “I know. Watch the main hallway.”

The wimpy fire extinguisher just to the right of the breakers was all I had at my disposal. It was better than nothing. Barely.

I risked ten feet of the hall until I had a branch to my right. Halfway down that corridor, I heard another shot about twelve feet below me, and then another round of screams. We weren’t even on the right fucking floor.

“Frank! Downstairs!” I knew it told Mick he wasn’t going unopposed anymore, but it’s not like he was showing mercy anyway.

“Gotcha!” Heavy steps descended at the other end of the hall. It had to be Frank diving right into the chaos.

I felt my way through the darkness until I knew I had to be at the front of the building. Feeling my way with a single hand and foot, I knew I was at the top of the staircase Mick had taken down.

After pulling the pin like a grenade, the fire extinguisher was ready to go. Whether I’d blind the shit-head or club him with it, I didn’t care. It was a damn sight better than the shitty pocketknife I had in my pants.

Hitting the first landing of the staircase, the smell of gunpowder and blood made me dry-heave. I rounded the barrier wall and peeked around the corner. The red exit signs gave off just enough light for me to see a couple of bodies slumped in the middle of the hallway.

FUCK! The metallic reek filled my mouth with heat and a flavor that was about the same.

Then I heard a familiar voice among a few others at the far end of the hallway. It was Dara’s, barely making it through the sobs of kids, to the point I couldn’t make out her words.

A silhouette darted from the left side as I made out Frank aiming in my direction. Before I could even hit the floor, the sound of two different guns reverberated down the hallway.

Kids screamed from roughly where I’d heard Dara’s voice.

But the closer footsteps kept marching on. Mick was still on his feet.

As much as I wanted to scream for Frank, I knew better. My right hand gripped the trigger for the extinguisher as the other squeezed against the hose. The pressurized contents wouldn’t kill Mick, but it might give me a second or two of a fighting chance.

I blasted plumes every couple of steps as I ran toward the motherfucker. The shots rang my ears as I felt the pressure from something cutting the air within inches of my head.

Every blind step forward felt like a death-sentence. But you know what? Sometimes a guy’s gotta grow a pair even a gun can’t surrogate for him.

Frank’s voice cried out, “Jesus fuck! I’m shot!”

I put all my weight against the mass of flesh I’d just collided with. The sound of metal sliding against the fire extinguisher sounded enough like the barrel of a gun. I brought my arms down as hard as I could.

Normally, that first k-thunch would have stopped me. But when you’re fighting for your life, you don’t care about shit like that. I didn’t snap out of the rage until Frank pulled me away, his own blood spreading through the back of my shirt. Whether that maroon smear on my arm came from Frank himself or the pulp I’d crushed Mick’s head into with the fat end of that fire extinguisher, I never did find out.

With everything else that would happen later that night, that had to be for the better. I’d never been in a police department’s interview room until then. As just a witness, despite the solid kill I had to my name, there was no point in getting a lawyer involved. But Ted and Dara demanded to stay by my side the whole time.


Mustached and sporting a proud salt’n’pepper badge of age in his hair, the detective handed me his card. “You’re free to go, even though I’m sure we’ll have more questions in the coming days. I wouldn’t advise anyone do what you did, but you definitely saved lives tonight.”

Aside from Mick and Wes, two of the homeless guys Ted always helped didn’t make it out alive, either. The last I’d heard about Frank, he was still in surgery, but the doctor I talked to didn’t see a reason he wouldn’t make a full recovery. He was lucky the bullet lodged in one of those hulking biceps.

The rest of my staff had already blown up my phone, waiting on news of Frank’s surgery. Apparently, almost everyone had gathered at the club. At least when it comes to titty-bars that treat their people well, it becomes a surrogate family for them.

I knew the hospital wouldn’t tell me anything until he was sewn up, so I knew it was time to take care of everyone else. I scooted the metal chair back and shook the detective’s hand. Looking over at Dara, I said, “C’mon, I need to wash all this damn blood off me.”


All three of us kept quiet until we were a couple blocks away from the department. Dara had brought my car along with Ted in tow. Finally, ‘dad’ broke the ice.

“I can’t think of a better time to let the truth out, because nothing will be the same after this.” I almost snapped my neck looking back at him. “Dara, did you know I’m Andrew’s real father?”

She almost laughed it off. “I don’t think this is the time to lighten the mood.”

Might as well get it over with. “He’s not joking.” But I couldn’t tell her who her real father was, just yet. She’d already been through enough hell that night.

But Ted didn’t see it that way. “And the man Andrew thought was his father, is actually your own.”

Her fingers almost crushed the steering wheel. “No.” She never really knew who her dad was, but that cruel possibility was too much for her to process. “I wish you’d quit joking around, right now.”

I kept my mouth shut and looked out the passenger-side window.

Dara took the silence the way I didn’t want her to. “He is messing with us, right?”

I wanted to start talking, but I couldn’t. Why now, old man?

“He’s been quiet around both of us for the past several weeks. Now we both know why. Andrew told me what he’d found out, right before the shooting.”

“Andy!” Dara hit the gas, releasing pressure the only way she could. “Tell me he’s lying.”

I rolled my head around until I locked eyes with her. If it weren’t a straight, empty stretch of boulevard, I’d have grabbed the wheel myself. “Believe it or not, Sylvia knew all about this stuff. That’s who I heard it from.”

“So your dad, was actually my dad...”

In any other context, it’d have sounded like a sick joke. “Hey, we’re not brother and sister, so we’ve got that going for us here.”

“I won’t believe it until we all get tested.”

“And,” I tried putting a little oxygen back in the car, “your old boss is Sylvia’s dad. There’s a reason we were all born in the same month, in the same year. Apparently, all three of our dads got a little too wild with Shorty’s dancers one night.”

“So your mom...” I could tell Dara was connecting dots in her head. “That’s why she did what she did.”

I knew she was talking about the suicide. “Yeah, that’s the best I can figure.”

That’s when Ted spilled an answer I didn’t know I was ready for. “Emily knew Andrew would end up with either you, or Molly.” Sylvia’s real first name, Short being her true last. And now you know why Shorty’s has his nickname, despite the guy’s average height.

I did have to know one thing, though. “So why fake who was fathered by who?”

“Joe and I agreed to it as soon as we learned I’d have a son, and he’d have a daughter. He was afraid a girl wouldn’t carry on his business, in some manner.”

“He got his wish, I guess, but not in the way he imagined.” If she hadn’t talked me into it, Randy Andy’s wouldn’t be a thing to begin with. “And what did you do before you became a priest?”

As I looked back at my dad, his face drew up in shame. “Would you believe I was a coke dealer back then?”

“At this point, yeah, I would.” It explained why he was best buds with a strip-club owner and a sleazy arcade owner back then. “But why start preaching after all that?”

The disgrace melted away, a little. “When you live like I used to, ruining lives and lying just to get through every day, it breaks a man down. I looked in the mirror one morning and told myself I’d fix at least as much damage as I’d caused.”

Reminding the shepherd that he just indirectly got two members of his flock killed wouldn’t help. “As much of a head-fuck this whole situation is, at least now we know the truth.” I turned my attention back to Dara. “Right?”

Her eyes had turned to glass, like my question had been lost among the road noise. “Say what?”

I knew she was still in that denial phase, lost in her own head. “Just worry about driving.”

The entire situation was more fucked than a cheap whore at a bachelor party. Still, I had an employee on an operating table to worry about, and several others who were probably in the throes of developing PTSD. It was time to act like a fucking leader for once.


The minute we walked in the door, all heads turned our way. Packed with every dancer and regular staff member, as well as several unfamiliar faces, the whole place felt like it was open for business. But there was nobody on stage, and the silence was dense enough to stop a train.

I was tired of it before the door closed behind me. “Frank’s still in surgery, but the doctor told me he’s gonna make a full-recovery. He just got winged in the arm.”

About four dozen people started cheering in unison. Out of all of them, Shorty and Sylvia were the only ones who started moving our way.

The flash of movement shot from my peripheral vision. I don’t know if you’ve ever seen a Presbyterian minister and a strip-club owner hug like long-lost pals, but those two damn near knocked each other out with that embrace.

Sylvia coursed her way up to myself and Dara. “So, everyone knows the truth now?”

When I looked over, Dara was still taking it all in. Whatever she’d have to process, the girl just needed time to do exactly that. “I guess. Getting used to it’s been fucking my life up for weeks, though.”

Manicured fingers pulled at the top of my sleeve. You know, the one with Mick’s blood and gray matter all over it. “You two come with me. Everyone knows what they’ve been waiting to hear. Both of you look worse than a dried turd on a bad stretch of road.”


I waited on the couch after washing up and changing into fresh clothes. Sylvia used the secret knock, which I hadn’t told her about. I knew it was her way of proving the crazy story’s truth.

Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, everyone mingled among themselves. Strippers, hourly employees, and church-folk alike. Honestly, that scene confirmed our mutual humanity more than every feel-good video on the internet.

Like they were trying to sneak up on me, the bedroom door opened with hardly a sound. Sylvia broke the silence right behind me. “Andy, I’ve got some bad news.”

Any other time, it’d have sent me into a ‘fuck, is she pregnant?’ kind of scare. But after the night I’d had, I knew jokes were out of bounds. “What is it?”

Dara’s voice put me at ease, until it didn’t anymore. “You might as well return that ring you bought.”

I’m gonna kill that bitch! After whipping my head around, I stared bullets at Sylvia. “What the hell did you just tell her?”

“The truth.” She was way too relaxed, though. “All of it.”

Processing yet another emotional nuke as the mushroom cloud kept growing, I was ready to stand up and put the whole damn living room set through the windows. I’m not one for hitting women, but I was itching to backhand the hell out of a certain porn star’s cheek.

I tensed up with every step they took around opposite sides of the couch.

Before I could figure it all out, Dara rushed over and leaned her forehead against my shoulder. “Fate...”

“Excuse me?”

Sylvia had her phone up, the screen facing me as I tried killing her with a stare again. The flashing pattern on her screen was too damn familiar.

At least I didn’t have to fear Dara putting a knife between my ribs. “You knew this whole time, didn’t ya?”

“Dad sent me over to find out how much you two had figured out. He hadn’t even dreamed you’d find the lighting program that led to all three of us this fast.”

Something hadn’t clicked in my head, though. “So who pushed Dara into stripping, and what brought us together to begin with?”

Sylvia grinned like I was the most ignorant fool gracing the planet. “That light doesn’t just change someone’s behavior. It seems a little of the programming goes into the kids of any woman hit by it.”

The implications of that sank my guts to the floor. Starry, Cali, Dallas, and Ember had been reprogrammed by it too. I knew it was time to rip the damn thing out.

I felt my prick come to life as Dara ran her fingers down my side and pushed her face into my neck. The threesome I’d been dreaming of lately wasn’t my top priority, though. “I wish someone would have told me this shit before I went and used it on innocent people.”

“But if you don’t know the full implications, doesn’t that leave the unintended consequences on you?”

In my mind, it did. “So, what’s gonna happen, outside of what I’ve already seen?”

“You know.” Sylvia dropped the faux-fur jacket from her shoulders, somehow avoiding modesty, even in that gray turtleneck. “Every woman you’ve clobbered with that light will always come crawling back to you, and their children will feel drawn to where it all started for their mothers.”

Dara muttering ‘Fate...’ suddenly made sense. It also explained how Sylvia made her way back home, before the end of her prime. And why I wound up striking it off with Dara, in the same room where this whole fucking mess started.

That didn’t mean I had to like it. Even if I had to accept it.

“As soon as everyone’s outta here, I’m taking that damn thing down. It’s too dangerous.”

Sylvia wasn’t as bothered by it all as I was, but then again, she hadn’t just bludgeon a man to death with a fire extinguisher. “I wouldn’t destroy it. You could still use it for good.”

“As in?”

“I strip, and I used to do porn. Trust me, too many people in both are walking trainwrecks. You could always use it as a last resort option for girls who are about to self-destruct.”

Would it be skeevy if I did keep the light on hand for that exact reason, and nothing else? That seemed more like a job for mental health professionals. Assuming the mental health system wasn’t just a sick joke in this country.

“I’ll do it, but there’s no way I’m letting anyone else know how to use it.”

“Whoever rigged it up to work with your phone sure does.”

I trusted Reed not to fuck around with what he had no business using, but then again, the guy didn’t even know what the thing did. The whole rig was either going in my office, or the hidden suite.

Until my phone blasted with another call from the doctors, I spent the next couple of hours trying to keep Dara’s pants on. As soon as everyone got word that Frank had made it just fine, outside of an arm sling for a couple of months, the place cleared like the cops had shown up.


I had the lighting rig unhooked from the electrical system, and a few turns of one bolt left. If the damn thing fell and busted on the floor, I didn’t care. My right arm was still numb from forgetting to flip off its breaker.

About the size of a shoe box and cased in metal that had to be bulletproof, I struggled to get the thing down the ladder without killing myself in the process. But now it was down, unable to hijack anymore lives. Shorty still had to answer for why he’d given it to my ‘dad,’ to put in a kiddie pizza place, though.

“There.” I sat the damn thing on the third rung of the ladder. “Now, any idea why Shorty gave it to Joe?”

Sylvia had been busy giving Dara someone to rub all over in the nearest booth while I did all the real work. “Probably because he knew you’d end up finding a use for it. Our fathers always made sure we were taken care of, even if they did it all behind the scenes.”

The little league teams I’d been in as a kid always got a sponsorship from Shorty’s, under a different name, of course. And that was just the most obvious case. Any time my mom was short on cash, she happened on what she needed, somehow.

Midnight was closing in, but after the past several hours, none of us were feeling settled. I figured I’d leave the bastard light sitting there until the next day.

“Alright, it’s down.” I sat my socket wrench down on the same rung. That’s when I saw the piece of paper taped under the mounting bracket.

Sylvia caught me pulling it free. “My dad said Joe left a message on that thing. I was wondering about that.”

“Anything else I need to know?” The tape crumbled off the page as I unfolded it. Since he was never one to use a computer, it didn’t shock me that Joe’s message was handwritten.

The blue ink had faded about as much as the paper had yellowed, but the cursive was legible enough.

Andrew, Dara, or Molly,

If you haven’t found the whole truth yet, bring this letter to Jason Short or Ted Alberts. Either of these men will explain your pasts. In case all three of us have passed, I’ve placed another message behind the door only a journey can open. Between the bookcase and the bedroom door.

Joe

It told enough for any of us to get it, assuming we’d found the other clues, but not so much that some bumbling jackass would figure it out.  And Joe never was one to talk much about his own past, even when I did still believe he was my father. It explained the distance he always kept, at least.

Folding the letter back into its original thirds, I sat it on top of the fateful light effect. “The only new thing is that he hid a note under the carpet. You know anything it’ll tell me that I don’t know yet?

Sylvia let Dara latch right onto her neck, just below her jaw. “Not that I know of, but your girlfriend’s getting out of hand.”

Dara was on the verge of moaning as she kept up the sexual assault. The right parts of my woman’s body were already flushing red, from her cheeks, right down to the backs of her hands.

“Fuck it. She’s gotten her head between the legs of every other girl I’ve hit with this fucking light. And I know you aren’t shy about getting with other chicks.”

“She already knows what we’ve been doing.” Sylvia bent her head back as Dara pushed even harder, and then opened her eyes again to stare right at me. “You can guess what we were doing in the bedroom earlier.”

Yeah, you two got right down to business, lickety-split. “Dara hated the idea of getting with other girls until the light got her. I kinda figured you two were doing something behind my back.”

“Just tonight.” Sylvia cradled the back of Dara’s head, pushing my girlfriend’s desperate face deeper into her neck. “She was pissed when I first told her about it, though.” Watching them right there and then, you wouldn’t know it.

Something made me pick the light up by the mounting arm. “Well, we doing this thing or not?”

Sylvia already had her answer packed and ready to shoot. “I didn’t think it’d take you this long to figure it out. We’ve been hinting at it since everyone else left.”

“I fucking noticed.” Taking down the curse that drew us together was more important, though. “Between bullets, dad-drama, and taking care of my people, it needed to wait its turn.”

The look in her face told me Sylvia got it loud and clear. “Your guy rewired it to plug into a wall socket. Why don’t you bring it upstairs with us?”

Reed had to do it that way, if only to get a smart plug to connect to my phone. “You’re really okay with losing control of yourself to it?”

“I just asked for it, didn’t I?” She gave a me a quick smirk and turned her attention to Dara.

Hauling the rig by its mounting arm, I started off toward the secret door in the kitchen. “You two coming, or not?”

They got up with hands all over each other to do exactly that, in more ways than one.


I sat the light on the dresser facing the bed. Chucking away the smart plug and jamming the prongs in the socket, all I needed to do was flip a switch. With a hard click, the whole room strobed in that chaotic pattern.

Even in the bursts of light, Dara’s eyes begged for our attention. The blinding desperation in her face ramped harder with every cycle of the blinking.

Sylvia already had her attention. As she grabbed Dara’s arm and tugged her toward the bed with one hand, the other lifted her ribbed turtleneck. Somehow the flashing light brought the tone in Dara’s skin out even more.

Dara had both of her tits cupped in Sylvia’s hands as her top fluttered to the carpet. As my personal blonde let my side-brunette take the top position, their bodies wrapped together while their faces met. A carnal atmosphere already filled the room.

Trusting them to know what they wanted, I walked over to the mattress. Taking position above and behind, I grabbed Dara’s wrists and pinned them to the edge of the bed. She didn’t fight back, compliant and waiting for us to cash the check for her body that the light had written.

I heard a clip open as her bra flared out. Watching her lean abdomen writhe in place and Sylvia sink a bit lower on her body, I couldn’t help admiring how fit both girls kept themselves.

Dara opened her eyes and stared up at me. Without saying it, everything about her asked, ‘Is this what you wanted?’

Giving her a quick nod, I squeezed her wrists even harder. It’s a good thing I did, because Sylvia’s work getting Dara’s jeans opened tensed my girlfriend’s entire body. It’s not like all that time in the gym left Dara weak.

Her pulse throbbed against my palms. She attempted to twist in place, letting me know our ‘friend’ had already got to work on the right areas. The slight part of her lips and that little flash of her front teeth happened about the time her eyes closed again.

Dara’s fingers tried gripping onto something until I let go and then locked our hands together. Her knuckles squeezed frantically around my own as Sylvia got to work on those panties, throwing her own ass in my face. The deep moan in Dara’s throat came from the right place, giving me exactly what I needed to search for Sylvia’s trigger.

Letting go of Dara’s hands and diving right between those soft, inviting folds in front of me, I had my favorite porn-starlet whimpering into my girlfriend’s cunt. That breathy, tired moan told me what I wanted to hear. Within seconds of driving my fingers into Sylvia’s g-spot, I had both of them ready to set off like it was the fucking space race, and the Soviets were on the verge of landing on the moon first.

The tips of my fingers roamed around Sylvia’s entry until I discovered the right spots. Plunging them right in until I felt the plump mound of her magic button, I started curling them in-sequence with each other.

Pressing my face even harder into her slit, I wasn’t giving up until Sylvia cracked first. She made a cute attempt at holding off, pushing my head away with a flat palm against my forehead.

“Fucking more!”

I didn’t care which one said it. Nipping at the primed bud at the tip of my tongue, I twerked my fingers even harder.

That’s when the rapturous chaos nearly flattened my head.

Dara crashed back to reality first, going wild like a long-delayed springtime.

Struggling to draw a new breath of her own, Sylvia was vulnerable as fuck between my girlfriend’s thighs. I took advantage and doubled down on that little bump between her thighs.

As her attempts at a scream grew louder, I snatched Dara by the wrist and forced her hand to take over. Sylvia was beyond drawing herself back from the inevitable finish, but that was fine by me. The little bitch needed a taste of her own medicine.

Feeling the sides of my head damn near crack, I kept pressing on. Two fingers dove in, tempting the exact spot Dara had always loved me to touch, several times a second. My middle and index fingers almost gave out as I flexed them as hard as I could.

The firm pulse of orgasm nearly snapped the digits in two as I reared back for air. Sylvia wasn’t just coming, hard. She damn near put one of my eyes out with that squirt.

Dara was already laughing at the turnaround and the mess we’d have to clean up later.

Pinching the inside corners of both eyes, she barely got out, “You’re gonna need a yellow bucket hat and rain jacket, like Paddington-fucking-Bear.”

As I whipped my fingers out of Ms. Grey and laughed my ass off, I didn’t expect the shower that was about to… ahem… come.

Sylvia had already rocked out the hardest of the tremors against the sides of my head. Drawing a rough breath into her lungs, she bit her bottom lip and begged, “More...”

I did the sane primal ‘take a breath before you die’ thing and then backed away. Gesturing with open palms toward that willing cunt, I winked at Dara before gasping out, “Your turn.”

Biting back a hard whimper, Sylvia was already well on the way to her next rapture. I didn’t care at that point. I needed a fucking glass of water, or at least a breather.

I left them to it, walking out to preserve my own ass. Something about finding yourself in a threesome with your girlfriend and your porn-crush does that to you. It’s one of those situations you don’t even dream up, even if it seems like obvious boner fuel.

Rehydrated and still harder than filing the club’s taxes, I looked over at Joe’s framed copy of Journey’s Infinity I’d moved into the living room. For the first time, the song’s theme made sense. I really couldn’t know where my life would end up taking me from one day to the next.

Sylvia’s cry broke me out of the spell. No longer feeling like I had a mouth full of shaving cream, I knew it was time to seal up what Joe, Shorty, and Ted had put into motion all those years ago.

Dara’s work between Sylvia’s legs had turned the girl molten. Every moan begged for my girlfriend to finish my ‘mistress’ off. If it wasn’t over a need to come, you’d call the tone desperation.

I caved in, stepping my way behind Dara. Realizing I was the one fully-dressed person in a room full of nudity, I only bothered unzipping the jeans I’d changed into. With my cock in hand, Dara’s pussy challenged me to barge in.

The inviting heat swallowed my tip as I pressed my way between her walls. Conforming to my shaft as her first whimper melted into Sylvia’s, her box trapped me in about the time I was buried to the hilt.

Whipping my hips back, Dara’s whimper had a little sadness to it. It provoked me to surge back in, smacking both hands against her ass.

The silhouette of the impact areas reddened on her skin. That’s when her juices soaked into my pants.

Everything about her reaction guided me to rip off my shirt. I pried my shoes off with my feet and loosened my belt. With one pop of a button, I felt my pants slide down until I could step out of them.

Dara stopped just before Sylvia could go berserk. She turned her head, looking back as I kept my self buried deep inside her body. “Get the rest of that shit off and fuck her brains out for me.”

It made my dick take on a pulse of its own.

Dara eased forward, sliding me out of her. “Go on, I got her ready for you.”

From strictly-straight, to the bisexual cuckquean from hell. The light flashing on the other side of the room had fucked her up. Not that I’d have reversed the effects.

Whipping herself out of the way, Dara pushed Sylvia’s torso up and settled in, cradling her new friend’s back against her tits and abs. With hands rubbing all over those tax-write-off tits, Dara set down the rules. “You make her come until you do… Inside her.”

Normally, I’d have asked why she was so hard up on me pumping Sylvia full. But I knew she wasn’t thinking for herself anymore. In fact, I wasn’t sure Dara had been acting of her own free will for months.

As I pushed my tip up and down on the waiting slit below me, Dara pinched Sylvia’s nips between the knuckles of her fingers. She looked up one last time. “Go on, break her hard enough to make me come.”

Toned, tanned legs curled around my sides as I forced my way in. Even wetter than Dara, Sylvia gasped as I stuffed her full. The heels of her feet tried pulling me deeper, digging into the small of my back until her muscles trembled.

I jerked back, only to slam myself back in. My own thoughts had gone out the window. Without even thinking in terms of words, everything shred of my entire being screamed, ‘Thrust, motherfucker!’

Like she was begging to me cook off within that first minute, Sylvia wailed at the peak of every slam. Fingernails dug against my chest as she took hold the hair on my chest. The pain just drove me even harder.

One the verge of hurting each other, pretty well, I had to catch my wind.

Dara hugged tight against Sylvia from behind. “That it, Andy. Be mean to her.”

Urging myself to keep going, I dipped two fingers down to Sylvia’s clit. Slicked up like I’d soaked the digits in my mouth for hours, it didn’t take much to drive her into mania.

Staring up at me, the desire in my girlfriend’s eyes for the inevitable climax told me too much. It was the total opposite of jealousy, as if she wouldn’t settle for any less than the kind of sex that would make me forget about her.

I ripped myself into Sylvia’s cunt until I was on the verge. But Dara wasn’t about to have that deepest wish granted.

The instant I ripped my dick out of the squalling mess of a woman on the edge of the bed, a few more seconds of pearl action had her ready for launch.

Every limb, digit, and muscle in Sylvia’s body tensed to her limit at once. Breaking out of Dara’s hold, the poor thing rolled onto her side.

As I tried rolling Sylvia over, even the brush of my hand against her thigh forced more orgasm out of her. If we’d have put a vibe against her, I’m sure it’d have ended in a cardiac event.

Backing away, I locked eyes with Dara. She looked pissed that I hadn’t busted a nut already.

But you know what? That was her problem. Still, I had to ask myself something.

Did I even want a harem to begin with? Or hell, even a couple of girls to claim for myself? Really, the philandering life of a titty-bar owner was never something I wanted to chase. But then again, neither was the life of a faithful-to-his-girl titty-bar owner, either. Fate had just penciled me into this slot, even before I had been born.

Sylvia hadn’t recovered yet, but I was ready to throw everything I had at my main squeeze. Dara kept her gaze with me, solid and latched like we were welded together.

I didn’t give a shit. Grabbing Dara’s thighs and pulling her to the edge of the bed, I had her laid up and ready to go to town on.

She protested, a little. “Andy, if you come in me, I’ll never forgive you.”

Not that I wanted her to. Hate-fucking is the best, after all.

Driving right in, I had Dara’s mouth wide open. Just looping that moan would make a man nut.

Scratching the surface of my neck with every damn nail, she pulled me even deeper. As the light made it look like we were fucking in stop-motion, the feeling of it was pure, uninterrupted heat.

“Andy, you’d better not fucking finish in me.”

I gripped every lock of hair I could wrap my fingers around, pulling Dara’s head to the side. “Why not?”

The hesitation before she answered should have told me something, but I was too busy pumping away. As her voice pierced my eardrums, I knew she was enjoying it as much as I was.\

Dara’s thighs tightened out of nowhere. But what she begged next sealed the ending.

Her eyes shot open as I felt that bit of steel enter my cock. “Andy, don’t you fucking come inside me...”

Which is the hottest thing a girl can say, if you’re anything like me. “Why not?”

Dara tried forcing out a couple of words, but it all melted into a scream as the clash of our bodies drove her wild. The tension of her calves resting on the top of my shoulders told me she had every toe curled, on par with a ballerina.

Just before I came, I had one last bit of fuckery left in me. Dara went hysterical as I left her gaping, slapping the open display of cunt hard enough to make her entire body jerk.

Sylvia had gotten enough sense back that she could understand an order. Without skipping a beat as I slapped my hand against Dara’s pussy again, I ordered, “Unplug that fucking thing, now!”

Like it was second nature, despite the aftershocks of orgasm, Sylvia got right up. Marching to the other side of the room with purpose, she grabbed the power cord about halfway up and jerked.

Dara was still far from her normal self, but a hint of her old persona leaked through. Holding her arms and legs open, Dara practically invited me back inside her.

But I had to know why.

“Now you want me to keep fucking you.”

Dara’s bottom lip tucked behind her front teeth. Without even looking Sylvia’s way, she ordered, “Ask her why.”

I would, but not before I stuffed my cock back into the willing cunt laid out before me. Feeling that little drop of precum leak out, I finally grabbed Sylvia by the nape of her neck as she settled back onto the mattress. “So, what’s this about?”

Holding herself back as much as she could, Sylvia tried to shrug like she meant it.

I crushed myself into Dara again, pretty sure I was about to blow my top. “Fucking tell me.”

Every scrap of fight came out of Dara at once. Her hands pushed against my hips as she got even wetter. “Andy, what the fuck are you doing?”

Fucking coming, you little bitch. I put an open palm over Dara’s mouth as I repeated the order. “Tell me what the hell this is all about.”

Sylvia wrapped herself around Dara’s body from the side. Pushing her lips into Dara’s ear, Sylvia cooed, “Go on, let it happen.”

I slid my hand away from Dara’s attempt at words. As my first shot almost dug me hollow, I figured out the game.

Dara inhaled as she arched her head back. Right when I thought she’d give me an answer, she pulled another breath in. The way she opened her eyes and nodded, not of her own will, spilled the rest of me out.

Sylvia forced my ass down, pushing my cock deep as the last jet fired out. “That’s it… Knock her up good.”

Every alarm in my head went off, but my body was too spent. What the hell? After that initial period of caution, I’d been coming in Dara, knowing she was on some kind of birth control.

But Dara’s voice made me force out another blast. “Oh, shit… Andy...” She pushed me away with open palms against my chest. “I stopped my birth control a few months ago.”

Fuck! Not that I didn’t like the idea, in some way.

Sylvia knew the real purpose of the light’s pattern. “Gotta make babies. The first time gets you horny, but every other exposure makes it harder to resist.”

I pulled out, seeing the line of pearly white creep out of Dara’s pussy. “That’s a terrible idea. Why put something like that in a strip club?”

Echoing Shorty, in tone and in her expression, Sylvia wasn’t bullshitting a bit. “Which girl would you go more wild over? The one who pretends she wants to fuck you for cash, or the one who wants to have your kids?”

I tried coming up with a response. The only thing I could do was point at the stream of cum leaking from between Dara’s legs. “Why the fuck?”

Dara had the answer before Sylvia could draw that full grin. “Andy, this birth control shit’s been killing me ever since I went on the stage here that first time. I had to stop it...”

Sylvia cut in before I could even protest. “You roped me in too. You’re gonna be a busy, happy guy.”


Eight months had flown by already. With the club’s profits finally getting steady and healthy, the down-payment on a respectable house was only a few weeks’ profits. I was helping Dara put up a wallpaper border in the last room we had to work on.

Sure, I was happy and knew the whole truth, but I still felt like I needed a broader explanation. After getting Ted and Shorty together for lunch one day, they still kept a bit of the story from me. Not every orgy needs a full accounting, I guess.

Sylvia, Starry, and that trio of primadonnas were still drawing the big spenders in. And yeah, the harem was still a thing. For the most part, I guess.

After applying to law schools across the country, Starry had more acceptance letters than she could process. Personally, I hoped she’d take the offer for the local one, but that wasn’t my decision. She wasn’t mine to own, but she’d always have a place here.

The Shameless Threesome had dropped back down to one weekend a month at Randy Andy’s. With their reputation swelling even more, I didn’t blame them for drifting away. These girls were rolling in more money than I was at that point.

And Sylvia? Well, her trophy husband didn’t take long to find her. She’d already moved out of the club’s apartment that’d I’d let her stay in after we bought the house.

Dara still had a touch of the light’s buggery in her head, herself. As she struggled to make it up the step-ladder, I put a hand on her shoulder. “Easy. Let me do it.”

From the open doorway, Sylvia’s voice broke the moment. “I’m only a month behind her. You’d better start pampering me like that.”

Yeah, we had two cribs in the nursery. One for each girl Dara and Sylvia would end up having.

Who knew a fucking stage light would have tied our fates together, before we were even conceived, ourselves?

But I did have one last curve-ball to throw everyone. As I poured another bottle of glue into my cup and started mixing, I felt the growing lump in Sylvia’s torso press against my ass. Handing it back to her, I felt someone else walk into the room, like it was instinct.

“Dad, I already told you…”

Ted Alberts walked around the same ladder I was about to step off of. “Andrew, I talked it over with Shorty, and he’s willing to sign his own club over to her.” He pointed to Sylvia, who was already wrapped around me from behind.

“Alright. What’s that got to do with anything?” Shorty had already promised to ‘sell’ his club to the merged company between myself and the two women who’d give me children in the coming months. If I couldn’t marry Sylvia and Dara both, I could at least make sure each of our kids got their share by divvying up our mutual assets.

Slapping an open hand on my shoulder, Ted helped me step down the ladder. “Andrew, I can’t pass my church on to you, but I did figure something out.”

“I don’t want your church, if that’s what you’re hinting at. We’re doing well enough already.”

Dad proposed the exact opposite of what I thought he was hinting at. “Frank quit from your club right after he got out of the hospital. Did you ever wonder why?”

“Taking a bullet isn’t a thing anyone signs up for. I don’t blame him.”

Ted motioned for Dara and Sylvia to gather around him. As they closed in, he dropped a bomb on me. “Frank’s entered divinity school, and I sponsored his apprenticeship.”

A strip-club bouncer was fresh between twenty and fifty, which was at least a decade longer than a stripper’s working life. But as the one guy who risked his ass, right by my side, for people he didn’t even know… Frank had the right shit in him.

“You don’t need my permission. Frank’s always been more honest with me that you ever were.” I wanted to kick myself a little for that quip, but I wasn’t stretching for the sake of being mean here.

Ted grinned as Sylvia and Dara leaned into each of his ears. Whatever they were telling him, I didn’t care. Ted seemed to, though. “They’re fine with it, too.”

“I’d hope so. The guy had a new hole put in him, probably for all of us.”

One little hitch slinked into Ted’s conditions, though. “Can you forgive Mick and Wes for what they did?”

“That’s between them and your God. Personally, I don’t give a shit. I’d kill Mick all over again if I had the chance.”

“Well, at least I know you’ll never spread The Gospel.” Ted wasn’t exactly shaking his head, but he made it clear I wasn’t on par with his moral code. “You should work on that forgiveness thing.”

“Mick and Wes should have worked on that ‘don’t shoot people because you hate them’ thing first.” I shrugged and put my hands on the growing stomachs in front of me. “I’ve gotta figure out how to break the cycle of perviness here. I do have two girls on the way, and none of us want them to pay their bills with nudity.”

“So you won’t forgive them?”

“Why should I? That God guy will forgive me for what I did, because it had to be done, right?”

Ted dropped every pretense of his bullshit. “You’re gonna own it, at some point, but I believe in a merciful God. For your sake, I hope he’s got a lot of patience.”

Which was fine by me. “Hey, I’ll duke it out with him when the time comes. Don’t ever expect me to apologize for going apeshit when even he wasn’t around to help people.”

“I don’t think he’d demand that of you.”

I couldn’t help driving the wedge in. “Maybe he should have been looking after your people too.”

Ted didn’t get pissy like I thought he would. “I asked that same question, myself. But what if I asked what you thought about all of this.”

“A bunch of horse-shit.” Any rightful God would have spared the people who died.

That’s when Ted did the last thing I expected. Pushing my hands together, he rested his forehead against my own. “Well, ask why he did it, for your own self.”

I wish I could tell you why this all happened, but I didn’t hear a fucking thing. As kind a place as dad came from, sometimes awful shit happens, because awful shit happens for the hell of it.

Besides, I wound up a rich, happy guy in the end. Our dads were looking for us in the end, even though it took all of them but Shorty a couple of decades to get around to it.

Ted broke the silence. “Ladies, I’m borrowing Andrew for a while. It’d be his mother’s birthday today, and we’ve got a few things to talk about on the way to the cemetery.”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

BIM-BOAT 

The other bartender, Joe, handed me what I'd paid him for. 

I held he vial up, making sure it was backlit by one of the ceiling lights. Portage Tavern's bar was as bright as a cave after closing time. I couldn't tell if the tiny glass cylinder was full of water or moose piss. 

“So it's like Spanish fly, or what?” 

Even after a full shift, he still reeked of that pheromone cologne that he swore worked. “It's called Feminol, and its even better. Somehow, it makes girls as hotter and horny. Permanently.” 

“I can't believe I gave you a fifty for this.” Somehow though, this chunky, neckbearded dope had major luck with women. “But I know it's not your personality that wins them over.” 

“You know that one girl I was banging for a while, Rachel?” 

“What about her.” 

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.” 

“Well,” Joe held out his fist for a bump, “you'll get your dick fucked off from now on.” Even in the darkness, he had the kind of confidence in his smile only a guy drowning in pussy could give off. 

* * * 

When I slid the back door open, I knew something was wrong. Not in the 'dial 911' kind of way, but something was off. Holly had music playing in the living room. 

Realizing it was “I Kissed a Girl” threw me for a fucking loop. I knew I looked confused as fuck coming out of the hallway. “I thought you hated this song like it murdered your parents.” 

Holly looked at me from her curled-up position on one end of the couch. “I don't know why, but it's fun to listen to.” 

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.” 

Suggesting she get a copy of that ancient sex manual would have been a damn insult to her, just hours ago. “You sure you're okay?” I bent over and pressed the back of my hand against her forehead. 

Holly upended every expectation I had of her by grabbing my wrist. She manipulated my fingers until my index was the only one sticking straight. “Don't tell me you're disappointed.” 

Before I knew it, I had the tip of my pointer against the back of her throat. Holly drew her head back. Then she looked up, happy as hell for once as she left my finger covered in spit. 

“I don't know what hit me, but it's like something flipped a switch while I was driving to the library.” 

There's no way that shit works this well. She even had the collar of that oversized t-shirt askew, one of her shoulders sticking out like she used to do at my request. Holly even trying to be attractive happened, tops, once every few months by that point. 

* * * 

A giant, pink flash just off the back of my boat caught my eye before I could step onto the front deck. Someone had inflated that giant flamingo floatie I'd picked up a year ago. Honestly, I'd never blown it up, because hell if Holly would use it. She hated the sun. 

I walked down the pier running to the back of the boat. Lounging on the body of that PVC bird, I couldn't tell if it was Holly or not. The girl looked like her and had on the blue, pink, and black one-piece I'd never seen her wear. But her tits were almost pouring out of the top. 

The pink sun visor cast her face in a magenta light, but that was Holly's face under all that makeup. I couldn't help admiring curves I never knew she had. Even her legs looked more toned than I remembered them. 

She rose up and stared back at me, blonde curls dropping past her shoulders. When she wore her hair down, I knew she was really trying. But what hit me the hardest was that toothy smile. 

I owe Joe my good bottle of bourbon. Thanks to whatever he'd given me, Holly was actually hot. And even more than that, she looked like she was having the time of her life just lounging out there, showing herself off. 

Holly waved and called out over thirty feet of water, “You're back!” She straddled the back of that flamingo and slowly kicked through the water until she was within arm's reach. “I got bored sitting in the boat, so I thought I'd tan a little.” 

“You...” I couldn't help staring down at cleavage on par with Marina's. “Tanning?” It was like someone had lobotomized the preachy pseudo-intellectual right out of her, and then filled the blank space with plastic and silicon. 

“I know you didn't care for how I looked and acted before, and it started bothering me all of a sudden.” She acted like this was her new normal. “I wasn't happy like I was before, so why not change?” 

Getting a closer look at her face, I saw another change she was adamant about never making. “You plucked your eyebrows.” The girl had put herself through some pain, just to satisfy me in some small way. 

“I'm glad you noticed.” She kicked the flamingo to the rear deck and crawled onto the edge. 

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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